Kion's Betrayal


It was late, the light of the moon shining down on the two lions as Kion led his father along the border between the Pride Lands and the Outlands. Simba looked down at the younger lion; his eighteen year old teenage son seemed nervous, as if something was on his mind.


“What did you want to show me, Kion?” Simba finally asked.


“Oh, um...” Kion looked around. “He should be around here somewhere... I, um, I mean...”


“He?” Simba gave him an odd look. “Kion, what's going on? You've been acting weird for days now, and I want an explanation.” Kion gulped nervously, scowling up at his father who glared down at him with a stern look on his face, crossing his arms while their loincloths billowed slightly in the night wind. Kion had come to him that evening and brought him out here to the middle of nowhere with little to now explanation, just that he had something important to discuss with him. Simba impatiently waited for an answer. “Well, Kion?”


“Oh, leave the boy alone. I'm sure I can explain everything.” The sly, sultry voice behind him made Simba jump in surprise, spinning around and taking a step back when he caught sight of the smirking, dark-furred lion that had just made his presence known.


“Scar...?” he gazed at his uncle, barely able to believe his eyes. “I thought-”


“I'm sure you thought a lot of things,” Scar chuckled. “I'm sure you thought your dear son here was loyal, for one thing.”


“Wha...?” Simba watched as Kion went over to the bigger lion, standing beside him while Scar slowly brought his arm around his waist.


“It didn't take much to convince him,” said Scar. “He knows who the real king of Pride Rock is, don't you, boy?” He pulled Kion close, slowly stroking at the younger male's waist.


“Yes, Uncle Scar,” said Kion, stepping closer still to the bigger lion, the warmth of Scar's muscular form washing over him. Simba stood there, mouth agape; he didn't know what the hell was going on, or what to say.


“You look confused, Simba,” Scar chuckled. “Shall I spell it out for you? Your son has betrayed you, and once we're finished here I will be the new King of Pride Rock.”


“Kion...?” Simba looked at his son.


“It's true,” Kion said simply. “Great Uncle Scar showed me how much more of a man he is than you. He should be king.” Simba stared at the two of them, still barely able to believe what he was hearing.


“You can't be serious!” he bellowed, taking a threatening step forward only to stop when he caught something moving out the corner of his eye. Looking around, he realized how dire his situation was: he was surrounded by hyenas, all of them gazing at him with wide, wicked grins on their faces and evil looks in their eyes. He looked at his son who still stood at Scar's side, the older male's fingers slowly caressing the fur of Kion's waist. “You led me into a trap?”


“Aw, he looks so heartbroken!” one of the hyenas laughed. Simba recognized him as Janja: the leader of the hyenas. At least, until Scar had shown up. “Hey, Scar, can we get this show on the road already? Come on, you promised!”


“Patience, hyena,” Scar growled. “You'll have your fun. But for now, hold him down. And get that loincloth off him, he won't be needing it.” Kion and Scar stood and watched as the hyenas descended on the King. Simba fought and struggled, snarling furiously as the hyenas grabbed and tackled him, gripping him by the arms and kicking his legs out from under him.


“Let go of me!” Simba roared. “I'll make you pay for this! See if I don't! Let go- don't touch that!” He snarled, teeth bared as he was forced to his knees, his loincloth torn from his body as a pair of hyenas held him by the arms and made sure he couldn't go anywhere. Kneeling, naked and held in place, Simba looked up at them all: Scar, Kion and the hyenas all looking down at him. There was silence for a moment before one of them burst into laughter.


“Look at that little thing! Who knew he was so small down there?”


“That lion slut of his must be so disappointed!” another added. Simba was blushing furiously, his shame revealed, the hyenas all laughing and mocking him, in front of his own son, no less. He felt so humiliated, kneeling there helplessly while they all jeered and insulted him, making sure he knew how pathetically endowed he was while his diminutive maleness dangled pitifully between his legs.


“What a shame,” Scar chuckled. “I'm glad your son doesn't share your... size...”


“What are you talking about?” Simba scowled. “What does it matter?” Scar looked down at Kion, his hand slowly moving down his waist and slipping underneath his loincloth to stroke at the prince's soft, pert rump.


“Come here, boy,” Scar said. “Let's show your daddy there how loyal you are to me.”


“Mrrf... Yes, Uncle Scar,” Kion said, blushing as the older lion caressed his rump. They drew close, Scar smirked down at the younger feline before moving in and locking lips with him. Simba gasped in shock as he watched his son being kissed deeply by his uncle, tongues shoved into each other's mouths as they moaned softly. The hyenas all watched, several of them still keeping Simba held in place and another grabbing him by the mane and forcing him to watch. Kion's hands moved to explore Scar's body, caressing his muscular form and roaming all over the older man's chest and belly.


“Prrrrr...” Scar growled, his grip on Kion's ass tightening, their loincloths starting to stir.


“What do you think you're doing?” Simba yelled. “G-get off him!” The kissing continued, Scar's hand gripping Kion's ass while they made out, tongues dancing and spit mixing, Kion's hands still excitedly and eagerly roaming over his great uncle's powerful body until Scar finally pulled back and turned his attention to Simba.


“You sound as if he doesn't want it,” he chuckled. “Trust me, Simba. Your son belongs to me, and he loves every bit of what I can offer him.”


“You bastard...!” Simba growled.


“My, someone sounds angry,” Scar said, mocking the helpless Simba before looking back to Kion. “Shall we show your worthless father how far your loyalty goes, boy?” He took Kion's hand and placed it on his crotch. Kion could feel the much bigger male's tool twitching against his palm, Scar's loincloth slowly starting to tent.


“Get off him...!” Simba yelled. “Kion would never betray me!” Scar just rolled his eyes and took the younger lion's loincloth in his hand. Kion let him casually pull it from his body, leaving the prince naked with his sizeable furry member semi-hard and exposed.


“Go on, boy,” Scar growled with arousal. “Show your useless father how much you need me.”


“Yes, Uncle,” said Kion, slowly kneeling in front of the bigger, stronger male. He took Scar's loincloth in his hands; Simba could only watch as his own son pulled it off, Scar's cock springing to attention, throbbing and hardening just inches away from Kion's face.


“Kion!” Simba yelled, struggling against the naked hyenas who held him in place, laughing and jeering at him ruthlessly.


“Shut up and watch!” one of them snarled, smacking him across the back of the head for good measure. He was held there, arms gripped tight with one of the hyenas still gripping his mane to make sure he couldn't look away as his son gazed at his arch enemy's massive, growing maleness. Simba could see the other hyenas standing nearby, either watching Scar and Kion, or eyeing Simba himself with cruel intent in their eyes. Most of them had a hand on their cocks, stroking their massive hyena cocks off, eagerly anticipating the show they were about to get.


“Kion-!” Simba yelled on more time as his son took Scar's semi-hard member in his hand and slowly stroked it. The prince drew close, a soft sigh escaping his lips as he began licking at the traitor lion's cock.


“Mrrrff...” Kion moaned – louder than he needed to, so that his father could hear it. He looked Simba in the eyes, looking over Scar's huge shaft while he licked at it. “He's better than you,” he said, making sure to keep eye contact. “He's a better male and a better king.” Kion kept licking, teasing the cock head and coaxing Scar's length to full mast.


“Lick the balls,” Scar ordered, grinding his crotch against Kion's face.


“Yes, Uncle,” said Kion. He pressed his face against Scar's sack, breathing in deep and groaning softly as the scent assailed him. Scar wiped his balls across Kion's eager face, smearing the prince's cheeks with his sweat. A moment later and Kion opened his mouth to take those big, furry balls into his maw. He sucked on them softly, tongue working all over the two orbs while Scar placed a hand on his head and gave out a soft and slow breath.


“Good boy,” he growled, glancing over at Simba who knelt nearby, furious and clenching his teeth while he was forced to watch on.


“Boy's really slobbering on those balls, huh?” one of the hyena's smirked, cock erect and already leaking pre. “Heh, horny little fucker.” They all watched Kion sucking, the increasingly needy lion sucking away at Scar's low-hangers while the bigger lion growled with pleasure. Kion was eagerly going at it, tongue slurping away at Scar's sack until the older male pulled back and smacked his cock against Kion's lips instead.


“You know what to do,” said Scar, his sultry voice invading Kion's ears and making him shiver. His own cock throbbed with need, hard and stiff; though Kion was too focused on the handsome cock in front of him to take care of his own needs.


With his hand on the base of Scar's shaft, Kion moved forward and let his uncle push into him. He moaned around the shaft, taking in Scar's scent and taste as he knelt there, sucking the traitor's cock while his father watched on. Kion moaned loudly as he pleasured the dark-furred male, Scar's hips humping back and forth while Kion worked at that aching shaft.


“Mrrff!” the prince groaned, working the base with his hand as he worked his wet, eager mouth up and down the length. He licked it all over, savouring the thick taste of Scar's pre as he went.


“He's good with his mouth,” said Scar, looking from Kion and over to Simba who was still struggling in vain against the hyenas' grip. “What's wrong, Simba? Aren't you happy to hear how good your son is at sucking cock? Hm?” Simba could hear Kion moaning from where he knelt, the younger lion groaning as he pleasured his uncle, his own shaft sopping wet with his pre-cum, and he could hear the obscene, wet slurping noises of Kion's mouth working at that hardness. Kion kept sucking, mouth stuffed with cock and Scar growling loudly over him as he worked back and forth. Meanwhile, a nearby hyena knelt next to Simba and gripped him by the dick. The king gasped and squirmed, snarling at the hyena who began casually playing with his tiny member.


“Look at the sad little thing! Who knew King Simba was so pathetic, huh?” Simba writhed as he was grabbed and fondled, the hyena pinching Simba's tiny dick between his fingers and stroking it. “At least the new king has a real cock on him.” The hyena looked over at Scar who was still ploughing Kion's face with hard, deep thrusts of his hips. Simba could see those low-hanging balls slapping against his son's chin, Simba powerless to stop any of this.


“Let go,” Simba ordered, though his voice was pitifully weak.


“Or what, little guy?” the hyena laughed. “You're ours, now. You and your boy's ass; there's nothing you can do about it, baby dick.” He gave the lion's shaft a tight squeeze to emphasize his point, the feline squirming as he did. With Simba being mocked and teased, Scar continued to pound in and out of Kion's whining mouth. The younger lion was moaning submissively, letting Scar fuck his face good and hard, the older male's cock leaking huge amounts of pre onto Kion's tongue. The fluids were quickly swallowed, Kion savouring his uncle's taste while he kept up his sucking.


Scar went tense, licking his lips and leaning forward as he enjoyed Kion's mouth, Simba watching the whole time as Scar's cock rammed in and out of his willing and horny son's mouth. Kion worked all over it, bobbing up and down, drooling over the throbbing shaft. Scar pulled the younger feline close, gritting his teeth and then giving out a loud, shaking gasp. He locked eyes with Simba, lips twisting into a cruel smirk as he began flooding the king's son with his hot seed.


“Kion...!” Simba gasped, watching as his treacherous uncle's cum spilled out the sides of Kion's mouth and dripped down the prince's chin. Kion swallowed as much as he could, panting and gasping around Scar's cock.


“Open wide,” Scar ordered, pulling all but the tip of his cock out, stroking himself furiously and letting Simba watch as he fired his hot load into the slut's mouth. Kion had his mouth wide open, Scar's cockhead placed against his tongue as he emptied his balls. The thick, sticky fluids were fired all over Kion's face and into his mouth, Scar giving out a low growl as he finished up and wiped his dick clean on Kion's furry cheeks. “Good cocksucker,” Scar chuckled and finally let Kion get to his feet. “How about a reward for sucking me so well?” He placed a hand on Kion's shoulder and brought him over to Simba who stared up at them in defeat. Scar grinned, “Why don't you take your daddy's anal virginity, hm?”


“What?!” Simba gasped, horrified.


“Oh, you are a virgin back there, I assume?” Scar asked. “Unless you've been letting bigger men fuck you without the Pride Lands knowing.” Simba blushed furiously, whining and looking away. He'd had fun back there in the past, several times in fact, but nobody knew that... Kion knelt down in front of his dad, grinning wickedly, his cock erect and their eyes meeting. Kion was stuck in a lusty haze, and seeing his dad held there, naked and helpless just turned him on further.

His mouth still full of Scar's cum, Kion gripped his dad by the mane and pulled him close, locking lips with him and forcing Simba into a deep kiss. Simba gasped and whimpered, eyes going wide when he tasted his uncle's cum on his son's mouth. Scar gave a cruel laugh as he watched Kion's cum-stained tongue delving into Simba's mouth. Simba writhed, but the hyenas held him in place, Kion's tongue flitting around his dad's maw and giving him a good taste of Scar's cock before he pulled back.


“Kion, you can't do this,” Simba whimpered.


“Sure I can,” Kion shrugged. “Uncle Scar's such a better man than you, Dad.” He gripped his father's cock and squeezed it, earning more yelps and moans from Simba. “You're so small. I bet Mom couldn't even feel it.” Simba winced as his son slapped that tiny shaft around before moving to circle around him. Scar nodded at the hyenas who were quick to shove Simba down, forcing his face against the dirt, arms held above his head and his ass sticking high into the air. He was presented to Kion like some kind of cheap whore to use.


“Go on, boy,” Scar smirked. “Breed your daddy's cunt for me.” Kion moved forward, hands running through the fur of his father's asscheeks and his cock lined up with the king's ass.


“Kion, stop!” Simba yelled, kicking about helplessly as his son prepared to thrust into his ass. “Please, you can't! Kion!” He kept thrashing, but his son and the hyenas held him there, Scar slowly pleasuring himself as he watched Kion thrusting forward and pressing his hard cock into Simba's fuckhole. Simba's gasps caught in his throat. He cried out in pain and whimpered in humiliation as the hyenas all burst into laugher, watching and pleasuring themselves while the king of Pride Rock took it up the ass from his own son of all people.

“Kion!!” Simba cried out, thrashing and moaning as Kion forced his cock good and deep inside that tight passage.


“Take it, fucktoy!” one of the hyenas jeered. They were all pleasuring themselves by this point, jerking themselves off as they watched Simba's humiliation. The golden lion whimpered and whined pitifully, ass clenching down around Kion's manhood as it was driven deep inside him.


“How is he, Simba?” Scar laughed. “Your boy's a good fuck, isn't he?”


“I'm g-going to make you pay...” Simba growled furiously, toes curling, body shaking as Kion rammed everything he had into his dad's ass. The humiliated king was ready to hurl more threats at Scar, but he found himself barely able to speak through his moans as Kion began fucking him. Simba squirmed and cried out under Kion, wincing as he was forced to accept inch after inch of his son's cock deep inside him. Simba had never seen Kion hard before – he never knew how massive he was down there, and how much the younger lion's sheer size put him to shame. The fact that his own son was so much bigger than him was humiliating in itself, and now he was forced to take it right up his tight feline asshole. He looked up at his tormentors, Scar and the hyenas openly jerking themselves off to the sight of his degradation, grinning wickedly and throwing out jeers and insults while Kion fucked his dad's man cunt hard and deep.


“You can fuck harder than that, can't you?” said Scar. “Make your whore father moan, boy!” At Scar's order, Kion began pounding harder, reaching out to grab hold of his dad's mane and pull him back as he pistoned back and forth.


“Ah! K-Kion!” Simba groaned. “Stop... Get it out... Kion st- nghh!” He gritted his teeth, grimacing and wincing, trembling under the younger lion as his ass was used and fucked. He tried to hold onto the last semblance of pride and dignity that he had by refusing to moan, but Kion's harsh, relentless breeding of his ass was proving to much. His body tense, Simba couldn't help but cry out, his voice shaking and high-pitched. The trembling moans coming from the degraded king had his tormentors laughing at him once more, Scar smirking down at him with an incredibly smug look on his face. Simba couldn't even muster any more threats at his uncle through his moans. He'd occasionally be able to let out a weak “Please...” or a pitiful “Stop...!”, but most of the noises coming from him were yelping moans of submission. He could feel Kion's cock delving deep into his body, pistoning against his prostate and making his eyes go wide from the overpowering feel of it all.

A shocked gasp escaped Simba's lips when a hyena decided to kneel at his side and reach under him. With Simba's hips raised high in the air, ass exposed and his tiny cock and furry balls dangling freely, the hyena took his dick and began toying with it.


“What's wrong, lion bitch? You ain't hard for your son?”


“Get... off...” Simba panted, scowling as the hyena began stroking his flaccid dick.


“Let's see it hard, slut!” the hyena chortled. “You might gain a whole inch; two, even!” The laughing grew louder as Simba continued to whine helplessly. He was fucked, bred and fondled, the hyena's warm hand engulfing his crotch as the horny male had his fun down there. With his ass stuffed with cock and his dick being tugged, Simba found himself unable to control his body.


“No...” he whimpered, his crotch starting to tingle and his diminutive length hardening despite himself.


“That's better!” the hyena mocked, stroking Simba's dick to full mast. “Man, that Nala of yours must be desperate for some real cock. Don't worry, we'll show her a good time once we take over the Pride Lands!”


“Yeah, we'll fuck your girl good!” another said. “Make her scream real loud!” Simba's cheeks blushed bright pink at the mention of his wife's name, and the thought of these hyenas breeding her had him shuddering with humiliation. He was about to muster up the energy to curse his captors out some more, but a sudden hard thrust from Kion had him yelping instead. The prince's thrusting was becoming harder, heavier and more erratic. He was close, and Simba knew it.


“Dad, your cunt's so tight!” Kion snarled. “Mrrrff! Fuck! Dad!!” Kion moaned out, hips slamming away as he began unloading inside Simba's hole. He thrust every inch of his cock into his dad's ass, the older lion giving a breathless gasp when he felt himself being flooded with his own son's cum. Kion thrust into him several more times before lodging his cock firmly inside that passage and finishing up deep inside his whimpering father. Simba could feel Kion's shaft pulsing against his walls as it filled him, Kion's hips grinding against his soft, furry asscheeks the whole time.

“Ooooh...” With a groan, Kion pushed Simba away and yanked his cock out, looking down at the stretched hole in front of him, Simba's ass pouring cum from it. Kion stood back, his dick leaking excess jizz, the stuff dripping from his cock head and into the dirt while Scar stood nearby, a hand on his own dick.


“That's quite the stretching you've given him,” Scar grinned, drawing close and unceremoniously jamming a couple fingers deep into Simba's used hole.


“Argghh!” Simba cried out, an uncomfortable look on his face while Scar's fingers ventured deep into his cum-filled ass, twisting and turning inside him, teasing at his walls and making him squirm.
