Another incredible and fun day of paintball, with the last round having finally wrapped up. Doc’s team won, of course; having the big, borderline mad-scientist polar bear on their team always did WONDERS for securing victories left and right.
Y’know, when his ‘mad scientist’ shtick worked instead of blowing up their faces.

Oh well, win some, lose some. Though, speaking of losing… Doc still had on his paint-spotted jersey, his muzzle-accommodating safety mask tilted up over his head, emptied paintball gun in paw as the large and big-bellied ursine shuffled towards the port-a-potties to empty the tank before heading out. Padding along at his side, tail swaying happily and a slight smile on his little muzzle, was Jinx, the prepubescent, skinny little arctic fox having joined them at the field as had become usual.

“Ah, great,” Doc sighed, shoulders slumping and jagged teeth baring slightly in annoyance. “They’re full.”

“Oh, dang,” Jinx agreed, head on a swivel, looking up and down the row of port-a-potties near the edge of the field. They were close to the parking lot, of course, with trees and foliage rising up all around to half-consume the paintball field’s borders. Not only did every ‘stall’ appear to be in use, but there were already lines forming; only one or two people each, but still enough that it’d be a wait. The cub gave a slight wince, a paw slipping to his lower belly as he pointed out, “Kinda… been holding it for a while.”

The polar bear huffed, crossing his arms over his chest and admitting, reluctantly, “Yeah… Same.” His dark-eyed gaze flicked over to the nearby trees… “Eh, not the first time. C’mon kid, time to get in touch with our wild sides,” Doc teasingly said, nudging the kit.

“Huh? … Oh! Yeah, okay,” Jinx agreed, tucking his own safety mask under one arm. He’d already returned his paintball gun to Doc’s truck, having rid in with the older male.

The two white-furred paintball players strode off away from the port-a-potties towards the tree line. Just barely passing the brush, they were immediately out of view of the rest of the people at the field, ensuring a decent bit of privacy.

It struck Doc, just after passing out of view, that he’d just slipped off into the woods alone with a cub he’d only known for a few weeks.

“Er,” he reflexively muttered, glancing down at Jinx beside him. They’d both stopped, the cub shooting him a confused look. Well… not like the kid seemed all that anxious or anything; even if part of the bear had been half-trying to think of ways to flirt with little Jinx without potentially freaking him out, he supposed one quick forest piss wouldn’t exactly garner much.

Doc stepped up to next to a tree, beside which was a waist-high bush that looked like it could use a watering. Heh. But, as he set his mask and paintball gun aside, the polar bear was surprised to see the little fox shuffle up next to him.

“… Lotta woods, y’know,” he pointed out mildly, both trying not to ‘scare’ the kid off while also not ‘forcing’ him to stay.

The kit had already unzipped his jeans, and looked up at the towering polar bear, head cocked and an ear twitching. “I know, Doc,” he pointed out right back, a little pink tongue sticking out at him. “Here’s fine.”

“… Fair ‘nough,” Doc relented, heart thumping. He hoped the heat he felt in his cheeks wasn’t plain through his white fur as he unzipped his own shorts, eyes locked forward. He fished his uncut cock out, the dark flesh of it heavy and warm as he tucked his underwear underneath his big, sweaty, furry balls.

Until his gaze flicked to the side, down at Jinx… and unintentionally locking on the cub’s exposed, flaccid dick. He gaped slightly, eyes widening as he stared at it… plump and white-furred, with a shiny pink tip just slipping out of the sheathe.

He bit his lip. Fuck, it was kinda cute…

“Damn, Doc, you’re thick…”

The words snapped him out of it, and Doc shuddered, his cock throbbing in his paw. “Wh- What?” He looked at the boy’s face, and found his little snout pointed right back at the polar bear’s member, tail wagging happily as he openly stared at it, that tiny tongue slipping out to lick at his own dark lips.

“Your cock, Doc,” the little fox teased; he was standing so close to the bear, all he had to do was extend an elbow to nudge the older male. “Its thick… Mm, you wanna go first?”

Doc’s brain… stopped work. Well, it barely worked on the best of days; most of the time, he was too hopped up on borderline-nuclear caffeine and terminal sleep deprivation to really function like a normal person. But at that moment, the casual inquiry, and the sight of the fox boy’s little pink tip exposed…

Finally, he put one and one together, and gulped, face hot. Was the boy…? “First?”

“Sure,” Jinx agreed, tail wagging. “We came over here to piss in each other’s mouths, right? The guys at my old field liked doing that a lot too, heh… Kinda glad you offered! ‘Get in touch with our wild sides’, right?”

Doc blinked. Then, snickered, tucking his head down before throwing it back in a below of laughter. “Haha, dang, kid! That is NOT what I meant… but hell, if you’re offering.”

The cub blinked back, then flushed, a whine leaving him. “O- Oh, I just thought… I mean…”

The bear turned, facing the little cub. His cock had thickened, swelling to a half-chub, slick black tip glistening in the mid-day sun. “Not gonna lie,” Doc huffed, reaching forward to settle a massive paw on Jinx’s little head, the cub cutting off his whimpering apology. “I’ve been TRYING to think of how to come onto you… This is a hell of a lot easier then ‘accidentally’ getting caught reading porn in the break room at my shop, heh.”
That little tail started wagging again. “Really? Cool,” Jinx chimed, also turning to face the bear. He had to keep using one paw to hold up his unbuttoned jeans, the other curled around the base of his plump cub sheathe.

Doc’s bladder ached a bit. “Yeah, yeah, now c’mon kid, I’m about to burst…”

Jinx didn’t need to be told twice. With how small the cub was compared to Doc’s massive figure, he barely had to hunch his head down to get that smart little snout level with the adult’s plump cock. Tail still a-wagging happily, the cub slipped one paw forward, wrapping it around that thick uncut dick; his tiny fingers were so soft-padded and warm, and too small to wrap all the way around the half-hard girth of it. Doc couldn’t help a soft groan at the gentle touch.

“Mmf…”

“Wow, Doc… definitely bigger then any of the guys at my old field,” Jinx chimed, eyes wide and twinkly as they gazed up at him.

Without another word, the boy surged his snout forward, lips parting and then closing around a good two or three inches of bear cock. Doc huffed, head tilting back in pleasure as his paw engulfed that little fox skull, fingers pressing his little ears flat to his scalp. His other hand slightly tugged his shirt up, exposing a few inches of big, white-furred belly.

“Ah…” he groaned softly, bucking his hips forward as the cub’s little tongue lapped at his tip. His toes curled as he felt Jinx taste under his foreskin, the thick, warm hood engulfing his tiny tasting appendage.

For a moment, he just enjoyed the feeling of an underage mouth wrapped around his cock-tip. Damn, it had been too long… The man had about gotten into trouble with the cops for hanging around the local grade school too much, and some of the teachers at the middle school had seemed to be catching on that SOMEONE was fooling with the local cubs. Even the high school was potentially getting wise to how often he volunteered to assist with clubs and extracurriculars as a local business owner.
Oof, but the soft ease with which Jinx craned his little jaw, suckling and gently slurping at that oversized, black head…

His bladder became more pressing then his balls however. “Gonna start pissing,” Doc warned, stroking the kit’s head. Jinx gave a soft murr in reply, the vibration sending a tingle of pleasure down his shaft and up his spine.

With a sigh, the bear relaxed…

Little Jinx curled both paws around the bear’s shaft, eyes closed in focus and lips slurping gently at the fat girth of it. As a slow trickle of bitter, acrid piss began to spill onto his tongue, the cub’s tail began flicking more erratically. He gulped quickly, swallowing down the first bit he felt, shivering slightly at the strong taste of it; no surprise, the older man had seemed to only be chugging energy drinks the whole afternoon.
It… was… HEAVENLY. So salty and strong, his nostrils flaring as he inhaled sharply.

In a moment, the flow increased. And increased… Jinx gulped as quickly as he could, tongue half-pinned under that girth bear tip, his body trembling and his little fox prick fully-erect between his legs, jeans slipping down his rump and to his ankles as he swallowed an intense flood of bear piss.

GULP. GULP. GULP.

GULP-GULP-GLUP!

Fuck, it was so much, his eyes pinched tight as he focused on swallowing. Hot trickles of acrid urine dribbled from the edges of his lips, unable to contain it all. His cheeks began puffing out as he struggled to keep up with the flow, Doc groaning happily as he relieved himself in that hot, eager little underage maw. His paws tightened a bit on the shaft, and a brush of his thumb on the underside of it could almost FEEL the urine depositing down its length.

“Spff!” Jinx suddenly snorted, unable to keep up. Sour yellow bear piss spurted from his lips, burning at the back of his throat. Doc grunted at that, but didn’t pull away, keeping his tip slotted in the boy’s maw.

He closed back up around its girth, forming a seal but unable to stop the spill of urine that had gushed from his muzzle. It stained his little muzzle yellow, trailing down his front and staining his jersey from collar to hem. Jinx could even feel hot piss dribbling in trails down his soft pubic mound, and his erect little fox prick.

GULPGULPGULPGULP…

Eyes tearing up a bit at the burn of piss in the back of his throat, almost in his nasal airways, Jinx swallowed and swallowed. It was only a good thirty seconds at most, but already it was tapering off, the flood slowing.

Maw PAINTED with the sour taste of dehydrated bear piss, Jinx finally gasped, pulling off the bear’s shaft, his massive paw still clasped over his head. The boy gave a whine, tongue lolling forward at the near-stinging, tingling taste of it, panting heavily as he grasped the man’s half-hard cock, groaning.

“Ah… D- Dang, sorry, Jinx,” Doc panted, legs giving a visible shudder. “Probably should have tried to, uh… slow the stream, heh.”

Jinx licked his lips briefly, tail wagging as he tasted piss on his muzzle fur. Panting softly, he smiled up at Doc, replying, “N- Nah, it’s okay… I can get used to it next time.”

The polar bear gave his little head a pat. “Next time, huh?” he mused, his fat, black cock throbbing warmly in the cub’s soft grasp. “Mm… As much as I like the sound of that, I DO believe it’s your turn. Always wanted to let a cutie piss on my tongue…”
That fluffy white fox tail wagged a bit faster, his tiny prick bouncing. “G- Good!” he chimed, Jinx eagerly standing back upright from his slightly hunched cock-suckling position, jutting his hips forward to present his small, knotted cock. Not even QUITE the size of Doc’s pinky, really, though to be fair the ursine was a big one. The piss-soaked little fox cub wagged his tail, smiling up at the older male he’d practically just met. “The guys back home NEVER used to suck me back…”

Doc murred, shifting down to his knees and bending down low, getting his massive snout down at the boy’s crotch level, big paws engulfing his slender middle. He pressed the side of his muzzle up against that small pink prick, inhaling the scent of it. “Heh. In that case, let me give you an appropriate welcome to the field…”

