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Stillwater Cove, 1413AD

*

Sammael rearranged his small display of forest fruits, herbs, mushrooms and nuts for the hundredth time, as another customer made their purchase, leaving an empty spot in the young Cervid’s stall. It was the fallow buck’s first time selling the bounty of the Aethyrfiodh to the people of Stillwater Cove all by himself without supervision from an elder Dytaean initiate, and he was determined to sell everything and bring as much coin as he could to the temple where he lived. 
Sammael was an orphan; he knew nothing particularly of his history, his family, or even where exactly he had been born. But then, that was not entirely uncommon. His tutors at the temple speculated that he may have been the product of an illicit dalliance, or perhaps born to a sex worker in Habury, many miles away in Scordomna. Sammael did not particularly care; Dytaea, the goddess of the forest, granted succour to orphans and adoptees as their patron deity, and her bounty was plentiful. 
Sammael would soon enter his thirteenth year; his date of birth was approximate, but turning thirteen was a milestone for Doregallian youths. It was the age of enlightenment, of becoming a man. At thirteen, Sammael would be able to legally marry, to work for his own wages, bear arms, and travel unaccompanied. 
His fruit stall was set up amongst similar vendors lining a public square in the coastal Rhocarni town, and the place had the feel of a market about it although market day was not for another two days. Brightly coloured fabric awnings shaded the various produce and goods on display, and the hollering of vendors and customers alike filled the air with a buzzing vivacity.
“Aye now, what do we have here?” came a voice from nearby, startling Sammael out of a moment’s reverie.
The voice belonged to a Caprin woman, who was approaching accompanied by three others; two Cervids and an Equid woman. The four of them were in their early adulthood, Sammael guessed, and were all similarly attired in dresses with plunging necklines and high-split sides, such that their cleavage and thighs were tantalisingly displayed. Red silk sashes and red stitching throughout their clothing, the mark of Lakesh, the Storm Goddess, marked them as courtesans. Sammael bounced to his hooves from the stool he had been sitting on and flashed the four ladies what he hoped was a winning smile. 

“First time here all by yerself, dearie?” the Caprin woman said, plucking a blackberry from Sammael’s stall and popping it into her mouth. 

“Yes, m’lady! I come from the temple of the Bringer of Dreams. My tutor has granted me my wish to man my stall alone, this day.”

“Ah hah,” the Caprin said, leaning on his stall with a smirk on her muzzle. Her blonde hair fell in golden curls around her pretty face, and Sammael forced himself not to stare at her wide hips, or her full bosom. “You’re a handsome buck, arent’cha? Bet you’re gonna be a heartthrob when ye’re a lil older.”

Sammael’s ears flicked backward, then perked forward. “My thanks,” he mumbled. “C-can I interest you in a selection of nuts?”

The Caprin woman’s Equid companion have a raucous snort, and her Cervid friends giggled. Sammael flushed hotly. 

“Aye, I’d be most interested in yer nuts, little buck,” the Caprin said smoothly. 

Sammael almost turned inside out. 

“I- I mean, uhm… that is, I… not… well…”

The Caprin woman laughed good-naturedly, and reached across to ruffle Sammael’s russet hair. “Oh don’t worry yer little head, lad. I’m but teasin’ ya. Oh, you’ll soon have a mighty pair o’ antlers there, eh? I can feel your buds.”

Sammael bleated in protest and grit his teeth, tensing his thighs painfully to try and force the erection that was rapidly forming to stop short of embarrassing him even further. The Caprin woman, to his abject horror, lowered her gaze to the front of his trousers, and reached over the stall to flip up the front of the fallow’s tunic. 

“Hah. Cute. When yer of age, you’ll hafta come visit us at the Hairy Fig. We’d pop yer cherry right proper, right girls?”

A chorus of affirmation echoed the Caprin woman’s bawdy commentary. 

“For now though, I’ll be buyin’ all you got. Dytaean produce is always in demand at the ‘Fig, ‘specially in Dytaea’s Harem. Yer nuts’ll be goin’ to very good use, make no mistake.”

The Caprin woman and her companions bought the entirety of Sammael’s produce. Down to the last blackberry. And as they sauntered away, arms laden with baskets and bags and pottery jars, Sam caught the eye of the vendor alongside him, a fellow Cervid who was selling eggs and butter from his father’s farm. 

“That sounded like an invitation to the Fig,” he commented to Sam, thoughtfully scratching the root of one of his antlers. “Some of the women there like their men young. I think it’s a fetish of being their clients’ first time, or something.”

“But I’m too young, they wouldn’t let me in!”

“Aye, doesn’t mean you can’t visit, though,” the egg vendor smirked. 

“What do you mean?”

“Ever heard of Peeper’s Alley?”

Sam shook his head, wide-eyed. 

“On the northern side of the canal, there’s a few streets that have no lamps in ‘em, which look straight into some of the windows at the Fig. You did not hear this from me though, you get it?”

Sam nodded his head, wide-eyed. 

“But… wh… what is… why would you…”

“You really are naïve, aren’t you?” the egg vendor grinned. “Go and find it one night, see if you like what you find. Some of the courtesans at the Fig deliberately leave the curtains open on their windows to put on a show for the peepers, it’s kind of a thing.”

“I see… uhm… thank you? I suppose?”

The egg vendor winked, and turned back to his stall to address a customer. Sammael thought on what he had said as he packed down his empty stall into its handcart, and wheeled it out of the square and onto the northern road out of Stillwater Cove, towards the fringes of the Aethyrfiodh within which his home was nestled. 

*

Kristian Hirschkoff made a similar discovery at a similar time. For the elk, it had occurred during a conversation with some sailors, while he’d been collecting a payment for timbers his father had supplied them to repair their vessel after it ran aground on the reefs out in the Cove. They had been raucously discussing the previous night’s adventures in the hedonistic depths of the Fig – as well as the hedonistic depths of the courtesans whose services they’d purchased – and Kristian, as a youth with a recent and quite strong interest in the sexual function of people’s bodies, was unable to resist asking what they meant. 

That very same night, the thirteen year old elk had crept out of the house he shared with his twin brother and adoptive father after they both were asleep, to try to find the mythical Peeper’s Alley.

The streets of Stillwater Cove were eery, at night. The eldritch, greenish glow of Seilyr, the verdant moon, bathed the city in an otherworldly light. The sputtering light of lanterns along the main thoroughfares did little to illuminate the dark, deep shadows between the buildings, and Kristian felt an inner conflict between curiosity driven by horniness, and his fear of what might be lurking in the velvety, dense darkness. 

His horniness won. 

The Hairy Fig was only a short distance from home, but at night, alone, on the largely deserted streets, it felt like a quest on its own for the young elk. His white night-shirt felt as though it shone like a beacon in the moonlight, and his bare hooves clopped loudly on the flagstones. But no one leapt at him from the shadows, and aside from the occasional distant toll of a bell or a raucous yell from some tavern or other, the streets were quiet. 

Once he overcame his fear of the unknown, and of being alone in the streets at night, Kristian found himself rapidly warming to the nightscape of his hometown. He’d never been out in it, before, and certainly not with any higher intention. It felt sinful in the most delicious way, and Kristian began to imagine himself as a daring, shadowy denizen of the darkness; a roguish, dark hero of the night, flitting from shadow to shadow and seducing ladies of the night. He’d have no need of a blade of steel, not when he was so erect all the time. The young elk found himself unable to resist rubbing himself over his clothing even as he skulked through the streets, his heart hammering from little more than the anticipation of what he was going to do, and what he was likely to see. The mechanics of sex were still a little vague, but he knew that when his penis went hard it was because it wanted to have sex. That was happening a lot these days, and Kristian masturbated multiple times on most of his days. For the time being, his hand or his pillow would have to suffice, but maybe not for much longer…
As he neared the canal-bridge bawdyhouse, tavern and inn, Kristian realised he’d need to be stealthier on his final approach to the Hairy Fig. The streets around it were well-lit and there were people around, entering and leaving the place, among other things. 

Kris’ sensitive ears picked up a rhythmic grunting and thumping from an alleyway nearby, and the fawn tentatively peeked around a corner. There, not ten yards from the main thoroughfare, a burly Equid man was thrusting wildly against the backside of a slender Cervid woman. Kristian clapped a hand over his muzzle to stifle his bleat of shock, and stood still as a statue – with a similar level of hardness – to surreptitiously watch from what he hoped was a secret vantage point. He’d never seen actual, real people having sex before, and he was instantly transfixed. It seemed so vulgar, the way the stallion was standing with his trousers around his fetlocks, ramming his hips up against the Cervid alleygirl’s buttocks, exposed with her dress hiked up around her hips and her legs spread, hooves braced against the flagstones. She was gasping and bleating and moaning in what Kristian may have thought to be pain, if she wasn’t also mumbling out ‘yes, yes! Deeper!’ to her partner. Fluids overflowed from their point of union to fall in a cascade of droplets onto the stones between the Cervid’s hooves, and Kristian could hear the wetness between them.
Kristian watched, fascinated, until the Equid suddenly began to move erratically and convulse, his tail flagging rhythmically and thighs trembling as he unloaded into the alleygirl. Kristian knew what he was feeling, at least on a level, and knowing that was happening caused the fawn to squeeze and rub himself over his clothing in a flurry of frantic movement. 
A few coins changed hands after the stallion withdrew, and the alleygirl took a few steps to squat over a drain. The stallion’s emissions gushed out of her. It was not a romantic union, Kristian realised; no fairy-tale of lovers meeting in secret to consummate their burning desire for one another. This had been purely transactional; the stallion had paid for a cunt to pump his seed into, and hadn’t spoken a word to her. Kristian was forced to beat a hasty retreat as the stallion, having stuffed himself back into his trousers, approached the alley’s exit, where the elk was hiding. 

He ducked behind a barrel until the danger had passed. 

Is she still there?
He felt his heart thump at the thought of stepping into the alley to be alone with the alleygirl. Why did that make him so excited? He allowed his mind to imagine her seeing him, and beckoning him in. Perhaps he would find her unsatisfied and upset by her companion’s careless use of her body and meagre payment, and would welcome a more affectionate, tender love-making session from Kristian, the handsomest shadow-rogue in all of Stillwater Cove. His stomach was full of butterflies. Mustering all his courage and with the bravado of adolescent arousal, Kristian peered around the corner into the alleyway again. 

The Cervid woman was gone, but in the gutter in the centre of the alley was the gooey mess the pair had left. Kris wrinkled his nose. He spent a few moments scanning the shadows, hoping he might see her… What would he say if they met? I’m sorry he was so rough. Let me hump you with the adoration you deserve? The elk didn’t know. He was driven purely by his instincts in that moment, and his excitement pulsed in his trousers with the fluttering rapidity of youth. He squeezed it roughly and felt a dull throb from within its root, which caused his tail to flag. The temptation to feed his pubescent urges and masturbate there and then was strong. But the promise of better things to come stayed his hand. The sailors at the docks had been insistent that he find Peeper’s Alley, that he’d see delights his young mind couldn’t imagine from its secretive vantage.
It would be on the other side of the canal, Kristian knew. So once he’d calmed his trembling hands, Kristian left the alleyway and crept from shadow to shadow along the southern bank of the canal until he got to the last bridge before the Hairy Fig. There was no way he could cross it unseen, unless he crawled across on his tummy. And for various reasons that seemed unfeasible, not least because of the mud and filth that caked the stones. So, led by the swelling in the front of his trousers that showed no signs whatsoever of receding, Kristian marched bold as brass across the canal bridge to the northern bank, and glanced around to see whether anyone had seen him. The sailors at the docks had told him to go one block north of the canal, to a narrow street that ran parallel to the canal. There were no lanterns lining its dark depths, and they had warned him to be careful, to stick to the centre of the street lest he interrupt someone doing something truly depraved, until he found Peeper’s Alley – the fourth alley on the left. 
No one seemed to have seen his crossing. So he proceeded with slightly less caution.
Kristian imagined he could feel eyes on him as he entered the street the sailors had directed him to. But there was not a single sound. Rats scurried in front of his hooves. Rats, he knew, would not come out into the middle of the street unless they thought they were alone. So Kristian convinced himself that he was not in any danger of being discovered. His mind conjured fantasies of courtesans and alleygirls coming at him from all sides, with eyes only for him, their naked bodies glistening in the greenish moonlight and their breasts presented just for him… He flared his nostrils in excitement and forged onwards, passing alleys on both sides of the street until he got to the fourth alley on the left. 

A wooden signpost hung from the wall of a building on its corner, which had originally read “Piper’s Alley.” Someone had stuck through ‘Piper,’ however, and written ‘Peeper.’ 

He’d found it! A surge of excitement tingled through the young elk’s body. Only months previous, he would never have considered such a daring adventure. But something had changed, both in body and mind. His father Bruno told him it was normal, that such thoughts and such actions were common to fawns as they grow into adulthood. Being so driven by his surging hormones felt so deliciously sinful to Kristian. As though he were parting the veil and gazing into a world of delights that as a fawn he was entirely unable to comprehend. 

Kristian stepped into Peeper’s Alley. It was dark, even darker than the street he’d previously been on, but for a soft glow from its southern end, coming from the lanterns around and within the Hairy Fig. Kristian picked his way carefully along the alley, until he reached its southern end. An iron gate was built across it, stacked with pallets and barrels, which provided an ideal hiding spot and vantage point into the windows of the Hairy Fig’s private pleasure rooms, mere yards away. The curtains of the nearest window were open, but the room was dark within.

Kristian wasn’t sure what he was supposed to do, next. He’d come so far and been so excited for his entire journey here, and now… nothing. Darkness. Silence.

Perhaps he should have just rubbed himself into his pillow at home, like usual. Or finished himself off in the alley on the other side of the canal while the memory of the Cervid woman and her stallion companion was fresh in his mind.
Maybe if he just waited here for a little while, something would happen…
*

Sammael waited in silence. 

He’d found Peeper’s Alley a few weeks previously, and had come to learn what to expect from it. And it was deliciously dirty. Often, he would arrive and wait in silence in the darkness for an hour or more before anything worth seeing happened. He was aware he was often not the only one in the alley, and occasionally he’d catch a glimpse of another youth nearby in the darkness, leaving his mark on the ground, or on the wall, before tucking himself away and slinking away to return to his bed. Once or twice, someone had been present right beside the fallow for the entirety of their voyeuristic self-pleasure, and Sam had been at first reticent to please himself in the view of strangers. 

But as the weeks had come and gone, Sammael had discovered some things about himself. Often, it made him more excited to see the other boys in Peeper’s Alley, than it did to see the courtesans in the Fig, through the windows. Especially if the other boys were casting furtively aroused glances at him, just as he did to them.
It was a bright moonlit night, and Sammael had selected his hiding place well. He was secreted in a niche in the stonework of one of the buildings, where once there may have been a chimney, long since demolished and bricked over from the inside. These buildings were warehouses for goods delivered to the Hairy Fig, Sam had learned. There was little chance of him or any other youth frantically tugging his flesh in the alley being caught by anyone. It was a well-known spot, anyway, and the authorities and the Hairy Fig alike turned a blind eye to it. A good proportion of the town’s men had visited the place at least a few times in their adolescence.
This night, there was someone new. 

A Cervid, like him. The newcomer seemed incredibly nervous, but excited. The way he kept groping and rubbing himself, while looking around furtively and sneaking from shadow to shadow in his white night-shirt caught Sammael’s eye. His first time, perhaps? Sam knew there were at least three other watchers in the alley that evening, but the newcomer had not seen any of them. Perhaps he thought he was alone.
The windows of the Hairy Fig were dark, and the newcomer seemed disappointed. He looked around aimlessly, and then seemed like he might be about to turn tail and leave. Sammael hoped he wouldn’t; the idea of stepping out and introducing himself occurred to the young fallow. But he was already erect and touching himself a little, and did not wish to scare off the newcomer should he notice. Not all boys were into other boys, Sam knew. 
The newcomer was an elk, Sam concluded after a few moments of observation. He had shed his juvenile antlers and his adolescent set were growing in, uneven and covered with velvet. Slightly more advanced than Sam’s own. The elk leaned his buttocks against a barrel and lifted his night-shirt to idly toy with himself down the front of his trousers. Sammael’s ears pricked forward and the fallow strained his eyes in the darkness to make out some kind of detail. Even without it, excitement surged through him and he flexed himself into his palm. But it was clear that the elk was already aroused, and judging from his shaky breathing and the way he was touching himself, he had been for some time. Had he already seen something worth masturbating to on the way here?
Then, before Sammael could summon the courage to step out and allay some of his curiosities, a golden flame lit up the window across the way, in the Hairy Fig. Sammael’s breath caught in his throat. A surge of excitement caused him to nearly lose control and hit his peak there and then, from anticipation. Plus, he knew, at least three other cocks had probably just surged to erection around him in the shadows. He was familiar with two of them, but their owners preferred the illusion of privacy in their voyeuristic adventures.
*

Kristian was close to giving up and leaving Peeper’s Alley. Masturbating by himself in the dark against a dirty barrel in a dark alley seemed suddenly a lot less enticing that it had sounded a while ago.
Then the window closest to the alley suddenly lit up gold, with lantern light from within. The elk’s heart thumped in his chest and he stared at the golden glow. Within the room, he could clearly see a courtesan, an Equid, her body draped in red gauze and nothing more. With the lanternlight behind her, Kristian could clearly see the curves of her hips and thighs silhouetted through the sheer fabric, and the narrow, enticing gap between them. The lanternlight refracted between her thighs and ever so subtly highlighted the soft, sensual mound of her womanhood. She seemed to be presenting herself at the window. Did she know she was being watched? Kristian supposed she must; her curtains were open, and Peeper’s Alley was a well-known secret, from what he'd heard. 

Then someone else appeared in the room. A client. 

Kristian watched with baited breath. 

The client was a tall, solidly built Caprin man – a militiaman, judging from his tabard and tunic, which were the white and gold-edged green of the Aethyrfiodh division of the Rhocarni royal militia. He unbuckled his belt and hauled off his tabard over his head, and then he and the Equid woman came together in the window. She groped him bodily through his leggings, gripping him in her palm and rubbing him to erection. She kissed him full on the mouth, grinding and gyrating her body sensually against him. His hands were all over her, kneading her soft buttocks and shoving his hips into her touch. 

Kristian’s mouth fell open. The encounter he’d witnessed in the alley before had been vulgar and rough; a wild, desperate rut. This was something different entirely. It was slow, sensual, and intensely erotic. The young elk ached in his trousers, and he framed his cock between both his hands, pushing forward to pull the fabric taut over his straining erection, as though to display himself lewdly for the courtesan and militiaman in the window. 
Then the Equid woman untied the militiaman’s leggings, and reached inside them to pull out his cock into view. Kristian couldn’t make out much detail, but the way she stroked and held it in her hands, staring down at it, made the elk tremble with arousal. He lifted his nightshirt up and captured it beneath his chin, and hurriedly fumbled with the lacings of his own trousers, imagining that it was his cock the Equid woman was gazing at and touching so sensually. 

His was a lot smaller than the militiaman’s, of course, but his father had assured him it would grow in the years ahead. Kris stepped forward away from his barrel, right up to the iron gate across the entrance to Peeper’s Alley. His trousers fell around his fetlocks, leaving the young fawn all but naked in the alleyway. It was as close as he could physically get to the Equid courtesan, and he lewdly leaned his body against the bars of the gate, pressing his small, pubescent erection forward through the gate to display it in her direction. It was so stiff that the scar around its midsection where he’d been circumcised a few years previously hurt a little, but not in a bad way – it felt nice to be this hard. Then he spat into his palm, and curled it around his rigid little penis, surrounding it in the slick warmth of his grip. This was a fairly recent discovery for the elk fawn, and his movements were inexperienced and urgent, even a little aimless. Traditionally he would play with it with no particular objective, but lately he was starting to learn how to bring himself quickly and reliably to orgasm; what felt nice, where to rub and how hard and fast, and how to make the pleasurable sensation of friction to his penis build up into the little flurry of explosive convulsions that felt like all the butterflies in his stomach trying to escape through it.
The Equid courtesan was nude by this time, as was her client. Their bodies ground and gyrated together sensually in the window, standing in the glow of their lantern. The Caprin was standing side-on to the window, while the courtesan sucked his cock, her muzzle rising and falling along it. Then she abruptly pulled off of him, leaving the rigid flesh twitching and bobbing, silhouetted by the lantern, and mounted him. 

She looped her arms around his neck, and he gripped her buttocks, lifting her up around his hips. He was strong. She wrapped her legs around his waist, and reached beneath her to grip his cock and guide it upward, aiming it for her vagina. 
Kristian nearly peaked from that sight, and his fantasies of being the strong Caprin militiaman. The burning pleasure in his penis sent tingles up the young elk’s spine, and he palmed wetly over his glans, hips trembling with arousal at the thought of what it must feel like to feel a woman’s vagina pressing to the tip of his stiff little rod. He was losing himself to his fantasies, gazing with slack-jawed arousal at the sight playing out before him. He was so close. All those butterflies were crowding together inside the base of his penis, and he glanced down at the little two-tone purple mushroom jutting stiffly through the iron gate and staring him in the eye. It felt so good, so intense, so pleasurable… just a few more tugs…

“Hey! Move your spotty arse, I can’t see!”

Kristian’s blood turned to ice. 

The voice was a harsh whisper from only a few feet behind him. The elk froze. His trousers were around his fetlocks, his night-shirt was lifted, and it was painfully obvious what he’d been doing. And this other person… whoever it was… had seen it all. What should he do? If he withdrew and turned, this stranger would see his cock. 

Would that be so bad?

A small hand landed on the elk’s shoulder then, and Kristian bleated in shock and writhed away from it. 

“Shhhh! Someone’ll hear. Don’t worry, I’m here for the same reason you are! Your spotty arse is cute, by the way,” came the voice. 
Kristian covered his aching penis with his hand then, and turned to see who was speaking. He came face to face with a fallow fawn, probably his own age or slightly younger. On his face was an expression of arousal and desire, and his hand was stuffed down the front of his linen drawers. Kristian could clearly see the rhythmic movement of the young stag’s hand, and realised with a shock that he was actively tugging his cock right then and there while staring directly at him. 

That, unexpectedly, caused Kristian’s youthful arousal to surge to even greater heights. The fallow stag was putting on a good show of being nonchalant about it all, and had turned his attention back to the courtesan and militiaman, who were now bodily humping in the window for all to see. 
“Amel’s tits, he’s really fucking her,” the fallow commented in a hoarse whisper, breathing shakily as he masturbated inside his drawers over the sight. Then he glanced back to Kristian, and flicked his eyes down to where the elk was still covering himself. “Whas wrong? It’s okay, keep goin. I just wanted to see more. Pull your pants up and do it inside em if you don’t want me to look.”

Kristian opened and closed his mouth several times. But it was a solid suggestion. Awkwardly, the elk turned his back and bent over to fumble for his trousers. He heard the fallow gasp and grunt, and assumed it must have been over the Equid and Caprin. Eventually he got his trousers back up over himself, and awkwardly held them up with one hand while he resumed his masturbation within their confines with the other. 

“Very cute arse,” the fallow quipped, with a horny little bite to his lip. “First time?”

“F-first time,” Kristian confirmed breathlessly. “You’re uhm… you’re nice, too, I think?”

“Thanks, but it’s alright, if you’re not into boys. I know not everyone is.”

Kristian was silent. Was he? Into boys? He’d never really thought of it much. It was all so new to him, still, all this sexual stuff. But the way this fallow buck looked at him, the way he never stopped stroking himself inside his drawers, it made the elk tingle in ways he’d never felt before. 
Abruptly, the fallow sped up his stroking, and Kristian could actually hear the fleshy plap plap plap of his masturbation. It was frantic, rapid and urgent, and the stag’s breath caught in his throat, to be released in a breathy bleat as he shuddered and trembled. Kristian stared. A little wet spot had appeared in the fallow’s drawers. Then he drew his hand out, wiped it off on the leg of his drawers, and held it out to Kristian in greeting, with a breathless smirk on his muzzle.

“I’m Sammael. Well met!”

Kristian stared at the outstretched hand, which seconds earlier had been wrapped around the fallow fawn’s penis as he ejaculated inside his drawers. Kristian’s cock throbbed so hard it felt like it would explode. Tentatively at first, the elk pulled his hand out of his trousers, and the two boys’ palms met in a slightly clammy, sticky handshake. 
“I uh… I’m Kristian.”

Sammael’s eyes had dropped to the elk’s groin, at where his trousers were peaked over the swelling of his achingly stiff erection. 

“Heh. Well, Kristian, uh, are you gonna make yours cum? I’m still hard, I think I’m gonna do it again…” Sammael reclaimed his hand, sniffed it, and then pressed it back down the front of his drawers. “Ahh, it’s all slippery!”
Kristian couldn’t stop himself. He gripped his penis over the outside of his trousers and urgently tugged it, staring not at the Hairy Fig, but at Sammael. The fallow, likewise, was staring at him. Neither boy exposed himself to the other, but both stood facing the other, both of them masturbating with the thrilling desperation of a first-time encounter. 

Kristian felt the twinging ache in his balls turn once again into the familiar rising burn of sexual pleasure, and hoisted up his night-shirt again to trap it beneath his chin. He jutted his hips forward, holding his unlaced trousers up with one hand and stroking his penis with the soft fabric off to one side of the crotch with the other, until with a grunt he convulsed and bucked, hooves scrabbling on the muddy stones of Peeper’s Alley as a little wet stain bloomed over the tip of his cock in the fabric, barely visible in the dim light from the Fig’s window. 

“Oh… I can see it… you cummed,” Sammael murmured huskily, staring wide-eyed at the elk’s groin. 

The fallow’s hand increased its pace, and he shoved down the front of his drawers to expose himself to Kristian, masturbating frantically and openly in front of his new friend. Kristian couldn’t see much in the dim light, and because Sam’s fist entirely engulfed his penis, but he could see wetness glistening within that flying fist. Then Sam climaxed again, with an eager grunt and a handful of aimless, furtive strokes. 

Then he pulled up his drawers again, wiped his hand off on them again, and flashed Kristian a grin in the darkness. 

“Same time, same place, tomorrow night?” the fallow proposed. 

All the way home, and throughout the next day, Kristian could think of nothing else.

#
