Meeting the Spouse

By Gildedtongue

Serge Wolf belongs to his player.  Gildedtongue and Saldura belong to the author

It was a cold winter morning.  Serge was bundled up to the nines as the snow clung to his jacket and his scarfed cheeks.  His skunktail was bushy enough to insulate his narrow tail inside as he walked down the street.  He can't believe he was doing this.  When he went to that bar in a dress, he wasn't really expecting things to happen, but he hoped that Saldura didn't think that he was some gay version of Eddie Izzard.  Just sometimes he liked the free air between his fuzzy legs.

Knocking on the badger's door, Serge took a deep breath, taking in the cold air into his nose before the door opened.  He was surprised to see another face, a lion's face greeting him.  “Ah, do I have... erm, I think I'm in the wrong place.”

The other person shook their maned head, “Not at all.  Serge Wolf, right?  Please, come in, come in!” he was ushered in, dusting off the snow before taking off his jacket and hat.  As he got a better look, he saw that the person was standing on four legs.  “I'm chakat Gildedtongue, a pleasure to meet you.  Saldura told me about you.”

Serge blushed hotly, taking a moment to blow his nose as the ice crystals in his sinuses were melting.  “Erm, sorry, and hello.  I hope that what you were told are good things.” He continued to blush, following the chakat into the parlor, sitting down on the couch as Gildy gave him a nod.

“Oh, certainly good thing.  But you seem a lot cuter than I was told,” Gildy smirked, reaching to fuzzle the skunk between the ears.  Serge blushed as he leaned over towards the chakat.  Despite his usual homosexuality, he was feeling very... at home with the hermaphrodites.  Another door closed as another pair of footsteps came into the room, the familiar face of Saldura in jeans and a t-shirt, wrapped in a housecoat, a warm smile came out with a naughty smirk.

“I'm certainly glad you made it, Serge, especially in this weather.” Sal said, giving a nod to the white outside before walking over to the other two, caressing Gildedtongue's shoulders before sitting down next to the skunk, hir plush robe rubbing Serge's cold arms.

“Oh, well, it wouldn't be the Lone Star State without the occasional surprising white-out, would it?” Serge said, stroking the chakat's shoulder, listening to the leonine 'taur purr.  Both herms moved to snuggle up with the skunk as he couldn't help but blush.  His jeans starting to tent as Saldura looked down, reaching to stroke it.  “Heh, seems to always betray me at the worst moment.” he muttered.

Gildy purred, “Just means that it's very honest.”  The chakat closed hir eyes, opening up the skunk's pants, making him gasp.  Hir textured tongue rolled along his glans as his penis was already well out of his sheath, pressed firmly against the chakat's mouth.  He groaned some more, gasping when he felt Saldura lean to nibble on his sensitive ears, biting gently as he spread his legs, lost in his bliss.

Between lovebites, Sal chuckled, “Suppose we'll have lunch later...” shi muttered, opening up hir own jeans to let hir cock into the air.  Serge looked over that hardon, grinning wide before taking the dick into his own mouth, suckling slowly as the oral-train started.  Saldura's hand ran through his messy blue hair, caressing his ears as he bobbed his head up and down along that mustalid member.  Gildy's tongue ran along his own length, slurping up his preseed as hir warm breath gave his flesh new life from the winter cold.

Saldura leaned back, adjusting hir seating to give Serge better access to hir dick.  The skunk taking in a deep breath, doing his best to take the thick cock down to the base, the furry base tickling his muzzle as he slurped for a moment, pulling back to suckle and lick around his glans, resuming his blowjob.

Serge squirmed in his seat, the chakat's tongue polishing his glans before going up the bottom cleft and teasing his urethral opening.  The skunk's tail billowing some more as he stiffled his moans into Saldura's own crotch, trying not to drown in the amout of preseed the badger was making him swallow.

Gildedtongue purred, reaching to tease and caress the skunk's testes, starting to descend again into the warm hands coaxing them out.  They didn't for too long before his scrotum started to wrinkle and pull up again, bucking his hips over and over again into the larger creature.

Serge pulled off of Saldura's cock with a loud gasp, trembling as he felt his seed loosing into the chakat's gullet.  Saldura pumping hir dick twice before hir thick member belched its seed, painting the mephit's face with its sticky, copious offering.  The cum clinging hard onto his fur and whiskers as he shuddered in the afterglow shocks.  Gildedtongue swallowed all that the skunk was offering before pulling off of his cock with a loud, wet slurp and pop.

The skunk panted hard, flopped on the couch, his eyes unfocused for a moment before his cheeks were both kissed, licking the badger creame off of him.  “I think we'll wait a little bit before lunch,” Saldura giggled quietly.

One thing was for certain, it was certainly a lot hotter inside than it was out in the snowbanks.
