The scene at the Mathis house was an almost typical one for when Caitlyn wasn’t home. Clothes were gone from all the occupants. Yet sex did not immediately come. Instead, Richie, the oldest of the raccoon children, was playing video games with Everette, the adopted fox son of Oliver, a gray tabby who was visiting. The two cubs were deep into their game of Smash Bros.
“You’re mine, Everette! I’m the best Roy around!” Richie exclaimed.
“If you say so. But Link is OG and hasn’t failed me yet.” Everette replied, smirking.
While the boys played, Oliver and Greg were sitting on the table in the kitchen, the curtains and blinds drawn to hide them from any onlookers.

“So where are you going again?” Greg asked, sipping on his coffee.
“Well,” Oliver began, “I’m taking Everette into the city for a week. I figured we’d stop here on the way… and I am quite glad that your wife isn’t home.” He punctuated with a small chuckle.
“You and me both.” Greg replied, smiling, “I like it when you stop by.”
“Are you sure it’s not just because you like seeing your boy take other men?” Oliver asked, a teasing tone in his voice.
Greg nearly coughed up a gulp of coffee at that question. “I mean… I do enjoy seeing Richie have fun, but I meant more that most other people… like us, don’t often come here. The mere idea of Caitlyn scares most of them, but you don’t seem phased.”
Oliver shrugged a bit, taking another sip. “You don’t remember that I punched you the first time I was here?” He leaned back in his chair as he continued. “That was me being scared. But, I’m in this deep now, so… fuck it, I guess?”
The adult raccoon nodded a bit. “Fair enough, I guess. Would explain how casual you’re acting now. Didn’t even try to cover yourself once the clothes came off.”

Oliver rubbed the back of his head, blushing slightly. “It’s not quite something I’m used to yet. Someone,” The cat’s head turned towards the boys slightly, “roped me into going to a nudist resort for our vacation recently, so that sort of helped? I’m also not really ashamed of my body,” the cat shot Greg a smirk, “And neither should you, hot stuff~.”
Greg shifted awkwardly in his chair and blushed, clearing his throat before saying anything. “Uhh… thanks for that.” he leaned forward. “Buuut as I keep telling you, I’m a married man.”

“I know, I know.” Oliver winked. “Just some friendly teasing is all.”
Greg huffed a bit. “Alright then. I’m happy with it. Loving wife, and three beautiful boys,” his eyes drifted towards Richie and Everette in the other room, “All of them adorably hot.”

From his point of view, Greg had a prime view of the television, which was blaring with the game the boys were playing. But more importantly right now, of the raccoon and fox cubs, their tails brushed out of the way of their supple young rumps, putting them all on display.

“Speaking of your other boys,” Oliver began, looking into his cup and swirling a spoon in his coffee“You said your wife had Kyle and David for some sort of… school… thing.”
Oliver’s voice trailed off as his eyes lifted back towards Greg. The raccoon had pushed his chair away from the table and had a paw on his sheath, from which his cock was already starting to show. The feline licked his lips and stood up, his eyes locked on Greg’s groin.

“Couldn’t wait, huh?” He said with a smirk.
“Hey, I can’t help it, our boys are gorgeous.” He replied.
As Oliver watched more of Greg’s meat slip out of its confines, an idea started to form in his head of rather dubious design. He couldn’t help but grin mischievously as he approached Gre, his feline length starting to harden.

“Yeah… they are. But ya know what?” He said.
“What?” Greg asked, not noticing the approaching cat.
Purrfect, the feline thought. He practically jumped into the chair, straddling Greg’s lap, their cocks pressing together firmly. “So are you~.” The cat finally finished.
This snapped Greg out of his focus on the boys and he quickly turned to face Oliver again, squirming under the cat’s weight. The shock on his face was impossible to hide, to the point where he didn’t even lift his arms.

“Wh-what are you-” Greg tried to say, but he was cut off by the cat.
“I know ya don’t wanna cheat on your wife, but come on man, all these little cubs, and you mean to tell me you never once wanted to do things with another man?” Oliver asked. As soon as he finished his question, he started to girate his hips forward, making his cock grind against Greg’s in the process.
“I… mmmfnfnfnn…” Greg huffed, “I don’t want to ruin what I have… but kids are different, they’re innocent and have their whole lives ahead of them… besides, last time I plowed a dude my own age I was 18…”
“Oh? You fucked a legal partner? Color me shocked~.” Oliver teased. “But the fact remains that you must be enjoying it, you haven’t thrown me off yet.”
Greg blushed heavily and shivered under the other adult. He didn’t want to say anything, but Oliver grinding their dicks together was bringing back memories of his high school romance with Patrick Daniels. Oliver took this as a sign to keep going, reaching down to give the other man’s butt a firm squeeze.

Back with the cubs, the game was close to winding down. On the screen, Link jumped up onto the Stadium platform to get the smash ball, giving him the tell-tale glow of a final smash.

“Uh-oh! Uh-oh!” Everette cheered. “I’mma win!”
“No you’re not!” Richie called out.
But it was too late: after some flashy effects on the screen, Roy was sent careening of the screen, and the victory screen came up. “THIS GAME’S WINNER: LINK!” Richie frowned a bit and set his controller down.
“Aww, I wanted to win this time.” He pouted.
He felt a paw on his shoulder at that. “Don’t feel too bad, kid, you gave me quite a fight.” Everette replied.

Richie nodded slowly, his smile returning. “Thanks. Let’s go bother our dads now!”

Everette smirked and hopped to his feet, pulling Richie up with him. The two boys turned towards where their fathers were and for a moment were shocked into silence as they watched the frotting pair.

“Why is your dad doing that with mine?” Richie asked, his head tilted.
“Well, he does think your dad’s hot.” Everette shrugged. A few more seconds later… “I want in on that.”
The fox hustled over to the adults right after saying that, Richie quickly following him. Oliver didn’t notice the boys running over as he continued his gyrating against Greg, their rockhard lengths oozing pre, which smeared against both of them.

“Seems you’re done protesting.” Oliver whispered, the barest hint of lust in his voice.
The cat was taken out of his trance when he felt something poke at his leg. He turned to see his adopted son standing there, arms behind his head, cubhood at half mast.

“Mind if we cut in, dad?” Everette asked coyly.
“By all means, hun.” Oliver replied to his son, licking his lips. “Let’s get Mr. Mathis to blow~.”
“N-now hold on!” Greg huffed, sitting back upright. “I want the boys if I’m gonna get off from anyone.”
“Oh, I ain’t letting you hog them both.” Oliver purred. “If you want Everette, then I get this sweet little treasure of a son you raised.” Oliver said as he gave Richie’s rump a firm squeeze.
“I like the sound of that, dad!” Richie exclaimed.
“Done deal, then.” Greg replied.
Everette grinned wide and practically hopped into Greg’s lap, licking his laps and pressing his paws against Greg’s chest. “Let’s see if I’m a good substitute for my dad~.” He giggled out.

Greg growled out a bit and huffed, grinding his hips up against Everette’s rump, making his cock grind up firmly between the boy’s cheeks. “I think you’re already doing a good job~.” Greg replied, rubbing the boy’s sides tenderly. Everette responded by letting out a small yip and grinding down, making his rump buck against Greg’s length.

Richie, meanwhile, was being given a more sensual treatment. One of Oliver’s paws was gingerly fondling his immature balls, while the other was rubbing his belly gently. The feline seemed to be taking his time, just enjoying the feel of the young boy.

“You’re so adorable, ya know that?” Oliver asked.
Richie nodded quickly, smiling wide. “I try!”

Oliver grinned and knelt down in front of the boy. “Yes you do! So, want some fun time with uncle Ollie?”

“Yuh-huh!” was the raccoon’s over-enthusiastic reply.
Oliver smiled and placed a paw under Richie’s muzzle, cupping it and lifting it up. Richie knew what to expect, he had done this with his dad many times before. Oliver noticed Richie’s motion and, after being slightly taken aback at his knowing what he was doing, pushed forward, making their muzzles meet. Their tongues met in a slow, tender dance as they made out. Greg looked at them out of the corner of his eye and chuckled slightly.

“Hey, I’m over here.” Everette’s voice reminded him.
Greg huffed and turned back towards the boy, who at this point had taken control, not yet letting Greg’s dick sink into him, but continuing to hot dog it against his rump, the fox smirking as his paws gave the adult’s pecs a squeeze.

“You might be a big sweetheart with your kids,” the fox told him, “But I know what you really want, you cublover. You just wanna fuck us boys all day and night, don’t ya?” He whispered in a low, sensual growl.
Greg squirmed under the boy’s work, huffing and panting. He was actually getting a bit turned on boy the boy’s dirty talk, which Everette was able to tell from the pre that was starting to make his cheeks damp. “Yeah, that’s right. Want my ass, right?”

Greg nodded slowly, leaning forward to whisper into the fox’s ear. “I’m gonna fuck you real good, you naughty boy.”

Everette let out a noise that was close to a horny squee at that comment. His cubhood twitching was evidence of his increased horniness. He had Greg on the hook, getting him to show a side he probably never showed the boys before. Greg squeezed Everette’s hips, making him stop his grinding and look up at the adult.
“Why don’t you get down there and suck me off?” Greg asked.
“What if I don’t wanna?” Everette replied, wiggling his hips against the adult’s groin.
“With your dad probably balls deep in my son soon, you’d have to wait for some dick otherwise.” Greg whispered.
Everette let out a small giggle and pulled himself off the raccoon’s lap. He knelt down between Greg’s legs and forced them open to give himself more room to work. Greg huffed and pressed a paw to the boy’s head, petting him gently as he got ready to work.

“Gettin’ sucked by a boy, how naughty of you.” Everette teased again before his muzzle plunged over Greg’s length, slurping loudly on it as he started to take it into his muzzle. Greg gasped and ran a burly paw through the boy’s hair, making Everette’s ears flutter as he started to bob his muzzle along that thick meat.
Back with Oliver and Richie, the two were still making out, Oliver’s arms wrapped around the boy in a tender embrace, paws resting on his young rump, their eyes closed tight. After what felt like heavenly eternity, the two muzzles finally parted, both furs panting.

“God, Richie,” Oliver huffed, “Normally single-digit ages aren’t my thing, but you’re just a sweetheart, ya know?”

Richie blushed even more, giggling slightly at Oliver’s sweet comment. “Thank you, Oliver!”

Oliver purred and planted a kiss on the boy’s forehead, which lead to a kiss on the lips, then down the rest of his body. While doing that, he spread Richie’s cheeks apart and slipped a finger up his tailhole, That made the raccoon cub jolt up and gasp. Oliver grinned at the boy’s reaction and made it down to his erect cubhood, giving the tip a kiss before taking it into his mouth, sucking on it gingerly while continuing to finger the boy.

“Mmmmfff… thank you, Oliver…” The boy moaned.
Oliver winked at the boy as he continued to work him, his muzzle working the boy’s cubhood diligently, his tongue slipping out to lap at the boy’s orbs. Richie’s knees start to buckle from the intensity coursing through his body. Oliver noted this and slurped off the boy’s member, but kept pistoning his finger into the boy.

“Wanna suck your uncle Ollie?” Oliver asked.
“Mhm!” Was the raccoon’s eager reply.
Oliver chuckled a bit and pulled Richie down onto the floor with him. Oliver was sitting with his legs spread while Richie knelt in front of him. The boy wasted no time in plunging his muzzle over Oliver’s thick meat into his mouth, eliciting a lustul purr from the cat. During all of this, Oliver never stopped pumping his finger, even adding another one, which screwed the boy’s eyes shut, his muzzle painted in a deep blush.

Everette was vigorously sucking on Greg dring that, his muzzle rapidly gliding along Greg’s cock, slurping loudly on it. The raccoon was slumped back in his chair, muzzle slack, with his tongue hanging out. He scritched Everette behind the ears and shivered.

“G-good god, are you trying to make me cum before I even get to your ass?” Greg asked.
With a loud slurp, the fox pulled himself off the pulsing meat and grinned up at the adult. “Yup.”

“That isn’t happening.” Greg replied, giving a smirk of his own. “I wanna take you, and I’m more than certain you want to get completely stuffed back there.”
“I mean, you’re not wrong.” Everette shrugged.
“Then let’s get you lubed up.” Greg replied.
“Sir, yes sir.” The fox replied, grinning wide.
Everette pulled himself away from Greg’s crotch and settled himself down on the tiled floor, laying his front down but staying on his knees, allowing his rump to raise, which he wagged in front of the raccoon. Greg licked his lips and crawled up behind the fox, a look of pure lust on his face as he pressed his muzzle against Everette’s tailhole, tongue lapping at it eagerly. Everette huffed and bucked his hips back against the older male.

“Y-yeah, you love eating out boys, don’t ya… cublover?” Everette teased with more dirty talk.
Greg didn’t say anything in reply, merely giving Everette’s rump a firm, authoritative squeeze. Oliver saw Greg tongue-bathing his son’s hole and looked down at Richie, slowly lifting the boy off his cathood. The boy tilted his head up at the feline in slight confusion.

“I wanna taste your a-” Oliver caught himself before he cursed at the boy, “Your butt.”
Richie giggled a bit and nodded, shifting onto his paws and knees for the adult’s pleasure. Oliver purred and wasted no time, diving down, placing a paw on each cheek to spread them and planting his muzzle against that young hole. While Greg was being relatively gentle, Oliver was hungrily tongue-assaulting the raccoon, rapidly lashing at it and occasionally poking it in, making Richie moan and shiver, his tail standing practically upright as he got eaten out.

“A-ahh!! You’re sure a hungry cat tonight…” the boy moaned out.
Oliver’s ears twitched at that, his paw slipping down and grabbing onto Richie’s cubhood, eagerly stroking it. Richie felt in pure ecstasy, his limbs shaking weakly, barely managing to keep his body up as Oliver did everything he could to work the boy. Richie’s muzzle hung open as he panted, the cub’s member twitching slightly.

At this point, the only sounds audible in the house were the loud, hungry slurps of the adults rimming their boys, and the high pitched moans, gasps, and pants the cubs were making in response. Greg was the first to pull away from his respective partner, his muzzle damp with his own saliva now.

“It’s sex time, I think.” Greg called out. “I have an idea.”
With one, long slurp, Oliver pulled his muzzle away from Richie. “Do tell~.”

Greg huffed and pulled Everette to his body and lay back, pulling both of them onto the floor on their sides.Greg let his cock grind between Everette’s legs to tease the boy, the fox responding in kind. Oliver huffed and licked his lips, continuing to stroke Richie off, slowly now, though.

“I suppose you want me to lay the opposite way, so that while we’re fucking our boys…” 
“They’ll be forced to suck each other, yes. Kinda like what we did last time, but also… not.” Greg chuckled a bit.
“Ooh, I love it. Let’s do it, dad!” Everette exclaimed.
“I like it too!” Richie added.
Oliver chuckled a bit and shrugged at the other cub-loving father. “Seems I’d be outvoted if I disagreed. But i don’t!”

Richie practically dived down and snuggled up close to Everette, licking his lips and plunging himself onto Everette’s cubhood. Everette gave a small smirk at the boy’s optimism before he took the raccoon’s member into his own muzzle. Greg looked at the sixty-nineing boys and growled a bit.

“We have such eager boys, don’t we?” He asked the other father.
Oliver nodded in reply as he ground his cock between Richie’s cheeks. ”Yeah we do~.”


Greg chuckled slightly and wasted no time in adjusting himself to push himself into Everette’s tight hole, his length quickly sinking into it due to all the lube work he did. Everette gasped around Richie’s cubhood and shivered, closing his eyes. Oliver purred and guided his meat into Richie, the feline cock sinking quickly into him.
The adults gasped out as they quickly hilted into the boys. They wiggled their hips, letting the cubs get used to the wide cocks in their premature passages. Greg glanced towards Oliver before he started to pull his length out of the fox, before pushing it back in, starting with a gentle rhythm. Oliver started doing likewise, holding Richie’s legs up to get some deep thrusts going.

“H-hope ya don’t mind Everette falling in love with my dick~.” Greg teased.
“Oh, I’m pretty sure Richie’s already fallen in love with mine~.” Oliver replied with a purr.
The exchange made the two boys blush heavily, their bodies squirming under the weight of the adults currently plowing their rumps. They resumed sucking each other, having stopped while their fathers worked themselves in. Their cubhoods twitched in each others’ mouths, giving both boys a nice taste of the other’s pre. Their faces were very visibly flushed with red as they even started to grind themselves back against the adults.

“I think these rugrats want us to speed up a little…” Oliver huffed.
“We should, then~.” Greg moaned.
The raccoon hooked one of Everette’s legs and lifted it to his chest, spreading the boy’s rump even further. Everette’s other leg jutted out at this, under his father’s head, which Oliver quickly started to use as a headrest. Greg huffed and used the new space to speed up his thrusts, alllowing his meat to go even deeper into the boy, his hips turning to a firm but still somewhat manageable piston. The raccoon’s tail flicked underneath him as he felt his cock glide through the fox’s hot hole.

Oliver, having already lifted one of Richie’s legs for ease of access, was not having any trouble with pace or depth, easily jackhammering the raccoon. The feline reached an arm out to caress his son’s chest tenderly as Greg continued to pound him. Oliver felt his tail start to curl slightly, his body heaving with each thrust he made.

As this continued on, the two boys moaned and whimpered onto the other’s member. Eventually, though, both of them pulled off of each other, only to yell a single word in unison before their muzzles plunged back onto each other, loudly slurping and sucking their cubhoods. That word?

“More!”
Oliver huffed and looked at Greg, his face turning into a smirk. “Th-they want m-more, huh? Waddya say… Greg?”

Greg huffed and ground his hips hard against Everette, looking the cubs over. “Sure… if they want it~.”

The two adults slowed down their thrusts to the point where it felt like they were gonna stop. The boys opened their eyes in confusion and looked towards their fathers. But then… the thrusts started again. Moving in incredibly rapid tempo, the adults jackhammered their boys with fervor. 

The boys whimpered and panted as their entire bodies were rocked, their muzzles barely able to contain the meat they were sucking on. Their eyes screwed shut yet again, whimpering and panting heavily, their bodies shuddering from the intensity of the pleasure coursing through them. Everette’s tail brushed against Greg’s chest and belly as the adult completely railed him and Richie’s toes started to curl.

The entire house was flooded at this point with the carnal sounds of flesh smacking against flesh, moans, groans and a slight creaking. Both of the adults had their faces plastered with lustful grins, moving their hips forward, drilling their cocks into their boys, as rapidly as possible, sweat starting to form on their bodies.

“G-god, I’m…. mmmfnffnn… loving this…” Greg huffed.
“Y-yeah!” Oliver replied, mewling out. “I’m sure the b-boys are… ahhhhahhh… too..”
The adults gave their boys firm squeezes as the thrusts continued, to the hilt, balls smacking against balls. Oliver gave Richie a kiss on the back of the head as he pummelled that boy’s tailhole, really wrecking it.

“G-gonna fill ya up good…” The feline whispered to the boy.
Greg’s hips were practically turning Everette’s orange-furred rump red with how often and hard his body was smacking against it. He rubbed Everette’s belly and licked at the fox’s ear slightly, chuckling.
“You’re gonna take it all… ain’t ya?” the raccoon asked.
Everette huffed and whimpered in reply. The two adults shot each other quick glances as they continued their work. It was clear both of them were close to releasing their loads in the cute boys, as their thrusts had started to become a bit more stilted. Greg grit his teeth as he felt his orgasm quickly approach, while Oliver bit his bottom lip.

“H-here it comes!” Greg called out.
Oliver merely let out a sharp meow as both adults slammed hard into their cub partners. Both men moaned loudly as they released their loads into their children. Spurt after spurt, the men completely dumped their seed into the boys. The boys were approaching their own orgasms, but those final, hard thrusts caused them to pop out of each others’ muzzles, spilling their cubby seed all over their faces as their cubhoods sprung free.
The group collapsed onto the floor as they rode out their orgasms. All four of them panted heavily, their cocks still twitching and releasing the last of their cum as they recovered. Greg caressed Everette’s cheek as he lay there in afterglow.

“You’re incredible… ya know that?” Greg asked.
“I Know…” Everette giggled.”
“Thank you, Oliver…” Richie huffed.
“You’re welcome, sweetie…” Oliver chuckled.
The adults slowly pulled out of the cubs and hugged them close. Greg’s eyes slowly focused on where they were and scrunched his face.

“...Holy crap we never left the kitchen…” He chuckled.
Oliver sat up, pulling Richie with him. “...Whoops. At least we didn’t do anything on the table.”
Greg nodded and slowly stood up, helping Everette to his feet. “I know you don't like being on film, but I gotta take a pic of Richie and Everette before we clean up.”
While Everette's eyes lit up at that, Oliver frowned and tensed visibly. “Fine. But it's for you and you alone, got it?”
“Understood.” Greg nodded.
The two fathers ushered their boys into the other room after that. Greg snagged his phone and brought it to the bathroom for aforementioned picture before cleaning the boys up. That out of the way, they retreated upstairs for some naked cuddling, perhaps even more lewdness. It was a perfect day for Greg and his like-minded friend to be sure.
