Son of Mine
by Havoc

“A mother's love is patient and forgiving when atlhers are forsaking, it never fails or faltersgrev
though the heart is breaking.”
- Helen Rice

Mena put the plates of scrambled eggs and sausatie alining room table, and she walked
back to the kitchen to grab some glasses and tblegpiof orange juice. Once she had them, she
returned to the dining room and placed the glassgsto the two place settings, filling them with
orange juice before she cupped one hand arounthiezle. “Dylan!” she called up the stairs.
“Breakfast is ready! Come on down, sweetie!”

Knowing that it would be a few minutes yet befoex kon came down to eat, the Ninetails
walked to the kitchen one more time just to tidyaulitle bit before sitting down to breakfast. Men
was a slightly taller-than-average woman, with whiges and a pleasantly plump rear, a plumpness that
was found all over body and gave her a curvy,figlhed appearance. In all honesty, she cut quite a
attractive figure, but eighteen years back at ¢éinelér age of twenty-five she had been slender, avith
rack that had made the men drool and the womermesviVell, she had kept the tits but put on a few
pounds since becoming a mother, and frequentlyedhself-conscious about what she perceived to be
the loss in desirability. She knew that was the Wwaryex-husband had felt, especially since he had r
off ten years ago with his twenty-two-year-old stary, a whorish little Lopunny whose looks couldn'
have held a candle to Mena in her prime. Good ridddo bad rubbish, she'd thought at the time,
though she did fondly recall the way that he'd fadover her when they'd been dating.

A rapid thudding coming down the stairs alerted Mémher son's impending arrival. Brushing
her golden-yellow, fluffy long hair out of her facghe put a smile on and walked out to the dining
room, still wearing her pink-ruffled apron over Herom jeans” and short-sleeve white shirt. She came
in just in time to see her son, Dylan, sit dowthattable.

Dylan was a high-school senior, just a few weelst ps eighteenth birthday, and he was the
light of his mother's life. He hadn't evolved yeipre than a little late on that particular matéer
since he was still a Vulpix he had a sort of sligintish figure. Not that he was a weakling, oy#dring
like that. Her son was on his school's soccer tsanhe was in shape, even if he didn't have much in
the way of muscle definition. He wore his hair Btlg long, so that it curled a bit, similar to fsix
tails, and just like her his hair sometimes intexflewith his green eyes. Mena thought that hemgam
quite the attractive young man. If he had any jdethow attractive she thought he was, well...he

might have seen the little ways in which she tedsedvery differently.



For Mena, the last ten years had been happy oneshbste ones. She hadn't done too well on
the dating front since Dylan's father had left Ikt some women, it might have been just the fact o
being out of the game for so long, but for heraiswdifferent. In Mena's mind, she'd had all the man
that she needed under the same roof with her f&s.depr years now, she'd had her eye on her very
own son. That was why she loved teasing him so nilitings had started out innocent at first, an
extra kiss here or there easily brushed off ashasbeing a caring mother. Over the years, she had
gotten somewhat bolder with her teasing. If thegrewvent to the beach for vacation, she would wear
bathing suits geared to much younger women. Shkatithest to catch his eye, flaunting her body
while making herself seem oblivious to what she d@isg. Dylan would usually express
awkwardness at what she was doing, but she justokewith her flirty act. Every now and then she
would see his eyes linger just a little longer tbanld be explained by innocent curiosity, or hosly
shift in that subtle way that let her know her [ildiyess having its desired effect. But Mena was
getting impatient. No matter how hard she teasedsbn had never made a move, whether it was a
lack of desire or a lack of confidence. And theeswnly one sure way for Mena to determine whether
it was a lack of desire. She would have to takegshaf the situation.

Mena folded her hands in her lap, looking acrosddble at her son. “I hope you're hungry,”
she said. “I made an extra big breakfast this nmgyhi

Dylan grinned as he picked up his fork. “I can #e#,” he said. “Scrambled eggs and sausage,
my favorite. What's the occasion?” He scooped bgdorkful of eggs. The Vulpix was dressed for
class, in his school's uniform of gray slacks,achklshirt, and a green-and-gray striped tie.

“No special occasion,” Mena replied, shrugging. $fa¢ched her son take a bite of eggs, and
saw the delight in his eyes when he tasted them s8filed sweetly. “I just want to make sure my boy
has what he needs for a full day.”

With a little snort of laughter, Dylan rolled higes. “Come on, mom. I'm not a little kid
anymore.”

“Fine, so my big, strong man has what he needs.”

“I'm not big, either,” Dylan said, laughing hardele took a bite of sausage next, and then he
reached for the pepper shaker, presumably to poe ©;m his eggs.

Mena saw an opportunity, and she raised hersdifomp her chair. “Oh, let me, sweetie.” She
plucked the pepper shaker up from the table bddgtan could get it. Reaching across the table, she
began to shake pepper onto his eggs for him. ‘Shystvhen.” As she leaned over, she accidentally-on-
purpose happened to give him a clear view dowrirtive of her shirt. Her breasts were just resting o

the tabletop, and the tight shirt she was wearnegged them together, creating a picture-perfect



example of cleavage. Even with the apron, therestith&nough of a gap for him to see. The fluffy
yellow fur of her chest, tufted just right, wasrhéor his eyes to feast on. Mena glanced up, anttc
see that he was looking.

“Wh-When,” Dylan said, finally tearing his eyes anand looking off to one side at a blank
spot on the wall. The red fur on his cheeks haifieltliout a little, and he seemed more than a bit
flustered. He picked his fork back up to go backating. “Thanks, mom.”

Mena sat back down in her chair and put the pegipegker down. “You're welcome, sweetie.
That's what I'm here for.” She started to eat lar breakfast. “What's going on at school today?”

“Ah...not much.” Dylan started back into his breadtf appearing to shake off the experience of
what he'd just seen. After all, he was used tortum's teasing by now, even if he didn't quite eeali
her purpose behind it. “I have a precalculus gamd then there's soccer practice after schoohd'll
home a little late.”

“Oh, that's okay. What do you feel like for dinrier?

Dylan shifted in his seat. “Actually...Uh...Joeydadick wanted to go out for pizza after
practice today. | guess | forgot to say.”

Mena's smile faltered a little, but the Ninetarled to keep a cheerful expression on her face.
“Well, that's okay,” she assured hiDamn...That kinda messes with my plan a little.d@es it?
Hmm...“l guess you're getting a little old to be hangmg with your mom all the time.” She put just
the right amount of disappointment in her voicéenttuce some good old motherly guilt, and she even
let her foxlike ears fall back some. “You go ahaad have fun with your friends, hon. I'll get by.”

Her words had the desired impact on her son. “Irmgalon’'t have to go out for pizza,” he said.
“I can be home for dinner.”

“No, no, no,” Mena said, shaking her head insisyefiDon't mind me, sweetie. You enjoy
yourself tonight.” She raised a finger, wagglingniee mock scolding fashion. “You just be back lbefo
dark, mister. Get me? You have school tomorrow,’too

Breaking into a grin, Dylan nodded. “Sure. No peshl Thanks, mom.”

“Of course, Dylan.” Mena smiled to herself, turningr attention back to her own breakfast. In
the back of her mind, though, she was scheminigie sicheme.

Don't you be late, boy-o...

Later that day, in the evening, Mena stepped othe@thower, toweling off her golden-furred
body. She'd spent most of the day puttering allmihbuse, taking care of little chores here anckthe

The kitchen was perfectly clean, and the livingmoand downstairs closets had been cleaned and



organized. That had left her with just enough timbetween all of that for a good lunch and a toip
the grocery store, and then she'd been thoroughlyyrfor a nice hot shower. The Ninetails had taken
special care this evening, not only shampooindhaerbut also the rest of her fur, when usuallympla
soap was good enough for her. Mena took a deephboéthe still-steamy air in the bathroom, and the
scent of lilac filled her nostrils. She hadn't uti@d shampoo in years, but it had still been alihack

of the cabinet. It had been what she washed witbpewial occasions with her ex. And if her plans
went as they were supposed to, this was certaoilyggo be a special occasion.

Dropping her towel on the floor, Mena walked outled bathroom and into her bedroom, where
she sat down on a stool in front of a vanity mirRicking up a brush and a blow dryer, she gotddw
on making her flattened, matted fresh-out-of-thevgtr hair and fur look presentable. Not just
presentable, immaculate. By her calculations, ifaD\s soccer practice went the way it was supposed
to, and he went out for pizza afterward, she haaighn hour and a half before he got home. Brushing
and drying her fur took forty-five minutes, whidaftl her another forty-five to get everything absely
perfect.

The first thing | need to think of.Mena thoughtls what to wear..She put her brush and blow
dryer down and stood up from her stool. Puttingdrers behind her head, she looked at her nude body
in the mirror, and turned this way and that. Wién hrms back, the pudge around her hips and waist
were pulled back and seemed to disappear, andéastb perked up. The fantasy was momentary,
however, because as soon as she lowered her aemyshéng went back into place. Still, just because
she had a more weight and a little more sag hetdrere didn't mean she wasn't still attractiveatVvh
some people called fat, others called curves, dmat wome people called sag, others called character
Mena was a lot better looking than she sometimes barself credit for. When it came right down to
it, she was generally satisfied with the way slokéal, even if there might have been room for
improvementWearing nothing is always a good optiohena wagged her nine fluffy tails, tossing
her head and running a hand through her long, figvair. She blew a kiss to the mirror, then tilted
her head to one sidé/ell...Maybe not. | want to entice Dylan, not sdaira away. If | know my son,
and | like to think | do, he's never seen a reamaa naked outside of a dirty magazine. Best not to
intimidate the boy.

Mena went over to her closet and opened the slidoay. With one hand on her hip, she tapped
the side of her muzzle thoughtfully and surveyedtwias inside. Reaching in, she pulled out a
matched bra and panty set, colored fire engineSkd.turned back and faced the mirror, holding them
up in front of her. The red clashed with her yellimwin a way that she liked, and of course red was

practically the color of sex. Again, though, dditbit too racy and intimidating for what she was



planning. Going back to the closet, she took onh@hangers off of the rack inside. This one lzeld
teddy colored a combination of pink, light greemd d&rown that gave the appearance of a fancy piece
of candy. Mena considered it for a moment, but tem shook her head and put it back. A nice article
of clothing for when one wanted to have a bit of,faut this was serious business. Besides thagnt
the opposite direction of the last thing, and cedaup a little bit too much. Maybe she didn't wiant
intimidate her son, but she wanted to flaunt herdgo too.

“What to choose, what to choose...,” she mumbldtktself, her ruby red eyes scanning the
contents of her closet. She put the teddy backkaptiup her search. One of these days, she radlly d
need to clean out this closet. Over the eight yslae&dd been married to Dylan's father, she hadsedas
a frankly shameful amount of naughty attire. Sornthis stuff might not even fit anymore. A pity,
since at least once upon a time she had lookeddtnin all of it. But surely there was something
here that would be perfect for the occasion. Adtéew more moments, an item in the back of theetlos
caught Mena's eye. “Oh, that might work...”

Reaching back, she unhooked the item she'd seepudliad it out of the closet. The lights in
the bedroom caught the shimmer of the materialrjgbt, sending a sparkle through the garment. Oh,
yes, this was the one. Mena carried it over tanireor and held it up in front of her. Black, trineth
with faux fur, this was a nightie that she'd newern. She had actually bought it the day beforeetxer
had run off, intending it as a surprise for himwNib could be a surprise, but for a very different
person.

Let's see if you still fit...

Taking the nightie off of the hanger, Mena pulledver her head. Tugging it down so that the
thin straps caught on her shoulders, she adjussedthat it was properly placed over her body. Wihe
was in position, she reached behind and zippep, istiaightening her hair as she surveyed herself i
the mirror. The results were better than she chaide hoped for. The top of the nightie was lacychl
with patterns of red, but still opaque enough tretbreasts couldn't be seen clearly through thecfa
though her nipples could faintly be made out. ¥ettop was low cut enough that her cleavage was
clearly visible. Mena cupped her hands underneattbteasts, feeling them through the nightie.
Enough support that she wasn't flopping all overglace, but if she leaned over her breasts hung
away, free to jiggle pleasantly and invitingly.

The fun didn't stop with the top, either. Moving leges down the nightie, she looked at the
skirt portion, which started just above her bellytbn with an elastic band that held the garmeyhtti
around her waist. The freely swaying material ef $kirt was translucent black, and her lower body

was thinly veiled to whatever prying eyes mightp@pto gaze upon her. Mena stepped her legs apart.



The fur-lined hem of the nightie was mid-thigh, ahd gap between her legs was visible through the
skirt. Mena couldn't actually make out the detaflber pussy, what with the combined interferenice o
the fabric and her fur, but imagination was the earhthe game. She turned around, and gave a
pleased growl. The nightie was cut longer in tha,rand it was slit up the back like many such
garments made for those with tails. As her nins ®awvished back and forth, they pushed the sides of
the nightie aside like curtains, revealing her amnplllowy ass for brief moments. What a view!

“So perfect,” Mena pronounced. This was the onestwe. Covering enough to be innocently
playful, yet revealing enough to be tantalizing wipeesented the right way. The way that it fit her
would make her irresistible to any male's eyesshetonly needed it to be that for one man. The
Ninetails just hoped that her son would see itslime way that she did.

Giggling sultrily, Mena glanced at the clock onersmtime. She still had fifteen minutes until
Dylan was supposed to be home, and admiring hars#iie mirror while thinking about the evening to
come had gotten her into an even friskier moodian't quite time yet, but surely starting a lighaly
wouldn't be a bad thing. Going to her bedroom dsiog, pushed it gently to, leaving it half open.The
she went back to her bed and laid down on it, ivex fiuffy long tails creating a cushion underneath
her rear and beneath her legs. Mena pulled upahredi her nightie to her hips, parting her thighs
enough until she felt air on her sex. With a lighich, she put a finger to the downy, soft fur lesw
her legs. She was already damp from thinking aiabatt she was going to do, and she felt it on the ti
of her finger. She traced her finger over her pligsy which were already swollen with arousal.

“Mmm...,” the Ninetails murmured, closing her eyesl letting her head relax against the
pillows. She reached down with her other hand,qgito spread her pussy apart, and allowed her
finger to touch herself more directly. Inside, bek was absolutely soaked, and her fingertip slid
around the slick, warm flesh easily, teasing litteEmors of pleasure through her lower body. “Ehat’
nice.”

Crooking her finger, Mena bit her lip gently as shd it inside of her vagina, curling it up to
press along the upper wall of her passage. Fosyeaw she had been solely responsible for her own
pleasure, and she knew exactly how and where thttmubring herself to dizzying heights of ecstasy.
She began to slide her finger in and out of herkelf claw providing a tingly, sharp edge to thivety
goodness. At the same time, her thumb started itbisva slow, steady circle over her clit with
practiced pressure. In the quiet of her bedroormav®uld hear the quiet, almost imperceptible moist
sounds of her masturbation. It felt so good, beinethen she knew that it could be so much betteg on
she had her son with her.

Oh gods...she thought to herself. Her head tilted back asstlrted to thrust her hips up subtly,



going along with her self-fingering. Mena pictuteel son, coming to her and being the lover that she
had always wanted, that his father had never tsagn to her. She had seen him naked more than her
fair share of times (she was his mother, after alil she most definitely liked what she had seen.
was gorgeous, even if he was still a Vulpix, anel sbuldn't have asked for a more perfect specirien o
a young man. She slipped a second finger insioggimng that it was her son, penetrating her body
and taking her oveles...

Mena rolled to the side and reached over with resr hand to her nightstand, and she opened
the top drawer. Rummaging around inside, she wétlvdxr small but choice toy of hers, a small pink
bullet vibrator. She switched it on and broughtatween her legs. Mena pressed the buzzing davice t
her clit, where it began working its magic. Sheeggayoud whimpering moan of pleasure, her legs
tensing up and the muscles in her tails undulatimderneath her. Her fingers were flying now, her
wrist starting to ache as she slid them in andobbier sopping pussy as fast as she could manage.

“F-Fuck...,” Mena growled through her teeth, hezdsts heaving as she brought herself closer
to climax. “Almost there...” From downstairs, shealhd the faint sound of the front door opening and
closing, and her ears pricked up. “Perfect timidgme to mama...”

When he walked through the front door of his hoisgan was in a fantastic mood. Soccer
practice had gone absolutely perfectly, with thaatosingling him out for praise on his techniguel a
as planned he and his buddies had gone out foa pifterwards at Freddy's, their favorite pizza@lac
They'd played a few video games there, and Dylamdvioave stayed there late if he hadn't
remembered his promise to his mother to be hommréelark. Joey and Nick, his friends, had been
disappointed when he said he had to go, but he ketter than to disobey his mother. As nice as she
could be, when he messed up she made sure he krigmhe left his friends to their games and made
his way home, quickly arriving at his front doordaentering.

“Mom, I'm home!” he called, kicking off his shoesdtossing his bag next to the door. The
Vulpix teen walked into the living room, expectitmysee his mother there waiting. But the room was
empty. “Huh...Car's still here. She's gotta be hdieen he shrugged. “Eh...She's probably in the
shower or something.”

With that, Dylan went to the stairs, feeling like bught to take a shower himself. Like his
mother, he had his own bathroom attached to hisobed so that was exactly where he was headed.
To get to his bedroom, he had to go upstairs arkl @@vn the long hall on the second floor, which
would take him past his mother's room. As he gahéotop of the stairs, he saw that the door to her

room was partially open, with light coming fromishs. He didn't think much of it, until he got about



halfway to the door. Once he was closer, the sigetgpokémon could hear an odd series of noises. A
soft whimpering sound, high-pitched and made blyakyg voice, accompanied by a subtle buzzing and
a quiet, fluid noise that he couldn't place. Thss@® seemed to be coming from his mother's roodh, an
his curiosity got the better of him as he walkedtp&topping at the door, he looked inside.

What he saw there made his eyes shoot wide open.

The Vulpix had a clear view inside of his mothéeslroom, and she was lying on her bed. She
was wearing what could only generously be callethels, a black nightie with fuzzy faux fur that
covered her torso reasonably well but the lowef dfaher body not well at all. But it wasn't the
garment she was wearing that had made him wideeyleis, it was what she was doing. His Ninetails
mother was reclined, her legs spread wide operfjrigers of one of her hands working furiously on
her pussy while the other held a small, buzzing\elgator against her clit. She was moaning loudly,
the sound which had drawn his attention in the pitace, and her body was writhing about in the
throes of intense pleasure.

Dylan could feel his breath start to quicken alenth the pace of his heart. He wasn't a
sheltered boy, and he wasn't stupid. He knew tisahbther masturbated. Even if he hadn't been able
to hear it some nights when it was quiet in thesepghe was a healthy, single woman who didn't date
much. On an academic level, the teen would havevikribat she probably tended to herself on a
regular basis. However, knowing that she did it actially seeing her do it were two very different
things. As much as he knew he ought not be watdhimghother do this, he found himself unable to
look away. At the same time, he felt a swellingtstaside his tight-fitting soccer shorts.

He lost track of how long he stood there, peerimgugh the cracked door. His eyes were more
concerned with the curves if his mother's body, thiedwvay she was twisting around on the bed. Her
luxurious, fluffy yellow fur was a treat for his ga He really did think his mother was an attraetiv
woman, even with the extra padding she carried &edethere. Dylan knew it was wrong of him to
think that way, but when he looked at her largeabi® wide, pudgy hips, and the matted, slickened f
between her legs, he couldn't help being turned on.

Before long, though, he got nervous. His mothetadtok up at any moment, and if she saw
him spying on her, that could be it for him. Dragghimself away from her bedroom door, he made
his way to his own room. He tried not to think teerd about what he had seen, but it had been a
powerful image, indeed. As he went inside his bedr@and closed the door, he noticed more than ever
how hard he was. As he stripped out of his sweatgex clothes, his cock stood out in front of him,
several inches of the red organ protruding fronfigy sheathe. Gingerly he touched it, and it gave

twitch as another inch throbbed its way out.



| shouldn't do thishe thought, as he sat down on his bed and swegbhtails out of the way.
Dylan put his hand down to his cock, wrapping imgérs around the exposed portion and slowly
beginning to stroke himself. He closed his eyesaatiéd to mind the image of his mother on her back
with her vibrator buzzing awafut | can't help it...Surely just once would bagiit. She wouldn't
have to know...

Mena heard the soft sound of her son's feet onahgeted floor of the upstairs hallway, and a
few moments later she heard the quiet click obleidroom door closing. With a pleasured sigh, she sa
up on her bed and surveyed herself. She looketlghtfal mess. Her fur, which had been so nicely
brushed just a little while ago, was tousled amdpied like she had just had a rough night's sl€bp.
same could be said of her long, thick yellow hargl that was to say nothing of the slick, mattedsne
between her legs. Smiling to herself, she turnéti@flittle pink vibrator and set it on the nigtatsd,
and then she went back to her mirror to brush herdo it would look presentable again. She was
slightly shaky as she walked, her legs weakened thee absolutely sinful treatment she had just
finished giving herself.

He watched for quite a whil¢he Ninetails thought to herself as she ran thestbthrough her
long tressesBut he didn't come inside. | suppose | shouldn$dsurprised by that. But stillShe
gave a little shudder of excitemehie watched me. He wouldn't do that if he didn't $eene
attraction, however deep down it might be. | gubssmight take just a little bit longer than | had
hoped. Ah, well...At least | got to relieve somesstfor a bit!

When she was done with her grooming, Mena felt éhbisty, so she decided to head down to
the kitchen for a little something to drink befdred. She got up from her vanity and made a brigf st
at the closet, where she took her robe off of greglar and put it on, tying the sash loosely abeut h
waist. She left her bedroom, intending to headHerstairs, but before she could take a step in tha
direction her ears twitched. She thought she haditde sound, something that she hadn't heard
before. Curiously, Mena turned her head in thectima it was coming from, and her eyes locked on
her son's bedroom door.

Now herself playing the spy, she crept over toswer's room, careful not to make a sound. Her
nine fluffy tails twitched anxiously behind herstse placed a hand on the door and leaned intodt, a
she pressed one ear against the wood. Dylan wasudby inside, and from what Mena could hear, he
was hard at work. She felt her arousal growing aagwhe heard quiet moans, the volume occasionally
rising as it turned into deeper groans. She hadmuesard her son masturbating before. Though she

had assumed that like all boys his age he wouldlggj Mena had supposed he would be discreet



about it, not at all like her.

“Oh, mom...”

Mena's heart skipped several beats when she Hestycdahd her mouth opened in surprise. Her
tails started wagging a mile a minute when shezedlthat her son was jacking off while fantasizing
about her! Apparently her little show had workettdrethan she'd realized! She knew that if thismtas
a gift from the gods of opportunity, she didn't kinehat else could be. With a thrill of anticipatjeane
reached for the door handle and silently, everasefally turned it. When it was turned all the wslge
very gently pushed the door in to open it.

Dylan was seated on his bed, naked, half turne¢ &wen her, and better yet his eyes were
closed. The Ninetails could see his shoulder mowirggway that made it even more obvious what he
was doing with the arm attached to it. She crarecthbck, and as she peered around his body she
could see her son's cock. She felt her legs goyshakl the area between her legs heated up like a
furnace. His prick was absolutely perfect. Menaldo'tibelieve she hadn't ever seen it when he was
wearing those tight soccer shorts of his. He wamshes long, at least, thick, and just the péyfec
delicious shade of red. Her eighteen-year-old swhhis fingers wrapped firmly around his shaft, and
he was stroking himself up and down. His cock ghsd in the light of his room, and Mena knew his
length was slickened with his precum. Almost invaérily she licked her lips. She wanted to taste hi
so bad, and she was tired of waiting.

Softly, Mena cleared her throat. All in an instahg Vulpix's ears perked up and he whipped his
head around. His eyes went wide as he saw his msi#eding in the doorway, and he gave a yip of
surprise and put both hands over his lap, hidisgcbck from her view. Then he thought better ahid
reached over and grabbed his pillow, and broughtet his lap to offer a better cover.

“M-Mom!” Dylan gasped, his face showing equal pati®ck and shame as he realized he'd
been caught masturbating. Mena wondered if he thialge'd heard him say what he had said
moments before. He probably wasn't that with iirigow to think about that. “I, uh...You should bav
knocked, I...I mean...”

Mena played it off well. “I thought I'd come in thheck on you,” she said sweetly. She took a
few steps towards the bed, until she was standg next to it. Her robe was still tied shut, altigh
it was tied very loosely. She knew that the nigktie was wearing was visible underneath it. “I went
to make sure you'd gotten home on time. | didravkiyou were doing...that.”

Though it was difficult to see through the reddashnge fur on his cheeks, Mena could tell that
Dylan was blushing. “I...yeah, | got home when gaid | needed to,” he mumbled. His six tails were

limp on the bed. “I came upstairs and | was getteegly for bed. | didn't want to bother you.” He



swallowed, and looked down at the floor. “I'm sobamassed right now...”

“Embarrassed? Oh, sweetie, there's no need to bareassed.” Mena sat down on the bed next
to him and put a hand on his shoulder. “There'kingtwrong with masturbating.” She saw him redden
a little more as she used that word. “Everyone dodis perfectly natural. All it means is thadyre a
healthy young man.”

Dylan rolled his eyes, groaning a little in his Hliation. “Come on, mom, it doesn't really help
to hear you say that...”

“You didn't seem to be embarrassed when you wetehivegymedo it.”

The way that Dylan froze when she said that, Measa afraid for a moment that his heart
might have stopped. His jaw dropped open and has @ent, if possible, even wider than they had
been before. His fur was standing on end, and gulel tbiear a very quiet, subtle sort of choking eois
coming from deep in his throat. She, on the otlaedh was smiling quite unconcernedly, her nine
fluffy tails waving placidly behind her. One woul¢most have thought, from her expression, that she
had merely been commenting on the weather.

“You...,” Dylan finally managed to croak. He swailed hard and worked some moisture back
into his mouth. “You...You knew | was watching?”

She gave him an almost pitying expression. “Youen&wery subtle, sweetheart.”

“Oh, gods...,” he groaned. The Vulpix covered laisef with his hands. “I can't believe it. You
must think I'm some kind of freak.”

Hearing the tone in her son's voice actually tleead to break Mena's heart a little. “Honey,
not at all,” she assured him. She put an arm arbendon's shoulders, pulling him closer to hex in
gentle hug. “You're not a freak. You're young andaus. And it was my fault for leaving the door
open. | wasn't even thinking.” The lie made het {palty for about half a second. She kept her arm
around her son for a few more minutes, and allothiedsilence to give him a chance to calm down.
Once she thought he was okay again, she spoke.ytidike it?”

Dylan's hands dropped from his face, and he loakdds mother incredulously. “What?” He
seemed as though he was certain he had heardcoereictly.

“I mean, did you like what you saw?” Mena askede &aned back from him, watching his
reaction carefully. “You watched me for more thdliitee while. Did you like seeing me do that?”

“l...I...” Dylan didn't seem to know how he was poped to answer. He was obviously taken
aback by the question. He had probably been asguimat she would give him a gentle
admonishment, or tell him not to snoop on her adauhinstead she was asking him a question like

that. “I mean...”



Mena smiled at him. “You can be honest. | want andst answer. Did you like seeing me
naked, touching myself?”

“W-Well...” The answer was a long time coming. A& glanced down, she could see the
pillow over the young Vulpix's lap rise a littleeHhad probably lost some of his arousal from tluelsh
of her coming inside, but as his mind drifted beckhe memory of what he had seen he seemed to be
regaining it. Finally, Dylan swallowed once moralatowly nodded, although he looked away from
his mother as he did so. “I...I guess | kinda did..

“Did it make you hard when you saw?” she purrednieg close to his ear.

“Y-Yeah...”

Mena acted a little more boldly, and she placedhlaed over top of the pillow on her son's lap.
Her heart beat faster as she felt the hardness obhk, even through the thick padding. “Be honest
with me again. When you were masturbating just nasre you thinking of me?”

Her son couldn't do anything this time except néel was shaking a little bit, through a
combination of confused arousal and discomfituris.red fur had smoothed down, though, and he
didn't seem as embarrassed as he had been éddiea.knew that his teenage horniness was starting
to override the part of his head that would haveeram uncomfortable being in this situation with
her. Seeing that, the Ninetails dropped the headyoé the hammer.

“Do you want to see me naked again?”

Mena was almost surprised by the lack of hesitatidris reply this time. “Yes.”

Grinning wider, she knew that she had him. She &@wea very motherly kiss on the cheek,
and then Mena stood up from the bed, and she mowedto stand right in front of her son. While she
kept her ruby red eyes locked with his green ostes raised her hands to her waist and slowly undid
the sash of her silk robe. She heard her son gixeet gasp as the garment slid off of her shoslder
and puddled on the floor around her feet. His éxmaeled up her body, taking in the sight of her in
nothing but her sheer black nightie. Her voluptubresasts were barely covered by the top, and he
could see her darkened nipples through the matdeaha could smell the scent of her arousal
permeating the air in her son's bedroom, and sbe khat scent would seem all the stronger to him.
She raised her arms to her breasts, and she skimmengzhlms down over them and to her belly,
continuing down to the fur-trimmed hem of the lingeDylan's eyes tracked along with her hands.

“Do you think I'm pretty, Dylan?” Mena asked himyihg not to sound too hopeful or
desperate. This was the moment of truth. She Hestldsm to be honest just a minute ago, after all,
and if she knew anything about young males it wias $exual attraction was tangentially attached to

physical beauty. A male could very well get turmedby the sight of a naked female, even if she Wwasn



all that attractive.

Thankfully, her son came through when she needaddi“You're really beautiful, mom,” he
said, almost before she was finished asking thetoue Dylan almost looked in awe of the sight
before him.

The fire-type female felt a surge of warmth paseugh her body, but she had to make sure.
“You don't think I'm too big?” she asked him witlwarried expression, putting her hands at her waist
where she carried the most extra weight. She tuméte side to show him her belly and her rump at
the same time. From looking at herself in the mjrsbe knew she had a slight paunch. “I'm notfat a
saggy?”

Dylan looked amazed that she would even ask thstigue “No, you're not,” he insisted.
“You're...I mean...I think you're really, reallygity, mom.”

Mena broke into probably the widest smile she haat enade. Hearing her son say that to her
made her really happy. “Thank you, Dylan,” she guasHacing him fully again. “It's been a while nc
a man has said that to me.” She regained her Kpyession once more, and she leaned over slightly
Dylan's gaze locked onto her cleavage. “I bet yantwne to takeverythingoff, though, don't you?”

Somewhat more eager now, Dylan nodded his headridyw Without saying anything else,
except for the silent joy of her furiously waggitagls, Mena reached behind herself and drew down th
zipper at the back of the nightie. Shrugging heusdters, she let the straps slip away, and the gairm
fell away from her breasts. Dylan gasped agaireasalw the huge, furry orbs unveiled completely to
him for probably the first time since he had beenrdant. The pillow on his lap was pushed up even
more. Pleased by his reaction, Mena put her handsrneath them and lifted them slightly. Her dark
brown nipples stood out starkly against the golgidiow of her fur, and they were very erect right
now.

“Do you like them?” she inquired of her son.

“They're so big...,” the Vulpix breathed, unablddar his eyes away. He looked like he wanted
to say something else, but he hesitated againlateed away, his hands fumbling around in his lap.
Mena thought she knew what he wanted.

“You want to touch them.” She didn't phrase it agiastion.

Looking back at her, her son slowly nodded. Memk'tlisay anything, but she crossed her arms
underneath them, supporting her breasts as sheestéprward. With a swallow, Dylan reached out
with his hands and tentatively brushed his finggyainst her pillows. She gave a little murmurirghsi
of soft pleasure as he palmed them more firmlyfihggers tightening around her boobs as he tested

their firmness. His thumbs brushed against herlegg@mnd Mena moaned a bit louder, her eyes djiftin



shut as a pleasant tingle radiated from the seagitibs of bare skin. She had been dreaming ofdhis
years, and now it was finally happening.

Her quiet joy turned to surprise a few seconds,latben she felt a warm sensation around her
left nipple. Opening her eyes, she saw that hepix¥idon had leaned forward and closed his lips
around it. She moaned again as he began sucklirtty g her breast, his hand squeezing and
massaging its twin on the right. Mena placed hén the back of his head, and she cradled hie lik
she could remember doing so long ago when he wiaggdout a little bundle of a Vulpix kit. She
rubbed her fingers in between his ears, her littiempers of delight encouraging him. When he'd had
his fill of the left breast, he moved his mouth oteethe right and gave that one all the same tbien
as the other.

Reluctantly, after about ten minutes of this attentMena pulled his head gently away. Dylan
gave an adorably confused whine, and she shusheditih a finger against his lips. Then she
straightened up again and took a step back. Hétiaig/as still snug around her waist, held there by
the elastic band around the middle. Mena hookedhuenbs into the band and shimmied it down over
her hips. As she did so, she turned her back tedrerand she bent over to pull it down her legs,
presenting her rear to him. Her tails were raised|, she could almost physically feel his eyes an he
as he would almost certainly now be staring afgusisy and tailhole. She gave him a few all toofbrie
seconds of that sight, and then she straightengduyawith her nightie bunched up in her hands,
turning back around to face him. Now she was agdals the day she was born, and her son could
appreciate her nude body in its entirety. The clgu¥imetails mother let her nightie drop to the floo
She put her hands on her pudgy hips, watching rasdmegaped. His lips were slightly parted and she
could she his tongue twitching inside as he paatkitie.

“Wow, mom,” Dylan said. “You look amazing...”

Smiling, Mena gestured to her son. “I think it'®abtime you lost the pillow,” she suggested,
her tongue flicking out briefly to lick at her lip4t's not fair for you to cover up while I've gnbthing
on.”

Her son seemed a little surprised at that reqaasthe also seemed more hesitant. In his mind,
it was a very different thing to let his mother $&® naked than it was for her to see him the same
way. But he was unable to deny thavésunfair for her to have to be bare, and as awkwarde was
feeling he really didn't want her to cover up ag&a he moved the pillow away from his lap and
replaced it at the head of his bed. The Vulpixtsthto hold his hands over his groin, but he caught
himself and forced them to his sides. Even thougbtil looked a little embarrassed, his cock was

very, very hard, standing straight up from his ldjs heart was beating very hard and fast, as



evidenced by the way his shaft was very subtly babbp and down.

Mena could see that he was growing nervous agaishe offered some flattery, however
honest it was. “You're very handsome, Dylan,” shid softly to him. She stepped forward so that she
was right in front of him again. “And | think yolatie a very sexy cock...” She was rewarded with an
anxious sort of smile from him, and she felt coefitenough to make a request of her own. “Can |
touch it?”

“O-Okay...”

Sinking down to her knees in front of her son, Mpleeed one hand on his knee while her
other slid up his leg to his groin. She watchedahidominal muscles twitching as she touched a
fingertip to the underside of his red member. Heked in a sharp breath as she traced her finghrsup
length, all the way to the tip. He was still wetlwhis own precum, and the slippery fluid collecbed
her fur. When she got to the tip, she swirled iregdr around in his pre, and then she broughiad! f
of her fingers around his shaft. He felt warm im hand, and his cock twitched as she squeezed him.
He was as rigid as a Steelix, and she began mésingand up and down his cock, slowly at first.

“Oh, mom...,” the young fox pokémon breathed asinsher began masturbating him tenderly.
His breath was shaky, but he seemed to have lost ofithe reluctance that he'd had when she'd first
entered his bedroom. As her hand began to speddsupips started to thrust up slightly, aiding mer
what she was doing. His knot was growing steadihyg the pressure started to become almost painful.
He groaned even louder as he felt his mother's bidned come underneath him, cupping around his
furry balls and massaging them carefully. The fegebf pleasure was almost unbearable, and way more
intense than when he played with himself.

Mena was mesmerized by the sight of her son irhaeds, and she could feel herself growing
wetter and wetter by the second. She licked herdgmin. More than anything right now, she wanted t
taste her son, but she wanted it in a very speeifiz. She tightened her grip on his cock, and Idoke
up into Dylan's eyes.

“Sweetie, you're doing so nice right now,” she saideductive purr in her voice as she
continued jerking him off. “Do you want me to makau cum?” Dylan choked back a whine as he
nodded rapidly. “Just let me know when you're altowdum, sweetie. | promise | won't stop, but you
have to tell me when. Can you do that?” He noddgina more desperately this time.

With that, she began stroking him harder and faktan ever. Precum was dripping down his
shaft now, and the scent of it was thick in thedtiils' nose. He had a strong, musky scent, mugk mo
potent than his father's had been. Mena rolledalis around in her palm as she pumped her fist up

and down his cock. She heard the thumping of he's Six tails on the bed behind him, and his hips



were jerking more rapidly, like he was humping hand. It took barely a minute more before she
heard his voice, high-pitched and strained.

“I'm...I'm gonna cum, mom...”

Instantly, Mena leaned forward and opened her mauatimting the tip of her son's cock
towards her muzzle. She put her tongue out andtsliaderneath his shaft, while she continuedto le
her fingers dance along the thick, red rod. Dylamnega deep moan as his cock swelled in her fist, an
Mena felt a pulse along his length as the first siidner son's cum squirted onto her tongue. She
moaned as well, her eyes closing as she tastesirtireg, salty flavor of his seed. His shaft pulsed
again, and the Ninetails had to suppress a cougifeasecond, more forceful burst hit the back of he
throat. She swallowed just in time to catch thedtsirand of cum, and she kept her fingers milking
him as he bucked up into her mouth, flooding heezteiwith his thick, pent-up seed.

When he was finished, the Vulpix teen slumped kackis bed, his head bumping against the
wall. He didn't seem to care. He was gasping feathr, and as Mena opened her eyes she saw a
wondrous expression on his face, halfway betweemike and a grimace. Smiling to herself, she
closed her lips around his cock, making sure thatyelast trace of his cum was cleaned away. Then
she straightened up on her knees, her tongue cavaing lick her lips free of every last drop, wihic
she swallowed. His cock was shrinking, the knagadly deflated as his shaft began retreating baack in
his fuzzy sheath.

“So, how was it?” Mena asked him. “Embarrassedybat first handjob came from your
mom?”

Despite his weariness, Dylan managed to give Higttealaugh. “A little bit,” he admitted. He
shook his head weakly. “But, wow...That was amazing

Mena chuckled, and she rubbed his lower belly soghh “I'm glad it really was your first,”
she said. She climbed up onto the bed next to & then she leaned down and surprised her son by
pressing her lips to his. At first it started astjthe same sort of kiss that a mother and choggmty
shared, but Mena soon made it very different, idgdskpping her tongue out to flick along Dylan's
lips. For a few moments he didn't seem to know vdalo, but then he tentatively parted his lips and
let her through. The Ninetails began playing heglovide canine tongue around the inside of the
Vulpix's mouth. She wondered if this was Dylan'stfkiss, as well.

It seemed from the way he hesitated that it washbuson proved himself to be a quick
learner. He opened his muzzle wider and slippedomgue out to toy with hers. He didn't seem piit of
by the taste of his own cum which still clung ta beeath, and he leaned into the kiss. Mena lowered

herself to him, her pillowy breasts mooshing agahis chest, and she tilted her head to the side to



deepen things with him. Her turn to be surprised a@mning up, as Dylan put a hand around her back
and hugged her to him. She felt a warmth spreamuithr her chest as feelings of love for her son bhega
to flare up inside of her. They had always beenrethieut feeling him respond this way to her made
them all the more fierce. Even as she had beemydipishe had worried that being physical with her
son might put a rift between them. Now she knew tihase worries had been groundless. The way that
he was kissing her felt like how a real lover wokilsk her.

Even though she wanted nothing more than to coafike this forever, Mena finally broke the
kiss with her son. She pushed herself up on hes,aner breasts hanging pendulously down. She was
feeling her own needs once more. “Dylan, | was kihdoping you could do something for me.”

Her son smiled up at her, light in his green ef}fat is it?” he asked her curiously. He didn't
have any awkwardness left in him now.

By way of an answer, Mena leaned away and sat dmithe bed. She lowered herself down on
her back, laying her head on the pillows, and sleénred with her arms behind her head. Her large
breasts settled to the sides a little, and her pbeédjy flattened out somewhat. Her downy goldem ha
was spread out around her head like a radiant Bale raised her knees with her feet on the sheesds,
as Dylan watched her she spread her legs. Her wasseated in the fluffy nest of her tails, and she
saw him lock his eyes between her thighs.

“I know you can see it,” the Ninetails mother whesgd to her son. “Can't you tell how wet
you've made me? I'm soaking for you, Dylan.” Stmulght one hand out from behind her head and
reached between her legs, and she used two fitmgsmwead her puffy, darkened canine pussy. She
revealed glistening pink flesh to her son, whos@tmopened just a hair. He was starting to breathe
hard again.

The Vulpix gave an involuntary shudder of renewemligal, not taking his eyes away from his
mother's pussy. “What do you need me to do?”

“Lick me,” she said simply. Mena swirled one fingraround her clit, and she whimpered at
the pleasure that the light touch gave her. “I wamit to bury your muzzle in between my legs and eat
my pussy like your life depends on it.”

“I don't know...I mean, I've never done that befolylan said uncertainly. He didn't want to
disappoint his mom. Mena thought that was adorable.

She lifted a leg, placing her foot against his bawc nudging him down. “I'll teach you what to
do,” she promised him. “Get on your belly and potityhead between my legs, sweetie.”

Dylan did what she told him. He slid back and mlto his stomach, and he positioned
himself so that his head was in between her thigissmother could feel his breath on her nethers,



warm and gentle, but coming rapidly with his extiest. She was very excited herself, having thought
about this many a time when she was all alonenbwtit was happening for real and she was almost
giddy with delight. Her heart was thudding in hbest, and with how the rest of the house was quiet
she was sure that Dylan could hear it, if not teetstioor neighbors.

“See how my pussy looks like lips on the outsiddy ap and down instead of side to side?”
she asked him. The Ninetails took her hand awapaoher son would have a better view. “Just
pretend like it is lips, and start by kissing it.”

Glancing up at her, Dylan waited for a few secoafbte he leaned in closer. Mena felt his lips
press against her pussy, and she heard a soft srgadund as he very literally kissed her sex. She
gave a soft moan as a little twinge of pleasurgl¢ith up her spine. The sound gave her son
encouragement, and he kissed her again, firmetithés He teased his mouth around her heated cunt,
the moisture on her fur smearing his muzzle anddating him with her intoxicating scent. His tails
began to wag quickly behind him, and he broughthisds around to her hips, holding her as he kept
kissing her pussy.

After a few minutes of this, Mena was ready to pextto the next step. “Sit up a little,” she
instructed Dylan. When he did what she said, rahity pulling himself away from his kissing, she
reached back between her legs again and spreacdieal lips apart. “Look here. You see where it's
all wet and pink inside?”

“Yeah...,” Dylan whispered. He sounded amazediditbat?”

Smiling happily, Mena nodded once. “You sure dwdestie.” She rubbed his fluffy head with
her other hand for a second. “Now | want you taserytongue and start licking all over. Inside,
outside, wherever you like. Just remember thatlitfeel the best near the top.” She put her finger
against her clit, showing him where the swollen mas. “Right here.”

Nodding eagerly, Dylan lowered himself back dowrvesa pulled her hand away. He slid his
hands underneath her ass, lifting her up sligldlizes had a better angle, and then she felt hdysrif
transported away to heaven as his tongue gaveulssy phe first, long, sensual lick. She closed her
eyes and let out a long, loud moan as Dylan presisetdngue against her, slurping at her soppinig we
pussy. The Ninetails spread her legs wider to ginebetter access, and her hands came to her fireast
squeezing and massaging them gently as her son begat her. He followed her directions to the T,
swirling the tip of his tongue around her cliteaftating that with slipping it inside of her. Inmates
he had her toes curling with pleasure, and shefaidg humping his face.

Dylan was in a world he had only dreamed aboutreefbhere were cute girls in his class at

school, but now he could barely remember what theked like. To him, now, the only female in the



world was his mother, and the only thing he cobldk about was how delicious her pussy tasted. He
wanted more and more of the flavor of it, and heetbdeeper inside as he heard her encouraging
moans. He realized that he was doing that, he vedsnm her feel that good, and it gave him a strange
sense of pride to know that his mother was enjowhgt he was doing that much.

“Oh, Dylan, baby...,” Mena groaned. “That's so goadleetheart...Keep going...” She placed a
hand on the back of his head, urging him to lickplr as she rotated her hips around in a slowecircl
“You're going to make me cum. Don't stop, keepitigk’ She bucked her hips up, driving herself
against her son's muzzle, and a wave of intensesie washed over her. She grit her teeth, her jaw
muscles straining as she felt her orgasm begin.

All at once Dylan heard his mother give a loudfued howl, and felt her body spasm. The
flavor of her pussy intensified, almost making ldimzy, and her thighs clenched around his head. He
felt her sex clamp down on his tongue, and it veageszed rhythmically as she came. The wetness
increased tenfold, slickening his muzzle with hacgs as she tossed her head back and forth. He kep
on licking her, though he was scarcely able to ntagg¢ongue, so he satisfied himself with sucklg
her cunt with his lips as he rode out her climax.

It seemed like hours, but finally Mena felt thegsdare begin to drain away, replaced by
delicious, nurturing warmth. Her entire body reldxand she drew a breath for the first time sifee s
began to cum. Her eyes opened and she looked egilivey, her vision seeming cloudy with the
lingering haze of her ecstasy. She lifted her lorax she had the strength, and she saw her son
watching her from between her legs, a goofy grirnisrface.

“That was amazing, mom!” the eighteen-year-old ulparveled. He licked his lips, cleaning
off some of his mother's nectar. “It was reallyeilde when you...you know, when you came! I'm glad |
got to make you feel good like you did for me.” gfenned at her. “I love you, mom.”

Mena felt tears welling up in her eyes. “Oh, bdldgye you, too,” she whimpered, her throat
nearly closing with emotion. “You're the best sam@ther could hope for. You have no idea how long
I've been waiting for this to happen, how long Wanted this to happen.” She sat up along with her
son, and wrapped her arms around him, embracinghbitightly as she ever had in her life. They
kissed again, even deeper than they had beforssipgetheir bodies together as they both reveled in
the closeness that they felt. His light, athletioi felt so nice against her wider, pudgier fraare]
though they both looked so different it felt likeety belonged together.

After they hugged for a while, Mena leaned backfiwer son, her eyes shining with tears and
the silliest smile on her face. She looked downvken them, and her smile widened. Her son's cock

had reemerged from its sheath, just as thick affdastit had been when they started. Chuckling, sh



reached down and wrapped her fingers around hinmaDglan jerked a little as she touched the still-
sensitive organ, but he relaxed when her gentlehttwegan to caress him. He gave a low, peaceful
growl as his mother started rubbing his cock up@man, her other hand rubbing between his shoulder
blades in a slow circle. He reciprocated by sliggis hand between her legs and stroking two feger
along her pussy, occasionally pressing a fingguspinside her entrance.

“Dylan?” Mena said after a while. Her nine luxursotails were waving serenely behind her,
and as her son looked up at her face he saw dinggyto her cheeks. “If | asked you to fuck
me...would you say yes?”

The Vulpix felt his heart skip a beat, and he fettface grow very hot indeed. If his fur hadn't
already been red, he would have instantly beenctiat all over. “Do you...really mean that?” he
asked breathlessly.

“Uh-huh.” Mena leaned in and nuzzled the side efface. “I need you inside me. | want you.
I'm ready to have a mate again, and | want it tgdae” She kissed at his neck, feeling him shiwver i
her arms. “Fuck me, Dylan. Please...Let me be youn.”

Dylan had to force himself to remember to breaftilnough he could scarcely believe what he
was hearing, his tails began to wag very hard idd&dom...,” he said. He hugged her as hard as he
could, and the excitement rose to a deafening enekcinside of him. “I...I want you, too. | wantwyo
so bad | can hardly stand it.”

Mena sniffed, emotion threatening to overwhelm Bée had been dying to hear those words
for so long. “Then I'll give myself to you,” shewed. “I don't need anyone other than you, as lang a
live.”

The Ninetails leaned back from him then, and witfagting kiss on the tip of his nose, she
turned around and faced away from her son. Fekkaghe was in a dream, she lowered herself down
so that she was on all fours, wrapped her armsndrthe pillows, and rested her head on the soft
padding. She raised her ass in the air as higbw@d,cand curled her tails up so that they laidrdwex
back. She felt the air of the room on her sex,faficher pussy open up as she stepped her kneds apa
Mena closed her eyes, and a soft whimper of neepesl her lips.

For Dylan, it was all instinct as soon as he sawnmbther presenting herself to him. He shuffled
forward on his knees and placed one hand on hep,rand he caressed her full, soft cheeks for aewhil
as he admired the view. With his other hand hegaiésis thumb into her slit, rubbing up and down in
the wet, hot crevice of her sex. He almost laugiseble saw her tailhole clench from the pleasuhein
pussy, and heard his mother's whine as she beggeddrdlessly to get on with it. Dylan took his
hand away and wrapped it around his Vulpix cockyding the tip to his mother's pussy and pressing



in just a little bit.

“Please...,” Mena begged. She moved her rump fidetse side, stirring the tip of her son's
cock inside of her. “Take me now...”

Without further delay, her son hooked his foreaamind her waist and thrust his hips forward.
They both groaned together as all six thick, rigiches of his cock slid inside of Mena at oncehtrig
up to where his swelling knot was kissing the aé@f her cunt. He held himself in the pussy that
bore him for several minutes, as he grew usedasémsation of his mother slick, ridged inner pgessa
contracting around his member. It felt like thefper fit for both of them. She was tight around him
but as he flexed his hips and tested the connedtiams easy for him to move himself within her.
They both felt so right.

Slowly Dylan pulled himself out of his mother, dgagg inch after inch of his throbbing cock
out of Mena until just the very tip remained insidieen he thrust back inside, rocking her forward a
making her groan with feverish pleasure. Holdingightly, Dylan began to fuck his mother hard and
fast, unwilling to show her tenderness on this,fits¢ of what he hoped was many times they would
mate. And Mena wouldn't have had it any other e wanted to be taken over, claimed by a new
male, the perfect male for her. She rocked backaghim, driving him deeper inside of her eachetim
that he thrust inwards. His knot bumped up agdiastlit every time, grinding around on it for agbr
second before it came away.

“Fuck, Dylan, baby!” Mena howled, her arms squegzhre pillows like she was holding on for
dear life. “Oh, sweetie, that's so good! | want yotiake me over, don't stop, don't ever stop.” She
clenched her teeth, her voice coming out in a wigitiss as the pleasure built up inside of her to a
level that she had never felt before. “Yes, yes,.y@h, gods, yes...”

Dylan hunched over his mother's back, wrappinghiss around her soft, chubby belly as he
tried to fuck her even harder. Her pussy was clatght his cock just right, massaging his lengtérgv
bit as masterfully as the Ninetails' hands had.Wag that her inner muscles rippled around his iron
shaft drove him crazy, and he began slamming iatonlith deep, rapid thrusts. Each time that he
pushed in, his knot drove in just a little bit mos&retching her entrance and making her scream.

“Mom...,” he moaned. He pushed up on his feet|dus straightening almost completely out as
he fought for more leverage. His claws scrabblatiesheets, tearing and ripping them as he did his
damnedest to force every last bit of himself ingflais mother. The Vulpix's balls were slappinglba
and forth, whacking her clit every time he thrust i

“Yes, baby, yes,” Mena cooed, her front claws pung the pillows as she tried to help him.

“Oh, honey, | want you to do it, | want you to..dRut in, baby, you can do it. | want you to cum in



me...

Dylan pulled his hips back for one last, maddengshpand he howled as he slammed home
and felt his knot force its way inside his mothgggina. Mena screamed shrilly as she instanthaibeg
to cum harder than she ever had in her life, aedaintly heard Dylan's howl as the fiery jets &f h
seed burned their way to her womb. His cock puissidle of her, milked by her spasming cunt, as
every last drop of his potent cum was squeezedfduin and into her fertile body. She felt like the
was a fire inside of her that was being doused agdhe searing sensation built up inside of hnet, a
they both continued to play off of each others glea for an eternity, trembling and shaking against
each other as mother and son relished their pagsi@ach other...

“You were wonderful, sweetheart...,” Mena said,drat had to be the hundredth time, hours
later. Her Vulpix son was reclined on top of hertloa back, his back against her stomach and hi$ hea
cushioned by her breasts, as she had her armseda@ppund his lower belly. The smell of sex was
still thick in the air, and they were both filthpcsticky with their combined fluids, but neithdrtbem
had the energy to get up to take a shower.

“l can't believe that happened,” Dylan repliedpdisr the hundredth time. His cock was hidden
away neatly in his sheath again, though it hadrtakete a while for his knot to shrink enough tdl pu
out of his mother. Barely any cum had leaked owstrof it remaining stubbornly inside the Ninetails
He was sure that would change when his mother sipptut for now he had a sense of satisfaction
that his seed was within her. Come what may, steenga/ completely his, marked by his essence.

Mena rubbed a hand up and his stomach lazily, lagrscscratching at him slightly. He
murmured his pleasure at what she was doing, andald tell that he was growing drowsy. That was
to be expected. He had just exerted an awful lenefrgy, and that was after a full day as well. She
bore no ill will that he was this tired, and in fate was nearly as worn out herself. She leaned he
head down, kissing the top of her beloved son'd.Bae Vulpix nuzzled up at her, though it was a
weak gesture, and he began to drift off to sleep.

“Sleep well,” she whispered to him. “I'll see yaouthe morning. My mate.”

*kkkkk

“My eyes are tempted by the smile of an angel,yand lips whisper secrets of forbidden love.”
- Unknown



