Felix was wet through after only a few minutes, and the novelty of having made his escape from the castle, and his imminent marriage, was beginning to pall.  He stayed silent as he trudged after his companion Vedo.  He had never been out in the town after dark, by himself or in any kind of inclement weather, and the experience was not as great as he’d thought it would be.
“Do you know where we’re going?” the mouse asked after what seemed like an hour but was probably only ten minutes.
“The harbour,” Vedo replied, speaking louder to be heard over the rain’s hiss.  “I figure we should head for the shipping line offices and see if they have timetables up.”
“Won’t they be closed at this time?”
Vedo’s steps faltered for a moment in their rhythm.  “Well, maybe they’ll have posted them outside.”  He shrugged, shedding a cascade of water off his shoulders.  “If not, we’ll just have to wait around until morning.”
Felix didn’t like the sound of standing around all night, sodden and miserable.  “Ugh, that sucks.”
“No one said running away would be easy or comfortable,” Vedo replied, “but we’re here now, and there’s no going back.”
“I know, I know.  I just hate being rained on.”
“Just remember that it can always be worse.”
Felix grumbled to himself, following Vedo this way and that in the general direction of the harbour.
There was always a slight tang of salt in the air permeating the city, and Felix found that it strengthened as he neared the harbour, more noticeable with the wind blowing it into his face.
A wide street ran along the waterfront, separated from the docks by a tall wrought iron fence.  Traffic was minimal; only a wide cart rumbling over the cobblestones behind a tired horse provided any interest.  Vedo held a hand above his eyes and squinted in both directions along the street.  “I think the building’s over there.”  He pointed left towards a three-storey edifice of red brick ornamented with white cornices.  Dim gas street-lighting illuminated ‘BLUE ANCHOR LINE’ sprawled across the wall over a detailed portrait of one of its ships, smoke belching from its two blue funnels as it sliced through the waves.
The couple headed for it, a pathetic sight in the increasing rain.  They stopped beside a large entranceway blocked by an imposing wrought iron gate.  It was painted black, and rust spots were evident all over it.  On the wall beside it was a thin glass cabinet, inside which was a detailed timetable.  Vedo studied it, ignoring the rain splashing onto his long nose.  “Hmm, the first available ship sails at eleven-fifteen this morning.  The Cassandra.”
“Aww.  So we have to sit around soaking wet until then?  What are we gonna do until then?” Felix complained.  He looked at his backpack, which looked as wet as he felt.  “And what if we don’t have any dry clothes?”
Vedo hmmed again and rubbed his chin as he thought.  “There’s a tavern nearby.  Has terrible food, but the price for a night isn’t too bad.  I know the guy who runs it.  He might be able to help us out a bit.”  He led the way to a shabby looking building two blocks from the waterfront.  A wooden sign depending from rusty hooks proclaimed it to be the Angry Goose, with a picture of the titular bird.  It had lost a lot of its paint over the years, but the beak and eyes still held a hint of barely contained menace.
It took a few raps on the iron knocker to elicit a response from inside the tavern.  The door opened and they were greeted by a grizzled buffalo in a worn brown dressing gown trying to stifle a yawn.  “We’re closed, if you hadn’t noticed,” he muttered in a raspy voice.  “What do you want?”
“We’re very sorry to disturb you, Mister Pendleton,” began Vedo, “but we’re needing a room for the night, and a fire to dry our clothes by if that’s possible.”
The buffalo squinted at Vedo, then fished a battered pair of spectacles out of his shirt pocket.  Once they were perched upon his broad nose, he adopted a more civil attitude.  “Vedo!  It’s been a while since you graced my humble establishment.  What brings you here at this time of night?”
“It’s not your menu, that’s for sure.”
“You’re not the first to say that,” Mister Pendleton replied, but he smiled wider.  “I know the quality’s bad, but it’s cheap, and that’s all a hard-working man wants, isn’t it?”  He glanced at Felix, standing just behind Vedo, trying to stand under the small awning above the door.  “And who’s your friend?”
Vedo hesitated, studying the buffalo for a few seconds as if trying to judge his character.  “If you can give us a room, we’ll tell you everything.  But this visit is just between us.  We don’t want anyone to know where we are or going.”
Mister Pendleton hmmed, looking the dishevelled pair up and down.  “All right, you have my curiosity piqued.  Come in, you two.”  He stood aside to allow his visitors to enter the tavern.
The interior was dim, the lights turned down so much the place had an air of eternal gloom.  A rank aroma was present, possibly from the kitchen.  Tables and chairs were in order, awaiting diners to use them at breakfast.  The adjacent taproom still had a few carousers, but they sounded as if they were not too long for consciousness.  “Nearly all the rooms upstairs are free, so pick any one you want, though room seven is probably the cleanest and warmest.  It’s right above the firepit.  You want anything to eat?  I promise the bread was fresh yesterday, and the stew is tolerable.  Truth be told,” the buffalo added in a low voice, “I’m considering hiring a new head cook.  Hard to get repeat business when you’re likely to give your patrons food poisoning as a bonus.”
“Sounds good.”  Felix spoke up before Vedo could respond.  “The food, I mean, not the poisoning.  Do you have any cheese too?”
“Probably.”  Mister Pendleton led the boys through a swing door and into the kitchen beyond, where the smell was stronger.  He gestured to a doorway at the back.  “You can sit in there while I rustle up some grub, and then you can tell me what you’re up to that requires so much secrecy.”  He turned to leave, then stopped as he thought of something.  “Oh!  I should get you some dry clothes – can’t leave you soaking wet!”  He shook his head as if annoyed with himself for forgetting, then left.
He returned a few minutes later with a pile of clothing and towels in his arms.  “I hope these fit you,” he rumbled as he placed them upon the table at which the boys had sat.  “They belong to my own boys.  Just strip off and I’ll put your wet things by the fire to dry.”
Felix hesitated, but he followed suit when Vedo immediately got naked, taking a moment to appreciate the horse’s nudity.  Mister Pendleton didn’t bat an eyelid at having two naked boys in his kitchen.  “No hijinks, hmm?” he said as he whisked their wet clothing away.
“Hijinks?”  Felix was startled.  “Does he expect us to start fucking on the table?”
“No, but he can probably guess that we have something going on between us.”  Vedo grabbed a towel and began vigorously applying it to his body.
The boys were clothed when the buffalo came back.  He looked at Felix, who looked slightly uncomfortable in the smaller clothing he’d been left with.  “Sorry about the size, but it’s only for a short time, right?”
“Yeah, I can live with it.”  Felix smiled and shrugged.  “Not the first time I’ve been in ill-fitting clothes.”
“Let me get you some food.  Will cheese sandwiches and yesterday’s stew tide you over?”
“Sure.  We’re not fussy,” Vedo responded.
A few minutes later Mister Pendleton placed two large bowls filled with steaming stew and a large plate of sandwiches upon the table and sat down on another chair.  “Help yourself!  Now, what are you up to at this time of night, master Vedo?  Especially on a cold rainy night.”
After a couple mouthfuls of the stew, Vedo began talking, explaining his relationship with Felix and the circumstances that had led them to run away.  Felix listened as he ate, his stomach tightening a bit at hearing Vedo lay bare a secret they’d kept for years.
“Interesting.”  The buffalo drawled the word as he cast his gaze over Felix again.  “You’re sure about this?  Giving up the shackles of royal responsibility to spend the rest of your life shagging your big-dicked lover?”
Felix stared at the man, his face suddenly feeling very hot as he tried to come up with a suitable answer.  His mouth opened and closed a few times before he squeaked, “Yes?”
Mister Pendleton roared with laughter, slapping the table hard enough to make the chunks in the stew wobble.  “Good answer!  You two deserve each other.”  He leaned closer to Felix and said in a low voice, “If Vedo hadn’t told you before, I run this place as a safe haven for anyone who prefers their own kind over the official ‘man and woman’ guidelines.  There aren’t many such places, but you’ll always have a place here if you need it.”  The buffalo leaned back again with a slight frown.  “It does cost me a fair bit in bribery, but I believe it’s worth it to protect people like you and Vedo.”
“Maybe it would cost you less if your food was better,” Felix remarked, feeling emboldened.

“Aye, it might.  Even my finest victuals aren’t the best, but at least I do steady business with the seafarers.  All they want is a good ale and a bed that isn’t rocking – unless they bring in a companion for the night.”  The buffalo grinned and winked before standing up.  “I’ll leave you to it.  Room seven is yours, free of charge.  I’ll have my daughter bring your dry things up in the morning.”
“Thank you, Mister Pendleton,” Vedo said.  “We really appreciate it.”

“My pleasure, Vedo.  I wish you all the best in your relationship and future endeavours.  Goodnight.”  The buffalo nodded and left the kitchen, allowing the boys to finish their late-night meal in peace.
When they went up to their room, they found a shabby double bed, a small round table and a chair.  A threadbare rug covered some of the wooden floorboards.  A bedside table held a small towel and a bottle.  “At least we can sleep together,” Vedo said, slipping his clothes off and dropping them on the floor.  “Maybe get up to some hijinks?”  He picked up the bottle and showed Felix the label.  Body Oil, it read in handwritten letters.  In smaller text below were the words, You know what this is for.  “What better way to start our new life than by making love?”
“Heck, yeah!”  Felix flopped onto the bed.  Its frame creaked under the weight, and the mattress had the thin lumpiness of years of use.  “I feel really weird.”  He rolled over and looked up at Vedo.  “For the first time in my life since we became lovers I feel ... free.  That innkeeper ... he’s really okay with people like us?”
Vedo sat down beside Felix, reaching for his belly to give it a rub.  “Yup.  I’ve known him for years.  He’s very supportive of the, uh, ‘alternative’ lifestyles.  His eldest son is gay.  I think he’s a sailor on a trawler, with a lover on shore somewhere he visits when he can.  Not in Enoria.”
Felix pulled Vedo down for a warm cuddle.  “Mm, and soon we’ll be out of Enoria, heading to ... I dunno.  Unless we get caught before we can get on the ship.”
“Well, hopefully that won’t happen.  I suspect there are a few gay men or sympathisers in the armed forces and the royal guard, but they would never speak up, obviously.  They may be able to stall for time.”  Vedo nuzzled into Felix’s neck, inhaling his scent.  It was mousy, of course, with an overlay of dampness.  “Let’s not think about that.  Just focus on the here and now.  We’re together, by ourselves, in a safe place.”
“Yeah, you’re right.”  Felix smiled, running fingers through his companion’s coarse brown hair.  “Help me get naked?”
Vedo laughed and nodded, rolling off the bed and reaching for Felix’s trousers.  He had some trouble with them since they were a very snug fit.  The shirt was not much easier.  “That’s better.  I much prefer you with no clothes on.”
“Good, because that’s just how I like you too!”  Felix shuffled over on the bed to give Vedo space to lie down.  “Mm, cuddle me?”
“As you wish, your highness.  I mean, my love,” Vedo apologised.  “I’d better stop calling you ‘highness’ from now on.”
“Yeah.  I will sort of miss that, but not much,” Felix mused.  “I just want to be an ordinary person, living with his mate.”
Vedo stiffened for a moment then relaxed.  “Your mate.  I think that’s the first time you’ve ever called me that.  I like it.”

“Really?”  Felix frowned as he ransacked his memory.  “Huh.  Maybe it is.  Well, it’s true.  I do want us to be mates, wherever we may end up.”
The horse pushed his smaller companion onto his back and straddled him.  Gazing deep into Felix’s eyes he said.  “And that is what we shall be.  Mates.”  He lowered his head and engaged his lover in a slow, deep and very passionate kiss.  It lasted until Felix pushed Vedo away, gasping for breath.  “I need you, Vedo,” he panted, his eyes looking a little wild.  They flicked down to Vedo’s crotch; while they’d been kissing the horse’s cock had risen to the occasion, as had his own.  “Inside me, inside you, I don’t care!”
After a brief hesitation Vedo reached for the bottle on the bedside table.  He poured a small amount of the fluid inside into his hand, testing its slipperiness before he added a little more and slathered it over Felix’s cock.  It wasn’t the biggest member he’d handled, but it was his favourite because it belonged to the one he loved.  He applied the lubrication to his tailhole then wiped his hand on the provided towel.  “How do you want me, love?”
“On your back, legs up.”
The boys got into position in seconds, their pulses starting to race in anticipation.  Felix looked down upon his lover – no, his mate – and pressed the head of his shaft into the centre of Vedo’s donut.  It resisted for only a moment before it welcomed Felix into its tight embrace.  Felix sank in until his balls rested against Vedo’s, twitching gently.  “I’m not sure what I like more – being inside you, or you inside me.”
“As long as I’m with you, I don’t care.”  Vedo smiled, reaching for Felix’s face to caress his cheek.  “I do have a penchant for big dicks in tiny holes, though.”
“Hmmph!  Good thing I like that too.”  Felix began to thrust, leaning over Vedo to get more leverage.  They eschewed conversation for a few minutes, instead focusing on their mutual pleasure.  The silence was broken only by grunts, moans, panting and the creaking of the bedframe.  Felix rested now and then, allowing himself to pull back from the brink of orgasm, but when his stamina started to flag, he went all out, almost snarling as he pounded away at Vedo’s rump.  Even though the sphincter had loosened up, Vedo kept clenching it, massaging Felix’s cock until the mouse couldn’t take it anymore.  “Ngggh, I’m coming!” he groaned before he collapsed onto his companion, shuddering through his climax.
“Mmm, that’s it love,” Vedo purred.  “Gimme your hot seed.”  He wrapped his arms around Felix, holding him warmly as his cock throbbed and spurted deep inside.  “My beautiful prince,” he murmured.
Felix eventually withdrew with a grunt.  His softening dick slipped out easily with a soft, sticky pfft, allowing a glob of semen to leak out before Vedo clenched to keep the rest in.  “Thanks, love.  I needed that.”
“Any time, dear one.”  Veno pushed himself upright and pulled Felix into another kiss.  “I think I should return the favour, hmm?  Let’s properly take advantage of this occasion.  On your side.”
As tired as Felix was, given the very late hour and the exertion he’d just put his body through, he couldn’t turn down an opportunity to be filled once again with Vedo’s fat member.  He stretched out on his left side and watched as the horse applied lubrication to his erection.  “Hard to believe that thing can fit in me,” he mused aloud.  He winced slightly as Vedo pushed one finger then two into his tailhole.
“I know, right?  And it feels amazing.”  Vedo lay down behind Felix, who obligingly lifted his leg to expose his sphincter.  “Ready, hon?”
“Mmhmm.  Put it in me, Vedo.”

Vedo rubbed his glans over Felix’s taint, smearing it with lube, before he pushed against the crinkled pucker.  It took a few seconds for it to relax enough to allow the broad-headed intruder ingress.  Felix hissed through his teeth as he was penetrated again.  “Never gets easier,” he muttered, his breath rapid as he tried to ignore the discomfort of entry.  His anus fluttered as it tried in vain to eject Vedo’s cock, sending jolts of pain through his rump.
“But you soon get used to it,” Vedo said as he began thrusting, utilising only half of his shaft’s length at first.  He stroked in and out like a professional accordionist, the movements slow and deliberate, coaxing groans and whimpers from Felix’s throat as if they were music.
Felix indeed became used to it.  As the cock slipped in, then out, gradually exploring deeper, he relaxed, snuggling back against his mate.  He felt his belly bulge a little when the horse sheathed himself completely, and a weird sensation of pained pleasure from just behind his own cock where Vedo rubbed against his prostate.  Despite having just climaxed only a few minutes ago, his cock was starting to wake up again.  “Nggh, Vedo, you’re making me hard again!” he complained, though his voice was tinged only with pleasure.
“Mmm, good.  It just shows that my cute slut mouse loves getting his asshole pounded by a big, bad horse cock!”  Vedo slipped into dirty talking again, knowing it pushed some of Felix’s buttons.    “And you know what good little slut mice deserve?”  He lifted Felix’s leg higher, making it a little easier to slam his dick home.
“Hnggh, fuck, no!” Felix panted, his hands clutching at a worn pillow, kneading the stuffing into weird lumps.  “Tell me, please!”
Vedo didn’t answer for a short time while he focused on driving his pulsing erection over and over into the mouse’s bowels.  Presently he stopped, his cock hilted, and rolled onto his back, dragging Felix with him.  He then resumed, giving the younger boy the ride of his life.  Felix’s balls bounced in time with Vedo’s with a loud plap! plap! plap! as the horse’s crotch met the mouse’s buttocks.  “Cute ... little ... slut mice ... deserve ... a big load ... OF CUM!”  Vedo punctuated his words with grunts, roaring the last two words as he slammed every inch of his meat into his lover’s tailhole and unloaded a volley of white goo in a series of strong squirts.
“Hey, keep it down in there!” came a yell from the nearest wall, followed by a few hard thumps upon the wooden panels.
“Nggh, sorry!” Vedo called back, barely able to focus as his brain concentrated on the exquisite sensations radiating from his nether region.  “We’re done!”  He thought he heard a grumbled “Hmmph!” but he wasn’t sure.

The two of them spent several minutes luxuriating in the warm afterglow.  Vedo stayed buried in Felix’s rump until his cock slid back into his sheath, allowing a trickle of semen to ooze out of the mouse’s well-used hole along with a few wet puffs of air.  The high from making their midnight escape from the castle had waned, and their last energy reserves for the day had been expended in their mutual lovemaking session.  Neither was aware of the other falling asleep, naked in a loving embrace.
