
A Boundary Set
OBLIGATORY CONTENT WARNING: The following story contains BDSM between CONSENTING ADULTS as well as DISCUSSIONS ABOUT CUB SEX. EWW GROSS. If any of this offends you, DO NOT READ ON. By reading beyond this point, yadda yadda yadda. Anyway, there’s porn. Enjoy!
It still felt odd using his new key to the Langley house. Terry and Dan had assured him that he was welcome over anytime, especially now that they were officially coparenting the twins, but he still texted ahead when he was coming.
Unsurprisingly, when he arrived, Terry was lounging in the nude on the couch. She waved a paw in greeting as Keith entered.
“Hello, love,” she called.
“Morning, sweetie,” Keith replied. He hung his jacket by the door and joined her, stripping out of his clothes before taking a seat on the couch at her feet. She made room for him and teased his flaccid penis with her toes. “I don’t share that particular fetish your husband has, you know.”
Terry giggled. “Oh, I know.” She stretched and set her phone down. “So, what did you have in mind to discuss that we have to handle in the fur?”
“Well, I need your husband here to really dig into it,” Keith began. He rubbed the vixen’s inner thigh, smirking as she spread her legs a little for him to give him easier access. “But I figured it’d be best to update the parenting plan with Teddy in the picture.”
“Ah, of course,” Terry said. 
**********
Dan whined. “Y-you’re gonna cage me?”
“Safe word’s red,” Keith said. He stared at Dan. The red fox remained silent. “I thought so. Now, cage.”
The red vixen laughed and laid back. “Drawer under the foot of the bed. His cuffs are there, too.”
Keith grinned. “Excellent.” He pulled out the drawer and selected his supplies. When he returned to Dan, the fox was flaccid. “Good boy,” Keith said. As his boyfriend’s penis stirred, the arctic fox guided it into the cage. How Terry had managed to find one to fit her husband’s member, he’d never know, but he had no complaints. He grinned as he locked the red fox in.
“H-how long?” Dan asked.
The arctic fox smirked. “Well, I was going to say ‘until I’m done with your wife,’ but since you asked, I’ll add an extra hour.”
“Hey!” Dan said.
“Two hours,” Keith replied. “Hold out your arms, please.”
The red fox whined but held out his arms. Keith grinned and affixed cuffs to each of them, then guided his arms back to strap them to the back of the chair. “How’s this? Not too uncomfortable?”
Dan shook his head. “S-should be fine.”
“Good.” Keith patted Dan’s head as he stood up. His erection had gone down while he was working the finer details of his bondage play with his boyfriend, but he knew the perfect solution to it. He lifted a leg and leaned in, rubbing his flaccid malehood against the red fox’s muzzle. “Now get me ready to plow your wife.”
**********
“I have those doubts myself sometimes,” Keith said. He squeezed Terry’s paw. “But we turned out fine. We just have to have faith that our cubs will know that they’re loved and respected.”
“And we aren’t following their lead exactly,” Dan added. “We don’t let our cubs drink or smoke pot!”
“True enough,” Keith said. He chuckled and shook his head. “Still sometimes hard to believe that my parents were THAT open with us.”
“How are your parents, anyway?” Terry asked. “Have they reached out since the embargo was lifted?”
“They haven’t yet, no,” Keith said. That was a good point, actually. One of the crowning foreign policy achievements of President Sanders’ first term was finally pushing through an end to the Cuban embargo. Once Keith had finished university, his parents had decided to follow their leftist hearts and fled to Cuba. Communication had been impossible for the longest while. There was still a lot of work to do to normalize relations between the two countries, but at least postal service had begun. “They might not know where I’ve settled. It’s been years, after all, and we’ve moved a couple times.”
“There’s still the internet,” Terry replied. “We aren’t hard to find online. My brother managed it.”
Keith chuckled. “Yeah, but I doubt my parents would trust Facebook. Hell, I barely use it myself.”
**********
He found the fennec in their bedroom, his laptop open and erection in paw. Keith smirked as he leaned against the doorframe. “Hey there, sexy. Having some fun?”
Teddy gasped and shut his laptop, perhaps too quickly. “K-Keith! I wasn’t expecting you home for a couple more hours.”
The arctic fox laughed and crossed the room to the bed. “I took the day off to spend some time with Dan and Terry. What were you watching?”
The fennec put his laptop aside. “J-just some porn,” he muttered. He had a very guilty air about him.
“Nothing illegal, I hope,” Keith said.
“N-nothing like that, j-just drawings,” Teddy replied.
Keith smirked. “Cub stuff, I assume?”
Teddy nodded.
The arctic fox threw an arm around his boyfriend’s shoulders. “Nothing to be ashamed of. In fact, that’s… somewhat related to what Terry, Dan, and I were chatting about.”
“I-is it?” Teddy asked.
“Indeed it is,” Keith said. He couldn’t have asked for a better set-up. “I’m sure by now you’ve gotten a sense of our families. How open we are with our cubs about nudity and keeping open communication about sexual topics and the like.”

