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There is a point in everyone’s life where birthdays stop feeling special. Gone are the parties, the presents, even the cake in some circumstances. Birthdays had a unique ability to be something that get less bombastic the more you have them. Age dulled the sense of wonder and excitement, and instead turned each birthday into a reminder of one’s mortality. One more rotation around the sun, one more year to add to the years already spent living. No time for parties, there were taxes to be paid. Most people even had to work on their birthday. Truly, the more years someone celebrated, the less there seemed to be to celebrate.

Adrien was no exception to this. Where once he could remember his mom taking him to the bowling alley to spend a day with his friends, having a pizza party, opening gifts, having a cake brought out to him while everyone sang... Now he was cresting forty years old, and his celebration was just another day. He woke up to texts wishing him a happy birthday. None came with gifts. There was nothing planned for him, as he had a shift at his job to go to, and his friends were all busy with their lives. Like any other day, he just got up, got dressed, ate, and then toiled away for four and a half hours in a place where no one knew it was his birthday... and honestly, no one would have cared.

To say it was depressing was an understatement. Adrien didn’t like thinking about being old. Looking back at the bygone days and the good memories of being young just made him wish he could still enjoy that kind of thing as an adult. Sometimes he’d think that he could do that, that there was nothing to stop him from playing games or having a cake or just enjoying a day meant just for him. One look in the mirror would dispel that idea.

The defined features of an adult had overtaken his less-rugged, youthful looks at some point. There was grey in the roots of his brown, shaggy hair, and his blue and white fur - with black tiger stripes - had seemingly lost a bit of lustre along with his hazel eyes. He wasn’t sure when he had become so unsaturated, but the dull appearance of his more vibrant colours was a stark reminder that his body wasn’t what it used to be. His bones ached more often for no appreciable reason, and when he thought about eating cake, the sheer amount of sugar in the frosting seemed unappealing. Maybe once he could have eaten a bunch of it all by himself, but at his age the idea alone was enough to make him feel a little queasy.

At least he was tall. He had a certain aged appeal and being six-foot eight inches tall certainly helped. He attracted plenty of girls who liked older men, or older women like himself... but there was something about the idea of attracting younger women that didn’t sit well with him. Being an older man, there was more than just physical attraction that he wanted out of relationships. Of course, attraction definitely helped, but when it came down to every other moment Adrien would find out quickly that he had little in common with people who were younger than him. The things they said and the things they thought were important were downright confusing to him.

Being that birthday were all about wishes, he had but one: he wanted to feel young again. For even just one day, he wanted to feel both carefree and sharp as a whip. He wanted to more easily navigate the new world he had grown into, to experience it in the moment rather than always be thinking back on it and dwelling on the past. He wanted to just have fun and feel like the day would never end.

Of course, that was impossible. or at least, it was mostly impossible. The best way to do that those days was to get drunk, and Adrien didn’t really feel up to drinking alone in his house after a gruelling day at work. It would have been... sad, frankly.

He was in a dour mood upon arriving back at his home. It seemed as if he’d spend the entire day just mulling over his age, which was just typical of a forty-year-old, he thought. It was downright pathetic, but his mind was already there, and he couldn’t shake it. Something snapped him out of his funk though, if even just for a moment. On his doorstep was a package. He hadn’t ordered anything, and he hadn’t expected anything to arrive. It had to be a gift, but from who, he could not say. Approaching his door, he squatted down and looked at the package more closely.

It was wrapped up in packaging paper and tied with a string. There was no postage on it, no shipping information, nothing of the sort. The only thing that could have hinted at who the package was from was a small tag attached to the bow-tied string. On it, it simply read, “To my apprentice.” There was a small cat’s pay stamped onto the tag, the centre of which appeared to be a heart. Only one person came to mind when he read that, and he was immediately curious as to what his old magic teacher Alexandra could have sent him.

... He wasn’t even sure how she knew it was his birthday. Adrien had never told her when it was.

He took the package and stepped inside. He took off his shoes, hung up his coat, and moved to sit down on the sofa in his living room to open it. With the package on his lap, he untied the string and tore into the packaging to reveal... a rather nondescript white cardboard box, like a pastry box. Taped to the lid was a letter, which he tore off to read.

“To my dearest pupil,” The note read, “Today, you turn forty. As you crest another decade, it can feel like your life is running away on you. Take it from me, I would know. Every now and then we could use a reminder of the better days. From me to you, I give you that gift.”

“Enjoy! Alex~♥” The note ended, and Adrien found himself smiling even before he opened the gift. This was ready to make his day! He felt some excitement well up as he set the note aside to open the box.

When he pulled open the lid, there was an explosion of colour. Well, to be more apt, it was more like a geyser of colour. Paper confetti and rainbow lights shot up from the box like she’d crammed way more into the confines of it than what should have been possible, and the pressure had just been waiting to burst. There was the sound of party streamers and birthday noisemakers chaotically accompanying the spray of colours that overtook his entire face, making him feel disoriented. It blasted out in a big party favour column that hit his ceiling.

Confetti went all over the room, showering down like petals from a cherry blossom tree all around Adrien. It was a sudden storm that disappeared as quickly as it came. In an instant, it was gone, though the confetti and streamers were still scattered all around his living room and sofa. Adrien had to take a second to get his bearings back. He blinked his eyes in confusion and rubbed his face with his hands. Was it supposed to be a joke? Was there something he wasn’t getting? He didn’t understand what had happened to him.

It took a little while to set in, but he felt... different somehow. His body felt strange, like he just wasn’t taking up enough space. Once he became aware of that, he realized that he wasn’t fitting into his clothes properly either. He was surprised to see that his shirt was hanging off him. His pants were loose and didn’t nearly fit. Even his socks felt baggy.

He was smaller!

“Ah!” he cried out, only to hear his own voice and abruptly clap his hands over his mouth to trap it. He sounded like a kid! “What happened?” He asked aloud when he lowered his hands, confirming that he did sound like a young boy. From there, it became obvious what had happened. Adrien investigated the box to see what seemed to be a pair of jeans folded up in the bottom, along with some other articles of clothing. He took them out one at a time - jeans, a t-shirt, socks, and a pair of briefs.

There was another note at the bottom. He picked it up and unfolded the paper to read it.

“Happy 12th, darling! ♥” It said.

“Twelve?” Adrien said, blinking his eyes. “Oh no.”

He sprung from the couch, his bigger clothes just falling off him as his feet hit the carpet. Spatial awareness told him that he was downright tiny compared to before. His coffee table was higher to his chest than before, same with his sofa. Everything seemed bigger. He ran to his bathroom but stopped part-way when he realized he could feel his flaccid dick smacking his knees as he moved. He looked down and saw that his dick hadn’t shrunk at all!

Typical Alexandra!

He shook his head, deciding not to worry about that. He ran to his bathroom and stood at his sink, able to see his reflection in the mirror. That confirmed it: he was twelve. Magically, he’d been age-regressed into his twelve-year-old self. His features were so young, his eyes so vibrant and full of energy... and he felt full of energy. Whatever fatigue he felt after working had disappeared. He was left with a desire to run and play or somehow busy himself. He wasn’t ready to go to bed; unlike before, where sleeping would have been a gift from the heavens.

He was... conflicted on how to feel about this. Alexandra was always a pushy sort. She did whatever she wanted, and no one could really stop her if she had her mind set on something. Adrien was twelve now and there wasn’t a thing he could do to turn back into his normal, grown-up self again. That was a bit of a scary thought... and that thought suddenly made him feel very naked. He hurried out of the bathroom and back to the living room where he quickly donned the clothes that Alexandra had left him.

They fit like a glove! But the shirt that had “BDS” printed over the chest was a bit on the nose...

Once he put everything on, the box that it all came in started going haywire! It shot up into the air and started spinning around rapidly, condensing on itself tighter and tighter until... it burst into a puff of smoke and some additional confetti. From the smoke, a third note fell drifting through the air. Adrien grabbed it quickly and looked at it.

“Meet me at the park closest to your home, and we’ll have some fun~♥” It read.

Adrien blushed. Considering his endowments had remained adult and massive while the rest of him did not, he knew exactly what Alex was going for. It was a bit strange, but Adrien did like the sound of that as a present. It mixed the best of both words - being young again but having very adult fun. He hadn’t even realized that he wasn’t nearly as confused or scared as he probably should have been. The innocence of youth hadn’t overridden his adult understanding of the world. He knew exactly what was up, and if he were twelve again, odds were he would have been confused as all get-out.

The only way he could see getting back to normal was to entertain Alex’s idea, so he put on his little shoes and got ready to go out again. Stepping out into the open world, he looked around to see if anyone noticed him. His neighbour had stepped out at the same time and was just... staring at him. Flustering, he hurried off toward the park, leaving them scratching their head.

Adrien went straight to the park. He’d passed it almost every day either on his way to work or when he was out doing errands, as it was just at the corner of his street. It was your typical fare: mostly grass and sand, a few trees, and some playground equipment. There was an old plastic slide that had been worn from years of use, and a swing set and seesaw that were in danger of rusting since the town didn’t bother with the maintenance very much. It wasn’t a very good park, but there were still a few of the neighbourhood kids who went there to play around while their parents sat on the bench and supervised.

Adrien himself had long decided that he wouldn’t want to bring his own kids there if he had any. It was probably a breeding ground for germs, and he wasn’t aware of any grounds keeping that was ever done. Obviously, someone had to come by and pick up the litter, but the grass was mostly kept down by foot traffic rather than actual cutting. He just didn’t trust the place. So, he didn’t intend to play on any of the equipment. His adult mind told him that it was still a bad idea... but if he really were young again, odds were that he would have done it. Instead, he just decided to stand around and wait for Alex to arrive.

He saw other children playing in the sand, and he watched them from afar while trying not to look too suspicious. The kids were having fun, doing kid things, making sandcastles or drawing shapes in the dirt around the slide. Adrien didn’t quite have that carefree outlook, nor the sheer, unadulterated desire to just go and play. He felt strange in contrast as he kept to himself trying to look like he was doing something. Normally he would have pulled out his phone and pretended to respond to texts, but he didn’t bring his phone with him. He hadn’t brought anything with him but his own self, the situation being so out of the ordinary that his thoughts got away on him. Since Alex wasn’t around, he took the time to relax. He sat down by a tree and just through about things and worked on coming to terms with being physically 12 again but mentally middle-aged.

Nobody paid him any attention. At least nobody seemed to notice that anything was amiss.

Adrien waited and waited and began to wonder when he was expected to show up. Alex hadn’t set a time for the meeting. Could he have already missed it? Or was it supposed to happen later? Alex could have come around at night... a night-time encounter with a seductress with a shota boy at a playground was just her style, Adrien thought. Perhaps he should have just gone home. Alex obviously knew where he lived, so she could find him there instead.

Just as that thought came to him, and he had stood up to brush off his pants and get ready to leave, someone familiar approached him. She was unmistakable. He’d only known two blue skunks like her in his entire life, but her large and rotund build made it obvious which of them she was. It was Gwen - more formally known as Doctor Gwendolyn Mason, PhD. Adrien knew her when she was young, and she was Alexandria’s adopted daughter. She barely resembled the little smarty-pants kid that Adrien once knew, and as she looked down at him, it became apparent that she recognized him. Adrien felt a hot flush of embarrassment overtake him, somehow feeling ashamed to be seen like he was by someone familiar with him.

Gwen had grown up into such a beautiful woman. She used to be so small and spunky, but now she was big, zaftig, and a real professional doctor. She was well-educated in sexual psychology, child psychology, and other fields of psychology that he never actually was familiar with. She used to wear little shorts and t-shirts, now she wore pencil skirts, blazers, and blouses. She’d always had the donk - that is, her butt was always really big - but in her old age it had become titanic. Her hips were wide, her body was gravid and plump, her breasts were as big as his head even... and her white hair was longer, done up in a ponytail, and she wore some snazzy-but-intelligent glasses.

She knelt slightly, hands on her knees, studying him curiously. “Addy?” She addressed him, looking at him in confusion, “... Is that you?”

It was more than them just not having seen each other for a while. She was clearly surprised that he was younger than her. That wasn’t possible. Adrien flushed red in the face. “U-Um, yes...” He answered, “Hi, Gwen.”

“Wooooow,” Gwen said, “My mom really got to you!” She stood up again and nodded definitively. “Alright, now I get it.”

“Huh?” Adrien blanked, unsure of what was going on. Gwen just smiled.

“I hear it’s someone’s birthday today,” She said, giggling somewhat past the awkwardness of the encounter. “Happy birthday, Addy!” She patted him on the head and messed up his hair, making him smile a little.

“Thanks,” he said, looking up at her all innocent and confused, “Um... I was supposed to meet your mom here. She told me so in a note with my, um... present.”

Gwen clicked her tongue. “... I get the feeling we’ve been duped,” She said, “For my mother’s amusement, no doubt. But! I’m not going to just see a cute little boy like you and not help him celebrate his birthday, which I assume is the entire point of us being led here under false pretenses. Let me just take a moment and message my wife. She’ll want to know that we’re having company tonight.”

Adrien gasped. “Company? Tonight? Me?”

“Yes. Company. Tonight. You.” Gwen grinned. She took her phone out of her purse and typed away on the screen, supposedly texting her wife, Fraise. It was so nice that the two of them got married, but... the moment was a little surreal. Adrien felt like things had gotten warped. Once, he was old enough and they were young enough for him to babysit these girls... now they were grown women, and HE was young enough to be babysat.

Everything was all topsy-turvy!

“O... Okay! Let’s do that!” Adrien nodded, so overwhelmed now that all he could think to do was follow Gwen’s recommendation. She was the adult, after all.

Gwen offered him a quaint little smile and held out her hand. Adrien hesitated a moment, but gently placed his hand in hers. She gripped it and led him away, and he followed like a good boy. The two of them made for the nearby bus stop, where they stood to wait for the next bus. “It should be coming along any minute now,” Gwen assured him, “Haha, I should really get a car. It’s just hard, you know, because Fraise is... well...”

“... Well, we’d need a convertible. And we’d have to make sure not to go under any overpasses.”

Adrien found himself giggling. Still, though, he stared up at Gwen in awe. She was so big compared to him in every possible way. She was larger, older, and seemingly more mature... even compared to his aged-up self. She was successful and savvy, married, and just seemed to have everything figured out. He couldn’t help but feel... enamoured, in a way. His heart swelled just being in her oddly matronly presence.

Before too long, the bus arrived, and they stepped on together. Gwen paid for his fare and the two of them went to take their seats. Public transport on Adrien’s end of town wasn’t terribly popular - not due to any problems with the service, but more just because it wasn’t the most necessary thing. There were only three other people on the bus with them at the time. They really had their pick of the litter when it came to places to sit. Adrien picked one of the seats that lined up against the windows. Normally they’d allow for his long legs to have some room to stretch out into the aisle. That wasn’t as necessary now, but Gwen’s considerable width would appreciate the lack of arm rests for her to squeeze in between.

Adrien took his seat and pat the spot next to him to invite Gwen to sit down as well. She grinned at him a little and shrugged her shoulders. “I think I’ll stand,” she insisted, taking hold of the hand bar above her head and holding on tight.

Adrien blinked at her as the bus set into motion. She wobbled a little since her heels made it difficult to stay balanced, which he noticed. He looked down at her feet as she got her footing again and then settled into casually looking at her cellphone as the bus kept in motion. It was inevitable that Adrien would finally look up and see her ass. It was impossible not to, since it was at eye-level with him and just... there. very big, and very, very... there.

Maybe it was because he was so small, or maybe not, but he became transfixed on the sheer size of those globular cheeks. They stretched out her pencil skirt considerably, but the bottom hem of it wasn’t uneven. It was good that she could find herself a good tailor, or maybe she just bought from a decent store for big people... Either way, it flattered her tremendously. Adrien licked his lips. They felt dry suddenly. He gripped his thighs and squirmed in his seat. Every time the bus went over a bump, that fat skunk ass wobbled with considerable force.

Time became a foreign concept. It got away on him as he stared at her butt. He could see the shape of her underwear squeezing her ass, her skirt was so tight. He found himself wondering why she walked around like that. Was it on purpose? It had to be. She had always known the effect her body had on people, even when she was young. There was no way she didn’t know! On that thought, he briefly glanced up to her face - or as close as he could from behind her. He froze when he saw her looking back at him over her shoulder.

He swallowed and smiled at her. She rolled her eyes with a smile and a quiet chuckle. Oh yes, she knew.

Suddenly, the bus took a particularly strong turn at an intersection. Adrien felt his entire body shift with the gravity of it, but Gwen was outright taken by it. Her ass slammed into his lap, hard, and he was smothered by that beach ball booty. it all happened so fast that he didn’t even notice that the act was somewhat deliberate. Gwen thrust herself back into him and planted herself on him, which was a bit painful under her considerable weight. Adrien let out a harsh grunt as he was damn near flattened into his chair.

“Whoops~” Gwen said, tone wrought with false-innocence, “Sorry, I flattened you with my big fat butt. Well, at least now you can take a close look, huh?”

Adrien was floored, in more ways than one. Did she just say that? He frantically looked around to see if the other few passengers on the bus had heard her. The problem was that he couldn’t see them, all he could see was the soft swells of her packed maroon skirt. That ass had become existence for him, for a time. It was all he could see, all he could feel, and he even found it hard to hear the rumble of the bus’s engine being so smothered as he was. “God damn...!” He mumbled, and Gwen seemed to hear him, chastising his use of foul language by pushing harder into him and wriggling around.

“G-Gwen...!” He gasped. It was hard to breathe under there.

“What did you think was gonna happen?” Gwen asked, not even looking up from her phone. “My mom turns you into a shota for your birthday. What universe does that not end in a long, hot, sweaty night of passion under at least one horny old lady?”

“Uh...!” Adrien found himself at a loss for words. Gwen snickered at him and bounced on him, making him grunt every time her fat rear plapped down on him.

“Yeah, I saw that thing you got in there, snaking down your entire freaking pant-leg,” She said, “I hope you have the young energy you’re going to need, Addy. I’m not going to let something like this just pass me by.”


The boy found himself utter flabbergasted. Satisfied with her show of authority, Gwen stood back up and gripped the hand bar again. “Behave yourself, Addy,” She said, “Or no treats when we get home. Fraise is getting things together as we speak for your birthday celebration. You don’t want to make all her effort for nothing.”

Adrien could only think... Fraise too?!

What had these girls grown up into while he wasn’t looking?!

Of course, he was also excited. And speaking of that “thing down his pant-leg,” his excitement was erecting that adult-sized dick of his. That was... bad, considering how big it was and the fact that it was down the leg of his pants. Any stiffness at all would make it awkward to walk, or sit, or do anything with too much range of motion. He was now very uncomfortable, squirming in his seat, shifting to try and adjust himself into something resembling a decent position. It didn’t help that Gwen’s ass was in his face for the rest of the ride, and she was unusually... squirmy. She would shift her weight from foot to foot or wiggle her hips subtly. Adrien knew now that this was on purpose. She was showing off.

It took a while for them to reach their stop. By the time they got off the bus, they were well into the downtown suburban area, and Adrien had spent almost twenty minutes just staring at Gwen’s ass. He shuffled awkwardly as he stepped down off the bus, and Gwen was patient in helping him along. She held his hand and walked with him, having to go slow so that he could even keep up.

Adrien was excited for a few obvious reasons, but the lesser known one was that he was going to see where Gwen lived. He’d never been to her house before. he was oh-so-curious as she brought him to a rather well-to-do looking apartment complex. She brought him onto the elevator and pushed the button very the very top floor penthouse. Adrien had never been to a penthouse apartment before, but he knew that people didn’t live in them unless they were wealthy. That just made Gwen seem even more impressive! A real queen among the paupers.

Stepping off the elevator and into Gwen’s home, it really was impressive! It was very large, very open concept. Most of the time when the kitchen was attached to the living room, it was a kitchenette. Not so, for Gwen’s house. It was a full kitchen with an island counter and everything. The living room was in a descended area, just down a few steps from the kitchen. There was a large L-shaped sofa that could sit several people, a small square glass coffee table, and a big-screen TV. It was all well-decorated - many family portraits, pictures of her and her wife, even things like small porcelain models. There was even a wall reserved specifically for several academic awards that Gwen had won.

It was difficult to appreciate all those things though because they were greeted by Gwen’s wife Fraise at the door. She was... absolutely something else. It seemed everything that Gwen had was big, including her wife. Fraise’s height spat in the face of her genetics, being a mouse. She was over seven feet tall, almost seven and a half. Her dirty blonde hair was almost as long, braided tightly behind her, and her fur was snow white and unblemished from head to toe. She was mostly leg, and she was very thin and lanky for her size. The rest of her body was seemingly boob. Where Gwen had the butt, Fraise had the bust, and to an absolute extreme. They were like two big, bouncy, jiggling boulders strapped to her chest.

How she didn’t just snap in two was testament to her incredible strength. Adrien hadn’t seen her in a long time, and it was strange seeing her all grown up, but that big fat smile on her face was comforting. She hadn’t lost even a bit of that sunny disposition that he knew her for.

“Hey, Addy!” She said, holding her arms out as if to present her home to him, “Welcome!”

She was also just wearing a sheer violet negligee and matching panties. Nothing else. How she got that made for her size was a wonder, but Adrien’s brain had shut off upon seeing her. Her big, vibrant pink nipples were on clear display.

“Hhh... huh... huuey?” Adrien stuttered.

Gwen stepped forward. “Fraise!” She laughed. “What are you wearing?!”

“What?” Fraise pouted, plucking at her outfit. “What’s wrong with it?”

“Nothing! But are you trying to make his dick actually explode?!” Gwen giggled, stepping up and giving one of Fraise’s humongous boobs a swat. Fraise squeaked and wrapped her arms around herself to protect her bosom from her wife.

“I thought that’s what I was supposed to do!” Fraise complained, “You said you were bringing a ‘shota’ home. Shota’s code for big dick boy! I was doing the big dick boy thing! You should have said if it was just a normal boy!”

Gwen sighed. “Did you at least get the pizza and the cake?”

Fraise nodded. “Yes.”

“... Did you go and get them wearing that??” Gwen asked.

Fraise didn’t answer immediately, she seemed to think about it.

“Nope!” She said with a big smile.

Gwen smiled uneasily at her wife, then turned to Adrien and gestured to him. “Well, there isn’t much normal about this. My mom turned him into that.”

“Ooh! That sneaky Alex!” Fraise giggled, “That means I DID wear the right thing!” She stepped over to Adrien and leaned down to grab his cheeks, pinching and tugging on them. “Hello Addy! You’re so small now! It’s so funny!”

“Nyeeeh!” Adrien groused as he was doted on, well... like a kid. “Schtop!”

Fraise let him go, then grabbed him under his arms and hauled him up off the ground. it was like he weighed nothing. She threw him a little in the air and caught him again, spinning around and mashing his entire body against her chest as she hugged him. “Whoop!” She giggled, “Well, are you ready for the bestest birthday ever?! Pizza, cake, ice cream, and two beautiful young ladies. Every body’s perfect birthday party!”

Adrien groaned as he was squeezed a little too hard by Fraise. “T... That sounds nice!”

“We’re throwing Gwen’s diet right out the window with this, so you better appreciate it!” Fraise said. Gwen glared daggers at her wife, who just stuck her tongue out at her.

Gwen walked over and took Adrien away from her wife. “Just for that, you’re serving the food.” She then turned and carried Adrien to her dining room. It was just as lavish as the rest of the apartment; the table was... mahogany? And enormous.

“Aw! Fine!” Fraise huffed.

Adrien’s head was spinning. After that, Gwen and Fraise entertained him like it was a regular birthday party... except there was no one his age actually in attendance. They sat together and ate pizza. After that, they ate cake and ice cream together. Fraise and Gwen sung him happy birthday and didn’t give him a moment to come down from the festivities. Fraise’s sunshine attitude was infectious, and it was hard not to have fun when she was encouraging you to. They reconciled over what Adrien missed over the years, shared stories, and celebrated... well, him! Lots of memories were brought up and shared. In the end, it was like he’d gotten together with...

... Well the were like old aunts he hadn’t seen in a long time. That was a weird thought, considering he was actually older than they were.

By the end of it, Adrien was well-fed and happy. This birthday was turning out to be amazing.

Eventually the food was eaten, and things started to settle down. Adrien felt stuffed to the gills with pizza and cake. Were he still physically forty-year-old, a night like that would have come back to haunt him before too long. Quietly, he hoped that his younger form would have a better time managing that situation. Even so, he slumped back with a satisfied sigh once it was all over, patting himself on the belly. A birthday well spent, as far as he was concerned.

“Soooo,” Fraise slammed her massive boobs onto the table, folding her arms on them and resting her chin there as she sat next to Adrien, “Now the fun part, yeah?”

“Oh,” Adrien said staring squarely at those enormous breasts, “The... fun part?”

Gwen chuckled, scooting in next to Adrien as well and wrapping him up in her arms. He hugged him against her chest and teased his hair somewhat. “You know what she means, I’m sure,” She said, “It’s time for two hot, horny older women to tend to that giant boner in your jeans.”

Those words ran through Adrien like an electric current. “W-Wait, s... seriously?” He squeaked, his excitement skyrocketing in mere moments. His dick swelled up almost instantly, just at the suggestion!

“Mmmhm!” Fraise giggled, reaching down under the table to squeeze Adrien’s leg. Of course, with his erection bulging down his pants, she more-so directly honked that big boy-dick. Adrien visibly jumped, but Fraise didn’t relent. She kneaded and rubbed that big tent pole of a bulge with a saucy look in her eye. “A cute boy... with a big huge dick... it’s so... I don’t know what!”

“We’re shota-cons,” Gwen shrugged, only blushing a little, “Both of us, together. Just a little... interest of ours. It’s nothing sinister, I promise you that. We just prefer our men... on the slight side.”

“Most of those big strong masculine men don’t like it when I can throw them across a room anyway, most of the time,” Fraise added, “But tossing you onto a bed would just be fun!”

Fraise stood up and got behind Adrien’s seat, casting a shadow over him via her massive, looming bust. “Speaking of which!” She said, hooking her hands under his arms and hoisting him up into the air. She had to drag him past her own tits to do so, sending them into a wobble when she finally got Adrien up over her head. “It begiiiiiins!”

Fraise giggled as she carried Adrien off to the bedroom like that. She had to tuck him in close to her body to get through the door though, considering she herself had to lower her head just to get inside. Gwen followed the two of them, chastising her wife as she threw Adrien onto the bed, quite literally! He bounced on the mattress and looked around in wonder. He’d never seen a bed so massive. Like a California King, at least!

“Fraise, be gentle with him!” Gwen said, “You’re getting too excited!”

“Oh, come on, look what I’m wearing!” Fraise said, plucking again at her negligee, “I can’t help it when I’m dressed like this. I’m just ready to go!”

Fraise jumped onto the bed, making Adrien freeze up like a deer in a truck’s headlights. “And as far as being dressed goes, you’re wearing too much!” Fraise said, “Let’s get those clothes of yours off...”

The titanic mouse wiggled her fingers deviously before lashing out to start working off Adrien’s pants. She really was too excited, and his pants didn’t fit quite so well, so in her efforts to tug them off she pulled him around a bit, dragging him across the sheets. Eventually she steadied him with a hand on his chest and tugged his pants off quick. His massive dick sprung up when it was given that freedom, sticking up in the air thicker than one of his legs and just as long.

“Whoa!” Fraise marvelled at Adrien’s member, holding it in one hand and waving it around, making it wobble. “Look at this thing! Did Alex do that too, or were you always this big? Gwen, look! It’s an actual third leg!”

Adrien flustered and looked to Gwen, who had taken to stripping down completely. She was just getting out of her skirt, her heavy breasts already bared, and it took a bit of work to wiggle out of her bottoms, underwear and all. She was left naked, and Adrien gawked at her plush, thick, curvaceous body. She had grown more than he could have ever imagined. “I see that, Fraise,” Gwen humoured her wife, climbing onto the bed and taking his shaft into her hand. They could grab it together easily, with length to spare. “It really is... incredible, isn’t it? You’re such a big boy, Addy!”

Fraise’s expression turned devious. “Oh, I know exactly what to do with this then,” She said, looking to her wife, “The double-job!”

Gwen gasped. “Oh, you’re right! It’s not often that we get something big enough for that. This might be juuuuuust barely there.”

Adrien was panting, his breathing short and heavy. He was so excited already! “Double-job? What’s a double-job?”

“Oooohohoho,” Fraise grinned, “You’ll see! Sorry if we’re too heavy for you, but we’ll be gentle, promise.”

Fraise sat up to pull her negligee up and over her head, which promptly got caught on her breasts. She had to settle for pulling her arms through one at a time before pushing it up to get it completely off, but then her naked body was on display save for her panties... not that Adrien could even see them past her giant breasts that dominated the front of her. Still, he stared. She was kind of flawless, in s way... like a giant marble statue. A real work of art! Gwen soon dominated his vision, however, as she climbed over to straddle his body. She planted herself down on his torso, her giant ass rubbing against his cock as she settled in.

Adrien found his arms pinned to his sides by Gwen’s heavy thighs. He couldn’t move a muscle, and she was so incredibly heavy! If she weren’t bracing herself on her knees a little, he wouldn’t have been able to breathe. Effectively, she’d smothered him from his chest to his crotch, nudging his dick outward with her fat ass. This was exciting but made more so by the fact that Fraise positioned herself at his feet and mashed her massive boobs against her wife’s big butt and trapped his dick between them.

“Ah!” Adrien squeaked out a surprised gasp, and the girls giggled at him.

“This is our ultimate technique!” Fraise declared, “No man has ever stood up to the double-job!”

“How’s he looking back there?” Gwen asked, giving her hips a wiggle.

“Well, he’s just barely poking out, I think!” Fraise shoved her boobs against them a little harder and reached over them to look around for Adrien’s dick. She couldn’t see it from her vantage, but her fingertips did graze the tip as she rubbed around between her breasts. “There he is! Not bad! A good fit for your butt, at least!”

“Well, a guy’s gotta have a three-foot dick if they want to get through all your tit, dear.” Gwen chuckled, “All the better, though. Time to get to work.”

Gwen braced herself and began to bounce her hips, lifting and dropping her ass, the fat cheeks of it mashed around Adrien’s cock firmly against her wife’s tits. Fraise’s boobs overtook Gwen’s butt by a bit, creating a prison for the tiger-boy’s dick and entrapping it completely. She, too, kneaded and squeezed her boobs together powerfully. The movements on her end were slight but working with Gwen it felt amazing. He was being rubbed off by some of the biggest, fattest, softest parts of a woman’s body he could! And he was helpless to withstand it. He couldn’t even move!

“O-Ooh... wow...!” He moaned, squirming around beneath them as they sandwiched his shaft. They rubbed against him a little unevenly, up and down either side of his dick, making it a constant and unrelenting assault of stimulation. His toes curled as their fat, furry fun bags rub-rub-rubbed, his cock twitching and throbbing so strongly that it jumped around for joy. Fraise giggled at how his member felt throbbing so strongly and redoubled her efforts to squeeze her boobs against him. It started to feel wet in there, what with how much pre-cum he was shooting and how Fraise’s colossal breasts began leaking creamy milk into the mix.

Gwen wasn’t dropping her ass on him too hard, in fact focusing more of her efforts into gyrating her hips and rolling them about to bump and grind more than anything. Adrien could feel her glutes under all that fat giving her cheeks an extra little bounce and squeeze on top of what came about simply by virtue of taking up as much space as she did and crowding his shaft.

“Hehehe, he’s about to pop!” Fraise giggled, “His dick’s going nuts!”

Gwen suddenly stopped her movements and pat Adrien on the cheek. “Not yet, little guy,” She said, moving to get off him. The cool air that hit him when her hot, padded body left him made him shiver. She instead got in snug next to his dick, squeezing it tightly in her hand and mashing it against her wife’s boobs as she started to run her tongue all up and down that meaty, sweaty pole. “Hold it back, Addy! You can’t cum until we say so!”

Adrien closed his eyes tight and grit his teeth so hard he thought he might shatter them. Gwen squeezed the underbelly of his cock tight to keep him from blowing his load, and continued to slurp loudly over his shaft, drenching it in her hot drool. Fraise rolled forwards on her breasts a little and shoved her head down to pop Adrien’s tip into her mouth. She couldn’t get any further than that, but she began running and flicking her tongue all around it fast and eager. It made Adrien suck in a hiss through his teeth and grip the bed sheets in his hands. He did everything he could to hold back, but even through it all, his dick was drooling spunk into Fraise’s mouth. The mouse greedily lapped it up without hesitation.

Adrien twisted and tried kicking his feet, but they remained pined under Fraise’s body. He felt like he was going to explode! And they just kept pushing him, the looks on their faces so dedicated to this craft that it almost seemed... casual! But it was obvious they were enjoying themselves. They were being really vocal about it! They moaned and sighed pleasantly, and Gwen left loud, sucking smooches along his dick like she was trying to give it a hicky. Adrien felt like he was going crazy!

Fraise popped off the tip of his cock and closed her eyes as pre-cum rained down over her head, just shooting from his cock like a streamer. “Oh, he’s gonna cum for sure!” Fraise said, “D’ya wanna take it?”

Gwen relented her oral assault and smiled. “Don’t mind if I do.”

She rose again, and this time Fraise backed off too. Adrien lifted his head to watch Gwen stand over him, straddling him, and then lowering herself until her plump pussy pressed against the tip of his cock. He gasped sharply in anticipation and tried not to just flail around in excitement. He held his breath tight and watched eagerly, and Gwen giggled at his barely contained, boyish enthusiasm. She had reached down between her legs and used her fingertips to hold Adrien’s cock steady. Then, in one smooth and familiar motion, she plunged down and took Adrien’s cock deep into her body... very, very deep! She nearly took the entire thing at once and moaned her appreciation for the size of it.

Adrien popped like a cork. He couldn’t help it! Just the entry alone was enough to make him feel permitted and he didn’t hold back. He cried out in bliss and erupted hot cum into Gwen’s pussy, and Gwen tensed up at the sudden rush of heat that pumped up into her body. She shuddered as she, too, came, one hand resting on her tummy as she felt it filling up with jizz. Fraise had the angle to watch them fuck, staring as her wife’s pussy overflowed with boy-cum that spilled back out over them in hot, sticky, sloppy waves. Fraise giggled at them as their bodies seemed to lock in place together, aside from some involuntary hip-twitches.

A resounding and virile load later, and Gwen sluggishly rose again from Adrien’s body. Adrien groaned as his swollen, satisfied cock slipped out and splat against his belly. Gwen barely kept her footing, collapsing at his side and tentatively reaching down between her legs, smearing her fingertips into the sloppy mess that drooled out. “Whew... not bad... Though, you could have held back at least a bit longer. Kids these days...” She said, clicking her tongue, “Fraise isn’t going to like it if you shoot that fast.”

Adrien blinked, and before he knew what was going on, Fraise had dropped down at his side and sprawled out on her back. She grabbed him and pulled him into her chest, throwing him on top of her much to his surprise. She splayed her long, thin legs out wide as she grinned up at him. “Me next!” She said, “Fuck me now! You can still do it, right? Hold my titties while you do. Right on the nips!”

She planted his hands on her large, rubbery nipples for him. He squeezed them like handholds, and whatever refractory he felt he needed seemed to wash away. His swollen cock was stiffening up all over again. Fraise reached down and gave him a smack on the ass. “Go on, Addy! It’s your birthday present, after all!” She encouraged him, “Get down there!”

Adrien tried to keep a hold on her breasts as he scooted back, but she was too tall and there was too much ground to cover. He had to let her go, but it allowed him to take his place between her legs and smoothly push his cock up into her own pussy too. The second he even got the head in, it CLAMPED down on him like she’d been doing kegels since before he was born. He yelped, it was so sudden and so tight, but he took it as a challenge. He reared back and then thrust as hard as he could to pierce all that vaginal muscle, slamming into Fraise to the hilt. The poor mouse’s eyes may as well have turned to hearts as she lifted her hips up sharply and cried out, cum gushing from her pussy in a spray.

Adrien’s birthday had already been so great, and now he was settling in for a long night of a threesome with two of the hottest women he knew. And he barely felt tired, most of all! He had so much youthful energy, that he would fuck Fraise and bust a nut in her, only to return to Gwen again to give her a proper do-over. Of course, Fraise was never down for long. She had him clean her up afterwards and returned the favour before letting him tit fuck her until his legs gave out. Then, of course, he couldn’t go a night without taking Gwen’s ass, and she was all too willing to oblige him.

Eventually he did fall asleep, happy, contented, all the worries of the day washed away. With people like that in his life, growing up wasn’t so bad.

He couldn’t wait for when he’d hunt down Alex and get the spell reversed. Knowing that cheeky sorceress, it was going to be a longer and even more arduous night than he’d just had. 
