/ It Started at Summer Camp / XXX

Martin let out a muffled grunt, rolling over and sitting up slightly. He rubbed his eyes and squinted at Robbie closing the tent flap.
#
“Mornin’ Robs, what were ya doin’ outside?”
#
The chubby fox turned to his friend, “O-Oh, sorry Martin. I just had to go pee. Didn’t mean to wake you.”
#
“What time is it anyway?” Martin asked as he let out a yawn.

Robbie shrugged, “Dunno. Sun was already up a bit, so… Maybe 6-ish?”

“You wanna try and sneak off to go shower? I know you said ‘no’ yesterday, because you didn’t wanna shower with strangers, but it’ll probably jus’ be us if we go this early.” The wolf certainly felt pretty gross after three days of no showering and outdoor activities.

Robbie shuffled around nervously, “I guess we could… We’re up anyway. So long as nobody else is at the shower.”

The wolf slipped out of his sleeping bag and threw on a clean pair of shorts and a shirt. “You bring shampoo?”

“Ah, no… I hadn’t really thought I was gonna shower when I was packing,” Robbie said.

Martin pulled his towel and a small bottle of shampoo out of his bag, “No worries, you can use mine.” He crawled over and unzipped the tent flap, looking back at his chubby friend, “C’mon Robs, we don’t wanna take too long that other furs start waking up.”

The fox kit let out a small sigh, “Don’t rush me, it’s too early to be moving so fast,” Robbie said. Pulling his own towel out of his bag and slowly following the wolf’s lead out the tent flap.

The two cubs quietly made their way past other tents and to the building with the showers.

“Jeez, it’s kinda weird when it’s this quiet,” Martin said.

“I know, right? Going out in the middle of the night to pee would be super freaky.” Robbie said with a chuckle.
#
#
The wolf poked his head into the restroom hut and scanned the building for other furs. “Looks like the coast is clear, Robs.” He walked in and hung his towel on the hooks on one side of the showers and started to strip down to his undies with his back facing Robbie.
#
Martin turned around and noticed his friend had done the same, having hung his clothes and towel on the other set of hooks. He couldn’t deny that his chubby friend looked very cute in his undies, but he quickly pushed those thoughts out of his head.
#
Robbie shuffled in place nervously, crossing his arms as if to cover himself.
#
The wolf pup broke the awkward silence. “Hopefully the water in these things can get decently hot,” he said, looking over at the big group shower. He took a deep breath before turning his back, dropping his boxers to his ankles and hanging them alongside his other clothes. Just act casual, Martin, don’t let it show that you’re excited to see him naked.
#
Robbie followed suit and slowly removed his own briefs. He walked over and turned on one of the faucets. He stood just outside of the fall of water to wait for it to get warm, making sure to keep himself generally turned away from Martin for the duration of his wait.
#
Martin turned on the faucet adjacent to Robbie’s shower, occasionally trying to sneak a glance over at his friend. Before long the water got adequately hot in both showers and Martin took the lead stepping in first. The wolf squirted a good amount of his shampoo into his paw before placing it on the floor between the two showers. “Feel free to use as much as you need, Robs.” He turned toward his friend, hoping that his outward confidence would help his friend not be so nervous.
#
“Thanks…” Robbie mumbled. He stepped into the water and let it rush over his body, keeping his bits covered up in the process.
#
Martin took the lead and started to lather his shampoo into his fur, making sure to prioritize the areas that felt the most gross: his armpits and groin. He soon found his eyes wandering over toward his friend once again.
#
The chubby fox had grabbed the shampoo while the wolf’s focus was elsewhere and begun to lather himself up with suds. Martin subtly looked over, trying to catch a glimpse of Robbie’s boyhood now that he wasn’t covering himself up. The wolf silently cursed his luck. Dammit Robbie! Whether consciously or subconsciously his best friend was slightly turning his body away from the wolf, just enough that Martin couldn’t get a look at his penis.
#
Martin kept his eyes angled over at his friend and started to admire his friend’s chubby build, the fox’s plump belly and thick rump were appealing to the wolf in their own way. Martin licked his lips watching his friend scrub himself. Gods, Robbie was hot! The wolf had to mentally fight himself to not make it obvious he was attracted to his friend.
#
The wolf’s penis had different ideas. He was so busy ogling his friend he hadn’t even realized his dick had achieved full erection and was now standing proudly out from his groin. Martin went to rinse off his groin and noticed his own boner. Shit! Now it was Martin’s turn to angle himself away from his friend, he couldn’t let him see that he had a boner because he was looking at him naked. That’s gay!
#
He snuck some quick glances over at Robbie to make sure his friend hadn’t noticed his stiffy and odd behavior, but the fox appeared to be too occupied focusing on scrubbing himself.
#
Martin decided now was as good a time as any to rinse off. The wolf let the water rush over all the areas he scrubbed while being careful to hide his turgid erection from the chubby fox right next to him. Martin turned off the water and grabbed his towel to dry himself off.
#
The chubby fox followed shortly after. He grabbed his own towel to dry himself off. “It does feel kinda nice to be clean at least,” he mumbled. “Almost makes me forget I’m stuck out in the wilderness.”
#
“See dude, I told you it wouldn’t be so bad,” Martin chuckled. Having finished drying off, he quickly pulled his boxers and shorts back on. He turned toward Robbie who was, unsurprisingly. still keeping his back to Martin while he dried off. The fox bent over to dry his legs with his towel giving Martin a full view of the fox’s behind. Martin quivered as he felt his erection throb in his shorts.
#
The wolf quickly averted his eyes when his friend stood up and started to dress himself, holding his balled up towel in front of his groin to make sure Robbie couldn’t see the tent he was pitching.
#
Their ears perked up to the sound of the breakfast bell being rung in the distance. “Sounds like it’s time for breakfast,” Martin said.
#
“Not a moment too soon.Let’s go bring our towels back to the tent and get to the mess hall.” The chubby fox darted quickly out the door.
#
Martin sped out after him. “Wait Robs!”
#
Robbie stopped in his tracks. “Huh? What is it? C’mon I wanna go eat, it’s like the one saving grace of camp! Even if the food isn’t amazing.”
#
“You get a head start to the mess hall. I’ll take our towels back to the tent. Save me a seat at a table,” Martin said.
#
The chubby fox shrugged. “If you insist I guess.” He handed the wolf his towel. “See you in a bit,” he said before dashing off toward the mess hall. Martin seldom saw Robbie move that fast.
#
The wolf made his way back toward their tent, sporting a tent of his own in his shorts.
#
Martin slipped inside the tent and closed the zipper behind him. He placed their balled up towels in the corner of the tent so they could dry off some. His erection was still throbbing in his pants as pictures of Robbie’s naked body flashed back to him.
#
The wolf crawled over to his duffel bag and began rummaging through it down to the bottom. Where did he put it… Aha! Martin’s tail wagged as he pulled a bottle of lotion out of his bag. His boner may be a pain, but he had a cure for that.
#
He slipped out of his shorts and boxers and tossed them aside, sitting himself down on his sleeping bag. He looked down at his boyhood sticking upward from his groin with its prominent mushroom head at attention.
#
Martin squeezed an ample amount of lotion into his paw and gripped his penis. He  glided his paw up and down his shaft, thoroughly coating his boyhood in the lotion. After applying it to his member, the wolf adjusted his grip to firmly grip the top half of his dick and started rhythmically pumping his paw across that area while holding the base with his other paw.
#
The wolf closed his eyes and let his mind wander while he stroked his penis. Naturally his mind immediately went to picture his best friend’s naked body. He’d desperately wished he was able to catch a glimpse of Robbie’s penis, but thankfully his horny mind was able to fill in the gaps. A dick’s a dick after all. It can’t be terribly different from his own, right?

He wanted to go farther. He imagined himself holding Robbie’s hard shaft in his paw and  stroking it like he does his own. His ears filled with his chubby friend’s moans while he worked the fox’s dick with his paw. Martin let out a small moan himself as he increased the ferocity of his pumps on his own dick.
#
Martin wanted to suck Robbie’s dick so bad. He took the fox’s dick into his mouth much like he’d seen in many porn videos. He swirled his tongue around that hard shaft and defined head, letting out a moan. Martin hadn’t even noticed his dick stroking had sped up tremendously because he was so engrossed in his fantasy.

The wolf pup bobbed his muzzle along the chubby fox’s cock, letting out satisfied moans as Robbie’s dick filled his throat. The wolf suckled hungrily at it, focusing on pleasuring the parts that felt the best from his own experience. He sped up his bobs as he felt the fox’s dick pulsating in his muzzle.
#
The wolf’s orgasm took him by surprise as it washed over him like a tidal wave. Martin was snapped out of his fantasy in an instant as he let out a series of grunts and squirted a few powerful bursts of seed.
#
As his orgasm subsided, the wolf flopped onto his back and tried to catch his breath. He’d had some damn good paw sessions before, but this one was next level. Was it bad that his best masturbation session yet was thinking about his best friend naked? 
#
“Absolutely disgusting. If I had my way I'd round up all of those faggots and shoot 'em.” “Can you believe those two faggots, holding hands? Ugh, I miss the days you could beat the shit out of them and no one would bat an eye.” Martin shivered as his father’s words lingered in the back of his mind, causing a feeling of guilt to set in as he sat back up. Everything his family had taught him about sex up to this point was that being gay was a terrible thing…
#
He didn’t have time to feel guilty for long though, because a quick look forward made him realize what he just did. “Shit!” Martin muttered under his breath. He’d gotten so engrossed in his fantasy about blowing Robbie that he didn’t realize he just squirted all over Robbie’s sleeping bag!
#
Obviously he couldn’t just leave this like this. He took what lotion remained on his penis for his paws and rubbed it into them before adjusting his stance onto all fours and lowering his head down to lap up his own seed off the fox’s sleeping bag.
#
Martin had tried eating his own cum before a few times, but usually he would just shoot into a tissue and call it a day. While he remembered to bring lotion with him, the second most important thing for his masturbation had slipped his mind entirely.
#
The wolf tried to be as thorough as he could in cleaning up his seed, though it was a tedious process. He didn’t realize how much he’d squirted. Maybe he’d have to think about sucking dick again another time with how good this time was.
#
Okay! That looked like he got all of it. He quickly scrambled to throw on his clothes again. If he took too long it’d surely raise some suspicion.
#
Martin finished getting dressed then slipped out of the tent, closing the zipper behind him before dashing off toward the mess hall.
#
#
He entered the mess hall and did a quick scan of the room. He saw Robbie sitting with their friends Chuck, a shy border collie, Steve, a hyperactive squirrel, and Larry, a geeky raccoon. The wolf grabbed a plate and dished himself up with some eggs, bacon and sausage before heading over to his friends to sit down.
#
“Jeez Martin. What took you so long? I thought you were just dropping off our towels,” Robbie said as the wolf sat down next to him.
#
“I just got hung up on something is all, don’t worry about it.” Martin said.
#
Larry chuckled and took a bite of bacon. “What, were you pawing off in the tent or something?”
#
Martin tried his best to not make a face like a cub who just got caught with his paw in the cookie jar. “I wasn’t pawing off!”
#
“Hey guys, mind if I join?” Carter said as he approached the table with his own plate of food.

Martin raised a paw in greeting toward the athletic gazelle. Despite Carter being a year older than the wolf the two became fast friends over their love of soccer. “Hey dude. I’m down to have ya join us.” He turned to the other cubs across the table, “Guys this is Carter, Robs already met him. He’s pretty cool. Mind if he eats with us?”
#
Larry shrugged. “I’m fine with it,” he said. 
#
“Yeah! He can sit with us, he seems cool,” Steve chimed in with a mouthful of food.

“T-That’s f-fine…” Chuck gave a small nod and looked back down at his food.
#
“Sick!” Carter took a seat across from Martin. “So don’t let me break up your conversation, someone was pawing off in their tent?”

“Yeah!” Steve said. “Larry thinks Martin was, because he said he was just running to drop off the towels, but then we had to wait soooooooo long for him to get here.”
#
Martin shot the squirrel a glare.
#
Carter laughed. “I mean who cares if Martin was having a quick paw before breakfast? My tent mate and I jerk off next to each other every night! Heck, we just did it earlier this morning!”
#
Larry tilted his head and gave the gazelle a weird look. "Isn't that kinda gay?"
#
"No way! It's not gay as long as the balls don't touch." Carter shot back.
#
Robbie had a confused expression on his face "I don't think that's how that works..."
#
Martin laughed and chimed in. "Well, let's ask Steve. He's got two dads, so he knows what's gay or not. Right, Steve?"
#
"Leave me out of this!" the squirrel whined in protest

Carter rolled his eyes "Well, even if he is gay, it's not like jerking it with a gay guy’s gonna make ME gay. We're just bros jerking off. Besides, I’m sure as heck not going five days without pawing off. Back home I used to do it every day when I shower.”

Martin chuckled. “Same though, at least whenever I can. My dad’s suuuuper anal about running up the water bill so I can’t do it as much as I’d like.”

“Doing it before bed is the best,” Larry said. “That way you can just fall asleep when you’re tired afterwards. Plus there’s the added bonus of being able to pretend to sleep if someone comes in.”
#
Carter swallowed a mouthful of food. “I do that sometimes, but it's always such a pain to clean up the mess of lotion when I'm done.”
#
Martin chuckled, “Oh dude, I hear you there! Cleanup can be such a pain.”

The wolf and the gazelle shared a laugh between the two of them. The rest of the cubs at the table gave them confused looks.
#
“Uhh… What’s the lotion for?” Steve asked.
#
Carter chuckled. “What else? For pawing off obviously. Chafing is rough!”
#
Steve briefly made a face like he was in deep thought before the realization hit him, “Ohhh! I get it!”
#
“So what were you guys talkin’ about before I joined you anyway? Unless jerking off was already the topic at hand.” Martin said.

Larry rolled his eyes. “Pfft, no it wasn’t. We were theorizing who the next Smash Bros DLC characters will be after Banjo.”

“Ohhhhh!” Martin smirked as he bit a piece of bacon. “I still maintain that Minecraft Steve is going to get in!”
#
“No way they’re gonna do a second Microsoft character when they just announced Banjo,” Larry protested.
#
The wolf shrugged. “I dunno dude, Minecraft is pretty crazy popular.”
#
“I don’t know why they added Hero to the game personally,” Carter chimed in. “They even showed him off at E3 and everything. Who’s even played Dragon Quest?” he scoffed..
#
“Excuse you!” Larry snapped. “Dragon Quest is huge in Japan, like it’s even bigger than Final Fantasy!”
#
“I hope Sora from Kingdom Hearts gets in!” Steve said, bouncing in his seat.
#
Robbie took a sip of his juice. “It’d be cool. I like Kingdom Hearts. Dunno if it has a shot of happening, though.”
#
“There’s no way someone from a Namco Bandai franchise isn’t getting in,” Carter said “I mean they developed the game, no way is the DLC gonna finish up with their only rep being Pac-Man. My money’s on Tekken or Soul Calibur.” The gazelle took a big bite of eggs.
#
The chubby fox looked at the border collie next to him. Chuck had sat and ate his breakfast quietly for the whole conversation. “So, Chuck. Who do you think will get into Smash?”
#
“I-I don’t know… U-Um… W-What’s S-Smash?” Chuck said nervously.
#
Martin’s eyes widened, “Seriously, dude? Smash Bros! Y’know, the franchise where gaming icons from all sortsa games duke it out? Mostly Nintendo, but not exclusively. What kinda video games do you play? Some of them might even have characters in it.”
#
Chuck lowered his head and looked away, “I… D-Don’t have any v-video games,.”
#
“Oh man,” Martin said, “We have sooooooo many games we have to show you once we’re back home. Come to Robbie’s house, he’s got a bunch of different game systems.” 
#
The border collie whimpered and wrapped his tail around himself.
#
Robbie put his arm around Chuck. “It’s pretty easy to pick up and understand. I can show you how to play and give you some pointers whenever we do play video games.”

Steve bounced up from his seat with his empty plate in hand, “Alright, done! C’mon Larry, let’s go!”

The raccoon groaned. “Just a minute, the lake isn’t going anywhere!” he said, scooping the last bit of his scrambled eggs onto a piece of toast.
#
“You guys goin’ swimming?” Robbie asked.
#
Steve quickly nodded. “Yup! I wanted to go yesterday, but the nature hike was yesterday so we didn’t really have time, but today there’s lots of time so I wanted to go swim. Maybe do some other stuff after too. There’s so much to do here I wanna make sure to do everything!”

“Steve, take a breath,” Larry said as he finished his last bit of food. “Okay, now I’m done. We can go swimming.”

“Let’s go, let’s go!” the squirrel darted off, dragging the raccoon in tow.

“Well I think I’m gonna hit up the soccer field,” Carter said, standing up. “You wanna join me, Martin?”
#
Martin hesitated, “Well…” he turned his head to Robbie, “You mind if I go hang with Carter for a while?

“Knock yourself out,” Robbie said with a shrug.
#
“You sure? What’re you gonna do?” Martin asked, “I don’t wanna leave you in the lurch.”

“I’ll wait here until Chuck finishes eating,” Robbie said. “I was thinking I’d spend the day with him. Maybe we’ll go do some arts and crafts.”
#
The border collie’s ears perked up, “M-Me? Y-You don’t gotta s-spend your day with m-me...”
#
The chubby fox gave the border collie a gentle smile. “But I want to. Besides, I know you’re pretty good at arts and crafts, and frankly I’d rather do that than most other camp activities anyway.”

Martin nodded and quickly finished the remaining food on his plate, “Alright then I’ll see you later Robs.” The wolf sat up and followed Carter out of the mess hall toward the soccer field. 

The wolf followed his friend’s lead, but he still had some lingering guilt in the back of his mind for his earlier paw session. Carter seemed to think it wasn’t gay to paw off with another guy. Did the gazelle have a point? Was he worried about nothing? Surely there was a big difference between just jerking off with another boy, and thinking about other boys while you jerk off, wasn’t there? Is there the possibility that his dad is actually wrong? He had so much to think about and seemingly no way to get a definitive answer on any of his questions. What to do?

