Tails’ Long Week

Tails wiped the towel across his face. His gold fur glistened with sweat from the almost exhausting day he had. He could help Sonic defeat Eggman without breaking a sweat but at the Mobius Emerald Gym his workouts left him tired, sweating, and always exhilarated. He stroked his tails; they were sore. Tails dropped on the locker room bench with a thud while his tiny chest huffed and puffed with his rapid breath. He didn’t have the strength to move.

“Geez, Tails, you are so out of it.” Steam trailed on Sonic’s feet as he came out of the gym showers. The quills on his head were drooped down, dripping wet. As he came out he tied a towel around his waist, but not fast enough; Tails saw a hint of his intimates, on impulse.

“Yeah, but you look like your raring to go, Sonic,” panted Tails. “I wish I had your stamina.”

“Don’t sweat it, buddy, you’ll get your stride one of these days. Oh yeah, and besides, nobody else could keep up with me like you do. You can take it all,” said Sonic, slapping Tail on the back.

Hearing that made Tail smile. “Thanks, pal.”

“Don’t mention it. I’m headin’ out. Coming?”

“I’m gonna grab a shower too. You don’t have to wait for me, I’ll see you the house.”

“Alrighty, just keep up with me, Tails, I just complimented you.”
Sonic, cockily, dashed to his locker, slipped on his shoes, threw off his towel, and ran to the locker room door in the span of a second. The wind of it cooled Tails a bit. Sonic flashed two fingers and a smirk at Tails before zipping out of the lockers and out of the gym.

Meanwhile Tails succumbed to the stiffness of the bench, pondering what Sonic just said. “I can take it all, huh?”
Tails threw off his shoes and gloves and walked into the showers. The steam from Sonic’s shower was still coating the small area. There were only three shower heads with only enough room for each person. 

He turned it on and let the warm water swallow him. The water, like a silky hand, flowing down his chest, holding his small stomach, and sliding down on his penis. Each bead curled around the head, drifting down to his balls. 

Tails felt the touch of the water caress his privates. It was definitely warm. Soon, as if without his control, his hand slid down his body. His knees met as his hand halfway down, the tips of his fingers targeting his semi-erect member. He couldn’t help but think about his time with Vanilla the Rabbit.

All of Tails’ workouts, the reason why he trained so hard, was to impress his MILF mistress. One night, one the day of Cream, her daughter’s, birthday, Vanilla drunk a little too much of Rouge’s Gem Shots and beckoned Tails for a good time. The two has sex until morning. Yet despite all the drinks, Vanilla never regretted that night and she’s continued to flirt with Tails. 
He thought about that night. The way his penis fit so snuggly in between Vanilla’s breasts—they were soft like warm pudding—and how he climaxed hard and many times on her sunset orange fur. But what he remembered the most was her blowjob. The water against his junk was the best reminder, but it wasn’t enough.

Tails was so enthralled by his wet memory, coupled with the noise of the shower, he didn’t notice the extra patron coming in until he turned on his shower, startling Tails.

He didn’t recognize the person and being friends with practically everyone in Mobius meant Tails didn’t often see someone he didn’t know. Out of the corner of his eyes, Tails’ eyes examined the boy’s sand tan fur. It was a fox, like Tails, but with only one tail and a…
Tails stopped, his mouth hung down because of how hung the person was. He soon found himself completely staring at the boy’s massive other half, blatantly, without noticing the boy was watching Tails too. 
