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*

Part 2

*

Paige is secretly disappointed that she won’t be sleeping in Aspen’s bed, engulfed by his lingering scent. She understands why, of course – Pepper has told her as much. She would inevitably leave her own scent in the marital bed of Aspen and Wren, and to one Equid, the scent of another has a particular effect. Wren, Pepper warns Paige, may take offence if, when she returns, her bed is drenched in a fertile young filly’s pheromones. 

So instead, Paige finds herself sleeping in the thirteen year old Erwald’s bed, which reeks of its own kind of pheromones. 

The first day spent with the brothers passes relatively uneventfully; Elric and Erwald go to their daily lessons at one of Yrigante’s priory schools, where they learn letters, numbers, and useful skills like how to mend a torn tunic, how to wield an ax, a hammer or a scythe, and how to sing the praises of the almighty Arahan at every opportunity. The latter is a lesson of which Paige is, like all of the observers of the old faiths of Asantrea, deeply cynical. Arahan is not a god. He is merely a man who spawned a cult following among the disenfranchised of Ysion and Bezar two thousand miles away and fourteen centuries ago. But the Arahanic faith is ubiquitous these days, as far north as the Temer and as far south as Marqash, and all around the densely populated rim of the Mare Internum. Paige is pleased that Elric and Erwald are not only being educated by Arahanites, but also by their parents and the temples of the true gods. 

Paige makes a point of sending prayers to Dytaea, the Bringer of Dreams, before it is time to retire to their beds for the evening. And she is pleased that the Cervid brothers know the incantations, and perform them seamlessly and without the soulless repetition they apply to their Arahanic prayers. 

Elric is full of questions. He is lying awake in the darkness, completely unable to find his rest.

“I’ve never slept with anyone except Erwald,” he whispers. “Have you?”

“I have never slept with Erwald,” Paige replies with a giggle. “As you say – only you have.”

“Oh. Of… of course. Uhm. D’you think he’s sleeping?”

“Most likely,” Paige says. 

“How long does it take you to go to sleep? I go to sleep really fast but I have to because Erwald makes noises all night and if I don’t go to sleep first he keeps me awake.”

“Ahh, I see,” Paige says. She thinks she knows what he means. In the security of darkness, she dares to ask. “What sort of noises?”

“I don’t know, but it’s like he’s scratching himself a lot. Like always doing this,” Elric demonstrates by furtively pummelling his fist against the inside of his blanket. 

Paige stifles a squeal of mirth. “Oh blessed mother,” she giggles. “He… I… how long does he do that for?”

“I dunno!” Elric admits. “Sometimes for ages. Sometimes only a minute or two. But then he does it again later, and again in the morning. And after he does, it always smells funny in here.”

Paige’s hands explore beneath the blanket surreptitiously. It isn’t long before she finds a small crusty spot. Then another, and another. The mattress beneath her is covered in such stains, all around her hips. By rights she should be disgusted, but she isn’t. She’s been aroused all day, having been surrounded by Aspen’s subtle, vaguely leathery scent that permeates every object in his house. She once again wonders what his bed must be like. Subtly, her fingertips trail up the inside of her thigh under the blankets, until they caress over the soft curve of her crotch through the linen of her nightdress. Abruptly, though, it isn’t Aspen in her mind, fuelling the growing throb of heat between her legs. It’s Erwald. The scrawny, awkward, pubescent fallow fawn, furtively pounding away at his boyhood three times a night. The image sticks fast in Paige’s mind and refuses to leave. 

“Are you there?” Elric whispers. 

“Hmm? Y-yes, I am. Sorry.”

“It’s okay! Are you sleepy?”

“Not really.”

“Me either.”

“You’re excited because you’ve got someone new to speak to, I gather?” Paige says, turning her head towards Elric in the darkness. 

“Mmh. I think so. Do you know why Erwald makes those noises? I can’t work it out,” Elric persists.

“I… I think I know, yes. But I don’t know if your father would approve of me telling you. It’s a thing most boys figure out on their own, you know.”

“What?” Elric says, confusion in his voice. 

“Hush, keep your voice down. You’ll wake your brother.”

“Sorry,” Elric whispers. “What?”

“Well… hmm. How should I say this… I… I have never spoken to anybody about this before, although Pepper has taught me some of it. It’s… something that happens to us all as we grow up, at some point we cease to be foals and fawns as we grow up.”

Paige falters, and falls silent. She isn’t quite sure how to proceed. This isn’t what she was expecting to talk to Elric about at all, let alone on the very first night! But it’s clear that Erwald has already crashed headlong into his early adolescence, judging from the proliferation of little crusty spots in his bedding. It is only a matter of time before it begins for Elric, as well, and his persistent curiosity is very clear.

“So when you grow up you get itchy?” Elric asks, confusion in his voice. 

Paige giggles. “No, not quite, although it is sort of an itch that demands to be scratched, although metaphorically.”

“I don’t know that word.”

“You do now. And tomorrow after your lessons you should go to the library and look it up in the Dictum. It means… explaining something by likening it to something else. It’s… imagine I say… when you fall in love, you get butterflies in your tummy!”

Now it’s Elric’s turn to giggle. “Do you really?”

“No, but it feels like it!”

Elric is silent for a moment. Then; “What have butterflies got to do with Erwald being itchy?”

“Nothing at all! But that ‘itch’ he seems to get all the time, isn’t really an itch – when we grow up… well… there comes a time when we start feeling certain urges. It’s a sex thing, which I am sure you’re aware of on some level.”

“Eww! Yes, but it sounds disgusting,” Elric says. “You have to kiss and stuff.”

Paige giggles. “Not necessarily. Kissing is for couples who are in love, but sex does not have to occur because of love. Dytaea and Amel and Lakesh are gods of love, among other things, but Mido and Kasdall are the gods of lust and desire. The urge to have sex is imprinted into all of us from the beginning of time – it’s the reason we exist at all, for if we did not experience sexual urges and derive pleasure from the act, we would have little incentive to create children. Do you… blessed mother, I cannot believe I am asking you this… do you ever find that your… your penis goes big and hard and stays that way for some time? Like it’s… demanding attention, almost?”

Elric is silent for a moment, but Paige hears him shuffling around in his bed. 

“Y-yes,” he mumbles. “All the time. Is that bad?”

Paige’s heart flutters. “No, not at all. Erwald will be having it happen too, but for him, there is also an urge to touch it. To make it feel like he’s having sex. That’s why you hear those noises, I think – he is using his hand on his penis to make it feel like he’s having sex.”

“Oh,” Elric giggles suddenly. “He must really like it.”

Paige snorts quietly. “Yes, I believe he does.”

There’s a moment of silence. Paige hears Elric take a deep breath, hold it for a moment, and then release it shakily. She hears him moving around under his blanket. 

“Mine’s really stiff,” he admits quietly. “It goes like this all the time. Especially at night. Sometimes it gets so big it hurts. Like now.”

Paige feels herself throb, and wetness ooze downward between her buttocks and into her tail. Her fingers tease the hem of her nightdress upward under the blanket, and trail along the smooth, warm lips of her vulva. She collects the drop of wetness on a fingertip and drags it up over her swollen, erect clitoris. Her arousal isn’t entirely for Elric, she rationalises, but the whole confluence of masculine scents she’s been surrounded by for the whole day – including Aspen’s and Erwald’s. And deep inside the filly’s mind, she is incredibly excited by the notion of surreptitiously, naughtily touching herself in front of the curious fawn. Or both of them.

“Y-yes, that means you’re growing up,” she says shakily. “Boys get erections from a very small age, but when they get to yours and Erwald’s age, they start to feel different, don’t they?”

“Yes,” Elric confirms. “It… it is kinda like an itch. But it feels good too.”

“That feeling is… well it’s your body telling you it’s starting to get ready for sex,” Paige explains, rubbing her clitoris slowly under the blanket and bracing her hooves against the baseboard of Erwald’s bed to hold her hips steady. “And it’s probably very stiff because we’re talking about it, now, isn’t it?”

“Mmh. It feels strange when I rub it on the blanket.”

“Strange how?”

“It feels like I’m going to pee but I’m not. Am I?”

“No, you won’t pee. That’s sort of what it’s meant to feel like for boys, I’m told.”

“Really?”

Paige trembles, dipping a fingertip inside herself. She’s dripping wet. It feels intense, far more so than when she’s masturbating alone. Perhaps it’s the taboo of subtly touching herself in the same room as someone else; made all the more intense because the other person in the room is a boy on the cusp of self-discovery. 

Elric sniffs. Then he sniffs again. “What’s that smell?” he asks.

Paige nearly turns inside out, but the Dytaean imperative to teach and share knowledge wins out over her teenage self-consciousness, what’s left of it. “Th-that’s me, I think,” she whispers. “Uhm… the way a boy’s penis goes stiff when it’s aroused – for girls, our vaginas get slippery and wet. So that a boy’s penis can slide inside. And uhm… well… it does have a particular scent. It’s an ancient thing from the depths of history only the Gods know of, meant to attract a mate.”

The admission of her arousal might have made a more knowledgeable boy attempt to make a move on her, at that point. But Elric is not knowledgeable, so he simply responds with a whispered “Oh,” and falls silent. 

“I think that’s probably enough new knowledge for you, for one night,” Paige says. “Are you alright, Elric?”

The fawn huffs quietly in the darkness. “Mmh. I’m really sleepy but my thing won’t go soft and it kind of hurts a bit.”

“How so?”

“On the end because I’ve been rubbing it on the blanket, I think.”

“Ahh. Yes, be careful you don’t rub it raw. Do you have skin over the end?”

Elric is silent for a moment. “I think so?” he says. “But when it goes hard sometimes the skin opens a bit and the bit inside feels strange to touch.”

“That’s how it’s meant to be, Elric. Instead of rubbing it dry on your blanket, maybe instead next time try to use your hand instead. Now, the more we talk about your penis, the longer it will stay hard, and the wetter my vagina will get! So I am going to masturbate, and then we should sleep.”

“You’re going to what?”

“I’m going to do the thing Erwald does, because I can’t sleep if I don’t.”

“H-how? You’re a girl!”

“We all have our ways, Elric.”

The fawn lapses into silence once again. Paige draws a deep breath and parts her thighs under the blanket. The heat of her arousal radiates from her like smoke rising from incense at the temple. Her inner thighs, crotch and tail are slick with wetness, and she grinds her palm over her pubic mound, pressing her hips upward onto herself. Then she slips her two middle fingers into her vagina. She’s burning hot, and clenching her muscles around her digits sends a thrill of pleasure up her spine. She curls her fingers upward in a well practiced motion, pressing them firmly up against the special spot behind her pubic bone. The filly’s other hand slides beneath the palm of the first, fingertips pressing inward against her clitoris and beginning a slow, firm circular motion. She cannot suppress the gasp of pleasure. Her masturbation makes subtle wet noises, but in the height of her arousal she cannot bring herself to care, nor to do it more quietly. Elric is staring at her in the darkness, she can tell, but she does not acknowledge him. Best that this lesson not be an interactive one, she figures. It takes Paige less than a minute to build herself up to the peak of sexual pleasure, and when she gets there, she does not pause. Her climax is soft but intense, and makes her lower body shake and convulse rhythmically as the pulses of her orgasm ripple through her body, accompanied by quiet grunts that give way to breathless relief. 

Opposite her, Paige is dimly aware of Elric laying on the outside of his blanket with his drawers down to his knees, fumbling hornily but aimlessly with his persistent prepubescent erection. His first orgasm will be a memorable occasion, Paige knows, but she holds firm to her belief that it should not be her who gives it to him. 

Sleep takes her slowly, the pillowy softness of post-orgasmic relief surrounding her in its velvet embrace. 

She doesn’t notice that she’s had more of an audience than she knew about.

*

Erwald is hornier than he’s ever been. He’s crouched at the doorway to his own bedroom, peering into the darkened room with his hand busily shoved down the front of his drawers. 

It’s his interminable curiosity, recently coloured deep pink by puberty and rampant teenage horniness, that’s driven him to creep out of his parents’ bed to see what he can see of the pretty filly who’s been charged with looking after he and his brother. He isn’t sure what he was intending to accomplish. Somewhere deep in the fawn’s horny mind, he was perhaps picturing sneaking into the room while both Paige and Elric slept, and rubbing his penis over the sleeping filly. Perhaps catching a glimpse of her naked body. But when he arrived, they were far from asleep. They were talking about him! His face was flushed hot at that conversation – he rubs himself a lot, but he always thought no one knew. It appears that he’s been very wrong.

Paige announces that she’s going to masturbate. That word lodges in Erwald’s mind. He feels like he’s heard it before, but has never thought to equate it to what he does at night, or while peeping through the shutters at the bawdyhouse. But the thought that Paige is about to do just that, in his bed? Erwald suddenly has to stop rubbing his penis so it doesn’t spray the sticky stuff out there and then. It pulses angrily and drools over his fingers inside his drawers. He sees the filly’s legs lift and spread, and when he strains his ears, he can actually hear her wetness. He can’t resist. Erwald awkwardly shoves his drawers down, and holds his free hand over his muzzle to hold in any noises he makes while he urgently, desperately rubs himself. 

He wants so desperately badly to announce himself, to step into the room, displaying his erect penis openly in front of Paige, to show her his stiffness and offer himself to her. He’s never thought so directly about putting it inside a specific person’s body. But for Paige, the fuse has been lit. He imagines as best he can what it might feel like. It’s a relatively aimless sort of wondering, driven entirely by his raging hormonal state. But it gets the job done. Within moments, Erwald’s hips shake and the fawn hurriedly pinches his foreskin shut over the end of his penis to catch the mess as it comes. 

His eye falls on a crumpled heap of fabric on the floor inside the doorway. It’s Paige’s undergarments. Why hadn’t he seen that earlier? Erwald carefully reaches for it, and picks it up. It’s a simple pair of drawers, not dissimilar to his own. He sniffs the crotch of them lewdly. Then he deposits his semen into the fabric, cleaning off his penis, and returns them whence they came. 

Then, on second thought, he picks them up again and steals back to bed with them.

*

“Good morning, Erwald! Time to wake up,” Paige says musically, sweeping into Aspen and Wren’s bedroom a half hour after dawn the following morning. 

Erwald is a comfortable lump in the blankets, nothing but his ears visible above their crumpled embrace. Paige’s voice slices through his slumber like a hot knife through butter. He groggily turns over in bed and attempts, unsuccessfully, to force his eyes open. A thick, sleepy mumble emerges from his throat. 

“Come on, sleepyhead – your classes begin in two hours, and you need to eat some breakfast, wash yourself and be ready for them,” Paige persists. 

He still fails to move. 

Then Paige rips the blankets off. 

Erwald’s eyes fly open and he bleats loudly in protest, hands snapping over his groin. He’s naked beneath the blankets, and Paige’s drawers are balled up beneath his head. The filly falls into shocked silence. Erwald feels guilt and shame fall on him like an anvil, and peers apologetically up at her. He hasn’t slept much. But, to his surprise, Paige doesn’t seem angry. She’s confused, momentarily, but then sits comfortably on the edge of the bed and plucks her drawers from their position under Erwald’s chin. 

“Did you have fun with these?” she asks him. 

Erwald’s brain melts, and his morning erection throbs behind his hands. 

“S-sorry…” he mumbles squeakily. 

Paige stares at him with something akin to amusement on her pretty face. Her eyes flick downward to his hands, then back up to his face. Then she deposits her drawers over his groin and stands up. 

“I won’t tell anyone,” she says to him. His ears prick up in surprise, and she giggles. “I can tell you’re at that age where these things just happen. I slept in your bed last night, it’s obvious that you’re growing up and have urges. So have I. But you must be careful and subtle about them, especially when it comes to things like stealing a woman’s undergarments to masturbate into.”

“You’re not going to tell my parents?” Erwald hazards.

Paige grins. “No more than I’m going to tell them I masturbated in your bed last night,” she teases him. 

Erwald knows she did, of course, but he does his best to appear shocked even as the drawers over his groin bounce furtively a few times with a moment of instinctive masturbation. She notices, and casts another lingering glance at the fawn’s groin. He’s consumed by the urge to expose himself to her, to proudly display the four inches of aching glory twitching in his tightly clenched fist. But he controls himself from that, at least, even as he can’t seem to stop his hand from moving up and down over himself.

“Don’t worry Erwald, unlike those prudish Arahanites who run your classes, I am quite aware of young boys’ urges and not uncomfortable with things like this. Now I’m going to go and prepare breakfast. Hurry up and finish yourself off if you need to, and come get something to eat,” Paige instructs him, smirking. 

Then she’s gone, her tail swishing behind her. 

Erwald exhales shakily. He pinches himself painfully to ensure that he isn’t dreaming, still. But instead of frantically masturbating again, the fawn gets out of bed right away. Moments later he’s dressed, and trotting out of the bedroom to sit at the table opposite his brother. Paige has prepared breakfast for them both, and the brothers eat in silence. Both of them have experienced something overnight, but it isn’t something either of them can talk about. Not yet, anyway. 

Erwald finds himself more distracted than usual, today. The rain that was threatening to fall yesterday is hammering down across Yrigante, turning the world grey and dull. His classes feel monotonous and interminable; all he can think about is Paige. When he’s released from the priory in the mid afternoon into the rain, mud and grey, Erwald hurries home with Elric instead of making an excuse to sneak off to the bawdyhouse. And when he arrives home with his brother, both dripping wet, Paige is waiting for them. 

*

The fire crackles warmly in the hearth. The leaden sky outside continues its steady soaking deluge, and the wind picks up as well, stripping the gold and red leaves from the trees and turning the streets to slippery, slushy muck. Elric and Erwald are soaked to the bone by the time they arrive home. 

“Oh blessed mother, look at you!” Paige exclaims when they arrive. “You’re drenched, and covered in mud!”

The teenage filly drops the book she has been reading and dashes to the door, hauling it shut behind the fawns, who’ve thrown it open to admit a swirling maelstrom of rain, leaves and wind. She ushers the boys directly to the fireplace, and orders them to stand there and to not move. Erwald and Elric exchange a slightly confused glance. It’s only water and mud, surely? Paige is rummaging through the house, and eventually produces a large copper wash basin, a ladle and a collection of towels and rags. There was already a pot of water heating to a boil on the stove. Now, Paige repurposes it. She hauls it into the main room and pours it into the washbasin. It steams in the cool air, and Paige tops it up with cold water from the rain barrel. 

“We can’t have you catching your deaths while it’s my job to ensure you don’t!” Paige offers by way of explanation when she notices the confused stares of the two fawns. “Now, kindly step into the wash basin, both of you – wash the mud off of your hooves and legs! And strip out of those drenched clothes so that I can dry them!”

Elric makes a move to obey instantly, but Erwald hesitates. She wants them to take their clothes off? Erwald seems to be hesitant, but he can detect no ulterior motive in Paige’s instruction. And he has been told to obey. A thrill of excitement finds its way scurrying up the fawn’s spine, though, at the notion of being naked in front of her. Elric is already naked beside him and standing in the wash basin. He’s bending over, ladling warm water over his lower legs and hooves, and the water is already turning brown. Paige fixes Erwald with an expectant stare, and then a soft smirk. 

“It’s alright, Erwald, I’m bound to see it at some stage this week. Go ahead, I don’t mind!”

Beside him, Elric giggles. “Erwald doesn’t want to get a stiffy in front of Paige,” he says. 

“Ugh, Elric, shut up!” Erwald bleats. 

Paige will brook no further hesitation. She bodily hoists Erwald into the wash basin alongside his brother. The warm water laps around Erwald’s fetlocks, and the filly prompts him to lift his arms. He has no choice but to comply, and moments later his tunic is hauled off over his head, leaving he and Elric only in their drawers, which are soaked through as well. Paige makes a point of departing, hanging the fawns’ drenched clothes over the drying rack near the stove. Then she comes back, while Erwald is ladling the mud from his legs.

“You’re still both wearing those drenched undergarments!” she exclaims. “Come on, the sooner you’re dry, the better.”

Paige helps Elric out of the washbasin first, to stand on a towel in front of the fire to soak up the drips. Already, the fawn’s fur is starting to dry, but his cotton undergarments are clinging wetly to him. Paige unlaces the garment at its hip, and shucks it down Elric’s thighs. Erwald watches on, and with the typical curiosity of a young teen stares at his little brother’s penis as it’s exposed. It’s tiny, shrivelled by the cold. Paige does not acknowledge it. Erwald is buoyed by the simple efficiency of the filly’s action; there’s no sexual component to the nudity, it’s simply utilitarian. That confuses Erwald, since he’s so consumed by and obsessed with sexual nudity, lately. So, still he hesitates. 

Then Paige is in front of him, kneeling on the floor. His ears flush hot at her closeness. She’s gently touching his legs, pouring warm water over them while he stands there like a statue, gritting his teeth and trying his best not to get an erection. Her face is right at the level of his crotch, and the wet cotton of his drawers clings to everything. 

“Erwald, you’re shaking!” she observes, while her hand rests on his tummy. “You must be frozen. Come on. I promise I won’t stare or laugh, alright? I’ve seen plenty of naked boys already, I’m sure it’s nothing I haven’t seen before. There’s no need to be shy about it.”

With Erwald’s legs cleaned of mud and grit, Paige helps him to step out of the muddy washbasin onto another towel, and shuffles forward on her knees to unpick the lacings of his drawers. The wet fabric has swollen up, and the knots are tight. But after a moment they come loose, and Paige wriggles the clinging garment down Erwald’s legs. 

Elric giggles. 

“Elric! Stop looking!” Erwald howls, clamping his hands over his groin. 

Paige looks back and forth between the half-brothers. They’re quite different, in some ways.

“Yours is different to mine,” Elric observes with the candid curiosity of youth. 

Erwald bleats loudly and turns his back on Elric. The younger brother has an erection, suddenly, and seems utterly unconcerned about it. Paige does her best not to stare at it. It’s perhaps three inches long and uncircumcised, pointing straight out from the fawn’s groin, and he’s idly playing with it. 

“Now now, Elric. Erwald is a little bit shy, and that’s alright – it’s because I’m here as well, and it’s to be expected. Elric, why don’t you go and refill the stockpot with water from the rain barrel for me? I’ve used the water for your bath, so we need some more for cooking.”

The younger fawn lets his gaze linger on his naked brother for a long moment, and then nods and darts away, taking the stockpot with him. Alone with Erwald, Paige offers him a slightly lopsided little smile. Her muzzle is flushed pink. Erwald’s heart is hammering in his chest. Paige makes a point of scrubbing the damp fur over Erwald’s hips and thighs with a dry towel, until eventually she plucks at his hands, which are still clamped tightly over his groin. 

“I don’t… I…” Erwald stammers, his voice squeaking.

“I don’t care if it’s erect, Elric. You’re thirteen, it’s normal. And I think there’s a little part of you that wants me to see it, you’re just confused about how all of this makes you feel,” Paige says, gazing up at the fawn with those sky blue eyes. 

Slowly, hesitantly, Erwald lets one hand fall away, and then the other. Paige’s eyes linger on the fawn’s face for a moment, and then flick downward. Erwald has an erection, predictably enough. It points straight at her face, twitching rapidly with the fawn’s elevated heartbeat. He’s uncircumcised, as well, and it seems he’s begun to gain some length as puberty sets in. He’s a respectable four inches in length, with sparse, dark fur around his base. The end of his foreskin reveals a tender, shiny purple glans nestled within, bearing a little dewdrop of wetness.

“S-sorry… I don’t know why it’s… like that…”

“I do,” Paige giggles. “Erwald, don’t be shy about it. It’s obvious you’re at the age when these things have started happening. I’m well aware of them. You’re fascinated by sex and the feelings you get from this thing, aren’t you?”

Erwald stares at her open-mouthed. 

“And that’s alright,” Paige continues. “It happens to girls, too. I’m only a couple of years older than you, you know. I’m still horny all the time.”

Erwald’s penis throbs at that. Paige giggles again. 

“I think he likes me,” the filly says sultrily. 

“He… he does… a lot…” Erwald stammers. “S-so do I!”

“Aw, I’m flattered. Heh, he’s a handsome fellow. And so are you!”

Paige’s eyes are fixed on Erwald’s penis while she speaks. The fawn flexes firmly, causing his balls to clench upward and his penis to swell and jump stiffly. His hips tense and push forward subtly, which causes his foreskin to slide back slightly.

“Oh blessed mother. Alright, let’s not get too excited, hmm? Not while your brother’s still awake.” 

Paige suppresses her interest with obvious effort, focusing instead on towelling the remainder of Erwald’s wet fur. The fire is warm and bright, and before long Elric returns with fresh, dry tunics for himself and his brother. He’s already wearing his own, but takes a moment to openly stare at his brother instead of handing the clothing to him. Erwald steps forward, erection bobbing in front of him, to grab the tunic from Elric and pull it on over his head.

Paige and the boys work together to prepare the evening meal. It’s a simple but hearty meal, and afterwards all three of them pull the padded wooden couch – a rare luxury – towards the fireplace. It creates a cozy little space of flickering firelight and warmth, somewhere for all three of them to sit comfortably for a time before going to bed. 

Elric yawns and knuckles his eyes. He didn’t sleep much last night, and it’s catching up with him. Erwald is far more alert. It doesn’t matter how long it takes, he’s going to stay awake longer than his brother, to get some time alone with Paige. It’s all he can think about. He isn’t sure how it’s going to go, or what to talk about, but he’s determined. And Paige seems to know it. Throughout the evening, Erwald keeps getting erections under his tunic, and every so often he catches Paige looking at it. The couch is small, intended only for two people to sit on, so with three of them it’s quite crowded. Paige’s soft, warm thigh is pressed tightly to Erwald’s. 

“Paige?” comes Elric’s sleepy voice… 

“Yes?”

“Can you tell us a story?”

Erwald feels Paige move, lifting her arm around Elric’s shoulders and softly pulling the fawn in against her side. “Of course,” the filly says. “Now… where should we begin? Ahh, I know. Long, long ago, in the city of Lucenorr, there lived a king. This king was a wise and noble Cervid, and ruled his people with dedication and love. But the king had no heirs…”

“What’s an heirs?” Elric interrupts.

“An heir is a ruler’s child, like a prince or princess – the one who will inherit the rule when the old monarch dies.”

“Oh.”

“The king of Lucenorr had no heirs, because no matter how he tried, he could not bring himself to love a queen who was also a Cervid. Only another king, or a prince. Oh, many a time did his trusted advisors attempt to find a Cervid woman who could bear him a child, but never could the king do the deed…”

“What deed?” Elric interrupts.

Paige shifts. She’s clearly embellishing a well-known tale. “Sex! The king loved only other men, and when two men love one another, they cannot have children naturally.”

“Oh. Because they both have penises?”

“Yes,” Paige giggles. “Children come from inside the womb, which generally does not exist in people who have a penis.”

“Oh.”

“Years passed,” Paige continues. “The king’s advisors presented princess after princess to the king, but he rejected all of them. For none of them could he love. Then, one fateful day, the king was out with his entourage, at a tournament. One of the gallant knights, from the neighbouring kingdom of Caermaddwyn, caught the king’s eye. He was dashing and brave and his armour shone like gold. The king was smitten.”

“What’s smitten?”

“It means he fell in love immediately.”

“Oh. Eww.”

Paige ruffles Elric’s hair and continues. “The king proclaimed to his advisors; ‘bring that brave knight to me!’ And so they did. The knight was not afraid of the king of Lucenorr, because he was proud and brave… and a Cervid. And the king and the knight fell in love. But this knight was no ordinary man, for the goddess Amel had seen fit to give him the body of a woman, but the mind of a man. Now, in those days it was forbidden for kings to marry outside of the royal courts; even knights. But the king of Lucenorr was insistent. None other would have his heart, or sit alongside him to rule his kingdom. So it was, then, that the king and his prince consort were two men who finally had an heir, born from the womb of a man. 

“But the forces of evil were gathered on the king and prince consort’s doorstep. The king rode out at the head of his army to confront the forces of Calenorr, a border city in Caermaddwyn who claimed that the king’s heir was not fit to rule, since he was a fawn born to a forbidden union. The armies clashed, and in the melee the king of Lucenorr was slain. The armies of Calenorr swept forth into Lucenorr, and captured the royal city. They captured the prince consort, stripped him of his crown, and snatched away the young heir. He grew up in Calenorr under strict control, lest he discover his heritage and rise up in the future to claim back his crown. 

“But this young prince still had friends. His birth-father, the brave knight, found a way to contact him, to send him hidden messages. He was the true heir of Lucenorr, after all – and the knight knew that if his son could only marry a princess of Caermaddwyn, he could become king not only of Lucenorr, but Caermaddwyn too…”

Beside Paige, Elric begins to snore quietly. Paige pauses her story for a moment, to press her thigh more firmly against Erwald’s. Erwald’s heart thumps in his chest. That’s clearly a deliberate movement. Erwald reciprocates by pressing toward her in return, and to his surprise he feels her hand rest on his thigh. He gasps, and she begins to softly circle her fingers through his fur. Her story continues in softer, hushed tones, to lull Elric into a deeper sleep. The story is well known, but Paige embellishes it with saucy details here and there, for Erwald’s benefit. She describes in detail the way the prince of Lucenorr discovers his body sexually, and a ribald affair he has as a teenager with a young priestess of Dytaea. It’s clearly a self-insert. Soon, Erwald is picturing himself as the prince of Lucenorr, gazing up at Paige as she tells her story with ever more detail. 

Then she pauses. 

Elric is fast asleep. 

