Hideaway
When the sun was high in the sky, a hot glaze oozed its way over the town. It seeped in between the cracks in the sidewalk, the rough gravel valleys and canyons, and settled into a hard sludge that radiated an intense, sagging heat.
 
Zy never liked the summer. Each year it got worse, and each summer he longed for the cooler days of autumn and his friends who were all scuttled away elsewhere. The summer drove them all apart with its intense heat and with the lack of school. Rod stayed indoors: she was lucky enough to have AC. Tim and Tam went to their grandma's until August 18th, like always. Zy was glad to be free of their bullying and teasing, but that was still two less people about town. Abe and Khalia sometimes stayed, but this year they had gone on a trip with their cousins to the Pyant. Thyme got very sick in the heat and so also had an excuse to stay inside... Man…
The young dog teetered towards the mailbox, feeling very dejected. It was too hot to be lost in thought, honestly. It was unbearable. Everything... Swimming... Fading away…
He pulled the mailbox open, wincing as the hinge squeaked in protest. Some more ads for the store, and a credit card bill for Dad. His game wasn't here yet, and that meant he had no excuse to stay inside. With a huff, he took the warm papers inside the box out and trudged back inside to hand it to Dad.
"Hmm." Dad grunted. "'Kay. Go and play, now."
The cub nodded and sauntered back outside after sneaking a popsicle out of the freezer. Gripping it tightly, he snuck through the sparse shadows in the yard to the sidewalk and looked around the neighborhood at his options. The street was practically magma at this point, stretching infinitely off to the left, and to the right it coiled into the heap that was the cul-de-sac he lived in. He unwrapped his popsicle and pressed it to his lips, hoping to suck in as much coolness as he could while he made his way across the street to Corduroy's house.
Corduroy was Zy’s best friend, and fortunately one of the few people who didn't leave during the summer. Unfortunately, though, he was kind of lazy... It would be a hard sell to get him out into the heat, especially with how big and wooly he was. It was too late for Zy to grab a second popsicle for bribing, though, so he had to forge ahead.
dingdong.
…
dingdong. "Cord! It's me! Hey!"
dingdong. dingdong.
…
dingdong. dingdong. dingdongdingdongdingdongding-
The door flew open, and Corduroy's mother was there, bleating angrily. "What!? What the hell do you- Ah, you. CORDUROY!"
The pup waited patiently, slurping on his popsicle loudly until his friend came into view. The lamb was wearing his new Zelda t-shirt, which barely fit him and hugged around his lumps and curves rather tightly. His wool was extra frizzy today; Zy always wondered how he could see through it.
"There's no way I'm goin' out there, Zy." Corduroy crossed his arms. "I just got Majora's Mask and I've gotta beat it befo-"
"Go outside and play with your friend!" Mama Sheep gave her son a little swat before scooting off, and the lamb sighed in defeat. Zy grinned in amusement as he left to go get ready, and soon the two boys were both baking like tater tots out on the sidewalk.
"Ugh, Zy... How could you do this to me..." Corduroy groaned. The sidewalk was so hot that they couldn't sit down for fear of melting, so they awkwardly crouched next to Corduroy’s mailbox, using it to support their weight. A good chunk of Zy’s popsicle had melted all over his paws in the heat, and he greedily licked the sticky mess off while debating what to do next.
"We could go to McDonald's." Zy suggested.
"I don't have money."
"Uuh... Well..." They'd kick out anyone who went just to mooch the AC. "We could go to the library."
But that was on the other end of town, and they'd surely die before making it there. “If only Abe was here...” Corduroy sighed, and Zy nodded in agreement. Abe’s parents had AC and also let the boys stay over and play Halo all day.
They began the long walk towards nothing in particular, trudging and gasping and complaining, joking and talking and dashing into whatever shade they could find. Zy felt like he was wading around under three blankets. He wondered if Corduroy had to be under at least five, with how shaggy he was. With each step, their heads grew foggier and foggier. Just when it seemed all hope was lost, they staggered to a halt and marveled at the sight of Peapod walking past them, down Limestone Street.
There were two weird things about that. First, no one went down Limestone, since it petered off into dirt and gave way to the woods, where the kids weren't allowed to go. Second, Peapod was never here over summer, and typically wasn’t the most social either. Though he was younger than everyone else in Zy’s social circle, he was pretty big for his age, and his eyepatch commanded a lot of silent awe/confusion/adoration from classmates who thought he was too badass to be in school. The two kids waved him down, and he started walking a little faster as they approached.
"Peapod! Hey! Hey Peapod! Big P! H E Y!"
Fortunately, he was nearly as big as Corduroy, so it was ultimately impossible for the poor shoat to run away. They caught up to him and he finally stopped, panting and looking
more annoyed than usual. "Wh... whah do you two want!?"
"Where ya goin'?" Corduroy and Zy said in unison. Against their power, the younger boar was helpless, and he stammered and sighed and eventually pointed towards the woods.
"The woods?" Corduroy sniffed. "Whaddya goin' there for?"
"WELL," The boy snorted. "It's the only place to go when it's this hot."
"What about McDonald's?" Zy asked, maybe a little too desperately. "Don't you always have lunch money?"
"No, I don't. And this place is better than McDonald's."
There was no way. They immediately started grilling him, and he blushed with a bit of pride now that he was in control of the situation. With a grin, he motioned for the boys to follow and whispered excitedly about what he found.
-
        
Getting into the woods wasn’t as easy as Peapod made it seem. Following the road to the trees was fine, but tall bushes and dense trees made for a terrible, itchy, claustrophobic time. Peapod forged ahead, ducking expertly under branches as if he’d been here a million times, while Zy hung back to help Corduroy, whose wool was getting caught in something every ten seconds.
        
“Ouch!”
        
“Wait a-“
        
“oooowwwwwiiieee-!” Corduroy bleated. His wool was so tangled that it was hard to work fast, and he kept flailing impatiently in Zy’s face. “Stop tugging!”
        
“Stop moving!” Zy retorted. He looked anxiously ahead for Peapod, but it seemed the boar had disappeared. Was he tricking them? There was no way… But after freeing Corduroy, Zy shook off his doubts and helped his friend further into the brush.
        
The woods were strange. It was much cooler, thankfully, and the boys were able to breathe a little better… But it was also very still and spooky. Light got sparser the further they went, and the chirping and chittering of birds and other animals got louder and louder. Leaves brushed past Zy’s legs, and he occasionally winced as Corduroy’s footsteps got crunchier and kicked broken twigs into his heel. “Careful…”
        
“Sorry…” He pouted. He was clearly in a bad mood already. Zy snickered internally; to think Corduroy was older than him! What a baby!
        
Thankfully, the insane growth soon tapered off into a small clearing where Peapod the Abandoner was waiting for them. “You guys okay?” He sniffed, scratching his neck nervously. “Maybe I should’ve walked a little slower.”
        
“It’s fine.” Zy grumbled. “It’s not your fault Corduroy doesn’t use wool conditioner.”
        
“Heheh…”
        
Peapod still didn’t seem amused. “Well, let’s hurry up! We’re almost there. You guys are really gonna love this.”
        
They followed him deeper into the woods, along a dirt trail that had wandered in from their left and meandered on ahead into the trees. Small, faded hoofprints could be seen here and there, and Zy wondered if anyone else knew about this place. It seemed Peapod liked to visit often.
As vaguely terrifying as this place was, Zy was starting to like it. It was cooler thanks to the shade, though the heat still occasionally nipped at their feet along the edges of the path. Corduroy idly picked leaves and spiderwebs out of his wool as they walked, muttering about lunch, while Peapod forged ahead. The brush started getting thicker again, so Zy stopped looking around and focused on their guide. From this angle, he noticed immediately that Peapod’s shorts were… Well, they were really small on him. His butt was almost as big as Corduroy's, which was certainly saying something since Peapod was the youngest of the three. It wasn't a secret that he was bigger than most kids in his class, but… Butt…
Corduroy noticed too, and he squeezed Zy’s hand. "Bro…"
"Right?" Zy gasped. "How do those things even fit?"
"Maybe they shrunk in the-"
"Okay!" Peapod turned around suddenly, seemingly oblivious to their ogling. "We're here! It's right past this bush."
"It had better be good." Corduroy said drily. "Or you owe us ice cream."
"Close your eyes. It'll be even cooler that way."
"Nuh-uh! You're just gonna take off running!"
"I'm too fat for that." He shrugged. "But suit yourselves."
They watched him awkwardly shimmy into the bush and disappear.
"Whaddya think?" Zy nudged his friend. "Should we do it?"
"I'm gonna cry if I have to go back through those trees." The worn-out sheep sighed. "Let's see what this goober's big surprise is."
Zy let him go through the bush first - "Ugh! Ouch… Grrrr…" - and then squeezed himself under the sharp branches. It was a really tight and prickly fit, but after a few careful ministrations, the cub got his shirt unstuck and plunged ahead-
“OOOF”
-tripping and rolling out of the bush and into Corduroy. "Dude!" He cried.
"Yeah, yeah, I'm so-"
"No!! Get up and look!"
Zy scrambled to his feet and joined Corduroy in gawking at the scene before them. It was a lake. A LAKE.

Well, admittedly, it was way too small to be a lake. It was somewhere in between a lake and a pond, a calm pool of water laid out before a cluster of rocks and roots. A tall, bulbous rock loomed over the pool, and the boys gawked at how clear and clean the water was; they could almost see the bottom! A tiny waterfall splashed down on the other end, near the bottom of the tall rock, and some ducks were waddling on the rocks near it. Pretty, colorful flowers dotted the grass near the shore, and the ground was soft and damp, smelling almost like it had just rained. The trees surrounding them were taller, stretching high into the sky and shielding the sun from view completely. Peapod stood proudly at the water’s shore, hands on his hips, smiling as his friends struggled to get their jaws off the ground.

“Ain’t it cool? I found this wandering around a few weeks ago. Now that it’s so hot, I come here to swim and cool down.”

"It's so pretty!" Zy cried. "It's like a secret hideout!"
"It's like a Fairy Fountain!" Corduroy cheered. "This is awesome!"
"Yup. You'd better keep it a secret… I don't want the whole neighborhood running in here. Or my parents getting mad."
The boys swore themselves to secrecy, promising they’d buy ice cream if they were ever found out, and then the fun began. Corduroy couldn't swim - "The water'll make my wool heavy, anyway" - so he opted to hang back and watch, with remarkable intensity, as the other two pulled their clothes off.
Now, Zy had fooled around with Corduroy before. The sheep was older and had reached puberty a little faster than his friends, and was also quite a curious and rambunctious sort who enjoyed seeing others naked. The two boys liked to wrestle in their undies during sleepovers, and that eventually led to Corduroy teaching Zy how to masturbate. Zy was comfortable getting naked around him, but with Peapod he was suddenly slow and bashful once more. His face heated up much like it did a year ago, when Corduroy showed him his first porn magazine and groped that area in-between his legs. Zy ended up getting so tangled in his own thoughts that he stopped undressing and meekly stared at Peapod, feeling his undies tighten just a bit.
With a funny "groooof", Peapod pulled his shirt up over his head and heaved it off, tossing it onto his shoes. Zy stared at his belly, feeling the heat in his face envelop his whole body. It was so... uh... well, it was VERY round, a nice complement to the boy’s butt. The light filtering in from the trees made the sweat coating his lumps shine, and his moobs shook as he kicked off his socks. Their classmates sometimes poked fun at him and Corduroy for their weight, but for some reason Zy wasn't able to find the words for a joke. His eyes grew wider and wider as he kept looking at him, feeling more self-conscious, and Peapod noticed. He nervously reached down and grasped the waistband of his underwear. "U-um... You okay? You're staring, it's a little weird."
"S-sorry!" Zy gasped. "It's just so hot, I'm, um, I'm-"
"Yeah, yeah, let's just get in the water already!"
    
And with that, he started pulling down his pee-stained tighty-whities, struggling a bit to get them over his giant butt. He tried to be swift and cool and pull them off in one motion, but he fumbled around his fat thighs and finally kicked them off with a bit of frustration. Zy gave a little squeak as Peapod’s penis jiggled into view; it was different from his and Corduroy's! It was just as small, slightly darker than Peapod himself, and had a weird crown of wrinkled skin hanging off the end, just over his balls. Some drops of very yellow pee dribbled from the skin onto the ground as the boar stretched his legs out, landing down on his underwear. That certainly explained the stains... He organized his clothes in a semi-neat pile near Corduroy and started wading into the water, pretending to ignore the staring.
"W-woah…" Zy gasped. "His isn't pink!"
 "Do you think any of his underwear is still white?" Corduroy mused. "I'm glad I have printed ones."
“You don’t even wear ‘em half the time!”
Peapod was further in the water now, and he turned back and called to the boys impatiently. "Are you gonna come in, Zy? It's REAAAALLLY cold, but it's safe, I promise!"
This was no time to keep gawking like an idiot! Zy tore his clothes off, left them in a jumbled heap just shy of the water, and dashed for it… Only to shriek as icy cold nipped at his paws and ankles. He ran back to safety.
"Wimp!" Corduroy giggled.
"Shut up! You're not even going in at all!"
"Oh… Um, well, you know what?" He heaved himself off the muddy ground and grasped the hem of his shirt. "I bet it's not even that cold anyway."
"You can't swim, so don't go too far in." Zy warned. "Also you have hooves! That's cheating!"
"Heh heh heh."
Corduroy always needed help taking his shirt off due to his horns, so Zy helped him pull it off. He smelled a little funny, more so than usual, especially around his arms. He really ought to shower more… He pulled down his shorts with a little more ease than Peapod, and it was amusing to see he wasn't wearing undies. With a huff, he spread his legs and let his little balls air out. They looked really sweaty. He reached down and gave his sheath some scratches before lifting his fingers to his nose. "Hmm…"
Zy’s boner was almost at full mast, and the dog dashed past his friend as embarrassment overwhelmed him. In a fit of bravery, he decided to jump right into the icy water to one-up Corduroy. He leaped… And regretted it, twisting and landing on his side with a loud SPLASH near Peapod. It. Was. So. C O L D… AAAAAH.
He pushed himself to the surface, teeth already chattering, and heard laughing as he started dashing back to the shore.

“Hey, don’t leave!” Peapod yelled. “You’ll get used to it if you stay in!”

Zy knew he was right, but couldn’t help whining and dancing in place from the pain. After a moment of hesitation, he turned and dove back in, grimacing as the cold grabbed him once more. Peapod swam idly out into the center of the pool, teasingly splashing some water at the poor pup. Zy splashed back with a laugh, but then immediately felt a little bad; was it bad for his eyepatch to get wet?

…Well, he wouldn’t have wanted to go swimming if so, surely. Zy splashed at him again before taking a deep breath and holding his nose for a dive. Dad always warned him not to open his eyes underwater, but this time he couldn’t help it… This water was so clear, and he could see all the way to the other end of the pool! All the rocks and moss stretching out over the bottom glistened in the sparse light, and Peapod’s fat legs kicking closer to him. It was impressive that this place was so clean, as Zy usually thought of weird forest ponds as being gross and slimy.

Feeling playful, Zy swam towards him… And ran out of air before he could pinch the boar’s leg. He kicked back up to the surface with a “WAARGH”, sending a wave crashing down over his friend. The antics had begun…
-

The day seemed to pass by pretty fast, unusual for the typical hot summer day that Zy dreaded. The sun hung low in the sky once the boys finally clambered out of the pool, and the woods were slowly growing darker and colder. Zy stretched and shook the water off his body, much to the annoyance of Corduroy.
"Careful! If my mom finds out I got wet, she's gonna kill me."
"Well my dad'll kill me if I'm not dry." Zy whined. "I gotta dry off enough before we get home."
"J-just say you had… a w-water balloon fight…" Peapod interrupted, teeth chattering as he fumbled around in the sparse light for his clothes. "Ugh… My clothes are drenched!"
"Do you wanna wear my shirt?" Corduroy asked. "It'll probably fit you."
"Weh…"
"Ooh! I know!" The sheep continued. "Let's huddle for warmth, since you're, uh, since you’re so cold. Then your clothes won't feel so bad."
That seemed pretty smart. Peapod didn’t object as the two boys came closer, enveloping him in a big hug and squeezing him close to their wet, naked bodies. The boar’s skin was clammy and slightly wrinkled, but still felt really nice against Zy’s fur. Oh gosh… The young dog huffed. His crotch was pressing into Peapod’s left hip, and Corduroy was straddling his right. With each passing second, Zy could feel his thingy getting harder… poking out of his sheathe and into Peapod’s flab.
“How’s that feel?” Corduroy murmured. “Wow, you’re really cold…”
“Uh…. Uh…” Peapod didn’t seem to know how to react. He blushed and awkwardly pressed his hands together. “I, uh…”
“Yeah?”
“...I gotta pee.”
The other boys giggled. 
“I’m serious!” He shuffled in place. “I really gotta go.”
“Just go right now, it’s okay.” Corduroy said, his eyes glinting. “If you want, I can help you.”
“W-what?”
“It’s not like there’s anywhere else to go.” Zy found himself saying. He wanted to see more of Peapod’s thingy. “Just do it on the ground here.”
The poor boy quivered, stammering and flustered as the two boys goaded him into peeing. Corduroy ended up taking the initiative; he turned and groped his sheath, pointing it down towards the ground in front of him. The other two waited with an unusual amount of anticipation as the sheep grunted and tensed, squeezing his sheath in frustration.
“Um… It’ll come soon.” He gasped. “I swear.”
Eventually, a light trickle of fluid trickled out of his sheath. His tiny pizzle poked its way out, and the trickle became a light yellow spray, arching down onto the ground before them and flecking Peapod’s legs with peedrops. The lamb let out a relieved sigh as the stream intensified, creating a small puddle in the dirt that began weaving towards the lake.
“S-see? Just like that…” Corduroy panted. “Let’s make a big puddle!”
Well, there was no one else around… Peapod grasped his tiny cocklet and aimed it at the puddle, pulling his foreskin back slightly so it wouldn’t spray. It was hard for Zy to pee since his thingy was so hard, but he managed to get a few dribbles and sprays out. The three boys, blushing, cocks semi-hard, sprayed their pee out into the same puddle, varying shades of yellow mixing into the ground as the heavy smell of dehydrated boypee wafted into the air. Corduroy mischievously crossed his stream with Peapod's, who blushed and made the mistake of reflexively covering his cock with both hands. His pee immediately sprayed onto his hands and all over the front of his legs, and he gave a surprised snort as he tried to pull his slick foreskin back again.
"Heh, now you got pee all over ya!" Corduroy grinned, feeling victorious, and shook his sheath free of the last few drops as his stream petered down. "Maybe you should- WAH!"
Corduroy stumbled back as his two friends suddenly turned on him, drenching his legs and crotch in their own pee. Their streams both soon died down as well, bladders finally empty, but it was enough to give a slightly yellow tinge to Corduroy's wool, and he grimaced and patted his legs in irritation. "Ugh…!"
"That's what you get, you weirdo." Peapod snorted. "That'll teach you to pee on me."
"I didn't pee on you! You peed on yourself!"
"Oh yeah… Hehe." He scratched the back of his neck awkwardly before bringing his hand to his nose and sniffing. "Hmm… Sorry, haha."
"It's fine, it's fine." Corduroy grumbled. "I'm not even that mad. It, um…"
The other two waited for him to finish. He seemed to turn several different shades of red before crossing his arms and looking away. "...Nevermind."
"What!?" They both cried. "What is it?"
"Well, you two think I'm weird, huh? So nevermind!"
Curiosity always overwhelmed pride, so they promptly apologized and kept pestering the lamb for what he was going to say. Now that he has the upper hand, Corduroy hemmed and hawed and finally clasped his hands together, putting on a display of bashfully looking at the ground.
"I just, you know… I thought it felt kinda good."
"Really?" Zy exclaimed. "You like getting peed on?"
"Peeing feels good, doesn't it? I guess getting peed on also feels good." The lamb shrugged. "It's not exactly rocket science."
They couldn't argue with that. "I do feel a lot warmer…" Peapod said. "Even if I do smell now. Um, thanks for warming me up."
Corduroy and Zy helped him gather his clothes and pull them on before finishing getting dressed themselves. The sun was a little lower now, and the light was starting to fade from the woods entirely. Hopefully those pee antics wouldn't get them in trouble!
The three cubs made their way back to town, chattering excitedly and cracking jokes about swimming and peeing. Peapod seemed a little more relaxed around them now, but still let Zy and Corduroy do most of the talking. He kept cautiously wiping his hand on his damp, muddy shirts and sniffing them, hoping that the pee smell wouldn't be too noticeable when he got home.
"So, have you ever been naked with other boys before, Big P?" Corduroy asked. They were almost back to the road; the dull orange glow of the streetlights was coming closer.
"No…?"
"Well you sure got naked really fast at the pool. That's kinda naughty, you know, heheh."
The boar seemed confused. "I take off my clothes so they don't get all wet while I swim. I guess I left them too close to the water this time, though…"
"Can we go again tomorrow?" Zy interrupted. He was still a little energetic. "If I had known that place existed, I'd be coming outside every day."
"Oh, sure. My mom doesn't like me staying inside cuz I'm so fat, so I always go to the woods instead." Peapod let out a big yawn. "Ahh… Well, I can meet you guys here tomorrow if you want."
The other boys agreed, and soon they were waving goodbye as Peapod made his way back home. 
"I've never been out this late in the summer." Zy said to Corduroy as they returned to their culdesac. "We gotta go back tomorrow. That was so fun!"
"Yeah. I wanna get Peapod to play games with us. You know, like, those games."
"O-oh." Zy blushed. "You think he's gonna?"
"He didn't seem to care about getting naked in front of us. And we even peed together! We should do that again."
"Yeah, you wanna get peed on, huh?" Zy laughed and poked Corduroy's arm mockingly. "You're so dirty! You, uh, you… Pee boy!"
"Ugh, shut it! It j-just, you know… It felt nice…" Corduroy swatted his friend away. "Like when we wrestle and our things touch."
"Oooh…"
"A-anyway, get outta here. I'm gonna be late for dinner."
The two friends embraced. Zy briefly felt Corduroy's tiny prick pushing into him through his shorts. Then they parted and scampered off, daydreams of their next secret adventure swirling in their heads.
-
The next day Zy got up bright and early, narrowly avoiding his father's loud door banging that usually served as his alarm. He sat at the kitchen table, loudly munching cereal as he watched his dad stumble in, grumbling, grizzled, his boxers tented.
"Hggfrgg…"
"I made coffee, dad."
"Ggggrrff…"
They had breakfast together in silence, and when Zy finished slurping his cereal he tentatively broke through the tense wall.
"I'm gonna go out 'n play now, Dad."
"Ehh."
"I'm gonna be out late again, maybe. Cuz Corduroy- er, Peapod, has, you know, water balloons. And we gotta use 'em all up."
"Mmkay." Dad slurped his coffee and leaned back, his hand buried in his boxers, scratching loudly. "Don't ruin your shoes."
"Yessir."
"..."
Zy quickly took his bowl to the sink, making sure to rinse it extra well before dashing outside as fast as he could. It was early, of course, so that dreadful heat hadn't set in yet. But the heat was far away from Zy's mind now; all he could think about was jumping into that clear, shining water…
Corduroy never got up before 10, so Zy ambled about aimlessly, kicking rocks off the sidewalk and into Limestone Street while he struggled to remember where Peapod lived. Their town wasn't the largest, but he wasn't very close to the boy and couldn't remember if he lived on 5th or on 1st.
Thankfully, he didn’t have to wait long. Peapod came sauntering down the street within the hour, looking rather pleased with himself. “Are ya ready to go swimming? This time I brought an extra shirt.”
“Yay! I can’t wait.” Zy’s tail started wagging. “We just gotta wait for Corduroy to get up. He’s a real princess sometimes.”
They walked around the street together, chatting and kicking at stuff while the sun slowly rose higher in the sky. At one point they picked up sticks and clacked them together in a lazy sword fight as they reminisced about some of the high points of the school year. After a while, though, they started getting into it, and were well into their Third Battle of Epic Proportions when Corduroy showed up.
“Who’s winning?” Corduroy asked excitedly. “Can I have a turn?”
“We’re running out of sticks. I’ve broken two of Peapod’s.” Zy tossed his aside. “Maybe we can find more in the woods.”
“‘Maybe’? It’s a literal forest, bro.” Corduroy snickered. 
“Are you ready to go?” Peapod interrupted. “I really want to show Zy the big rock today.”
“Oh, yeah! Come on, let’s hurry before it gets too hot.”
-
The three boys tumbled into the woods, so excited to get naked that they were taking their clothes off before they had even gotten to the pool. There was some sort of overwhelming excitement welling up within Zy, a giddy and wavy feeling that made his stomach turn as he saw his friends get naked in front of him. His thingy started getting hard as he watched Corduroy’s and Peapod’s bellies and moobs shake and squish during their undressing. Would he ever be as big as them? He would get teased, surely, but…
“Come on, let’s go!” Peapod cheered. “I’ll race you to the rock, Zy.”
“Huh?” Zy squawked. Peapod was already stumbling his way towards the big rock on the other end of the pool, tripping over the roots and knots peeking out of the ground near the water. Corduroy sat down at the water’s edge once again, half-naked, stretching his fat legs out onto the cool ground and dipping his hooves into the water. He watched in amusement as Zy awkwardly jumped over his legs and took off after Peapod.
The rock was lumpy and bulbous, and Zy struggled not to slip on its damp surface as he followed after his friend. Peapod stood proudly at the top of the rock, hands on his hips, the morning light glistening off his chubby, sweaty body. He almost looked kind of heroic… Kind of… Uh…
Zy tore his eyes away from Peapod’s ass and joined the boy’s side, looking out over the pool and the woods beyond them. It felt really nice up here; a light breeze caressed his legs, making his balls feel cold and funny. Birds flittered through the treetops and down to the water’s edge, some skirting it and disappearing off into the brush and others stopping to preen and hop cautiously closer to the lounging lamb nearby. The pool glimmered from this angle, shining brighter than Peapod, and Zy could see the quilt of rocks and plants laid out along the pool’s bed. Was that a little fish? Aaah… He was transfixed, his little eyes growing wider as he saw shades of green and blue he’d never seen before rippling across the water.
Corduroy waved to them. “Jump in!!! Do it!!” He called. “Doooo iiiiiitttt!”
Oh boy. The pool wasn’t that far down, maybe 5 feet at most, but a wave of anxiety swept over Zy and he stepped back from the rock’s edge. “u-um…”
“Hey, come on!” Peapod smiled at him. “It’s really not as bad as it looks. Wanna jump together?”
“oh, uh,” Zy coughed, rubbing his paws together nervously. “s-sure…”
Peapod took the pup’s hand and led him back a few paces. “Okay, when I say ‘go’, just run and jump right at the edge there, okay?”
“...”
“...Okay? Just run with me, it’ll be fine.”
“O-okay…”
“Alright. It’s easy. Three…”
Oh boy.
“Two…”
Waaaaaaaah-!
“one- GO”
Holding hands, the two boys took off and leaped. The world became a tumbling blur of green… and then Zy was plunged into icy water. 
It was even colder than it had been yesterday, which made the poor boy panic briefly. He had lost Peapod’s hand and flailed about in a panic before remembering the pool was not that deep at all. He kicked up once, twice, and broke the surface with a gasp.
“-ooooooo!” Corduroy was cheering. “That was epic!”
Peapod surfaced a few seconds later, looking quite pleased with himself. “You okay?” He panted, moving closer to Zy. “I told you it was easy, heh.”
“T-t-that was s-sick…” Zy’s teeth chattered. “Let’s g-go again!”
And so they clambered out of the pool, teased Corduroy by splashing water at him, and ran back up to the top of the rock. Zy was still too hesitant to take the lead himself, but the exciting rush hit him again as he jumped with Peapod and dove back into the water. They continued swimming and playing together for the rest of the morning, the woods filling with their laughter, shrieks, and yells; splashing each other, racing and chasing and groping, cracking jokes and groaning at lame puns from Corduroy. Sometime after noon, though, their energy started dipping, and Zy hesitantly mumbled something about going back for lunch.
“Maybe I could invite you all over to my house for lunch.” Peapod said to Zy as they made their way to the shore. “I don’t think my… uh…”
“What?”
“What… is he doing?”
Zy looked over at Corduroy. The lamb had moved away from the shore and was reclining against a tree, legs spread as he fiddled with his crotch. Oh. He was playing with himself! “Oh, he’s just, uh… You know?”
“...What!?” It was Peapod’s turn to be confused.
“You know… Like…” Zy made a jerking motion with his hand. “He’s doing that.”
Peapod looked completely befuddled, so Zy sighed and dragged him over to their blushing and squirming friend. His cock was so tiny that he was rubbing it with just his thumb and index finger, and he grinned stupidly as they approached.
"Heh, heh, hey guys…" Corduroy grunted. "L-look… I'm wooly hard… Hee hee."
"Yeah, yeah." Zy grumbled, trying to ignore his own blushy feelings stirring in his crotch. "Do it later, I wanna go get lunch."
"Nuh uh. I wanna finish."
"What are you even doing?" Peapod crouched down next to the sheep. "First you like getting peed on, and now you're… pinching your thing?"
"Yup." Corduroy huffed. "You don't jerk off? It's really fun."
"I don't think he knows what it is." Zy said. "He acts like he doesn't, at least."
"Know what what is?" The boar seemed a little flustered now. "You guys are weird… Do you wanna go get lunch or not?"
"Wait a sec, Big P." Corduroy stopped rubbing and motioned for the boys to come closer. He scooted over to let Peapod sit next to him, and directed Zy to sit on the other side. Soon, the wet boar was sandwiched in-between his two naked friends, and he blushed as Corduroy laid a hand on his thigh.
"Okay, so… Has your thingy ever felt funny? Like, does it ever get kinda stiff, or make you feel weird at all?"
"Uh… I guess it feels weird when I pee." Peapod shrugged. "I dunno, I don't really pay attention."
"Well, look. Look at mine." Corduroy proudly cupped his tiny one-incher and balls in hand, and the others stared hard at his pink pizzle head poking out of his furry sheath. "See how it's poking out? If you get your thing all hard like this, and you touch it, it feels really good."
"I, uh, I see." Peapod replied, clearly not understanding at all.
"It's like, you rub it cuz it's fun!" Zy chimed in. "Corduroy also has magazines that he sneaks from his mom, and they have pictures of boys in them who are all rubbing too."
"Yeah, it's too bad I didn't bring one." The lamb sighed. "But! You can rub to your friends, and that's what I've been doing."
"So…" Peapod looked down at his own flaccid cock and poked it. "So it feels good to touch it? Is that it?"
"Yeah, basically. I dunno how I found out, but I just kinda started doing it and it's really fun. Especially when you're bored or alone with friends." Corduroy went on excitedly as he started fiddling with his cock again. "W-well, I've only done it with Zy… But, look. Just try it. Here… Can I touch yours?"
"S-sure."
Corduroy reached over with his right hand and pressed his thumb and index finger on Peapod's cock, gently massaging it back and forth while he pumped his own pizzle with his other hand. Peapod didn't seem to feel anything at first, but over time he began to squirm and look a little uncomfortable. 
"You okay?"
"U-um… Yeah?"
"It can be a little weird." Zy said. "But once you do it a lot, it gets pretty fun."
"Huh…. H-huh…"
They watched as Peapod's cock seemed to get a little bigger, the foreskin pulling back a bit more as Corduroy continued rubbing it. It was difficult to tell if it was hard since it was so small, but Peapod's increasing gasps and huffs indicated that it was working. 
Zy gently rubbed the shoat's thigh. "How do you feel?"
"O-oh… It's kinda… Intense…"
Corduroy slowed his movements a bit. "Do you wanna try?"
"Hmm…" Peapod looked at his cloven hands with a frown. "I guess so…”
He took his little penis in between his hooves and gently stroked it up and down, trying to mimic Corduroy's motions. He heaved out a sigh, feeling a little embarrassed, but approving nods and squeezes from the other boys encouraged him to keep going. It did feel good… Feelings he had never felt before radiated out from his crotch, enveloping his body in warm waves of tingling and tension. Corduroy put his arm around Peapod's shoulder and returned to fiddling with his own thing, swirling the tip of his pizzle around with his finger.
Zy figured he ought to join, too, but he couldn't take his eyes off of Peapod. Seeing the boy tremble and pant, legs squirming and feet tensing and flexing, as he clumsily jerked his dick up and down… Eyes wide and brow furrowed, staring intensely at his newfound source of pleasure. He remembered how great it felt when Corduroy taught him how to do it, and watching Peapod made him feel like he was there all over again… Eyes rolling back as his thingy took over his body.
He rubbed Peapod's belly and thighs, smiling and giving encouragement as the two boys fapped together. Corduroy was really into it, as usual, making all sorts of weird noises and stupid grins as he flicked his pizzle, some of which made Zy giggle and Peapod huff in confused amusement. It all came to a head quickly as Corduroy gave out a weak little bleat and thrusted his hips into the air. "B-byeeeh-!"
"W-wha?" Peapod slowed his strokes, feeling even more put off. "W-what's wrong with him?"
"So when you're done rubbing, you, like, do that." Zy explained. "At least, Corduroy is really extra and acts like a worm. When it happens to me, I just get really tingly and… Uh…"
"Uh, what?"
Zy realized he wasn't quite sure how to explain the feeling. "It's like, you feel really good, right? And then you feel really really good… And then you fall asleep."
"Huh…"
Corduroy had calmed down now, and sat panting as his pizzle retreated into his sheath. It didn't look any different - nothing had come out of it at all - but the poor lamb looked as if he'd just run a marathon.
"I-is it safe? That looked kind of crazy…" Peapod wibbled.
"It's fine. It's just Cord being silly." Zy reached over and poked his friend's thigh. The lamb swatted him away lazily, still grinning as he came down from his high.
"Don… Don' worry, Big P… It just feels… huff… Really good… You'll see…"
The shoat was a little worried, but he couldn't ignore how good these feelings were. He returned to his rapid pumping: the cool hardness of his hooves provided a bit of a different experience to Corduroy's warm fingers, and he enjoyed it a lot. 
"Yeah, keep going!" The others encouraged him. "You're almost there!"
Peapod nodded, focusing hard on rubbing more for his friends. The waves grew more intense, and the heat radiating off his two friends combined with his own. He grew sweatier and sweatier, eyes more glazed and breathing labored, as his penis took him higher and higher… Body straining to reach the great beyond, the first ever encounter with orgasmic peepee feelings and ultimate bliss. But, as he reached the peak of those feelings… All the sensations assaulting his body hit him like a truck: his rubbing, Zy's petting and stroking, Corduroy's itchy wool over his shoulders, his sweaty belly and underarms… It was way too much to handle, and he gave a little whine and faltered, before stopping completely, taking his hooves off of his cock. "Weh… Uuugh…"
Zy and Corduroy both seemed to understand, and they scooted closer to the young boar and hugged him tight as he shivered. It didn't take very long for the pleasure to die down and fade away, and after a few minutes his thingy started to shrink and return to its normal size.
"S-sorry…" Peapod mumbled. He looked very flushed. "I think that was a l-little… too much…"
"Hey, it's okay!" Zy patted his back. "It's your first time! This is all new to you, right?"
"Zy almost cried during his first time." Corduroy said, stifling a giggle. "You did great."
"It felt great… But…"
"But what? Was it too much?"
Before Peapod could respond, a light trickling sound reached their ears, and they looked down to see the boar’s thingy pissing all over his thighs.
“A-aah…!” He cried, and once again made the terrible move of trying to cover it up. “S-sorry, m-my legs are still… I couldn’t hold it…”
“Hee hee…” Zy rubbed the boy’s shoulder again. “Now you’re the peeboy.”
“Here…” Corduroy sat down again and held his sheathe in place. After a few moments, a weak little geyser of pee sprinkled out of his fuzzy hole, and both the boys doused themselves in their own pee. Zy watched them with starry-eyed fascination, feeling that unusual Big Feeling in his gut once again. Something about the scene was really captivating… 
“Gosh…” Peapod looked a lot happier. “You were right. It does feel kinda good.” 
“Told you.” Corduroy said smugly. “Playing like this is fun. What about you, Zy? You gotta pee?”
Before Zy could respond, the brief, squirmish sound of his belly gurgling reached their ears, and all three of the boys laughed.
"I guess I can’t rub or pee on an empty stomach." Zy giggled. "We should go get some lunch."
"When are we gonna come back here?" Corduroy poked Peapod's belly inquisitively. "I feel like I could live here, honestly."
"I don't like swimming on a full stomach… But maybe, uh… We could come back tomorrow, and you two could… show me more, uh… you know…"
He blushed, and the others mischievously teased and groped him playfully. They all helped each other up and gathered their clothes, idly discussing lunch while pulling them on. This time, they were too excited to pay much attention to the more distinct peesmell hanging around them, or notice that Peapod had accidentally switched undies with Corduroy… And a sock… And Zy couldn’t find his own undies.
“Yeah, I dunno.” Corduroy shrugged, innocently pushing his hands further into his pockets. “Just forget about it, no one will notice.”
“Ugh, fine.”
The boys all left the woods together, and the hideaway became gentle and still once more as their laughter faded away. The start of a fun, adventurous summer lay ahead of them, one of many more that would change the years of tired heat into warm, loving friendship.
