“You’re gonna be good for Oliver, right?” Greg Mathis asked his son, who was sitting in the front passenger seat with him.

“Y-yeah!” Richie replied.

Greg chuckled and glanced over towards his son. The two raccoons looked practically identical to each other, with their fur being various shades of gray, their hair being black, and their eyes being brown. The eight year old cub was visibly squirming in his seat, his paw grinding and rubbing firmly against his canvas shorts-covered crotch. His father chuckled and gave his son a firm, full grope in that area.

“You’ve been really horny lately. Hopefully Oliver’s able to work it out of ya.” Greg chuckled.

“If only you’d be so lucky!” Richie stuck his tongue out at his father.

The two shared a laugh as Greg’s GPS alerted him to their arrival. The raccoon looked confused as he pulled into a driveway that seemingly went nowhere… for a few seconds. A rather decently sized two-story house came into view right away, with a prominent yard flanked by the woods around it. Greg chuckled to himself and parked the car behind the one already in the driveway.

“Alright, champ, grab your bag and let’s go.” Greg nodded.

Richie grinned and quickly undid his seatbelt, running towards the front door of Oliver’s house. Greg soon followed behind, watching as Richie knocked the door rapidly. Greg had to physically stop his son from continuing as the door opened up, revealing the feline owner of the house.

“Heh, hey guys.” Oliver greeted.

The cat was decked to the nines in terms of his outfit: blue tie worn over a white button up shirt, both under a black vest with matching black slacks. Greg chuckled a bit and nodded at Oliver.

“Heya, Ollie. Gonna let us in?” Greg replied.

Oliver nodded and stepped aside to let the two in. Richie set down his bag and started looking around the house in awe, which made Oliver chuckle.

“He acts like this is some sort of mansion or something.” Oliver said.

“Well, he likes seeing new houses and stuff. That tends to happen when a kid has a father who’s a realtor.” Greg replied.

“Speaking of,” Oliver added, “You’re not the least bit curious about my place?”

“I’ve been here, twice.” Greg replied. “Before you moved into it… before my boys were even born, actually. Before I moved to Chicago and married Caitlyn, I was looking to buy this place… but it was too expensive at the time, but that was a decade ago.”

“Aha, I see… well, a lot can change in that time.” Oliver replied.

Greg nodded as Richie walked back over. “Indeed.” Greg pat his son on the head and leaned forward. “Real talk, though. Richie’s been a real hornball lately, I hope that isn’t going to be an issue.”

“Oh, uhh… no trouble at all.” Oliver replied. “I have a plan for that.”

“Good! I’m glad to hear.” Greg nodded.

He knelt down and threw his arms open for Richie. His son turned and saw this, running straight into his father’s arms. The adult hugged his son and rubbed his back.

“Alright, I need to head on home now. Have a good time with Mr. Katzov, ok, Rich?” Greg asked.

Richie nodded eagerly. “Yes daddy!”

Greg chuckled and pressed his muzzle against Richie’s, closing his eyes as he pressed his lips firmly against Richie’s. The cub smiled and hugged onto his dad, moaning a bit as he tilted his head, making out with his father. While the two of them were up to that, Oliver purred and leaned against the wall as he watched them, his paw slipping into his pants and groping himself to the scene.

Greg slowly pulled himself away, sure enough visibly panting in lust. He stood up and adjusted himself. “Ok, I’m out of here. Love ya, kiddo.”

“Love ya too, dad!” Richie giggled.

Greg smiled and nodded at Oliver. “Call if anything comes up, ok?”

“Sure thing.” Oliver replied.

Greg nodded and waved at both of them before walking out the door. The cat bit his lower lip as he looked the young raccoon he was left with over, noticing the loose fitting t-shirt, the jean shorts. He was already mentally undressing the boy, eager to get him actually naked as well, lick all over his body, and-

“Hey… Oliver! Where’s Everette?”

The question snapped Oliver out of his lewd trance as his body jolted slightly. He looked down at the boy and huffed.

“Everette, shockingly, is having a sleepover with another friend. I told him you were coming this weekend and he announced his plans shortly after. I think he wanted us to have as much time together as possible uninterrupted.” The feline explained.

“Ah…” Richie seemed upset at the response. But it quickly faded into a giant smile. “I can live with that!”

Oliver chuckled slightly and walked over to the cub, kneeling in front of him. “So, cutie, waddya wanna do?”

The raccoon cub put a paw to his chin and looked the adult over. “I dunno. There’s only one thing i can think of.”

“What’s that?” The feline asked.

The raccoon shot his arm forward, grabbing at Oliver’s crotch and squeezing it. The feline purred and smirked at the cub, ruffling his hair.

“Guess that answers that, huh?” Oliver asked.

“Yuh-huh!” Richie replied.

Oliver chuckled and rummaged around in his pocket. Richie tilted his head in confusion as Oliver pulled out a small bottle from his pocket. The raccoon went to poke at it curiously.

“Wuzzat?” He asked.

“These are special pills, Richie.” Oliver explained. “They’ll help keep me horny all day so I can keep up with you.”

“Oooh!” Richie’s face lit up. “Ok!”

Oliver nodded and popped the bottle open, dropping a pill into his paw and putting it onto his tongue. With a hard gulp, he swallowed the pill. Seeing this made Richie’s tail start swishing behind him, a giggle escaping his mouth.

“How long before it kicks in?” The curious cub asked.

“Dunno kiddo~.” Oliver replied in a teasing tone.

Richie smirked and reached up at Oliver’s body. The feline knelt down and placed his paws on the boy’s shoulders in response.

“I know what we can do in the meanwhile~.” He purred.

The cat did not wait for the boy to reply. He instead pressed his muzzle against Richie’s, purring as he started to make out with the boy. Richie closed his eyes and pressed his muzzle forward, mashing it against Oliver’s. The feline’s paws slipped off of the boy’s shoulders and slid down his body,  feeling him up through his clothes as he pushed his tongue into the boy’s muzzle. The boy reciprocated, both of them closing their eyes.

Richie’s paws shot out blindly, prodding and rubbing at various parts of Oliver’s upper body. The boy eventually found the feline’s necktie. He pulled at it, freeing it from beneath Oliver’s vest. From here, aftering figuring out where the knot was, the cub was very quick with getting it untied, no doubt from many times of doing such with his father. Feeling it unravel between his fingers, the cub tugged at it and tossed it away.

That was Oliver’s self-appointed cue to break the kiss. He pulled himself away from the boy and was panting heavily, a deep blush on his face. He immediately grabbed onto the hem of Richie’s shirt and huffed.

“Heh… god, I can’t keep myself off you for long…” He purred. “Bet you’ve been wanting to get naked since you walked in the door, huh?”

“Yessir!” Richie replied, nodding eagerly. “I want you to join me, too! Daddy always does!”

Oliver smirked and pecked Richie on the nose. “Alright… I can’t say no to your hot little body anyway!”

Richie giggled and lifted his arms as Oliver pulled the shirt off quickly, tossing it aside without any sort of care to be had. Richie giggled and, as soon as his shirt was off, set to work rapidly unbuttoning Oliver’s vest, then the shirt. Oliver shrugged them off his shoulders and pulled them off, whipping them off.

Oliver immediately lunged his muzzle forward and started lapping at Richie’s nipples, making the raccoon cub gasp and arch forward. Richie’s paws grabbed at Oliver’s belt and undid it, pulling it clean out of its loops and chucking it aside. Oliver reached down and undid Richie’s denim shorts, hitching his paws into the waistline and yanking them down. Richie kicked off his shoes immediately and let the shorts follow suit. Richie rapidly undid Oliver’s slacks and the feline obliged in helping the raccoon cub slip them off, Oliver kicking them away once they were off his body.

With nothing left on but their underwear, even that felt too much for Oliver to bear. Both cub and adult mashed their muzzles together and grabbed onto their respective underwear, tight briefs and boxer briefs respectively and quickly tugged them down. Both furs kicked them away, exposing their bare bodies completely. Oliver’s length springed free, fully erect, standing proud and leaking pre. Richie grabbed onto it and started to stroke it rapidly as they continued to make out. Oliver purred and started to tickle at Richie’s balls, the boy’s cubhood, already halfway out its sheath, quickly growing harder.

Oliver finally broke the kiss, blushing bright and panting heavily. “Wanna take this to the couch… cutiepie?”

Richie nodded eagerly and practically threw himself at Oliver. The feline chuckled and picked the raccoon up, holding him by the rump as he resumed making out with the boy, wriggling his tongue into the cub’s mouth. The cub closed his eyes and wrapped his arms around the feline, squeezing his body and tilting his muzzle. Oliver carried the boy through the hall, stepping over the mess of their haphazardly discarded outfits, bringing him into the living room. He plopped himself down on the couch and laid back, breaking the kiss.

“Hey, cutie… turn around…~” He winked at the boy.

Richie nodded quickly and giggled. “Sure thing!”

The raccoon climbed around on Oliver’s belly, turning around so that he was facing Oliver’s thick cock. He smacked his lips and, rather ravenously, plunged his muzzle down on the adult’s member, slurping loudly on it. Oliver purred and shivered, mewling in pleasure.

“O-oh wow, that did not take you long at all!” He chuckled.

The feline lifted his head and licked his lips. He was getting a full face full of the cub’s plump rump, his tail swishing just above it. The cat brushed it away and spread the boy’s cheeks with his paws. He knew what he wanted, so it was time to take it!

Oliver pushed his muzzle between Richie’s cheeks, taking a deep inhale before he let his tongue out, letting it lap against the fleshy ring of Richie’s tailhole. He felt the cub’s body react immediately, the flesh twitching to the touch, the boy letting out a hot gasp against his cock. The feline growled and kneaded Richie’s cheeks with his paws as his tongue swirled around Richie’s tailhole. Richie squirmed against the adult and closed his eyes, lashing his tongue against Oliver’s tip.

Soon the house echoed with nothing but the sounds of moaning, whimpering, gasping and the wet slurping and slushing of their oral activities. Oliver bucked his hips against Richie’s muzzle, and the cub responded by speeding up the speed at which his mouth glided along the adult’s flesh. Oliver, in turn, pressed his tongue into Richie’s ring now, lapping and slurping at the boy’s insides. This caused Richie to gasp and left his head, moaning loudly.

“H-hey, Oliver…” Richie huffed. “I think you’re gonna make me cum… if you keep doing that~.”

Oliver chuckled slightly and pulled himself away from the raccoon boy’s supple young hole, panting heavily and giving his rump a small smack.

“Ohoho, that’s the plan~.”  The feline chuckled.

He picked Richie up and turned the raccoon on his lap. Richie looked slightly confused as the adult adjusted him. He squirmed in Oliver’s lap and shivered, tilting his head. Oliver chuckled and picked the boy up, smacking his lips before plunging his muzzle over Richie’s little cubhood. Richie let out a high-pitched shriek of delight as Oliver began. He continued to squirm and whimper as Oliver worked a paw down, the feline working a few fingers into the cub’s tailhole. The raccoon closed his eyes and panted.

“O-oh! There it is!” He called out. “I-I’m gonna cum!”

Those words were music to Oliver’s ears. He wriggled his fingers into Richie’s hole, all the way to the knuckle. The cub’s body tensed up when he felt the adult’s tongue squeeze against his cubhood. The boy gasped as he finally released from the adult’s work. Spurt after spurt shot out of Richie’s member and into Oliver’s throat, the feline rather happily gulping them down with no issue.

Oliver kept sucking on the cub through his whole orgasm, rubbing the boy’s body tenderly through it all. When he felt that the boy had finally stopped, he slowly pulled his muzzle away and pulled his fingers from the boy’s anus. He gave Richie a pat on the head and purred contently.

“Good boy, Richie~.” Oliver cooed. “That was quite the tasty treat.”

Richie giggled through his panting and nodded at the adult. “G-glad you enjoyed~!”

Oliver smirked and licked his lips. “I did… but now its your turn to help me get off.”

Richie nodded and tried to shake himself back into regular consciousness. “Can I record it?”

“Uhhh…” Oliver blinked. “Sure, but you know the rule.”

Richie nodded and went to get up to get his phone. Oliver placed a firm paw on his shoulder, however and placed the boy down onto his back on the couch. Richie blinked in confusion before Oliver pointed to his own phone, on the table that was in front of the couch. Richie smiled wide and squirmed on his back, lifting his legs for the adult. Oliver purred and reached down to give Richie’s belly a gentle rub before grabbing onto one of Richie’s legs and angling his cock, making the tip of it poke against Richie’s tailhole.

“Ready for this, you beautiful boy?” Oliver asked.

Richie nodded eagerly, batting his legs against Oliver. “Bring it on!”

Oliver chuckled at that and nodded. He let go of his length and rocked his hips forward, slowly pushing himself into the young cub. Richie gasped and arched his body up on the couch as he felt that thick cat dick spread his thoroughly worked hole. The cat bit at his bottom lip as he pushed himself in, letting out a long exhale through his nose as his member sank past the cub’s fleshy ring, getting hugged by it. When he finally hilted himself in, he reached down to rub the boy’s cubhood a few times.

“How does Richie want his first fuck to go~?” Oliver asked.

“Y-you swore!” Richie giggled.

“Oops.” Oliver said. “Guess I did. Oh well, your dad ain’t here.”

Richie nodded at that and bucked himself against Oliver. “You can be a little rough… I can take it.”

The feline chuckled and nodded at the raccoon and slowly pulled himself out of the boy, watching his cock reveal itself more and more. But he didn’t pull it out. Why would he? So he pushed back in instead! The thrust was rather quick and firm, making Richie’s body rock forward as it connected. The feline purred and squirmed inside the young cub. He reached over to the table and grabbed his phone, setting to start recording. He adjusted the angle so that Richie’s whole body was in view as he started up his firm, hard rhythm.

“G-gonna fill ya nice and good, after this~.” Oliver huffed, his hips smacking loudly against Richie’s rump.

Richie gasped and huffed, gripping at the couch beneath him as Oliver pounded into him. The cub’s ears fluttered back as Oliver said what he did, the cub blushing bright and whimpering as he felt his body rock and grind against the couch.

“A-a-ahhh! I can… I can take it!” Richie huffed.

Oliver purred as he continued to slam his dick hard and deep into the boy, the feline’s tongue curling against his upper lip as he pounded that tight, moist passage. He angled his camera down slightly, picking up his meat as it assaulted the boy. The feline let out a hungry purr as he squeezed on Richie’s leg, watching the boy through the camera.

“G-good God, Richie…” Oliver panted. “You had to get this… cuteness from your dad…~” 

“W-well, I got m-mooooooooost! Of his looks!” Richie managed to reply, despite all his moaning and panting.

Oliver chuckled at that and huffed, his ears twitching about as he continued his work. He felt his cock throb and pulse inside the young boy, hugged by his tight flesh. Oliver’s eyes started to flutter and close. The phone started to slip out of his paw, but he immediately grabbed it and re-focused it.

“Rrrrrrrrrrrrrrfffff~. I sh-should… finish soon, yeah?” Oliver asked.

“A-already?” Richie asked, sounding close to a whine.

“We have… all night, you cute little idiot~.” The feline replied.

“O-ooohhhhhhhhh! Oh, yeah!” Richie replied.

Oliver laughed through his groaning and panting, his tail curling around Richie’s leg as he sped up his thrusts even more, his body shivering as the movements became erratic. He squeezed Richie’s body and leaned forward, gritting his teeth and breathing through his nostrils as he felt the pressure build inside him, orgasm quickly approaching. He huffed and started to tense, his breathing fast and heavy.

“G-g-get ready, Richhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhie…” Oliver moaned out.

Richie nodded quickly and closed his eyes. Oliver slammed his hips forward one last time, whacking them against Richie’s rump. The feline let out a screeching meow as he felt his body shiver and his cock release its load. Spurt after spurt, glob after glob shot deep into the boy, filling him up. Oliver stopped recording and dropped the phone, immediately pressing his lips to Richie’s as the orgasm dumps into Richie.

The raccoon cub huffed out and lifted his head, pressing it against Oliver’s. As the adult filled him up, the little raccoon felt his own member pulse and throb as he released his own load as a result. The little spurts of cub spunk blotted against both furs’ fur as they made out. Richie threw his arms around Oliver’s body in a tender embrace. Oliver kept their kiss going, wrestling with Richie’s tongue as he bucked all of his cum into the cub’s body.

As the adult’s orgasm finally ended, Oliver slowly broke the kiss, a small trail of saliva still connecting both of their mouths for a second before breaking, Oliver panting heavily and smiling down at the boy.

“You’re such an amazing lay, kiddo~.” Oliver whispered.

Richie giggled and gave a weak thumbs up in response. “Gl-glad I can still please!”

The feline chuckled and ruffled Richie’s hair. “Oh, you do a lot more than that, sweetie~.”

Richie smirked and squirmed against Oliver, sticking his tongue out. The feline mewled a bit in surprise as Richie moved himself against his still-sensitive member, still buried inside him.

“Wanna just… cuddle for a bit, cutie?” Oliver asked.

“Sure!” Richie enthusiastically replied.

Oliver chuckled a bit and grabbed a hold of Richie, nuzzling him as he shifted into a position of lying on his side, keeping Richie with him so that he didn’t pull out of the boy. As they laid on the couch, Oliver grabbed for his remote and turned the TV on.

“Anything you wanna watch?” Oliver asked.

“Cartoons, of course!” Richie giggled.

Oliver stuck his tongue out and ruffled Richie’s hair, laughing with the boy. “On which channel, you little idiot.”

“Oh! Uhh… Cartoon Network?” Richie asked.

“Sure thing, kiddo.” Oliver replied.

Oliver changed the channel and set the remote down, rubbing the boy’s belly as they laid back on their sides. Occasionally as they watched, Richie would wiggle himself against Oliver, which the feline would return by pushing his hips forward. Neither of them were quite ready to get into another round, but the occasional lewd movement was still given, especially as Oliver never actually pulled out!

A whole show began and ended and another started while they cuddled and basically molested each other. Halfway through the next show, a commercial for a pool company came on, and Richie wriggled excitedly against the adult’s body.

“Hey, Oliver… you have a pool, right?” The cub asked.

“Do I have a pool…” Oliver parroted, chuckling to himself. “Richard, I have the pool.”

Richie’s brows fell flat at the adult. “I don’t like my full name, Oliver.”

“Heh, sorry about that.” Oliver kissed Richie on the cheek. “You will when you’re an adult though.”

Richie shrugged and Oliver stood up, scooping the cub up. Somehow, Oliver’s cock was still buried inside Richie’s tailhole and his paws were squeezing the boy’s cheeks firmly as he held him. Richie giggled a bit and wrapped his legs around the feline’s waist. Oliver pecked Richie on the nose as he carried the boy out to his backyard. He gently nudged Richie in order to get the boy to turn and look. The raccoon cub did, and his face lit up at the sight.

Oliver’s house not only had a small, covered deck patio with a large, glass table on it but he also had a rather massive pool build into his yard, down a small set of steps. The feline seemed to have planned for potential parties, seeing as there were multiple pool chairs and tables set around the tiled area the pool was contained in. Richie giggled and squirmed against Oliver in anticipation.

“You weren’t kidding! This really is the pool!” Richie cheered.

“Heh, I told ya, didn’t I?” Oliver replied.

Richie squirmed against Oliver, looking excited. “Can you put me down?”

“Aww, I like having my dick in your ass, though.” Oliver replied, obviously feigning being upset.

The feline chuckled and pulled himself out of the cub and set the boy back on his feet. Richie grinned and made an immediate bee-line for the pool, jumping up and curling his body up, cannonballing into the pool. The resulting splash caused water to slosh out of the pool, some getting on the furniture. Oliver chuckled slightly and walked over the edge, leaning over as Richie surfaced.

“This wasn’t to be jumped around in, ya know.” He reprimanded.

“Every pool is meant to be jumped around in!” Richie replied, sticking his tongue out. “Now get in here already!”

Oliver rolled his eyes and crossed his arms, trying to act imposing to the cub. “Are you telling a cat to get into the water?”

“Yep!” Richie replied bluntly.

Oliver smirked and relaxed his body. “Alright, you asked for this.”

The feline walked to the edge of the pool and stepped in, letting his body fall feet first into the water. Richie grinned and splashed at Oliver’s face as soon as the cat entered the water. The feline retaliated by splashing the cub with a literal wave off his paw. The two of them continued their splash fight for at least a minute before calming down, swimming over to lean on the edge.

“So, how’s the pool, sexy? Nice and warm for ya?” Oliver asked.

“Sexy?” Richie giggled. “Yeah, the pool’s fine.”

“Good, I’m glad~.” Oliver replied.

Richie smiled and kicked off of the edge, starting to swim around the pool. Oliver watched him, ideas starting to form in his mind. Despite being a cat, the adult was quite a good swimmer and it was time to show the cub that. He dived down below the water and swam low, under Richie. He opened his eyes, despite not having goggles, and looked up to see his target in view. The feline smirked and shot up….

Richie gasped as he felt something start to lap at his tailhole under the water. The raccoon squirmed and looked down into the pool. He saw the form of the feline under him, being a rather hungry cat, due to the energy he seemed to be using. Eventually, though, the lack of air got to the feline and he shot up to the surface to catch his breath.

“I-I wish ya didn’t stop~.” Richie squirmed.

“Then wish me into a fish.” Oliver chuckled.

Richie giggled and licked Olivie’s face playfully. “Gonna go back down, then?”

“Hell yeah~.” The cat purred.

Richie let out a small, excited… noise as Oliver dipped back down beneath the water. The feline opened his eyes once he was submerged, focusing this time on Richie’s front. The cub’s member was at half-mast out of its sheath. The feline smirked and lunged forward, closing his lips around it and sucking on it. Oliver felt the cub’s body squirm and writhe in the water as it got worked. The feline placed his paws firmly upon Richie’s hips as he continued to suckle and slurp on the boy’s cubhood.

Yet again, though, Oliver had to surface for air. As he did, Richie giggled and pressed himself against Oliver, nuzzling up against him. Oliver purred and pet the boy’s head gently, running his fingers through the boy’s wet mop of hair.

“Maybe we should go to the shallow end to do this?” Richie giggled out.

“Heh… yeah, good idea.”

Oliver scooped Richie into his arms and wadded through the deep pool, bringing the cub over to the shallow end, where the water was only roughly 3 feet deep. The adult set the boy down and watched as the boy’s head and shoulders were still above water. Richie wadded over to Oliver and licked his lips, the adult’s cock visibly hard and throbbing.

“I’m gonna suck it~.” Richie said.

“That was the idea, cutie~.” Oliver replied.

Richie giggled and let Oliver lean against the edge of the pool before he placed his paws on the adult’s thighs and placed his muzzle against Oliver’s feline length, giving it a small sniff, before he plunged his muzzle over it. The feline purred and placed a paw on Richie’s head as the boy rather immediately went to town on the adult’s cock, his muzzle hungrily, rapidly gliding along it, as if it were candy or a popsicle.

Oliver’s face flushed as he felt the cub’s eagerness on his dick, the feline purring lowly and swishing his feet in the water as he ground his hips up against Richie’s muzzle, his paw playing with the boy’s jet black hair as his head bobbed along that thick shaft. Richie gently nuzzled against Oliver’s paw as he continued. Oliver chuckled and gently nudged on Richie’s head.

“H-hey, ease up. I don’t wanna blow in your mouth.” Oliver replied.

Richie slowly slurped off of the feline’s member and giggled. He nodded and rocked his hips forward teasingly.

“So how do ya want me?” Richie asked.

Oliver licked his lips and reached under the water to molest Richie’s rump, squeezing it firmly and rolling the cheeks. He licked his lips and picked the raccoon cub up, setting him on the edge of the pool. Richie giggled slightly and blushed bright.

“Jeez, Ollie… not even dad has been this lusty before!” The cub exclaimed.

“That’s a big word, ‘lusty’.” Oliver chuckled slightly.

“Blame my friend Calrin. He’s got a lot of big words.” Richie giggled. “Anyway! It doesn’t bother me.”

Oliver nodded a bit and lifted Richie’s legs, causing the boy’s body to roll back slightly. Oliver crouched down so that his head was level with the edge of the pool. Licking his lips, the feline purred and plunged himself forward, his tongue lashing at Richie’s young tailhole. The cub gasped and shivered as the feline hungrily ate him out, the raccoon’s ears fluttering from the hungry work.

“O-oooh… don’t stop yet, Oliver!” Richie moaned out.

Oliver grinned at the cub’s words and nodded briefly. He gave Richie’s rump a firm smack and plunged his tongue actually into the boy’s tailhole. Richie shivered and huffed, his chest heaving as the adult’s relentless work continued. He kept going until he felt the boy’s tailhole start to pulse and grow sensitive. Oliver pulled away and pulled Richie back into the water, petting his head.

“Ok, cutie… lean on the edge and I’ll fuck you silly.” Oliver purred.

“Yes sir!” Richie replied.

Richie turned his body so that his back was to Oliver. He crossed his arms and placed them on the edge of the pool. The adult purred and grabbed a pawful of Richie’s rump as he adjusted his body, angling his cock to poke at the boy’s supple hole.

“I’m not gonna be as rough as I was on the couch… that ok?” Oliver asked.

“S-sure thing…” Richie nodded.

Oliver smiled and purred to himself as he slowly pushed himself into Richie’s body, the feline sighing as he felt his length get hugged by the cub’s young hole, the raccoon visibly shivering as the adult’s cock spread his backside. Oliver felt himself hilt out inside the boy and let it sit there for a few seconds. Richie bucked his hips against Oliver’s body, wriggling against the adult.

“R-ready when you are…” The raccoon huffed.

Oliver nodded slowly, wrapping his arms around Richie’s body in embrace as he slowly pulled his hips back, his cock threatening to pop out of the cub. But it didn’t. It slowly sunk back into Richie’s body. The pool water was acting as a form of resistance against Oliver’s body as he built up a slow thrusting rhythm, but the feline did not mind at all. He leaned himself against Richie’s body, nuzzling the boy as he took him.

“God, even after a swim, your body is just so soft…” Oliver whispered into Richie’s ear.

“Hehe… g-glad you enjoy it~” Richie whispered back.

“Oh, I’m doing a lot more than enjoying…~.” Oliver stuck his tongue out slightly to punctuate that statement.

The feline’s hips continued to rock and buck into the cub eagerly, creating waves that washed over them as they made love, the feline purring and shaking the water off whenever it got into his face. He squeezed on Richie and rubbed his belly, his tongue flicking at Richie’s ear.

“God, you’re so cute….” He whispered.

“I-I try…~” Richie replied.

Oliver shivered and closed his eyes as his thrusts sped up, still slow and firm, Oliver seemed intent on tenderly fucking the young boy. The feline purred and reached down to lift Richie up and adjust his own body to squat down in the water, so that both of them were chest deep in the pool. Oliver growled and purred, his chest heaving as he felt his cock throb and pressure build up in his groin. 

“I’m gonna… fill ya up… ya want that, sexy?” Oliver asked.

“Y-yes…” Richie replied, whimpering.

“Good boy~.” Oliver whispered.

The feline continued his thrusts just a bit longer, the adult’s ears folding back slightly, his chest rising and falling deeply as he tried to hold off his orgasm. Richie’s light form, being made even lighter in the water, helped Oliver to control his thrusts, but the warm water splashing over them both heated his body and made it difficult for Oliver to hold off for much longer.

With all of these feelings around him, Oliver’s resistance collapsed and he moaned out loudly, his hips slamming upwards as he felt his orgasm finally hit. He twitched and shivered against Richie’s body as he held the boy in place, making him take that thick feline load. Richie did not seem to mind at all, though. The cub wiggled himself against the feline, making sure to avoid letting anything leak out.

The two of them relaxed in the pool as Oliver’s afterglow set in, Oliver letting Richie rest against the edge again… mostly so that Oliver could lean on him. The feline chuckled to himself and nuzzled the back of Richie’s head tenderly. Oliver licked at Richie’s ear and squeezed the boy gently.

“So, how was that?” Oliver asked. “First time in a pool?”

Richie turned his head and licked at the cat’s face, before shooting him a wink. “Kiiiiiiiiinda second, but so far my favorite.”

Both of them shared a chuckle at that and Oliver scooped Richie up, setting him back onto the edge of the pool, getting him onto his paws and knees and spreading the boy’s cheeks. Richie wiggled his rump at the feline and smirked a bit. 

“Gonna go again, already?” He asked.

“Nope~.” Oliver replied. “I’m gonna clean up my mess!”

Richie was legitimately confused by that, before letting out a small noise of surprise as Oliver started to tongue assault his tailhole, the feline’s tongue prodding in deep, lapping at his own cum buried inside the boy. Richie shivered and squirmed, closing his eyes as he got worked further by that rough tongue. Oliver reached forward, under Richie’s body. He grabbed onto the boy’s cubhood and started stroking it vigorously.

“A-ahh! Don’t stop that!” Richie called out.

Oliver smirked and slowly pulled himself away from Richie’s tailhole, licking his lips and laughing. “But I have something else to do~.”

“W-what’s that?” Richie asked.

“This!”

As he exclaimed that, Oliver pushed three digits into the boy’s hole, making Richie jolt slightly and blush. Oliver purred as he started to finger bang the cub, still stroking his little member. Richie bucked himself back against Oliver’s fingers and closed his eyes, his body shivering heavily.

“O-ok! This is… gonna make me pop!” Richie moaned.

“Haven’t heard you use that euphemism yet~.” Oliver chuckled.

Richie huffed and squirmed as Oliver continued his lewdness. The raccoon felt his cubhood harden completely and pulse as he drew close to the edge.

“Don’t worry about the floor, by the way, I’ll clean it~.” Oliver chuckled.

Richie nodded slowly and bucked down, whimpering as he felt himself get sent over the edge almost immediately after. Small drop after drop of cubby raccoon spunk spurted out of Richie’s length and onto the brickwork that surrounded the pool. Oliver chuckled and watched Richie’s body convulse, pulling his fingers out of the boy and huffing. He climbed out of the pool and helped Richie up, pulling the boy into an embrace.

“Let’s dry off and head back in… I think it’s just about dinner time.” The feline said.

“Ok… good idea.” Richie nodded.

Oliver let go of the boy and walked over to a cabinet at the edge of the deck, revealing it to be full of towels. He tossed one to Richie then grabbed one for himself. With both of them drying off, Oliver took Richie by the paw and lead him back inside. Oliver looked at the clock and shrugged a bit.

“Yep, definitely dinner time. I’m gonna go cook something.” He said.

“Want me to help?” Richie asked.

“Uhh… no, I can handle it.” Oliver replied. “Besides, with your cute ass with me, I might get distracted and burn the food.”

Richie pouted and crossed his arms, sticking his tongue out at the adult. “Aww, fine. I’ll just play with myself on the couch.”

“Hehe, go for it, as long as you record it.” The feline winked at the boy after saying that.

Richie giggled slightly and watched as Oliver left for the kitchen. The raccoon stuck to what he said for the moment. He walked over onto the couch and hopped onto it. He grabbed his phone and set up the camera as he angle it over his body and started recording as he stroked himself.

“Oh, I hope he likes this.” Richie giggled. “Making me stay out here.”

The raccoon sighed as he stroked himself, laying back and imagining all the other sorts of lewd activities he’d get into with the tabby. He wanted to keep devouring and plunging himself on that thick kitty dick. Maybe getting put between both him and his father, taking one at each end! The raccoon giggled and shook his head, licking his lips.

“If he knows what he’s doing, I can have at him~.” Richie said, an impish grin on his face.

The raccoon stopped the recording and kicked himself off the couch. He made his way into the kitchen and peeked inside. Oliver was standing in front of the stove, a white apron slipped around his front as he stirred something in a pot. Richie giggled to himself as he quietly slipped behind the feline, especially since he seemed to be on the phone.

“It’s such a shame you aren’t here, Evan. He’s quite the little hornball, even for me.”

Richie could barely make out the voice on the other end, and tilted his head slightly as a cub respond. “Please, dad, if you can handle me, you can handle him.”

“You’ve got four years on him, sweetie.” Oliver protested, “You don’t have the same level of energy.”

“Bullshit I don’t.” Was the reply on the other end.

Richie grinned and took the chance, finally. He stood up and plunged his muzzle up, getting it snugly between Oliver’s cheeks and assaulting his tailhole with a lustful hunger.

“Yeah, well, if I get you two all to myself for a day, we’ll have to seeeEEEEEEEE! MFFNNN!”

“Everything ok, dad?” Oliver’s son asked, slightly concerned.

“Y-yeah…” Oliver replied, shakily. He changed the call to a video call and pointed it behind him, showing the raccoon cub going to town between the feline’s cheeks, the kitty’s tail swishing and curling as his whole body shivered. “Someone couldn’t wait for dinner!” He called out loud enough for Richie to hear as well.

On the other end of the video call, a visibly naked orange fox with blonde hair and glasses laughed and stuck his tongue out. “Ok, you might have a point, dad. I should let you go now~.”

“G-go ahead, Evan… I’ll see you… t-tomorrow~.” Oliver replied. “Love ya!”

“Love ya too, dad.” Everette replied before ending the call.

Oliver huffed and glanced behind him, looking slightly annoyed with the cub that was currently tongue-fucking his ass.

“I’m… trying to cook here, Richie…” Oliver purred out.

The raccoon slowly separated himself from Oliver with a pronounced, loud slurping noise, licking his lips and giggling. “I know. But I’m hungry now~.”

“Get yourself something from the fridge then… this will be done soon.” The feline replied.

“I’m not hungry for that though~.” Richie replied.

The raccoon cub slipped in front of Oliver before the feline could even respond. He grabbed onto the feline’s cock and angled it into his muzzle, eagerly bobbing his head along it. Oliver groaned and shivered, bucking his hips forward into Richie’s mouth, his knees buckling slightly.

“D-dammit…” He hissed. “Fine, keep going…” The feline conceded.

Richie gave the feline a thumb’s up and moved his apron out of the way so that his face was in view while he sucked on the adult. The kitchen, already warm and echoing the sounds of boiling water and steam, had the sounds of Richie’s slurping and Oliver’s feline noises mixing into it. Richie closed his eyes and grabbed a double pawful of cat ass as he rapidly bobbed himself along Oliver’s length. Oliver tried to focus on cooking as best as he could, but with a horny, hungry boy having at him, he could barely even focus on staying upright!

“O-ooh lord, kiddo…” Oliver purred. “Keep that up and I won’t last much longer~.”

Richie grinned and squeezed Oliver’s ass again, lashing his tongue all along the adult’s length, his lips squeezing onto it. Oliver started to buck himself gently into the cub’s mouth, biting on his bottom lip and trembling.

“O-oh god, kiddo… I’m gonna-!”

Richie, upon hearing the adult say that, quickly pulled himself off of his cock. The raccoon took to stroking it rapidly, eyes closed. As the feline let out his screeching mewl of orgasm, the cub smiled and felt glob after glob of cum paint his muzzle. Some splotches landed in his hair but most of it wound up coating his face. Oliver huffed and panted as his orgasm died down. He looked down at Richie and gave him a small smile.

“You, uhh… looking quite wet there, kiddo.” The feline joked.

Richie grinned up at the feline and opened his eyes. “You like it though!”

“Yeah, I do.” Oliver conceded. “Now, go clean up and I’ll try to… uhh… salvage dinner.”

“Picture first?” Richie asked.

“...Yeah ok.” Oliver chuckled.

Richie craned his head upward and flashed an impish grin and a peace sign as Oliver angled the camera directly so that the raccoon’s face was right in the middle of the frame. The feline snapped the picture then set the phone down, poking Richie’s nose… and trying his best to avoid the cum.

“There, now go clean up and all that ‘prep for dinner’ stuff, ok?” Oliver ordered.

“Alrighty!” 

Richie quickly stood up and scampered off. A few minutes passed before they met up again for Richie to help set the table. Oliver brought a bowl full of pasta and meatballs with sauce over to the table and set it down.

“I’m surprised, honestly. I was expecting to have burned the meatballs or made the noodles too fat after your little… distraction… not to say that I didn’t enjoy it, of course. But they came out pretty good!” Oliver said.

“Good, I didn’t wanna ruin your work.” Richie nodded.

“Well, you almost did.” Oliver stuck his tongue out at the cub.

Richie giggled nervously and rubbed the back of his head as he sat at the table. Oliver gave the boy an assuring pat on the head as he sat himself and served them both hearty helpings of the pasta. Richie licked his lips and started digging in, taking big forkfuls of the meal.

“Heh, I guess your hunger wasn’t just sexual.” Oliver chuckled.

“Only mostly.” Richie replied.

Oliver chuckled and took a bite and chewed it up, swallowing before speaking again. “So, cutie, tell me about school.”

Richie blinked a bit. “You wanna know about that, huh?” He asked through a mouth full of food. He swallowed and shrugged a bit. “I mean, I’m not doing too bad… don’t have the threat of summer school dangling over me if I slip up.” Richie added with a small giggle.

“Oh? One of your friends does?” Oliver asked.

“Yeah, Justin.” Richie replied. “I kinda feel bad for him, really. If he gets stuck in summer school, he can’t play with me, Kevin, and Calrin all that much.”

“It must be rough, yeah.” Oliver nodded. “But you have all of that bunch, and your brothers… and-” Oliver winked at the cub, “Your handsome daddy.”

Richie laughed and shook his head. “I do, yeah!” Richie winked back at Oliver. “You know he won’t do anything with you, though, right?”

“Oh, I have my ways, young Mathis.” Oliver chuckled, grinning a devilish grin. “Besides, I got him to frot and suck on me before, so~.”

“...Oh yeah, you did!” Richie giggled a bit.

“He used to date your friend’s dad in high school, yeah? He has sex with you and your brothers too, so obviously that part of him never really went away forever.” Oliver continued. “I’d never actively try to make him uncomfortable though, but I can’t help but strive for that raccoon butt.”

Richie giggled slightly in response. “Well, got mine for a bit longer tonight!”

“Fair point, fair point!” Oliver purred. “Once we finish dinner, of course.”

Richie nodded and quickly worked at his food some more. The raccoon wound up going back for seconds, while Oliver stuck with one, relatively big, helping. With both of them content with the dinner, they set to cleaning the table. While Oliver washed dishes in the sink and Richie wiped the table, the feline glanced at his young charge.

“So, what do you wanna do after this? TV, games, more sex, watcha want?” The feline asked.

Richie put a paw to his chin before snapping his fingers. “I wanna do it on the table!”

“On… that table?” Oliver asked, pointing at the table they just finished cleaning.

“Yup!” The cub replied, nodding eagerly.

“Heh, well…” Oliver rubbed the back of his head. “I dunno if it’ll be able to support that, kiddo. We can try, though.”

Richie nodded eagerly as he tried to finish washing it quickly. “Ok!”

Oliver chuckled to himself and set the last plate down into the sink before shrugging. “What have I gotten myself into?” He asked himself, smiling.

Richie examined the table closely to see if he felt done. He was just barely able to make out his reflection in the wet wood, so he tossed the washcloth aside and plopped himself onto the table. He grabbed his legs to hold them up and called out to Oliver.

“Alright, ready!”

Oliver smirked and set his phone on the counter, propping it up so that it got a nice, clear view of the table. The feline walked over and angled his cock between Richie’s cheeks, hot dogging his cock between the boy’s rump, a low purr slipping out of his muzzle. Richie giggled and started to grind himself against the feline.

“Gonna stick it in me already?” Richie smirked.

“Oh I will~.” Oliver purred. “But I wanna make a good vid for your dad. I want you to be loud, vocal. I want you to sell it, ya know?”

“Oh my~.” Richie blushed. “I think I can do that!”

“Good boy…” Oliver replied, caressing Richie’s cheek. “Now, let’s get started!”

Oliver pulled his hips back, which let his rock-hard cock poke at Richie’s tailhole. He huffed and pushed himself in with a firm thrust. Richie gasped out and gripped at the table, a blush on his face.

“G-go ahead, Ollie! I can take it!” Richie called out, shooting the adult a wink.

“Alright, sexy, don’t say I didn’t warn you, though~.” Oliver winked back.

Oliver immediately started pulling out, then slammed back in, moaning loudly as he quickly built up a firm rhythm of fucking the boy, the table creaking under their weight as Oliver slammed himself lustfully into Richie. Richie moaned out and whimpered, his eyes screwed shut and his muzzle hung open.

“O-oh, gosh, Ollie! G-give me more!” Richie called out.

“Hehe… what was that, sweetie?” Oliver asked.

“H-Harder!” Richie moaned.

Oliver smirked and sped up even more, his hips smacking loudly against Richie’s rump, sending the sounds of flesh against flesh throughout the house, mixing with the sounds of both of their moans. Richie shivered and whimpered on the table, his tail flailing beneath him as he felt his body writhe and squeeze on Oliver’s.

Oliver panted and purred, his paws curling around Richie’s legs, holding them up and using them as leverage to throw his body into every thrust, his cock jackhammering deep within Richie’s tight hole, the feline going wild on the young raccoon.

“I-Is this… hard enough for ya, Richie~?” Oliver asked.

“Y-Yes!!” Richie yelled out. “I… I love it!”

“Good!” Oliver replied. “‘Cause I’m gonna fill ya up!”

“Do it!” Richie whimpered.

Oliver purred and licked his lips, chuckling to himself as he felt his body build up to that pivotal moment. The feline slammed himself in nice and hard one last time, purring as he filled Richie up with spurt after spurt of feline spunk, his eyes closing. Richie whimpers and flops back on the table, panting heavily. Although he wasn’t stroking himself at all during his rough time with Oliver, the cub still got sent into an orgasm of his own, his cubby spunk landing on his belly.

“Heh… phew… g-goddamn, I’m amazed the table stayed up…” Oliver chuckled.

“Stronger than you thought, huh?” Richie stuck his tongue out lazily.

“Q-quite, yeah…” Oliver rubbed the back of his head.

Richie wiggled himself against Oliver and slowly opened his eyes, turning his head towards the kitchen. “You should, uhhh… stop the phone.”

“Phone?” Oliver tilted his head in genuine confusion at that… until he remembered. “Oh right!”

Oliver slowly pulled himself out of the cub, a small, wet pop audible as his cock slid all the way out. The feline shuffled into the kitchen and grabbed his phone, turning the video recording off and grabbing it, walking back over to the table. He knelt down and spread Richie’s cheeks, snapping a picture of his seed leaking out of the cub’s tailhole.

“Alright, you can get off now… and wipe the table again.” Oliver chuckled.

“Aww… really?” Richie pouted.

“You wanted to fuck on the table, you gotta accept the consequences~.” Oliver teased in a sing-songy voice.

Richie frumped and grabbed the washcloth he was using before, going into the kitchen and wetting and soaping it again. Oliver watched as the cub started his washing again, licking his lips as he admired the boy’s body. As soon as Richie finished, Oliver hugged him from behind. The raccoon smiled and turned around to hug Oliver back.

Oliver purred and rubbed the boy’s back as he started to just… sway with the boy. Richie nuzzled himself into Oliver’s chest fluff. The cub glanced up at Oliver and chuckled slightly.

“So, are we dancing right now?” The cub asked.

“Heh… kinda?” Oliver replied. “I just, I really dig really romantic, sentimental stuff like this, ya know?”

“I get ya.” Richie replied, nodding.

The two of them continued to stand in one spot, swaying together, for at least a couple of minutes before Oliver started to lead them over towards the couch, making small steps with Richie until they were in front of it… and Oliver pulled them both onto it, Richie winding up on top of him.

“You’re a real nice person, ya know that?” Richie replied.

“When I wanna be.” Oliver chuckled slightly.

Oliver punctuated that by taking two hefty pawfuls of Richie’s rump, making the raccoon gasp and blush, wiggling his butt against the adult. Oliver purred and nuzzled himself against the cub, hugging him tenderly. Richie nuzzled into him and giggled.

“Wanna watch some stuff again?” Richie asked.

“Like what, kiddo?” Oliver replied. “Cartoons? A movie? Porn of cubs your age?” The feline punctuated that last question with a sly wink.

Richie laughed and stuck his tongue out. “A movie’s fine, really!”

Oliver nodded and grabbed for the TV remote, setting up an on demand service. The cat scrolled through a few choices before settling on the most recent animated movie from a fledgling studio and put it on after seeing the viewers’ scores. Richie settled in to watch the movie by squirming and making himself comfortable on top of Oliver.

The entire time they were watching the movie, Oliver and Richie couldn’t help but keep molesting and groping at each other: Oliver occasionally grabbing at Richie’s rump while Richie would teasingly stroke at that cat cock. Despite it all, they managed to keep themselves relatively tame for the hour and a half, or thereabouts, movie. As it wrapped up, Oliver yawned and kissed Richie on the forehead.

“It’s getting a bit late, we should shower.” Oliver suggested.

Richie nodded in agreement. “Together?”

Oliver chuckled and ruffled Richie’s hair. “Yes, together.”

Richie cheered and jumped off the couch, grinning wide. “Let’s get going, then!”

Oliver chuckled to himself and slowly pulled himself off of the couch and grabbed his phone, after stretching his body out. Richie bounced on his feet, waiting for Oliver to get up. The raccoon cub licked his lips and looked towards the stairs.

“You can lead me up if you want.” Richie grinned.

“Of course I will, I can’t have you crashing about around my house.” Oliver laughed.

Oliver took Richie’s paw and lead him through the first floor, taking him to the stairs, which were coated with a faded-blue carpet that went all the way up. The feline stepped up and lead Richie upstairs. As Richie got a good view of the second floor, he saw that the carpeting went along the entire second floor hallway. Due to the layout of the house, there were halls on both sides of the stairs, with doors leading into various rooms. Richie went wide eyed and let his eyes dart around.

“This place is massive!” Richie laughed. “What goes where? Where are we going?” The raccoon asked.

“Settle down there, Richie.” Oliver chuckled. “We’re going to my room, the parent one with the big bathroom and shower.”

“Oooh, ok!” Richie nodded, starting to calm down.

Oliver smiled proudly to himself as he lead Richie down the hall, to a set of double doors. The feline swung them open to reveal the sheer size of his room. A massive window was obscured by thick drapes on the far wall. The bed itself was a simple, modern design, with a striped comforter blanket. Across from it was a large TV set atop a small stand. Next to it was a computer desk with some lewd pin ups on it, although Richie couldn’t make them out clearly at first. There was a dresser in the corner, large, but with clothes hanging from not-entirely closed drawers.

“This actually looks a lot like my parents’ room.” Richie says as his eyes dart around.

“Well, that’s a compliment, I assume?” Oliver stuck his tongue out.

“Mhm!” Richie nodded in reply.

Oliver nodded and lead Richie through the room, to another door. Opening it revealed the master bathroom. Richie licked his lips and giggled, noticing the size of both the bathtub and the shower. While most master bathrooms had nice, sit-in tubs, Oliver’s was practically a hot tub, with the shower being big enough to comfortably fit two people.

“These are bigger than my parents’, I think.” The raccoon cub said.

Oliver smirked and ruffled Richie’s messy hair some more. “Oh, I bet you know the exact size and everything of that bathroom, don’t ya?” Oliver teased.

Richie laughed and slipped himself away from the cat, glancing at both the bathtub and the shower eagerly.

“I really wanna do it in the shower…” Richie thought aloud. “But…”

“That’s a spa-style bath, by the way.” Oliver chimed in.

“Spa bath?” Richie asked.

“Spa bath.” Oliver smirked.

Richie’s tail wagged as he continued to glance between both the tub and the shower. While he looked eagerly contemplative at first, he eventually broke down, grinding both paws into his hair in frustration before finally yelling out.

“Argh! I dunno what I want to do it in now!” He complained.

Oliver frowned slightly at the cub’s frustration. He walked up and placed his paw on the boy’s shoulder. Giving him a comforting smile.

“Do you want me to choose, Richie?” Oliver asked.

Richie looked up and nodded slowly, looking upset at himself. Oliver knelt down and gave the boy a tight, loving embrace, rubbing his back gently.

“I say we do the bath. It’ll be a lot more comfortable for both of us. Sound good?”

Richie smiled up at Oliver and gave him a thumbs up. The feline chuckled and set his phone on the counter, then walked over to the bath. Leaning over it, he turned the water on, letting the massive stream shoot out from the faucet. Richie walked over, his tail starting to wag.

“Hey, does this thing have a bubble mode?” Richie asked.

“Like a hot tub ya mean?” Oliver smirked. “Of course it does. Like the bubbles, huh?”

“Totally!” Richie giggled.

Oliver ruffled Richie’s hair and smirked. “Well, this is gonna make a lot of them!”

Richie cheered at that as he watched the bath fill up. Once the water was about two-thirds of the way up, Oliver turned it off. The feline stuck a paw into the water to test the temperature. Feeling comfortable, Oliver slipped himself into the water, sighing in relief as he sank into the water, laying back and letting it go to his shoulders.

“This feels nice.” Oliver said. “Gonna keep watching, or join me?”

Richie blinked in response to that before moving to join the cat. Oliver’s eyes flared up briefly and he held a paw up.

“Hang on, actually.” Oliver chimed up. “Keep standing for a bit.”

Richie tilted his head in confusion. “Ok?” 

The raccoon stood there in front of Oliver, raising a brow at him as the feline sat up. Oliver licked his lips and, before Richie could even say anything, the feline lurched his muzzle forward, using his tongue to flick Richie’s cubhood upward and into his mouth. Richie gasped as Oliver started to suck eagerly on his little cubhood. The cub’s paws planted onto Oliver’s head as his body started to shake.

“O-oh wow, you really like this, huh?” Richie gasped.

Oliver gave Richie a thumbs up and purred on the  boy’s length, making it vibrate and causing the boy to giggle. Richie huffed and started to lightly push himself against Oliver’s muzzle as his cubhood hardened in the adult’s mouth. Oliver chuckled mentally and reached up with one paw, poking between Richie’s cheeks. The cub gasped again and wiggled his rump at the touch. Oliver wiggled two fingers between those young cheeks, wiggling them into his tailhole.

“Ahhh! O-Oliver!” Richie whimpered.

Oliver smirked at that. He was truly doing his job good if Richie was making noises like that!  The feline’s muzzle hungrily slurped and glided on the boy’s stiffness, tongue curling around it while his fingers started to pump Richie’s tailhole, pistoning in and out of it. Richie closed his eyes and leaned forward, his chest heaving heavily as he got worked by the adult.

“P-please… don’t stop…” Richie moaned. 

Oliver’s ears fluttered at Richie saying that. He even blushed a little, his tongue squeezing on Richie’s pulsing cubhood, the feline using his other paw to rub along Richie’s body, caressing his side as his other paw continued to rapidly fingerbang the cub.

Richie’s muzzle hang open as he felt his body start to tense up from all of Oliver’s work. It was clear that his orgasm was quickly approaching. His fingers clenched into fists, pressing on Oliver’s head as his hips rolled forward, his ears folded down against his head.

“I-I’m gonna…” Richie whispered.

Oliver gave the boy an affirming squeeze as he continued his work, determined to bring his young charge to orgasm. The cat purred loudly, vibrating Richie’s member again, squirming as his cock grew hard under the water. Richie shivered and let out a loud moan, bucking forward as his cubhood released inside Oliver’s mouth. The feline inhaled through his nose as he gulped down the small spurts of cub spunk that splashed onto his tongue. Richie panted heavily as his body wobbled. Oliver pulled himself off of the boy’s length and rubbed his belly, then poked the cub’s belly.

“You taste good~.” Oliver said, winking at the boy.

Richie giggled a bit and used Oliver as a support to keep himself up. “Hehe… thanks… can I sit down now?”

Oliver pulled his fingers out of Richie’s butt then nodded at him. “Of course you can~.”

Richie giggled and slipped himself down into the water to join Oliver. Richie let out a sort of purring noise as his body sank into the water, his smaller frame only leaving his head above water. The raccoon sat himself into Oliver’s lap, squirming himself against Oliver’s cock, which prodded at his rump.

“Your thingie’s poking me.” Richie giggled.

“Oh, I’d rather it be in you, sweetie.” Oliver smirked. “If you wouldn’t mind~.”

“You know I don’t~.” Richie whispered in a lusty tone.

The raccoon cub slowly lifted his body up, moving it backward slightly, until he felt the adult’s member poking at his cheeks. He slowly set himself down, moaning as he felt that cock spread his little hole for the fifth time that night. As soon as he felt himself lowered completely, Richie gave Oliver a small buck, sticking his tongue out.

“Perfect fit~.” Richie giggled.

“If it fits, it sits.” Oliver chuckled in response.

Richie laughed and wrapped his arms around Oliver, nuzzling his chest floof. The feline purred and pet Richie’s head gingerly with one paw, the other reaching for his luffa. He saw Richie glance around the room and raised a brow. 

“What’s up, kiddo?” Oliver asked.

“How do I turn on the bubble jets?” Richie asked.

“Oh!” Oliver chuckled. “Well, it’s the blue button here.” Oliver pointed to a control panel within Richie’s view. “Press it.”

Richie nodded and pressed it. As the bubble jets started up, the raccoon cheered and threw his arms up. Upon feeling Richie start to buck along his length, the feline chuckled and pressed his paw against the cub.

“Ok, ok, I wanted my dick in ya, but let’s see about getting you washed up, first~.” Oliver laughed.

“Oh! Uhh… ok!” Richie replied, forcing himself to stop.

Oliver smirked and grabbed a bottle of body wash, squirting it into the luffa. The feline made sure to lather it in before he pressed it against Richie’s chest, rubbing it along. Richie laughed as he felt himself tickled by the material of the luffa, squirming as the adult both washed and massaged him.

“It tickles!” Richie laughed.

Oliver chuckled lowly and bucked himself up into the boy as he started to deliberately prod at what were usual ticklish spots on the boy, sticking his tongue out as he did.

“Of course it tickles, it's a luffa!” Oliver laughed.

Richie squealed and squirmed as Oliver started to very deliberately tickle him. This caused water to go splashing about, mostly staying in the tub but not all of it. Oliver chuckled to himself as he pulled the luffa away, letting Richie compose himself. Oliver kissed Richie on the forehead and pat his hair.

“Go ahead and start riding me now, sweetie. I can wash ya as ya go.” Oliver whispered.

“Ok~.” Richie replied.

Richie closed his eyes and let out a deep breath before he started to raise his body… then slowly push it back down, building up a nice, slow rhythm as he pushed himself along Oliver’s dick. He reached out and placed his paws against the edge of the tub, letting his hips bounce along that thick cock.

The feline chuckled to himself and pecked Richie on the nose as his paws continued to wash the boy… using it as an excuse to just feel up and rub the boy as much as he wanted. He purred and smirked as he watched Richie’s body plop and pull.

“You love that kitty dick, doncha?” Oliver asked.

“M-mhm…”  Richie huffed.

“Yeah you do...you horny little boy~.” Oliver whispered.

Richie’s ears twitched a bit and he made a small blush as he figured out what Oliver was trying to do. The raccoon cub giggled and placed his paws against Oliver’s chest now, speeding up his pushes against Oliver’s length.

“Y-yeah, yeah!” Richie grinned. “And you like sticking it up the butts of horny boys like me, right?”

“Oooh you know I do~.” Oliver purred, his paws clasping onto Richie’s young rump, squeezing it firmly as he started to roll his hips up.

“Like the sounds we make ringing in your ears~?” Richie continued.

“Ringing?” Oliver chuckled. “But yeah, it’s so hot hearing little cubs beg for my cock~.”

“And it’s hot taking adult wieners!” Richie laughed.

Oliver growled and kissed Richie right on the lips, starting to pant as he felt his body start to tense as his orgasm built up. He closed his eyes and leaned back, shivering and squirming a bit as the bubbles rolled against his body.

“G-god… I’m gonna cum in ya again~.” The feline purred out.

“Go ahead, do it~.” Richie whimpered. “F-Fill me!”

Oliver growled and rolled his hips up one last time, right as Richie slammed himself down, forcing Oliver’s cock deep up his tailhole. The feline mewled lowly as his body shuddered from his orgasm, spurt after spurt shooting into Richie’s young, warm body. The raccoon pressed himself against the feline and let Oliver wrap his arms around him as they both rode out his orgasm. The two of them sat there in afterglow for a brief moment, before Oliver nuzzled Richie’s cheek and pat him on the head.

“You really are something special, you know that?” Oliver asked.

“I know.” Richie giggled. He rubbed the back of his head and stuck his tongue out. “Sorry I’m not as good at the sexy talk as your son.”

“Bah,” Oliver replied. “Evan’s older, and been spoiled by how online gamers talk. You were fine, really.”

“Hehe, if you say so!” Richie giggled.

Oliver chuckled a bit and gave Richie’s hips a small squeeze. “C’mon, we should probably get out of here before we prune.”

“Hold up!” Richie gasped. “You never got washed!”

“Oh… I didn’t?” Oliver blinked, surprised. “...Hehe, well, should probably do that, then.”

Richie grinned and grabbed the discarded luffa and got it filled with soap again. Despite Oliver’s attempts to “help”, the boy was determined to give the cat a good cleaning. Maybe he was just using it as an opportunity to molest the cat? It sure seemed that way. Only once he felt confident that Oliver was nice and clean did Richie allow himself to be removed from the feline.

Oliver scooped Richie into his arms and gave him a small peck on the cheek.They stepped out of the tub together and Oliver set Richie down. The feline grabbed two towels and tossed one to Richie. The both of them started to dry each other off, but Richie started to grin as he got an idea. He placed his towel against Oliver’s body and started to rub it. Oliver purred and chuckled, returning the motion. 

“You really cannot keep your paws to yourself, can you?” Oliver chuckled.

“Is that a problem?” Richie laughed.

“Not at all~.” Oliver replied.

Richie giggled and continued to dry Oliver off, as much as he could reach, before his naughty paw grabbed onto Oliver’s cock again, starting to stroke it with the towel. Oliver mewled and knelt down a bit, both to give Richie an easier time, but also to allow him to grab onto Richie’s cubhood, stroking it gingerly. Richie squirmed and swayed on his toes, blushing.

“You want some milk before bed?” Oliver purred out.

“Uhhh… you mean yours?” Richie giggled a bit.

“Exactly.” Oliver chuckled.

“Ok!” Richie replied.

The two furs discarded their towels and went back into Oliver’s room, throwing themselves onto his bed. The feline pulled Richie close to him and kissed him on the forehead, running his paw through the boy’s messy hair.

“God… your dad is really lucky to have you and your brothers to play with all the time.” Oliver purred.

“Yeah, I love it.” Richie smiled. “I have so many friends I play with too. Calrin, Justin, Kevin…”

Oliver smiled warmly as Richie talked, then planted a kiss on his lips, surprising the boy. Richie pushed into the kiss, but Oliver pulled away. His paws roamed the boy’s young body as he slid his way down, kissing down along the front of Richie’s body. He nipped playfully at Richie’s neck before kissing each nipple. He kissed right below Richie’s chest, then his belly, then his groin, before his muzzle found its way to Richie’s cubhood, which was still managing to stay up out of its sheath. Oliver kissed Richie’s tip and gave that member a small suckle. Richie gasped and arched up sharply, his toes curling. Oliver chuckled slightly and pulled himself away.

“Still a little sensitive, hmm?” Oliver asked. “That’s fine… I think I’m ready for ya~.”

Richie calmed down and sighed, a smile forming on his face as he nodded, sliding down as Oliver readjusted himself, even spreading his legs for the cub and laying on his back. Richie clambered between the feline’s legs, taking that thick meat in one paw and giving it a small squeeze. He looked up at Oliver and gave him a wink as he lowered his muzzle and opened his mouth, letting his lips clasp onto the tip of Oliver’s cock.

“Ahh… you’re a thirsty boy, aren’t you?” Oliver asked.

Richie gave the adult a thumbs up, which Olver responded to by patting the boy’s head. 

“Show me~.”

Richie chuckled slightly before he started bobbing his head along Oliver’s length, making slurping noises as loud as possible to really make a point. The cub was able to get at lead half of it in with each downward motion, holding onto the other half and stroking it eagerly.

Oliver flopped back against his pillows, mewling in ecstasy from the raccoon’s work. A deft paw combed through the tangled mass of black upon his head and gave the raccoon some scratches behind the ear, his hips instinctively pushing up against Richie’s muzzle.

“I’ll... try to go easy on you, Richie.” Oliver moaned out. “B-But goddamn if you aren’t an amazing cocksucker.”

Those words set Richie aflame inside. With an intense blush on his face, his muzzle picked up pace like a piston, his free paw grabbing onto the adult’s balls and rolling them. All the while, the raccoon’s tail swished about behind him, flicking about above his rump. The cub was determined to give the feline his best experience possible.

“Ahhhhoh God!” Oliver called out. “Y-yeah, Rich, just like that~!”

The raccoon gave the feline a thumbs up as he continued his work on the adult, sucking hard and hungry on him. Oliver growled and screwed his eyes shut, grabbing onto Richie and holding the raccoon there. Richie huffed as Oliver let out a loud mewling, the cat’s cock unloading, shooting spurt after spurt of thick kitty love into Richie’s mouth. The cub wasted no time in hungrily devouring the adult’s load, whining as he gulped down each major spurt. Oliver’s orgasm kept going for at least half a minute before finally dying down. He finally pulled out of Richie’s mouth and stroked the boy’s cheek. 

“Wasn’t too rough on ya, was I?” Oliver asked.

“Nah, it’s fine~.” Richie replied, catching his breath. “It was a good snack.”

“Seems like it!” Oliver chuckled, patting Richie’s cheek. “So, off to bed now?”

“Sure, it is pretty late.” Richie replied.

Oliver nodded and scooped Richie into his arms and led him out of the bathroom, bringing him over to the giant bed Oliver claimed as his own. The feline set Richie down gently, slipping up behind him and hugging the boy close to him. Richie snuggled into the feline and nuzzled at Oliver’s chest fluff. Oliver purred and pet Richie gently, running his paw through the boy’s dark hair.

“You’re such a lucky boy, ya know that, Richie?” Oliver whispered sweetly.

“Yeah, I know~.” Richie replied, smiling, his eyes closed.

Oliver huffed and nuzzled the boy’s cheek, his other paw rubbing along the boy’s belly. The raccoon cub huffed and squirmed against the adult. Oliver chuckled and licked along the edge of Richie’s ear, spooning him.

“You don’t want to go to sleep yet, do you?” Oliver asked.

“Not without one last go~.” Richie giggled.

Oliver smirked and rolled his hips forward. “Alright, but I’m going to take my time. I’m gonna savor every moment of this.”

“That’s fine with me~.” Richie replied sensually. 

Oliver nodded and wrapped his arms around Richie’s body firmly, holding the cub close as he wiggled his hips, positioning himself so that his thick cat cock was positioned to slip into the boy, poking at his young tailhole. Richie giggled a bit as he felt the head of the cat’s length poke at him and he pushed his rump back, signaling Oliver to enter him. Oliver huffed and bit his bottom lip as he obliged, slowly pushing his hips forward, his cock burying itself slowly into the raccoon’s hole. 

“MMfff… well, Richie, how’s it feel~?” Oliver asked.

“Big… amazing…” Richie moaned out.

“Good.” Oliver replied.

Oliver gave Richie’s body a firm squeeze as he hilted into the boy finally, the adult letting his cock sit inside the boy for a moment, his body stationary while his paws rubbed along the boy’s sides. Oliver’s head planted itself on Richie’s shoulder and inhaled deeply through his nose, taking in Richie’s scent.

“You smell nice, Richie~.” Oliver huffed.

“So do you~.” Richie replied.

Oliver chuckled and leaned in to kiss Richie on the cheek. He closed his eyes and purred against the cub’s body as he slowly pulled his hips back, only to push them forward again before his cock could escape Richie’s body. The feline built up a slow, loving rhythm, his length sliding along Richie’s tailhole, the cub’s fleshy ring hugging it tightly. The raccoon whimpered and gasped, his eyes closing.

“T-This is nice~.” Richie gasps out.

“I’m glad you enjoy it…” Oliver replied. “I want you to enjoy every moment of this… as much as I do…~”

“Ohhh, I do…~” Richie replied, giggling slightly.

Oliver smiled wide and brushed his paw against Richie’s cheek, lovingly, tenderly plowing him. The raccoon shivered and moaned, bucking his rump back against Oliver’s body, his tail brushing against Oliver’s body.

“H-hey, Oliver? Can we make a video? For dad?”

Oliver blinked at the request and stopped his thrusts. He looked down at Richie, thinking over his question. The feline sighed, then shrugged.

“Ok, we can. But remember, I don’t wanna-”

“I know.” Richie replied. “I respect that. You can film just me with your thingie plowing me.”

“Heh, true… alright.” Oliver replied.

Oliver grabbed his phone off the nightstand where he plugged it in to charge after getting out of the bathroom. He set up the camera to do video then angled it at Richie’s body. He pressed the record button and watched as the light came on to illuminate the room. Hugging Richie with one paw, Oliver resumed his love making with Richie. 

“T-Thank you~.” Richie moaned. 

“Of course, cutie…~” Oliver replied.

Richie snuggled up against Oliver as the feline continued to pump his cock into the young raccoon, one paw holding the phone up at just the right angle to show Oliver’s cock gliding in and out of Richie’s rump, also capturing the ripples of Richie’s rump each time Oliver’s hips made contact with it. The feline purred and rubbed Richie’s belly gently before letting his paw slide down, curling itself around the boy’s cubhood.

“This’ll be something to see~.” Oliver whispered in Richie’s ear.

Richie could only respond with a small little gasp and moan as his body wriggled against the adult’s. Oliver smirked at this and let his fingers slowly glide along Richie’s member, the feline’s thrusts picking up a little speed, his tail swishing about behind him. He nuzzled against Richie’s cheek and gave the boy’s stiffy a small squeeze.

“Tell me, Richie… how much ya love my cock~.” He purred into Richie’s ear.

“O-Ollie…” Richie moaned out. “I love your… mffffnnn… cock!” Richie giggled slightly at saying that word. “I love how big it is…”

“Y-Yeah?” Oliver prods. “Don’t hold back, kiddo… your dad might not let you curse… but with your Uncle Ollie… you can swear like a sailor if ya want~.”

“F-F... “ Richie seemed hesitant, but as Oliver’s cock poked deep into him, the raccoon finally lost his restraint.

“F-Fuck me!” Richie moaned out. “M-Make my… ass yours!”

“Hehe, there ya go, Richie~!” Oliver licked his lips and chuckled. “I’m gonna fuck the shit outta ya…~”

“P-please…” Richie huffed. “Never stop… f-f-fucking me…”

“As you wish, cutie~.” Oliver replied.

Oliver slowly pulled his hips back, letting his cock get dangerously close to pulling out of the boy. He didn’t though. No, instead, he slammed his hips forward hard, making Richie yip and whimper as Oliver’s thrusts were now fast and hard, his body practically a blur on the camera as he jackhammered Richie’s young tailhole. Oliver purred and mewled as he felt his cock throb and twitch as it pistoned into Richie.

“G-God.. Gonna cum, Richie!” Oliver called out. “Gonna fill ya~!”

“D-Do it!” Richie moaned.

Oliver groaned and closed his eyes tightly, breathing through his nose as he felt his body start to tense with his impending orgasm. The feline tried to hold it off, but he could only do so for so long before his body finally gave out. Oliver’s hips rocked forward one last time and he bared his teeth as he exhaled sharply through them. He felt as if a dam just broke in his body as he released his load into Richie’s body. The cat’s body spasmed with each load as they launched into Richie’s hole.

While this was going on, the feline stroked Richie rapidly, making the raccoon’s body squirm and wiggle against the feline. Feeling Oliver fill him up while still stroking him eventually became too much for the raccoon and he pushed his body back against Oliver’s, moaning loudly as he felt his orgasm hit him too, his cubhood shooting small, premature bursts of seed. Richie panted and writhed, his ears planted against his head as he rode out his orgasm.

As soon as both furs were completely drained, Oliver turned off the recording and let his phone fall out of his paw and onto the floor. He embraced Richie and wrapped himself around the cub, spooning with him.

“Phew… man… Richie, I think I’m finally worn out… Just imagine if Evan were here too…” Oliver huffed.

“Hehe… I doubt you’d have lasted long…” Richie giggled tiredly.

“Not at all~.” Oliver chuckled, ruffling Richie’s hair. “Still, need a recharge after all that…”

“Me too…” Richie snuggled up against Oliver. “Do ya know when dad will be by to pick me up?”

“Uhh… 11… I think?” Oliver shrugged. “If we’re not up by then, he’ll call us, more than likely.”

“Hehe, ok~.” Richie replied.

Oliver gave Richie a small kiss on the cheek and turned off the light, nuzzling Richie as they slowly fell asleep together, cum stains and all, with Oliver still rutted into Richie’s tailhole. The events of the day were going to make quite the story for Greg in the morning, to be sure.

----------------------------------------THE NEXT MORNING----------------------------------------

Oliver and Richie were up and showered by 10:30, of course managing to get another round in before heading back down. Both of them decided to stay naked, to give Greg a nice treat when he arrived. Both of them were snuggled up on the couch, frotting each other and smirking.

“Sure you wanna greet your dad with your front completely painted in cum?” Oliver teased.

“You know he’d love it~.” Richie giggled.

“I know I am~.” Oliver huffed.

Richie smirked and licked Oliver’s face in response. Oliver was about to respond until the doorbell rang. He looked slightly annoyed for all of a second before him and Richie separated. He groped Richie’s rump and motioned for him to get the door. Richie nodded and bolted for the door. He pulled it open and stood there for his dad, proudly erect and stark naked.

“Heya, daddy!” Richie grinned.

Greg smirked and stepped inside, closing the door behind him. He knelt down and kissed his son on the lips, then grabbed onto his cubhood with a burly paw, stroking it eagerly. “Heya, Richie~. How was your time with Oliver?”

“Really good!” Richie exclaimed. “We even made a few cool videos for ya!”

“Oh?” Greg licked his lips. “That sounds really good, when do I get to see them?”

“Hehe, funny thing about that.” Oliver said, walking into the hall, his cock throbbing. “There’s a catch if you want them. Right, Richie?”

“Yeah~!” Richie giggled, grinning. “You gotta suck on Uncle Ollie!”

“Uncle… Ollie…” Greg repeated slowly, before shaking his head violently. “Nuh-uh, no way. I don’t do that with other men anymore.”

“You never did it with men.” Oliver stuck his tongue out. “You were in a gay relationship when you were in high school. That’s not ‘men’.”

“Oh, come on.” Greg muttered.

“Please, dad?” Richie clasped his hands together. “I really want you to see them. I won’t tell mom. I already don’t about us.”

Greg glanced at his son, then at Oliver. “You put him up to this.” He said in annoyance.

Oliver sighed and walked over to Greg, placing a paw on his shoulder. “Hey, listen. We share a… little something special here, ya know? A special kind of trust. I know you have it with at leas the Snowpaws too, but maybe you need to be more open with it. We’re open with each other about a lot of things already, after all.”

Greg listened to Oliver’s words then closed his eyes in thought. He sighed, then opened them again. “Let’s see how I feel after this, ok?” He replied.

Oliver smiled and nodded at the raccoon, shifting his position so that his cock was directly in front of Greg’s muzzle. Greg rolled his eyes and levered his muzzle forward, opening his mouth, then clasping it over Oliver’s cock. Oliver pat his head and scritched at Greg’s ear as he felt the other adult suck on his cock for the second time. He rolled his hips forward for the raccoon, making Greg take more of that kitty cock into his muzzle.

“Yeah, you like that, hmm?” Oliver huffed.

Greg rolled his eyes again at that comment, and just kept sucking on Oliver. Richie saw the hesitance in his father and got a naughty idea~. He slipped between his father’s legs and undid his father’s pants, reaching into his underwear and exposing his father’s sheath. Richie growled lowly and started to lap at his father hungrily.

Greg gasped as he felt his son start to work on him. This was actually making him start to get hard, despite having to suck on Oliver! The raccoon squirmed a bit as he felt his cock grow into his son’s mouth. The adult blushed deeply and started to suck on Oliver with an actual amount of enthusiasm, actually managing to surprise the feline.

“O-oh my, well, hello there, Gregory~.” Oliver chuckled, letting out a small purr after.

The adult raccoon closed his eyes and huffed, gulping down on the feline’s length. Oliver ran his paws through Greg’s combed hair, the feline’s ears folding back slightly as the other father really worked on him. He looked down to catch a good view of Richie’s rump as he eagerly and hungrily suckled on his father’s length. The feline bit his bottom lip and shivered.

“Heh… shouldn’t have been playing with Richie just now… I’m gonna cum already….”

Greg’s eyes opened as Oliver said that. The raccoon quickly pulled his head off and started stroking Oliver’s cock.

“I’m not gonna swallow your-”

He was cut off by a spurt of cum landing on his nose. Oliver purred as he released his load, splattering Greg’s muzzle with his load. The adult raccoon looked annoyed, but let it happen. Oliver’s orgasm lasted about fifteen seconds before dying down. The feline panted heavily, a deep blush on his face.

“Ok. Richie, time to move. I’m gonna return your dad’s kindness.” He said quickly, lustfully.

Richie blinked and nodded, releasing his father’s cock and stepping aside, letting Oliver kneel down and lick his lips. He inhaled the scent of Greg’s cock before he quickly lowered his muzzle and closed his lips over Greg’s cock. He sucked hard and eagerly on it, his muzzle bobbing rapidly. Greg grit his teeth as the feline sucked on him. He even started to buck his hips upward to meet Oliver’s hungry muzzle.

Richie giggled to himself as he watched Oliver going down on his father. Like before, the devious hornball of a cub got another idea. He snuck around behind Oliver as the feline loudly slurped and sucked on his father. He glanced back to his dad and giggled.

“Wow, you must really like that, huh, dad?” Richie asked. “Well, hope you still like it after I do this~!”

With that, the cub spread Oliver’s cheeks and started to lick and slurp at the adult’s tailhole. Oliver purred loudly and closed his eyes, breathing through his nose as the anal assault from the cub caused his muzzle to speed up, squeezing on Greg’s cock with his tongue. Greg huffed and panted, grabbing onto Oliver’s head.

“O-ok, I’m going to… mmmfff… cum soon…”

Oliver shot Greg a thumbs up and shifted his head slightly, trading in the rapid movements for long, deep bobs, Oliver deepthroating the raccoon’s length with each movement. The feline felt in heaven right now, and made it known to both raccoons. Richie reached under the feline and started to fondle the adult’s balls at this point, his tongue wiggling into Oliver’s hole as well. This caused Oliver’s body to lurch forward, and that seemed to do it for Greg.

“Hahhhoh god… c-cumming!” He called out.

Oliver stopped gliding his head and let it just sit there, his lips milking Greg’s cock as the raccoon released its load. Unlike Greg, Oliver was no stranger to swallowing, and swallow he did, gulping down each spurt hungrily. Greg’s orgasm lasted a couple seconds, during which the feline didn’t waste a single drop. Once he was sure Greg was no longer shooting cum, the feline pulled his muzzle away and huffed, taking in a deep breath. 

“O-ok, Richie, you can stop now~.” Oliver requested.

Richie nodded and pulled himself away, licking his lips and giggling. Oliver stood up and helped Greg up. The adult took the paw and stood up, then started closing his pants back up.

“You can go ahead and wash up now.” Oliver nodded. “That wasn’t so bad, was it~?” He asked.

“Ehh…” Greg shrugged. “Not really, I guess. But I don’t want you to keep trying to seduce me, ya hear?”

“Sure thing, whatever you say.” Oliver replied with an added wink.

Greg puffed his cheeks then went into the bathroom, washing his face off. That done, he got Richie dressed and went back to his car, Oliver following them out.

“Maybe next time I should leave Evan with you. See how you handle a horny fox in addition to your merry brood.” Oliver teased, leaning into Greg’s window.

Greg chuckled briefly. “Oh, wow, a horny fox. Not like I already deal with one of those.”

“Two of those, apparently.” Oliver stuck his tongue out.

“Yeah, well, one of them will admit it one day.” Greg smirked. “See ya around, Oliver.”

“Bye, Oliver!” Richie called out from the passenger seat.

“Bye cuties~.” Oliver replied, grinning wide.

Richie let out a small cheer at that while Greg merely shook his head with an amused smile. He pulled the car out then drove off, bringing with him a thoroughly worked out son and two sweet videos said son made. No doubt Richie was going to show them to a certain rabbit friend, while Greg had a pair of videos that would make a fine addition to his collection.
