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      Part 1

      "Trust me, Jonny," my uncle insisted on the other end of the phone. "You're gonna love it!"

      I threw one last pair of socks into my suitcase, then zipped it shut. "Thanks, Uncle Leo. I still don't know what all the fuss is about, though. It's just one night."

      "Hey, hey," he fussed. "You're gonna change your tune when Sunday rolls around. Your grandma really knows how to spoil a guy!"

      I rolled my eyes. "Great! That means I can go home with an extra six pounds of pie weighing me down."

      "Just go in with an open mind."

      "With all due respect, Uncle Leo, it's a night at Nana's for-- what did she call it? A 'transition into manhood,' or something like that."

      Leo cleared his throat. "It's gonna help make you into a man, kiddo -- a successful one, too. There's a reason all the men--"

      "I know, I know. All the men in our family are sooo successful and confident because of some magic, spiritual awakening ritual that Nana's obsessed with."

      I could practically hear Leo shaking his head. "Not just her, Jon. It's a family tradition that goes back a long, long time. It's part of our history."

      "Really? Then why does my Dad know nothing about it?"

      Leo scoffed. "He married in, you know? He's still part of the family, but this tradition is just for our side of the tree. I went through the same thing with Mom - Nana, to you - and my grandmother when I was your age. It changed my life, Jonny."

      "So... whatever the ritual is, it really works?"

      
        
      

      "Hell yeah!" he said boastfully. "If you can call seven figures a year successful! All thanks to your grandmother, and mine, when she was still with us."

      Maybe there's something to this after all, I thought. I sighed to release a breath of stale air. "Anyway, I just finished packing, so I think I'm gonna head out. I appreciate you talking to me, Uncle Leo, even if you didn't actually tell me what the hell to expect."

      He chuckled. "Wouldn't wanna ruin the surprise for you. Enjoy, kiddo!"

      I finished packing and went downstairs, backpack in hand, to see if Mom was ready. Her stuff was by the front door, but I heard her voice coming from the living room around the corner. I put my stuff next to hers and followed her voice to find her arguing with Dad about his lack of invitation.

      They were both sitting on the couch with a football game playing in the background, their backs to me.

      "This is bullshit, Fiona!" he exclaimed to Mom. "I know I can't go with you, but I want to know why! I'm his father, for crying out loud!"

      "You know why, dear," Mom replied calmly. "It's an old family tradition, and you know my mom is a stickler for traditions. We're only doing this to appease her, and she was pretty clear that this was between me, her, and Jon."

      Dad grumbled something under his breath. "You know what? Don't worry about it. I wouldn't want to tag along and ruin your special little tradition, anyway."

      Mom's shoulders sagged forward. "We can do something together when we get back tomorrow, if you want to. It's just that this is really important to her, so I want to do it right."

      Dad waved her off. "Have fun, then." Then he turned his full attention back to the television.

      I slunk out before either of them noticed that I was there and went to go wait by the front door.

      
        Mom rounded the corner with a sour look on her face. She was so deep in thought that she did not notice the few seconds that I spent ogling her when she came into view.

      She was wearing a fantastically tiny pair of jean shorts that tightly hugged her plump backside. They were short enough to leave plenty of her thighs exposed, displaying a large portion of creamy white flesh that seemed to have been hidden from the Sun for decades. Her tank top was equally snug, giving the appearance that it had been glued to her torso in order to cling to every one of her delicious curves. Her shoulders were covered, thus hiding her bra strap - though not its outline -- and forcing me to imagine the color for myself. Naturally, I imagined her in red: my favorite.

      I closed my slackened jaw. "Hey, Mom!" I made sure to put some extra pep in my voice so she would not think I had overheard their argument.

      She flashed me a weak but well-intended smiled. "Hey, honey. Are you ready to go?"

      I patted the side of my backpack with an eager nod. "Sure am! Race you to the car? Just give me a head start so I don't get totally creamed."

      Mom finally gave me a real smile, and though it was a small one, it told me that my charm was working to lift her spirits. "I don't think you have to worry about that."

      The way she emphasised "you" had confused me. "So, do you want a head start, then?"

      Mom's smile grew wider. "You're cute, sweetheart. Just forget I said anything -- but, still: no racing!" She pointed to her suitcase. "You and those big muscles have some work to do."

      I scrunched up my nose. "So I get to be the luggage man, then?"

      Mom gave me a wink. "For now you're just the luggage boy-- until tonight, at least."

      "Hooray," I cheered sarcastically. "Something to look forward to, I guess."

      I packed everything into the car in two trips, the second of which Mom spent in the driver seat picking out songs to score our drive. Nana lived about an hour away, which gave us plenty of time to talk before we let Taylor Swift fully take over. I was not particularly into her music, but if it made Mom happy, then it made me happy.

      
        
      

      What made me even happier was watching how tightly the seatbelt between her breasts dug into the soft, pillowy flesh over which it was strapped, making the bulging dough ooze around the belt more and more as it squeezed her tighter.

      Mom had exceptionally large tits, and thus often triggered the mechanic in her seatbelt that made it lock in place. All she had to do was lean forward a few inches and her bosom would take care of the rest. Any time that happened, I was quick to soak in an eyeful before she fixed it. It was not the first time I had noticed the staggering size and heft of her boobs, either.

      As far back as I could remember, picturing my mother came part and parcel with imagining her enormous breasts. They had set the precedent for what I looked for in any given pair, and though I had originally felt ashamed for lusting after my own mother, that guilt had eventually gone away. With time, I had stopped feeling bad for admiring something -- or rather, someone -- so objectively beautiful. Her boobs, I'd reasoned, were just an extension of the overall beauty that I found so captivating, so it was perfectly natural for me to drool whenever I saw them wobbling around.

      I suppose it shouldn't be so important to me to insist upon it, but I was not some sort of horny hound who saw my Mom as an object for my lust. I admired all of her, from her effervescent wit and personality, to her intelligence and sense of humor, to the waves of smooth, chestnut-brown hair that cascaded magnificently over her shoulders.

      I knew it could never be, but Mom was everything I had ever wanted in a woman, and I had often wondered if the pedestal I placed her on had made it hard to find a girl that could even begin to hold my interest.

      Mom fiddled with her locked seatbelt yet again, her tits jiggling as she tried to plug the buckle back in. She muttered something about the "stupid thing being too small," but I was only half-listening.

      I faked a big stretch - with a yawn to sell the charade - so that I had an excuse to look at her cleavage while she fussed with the belt.

      One of Taylor's songs ended, and Mom turned down the volume so we could talk. "How are you feeling, Monkey? Excited? Nervous?"

      "Er, neither? Nobody has told me anything, so I don't really know what to expect, good or bad."

      
        She rocked forward and back a couple of times to test the readjusted belt, then settled back into her seat. "What do you think we've got planned?"

      I was quiet for a second, mentally listing all the things that I imagined could be waiting for me at Nana's house. "With what I've seen of rituals in the movies, I'm just hoping this doesn't end with me eating someone's heart, or whatever."

      Mom laughed so hard that she made an ugly little snort, but I found it endearing. "It's not that, don't worry. I think you'll have more fun than you expect, and you won't have to eat any or-- well, any internal organs."

      Something about her comment read like a joke, but I could not find the comedy in it. "I don't want to eat any organs! Hell, I don't even like eating the skin off my chicken."

      "Don't worry, honey. We've got something much more delicious planned." With that, she turned the music back up and began to sing along.

      Nana's place was not too much farther ahead, and after only fifteen more minutes of driving, we were pulling down the street into her quiet subdivision.

      We pulled into the driveway, and Mom gave the horn a few quick honks. In the large bay window that overlooked Nana's driveway - which was easy to see into due to her house being a bungalow - I saw the silhouette of a tall, slender figure, backlit from a hidden light source, get up out of her famous reading chair.

      My grandmother had an illustrious head of white hair that had been as pale as moonlight as far back I could remember. Though it was quite the sight thanks to the sunlight piercing through it, there was something far more prominent on display through the window-- her enormous boobs.

      Nana bent over, presumably to bookmark a page in her book, and in doing so turned sideways to reveal her breathtaking side profile. I was blessed by the sight of her large, drooping udders as gravity took hold of them.

      She waved to us through the window, then disappeared from view so she could greet us at the front door. For some reason I could not explain, my heart began to beat a little faster, as though I were full of an anticipation that I hadn't felt once during the entire drive - nor ever before when we'd visited her in the past.

      
        
      

      While I began to unpack our stuff out of the car, Mom got out and rushed to greet her mother with a big hug. "Hi, Mama!" she added with equal parts excitement and adoration.

      "Hi, Fifi," Nana said back with an affectionate smile.

      I slung my backpack over my shoulder and pulled Mom's suitcase behind me. When I reached the front door, she and Nana cut their conversation short so abruptly that it was obvious they had been conversing about something private. Hell, they all but yelled, "Psst, he's coming!"

      Nana pushed Mom out of the way and opened her arms to me. "Hi, Peanut."

      She was wearing an outfit that looked as though it had been ripped straight out of the wardrobe of an influencer one-third her age. It was a sleeveless yellow sundress whose cups - each adorned with a frilly, white lining of decorative lace - were struggling terribly to contain her gigantic breasts as they wobbled to and fro.

      The bottom of the dress cut off above her knees, giving me a peek at the faint tanning on her lower legs. It was obvious enough even at a distance that she had spent time in the sun to gain some color on her arms and legs; upon closer inspection, she hadn't given her cleavage or inner thighs the same treatment - intentionally or not, I couldn't say.

      Her stark white hair was tied up in a tight bun, though a few errant stragglers had escaped their shackles to fall freely to the sides of her face. A faint breeze gently tossed the wispy curls about, causing one of them to stick against her presumably wetted lips before she tugged it away.

      Nana had taken incredibly good care of herself throughout the years, leading to a tight, toned body that stood out amongst those of her peers. I did not imagine it was easy for a woman of above-average height to maintain that physique, but she had clearly found a way. Although there were some slight wrinkles on her forehead, and creases beside her eyes, those imperfections - I even considered it a stretch to call them that - told stories of the experience she had gained over the course of sixty or so years.

      I dropped the luggage on the asphalt and gave her an enormous hug, during which I paid special attention to the way her billowing breasts squished against my chest. "Hi, Nana. I missed you."

      
        "I missed you too, sugar," she said, "but you're here now, and that's all that matters. Once you bring that stuff inside, we'll sit down for some lunch. Does that sound good?"

      My stomach growled. "Sounds amazing."

      The ladies scampered inside while I brought our things. By the time everything was relocated, they were already gabbing excitedly around the circular dining room table, each with a cup of tea. They were both leaning forward in their seats, and Mom looked particularly engrossed with whatever Nana was saying to her.

      Mom had both arms crossed and was using them as support to lean in as far as possible so she did not miss a word. Her bare feet were pressing into the leg of her chair with such force that her tiny toes - each painted a dazzling shade of red - were splayed out on the cross-stretcher.

      Nana noticed my arrival and motioned for me to unburden myself. "Come, Muffin. Have a seat."

      "Thanks, Nana." I sat down between them, flanked by two of the biggest pairs of tits I had ever laid eyes on.

      Nana had made were sandwiches and soup for us to fill up on, but I was the only one that had more than a nibble. While the two of them talked, I remained preoccupied with thoughts of what the rest of the night would hold for me. I could not even focus on what Nana and Mom were talking about, and it took the latter addressing me to snap me out of my stupor.

      "Isn't that right, honey?" Mom asked.

      I shook my head and looked up from my bowl of chicken noodle soup. "Er, yeah? I mean, no. Maybe? Sorry, what was the question?"

      Nana giggled and reached out a hand, with which she rubbed the inside of my elbow. "Your mother was asking you if you're excited for the ritual."

      I smiled faintly. "I guess so! Still don't really know what's going to happen, though."

      "I know," Nana said with a wink. "Don't worry; no sacrifices."

      
        
      

      I cringed a bit. "She told you about that, huh? I mean, I was at least half joking."

      Mom offered me a sweet smile, but I was far more intrigued by her foot reaching over to prod the side of my leg. "I thought it was cute. I like that you're nervous."

      I did not know what to say, so I asked a question that I knew at the time was probably a stupid one. "Are you excited, Mom?"

      She and Nana shared a look that left me puzzled. I glanced back and forth between their faces, unable to put any pieces together at all. Whatever coded message they were sending were too strongly encrypted for me to crack.

      "I suppose I am," Mom said after her brief nonverbal exchange with Nana. "A bit nervous, too. But don't worry, Nana has done this before, so she can guide us through the weird stuff."

      A strange tingle at the back of my scalp put me on edge. "'Weird stuff?' This is starting to sound kind of... witchy."

      Nana put a hand on my shoulder, but her eyes were trained on Mom. "Maybe it's time we show him, Fifi?"

      Mom squirmed in her seat. "Um, now? Like... now, now?"

      "You're not getting cold feet, are you?"

      "No!" my mother insisted. "No, Mama. I just didn't think we'd start this early."

      Something fiendish flicked in Nana's eye. "No time like the present. I think he's ready now, Fiona. Show him."

      I gulped nervously. "S-show me what?"

      Nana scooted closer to me in her chair so that our leg were touching. "Watch your mother, sugar."

      
        
      

      I turned my head to look at Mom. She gave me a comforting smile, but that reassurance was betrayed by the nervous twitching of her upper lip. She was clearly anxious about something, and though I was unbelievably curious as to what it was, I did not want to disobey Nana, so I did what she told had told me: I watched.

      Mom took a deep breath, likely intended to steady her nerves, then stood up.

      My eyes widened as she ascended to her full height. Though she was not as tall as Nana -- who easily had six or more inches over her -- she felt like a skyscraper looming over my head. Her locks of wavy brown hair were backlit by the ceiling lamp, its golden glow creating a halo of warm light around her head as she looked down on me. "Remember that I'm doing this because I love you, honey."

      "Mom, I--"

      "Shhhhh," Nana purred in my ear. "Just watch."

      Mom clenched her fists, digging her fingernails into her palms. I don't know if that was what was making her hands shake, or if she was trying to steady them. Without uttering another word, she unclenched her fists and pinched the hem of her white tank top between her fingers. She peeled the tight-fitting garment off of her body, shedding light upon her bared navel. She then lifted the cotton barrier further, bringing her tummy into view before, seconds later, revealing a slim slice of the underside of her bra.

      My pulse was going haywire, stirred into a frenzy that became more hectic with every new inch of her bare skin I saw, but my brain was quiet. One may have expected a flurry of racing thoughts, but mine had fallen silent the moment she had begun to strip.

      Mom pulled her shirt up over the swell of her tits and threw it onto the floor. She had to tug on the tight tank top to make it stretch over the massive mountains, at which point it had become obvious that she was not wearing simple, everyday bra; she was wearing lingerie.

      It was a deep, sultry crimson-- designed for seduction. The rich hue glowed beautifully against her porcelain skin, subtly highlighting the faint red undertones in her deliciously creamy flesh.

      
        The cups containing her breasts were made of sheer mesh, granting a red-tinted peek through the thin fabric. It was stretched taut, presenting a playful dichotomy of fragility and tension as it struggled to contain the massive weight she had loaded into it.

      There was a series of delicate lace flowers stitched onto the front, though its pattern of swirling stems and leaves had been distorted by the weight of her enormous bosom, its petals losing their shape as the fabric strained under her bust. I admired the visual reminder that the bra was slightly too small for her, but it was the shiny yellow buckle affixed between her tits that caught my attention the most.

      It was not simply the bright, flashy metal clasp that I was fixated on, but rather the fact that it was not resting flush against her body. Due to the profound size of her breasts, the central gore onto which the buckle was attached was unable to rest against her sternum, instead hovering slightly from the strain applied to the taut fabric.

      There were further hints that the bra did not fit her perfectly, and I relished each and every one of them. Its tight fit made her breasts spill generously over the top and sides of her bra, creating a soft swell of skin that rose past the edge. The side bands, which were too narrow to provide ample support, dug into the flesh beneath her arms. The straps cut slightly into her shoulders in a visible display of tension, inadvertently tugging the cups higher than they should have sat, making her already impressive cleavage bulge forward from the immense pressure.

      "Jesus, Mom," I muttered under my breath.

      "Wanna see the bottoms, too?" she asked cheerily, though her chipper tone was undercut by a noticeable warble in her voice.

      "Yes, please."

      Mom unbuttoned the front of her jean shorts, which burst open the second the tension was released, then tugged on the zipper to fully open them. She hooked her thumbs into the sides and pulled down, shaking her ass side to side to wiggled out of the snug denim, then bent over and dropped them to her feet.

      Her underwear was the same bold color as her bra, and equally tight. They rode low on her hips, clinging tightly to her fat bottom. The sides around her hips dug into her skin as the elastic fought to accommodate her wide curves. There was a small, dainty red bow directly above her pussy mound, which was distinctly highlighted due to how far it bulged out from between her legs. Her swollen lips had swallowed a portion of the red fabric, dragging it between them to form a dark crease.

      
        "Well?" Nana whispered into my ear. "What do you think?"

      My dick began to stir, brought to life by witnessing a side of my mother that no son ever expects to see. "Of... of Mom?"

      "Yes, Monkey," Mom squeaked awkwardly. "Of me."

      "I... I... I don't know," I stuttered, my voice trembling.

      Nana rubbed my shoulder from behind. "Just listen to your body. What is it saying?"

      The answer to that question was undeniable, and was supplied when the three of us jointly looked down to my crotch to see the formidable tent that had been erected in my shorts.

      Mom tittered playfully. "I think he likes me."

      I winced from the awkward comment. "Oh my god, Mom! Don't say that!"

      Nana gave my shoulder a firm squeeze. "It's okay, Jon. This is why you're here."

      "For... for--" I gestured to Mom's exposed lingerie. "--this?"

      "No," Nana said conclusively, then pointed to my erection. "For that."

      My chest rattled from the thunderous force of my heartbeat. "I don't know if I can do this."

      "That's okay," Nana said reassuringly. "You don't have to. It can be a lot to take in at once."

      "What if I say no? What happens then?"

      
        Nana shrugged as though the consequences of my pending decision were a minor concern. "I dunno, Peanut -- but I do know that you'd be the first man in a long, long lineage to turn down the opportunity."

      Mom twiddled her thumbs nervously. "It's okay to be uncomfortable. We'll get over that together, and after all of this is done, you'll finally be the man I know you're supposed to be." Her reassuring words seemed designed to soothe not just my worries, but hers, too.

      I blinked hard a couple of times just to double check that I was not dreaming. "I'm definitely uncomfortable! But... oh, I dunno."

      "Say it, honey," Mom encouraged. "This is a place where you can feel safe. Say whatever is on your mind."

      I winced a little. "Even if it's gross?"

      A red flush bloomed across her cheeks, likely spurred by the promise of what perverted thoughts I may have been harboring. "Even then, sweetheart."

      Rosy heat crept up my neck and face. I felt something deep inside of me being slowly drawn to the surface, and I wanted to explore it. "I mean, I-- um... I really like your lingerie, Mom."

      Her bright smile was contagious, and despite my mounting anxiety, I felt one spread across my face simply by gazing upon hers. "That's not gross! But I'm glad you think so. I picked it out for you."

      "I do like red a lot."

      She tilted her head to the side. "That's why I picked this one. Wait until you see what Nana's wearing."

      My eyes darted over to my grandmother, who was sporting a devilish grin of her own. "You, too, Nana?"

      Nana perked up. "You wanna take a peek, sugar?"

      
        I figured that if I was going to go through with their crazy scheme, I might as well jump in with both feet, so I gave her a decisive nod.

      Despite my history of lecherous glances, the idea of Nana inside of my head up until that point had been that she was a saint. Needless to say, that was changing quickly.

      Nana stood up from the table and straightened her back as though posing on a pedestal, then bunched up the bottom of her yellow sundress in both hands. She pulled it up over her head in one swift motion to reveal her own remarkable set of lingerie.

      Unlike Mom's outfit, Nana's consisted of only one piece. The see-through bodysuit was a cool, deep blue - landing somewhere between midnight and sapphire - and appeared to elongate her already slender form by pasting itself to her curvature. Its hue was wonderfully contrasted against the warm undertone of her skin, which bore a slight tan from the days she had likely spent sunbathing by her pool.

      It was mainly constructed of sheer mesh, providing a glimpse of skin that would have been fully revealing if not for the embroidery that decorated it. Throughout the transparent fabric were interwoven patterns of bold lace that could not be seen through. They were strategically placed to offer exposure and coverage in careful balance, toying with my desperation to see her completely naked.

      The lower half of her suit was perhaps the most enchanting, and my wandering eyes made that clear to Nana. As though prompted by my unwavering stare, she slowly spun in a circle so that I could see the back.

      The cut was high at the hips and narrow at the back, designed in the style of a thong to sit snugly between her cheeks. The fabric was pulled to its limit, with the back seam disappearing entirely into the deep crevasse to fully expose every inch of her plump rump. On Nana's gigantic bottom, the coverage was minimal, allowing me to freely admire it in all its glory until she turned around again.

      "Sorry it's not red, Muffin," Nana said. "Your mom called dibs on red."

      "I like blue, too." My mouth was dry, each word scraping against my throat on their way out.

      "Good," she said happily.

      
        The two of them were pillars of insurmountable beauty, each striking a pose befitting of their large blessings-- Mom with her arms crossed under her billowing breasts, and Nana with her arms folded behind her so that her enormous bust bulged out towards me. I had never seen either of them in anything so scandalous, and I soaked in every inch of their lingerie-clad bodies so that I would never forget the sight.

      Mom blew me a kiss. "Ready to get started?"

      I stared with astonishment. "Y-yeah, I think so."

      They extended their hands in unison, and I placed mine in each of theirs. Together, they pulled me out of my chair. They led me at a painfully slow pace down the hallway that trailed off towards the back of the house, where the bedrooms were.

      When I was young, Nana's bedroom had been off limits during visits, so it had always held a kind of mystery to me that had persisted into adulthood. It was surreal, then, to have her guide me - hand-in-hand - to the very room that had been shrouded in secrecy for almost two decades.

      Inside the room, Nana's bed looked enormous since its sides were so close to the walls, leaving just enough room on either side for her to have placed a thin table. Each of them bore its own lamp that was emitting warm, yellow light, which lent an alluring atmosphere to the dimmed den.

      Nana let go of my hand so that she could rub the small of my back. "I think you should get naked too, sugar."

      "Um, okay, I guess." I was apprehensive, but I obeyed her wish. I pulled my shirt off as quickly as I could, followed by my shorts, so that I was left with only boxers to cover me.

      "Hmm," Nana hummed. "That's fine for now. You wanna get a little more comfortable before you take those off, too?"

      I nodded. "If that's okay, yeah."

      "Of course, Muffin, and I know just the thing to do it."

      Mom smiled with nervous excitement. "Oh boy. Here we go."

      
        
      

      "Come, Fifi," Nana instructed. "Give Mama a kiss like we talked about."

      My eyes must have been all white from how wide they went. "Kiss? Like, each other?"

      The women left my side to walk closer to each other, then their hands on each other's waists. They seemed to not have heard me at all, but I was content to be a silent observer as they each slowly leaned in, drawing out the moment until their lips finally touched.

      Just before they did, Mom said, "No tongue, Mama."

      Nana responded with a sarcastic roll of her eyes. "Fine, fine. Pinky promise."

      With their deal in place, I heard Mom suck in a sharp breath just before Nana sealed their lips together. It began as a light peck, but neither of them pulled away, allowing the brief awkwardness of their first kiss to transcend into something more. Nana opened her mouth slightly, providing space for Mom to wedge her top lip into like a puzzle piece. Their clumsy kiss only lasted a few seconds, and when they finally broke apart, they shared a brief, breathless kind of laugh.

      Mom's eyes darted frantically in different directions - door, floor, and ceiling - anything but forward at the elderly seductress she had just kissed. "One down, I guess."

      Nana brushed a coil of brown hair out of her daughter's eye. "Should I go next? With him?"

      The furrow between Mom's brows deepened, drawing lines of concern on her forehead. "No. No, I... I want to kiss him first."

      My breath was shallow, my shoulders rising slightly with each inhale. "Me?"

      Mom peered at me over Nana's shoulder like a shy child hiding behind their protective parent. "If that's okay with you, I mean."

      "Yes!" I exclaimed. "Of course it is!"

      
        A bright laugh bubbled out of her. "Well, then, come here, honey. Have you, um... done this before?"

      I shook my head. "Only in my dreams."

      She fiddled with the hem of her underwear, tugging on the elasticity. "So, I'm gonna be your first kiss? That's-- wow."

      I winced. "Is that bad?"

      She walked towards me until she was close enough to latch her hands onto my forearms, which she then rubbed with the intent to calm me. "Not at all, sweetheart. I just thought a handsome man like you would have kissed a few girls already, that's all -- but I'm kinda happy I get to be your first one."

      Mom then assumed the role of the gentle guide that her mother had just taken with her. She took my hands and placed them on her hips, sternly advising that I hold onto her, then she looped her arms around my neck. She needed to stand on her tiptoes to reach my height, but even then I had to tilt my neck down in order to look her in the eye.

      "It's okay, sweetheart," she said with a voice that settled something inside me. I did not know if I was actually ready, but I knew I trusted her and that that would be enough. "It's just a kiss."

      I looked deep into her eyes, then down at her plump, succulent lips. I did not say anything, but was certain that she could read everything on my face.

      Mom leaned in slowly, each inch seemingly taking a full minute for her to cross, until I felt the tip of her nose brush against mine. As she nuzzled me, her proximity allowed a waft of her perfume to infiltrate my nostrils. I breathed in deeply, which sent the fragrance of sweet, juicy oranges deep into my brain. It was as bright and zesty as she was. It was perfect.

      Her lips grazed mine; then she committed to the kiss by fully leaning in and sealing our lips together. Mine were slightly open, and I was unsure of what to do next, but my awkwardness did not dissuade her.

      Mom stayed close, holding her mouth against mine with the breath from her nose tickling my cheek. Her lips parted so that her tongue could dash from between them and flutter against mine, inviting my tongue to join in as well. I timidly opened my jaw wider, unsure of what would be considered appropriate for a first kiss. I probably made a fool of myself by transitioning so quickly to a sloppily exchange of saliva.

      Mom did not resist, moving with certainty as she showed me the steps without uttering a single word. I followed her lead as best I could, mirroring the way she gingerly suckled on my lower lip between every kiss until we were swapping smooches back and forth.

      For a few brief moments here and there, it even felt like I was the one charge, but then she would take back the wheel by eagerly thrusting her tongue into my open mouth. We traded kisses back and forth, falling into a steady tempo that I found to be positively natural. I may have been a kiss virgin - as well as every other type - but Mom made me feel like I could do no wrong.

      When she finally broke the kiss, the tether of glistening saliva between our lips took a few extra seconds to sever. She did not pull away. Instead, she pressed her forehead to mine and once again rubbed our noses together, her hot breath curling against my nose as she deeply exhaled. "How was that?"

      A frantic thud beneath my sternum told me that it had been pretty damn good. "That was awesome, Mom."

      She raked her fingernails down the back of my scalp. "Good, honey. I'm glad you liked it. Feeling a little less awkward now?"

      I grinned sheepishly. "A little, I guess."

      She planted a quick kiss on my chin. "That's good to hear. Wanna give Nana a smooch now?"

      I could not hold back the wide-eyed stare. "Really? Can I, Nana?"

      "Of course, sugar!" She wedged an arm in between us, which took some effort considering how closer we were standing, and used it to push Mom away. "My turn."

      Mom stomped her foot and gave a grunt of playful annoyance. "Mama! We were having a moment!"

      Nana waved her off without even looking at her. "I know, Fifi, but I want a turn, too!"

      
        
      

      I barely had time to react before Nana stepped close, her eyes sparkling with mischief. She was near enough that one breath, drawn through my nose, was all it took to flood it with the rich, decadent aroma of her vanilla perfume. It did not smell like fake vanilla, but rather close to the kind I would have expected her to use whilst baking cookies. Her scent was divine, inviting feelings of nostalgia and comfort that brought me back to the carefree days of my childhood.

      Nana's hands encircled my neck, tugging me toward her with an energy that caught me completely off guard. Her hands tangled in my hair, steadying me as a confident announcement that she was the one in charge.

      My heartbeat quickened and pounded even harder against my chest, the world narrowing to the feel of her mouth and the heat of her touch as I laid my hands on her hips.

      She did not simply place her lips upon mine; her mouth moved with confident purpose, her tongue teasing the edge of my lips before swiftly darting inside. It was an unexpected plunge that revealed the extent of her urgency, and that revelation sent a shiver down my spine.

      Her kissing technique was bold and unreserved - a stark contrast to than the gentle and methodical approach that Mom had taken. Nana erred on the side of wild abandon, caring not a whit for how well an inexperienced man would be able to follow her pace. I tried to match her as she drove her tongue into my mouth, but she was always one step ahead-- guiding, teasing, and coaxing me into her chosen rhythm.

      I could barely keep up with the barrage of sloppy kisses, and submitted to the pace she set, mindlessly worming my tongue around in her mouth while she devoured me with a hunger that could only have been present in a woman who had long been deprived of intimacy.

      Nana's eager whimpers told me as much in a different way. There was a horny, desperate woman underneath the years of experience that had long made her - to me, at least - a loving, dotting grandmother. That image was in stark opposition to the woman who was melting into my arms. She poured passion into each of her chaotic kisses, each breathy moan shedding another layer of her mask.

      When she finally pulled back there was a knowing smile plastered on her face. "You're getting the hang of it, sugar."

      I swallowed hard, my heart still racing. "T-thanks, Nana. You kiss a lot different than Mom."

      
        
      

      Nana tilted her head to the side so she could kiss my cheek. "I like to get a little messy, if that's okay."

      I flicked my tongue out of my mouth to catch a dribble of drool that threatened to run down my chin. "I like messy."

      "Me too," she said with a wink, then turned to Mom. "I think he's ready for the fun part."

      I gawked idiotically, dumbfounded by the outrageous claim. "That wasn't the fun part?"

      The women snickered amongst themselves, tickled by my continued naivety.

      "Where do you think this is all heading?" Mom asked coyly.

      I'd been too overwhelmed - and distracted - to consider it. Once I did, well... I did not want to appear greedy, so I decided to play it safe with my answer. "Maybe I'll get to see your boobs, too?"

      That made them break out into a brief fit of laughter at my expense, but I considered myself to have gotten the last laugh, since I got to watch their tits bounce around as they did.

      "No, honey," Mom said sweetly. "It's going much further than that. Can you get on the bed for us?"

      "Boxers off," Nana added.

      I was nearly paralyzed with anxiety, but found solace in reminding myself that I was simply following instructions. They wanted me naked, and I was merely obliging them, which meant they hopefully would not be surprised to find that my dick was so outrageously hard that it was pointing straight up to the ceiling.

      Mom gave one of those laugh-gasps that one would make when they could not decide between either reaction, though either one would have been fitting on its own. It was clear that she was both shocked and amused to see me at my full size, which filled me with an undeniable sense of pride. Sure, one cannot control how big their dick is, but seeing two women of their stature staring at it with what could only be described as admiration made me feel like royalty.

      
        
      

      "Jesus, honey," Mom said. "I made that?"

      I shifted me weight back and forth on my feet. "Um, well, it's been a while since you've seen it, so..."

      Nana licked her lips then winked at her daughter. "Good job, Fifi."

      Mom appeared tickled by the compliment and gave her a smug smile. "Thanks, Mama." Then she pointed a finger at me, then traced a line to the bed. "Now go, sweetheart. Get comfortable."

      I crawled onto the bed and flipped onto my back, then scooted backwards until I was sitting upright, my back supported by the headboard and my legs stretched out in front of me. "Ready."

      Mom arched an eyebrow. "For?"

      "Um... I don't know, actually."

      She rolled her shoulders. "Then just sit back, relax, and let us have some fun."

      Both of the women placed their hands on the bed and began to slowly walk them towards me, then took to crawling on all fours once their knees reached the mattress.

      The sight of those four fleshy pendulums swinging back and forth as they approached me, jiggling when they bumped up against their outstretched arms, was one that I knew I would never forget.

      From my perspective, it was impossible to tell whose breasts were actually larger. Gravity pulled on them, making the enormous, heavy udders droop downward, and the different material of their lingerie compressed them in distinctive ways.

      Nana's skin-tight onesie provided a little more support than Mom's bra, giving her breasts a hammock to rest in that inadvertently made some of their pudge spill over the sides.

      Alternative, my mother's tits sagged further towards the mattress than Nana's, the sheer weight of them making her bra straps dig even further into her shoulders. The narrow, red band was flanked on either side by a raised ridge of chubby flesh as a visual representation of the strain they put on her by being so cumbersome.

      I feared -- or hoped, really -- that their weight would be sufficient to snap the straps and send them tumbling out for my viewing pleasure.

      Both of their eyes were trained on me with pinpoint precision. I was frozen -- a helpless gazelle being stalked by the pair of lustful lionesses whose hunger would not be denied another minute.

      Mom went on my left side, and Nana on my right. Then they both patted the inside of my legs to get me to spread them. Between my parted thighs they crept, then settled onto their stomachs so that their faces were mere inches away from my hardened cock.

      Nana kissed the top of my thigh while massaging the inside with smooth strokes of her hand. "Ever had a woman suck your cock, sugar?"

      A nervous knot formed in my throat that made my voice crack when it came out. "N-no. Never."

      "I thought so," she said with a grin that grew even larger as she turned to her daughter. "Where do you wanna start, Fifi?"

      My mother's pupils dilated. "Can I suck his dick first, Mama?"

      Their heads were so close together that Nana only needed to turn her head to the side in order to give Mom a quick peck on the cheek. "Of course you can. I wanna get my lips around those fat balls of his, anyway."

      I felt like they were talking about me as though I were not in the room with them, but I did not dare pipe up. I didn't want to say or do anything that would divert them from their chosen course.

      Mom latched her right hand around the root of my cock and peeled it off of my stomach, pointing the menacing baton towards the sky. Her grasp spoke volumes: equal parts firm and tender, mirrored by the poise with which she then planted a puckered kiss on the inflated head. Her wetted lips wrapped around the bulb just long enough to give it an audible kiss, after which she looked up at me as if to ask, "How was that?"

      "That feels insane, Mom," I squeaked.

      
        
      

      She blew cool air over the small bead of saliva that her lips had left behind. "I bet it does, honey. Want another smooch?"

      I nodded with the utmost resolve. "Uh-huh!"

      Mom opened her lips a little wider than before and plugged her open maw with the head of my cock. She pursed them a couple of times, nursing on the spongy crown, then widened the gap even further and swallowed the entire knob.

      The heat, the warmth, and the softness of her tongue brushing against the underside felt absolutely heavenly. There was nothing in my history of sensory experiences that held a candle to the feeling of her mouth.

      It must have looked as good as it felt, because Nana was clearly enthralled watching her daughter slurp on me with such servitude. "You look good with a dick in your mouth, Fifi."

      I imagined that it must have been as surreal for her to watch as it was for me to experience, since she left no part of the scene untouched by her attentive gaze. I do not recall seeing her blink for that entire time; she refused to miss a single second of the ritual that she had set into motion by giving birth to my mother over forty years ago.

      Mom popped her lips off of me loudly when she released the suction. "Mama? You wanna play, too?"

      Nana's lips were glistening, but that time she did not lick them clean. "I'd love to."

      I expected them to trade places, but instead Nana dipped her head down and rested her temple against my inner thigh while Mom continued to suck on me. Nana's breath was heated steam against my balls, making it clear just how close to them she was.

      Nana curled her tongue and slid it underneath my balls, then pointed the tip and used it to gingerly coax one of my balls towards her mouth. She used her tongue like a luscious red carpet, stretching it as far underneath my testicles as she could, then closed her lips to form a vacuum seal with her tongue still flattened against my skin. Her mouth was stretched open so widely that one firm bout of suction was all she needed to pop the orb inside.

      
        "Oooooh, fuck!" I exclaimed. "That feels amazing, Nana!"

      Nana did everything in her power not to take her lips off of me when she said "Juff hou wai!"

      I felt like a lecherous pervert for how deeply it turned me on to hear her try to talk with her mouth full. Her words were muffled, and while I had pieced together the words she'd tried to utter, I was not prepared for just how good it would feel when she pushed on the back of my second ball with her middle finger.

      She ushered it forward to align with her already-stuffed mouth, but it was clear that there was not enough room inside for the two of them unless she tried to unhinge her jaw.

      Luckily for me, my grandmother was devoted to her craft, and so she did just that-- or rather got pretty damn close! She was a snake greedily swallowing a fat, round egg, her hunger unfulfilled by the one that she had already gobbled up.

      I felt a bit of pressure as Nana pushed, but she managed to inch her lips around the two swollen balls without hurting me, then sealed the entrance around the base of my sack and wiggled her lips back and forth.

      "Jesus Christ, Nana," I said with astonishment.

      "Hmph! Mmmphmm!" Her voice caused her entire mouth to vibrate, making my balls tingle as their cozy new home began to buzz.

      Perhaps spurred by envy -- that she was not receiving as much praise as Nana -- my mother ejected my dick with another resounding pop -- louder that time -- as she broke the suction. "How about my mouth, honey? Do you want me to do anything special for you?"

      I had never expected to be in such a commanding position, but planned to use all of my power while it still remained. "Can you go deeper, Mom?"

      There were no words necessary to communicate her willingness; it was perfectly encapsulated by the urgency with which she dipped her head back down to swallow my cock again. That time, however, she continued to lower her lips until half of my dick was submerged in her throat.

      
        "Ih hah gooh?" she gurgled.

      "That is good, Mom," I said. "But..."

      "Hmph," she huffed. "Ou wan me duh guw deefer?"

      I felt ashamed to ask her for more, but not enough to stop myself from doing so. "Yeah, Mom. Go even deeper, please."

      "Ogah, thweehearth," she murmured.

      After that, words must have been impossible for her. She worked the head of my dick through the soggy tunnel, gradually accepting more and more of the length into her gullet with a few noisy gags when it brushed her uvula, but she did not waver. With inspired determination, and a brow that was as tightly knit together as the walls of her throat, Mom opened her jaw to create extra space into which she could worm the rest of my cock.

      Her nose was pressed flatly against my stomach. With her tonsils scraping the sides of my cock, we could all hear the sounds of her muffled sputtering as she struggled to keep the formidable beast in its den.

      I was truly fascinated by the noises, which itself was all the more sickening because they were being made by my mother. The same sweet, beautiful voice that had once called me in for suppertime was warped into a sickly gurgle as its owner fought desperately for air while my fat log of meat pushed closed that vital pathway from inside the one right next to it.

      She stifled an instinctive gag, resisting her body's reflex to rid her esophagus of the pulsating obstruction. She coughed to clear her throat, making saliva rain down on my cock as it flew from her mouth. I felt the droplets run downward, and imagined that Nana must have felt them peppering the sides of her lips as she quietly nursed on my balls.

      "W-was that b-better?" she asked between deep breaths that made her entire body heave.

      "That was perfect," I said in awe.

      She wiped the back of her hand across her mouth. "Thank you, honey. Wanna give Nana a turn?"

      
        
      

      The woman in question popped my balls out of her mouth to answer for me. "Yes, please! Trade with me, Fifi. I got his balls nice and wet for you."

      She was right; I could feel the slight breeze made by her breath tickling them.

      "Okay, Mama," my mother chirped happily.

      Mom put my balls into her mouth and took to suckling like Nana had, her eyes closed in bliss as the rolled the heavy orbs around with her tongue like she was trying to melt a jawbreaker. There were subtle differences between the heat and texture of their mouths, but ultimately my balls were just happy to be back inside someplace safe, wet, and warm.

      Nana wrapped her lips around the head of my cock and instantly fell into a routine that spoke of much experience. She noisily slurped with her hand against her mouth, using her partially-clenched fist to form a snug passageway for my dick to fit through. She wisely dribbled saliva into the opening made by her curled fingers in order to keep it slippery, and with that lubrication, she became a well-oiled machine.

      Nana would plunge my dick halfway into her throat while her hand performed a corkscrew around the bottom half of my shaft, effectively working every inch of me at once. She moved with such ferocity that it took my breath away; she was clearly trying to upstage her daughter and prove that age had not diminished her skill. Seriously, I forgot to breathe a couple times, and I was not the only one for whom air was a secondary priority.

      Nana fought to keep me deep in her throat for as long as she could. When she could finally take no more, she pulled her head back and snaked my long, rigid cock out of her gullet. She took to stroking my entire lubricated length with a long, patient massage that went from the base all the way up to the puffy head.

      She took drawn-out breaths, sucking air through the mouthful of saliva that had previously been oozing around my cock head. Rather than swallow, as I expected her to do, Nana gathered the slimy goo at the front of her mouth. It formed a veil, one that she pierced with the tip of my cock, but that time she did not stop until I felt the head tickle the back of her throat.

      "Whoa," I said in a fog.

      
        She gave a raspy sputter, then said something that I truly did not understand.

      "What? I can't hear you, Nana."

      Mom momentarily slid my balls out of her mouth to inform me that Nana had said, "Watch this."

      No sooner had the echoed words left her mouth than I felt the two of them, in almost perfect harmony, put me back inside. For Mom, that meant slurping my balls back into her mouth until her cheeks were puffed up, and for Nana it meant driving my dick to the back of her throat so roughly that we both groaned when it hit the bottom. Over and over she repeated the process, bludgeoning the back of her throat with the bulbous tip - and I wasn't the only one shocked by her ferocity.

      "Jesus, Mama," my mother uttered. "Don't hurt yourself."

      Either Nana could not hear her or did not care enough to listen. Ultimately, it made no difference. There was an elegance in her detachment -- a strange kind of mastery that one only could only gain through decades of practice. Nothing seemed like it would be able to stop the loud gulping sounds that escaped her loose lips whenever my cock collided with the spongy wall at the back.

      Gulp! Gulp! Gulp! Nana pushed herself with the intensity of a woman half her age, making a boisterous show of her talents that would have put professionals to shame.

      There was rhythm to her movements. There was purpose. She had full control-- never crossing a line, never panicking. Despite the garish gurgles she was making - which, to some, might have sounded a lot like struggling - Nana seemed right at home. I imagined some woman would have been ashamed to be heard making such lurid noises, she did not seem to mind one bit.

      She performed for us, but not in a showy sense. There was no real audience besides me and Mom, and she wasn't playing to us in that way. There was no smile, no eye contact. She was not trying to shock or seduce-- those things were simply by-products that occurred as a result of her eager servitude. If anything, she seemed entirely alone with herself, even in the room with us - a solitary sportsman, committed to convincing only herself that she still had what it took.

      Nana engaged in a particularly rough plunge that made her cough, forcing her to withdraw my dick. When it emerged from her throat, slick with the result of her focused effort, she held it loosely in one hand, shifting her focus away from it so that she could take a few deep, manually drawn breaths. Her shoulders sagged as the air filled her lungs.

      
        
      

      Mom and I were speechless for a few seconds. The only sound in the room was that of Nana fighting to stabilize herself through meditative breathing, but it was music to my ears.

      "Wow, Nana," I said. "I didn't know you could do that!"

      She sucked some of the drool off of the corner of her mouth. "I can do lots of stuff, Muffin, but I think I need a little break. Either that or--" She turned to Mom. "Maybe someone could help me out?"

      Mom's eyes twinkled excitedly. "Wanna share the load, Mama?"

      "That would be lovely, Fifi. Let's take turns."

      The mommies laid their outer hands flat against my pelvis - Mom's right and Nana's left -- positioned in such a way that their index fingers and thumbs each formed one half of a circle that, when joined, put my dick in a snug chokehold to keep it upright.

      With it held firmly in place, they turned their heads to the side so that the slits of their lips became vertical, matching the orientation of my erection. Then they pushed towards it, creating a wet trench within which it was nestled.

      My cock was sandwiched between the fluffy, pink buns, each mother tending to her respective side. By lifting and lowering their heads, they sawed my dick back and forth in unison with their conjoined lips wrapped around me. Their lips were pressed right up against each other, their tongues occasionally fluttering against the underside, effectively treating my dick as nothing more than a fleshy obstruction around which they could kiss each other.

      With my eyes closed, it was impossible to tell where one mouth ended and the other began, effectively subjecting me to what felt like dozens of wet, slimy tentacles painting saliva on my shaft.

      Once I was fully drenched with spit bubbles, they began to pass my dick back and forth between their mouths, sharing the burden so that neither would have to work too hard. I popped out of Mom's mouth and slid into Nana's, the rapid hand-off giving my sensitive cock head little time to cool off from the heat of one mouth before it was thrust into another.

      
        When Nana pulled my dick out, long, gooey strands of spit were strung like translucent ropes between her mouth and the shiny helmet, connecting us for the briefest of extra moments before they were severed by Mom's next plunge.

      It was a display of practiced teamwork. Whenever one mommy would pop me out of their gasping mouth, lips glistening with a glossy layer of saliva, they would then point it towards their partner to help them quickly and smoothly - and ravenously! -- engulf the bulging head. Sometimes they would plummet to the base and hilt me against the back of their throat; sometimes they would merely nurse greedily on the spongy bulb. It never lasted longer than a few seconds before I was offered up yet again to the other volunteer.

      For a brief moment, I looked past the bobbing heads of dual-colored hair and saw the miraculous sight of their plump ass cheeks wobbling side to side as they nursed. I did not know if it was simply a result of their happy squirming, or if they were doing it to intentionally hypnotize me with the entrancing jiggle, but if the latter, then mission accomplished.

      Nana's dark blue onesie -- the thong portion of it, at least -- was riding so high that the lower portion had been completely swallowed into the swell of her gigantic cheeks. The trail of blue fabric was a pathway. It led from the shallow dip in the small of her back towards the enormous mountains until it vanished between them, and it led to a very odd stray thought: I bet I could hide my whole fucking arm between those massive things!

      Nevertheless, it was my mother's ass that I found to be the most intoxicating. Her vibrant red underwear was not as narrow as Nana's, which allowed the garment to actually cover a decent portion of her blubbery bottom despite the inevitable riding-up. The edges of the rouge cloth were teeth that sank into her soft flesh. They had clearly been doing so for quite some time; they had already left behind several imprints in the wake as they had ridden up over time.

      There was something beautiful about how the red cloth created such a bold contrast in color between its hue and that of her lily-white skin. Though Nana was showing notably more of her ass, I considered the hint of what lay underneath Mom's underwear to be far more erotic.

      It forced my mind to fill in the blanks with my imagination, lending an air of mystery that I found positively magnetic. My dick, too, was charmed by the sight, and flexed powerfully to communicate that to my grandmother-- who at that moment had her mouth tightly sealed around the knob to feel that mighty pulsating.

      Nana slid her lips off of me, then pointed my dick toward her daughter. "He's throbbing, Fifi."

      
        Mom made a low, rumbling growl as she admired my cock with unabashed awe. "I know, Mama. I can see it. Looks like he's gonna cum soon."

      "I can't help it!" I did not want to just then, but the moment was creeping up with more strength than I could handle. "Could you slow down, maybe?"

      Nana chuckled. "We are going slow, Peanut. Do you want us to suck on your balls for a minute instead?"

      "At the same time? That would be awesome!"

      "What do you think?" Nana asked Mom.

      My mother peeled her lips off of the swollen crown, keeping the silken cushions glued to it until the very last second. "Okay, Mama."

      The mommies nuzzled their faces into my balls and each latched their lips around the one that was closest to them, sharing a duty that they had once performed solo. Their fat tongues caressed my heavy eggs, basting them with a thick glaze of spit, while they each looked up at me with nothing short of unending affection in their eyes.

      I adored being the center of their attention. I knew they were studying my facial expressions; by the feel of it, they were using that information - and more besides - to calibrate their methods. Whenever I would groan or furrow my brow, they would narrow in on the spot that had made me do so.

      With technique that seemed too good to be accidental -- though I could not imagine they had pre-planned such a move -- Mom and Nana began to glide their hands further up my cock. Rather than continuing to pin their fingers against the base - which they had been doing in order to hold me upright - they instead each took responsibility for one half of my dick.

      Nana tended to the lower portion while Mom worked on the head, ensuring that no part of my cock was left untouched. The slippery coating of saliva that their double-blowjob had left behind allowed their fingers to glide easily up and down the length, lubricating the piston so that they could stroke or rotate their clenched fists at whatever speeds they saw fit.

      
        I put a hand on either of their heads and used my fingers to comb the hair out of their eyes, tucking it behind their ears so they would not be bothered by the stray strands. Although I still maintained the composure to recognize that the two of them had complete control over me, I felt an alluring sense of power. Holding their frail heads in my large mitts -- one full of Mom's vivacious brown hair and the other digging into Nana's thinner, pale-white threads -- gave me the sense that I was a king being tended to by his most devoted servants.

      It became clear that I was not the only one enjoying that momentary power shift. Mom was tittering quietly while she nursed. She unlatched her lips and said, "You've got big hands, sweetheart."

      "And a big dick!" Nana added with glee as she, too, released me.

      Mom faked a gasp of surprise. "So the legends are true!"

      "I think that saying is about feet, Fifi."

      I was too flabbergasted, both from the sight and the sensation, to partake in their playful banter. "You two look fucking beautiful."

      The ladies cooed happily, their silliness momentarily sidelined by the earnest compliment.

      Mom beamed happily. "Sweetheart, that is so nice."

      "Thank you, Muffin," Nana said. "I hope you mean it."

      "I do!" I exclaimed. "Absolutely I do. You're, like, the two most beautiful women I've ever seen."

      Nana clicked her tongue against her teeth. "Sounds like somebody is trying to get some brownie points."

      Mom planted a quick kiss on my ball. "Mission accomplished, I'd say. How should we reward you, Monkey?"

      "Uh... well..." I stammered, trying to buy time so I could think of a reward that would not make me instantly orgasm the second they gave it to me. I couldn't think of anything, so I decided that honesty was the best policy. "To tell the truth, I don't know how much more I can take. I'm already pretty close to cumming."

      Nana buried her nose into my ball sack. "That's okay, sugar."

      "It is?"

      "Of course!"

      I scowled. "But, then the ritual is over. Right? I don't want this to end!"

      Nana kissed my ball a couple of times, accenting her smooches by smacking her lips loudly. "Why not?" She tilted her head to the side so that her noggin tapped against Mom's. "Think about how good it'll feel!"

      All I could think about was the fact that the fascinating new chapter we were exploring was about to come to a close. "I just want to make it last as long as I can."

      Mom gave me a puzzled look, but then her eyes widened seconds later. "Oh! Honey, no. Do you think you only get to cum once?"

      I paused. "Um... yes?"

      A delightfully fiendish giggle rose from beneath my balls. Then Mom asked a question that was so obvious I actually felt embarrassed for needing the prompt. "Why do you think we packed overnight bags?"

      "I dunno. To sleep here?"

      She nodded, making the tip of her nose nudge my balls up and down. "Uh-huh. The ritual lasts all day, Monkey-- and all night. We can do this as many times as you want to."

      A tremor danced along my spine. "Really?" Then I looked at Nana. "Seriously?"

      
        The white-haired temptress nodded, too. "Of course we can. There's no need to rush. Just let it out, Muffin. Your mother will take care of it."

      "You will, Mom?" I asked her.

      She gave me an affirmative nod then dragged her tongue, laid flat against my shaft, upwards until she reached the tip. "I sure will, honey. Put it all right here!" Then she opened her mouth as wide as she could, stuck out her tongue, and pointed to the back of her throat.

      "O-okay," I said. "If you say so."

      Mom fully took over tending to my cock, taking the reins from Nana so that she could watch her daughter suck the cum out of me-- a scene that she and I both watched in fascination. Mom closed her mouth around the head, surrounding it in a sweltering cocoon that beckoned me forth with a twirl of her tongue.

      I unclenched my ass cheeks and let my body relax. I knew that my orgasm would surface the moment I stopped holding it back, but its sudden onset nevertheless managed to surprise me.

      "Mom!" I yelped with my eyes closed. "I'm gonna cum! Holy fuck I'm gonna fucking cum!"

      "Mmhmm!" she murmured through her stuffed maw, refusing to relinquish my dick to utter a single word.

      My cock became steel, stiffened by a magnificent pleasure that made the backs of my eyes tingle. Wave after wave of bliss washed over me. My entire skull was alight with warm vibrations, every nerve buzzing in unison.

      I spewed ropes of cum so thick that it felt like jelly when it came flying out of the tip. I could only imagine that it felt the same against the back of Mom's throat. She made a vulgar gagging sound, but quickly hardened her resolve in time to accept the next salvo with a smile on her face. Her tiny fist corkscrewed around the bottom half of my pulsating length, coaxing forth one hearty serving of heated goo after another, draining me of resources until I felt deflated-- emotionally and physically.

      Were I not already sitting on the bed, I would have collapsed in an exhausted heap. It felt like Mom had sucked the life force out of me, rendering my muscles useless bulk. I did not even have the energy to lift my head, and could only groan when Mom released my dick out of her mouth with a lurid pop!

      "Ooooooh," I wailed in ecstasy with electric tingles sizzling throughout my limbs long after she had removed her mouth. "OOoooh, oooHhhhH!"

      I finally opened my eyes again and gazed upon the face of my mother, her chubby cheeks bloated with my cum. I was sure that she was exaggerating the size of the mouthful, but the illusion worked.

      Nana looked at her daughter like she was the proudest mother in the world. "Wow, Muffin! Looks like you made a lot for her."

      "Yeah," I mumbled.

      "You want her to swallow for ya?" Nana asked with a sugary sweet voice.

      I shook my head to try and think straight. "Could she do something else instead?"

      Nana gestured towards Mom with a tilt of her head. "Ask her yourself, sugar."

      I looked into Mom's hazel eyes and took a moment to appreciate the flecks of green that were peppered into her iris, then asked her a question wholly unbecoming of a son-- or any family member. "Could you and Nana, like, kiss?"

      Mom cocked her head to the side like a curious puppy, but Nana only laughed.

      "Lemme think," Nana mused. "It's probably going to be awfully messy if I kiss her with all that cum in her mouth..."

      I nodded urgently. "Uh huh!"

      Mom knit her brow together. "Mphm! Mmhm hmpf hmm?"

      
        Nana rolled her eyes sarcastically. "It's rude to talk with your mouth full, Fifi."

      Mom growled with annoyance, then sat up on her knees. She angled her head up towards the ceiling so that nothing would slosh over the sides when she spoke. "Ah haid: aww ou ure?"

      "He's sure, Fifi." Nana had taken the words right out of my mouth. "Besides, I think it's sexy. I wanna try it -- and we're gonna use tongue this time."

      Nana sat up, wearing her excitement on her face, and inched closer to Mom. The milky haired matron made a showy display of puckering her lips and blowing kisses to my mother to further tease her, but I was sure that if Mom really did not want to take part, she would have chosen not to.

      A sticky bead of cum clung to her quivering lip, but it was only one that managed to escape. Just as it began to roll down her chin, Nana leaned in and pushed her mouth against Mom's, sealing the rest of my load inside with the kiss.

      Their embrace deepened, driven in no small part by Nana's one-sided advanced. Their tongues moved in slow, circling strokes, slipping and retreating to draw one another in. Between their mouths, where they made wet, slovenly gasps for air between kisses, my pearly white cum danced along their tongues. Every curl, prod, and thrust served to slowly churn the dense paste into a froth.

      They pulled their heads back to each take a small breath, causing the viscous glue to stretch between them in an elongated string before they rejoined their lips. It moved slowly, tugged and coaxed by subtle jaw movements, tiny pressures, and the rolling guidance of their tongues as they passed it back and forth. The bubbly syrup seemed to have a mind of its own, resisting and obeying in equal measure, as if it did not want to be passed, but yearned to be taken by force as deeply as I ached to see it swallowed.

      I gulped nervously "C-can you... uh... swallow it?"

      They parted again, but that time it was with a lingering pause. A strand of cum refused to let go at first, trembling between their lips like a string of molten honey before it finally snapped.

      It appeared to me that they had shared the load equally, having transferred enough cum from daughter to mother such that neither could respond to me with words. They both gave a nod of their heads, then looked at each other awkwardly.

      
        "Mmhmm?" Nana asked.

      "Mmhmm," Mom responded.

      Nana tilted her head back slightly. I watched the muscles in her neck shift and flex with deliberation as she ushered the cum to the back of her throat. With nothing more than a slight flutter in her eye, she swallowed it with a slow, visible contraction, like she was letting the rich butter melt down her throat.

      I knew that some women disliked cum, but Nana was apparently not one of them. She took her time, but she was not hesitating; she was savouring. There was a look of satisfaction on her face that I found enchanting, and it was made all the more enticing when contrasted against her daughter's lack of enthusiasm.

      Mom's shoulders were tense and drawn up around her ears, and her forehead was furrowed in much the same way. Her lips twitched faintly; she was still holding it, not yet accepting of her fate. She lasted a few more seconds, but then came the inevitable: a tremor of compliance.

      Mom's throat tightened, her jaw grinding as she worked to force the cum down. She trembled like she was swallowing a sob, fighting against her natural instincts in order to seduce me with her exemplary obedience. Her body gave a nearly imperceptible jolt, urging her to reject the substance, but she held it down.

      When the last drop fell into her stomach, she opened her mouth and gave a long, exasperated pant. "Oh my g-god! Honey that... wow. That was so much!"

      Nana licked her lips clean just in case she had missed a spot. "That was so naughty! I liked that."

      "Me too," I admitted, though it was not much of a secret.

      Mom cleared her throat with a cough. "Jeez. You made enough for both of us. Is it always like that?"

      I shook my head in disbelief. "Never. Must've been because of you two."

      There was a dribble of cum on Mom's chin that Nana spotted; her eyes widened when she did. "Hold still, Fifi." She swooped in to lick it off.

      
        
      

      Mom whined like a bratty kid having ice cream wiped off their face, but sat still to let Nana clean her. "Mamaaaaa!"

      It was oddly entertaining to watch my mother reduced to a petulant child under the parental maintenance of her own doting mommy. I was brought back to memories of her licking a napkin to wipe a smear of food off of my face before sending me back to play at the park.

      The mommies flopped down onto the bed, still clad in their lingerie, and cuddled up against either side of my chest. Mom was breathing a bit harder than Nana, but I found their asynchronous tempos to be strangely relaxing. The three of us laid in peaceful silence, which I had no problem with. I was content to stew in the afterglow of the most amazing orgasm I had ever been given, but my brain had other plans.

      After being subjected to such a remarkable torrent of pleasure, I was running on fumes. I had heard comedians tell jokes about men falling asleep soon after sex, and discovered that day that the same went for blowjobs. As I slowly began to drift off, I heard the mommies talking to each other, but could not even find the energy to open my eyes.

      "Mama," my mother said to Nana in a hushed whisper. "Look."

      I felt Nana gingerly rotate her head, then heard a soft mew. "That's adorable. Poor Peanut fell right asleep."

      "I guess we did a good job."

      "We sure did, Fifi."

      "Should we wake him up?"

      "No, no. Let him sleep a bit. He needs energy for the next part."

      "Okay, Mama."

      
        I did not necessarily want to sleep. In fact, in the back of my head there was a voice telling me to get up and see what Nana had meant by "the next part," but it was a battle that I could not win. My body was as heavy as molasses, and I was too weak to crack an eyelid. What I did know - and what I fell asleep thinking about - was that whatever they had in store for me was going to make the best day of my entire life even better.

      Maybe I was dreaming it, but I think I fell asleep with a smile on my face.

    
  
    
      Part 2

      I was not sure if a name existed for the state of peaceful relaxation that was experiencing. I teetered on the edge of sleep, my eyes closed in a sort of meditative trance as I took deep, steady breaths. With Mom and Nana lying on me -- on my left and right side, respectively -- each of my inhalations flooded my nostrils with their powerful perfumes.

      Their scents mingled together to take on a whole new profile. The juicy, succulent orange aroma from my mother had been delightfully blended with Nana's heavenly vanilla. The aroma filled the air around us with a smell akin to a creamsicle.

      "Did I fall asleep?" I asked groggily.

      "You sure did, honey," Mom said.

      I blinked hard a couple of times. "For how long?"

      "Long enough for me and Nana to take our clothes off."

      My eyes shot open, my gaze wandering past my mother's head of slightly-tousled brown hair to gaze upon a fluffy bush of even darker fur between her legs. In fact, it was jet black. She had her knee hiked up a little so that it was half-straddling my thigh, placing the fuzzy nest directly against my skin -- though it was not the only thing she had pressed against me.

      Mom's heavy, naked breasts were serving as a stand-in for the duvet. They blanketed my chest, their weight pinning me to the mattress. Along with that bulk came a stifling degree of body heat that had caused sweat to form along my hairline.

      
        
      

      Mom lazily ground her pussy on my leg, brushing me with the silky threads. She kissed my shoulder without lifting her head. "I wanted to get into something more comfortable while you were asleep: my birthday suit!"

      It was a truly wonderful coincidence that her idea of comfort aligned with my idea of what was sexy. Her nipples were larger than I had imagined - each of them more than two inches wide. They had an almost translucent tone -- a pale, creamy rose that barely stood out against the surrounding skin. The edges of each areola faded gradually into the rest of her respective breasts, with only a faint line of separation marking their border. Her nipples were slightly flattened at the tip, and the base of each was dotted with dozens of tiny bumps that looked like they would have felt wonderful on my tongue.

      Excitement made my stomach flip. I could not think of anything to say besides, "Wow."

      She ground harder against my leg, wafting the warmth of her naked cunt against me. "You like?"

      "I love, Mom."

      "Excuse me," Nana interrupted. She then placed a finger on the bottom of my chin and manually turned my head towards her.

      Just like my mom, Nana had also shed her lingerie in exchange for something far less restrictive. She'd also mounted my thigh in a similar way, but the similarities did not extend much farther than that.

      They both had large breasts -- that much had clearly been passed down genetically -- but my eyes were drawn to Nana's perky little nipples, which seemed downright adorable when compared to my mother's. Her areolas were smaller, too, and their starkly defined borders made their vivid pink hue stand out boldly against her fair skin.

      Unlike the fur on her daughter's pussy, which still retained its original color, Nana's had faded to the same lilywhite shade as the hair on her head. Her pubic fuzz was rougher than Mom's, and while it was not necessarily scratchy, I was intrigued to feel such a noticeable difference between their individual textures as they slowly ground on my leg.

      
        I had not intended to ignore my grandmother. It was just that I had been so captivated by Mom's nudity that my brain took an extra couple of seconds before acknowledging hers, too. "Nana! You too?"

      "Me too, Peanut," she replied.

      Mom lifted her head to blow a stream of cool air through my hair. "Close your eyes, honey. Just relax. We're not in a rush."

      I shut my eyes and let my body melt onto the bed, at which point Mom and Nana began tracing their fingertips across my chest. While not quite a massage, it felt incredibly to have them paw at me, their hands melting into one cohesive being whose end I could not surmise.

      In the meantime, their lips peppered my neck, cheeks, and shoulders with a series of kisses that became increasingly slovenly, leaving behind small dribbles of saliva that felt cool on my skin when they caught a breeze from the ceiling fan.

      Someone gently rubbed my stomach with large, slow circles while another raked their fingers through my chest hair. I felt as though I had a dozen servants tending to my every need, and was all the more amazed that such a feeling had arisen from just two - admittedly amazing - women that I had known my entire life.

      I was almost ashamed at how quickly I got hard thanks to their tender touches. I rarely bounced back so quickly after cumming, and I figured that it was because I had also never had two beautiful, naked women fawning over me like I was the last man on earth.

      Mom took notice before Nana did. "Looks like he's ready for round two."

      "My, my," Nana said with a chuckle. "He got hard again so quickly."

      "That's my boy!" Mom boasted to her mom. Then she turned her attention back to me. "Ready for it to get even better?"

      My lip quivered. "Is it... what I think it is?"

      Mom caressed the side of my face with one hand. "It is, baby."

      
        
      

      It was positively surreal to have something so ludicrous offered to me, but Mom did not seem to be acknowledging the absurdity. "Are you sure?"

      "Of course. That's why we're here, after all. I'm ready if you are."

      "I'm ready! But, I mean, shouldn't I wear a condom or something?"

      Nana purred seductively. "Not with us, sugar. We want you to know what our pussies feel like-- really feel like."

      "But..." I hesitated. I did not want to argue with them, but could not shake the idea that Mom could accidentally wind end up pregnant by the end of the night.

      "Buuuut?" Mom asked with a loving kiss on my cheek.

      "What if I get you pregnant?"

      They laughed, then said in perfect unison, "You won't."

      "So, when I cum," I asked, "what do I do?"

      Mom brushed her nose against my cheekbone, then planted another smooch from her pillowy lips against the side of my face. "What do you want to do, sweetheart?"

      "Can I-- uh, well... i-inside?" I squeaked.

      The women lifted their heads, presumably to look at each other for a second, pausing as though silently conferring over my request while I waited with my eyes closed.

      Mom put her head back down and whispered into my ear, "I think we can do that."

      
        Nana kissed my cheekbone, then brought her lips towards my ear so as to make my spine tingle when she spoke. "Is that what you want, muffin? You wanna dump your babies deep in your Mama's hot little cunt?"

      The flurry of butterflies in my gut made it feel like they were about to come flying out of my mouth. "J-Jesus Christ, Nana!"

      She laid her tongue flatly against my cheek, then drew a straight line up towards my temple. "You like when I talk dirty like that?"

      "I-I- uh, well, I don't-- oh, fuck!" My train of thought was interrupted when Nana coiled her fingers around my cock and gave it a tender squeeze to coax an answer out of me. "I like it, Nana! I like it!"

      "Good boy," she purred seductively. "Tell your Mom want you want to do."

      Mom nuzzled against the side of my neck. "Go ahead, baby. Tell me."

      I summoned the constitution to deliver my plea with full-chested confidence. "I want to fuck you, Mom!"

      She gingerly nipped at my skin with her lips folded over her teeth. "How bad?"

      "More than anything in the world!" I asserted. "Please, Mom. I want to fuck you so bad it hurts!"

      Mom tisked a couple of times with her tongue. "Well, well. We can't have that, can we?"

      I shook my head.

      "Then I guess Mommy better help you with that big, hard cock, honey. Are you okay if I get on top?"

      Okay with it? I thought incredulously. I'll beg for it if I have to!

      
        Nana grabbed a pillow and slipped it under my head so that I would not have to crane my neck to watch my mother mount me.

      Mom threw a leg over me, pinching my thighs together, then sat down and rested her full weight upon me. Then she scooted further towards my chest, allowing me to spread my legs a little once she was hovering over my cock. "Hold him steady for me, Mama."

      "Sure thing, Fifi," Nana said as she wrapped a hand around the midsection of my cock to hold it upright. She waved it back and forth, using Mom's fluffy cunt fur to tickle the underside where I was the most sensitive. "Soft, isn't it?"

      "Y-yeah," I panted. My senses were in overdrive from the physical sensation, but was nothing compared to what was happening inside of my head. My dick was mere inches -- and fewer seconds -- away from being back inside of the very vagina that had delivered me into the world.

      Mom lowered her body until my cock was sandwiched between her gooey cunt lips. They loosely hugged the sides of my dick, providing two slippery buns for the throbbing sausage to comfortable nestle into.

      "Oh, Mom," I groaned.

      She pressed down with her weight to pin my cock against my abdomen, then began to grind back and forth to drive it between her lips a few times. "I've been waiting for this for a long time, honey."

      "You have?"

      She nodded, towering over me. "Eighteen years."

      The realization hit me like a ton of bricks: Mom had known all along. She'd grown up knowing.

      Perhaps she had not anticipated every single detail of our eventual mating ritual, but she'd certainly been aware that she was duty-bound to have sex with me to complete my transition into manhood. Perhaps that sudden clarity would have or should have made me uncomfortable, but Mom looked for all the world like she wasn't merely fulfilling an obligation. She looked like she was enjoying herself thoroughly.

      
        I wondered if it was the same for other women in the family. Though it was based on nothing but biased admiration for my own mother, I somehow believed that she was a different breed - that none of the other women in my family tree had ever come close to rivaling the lustful hunger that I saw in her eyes.

      "Whatcha thinking about, Monkey?" Mom asked with a deceptively sweet smile -- one that was far too innocent when compared with how eagerly she was dragging my dick through her sodden pussy lips.

      "Just..." I took a deep breath. "How beautiful you are, Mom."

      The two ladies cooed affectionately, as though they were watching a puppy take its first steps.

      "That's adorable, Peanut," Nana said. "Down, Fifi."

      Mom lifted herself up a little, putting just enough space between us that Nana could align my cock with her pussy. Then she sat down again -- but only just enough to lodge the head inside of her opening.

      She squeezed around the bulging helmet a couple of times. "There he is."

      Satisfied that I would be held in place by the grip from her daughter's pussy, Nana let go of my dick. She laid her hand on my cheek -- the one opposite her -- and gently pulled my face towards her so she could kiss me there. "How does she feel, sugar?"

      "Fucking amazing!" I exclaimed in disbelief. Only the head was inside, but I was already bewildered by the heat and pressure compressing it on all sides.

      I wrapped an arm around Nana's body to hold her against me. With her being up so far towards the headboard, her pudgy bottom was in the perfect position to rest in my hand. As soon as I felt the doughy globes under my fingers, I gave them a slight squeeze.

      Mom dropped down a little more and stuffed more of my dick into her body. "Oh, honey!"

      Nana licked her lips. "He feels big, doesn't he? I can tell just by looking at him."

      
        
      

      "Y-yeah, Mama," my mother grunted. "Pretty big."

      I grabbed onto her hips with the hand that wasn't kneading Nana's ass. "Can you take more, Mom?"

      She smiled down at me. "I can, sweetheart. I just have to get used to how big you are first. Your father doesn't stretch me like this."

      My heart was beating so fast that I felt like it ricocheting around in my chest. "Really? I'm-- for real? He doesn't?"

      She nodded as she wiggled further down the swollen length of pipe, embedding - by the feel of it - half of my cock into the warm, cozy chamber. "Really, really, so don't rush me."

      Nana tugged on my chin with enough force that it encouraged me to turn my head, where I saw her riveting blue eyes gazing lovingly into mine. "Here, sweetheart. Kiss me while she puts the rest inside."

      Nana swiftly thrust her tongue into my mouth, penetrating my lips before I could slither my own tongue out to greet her. They tumbled restlessly in the dark den of saliva, coiling together like strands of DNA. She mewed quietly into my mouth, emitting little whimpers of satisfaction to show her appreciation.

      I knew that I would have had to have been a fool to decline, even though I would have been perfectly happy to watch Mom's ever-changing facial expression as she packed more and more meat into her body. It had already contorted into shapes and angles that I had never seen in person. I wanted to see what further ways she could transform her face from one of the most recognizable in my brain to one of pure, unabashed pleasure.

      I opened one of my eyes and saw - in the view that was not obscured by Nana's face as she kissed me - Mom's eyes defocusing momentarily, her mouth hanging wide open in extended bliss, as she engulfed another inch of my cock with a soft sigh.

      Her eyebrows knitted together, joining in the center of her forehead as she buckled down in concentration and plunged another few healthy inches of dick into her pussy.

      
        "Ooooooohhh, gawd, fugging ohmigaaaawd," she muttered mindlessly, seemingly to herself as Nana and I preoccupied ourselves with furiously swapping spit.

      Nana stopped kissing me for a moment, but only long enough to lean in close to my ear and deliver a message that Mom was not meant to hear. "Is Mommy being a good little whore for you, muffin?"

      I quickly closed my eyes for fear she would catch me peeking. "So good, so good."

      While I hadn't said anything particularly salacious, it still felt oddly exciting to be talking behind Mom's back while she was right next to us, her mind adrift as she dropped further onto my lap.

      Nana's breath tickled me when she nibbled on my earlobe. "Tell her, then."

      "Now?" I asked urgently.

      "Mmhmm, yeah," Nana insisted. "Tell her how good she is; she wants to know."

      "M-Mom?" I gasped.

      "Yes?" she squeaked.

      "You're... uh, doing a good job."

      "Thank you, honey. I'm almost done, just one more and--" She dropped her ass onto me the rest of the way and gobbled the remainder of my cock into her slimy sheath. "--there we go."

      The surprise drop made me tense up - all of me, which meant my fingers that were already gripping into Nana's backside dug themselves in so hard that I felt my hand start to quiver with tension. "Holy fuck!"

      She squirmed side to side to accentuate the fact that her plump ass cheeks were resting on my thighs. "All gone. Told you I could do it, Mom."

      
        Nana chuckled. "I guess you were right."

      I finally clued in to how hard I was squeezing Nana's rump and released it, but I still kept my palm pressed flat against her cheek. "Knew what?"

      "Well," Mom said in a singsongy voice, "I had a feeling that you were gonna be the perfect size for me, and I was right. You fit like a-- well, I guess I fit you like a glove, don't I?"

      I grunted in confirmation, but I could not offer much more beyond a faintly uttered, "Glove."

      Mom giggled and constricted her cunt muscles around me. "Poor baby. Did Mommy's pussy fry your brain?"

      "Uh-huh," I grumbled.

      She rubbed my stomach with the heel of her palm. Her fingers started off curled, but she slowly extended them until they, too, were flat against my skin. "See? Take a look, honey."

      I looked down at our conjoined bodies. I could not see a single inch of my own cock. Where my body ended, Mom's began. She had sat down so firmly into my lap that it appeared as though my dick had completely vanished into some otherworldly portal between her legs.

      The remarkable sight made me clench up, causing my dick to flex against the interior of Mom's pussy.

      She gave a little jump. "Oh, my! Hello there, Monkey."

      "You felt that?"

      "Duh! If I squeeze hard enough, I could probably feel those fat veins of yours throbbing, too."

      I could feel that my balls were pulled tightly against my body, but even more than that, I could feel the way that Mom's chubby ass cheeks had wrapped themselves around my ball sack when she'd sat all the way down. Whenever she would clench her pussy around me, it would make her cheeks do the same, tightly swaddling my dick and balls with magnificent levels of comfort. I felt as though my entire body could have melted right on top of Nana's bed.

      I was lucky it didn't, though. If it had, I would not have gotten to experience the remarkable sensation of Mom slowly pulling my dick out of the hot, muggy depths of her cunt when she began to sit up on her knees.

      The time she had spent squeezing felt as though it had molded her pussy around me, setting up her slickened walls to caress every inch of my cock at once. As she sat up, my dick was pulled out of the slippery tunnel, and each and every one of her soft, luscious folds dragged against me-- a sensory overload as thousands of tongues individually glazed my length with little licks.

      "Fucking hell, Mom!" I cried out. "That's... that's..."

      Mom drove her ass back down so that her fat cheeks clapped against my thighs and plunged my cock back into her warm, buttery cunt. "Spit it out, sweetheart."

      "That's fucking amazing!" I wailed.

      My dick was embedded so deeply that I could feel it nudging against a spongy barrier; she'd sat down so hard that the head had even flattened slightly. No sooner had I felt that strange, new sensation than Mom - with an audible heave - lifted her blubbery rump off of me to repeat the move once more.

      After only a few lazy bounces, her movements became clockwork. One loud, lewd clap would come seconds after the last, their hypnotic consistency lulling me into a trance that felt dreamlike. She impaled her sodden cunt over and over again, growling with hunger for more, more, and more still, each heated snarl serving to further invigorate her bouncing.

      Nana strapped her arm over my chest like a seatbelt, holding me to the mattress while her daughter rode me like a beast in heat. "Can I play with your balls, muffin?"

      "Uh-huh!" I yelped.

      Nana reached around behind Mom's back and deftly snuck her hand underneath her daughter's bouncing ass while it was still in mid-air. Then, she made an "O" with her fingers and thumb that placed my balls directly in her palm.

      
        
      

      Since the bulky eggs were pulled so tightly against my body, she had to spend a few seconds gingerly coaxing them to settle into my sack again so she could get a good grip. Even once they had descended, she continued to gently tug on them every couple of seconds, performing a slow, steady milking that I could tell was coaxing forth my orgasm.

      "Nana!" I squealed. "Slow down!"

      She traced her tongue along my jawline. "Or what, sugar?"

      "Or I'm gonna cum!" I whined.

      Nana extended her middle finger and used it to tickle the bridge of skin between my balls and asshole, which made lightning shoot through my whole body. "Don't you want to come? Think of how goooood it'll feel."

      "It's okay, Monkey," Mom said. "You don't have to impress me. If it wants to come out, then just let it out."

      "I- yeah, it does -- like, right now!" Between Nana tugging on my balls and Mom gyrating on top of me, I was powerless to stop myself.

      Some part of me knew it was naive to expect that I'd instantly be the best that Mom had ever had. Still, I'd wanted to impress her in any way I could. Apart from having a big dick, lasting longer had seemed the only option. Released from that self-imposed obligation, well...

      My entire body went rigid, my muscles seizing up like Zeus himself had struck me with a bolt of lightning. My fingers sank into Nana's voluptuous backside, each digit made of steel and gripping her as though she were the only thing keeping my body tethered to Earth; my brain was already long gone. She did not ask for a hint of mercy. If anything, the instinctive cheeks squeezes seemed to spur her on even further.

      "Good boy," she mewed into my ear. "Dump all that gooey cum into your mother, sugar."

      My cock throbbed in perfect tandem with the convulsions of Mom's pussy -- which seemed to have only grown stronger over time -- flinging ropes of warm goo into the bottom of her birth canal with every pulsation.

      
        
      

      My cock head was pressed so firmly into Mom's spongy cervix that there was nowhere for my cum to go but down, turning her already-wet insides into a mushy swamp of undulating muscle that grew warmer by the second.

      I wailed with such unbridled passion that I could not even hear the dirty things that Nana continued to whisper to me. Blood rushed to my head, making it feel as heavy as my limbs as I crept towards the verge of blacking out from the overwhelming pleasure. Somewhere in the distance, I believed that I heard Mom making similar sounds, but was too lost in the throes of my orgasm to truly pay attention to anything else.

      I was finally brought back to reality when Mom collapsed on my chest. Her breasts spilled over the sides of my torso like sagging beanbags, and her head came to rest upon my shoulder. Her breathing was rough and ragged, drawn in short spurts while she endured full-body tremors - or possibly enjoyed them.

      "You did it, honey," she warbled weakly.

      I wrapped one arm -- the one that was not gripping Nana's ass -- around her waist and held her tightly. "That was fucking amazing, Mom."

      She rose and fell as my lungs expanded and deflated. Though it was slightly harder to breathe with her weight on top of me, I adored the feeling of safety that came from being underneath her.

      "Good job, muffin," Nana whispered in my ear with a sultry drawl.

      She kissed the right side of my face, and Mom joined in on kissing the left side once she heard Nana's lips smacking. The two of them decorated me with dozens of generous kisses, like they were competing for my attention.

      "If you two don't stop I'm gonna get hard again," I exclaimed sarcastically, knowing that I would not be able to survive another bout that quickly.

      Nana nibbled on my earlobe. "Maybe that's exactly what we want, sugar. You up for round three?"

      
        I groaned as my dick, which had begun to soften and shrink, finally started to slide out of Mom's thoroughly soaked pussy. "I'm ready for a 'drink-a-glass-of-water' round, I think."

      Mom snorted like a baby piglet. I found it adorable, and she followed it with a laugh that was cut short by the sudden gasp she made just as my cock fell out of its soggy sheath. She tightly sealed her legs, but it was too late to stop the deluge of cum and syrupy cunt honey that came spilling out of her loosened hole.

      I felt it creeping down over my balls. The heated mixture pooled between my pinched thighs, though a few errant drips ran to the sides and dribbled over my waistline, their sticky trails tickling me on the way down.

      "Oopsie," Mom said in a tone that did not all communicate regret.

      Nana propped herself up on her elbow. "Did he fall out?"

      A sly grin spread across Mom's face. "Uh-huh."

      Nana clicked her tongue against her teeth. "Dammit, Fiona! I told you I didn't want his cum all over my duvet!"

      Mom giggled and nuzzled her nose into my neck. "It's not just his, Mama."

      I felt like I had been transported back in time: my mother, a rebellious teenager who freely sassed Nana.

      "Fiona Ann Murray!" Nana playfully swatted Mom's ass, indicating that she was not truly angry with her. "You better stop gushing over your man and get that messy little cunt off my bed immediately, young lady!"

      In another world, maybe Nana's vulgar speech would have hit me harder, but at that moment all I could focus on was how she'd referred to me.

      'Your man.' Something about that hit me like a sledgehammer, and even as Mom rolled to the side to get off of the bed, my attention remained elsewhere. I had not really thought about what life would be like once we returned home, but hearing Nana refer to me as Mom's "man" had caused me to start creating elaborate scenarios about what our future relationship would be like.

      Am I going to be her "man" once we get back home? What about Dad? I don't want to hurt him, but I also don't want to stop doing this with Mom!

      It hurt to think so hard, so I was happy to be pulled out of my own head when Nana shook my shoulder a couple of times. "Well, sugar? What do you think?"

      "I-- about what?"

      The women exchanged a knowing look. Then Mom said, "About taking a shower with me? We both need to get cleaned up, and Nana can go make you her special tea while we're in there."

      "Hell no!" Nana protested. "I want to watch!"

      "Mama!" my bratty mother whined to her own birthgiver. "Just give us a few minutes? Pleeeeease?"

      Nana rolled her eyes, but no matter how hard she tried to look annoyed, she could not stop a smile from breaking out on her face. "Oh, to hell with it. Fine. I'll give you lovebirds a few minutes -- but then I get to play, too!"

      Mom wiggled gleefully then extended her hand. "Thank you, thank yooooou. Come on, honey. Come get wet with Mommy."

      I nodded obediently and sat up so that I could take her hand and be led off of the mattress. I was excited to take a shower with Mom - I loved her body, so I knew I would love it even more when it was wet - but there was once again something else occupying my mind other than the overt taboo of what we were about to do.

      "Lovebirds." That was what Nana said, wasn't it? Why would she say that? Does Mom love me? I mean, I know she does, but like that?

      "Jon?" Mom called to me. She was already in the shower, her hair tied up in a high ponytail to keep it dry.. "Where do you keep disappearing to?"

      
        
      

      I shook my head. "Nowhere, Mom. I'm here."

      She smiled, and though I knew I hadn't convinced her of anything, it seemed that she was willing to leave the topic alone for the time being. "Okay, sweetheart. As long as you aren't regretting having--"

      "No!" I interjected sharply. "No, Mom. It's not that, I promise."

      That seemed to set her mood straight, as her smile suddenly became much more authentic. "Good. We can talk about it if you want, but you gotta get in with me first."

      She once again held out her hand, and I took it - just as I knew I was always going to. I climbed into the bathtub-turned-shower near the faucet, blocking the water so that Mom's hair would not get wet.

      Being able to admire her body in its full glory for the first time felt like a gift unto itself, made even sweeter by the fact that her deliciously naked curves were covered with thousands of tiny water droplets that made her glisten like a jewel. From the neck down, she wore a body suit of shimmering beads that dribbled down over the curvaceous swell of her breasts, then down her tummy until they trickled into the mane of dark cotton between her legs.

      "You look amazing, Mom," I said.

      She gave me a smile that exposed her top teeth. "Thank you, honey. Could you pass me the soap? The white one, please."

      The implication that I was going to see her covered in suds made me reach for the bottle so hastily that I knocked it off of the shelf. "Shit!"

      "Uh-oh!" she teased. "My baby's got butter fingers."

      I crouched down to pick up the bottle and momentarily came face to face with Mom's thick, sodden bush. It was so dark that it seemed to literally swallow light. Unlike the water droplets dripping down her skin, those that clung to her black fur did not glisten while they seeped through it, and shimmered again only when they had finally filtered through the dense sieve.

      
        
      

      "I like when you stare at me like that," Mom remarked.

      I stood at attention, unsure of how long I had spent admiring her. "Oh, uh, you do? I didn't really mean to, just..."

      "Just like what you see?" she offered.

      I nodded. "I really do, Mom. Nice to know I don't have to hide it."

      She spread her arms out to proudly display herself. "Stare all you want, sweetheart, but I would still like the soap."

      I realized I was still holding onto the bottle and promptly handed it to her. "Whoops."

      She popped the cap open and drizzled a long, tawny stream of opaque soap into her palm, then handed it back to me. "Hold onto that for me, please." She rubbed her hands together to create a rich lather, then slipped her soapy hands underneath her breasts until everything past her wrist had disappeared.

      I sucked in a sharp intake of air. "Christ, Mom."

      She smirked fiendishly. "Big, huh? I was a little afraid they'd be too big for you, but--"

      "They're not!"

      Mom jiggled her drooping udders back and forth in her hands, making them slap against her tummy. "Clearly, honey."

      She slid her hands out and cupped her breasts on the sides, then pushed them together to form a long, shadowy slice of cleavage. With a firm grip, she pushed her hands downward, like she was trying to milk herself. Aided by the soap, her hands glided effortlessly across her skin, causing the built-up bubbles to cascade over her fingers.

      
        Using her chin, she gestured towards the soap bottle in my hands. "You too, honey."

      I filled my hand with soap as she had, then took to absentmindedly groping my cock and balls in a weak attempt to disguise my true intention-- touching myself while watching my mother shower. I did not care how obvious it was that I was focusing solely on one area, though it was surely obvious by the fact that I did not even put the bottle down. I had already started to harden again from the brief encounter with her wet fur, and could not be bothered to play pretend.

      I sucked the water off of my upper lip. "Is my cum still inside you?"

      "Yeah, baby," she murmured softly. "I can feel it in there."

      Out of the corner of my eye, I caught Mom trying to subdue a coy grin, but I could not tear my gaze away from the hundreds of soap bubbles popping all along her slickened skin.

      "Does that excite you?" she asked.

      My brain was processing at half speed. "Uh-huh. Yeah."

      She put on a playful pout. "Well, don't be mad, honey, but I need to get it out."

      "What? Why? Is there too much? Did I do something wrong?"

      She placed a finger on her lips and hushed me. "Nothing like that, sweetheart. I just want it to be clean for you next time, too."

      My legs nearly gave out. "Oh. Um, yeah, okay."

      She crouched over a little and stuck out her middle and index finger. She bent them slightly, then pushed both of the extended digits into her pussy and began to scoop out whatever semen had not been left behind to soak into Nana's bedsheets.

      
        It felt strangely erotic to watch her pawing at her cunt. She looked vulnerable, like an animal trying to dig a thorn out of its paw, rummaging around with desperation to clean out every last drop of cum that I had left inside her.

      Her cunt made sounds that were cartoonishly exaggerated, and I could not tell if that was for my benefit or a happy by-product of her self-cleaning ritual. The squelching noises were even louder than the shower - so loud that I wondered if Nana could hear them.

      Mom didn't seem to care at all. She pulled out her fingers, both glazed with a murky coating of semen, and cleaned them under the water. Then she held out an open palm and said, "Soap, please."

      I quickly squirted some into her hand, and before I could even close the lid, she was lowering her hand to mush the fistful of fragrant goop - whose scent I only then recognized as some sort of coconut - into her cunt hair.

      She worked the soap into the fur with her fingers, each black tendril soaked to her skin with a thick lather of bubbles seeping through the tight coils. The bubbles didn't rush. They sank slowly, deliberately, through the weight of the strands.

      The suds turned white as Mom worked them in, making a vivid contrast against the charcoal coloring of her hair. The frothy, white foam tangled amongst the dark curls, looked like snow falling on a carpet of black velvet.

      I could have stared for hours and would have never found myself ready for the moment when she asked me to step aside so that the water could hit her. I took one last look, then begrudgingly braced myself against the shower wall to make way for the water. It flowed down her body, carrying with it the coconut-scented bubbles.

      I watched until the final one trickled off of her pinky toe, then finally asked "Do we have to get out now?"

      Mom cocked her head to the side. "I guess not. You wanna stay a while?"

      "If we can, yeah. I really like how you look when you're wet."

      
        A devilish look crept onto her face. "Oh yeah? I think I know something you'll like even more than that."

      She took the bottle of soap from me and popped it open with her thumb. With her eyes trained on mine, it felt like she was challenging me to not look elsewhere. Then she slowly drizzled a stream onto her breasts. She drew long, unbroken lines across them, going one way then the other, generously painting a cream-colored trail across her skin that wound like the pathway up a steep mountain.

      She tucked the bottle away behind me on the shelf. "Wanna make some boobie-bubbles?"

      I chortled, caught somewhere between a surprised laugh and genuine gasp. "Holy shit, yes!"

      The soap frothed between my fingers, bubbling up into a delicate foam that shivered under the lights. Bubbles blossomed where my palms dragged over her, clustering in translucent orbs filled with glints of pink and blue when they caught the light just right.

      I squeezed her breasts with a confident grip -- or rather, what would have been had she not been slathered in a soapy gloss. My fingers slid uselessly along the slickened surface, making it impossible to dig them in the way I wanted to. They shifted and sloshed about in my hands, their weight uncooperative. They sagged in all the wrong placed for me to get a good hold; it was like they were playing hard-to-get.

      Every adjustment of my hands turned into a slide, and every lift became a juggling act. It was like trying to hold two overfilled water balloons coated in oil, but I was up for any challenge that saw my hands on her breasts.

      Mom had not taken her eyes off of mine for a single second. "Having fun?"

      I grinned ear to ear. "So, so, so much fun."

      "I can tell." She then gestured down with her eyes. "He's poking me, honey."

      True enough, my dick was sticking straight out in front of me and jutting into Mom's tummy. "Yeah, he does that."

      
        Mom giggled and took a step towards me. My elbows bent in so that I could keep my hands on her breasts, but she proved that she had other plans by taking me by the wrists and wrapping my arms around her waist so that I was cupping her bum instead.

      I let out an audible whimper. "God, Mom. You have such a nice ass, too."

      Mom tittered happily and wrapped her arms around my neck. Because of our vast size difference, she had to tilt her head back to look up at me. "Such a little charmer I raised. Now, please come down from up there so I can kiss you!"

      I did not have to bend over very far, but I still found it adorable that she was small enough to require a boost in order to kiss me. I did so softly, taking my time to savor the way her wet lips slid between mine.

      I relished having her slippery body pressed against me. She writhed in my grip, slithering in the hold that could not contain her no matter how tight I made it. My hands roamed away from her bottom, searching elsewhere along her shoulders and lower back for more of that same divine slickness. I held her so tightly that even the undersides of my forearms glided up and down her back, canvasing every inch of her to absorb as much of that sensory experience as I could.

      We were so closely tethered that the head of my cock had lodged into her belly button, plugging it with the large plum. I longed to be able to plunge my dick between her greasy thighs to fuck them while she was all soapy, but her height made it impossible to do anything other than slowly grind inside of the shallow divot.

      Mom nibbled on my lower lip and pulled on it gingerly. "Are you trying to fuck my belly button, sweetheart?"

      "I-- uh, I mean... yes?"

      "That's a new one for me."

      "Does it feel good?" It was not my brightest moment, but I did not fault myself for being drunk on horniness.

      Mom giggled at the absurd notion. "In my belly button? No, honey. Not really. But you can keep doing it if it feels nice! Orrrr..."

      
        
      

      "Or?" I asked eagerly.

      "Or I could use my hands?" she offered.

      "Yes! Yes! One hundred times yes!" I figured that would be convincing enough.

      I was once again surprised by my own virility. Usually after one orgasm I would roll over and go to bed, but that night my stamina was in overdrive. When Mom's hands wrapped around my dong again, it felt brand new, and I knew right then that I would never get used to the surreal sensation.

      She held my cock with both hands like she was preparing to churn butter with it. Her arm tensed slightly, the muscles along her forearm tightening with effort as she pulled on my dick, bringing with it a froth of soap bubbles that climbed towards the bulging head along with her clenched fist.

      Then she pushed down again, then pulled up, then pushed down.

      The rhythm was deliberate, not rushed. She adjusted her grip, her fingers sliding lower, wrapping tighter. Her elbows drew close to her sides as she leaned her weight into the motion, using the strength of her whole body to avoid tiring out her arms too quickly.

      It was a steady motion with which her breathing fell in time. There was something meditative about it-- the way her hips subtly followed the movement, the way her shoulders flexed and relaxed with each cycle. Though I'd performed a similar task upon myself hundreds - if not thousands - of times, she made the case that I was truly the amateur.

      I stood there saying nothing, afraid that even a single word might break the spell. I was obviously reaping the benefits, but I could not rightly tell which of us was happier.

      Mom coiled her fingers around the bulb to create a snug pocket. Her other hand dropped below my balls, where she accepted both of the weighty eggs with a delicate embrace. "Is that good, honey?"

      "Uh-huh," I murmured.

      "Can you thrust into my hand?"

      
        
      

      I obeyed, pushing my hips forward to make my cock head pop out of the top of her fist.

      "Good boy!" she cheered with a gentle squeeze around my balls. "Just like that. Again, honey."

      I thrust forward, plunging my dick through the narrow tunnel of soapy fingers, as though her hand were a pussy-- and to be honest, I was shocked at how close it felt to one! The tight grip and copious lather were more than enough, but my favorite part was the way that she moved her hand to accommodate each of my thrusts.

      Whenever I would push forward, Mom would rotate her wrist in unison so that the heel of her palm ground against the head. Each time, she was ready for me, paying special attention to my pace so she could match it. "Can you go a little faster?" she asked.

      "Y-yeah," I said.

      I picked up speed, and Mom rewarded me by taking her hand off of my balls and placing it alongside the one that was gripping my cock head, forming a sort of loose sleeve for my dick to thrust into.

      "M-mom, I'm gonna--"

      "I know, honey," she said sweetly without breaking her stride. "Let it out."

      "Oh g-god fuck!" I hollered.

      I held onto Mom for support, using the strength of her rocking body to steady my shaking legs. I locked my knees so that I would not be brought to them; no sooner had I done so than the first explosion of cum flew from my cock and splattered against her belly.

      I looked down in time to see the second helping of cum erupt from the tip. Where it hit the soap running down her stomach, it broke apart into tiny bursts, settling over the bubble. Some droplets disappeared into the froth, swallowed whole, while the large ropes streaked through it and left long, winding trails.

      The soap bubbles danced with light, flicking with brilliant colors, but my cum stood out boldly. The thick, sticky glue sat atop the soap, refusing to blend in even as it slowly began to drip down her belly. In some places, the bubbles collapsed beneath the weight of the dense baby butter, leaving craters and valleys. In others they held firm, creating domes of foam cradling the color like glass beads around milk. It was a strange combination of visual textures that I could not take my eyes off of, and even as I came down from my orgasmic high, I did not find it any less enthralling.

      Mom took a step back and, against my wishes, removed her hands from my cock. With her freed hands, she framed either side of her painted tummy. "How does it look?"

      I sighed. "Fucking beautiful. You look incredible, Mom."

      "With your cum on my tummy, you mean?"

      I shook my head. "Well, yes, that too. I can't believe you just made me cum again!"

      Mom winked at me. "I guess you weren't too tired after all, huh?"

      I leaned against the cool tile wall of the shower. "There's no way I'll be able to cum again for at least a week!"

      "That's why Nana's making you that special tea, honey. Why don't you go see her about that while I dry my hair off? We didn't do a very good job of keeping it that way."

      "Magic tea? I swear I'm starting to wonder if you two are witches or something."

      Mom wiggled her fingers like she was casting a spell. "WooOOOoooOOoo! I banish thee to the kitchen to get some special tea from Nana. WOooooOOOo!"

      I made a show of pretending to look myself up and down for evidence of her spellcasting. "I don't think it worked, Mom."

      She shrugged and threw open the shower curtain, inviting in a rush of cold air. "Maybe I'm not that kind of witch. Just go see your grandmother before I turn you into a frog or something."

      I faked a gasp. "You would do that? To me?"

      
        Mom made a kissy face at me and pointed to the stack of towels she had laid out for us upon the vanity top. "But you'd be the most handsomest frog in all the land, sweetheart, which makes me the luckiest mommy frog!"

      I got out and wrapped a towel around my waist. "Okay, here I-- ribbit! Holy crap, Mom, maybe you are a witch!"

      She rolled her eyes. "Har, har." She held out a hand. "Help, please."

      I took her hand, and then her weight, as she stepped out of the shower. I had to stop myself from whimpering sadly when she wrapped the towel around herself, completely shielding her naked body from my prying eyes.

      She had noticed me trying to catch one last glimpse before they were locked away. "You'll see plenty of them later, Monkey. Promise."

      "Can't we keep Nana waiting just a little longer?"

      "No means no, mister! She's probably wondering where we are already!" Mom stomped her foot to sell her sincerity.

      "Fine, fine. I'm going." With that, I trudged off down the hall in nothing more than a towel. I raised my voice so it would be heard before I rounded the corner into the kitchen. "Nana? You in here?"

      "Sure am, Peanut!" she responded in a chipper tone. "Come sit down." She pulled back one of the chairs around the kitchen table -- the one closest to a steaming mug of gross-looking brown liquid.

      I took a seat and gazed into the cup with a grimace. "What is that?"

      "Hush. It's an old family recipe that'll help keep your stamina up, and then some! Drink up."

      I stared into the mug of swamp water. Wispy curls of steam flowed out of it, their scent evoking memories of stale bread and unripen fruit. It was a pungent odor that made my nose turn up in disgust. "Nana, I--"

      
        "Zip it, Jon. You're gonna need it." Then she pointed to my dick. "He's gonna thank you for it; otherwise you're gonna be sore by the time we start round three."

      I did not like being the bearer of bad news, but could not bring myself to lie to her. "Actually, um... Mom gave me a handjob in the shower."

      Nana scrunched up her nose with exaggerated scowl. "That little minx! I should have known better than to leave you alone with her. Figures that she couldn't help herself around you."

      I blushed. "Thanks, Nana."

      She walked behind my chair. "Maybe after you drink your tea you can show me what she's so fond of?"

      A wave of heat flooded my body. "Like, you want to have sex, too?"

      Nana chuckled and leaned in until her head was next to mine, then wrapped her arms around my neck like a scarf. "I would like that very much, sugar. Does that sound okay to you? I know I'm a bit older, so--"

      "Fuck yes!" I shouted. "That would be fucking awesome!"

      Nana rubbed her forehead against the back of my skull and tightened her arms around my neck. "That's why you're my favorite grandson. Don't tell your cousins, though."

      My brain was not operating at full speed, so it took a couple of seconds for me to clue in to the implication. "Wait, are they going to get to fuck you, too? Have they already?"

      Nana uncurled her arms from my neck and sat in the chair next to me. "No, no. They haven't, and they won't. I've only had your mother and your uncle Leo, and we only pass the ritual down through mothers. Since your Aunt Tracy isn't my daughter, I didn't invite her into... well, let's just call it a 'special little club.'"

      "But you had sex with Leo, then, when he turned eighteen?"

      
        Nana hummed happily as she relived the memory. "I sure did, muffin. With my mother - his grandmother - when she was still alive."

      The weight of generation after generation of incestuous rituals leading to the moment where I, too, had been given a turn at the helm gave me a sense of perspective. Until then, I had not put much thought into the fact that my uncle had experienced the same thing I was in the midst of, but suddenly his words on our phone call made a lot more sense.

      "It's so weird to think that you've done this before," I said.

      "I guess it is a little weird at first, but it was as fun back then as it is now. We had an amazing night, me and Leo, but now I want to focus on you."

      My thoughts from earlier resurfaced. "Did you and Leo ever do it again? You're living in the same house still, so did things just... go back to normal afterwards?"

      Nana pursed her lips. "You're wondering if you and your mama are gonna ever have sex again after tonight, aren't you?"

      I nodded, then hung my head. "I don't want her to think I'm greedy, but I don't want this to stop when we go back home."

      "We did put an end to it. Leo was upset, but he understood. It wasn't as weird as you might think it was, but I did catch him stealing glances at me for a few years until he eventually moved out."

      "You didn't want to do it with him again?"

      She shrugged. "I did, kind of, but I would have considered it cheating to have sex with him outside of the ritual. It's a special night, but any more than that felt like I was being selfish, and that felt like a betrayal to your grandfather."

      "Oh..."

      "It sure helped that your grandpa knew a thing or two about getting down, though. I already loved the sex life I had, so I was happy to return to it. But..." She hesitated for a few seconds, then tilted her head to try and hear if Mom was coming. I didn't hear anything, and I assume she didn't, either. "Can you keep a secret?"

      "Sure."

      Her tone grew grim. "I'm serious, Jon. Not a word of this to your mother. She's told me - in private conversations - that your Dad is, shall we say, less than amazing in the sack."

      I perked up. "Really? So, you think, like, maybe if I prove to Mom that I'm good at it she'll want to do it again?"

      Nana chuckled. "I'm not saying that, muffin. Don't get any lofty ideas. I just felt like you would be happy to know that, based on what she's told me, your father has never seen the faces that you saw her making."

      Is she being serious? I thought excitedly. Maybe she's lying to make me feel better, but what if she's not? What if Mom really does like having sex with me more than with Dad?

      I did not have time to ruminate much more, as my train of thought was interrupted by Mom turning the corner and entering the kitchen. Just like me, she still wore her towel under her arms, but her with her hair mostly dry. "Didja drink your tea, sweetheart?"

      I shook my head with a frown. "Do I have to?"

      "You sure do! That stuff is supposed to be powerful. That's why it smells so strong, so drink up. I know it probably tastes gross, too, but you'll be happy you drank it."

      I shuddered at the thought that the revolting beverage, whose putrid aroma still haunted my nostrils, would potentially taste even worse than it smelled. I plugged my nose with two fingers and, after taking a deep breath, lifted the mug by the handle. "Here goes nothing, I guess. Bottoms up!"

      With my nose plugged, the tea was surprisingly palatable. It was not delicious by any means -- in fact, it barely approached "fine" -- but I managed to finish half of it in one gulp. Fearing that the smell would return in force if I took a break, I doubled down and finished the remaining tea with another mighty swing.

      
        I slammed the mug down on the table and wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. "Done!"

      Nana clapped her hands excitedly. "Now we wait for it to kick in. No need to rush things. What do you say we go lay by the pool?"

      I was gobsmacked. I had just chugged a cup of the grossest drink I had ever tasted, and was borderline offended that Nana had suggested we simply relax as a reward. "Seriously? We just go and chill?"

      Nana grinned knowingly. "You didn't come here just to have sex with us, sugar. There's plenty of time for that. But until that tea starts working you run the risk of getting tired out, so let's just have fun and relax for a bit."

      "You're saying I won't get tired once the tea kicks in?"

      She shrugged. "Not if I made it right, and I know I did. It's supposed to make you extra super horny, with enough stamina to keep up with all those urges."

      "It's gonna be fun, honey," Mom insisted, but I was already convinced.

      I had never believed much in herbal remedies or alternative medicine, but I knew I trusted Nana. Whatever else she and Mom had in store for me, I wanted to be ready for it.

      I walked back to my bedroom to get a swimsuit on, my stomach gurgling more and more with every step. I hope that's not a bad sign. What the hell was in that tea?

      Being a guy meant that changing clothes took only a few seconds, but Mom and Nana were not so fortunate. When I left my room sporting a neon yellow suit, I could still hear the two of them tittering behind the closed door to Nana's bedroom.

      I found it curious that they had bothered with privacy at all after what we'd already done together, but figured they were entitled to change without me ogling them. In my heart, I hoped that they were slipping into something slutty, so I hurried to the pool to grab a good seat for the impromptu fashion show. I just prayed that I was not getting myself excited over nothing.

      
        I turned the corner into the kitchen and grabbed a beer from the fridge. I walked out the other side of the kitchen and entered the living room, where a large sliding glass door led to the patio in the backyard.

      The tracks screeched in resistance as I pried the door open, and while I took it as a sign that Nana was in need of a can of WD-40, a more poetic soul might have said that it was the house warning me not to step foot outside-- out of the safe, air conditioned luxury to which I had grown accustomed. I ignored its warning and met the sweltering heat of the summer sun head-on.

      I crossed the wooden patio and headed down the short flight of stairs on the other side. At the bottom was a section of pavement that split off in two directions: one towards Nana's garden, blooming with color from the heaps of vegetables sprouted under her green thumb, and the other towards the fenced-in pool area.

      The wooden walls that encircled the swimming area - the same color as the back deck - were still taller than I was. As a kid, I'd needed a helping hand to get the gate open, and even as an adult I was surprised that I had to stand on my tiptoes to reach over the gate and access the lock.

      I posted up in one of the four lounge chairs that flanked the back of the house. Each of them were pointed towards the pool and came with two umbrellas that were large enough to shade two loungers at once, but I kept them closed so I could soak up the Sun instead.

      Beads of condensation trickled over my fingers from the beer bottle, so I quickly took a drink before it turned the same temperature as the pool water. Sunlight danced on its surface, shimmering so brightly that I cursed myself for not bringing sunglasses. There was a faint breeze wafting through the backyard, rustling the leaves of trees that Grandpa had planted on the far side of the pool, but it was not powerful enough to cool me down.

      With a beer in hand, the Sun on my face, and a pool that was begging to be leapt into, many would have considered it a perfect day, but I did not. To me, it did not become truly perfect until I heard the sliding door open once more. Mom and Nana exited the house, chatting about something I could not quite hear, but just the mere idea of them joining the idyllic scene was enough to make my heart beat a little faster.

      "Monkey?" Mom called to me. "You out here?"

      "Yeah!" I answered. "The gate is unlocked."

      
        She pushed on the wooden barrier and it swung open, but I could not yet see her. I craned my neck so that I would catch a glimpse as soon as possible; I did not want to waste another second imagining what she was wearing, I wanted to see it.

      Mom entered the pool area first, her bare feet making soft pitter-patter sounds as they slapped against the pavement. She wore a stark white bikini that did not properly fit her, while still technically remaining modest. Sleek, low-rise bottoms hugged her plump ass, and while they were doing a half-decent job of keeping her doughy bottom contained, similar credit could not be given to her outfit's top.

      Between the large, pale cups housing her breasts, there was a single gold ring connecting them. The enormous udders pushed the fabric outward and warped the cloth. The ring at the center tugged awkwardly, struggling to act as both decoration and structural support, but I secretly hoped it would fail at the latter. Nothing would have made me happier than to see Mom's gigantic bosom literally burst out of her top.

      Nana, on the other hand, was far better dressed. That was not to say that she looked better, just that her suit fit her better. It was obvious that she had a penchant for the color blue, as the suit was an identical color - or at least very close - to her lingerie from earlier. Hers was not a bikini, but rather a single piece of cloth that clung to her curves like it had been painted on. It was rendered unique by a window that had been cut out around her tummy. It was the shape of an elongated oval whose opening stretched from just below her navel all the way up to her ribcage.

      "Wow!" I exclaimed. "You two look amazing!"

      The mommies struck a sexy pose, and Mom even blew me a kiss to top it off. "We never get to wear stuff like this at our age anymore, so we wanted to have some fun."

      "Besides," Nana added, "it's way more fun with someone to actually appreciate it. Isn't that right, Peanut?"

      "That's right, Nana! I like the little window on yours."

      She used her index finger to trace a couple of small circles around her belly button. "I do, too."

      Mom tucked her arms behind her and arched her back, making her tits bulge outward. "And mine, honey?"

      
        
      

      I swallowed a mouthful of drool. "Really, really good, Mom. I think that ring is gonna break, though."

      She rolled her eyes. "Oh, you'd love that. Wouldn't you?"

      Well, she's got me pegged! I thought with a chuckle. "I sure as hell would."

      Nana clicked her tongue and stepped in between us to block my view of Mom. "Uh-uh, muffin. Don't you go getting all worked up before the tea kicks in. You got that, mister?"

      I slumped my shoulders forward with a whine. "How long is it gonna take?"

      Nana gave me heaps of fake sympathy. "Oh, you poor, poor thing. You might have to wait a whole half hour before getting to fuck your mama again. How on Earth will you manage?"

      I sneered at her playfully. "Fine! I'll be patient, but you two better make some damn interesting conversation."

      To their credit, they did just that. I actually did end up losing track of time while we talked. We covered all sorts of topics, some of which would have never come to light during a normal family gathering, and some of which were shockingly mundane. At one point, Mom managed to organically segue from one of Nana's stories about her knitting circle to the topic of worst blowjobs they had ever given. I will not bother to hint at which entertained me more.

      It was aimless conversation, but it was fun. It felt like nobody outside of Nana's backyard mattered more than the ants that marched along the pavement at our feet. I had everything I needed right there with them-- more specifically, with Mom.

      Eventually, we all bowed to the heat of the Sun and decided that our best chance for survival was to sit by the side of the pool with our feet in the water.

      I found it particularly interesting that Mom chose to stay so close to me. She could not seem to keep her hands off of me for more than a few seconds. She lingered on my arm, held my hand as we talked, and rested her head on my shoulder. They felt like little check-ins-- little ways to say, "I'm still here, and I want to be close to you."

      
        As silly as I knew it may have sounded, I enjoyed the constant reminders that we were growing closer to each other. They gave me hope that I was in fact - in at least some capacity - her "man." It was a title I adored so deeply that I did not spend much time considering whether or not it was true. I simply felt it.

      It had been over an hour since I had taken the tea, and I was beginning to doubt its efficacy. I got up to get my beer from beside the lounger, then plopped down on it and kicked my legs out. I finished the drink and stretched out on my back while Mom and Nana continued to kick their feet in the pool.

      I sat up, preparing to announce that the tea had been a dud batch, but something caught my eye. "Hey, Mom, I--"

      Whatever I'd been planning to say died on my lips.

      Mom's body tilted forward, lifting her bottom off of the concrete to reveal a healthy portion of her blubbery white cheek. I noticed that the shape and pattern of the pavement had been imprinted into her marshmallow softness like a stamp.

      A deep, primal lust boiled in my gut. I had never felt need like that. It was a ravenous hunger for her that made my body forget all about food, water, and air. In that moment, she was everything I needed, and I needed it as soon as humanly possible.

      My dick hardened almost instantly, like someone had literally flipped a switch that controlled the organ. It pressed against the inside of my shorts so fiercely that I feared it would either rip right through them, or I would get a serious sprain-- neither of which sounded appealing.

      Without even saying a word to the mommies, who still had their backs to me, I kicked off the shorts and flung them onto the ground. My cock had ballooned to the largest that I had ever seen it. An angrily pulsating web of dark blue veins stemmed from the root, their wiry branches stretching up towards the fat, puffy head. The latter was bloated to the size of a golf ball, its color a deep crimson. I feared that if it were to grow any larger it would look like the engorged shaft had speared a hulking red tomato.

      "Oh, my!" Mom exclaimed.

      I looked up to see her and Nana staring at me over their shoulders, their eyes locked on my raging erection. "I can't even...I-I gotta-- I've never seen it like this!" My brain felt like mush sloshing around in my skull.

      
        
      

      "I told you," Nana said. "That tea is some strong stuff. Let's get you and that big dick back inside the house before somebody sees you!"

      At that point I was so thoroughly entrenched in the throes of horniness that I would have followed any suggestion that came from a mouth as sweet as hers.

      Mom and Nana pulled their legs out of the pool and made for the gate. They left a smattering of footsteps in their wake, branding the pavement with dark, wet imprints of their tiny toes. I followed the trail like a hunter tracking down its prey, and under the spell of the tea - which was growing stronger by the second - that was exactly how I saw them.

      "God, Mama," my mother said as they began to ascend the back porch steps. "I'm already getting wet just looking at that thing."

      "Me too, Fifi," Nana agreed. "I can't wait to know what he feels like."

      They spoke as though I were not hot on their heels, and for some reason that made me want to act out. I wanted to grab their attention, and I impulsively went with the first idea that popped into my head.

      I want to fuck her now.

      Just as my mother climbed the penultimate step, with one foot still lingering on the previous stair, I reached out with both hands and grabbed hold of the sides of her bikini bottoms. With one firm tug, the white trunks fell to her feet and ensnared her at the perfect moment to catch her off balance.

      She frantically waved her arms out, but could not stop from falling forward. "Honey!" she cried out. Luckily for her, she managed to shoot her hands forward at the last second to stop from faceplanting on the deck. Unfortunately for her, though, the position she wound up in looked suspiciously like she was ready to be fucked from behind.

      Do it! My brain screamed at me. That's why you're here, isn't it? Do it now!

      
        Since my shorts were already off, all I needed to do was climb a single step to place myself behind her. I grabbed her by the waist with one hand, then used the other to align my cock with her opening, which was miraculously even wetter than she had hinted at.

      "Uh, sweetheart?" Mom asked nervously. "Are you doing what I think you're doing?"

      I pushed my hips forward a bit. It was not much, but she was so deliciously soggy that a tiny shove was all that was needed for the bulging helmet to slip inside.

      Mom released a frightful little whimper. "Oh, God. I thought so."

      I put my other hand on her waist as well, then pulled her into me with full force, plunging my cock to the bottom of her cunt in one thrust. It all happened in the span of about a second or two, so my dick was inside of her before she had time to protest.

      I groaned in ecstasy, both from the physical pleasure of penetrating her so fluidly and the emotional fulfillment that came from dominating my own mother in such a way. I knew right then that I could take her whenever I wanted -- at least for the rest of that day -- and that I was going to take full advantage.

      "Are you two kidding right now?" Nana asked with incredulity.

      I pulled out a little, giving Mom time to catch her breath. "N-no, Mama. Definitely not kidding."

      "He's actually inside of you?"

      "Yes!" Mom yelped as I drove my dick into her cervix.

      Nana clapped her hands like she was trying to scare away a stray cat. "Fifi, no! In the house! Now!"

      Mom reached around with one hand, still using the other to hold herself up, and tapped urgently on my thigh. "O-okay! That's enough now, Monkey. Little break for Mommy."

      I grunted my disapproval and pumped into her even harder just to prove that I could. "Not yet."

      
        
      

      She patted my leg more anxiously. "I-- okay, just... just stop for one second!"

      "Just a little more." I felt her trying to pull away from me, but I could not override the instincts that demanded I fuck her with all my might, regardless of how loudly the sound of our bare skin cracked across the backyard.

      "Jon," Nana whispered calmly into my ear from just a few inches away. "Take your dick out of your mother, please. I have neighbors, and I don't want them to see this."

      Her somber delivery gave just enough pause to the rampaging horniness controlling me that I was able to finally listen to reason. I slightly loosened my grip on Mom's waist; she instantly lurched out of my grip, then sat down on the deck to protect her backside from me. The sudden release of tension made my dick fly up and smack against my belly.

      Mom pointed a finger at me, trying to keep her cool even though her entire body was quivering under the strain of her haggard breathing. "You... are... dangerous."

      I cringed. "Sorry, Mom. I might have gotten a little carried away. But can we still, like... go back inside?"

      She pointed an accusatory finger at me. "So you can fuck me?"

      "No," Nana interjected. "So he can fuck us, Fifi. Let's go, lovebirds."

      Mom offered me a soft smile, then stood up and grabbed my hand. "Come on, horny baby. Come with Mommy."

      I took her hand and followed her inside the house, with Nana shuffling in behind us to close the door. "Back to the bedroom we go."

      I pointed to the living room couch. "No. Here."

      The two of them exchanged a sheepish look, then Mom asked, "Really, honey? Right here on the sofa?" The way she bit her bottom lip after she spoke told me that she was into the idea.

      
        
      

      "I need to fuck you now," I said matter-of-factly.

      Nana sucked her teeth. "We had better not make a mess of my nice couch. Maybe if your mom was tighter, and didn't leak so much, that wouldn't be an issue."

      Mom gave a pained gasp and stomped her foot with outrage. "Mama! That is so mean!"

      Nana shrugged. "It was never an issue for me, Fifi. I guess that means I'm even tighter than you, huh?"

      I stared in dumbfounded amazement. "Do you really think you're tighter, Nana?" That was apparently a stupid question, and set me up as the next target for Mom to get mad at.

      "Honey!" she cried. "You're supposed to be on my side."

      Nana chuckled. "Well, let's let him be the judge. Would you like that, sugar?"

      Both of them looked at me expectantly, batting their large, adorable eyes at me.

      "Well?" Mom asked. "Does that sound like fun? Do you wanna see whose pussy feels better?"

      "Fuck yes!" I replied with gusto.

      Without further ado, the mommies climbed onto the sofa cushions on their knees and leaned over the back of the couch. It was in the shape of an "L", with only one of the backs placed against the far wall of the living room. The empty space behind the other end of the couch allowed them to prop themselves up on their elbows and lean over the back, arching their backs to display their bottoms to me.

      Mom turned her head and looked over her left shoulder, which was pressed right up against Nana's. "Is this good?"

      "Amazing," I said.

      
        
      

      She snickered giddily. "Good. Who do yo want to start with, sweetheart?"

      Nana scoffed. "He already felt yours -- twice, now! He needs to try his grandmother's tight little cunt now -- don't you, sugar?"

      It was an impossible decision, and made all the more difficult by the way that they both started wobbling their asses back and forth to try and get my attention. It was a prime position to be in, since the longer I waited, the more time I had to watch the waves rippling through their wide, wobbly rumps.

      Mom's butt was shapelier, her curves pronounced and rounded, while Nana's was on the plumper side. I already knew from experience that that heavy slab of pale dough would swallow my fingers whole if I squeezed hard enough. It was also wider by at least a few inches, making her ass look somewhat dominant over my mother's backside. While comparatively slimmer, it was still undeniable that Mom, too, was dragging around a terrifically fat caboose.

      I felt emboldened, likely from the effects of the tea ramping up, and did not stop to second guess my next words. "Spread for me." It was a command, not a question.

      They shared a brief look and whispered something that I could not hear, but whatever it was made them both giggle.

      "It's like he's studying us," Mom said with glee.

      "I know, right?" Nana replied. "This is so exciting!"

      I cleared my throat to get their attention.

      They once again whispered something that made them titter, but rather than respond to me with words, they simply grabbed a hold of their pudgy cheeks and pried them apart.

      I found carnal satisfaction in watching such proud, confident women debase themselves to objects for me to leer at. I soaked in the sight, gazing longingly at the visual feast my mother had presented to me. Her tiny, pink asshole was rather cute -- a canyon of shallow lines that led to the center of the circle, at which point the thin folds met to form a small, puckered star.

      
        
      

      Mom's pussy lips were thin, too, as though someone had pulled back the curtains. Her large clit was already peeking out from under its hood, and her slightly pudgy mound seemed to perch upon the plush carpet of jet black fur nestled between her thighs.

      Nana, on the other hand, was not as visibly tight as her daughter, but I did not mind one bit. Her asshole was light brown -- not much darker than the surrounding skin, but still prominent enough to stand out. It may have been my imagination, but looked almost twice the size of Mom's. The ring of muscle that surrounded it was puffy, protruding from her body a little bit to form a bulging circle of thick creases. It looked experienced, making it a delicious juxtaposition to the inward slope of Mom's that seemed completely untouched.

      Similarly, Mom had a pussy, but Nana had a cunt. It was meatier, and messy in an odd, sensual sort of way. She had spread her cheeks so wide that the entrance gaped slightly, but before I could wonder what that meant about her claim of tightness, she clenched up and sealed the entrance to the pink, gooey pocket.

      I was shocked at how deeply the tea was affecting me. I was not quite hallucinating, but I would have sworn that all of the colors in the room - their lily-white rumps, and the pinkness of their pussies, too - were twice as vivid as I had ever seen.

      "Who do you wanna start with, honey?" Mom asked while swaying her rump back and forth.

      My temple throbbed. I did not even need to think of the answer, I simply went with my gut. "I want to fuck Nana."

      She scowled sarcastically. "Fine. If that's what you really want. Instead of Mommy's tight, hot pussy just go ahead and use your grandmother's."

      "I knew it!" Nana cheered triumphantly. "I bet he can tell. Mine probably even looks tighter from behind."

      "Shut up, Mama!" my mother whined. "Nobody likes a sore winner."

      Nana waved her off. "Oh, hush, now. Let me gloat a little bit. It's not every day a woman my age has a handsome young man chasing her tail. Come on, sugar. Show Nana what you've got."

      
        I stepped up behind her, gazing down between her cheeks, but something out of the corner of my eye caught my attention. I looked up to see the living room wall that sat a few feet behind the couch. Upon it, decorated in frames of varying sizes, were family photos that Nana had collected over the years. I saw myself, Mom, Dad, and my sister sitting around the tree at Christmas. I saw Uncle Leo posing with Nana around the time he was my age, with a big, cheesy grin on his face. There was a large, oval frame that housed a photo of Nana and Grandpa on their wedding day, situated right next to one of my mother and father on theirs.

      It felt like the whole family had gathered to show their support of me bedding the then-reigning queen of the family -- our oldest living member and most respected. She had, on more than several occasions, done her fair share in helping raise each of us. "It takes a village," she had always said, and I believe that most of the people on that wall saw her as the leader of that village.

      Nana shook her ass back and forth, bent over the couch in a provocative display of her womanhood. Her bottom beckoned me forth, enchanting me with the mystifying ripples that spread through her flesh as she swayed from side to side. Even her pudgy thighs jiggled a little bit due to the pronounced effort she was putting in.

      I grabbed onto her waist with one hand and used the other to push my dick down between her cheeks. I felt the hot breath of her cunt against the head, bathing it in muggy steam.

      "It's pretty big, isn't it?" she asked with another shake of her rump.

      "Huge!" I growled. "I never noticed you had an ass like this!"

      "I guess your mother raised you right, then. It's not proper to stare at your grandmother's ass, you know." She delivered a swift swat to her both of her cheeks, sending even thicker ripples throughout her flesh, then propped herself up on the back of the sofa again.

      I was doing a lot more than just looking. My dick was firmly embedded between her ass cheeks, the underside pressed up against the pronounced wrinkles of her puckered asshole. Using tiny little thrusts, I used my dick like a saw, dragging it back and forth through the valley between her enormous butt pillows, but that was not enough to satiate me.

      I use my left hand to lightly smack Nana's left cheek - just enough to make it dance. Then, before it stopped jiggling, I did the same thing to her right cheek as well, making waves in it just as the left cheek came to a rest, at which point I then delivered another firm spanking that made it ripple all over again. Back and forth, left and right, I smacked one plump cheek, then the other, tossing the huge handfuls back and forth like I was kneading a pile of supple dough.

      
        
      

      I pulled my dick back and used one hand to point it at Nana's pussy. I prodded around a few times, searching for the opening. I knew I was close when I felt her wispy cunt hair tickling my cock head, and I knew I had finally found it when the head inched upward a little further and parted her lips. It nudged the slimy petals aside and sank into mouth of her pussy. As soon as the bulbous knob was past the threshold, Nana tightened up to seal it inside.

      "You're mine now!" she cried in delight. "God, I have missed dick so much."

      Mom peeked over her shoulder to watch as I pushed forward a little bit and fed a few girthy inches into my grandmother. "And that's just the head, Mama!" Then she turned to me. "How is she, sweetheart? As tight as me?"

      I released a groan that needed to be set free before I could consider answering her. "Super tight."

      "Tighter than me?" She was more insistent that time, and even accentuated her point. "Tighter than Mommy?"

      Nana clicked her tongue. "That's cheating, Fiona! Now, Muffin, be a dear and put the rest of your dick inside of me, please."

      She may have asked me to push to the bottom, but the powerful clenching of her experienced cunt fought me every step of the way. More than once during my journey to the bottom I felt like her squeezes were designed to push me out of her, rather than draw me in. Her slippery lining was pasted along the length of my dick, tightening into such a muscular vice that I wondered a couple of times if I would even make it to the bottom without having the cum literally squeezed out of me.

      "Keep going," Nana pleaded. "Just a little more, a liiiiitttle more."

      On the sidelines, Mom was jittering with anticipation. "Hurry up, honey. Get to the bottom so I can have a turn."

      "The bottom is so deep!" I exclaimed.

      Nana shook her bottom a couple of times. "You bet it is, Peanut. You're almost there, though."

      
        "I know, but you've been mi-- oooh, fucking hell, Nana."

      "I've been what? Spit it out, sugar."

      I clenched my teeth and pushed my words through the cracks between them. "Milking me the whole time!"

      She hummed a chipper tune that was surely intended to rub salt in Mom's wounds. "I toooold you, sugar. Nana's got a squeezebox!"

      Mom huffed in frustration. "Get a room, you two." It was mostly an act - mostly. I was quite sure she still wanted my dick to be inside of her instead.

      I ushered the last portion of my cock into my grandmother, at which point I was blessed by having my thighs squished against the pillowy softness of her ass cheeks.

      Nana's convulsing, velvet sleeve was hot - incredibly so - but the very head of my cock was immersed in a dense, muggy heat that made it pale in comparison. It was not ambient warmth, like holding a hand over a radiator--it was rich and feverish. It enveloped me in a way that felt supremely intimate. The deeper my cock had gone, the more intense the heat had become, building with a slow, suffocating pressure that had a strange rhythm to it.

      She gave the whole length a long, drawn-out hug that lasted for a full five seconds, molding her walls around my rigid shape. "Oh, Jon! That feels fucking amazing!"

      Her vulgarity made my dick flex, driving the head firmly against the bottom of her baby box. "Christ, Nana."

      She mewled with glee, and though she was clearly trying to maintain a frisky demeanor, it was obvious that she was not immune to the effects of having her grandson bottom out in her matured pussy. "See, Clo-over, I told you I was-- mmmm, oh fuck - that I was ti-ighter!"

      My mother shook her ass to the side so that it bumped into Nana's. "Hard to sound tough when he's that deep inside of you, isn't it, Mama?"

      
        "Yeeeeesss!" Nana wailed with her head hanging off the side of the couch. "God, I've missed dick so much!"

      I knew she had meant it by how hard she was throttling my cock, and she was reminding me exactly how she felt with every squeeze. I made the naïve mistake of pulling my dick out for a bit of breathing room, but had to stop my knees from buckling when I did. Under the caress of Nana's wet, silky walls, I had been brought frighteningly close to orgasm from just feeling her pussy undulate around me.

      Contract...

      Release...

      Contract...

      It felt like I had shoved my dick into the throat of a living being that did not want to let me go. Her walls were slimy, saturated with cunt honey that clung to my dick. The insides were not smooth, but rather textured with soft, pulsing ridges that shifted in slow waves, flexing and rippling around me.

      A dozen small, warm tongues, each one running in lazy spirals, massaged my length, as if trying to taste every inch of flesh. Her insides shifted, writhing and adjusting around my length as if she were mapping my anatomy. I could feel each slow wave of pressure moving around my cock-- squeezing, relaxing, then squeezing again with slightly more intensity.

      I felt my orgasm come rushing forth, but I did not want the moment to end so suddenly, so I pulled my dick out of her with a swift tug that made her cunt produce a vulgar, unladylike slurping sound when the soggy tunnel collapsed in my absence.

      "Whoa," I mumbled.

      Nana swayed her hips side to side. "That was a close one, sugar."

      Mom gasped. "Did you almost cum? Just from that? She cannot be that tight! Do I still get a turn?" She was pouting, but made sure to play into it in such a way that I could tell she was still being coy.

      "Hell yes!" I answered.

      
        My enthusiasm brought a smile to her face that cut through the half-sincere and half-ironic whinging. "Finally!"

      I stepped to the side and lined my dick up with Mom's pussy, which I surely would have been able to find even if I'd been blindfolded just by following the scent of her nectar.

      Since I had already warmed her up on the stairs outside, it took but one push for me to fully embed my dick back into the loosened hole.

      Mom released an animalistic groan and arched her back even further. "Oooooh, fuck. Yes, honey. Put him all the way in there."

      While I had plunged to the bottom rapidly, I rose out of the hot, soggy tunnel far more slowly. I could not tell which speed had felt better, but both had been difficult to endure without cumming. Going slowly allowed me to feel every individual bump and fold along the interior of her pussy with staggering detail, but plummeting to the bottom drove me against her cervix. The impact with the spongy wall had made my dick flex mightily the first time, which served as a warning that another might finish me off.

      My balls tightened up, telling me that I was seconds away from cumming, and in that window I managed to drag my dick out of my mother before it was too late.

      "I'm so--" I stopped to catch my breath. "--sensitive right now."

      "Just take it slow," Nana instructed. "Wanna try going back and forth between us? I wanna see how long you can last before you pop."

      "Uh huh," I grunted like a caveman who was guided by instinct to shove their dick somewhere warm and wet.

      She nodded and gave her rump and little shake. "Think you can handle that?"

      "Uh huh!" I grunted with greater enthusiasm.

      Nana hummed happily. "I thought soooo, muffin. Come get behind me, and don't rush! Just try not to cum right away."

      
        
      

      I dug my fingers into her pudgy ass meat so firmly that my hands were shaking, but she did not seem to mind being manhandled.

      I only made it one stroke into Nana's pussy before I felt the familiar tingle that told me I was nearing the edge. With a heavy sigh, I pulled back out again and slogged through the channel of wet muscle.

      Nana made a disappointed whimper. "You're teasing me, Muffin."

      My dick rebelled against the repetitive edging, throbbing angrily as if to say, "Let me cum, dammit!" I knew I would give in to the urge before long, but while I still had control over it, I wanted to drag the new experience out as long as I could.

      I stepped behind my mother's ass again and took a deep breath. "Ready, Mom?"

      "Ready, sweetheart," she confirmed gleefully.

      "You can do it, Peanut," Nana encouraged. "Slow as you like."

      My dick throbbed in the open air; every slight touch - just enough to align it with her opening - elicited yet another surge of excitement that I struggled to resist. I removed my hands entirely and pushed my hips forward, lodging the head of my dick in the mouth of her pussy. I took a deep breath and held it for a couple of seconds, then slowly exhaled.

      "Deep breaths, honey," Mom said. "In and out. Just like how you fuck me-- innnnn, then ooooout. That's a good boy."

      I knew that the point of the ritual was to turn me into a man, but I still thrived on being called a "good boy" in ways that would have probably taken a psychologist several years' worth of appointments to fully treat. In my heart, I knew it was incurable. Nothing in the world had ever fulfilled me so much as fucking my own mother and having her praise me for doing it.

      I sank into her pussy as slowly as I could, inching forward despite the instantaneous desire to empty my balls. I was only halfway inside when a full-bodied throb made my dick feel like it was expanding and pushing apart Mom's snug walls.

      
        Mom felt it right away. "Oh, dear. That was a big one, wasn't it? Think you can make it to the bottom?"

      "I dunno," I muttered through my teeth, still tightly clenched.

      "One more push," Mom instructed. "Then you can cum in Nana. Okay?"

      That made Nana light up, her face displaying how unabashedly desperate she was to feel her grandchildren swimming around in her pussy. "Really, Clo? You mean it?"

      "If you want him to, Mama," she said giddily, seemingly tickled by the look on Nana's face. "And I know you do."

      My grandmother looked over her right shoulder at me with a serious glare. "You better make sure that you make it back in me. Can you do that, muffin?"

      I nodded. "Yes, Nana."

      She held her arm up behind her with her pinky extended. "Pinky promise?"

      I interlocked our pinkies and shook on it. "Pinky promise. Ready, Mom?"

      Mom perked up at the mention of her name and gave her butt a little wiggle to signify her willingness. "Ready, baby!"

      I gave her a quick jackhammer thrust that, while barely lasting a single second, was nevertheless greedy considering how close I was to cumming. My dick barely had a second to touch Mom's cervix before I was forced to pull out all at once. I did it so abruptly that even my own body had been unprepared for the sudden jolt, and so I stumbled backwards as I fought to find my footing.

      Mom and Nana give me a dainty golf clap. "Good job, honey. You did it!"

      Mom nudged Nana with her ass again. "See? You're not the only one in this family with a tight pussy!"

      
        
      

      "I guess you take after me in more ways than one! Like mother, like daughter!" The ladies shared a small chuckle.

      As soon as their laughter died down, Nana zeroed her attention in on me-- more specifically, the creampie that she had been promised. "My turn, sugar."

      I wormed the head of my dick between Nana's velvety folds and pushed until it was buried in her. "Don't squeeze until I'm at the bottom."

      Nana huffed in annoyance. "Okay, but you better hurry. I miiiight get impatient and squeeze before you're down there."

      I clenched my teeth and breathed in through my nose to steady my resolve. With the head already inside of her, all I needed to do was push forward, but that was easier said than done. I nervously sank one inch after the other into her pussy as quickly as I could without blowing my load.

      My entire body was tense. Every muscle had seized up, and I knew that I would not be able to relax until I was fully inside. "Oh, ooohhh, oooooohhhhh!"

      "Almost there!" Nana cheered.

      "Be strong, honey," Mom said. "Just a little more."

      Nana remained true to her word, but even without her clenching I had to fight tooth and nail to plunge to her furthest depths, which remained as hot and humid as they'd been the first time I'd fully entered her. As my cock head settled into place against her cervix, I released a breath that I might have been holding for several minutes.

      Mom gasped performatively when my dick disappeared into my grandmother. "Good boy, sweetheart!" To both of those she added another round of applause. I was deaf to any sarcasm or condescension; all of it made me feel like I was on top of the world.

      Nana groaned in agreement. "Very, very good boy. Can I squeeze now? I promise to make it extra tight for you."

      
        I felt a little bit dizzy, but in a good way. I managed a barbaric groan; call it a war cry, and an attempt to revitalize myself. "Fuck yes! Fuck yes fucking squeeze me, Nana!"

      "Oh, my," Nana said with amusement. "Are you sure you're ready?"

      My mother leapt to my side in protest of her playing with her food. "Quit teasing him! Just make him cum already, Mama!"

      Without another word, Nana obeyed. She buckled down and began strangling my dick with her cunt muscles, gluing her slimy walls to every square inch of cock that I had fed to her.

      Nana clenched up so tightly that I could feel her heartbeat thumping through her body; though racing, it was still only beating half as fast as mine. It was amazing to me that she could be in the same position as I was - somewhat, at least - without her adrenaline spiking through the ceiling. I was on cloud nine, but she was simply milking me like she had done it a thousand times before.

      "Cum for me," she demanded.

      Her command activated a release trigger in my brain, and I obeyed without question. My entire body went rigid, matching the unyielding steel piston in Nana's vagina as it began to erupt.

      "Let it all out, muffin," she sang sweetly. "Let Nana drain those big, fat balls of yours."

      I launched a large volley of hot, gluey cum against her cervix, painting the squishy wall with such a volume that I instantly felt it oozing around my pulsating cock. Nana was so tight that everything I dumped into her was, forced to seep towards the mouth of her pussy. My dick flexed, flinging another rope into her hungry cunt that was, just as the others had been, ushered towards the exit by one of her mighty squeezes.

      "Oh my g-god, Nana," I whimpered, my voice warbling as pathetically as my shaking legs. I wished for the strength to stay standing so that I could continue to feel her clenching around me, but knew that I was mere seconds away from collapsing. I felt as though I had dumped more than just cum into Nana-- I had given up my entire mortal soul.

      Mom must have noticed my quivering, since she scooched to the side, then patted the couch. "Come, honey. Sit down."

      
        
      

      I stumbled away from Nana's ass, pulling out my dick as I did. Long, gloopy strands of cum oozed out of her weathered cunt; they looked right at home amidst the stark white pussy fur they trickled down into.

      "That... was... awesome!" My chest rose and fell nearly a full six inches with each of my deeply drawn breaths. I could not believe how much had come out of me. "There was so much, and it was so thick!"

      Nana ground her legs together. "Trust me, I know all about how thick it is."

      Her comment made my dick twitch, and both of them noticed it starting to come back to life.

      "Uh, honey?" Mom asked. "Should we get dressed so that you don't end up fucking yourself into a coma?"

      I closed my eyes so the image of their naked bodies would not set me off again. "Just... let me rest for now."

      The ladies tittered affectionately and curled up on either side of me to rest their heads on my shoulders. "You did so good, honey."

      Nana kissed the side of my face, ignoring the beads of sweat that were running down my temple. "I'm so proud of you for making it to the bottom that time, Peanut."

      When I felt then was a sharp contrast to the sex-fueled beast I had become when the tea had hit, but I did not mind returning to normal. After giving my body what it had wanted - what the tea had made it crave - it felt like I was finally beginning to settle down.

      Even though I had just came, none of the expected post-nut clarity was hitting me. Specifically, the feeling of anti-horniness that would usually make me want to abstain from sex for a while was shockingly absent, and I did not feel any of the soreness in my cock that I would have guessed came with having sex as often as we had.

      "What is happening to me?" I asked groggily. "It's just tea, isn't it?"

      
        Nana petted my chest. "I tried to tell you how strong it was. You should calm down a bit now, but it's still in your system. It could flare up again at any moment, so just try to relax until you go fuck-crazy again."

      I placed my palms over my eyes and pressed them down. "I'm so fucking horny, though! I feel like I could fuck you two until my heart explodes."

      Mom nuzzled her nose against my earlobe. "That won't happen, honey. Nana wouldn't give you anything dangerous... right, Mom?"

      Nana gave a low, hearty chuckle. "It's probably safe."

      "That's not funny!" I bellyached. "I could be in real danger here!" I did not truly believe so, but enjoyed playing the role of the wounded animal for the doting mothers to soothe.

      "Welllll," Nana began as she slid her hand down my chest and over my tummy until she had her fingers coiled around my cock, "what if I promise to take care of you no matter what happens?"

      Mom cleared her throat. "We will take care of you, baby." She gave me a quick peck on the cheek. "Pinky promise."

      "Pinky promise, Peanut," Nana echoed.

      I believed them, and though I was so tired I imagined I could have slept for an entire week, I was already wickedly excited to see what they had in store for me next -- or, given what that tea was doing to me, what I had in store for them.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Part 3

      Both of the mommies had thrown on large, oversized t-shirts that covered them like a smock, and I'd donned a pair of boxers. The cloth covered their breasts and pussies well enough that they did not need to put on underwear, and after a comment from Nana about "airing her out" I'd understood why. When they had returned to me on the sofa, the aroma of our heated fuck session had still lingered heavy in the air.

      The living room stank of sex-- of sweat, cum, and Mom and Nana's juicy pussies. They were sitting beside me on the couch, all three of us half watching television and half chatting through it, but it was not enough to distract me from how horny I still was.

      There was an ever present feeling that one small touch would turn my cock into a rigid length of pipe, eager for a pussy to impregnate, so I had asked the mommies to sit apart from me for fear that one brush with their soft, creamy thighs would reactivate the then-dormant powers of the Nana's tea.

      "You want a beer, Peanut?" Nana asked on my left.

      Mom, on my right, clicked her tongue against her teeth. "Are you trying to get my son drunk so that you can take advantage of him?"

      Nana laughed. "Fat chance! I think he's gonna take advantage of me. I'm just a poor, helpless old woman, after all."

      Mom scoffed. "Uh-huh, sure. A helpless old woman... with a load of her grandson's cum churning in her pussy. Right?"

      Nana blushed with a gleeful grin and squeezed her legs together tightly. "I can still feel them squelching in there."

      Mom rolled her eyes. "I bet you can! Stop rubbing it in. I get the next one. Deal?"

      Nana pretended to not have heard her. "So, do you want that beer, sugar?"

      
        Mom slammed her palm on the sofa cushion next to her. "Mama! Don't be greedy!"

      The older woman strode out of the living room without responding. A few seconds later I heard bottles clinking around. "Is Stella okay, Jon?"

      "Stella is great, Nana," I called back.

      She brought the green bottle with the top already popped, and delivered it to me with a wet, slovenly kiss that left a speck of drool on the corner of my mouth. "I'll be right back -- just gotta go 'freshen up' a bit. Don't you two lovebirds get up to anything while I'm gone!"

      I held my hands up defensively. "Hands off until you're back. Got it."

      She winked at me. "Good boy." Then she left the room to me, Mom, Ross, and Rachael, but it did not stay that way for long. A commercial bumper took us to an advertisement for some type of kitchen gadget that seemed unreasonably complicated, if not entirely useless, so I was confused when Mom turned the volume up a few notches.

      I arched an eyebrow. "You must really like this ad, huh?"

      She rolled her eyes. "No, silly. Listen. I love your grandmother, but I want some stuff to stay just between us. Is that okay?"

      Nerves made me fidget in my seat. "Uh, yeah. What's up?"

      She turned her body so that she was facing me and lifted her feet off of the floor to sit cross-legged on the cushion. "Do you remember earlier, before we got in the shower, when you seemed a bit distant and I asked you what was wrong?"

      I sure did, and I remembered exactly what I was thinking about - having to give up sex with her once we returned home - and how I had chosen not to share. "Oh, yeah. That."

      She cocked her head to the side. "That, honey. Wanna tell me what was on your mind?"

      
        I took a deep breath, and an even deeper swig of my beer. "I guess I just don't want this to end."

      "This?"

      "All of this! The touching, the kissing, the..."

      "The sex?" Mom offered.

      "Yeah. That."

      Mom laughed and reached out to hold one of my hands. "You went eighteen years without my pussy before that, sweetheart."

      Even with everything that had happened that day, it was not lost on me what an insanely odd thing that was to say to one's own son.

      "Well, that sucks," I said. "Now the idea of going a single day without it feels shitty! I love feeling close to you."

      She twiddled with one of my fingers. "You love sex."

      "No, Mom," I said flatly. "I love you."

      She lifted my hand to her mouth and kissed my knuckles. "I love you, too -- more than anything in the world, in fact. Why else would I agree to do all this? It's for you, honey."

      "And for you, maybe? A little bit?" I hated feeling so needful of her validation, but I did. I needed to know that the incredible things I had been feeling were not one-sided.

      "I-- okay, I think..." Mom gave a deep sigh and did not answer for a few seconds. "I do think that we have something really special. Do you feel that, too?"

      I nodded. "Of course I do."

      
        
      

      She pursed her lips. "I thought so. But that 'something special' isn't really something that we can take with us into the real world." My heart was broken and my hopes dashed, and they would have remained that way if not for a tiny little word that she added onto the end. "Right?"

      "Wrong," I said defiantly. "Do you want to stop?"

      "Honeyyy," Mom whined. "We have to!"

      "Just answer me. Do you want to?"

      She chewed her bottom lip. "No, I guess not."

      "Then why stop?"

      She threw her hands into the air. "Because of your dad! Can you imagine if he saw me sneaking out of your room one morning? It would crush him, and our lives would be over."

      "Can you imagine if he didn't? Can't you picture all the fun we would have if he never found out?"

      I saw the look on her face, and it told me everything that her words did not. I did not need her admit it to know that she was seriously considering it. The look of pensive frustration, earned from denying herself something she admittedly wanted, looked to be confusing her brain something fierce. She wanted it, and I just needed her to believe that she could have it.

      Her brow furrowed, and I thought that it indicated she might break any moment, but before I could add another straw to the camel's back, our conversation was interrupted by Nana's reappearance in the living room.

      She put her hands on her hips with a generous smile. "My, my. Aren't you two just the cutest thing?"

      Mom blushed and rolled her eyes, then narrowed them on me. "At least she isn't calling us lovebirds anymore. Right?"

      
        I shrugged. "I dunno. I kind of liked 'lovebirds.' I've been called worse!"

      Nana pointed to the television. "Why is it so loud? Did you change the channel?"

      Mom quickly dialed down the volume. "Oh, just a funny commercial that I wanted to hear. Don't worry, Mama. Friends is still on."

      "Good," Nana said as she took a seat on my left, "because I like this one. Didn't want to miss the ending; Chandler goes to Yemen."

      Mom nudged my shoulder. "You okay if I sit a little closer to you, or is your dick gonna go all haywire?"

      I chuckled, genuinely unsure of the answer. "You can try. I wouldn't mind some snuggles."

      Nana made a dramatic gasp. "And leave me out in the cold?"

      I held up my left arm and wave her over. "Plenty of room for you, too."

      The mommies cuddled up close to me. Even through their humongous shirts, I could still feel their body heat. I felt safe, like their warmth was a barrier of protection against the woes of the real world. All I wanted to do was stay as close to them as possible, for as long as I would be allowed.

      We sat through the rest of the episode, then talked all the way through another that came on right after. It was more of the same meaningless yet ultimately enjoyable conversation we had shared around the pool, but I could not fully focus on it.

      All I could think about was whether or not I would be able to convince Mom to carry on our new relationship after the night was over. Would she ever leave Dad? That could work. Wait, what the hell is wrong with me? Cheering for my parents' divorce? Come on, man. That cannot be healthy. I need to stop-- whoa, wait... what the fuck is that smell?

      I took a deep breath that filled my nostrils with it. I knew almost instantly where it was coming from, and looked down at Mom's pussy as though that would somehow further confirm my suspicion. Without underwear on, and due to her sitting cross-legged up on the cushion, the sweet, pungent aroma of her cunt honey had begun to waft through the air like invisible smog.

      
        
      

      Without thinking twice, I took another strong whiff. The bittersweet scent was undercut by tangy notes that made the backs of my eyes feel fuzzy. I felt dizzy simply from huffing her intoxicating pussy fumes, and I was already addicted.

      I had intended to be subtle, but apparently failed miserably. "Smell something, boy?" Mom asked. Her tone was precisely that of a dog owner talking to their curious pet.

      It was at that moment I noticed that I was so dazed that my eyes had defocused. The corner of my mouth felt wet, and when I went to brush it with the back of my hand, I realized it was drool.

      Nana leaned forward to look past Mom on the couch. "Uh-oh. I know what he smells."

      The sides of Mom's mouth curled up into a fiendish smile. "You caught Mama's scent, didn't you, baby?"

      "Y-yeah," I said. "It's really... fuck, why is it so strong, Mom?"

      Nana hummed quietly. "That would be the tea, sugar."

      Mom untucked her feet from beneath her knees and stuck them straight out in front of her, then pointed her toes like a ballerina and held them in the air for a few seconds before letting them slowly sink to the floor. Her thighs, however, stayed widely parted the whole time. She knew exactly what she was doing.

      Her decadent fragrance made my head spin. I craved her so badly that it hurt. "You smell fucking amazing. Like, really, really good."

      Mom bit her bottom lip with a passionate glimmer in her eye. "Come find out why."

      If only she had known of the beast she would release upon uttering those words, perhaps she would have been more careful in doing so.

      I leapt into action, pushing her backwards onto the couch with such ferocity that she let out a startled yelp when she landed on her back. "Honey! Careful!"

      
        
      

      I held onto her wrists, pinning them down above her head as I towered over her. She looked like a prey animal-- a small, frightened rabbit in the shadow of a wolf that wished to devour her whole. By the look in her eyes, I doubted that she saw anything in mine that she recognized.

      "Uh, Mama?" my mother whimpered to Nana. "Is he gonna be okay?"

      "He'll be fine," Nana said dismissively.

      "Fuck," I grunted out. "I need to fuck you."

      Mom's breathing was sharp, shallow, and irregular. "I-I know, honey. Mommy's here. Don't worry. I promised to take care of you. Remember?"

      "Then let me fuck you!" I snarled, overcome with lust.

      Mom recoiled in fear, but with her back already flat on the sofa there was nowhere for her to run. She slowly, meticulously hooked her legs securely behind my back while she talked some sense into me. "Hey, hey. It's okay. You can have me. I'm right here." Then she turned her head to the side to address Nana. "Mama, could you guide him into me?"

      Nana purred. "I'd love to, Fifi."

      "Pull my shirt up, too," she said, "so he can get inside." I found it laughable that she was trying to give anybody orders. A nervous warble in her voice belied her completely.

      Nana got down on her knees and scooted over to us, then grabbed my turgid cock by the root. She dragged it through Mom's pussy lips a couple of times, basting the helmet with her cunt honey, then pointed me at her daughter's opening. "Give her a little push, sugar."

      I gave a big push instead, burying my entire dick in my mother. She gave a yelp when I touched the bottom. "Jesus Christ, Jon!"

      I made an ugly grunt. "So fucking tight."

      
        
      

      Mom caressed the side of my cheek. "I know it's tight. Just take it easy, tiger. I'm not going anywhere. Remember who you're shoving that big thing into!"

      All I cared about was fucking her as hard as I could, and I let my rampant horniness get the better of me. Despite her plea for patience, I fucked her with wild abandon, using her body for my own pleasure despite the occasional grimace on her face. It was different from when she had ridden me in the bedroom. That had been sensual intimacy. There on the couch, I was making her mine. It was the law of the jungle.

      Every muscle in my body felt tense as I drove my cock into her. I was well aware that I was taking it too far, but powerless to stop myself from plowing into my mother's cunt with such strength that I began to sweat from the exertion. I could feel the veins in my neck expanding and my entire face turning red as I poured every ounce of my focus into fucking her.

      Her face asked for mercy, but her voice did not. At first, my hardest and deepest strokes elicited boisterous yelps - equal parts shock and pain -- but after a time, she fell into a constant drone - a dull moan without end.

      Our skin produced a thunderous clapping sound every time I slammed into her. Our previous unions had been weak raindrops on a tin roof in comparison. The only other sound that matched the deafening noise of our bodies colliding was rising volume of Mom's moaning as I picked up speed.

      "OOoohhhoooOOoohHHooooOOOohHH," she bellowed. She squirmed around, digging her fingernails into my palms. It stung, but I would not let a bit of pain stop me from pinning her arms to the couch cushion above her head.

      "Fifi?" Nana piped up from somewhere behind us. "Are you okay down there?"

      "Y-yeah! I'm f-f-fine! Th--anks, M-Mama!" She could hardly get the words out. Either they were cut off by a particularly vigorous thrust that knocked that wind out of her, or she choked on them while trying to force her slackened jaw to move in order to speak. Whatever it was, it made her struggle through almost every word. "C-can I-- fuck! Can I p-please have my ha--ands back, honey?"

      I grunted my approval and let go of her wrists, giving her the freedom to wrap her arms around my neck. With that tether in place I felt free to fuck her without mercy. I fell forward onto her chest; she hugged me tightly, accepting my full weight onto her body. I pressed all of it into her, trying to merge our forms.

      
        
      

      I buried my nose into her neck and took a deep breath. "You smell fucking amazing, Mom." I reached underneath her butt and cupped one of her fat cheeks in each hand. With a firm grip on the doughy flesh, I pulled her into me in time to every thrust.

      The net result was that I was fucking her even harder, and that pleased me. I used every ounce of strength I had to not only plunge my dick deep into her convulsing tunnel of soggy, pink meat, but to pull her body up to better meet the invader. I took pleasure in repeatedly battering Mom's cervix with my cock head, tearing through the passageway leading to her sacred place as though it were a silicone fuck sleeve.

      "Oh god!" Mom hollered noisily. "Oh my fucking god! Jesus Christ, Jon!"

      "I can't stop," I muttered directly into her ear. "I can't, I can't, I can't."

      Mom shushed me, then sank her teeth into my neck. Her voice was a meager whimper, but its message was clear. "Then don't."

      Everything else fell away. Nana, the room, the noise, the past, the ominous future... all of it dissolved into the softness of her breath against my throat and the way her fingers gripped my back.

      My heart pounded so hard that it hurt. Every breath I took tasted like her, and every other thought burned away until she was all that remained -- her warmth; her essence; the impossibly intimate knowledge that she wanted me-- not just someone, but me. I did not just want to touch her; I wanted to worship her.

      We moved together like two halves crashing back into place-- rough desperate. Her hands were everywhere, pulling, clinging, and urging me closer.

      A telltale tingling in my stomach made it clear that I was not going to last much longer, though without the effects of the tea coursing through me I doubt I would have made it as far as I had.

      I dumped a groan into the nape of her neck. "Oh, fuck, Mom!"

      She knew what it meant right away. "Yes, honey! Do it! Do it! Cum for me!"

      
        I howled triumphantly over my conquered prey and began to dump rope after rope of sticky goo into her deepest reaches. I marked her with my seed over and over, claiming and reclaiming the territory at the bottom of her clenching cunt as my own.

      Mom caressed the back of my neck with one hand, using her thumb to gingerly tickle my hairline while she rubbed up and down. It calmed me -- brought me back to my senses. "That's it, honey. There you go. You did so good." Her lips were right next to my ear, and her whispered words of encouragement made the back of my skull tingle with frisson.

      Bubbles of frothy cum oozed around the sides of my shaft, rising from deep in the plush pocket until they seeped out of her. It felt quite similar to how Nana's pussy had felt when I'd filled her with cum.

      I replayed Nana's words in my head as I basked in the afterglow of my orgasm. "Like mother, like daughter."

      "Are you feeling okay now, honey?" Mom asked.

      Her question carried the same worry that any other mother would have shown after seeing my reaction to the magical tea, but that was where the similarities stopped. I wondered how many other mommies had ever had to console their son while his semi-hard cock was still squeezing dribbles of cum into their freshly-fucked cunt.

      I burrowed my nose into her neck; it made me feel safe. "I'm sorry if I hurt you. That was kind of crazy." I took another deep whiff of her orange-scented perfume. My lungs burned not from the smell, but from the heavy breathing that made my entire body rise and fall as I fought through the lingering adrenaline.

      She rubbed my back with long strokes of her palm. "I know, sweetheart. I know. But it's all over now." Then she tilted to her side, I assumed to look at Nana. "Right, Mama?"

      "No promises," Nana said bluntly. "I've never heard of a reaction that strong. You looked like a couple of sex-crazed maniacs!"

      I rolled to the side so that I was resting my spine against the back of the couch and looked up at my grandmother. "I felt like one! You should've warned me."

      She threw her hands in the air. "I did! I said 'It's strong stuff' like three times!"

      
        
      

      I still did not feel fully drained after my fifth orgasm. I glanced down at Mom's pussy, where I saw heaps of chunky, white goo oozing out. I was shocked I'd managed to produce that much.

      I still didn't feel a single hint of disdain for sex. It was all I could think about, but at last my dick was sore enough to convince me to rest despite the little voice in the back of my head begging for "One more round!" It seemed to defy science, and I wondered if Nana's tea should be placed on a government list.

      "I'm still horny," I grumbled.

      Nana cooed softly. "My poor Peanut. You haven't had enough?"

      "I have! Or, I mean, I should have, but... I dunno, Nana. I just want more!"

      Mom rubbed two of her fingers through the glistening pile of glue spilling out of her cunt. "I think I could use a break, honey. That was... intense, to say the least. And you need to eat something! You're gonna go into a coma if you keep fucking without anything in your body."

      "It would be worth it," I claimed.

      Mom rolled off of the couch and stood up. "Still, I'm going to put some underwear on so that we don't have another episode -- not until you're ready, at least."

      The corner of Nana's mouth curled up into a wicked grin. "We still have to get you ready, Fifi."

      "For what?" Mom asked.

      Nana raised her eyebrows. "For the next part. Remember?"

      "For the..." A look of horror washed over Mom's face. "Oh. Right. The next part."

      Mom's trepidation was palpable, but not as strong as Nana's excitement. The matriarch clapped her hands rapidly and made joyful little squeals. "It's gonna be fun! I can't wait."

      
        "Me neither," Mom grumbled in an obvious lie.

      Nana got off of her knees and smoothed down her t-shirt. "I'm gonna get dinner started, so don't get up to anything while I'm gone."

      "Can we help at all, Nana?" I asked.

      She mewed at the adorable offer, but did not seem to take it seriously. "That's sweet, muffin, but no. I got this handled. All I need you to do is not fuck your mother."

      I scowled. "For how long?"

      "An hour?"

      I threw my hands into the air. "Just shoot me now!"

      "You'll be fine, promise... oh, and, after dinner you'll have to wait for me to get her ready for you."

      With the scent of Mom's pungent syrup still wafting through the air, I couldn't fathom that any further preparation was necessary. "I think she's ready now, no?"

      Mom shook her head. "Just trust your grandmother. It'll be worth it... for you."

      Nana rolled her eyes. "And you, Fifi. You're gonna like it, too. I'm sure of it! Like mother--"

      I cut her off. "Like daughter! Right?"

      Nana pointed at me, then at Mom, then back to me. "See? Peanut gets it."

      The leadup to dinner was uneventful. Mom and I watched CSI while Nana put together a quick dinner of chicken soup that I could smell from the living room. My stomach grumbled in response, and I will admit it did feel good to crave something other than sex for a change.

      
        Mom and I did not talk any more about what would happen when we got back home, but the awkward silence in which we watched television hinted that she was as concerned with the answer as I was. Even though we did not talk much, it felt surreal to be cuddled up on the couch with her wearing nothing more than a thin t-shirt and some underwear.

      I sat normally on the couch, giving Mom my thigh as a pillow to rest her head on as she lay sideways. I raked my fingers through her luscious hair, combing the soft strands apart with my nails lightly grazing her scalp.

      She squirmed happily. "That feels nice, baby."

      "This feels nice," I said. "I like watching TV with you." I quickly realized that that sounded lame. "And, like, being close to you, giving you head pets and stuff."

      Mom giggled. "How romantic. Did Shakespeare write that sonnet?"

      Her teasing made me chuckle. "Nope. That's a Jon original! Won't find that on any bumper stickers." Then my curiosity finally got the better of me. I lowered my voice so that Nana would not overhear and eyed the doorway in case she returned. "Hey, so, what's this big surprise that Nana's got planned?"

      The color drained from Mom's face. "It's, uh, well... you'll see."

      "Seriously? No hints?"

      She shook her head. "No hints. Just gonna have to wait and see."

      "You don't seem excited for it."

      She paused. "I'm nervous. I've never done it with anyone before!"

      "Wow, lucky me. Is it, like, anal or something?"

      Mom's jaw clenched, but she did not say a word.

      
        
      

      My heartbeat picked up speed. "Oh my god, Mom. Is it anal?"

      "Not telling," she insisted flatly.

      I would have continued to press her for information, but she was saved by the dinner bell.

      "Soup's on!" Nana called.

      Mom got off of my lap in a hurry. "Well, guess we gotta go."

      I could not believe that she was still avoiding me. "Mom! Tell me!"

      She turned and trotted off towards the kitchen. "Can't talk now, honey. Sorry!"

      "Mom!" I called after her, but knew I would receive no response as soon as she disappeared from view. "Is it?"

      I scampered off the sofa and bolted after her. When I entered the kitchen, she shot me a stern look that said "Drop it, mister," so I obeyed. I bit my tongue despite a near certainty that I would be eventually stuffing my cock into the tightest hole Mom had to offer.

      "Don't eat too much, Fifi," Nana instructed.

      Mom's eyes widened with embarrassment, and she flicked her gaze over to me to see if I had overheard. "Mama! Hush!"

      Nana shrugged casually. "I'm just trying to help, that's all."

      I rushed to serve myself a bowl of soup out of the large stock pot that was simmering on the stove. I was so eager to see what they had planned - or rather, to confirm my suspicion - that I barely tasted the chicken and wet noodles I shovelled down my gullet.

      
        "Jeez, Peanut," Nana said. "Hungry, are we?"

      I nodded and finished drinking the broth that sat in the bottom of my bowl. "I was starving!"

      Nana folded her napkin and daintily dabbed the corner of her mouth. "Well, as long as you have energy for another round, I will consider my cooking a success. How are you feeling horny-wise?"

      I momentarily took stock of my body's physiology the same way I'd used to when lying in bed before school, manually checking for symptoms of sickness that would have won me permission stay home for the day. "Still horny, I guess. It's weird that it's not going away. I'm just, like... stewing in it."

      Nana leaned in closer to me and licked her lips. "Then I guess you're not the only one at this table marinating in their own horny-juices."

      Mom choked on a spoonful of soup. "Jesus, Mama!"

      Nana laughed as her daughter tried to cough the aspirated liquid out of her lungs. "I thought that might get a reaction."

      "I'm trying to eat!" Mom insisted. "Can we please wait until after dinner before we talk about sex again?"

      Nana put a finger to her chin and pretended to think about it. "Hmm. Nope! What do you say, muffin? Up for another roll in the hay?"

      "Maybe," I said seconds before an idea entered my mind. "I bet we could find out if you'd show me your boobs."

      Nana's irises twinkled. "You wanna see 'em?"

      I nodded.

      Nana sat back in her chair. "I knew there was a reason I didn't put a bra back on. Here you go, sugar."

      
        
      

      Nana pinched the bottom of her shirt and tucked the hem of it below her tits, then used the tightened fabric like a shelf to lift the heaving udders up off of her stomach. The thin cloth gradually slipped upward, creeping further and further, slowly exposing a little bit of her at a time. She was patient, carefully studying my reaction to every inch of ground that she revealed.

      I could see her nipples poking through her shirt. As the cotton was peeled back, it got caught on both of the stiffened buds and tugged them upward just as her small, rosy areolas came into view.

      "Ready?" Nana asked in a sultry tone.

      I simply nodded, and had not even finished doing so when she swiftly yanked her shirt out from under her breasts so that they would come tumbling out of the hammock. Since she was seated so close to the table, both of the fat, bulky milkbags thudded against the wooden surface. Their impact made the remaining soup in Nana's bowl ripple like some behemoth were stomping around outside, shaking the foundation of her entire house from its astounding weight.

      "Is that better?" she asked, batting her eyelashes seductively.

      "Way better, Nana."

      She flashed me a cheery smile. "Good! But--" She pulled down her shirt to cover her breasts. "--we can't start just yet."

      "Why not?" I asked.

      She nodded to Mom. "Ask your mother."

      Mom prodded the inside of her cheek with the tip of her tongue. "Right. The 'thing.' I almost forgot."

      Nana rolled her eyes, unconvinced by the performance. "You didn't forget. You just don't wanna do it!"

      I played dumb. "What's going on?"

      
        
      

      Nana waved me off. "Nothing, muffin. Your mother is just getting cold feet."

      "I'm scared!" Mom exclaimed. "I've never done it before!"

      Nana pointed to me. "Neither has he. Now, be a good mommy and go get yourself ready for him."

      Nana and Mom got up from the table and exchanged a head nod. Then Nana turned her attention to me. "Why don't you go watch a show in the living room, peanut? Your mom and I will come get you when we're done."

      "Done with what?" I asked with far more urgency, but I could not get them to crack.

      Mom wagged a finger back and forth. "Nuh-uh, honey. Listen to Nana and go watch TV while we get ready."

      I gave a performative pout and stomped my foot. "Fine!" Then I softened my tone so they would take pity on me. "But please don't take too long?"

      The corner of Mom's mouth turned up in a cute little half-smirk. "Okay, baby. Deal. We'll be quick. Right, Mama?"

      Nana nodded as she looped arms with her daughter. "Pinky promise. Now, off we go!"

      They left me in the kitchen, and thus alone with thoughts that I was not ready to deal with just then. I shuffled off to the living room to watch something that would keep my mind busy. I wanted to enjoy the rest of the night - which, for all I knew, was all the time Mom and I had left to truly be together.

      After about twenty minutes, I started to get bored. I did not feel like I was "making the most" of anything with my ass plopped on the couch, so I decided to entertain myself.

      I am not proud of the fact that I went to spy on the mommies as quietly as I could, carefully avoiding the spots in Nana's floorboards that I knew would give me away if they were to squeak. I did not know what I expected - or even wanted - to find them doing, but when I peeked around the corner down the corridor that led to the bedrooms, I saw that Nana's door was shut tight.

      A pair of shadows crossed from the left side to the right, which meant that someone had walked over to Nana's bed.

      "Okay, Fifi," she said, "just like last time. Tell me when it gets full."

      "Got it," my mother grunted, her voice muffled by the mattress that I assumed she was face down upon.

      There were a few seconds of silence, then Mom started making uncomfortable little groans. "Okay.... Okay... Okay, Mama! It's full!"

      Nana chuckled. "Sorry, sorry. Just wanted to make sure you were really topped off."

      "I am! It's making my stomach hurt; I'd say that'd pretty full. I'll be right back."

      The bedsprings groaned, giving me a few seconds to hide around the corner before Mom left the room. When she did, she immediately turned and walked into the bathroom, then shut the door behind her. What I did not hear, though, was Nana exiting the room right afterwards and making her way to the kitchen. By the time I realized that there were footsteps coming towards me, it was too late. Nana rounded the corner; I was shamefully standing with my back pressed up against the kitchen wall.

      "Jesus!" She jumped a little when she saw me. "Oh, Peanut. You scared me. I was just coming to check on you."

      "Sorry, Nana."

      She arched an eyebrow. "Were you spying on us? Naughty, naughty."

      "I got bored! I wanted to see what you were doing."

      
        Nana gave an affectionate sigh. "You missed your mommies, huh, sugar?"

      I blushed. "Maybe a little bit. Can I come hang out with you guys?"

      She shook her head. "Not just yet. Give her a couple of minutes. One more round should do the trick."

      I hiked my shoulders up around my ears, as though that would make it harder for Mom to hear me. "Nana, is it anal? Are we doing anal?"

      Nana fought hard against the smile that wanted desperately to spread across her face, but it was a losing battle. "Oh, to hell with it! You've waited long enough. Yes. It's anal."

      I gave an excited gasp. "Holy shit. Awesome. So awesome!"

      "I think so, too, but your mother isn't quite as excited as us. She's never done it before, so she's a bit nervous."

      My jaw dropped. "With anyone? Even Dad?"

      Nana shook her head. "Not even your father. Part of the ritual involves her retaining that part of her chastity until-- well, today! It's the last piece of her virginity, and it's important that she lets you be the one to take it."

      My legs trembled. "Awesome."

      "But don't tell her I told you!"

      "Deal, if..."

      Nana crossed her arms and gave me a look of annoyance. "If?"

      "If you ask her a question for me so that I can hear her answer."

      
        
      

      Nana's expression softened. "Oh, muffin, do you want me to ask her about the thing we talked about? If she's going to have sex with you again after tonight?"

      I nodded shamefully. I was not thrilled by the idea of asking Nana to spy for me, but I was desperate. "Just... ask her how she feels. She won't tell me anything."

      Nana studied my face for a few seconds. "Okay. I can do that, but I'm not gonna push her. Let's just see what she says. Is that okay?"

      I almost jumped for joy. "That's perfect! Thank you, Nana. Thank you."

      With that, she returned to the bedroom, and I returned to hiding outside the hallway until Mom exited the bathroom. Once I heard the bedsprings squeak again, I tiptoed down the hallway so I would not miss a word.

      "Can you go a bit slower, Mama?" Mom asked. "You put way too much in last time. It's weird when I can feel it sloshing in my tummy."

      "Trust the process, Fifi," Nana insisted. "Spread, please."

      There were a few seconds of silence that Nana eventually broke. "So, I think Jon's really hoping that you guys... how shall I say this? Stay close? When this is all over, I mean."

      Mom sighed. "I know. I talked to him, too. I don't know what to tell him. He wants this to keep going when we get home."

      "It's dangerous, Fifi."

      "I know. I know." I thought she sounded unconvinced. "Why did you say no to Leo? He must have asked for the same thing."

      "He did, but I didn't want to hurt your father, and our sex life was good so I didn't feel like I was giving anything up. I love your brother with all my heart, but he was not particularly good in bed."

      
        
      

      "So... what if I don't have a great sex life back home? What if I don't care about hurting my husband? I don't want him to find out, but... oh, I don't know. I think the only reason I care about keeping it a secret is because then we'd really have to stop! I know it would hurt him, and I feel so guilty that I don't care enough about that for this decision to be easy."

      "I know you two have been drifting apart for a while. Just make sure you're making this decision with your head, not your pussy!"

      "You're right; I know that. I just... well, Jon said it best. I like feeling close to someone again, and I like that it's him. We've always has such a strong bond, and this just feels like a natural continuation of that. If we could only just-- oh! Okay, okay. It's full, Mama. I said it's full!"

      Nana gave an evil little laugh. "Sorry, Fifi. Couldn't help myself."

      I knew Mom would make a beeline for the bathroom again, so I crept back down the hallway as fast as I could without making too much noise.

      My heart was rapidly pounding against my ribcage, so I took a seat at the table just as I heard Nana's footsteps carrying her back to the kitchen.

      She greeted me with an eager grin. "Well? I thought that went pretty well. Did you get the answer you wanted?"

      I shrugged, genuinely unsure whether or not I had. "I guess so? But also, like, not really. She seems as confused as I am."

      Nana sat down next to me and took hold of my hand. "Oh, muffin. You're not confused, not one bit. You want her, you love her, and all you need is for her to say 'yes.' Is that right?"

      "I... yeah. That sounds about right."

      "I know my daughter. I know when she's confused - like really confused - and I know when she's simply refusing to see what's right in front of her."

      
        I sat up straight in my chair, my hope renewed. "You think so?"

      "I've been wrong before, but like I said: I know my daughter. I also know women, which means I know how rare it is for one of them to make the kinds of sounds that she did when you forced yourself onto her."

      I blushed a fiery shade of crimson. "I didn't force myself, really."

      Nana smiled faintly. "You kind of did, Peanut, but I think she liked it. Hell, I know she liked it; she left a wet stain on my couch the size of a goddamn dinner plate."

      The bathroom doorknob clicked, and I heard Mom call my name. "Jon? Honey?"

      I cleared my throat so my voice would not crack. "Yeah, Mom?"

      "I think I'm ready for you."

      Nana and I looked at each other, then she swung her arm out, gesturing towards the hallway. "After you."

      We entered her room to find Mom standing up on her tiptoes, one arm stretched behind her back so that she was able to wedge her fingers between her ass cheeks. Her shoulder rotated in slow circles, and in an instant I realized that she was smearing a handful of lube onto her asshole.

      My dick immediately began to throb. It hardened so quickly that it instantly formed a protrusion in the front of my boxers, one that became larger as I soaked in the scene.

      I was not sure how much of Nana's magic tea was still in my system, but based on the instantaneous response from my cock, I figured that there must still be some of it still flowing through my veins.

      Mom smiled when she saw me, her hand disappearing between her plump cheeks for a moment. "There you are."

      
        I could not tear my eyes away from the sight of her liberally slathering the long crease. "Here I am, and - wow - here you are. Are we really doing this?"

      She pulled her greasy mitt out of her rear. "If you still want to, honey."

      "Do you want to?"

      Mom cocked her head to the side. "Why wouldn't I? I mean, sure, I'm a bit nervous, but it's important that we do this together."

      I curled my toes to center myself in reality, scraping them against the carpeted floor as a reminder that I was not floating off into space. "You've never done anal before?"

      She shook her head, sending coils of brown hair back and forth across her forehead. "Never. That's why I'm scared! But I'm excited, too. I got to be your first, and now you get to be mine."

      "I can't wait, Mom."

      Her mouth curved into a crescent moon. "You wanna pump my rump that badly, baby?"

      "So, so badly," I insisted. "Can we do it now?"

      "That's exactly what I was hoping you would say. How do you want me?"

      I was overwhelmed with possibilities. "Uh, hands and knees, maybe? No, no, wait! What about cowgirl?"

      Mom shot a look over at Nana, then rolled her eyes. I assumed my grandmother was doing the same.

      "What about this?" Mom asked as she backed up. She stopped when the backs of her knees touched the edge of the mattress, then gave a little hop and leapt backwards onto the bed. I did not have to ask what "this" meant; she was eager to show me.

      
        Mom lifted her legs and bent them, then tucked her hands under her knees so she could pull them back even further. I could not believe how flexible she was. I was not completely ignorant; I knew what "baby pose" was, but I had never seen it deployed like that-- in such a way that it made my jaw drop.

      Her cunt was already glistening with juice, and her pubic hair - black as charcoal - wore droplets of the shimmering syrup that decorated the fluffy coat like wet jewellery. Her lips had parted slightly when she'd pulled back her legs, exposing the interior of her vulva.

      "Is this okay?" she asked.

      I picked my slackened jaw off of the floor. "Y-yeah. That's really good."

      She clenched her asshole a couple of times, keenly aware that I was watching every muscular twitch. "She's saying hi to you, sweetheart."

      "Can I... can I say hi back?"

      She shimmied downward so that her ass was hanging off of the bed a little. "With that big dick of yours, I hope. Get those boxers off of him, Mama."

      "Sure thing, Fifi," Nana said. From behind me, she hooked her thumbs into the elastic waistband of my underwear and yanked them to the floor. The tension was released so hastily that my dick bobbed up and down energetically until its momentum dissipated, which gave Mom and Nana - who was peering around my torso - a few solid seconds of entertainment.

      "I love it when they do that," Nana said in a hushed tone. "So much life in these young cocks."

      She rose to her feet and stepped behind me as close as she could, pressing her breasts against my back. She snatched something off of the dresser beside us, and I did not have to wait long to find out what it was. I heard the sound of a cap popping off; seconds later, her slimy, lube-covered hand wrapped around my cock and began to apply a thick coat.

      She could not resist the urge to be playful, though, and even once the entire length was slick with the stuff, she continued to jerk her tiny fist up and down over the head, rotating her wrist so that the texture of her fingers and palm grazed the sensitive helmet with each twist.

      
        "Fuck, Nana," I said with a grunt. "Your hand feels incredible."

      "Just having a bit of fun, first, sugar," she said. "Tease him a little, Fifi."

      Mom kicked her feet in the air then pointed the toes of her left foot at right at me. "You wanna see Mommy's butthole all stretched out before you fuck it?"

      My knees buckled, but Nana's weight against my back held me up. "I-- can I? Yes!"

      She untucked her hands from behind her knees and lowered them onto her cheeks, grabbing them by the sides to sink her fingers in to get a good grip.

      At first, Mom's asshole appeared no larger than a coin. The pink-hued divot was glossy with lube, and glistened faintly in the bedroom's dim light. As she spread her cheeks apart, she applied visible tension to the tiny circle. The inward slope of her asshole distended, producing a puckered ring whose smooth, rubbery surface was pulled outward in a symmetrical stretch.

      "How's that?" she asked.

      I nodded silently, then realized I was being given permission to be as greedy as I wanted to be. "Can you make it move?"

      "I can try!" she said.

      At first, the motion was nearly imperceptible -- a faint tremor in the rubbery ring, like the first twitch of a muscle waking from sleep. Then it clenched, subtly but deliberately, the rim contracting inward in a slow, deliberate pulse.

      "Now push," I commanded.

      Her eyes widened in time with the red heat that flushed her cheeks. "Like... push?"

      I nodded again. "Yeah. Like that."

      
        "I..." She hesitated. "Yeah, I can do that. Yeah." She made a soft grunt -- one that was too quiet to be fake -- and pushed her anal muscles outward. "Like that?"

      What had once been a tight, narrow indent slowly began to dilate, like a drawstring being loosened from within. The rosy donut expanded, maintaining its circular shape as it widened to form a halo of bulging muscle whose wrinkled ridges were smoothed out under the tension of her strained muscles.

      "Y-yeah," I muttered. "Just like that. God, Mom. That is so fucking sexy!"

      She wiggle her toes. "I got a pretty butthole, do I?"

      "The prettiest! I could look at it all day, but..."

      "But you'd rather stick your dick in it?" The mention made him throb in response. "Oh, my! He does look ready. Let's put him somewhere warm, shall we?"

      My pulse quickened. "And tight?"

      Mom winked at me and let go of her cheeks, then tucked her hands back under her knees. "You'll just have to find out for yourself."

      My heart was a hammer -- not just beating, but pounding. I could feel each thud in my ribs, in my temples, and in my fingertips. My skin tingled as though static were clinging to every hair on my arms and neck, raising them upright.

      I walked over to Mom. Thanks to the height of the mattress, I did not even need to bend my knees to align myself with her holes. Just one push would have seen me buried deep into either one.

      I grabbed my cock by the root and slapped the head against Mom's furry pussy mound a couple of times, tickling my frenulum with the mess of curls. Next, I dragged the puffy helmet up and down through her sodden lips, gathering a thick glaze of her honey atop the lube that already coated it. She gave a slight shiver when it nudged her clit, so I made sure to focus on the sensitive button and deliver a couple of gentle prods.

      "Close, sweetheart," Mom joked. "Just a little further down."

      
        
      

      I followed her directions and lowered the fat knob between her tightly drawn cheeks. It was surrounded, swaddled by plumpness that hugged it on either side.

      She flex her anal muscles, making her asshole protrude outward again, briefly turning the inward slope into a bulging donut whose raised rim kissed the tip of my cock.

      I pushed a little bit, not intending to enter her, but simply to get her used to the foreign sensation. "How does that feel?"

      "It's kind of weird," she replied. "Not bad, though. Just... different."

      "Can I push a little harder?"

      Mom closed her eyes and breathed out - every drop of air in her lungs, by the sound of it. Then she slowly filled them again before responding. "Do it. I'm ready."

      The opening seemed impossibly small: a pinhole of flesh-- tight, puckered, almost sealed. It was barely more than a suggestion of an entrance. My dick head hovered within a hair of it, and for a moment I wondered if it would reject me.

      First contact was met with firm resistance, like I was trying to press into a surface of dense, elastic jelly. It held its shape, then shuddered almost imperceptibly, as if recognizing the persistence of our contact. I pushed harder, increasing the pressure little by little until her defenses buckled, and her hole slowly, reluctantly bloomed.

      "You gotta relax, Mom," I insisted.

      "I'm trying!" she cried.

      Each millimeter forward was a coaxed surrender. Her walls were so tightly compacted that they felt like coiled muscle--dense, wet, and quivering--and yet they stretched, adapting to the intruder with a gradual, deliberate release. The pressure at the tip intensified, becoming almost a pulse, as if her asshole were taking a slow breath.

      
        Nana laid on the bed next to Mom. "Hold her legs up, sugar."

      I tucked my hands under Mom's knees, freeing her own hands so that she could hold onto Nana's for support. With her free hand, Nana gently rubbed Mom's tummy in big, slow circles, doing her best to settle her anxious daughter. "Breathe out when pushes, Fifi."

      I pushed again and felt the rubbery little donut kissing the tip of my cock. It unwound a little bit as Mom breathed in and out with Nana, who was trying to impart some of her own calming energy to Mom via reassuring belly rubs.

      Mom gave me a hurried nod, then closed her eyes and took a final deep breath. As she released it, she repeatedly urged me forth. "Go, honey. Go, go, go, go!" I did not fully buy her enthusiasm, but I appreciated that she was willing to commit to her role.

      My cock head pried apart the mouth of Mom's asshole, which stretched around it like a too-tight turtleneck. The sensation was immediate and electric at the tip-- a ring of slick, muscular pressure that parted just enough to admit me, then wrapped around me like a heated drawstring.

      "W-whoa!" Mom said with her brow furrowed and her eyes shut tight.

      "Too much?" I asked.

      She gave her head a shake. "No! It's fine! Keep going!"

      Her words said "yes," but her face said "hell no!" I knew what encouraged her to do so: obligation, curiosity, and selflessness. Rather than listen to the part of my brain that reminded me to be empathetic, sparing her the pain she was obviously enduring, I chose instead to listen to her command.

      I inched further inside until my cock head disappeared. Mom stretched slowly, reluctantly -- with effort, as if she were choosing to allow each new inch to enter her.

      The tension, the pressure, the warmth -- every sensation played on and increased the strength of the others. Her asshole felt custom-made to coddle my cock; my shaft hadn't even entered her yet, and I was already blown away by how good it felt.

      
        "Is that..." Mom paused to take a breath. "Is that the head?"

      I nodded, then realized she could not see me with her eyes closed. "Uh-huh! You did it, Mom."

      Nana chuckled. "Only a few more inches to go. Give her a little more, sugar."

      Mom's eyes shot open and she gave her mother a concerned look. "Does he have to go all the way inside?"

      Nana leaned over and gave her daughter a kiss on the forehead. "You know that he's gotta do more than that, Fifi. We're not done until that butt is full."

      I flexed my dick and sank another girthy inch into Mom's bowels, parting the tightly compacted walls of hot, soggy meat. The slickness was remarkable -- not watery and thin, but a thick, viscous layer of lube that coated the inner lining.

      Mom tensed up in response to my sudden flexing, and the added inch I had stuffed into her, and gave a nervous little whimper. "Oh, god. That feels like a lot!"

      "Don't be scared," Nana said. "It's just the head right now."

      "It is not!" Mom squealed. "He just put more of it in!"

      Nana turned to look at me. "Still going, muffin?"

      I winced. "Was I supposed to stop? I could-- sorry, Mom. I'll let you get used to it."

      "T-thanks, h-honey," she warbled.

      "Another push?" I asked excitedly.

      "Another push," she responded with notably less enthusiasm.

      
        I wanted to drive myself to the bottom in one go; I wanted to plummet to the depths of her molten center to find where that remarkable heat was radiating from, but I knew better. I took my time gingerly nudging apart the corridor leading to the collapsed sun at the bottom of Mom's muggy asshole.

      Her insides were as soft as lamb's wool, tender and supple-- the exact opposite of the unyielding strength with which her ring clenched around me. Its grip was so strong that each squeeze made me knees feel weak.

      After every one, however, was a brief window of opportunity for me to go deeper. She was never loose or relaxed; those words simply did not apply to either what I was feeling or what I was still seeing on her face. Even when her strength temporarily failed her, she was so tight that I feared one wrong move wouldn't even eject my dick from its form-fitting holster, but would instead give it a painful sprain.

      "That's good," Mom said meekly, her face contorted in a disarray of discomfort. "Just like that. You're doing a good job, sweetheart."

      "You too, Mom!" I exclaimed, hoping my encouragement would matter at least a little. "Right, Nana? She's doing good?"

      Nana rubbed Mom's belly a couple of times. "You're doing so good, Fifi. How much is inside right now?"

      I felt Mom manually compress her walls around me to try and figure out how much I had already packed into her. "I think... I don't know. Half?"

      "Less," I said flatly.

      Mom's eyes widened to the size of moons. "Less? I have to-- you still have-- oh my God! Just keep going slow, Monkey. I don't even know if I'm gonna fit the whole thing."

      Nana and I, as though we shared one mind, said in unison, "You will." Then we shared a short look of surprise that ended with a cheeky grin. It seemed that she and I were on the same page, and her confidence in her daughter bolstered my own.

      
        Unfortunately, I let that hubris go to my head. I jumped the gun and eagerly thrust my hips forward. In hindsight, I think my intentions were pure; I wanted to show Mom that I believed in her, and just how much she could handle. That's certainly not how it came across.

      Mom kicked her feet in the air, her toes curled like the tail of a seahorse. "Honey! S-stop!"

      I stopped, but I did not pull back; I wanted her to get used to the feeling even if it was uncomfortable. "Was that too much?"

      "Tooooo much," she mewled. "I thought we said slowly?"

      "I just got excited!" I lied, and she bought it.

      Even the expression of discontent could not disguise the blush that crept across her face. "It feels that good? Really?"

      I nodded frantically. "It's so tight, Mom! It feels like you're strangling me. I just wanna go all the way inside! But..."

      "But you'll be patient for me? Right?"

      "I'm trying, but I'll try harder."

      "Good boy." A smile broke right at the corner of her mouth. It was offset by a twitch of her eye - another pain response --but it was real nonetheless. "Gimmie a lil' push."

      I slowly fed another portion of my shaft into the small hole. The heat around my cock head grew even more intense, just as I had hoped it would, as did the strength of her squeezes. There was tight, spiraling pressure hugging my cock on all sides. I felt tiny movements: tremors in her muscles, the subtle quiver of pulsing tissue, like a living throat caught in a slow swallow.

      Mom's asshole seemed to elongate with me. It was impossibly deep, and the further I went, the more the pressure built -- a slow, intelligent pressure, as though the tiny hole was memorizing me, mapping every contour of my cock.

      
        Mom produced a series of lewd groans that told me nothing of her true feelings. I could not tell if she loved it or hated it, but she seemed committed, and that was good enough for me. Working as a team - with Nana as our coach - we stayed the course until finally, my balls were flush with her body. "You did it, Mom!" I exclaimed.

      "Holy fucking shit!" she wailed, her toes cracking right next to my ear from how hard she was clenching them. Then her voice deepened into a drone. "Ooooooh my god. That feels so weird, honey."

      "But good?" I asked hopefully.

      Mom paused for a second to take stock of what she was feeling. "I... maybe a little bit? Kind of good, I guess. But it just feels so weird to have my butt full!

      "How--" she cleared her throat. "How does it feel for you, sweetheart?"

      She was impossibly warm inside. It was not just dull heat, but visceral body heat. It felt dense; it felt raw. The warmth felt layered, accumulating more as I had ventured to the bottom until I could go no further. At her deepest point, where the insulation of her thick, velvety walls kept the heat from escaping, it felt like dipping my cock into a bath of melted butter.

      It was also where she was, to my surprise, actually quite loose. I had expected the entire sleeve of soggy ass meat to be equally snug, but instead, all of that tight pressure I could have sworn I'd felt proved to be nothing more than a façade - well, except for my very root, still surrounded by her asshole proper.

      "Fucking amazing, Mom," I relayed. "Can I, like, start to fuck you now?"

      Her body went rigid and she muttered, seemingly to herself, "I can do this, I can do this."

      "Be brave, Fiona," Nana said warmly. "It's just a dick. You can do it."

      Mom nodded, as though she were internalizing her mother's words of support. "I can do this. I can-- oh, fuck it. Just do it, honey!"

      
        I did so carefully, slowly withdrawing my cock from her inner chamber, focusing on every sensation -- as I was sure she was, too. Her muscles offered steady resistance - no panicked clenching or gripping. It was like pulling through wet, compressed fiber, designed to hold tight then return to its previous shape once the obstruction had been removed.

      The sheath of heated jelly greased my exited. Mom was still squeezing as tightly as she could, but most of that concentrated clenching was focused around the root of my cock where her asshole remained tight.

      "Mom?" I asked with my dick halfway out of her. "Can you push out with me?"

      She gave an unsettling groan, her knuckles white as she clung to Nana's hand. "With my bum?"

      I nodded. "Yeah. Push so it, like, pushes me out."

      Mom turned an absurdly deep shade of red, her eyes nervously flicking back and forth between me and Nana. "I-- okay. If you're sure, honey. Just gonna... yeah, okay. Here we go. Big push!" She emphasized her final word with the aforementioned pushing, and did so with far more energy than I had expected.

      It began at the very base, deep inside where I couldn't see-- only feel. A wave of pressure moved through the interior, slow but certain, rolling forward in a firm, concentric squeeze that began at the tip and slowly worked its way around the entire length.

      The walls did not spasm or convulse, oddly enough. Rather, it was a coordinated, rhythmic contraction of soft internal muscle that compressed inward and travel outward. It was like her asshole was swallowing in reverse -- not a single motion, but a series of slow, rippling contractions. It worked around me, squeezing, kneading as she regurgitated me from the depths of her slimy bowels.

      The force of her pushing altered the texture of her walls, forming soft, shifting ridges, like folds of silk layered over coiled muscle. They unfurled in slow succession, applying steady, massaging pressure. I relished the way they conformed around my shape, gluing themselves to every bulging vein that ran from the tip of my cock to the head.

      Most of my dick had been pushed out by then, with only the puffy head still stuck inside. Mom tightened up, shrinking the soft, muscular valve - fibrous, yet coated in slime - and gave one last firm pulse before she ejected me entirely. My cock fell from her asshole with the sound of wet suction being broken, and the wrinkled halo retracted slightly, the tissue returning to a compact state.

      A thin, spindly vine of lube stretched from Mom's puckered butthole all the way to the head of my cock. Its curve grew deeper as gravity pulled the heavy goo downward, turning the slight arc into a deep slope that eventually snapped in the middle when it could not support itself.

      "Christ, Mom," I panted. "That was hot!"

      I had meant that in two ways-- literally and sensually. With my dick free, the difference was clear. The cooler air in the room brushed across the wet trail she had left behind, making the heat more memorable in its absence. My skin tingled in the open air, still coated in lube, and I struck by how viscerally real the internal warmth had been.

      "B-back," Mom commanded with a grunt. "Back inside."

      My eyes surely lit up. "Really? You're sure, Mom?"

      She nodded with a smile that bore greater signs of sincerity than her last. "I'm sure, sweetheart. Go back inside while I'm still a little loose."

      I needed no further coaching; I pushed back in, and the heat was there to welcome me. It was instant and close, gripping me with thermal intimacy, and wrapped around the full length of my cock like a glove.

      The rubbery rim stretched under the pressure, parting in slow, silent accommodation. My cock was met again with heat and dense, syrupy lube -- a precursor to the slimy humidity that await me at the bottom.

      "OoooOOOooHHH!" Mom cried out just as I pushed my dick back into the mouth of her asshole. The next bit came out of her just as I was going in. "Fuck! Jesusfuckingchristhtatissobig!"

      I drew out, then slid back in, slowly, precisely, repeatedly, until I found a steady pace that worked for both of us. Based on the pitch of her moans, Mom was partial to the slow drags of my cock exiting her asshole, whereas I particularly enjoyed plunging into her after I had done so.

      
        I let the sensations etch themselves into my memory: the tight compression of her outer ring, almost dry in comparison to the rest of the flooded basin; the midsection where soggy folds, looser than the ring, massaged me with their warm, delicate touch; and finally, my favorite of all, the depths-- warmer still than the middle, and near-liquid in sensation.

      Each of my movements was met with resistant pressure, but each stroke weakened the muscles that made it so. Her sturdy, vice-like grip relented to become a hand that softly and gently squeezed. The band of tension at the mouth of her asshole still hugged me tightly, but those constrictions began to feel more performative than reflexive. She was doing it on purpose, and for me.

      Mom was no longer just enduring the ordeal; she was enjoying it. Her eyes were closed again, but I could see them moving about rapidly underneath the lids. Her face softened more and more with each patient stroke, like something was gradually clicking into place. The corners of her mouth twitched, notably in response to the sensation of my greasy dong slithering out of her loosened hole. It was not a full smile -- just enough to say she knew something that I did not.

      "Does that feel okay?" I asked her, pulling her from her lofty place in the clouds.

      She gave a slow, deliberate nod, her eyes still closed in blissful detachment. "Yeah, honey, it's starting to. It still feels strange, but I like it when you go-- ooooh, that! That, sweetheart!"

      I smirked, pleased that I had gotten such a reaction from simply jamming my cock to the root and holding it there. "When I go deep, you mean?"

      "Yesssss," she moaned.

      I could not believe - or rather, was simply astounded by - how fulfilling it was to be the first man to experience the sinful pleasure lurking in the depths of my mother's ass. She had given birth to two children, and surely dated other men before that, yet my dick was the only one on the planet that knew exactly what it felt like when her buttery-soft walls collapsed around it. Even my father had never been able to do more than venture a guess, yet there I was experiencing it firsthand alongside her.

      Mom exhaled, her breath fluttering as it left her mouth. "This feels like losing my virginity all over again."

      Nana tilted her head forward so that her forehead was pressed against Mom's temple. "That's the point, Fifi. I'm so glad you're enjoying it."

      
        "Oh my god, Mama!" my mother bellowed as I sank back into the muggy abyss, my balls resting flush against her bum. "Am I supposed to feel it in my tummy like that?"

      Nana nodded, and with the hand that was rubbing Mom's stomach, she gave her a couple of welcoming pats. "Show me."

      "What?"

      "Show me," Nana hissed into Mom's ear along with another belly pat. "On your tummy. Show me where he is."

      Mom made an unladylike moan that made my balls tighten up; I loved being able to make her release such unbecoming noises. She pointed the finger of her free hand just below her belly button, about an inch or so. "H-here, Mama. He's right here."

      Nana clicked her tongue. "My goodness, sugar. You really filled your mama up, huh? I wish we had an x-ray machine for this."

      Mom could not decide between laughing or moaning as my dick was pulled from its gooey sheath, so she opted for a sound that mixed the two of them, then eagerly agreed with the sentiment. "I know he would make good use of it."

      I grunted my approval. "Yeah, I would."

      Mom's eyes twinkled fiendishly. "You wanna see that big, hard cock moving in Mommy's tummy?"

      Her enchanting words lured a throb out of my temple. "Fuck, yes. That would be so hot."

      "Hmm," Nana mused thoughtfully. "What if we do something else instead? Would that be fun?"

      I did not even know what to expect, but as long as it had anything to do with me fucking Mom's asshole, I was willing to try. "Like what?"

      Nana directed her attention to Mom. "You wanna play with some toys, Fifi?"

      
        
      

      Mom scrunched up her nose. It was a convincing pout, but the quiver in her eyebrow revealed that she was struggling to maintain it while her asshole was being stretched open. "One of your toys?"

      Nana rolled her eyes. "Oh, please. He's already fucked both of us. I think we can share a bit of vibrating silicone."

      I stared at her, my strokes slowing to a complete halt over the course of a couple thrusts. "Vibrating? Nana, did you say vibrating?"

      The implications were instantly obvious, but Nana acted confused. "I did say that, muffin. Why? Does that sound good?"

      "Yes!" I barked.

      She made her mouth into an "O" and faked her surprise. "You think it'll feel good if your mama's pussy is vibrating while you're in her butt? Gosh, sugar, maybe we should try it."

      "Yes!" I said at an exponentially louder volume, which made both women grin.

      "I think he wants to try it, Fifi," Nana said.

      "I think so, too," Mom agreed. "Let's give him a little treat."

      The idea that being literally balls-deep in her asshole was not enough of a treat was ridiculous to me. I had thought there was no way the warm, cozy tunnel could get any more inviting, but I was incredibly aroused by the idea of it vibrating around me, too.

      Nana disappeared out of sight and slunk off to her bedside table. "There you are!"

      I did not stop fucking Mom while she searched, but the two of us watched her pull a long, thick dildo from the drawer. The length of red silicone looked roughly my size, perhaps with a slightly smaller head, but with a thicker shaft to accommodate the mechanics that made it vibrate. It did not have any weird bumps or ridges for artificial pleasure; it was shaped exactly like the real thing. I was strangely excited that Nana had procured a toy that was so close to the real thing-- sans vibration.

      
        
      

      Mom cringed. "When was the last time that was inside of you?"

      Nana held up the toy. "This? A couple of nights ago." Then she pointed to my cock, though it was more of a loose gesture since it was submerged so deeply into Mom's asshole that nothing beyond the root was visible. "That was inside of me like an hour ago, though, and you seem to be fucking him just fine."

      My heart thumped rapidly inside my chest. "Have you ever done that before, Mom? Like, two dicks at once?"

      Mom gave me an endearingly sweet expression, which softened the blow of what could have been an insulting follow-up. "Honey, is that a serious question? I've never had a dick in my butt before; no I have not taken two at once!"

      I shook my head, hoping it would clear away the foggy daze that had allowed me to ask such a stupid question. "Oops, sorry. What do I need to do?"

      Nana climbed back onto the bed and scooted close beside Mom, then slid her arm under her daughter's head so she could embrace her more fully. "Just watch, sugar."

      Mom's heavy breasts had fallen to the sides of her chest when she had laid down, creating a buffer against which Nana had to press her own heavyset tits so that the two of them could cuddle closely.

      "How does he feel, Fifi?" she asked her daughter.

      "Big," Mom responded.

      "Still?"

      "Still, Mama," Mom whined like a bratty kid. "He's not getting any smaller!"

      I looked down to watch as Nana fitted the fat, red head between her daughter's glistening cunt lips. "I still think you have some room to fill," she said.

      
        
      

      She gently pushed on the toy, using the snugness of Mom's pussy to keep it in place while she nudged it forward. The bulb sank effortlessly into the hollow compartment, easing apart her gleaming petals to make room for its descent.

      I felt it almost immediately. The round, bulging head made its presence known by prodding me through the thin membrane of skin that separated her two holes. It was so large that I felt it moving through Mom's cunt, worming deeper and deeper into the soggy sinkpit.

      Because of the angle of Nana's wrist, the toy was partially pointed downward. That, in turn, applied focused pressure that I'd first felt at the base of my cock when she has inserted it. The toy travelled downward carefully, putting such constant pressure on the fleshy barrier between us that I knew exactly where it was without having to look. It felt like someone's knuckle pushing against me through a veil of thin, wet fabric. I could clearly trace its path as it burrowed deeper into Mom's birth canal.

      Mom's eyes defocused for a second, fluttering erratically when the thick mass of silicone finally buried against her cervix. "W-whoa! That-- oh my god, wow."

      Nana cooed softly into Mom's ear, so quietly that I almost could not hear her. "He's pretty big, too -- isn't he, Fifi?"

      "B-big," Mom blurted out.

      Nana had stopped moving it once it had settled into place, giving her daughter time to adjust to being stuffed to the brim, but that patience would not last long. "Ready for him to move?" Then she looked up at me and gave a slight nod. "Both of them?"

      Mom shuddered, her lip trembling before her teeth sank into it to hold it in place. "Mmhmm." That was all she could muster, her eyes inflating with wild anticipation as she stared down between her lifted legs to bear witness to the whole scene.

      "You first, Peanut," Nana said to me with another nod.

      I pulled back slowly, letting Mom feel every individual inch slithering out of her guts. When only the head remained inside of her, Nana began to pull the toy out. I countered by pushing back inside, invading the slackened burrow like it was my rightful home.

      
        
      

      "F-f-fuck," Mom muttered to herself through a gaping mouth.

      After just a couple of mistimed practice strokes, Nana and I became perfect counterpoints to each other: in with out, out with in. The toy and I took turns delving into our respective holes. Each time we changed direction, Mom would clench up rather tightly, securely hugging whichever dong was lucky enough to be buried in her at that moment. The oscillating tension of clenching, unclenching, then clenching up again made it clear that - just like the dildo - her holes, and the woman they belonged to, were designed to maximize pleasure.

      She did not even seem to be doing it consciously; the way her eyes rolled to the back of her head was a clear indicator of that. Her ass was intrinsically aware of when to tighten up so it would smother my cock in a hot, buttery hug; what might have seemed like chaotic spasming from the outside felt like just another part of our sexual symphony.

      Nana drove the chunky, silicone piston to the hilt. Only the suction cup at the very bottom was still outside of Mom's pussy, plugging the entryway to the sodden cave. With her palm, Nana patted on the base of the toy a couple of times to make the head, wedged firmly against the bottom, nudge the mouth of her daughter's womb.

      "Oooohhhh, that feels nice," my mother crooned. "Do it again, Mama."

      Nana gave the toy another firm spanking, making Mom clench up when the toy pressed into her cervix. "You like that, Fifi?"

      "Yes, Mama."

      Mom hardly seemed to notice my dick slipping into her butthole at that point. Her head was turned to the side so she could lock eyes with Nana, and even when hers glazed over for a second they remained lovingly trained on her mother's face.

      "Can Mama give you a kiss?" Nana asked.

      Mom nodded with her brow tightly knit together. "Uh-huh! Okay!"

      
        Mom did not seem reluctant as she had earlier in the day. They had locked lips a couple of times by then, but that was the first time I had seen my mother so enthused to swap spit with her own.

      Nana closed her eyes and tilted her head to the side a little bit, fitting her nose next to Mom's so their lips could connect. Nana mashed her mouth against her daughter's and took a deep, chest-filling breath, like she were tasting fresh air for the first time in years.

      They did not merely kiss; they set to devour each other. It was feral-- all heat, and need, and passion. Their tongues danced, sliding over each other. They seemed as desperate to taste the other as to be tasted themselves. The passion they poured into each breathy exchange of saliva bordered on romantic, as though they could not stand the idea of air between them at all.

      Mom moaned, softly and quietly, and Nana deepened the kiss, dragging her mouth hungrily over her daughter's. One chose worship, the other surrender, forming two halves of a perfect union that rivaled the romance of anything I had seen before.

      Nana dumped a hearty groan into Mom's mouth. "I love you, Fifi."

      Mom reached up with her left hand and crossed it over her chest so that she could cradle the back of Nana's head. "I love you too, Mama."

      I watched her tiny fingers worm between thin, white hair, weaving the strands between her fingers so that they cascaded over her digits like a waterfall of ash. "You two look really good together."

      Nana looked at me out of the corner of her eye, briefly pausing the kiss. "Sorry, Peanut. You're not feeling left out, are you?"

      "No! Not at all. I like watching." It was true, and besides, I was having plenty of fun with Mom's asshole.

      Nana rooted the toy in Mom's pussy so only the base was exposed, then turned her head so that she could look between Mom's legs. "Well, still, I don't want you to feel like we forgot about you."

      "I know, Nana. It's okay."

      
        Her fingers poked around until they found a tiny button located on the bottom, above the suction cup. "Can I make it up to you?"

      My heartbeat kicked up. "Uh, sure? What did you-- oh! Oh, fuuuuuck!"

      The toy lodged against the bottom of Mom's cunt buzzed to life in an instant. It was so deep inside of her that when it did, I immediately felt the vibrations along the entire length of my cock. The thin barrier of flesh separating us felt alive, its racing pulse so powerful that it made her walls feel like they housed millions of tiny tongues that rapidly fluttered against me.

      Each of the miniscule bumps, ridges, and folds lining her soft tissue undulated at light speed. It was too relentless to be considered rhythmic, and too strong to pass as natural. I could feel it crawling through my bones. My entire body felt like it, too, was teeming with the same energy that surged through her pussy. There was no end in sight to the rampant vibration, and each passing second my cock spent marinating in Mom's quivering sleeve made it harder to for me to stop myself from collapsing.

      My dick throbbed vigorously; and I felt the fat head of the buzzing toy pushing against me through the membrane of slimy flesh. It felt like it was so large that it limited how mine could inflate; when I tried to push blood into it with a mighty flex, the downward pressure only intensified in response.

      Mom's asshole had completely stopped squeezing, as the muscles were beaten to a pulp by the vicious vibrations. Instead, it convulsed in erratic, random spurts that made it feel as though the puckered pocket had a mind of its own. It was a living organism that gyrated on my cock, trying to milk it for all it was worth.

      I could not fathom, nor handle, how good it felt, and I knew that one move would bring my orgasm to the forefront. It whispered to me in the back of my mind, aching for release, and it did not ask twice. The moment that I tried to pull my dick out of Mom, even just an inch or so, the magnificent tingles dripping down the back of my scalp told me that it was already too late to stop it.

      "Fuck," I grunted.

      She had to blink hard a couple of times to bring her eyes into focus. "W-what is it, honey? Gonna cum in my butt soon?"

      I nodded urgently so she would know just how close I was. "Uh huh! I'm-- fucking hell, your asshole feels amazing! I can't even move or I'm gonna cum."

      
        
      

      "Do it!" she spat out.

      "Do it!" Nana cheered in agreement. "Pump that rump, sugar!"

      It started as a warmth that bloomed in my chest. It was not just physical heat, but emotional, like my limbs were invigorated by the warm love and affection with which Mom had raised me for eighteen years. All of that tenderness -- all of the lessons she had taught me growing up -- culminated in the exact moment my dick tensed up inside of her rump and fired a girthy rope of hot, sticky cream into the bottomless void.

      I muttered something unintelligible, and was so awash in pleasure that I didn't even know what I'd meant to say.

      Mom, too, seemed lost in a world of her own, mindlessly chanting "Good boy, keep going, good boy" on an endless loop. Her jaw twitched, the veins in her neck distending as her entire body tensed up. Most notably, her asshole stopped spasming and gripped me like a strong and steady hand. Whether it was voluntary or not, it was doing an incredible job of milking me. Each compression worked the length from top to bottom, coaxing the cum out of my balls one fat, gooey rope at a time.

      "Jesus, Mom," I murmured. "Oh my god. Oh my fucking god!"

      "Let it out, sweetheart!" she squealed.

      I leaned my thighs against the bed for support and relaxed my knees, then let my body do what came naturally-- try in vain to get my mother's asshole pregnant. I dumped such a liberal amount of syrup into the undulating sleeve that, had it been humanly possible, that one orgasm would have been enough to plant the seed deep, deep within her bowels. The walls inside must have been painted a pale shade of white, adorned with layer after layer of baby paste.

      I stood there for a moment, motionless as I memorized the final pulses of Mom's trembling asshole coddling my cock. There was not a drop of cum left in my balls to give to her; she had taken it all to keep safe and warm in the murky depths of her bludgeoned asshole.

      "Honey," Mom said through deep breaths. "You did it."

      
        My breathing was ragged, but I found enough of it for the simple refrain. "I did it."

      It was not much, but even just that vocalization was too much of a strain. I felt my knees quake, and so withdrew my dick from Mom's asshole. Its rubbery rim had been beaten until it was softer than butter; it didn't even feel like it was stretching or contracting, let alone spasming or squeezing. My cock head popped out of the entrance, and though it did not make an actual sound, it felt as though it did from the instant release of pressure when the vacuum seal was broken.

      Mom waved me over. "Come, honey. Get cozy."

      I scrambled onto the bed and threw my head onto the pillow with a groan, my blurry eyes aimed at the ceiling. "Holy shit." That was all I could think to say.

      Mom scooted further up the bed, then curled up on my chest like a happy kitty. She even purred like she'd just spent the last hour sunbathing. Her body radiated an essence that I found simply irresistible, and even though I had just cum, all I wanted was to be closer to her.

      She kissed my shoulder. "You did amazing, Monkey."

      I drew a tattered breath. "T-thanks, Mom. I've never felt anything like that before."

      She giggled. "Me neither, but I liked it. I guess you're a butt man, huh?"

      "I guess so!"

      Our moment of peace was interrupted by the sound of a palm -- and all five fingers -- coming down hard on Mom's backside. The slap rang through the room, and its impact made my mother clench up with a yelp. "Mama! What the hell was that?"

      "Oh, no," Nana said disapprovingly. "I don't want you leaking any of that frothy butt cream on my sheets. Showers, now! Both of you!"

      I felt like we were being scolded by a camp counselor, but one that we would not dare disobey.

      
        Mom rolled her eyes. "Yes, ma'am! Right on it, ma'am!"

      Nana faked a laugh and gave Mom's rump another smack. "Now, young lady!"

      Mom gave an annoyed groan. "Fine! Come on, honey. Let's go get cleaned up."

      She looked as tired as I felt, but with her encouragement, we made it off of the bed. We stumbled down the hallway towards the bathroom, and though I wanted nothing more than to cuddle her in my arms in bed, it was a nice consolation prize to get to do so in the shower while her body was dripping wet.

      We got all soapy -- with Mom paying particular attention to the bubbles of white foam that her asshole had begun to birth -- and cleansed ourselves of the day.

      My brain felt like soup, which was hazardous considering that it was still running at a thousand miles an hour.

      Mom caught the faraway look in my eye as she rinsed the soap from between her ass crack, sliding her entire hand - up to the wrist - between her fat, globular cheeks. "Whatcha thinking about?"

      "A lot," I admitted.

      "Pick one thing?"

      "Hmm. I guess it was pretty cool to be the one to take your anal virginity. You took all of mine, so it's cool that I got to take one of yours, too."

      The corner of Mom's mouth elongated. "It was 'cool,' huh? That's what I was going for; I wanted you to think it was 'cool.'"

      I cringed at the poor choice of words. "You know what I mean! It was... it was... I dunno, Mom. It was really awesome."

      "Feeling like a man yet?"

      
        I held my hands in front of my face and turned them over, studying my palms to look for changes. "Not really. Maybe that comes later?"

      "Maybe."

      "Or..." I paused intentionally, hoping to draw her in. "Maybe we need to do it again to make sure it worked?"

      She narrowed her eyes at me. "Are you trying to have sex with me again?"

      "Not tonight! But, you know, eventually."

      Mom inhaled slowly. "I know that's what you want, sweetheart."

      My shoulders slumped forward. "Does this mean it's over, then? Like, after tonight?"

      Mom chewed pensively on the corner of her mouth. "Let's just see what Nana has planned in the morning. Okay?"

      I straightened up. "You think she'll let me have sex with you again?"

      Mom scoffed and playfully slapped my chest. "I'm not her whore! That's up to me, not her."

      "I know, I know. I just meant, like, maybe the ritual isn't over yet. Maybe we have to do it one more time."

      She unhinged her teeth from her lips. "Can we just wait until tomorrow? Please? I cannot possibly think about sex for the rest of the night. Right now all I can think about is getting into bed, and maybe putting an ice pack on my bum!"

      My heartbeat thumped in my ears. "You-- really? Are you serious?"

      
        "You'd like that, huh? Well, I'm not being totally serious, although I bet it wold feel rather nice. I am a little bit sore. Hopefully it's not worse in the morning."

      The morning. It was all I could think about. I needed to know, more than I need oxygen, what was going to happen to our relationship. I wanted it to continue, and I felt like she did, too; she just needed a little push.

      We toweled off and returned to Nana's room, where she was reading under the covers - completely nude - with the bedside lamp on. "There you two are. I was worried you were jerking him off again!"

      Mom shrugged and gave me a sultry wink. "I thought about it, but not tonight. I don't know about you, Mama, but I'm beat."

      "I didn't just have an eighteen-year-old rummaging around in my asshole like he was looking for buried treasure, did I?"

      Mom rolled her eyes and crawled into bed on the opposite side from her mother. "You sound jealous."

      Nana closed her book. "Maybe a little. You made it look awfully fun, Fifi." Then she held her arms out and waved me over with both hands. "Come, Muffin. Get cozy with your mommies."

      There was a perfect slice of space between them for me to settle into, and when I did, it felt like the whole world was set right. The warmth of their body heat cocooned me on either side; their soft, quiet breathing in either ear made my brain tingle; and their arms laid over my chest so lovingly that I did not need a blanket for my torso.

      I did eventually fall asleep, but not before repeating a question in my mind hundreds of times over.

      What the hell is going to happen next?

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Part 4 

      I was alone when I woke up. Nana's bed was comfy, but woefully empty. Gone were the two beautiful mommies who had seduced me into the arms of sleep, and unfortunately, the spiral of troubling thoughts which their warmth had kept at bay the night before immediately swooped in to replace them. I'd hoped waking up to the sight, sound, and smell of them would put off my pouting for a few minutes at least, but it was not to be.

      I knew it was highly unlikely that we would stay at Nana's house for another day. I wanted to stay forever - well, as long as Mom stayed, too. I'll give you one guess as to what I wanted to do each and every day. Alas, it seemed a pipe dream.

      Since it was clear that real life wasn't going to wait for me, I threw on a pair of boxers and walked out of the bedroom to greet it. The hallway, much like Nana's room, was deadly silent - to me it felt heavy and ominous, like the kind enforced by a particularly terrifying librarian.

      I crept down the hall and turned the corner into the kitchen area, where there were likewise no signs of life. Next, I made for the living room, and there I found Mom with her nose buried in a paperback book.

      I was astonished at the way my body responded to her. Just her mere presence was enough to jolt me properly awake like a hit of caffeine, so I was able to shed the mopey skin in which I had awoken.

      "Morning, Mom!" I said cheerily.

      She peered over the top over her book, then lowered it into her lap to reveal a beaming smile. Her entire body seemed to light up as I stepped into the room, and though I recognized how arrogant that sounded, there was no other way to describe the look on her face: pure joy. "Baby! You're awake!" She set the book down on the couch beside her. "How did you sleep?"

      I rubbed my fingers in the corners of my eyes to clear away the sleep dust. "Pretty good, I guess. How about you?"

      "Also good."

      I looked around the living room. "Where's Nana?"

      
        
      

      Mom gestured to the sliding glass door that led to the deck outside. "Watering her plants; says it's best to do it before the sun gets hot."

      I arched an eyebrow. "So... we're alone?"

      She cleared away the book from the cushion next to her. At first I thought she was inviting me to sit next to her, but then she patted her upper thigh a couple of times and said, "Come, honey. Put your head down."

      My stomach did a little flip. I laid down on the couch beside her and put my head on her thigh, using its plumpness as a pillow to keep me comfortable while I stared up at her. Well, it was more accurate to say that I was staring up at her breasts; her entire head was obscured by their enormity.

      "I can't even see your face!" I exclaimed gleefully.

      "I'm still here," Mom confirmed with a little wiggle that made her breasts shake. "Are you okay if we talk for a minute?"

      I knew something was up right away. "What about?"

      "Well," she began, then cleared her throat before continuing. "I wanted to talk more about what you shared with me yesterday. Are you still thinking about keeping this going when we get home?"

      "I would love that," I said sincerely.

      "Hmm," Mom huffed. "Okay."

      "And you?"

      She thought for a moment. "I've been thinking about it a lot. I know it's only been a day, and we've been pretty busy, but I couldn't sleep last night for the longest time, just... thinking."

      "Did anything change?"

      
        
      

      "Sweetheart, I--" She paused again -- far longer that time -- and took several deep breaths before she decided she had found the right words. "I like how I feel when I'm with you."

      "Like, 'with me' with me?"

      In lieu of a nod, I got to see her breasts jiggle again. "Yes, like that. You make me feel young again -- like I'm seeing the world through fresh eyes. I didn't..." She trailed off, but I allowed her the space to finish without interrupting. "I didn't realize how bored I was - with my life, I mean - until all of this happened.

      "Not because of you, of course, honey. You are your sister are the lights that make my world bright, or whatever. You two are--" She halted her speech as if she were processing her feelings in real time. "Yeah, you're the only reason I've stayed as long as I have."

      "Stayed with Dad, you mean?" I asked.

      "I love him!" she said insistently, like I was accusing her of something. "He is a wonderful man, and a really good-- uh, roommate? But I don't think I've been in love with him for a while. Does that make sense? Am I a horrible person?"

      "Yes, and no, in that order. I get it, Mom. People drift apart; people find new people and they get close to them. It's life."

      She scoffed. "And how many of those people find out that their person is also their son? I think not many, Monkey. It's stupid to even want this! We should stop before it goes any further."

      "You're wrong, Mom," I said defiantly. "We can make this work. I will make this work, whatever it takes."

      I held my breath awaiting her response. Time slowed to a crawl. Then one more little word, whose utterance in isolation had never carried such tremendous weight:

      "Okay."

      
        I felt a rush of heat flush my cheeks. "Don't mess with me. Please, Mom. Be serious."

      "I've been thinking about it. Nana has, too. We talked about it this morning and... I'm just so tired of being tired, Monkey. I want to be excited about life. I want to be happy again."

      Our chat was cut short by the sound of the patio door opening, and from it Nana entered the living room to see us staring back at her. She knew right away what was going on. "Didja tell him yet?"

      "I sure did," Mom said, "but I don't think he believes me yet."

      I bolted upright on the couch. "This is real? You mean it, Mom?"

      She was all smiles, her grin stretching from ear to ear like a toothy hammock. "I mean it. I don't know what I'm agreeing to, but I don't think you do, either. I just know I don't want it to stop, whatever it is. Do you feel that, too?"

      "With everything I have, yes."

      Nana tittered with giddy excitement. "I was hoping she would say yes for you, Peanut." Then she held up and inspected her soil covered hands. "I'm gonna go take a quick shower, and when I come back maybe we can celebrate?"

      I could not think of another string of words that would have made me as happy as that one.

      Nana took off for the shower, leaving Mom and I alone once again to contend with the bomb she had dropped on me. It was a good bomb, though-- one filled with rainbows, sugar, spice, and all that.

      I slumped back onto Mom's lap, my heart racing as fast as my brain. I could not believe what I had heard, much less believe that it was real. It was the closest I had ever come to believing that wishes could come true.

      "Still down there, honey?" she asked with a chipper tone.

      
        "Uh-huh," I said back -- barely even words.

      She giggled. "Just wanted to make sure I didn't lose you under all that boob."

      "I sure wouldn't complain about that."

      It was clear that she was not wearing a bra due to how low they hung, and how firmly her nipples were poking through the thin fabric.

      "You know," she said, "you used to be a big fan of these things when you were little. It's nice to know that somethings never change."

      "How did you know I liked them so much? I couldn't even talk!"

      She purred with enjoyment. "I raised two babies, sweetheart -- nursed you both -- and your sister never ate the way you did. I swear half the reason my boobs are so big is because they had to get that way to hold all the milk you used to drink!"

      My salivary glands kicked into gear. "Could we do it again?"

      "Uh, I'm pretty sure they don't make milk anymore, sweetheart. But it's a nice thought."

      "I know that! Just, like, to pretend?"

      Mom took less than a second to think about it. She pinched the bottom of her shirt with both hands and gave it a quick yank, pulling it up over her head so that the full weight of her enormous breasts dropped onto my face. My nose was smothered in a blanket of supple, doughy flesh that molded around my face like a mask.

      She ran her fingers through my hair, her nails gingerly pressing down to graze my scalp. "They are all yours, Monkey."

      
        I opened my mouth as an adoring bird would, awaiting a feeding from my doting mother. I turned my head to the side slightly so that I could more easily pop her nipple into my mouth, and as soon as the nub was on my tongue, I began to nurse.

      I was careful to apply steady, patient suction around her nipple, never suckling too hard. I did not need to work that hard to evoke feelings of motherhood that had long laid dormant in Mom's brain.

      "I miss this," she mused warmly. "It always made me feel so close to you."

      I tucked my lips over my teeth and gently dug them into Mom's nipple, capturing as much of her wide, pink areola in my mouth as I could fit. With my tongue, I performed tiny flutters that made the tip flick back and forth across the stiffened teat, hoping to send shivers down her spine.

      I popped the nipple out of my mouth and gave it one long, slow lick, scraping my taste buds against it. "I like feeling close to you too, Mom."

      She combed my hairline with her thumb. "You can do it a little harder if you want to; I don't mind."

      I increased the suction, drawing her nipple further into my mouth along with a sizable portion of her rubbery areola. I tugged on it as though any given suckle would produce white, creamy milk from the tip, and though I knew it to be impossible, I had a damn good time trying.

      "My, my," Mom said with a soft, soothing tone. "Somebody is awfully hungry this morning."

      That was not the only thing that I was, and it did not take long for her to discover what my body was really craving. She clicked her tongue and said, "Does he want to come out to play, too?"

      "Uh huh!" I said eagerly, refusing to break the suction around Mom's nipple for longer than a second.

      "Kick your underwear off, sweetheart," she said. "I will do the rest."

      I hurriedly pushed my boxers halfway down, then used my feet to move them the rest of the way. I could not see my own cock with my eyes covered by her breasts, but I felt her walking her fingers - literally stepping one finger at a time - towards it. Upon arrival, her digits wrapped around the base and gave it a sturdy squeeze, manually directing the blood to pool in the head so that it would inflate before her very eyes.

      She removed her hand, and before I had time to release a petulant whine, I heard the incredibly distinct sound of her spitting out a glob of saliva. A moment later, she ensnared my cock head in her slimy clutches, tenderly compressing the cocoon of fingers to evenly squeeze the whole knob.

      "You like that?" she asked in a whisper.

      "Yes!" I blurted out.

      "More?"

      "Please."

      She rotated her wrist a little bit, dragging her textured fingerprints across the sensitive helmet, and pulled her hand upward. It was a motion that she did not rush; she took her time to mold each of her fingers around the bulb. She returned her hand to its previous position, then repeated the process again with a tighter squeeze.

      I heard the squelch of lube oozing through her fingers, and felt dribbles of it fall from the bottom of her fist to land on my balls. It was such a powerful sensation, her milking technique, that I momentarily forgot that I still had her nipple in my mouth. My brain had gone elsewhere, and it ventured further with each slow twist of her saliva coated fist.

      It was pulled back to reality -- or at least our twisted version of it -- when Nana's footsteps came trotting back into the room. I did not stop nursing, and Mom did not stop stroking me, even after we heard Nana gasp in surprise.

      "You couldn't wait for me?" she whined, making a big huff that was as showy as it was fake. "I am hurt beyond words by this betrayal."

      I slid my lips off of Mom's nipple. "How can I make it up to you, Nana?" I turned my head to look at her for a response and saw that she was wearing only a towel and still wet from the shower, though her hair was dry.

      
        "Good question. Let me answer it with one of my own." After a brief pause wherein Mom and I waited for her to follow up, she asked, "How hungry are you two?"

      I thought it peculiar, but it seemed that Mom caught her drift right away, because she said, "We're starving, Mama."

      "Good, Fifi. What about you, Peanut? You had breakfast yet?"

      "Uh, no? But I don't--"

      "Would you like something to eat?"

      Mom gave my dong a couple of tight squeezes with her curled fingers. "Psst! Say yes, sweetheart."

      "Oh! Um, yes! I'd love breakfast, Nana."

      "There's a good boy." With that, she undid her towel and let it drop to the floor, revealing the full extent of her breathtaking nudity in one fell swoop. She reached down with one hand and raked her fingernails through the thick patch of curly, pale fuzz covering her cunt.

      The realization hit me, but it was already too late to save myself from the embarrassment of being so dense. "Oh! Oh, now I get it."

      "You lovebirds alright with moving this to the bedroom?" she asked.

      I craned my neck so I could see around Mom's bulky breasts. "What do you think, Mom?"

      She nodded. "Let's do it. After you, Monkey."

      I climbed off of the couch. Mom stood up after me, following hot on my heels as I, in turn, followed behind Nana. She led the two of us through the kitchen, then back down the hall that led to her bedroom. I secretly wished the for the journey to take longer, since it would have given me more time to watch the sway of her plump rump -- wobbling left, then right, and then back again with each step.

      
        
      

      Mom sped up a little bit so that she was close enough to me that she could place her hand in the small of my back. In a hushed voice, she vocalized exactly what I was thinking. "I can't believe how big that thing is."

      I shook my head in disbelief. "Me neither, Mom. It looks like two big, white basketballs."

      Nana scoffed, but did not turn her head. "I can hear you back there, you know?"

      "We know!" Mom insisted. "Just admiring the view, Mama."

      Nana treated us to one of her irresistible jiggles, making her fat cheeks clap against each other a couple times to earn a round of applause from me and Mom that scored our traipse to the bedroom.

      When we were all inside, Nana snapped her fingers and pointed to the mattress. "Climb on, Muffin."

      I obediently scurried onto the bed and laid on my back. "Ready!"

      "For what?" Nana asked enticingly.

      I realized that I was not sure what I was in for, but I was ready for it regardless. "For anything!"

      Nana gave a soft chuckle. "In that case-- you alright if I sit on your face, sugar?"

      My pulse quickened. "Fuck yes! But... what is Mom going to do?"

      "I'm going to suck your cock, sweetheart." The mother in question climbed on the bed at my feet and fit herself in between my parted legs.

      Nana did the opposite. She climbed onto the mattress and lowered herself onto her knees, facing my feet, but remained upright for a moment. "Here she comes, sugar. Open wide for Nana."

      
        Her cheeks had been tightly packed together, forming a deep, dark crease between them, but the bulging mounds began to part as she sat down. They revealed the sight, smell, and heat of her cunt-- each sensory delight growing stronger as it got closer to me. It breathed heated exhaust against my face, making the backs of my eyes water. They tingled in a strangely pleasant way as the aroma opened itself up to me like aged wine.

      I hooked my arms under her thighs, extending my reach until I was able to squish one of her pudgy ass cheeks in each hand. My fingers sank into the loose, pliable flesh, giving me the grip I needed to spread her and gain unfettered access to the gooey slit nestled between them.

      I did exactly that, turning the thin crease to a large, splayed out triangle of rosy pink meat. Her petals were drenched, sodden from the syrup that drooled from the center of her spread-open cunt like it was a blooming flower. It produced another generous dollop of gooey nectar just then, its bittersweet fragrance wafting over to my nostrils as soon as it had blossomed.

      "God, Nana," I said breathily. "You smell fucking amazing."

      She made her asshole wink at me a couple of times. "I taste even better, sugar."

      I could not wait a second longer to find out for myself. I wedged my tongue between her succulent folds, parting the pink curtains as I delved partway into the soggy pocket. It was tremendously warm inside, with a luscious, creamy texture that felt different on my tongue than it had on my cock.

      Fresh from the shower, she tasted sweet and slightly tangy. I savoured every drop of the batch of honey that she had made just for me. Even the skin surrounding her pussy tasted good to me-- clean and natural. The subtle flavor of her raw flesh -- the sense that I was tasting her essence in its purest form -- was electrifying.

      I curled my tongue, using the appendage like a shovel to thoroughly embed the pointed end against her sensitive button. I flicked it back and forth, searching for the spot that would make her shudder. I peeled back the hood to expose more of it, then flattened my tongue and dragged my taste buds against it one by one.

      Nana made a truly unsaintly groan and bore down with her weight, mashing her clit against my tongue. "Fuck! That feels so good!"

      
        My face was buried beneath weighty slabs of ass dough that squeezed cheeks on either side. Best of all was the hot, musty warmth that blanketed my nose and mouth, causing each breath I drew to sound wet and muffled as I inhaled through the soggy face mask.

      She was so firmly pressed against my face that I felt as though my tongue had nowhere to go but in, so that was exactly where I put it. I plunged it right into the gooey pit where her nectar was the most flavorful.

      Her cunt squeezed tightly around my tongue, but her walls were too slippery to hold on to it, giving me the impression that all of the soft, tender meat inside was trying to force it out with each clench. I fought against it, fiercely burrowing my tongue as deeply as I could despite the narrow channel collapsing around it.

      "Is he doing a good job, Mama?" Mom asked, her voice as sweet as the honey melting on my tongue. She ground on my face, haphazardly smearing her juices over everything her sloppy cunt touched and leaving behind a richly scented snail trail.

      "Fuck yes he is!" Nana bellowed.

      "Then I had better stop dilly-dallying. Right, honey?"

      "Mmhmm!" I cried from underneath Nana's cunt.

      "You want me to suck your dick?"

      I thrust my hips upward and cried out even louder to make the message clear. "Mmhmm!"

      Mom held my cock by the base, her fingers imparting a tender squeeze. Then she began slapping the spongy mushroom head against her tongue. The runway of crushed velvet felt heavenly on the underside, and she focused the brunt of the little slaps right against my frenulum, where I was the most sensitive. Each impact against its cushy surface sending another jolt of energy through me. Meanwhile, she used tip of her tongue to tickle it, making my legs quiver.

      With a tone that was dripping with sarcastic condescension, she had the gall to ask, "Ticklish, sweetheart?

      
        "Like crazy!" I hollered. "But in a good way, I mean."

      She blew a cool stream of air over the helmet, chilling the small wet spot where her saliva still clung. "Let me make it all better, then." She flattened her tongue -- as much of it as she could stick out of her mouth -- along the bottom of my dong, pasting the pink snake it.

      She was not holding me by the shaft; she only clutched my balls securely in her hand. Her fingers were deftly wrapped around as much as she could hold, and by cradling my ball sack she could somewhat control where my dick was pointing-- which just so happened to be directly at her mouth.

      The heat of her open mouth steamed the head. Then, with an audible gulp - one that was clearly done to excite me - she swallowed half of me on one dive. She held her lips there, clinging around the midpoint of my shaft as they wiggled in place. Her tongue battered the underside with a series of long, slovenly licks, like my cock were a popsicle that she were trying to melt with the heat of her mouth as quickly as possible.

      "Fuck, Mom!" I cried. "That feels amazing!"

      She released the head with a sickeningly wet plop, then made a sucking noise that I assumed was intended to cleanse her lips of the saliva that surely dribbled from it. "How does Nana's cunt taste, sweetheart?"

      "Like hoooooney," I said with a breathy moan.

      Nana gave her rump a little shake, making her cheeks bounce around. "There's plenty more where that came from."

      Due to how close I was to her ass, it felt like being front row at an IMAX screen. My entire vision, with the exception of the very peripherals of my eyes, was taken up by the gigantic swell of my grandmother's wobbly bottom.

      Before Mom had a chance to put my dick back in her mouth, Nana made a demand that I would have been a fool to argue against. "Make him touch the back of your throat, Fifi. I wanna see it."

      "Mama!" Mom squealed. "Don't tell me how to suck dick!"

      
        Nana gave a seductive growl. "Well, if you're going to suck my grandson's dick, you had better do a good job."

      "I am doing a good job! Right, honey?"

      "She really is!" I answered.

      "So there!" Mom blew a sarcastic raspberry with her tongue, but did ultimately follow orders by inserting my dick back into her gullet before it had time to cool off.

      She fell back into her rhythm so expertly that I wondered if there were a metronome ticking in her head with which she was using to keep the beat.

      Her lips glided up and down the shaft, aided by the saliva that I could feel dribbling down the sides of my cock when the drool seeped from the corners of her mouth. Her lips would wander towards the tip, then settle back down into place, tracing and retracing a path that she strictly adhered to until the sensation was engraved in my brain.

      "Mom? Could you-- uh, could you do what Nana said?" I felt guilty that I had taken a side in their battle, but it was for the greater good - you know, mine. The bottom half of my cock was in desperate need of attention, too.

      I heard Mom whine, and though I could not see her, I was confident I knew exactly the face she was making: her nose scrunched up in annoyance, and her lips pursed below them. "Fine!" she said. "I'll do it, honey-- for you."

      Nana giggled. "Fine by me. Just get it in there!"

      Mom took a deep breath since she knew they would soon be a luxury, then steadily put the rest of my dick into her throat. She accepted inch after inch until the very tip of her nose was tickling my tummy. I felt my cock head prodding the back of her esophagus; there was still a smidge of my shaft outside of her mouth, but she done what both Nana and I had wanted her to do.

      I could tell it was a struggle for her to keep it that deep due to the way she made gagged, producing unladylike sputtering sounds every couple of seconds that sent a wet splatter of saliva onto the base of my cock. I could hear her throat undulating around it just as acutely as I could feel it. Each convulsion was as much a treat for my cock as it was for my ears, and every time her body seized up in the wake of a powerful wretch, it made me feel like I was being pulled down her throat by an unseen hand.

      Her gurgles sounded like an upset stomach, but it was only when she began to make anxious little whimpers that I felt personally responsible for her suffering.

      "Okay, Mom!" I hollered. "That's good! Take a breath!"

      She pulled her head back and took in an enormous lungful of air. "I'm okay, sweetheart. I just wanted to see how long I could go."

      "It sounded like you were choking!"

      "I was, silly! Want me to do it again?"

      "Fuck yes!"

      She coughed to clear her throat, then put me back inside of it. It was as warm as ever, and it must have been my imagination, but it felt like the plush lining of her gullet was even silkier than before -- as though her coughing had softened the texture into something creamier, more delicate.

      Mom drove my dick to the bottom, bludgeoning her uvula and producing an intoxicating symphony of messy noises.

      Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!

      I was not the only one who took notice of her emboldened throatfucking; Nana was equally enthralled, so much so that she no longer wanted to wait on the sidelines while her daughter worked.

      "Tell me if you need a break, Fifi." Nana said, her mouth practically watering.

      "Mmpfmhm!" Mom said through her stuffed gullet.

      
        Nana clicked her tongue against her teeth. "It's rude to talk with your mouth full, young lady."

      Mom withdrew my dick; long strands of saliva connected us, and her gaping maw glistened with drool as she gasped for breath. Each inhalation acted like a vacuum, pulling on the spit strings and dragging them towards her mouth, only for them to be pushed away in the other direction when she breathed out. "I need a break! Wanna help me out, Mama?"

      Nana squirmed happily, making her cunt smear juice across my chin. "I'd love to!" She leaned forward, laying the weight of her heavy breasts on my abdomen. Her entire body pinned mine to the bed, trapping me underneath her with my cock pulsating in her face.

      "My, my," she tutted. "I guess your mother really did do a good job; you're hard as a rock, muffin!"

      Nana's mouth opened with a breath, the soft parting of her lips drawing me inward slowly. The warmth of her mouth condensed around my cock, letting it pass between her lips with slight suction at the tip, like the pull on a straw. She continued downward until she had reached the halfway mark. The seal of her lips was imperfect, leaving slight gaps during her adjustment, but that made the feedback stronger -- more deeply textured.

      Her tongue moved with instinct, not calculation, patiently exploring every inch as though it were her first time tasting it. She pressed it upward against the underside of my dick, then swept gently to one side, applying a generous layer of saliva.

      There was mild suction from her cheeks and varied pressure along the midsection where her tongue worked in slow, wandering arcs. There was no rhythm at first -- just sensation -- but that was more than enough to make it feel like heaven.

      She drove the fleshy piston deeper into her gullet, and I noticed the change in temperature right away. Her lips formed a warm seal, soft and pliant, around the base of my dick. Her tongue shifted, pressing gently at first, then with gradual pressure, to stroke the length with careful curiosity.

      Her breathing was slow but audible, her jaw muscles flexing as she calmly nursed on the length of swollen, pulsating meat.

      Mom squirmed impatiently at my feet. "Can I have a turn, Mama?"

      
        "Mmhmm," Nana hummed. She slowly pulled her head back, leaving behind a glaze of saliva whose residual warmth lingered behind after her mouth had been removed. "Go ahead, Fifi."

      Mom's hand moved to guide my cock, and seconds later I felt her lips wrap around the head. She firmly glued one plump, pillowy cushion around either side, rivaling Nana's careful touch in exchange for more deliberate exploration. Her tongue applied constant pressure -- a flatter point of contact between us -- and performed a deep, slow slide from the tip to the base, followed by a tight-lipped seal around the root.

      There was no suction at first-- just heat. It was the kind that seemed to build over time - exponentially, even. Her tongue moved again, that time with a noticeable curl, its tip pressing underneath the head of my cock so that she could push the engorged knob against the roof of her mouth.

      It was a divine pleasure that only grew when she began to suckle. It was slow at first, but grew with rhythm -- not constant, not even. It would build, then recede, then crescendo. Though the pattern was consistent, the movements of her tongue were not. She chaotically twirled, flicked, and licked around the head, making soft little moans all the while that gave the impression she was deriving her own pleasure from the taste of my manhood.

      She withdrew slightly. A thin trail of saliva clung to me before it was swallowed back, processed, recycled. My dick was caked with her saliva, wrapped in a memory of pressure and heat.

      "O-okay, Mom," I murmured with my mouth agape. "Nana, now."

      Mom gave a disappointed whine that sounded surprisingly genuine -- as though she sincerely did not want to pass my saliva-coated cock back to my grandmother -- but she obeyed anyway.

      Nana accepted me with a needful moan, indicating her desperation as she gleefully wrapped her lips around me again. Her cheeks hollowed slightly, pasting themselves to the sides of my cock while her tongue made an earnest effort to coil itself around me like a charmed snake. There were slight tremors in her jaw as she adjusted to shift the position of my cock using just her tongue. She pressed the bloated bulb against the inside of one cheek, then dragged it across to the other side with a slow, unhurried stroke.

      "Jesus, Nana," I muttered.

      
        She pulled my cock out of her mouth, producing a loud, juicy pop - emphasized by the smacking of her lips - when the head passed through them. "Back to Mommy, sugar?"

      I nodded, confident that she'd feel my tongue being dragged lengthwise through her slit. "Uh-huh!"

      Mom tittered happily. "Gimmie! Gimmie!"

      Back and forth they went, passing my dick from one greedy mouth to the other. Their hunger was insatiable, and my cock a feast on which they gorged themselves to no end, but I was happy to be their prey.

      They became more competitive, each trying their best to make my cock feel as amazing as possible before I told them to switch, or before the empty-mouthed mommy made a fuss and asked for it back herself.

      "It's my turn, Mama," Mom whined.

      Nana shook her head, making my cock head slide back and forth across her tongue. "Nuh uh!" Then, with her mouth halfway stuffed, she said, "Ah beh he canh een teww uh ahart."

      "He can, too!" Mom insisted. "He can tell us apart. He knows who's blowing him, Mama."

      Against my wishes, Nana pulled her mouth off of me again. "Only because I'm lying on him, Fifi. He wouldn't know my mouth from your pussy at this point!"

      I did not approve of being discussed as though I were not in the room. "I'm right here, Nana, and I can definitely tell the difference."

      Nana purred with intrigue. "Wanna prove it? Let's play a little game, then."

      I could not hear what Nana said next; the conspiracy deepened, complete with whispers.

      "Oooohh," Mom cooed. "That does sound fun!"

      
        Nana got off of me, granting me my first breath of air that was not inhaled through the flooded trench of wet cunt meat in quite some time, then climbed off of the bed. Mom followed her, leaving me alone on the bed with the two of them standing by my side.

      "Close your eyes, honey," Mom said. "We're gonna play 'which mommy has my dick in their mouth?' I think you're gonna really like it."

      Nana pointed to the foot of the bed. "Come sit on the corner right here."

      "The corner?" I asked.

      "Yes, please. To make it fair, you know? We can't have any cheating."

      Mom held a hand over her heart. "Scout's honor, Mama. But she's right, sweetheart. Come sit on the corner here and we'll get on our knees -- but only after you close your eyes!"

      I eagerly scooted to the edge of the bed, placing the corner of the mattress directly under my balls so that I was sitting on just a thin sliver of it. It was not the most comfortable position, but it placed my cock and balls perfectly over the edge for them to play with. I did not care much for the integrity of the contest; I was more focused on getting my dick back inside of their mouths as quickly as possible!

      I closed my eyes and, just for safe measure, put a hand over them to convince the mommies that I would not cheat. "First mouth, please."

      They both snickered, perhaps finding my boldness charming, or perhaps at how silly I must have looked sitting half-off of the bed with my dick sticking straight out in front of me.

      "No peeking, honey," came a voice that I recognized as my mother. It came from the left side, but I knew them well enough to know that they were likely to pull some trickery that would play on my assumptions. They shuffled around, hopelessly confusing my sense of their positions. Then one of them got onto their knees between my legs.

      I took a deep breath through my nose to try and use my uninhibited sense to identify her, but their vanilla and orange fragrances had blended beyond recognition. Whoever it was at my feet, they wrapped their hand around my dangling ballsack and gave it a tender squeeze, then fit the tip of the head between their pursed lips.

      
        
      

      I held my breath, trying to pick up on the faintest clue that might have given them away, but it was hard to focus on a single sensation when so many were being thrown at me. Her breath against the head, her pillowy lips hugging the sides, and the softness of her hands gently cradling my balls-- I was inundated by too many things to pick just one.

      The mystery mommy opened her mouth and accepted my cock inside. She moved her tongue with precision, deftly curling the slimy appendage under the bottom to lay a carpet for it to follow as she eased it down her throat one inch at a time.

      "Is... is that Nana?" I asked with uncertainty.

      Mom clapped her hands, the sound of which came from my left side that time. "Good job, baby! Told you he'd get it, Mama."

      Nana huffed. "Fine, fine. You win round one, Muffin. Ready for round two?"

      "Hell yes!"

      They shuffled around again, intentionally making noise to throw me off. I felt like I was on the boardwalk, trying to keep track of a ball beneath a cup, but I did not care one bit if I was being hustled or not.

      Another mystery guest plopped themselves between my legs. Their fingers encircled the root of my cock and wagged it up and down a couple of times, and it felt incredible to flex my cock while it was bobbing up and down like that.

      Whoever they were, they gave a generous lick to the head, starting beneath the bulging helmet and tracing a path towards my piss slit. Then, with a tight squeeze around the base, they peeled their lips back and opened the entrance to their throat. My dick was guided into the sodden abyss, occasionally nudging against the sides as it was swallowed whole.

      Her lips flexed slightly around the fleshy probe, shifting from passive seal to active engagement-- tightening, softening, almost pulsing in time with the subtle undulations of her tongue below. There were moments of firm tongue pressure alternated with light flicks, as though she was savoring the flavor. It was, in its own way, a kind of choreography.

      
        "T-that's Nana," I said. "I think?"

      They were quiet, refusing to give up the game until I had made my final guess.

      "Nana. It's Nana again, isn't it?"

      The mouth was unceremoniously removed all at once; then came a curse from Nana. "Damn! I thought I could trick him that time."

      I smirked arrogantly. "I guess I'm pretty good at this game."

      "Well, then," Nana said, "I guess we better turn up the heat for round three. You just sit there and look handsome, sugar."

      I had nowhere I would rather be, so I waited patiently while they swapped places a couple of times. I had no idea who was where, and that made it all the more surprising when something other than a mouth was lowered onto my lap.

      The texture of plump ass cheeks, their fatty tissue softer than goose down, was immediately recognizable. Their precision was comparable to a game of Operation, wherein they were clearly trying their best to get their ass onto my lap without any other body parts touching me. It probably would not have given away the game, but I credited their dedication to an honest competition.

      I did not know whose it was at first, but I guessed that one of the mommies was holding onto the other for support while they lowered themselves onto my cock. I could feel no hands, no feet, and not even their legs against mine. Their pussy had been isolated so that I felt nothing else but the warm, wet entrance kissing my cock head.

      "That's not a mouth," I said lamely, only realizing seconds later that I would not be receiving a response. "Okay, I'm ready."

      As though activated by my voice, the anonymous ass was wiggled back and forth to guide my cock further into the snug, slippery fissure. As soon as the head had popped inside, its owner began to slowly sit themselves down and ease the rest of my cock through their greasy innards.

      
        The bumps and ridges throughout the textured tunnel were a tender caress, each one waiting for their turn to massage my cock when it had finally sunk deep enough to rub against them.

      The mystery mommy finally laid her chubby cheeks on my thighs, then shook their ass back and forth a couple of times to really make sure that it had been embedded as far as it would go. Finally, they gave me a couple of quick, powerful pussy hugs, as if to ask, "Who are you inside of right now?"

      I knew the feeling; I remembered it well. It was the exact same sensation as when Mom had ridden me the first time, and though I could not have pointed out exactly which details led me to that conclusion, I was damn sure that I was right.

      "That's Mom," I said confidently. "I'm sure of it."

      She reached down and patted the side of my leg. "Good job, honey. Right again."

      For some reason, I felt extremely good about myself to have guessed it right all three times, though I imagined lady luck had lent a fair degree of assistance. "I knew it!"

      Mom squeezed my thigh with her hand. "You can really tell that's mine, huh? It feels that different?"

      I nodded. "Definitely. I think you're warmer than Nana, and it's so soft inside it feels like silk!"

      Nana huffed. "Careful, muffin. Don't want you picking favorites, now."

      In an effort to mend fences, I rushed to make up for my misdeed. "But yours is tighter, Nana. They both feel amazing!"

      Mom gave me another snug squeeze with her cunt muscles. "You feel pretty good yourself, sweetheart. You're not gonna cum yet, are you?"

      "Not yet, no."

      "Then I think you should get a reward for being such a good guesser! Don't you think, Mama?"

      
        "Oh, yes," Nana said. "What would you like as a treat, Peanut?"

      Anal! No, no. Another blowjob? NO! I really liked watching them kiss, but we already did that. Maybe we could try tittyfucking? My mind raced with possibilities, and I would not have been able to pluck out an answer if Mom had not stepped in.

      "Just pick one of them, honey," she said sweetly. "One at a time."

      "I... I mean, I really liked watching you two kiss," I offered weakly.

      "We already did that," Mom said. "You wanna do it again?"

      "Yeah, but... I also really want to fuck you -- like, actually fuck you, not just as a game."

      Mom giggled. "Who first, sweetheart? Me or your grandmother?"

      "I... um... hmm..."

      Nana's eye twinkled. "I think I have an idea. Get off the bed, muffin."

      I did, at which point Nana turned to Mom and asked, "Fifi, dear, would you like to be on the bottom or the top?"

      Mom looked befuddled. "Um, on top, I guess?"

      Nana laid herself on the bed and spread her legs a little, then waved her daughter over with both hands. "Come get on top of me."

      Mom still looked confused. "You want me to get on top? Not him?"

      Nana shook her head. "Yes - you - come on top of me. Like you're going to fuck me, Fifi."

      That sentence sent a chill though my spine, and it only grew colder as Mom got onto the bed on her knees, then hobbled over to Nana, who was waiting with her arms out.

      
        
      

      Nana lifted her legs to get into baby pose, her pussy as widely spread as her legs, and encouraged Mom forward. "Come, come."

      Mom got between her legs, but did not seem to understand the intent until Nana hooked her feet together behind Mom's back and pulled her forward. "I said get on me, Fifi. Just like this, yeah. Can you come up a bit further? It'll help keep my legs pinned back."

      It looked like they were getting into missionary position with their meaty thighs pressed against each other, but once Mom scooted forward a little more, the purpose of the position became clear to me. She was effectively holding Nana's legs back with her body weight, mounting her so closely that their pussy mounds were mashed right up against each other. There was no space between their bodies -- no clear delineation between Nana's snowy hair and Mom's jet-black fuzz. They wove into each other to form a beautiful, color-coded carpet.

      "Okay," Nana said to Mom. "I think we're ready for him."

      Mom looked over her shoulder to me, standing idly by the foot of the bed, and gestured with a tilt of her head. "Come on, honey. Pick a hole and get inside of it."

      "But!" Nana said curtly. "Only our pussies, young man. No funny butt-business."

      On my knees, I walked over to them and got as close as I could to their conjoined bodies. The point where their pussies met looked enticing, and since we were not in a rush, I elected to take my time.

      Rather than entering Nana, I wedged my dick into the tight, fur-brimmed nook between their bodies. I pushed it through the silky cobwebs -Mom's dark hair brushing the topside while Nana's tended to the bottom - with their signature heat surrounding it on all sides. I went in as far as I could go -- until my thighs were flush with Mom's ass -- then worked my dick back and forth within the layers of compressed pussy mounds. I did not pull out very far-- just enough to feel the friction of their fluff coiling around my cock as it trudged through the overgrown jungle.

      "Can't decide, hmm?" Mom teased me. "You can start with your grandmother, honey."

      "You both look fantastic," I said, "but, I mean, I was just inside of you, Mom."

      
        She turned back around to face Nana. "I know, so give Nana's cunt a nice, hard fuck before you go back into mine."

      It was an offer I could not refuse. I withdrew from the downy jungle and dragged the head through Mom's soggy lips a couple of times. Nana did not need the extra lube, but I liked the idea of dipping into my mother's cunt honey for a moment so that I could spread the wetness between them.

      Nana was ready and waiting for me, her pussy so wet that I could practically hear the bubbles of juice popping as I nestled my cock head into its opening. With one slow, steady plunge, I sank like an anchor to the bottom of her birth canal.

      "Oooooohhhh, that's good," Nana sang.

      I could not see their faces since Mom's hair had fallen to the side of her head and acted as a curtain that kept Nana hidden, but I heard the distinct sound - accompanied with a dip of Mom's head - of her planting a kiss on Nana's cheek. "He feels good, doesn't he, Mama?"

      "He feels fucking fantastic! Now fuck that old cunt, sugar!"

      I needed no further urging, but her words still served as a starter pistol. I pulled my dick out of its slimy sheath, evoking a sensual moan from Nana, then drove it back to the root with a powerful thrust.

      Nana groaned again, but it was stifled that time, so I tilted my head to look around their bodies and find out why. Even though most of their faces were still obscured, I saw enough to know that Mom had pressed her open mouth against Nana's.

      I heard their tongues wrestling with each other. Nana's following whimpers sound fractured and breathless from fighting to breathe through Mom's onslaught of hungry kisses. I could not believe that it was the same woman who, just the night before, had been somewhat put off by the idea of kissing her own mother. That version of Mom was long gone, replaced with a ravenous temptress that did not hesitate to start swapping spit with her birth-giver.

      I pulled my hips back and withdrew my dick from Nana's slippery sheath, her walls clinging to it until the moment it popped out of her. The soft, white straw atop her pussy tickled the head as it rose from the steamy, pink pit. I flexed and sent an invigorating rush to my cock that made it jump just enough to point directly at Mom's eagerly waiting cunt.

      
        
      

      I pushed into her, spreading her open with one thrust of my hips. Her insides bore similarities to Nana's -- the warmth, the wetness, and the tight convulsions. The difference lay in their textures -- the minutia that was best experienced when their cozy tunnels were molded around me like a second skin. The interiors of their pussies were each lined with a unique series of bumps and ridges, each one customized to tend to a different part of my cock when they squeezed around it.

      I nudged the bottom of Mom's pussy, kissing her cervix a few times with my puffy helmet. I closed my eyes and worked my cock back and forth in the bottom inch of her cunt, trying to memorize the sensation as best I could. Every soft fold, each supple, fleshy nodule-- I imprinted the intricacies of her texture in my brain so that I would be able to compare them to Nana's.

      My dick slunk out of its heated hovel and, after allowing it a single breath of fresh air, I angled it downward until the head was wedged between Nana's juicy petals. Hers were beefier than Mom's, giving the head a pair of wet, meaty wings to nestle into that curled around the sides of the engorged bulb.

      I burrowed into the muggy den and did not stop until my balls were pressed firmly against Nana's juicy pussy lips, the throbbing mushroom at the end of my cock burrowed deep enough that each of its pulsations knocked on the door to her womb.

      "Ooooh, sugar," Nana cooed while noisily making out with my mother. "I love it when you go that deep!"

      "I love that you can take it that deep!" I exclaimed.

      Mom squirmed impatiently. "Mine is deep, too! Go back into mine, sweetheart."

      I was evidently a sucker for begging, and eagerly pulled my dick out of Nana to drive the full length into Mom with one mighty plunge. My dick was a raging bull, and her pussy a china shop that was unprepared for such a sudden invasion. Her cunt muscles coiled around me with a powerful grip, smothering every last inch of my dong in buttery warmth.

      "Jesus, honey!" Mom yelped.

      I patted one of one ass cheeks, then gave it an apologetic squeeze that left behind a vivid outline when I let go. "Sorry, Mom. Got a little too excited."

      
        
      

      "I-it's fine," she whimpered, panting between Nana's kisses. "You're being rougher with me than with Nana, so does that mean my pussy feels better than hers?"

      Nana gasped in surprise. "You're gonna make him choose while he's still fucking us? Oh, you poor boy."

      "I can't decide!" I exclaimed.

      Mom gave her rump a shake. "You have to, sweetheart. Switch to Nana again and see how she feels."

      It went on like that for several minutes, but it felt more like hours. I would drag my cock from the depths of one creamy cunt only to immediately submerge it into the warmth of another. I was waterboarding my cock, using their honey-flooded pussies to repeatedly drown it.

      "Weeeeeeell?" Mom sang in her sweetest voice.

      "Just... just gimmie a minute!" For the life of me, I could not decide whose pussy I preferred.

      I dug my fingers into Mom's cushy ass fat, squeezing the pillowy mounds under my digits so hard that it felt like my joints would lock up. I pried apart her blubbery cheeks, my eyes glued to her asshole as I obsessively watched it perform a series of hypnotic dilations.

      Even when I spread her as wide as possible, I could still reach her butthole. I secured my fingers, mechanically rooting them in place so her ass would remain stretched open while my thumb drifted towards the ring. I gingerly pressed the brunt of it against the center of the hole so that the muscular circle would gently spread. It was not enough to gain entry, but that was not my goal. I merely wanted to feel the soft, leathery wrinkles - surrounding the hole like a ruffled collar - being dragged against my thumb. I massaged it in a circle, toying with how much pressure I could apply to her delicate folds without actually slipping inside.

      Mom's fat bottom in my hands made for a perfect pair of handles. With dough oozing through my fingers, I pulled my cock out a little bit, waited for a second, and then thrust my hips forward. As I did so, I yanked Mom backwards, forcefully dragging her onto my cock so she could meet me halfway. Her cheeks clapped against my thighs, sending a bulky ripple through them that I could feel rolling underneath my tightly gripped fingers.

      
        
      

      "I think somebody got distracted," Mom said with a teasing tone. "Still can't decide between me and Nana?"

      "It's impossible!" I said with a deep growl. "They're both perfect! I just wanna shove my whole fucking face in there!"

      Mom gave a seductive titter. "You liked the taste that much, huh? Must've been pretty goooood if you want seconds."

      "Have you ever tried it, Mom?"

      She made a quick gasp, but it was cut short when she closed her mouth so abruptly that her teeth clacked together. "I-- no, I haven't."

      I saw Nana drag her tongue up the side of Mom's neck, after which she whispered into her ear. "Haven't you ever wondered what a pussy tastes like?"

      "I...well, kind of. Not a lot! But I have wondered, I guess."

      Nana purred, sensing an opportunity. "Wanna try mine?"

      Mom was quiet for a moment. She seemed dizzily enchanted by whatever spell Nana had cast with her tongue -- so much so that she had to manually collect her thoughts. "M-maybe? I don't know. Do you think I'll like it, Mama?"

      "You're gonna love it. Have you ever done-- um... oh, what's the word?"

      "Sixty-nine?" I offered.

      "That's it! Wanna give it a shot, Fifi?"

      Mom sighed, then gave a quiet chuckle. "Maybe Jon should decide. What do you think, Monkey? Wanna watch me eat Nana's pussy?"

      
        
      

      I choked on my own excitement. "Yes! Fuck yes, I do!"

      Nana let out a gleeful squeal. "Then it's settled! Stay there, Fifi. I'll turn around." With that, she pulled herself out from underneath Mom so that she could rotate her body. Then she shimmied on her back until her face was directly underneath her daughter's pussy.

      She looked up at me, peering through the sprawling forest of Mom's lush, black fur with a sparkle in her eye. "How's the weather up there, sugar?"

      "Lovely, Nana. What about down there?"

      "Hot and wet -- just how I like it! Lower your hips, Fifi. Put her right on my face."

      Mom spread her knees further apart, dropping her furry cunt directly onto Nana's tongue.

      Nana reached up, hooking her arms under Mom's thighs so that she could grab a handful of her chubby bottom. She spread Mom's cheeks apart, opening her pussy while the two of us watched in silent wonder as she peeled back the pink curtains, giving us both a view to the juicy meat that waited inside.

      "Looks good enough to eat," Nana mused. "Doesn't it, Muffin?"

      I nodded. "Or fuck!"

      "Wait, wait! Let me get my tongue in there first."

      Nana stuck her tongue out of her mouth far enough that the tip touched the bottom of her chin, then dragged her taste buds through the shimmering nectar that glazed the mouth of Mom's pussy.

      Mom released a groan that made my spine tingle. "Oh, Mama. That feels amazing."

      "I know what I'm doing!" Then Nana patted on one of Mom's butt cheeks a couple of times. "Get to work, young lady. My pussy isn't gonna eat itself."

      
        
      

      "Yes, Mama," Mom said obediently.

      I could not see anything beyond her head of chestnut hair dropping into Nana's parted thighs, followed by the sound of her planting a loud, wet kiss somewhere along the inside of her thighs. She must have picked a good spot, because it made Nana squirm with delight.

      "Good girl, Fifi," Nana said. "Put your tongue between my lips, dear."

      "Lie thith?" Mom asked, her voice muffled in a way that made it obvious that her tongue was wedged between Nana's lips.

      "Mmhmm!" That was all Nana said, as she had little time to talk with her tongue wildly slithering through Mom's slippery petals.

      The two of them seemed laser focused, but I did not mind being left out. It was transcendent watching mother and daughter feast on each other like ravenous wolves, mauling the pussy of their opposite with enough ferocity to make their toes curl.

      Nana lifted her knees a little so that Mom could get deeper inside. Mom responded by shaking her head back and forth like a dog with a bone, mashing her face into Nana's cunt as she thrashed about. Nana, meanwhile, flicked her tongue up and down, rapidly battering Mom's clit with a series of fluttery impacts that made the younger mommy quiver with pleasure.

      "Oooooohhhhh, Mama!" my mother cried. "Keep doing that!"

      I decided that I wanted in on the fun, so I held my dick by the root and guided the head towards the tip of Nana's tongue so that it, too, could nudge against Mom's clit. Nana was busily giving it a series of light licks, but did not seem to mind the added company. The two of us worked together to tease the small button - I from the top and Nana from the bottom.

      "Fuuuuuuuuck, you two!" Mom cried, her voice rising to a hair-raising pitch. "Stop teasing me, honey. Just put it in!"

      
        I gave an arrogant smirk, but it did not feel unearned. I imagined that any man in my shoes would feel an equal sense of satisfaction to be lusted after so overtly. Mom was literally begging, putting into words the unspoken desperation that all three of us seemed to feel.

      "Okay, Mom," I said. "If you insist."

      I pressed my cock head against Mom's pussy and pushed, watching as the sides of the puffy helmet compressed to fit into the narrow opening. I put my hands on her hips, since Nana had already grabbed her ass, and pulled her on to me. I did it slowly; I wanted to feel her tightness encasing me one inch at a time.

      Nana tilted her head backward so that she could paste her tongue to the underside of my shaft, creating a lush, wet path for my cock to follow as it sank deeper into Mom. She made it as flat as she could, seeking to widen the runway to better baste it in her saliva.

      When I was all the way inside, I could feel that Nana's nose was smushed into my balls, laying one of the heavy eggs on either side of it. "Can you breathe down there, Nana?"

      She took a deep breath, audibly savoring my musk. "I sure can. You smell like a man, sugar."

      "I guess the ritual worked," I replied

      Nana widened her mouth, her gaping maw just barely able to stretch enough to perform her next trick. Her tongue curled around the bottom, swaddling the plump sack as she suckled hard enough to draw both of them into her mouth - and, in so doing tug them toward the ground.

      The feeling was similar to the vacuum pull that I felt in Mom's cunt that had successfully dragged me to the very bottom of that cozy chamber. I was being pulled in two different directions, my cock and balls melting within a pair of fantastically talented mouths that made my package as a whole feel like it was being stretched out like saltwater taffy. It felt like my entire lower body was immersed in a warm, shimmering pool, treating everything below the imagined surface to endless waves of euphoria.

      "T-that feels fucking incredible!" I declared.

      
        A particularly well-timed squeeze from each of them brought me too close to the edge. I hastily unplugged my cock from Mom's pussy with a single, swift tug - one which also pulled my balls from Nana's mouth with an audible pop.

      "Whoa," I muttered as I stepped back. "I almost lost it there."

      Nana gazed up at me with a look of unabashed glee. "And what's wrong with that?"

      "Nothing! Just... don't want it to end just yet."

      "Want my mouth, sugar?" It was a tempting offer, made all the more so when she opened her maw and stuck her tongue out far enough for it to touch the bottom of her chin. Even without her words, I would have gotten the message from her expression alone; the phrase "put your cock here, please" was written all over her face.

      I obliged, as any good grandson would have. I angled my dick towards her lips and gave her a second to wrap them around the large knob. Once she seemed comfortable, I began to push, embedding my dick in her gullet bit by bit. She made a small gurgle when I touched the back of her throat, but other than the uncomfortable squirming that followed - as she manually denied her body's demand for oxygen - she submitted without a hitch.

      I was sure that my entire dong was delivering a dose of Mom's sweet syrup directly to the back of Nana's throat. I wondered how thoroughly she could taste her daughter -- how strong the taste of her juices must have become when stuffed so deep that it surely coated every one of her taste buds.

      It must have been inescapable, but I was confident that Nana did not want to escape. If anything, I was jealous of her being able to taste that delectable flavor so fully. She choked and sputtered with her throat plugged, angling her chin down for a moment so she could take a deeply drawn breath through the cracks at the sides of her mouth. It sounded wet, like she was breathing through a face mask as she aspirated her daughter's aromatic juices.

      Nana gagged suddenly, her body giving a violent lurch that drove my dick against the walls of its fleshy throat prison. I could have sworn I saw the head bulging in her esophagus, protruding like she was struggling to swallow a golf ball.

      That finally convinced me that she'd had enough, so I granted her the blessing of air by pulling out of the convulsing sleeve. "Jesus, Nana."

      
        
      

      "You can-- ahem!" she said with a cough. "Sorry, Peanut. You can say that again! I was seeing stars there for a second."

      "Your mouth feels amazing. I just want to stay in there all day."

      Nana clicked her tongue against her teeth. "Come now, Muffin, that isn't true. I can think of a couple other placed where your cock will be much happier." She gave a wet puckered kiss to my dangling testicles. "Besides, my throat is doing most of the work, anyway. Probably just feels like another pussy to you, doesn't it?"

      I gave a toothy grin. "Kind of, yeah. But you know I can tell the difference! I got, like, a perfect score on your game earlier."

      "I remember. Tell me then; where do you think would be the best place for that big, fat cock to dump its babies?"

      Heat flushed my cheeks, and with it came a rush of energy that made my heartbeat pick up tempo. "If I could choose anywhere, you mean?"

      She gave another sloppy kiss to the underside of my balls. "Uh-huh. Where's his favorite place to do it?"

      It was as question that I did not have to think about for more than a second. "Mom's pussy."

      Nana mewed happily. "Good boy. That's a good answer. Sounds like somebody's listening to their instincts."

      "What do you mean?"

      "Well," she began with her lips pressed against my sack just lightly enough that I could feel her lips form every word, "it sounds to me like you really like the idea of making a baby with your Mommy."

      I swallowed nervously. "I-- er, I mean... yeah, that's pretty hot."

      
        "It is, huh?" Nana teased, leveraging my discomfort to procure a confession. "I think it's more than that, Muffin. It's beautiful; it's romantic. Is that what you're thinking about? Tell me."

      My knees quivered anxiously. "I... I am now, I guess!"

      "Say it."

      "I think it's hot!"

      Nana shook her head. "No, no. Say it. She wants to hear it."

      A soft whimper from Mom, dumped directly into Nana's pussy, confirmed that she was speaking the truth.

      My stomach wound itself into a thousand knots, all of which tried to escape out of my mouth at once. "Mom, I... I want to get you pregnant."

      I could not see her face, but it was impossible to ignore the way her asshole tightly clenched when the admission hit her ears. My hands on her hips allowed me to feel even more of her body tense up, too, as though the revelation had physically touched something more sensitive than even her clitoris.

      She nodded urgently, likely dragging her tongue through Nana's pussy lips as she did based on the seductive moans made by the older woman. "Do it! Do it!" It was not encouragement; it was a command. Her desperate plea touched something in my brain that I could not control, and one utterance of her desire for me to breed her was all it took to flip the switch.

      "Fuck!" I cried out. "Fuck, Mom! I'm gonna cum!"

      A trickle of warm tingles melted down my skull. The backs of my eyes felt hot, and my entire head felt like it was abuzz with lightning. Though it felt poetically comparable to heroin, which had only ever been explained to me as "the greatest pleasure one can feel," there was a purity to the sensation that I doubted anything smoked, snorted, or shot into a vein could mimic.

      My brain was inundated with a series of chemicals whose effects felt nothing short of magic, but my thoughts were clear. I did not lose sight of exactly who it was that I was cumming inside of, even when my first eruption was accompanied by such unforeseen pleasure that it made my vision go blurry for a second.

      I doused the inside of Mom's pussy with goo, emptying heaps of butter into her birth canal with just one spurt - but I wasn't done after just the one. With every creamy rope that I released, my cock pulsated powerfully, throbbing so much that it looked like a living organism had burrowed itself into her cunt to begin the reproductive ritual.

      I continued thrusting the entire time, seeking to draw out that otherworldly pleasure as long as I could. It felt so incredible that it almost hurt. Merely pumping my cock within the final inch of Mom's pussy felt remarkable, making the hair on the back of my neck stand on end.

      I knew I was moaning, and I knew it was loud, but I did not feel ashamed for making such unseemly noises. Mom was worse. She was wailing so loudly that I could only hear Nana cheering us on in between the elongated bursts of groans her daughter was making. "Give... last drop... her pregnant... make baby... Mommy's good boy!" I could not make out any full sentences, but the sporadic buzzwords were still music to my ears.

      I tried to count the number of times I fired hot, sticky goo into Mom's belly. Four... five... six... It just kept coming! There seemed to be no end in sight, but she was along for the ride. Her pussy massaged me with its famous squeezes, thoroughly kneading my cock throughout the entirety of my orgasm.

      I felt an hour pass, even though I knew that to be impossible. It seemed that time slowed to a crawl as I marinated in the swamp of cum and cunt honey that I had whipped into a frothy lather by fucking her while she was being filled up.

      Nana lapped at my balls, which were pulled tightly against my body. "You're still throbbing, sugar."

      "Y-yeah," I grunted. "Feels good."

      The animalistic response seemed to titillate her. "I love when they go all 'caveman mode.' Don't you, Fifi?"

      "Feels... good..." Mom panted pathetically, unable to properly catch her breath as she sucked oxygen through Nana's fragrant pussy fumes. "Good... honey."

      
        "Jeez," Nana said. "Sounds like I've got two cavepeople on my hands! Are you all done yet, Muffin?"

      "Think so," I huffed.

      "Good boy. Just make sure you-- wait, wait!"

      Her squeals fell on deaf ears, or more accurately ears that were attached to a brain blissfully awash in ecstasy. I neglected to process her urgency in time to stop myself from pulling my dick out of Mom.

      The second my cock was free, a thick blob of cum oozed from the slackened opening. It waited there, the stickiness of the bead keeping it in place, but it was not long before the rest of my load began to dribble out behind it. In the span of a second, the tiny globule grew to the size of a walnut, and with that growth it became too heavy for the natural adhesive to keep it glued to Mom's lips. The fat dollop of baby batter fell from its perch and, with an audible splat that made me and Nana gasp, fell onto the latter's face.

      It hit her directly on the nose, where it cascaded down to form a thin membrane that plugged one of her nostrils. When she exhaled, a bubble formed and grew, then shrunk back to its original size when she breathed in again.

      "Fifi!" Nana squealed. "You're dripping everywhere!"

      The warning came too late, and with Mom's heaving body pinning her to the mattress, Nana had nowhere to go. Another generous helping of cum -- that time suspended in a matrix of thin, watery precum -- trickled out of Mom's loose pussy.

      "Sorry, Mama!" Mom said with a hint of shame in her voice. "There's too much. I can't help it if he-- oh, I felt that one!" An even bigger blob -- at least twice as large as the first serving -- oozed out of her cunt. There was a halo of tiny bubbles around the goo seeping from her center -- little fragments of evidence that the cream inside her had been stirred into a rich foam.

      The second airdrop landed squarely on Nana's mouth, splattering to leave little droplets scattered across her lips and cheeks. The syrup drained into her open mouth, drizzling over her tongue in long strands that seemed to stretch all the way to the back of her throat, where they disappeared into the darkness.

      
        Nana stuck her tongue out of her mouth to collect the droplets, then closed up and swallowed whatever she had gathered. My own grandmother ingested her great-grandchildren without even batting an eye - though I was treated to an audible gulp.

      "Mmmm," she groaned. "Salty."

      Her face was a chaotic smattering of bright white semen that dribbled down the sides of her cheeks and her chin, and pooled in the corner of her right eye so profusely that she had to keep it firmly shut to avoid being blinded. It was disgusting, and it was beautiful.

      "Nana, you're a mess," I said, then quickly added, "A hot mess!"

      She winked at me with her good eye. "Thank you, sugar. Now, would you please tell your mother to get off of me before she dumps any more cum onto my face?"

      Mom giggled with a wiggle of her rump. "I think there's still more in there, Mama. You sure you don't wanna go get it?"

      "Oh, well," Nana mused. "I could do that." She lifted her head to get closer to Mom's pussy, then hungrily latched her mouth onto the cum-soaked slit.

      Nana scooped out a fat dollop of cum that jiggled on her tongue before she sucked it down. She jammed it back into Mom's cunt, eagerly driving the pink snake as far into the well-bred hole as she could to rummage around in search of another glob on which to feast.

      Mom made a noise that sounded like a mix between a giggle and a sultry moan. "You're just stirring it around now, Mama."

      Nana planted a noisy kiss directly upon the entrance to her daughter's pussy. "Maybe I'm just trying to churn it into butter." Then, to top it off, she blew a loud, messy raspberry with her mouth pressed flatly against the sodden hole. It sounded like someone was blowing bubbles in a thick milkshake, and it gave Mom such a tickle that the leapt off of Nana and rolled to the side so she could get away from her.

      "Mama!" she cried. "That feels weird!"

      
        Nana arched an eyebrow. "Weirder than feeling your son shoot babies into your belly? I think not."

      Mom turned a deep crimson. "No, that felt nice -- like, really fucking nice."

      "Like super-duper-amazing?" I offered.

      "Yes, honey. Exactly like that."

      Nana and Mom were casually sprawled out on the bed, head to toe, catching their breath. I, too, felt the call of the mattress, and collapsed atop their heaving bodies, fitting between them so that we formed an intricate puzzle of interwoven arms and legs. Crucially, though, I made sure that my face was next to Mom's.

      She gave me a smile that seemed to affect her entire body, lighting up her aura so that she shone brighter than the sun. "Hi, Monkey."

      I pressed my forehead against hers. "Hi, Mommy."

      "Ritual part two completed, huh?"

      I chuckled. "More like... I dunno, part seven?"

      She blew a stream of cool, refreshing air against the sweat that dotted my hairline. "Something like that. Did you have fun?"

      "Are you kidding me? This has been the best day of my life!"

      Mom shrugged. "Well, day and a half, really."

      Nana rubbed my leg. "And that was all it took to have sex everywhere on the property, more or less. That said, I could make some more of that tea if--"

      "No!" Mom and I cut her off at the same time.

      
        
      

      She snickered under her breath. "Okay, fine! I'm just trying to wring every last drop out of you that I can, Muffin."

      "It's been wrung, Nana," I assured her, "but I wouldn't change a thing."

      That was true, and while part of me would have been entirely happy to spend the rest of the day lounging - and fucking - in bed with the mommies, another part of me was excited to get back home and see what the future held. Mom and I were entering a new chapter of our relationship, and though I knew it would take time for that new bond to fully take shape, I was eager to start forming it.

      It was the end of the ritual, which was a bummer, but the start of something entirely new and infinitely more exciting. I did not know exactly what lay ahead for me and Mom, but whatever it was, I knew that it would be amazing, because we'd be experiencing it together.

      ***

      It took a month before I fully felt like Mom and I found our footing. At first it had been difficult to hide our urges with Dad and my sister around, but we came up with increasingly creative ways to spend time alone together.

      Dad occasionally gave me shit for not bothering to move out and find an apartment, but Mom backed me up every time. I used the excuse that I was still only eighteen and a naive young man, and thus not ready to face the world. I knew eventually I would have to move into a place of my own, but until then, I was happy to spend my days monopolizing my mother's attention as best I could.

      She and I would go for picnics, or long hikes where we knew nobody would disturb us, or spend entire days at the beach with just each other for company. It was easy, it was peaceful. I felt like everything in my universe had been set right. More than once, I wondered if there'd been something magical about that ritual after all. It did not bring me the riches and success that I had been promised, but I had found something even more valuable, and I knew that I was never, ever going to let it go.

      I used any excuse I could find to be around Mom. I did not care if we were having sex -- though it was my first preference -- or doing something as mundane as making dinner. To me it was all time well spent, and it was on yet another Friday night that we were doing just that.

      
        As we had on many nights since we had arrived home from Nana's, Mom and I were in the kitchen together while the Dad and my sister watched television in the living room. I was chopping carrots while Mom peeled potatoes. She was seemingly immersed in her process, so I used the opportunity to sneak in while she was distracted and goose her plump butt cheeks through the thin, black skirt that cut off just above her knees.

      "Honey!" she exclaimed in a harsh whisper. "Your father is home!"

      I shrugged with a goofy smile. "I couldn't help myself. You're the one flaunting them in my face."

      "I am not flaunting! And you know you're gonna ruffle my skirt if you get handsy like that. Remember what we talked about?"

      I sighed and gave her performative doe eyes as I prepared to beg. "Please, Mom, can I touch your bum?"

      Her face lit up. "Why yes, honey, you may." With that, she pinched the corners of her skirt in both hands and lifted the garment, exposing her lily-white bottom. I took full advantage, and delivered a swift slap onto her blubbery cheek, making the fatty tissue wobble about. It landed harder than I had intended, producing an audacious smack that had both of us paranoid that the others had heard.

      We craned our necks to try and pick up on some clue, but nobody piped up. The living room was silent except for the sound of the television.

      I grabbed a helping of pudgy dough in my fingers and squeezed until they sank in, then gave the greedy handful a big, energetic shake that made both of her cheeks ripple like rocks thrown into white, creamy pond water. "Better?"

      "Better," she confirmed with a grin. "Just because I'm your wife now doesn't mean that you can start breaking rules."

      My heart ballooned two sizes, just as it always did when she would invoke that title. It was, of course, just a running joke between the two of us that had started a few days after we had returned home from Nana's. We could never marry each other, no matter how deep our love ran, but it was a fun fantasy to indulge in.

      
        I had considered doing an informal proposal; I was convinced that it would feel real to both of us. I hadn't put together any concrete plans, but all the usual stuff flitted about in my imagination: a special trip, her favorite food, her favorite music, a ring in a box. She was the woman I wanted to spend the rest of my life with, and I knew would do anything to achieve that goal.

      I stepped closer to her and kissed the nape of her neck as she resumed her peeling. "I love you, Mom."

      She pressed her backside into my crotch and swayed back and forth. "I love you, too, sweetheart." She patted my thigh, then gave a hard shove with her rump that sent me stumbling backwards. "Now cut those carrots up before your father comes in here and sees you with your hands on my butt!"

      "Fine, fine!" I hurried back over to the cutting board and sliced up a few orange medallions. That's as far as I got before I got distracted yet again. "Have you given any more thought to my idea?"

      Mom set down the peeler and spun on her heels to face me. "You mean about your brilliant idea to go back to Nana's house and fuck the two of us until we can't walk straight?"

      "Uh, yeah. That."

      "YeAh, ThAt," she said in a mocking tone. "You know, your father is going to get suspicious if you're this excited to go back. We normally see her, like, twice a year!"

      "So? We can just make something up."

      She raised an eyebrow. "Maybe if we had something to celebrate. Like, a reason to go back and see her. Like..."

      I stepped towards her eagerly, still clutching the knife in my hands. "Like? Like what?"

      Mom put a hand on my wrist and turned it away to stop the knife from pointing at her. "Something liiiiiike - maybe, I don't know - a new grandchild?"

      My stomach felt like it was going to fall out of my butt. "A-a new... really? You mean, like--"

      
        
      

      "Honey!" Mom exclaimed with a coy grin. "You should see your face right now."

      It was not the first time that she had hinted at having a baby together, and just as I had the last time - and the time before that, and the time before that - I had fallen for it hook, line, and sinker.

      Whether seriously or not, Mom did not shy away from the topic of another child. When we would talk about it, I could never tell exactly how serious she was, but I enjoyed it either way. We both knew that she was not as young as she'd been she'd had me, but the idea of growing and raising a life together was something that neither of us could entirely ignore. She may have been joking about it, but I could feel in my bones - in my very soul - that a part of her wanted it, too.

      All things considered, I was just really, really hoping that we would end up having a girl!

      THE END
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