A Royal Pounding


The warm rays of the sun beamed down on Simba, the young lion prince basking in the warmth, lying alone next to the oasis he liked to sneak away to every now and then to get away from his parents and royal obligations. It was nice to get away from everyone once in a while and get some private time; Pride Rock wasn't exactly the most private place with the entire lion pride hanging around and such, but Simba could relax and enjoy some time by himself here.


He lay on the thin patch of grass with his hands behind his head, dressed in his loincloth, his body adorned with tribal markings drawn on his young form with white paint, a common practice in his pride. He lay there, enjoying the warm Pride Lands sun, his eyes closed. It occurred to him as he lay there that it had been a good few days since he'd been able to get away from his family and enjoy being alone like this. The young prince hadn't even had time to take care of certain... business. Business that he certainly could take care of right then.


He looked down at himself and idly reached down, tracing a finger down his loincloth and along the outline of his maleness. Just that light tickling was enough to get him to twitch. He really needed this. It felt like so long since he'd had some playtime with himself.


“Mrrrr...” Simba purred to himself and gave his crotch a few light gropes through the thin garment covering his crotch, his hand squeezing at his young, uncut member, fingers rubbing across it and making his length twitch even more. Slowly, he moved his loincloth to the side and pulled out his flaccid, furry thing, taking it firmly in his grip and giving it a few tugs.


Simba shuffled about a bit, resting himself on the large rock nearby and spreading his legs, sitting back as he began to idly play with himself, hand rubbing and tickling at his length. His other hand went down to caress at his dangling, furry balls, rubbing them and giving the sack a few light squeezes. He kept purring as he slowly pulled his foreskin back to reveal the soft, pink head, his hips bucking up into his grip.


“Ooh, yeah...” Simba breathed, licking his lips as he gazed down at his own twitching maleness, keeping his foreskin tugged down for a bit longer before he slowly started to stroke it, his shaft steadily starting to grow in his grip. He kept his hands working at his furry dick and balls, the prince sitting back and giving out a soft content sigh while his member grew to full hardness between his legs. With his cock fully erect, twitching rigid and hard, Simba decided to ditch his loincloth, tugging it off his body and leaving himself totally naked, the garment lying on the dusty ground nearby as he continued stroking himself off.


“Mm!” Simba groaned softly, giving his balls a good squeeze and shivering at all the attention he was giving himself. He kept on stroking, legs open and hand firmly closed around his aching shaft, tugging and pulling at his cock and giving himself what he'd needed so badly for the past several days. It wasn't long until his cock started leaking pre, the stuff making the tip of his foreskin glisten in the light of the Pride Lands' sun.


His ears twitched at the wet sound his stroking was making, his shaft quickly becoming slick with his fluids and the fur of his fingers sticky with the stuff. He soon grew a bit more adventurous and moved the hand groping his balls down under his rump, grunting as he shuffled down to give himself better access before running a finger against his own entrance and giving a soft, quiet gasp.


“Mm...” he breathed, finger tickling at his hole. He kept on jerking himself off as he had his fun down there, rubbing that finger all along his entrance, grinding the tip against it before slowly it pushing forward and grunting. “C'mon, get in there...” His ass put up a bit of resistance, but after a bit of persisting from the young lion he eventually managed to shove the tip of his finger inside himself, gasping loudly as he penetrated his own asshole and gave it a light stretching.


“Mm! That's it!” Simba panted, pushing the finger in deeper, slowly, as his grip on his cock tightened and he continued pumping at it, working steadily up and down his maleness and giving out light moans the whole time. He gave out a quivering sigh, a deeply needy look on his face as he thrust his finger good and deep inside himself, pressing it against his walls and thrusting it in as much as he could.


“F-fuck...!” he panted, finger flitting around inside himself as he continued jerking his cock, his stroking picking up the pace and his hips bucking up into his hand. If only he had something bigger than his finger to shove in there. He pictured having another man's big, hard cock shoved into his ass instead, pounding and breeding him while he squirmed about under him. Another shaky sigh escaped his lips as he sat there, finger jammed in his ass and hand fervently working at his cock, pumping away at it and coaxing more and more of his pre from his aching head.


“Mm! Mrrrr! Prrrrr!” Simba kept purring, squirming about and wriggling, his finger working in and out of his own rump and giving himself a good fucking and stretching while his cock pulsed in his hand. He kept imagining a good cock up his ass, something big and hard fucking him and using him deep. He closed his eyes and gritted his teeth, panting loudly and huffing through his nose.


Simba's body grew tense. He was getting close; he could already feel his body getting ready to unload all over himself. He kept on bucking his hips, his finger still humping in and out of his hole, quickly pushing him towards boiling point until he couldn't hold back any more. With a gasping cry of pleasure he thrust his hips up and blew his load all over his body, cock pulsing in his grip and firing load after load of hot, young lion cum across his fur, coating him in the stuff and making his golden fur sticky with the white fluids.


“Oooh! Ohh!” Simba groaned and gave his cock a few more quick strokes as he came, his cock oozing the last few drops of cum into his pubic fur before his orgasm finally petered out. He sat back, panting and basking in the afterglow of his climax, though he'd barely had time to recover before he heard a low, deep voice speaking up nearby.


“Enjoying yourself?” Simba jumped in surprise at the voice, scrambling to his shaking feet only to topple over and land on his rump, gazing up at the towering, older male that now stood in front of him.


“Ah- Dad!” Simba gasped, blushing furiously with embarrassment. He'd just been caught jerking off by his own dad: Mufasa, king of the Pride Lands.


“I saw you sneaking away, I was wondering what you were up to,” Mufasa gave a laugh, looking down at his jizz-covered young son. Simba avoided eye contact, his cheeks still blushing bright pink.


“I just wanted some alone time...” he grumbled.


“Oh, I can see that,” Mufasa chuckled. “Were you feeling pent up?”


“Uh, y-yeah, kinda,” Simba said.


“You should have said something,” said Mufasa. “I think it's been a while since the two of us have spent some time alone together, hasn't it?” Simba's blushing intensified.


“You're not the only one who's been pent up, son,” Mufasa chuckled. “Don't tell her I said this, but your mother hasn't been, ah, putting out as much these days. I've had to sneak away to have some fun by myself a few times too.” With a smirk, the king reached down and groped himself through his loincloth. Simba glanced down and couldn't help but notice the twitching bulge it held. “Fancy giving Daddy a hand, little prince?” Simba stared at his father's crotch and absent-mindedly licked his lips at the sight of the huge package he had down there.


This kind of thing was normal in lion prides; incest was the norm in most if not all of them, especially one as tight knit as Simba and Mufasa's pride.


“On your knees,” Mufasa ordered. Simba, his cock still drooling excess cum, did as his kingly father ordered and knelt down in front of him, staring at the twitching and growing bulge in his loincloth. “Go on,” Mufasa urged.
