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High on Life Chapter 3 - The Skunk's Den.

Written by HumbleHeretic

Warm…

The felling I wake up to is different than usual, half of my body is warmer than the other and it's enveloped in a soft sensation. Before I even open my eyes, my nose is filled with the faint scent that I remember from yesterday, the smell of a certain Skunkboy's shampoo. At that moment, memories of last night came flooding back as I open my eyes.

The sun shines it's bright light through the window when I open my eyes, bringing into a view a scenery I'm unfamiliar with. I'm accustomed to waking up to a bedroom that was as drab and boring as when I first started renting my apartment. However the one in my sights now is filled with a feminine touch, the decorations are scarce, however it's much more homely than the stock setup I've been running for the past couple months. Even the bedding I'm lying in is unfamiliar, a lot more comfortable, especially as I seem to be sharing it with someone else.

“Hmmm~”

The light moan that was like a young woman experiencing a sweet dream came from the Skunkboy with his head resting on my chest such that his fluffy ears brushed my chin. His raven black hair glistening in the sunlight, now that I'm so close I'm actually able to make out faint spots of an ever so lighter black forming a pattern in his hair. I'm pretty sure we both went asleep on opposite sides of the bed last night, now he was practically glued to my side as he breathed gently. Whether it be his tight and soft furry belly, his chest with a modest bulge or his shapely legs, all were in contact with me as he clung to my side.

I should also mention the fact that he's fully in the nude at the moment. I myself was in a pair of short boxers and nothing else. This was how I usually slept back home, however the Skunkboy had more of a right to his current appearance considering that we were currently in his bed. Yes, if you hadn't guessed by now, I did in fact end up spending the night. It was a short story I'd like to get to but at the moment I'm way to distracted by the Skunkboy's naked body. His flowing curves, his warmth and softness that was hardly different compared to my past few encounters with women.

“Mnn~♪”

Even his moaning voice as he slept had a high melodic tone. If one just coupled that with the curves of his body, it would be impossible not to mistake Jazz for a girl. However, one only had to look at the thing that my eyes were currently glued on to have their thoughts corrected. Like I said before, the furry Femboy was practically glued to my side, one of his thick legs was even curled up onto my lower body, the weight of his plump thighs providing extra stimulation to my morning reaction. As it was morning and I was a guy, of course I'd have morning wood, especially with a sensual skunk rubbing up on me. And the same naturally went for Jazz.

Gokungk~
It was like a python poised to strike while staring me in the face, the bright pink head peeking through the tight white for skin as the whole thing pulsated and throbbed. Together with the Femboy's thighs rubbing against me was naturally the thing sticking out from below said thighs like the girthy head of a tortoise. This was my second time seeing it, my earliest memory that of it being in my mouth, yet I still marvelled at its size and shape. I always thought that my own morning wood was decently impressive but Jazz's could easily make a nun’s head turn! On my thigh I could feel the Femboy's warm crotch, his plumb balls especially against my skin causing my leg to tingle. Yet while the base of the Skunk's big white cock was somewhere below my own crotch, the head was already past my belly button!

I could feel the sheer heat gathered in the Skunkboy's swollen shaft as it pressed tightly against my naked belly. The skin of his prick rubbed against my own shin as the thing gently jerked, expanding and contracting a small amount that was just enough for me to feel its invigorated movements. The Femboy's thigh holding down my morning wood was like he was trying to show me what real morning wood was supposed to be like!

As I keep my eyes thoroughly glued to Jazz's pulsating rod, I guess I can briefly recount the events of last night.

***
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