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Twelve weeks had passed since Dieter and Kristian had undergone the little operation downstairs to fix the extreme tightness of the skin on the end of their bits. It had hurt a bit at first despite the numbing creams and painkillers, but had got a lot better as the days, then the weeks, passed. Now completely healed, both boys were back at school… and being bombarded by a suite of new sensations. Until twelve weeks ago, neither of the ten-year-old boys had ever seen the heads of their penises before; they’d been hidden away within foreskins so tight that retraction had been utterly impossible. Now, they were always exposed. Always touching things. And they were really sensitive. The hyper-sensitivity had been annoying at first, not only of their tips but of the tender skin just behind them, and the fresh scars. Even wearing tight, form-fitting underwear to hold things in place as their father suggested, the subtlest of daily frictions had become irritating. More than that, though, the twins were unused to being always so aware of their penises. They were just always there, always exposed, in ways that brought them into sharp focus for the boys. It had taken a few weeks, but soon the ultra-sensitivity had begun to calm down. The irritation of daily friction began to be pleasant. Very pleasant. Now, the boys were always aware of their penises in a much nicer way. And that caused them to go stiff and point up even more than usual. It didn’t take long for both boys to begin seeking the funny tingles that delicate friction caused, deliberately touching and playing with their boyhood erections at every opportunity. 
Kristian let out a shaky little huff. His legs twitched beneath the blankets, which were bunched up around the twins’ hooves. He squeezed and groped his erect penis gently through his soft, fleecy pyjama bottoms. It throbbed and twitched in response, and the fawn palmed it to lightly rub his bare glans between the soft fleece of his pyjamas and the downy fur of his pubic mound. Beside him, his twin brother was in a very similar state of excitement. The two boys did this every night, these days. Kristian had started it, or at least, he’d escalated it beyond random fondling and into something more deliberate and more openly shared between them. There was nothing consciously sexual about their activities; neither of the twins had any knowledge of sex or sexuality. It just felt nice, and when one of them started doing it, it was only a matter of time before they were both indulging in their instinctive little sensation-seeking activity. Even without stimulation, their erections seemed to be contagious. If Dieter got one, Kris was moments behind. And vice versa. 
Dieter had his hand inside his pyjamas. In the dim glow of moonlight leaking in through the slats of the blinds that covered their bedroom window, Kristian could see that his brother was doing something quite different to himself. Dieter seemed just to be holding his penis, and Kris could see the little peak in the fabric where his head was. He was moving it around very slowly, sliding it against the inside of his pyjamas. He occasionally let out a shaky huff or took an excited gasp. 

“What’re you doin’ with it?” Kristian whispered. 
“Nnh. J-just… rubbing the tip up n’ down inside. F-feels like when you’re about to pee but um… different!”
Kristian groped bodily at his own penis through his pyjamas in response to a thrill of excitement, and felt a dull throb in the base of his shaft. He wriggled his hand down into his pants to copy his twin. 
For the twin elk boys, every day seemed to hold a new discovery. Something about their young bodies they’d never tried, but which brought on those burning tingles and the almost painful level of pleasure that made them gasp. Kristian held his penis between two fingers and a thumb and began to move it back and forth, sliding his dry, exposed glans against the inside of his pyjamas. It was a familiar sensation on a level, but he’d never tried it so deliberately before—or while his penis was as stiff as it was in that moment. He hunched and gasped.

“Do it slow,” Dieter advised him.

Kristian complied, and giggled. “It tickles!”

“Just keep doin’ it! It feels real nice…” 
Several minutes of breathy silence passed, with the twins laying side by side, hands down their respective pyjama pants. Eventually, Dieter yawned. He stretched sleepily and arched his back, then pushed the waistband of his pyjama pants down to expose his erect penis in the dim moonlight. Their eyes met in the darkness. Dieter blinked, slowly and lengthily, and Kristian gazed down at the gently twitching outline of his twin’s penis. He got his own out briefly, and got a half-hearted giggle from Dieter.
“You gonna sleep?” Kristian breathed. Their muzzles were inches apart, with Kristian’s excited breaths huffing softly over Dieter’s face. He had resumed rubbing his penis against the inside of his pyjamas, with considerably more vigour than Dieter had been.
“Mmhm,” his brother replied. 
“I’m gonna keep playin’ with my thing,” Kristian huffed. His eyelids fluttered. “It’s so stiff…”
“Mmhm.”

“Mmkay… g’night…” Kris bumped his nose against Dieter’s.

Dieter yawned again. There was no way Kristian was going to be able to sleep yet. His penis throbbed and ached and his tiny balls, like two cherries in a velvet handkerchief, tingled. He pushed his pyjamas down again and gazed at his twitching erection. The tip was shiny, smooth and dry. It felt extra nice when he clenched his butt and made it jump. Subtly, Kristian reached for Zahame, a little plush dragon who often slept between the twins. If rubbing his glans against the inside of his pants felt that nice, Kris reasoned, maybe Zahame’s fur would feel even better! He rubbed his open palm along the underside of his penis, and then held the base, pushing it until it poked straight upward out of his crotch. The skin on his shaft was tight, but pleasantly so. Then he moved Zahame down, and pressed his bare glans into the soft, supple fur of the dragon’s underbelly. The friction was gentle, but sent a shiver up his spine. Kristian swallowed heavily and took a deep breath. Gripping Zahame in both hands, he rubbed the dragon’s soft fur against his penis, squeezing it around himself to surround his boyhood in the velvety friction. Quickly, he found an up-and-down rhythm that seemed to make his penis tingle and itch in the most amazing way. He’d already been rubbing much more vigorously than Dieter had been, but that set fireworks off in his brain. 
His breath caught in his throat. For a brief moment, it felt like he was about to pee, a rising heat he’d felt once or twice before and had aborted at the last second. This time, he wasn’t quick enough to stop it. His eyes flew open and he yanked Zahame out of the way in case he did pee. But he didn’t. His penis fluttered and twitched for a few seconds, causing his breath to leave his lungs in a shaky little bleat. It felt [i]amazing.[/i] Kristian stared at his penis, which while it stayed stiff, quickly lost the urgency of its erection, the tingle and throb replaced by a dull ache. 
Beside him, Dieter moaned. 

“Mmmph…shhhh…thleeepy…” Dieter mumbled. He always lisped when he was sleepy. 
Kris, by contrast, lisped all the time. 

“Sorry Deets. I’m… I think I should stop now anyway…”
Kristian lay awake staring at the ceiling. His erection slowly faded, and before long, sleep took him. All he could think of was the weird tingly feeling, the rhythmic flutter that set every nerve in his body on fire for those few seconds. He didn’t know what it meant, but he knew he wanted to feel it again. A lot. 
*

[u][i]Nine Months Later[/i][/u]
Bruno Hirschkoff’s broom moved across rough wooden boards, raising clouds of dust into air cut through with flickering, green- and gold-tinged shafts of sunlight. The 37-year old elk stag was bent almost double, carefully stooped within the confines of the treehouse he’d just finished constructing for his twin sons. It had been almost a year in the making. A labour of love which he undertook around the hours he spent in his workshop, a few hundred yards away on the edge of the vast expanse of woodland that surrounded the town. But he knew it would be worth every second he had spent. Nestled in the low fork of an ancient oak some ten feet above the forest floor, the treehouse was a rustic but fully functional space designed for two eleven year old boys; a space for adventure, for privacy, and for their imaginations to run wild. It helped, of course, that this patch of woodland was on the same title deed as his workshop; it was thus protected, and the perfect space for the twins. 
Bruno stepped out through the door onto the landing that surrounded the treehouse on two sides. It had a railing to keep Dieter and Kristian safe, and a ladder down to the ground. Bruno locked the treehouse door and descended to the loam beneath. The oak tree was truly vast; an old-growth forest giant whose canopy had formed a great dome, within which the air was cool and crisp even on the hottest of summer days. Now, though, it glistened with autumn rain and every breath of wind sent flurries of golden leaves drifting down around the treehouse. The elk stag couldn’t wait to see his sons’ reaction to their new hangout. He breathed deeply of the magical scent of autumn oak, and finally turned to head home. His hoofsteps were light, even after a long day’s work, as he made his way back through the ancient town of Stillwater Cove towards the house he shared with his sons.
Stillwater Cove was one of those rare places which wore its colourful history easily and with a casual pride. Originally a military outpost of the Heladian Empire over two millennia ago, the centuries lay thick in its narrow, winding streets and eclectic architecture. Bruno took his time, feeling as if he was walking through time, as much as through his hometown. He walked from his carpentry workshop in the Artisan District, south past the Cathedral and through the Market Square, which had been the site of the original Heladian fort. All occupied the brow of a low range of hills, the renmants of an ancient volcanic caldera that defined the geology of the region and surrounded the bulk of Stillwater Cove in a gentle arc.
From the Market Square, Bruno descended the steep slope of the hillside into the town proper. It was a small town, and narrow by virtue of its coast-hugging crescent shape. Within ten minutes, he was approaching the calm waters of the Cove itself, and home. The Hirschkoff house was a minor landmark all on its own. From the street, the house looked like a modest beach cabin. Its rustic façade gave it a timeless and welcoming air; coupled with its large windows, it was a light and airy-looking place. The showpiece, however, lay within. Behind the modest frontage, a tall gable rose over the main living area. It had originally been an Arahanic church, constructed in the woods behind the Artisan District. It had been long-abandoned, all but lost to the wilderness. But its timbers had been sound, and beneath the moss and loam, Bruno and his father Ulrich had discovered an intricate mosaic floor. The old church had donated a significant amount of building materials to Bruno’s house; a high, vaulted living space with a gable-end and back wall entirely of glass, overlooking the glittering Cove over the sandhills and beach.
This was home, and Bruno could not contemplate living anywhere else. If the sea rose, he thought, he would build stilts for his house and learn to sail a boat.
*

“Aw fuck!” Dieter exclaimed. 
He wobbled on his bicycle as air hissed from his rear tyre, squeezing his brake levers to make the bike squeal to an awkward stop by the side of the road. 
“Dieter, that’s a swear word!” Kristian bleated, as he pedalled around in a slow lazy arc to where his twin brother was bent over the top tube of his bicycle, poking irritably at his ragged tyre.
“I’ve got [i]another[/i] puncture! That’s like, the third one this week!” he moaned.

“Maybe you pinched the tube when you changed it last time?” Kristian suggested, not very helpfully. 
Dieter shot him a glare, but he was silently grateful that his twin brother had dismounted his bike to stay with him. The twin elk boys were just as inseparable as ever, a few months after their eleventh birthday. They walked their bikes side by side through the quiet streets, stepping carefully over the uneven, ancient cobblestones of the Old Quarter. They had been on their way home from school—the long way, as usual. It was an early Friday evening in mid autumn; cool enough that once Asantrea’s twin suns sank into the sea, their breath would be visible. But not yet cold enough to justify their heavy winter coats and gloves.
Warm, golden light shone from the windows of the multitude of eclectic, fairy-tale buildings that crowded around The Harrows. In the old days, this was where criminals were executed. It was haunted, supposedly, and thus its name had stuck. But these days it was a public square at the junction of five cobbled streets, surrounded by shops. For Dieter and Kristian, it was heavenly. They had a few coins in their pockets, the remnants of the week’s lunch money, and the Dragon’s Hoard Candy Store beckoned.
*

“Finally, there you are! What happened, boys?” Bruno rumbled. 
He had poked his great antlered head around the edge of the kitchen to peer up the hallway to the front door when Dieter and Kristian finally arrived home. He gave them a look which might have been his best attempt at ‘stern,’ but the twins knew him better than to think he was angry with them.
“Dieter blew another tyre, Dad,” Kristian said, while Dieter scowled over his shoulder.
“Really? Another one? Hmm. We might have to buy some more tubes, I think we’re down to the last spare one after the last couple you’ve lost. At least it’s Friday, so you don’t have to walk to school tomorrow!”
Dieter nodded and looked almost wistfully over his shoulder to where he could see his bike chained to the porch railing out the front of the house. He loved riding his bike with his twin brother. It was freedom for the eleven year old twins; independence at an age where ‘growing up’ was becoming a focal point for them both. It had been barely a month since their eleventh birthday, and both boys had noticed their antlers finally beginning to protrude from their scalps. Little more than velvety stubs as yet, they were nonetheless being dutifully measured each and every day to track their growth.
Bruno gave a low chuckle and propelled his sons further into the house, towards the dinner table. 
“I put your tea in the oven to keep it hot. I’ve already eaten. You two must be starving.”

The twins exchanged a glance. The Dragon’s Hoard had filled them with sugar, but they knew they had to eat a proper meal, as well. So they nodded. Thankfully, Bruno was a good cook. Two plates of pasta appeared before them, delivered with a flourish by Bruno. His heavily callused hands could handle the oven-hot bowls without even a hint of discomfort—at least for the ten seconds it took him to deliver to the table—but neither of the twins could even touch the ceramic without wincing and recoiling. Bruno had already eaten, so while his adopted sons ate their fill, he moved around the kitchen, cleaning up and cutting fruit for dessert.
“So what happened to your tube, Dieter?” Bruno called from the kitchen. 
Dieter swallowed a mouthful of dinner. “Uh. It just popped, dad!”
“Where were you riding?”

“The Harrows,” Kristian replied, without thinking. Dieter shot him a glare. 

“The Harrows? You mean you went to the candy store, right?” Bruno said. 
“N…”

“Yes, dad,” Kristian interrupted his brother.

Bruno chuckled. “What did you get?”
The twins exchanged a glance. Their dad wasn’t angry that they’d ruined their appetites?

“Uh… liquorice whips, atomic fizzers, caramel gumdrops and cherry gobstoppers…” Kristian said. 
“Hah! Sounds like you’ve been saving your lunch money,” Bruno chuckled. “Did you get me anything?”
Dieter and Kristian exchanged a glance and a grimace. Bruno grinned as he stepped back out of the kitchen, drying his hands on a tea towel. 
“Don’t worry, I’m only kidding. I do love a good atomic fizzer though.”
*
After the boys had finished dinner, they and Bruno moved themselves upstairs. Night was falling. The TV was on a mezzanine level whose floor was also the kitchen ceiling, and which overlooked the living area below with its high, vaulted ceiling, oak beams and mosaic floor salvaged from the old church. The mezzanine was a small and cosy space; seclusion within the airy and bright Hirschkoff home. Bruno sat down in the middle of the large, quarter-circle couch with Dieter alongside him. Dieter adjusted the crotch of his jeans with a grunt and wriggled until they sat comfortably.
“So, what are we going to watch?” Bruno asked, laying an arm around Dieter’s shoulders. 

“Uhm… I’m just gonna go shower real quick,” Kristian said, and darted off down the hallway to the upstairs bathroom that lay opposite the twins’ bedroom.
He returned some fifteen minutes later to find his brother and father watching a documentary about the first Seilyr landing, a momentous occasion back in 1969, when Masym Dalton had become the first Asantrean to set hoof on the verdant moon. Kristian was wearing his loose, fluffy pyjamas and his fur steamed lightly in the cool air as he flopped down onto the couch on Bruno’s other side. Bruno leaned across to plant a kiss on Kristian’s head. 
“Oh, your antlers are coming in, huh?”

Kristian puffed out his chest in pride and bleated happily. “Yeah! They’re gonna be as big as yours, soon!”

Bruno chuckled. “Sure they will.”

Dieter straightened his back and stood up. “Okay, my turn to shower!”
“Don’t you want to watch Dalton step off the lander?” Bruno asked. 

“Dad, they play this show like three times every year, I’ve seen it loads of times!” Dieter giggled. 

He fumbled bodily at the crotch of his jeans again, tweaking himself and wriggling his hips. Bruno’s eye fell on his crotch momentarily and Dieter flicked an ear in a moment of self-consciousness. His penis was stiff, for some reason, and had been for most of the time he’d been sitting beside his father. He winced, and then trotted off to the bathroom, via the bedroom to collect his towel and take his clothes off.
The upstairs bathroom was large and very well-appointed. It was bright and welcoming, with a bathtub, a large shower cubicle with glass walls and a detachable shower head, opposite the wide vanity unit and throne. Dieter flicked on the light and the extractor fan. The room was hot and steamy from Kristian’s shower, and Dieter wasted no time in turning on the water and, as soon as it had warmed up, stepping into the flow. He didn’t bother to close the curtain. It would only stick to his butt, anyway. 
Dieter sighed happily as the warm water soaked through his fur, running over the skin beneath in rivulets that travelled down his body. He tilted his head back and closed his eyes. With a quiet huff, he spread his hooves apart a little to allow the water to flow between his thighs, and released his bladder the way he did almost every time he showered. It was a liberating sensation, peeing in the shower—just pure release. He didn’t have to hold it, or aim it, or worry about where it went. Once he was done, Dieter lifted the detachable shower head and held it against his penis. To wash it, of course. Very thoroughly. The soft pressure of the warm water jetting directly against his glans sent a tingle up his spine, and quickly caused his penis to stiffen again. Like his brother, when he was erect and standing up, his penis poked right up, staring him almost directly in the face. The detachable showerhead held right against the underside of his glans made the fawn shiver and involuntarily push his hips forward, and made his penis tingle in the nicest way. Just the way it did when he rubbed the tip slowly along the inside of his pyjamas, only… gentler. Dieter leaned on the shower wall to enjoy it. With his other hand, he squeezed out a pump of fur shampoo and scrubbed at his hair, his chest, his butt and his balls. All the important bits. But he never stopped holding the showerhead right against the tip of his penis. He moved it up and down a bit, changing the angle to capture some bits that were extra sensitive. Shampoo sluiced out of his fur in the stream from the overhead outlet, pooling around his hooves before circling the drain and vanishing with a gurgle. The longer he held the detachable outlet against the tip of his erect penis, the hotter and more tingly it felt. It was a warmth that went far beyond the heat of the water. It felt like it was inside, a slow pressure that radiated from what felt like inside his glans, down to the root of his penis. Dieter loved that feeling. 
Suddenly, something changed, though. As if a switch had been flicked, or a dial had been turned slightly too far and wouldn’t go back. Dieter felt a clench deep inside him and gasped. It felt like he was about to pee again, but… he’d just done that! He moved the showerhead away from his penis abruptly, and the sensation went away. It left his testicles feeling a bit achey and sore, and his penis pulsed softly, a gentle bounce-bounce feeling from deep inside. It felt different. The fawn rinsed the rest of the shampoo out of his fur, and gazed down at his erection. It was really, really stiff, and it felt nice. He rubbed his hand over it, pushing it down and watching it flick rigidly back up to stare him in the face. 
Curiosity got the better of him. Dieter aimed the detachable showerhead right at the tip again, and this time he held the base of his penis with his other hand. The hot, tingly feeling came back almost immediately. He groaned quietly. Why did this feel so good? A minute or so passed. Then, abruptly, that deep inner clench happened again. And again. And again. Then a quick, rhythmic flurry of pulses that made his penis twitch in the stream of warm water and his knees go weak and shaky. It felt… weird, but really, really nice. He wanted to feel it again. But it seemed to have gone away, at least for now. He’d been in the shower for too long already. It wouldn’t be long before his dad came to check if he was alright. So Dieter hung up the detachable showerhead, shut off the shower, and began to shake and towel the water out of his fur.
*

Bruno and Kristian both glanced over at Dieter when he eventually rejoined them. He was wearing his pyjamas too, identical to Kristian’s, and he flopped down on the couch in his original position on Bruno’s opposite side. His penis itched in his pyjamas, and he adjusted it, squeezing and rubbing it until it sat more comfortably within a loose fold of his fleecy pants. It felt tender, almost, and more sensitive than usual. But not in the usual nice way. It was weird. On the TV, the documentary about the Seilyr landing had ended, and now there was a show on about the Heladian War—a border skirmish which had come only a few years before the Seilyr Program, and which had threatened to derail the Asantrean International Space Agency’s whole operation. It was also the war which had caused Dieter and Kristian’s grandparents, Evie and Ulrich, to relocate out west, to Stillwater Cove. For Bruno, then, it was history he’d heard first-hand from his father.
Bruno laid a tree-trunk arm around each of his twins and pulled them in against him. Kristian squirmed and cuddled up, and Bruno surreptitiously noted the way he couldn’t seem to leave his genitals alone. He was continually fumbling and squeezing himself through the crotch of his fluffy pyjamas. He’d been doing so since he got out of the shower. On his other side, Dieter doing the same thing, but more surreptitiously. He seemed unusually quiet, even for him. Bruno had been much the same at their age, though, and didn’t think too hard about it. Just some youthful sensation-seeking, he figured. Plus, they were probably extra-aware of the sensitivity of their penises still, given that they were quite recently circumcised. It was only when Kristian’s motions started to look a bit more deliberate and rhythmic that Bruno really took note. His son pressed against his father’s side, eyes on the TV screen. But his hand was busy, almost subconsciously palming and groping and fondling the loose little tent in the crotch of his pyjama bottoms. He was also starting to breathe more heavily, and his hips gave the occasional jolt. Despite his best efforts, the sight and sound caused Bruno to harden in his sweatpants. He laid his arm over it to disguise it. 
He spent a few minutes observing Kristian’s motions. The fawn seemed oblivious to his behaviour. He would grip and squeeze and move his erection around, then rub loosely with an open hand over his pyjamas. Until suddenly, with a little grunt, Kris suddenly shivered and squeezed himself quite a bit harder. His body went tense for a moment and jolted gently a couple of times, then he relaxed. 

[i]Did he just masturbate to orgasm right beside me?[/i] Bruno thought. His cock throbbed in his pants at the idea. Kristian clearly wasn’t aware of what he’d just done—at least, he didn’t think of it in a sexual way and had no concept of such things, yet. Bruno took a deep breath. Neither of the boys stopped their fumbling. But it did become much less deliberate, from Kristian.
Bruno leaned in to whisper in Kristian’s ear. 

“Was that what I thought it was?”
Kris started. 

“Huh? W-was what?”

“I can see and feel you playing with yourself, Kris. You too, Deets. Just a moment ago, Kristian, you sort of went a bit shaky and squeezed it much harder—what happened?”
“Oh… Y-yeah, um… sometimes when I do that, it goes all weird for a minute all by itself.”
[i]Oh gods, he did just cum in his pants right there…[/i] Aloud, Bruno cleared his throat softly. “I see. It’s a sort of a rhythmic bouncy feeling, where your whole body feels like it’s full of butterflies for a moment, and they’re all trying to flutter out through the end of your penis?”
Kristian’s eyes widened, and he stared up at his father. “Yeah! How… how do you know that?!”

Bruno gave a low chuckle. On his other side, Dieter had an expression of utter amazement on his face. 
“Let’s just say it’s… well, it’s a normal and a fun thing to do, and I’m glad you’ve discovered it.”
“Does it happen to you too?” Kris asked, shooting a glance into his father’s crotch. 

Bruno hesitated a moment, then shifted his arm to reveal the outline of his erection. He nodded at Kristian’s giggle. “Yup. It’s called an ‘orgasm,’ and it happens when your penis is extra happy!”
“Orgy…nism?” 
Bruno snorted. “Definitely not ‘orgy,’ Deets. Although the uh… root of that word is the same.”
Dieter and Kristian exchanged a confused look around their father. 

“Anyway. Clearly you’ve found out how to do that, Kris. Dieter, does it happen for you too, sometimes?”

Dieter’s mouth opened and closed a few times, while he processed all of this. 
“I think so… Um… I… a thing like what you said, just happened to me in the shower…”

“Oh, so that’s why you were in there so long,” Bruno chuckled. 

“It’s… never happened before, I don’t think. But I think it just did.”
Bruno cleared his throat loudly and squirmed between his sons. “Wow. That’s great, Dieter. First one, woohoo! Look, I definitely owe you two a proper explanation of what’s going on… this is all a bit unexpected, that’s all. Let’s just say though, that I don’t mind even one tiny bit if you two want to play with your penises around the house, or around me. Or… let’s say… in your treehouse!”
There was a moment of stunned silence. 
“It’s finished?!” Kristian squealed, when it sunk in.
“When can we go?” Dieter bleated. 
“Can we go [i]right now?!”[/i]
“Please?!”

Bruno laughed. His twins bounced up out of the couch excitedly, and for the tiniest moment he regretted telling them so soon before he had to send them off to bed. But, it was a Friday night, so he figured it didn’t matter all that much if they didn’t sleep right away. So many new things to process! Bruno hoped this would be a memorable moment for them.
“Now now. I’m sorry, I should’ve not told you until the morning! I just couldn’t hold it back. We can’t go now, it’s dark outside! And it’s freezing cold. But I promise, you two can spend all day tomorrow up there if you want. We’ll fix Dieter’s bike in the morning, and we can go straight there. How’s that?” Bruno said, grappling a fawn with each hand and pulling them in against his still-seated form, hugging them to his chest. “And since I doubt anyone’s tired now, how about we put a movie on before bed?”
*

Dieter jolted awake when Kristian flopped bodily into bed. He didn’t remember coming to bed himself, but there he was, all neatly tucked up with Zahame snuggled into his chest. 
“Hey,” Kris said, wriggling across until the twins’ bodies were pressed lightly together. 
“Mm,” Dieter mumbled. 

“You fell asleep halfway through the movie, so Dad carried you to bed.”

“Mm.”

Kristian paused, and Dieter could feel his brother’s hand slide down between their bodies. Kristian was fumbling and adjusting himself in his pyjamas, and when his hand came away, Dieter could feel something firm prodding his butt. He couldn’t help but giggle, and playfully pushed back against it. Kristian gasped and shoved forward. 
“Your thingie thtiff,” Dieter lisped sleepily. 

Kristian’s hand wedged down between them again, and Dieter could feel it moving against his butt. Kristian huffed and grunted against the back of his brother’s neck. He was rubbing it! Dieter’s penis twitched rapidly to hardness in response, and he fumbled it until it was trapped between his thighs. That felt nice. 
“Hey,” Kris huffed. 
Dieter flicked his ear against his brother’s muzzle. 
“Does yours to the thing too? Like what dad said? Org…whatever?”

“I think so,” Dieter mumbled, slightly more awake by then. “It might have happened once before or maybe twice, but in the shower just before was the first time it’s um… it’s [i]really[/i] happened, ya know?”
“Uh huh!” Kris panted. He was breathless and shaky behind his brother and Dieter could feel his hand going faster and faster, rubbing frantically at his erect penis through his fluffy pyjamas. 

Then Kris gasped and tensed up. He grunted and trembled for a moment. His hips bumped Dieter’s butt, and then he relaxed. 
“Did you just… do it?” Dieter squeaked, rolling to face his breathless twin. 

“Uh huh!” Kris said again, although this time he was a little calmer. “I do it a lot. It feels good when you hold the shower head against the tip, doesn’t it? That never used to feel that good.”
“Hey, you’ve been watching me shower?” Dieter protested. 

“What? No!” Kristian spluttered. “Wait, you do that too?”

“Well… yeah, that’s how I made it do the org-thing earlier. Kinda feels like you’re gonna pee, but you don’t.” Dieter’s eyes shone in the darkness. He swallowed thickly and groped at the crotch of his own pyjama pants roughly. His penis tingled. “Mmph. Mine’s really stiff.”

“Me too! It’s kinda sore now though, I dunno if I can make it do the thing again.”
Dieter wasn’t listening. He was palming vigorously at the front of his pyjama pants, breathing shakily just the way Kristian himself had been moments before. His breaths became shallow gasps and then he released a deep sigh and a horny little bleat. Then again, and again. 

“It won’t do the thing!” he grunted in frustration.

“Sh-show me how you’re doin it!” Kris prompted. 
“But it’s dark!”

“Do it to mine, then!”

Dieter froze. Was that… [i]allowed?[/i] Hesitantly at first, Dieter reached over, sliding his hand across Kristian’s thigh until his fingers bumped the little rigid tent in his twin’s pyjamas. 
“Whoa,” Dieter breathed. 

Kristian giggled. Dieter squeezed and groped his brother for a moment, then began a frantic flurry of open-palmed rubbing along the underside. His palm was moving against the fabric, causing it to bunch up and crease. Kristian bleated in protest and grabbed his brother’s wrist. 
“Nngh! N-no… Ow, doesn’t that hurt you?”
“A bit…”

“S-sorry. I think it hurts because I just finished doin it. Uhm… here, this is how I…”
Kristian reached for Dieter’s penis and found his twin as stiff as iron in his pyjamas. He held it for a moment, feeling Dieter’s heartbeat through his pants. The brothers shared a giggle, fumbling with each other’s erections. Then Kristian began to gently, but rapidly, rub. It was a loose motion, just tight enough to keep hold of the soft fleecy cotton of Dieter’s pyjama pants and move it over the sensitive circumcised tip within. The subtle, gentle friction set Dieter’s body on fire instantly. Dieter’s breath caught in his throat after barely ten seconds. His hips jolted a couple of times, transmitting through the mattress to Kristian, as his penis throbbed and twitched and pulsed a few times and then stopped, seemingly all by itself. Kristian held it in his hand, feeling the rhythmic throb inside the bunched up fabric, then released it. 
“Whoa,” Dieter breathed. 

“Cool, right? I could feel it!”

“Uh huh. Imma do it again!”

Neither of the twins kept count. It was a new and fun thing to do, and that was all that mattered. 
*

The following morning, Bruno woke up early and lay on his back, blinking the sleep out of his eyes. A broad patch of low, reddish-gold sunshine cast a beam across his bedroom from the corner window against the opposite wall, and the Cervid lay watching dust motes dancing in the light while he rose to wakefulness. Eventually, he threw back the blankets and swung his heavy legs off the edge of the bed, levering himself upright. The sunshine landed across his bare back, and Bruno sighed appreciatively at its subtle warmth. Morning sun was the second-best kind. The best would always be sunshine that followed rain, but this was a close second. Slowly, Bruno stood, exposing more of his naked body to the morning glow. His cock bobbed rigidly before him, full and heavy with morning erection, and he casually tugged it a few times, running his dry palm along dry skin while bathing it in the shaft of light. After the twins had gone to bed the previous night, Bruno had indulged himself in his bedroom. The image of Kristian nonchalantly palming himself to a fluttering little dry orgasm right there next to him stuck in his mind. It reminded him so much of himself at that age; perhaps that was what did it. The stains of his self-pleasure streaked the dense fur of his torso and, once his erection had softened just a little, Bruno stepped into his sweatpants to head into the bathroom to wash them off.
It was six in the morning. The planet Asantrea had no axial tilt relative to its binary suns. The result of that was that every day was precisely twelve hours long, everywhere in the world. The chill of autumn in the air outside, the light mist that he knew would be flowing down from the woods through the streets of the Artisan District, was the product of the orbit of those binary stars. As Kesh, the summer sun, receded; so Aror, the winter sun, came closer to Asantrea. It was a complex dance between three heavenly bodies, but one around which Asantrea’s biosphere had evolved. A year on Asantrea was not measured by the planet’s rotation around its stars, but by the stars’ rotation around each other, relative to the planet’s position. 
Such things, of course, never even occurred to Bruno. For him, it was as systematic a knowledge as breathing, walking or enjoying the reddish, infrared-heavy glow of Aror on his back. 

The massively-antlered Cervid paused in the hallway outside his bedroom. On his left was Dieter and Kristian’s room, and on the right, the bathroom. He could hear quiet snoring, interspersed with adorable little sleep-bleats, coming from within. Gently, he prodded their bedroom door open and peered within. The scent which greeted him was… distinctly ‘boyish,’ and the sight of his twins laying naked on their bed with the blankets half-covering them, skewed and twisted, made him grin broadly. It seemed as if a few things had begun to fall into place for them, quite recently. Perhaps as recently as last night, in Dieter’s case.
Bruno showered, releasing his bladder between his hooves with a grunt, re-marking the territory on which he could faintly smell his sons. [i]Good for your hooves,[/i] he thought. He couldn’t wait to show Dieter and Kristian their new treehouse. But first, they needed to eat, and Dieter’s bike needed a new tube.
*

Dieter stirred first. He wriggled into a comfortable position, and then rolled towards his twin to press tightly up against his side. Kristian grunted, but then kept snoring, and Dieter dozed in and out of consciousness for a few minutes. The bedroom was brightening slowly, though, and Dieter noticed that the door was open, admitting sunlight that filtered in through their father’s adjoining room. Dieter’s penis was erect, as it usually was in the morning. He slipped his hand down to fumble and play with it. The feeling of his twin brother’s velvety fur against it felt nice. Somewhere in his sleepy mind, Dieter registered that both of them had been clothed when they’d gone to bed the previous night. Their pants must have come off at some point during all their orgy-nisms. He flexed his bare penis firmly and held that muscle taut for a moment. It made it go extra stiff and he pushed it forward into Kristian’s fur. A little tingle came from right inside his glans, and he did it again. His hips jolted slightly and a quiet grunt rose in his throat. He gripped it between thumb and forefinger around the tight scar at its midsection, and rubbed his bare glans up and down through Kristian’s fur. That caused another tingle, and made his penis flex and pulse all on its own without him needing to clench that inner muscle. It felt so nice!
Kristian opened one eye, turned his head to look at his brother, and gave a smirk. “Morning,” he mumbled huskily. “Your thing’s poking me.”
Dieter flattened his ears and pulled his hips back. A twinge and a little flurry of almost-pulses bounced gently inside him, right behind the base of his erection. [i]Fuck![/i] he thought. [i]It nearly did the thing![/i] 
He took a shaky breath, squeezing himself hornily in his palm. “Nngh. Hey. Was hoping you wouldn’t wake up just yet…”
“I never said you had to stop,” Kristian smirked. 

Dieter gasped as his twin pointedly shoved his thigh back into his crotch, and pushed the blankets down to reveal his own morning erection, jutting pinkly out of his groin. Dieter hunched around his brother and rubbed his glans vigorously into Kristian’s thigh a few more times… just a little more… The sensation was becoming familiar already, and he loved it more every time it happened. It was a throbbing, pulsing tingle; a tickly little burn that made his whole body jolt softly and his breath catch. Kristian giggled, and palmed at his erection roughly for a moment, grinding his glans into his hand. 
“Are you gonna do it?” Dieter asked, after a moment. 

“I already did!”

“What? When?”

“Before you woke up!” 
Dieter huffed. “Do it again!”
“I dunno,” Kris shrugged. “It doesn’t feel as good as it did then. I don’t wanna break it!”

“Hmm. Should ask Dad about it. He said he was gonna explain some stuff. Oh! Oh oh!” Dieter suddenly brightened, leaping up to kneel on the bed over Kristian. 
“Gah! What?!” Kristian bleated. His eyes flicked down to Dieter’s straining, iron-hard erection, then up to his brother’s face again.
Then, as their eyes met, they cried out in unison; [i]“Treehouse!!”[/i]
#
