The sun bear was a pervert. He knew that; had known since he was prepubescent and kept finding himself staring at anyone and anything with a pulse. Staring, even when inappropriate, even when it might and often did get him in trouble.
Even cubs. 

As he grew older, especially cubs; it was only luck, not skill, that he hadn’t been caught perving on any cubs by his 31st year and had the book thrown at him.

Given his perverted nature, and his friendly demeanor, it wasn’t really a surprise that he’d end up in a situation as he did. The dark-furred, awkwardly built ursine had an ease with lightly befriending random cubs around his neighborhood, even those just passing by on their way home from schooling. The benefit of a very small town, he supposed; just about everyone walked, even the young cubs returning home.

Including the kitten that, at that moment, was sitting on his couch, cross-legged and staring up at him with wide, innocent, but… needy eyes. Soft green, standing out nicely against his light fur. A baggy little T-shirt, shorts, and socks were the only things the cub sitting beside him on the couch wore, contrasting neatly to his own T-shirt, which rode high to expose a few inches of his belly, his sweatpants that sagged and exposed a red line of his boxers underneath, and his own bare feet, long claws curling and tapping lightly on the floor.
The little kit, not even older than 5, had been returning home from kindergarten, as he always did. And as he OFTEN did, he stopped in to say hi to his friendly ursine buddy, eager to watch more fun anime with the 30-year-old anthro.

Maybe the perverted sun bear should have double checked which one he wanted, should have tried to remember if there was any fanservice that might get him in trouble.

Instead, he’d shrugged and thrown in the DVD, lounging and watching with the small kitten, who’d purred and hummed and giggled along with the show, his long white tail flicking and curling behind his clothed rump, which the bear DEFINITELY wasn’t staring at as the cub sat and watched on the floor while he took the couch.

And then a kissing scene had hit. A gratuitous, gropey, sloppy makeout scene… between the anime’s middle school canine protagonist and his gray-muzzled teacher. The background of the screen had turned pink as the cartoon figures lewdly nuzzled and swapped spit.

The bear had gone wide-eyed, panicking. Panicking for just a second, as a moment later he glanced down to see the kit, face just visible at the angle he was sitting at from the older male, and the expression of wonder, and interest, and… almost need on the cub’s face. The kitten had squirmed a little, sitting on his knees on the floor, tail drooping low as if to tuck between his legs, a pink blush on the boy’s cheeks as he stared, wide-eyed and eager, at the cub shota makeout scene playing out on his friend’s television.

He swallowed, gulping down a lump in his throat. Did he dare? “L- Like the show, heh?” the sun bear stammered out, his glasses quivering on his nose as his whole body trembled with nerves. God, what was he doing?

“Yeah…” the kitten uttered, still staring. He seemed to blink out of whatever shota-induced trance he’d been in, head snapping over to look at his friend, cheeks burning pink against his soft white fur. “H- Have… have you ever kissed anyone like that?” he asked bluntly, jabbing a slightly pudgy paw to point at the screen. The puppy and old dog man were… still hungrily making out, uttering softly about how wrong what they were doing was.

The bear hesitated, wincing, his light-furred muzzle flicking briefly into a shaky smile before drooping into a neutral expression again. His own cheeks were warm, though it was harder to tell with his dark fur. Nervously, he brought a paw up to scratch his long claws at the light patch on his chest, just exposed by his low-cut shirt.

Nervously, and lying through his teeth, he answered, “Y- Yeah, of course. It’s… f- fun, yknow?”

“Really?” the kit asked, tail untucking as he twisted around, turning away from the shota-makeout on screen. He set his paws on the edge of the couch, asking, “Is it really… as nice as it looks?”

“I…” His heart hammered in his chest, his glasses fogged up slightly. Was it warm in there? It felt warm. He… shouldn’t.

He did.

“I… could show you?” he offered, nearly swallowing the words down but failing. “Yknow… t- teach you some stuff, that’s all…”
The cub had agreed. A moment later, the kitten was sitting cross-legged on his couch, paws in his lap and warm cheeks fluffed up with nerves, his soft green eyes staring up at the bear expectantly. Shakily, the perverted ursine shifted to sit sideways, one leg tucked up and the other extending down to the floor. He gulped, staring down at the small cat boy.

Almost painfully slow, he reached a paw out, setting it on the cub’s shoulder. 

He felt the boy flinch, and nearly pulled back his hand. A second later a soft, comfortable purr emanating from the little cat’s throat assured him all was good. The bear exhaled shakily, gently squeezing the cub’s arm, shuffling slightly closer to narrow the distance between the two males, one innocent and needy, the other perverted and anxious.

“J- Just…” the sun bear stammered, eyes meeting the cub’s own wide, trusting gaze. “If… you wanna stop at all, just say so, okay?”

The cub nodded. His little tail swayed gently behind him, his paws kneading at each other in his lap.

Softly, the man set his other hand up on the cub’s fluffy cheek, feeling his hot skin underneath, and the soft fur atop it. His long fingers curled around the back of the boy’s jaw, thumb rubbing soothingly at his cheek, ruffling the fur there as he leaned closer, looming over the small kitten. His chubby figure quivered, gangly limbs barely holding still as he slowly brought the cub’s muzzle towards his own, their lips parting and hot breath rustling against each other’s maws.

The sun bear’s eyes closed, and their muzzles met. Big, dark bear lips engulfed the kitten’s soft pink set, a light whimper leaving the white-furred cub as he trembled.

Slowly, the older male tilted his head slightly to one side, jaw parting and lips working against the cub’s inexperienced and clumsy maw. Not that he was any less clumsy and inexperienced; the bear just tried to mime what he’d seen in everything from movies to anime to video games to definitely-not-peeking-on-strangers-and-family. He smooched, and slightly slurped, groaning softly against the 5-year-old kitten’s quivering muzzle, practically engulfing his whole snout in the man’s excitement.
A bare whimper from the boy made him pause, pulling back a bit, giving the tip of that young muzzle a short slurp of his long, pink tongue. The cub panted lightly, trembling, jaw parting in a high whine.

“T- Too much?” the pervy sun bear asked, sincerely concerned as he opened his eyes to gaze down worriedly at the slobbery-faced kitten.

The cub shook his head, lips smacking before exhaling hotly. “N- No… It’s… good,” he stammered, green eyes slightly dazed. He gulped, then asked, “M- More?”

The bear smiled, not needing another invitation, scooting even closer so that the cub’s legs had to tuck slightly up on top of his crossed leg. The boy didn’t seem to object, his little paws quivering against his thigh as their lips met for another round of kissing.

Once again, the bear was eager, using a bit more energy in his cub-smooching. It was hot and heavy as he brushed his tongue at the cub’s lips, feeling them soft and trembling beneath the long appendage, but not pushing too hard. He groaned, muzzles parting briefly with thick strands of bear slobber connecting them, before he dove right back in with a grunt, pulling the boy lightly to bring them together. He grunted, and murred, a light growl building his light-furred chest, heart thumping away frantically in his chest as he fulfilled his lifelong dream of making out with a young cub.

The cub’s toes curled in their socks as his muzzle was slurped and suckled on, quivering under the looming bear. 

The man’s large maw engulfed his own for another moment, and he could just feel the edges of fangs on either side of his face, grazing his flesh lightly, before they pulled back, drool dripping from the man’s chin and the boy’s soaked snout. With a sniffling huff, the kitten trembled, and this time it was him who leaned forward, unable to pull the older male into a kiss. 

But, the bear was happy to meet him in the middle, and this time it was the cub’s lips on top, awkwardly smooching at one corner of the man’s big maw, which he took happily, softly murring in pleasure with his nub tail waggling above his rump as the boy peppered his lips with soft, eager, purr-filled kisses.

“Mm… I- Is this good?” the kitten huffed against the man’s slobbery lips, his own set trembled as a trail of saliva linked their muzzles.

The bear licked his lips, and nodded, assuring, “It’s so good, buddy…”

The cub whined, happily, as the man leaned in for more. This time, the small cat’s jaw flexed, and his teeth parted, small tongue lunging out clumsily to meet the older man’s. But the bear’s was not only bigger by age, but bigger by species, and nearly a foot of bear tongue pressed at the cub’s maw, a firm, hungry grunt leaving the man as he found access open.

“M- Aah…” the cub whined softly, parting briefly before leaning in for more, feeling the bear’s tongue lap at his muzzle, curling all the way around his snout languidly before plunging back between his lips.

The boy slurped lightly, sloppily trying to suck on the bear’s tongue as it pushed into his mouth easily. The perverted sun bear was in heaven, fingers curled into the cub’s soft fur, the other hand slipping low to tuck under his T-shirt and rub at the boy’s furry side, dull claws scraping at soft flesh. He groaned, not pulling his tongue from the cub’s muzzle as he tilted his head the other way, dragging his tongue out a few inches, but more to spare still probing and straining the little guy’s tiny maw.
Gently, the man slipped the hand up on the small cat’s cheek forward and down, until he was lightly cupping the bottom of his jaw. That was all the needed; the boy was pressing into him, that young maw eager to meet his own, even as it engulfed and penetrated his own tiny muzzle.

With a huff, the bear tucked the cub closer, almost pulling him into his lap at that point, little legs quivering atop his thigh, the small kitten almost pressed up against him. The perverted adult probed his tongue again, thrusting it in, the little cat’s jaw craning wide open to accommodate the intrusion; not a complaint could be seen or heard, the boy’s trembling body writhing happily, tail flicking and swaying behind him as he made out with the adult.

The bear could almost feel the back of the cub’s throat… 

His tongue curled and swept eagerly throughout the boy’s maw, feeling the shape of his tiny, dull-sharp baby teeth, the press of his small fangs, the clumsy little mass of the cub’s own tongue, struggling to meet the bear’s girthy appendage. The firm roof of the boy’s maw, trailing a bit further back…

“Glrk!” the cub gagged briefly, eyes snapping wide, but he didn’t pull back. Surprisingly, he leaned into it, and with a light thrust, the bear moaned into the boy’s maw as a good two inches of his long, slobbery tongue pushed down the kitten’s throat.

Gagging softly, the boy trembled, a whine leaving him before fading into another gag as the man’s tongue pulled back out of his throat, and then pressed back in, curling and twisting to strain his little maw but now having found entrance. His fingers curled around that small lower jaw, craning it open a bit wider, but receiving no apparent complaint. In fact, the boy whined and strained to get his mouth open wider all on his own, allowing in more of that thick, messy tongue, lips struggling to continue suckling on it, his own little tongue pressed and writhing at the bottom of his maw.

Sloppily, bear drool dripping from both their chins and pouring down their fronts, the man and boy made out on his couch. The scene on TV that had sparked the cub kissing had ended, the show now going on ignored.

The bear pulled back, his lungs burning. He gasped sharply, his long tongue lolling a good foot out of his maw, sagging down from one side. “Hah… hah… hah…” he huffed, eyes half-lidded and gazing down at the cub quivering in his grasp.

“Aah…” the boy whined, his own jaw hanging agape, green eyes staring off at nothing as thick, slimy slobber soaked and dripped from his furry face. He gulped, swallowing a mouthful of his friend’s spit, before his mouth fell open again with a gasp. “Aah…”

“That’s… Mmf… G- Good, right?” the bear asked, huffing as he pulled his tongue back into his maw. His fingers curled against the cub’s flesh, almost possessively, but his other hand stroked the boy’s cheek comfortingly. “You’re… I mean, this is okay, right?” he asked again, wincing at the question as it left him.

The boy, still dazed, gave a nod, licking his lips. “Y- Yeah…” the kitten agreed, sagging slightly. It was only the bear’s paw curling around to his back that kept him from flopping back onto the couch.

The perverted bear smiled, sighing lightly in relief. “Good…” he nodded, before leaning in again. Not for a lewd makeout, at least; just a quick peck on the cub’s cheek, followed by a loving lap of the tongue that made the boy snap out of his daze and giggle.
“Hehe, stop!” the boy whined playfully, bringing a paw up to shove at his big friend’s muzzle, trying to force it away. The man growled lightly, also playful, and pushed for another kiss and long, slobbery lick. “Ewwie, gross! I’m already slobbery, hehehe!” the cub complained squirming back, but held up by the bear’s big arms curling around his sides, supporting his very light weight.

“Mm, then you can take a bit more,” the sun bear teased, giving another light kiss on the boy’s cheek. He settled down, however, chuckling as the boy giggled brightly in his grasp.

The two friends sat on the couch together, practically cuddling, both dripping with the bear’s slobber. They giggled and laughed warmly, as if not a thing had changed.

Except the time.

“Ah!”

“Wh- What? What is it? Did I scratch you? I’m sorry!”

“It’s so late! Mama’s gonna skin me!”

“Wha- OH SHIT THE TIME. Quick, wipe off your face, I can drive you home!”

“Aah, hurry!”

“I’ve got my keys, here, lets go! Get your backpack- N- No, just leave the toy, you can pick it up tomorrow!”

“Waah, I’m gonna be in so much trouble!”

Luckily, the 30-something sun bear got his kindergartener friend home safe and sound before dark. Though the boy’s mother was upset, the young man was well-versed in being polite and apologetic to get out of things that might lead to his cub-perving getting revealed, so in no time she was smiling and thanking him for being so responsible.

As the bear departed to return to his car and his home, he shared a brief smile and wave with the small kitten, whose cheeks were pink as he waved farewell.

