The door to the Mathis house swung open as Greg stepped through the door. Surprised by the sheer quietness of the house, he cocked a brow as he closed the door behind him.

“Caitlyn? Kids?” He called out.

“I'm downstairs, dad!” Richie's voice called out in reply.

Greg raised a curious brow as he made his way over to the basement stairs. Padding downwards, he saw his oldest son sitting on the floor in the middle of basement TV room, a small box in front of him. Greg cocked a brow and approached the cub.

“Where's your mom and brothers?” Greg asked.

Richie looked up at his dad. “you just missed mom by a couple of minutes, she's going to pick up Kyle and David from their play dates.”

“Ah, I see... so how long do we have?” The father asked the son. “And more importantly, what do you have here?”

Richie giggled a bit and started to go through the box. “I found this under the TV, back where we keep the games! Also I dunno how long we have!”

“Oh. Oh!” Greg smiled and knelt down in front of his son. “I recognize this stuff now. There are some of the old VHS and old-school DVDs from my film school days. Man, I haven't seen this stuff in years.”

Richie's tail wagged behind him as he looked through tapes. “So this is all stuff you recorded?!” He asked excitedly.

“Recorded or starred in.” Greg nodded. “Lots of awful student films though, nothing you'd enjoy.”

The raccoon cub pulled out one in particular and tilted his head. “Ya sure? This one's a porn!”

Greg blinked in surprise. “I don't-”

Richie cut him off. “Greg and Patrick's First Sex Tape (We're Both 18 So It's Ok, Cops).” Richie read. “Who's Patrick?” Richie asked.

Greg was practically a statue as Richie read the title of the tape. He didn't even acknowledge the question at first. But once he got his senses back, he snatched the tape out of Richie's hands and looked it over. He sighed, his expression softening.

“That's Justin's dad, kiddo.” Greg replied. “See, when me and Pat- Mr. Daniels were younger, we were boyfriends.”

“Boyfriends... you mean when boys date boys like they date girls?” Richie asked, his head tilting.

“Exactly.” Greg replied. “We got together in Eighth Grade, and split in college. But I remember this. Mr. Daniels lost a bet, so I got record us having fun, and he couldn't do anything about it.”

“Sounds like he didn't like it!” Richie giggled.

“No, he did.” Greg replied.

Richie smiled wide at that, seemingly signaling to his father. His eyes were locked back on the tape, his brow furrowing. “I... guess I can show you. But I don't want you telling your brothers about it, got it? I didn't even know I still had this.”

Richie nodded quickly. “I promise!”

Greg smiled and ruffled his son's hair as he got up. He walked over to the TV system and turned the TV and VCR on. He sighed and gave the tape one last glance before he fed it into the relic of a bygone era. The raccoon walked over to the couch and pulled his son close to him. The blue screen on the TV hung for a few seconds before a fuzzy picture appeared in view.

Teenaged Patrick Daniels was visible on the screen, his long blonde hair draping down his back as he lie bent over on the bed. The camera could be seen shifting a bit to better center on the red fox.

“Will you just get over here already?” Patrick snapped.

“My, my,” Richie could recognize his father's voice, even from offscreen on an old tape, “Someone's impatient.” 

Greg stepped into frame finally, his hair looking like a comb was run through it in all of the worst possible ways. He adjusted the camera and walked into frame, his cock already hard with excitement.

“What's wrong with your hair, dad?” Richie burst into laughter.

“I... I don't even remember. I look like an utter wreck though.” Greg replied.

Father and son continued to watch the old porn video. Teen Greg popped open a bottle of lube and squeezed some of it onto his length before walking over to Patrick and getting behind him, lifting the red fox's tail up.

“Ready for it, hot shot?” Teen Greg asked.

“When am I not?” Teen Patrick replied.

With a smirk as punctuation, Teen Greg smacked his boyfriend on the ass with both paws, giving the fox's cheeks a firm squeeze. This caused Teen Patrick, although his head wasn't in frame, to moan rather loudly. The raccoon chuckled a bit and thrust his hips forward, quickly sinking his cock into the fox. Teen Patrick shivered and closed his eyes tight as Teen Greg started to make firm thrusts right away.

“Woah, I really went hard back then.” Greg chuckled. “Bet you're glad I-”

The raccoon cut himself off as he looked over to his son. Richie had his shorts and underwear pooled around his ankles and his paw was rapidly working his cubhood as he looked at the screen. Greg blushed slightly and rubbed the back of his head.

“You're enjoying this, aren't ya, Rich?” Greg asked.

“Oh!” Richie's eyes snapped off the screen and turned towards his father. “Um... yeah.”

Greg looked his son over and glanced back at the video. “I should turn this off and get a load in you.”

“W-wait!” Richie exclaimed. “Don't turn it off. I want it on.”

“...Kay...” Greg replied. “Why?”

“Well...” Richie blushed bright. “I want you to do it like you did back then.” The cub replied, pointing at the screen.

Greg blinked at his son and sighed. “Richie, no. You're still pretty young for that. Besides, I was younger, a bit more wild. That raccoon you see on the screen is gone now.”

“Are you worried about hurting me?” Richie asked.

Greg nodded. Richie stood up and waddled over to his dad, hugging him around the waist. Greg looked down at his son and pat him on the head. Looking back at the screen, Greg sighed and shook his head.

“Once. Once and that's it. I'm stopping the instant I hurt you, deal?”

Richie's head shot up to meet eyes with his dad. The raccoon cub gave a quick nod at his father, causing Greg to smile.

“Good. Now, get naked.” Greg said.

Richie grinned wide and quickly kicked his bottoms off before all but ripping his shirt off over his head. Greg chuckled nervously and walked over to his desk, pulling out a bottle of lube from the bottom drawer. His phone came out next as he sent his wife a text: “Call when on your way home.” He stripped down nude before walking back over to his son, who was on all fours atop the couch. Greg huffed as he looked his son over.

“Last chance to back out. Sure you wanna do this?” Greg asked.

“Yes, daddy!” Richie replied excitedly.

Greg nodded slowly and popped the bottle open. Even if he wasn't exactly thrilled with the idea of what he was about to do, the sight of his son being so willing to receive him still managed to get the adult hard rather quickly. He dribbled quite the amount of lube onto his length, making sure the whole thing was coated.

“Let's make sure you're well lubed then.” Greg said.

Greg angled the bottle and squirted a thick amount of the substance against his son's butt, making Richie gasp as the cold liquid shot onto his body. The father chuckled a bit and used his fingers to push the lube up his son's hole, really working it to make it as loose and slick as possible. Before he got into position to push into his son, he glanced back at the TV screen.

“Oh stop, you love it, why put up the act?” Teen Greg teased.

“Sh-shut up!” Teen Patrick could be heard pouting.

“Go harder? Sure thing, sweetie.” Teen Greg replied.

“God... I hate you...” Teen Patrick whimpered.

“Love you too.” Teen Greg said.

Greg huffed and turned back to face his son's body. Giving a small gulp, Greg pushed into his son with relative ease due to the rather liberal amounts of lube coating his son's passage as well as his own cock. The raccoon cub let out a sudden gasp as his father quickly sunk into him, all the way to the hilt. Greg wiggled his hips and gave his son a small pat on the back as he slowly pulled out. When he pushed back in, it was fast, and immediately lead into a quick, hard rhythm, surprising the young cub.

“A-ahh!! Daddy!” Richie called out, his face flushed red.

“Mmmfffnn... t-this is what you wanted, Richie...” Greg huffed as his hips smacked against his son's rump. “Does it hurt?”

“N-no...” Richie huffed. “I like it...”

Greg chuckled slightly and gave his son's rump a firm smack. “Trust me, I'm only getting warmed up.”

Greg smiled and grabbed onto his son's waist, pounding it firmly and rapidly, wet smacking sounds filling the room, mixing with the same sounds coming from the old tape playing on the TV. Greg leaned over his son as he picked up speed, drilling his son with epic fervor. Greg closed his eyes and gave his son's rump firm, tight squeezes, working it in his paws.

“G-gosh, daddy...” Richie whimpered, his eyes closed tight. “Th-this is... so different...” Richie huffed.

“G-good different, or bad different, sweetie?” Greg asked.

“G-good... really good!” Richie yelled out. “More!”

Greg blinked a bit, hesitating slightly at his son's request. “Ya really sure about that, champ?” Greg asked.

“Yes!” Richie replied, moaning. “G-give me...”

Greg purred a bit. Hearing Richie beg for it like this, it was a weird feeling. It was clear his son was loving his father's cock, but Greg had never done it like this before, he had always thought Richie wasn't ready. But hearing it, it stoked his fires again, especially with the video of his past exploits still raging in his ears.

“Mmmmnnn fuck...” Teen Greg whispered. “So close...”

“Th-then hurry up... damn you.” Teen Patrick could be heard, his voice taking on a slightly teasing tone.

“As you command,” Greg purred, “My little boy~.”

Greg growled and pressed his paws to the couch as he leaned almost completely over his kneeling child. The adult's hips jackhammered hard against his young, tight boy. Richie moaned out and whimpered, his mouth hanging open as he felt his dad completely ravage his backside. His tail flicked about and twitched as his father's cock stretched and spread his hole.

“A-ah! Ahhh! I-I... f-feel weird...” Richie huffed.

“J-Just hang on, kiddo... I'm c-close...” Greg huffed.

Richie's paws clutched tightly at the material of the couch under him, his ears pressed back against his head as his father continued to do his work. He felt his cubhood throb beneath him, and reached under himself to grab at it, his little paw pistoning like mad along its form. Greg growled and closed his eyes tight as he felt his cock start to throb and twitch past the point of holding back.

“Oh god... H-h-here I come, Rich!” Greg moaned out.

With one last, firm thrust, Greg gasped as his cock buried itself deep into his son, leaning over him as the adult raccoon released his load, shooting his thick seed deep into his son, spurt after spurt flooding into the cub. Richie whimpered from the thrust and exhaled shakily as he got sent over his peak as well,  small little spurts of cubby cum splattering onto the couch beneath him.

Greg panted heavily as his orgasm died down after a few good seconds of pumping. He looked down at his son and rubbed his back tenderly as he slowly pulled out.

“Y-you... phew... didn't tell me to stop at all.” Greg huffed.

“You didn't.... you didn't hurt me, daddy.” Richie giggled a bit. “I've taken you enough times by now...”

Greg chuckled slightly and completely pulled out of his son with a small pop, kneeling down to examine his son's hole. He frowned slightly and shrugged a bit.

“Well, your cheeks are a bit red.” Greg replied. “I can give you an ice pack for that... but your tailhole is completely spent for today, I think.”

Richie sighed a bit and flopped onto the couch, panting heavily. “Oh well... after that, I wouldn't ask for anymore anyway.”

Greg smiled warmly and bolted upstairs. When he returned, he had an ice pack in paw and walked back over to the couch. He sat down and pulled Richie into his lap, ice pack resting under Richie's bum.

“Let's snuggle a bit and finish this porno.” Greg said. “I think it's almost over anyway.”

“Sounds like a plan to me!” Richie replied.

Teen Greg was completely dominating Teen Patrick's ass with his thrusts, the raccoon gripping the fox's tail tight. Patrick shivered and could be seen smacking the bed with his paw, making high pitched moans that betrayed his enjoyment, considering how much bravado he was pretending to exert before.

“O-oh God, cumming!” Teen Greg called out.

With one last thrust, the young adult slammed himself against the fox's ass, groaning as he presumably unloaded into Teen Patrick's rump, still holding onto his bright red tail. Both furs could be hear moaning at roughly the same time as their orgasms rocked them. After a couple of seconds...

“You totally just nutted on the sheets, didn't you?” Teen Greg asked.

“Y-yeah...” Teen Patrick replied. “We can clean them!”

Teen Greg rolled his eyes and pulled out, walking back over to the camera and angling it to get a view of Teen Patrick's face again. “Smile for the camera, sweetie.” The raccoon said.

Teen Patrick's response was to flip the camera the bird once he faced it, his brown eyes exuding annoyance at seeing it. The raccoon laughed as the video ended.

“Gosh you were silly back then!” Richie giggled.
“Heh, yep.” Greg replied, rubbing his son's belly. “In a couple more years or so, we can try that again, ok?”
“Ok!” Richie bounced up for his reply, only to wince and rub his butt again.
As the tape ejected from the VCR, the two of them continued to snuggle for a few moments. Sometimes fathers can be rough on their kids, but the important thing was to always look out for them and make sure they never went past their limits.
Especially with sex in the mix.
