Trading Sons


Nate downed the rest of his beer and sat back on the couch, running his hand through his thick, light-furred lion mane and glancing at his goat companion who sat next to him.


“Good stuff,” he said.


“'Course it is, I always bring the good stuff,” the goat chuckled, cracking open another can and going to town on it. Nate had invited his goat friend Frankie over for a night of drinking along with the goat's son; the younger, teenage goat now sitting with Nate's own son, Isaac. The two teens chatted together, not too interested in what their parents were talking about with their boring, adult talk, though they were old enough to have a drink themselves so they both sat together, drinking and chatting about their own stuff. With the clock just hitting midnight the four of them had drank quite a bit and Frankie gave out a quiet grunt, reaching down and not-so-subtly adjusting himself. Alcohol always had a certain effect on the goat. For whatever reason, drinking more than a couple cans of beer always got him worked up downstairs; it was just one of those things, he'd come to accept it, embrace it even. It was rare for him to go out drinking without it ending with him balls deep in someone.


“Having trouble?” Nate smirked, looking over at the goat who shuffled about a bit, adjusting himself some more and then giving out a sigh.


“Eh, you know how drinking gets me,” he said. “Wouldn't mind running into some barfly right about now.” He paused, looked around the room a bit and then spoke up again with an impish look on his face. “Actually... maybe this is just the drink talking but, you know, your b- ah, forget it, I shouldn't...” Nate gave him a curious look, paused with his beer halfway to his mouth.


“What's up?” he asked. “Something on your mind?”


“I was just thinking,” Frankie took another swig of his drink. “Your boy, Isaac? He's not looking too bad tonight.” Nate looked over at his son, the younger lion still chatting with his friend, both oblivious to what the two adults were talking about.


“Isaac, huh?” Nate said, surprisingly unfazed by the fact that his close friend had just displayed an interest in his own son.


“Yeah-huh,” Frankie nodded. “Guess I have a thing for younger guys.” He took another big gulp of his beer. “Tch, what am I saying? I can't talk like that 'bout my best buddy's kid. Guess the drink's hit me kinda hard tonight. Doesn't help that I haven't fucked anyone in a couple weeks... Ah, sorry, man.” Nate paused for a moment, looking over at the two teens before shrugging, lips curling into a slight smile.


“Your boy's a looker too,” he said.


“Blake?” Frankie asked. “You mean that?” Nate nodded, glancing over at the younger goat, Blake, every now and then, ogling him.


“Yeah. I mean, he's a good looking guy and all.” They both paused, mulling over what was said while Nate toyed with his mane, something he had a habit of doing when he was deep in thought. Frankie was the one to break the silence.


“You know, if you're interested in my boy, and I'm interested in yours... Hey, maybe we can have some fun with this, you know?”


“I take yours, you take mine?” Nate chuckled. “Sounds like some kinda porno set up.”


“What d'you think?” asked Frankie. “Interested? Hm?”


Nate stared at his beer for a moment and then took a quick drink, placing the can down on the table nearby and nodding.


“Oh, I'm interested,” he chuckled. “Hey, boys! Come over here a sec!” The younger lion and goat looked over at them from across the room, then glanced at each other and shrugged.


“What's up?” Isaac asked, the both of them stepping over to their fathers. Nate was about to speak up when Frankie stood up and approached the younger lion, looking up and down his body. His mouth might as well have been watering with  how hungrily he was staring at the feline. Isaac gave him an odd look, “Uh... everything okay...?”


“Everything's fine,” said Frankie, reaching over and putting his arm around the younger lion's waist. “Me and your dad were just talking.”


“Yeah, we were thinking the two of you should spend some time with us,” Nate grunted and hoisted himself up from the couch, standing in front of Blake, the teen goat looking up at him. “Thing is, me and Frankie, we were just talking about how good you two look tonight.”


Blake and Isaac looked at each other, neither sure how to react to that.


“What do you mean?” Blake eventually asked.


“What do you think I mean?” Nate asked, stepping close and boldly putting his hands on the goat's hips.


“Wait a sec,” Isaac gulped when the older goat pulling him closer, holding their bodies together as Isaac squirmed under him. “Are... Are you...?” He left the question hanging; it was crazy, their dads couldn't possibly be flirting with them... right? He felt the goat's hand running across his waist, tickling and teasing him slightly before moving down to caress over his rump, making him squeak in surprise. Meanwhile, Frankie's kid was having his own body groped, the older lion reaching around his body and grabbing a cheek in each hand, pulling him close and bearing down on him.


“Come on, boys,” Frankie said, his breath blowing over Isaac's muzzle, the stench of alcohol filling his nostrils and making him wince. “Come here and let us show you how real men do it.”


“Wait,” Isaac said quickly. “T-this is- you're my dad's friend, I can't- whoa!” He gasped out when he felt the goat's lips latch onto his neck, teeth tickling through his fur and making him shiver at the attention.


“Dad?!” Blake gasped, staring in shock as his father made out with his friend's neck, sucking and nibbling on the gasping feline.


“Heh, your dad has the right idea,” Nate chuckled, grabbing the goat firmly and jamming his tongue down his throat.


“Mrrph?!” Blake whined around the older male's lips, wriggling about and blushing furiously, a shocked look on his face as Nate's tongue flitted around inside his maw.


“Nghh! S-stop, wait!” Isaac whined, the older male still nibbling on his neck. In truth, he wasn't particularly put off by having a big, strong goat man aggressively coming on to him, the problem lay in the fact that this was his father's friend; what's more, his dad was right there, making out with his own friend no less.


“What's wrong?” Frankie breathed into his ear. “Aren't you interested?” He gave the lion's rump a squeeze, Isaac gasping at his touch.


“I... W-what about my dad...?” Isaac gulped.


“What about him?” Frankie shrugged. “Don't worry about him. I'll be the one fucking you, not him.”


“Fuck...” Isaac breathed. He hesitated, weighing his options for a moment. The beer he'd been drinking seemed to be having an effect on him; he actually found himself considering going along with this...


Next to them Nate still had his lips locked with Blake's, tongue jammed firmly inside the goat's mouth, his hands roaming across the young goat's ass. He squeezed and groped him, holding him close, the tingling sensation of arousal pulsing through Nate's loins. Blake was blushing deeply, but he found that same tingling sensation rising up inside him too. The way this bigger, older man kissed and grabbed him, growling and purring as Nate had his way with him... He gave a soft whine and found himself returning the kiss, Nate's purring growing deeper as he did, a sign of approval.


Isaac gave a soft squeak when he felt the big, muscular goat's hand slip into his pants, grabbing hold of his naked ass, fingers kneading into one of his cheeks.


“What're you holding back for?” Frankie asked. “It's just some fun between guys, right?” Isaac looked up at him and found himself instinctively pushing back against the goat's hand, his cheeks blushing bright pink.


He muttered to himself, “Ah, fuck it,” and moved forward to kiss the goat, both males groaning as they started making out fervently, Nate and Blake standing neabry, their own tongues pushed deep down each other's throats.


They groped and stroked at each other, the room filled with their combined, muffled moans, their bodies growing more needy and eager with every second that passed. It wasn't long before they started pulling at each other's clothes, with Isaac being the first to be made shirtless, his clothes being unceremoniously pulled off his body by the increasingly horny goat who tossed the garment to the floor. Clothes went flying; shirts, pants and underwear being tossed and strewn across the floor. The teens still held some inhibitions but those had been dulled by the alcohol they'd been drinking.


Moments later and the four of them were naked, semi-hard cocks growing hard and rigid between their legs. Nate sat back down on the couch, legs spread and his hand on his cock, gripping his base and presenting himself. Frankie, with a lecherous look on his face, followed his lead and sat down next to him, legs open.


“Open up, boys,” the goat smirked, giving his own fat, old cock a few tugs. The teens glanced at each other, still a bit apprehensive, though the older men were certainly doing a good job at seducing them.


Blake was the first one to kneel down, shuffling between the legs of his friend's father, looking up into the furry lion's eyes. Nate's body was letting age get to it; he was developing a bit of a belly, his sandy-coloured belly soft and pudgy, a happy trail of darker fur trailing down its middle before merging with the pubic forest at the base of his cock.


“Looks like my boy's already feeling thirsty,” Frankie smirked, looking up at Nate's kid with a lusty grin on his face. “You gonna be a good boy too or are you just gonna stand there?”


“Uh, r-right...” Isaac gulped and slowly lowered himself down, kneeling in front of the goat and glancing over at his father who sat nearby, idly stroking his eager cock. Isaac couldn't remember the last time he'd seen his own dad naked, let alone hard. His friend gazed at the manhood in front of him, Blake's own semi growing hard still; he could feel his body becoming needy. He felt ashamed thinking like this about him of all people, but he simply couldn't help it. Nate was such a big, handsome man and Blake soon found himself instinctively reaching forward, a nervous hand inching towards the hardened lion dick.


Isaac cursed anxiously under his breath and then gazed at the fat goat cock presented to him. Frankie was in a bit better shape than Isaac's father; his white-haired body powerful and muscular, an intimidating example of male, especially with his erect cock exposed like this. He glanced over at his friend one more time to see the younger goat take hold of Nate's cock, holding it and stroking it steadily. Isaac followed suit, giving the cock in front of him his full attention and leaning forward, the scent of the older man's sex washing over him and filling his nostrils.


Isaac braced himself. It had been a while since he'd done anything with another guy, and this was certainly an interesting situation for him to taste his next cock... He hesitated for a moment before leaning forward, opening up and running his tongue across the shaft of his father's friend, breathing out softly through his nose as he got a good taste of the twitching maleness. Nate looked over, rubbing his own dick against Black's lips as the goat started giving his length the attention it needed. The older lion watched as his son slurped and licked at the fat cock while Frankie grinned down at him, sitting with his legs wide open and cock grinding against Isaac's tongue.


The two teens licked all over the older males' cocks, the tastes filling their mouths and submissive groans escaping their lips.


“You sucking cock or licking a lollipop?” Nate eventually spoke up, glaring down at Blake. “Stop teasing it and get sucking already.” He grabbed his beer from nearby and started drinking up, aiming his cock at Blake's maw, waiting impatiently to feel those warm, wet lips wrapping around his shaft. The increasingly needy goat did as ordered and opened wide, pushing down on the lion's manhood and moaning around it as the musky taste assailed his tongue. Isaac kept up his licking for a bit longer; he could see his friend sucking on his father's dick out the corner of his eye, Blake moaning softly, whining around the hard, rigid shaft. He couldn't resist grabbing hold of his own hardness and stroking himself off, head bobbing up and down on Nate's fuckstick. He needed to adjust a bit to the size before he could take most of it inside him. Every few bobs of his head he managed to get a bit more of the big feline cock down his throat, forcing back his gag reflex and sucking long and hard on it the whole time.


“Damn, didn't know your kid was such an eager cocksucker,” Nate chuckled, looking down at his cock disappearing down Blake's throat.


“Bet your boy's got a good mouth himself,” said Frankie, placing a hand on the back of Isaac's head and looking down at him expectantly. Isaac stared at Frankie's cock, the tip a mere inch from his muzzle. Obediently, he moved forward and took the swollen cock head inside him, closing his lips around the cock and giving out a whining moan as he started sucking on it. Frankie pushed him down, inching his length deeper down the lion's throat. He leisurely sat back, sitting there on the couch with his beer and his cock in a younger guy's mouth.


“So, ah,” Nate spoke up. “How is he?”
