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Part 3

*
Paige stands up very gently, and scoops the sleeping Elric into her arms to carry him off to bed. Minutes later, the filly returns to the common room. Erwald has not moved from his position on the couch. His entire body is tense and trembling with anticipation and awkward teenage horniness. Finally, he is getting to spend some time alone with Paige! The filly sits back down on the couch, in exactly the same position she left minutes earlier – with her thigh pressed tightly to Erwald’s. 

“Is there anything you would like to know about the brave prince and his priestess?” Paige asks him, gazing directly into his eyes with a sultry little smile on her muzzle. 

Erwald’s brain is a bubbling soup of hormones and confusion. He swallows thickly. Paige moves closer, and rests her hand on his thigh again. He’s erect almost instantly, and she giggles at the sight of the rising tent. Boldly, Erwald moves his hand to Paige’s thigh in return, and awkwardly touches her though her initiate’s robe. The fabric is coarse and scratchy, and Paige abruptly straightens her back to pull it up and off over her head, leaving her in her undergarments – a simple linen chest binding and cotton drawers. 

“Wh… when you said… uhm…” Erwald stammers and looks away. 

“Go on.”

“You said that you’re… h-horny… all the time. Is that a sex thing?” Erwald’s voice cracks, and he clears his throat in frustration. 

Paige giggles. “Yes. It means I think about sex a lot.”

“H-have you ever… done it?”

Paige nods slightly, her eyelashes fluttering. “Mmhm. I did it the first time when I was thirteen. I was so horny all the time, when my growth to womanhood began. My breasts were just beginning to grow, and I began to feel a hot, pulsing tightness down here, between my legs,” she says, parting her thighs a little and trailing her fingertips upward over the front of her drawers. 

Erwald exhales shakily. “Th-that’s how it feels for me, too,” he whispers. 

“Mmh, oh yes? It’s such a nice feeling, isn’t it? It’s almost a… a weight, down there, a burning desire that you’re suddenly very, very aware of, all the time. It’s distracting. But when you start to masturbate, that helps to cool the furnace a little, at least for a little while.”

“Wh… what does that mean? How do you mass… that thing?” Erwald asks shyly. 

“You already do it, Erwald. It’s when you play with yourself until you feel that rushing, pulsing feeling. You do it quite a lot, I think.”

He nods a couple of times. “Y-yeah… it just started a few weeks ago. I was… I was always so stiff, like all the time, for ages. It just felt like… how you said it, a burning desire for something but I didn’t know what. Then uh… it just… happened,” Erwald stops himself before admitting that he watched a courtesan masturbate.

“It was the same for me,” Paige says, also obfuscating the truth. “I just couldn’t stop touching myself. It was constant. Pepper Clove used to despair for my lessons because I never did anything except lay in my bunk rubbing myself on my pillow or onto my hand, for hours on end. It just feels so good though, I couldn’t get enough of it… I’d cum again and again and again until my arm hurt from rubbing for so long.”

Even as she speaks, Paige is touching herself delicately through her drawers. It’s a subtle motion, just a gentle press of her hand against herself and a rhythmic rocking of her hips, but because her thigh is pressed to Erwald’s he can feel it. His mouth is dry, his heart is racing, and his penis is so hard it aches. His hand twitches. It’s an urge he’s been feeling lately, to just grab his erect penis and rub it at moments when he’s this aroused. Instead, he clenches it into a fist over his knee. Paige giggles. She can tell he’s at precisely the stage of his growth that she’s just described.

“It’s alright, Erwald…” she reassures him. 

Paige’s hand wanders upward from Erwald’s thigh, and lifts his tunic to expose him. The fawn gives a muffled, horny bleat, and slouches downward to shove his hips upward, showing himself off to the filly. She gasps quietly and rocks her hips against her hand a little faster for a moment, and Erwald can’t resist touching his penis, rolling his foreskin back to expose his shiny, purple head. 

“P-Paige?” he asks. 

“Mmmh?”

“Wh-what does sex feel like?”

The filly’s breath huffs across Erwald’s muzzle hotly, and she leans in close to him to whisper into his ear; “Do you want to find out?”

Erwald nearly has an orgasm there and then. He tenses and bleats and his penis strains, so hard it’s almost translucent. A little drop of clear liquid rolls slimily down its length into his velvety fur.

“I’ll take that as a ‘yes,’” Paige giggles. 

She stands up, and takes Erwald’s hand. She leads the horny fawn into Aspen and Wren’s bedroom. Rules be damned, she thinks! There is no way she can do this properly with Elric asleep in the bunk right alongside her. They need privacy. Erwald’s burgeoning adolescence titillates her in a way she was totally unprepared for – but it is the role of a Dytaean priestess to be an educator, she rationalises. To share knowledge. And these fawns seem to be on the cusp of some major discoveries about themselves – she simply wishes to inform their discovery!

Paige wastes no more time. The throb between her thighs is just as strong as it was last night, and this time she’s got an audience who knows what he’s looking at and hearing and smelling. Erwald’s entire stance is one of incredible arousal; he’s stiff legged and walks with his head held high, nostrils flared, upper lip quivering to sample the pheromones that are pouring off the filly’s body. She walks with her tail flagged high behind her, a not-so-subtle piece of Equid body language that Erwald hardly needs to read to be able to understand. Then she turns to face him. He bumps right into her, consumed as he is by his pink mist. He tries to back up, but she captures his shoulders in her arms and leans in to kiss his lips. It’s an awkward, frank sort of kiss. The kind of kiss you might expect to share for a dare in the schoolyard. But it pours fuel on the fire between the two teenagers. Erwald kisses back aimlessly, and Paige eventually breaks off to unceremoniously yank Erwald’s tunic off over his head, leaving the fawn naked. 

“Your turn, Erwald,” she says, holding her arms outstretched. “Undress me! Get me ready.”

Erwald leaps to his task. He’s never untied a chest binder before. But with a bit of subtle guidance from Paige, he eventually finds the knot and unties it. A strip of linen perhaps half a foot wide unravels from around Paige’s chest, and the filly sighs in delight as her breasts are freed. Erwald’s eyes are like saucers. Her breasts are right at his eye level; soft and pert, covered with fine, downy fur the same colour as her blaze, and each crowned by a puffy, tender-looking nipple the same luscious pink as her lips. Erwald steps in close. He reached for them tentatively, and Paige captures his wrists, pulling his hands to her chest. 

“S-soft,” Erwald manages hoarsely. 

“Soft and sensitive. When you have sex, Erwald, you must not rush to pushing your cock into your partner’s vagina. Tease her first. Touch her body. Explore her with your hands and your mouth. Here…” Paige guides Erwald’s hand up the side of her neck, and guides his fingertips to trail along its elegant curve, and over her collarbone. The filly sighs heatedly at the sensation and arches her back. “That feels so good… Keep doing things like that, Erwald. Touch me everywhere except my nipples or my vagina. Make me drip for you…”

Erwald looks like he’s about to orgasm again. He tenses and bucks his hips, and a droplet of clear fluid flings free of his penis to streak onto Paige’s thigh. Shakily, he obeys her. His touch is ginger at first, exploring her body in a way he’s never even thought of, before. The soft swell of her breasts, the subtle curvature of her waist, even her shoulders, her elbows, her forearms – Erwald seems to be getting it. He’s enjoying himself, and touching Paige’s body all over has distracted him from the urgency of his erection – it’s given him something else to focus on other than his own pursuit of orgasms, and Paige is revelling in the attention. She slowly turns her back to him, displaying a faintly submissive pose. She pushes her hips backward, until she feels the hot, iron-hard rod of his penis prod her buttock. Then she sways her hips to trap it between her cheeks, still clothed by her drawers, and simply holds there. He humps wildly at her for a moment, and then calms himself. Shaky hands move to her shoulders again, and trail down her back. Paige moans happily. Tells him how nice it feels. Tells him how hard his cock feels against her, how much she likes that. He trembles and leaks and bleats plaintively. Then his hands come to rest on her hips. His fingers trail around over her belly, following the waistband of her drawers. Paige gasps and twitches when his fingers pass over ticklish spots, but it’s an intensely pleasurable form of ticklishness. Then she softly stops one of his hands, and guides it down beneath the waistband of her drawers. 

Erwald grinds hard up against her butt, while his fingers explore steadily lower and lower over her soft curves. Her velvety pelt gives way first to thicker, longer fur and then beneath that, to bare skin. Hot, humid bare skin. His fingertips are between her thighs, and he explores gently further, feeling the pillowy softness of her lips. Then she pushes his hand further down, into slimy, hot slickness that webs between her thighs and coats Erwald’s palm. 

“Feel how wet you’ve made me, Erwald… this is all for you… touch me… feel it…” Paige murmurs, grinding back onto his cock and forward against his hand rhythmically. 

Erwald, in a moment of inspiration, uses his other hand to fumble with the lacings of her drawers. Paige doesn’t stop him. He unties them, and gradually works the cotton down her thighs, until the garment falls to her hooves. She’s naked in front of him. Erwald doesn’t think his heart can physically beat any faster, or his penis get any stiffer. He eagerly steps forward, pressing his bare penis between her bare buttocks. The skin between her cheeks is hot and furless, and Erwald grinds heavily against it, his right hand caressing up and down over the front of Paige’s thigh while the other cups her womanhood, aimlessly coating his digits in her wetness and smearing it around. 

“You’re doing so well, Erwald. You haven’t even orgasmed yet, I’m impressed!” Paige giggles, peering back over her shoulder at him. 

Then she takes his hand once again, and guides his fingers. Pressing his digits between her lips, she introduces him to her clitoris, a bean-sized button of firm flesh hidden within a peak of tender folds of skin. 

“When I masturbate, Erwald, this is what I rub,” she explains. “If you look at it really closely, it looks just like the head of your penis. And from what I’ve heard, rubbing it feels about the same…”

The head of Erwald’s cock, which is doing its best to get her buttocks pregnant, throbs in response. He grinds hard against her one more time, and bleats in shock as wetness drools from his penis, slickening her cleft, accompanied by a slow, dull throb. 

“Ahh! I d-didn’t… that wasn’t… you know, when it pulses and stuff!” Erwald exclaims. “Wh… th… that’s never happened before, what was that?!”

“What did it feel like?”

“Nnngh… like… like I was so so close to that happening, and some stuff came out, but it wasn’t quite the same!”

“And do you still feel just as horny as before?”

Erwald replies by grinding hard through his own slickness. 

“And did it feel a little like you were just about to pee, as well?”

“Yeah, but it always feels like that…”

Paige giggles. “Really? All the time?”

“When it’s this stiff, yeah,” Erwald confirms. “It feels so good, it’s like an itch, a burning feeling like it’s just about to pee everywhere but it feels so much better when stuff does come out.”

“Mmhm, that’s an orgasm, my dear, when it pulses rhythmically and sends slimy stuff shooting out. You know what? They feel the same for me. Except I don’t squirt stuff out all over. I don’t think you had an orgasm, that was just… very close to one.”

Then Paige guides two of Erwald’s fingers into her vagina, and lets out a breathy moan. She’s so wet. It drools out around Erwald’s fingers, stringing down to the floorboards. 
“This… is where… ahh… this is where your penis goes, Erwald… In there…”

The fawn does cum, then. That’s more than he can take. He shoves his hips firmly up against Paige once, then just once more… and ejaculates. He bleats into her mane, shaking and holding onto her tightly while a couple of spurts of warm, slippery semen pulse out of him between her buttocks. Paige gasps in delight and uses Erwald’s hand to masturbate herself while he cums. She grinds her butt onto his cock, sliding wetly against it, until he seems to be done. He’s breathing hard, holding onto her waist tightly with his free hand. She’s still rubbing herself with his left, but releases him after a moment. She turns to face him again. 

“Are you alright, Erwald?”

He flings his arms around her neck and kisses her on the lips. She squeals and flings herself backward onto Aspen and Wren’s bed, dragging the fawn up on top of her. His emission smears his parents’ blankets, but she pays it no mind – there are far more important things for her to think about. Like the way Erwald is urgently prodding his still-erect penis against her inner thigh. 

“Do you want to put your penis into my vagina, Erwald?” she breathes. 

The fawn bleats shakily and emphatically nods with his face buried into her neck, and trembles to feel Paige carefully parting her legs around his hips. That lights his fuse anew, touching a flame to a primordial instinct he’s never experienced before. He can’t stop his hips moving; anything to continually apply friction to his penis. The filly’s hands move to Erwald’s buttocks, hoisting him upward a little. He shuffles forward awkwardly, his penis bouncing off his taut abdomen from his instinctive thrusting into the humid air between their bodies.

“S-stop humping for a moment, let me…” Paige murmurs.

He complies with gargantuan effort, and feels Paige’s fingers fumble around with his penis. It’s very sensitive so soon after climaxing, but Erwald’s pubescent erection remains so hard it aches, his foreskin retracted behind his shiny purple tip, a tight band of tender skin over which Paige’s fingers tease, causing him to clench and flex and gasp from the sensitivity. Paige giggles. 

“It’s so stiff,” she says breathily. 

“Is… is that okay?” Erwald manages.

“Oh yes, it needs to be stiff to go inside me… that’s why it goes like that.”

Erwald gurgles hornily. 

“Now. Just relax. Try not to fall over.”

There’s humour in Paige’s voice. And momentarily, Erwald learns why. The hand that’s touching his penis pushes it downward slightly, while the hand that remains on his buttocks pulls forward. Erwald feels wetness against his tip. Hot, slippery wetness. Smooth, wet skin. And then his eyes fly open wide and a loud bleat escapes his throat. Burning, tight wetness engulfs his penis. He sinks into Paige’s vagina easily, and her hand grips his buttock tightly, fingers digging into him. He feels her arch beneath him and she moans heatedly against his cheek. 

It's inside her! He realises. 

It’s his last rational thought. 

Paige’s hand leaves his penis and joins its counterpart on his rump, both of the filly’s hands hauling him hard up inside her. Guiding hips that have suddenly turned to jelly. His penis slides upward into her, surrounded and caressed by hot slickness. Her hips roll beneath him, causing him to slide outward, then her hands pull him in again. 

“Oh blessed mother,” Paige murmurs. “Does that feel nice, Erwald?”

Erwald’s eyes fly open. His gaze is unfocused. Wild. He lifts his upper body off of Paige, bracing himself against her shoulders, and clumsily rams his little rod into her burning core. Once. A spark ignites. Twice. The spark begets a flame. Thrice. The flame causes an explosion. 

Erwald’s second orgasm in as many minutes feels as if his entire soul is coming out through his penis into Paige’s vagina. He trembles and shakes and bucks his hips and convulses violently over her, while inside her his penis pulses and flexes rhythmically, the fawn’s little prostate working its hardest to pump already-drained seminal vesicles into her. His orgasm is dry, but it’s the most intense one he’s ever had, and leaves him an incoherent, babbling, breathless bundle of limbs. 

*

Elric is wide awake. He can clearly hear what’s happening in his parents’ bedroom, right next door. He isn’t quite sure what it is, but he has a nebulous idea that his brother is sexing Paige. It’s annoying at first, but in time, her excited giggles, the husky murmur of her voice muffled by the wall, and Erwald’s shaky bleats turn Elric’s irritation into interest. He lays awake on his bed, thinking back to last night, when Paige was laying on Erwald’s bed right beside him talking to him about the things Erwald gets up to at night. Her scent lingers in the room, still, and Elric hops out of his bed at length, to lay instead in Erwald’s. It smells strongly of the filly, and the scent of her causes him to grow stiff in his drawers. 

He pulls them down and kneels up on Erwald’s bed, staring down at his little rod twitching in the darkness. It feels… stronger than it usually does. Bigger, too. Like it’s more swollen, almost… itchy. He palms at it clumsily, and lifts the pillow to his face to breathe in Paige’s scent. She smells faintly of freshly cut straw, incense from the temple and a third, cloying scent underlaying them both, which Elric can’t quite identify. It’s a tangy, warm smell, and he thinks it’s that smell that’s making his penis go stiff. He smelt it strongly last night, after they stopped talking, when she was laying on Erwald’s bed doing that thing she said Erwald did. He remembers the soft wet noises he heard, and her heightened breathing. 

On a whim, he shoves down the blankets and lowers his face to the sheet below, searching with his nose for something down where her hand had been rubbing. He can smell Erwald strongly there too. But eventually he locates a spot on the sheet that smells very strongly of that third, cloying scent. 

Quickly, Elric kicks his drawers off and arranges himself with Erwald’s pillow under his body, laying the wrong way on his brother’s bed with his face pressed against that spot. His hard penis pushes firmly into the soft pillow, and it feels nice! He shoves it forward, then slides it back. Then does that again. He breathes deeply through that little spot on the sheet. 

“Mmh, yes,” he mumbles into the spot. “Going to sex you, Paige… feel how big and hard my penis is so it can go inside you… feel it, nnh… it’s ready for sex…”

The fawn’s hips grind again and again into the pillow. It feels so good. Just like scratching an itch, the way Paige described it! He keeps going. Drops his hand below the pillow, squeezes his penis through it. He gasps. The skin goes back a little, and feels almost painful. But it isn’t a bad pain. He lifts his hips a little, and rubs his tender, half-exposed glans along the cotton of the pillow with a feather-light touch. The hand under the pillow begins to move the pillow against his penis, instead of the other way around. That’s better! He lifts his hips, butt in the air, and rubs the pillow against himself, breathing heavily and rapidly through the spot of Paige’s scent. 

Then something strange happens. 

It feels momentarily as though Elric is about to pee. It’s a sudden, peaking sensation, and radiates through his entire lower body all the way to his hooves. Hastily he stops rubbing himself and lurches upright onto his knees. He stares down at his penis. It stares back up at him, the part of his tip that’s exposed shining in the darkness. There’s a firm, involuntary pulse from somewhere inside him, behind the base of his penis. Just one. It’s a dull throb, and Elric feels like there’s something about to come out of his penis. He grits his teeth, begging his penis not to pee all over Erwald’s bed! After a moment the sensation passes, and after a few more moments, Elric goes back to rubbing himself. It just feels too good to stop, like his whole body is on fire but in such a good way! He’s never rubbed himself for this long before, and the new sensations are incredibly strong.

He rubs himself until he feels that peaking sensation building up again, and pauses, kneeling rigidly on the bed staring at himself until it subsides. Then he does it again. And again. He starts to get to know the feeling, and when he needs to stop rubbing so that he doesn’t pee. 

And as the night wears on, Elric becomes bolder and bolder. The feeling is so nice, he can hardly stop himself in time. And each time he feels the peaking sensation, he lets it get a little closer to an ephemeral edge that he doesn’t quite understand, yet. 

The feeling of something coming out uncontrollably slices through the fawn’s nebulously horny exploration like a knife. 

He lurches upward suddenly. He’s been teetering right on that buzzing, tingling edge for almost a full minute when it happens. That dull throb comes on again like it did the first time – a single throb and a few dull echoes. But this time the feeling of something rising up along his penis doesn’t stop. Elric panics momentarily and squeezes his penis hard in his hand. There’s something coming out! It’s just a couple of drops, and Elric holds his breath, shock and fear vying for position at the forefront of his sleepy, groggily horny brain. The burning tingle of the peaking sensation lingers, but the wave does not break. Eventually, it subsides.

When the sensation passes, there are a couple of little drops of something wet on Erwald’s pillow. Elric sniffs them carefully. Tests them between his fingers. They feel a little bit slippery, and don’t smell like pee.
He’s relieved. But it’s given him a shock, and despite his penis remaining urgently stiff and a dull ache beginning in his lower abdomen, Elric resolves that he should stop now, before he has an accident. The fawn shakily rises from his brother’s bed, leaves his drawers on the floor between the two beds, and slides naked into his own sheets. 

*

The twin suns rise one after the other to gaze upon a rain-soaked Yrigante. Elric is in a deep, deep sleep. And then, suddenly, he isn’t. 

Consciousness smashes into the fawn with all the subtlety of an avalanche. He doesn’t have time even to wonder what’s woken him up - even though it’s immediately obvious. The same peaking sensation he’d been giving himself last night is happening again, all on its own - and it’s too late to stop it!

Disoriented and confused, Elric lurches upward onto his knees on his bed. His penis is hard as iron, just as it was last night. Except now that rising peak has crested. The wave has broken. And the dull, echoing throbs he felt last night are now a wild flurry of involuntary spasms that shake his whole body. It’s like his whole body is sneezing, all over, and a swarm of butterflies is trying to flutter out through his penis! The sensation is intense and lasts about half a minute. To the fawn’s horror, little wet droplets are sprinkling all over his bed. 

I’m peeing! He thinks, panicked.

Still overcome with the intensity of the unexpected sensory overload and groggy with sleep, Elric lurches naked through the house to the privy, holding his erect penis tightly to hold the fluid in. But by the time he’s standing over the lavatory, there’s nothing left. He tries to pee without success, although by now his erection has started to go soft, and the whole experience has left him feeling shaky, drained and confused.
No one else is awake yet, that Elric can hear. He makes his way back to his bed and lays down, carefully positioning himself to not lay in any of the wet spots. He lays wide awake, staring at the ceiling in the darkness. What was that? He hasn’t wet his bed in years, not since he was a little fawn! How embarrassing that it should happen again now, when he’s nearly grown…

Eventually, Elric drifts into a fitful, shallow sleep. Until, a couple of hours later, Paige comes wafting into his bedroom to wake him up.
*

Erwald’s eyes flicker open. The earliest glimmers of dawn illuminate the bedroom with their dull greyish light, and distant birdsong can be heard. At first nothing seems out of the ordinary. And then he remembers where he is, and with whom…

Erwald freezes in place. He’s laying on his stomach, and as the memories of last night come flooding back, he feels heat rising in his cheeks and between his legs. Hips grind into the mattress. Paige is right there beside him, laying on her back. He listens carefully for a moment. He can hear the soft sound of her breathing, in a deep sleep. There’s no other movement. The fawn’s curiosity and hormones are getting the better of him again. Somewhere deep in his mind he is aware that doing anything to someone while they sleep is wrong, but… he’s not planning to do anything to Paige. He just wants to look at her. The way he does with the girls at the bathhouse. 

His penis is already in his hand. It feels, and smells, different to the way it usually does. He remembers it going inside Paige’s vagina last night, the wetness and heat of it. He suppresses a shaky moan. Slowly, Erwald draws back the blanket covering them both, and shuffles down the bed until his face is level with Paige’s hips. Then he rises to his hands and knees. 

There it is! 
Paige’s legs are slightly parted, with the filly sleeping on her back. Between her toned, chestnut-pelted thighs, the fur is lighter, the same creamy white as her blaze and abdomen. And there, framed like an oil painting in a gallery, is the soft crevice of her vulva. Erwald is transfixed. The gentle compound curve of her mound, the way it interacts with her thighs, is the most beautiful, and erotic thing the young fawn has ever seen. He’s never seen one up so close before, even though last night he put his penis inside this very one!

The soft scent of her arousal wafts upward into his nostrils, and Erwald trembles. It’s like he’s possessed. His face is inches from Paige’s vulva, and his hand is anything but still. She smells so good! He masturbates eagerly to the sight and scent of her, rolling the new word around inside his mind. The word for an action he’s been partaking of for over a month already, but never knew how to define. 

Masturbate, he says to himself in his mind. In Paige’s voice. 

Masturbate over me.

The fawn hunches. The fuse is lit, and at thirteen it’s a very short fuse. A guttural little grunt rises in his throat to be choked off by tightly closed lips, emerging as a snort. His hips shake and buck, and his penis releases a sprinkle of wetness through his tightly clenched fist, watery semen flung by his urgent masturbation onto Paige’s thighs. 

Breathless, Erwald holds still for a long moment, suddenly terrified he might have woken her up. But she seems still to be sleeping, although there’s a ghost of a smile on her pretty face. 

Carefully, Erwald moves off of Paige to lay down on his back beside her once again. 
*

Paige wakes up early. Earlier than Erwald (so she believes), who is still in Aspen and Wren’s marital bed alongside her. They’re both still naked after the hedonism of last night, and Paige replays it in her mind. It’s part of a Dytaean priestess’ duty to be a teacher; a bringer of knowledge and answerer of questions. Erwald’s questions and wonderings were perhaps expressed in a more nebulous, bodily fashion, but questions they were, still, and Paige felt no compunctions about answering them through demonstration. 

She recalls the way he so eagerly shoved himself upward between her buttocks last night, the urgency in his young body - the urgency of one who has begun to make certain discoveries for himself but has never experienced the touch of another’s body.

The filly’s hand slides over her nude body, across a perky, erect nipple. A thrill of pleasure ripples through her, accompanied by a gentle throb from her lower abdomen. She allows her hand to slide down over her belly and down her thigh. 

And encounters wetness in her pelt. 

Paige’s eyes fly open and she lifts her fingers to her muzzle. Thin, watery fluid – not especially fresh, but not old enough to have crusted yet, strings between her fingertips. She sniffs it experimentally. It’s semen. Erwald’s semen. The filly turns her head to the sleeping fawn. He’s nude, and laying on top of the blankets. He was under them, earlier. And it suddenly occurs to Paige that she’s awoken with the blanket down around her knees. 

The little pervert! she thinks. 

But she cannot bring herself to be angry. He’s thirteen, after all, and she did allow him to explore her in ways most fawns his age could only dream of. Paige’s fingertips trail along the warm, soft lips of her vulva. She pictures Erwald kneeling over her furiously masturbating, and grinds her hips into her palm, cupping herself and feeling wetness against her fingertips. 

Then Erwald yawns. He’s awake. 

Paige withdraws her hand.

“Good morning,” she says. 

“Mmmhpg,” Erwald replies. 

“Did you sleep well?”

“Mmhm.”

“I cannot say I am surprised, after last night. I did, as well.”

Erwald is silent. 

“Don’t worry, I have no regrets. You did well, and learned something new, I think? At least now you know how it feels to have sex with a girl…”

Erwald gets an erection. 

Paige giggles and reaches across to touch it delicately, sliding the fawn’s foreskin up and down over his glans a few times. Erwald bleats in sensitivity and shudders. 

“Oh! I’m sorry, is that too sensitive?”

“Y-yes, I… I uhm…”

“It’s okay, I think I already know. My thigh is wet, still,” Paige says. 

Erwald’s ears flatten and the fawn looks away in embarrassment. “I’m sorry… I couldn’t help it…”

“What did you do?”

“I just wanted to see it!”

“See what?”

“Your… your vagina…”

“And you masturbated again over it? Did you do anything else?”

Erwald shakes his head vigorously. “No, I only looked!”

Paige leans across and kisses his cheek. “You are forgiven. But you must always make sure you have permission from someone before you do that, yes?”

Erwald looks at her wide-eyed. His brow furrows. 

“What are you worried about?” Paige prompts him. 

“I…” Erwald pauses. “Th-there’s a bathhouse. Behind the Rabbit Warren. It… it’s where they… the women and men… go to wash before… you know…”

Paige’s eyebrow raises. “Go on,” she says.

“I’ve been… peeking, without asking permission, there too. Through a crack in the shutters.”

Paige snorts and reaches to ruffle the fawn’s messy bed-hair. “Yes, you and many, many other boys your age – and girls too. I am supposed to scold you for such behaviour, but I know it shall happen no matter what I say. And I am hardly innocent of such things, either.”

Erwald’s eyes widen. “Really?”

“Oh yes. For me it was Lakesh’s Kiss, across town. There, the clientele are mostly women, and there are companions of all genders. I used to imagine walking in as a client and sampling the merchandise. It was how I started to think about my sexuality, I suppose.”

Erwald has an erection again. Paige giggles at it. 

“Wh-what did you do there?” he asks. 

“You tell me first.”

“I ahh… well… I just hide in the bushes and peek in through that broken shutter into the bathhouse and… uhm… you know… over them. They’re all naked all the time and sometimes they touch themselves and each other and I saw a man doing it once and that’s how I did it properly the first time,” Erwald gushes, the floodgates suddenly opening now that he realises Paige isn’t angry with him – this is a moment of sharing some very exciting details!

Paige’s pink tongue slides across her upper lip, gazing across at him. Her shoulder is moving in a slow rhythm, and Erwald’s eyes widen when he realises what she must be doing. He urgently grabs his penis and begins to stroke it fervently with a rapid fleshy slapping noise. Paige giggles. 

“Whoa whoa, easy there, you’ll rip it off,” she laughs. “Take it slow, Erwald. Now… come a bit closer, lay against me. Yes, that’s a good boy. It’s nice just to masturbate together with someone, sometimes. So you learned how to do that,” she gestures to his masturbation, “by watching a male courtesan doing it?”

Erwald nods breathlessly. 

“How intriguing! That was how I learned how to use my hand, as well – only of course, the courtesan I watched was a woman, and she was working at the time, not relaxing in a bath. There were three women and one man in the room. He was a stallion, roped to the bed by his fetlocks and wrists, blindfolded. Stallions are very sensitive to a woman’s scent, you know. The women were taking turns, one of them playing with him at a time while the other two played with each other, while kneeling over his face. They were very skilled. It was not a quick liaison, as usually seems to be the case at bawdyhouses – I remained there at their window watching for a long time, it was like I could not look away. And by the time the stallion finally was allowed to spill his seed, all over all three womens’ faces, I had learned how to masturbate.”

Erwald makes a little strangled gasp, and tenses up. His body hunches, and he grips his penis tightly, with the foreskin held back. His abdominals tremble, and a tiny, watery squirt – just one – arcs through the air to land just beneath his navel.

Paige giggles, collects it on her fingers, and licks it off. 
*

Pepper Clove presides over a routine offering to Dytaea at the temple complex. The Caprin priestess performs the ritual with practiced ease before a small congregation of acolytes, initiates, and devout faithful. It isn’t the day of the monthly Sylvan Ritual, where she and the other ordained Dytaean priesthood lead their congregation into the forest to any number of stone circles to commune with the Goddess. But it is still an important religious observation. Pepper has on her priestess’ robes, coupled with a seasonal crown of alder and a ceremonial bow made from woven birch twigs. A circlet inset with a tiny Aethyric stone rests around Pepper’s neck, and torques of polished oak heartwood adorn her arms. 

She is a little surprised that Paige Rivers is not present. Her charges for the week, Erwald and Elric, would be at their daily lessons, so it would be reasonable to expect the initiate to show up at the temple. 

At the conclusion of the service, Pepper divests herself, and makes the decision to pay a visit to Paige, to see how she is coping. It is the third day she has been away from the temple, and with the fawns’ mother Wren due to return the following day, Pepper decides it would be best to ensure that the house is in good order.

She leaves the temple and makes her way through the streets of Yrigante. It’s a chill autumn day, with squally winds and drizzle continually threatening to give way to rain. The street on which Aspen and Wren live curves its slick, cobbled way up the side of the hill on which Yrigante sits, with the houses that crowd around it looking very much like a giant stairway. Pear, citrus, chestnut and almond trees overhang many of the buildings, private food gardens that supplement the plentiful hinterlands of the city. Pepper absentmindedly trails her fingertips through the low canopy of a Seilyrfruit vine growing among the boughs of a maple, coming away with several of the hairy purple fruits in her hand. They ripen as she watches, warmth coursing through her hand imbuing the fruit with the tiny Aethyric boost it needs. She finishes eating them as she arrives on Wren and Aspen’s doorstep. She knocks.

There’s a startled whinny from inside. A curtain twitches. Then the door is slowly opened. Paige stands there, looking bedraggled and half dressed, breathless and smelling strongly of… many things, soap and sweat among them.

“Pepper! I… what a pleasant surprise!” Paige exclaims.

The priestess’ eyes narrow, and the ghost of a smile plays around the corners of her lips. The air inside the house is dense with a great many scents which were not present three days prior, but Pepper feels like it would be moot to mention them. But she does, anyway. 

“You certainly seem to have been enjoying your stay,” she comments sultrily. 

Paige’s muzzle burns bright pink and she hides her face behind her hands with an equine squeal of humiliation. Pepper laughs, and steps inside. She guides Paige ahead of her and shuts the door. 

“Worry not, my dear,” Pepper says. “I understood very clearly the potential for you to become a little… consumed by your duties, in this instance. I saw how you looked at Aspen in the temple. I imagine the temptation to sleep in his bed, covered in his scent, was too much for you to resist?”

Paige shoots a glance at the washtub in the kitchen. Blankets and bedding are in the process of being washed. 

“Y-yes, I… I failed to resist the allure,” Paige says meekly. 

“That is understandable, my dear. We shall have to work on your discipline a little, however – Aspen and Wren may be forgiving but not all will be. That knowledge of what is and is not acceptable in situations such as these will come with age and experience – and when your teenage ardour has run its course and settled into womanhood. Believe me, I should know – I’ve been through it twice.”

“Twice?”

Pepper blinks. “Yes, of course. The first time as a boy, of course.”

“Oh!”

Pepper chuckles, and places a companionable arm around Paige’s shoulders. 

“Come now, let me assist you to finish washing away your indiscretions… whatever those might be.”

#

