Some time had passed by since Mojo’s aunts, Poppy and Nessy, arrived at his mother's home. Mojo found himself having to rotate his sleeping situation every now and then, but most nights he and his mom, Izzy, slept together.
Izzy's belly was blossoming beautifully as she carried the eight little ones. At twelve weeks into her pregnancy with Mojo's children, her round, full, spherical tummy gave the false impression that she was only overdue with twins. 

Although she really ought to invest in some maternity wear, she couldn't resist the thrilling teasing opportunities of showcasing her exposed, swollen belly in her old ill-fitting outfits, which beautifully highlighted the alluring curves of her sensuous changing body. 
As Izzy's round belly began gaining more weight, it brought back a lot of very familiar feelings. She was already finding it harder to stand and move about casually in the house. And she found herself feeling a little more exhausted than usual from simple activities. Yet, despite these changes, she still wore a radiant smile on her face, for she couldn’t be any happier carrying her son’s children.

Aunt Poppy was Mojo's primary orgasm reliever, with Izzy serving as her son’s secondary. Whenever Izzy wasn’t fully ready to help him out with his morning wood, Poppy would be right there to relieve his hefty balls of their much-needed release. And given how much she was having to swallow daily, the sizable amount of warm cum that sloshed about inside Poppy's belly gave the impression that she was already heavily pregnant.
And while Aunt Nessy was having to spend a lot of time with Izzy, providing her with excellent care and emotional support during her pregnancy, she was also looking for an opportunity to spend some alone time with her beloved nephew, Mojo. 

However, Nessy understood the need to prioritize her care for her sister, Izzy. And so, she waited patiently for the perfect moment to jump her sister's son's bones.
—
Everyone was hanging around the kitchen table, eating the scrumptious breakfast Poppy had made. Izzy had her reading glasses on as she began to sort through the handful of mail that Nessy had just plopped down on the table.
“Anything interesting, sis?” Nessy inquired as she pulled out a chair and settled in to savor some fluffy pancakes.
“Mostly bills and some scams.” Said Izzy as she continued to flip through the mail. “Nothing super interesting.” She then reached for the final item in the mail, which came from her workplace, Core Technologies. 

“Oh! Might’ve spoken too soon.” Izzy opened the company envelope and was greeted with several shiny gold and silver coupons along with a handwritten letter. 

Izzy held the glossy papers between her fingers as she unfolded the letter “Awww.” She said aloud as her mouth curled into a soft smile.
 

“What is it, mom?” Asked Mojo as he took a bite from his pancakes. 
“It’s a personal thank you from the CEO, Wilhelmina, for my time with the company.” Said Izzy, as she read the rest of the thank-you letter.
“Awww.” Said Poppy as she brought more steaming hot pancakes to the table. Every step she made caused her belly, breasts, and udder to wobble and slosh. 
“Did they give you a raise?” Asked Nessy with a smirk. “Or just a lame invitation to their corporate pizza party?”
Izzy chuckled. “The raise is yearly, Nessy. No, it looks like it’s just some coupons as a token of appreciation for my twenty years with the company.” 
“Coupons?! Lame!” Nessy interjected as she shoveled another fork full of syrup drenched pancake into her open maw. Izzy ignored her sister as she continued to glance through them until one of the coupons caught her eye. “Oh my gosh!”
“Wha?” Mojo asked with a mouth full of pancakes. 
“There’s a coupon for that super fancy buffet restaurant, the Luxe Lion’s Den.” Said Izzy. 
“EXCUSE ME?!” Nessy nearly choked on her pancake. “Like, THEE Luxe Lion’s Den?”
“Yeah. It’s a coupon for free dining.” Said Izzy, still in disbelief.
 

“What’s the Luxe Lion’s Den?” Mojo asked, looking nonplussed.
Nessy stared at Mojo, her mouth agape in disbelief, before pivoting to face Izzy. “I can’t believe you haven’t mentioned this to him, sis,” she exclaimed. Izzy, however, remained unfazed, her attention glued to the fine print of the gleaming gold coupon in her hands. Nessy’s gaze flickered back to Mojo.
“The Luxe Lion’s Den is the ultimate crème de la crème!" Nessy exclaimed enthusiastically, her excitement bubbling over. "It's, like, an all-you-can-eat buffet of fine dining! Nothing else even comes close! They say the flavors are so extraordinary that they can send your taste buds into a frenzy, almost like an instant explosion of pleasure. Like, somehow even their spaghetti is a seductive culinary delight, simply because it tastes so good!”
“So, it’s a buffet place but somehow fancier?” Mojo said, while still not getting what the fuss was about. “Do they have a singing animatronic music band too?”

"Oh you laugh but there’s foodie reviews online claiming the dishes that place serves are like a pure aphrodisiac. I’ve even seen stuff on social media of anthros creaming themselves several bites into their meal. Not that you ever need much help in that department, nephew." she teased, her eyebrows wiggling mischievously as a playful smile danced across her lips.
Mojo chuckled but avoided what she said. “Uh, what kind of food do they have?”
 

“That’s the dope part!” Said Nessy. “It’s a custom buffet. Zero menu. The waiters take your order, and the chefs cook you whatever you want. Guarantee.”
 

“Seriously?!” Mojo said. “That’s awesome!”
"Yeah, it is.” Said Nessy. “Which makes the place so crazy difficult to get into. That and the cost to eat there is like a month’s rent. I’ll need to start planning on what food I want to eat.”
“Hold on there, Nessy.” Said Izzy. “This is only good for two people.”
Nessy took a deep breath and looked at Mojo with great pity. "Nephew, I love you. But your mom and I will be going to the restaurant we've been dreaming of going to ever since we were kids."
 

“Nessy!” Poppy admonishes as she places her hands on her wide hips. “That coupon belongs to Izzy and Mojo, and you know it.”
 

“But he didn’t even know about the restaurant!” Said Nessy, giving Poppy a pleading look as she tried to defend herself. “How is he gonna appreciate such a unique dining experience like the Luxe Lion’s Den? Order a plate of plant-based nuggies with a side of mac n’ cheese?”
“That doesn’t matter, and you know it.” Said Poppy, becoming frustrated with Nessy.
Nessy looked to Izzy for some backup. “Come on, Izzy, you gotta take me with you!”
"I think you've been dreaming about it more than I have." Izzy chuckled. “You and Mojo can go if you really want to.”
“You’re the best, sis!” Nessy leaned over to give Izzy a quick kiss on the cheek. “Come on, Mojo. We should go start looking for some clothes to wear.” She quickly pushed her chair back to stand up and started to grab Mojo’s hand.
“Hold up, Nessy.” Poppy spoke in a tone that Nessy was all too familiar with.
Nessy groaned, and her posture slouched. “What is it, Poppy?”
“You and I aren’t going.” Said Poppy as she stood next to Nessy, staring up at the slouched snake. "You and I both know that this restaurant was your sister’s dream, and she's just being nice. She and Mojo should be the ones to go. Not you.”
“Why can't we just all go? Mom and I can use the coupon, and then when Aunt Nessy's and Poppy's bills come, we can split the payment between all of us.” Asked Mojo, who was still not seeing the issue.
"Oh Mojo, honey. My sweet innocent summer nephew." Nessy sighed. "Despite what you believe, your aunts are not made of money.” She stroked her chin, trying to think of a clever compromise. And then a genius idea popped into her head. “I got it!”
“Got what?” Said Poppy, who already was anticipating one of Nessy's hair-brained schemes.
“Okay, so bear with me.” Said Nessy as she clapped hands together before holding them out wide open. “Izzy and I look pretty darn similar, right? And we both share the same height. With some proper earrings and a bit of makeup, no one would be able to tell us apart.”
"Yeah, but you don’t look pregnant,” said Poppy. “And you and your sister’s breasts and butts clearly don't share the same proportions.”
"Wait, I'm getting to that.” Said Nessy. "I'm going to use some of those crazy pills that Izzy has to get the same curves as her." Nessy waved her hands parallel to each other, miming the shape of an hourglass in the air. "And when it comes time for the pregnancy part of the plan, that's going to be where you come in, Poppy.”
“Me?” Said Poppy in confusion.
“I think it’s time we show Mojo one of your favorite things to do.” Said Nessy with a wink. 
Poppy's demeanor seemed to shift to a more inquisitive, sultry look. “Go on.”
Nessy laid out her strategy with enthusiasm. “First, Izzy will walk into the restaurant and casually mention that she's waiting for her party. After that, she'll head to the restroom to change into a dress that'll look exactly like mine, making it impossible for the wait staff to differentiate between us.
 

“Once that's done, the rest of us will enter and take our seats. Once we're settled in, Izzy will get a text about our seating arrangement. She'll leave the restroom and come sit at the table. Meanwhile, Poppy and I will have slipped discreetly under the table, hidden from view.
 

“With everything in place, our little operation will unfold perfectly. The waitstaff will be none the wiser, and we'll all get the Luxe Lion’s Den's fine dining experience, with Poppy and me stealthily hidden! It's the perfect, foolproof heist that promises to deliver an unforgettable evening!"
“Wait a minute, Aunt Nessy.” Said Mojo in bewilderment. “The coupon is only good for two people. How are we getting in if it's me, you, and Aunty Poppy? And isn't the staff going to notice that one of their patrons has suddenly become heavily pregnant once mom takes your place?”


"Oh, my poor, innocent, sweet nephew.” Said Nessy as she patted Mojo on his shoulder. “You'll learn soon enough to never question one of your Aunt Nessy's brilliantly flawless plans ever again. Just you wait and see.”


“I dunno about that." Said Izzy with an amused smirk on her face. "This 'flawless plan' of yours sounds awfully hectic. How are you and Poppy going to manage to fit under our table while remaining unseen?"
“Way ahead of you, sis!” Nessy replied with a wide smirk of her own. “You're going to reserve one of their ‘u-shaped’ family booths. It'll easily have enough room for the two of us to sit comfortably underneath. And with all that fancy table linen draped down to the floor, the chances of a waiter catching a glimpse of your doppelganger chilling under your table are pretty much next to zero.” 
"Hmmmm.” Pondered Izzy. “Still, I dunno..." 
"C'mon." Nessy pleaded. "Live a little, will ya?"

“Alright, alright!” Said Izzy with a laugh. “Let’s try it. I should be able to handle a little bit of excitement.”


“Mom, what if we get caught!?” Mojo said worriedly.
“We get kicked out?” Said Izzy with a shrug. “It’s not like we’re regulars. It's a one-time thing. Plus, it'll be a fun and thrilling experience.”
 

“Mom, I’ve never seen you wanting to be sneaky or adventurous.” Said Mojo as he quirked an eyebrow and smirked slightly. 
 

“Well.” Said Izzy with a chuckle. “I'm not sure if it's my hormones making me act all crazy. Or if Aunt Nessy is bringing out the wild side in me. All I know is that I feel daring."
“Oh yeah! Let's go! It's heist time, ba-by!” Nessy sang as she fist pumped the air. "Tomorrow, we will ride under the cover of darkness and covertly slip into the Luxe Lion's Den to liberate all the delicious foods from their larders!" 
“It’s not a heist, Nessy.” Poppy said while shaking her head. “And it can't happen tomorrow. Your body doesn’t even have the same amount of boobage as Izzy’s.”
“Then we shall pull the heist when my body is good and boobily!” Said Nessy while still holding her raised her hand in the air. 


“Well, the pills will need at least a couple of days before they go into full effect. Want me to make a reservation for next week?” Said Izzy. 


“Perfect!” Nessy said, her hands rubbing together as a huge conspiratorial grin played out on her face. “Plenty of time for us to prep the greatest restaurant heist ever!”


“It’s still not a heist.” Poppy said, rolling her eyes at Nessy's antics.
—
Izzy was able to get the reservation for a Friday night at the Luxe Lion’s Den for two, so they had 8 days to get their plan together. Nessy began taking her pills and, after two days, started noticing the effects. Izzy and Nessy often check in with each other several times a day to compare their physical body attributes and see how much progress the pills had on Nessy's curves. 
Once Nessy's shapely figure was as close to being picture-perfect as Izzy's identical twin, they began shopping around for the best fit for their special night. After they bought a pair of lovely evening dresses and some identical accessories to go along with their attire, they were ready for their big night out of town.
Mojo had on a stylish blue button-down shirt and some khakis. It wasn’t his usual choice of clothing he’d like to wear, but he needed to look nice and sharp for the occasion. 

Izzy was wearing some casual maternity clothing that she could change out of easily when she got to the restaurant. It was no big surprise that her belly had managed to grow a couple of centimeters rounder since last week. 

Still, Izzy felt rather proud of herself for having the forethought to buy a few sets of maternity wear with plenty of extra room to spare, considering how much she had been gaining recently from all the hot loads of sperm that she had been swallowing from her son, Mojo.
They were prepared to go but for some reason neither Nessy nor Poppy seemed to be ready to leave just yet. After checking the time on her phone for the third time, Izzy told Mojo to go see what the holdup was.
Mojo quickly climbed the stairs and immediately heard giggling coming from the direction of the bathroom. With a gentle rap, he opened the door slightly, peeking inside to discover his aunts standing naked in the shower, the curtains wide open. 

Instead of washing their bodies in hot, steamy water, Nessy was busy focusing on squeezing a large pink bottle, diligently spreading its gooey contents, and enthusiastically massaging the slick ooze into Poppy's fur.
“Uh,hey, what’s going on?” Said Mojo with a bemused look on his face. “Are we going to the restaurant or not?”
“Oh, we still are, dear.” Said Nessy with a coquettish grin. “I’m just preparing Poppy for travel.”
 

“Uh, how is lubing up her from head to hoof going to help her get ready for travel?” Mojo asked, cocking his head questioningly as his eyes were helplessly drawn to the bare naked curves of the anthro goat dripping in pinkish goo. 

Since Mojo’s mom (at the insistence of her sister Nessy) was made his only designated relief giver for the past few days, Poppy’s usual cum-bloated stomach was now its normal, softened, fat-curved self. 
 
Nessy chuckled at him while Poppy made a nervous tittering. "Oh, this isn’t lube, sweety.” Said Nessy as she continued to apply the light pink liquid to Poppy. “It’s a special gel that helps make the fur and body resistant to stomach acid.”
 

“Huh?” Mojo said. "That still doesn't explain why you're covering Aunt Poppy in Pep-Ta-Bysmal goop."
Both of his aunts giggled, and Aunt Nessy placed a hand on top of Poppy’s head and ruffled it, mixing around some of the liquid and letting it seep deeper into her fur. “Remember when I said your Aunt Poppy here is into some kinky stuff?"
“I remember you hinting about it, yeah?” Mojo said, closing the door behind him as he stepped into the bathroom.
“Well, this stuff here helps keep my little mutton chop protected from my nasty stomach acid.”
Poppy giggled as Nessy began to tickle her, and Poppy playfully pushed Nessy’s hands away. “Stooooooop.” She said with a laugh as her cheeks flushed red. “You’re embarrassing me.”
Nessy stopped tickling and went back to applying the pink gel, lathering it under Poppy’s massive breasts. “Yeah, my wittle pway pet here wikes pwaying wit pwedators.”
“Nessy!” A furiously blushing Poppy gasped as she admonished Nessy with a light slap to the wrist.
“Oh, don't act like you haven't been eyeballing my nephew Mojo's jaw ever since we got here! I've seen how you gaze into his open maw during meals, daydreaming of falling down into his awaiting stomach."
Mojo watched in aroused awe, his Aunt Poppy's body starting to shiver as Nessy's face drew closer to her own.
“Imagine how it would feel to have his big masculine reptilian tongue lick and coat your bare fur with his dripping hot saliva.” Nessy suddenly gave the goat’s gel-covered cheek a long, sensuous lick with her forked snake tongue.
Poppy's hands flew to her face, covering it as she let out a muffled moan. Nessy smacks her lips, grinning towards Mojo. “Mmm. Strawberry mint flavor!”
“Uh, is that true, Aunt Poppy?" Mojo said quietly as he felt his cheeks grow hot. "Do you think about stuff like that about me?”
 
Poppy's eyes turned away from Mojo as she slightly nodded in embarrassment. “Um. I was thinking that maybe sometime in the future, you'd be interested in letting me hang out inside your tummy for a day. Maybe see how it feels compared to Nessy's.” She bit her bottom lip.
 

“Oh…” Mojo said quietly in surprise. “Oh, Wow.” He gave a nervous smile. “Y-Y-You know what, Aunt Poppy? That actually sounds kind of hot.”
 
Poppy’s ears perked up, and she looked at Mojo with sparkling excitement within her eyes. “Really?!” Said Poppy with a wide grin as her tail began to wiggle. 
 

“Oh yeah, for sure!” Mojo said awkwardly. “Never thought much about voring someone in real life, but I’m super down to give it a try if it’s with you.”
 
Poppy looked down at a crouching Nessy, who simply smirked and reached up to pat her on the head. “Told you he’d be fine with it, you silly goat.” Nessy said while she finished up lathering the last few areas under and behind Poppy's udder. “But Mojo is gonna have to wait his turn because tonight, we dine!”
Nessy crouched down further as she tilted her head back and opened her maw wide for Poppy to climb in. “Now, get in my belly, my little prey.” She panted out sensuously, her hot breath swirling around Poppy’s bare body like a lover’s caress.
[vore]
Poppy let out a soft, shivering squeal of excitement, as she placed her hands into Nessy's saliva-filled maw, and glanced up at Mojo. “Looking forward to our next date, Mojo.” She purred before winking at him and turning her head back to Nessy.. 
As her arms squeezed in through the anthro snake's open mouth and towards the back of their throat, Poppy could feel the combine slipperiness of both the cool, tingly pink gel and Nessy's hot, thick saliva beginning to soak deep into her fur, drenching it like a warm liquidly comforter. The heaving swells of her gigantic soft bosom squished into the bottom of Nessy’s chin as she started to squeeze her head inside. 
Mojo watched in awe as Nessy’s mouth and throat began to stretch as they accommodated Poppy’s body. Nessy's neck bulged out as her powerful serpent throat muscles clenched around Poppy's head and arms and began helping pull the anthro goat down her esophagus.
Nessy placed her hands on Poppy's waist, lifted her into the air, and tilted her head further back to align her mouth and throat, creating a welcoming vertical slick, wet tunnel for the rest of the curvaceous goat to drop into.
Nessy's eyes had the look of dazed ecstasy as the heaving swells of Poppy’s bosom smushed between her jaws. Her tongue wrapped around a hardened fat nipple and gave it an encouraging tug, coating the insides of her maw with sweet lactate goodness. Fresh goat milk trickled freely around the curled edges of the grinning anthro snake’s snout, her neck bulging out even further as Poppy's head and shoulders slid further down her esophagus.
The gel was really helping Poppy glide down Nessy's throat with ease. So much so that when Poppy’s belly slipped quickly down Nessy's mouth, the goat's swollen udder booped into the snake's nose before falling smack down over her face.
Mojo moved forward to offer his aunt Nessy some assistance, only to be stopped by her held-up pointer finger that gestured for him to wait. She brought her hands up to Poppy’s udder and lifted it upwards off her head before widening her jaws out even more and letting go. Instantly assisted by physics and gravity, the hefty teats disappeared in a blur as they dropped inside the gaping maw, following the rest of Poppy’s downward plunging body. 
The entire mass of the goat's sliding body caused Nessy's chest and belly to bulge mightily for a brief moment before Poppy finally reached the snake's awaiting stomach and settled in, creating a massive-looking pregnant belly that rivaled that of Izzy’s.
[/vore]
Nessy patted her stomach and smacked her goat milk-stained lips. “Oh my gosh,” she said with a grin. “It gets me every damn time. Oooooohhhh, gosh, that feels sooooo nice.” She glanced over towards Mojo, who was still standing there frozen. 
“And it looks like you certainly enjoyed the show as well, handsome.” Nessy said with a sultry chuckle as she noticed the rather large, healthy bulge that was happening inside her nephew's dress slacks

Mojo glanced down at his crotch. His face flushed with embarrassment as he saw the massive erected tent he was pitching. “Uuuhhh.” His eyes busily looked about the bathroom, avoiding seeing Nessy's lust-filled gaze or her massive Poppy sized belly.
“Oh, lighten up and stop being so embarrassed, nephew!” Nessy let out a hearty laugh as she started to slowly stand up. She used a hand to cradle her immense belly while sliding her other hand up along the tile shower wall for support. “You shouldn’t feel ashamed of seeing all of this. Honestly, I find it to be rather sexy, knowing how much it turns you on.” She finally stood up all the way and leaned against the tile wall, flaunting her naked body. “Tell me, what was it that you liked seeing the most? My voring my wife? Or knowing that your Aunt Nessy can rock a sexy baby bump just like your hot mom?”
Mojo felt his mouth suddenly go dry as his face heated up even more. His poor overwhelmed mind just couldn’t find the words to respond as his aunt stood before him sensually rubbing her jutting, swollen stomach in front of him. Instead, he let out a ragged, overheated whimper before awkwardly exiting the bathroom with a quickness.
Nessy laughed. “Oh Mojo, you silly young man.” Nessy looked down at her stomach. “So, Poppy, do you wanna hang around and see if we can find some fun with him together tonight?” Nessy felt a soft squirm in her stomach—a familiar sign they had agreed upon a while ago for 'yes'. “Yeah, I think it’s a fantastic idea too. Come on, fluffy butt. We got an evening gown to squeeze into!”
—
“I swear your aunt just loooooves taking her sweet time." Izzy said aloud as Mojo stiffly made his way downstairs and stood beside his annoyed mother. "She almost always makes us arrive late whenever we have to go out for these types of outings.”
 

“‘Almost’ being the keyword, sis.” Nessy spoke from the top of the stairs, fiddling with her second earring's clasp.
“Now be honest with me, Mojo, does this dress make my butt look fat?” Nessy asked while sashaying down the steps. She was wearing a long black gown that form-fitted her swollen belly while also accentuating the prominent curves of her newly expanded breasts, double-wide rear, and deluxe-sized child-bearing-sized hips.
 
Once Nessy got her earring attached, she hefted up her newly enlarged breasts to reposition them in the cups of her new bra for the fourth time. “Gosh, how the heck do you live with these giant water balloons attached to your chest? I feel like they’re always trying to drag me down.”
Izzy laughed. “Oh, you'll get used to it. Eventually. But it’s all worth it for my son.” She placed her hand on Mojo’s as she gave him a small, warm smile. 


“Geez.” Nessy re-adjusted her dress, pulling the front down and revealing a little more of her already exposed cleavage. “No offense, nephew, but I may have to look into how much Core sells their breast reduction pills for after tonight. These puppies are just too much.”


“Oh?" Said Izzy with a serious look on her face. "Didn't I mention that the pills' results are completely permanent?”
“Izzy." Nessy said as she furrowed her brow and glared at her sister with narrowed eyes. "You'd better be joking."
“I’m serious.” Izzy gently squeezed her son's hand as she raised her other hand to her ample chest. “Core Technologies' R&D has yet to develop a reduction pill.”
Nessy let out an unhappy huff, causing her own ample bust to momentarily swell out around the edges of the black lace bodice of her evening dress. “Damn it.”
“Language ma’am.” Said Izzy in a more serious tone. “Or you can kiss this goodbye.” She pulled out the coupon that was tucked away inside her cleavage and dangled it in front of Nessy.
 

“What? Over me saying the word 'damn'?!” Nessy said in an incredulous voice. 
 
Izzy released her hand from Mojos and brought it up to the shiny gold coupon. Her fingers tightly pinched the middle of the glossy paper, and she began to lightly twist her hands in opposite directions. Nessy's eyes nearly bulged out of their sockets as a smidgen of a tear began to appear.
“Aw, no!” Izzy exclaimed while her eyes almost screamed in terror as well. “C'mon! I’m sorry, don’t tear them up! Please, I’ll stop cussing! I swear!”
“Swearing is the exact opposite of what you’re supposed to do.” Said Izzy as the tears continued to slowly travel down the center of the highly prized coupon. 
Mojo knew just by the steely, no-nonsense weaponized glare that his mother wore on her face—a look that he, himself, had been on the receiving end of many an unfortunate time—that his aunt was deep in the danger zone.
“I promise then!” Yelled Nessy frantically. “Oh my gosh, sis, please stop ripping it!”
“Much better.” Izzy said as she placed the coupon safely inside her purse. “Alright, I believe we’re all ready to go now.” She said as she gave her sister a ‘that’s what I thought’ smirk. 


Nessy stared as her sister triumphantly walked away towards the front door, her wiggling sexy ass teasingly stretching out her taut black leggings as she lazily swayed her hips out the door. “Gosh, I hate it when she beats me.”


Mojo chuckled as he patted Nessy’s back. “Should've known better than to try and beat Mom. The only way you’ll win is if she lets you.” 


“Yeah, well, one day I’ll beat her legitimately.” Muttered Nessy. “One day.” Her voluptuous curves tantalizingly wobble and jiggle about as she begins to make her towards the open door. “Geez, I don’t think I’ll ever get used to this stupid weight.”


“Aw. I think it looks rather good on you, Auntie Nessy.” Mojo said as a rye smile crept up his blushing cheeks.
“Gee thanks, nephew.” Said Nessy as she struggled to cradle her faux baby bump belly with one arm. “Kind of preoccupied with being a humongous hot mess right now, so save your kiss a-“ Nessy saw that Izzy was peering back at her through the open doorway, waiting for Nessy to slip up. “-aaaaaadmiration for later.” Nessy gave a nervous grin to her sister, who simply nodded before disappearing back outside. 
Mojo couldn't help but laugh as he watched his aunt breathe out a huge sigh of relief. “Come on. Let’s go enjoy ourselves some dinner before you get into any more trouble with my mom.”
“Yeah, yeah.” Nessy groused as she swiftly walked past her sister and headed towards the parked car.
Mojo was trailing a dozen steps behind her when he felt a hand gently stop him. He looked over to see his mom leaning slightly over towards him with a wide, knowing grin plastered across her face. “Don't worry, they make reduction pills. Thought you'd like a little bit more time to enjoy your aunt's new curves.”
Mojo lifted an eyebrow and then shook his head slowly. “Mooooom! That's super mean!”
“Shush. I’ll tell her. Eventually. But right now I want you to keep this between us. Just admire your aunt's new curves and let me playfully tease her for a little bit.”
—
Mojo pulled into the nearest free parking space outside the Luxe Lion's Den. Unfortunately, it wasn’t the closest. “Man, you'd think a fancy luxury restaurant like this would have more available parking spots that's closer towards their entrance.”
“Why?” Asked Nessy from the backseat of the vehicle. “This is a perfectly discreet place for us to start our ops from! I mean, you also even managed to somehow park us under the only non-working lamppost in the entire parking lot.”
“Which also means a much longer walk,” Mojo said with a slight annoyance in his voice. “Which means it's gonna put more stress on Mom and our eight unborn children to have to travel further."
“Sweetie, it’s alright.” Izzy said softly as she affectionately rubbed Mojo's thigh. “This isn't my first rodeo. I'm confident that I can handle a leisurely-paced stroll while I'm at this stage of my pregnancy, so don’t you worry. I’m going ahead inside right now and start changing in the ladies restroom. Just don’t forget to text me when Aunt Nessy gets into her position.” 
Izzy leaned over and gave Mojo a kiss on the cheek before opening the door. “Love you three.” she said before slowly exiting the car and closing the door. 
“Don't sweat it, nephew. Your mom is gonna be fine.” Said Nessy as Mojo watched his mother as she made her toward the glowing neon-lit entrance of the restaurant. “We just gotta chill and lay back a few minutes before she gives us the go ahead to start heading in.” 
“Yeah, I guess you're right.” Mojo said with a sigh.
"Hey, now's not the time to be stressing. At least not until her pregnancy cravings kick in."
"Pregnancy cravings?!"
—
As she entered the luxurious, posh restaurant, Izzy thanked the anthro lioness hostess, who held the door open for her. The lush crimson and gold patterned carpet led her pass through the two large, glowing, floor-to-ceiling column-sized tropical fish tanks and up to the host stand, where another lioness hostess stood.


“Hello, madam.” Said the lioness hostess cheerily. “May I have the name of the reservation?” 


Izzy smiled. “Hello. It should be under my cousin’s name, but I’m afraid I need to visit your restroom. The kids have been rather restless on my poor bladder this evening.”
“Oh! Absolutely ma'am!” The hostess responded with a warm, sympathetic smile. “Just head towards the back, and it’s on your right before the kitchen.”
“Wonderful. Thank you so much, sweetheart.” Izzy quickly expressed her gratitude and swiftly followed the hostess's directions. She wasn't exaggerating when she said that her fidgety unborn children had created a pressing urgent need for relief.
—
As they hung out in the car, waiting to hear from Izzy, Nessy shifted her focus from the rear passenger window to Mojo. He was engrossed in his phone, scrolling through social media, attentively reading and watching other people's accounts about the types of cravings they had personally experienced during their pregnancies.
Nessy leans over and whispers huskily next to her nephew's ear. “Hey, Mojo.” 

Mojo jumped in his seat, causing him to accidently hit the car horn. “Huh?!" Mojo exclaimed, bewildered as he struggled to gather his thoughts. "Uh, yeah, hey, what's sup' Aunt Nessy?

Nessy giggled. “So I've been thinking about how I can’t beat your mother at a bet, and it kind of occurred to me just now that I don’t think you and I have ever made a bet between ourselves. How about we fix that right now by making tonight a bit more… Interesting."
Mojo shifted in his seat and gave his grinning aunt a raised eyebrow. “Okay." He said with an overconfident smirk appearing on his face. "What do you have in mind?”
Nessy leaned further forward in her seat, her belly full of Poppy causing her legs to spread further apart, while her huge, swollen, plump breasts smooshed together between the two front seats. 
“You and I haven’t, well, been together. Yet.” She winked as her devious grin grew. “But coincidentally enough, I’ve got a really huge kink for public sex. So here’s the wager: I’m going to do my absolute best to go down on you during dinner.”
“Uh…” Mojo’s eyes went wide for a moment before he let out a chuckle of disbelief. “What?”
“You heard me, stud. If you can last for a minimum of several minutes, not cum during that time, you win. And if Izzy doesn't ever notice and looks under the table to see what’s going on, I’ll even pay to have that computer of yours fully upgraded.”
“YO! Seriously?! Aunt Nessy, my dream gaming PC is like an easy couple of grand! Is Aunt Poppy gonna be okay with that?” He said as he looked down at Nessy’s belly which grumbled and moved about in what appeared to be in protest.
“She says yes.” Nessy continued to display her cunning smile. “However, if Izzy does end up looking underneath the table, then for one week you become my sex slave. Meaning you have to do whatever kinky shit I demand of you.”
“Do you think mom would be okay with that?” Mojo asked.
“Oh, she knows the importance of honoring a deal." Said Nessy as her fingers drummed impatiently against the tops of both front seats' headrests. “So, whatta ya say? Do we got us a bet?”
“I dunno… If mom doesn’t end up looking under the table, I win, right?”
“That, and you can’t climax before the five-minute mark. But I gotta warn you. I’m extremely good. I've yet to run into anyone who I couldn't make lose their damn mind and start speaking in tongues within less than two minutes. Just one moan or groan out of you is all it’s gonna take for her to peek under that tablecloth.”
“Hmm. Okay. But no cheating, alright? You can’t just go pinching mom's foot or whatever. That would be dumb.”
“Fair enough. Only sexual things can be done underneath the table.” Nessy’s roguish smile grew even wider. “But it’s on you to not have her looking down. Got it?”
Mojo turned back around in his car seat as he thought it through. His old gaming PC was in dire need of an upgrade, something he had been wanting to do for quite some time. Even though the laptop he got for online college was newer, it wasn't designed to run games with super top-notch graphics.
Then again, having to be Aunt Nessy's sex slave for an entire week could potentially leave Mojo mentally scarred for life. Or maybe it would awaken something deep inside him that he didn't know existed. By the end of the week, would he even be the same person? Or would he be left completely incapable of recognizing himself?
Mojo looked back and saw Nessy still grinning face peering down at him over her heaving breasts. “Sure, why not? Sounds like it could be some fun. You’re on!” He held his hand out to shake hands with his aunt.
Nessy shook hands with Mojo. “I have such sights to show you.” She said as she licked her lips.


"Um, what?"


“Ah-Ah-Ah! No backing out now, sex slave! The deal is done! Poppy, you're a witness to this too!"
“Well, while you’re busy daydreaming about pervy stuff that’s never gonna happen, I’m going to start an online shopping list that’s filled with some of the best gaming PC parts that's currently on the market.”
Abruptly, Mojo's smartphone loudly made a notification noise. He had finally gotten a text from his mom. “Hey Aunt Nessy. Mom says she’s already in the bathroom and is changing outfits right now. You ready to head in?”
“Oh, I'm always ready. Let’s go sex slave!” 
—
A lioness hostess escorted Mojo and Nessy to their table. At first, Nessy was having trouble squeezing in, but Mojo managed to shift the large six-person table about, allowing for his aunt's wide, shapely posterior and ample belly to comfortably slide into the booth’s cushioned bench seats with relative ease.


“Your waitress, Vitani, will be with you in a moment.” The hostess said before heading back to her station.
“Dang, this place is fancy.” Mojo said as he admired the opulent wood and marble decor surrounding him.
“Yeah, yeah, it’s super pretty," Nessy remarked as she looked around for any of the restaurant's staff. "Okay, looks like the coast is clear.” In a flash, the anthro snake lifted up her end of the tablecloth, and began the process of shimmying her entire voluptuous body under the table. “Call Izzy. Tell her to get her fat booty out here right now.”
As Mojo pulled out his phone, he anxiously peered around for any of the staff members. “Okay, okay, I'm calling mom. But you gotta hurry.”
Izzy stuck her forked tongue out at her nephew and gave him a teasing wink before she disappeared completely beneath the table, her plump rump plopping down onto the lush carpet. 'Huh, it's actually way roomier under here than I originally imagined.' Izzy thought as she scooted herself over to Mojo's legs. 
"Mojo." Nessy cooed as she sensually glided her hand up his inner pant leg. "Could you be a dear and spread a little further apart for your poor auntie?"
Mojo reached down as he hurriedly texted his mom and slapped his aunt's hand away. “Hey!” He hissed out in flustered irritation. “No trying to get me worked up before mom sits down!”
“Sorry, nephew.” Nessy moaned out in frustration as an innocent little smirk played out on her hidden face. “It's just sooooo cramped under here.” 
Mojo sighed before moving his legs further apart. He felt his cheeks warm up as he felt the curves of his aunt’s body nestled between them. “Are you comfy, now?” He growled as he finished the text to his mom and put his phone away.
“I am now.” Nessy purred, her warm breath penetrated through the fabric of his slacks and flowed up the bare scales of his legs sending small shivers up his spine.
“I'm glad it’s nice under there, but I need you to be quiet now. I think our waitress is coming over.”
Their waitress, another lioness, walked up to their table. “Hello, sir.” She said as she pulled out a slim ornate server book from her black vest’s gold trim pocket. “My name is Vitani and I’ll be your server for the evening. Have you ever dined with us before?”
“Hey Vinati,.” Said Mojo with a smile. “Um, actually, no, this would be my first time.”
“That's okay, sir. I'll make sure that your first dining experience here at the Luxe Lion's Den will be a memorable one. Do you know how our establishment works?”
“Oh yeah, I’ve done some research, and it sounds fantastic!”
“That’s wonderful to hear, sir. Can I get you anything for starters?”
“Well, I’m still waiting for my date. Would I be able to get started with some ice water?” Mojo felt a hard nudge against his leg, causing him to sigh internally. “Oh, and also a chill glass of your signature Cheetah’s Sprint Sovi- Sauvin- Slauven...”
“A Cheetah’s Sprint Sauvignon sir?” Vitani said. 
“That’s it!” Mojo said excitedly. “Yeah that thing.” 
 

“Ooohhh.” Said Vitani, giving Mojo a bright smile. “You have certainly done your research. A very good choice, sir. I’ll go grab those for you and bring them right back.” She then left the table.
Mojo muttered to himself. “Could you be any more subtle?”
Mojo heard Nessy’s muffled voice come out from beneath the table. “Well, maybe someone should try harder to remember what their aunt wanted to drink.”
Mojo started to roll his eyes before catching the glimmer of reflected light from his mother’s earrings. He immediately turned to see his mother, Izzy, standing right beside him, looking absolutely stunning.
 
The cut of Izzy’s black evening gown sensually accentuated the swelling curves of her immense pregnant belly, while making her cleavage very pronounced but yet still appropriate enough for fine dining.
 

“Oh. Wow.” Mojo managed to say as he watched his mother’s gorgeous fertile body glide effortlessly into the booth and sat across the table from her adoring son. “Mom. Your aura is alluring. I, like, can’t stop myself from looking.”
Izzy blushed. “Oh Mojo stop it. I’ve looked way better than this.”
"No, seriously, mom. You look so incredibly freaking sexy.” Mojo exclaimed in awe.

Izzy began to slide herself along the booth’s bench seats, her heaving bosom pressing out against the taut, sleek fabric of her dress until she was sitting next to her adoring son, Mojo. She placed a hand on top of Mojo’s as a hint of rosiness appeared on her cheeks and the tops of her exposed full breasts. “Well, thank you, son. That means a lot to me.”
Mojo felt another hard nudge on his leg. “Funny, I don’t remember getting any of those sorts of compliments.” Said Nessy. “And I look just like her-Ow!”  She almost yelped and smacked her head under the table as she received a swift kick from her sister, Izzy.
“Hush you.” Izzy admonished. “No talking from under the table.”
Mojo chuckled. "Whelp, mom…We made it.”
“We sure did, son.” Said Izzy with a smile.
Vitani came around the corner holding a tray with a wine glass and some ice water. “Here you go, sir.” She said as she set them down on the table. “And hello, madam. Would you two like to start with some appetizers and perhaps a drink for you, madam?”
“I think I’ll have the scallops to start off and with some risotto also." Said Izzy. “And as for my drink, I'll have a Safe Sex on the Beach.” She placed a hand on her pregnant belly as she leaned back a little to show it off.
“Very excellent choices, madam.” Vivati nodded before turning to Mojo. “And as for yourself, sir?”
“I’ll have the veggie pot stickers, along with some egg rolls, please. Oh! And also, some mozzarella sticks too.” Said Mojo.
“Fantastic choices.” Said Vivanti. “I’ll bring those out as soon as I can.” She then turned and left. 
The three of them chatted and waited for their food until they saw their waitress along with another lioness waiter bring them their large serving trays stacked full of assorted appetizers. The food was plated with precision, and everything on there looked immaculate. “Oh my gosh.” Said Izzy and Mojo in mouth-watering unison.
“Enjoy.” Said Vivanti. “Whenever you are ready for more or want to move on to the entrees, please use this so someone will know to come get me.” She placed a small, ornate gold A-stand on the table, adorned with a placard that read 'Enjoying My Meal' on one side. On the opposite side, the words 'Need Assistance' were displayed. 
Vivanti then walked away, leaving them to enjoy their first meal of the evening.
Mojo picked up one of his pot stickers and dipped it into the sauce dish that it came with. The moment he took a bite, his taste buds started going insane as the savory flavor overtook him. He swallowed before turning to face his mother beside him. 
“Oh. My. Gosh. Mom, these are crazy good! You gotta try some! They're so good that I-I-I can't think of the words to even describe them!”
Mojo quickly dipped another one of the pot stickers into the sauce and held it out to Izzy, who took a small nibble. Her eyes lit up, and an instinctual need overtook her as she shoved her mouth over Mojo’s fingers, taking the entire pot sticker into her mouth. Her forked tongue sensually caressed her son's fingers as she began to hungrily suckle on them.
 
But clarity returned to Izzy’s mind once she had swallowed the pot sticker. She immediately withdrew her mouth from his son's fingers, realizing what she had just done. “Sorry." She blushed sheepishly as she spoke. “I'm, um, not really sure what took me.” She gave her son a shy grin of embarrassment.
Mojo glanced at his saliva-smeared fingers. For a brief moment, he contemplated putting them in his own mouth to savor his mother's passionate, loving warmth.  However, he quickly wiped them off with a cloth napkin and smiled back at her. “Uh, no worries, mom. It felt rather… interesting.”
“Well, sweety.” Izzy said silkily as she hefted up her breasts and placed them onto the table. Mojo felt his heart thump a little faster as she leaned slightly forward in his direction onto her elbows, her smiling face resting comfortably on top of her hands. Her evening gown’s sew-in cups were working overtime to keep her tits barely contained as her arms pressed her full and heavy bosom together. “If you liked it so much, maybe you should keep on feeding your mama and help her grow even bigger.”
Mojo gulped and then nervously smiled. “Uh, Yeah. I think I’d like that.” He snatched an egg roll off a plate and shakily held it before his mom’s awaiting mouth.

Nessy was listening intently to the conversation that was going on above the table. ‘Dangit! Sis’s putting on the moves faster than me!’ She thought as she watched the steadily growing tent that was being pitched inside her nephew’s dress pants. ‘Alright, if that’s how it’s gonna be then let's not keep my nephew waiting!’
Mojo shivered as the wet, moist maw of his mother's mouth slowly enveloped his whole hand. Her half-lidded eyes stared into his own as her tongue ran over his smooth, scaly skin and meticulously pulled out the egg roll from his fingertips. A murring noise emanated from her throat as its full rich flavors washed over her. As she gulped down the roll and slowly pulled her mouth off of her son’s hand, her eyes never once lost contact with him.
Meanwhile, Nessy brought her head and hands closer to Mojo's crotch tent, searching for the zipper. She felt a sudden burst of activity from Poppy, which almost made her jump. Moving her gaze away from Mojo’s bulge, she tried to look downward at her belly, but her newly massive rack ended up blocking her view.
“Listen, Poppy.” Nessy whispered, reflexively rubbing her belly with one hand, while the tips of her fingers on her other hand subtly traced the trail of the enclosed zipper teeth on Mojo's pants. “I get that you're as hungry as me, but don’t go eating our nephew's spunk. Can’t have you bloating up in there and busting a tear in my new dress that I still have the receipt for. Especially not when I am about to win the easiest bet I've ever made in history.”
—
[smut]
Mojo felt his grin widen on his burning red cheeks as he watched his mom, Izzy, slowly lick the dipping sauce from his fingers, which was oozing down from the second egg roll he held out for her. 

The male snake could feel his pants growing uncomfortably tighter with each passing moment. It was even beginning to get so tight that he started to worry a little about whether or not he could move in his seat without ending up with some sort of self-inflicted friction burn on the swollen head of his cock.
But Mojo’s grin faded as he felt a faint telltale sign of movement around the bulging crotch of his dress pants. He looked down and lifted the tablecloth up just enough to catch sight of Nessy's fingers as they were slowly unzipping his pants.
Izzy noticed that Mojo was no longer watching her and was instead looking down at his lap. She moved her lips over the egg roll in his hand before sensually pulling her mouth away, leaving her son's hand empty and dripping wet with her saliva.
 
Concerned about the distracted look that was suddenly on Izzy’s son's face, she quickly gulped down the egg roll and asked, “Is everything okay, sweety?” 


Mojo’s head quickly whipped up towards his mom and gave her what he hoped to be a convincing grin as he realized he had been staring down at his crotch instead at his mom's erotic performance. 

“Everything is FINE, mom.” Mojo’s voice cracked a little as he said the word ‘fine’. ‘Dang it dang it dang it!’ He thought as he gave a nervous chuckle while he watched one of his mom’s eyebrows raise just a smidge. ‘Mom knows! Mom knows! This is it! I’m gonna end up being Aunt Nessy’s personal sex slave!’
—
Nessy smiled wickedly and licked her lips as she freed Mojo’s erection from his briefs. “Why hello there, nephew’s penis.” She breathlessly whispered to herself. "So tell me, which part of you is going to help make Mojo squirm around and moan out the most?"
The anthro snake pressed her nose against Mojo's swollen, boxer brief-clad nutsack, inhaling deeply before slowly dragging her forked tongue up his exposed hardening shaft, savoring the sticky fat beads of pre-cum that were already dribbling down his member. 
Nessy’s smirk grew even wider when Mojo's legs started to tremble as her lips gave his engorged tip small, sensuous, teasing suckles.
‘Oh my! By the looks of it, I might even end up setting a new record for myself tonight.’ Nessy thought as she opened her mouth and readied herself to give Mojo the best mindblowing blowjob in his entire lifetime.
—
“Well, if you say so.” Said Izzy with a hint of worry in her voice as she watched her son anxiously fiddle with the buttons of his dress shirt. She pulled out her phone from her handbag, thumbing the screen for a brief moment before putting it back away. “Do you still want to feed me?”
“Ah, yes!" Mojo said in a near shout as he stopped undoing the top buttons of his shirt. "I mean, yeah, of course, mom.” His hand swiftly reaches towards the closest side dish. 

“Would you like a pooooooOOOO-” Mojo’s eyes went slightly crossed and his smile turned lopsided as he felt his cock was suddenly being dunked into a bath of warm saliva as his aunt’s wet mouth engulfed him. “-OOOoooot sticker?” He finished his sentence before coughing into his closed hand.
‘Oh no!’ Mojo frantically thought as he gave his mother a nervous grin. ‘I’m totally cooked!’
—

Poppy wished she could hear what kind of conversation was being held outside while she was stuck inside the moist, warm dampness of Nessy’s stomach.


‘I swear if this ends up entirely being a total nothing burger of an evening.’ Poppy thought as she boringly tweaked a nipple. ‘I’m gonna demand to bring my waterproof e-book reader next time.’ 
Several long moments passed until the goat’s fuzzy ears picked up the curious noises of heavy, liquid-filled glurps, as if her wife hadn’t had a drink in over a decade. 
Poppy let out a tired sigh. “Nessy, you better not start on a second glass of wine—" Large sticky droplets began to drizzle down from above, splashing heavily on her head and ears. Then something from outside pushed against the anthro snake’s belly, squishing into her sensitive, goat milk-engorged breasts.

“Hey! Nessy, what are you—” Poppy let out a moan as another rough shove from outside pressed against her udders causing her teats to suddenly squirt out her sweet goat milk. 


“Damn it. What’s going up ther—” Poppy reflexively looked up in time for more of the warm, honey-like globules to land on her, this time across her face and chest.
A fat bead wetly splashed down on the goat’s full sensual lips, causing her to give them a lick. Her taste buds lit up in delight as the familiar sweet, salty, musky honey coated her tongue. She closed her eyes and shivered with excitement as more of Mojo’s pre-cum rained down from Nessy’s gullet, momentarily savoring its sticky flavor.
‘Oh, how I’ve missed your taste, Mojo…’ Poppy hurriedly brought her mouth up to the entrance of Nessy’s stomach, poking her muzzle out into her partner’s esophagus. 
The goat opened her panting maw wide, letting her tongue roll out in eager anticipation of the overflowing, bountiful indulgences that Mojo’s overzealous libido was about to provide her own stomach tonight.
—
Izzy's eyebrow arched a little higher at her son’s sudden vocal antics. “OOOooookay?” She laughed. “Are we just extending our ‘o’ sounds tonight?”
Mojo chuckled nervously as he readjusted his shirt collar. “Uh, no. It's just that-" He felt Nessy’s warm tongue slowly traveled up his throbbing member, tightening around his girth like a noose as it glided effortlessly across his pre-slicken shaft. "T-T-T-hese potstickers are just so GOOD!” 
Mojo just barely managed to finish his reply before popping a few of the appetizers into his mouth, hoping it would help stifle the moan that was burbling up his throat as Nessy's snug, hot wet maw began plunging down on his member right to the back of her throat before immediately sliding back in the opposite direction like an erotic spring-loaded cock-starved plunger.  
“Hm. While I do have to agree.” said Izzy as she reached over the table and grabbed a pot sticker for herself. “You're acting kind of weird. Are you sure everything is alright?” She took a bite of the pot sticker. “Oh gosh-dang! These are delicious as heck!”
Mojo couldn’t help but slightly squirm in his seat. He quickly stuffed another one of the delectable potstickers into his mouth just as another moan started to escape from his mouthful of scrumptious food. He bit the inside of his mouth, feeling his pelvic region become awash with the swirling sensuous waves of Nessy’s hot panting breaths as her plush lips smooched against the root of his masculine nethers.
Each time his member touched the back of his aunt's throat, she would elicit a hungry murmur of wicked delight, vibrating his entire rock-hard cock and causing him to helplessly release another burst of his hot, syrupy pre-cum.
 

“Y-yeah.” Mojo said as he tried to keep composure of his lust-fogged mind as the lightning sensations of his impending climax began to rattle the nerves of his twitching body. “They’re d-delicious.”
—
‘Why hasn’t he cum yet?!’ Thought Nessy as she continued to gargle and suck on her nephews thick piece of salami. ‘He should have folded like a cheap lawn chair already! I could have sworn he’d have been a complete gibberish mess by now! Man this was supposed to be a joke. A spicy outfit here or there, but I wasn’t actually going to use him as a sex slave!’ 
Nessy felt Mojo’s legs squirm and press against her fatty sensitive breasts and engorged stomach. ‘Still.’ She thought. ‘This isn’t about him being my sex slave. It’s about my record! I shan’t be losing it! Not to this little punk. And definitely not without a fight!’
'Alright nephew. If that's how it's gonna be, then get ready for stage 2 of my super-duper mind-melting technique!' Nessy thought as both of her hands dove into the tight, narrow gap of his boxer's open fly and began palm massaging both of her nephew Mojo’s huge, pineapple-sized testicles.
—
Izzy watched her son Mojo excitedly shift around in his seat as she finished off the last mozzarella stick. “You ready for your entrees, Mojo?”
“Mhm.” It was all Mojo was capable of mustering before another tiny moan escaped his mouth. He bit his lip as he pretended to wipe his mouth with a napkin for the two dozenth time that evening. His fingertips dug into the tablecloth as he used the heavy satin napkin to muffle a particularly loud moan.
"What was that, sweety?" Izzy asked
“I-I said, sounds delicious, mom.” said Mojo, his voice sounding extremely high-pitched and breathy.
Izzy leaned over, the tops of the supple domes of her puffy areolas peeked out above  her snug, overflowing bodice as the soft curves of her chest pressed firmly against the table. She gave her son a warm, motherly smile, her already overworked evening dress creaking in protest as her plush, full breasts spread out across the silky textile tablecloth. “So, have you decided yet on what to order? Remember, it can be anything you want.” 
Mojo let out a shuddering whimper as he felt his aunt's nimble fingers slip inside his boxers, and began hefting and squeezing each of his prodigiously fat, cum-churning nuts.
“Um." His eyes fluttered a little. "I might, uh." 
To say that Mojo was currently experiencing some difficulty focusing would be a serious understatement, as his core body temperature began to skyrocket.
“I'm gonna need a m-m-minute to, hoo, to think about it, PLEASE.” Mojo almost pleaded as the relentless rhythmic motions of his aunt's feverish, hot saliva and pre-cum drenched mouth were starting to increase in both speed and intensity while the increasing pressures within his boiling, bubbling cum-filled balls grew higher.
“That's okay, sweetie.” Izzy cooed as she patted his table cloth gripped hand. “You just take your time. I'm just gonna go ahead and order. I hope that you don't mind.” Izzy reached for the A-stand and flipped it around. “You know, I’m surprised your Aunt Nessy hasn’t said a peep since I've sat down. I would've thought that she at least started asking for something to eat by now.”
—
Nessy mouth and throat had become a humming, sucking chasm of hot, pure lust-filled hunger. Her cork-screwed tongue squeezed her nephew's veiny girth, milking the continuous dribbling flow of pre from his throbbing cock.
It was only a matter of time now. Nessy could already sense that he was about to lose control and bust.
The snake smiled inwardly as she listened to the music of her nephew's whimpering blissful muffled cries. Struggling not to tip off his mother as his twitching, swollen member swelled even more. His girth throbbing snuggly against the walls of her thrusting maw while she passionately swabbed his entire length.
 
But the real prize was going to be the huge meal Nessy was about to receive when he finally busted. She could already feel the telltale signs of the impending climax as her nephew's bloated, pulsing nuts slowly swelled up with her roiling, white hot, fertile liquid prize as they throbbed powerfully against the palms of her spread-out fingers.
However, from what Nessy could infer from the ongoing conversation above her, Mojo's peculiar behavior was somehow still evading her sister Izzy's detection. And the fact that her sister was only now beginning to suspect that something was wrong with her son sparked a deep, infuriated growl. It wasn’t until the incensed vibrations of her throat made her nephew's meaty, aroused cock suddenly leap excitedly inside her mouth that a nasty idea popped into Nessy's mind.
 
'I may not be allowed to physically tip off my sister. However, we did agree on there only being sexual stuff occurring while under the table.' Nessy smirked as she moved her tail towards her sister, Izzy. 

'Which means I'm not limited to just merely playing around with Mojo.' Nessy thought as her tail curled up her sister's leg and headed straight towards the pantieless pussy that was concealed beneath the immense pregnant belly. 


—
The edges of Poppy’s wide, cracked-open muzzle began to curl up into a smile as the trickle of large, grape-sized beads of pre-cum that were landing upon her stretched-out tongue soon turned into a drizzle. This quickly grew into a steady stream, and then a gushing deluge.
Soft, giggling moans poured from the goat’s pre-cum-drenched maw as her expanding libido rose not just from her own arousal but also from the heavy, musky fog that started to fill the chamber around her.


Poppy’s hand crept across her belly, her fingers kneading her soft, furry flesh as it slowly grew more and more taut. Her other hand cupped her breast, momentarily massaging her aroused nipple before moving on, her fingers gliding over the rising dome of her stomach towards the needy lips of her hot sex. She had to shimmy around the fat curves of her swollen, milky udder and thick thigh, the small bit of pressure causing her teats to release a healthy spurt of rich, creamy milk, soaking her legs and creating a small, growing puddle around where she sat.
‘Oh gosh how I’ve missed Mojo’s musky scent.’ Poppy thought. ‘Sure it was only a day ago, but hot damn it’s just so intoxicating! Man, and this is just the precum! Sorry Nessy, but you’re going to be stuck with me for a bit from all of Mojo’s delectable seed.’
As the continuous flow of Mojo’s pre-cum poured down her throat, her digits finally managed to place a thumb upon her throbbing clit. She moaned as greedily chug down cup after cup of her nephew’s hot, honey-like pre-cum. while she slid a forefinger deep inside sopping wet sex. Her eyes rolled as her insatiable, spasming pussy milking her finger and unleashing a body-rippling orgasm that nearly snatched the breath from her lungs.
—
“Hmm.” Said Izzy as she looked about at the calm and luxurious atmosphere, listening to the smoothing rhythms of instrumental music being played from the restaurant’s hidden speakers. “You figure that our waitress would be back by now.”
“Mhm.” Said Mojo, panting softly in a much higher-pitch voice than normal as he turned his flushed face away from his mother. “S-Same.”
“Ooooohhh.” Izzy cooed aloud as she suddenly felt a tail twist up her leg and slide under the curve of her swollen belly. 
“H-Huh?” Mojo's flushed face spun around to see the growing blush on his mom's face. She slowly glanced over, her big, startled eyes transforming into half-lidded, sultry bedroom eyes.
“Oh sweetie…I had no idea you were planning on doing something so risque tonight.”
"Uh, what?"
“Oh don’t you start playing coy with me, young man. Your tail, it’s… mmmm.” Izzy hissed as the tail teased the swollen edges of her sensitive pussy. “Never knew you were this, oh my, skilled.”
“My tail?” 
“Mhm. I don't know what made you wait until now to start giving me any tail play. But please don't stop now.”
'Aunt Nessy!' Mojo thought, his face twisted up in confusion. 'What are you doing?! We agreed that the only thing to happen under the table was sexual-' Mojo then realized what was going on. 'Oh...Oh no.'
“Oh, yes!” Izzy cried out in a pleasure-filled giggle as the tail began twisting its way inside her slick, juicy pussy. "Please, k-keep going…deeper!"
 

“Um, yeah, ha-ha, sure thing, Mom.” Mojo groaned nervously as he helplessly watched his panting mother slowly writhe about in pleasure.
—
'WHAT?!' Thought Nessy. 'Izzy, you’re supposed to be looking under here, not assuming that your son suddenly became a black belt in Tail Kama Sutra! ARGH! FINE! If you wanna believe it’s Mojo, then I guess I’ll have to pull some tricks that you KNOW belong only to me.'
—
Their server, Vinati, had returned back to their table. “Hello. Apologies for the wait.” She said as she took out a server notepad from her vest pocket. “I assume that you all must be very eager to order your main entrees. What would you like for me to have prepared for you?"
“I think I'll have a deep-dish Mediterranean eggplant parmesan and black pepper linguine with lemon garlic sauce.” Said Izzy. “Aaaaannnd, oh, hah.” She distractedly bit her plump bottom lip as the tail rhythmically flexed and rubbed along the sensitive, moist walls of her raging-hot, glistening sex, causing her face to glow as though she had reached the nirvana of perfect maternal bliss.
Mojo's eyes widened in astonishment as his mom scooted over to him, tenderly encircling his shoulder with her arm and drawing him down into the heaving, jiggling plump vastness of her flushed ample chest.
 

“And, mmmmmaybe a…” Izzy bit her lip harder, shivering a little as she gave her loving son a warm, knowing smile before looking back up at Vinatti. “An epic double decker supreme stuffed crust deluxe veggie lovers pizza." A soft, breathy sigh escaped from her lips as she felt the coiled stroke of the tail stuff itself even deeper into the quivering passages of her pussy. "And make it extra mondo large, please.”
“Very good, madam.” Said Vinati. “And for you, sir?” 
“Eerrr. Ummmm. Hoo-boy.” Mojo mumbled, feeling his willpower wane as he inwardly struggled to stave off his impending explosive climax. 

His Aunt Nessy's steamy deep-throating and ball-massaging pro-strats were already making things difficult enough for him. But now, it was nearly impossible for him to form a coherent sentence while half of his face and body were being squished into the serene softness and lustful warmth of his mom’s milk-fatten breasts and large pregnant belly. 
“I'm uh, going to n-need, oh gosh, some more time to think ah-about it.”
“Understood.” Said Vinatti. “I'll go put the order in and be back once it’s ready.” She left the table. 
Izzy squeezed Mojo's body into the generous soft contours of her body, forcing his overheated frame to run aground onto the pronounced, curving shores of her voluptuous, pregnant body. 
“Mojo, you naughty boy.” Izzy whispered breathlessly across his ear as his head sunk further into the vast cleavage of her bountiful boobs. “You’ve been taking some lessons from your Aunt Nessy, haven’t you?”
Mojo gulped. “Uh, what? No-Oh Yeah! Ha-ha.” He sputtered out, “S-She’s b-been a good, um, aunt—I mean, tutor.” He only needed to hold out for a few more minutes. And then the gaming PC of his dreams would be all his.
“Well, your Aunt Nessy is certainly good.” Izzy murred softly, feeling the tip of the tail teasingly play with the edges of her sensitive cervix. “But your mother is so much better. I should really show you some of my personal techniques later. But for right now, you’re doing a fantastic job.”
 
Izzy suddenly gasped as she felt as sections of ‘Mojo's’ tail began to rhythmically squeeze her thigh while repeatedly slapping and rubbing against her swollen pussy lips and clitoris, causing her to grab her son's head and pull him in closer, his red-hot, twitching face creating a mold against the smoldering vastness of her fat titties.
 

“A very fantastic job.” Izzy smiled and sighed, feeling the tail inside her double up on itself as its tip rubbed teasingly against the edges of her cervix entrance.
“Mph!—Hanks mom.” Mojo's words emerged, partially muffled, from the smothering snug valley of his mom's warm, plush supple mammaries.
 
Mojo was just barely hanging onto the precipice of his impending orgasmic release, struggling to not simply give in and let himself fall into the abyss of the most intense soul-releasing climax that he had ever experienced. He really did want that dream of finally owning a kickass computer to finally come true. 
 
But as Aunt Nessy's swirling tongue, her undulating throat, and her searing hot, wet, snuggly, suckling maw remolded Mojo’s aching, meaty tool to a steel-hardened, throbbing weapon of white-hot, unbridled pleasure, he was beginning to have some rather troubling second thoughts.
 
'Maybe being a personal sex slave wouldn't be so bad after all.' Mojo thought as a ravenous fog of orgasmic neediness seeped throughout his hazy mind. 'Sounds kinda nice, actually. Especially if it means getting to experience this again every day for the-'

'NO! NEVER GIVE UP!' Mojo's thoughts cut through the lustful haze of his mind like a lighthouse beacon as he fought to stifle another incoming chest-rattling loud moan. 'NEVER SURRENDER OUR SWEET GAMING RIG FOR MIND-BLOWING BJS FROM MY DTF AUNT!'
—

The inside of Nessy’s stomach was becoming a warm hazy swamp of musk and lust. The swirling sweltering haze that flowed around her shivering body was rich with the erotic odors of spilled pre-cum, gushes of hot goat milk, pussy juices.  

Breathy puffs of steam pour out of Poppy’s wide open maw, its trailing vapor forcibly gurgling and burbling its way up past the collective hot thick goopy sticky mess that was overfilling her maw while her fingers dug into the fur of her gently swelling stomach. She let out a deep throaty gurgling moan, the excited nerves of her body elated at very familiar, and very pleasurable, stretching sensations as her undulating gullet worked overtime to gulp down the obscene amounts of big, hot globs of syrupy nectar of Mojo’s arousal that were clinging to the insides of her throat.

‘Oh, Mojo. I’ll never let Nessy convince me again to not cut down on my intake of your sweet ambrosia!’ Poppy thought as her mind hazily recalled how it was only yesterday when Nessy started begging for her to cut down on her intake of Mojo’s cum. 
“If you get inside my stomach with a belly full of his hot spunk, I’m gonna end up freaking wobbling all over the place like some kinda sexy, adult-sized Weeble-Wobble!” Poppy recalled how her wife pleaded to her, her newly outrageous thiccness jiggling about animatedly inside her now much too small and overstretched t-shirt as she smothered her entire goat head against her lusciously plumped-up snake boobs.
Poppy made another sensuous mewling gurgle of bliss as she felt the sloshing pool of pre-cum in her belly growing steadily larger with each passing moment. She rolled her hips, allowing the trembling fingers she had buried inside her needy pussy to reach deeper inside her gushing, clenching sex, while the teasing pressure of what was about to soon come slowly filled her with its relentlessly flood of searing heat.

The anthro goat let a burbling needy gasping hiccuping yelp of pure, unadulterated pleasure, escape her pre-cum drooling lips as another rippling bolt of electric ecstasy shot through her nerves, pushing her closer and closer to the edge of a body-shattering climax.

‘Please... please Mojo... Feed this greedy belly your rich serpent seed!’ Poppy’s mind bleated out while her belly gurgled and groaned, the pressure building as it's flooded with her nephew’s pre-cum. ‘Please Mojo…Fill me with your hot, thick c-cum... I want it... I need it...I-I-I CRAVE IT!’ 
—
'WTF, Mojo?! You cannot possibly be this freaking resilient!?' Nessy thought with both extreme annoyance and in total awe.
 
Even though Nessy tried to keep up with the amount of endlessly sickly sweet pre-cum her nephew's cock was producing, her greedy, full-throated gulps still weren't enough to stem the tide of free-flowing pre-cum that continuously filled her mouth and throat like a broken drinking fountain spigot at an adult-themed water park.
 
And with each new plunge the snake took, right down to Mojo's twitching cock base, the globs of hot pre that she couldn't chug down fast enough were instantly displaced by his mouth-stuffing, throat-stretching girth and squished out around the corners of her maw.
 
But the worst thing wasn't that Nessy could feel its hot syrupiness trickle both outside (and inside) her quivering, cock-bulging throat as it slowly oozed down.
 
Nor was it that it had already formed a warm, steaming pool in her cleavage that was threatening to overflow down the front of her expensive satin evening dress.
 
And neither was it that she could feel the sensation of Poppy's excited movements inside her stomach as the anthro goat eagerly lapped up her nephew's nonstop gushing arousal.
 
No, the worst thing was she was getting bullied by her nephew's huge cock, and she was GETTING TURNED RIGHT THE FUCK ON.
While Nessy didn't mind switching her roles in the past with partners of either sex, the mere thought of her nephew dominating her, relentlessly teasing her throughout the day, forcing her to loudly beg for his stupidly oversized cock, filled her with a sudden excitement that would've drenched her panties if she were wearing any tonight.
'Come on, girl! Get your head back in the game! We can't be fooling around when we still have a bet to win! And also, Izzy, what's your deal?! Why haven't you looked down here yet?!' She thought as she could feel the wetness of her sister's arousal trickle down the length of her tail.
 
'I don't know what's going on up there.’ Nessy thought. ‘But no more fun and games for you two! This ends here and now! Time for stage 3: BIG SLOPPY EXPLOSIVE STYLE!'
—
Mojo felt like he was about to die from the rising crescendo of pleasures that was illuminating his nervous system like festive holiday lights.
Or explode from the intense internal pressures, as the raging, boiling inferno of his overclocked, fertile libido filled up every nook and cranny of his already tense and excruciatingly straining snakehood.


Maybe even both at once.
Gone was the once maddening pace of Mojo’s aunt Nessy's frantic head bobbing and lavish tongue lashing around his meaty cock.
Now, in its stead, was a savagely goopy, breakneck face-fucking of an almost unfathomably hedonistic, feral desire that was threatening to consume him entirely.


Mojo’s lower body shook as Nessy aggressively accelerated her cycling rhythm, power-slamming straight down onto his pelvis. His aunt's sudden onslaught began to surprisingly annoy Mojo, as the last thing he wanted to experience tonight was a painfully slow walk back to the car with a black and blue groin.
Mojo discreetly slid a shaky hand beneath the table cloth and placed it gently upon his aunt's forehead, urging her to slow down. A fleeting sense of relief washed over him as her movements change for the better, but it was short-lived as Nessy's hands abruptly dove deeper into his boxers, her arms causing the once narrow vertical seam of his underwear to loudly rip further apart as her arms wrapped around his hips.
Nessy's hands clamped down on his firm buttocks with a fierce grip, nearly sending Mojo into a panic. 'Aunt Nessy! What the—' He thought, just before she yanked him forward with a swift, forceful pull, propelling him across his velvet-covered bench seat. 
Mojo’s claws struggled to find a grip on the opulent restaurant carpeting, failing to halt his momentum as he teetered dangerously close to the edge of his seating. The swells of his aunt's plump breasts brushed under his thighs, his feet bobbing in the air, several inches from the floor. 
A steamy wisp of a groan left Mojo’s mouth as his spread legs lay comfortably upon his aunt's plush, expansive chest cushions. The heaving swells of her generous curves rhythmically rose and fell against the insides of his trembling thighs, reminiscent of ocean waves caressing the sides of a ship driven by lustful desire.
Fortunately, it was Izzy's arm, which was still wrapped tight around Mojo's shoulder, that had prevented him from disappearing under the table, inadvertently anchoring her son's upper torso firmly against her plush curves and keeping him from toppling down onto her sister.
‘If she’s just gonna shake me around now like a ragdoll until mom notices I’m gonna be so—’ But Mojo’s train of thought was abruptly derailed as his member entered into what he could only later recall as being a wet volcanic vortex.

Tears began welling up in the corners of Mojo's screwed shut eyes, each droplet a testament to the overwhelming raw sensations that surged through him as his aching shaft was engulfed inside a swirling tropical typhoon of liquid lust.

Nessy’s plump lips, eager and insatiable, hungrily descended his length, fully enveloping his throbbing girth. Rolling surges of raw, micro-orgasmic ecstasy coursed through his body's already overwhelmed senses as her tight, eager throat greedily milked the oozing, golf ball-sized beads of pre-cum flowing from the head of his aching, engorged shaft.

As Mojo’s aunt’s arms jostled around inside the ripped-open seam of his boxer, Mojo could feel the unmistakable weight of his highly productive sack. His two, overgrown, pineapple-sized, throbbing burdens were shoving and jostling each other for room while the space within his already stretched-thin underwear rapidly disappeared.

Mojo emitted a low, shuddering groan, feeling the relentless, mounting pressures of the dense, fertile loads confined within each of his swollen, throbbing nuts. He trembled uncontrollably as the weight of his overloaded sack felt akin to lugging around twin searing crucibles brimming with molten, blistering lead. 

The sensation was overwhelming; each pleasurable jolting motion Nessy made amplified tenfold the growing pressurized discomfort. As he struggled to cling to his composure, he could feel the mounting surge within his overly full, cum-swollen sack, expanding like a pair of water balloons being filled beyond their limits.
And then Mojo’s immensely overtaxed gonads made an audibly loud, heavingly thick churning noise before suddenly they gave out a mighty swollen throb, forcing the threads of his tight sweltering boxers seam ripped apart.

The seam of Mojo’s crowded boxers widened further, creating an opening just large enough for each of his spunk-filled, pineapple-sized balls to barely manage to squeeze out of one at a time. A strange prickling sensation traveled over the exposed, sensitive scales of his massively cum-bloated nutsack as his massive balls were greeted by the cool, crisp air of the restaurant's AC.
The sensation vanished almost instantly as they plunged into the hot, steaming morass of pre-cum nestled within the generous contours of Nessy’s massive cleavage. Mojo’s immense, taut sack grew heavier with each passing moment as they sank into her sucking, inviting warm, deep depths of her pre-cum slickened cleavage.
The warm, supple cushions of Mojo’s aunt's fat bosom lovingly embraced his taut, churning ballsack, while the relentless pounding of her rhythmic heartbeats mercilessly thudded against them, intensifying the fiery urges that consumed his lust-driven mind.
Mojo’s heartbeats reverberated in his ears, each thump intensifying as the furnace-like heat from his aroused state combined with the turbulent sensations being created within Aunt’s mouth and throat as her hot saliva and heavy panting wet breaths sloshed maddeningly back and forth across the oversensitive flesh of his yearning, hardening cock.
A massive, explosive gasp burst from his mouth, his tongue lolling out as he started to pant mindlessly. His chest rose and fell rapidly as he attempted, but failed miserably, to cool down his body, which had soared to feverish heights. He could feel her throat wrapping his aching steel-corded veins of his member in a swirling tropical typhoon. 

Mojo could feel his willpower slipping. His pleasure-drenched mind becoming sucked into the tempest vortex of painfully raw liquid ecstasy. His awareness of his immediate surroundings around him was fading away. His bliss tormented mind narrowing down to just a handful of identifiable sensations.

The soothing warmth of his mother's welcoming bountiful bosom pressed against his face. Her soft curves trembling into his side as she breathily whimpered and panted in orgasmic pleasure across his ear. 

The unmistakable, perceivable sounds of the thickest glurks and wettest slurps that Mojo had ever heard from outside of the wildest scenes he had seen from online porn videos.

A tongue squeezing and sliding up and down Mojo’s girthy length while being sucked off by a wet, hot, maw-like riptide that dragged more and more of his rigid member deeper and deeper into the pleasurable depths of an undulating, throaty abyss.

Mojo let out a pillowy bosom muffled moan of pleasure as his overheated lust-fuzzed soaked brain started operating on autopilot. His arm reflexively glided across the bare inviting scales of Izzy's exposed back, causing his mother to cooed out breathlessly as his hand slipped inside her elegant evening dress.
Mojo's fingers effortlessly gilded under her arm, gently brushing the swells of Izzy's almost bare breast. He heard his mother’s wordless whimper of approval, his fingers operating on pure muscle memory as they climbed up the puffy mound of her sensitive areola.
The taut fabric of Izzy’s gown grew even tighter across her braless heaving chest as the tips of Mojo wandering fingers found the hardened peak of his mother’s thick aroused nipple hidden beneath her tantalizingly black evening dress.
“O-oh my.” Izzy moaned out, her back arching as her son Mojo’s hand began to reflexively massage and knead her breast while repeatedly squeezing and rolling her nipple sensually between the knuckles of his fingers. “Y-You are re-ally p-pressing all of m-mommy’s buttons to-night.”

Mojo only response was let out another boob smothered groaned into her billowly tits as every fiber of his being trembled non-stop with insatiable desire
“You-u know, son.” Said Izzy in a shivery, pleasured-filled voice. “This bold foreplay o-of yours is really getting me in the m-mood to get your massive dick inside me later tonight.” 
Mojo’s screwed-shut eyes tightened even more as he continued to whimper. The fierce erotic heat that his aunt Nessy was stirring up was finally taking its toll upon him. He could feel his entire body beginning to ache as the internal pressures of his impending release steadily grew more prominent. 
‘D-don’t, oh f-f-fudge, don’t say that, mom! I can’t, oh god, c-c-CUM! NO! N-nee-ed to cum NOW! So B-b-b-BAD! CAN’T! CUM! SHOULDN’T! CUM! But why?! WHY!? What are my desires!? OH MOMMY! PLEASE! TELL ME! GIVE ME A SIGN! BEFORE IT'S ALL TOO LATE!’
“H-Ha-ving that. Big. Juicy. Throbbing. Cock. Inside. Mmmm. But you know, hah, you know what else excites me even more?” Izzy whispered huskily and breathlessly.

Mojo swallowed hard, feeling the air around him crackle with an almost palpable energy as every nerve in his body screamed out his approaching crescendo. A deep, rhythmic thrum pulsed in his ears, matching the frantic beat of his heart as his oversensitive, engorged flesh began to savagely expand in preparation for his impending release.
Mojo’s left hand clawed furrows across the tablecloth while his right hand firmly squeezed his mom’s breast, her warm, rich, motherly cream spilling out from her hardened nipple and flowing over his fingers and down the swells of her underboob.

As the sensations intensified, his eyes fluttered, rolling back as waves of ecstasy began to crest, igniting the nerves in his quivering, overdrawn body and mind. Every single frayed nerve in his body was now crying out to him. 

Whispering to him to release. 
Begging for him to let go. 
Urging him to cum. 

Screaming about how no gaming rig in known existence could possibly be worth more than the amount of unbridled tantric orgasmic pleasure he could be experiencing as his aunt's personal sex slave.


But just as Mojo was about to let himself succumb to the urgency of his desires and submit to the overwhelming surges of intoxicating pleasure sweeping him away, Izzy's lips brushed up against the opening of his ear and softly spoke a single word into it.


“Taxes.”
“WH-WHAT?!” Mojo sputters out in bewilderment. It was so out of the blue that it managed to jostle his lustful mind and body straight out of its impending climax like a broken capsule of smelling salts.
“Oh gosh, yes! I love doing taxes!” Groaned out Izzy, her maw cracking into a wide wicked smile. “Especially aaallllll those numbers! And deductions! MMMMM! Have I talked to you yet about what to do on your 1098-T form this year?”
‘Ugh, why the heck is mom choosing NOW to tell me this?’ Mojo thought irritably before realizing that the sharp painful sensation of his aching hedonistic urges were fading down to a dull throbbing razor's edge. ‘Wait, why should I care? She’s managed to hit the pause button on my horniness!’ 

“Uh, no mom, you haven’t. But it sounds very interesting and I would love to know more about it!”
—
Nessy’s throat was brimming with the powerful vibrations of her liquidly muffled erotic groans and thick gurgling rapturous cries of ecstasy as the head of her nephew's cock continued belching out glop after hot glop of honey-like pre-cum. 
‘MOOOOJOOOO!, PLEASE, PLEASE, PLEEEEASE! IF YOU KEEP TEASING ME LIKE THIS I’M GOING TO BURST INTO FLAMES! PLEASE! JUST GIVE ME WHAT I WAAANT!!’ Nessy’s mind mentally cried out in lustful anguish. 
Nessy excitedly lets out a wet, squishy, needy squeal as she feels his length throbbing harder and harder, its swollen underbelly teasingly expanding bigger as it tantalizingly stretches the hot insides of her gripping throat muscles.
The rolling peaks of Nessy’s mini-gasms grew higher and higher as the quivering insides of her overheated pussy clenched hard on itself, the desperate milking motions of her vaginal muscles almost in sync with her own hungry cock-sucking esophagus.
Nessy could feel her mind and body beginning to ache joyously. Every part of her was gasping and screaming, not in extreme fatigue but with rapturous anticipation, as she was sensing the signs of the imminent approach of Mojo’s climax.
Mojo’s slick pre-cum and saliva-covered girth pulsated, its expansive spasms steadily shoving her snug, plush lips further apart. Effortlessly brushing aside her flailing tongue. Twitching. Engorged. Throbbing tantalizingly within the sweltering confines of her throat and maw.
Nessy felt like she was drowning in a bubbling magma pool of raw, undiluted carnal passion, She didn’t know where she was anymore. Whether she was still under the table at the Luxe Lion’s Den. Or was still waiting out in the car in the parking lot. Perhaps she never even left the house to begin with.
All Nessy knew was that she had to keep on sucking and suckling. Gulping and swallowing. Her only focus now was to get Mojo’s cum inside her. 
Another long, needy, gurgling moan manages to somehow spill out from Nessy’s dick-stuffed, pre-drenched maw; her eyes started to roll towards the back of her head as she felt his heartbeat thumping faster and faster inside of her throat.
‘YES! YES! GIVE IT TO ME, MOJO! FEED ME! FEEEEED YOUR POOR AUNT! FILL HER WITH YOUR SEEEEEED!’ Nessy’s lustful thoughts loudly swoon, sensing deep within her cleavage his heavy, intensely throbbing balls beginning to violently surge. 
Mojo’s immense, pulsing, pineapple-sized testicles were like a pair of hellish, untamed beasts, determined to break loose from the warm, soft, inviting confines of her voluptuous bosom. With each delayed moment of her nephews' release, the volumes of churning, thick, hot cum swelled bigger.
And then, just as the aroused growth of his impending climatic climax was about to reach its final orgasmic crescendo, it suddenly reversed course. 
Once again, a needy anguish cry vibrated deep within Nessy’s chest and up her throat, causing Mojo’s cock to teasingly jump excitedly inside her maw as she felt his racing heartbeats stepping down a gear while his overaroused, twitching member compressed itself back down to a slightly less engorged, hardened state.
‘THIS ISN’T FAIR!’ Nessy screams internally, tears of exasperation cascading down her face. Over and over again. It was a constant loop, a merciless cycle of tantalizing build-ups that felt like a cruel joke. ‘Why isn’t his steaming jism already pouring down the back of my throat like a thick and creamy milkshake?’

Thoughts continued to rattle and taunt Nessy’s mind. ‘Why weren't his heavy man-cream splashing down into her stomach and sloshing violently up against its sensitive lining? Why didn't her nephew's searing warmth fill her body until she had become nothing more than an overburdened wine sack brimming with his gooey, hot, serpent seed?’
'It's not fair!' Nessy pouted before she let out a gurgly moan as she couldn’t help but feel the effects of Poppy's hedonistic guzzling of Mojo’s pre-cum already having its carnal ways with her. She shivered as her belly was already starting to feel heavier and tighter, as if she had already made multiple trips to a buffet line. ‘Why can’t I be getting what I want too?! What am I missing?!’
Nessy felt sharp pangs of jealousy as she listened to the increasingly maddening sounds of creaking and groaning seams of her body-hugging evening gown. It's tight-fitting fabric struggling to encapsulate her steadily growing stomach full of her adorable, sexy goat wife, who was blissfully having her arousing fun with her own ever-expanding, pre-cum-sloshing tummy.


It was like Mojo was somehow knowingly teasing Nessy, heightening her frenzied cravings, intensifying her desperate longing while also denying her rightful reward to experience his fiery, roiling essence coursing through her. Nessy felt cheated and was driving her almost crazed mind to a feral state of existence.
The nails of Nessy’s fingers dug tighter into Mojo's rear cheeks, fearing that he would somehow slip out from her embrace as she quickened the speed of her already insane pace, slurping and chugging more and more of his sickly sweet pre-cum down like she was experiencing breathing in oxygen for the first time in her life.
Nessy’s aching inner throat muscles were starting to burn, becoming slightly puffy and swollen as she forced her body further and further beyond her limits. She was throat-fucking him all the way down towards the base of his shaft, forcing his twitching, girthy, pre-cum-spurting member to plunge in and out of the ever-tightening wet, sloshing, gooey warmth of her maw.
Nessy had been engaged in plenty of open-ended relationships before with individuals of all genders and sexes. Both before and after her marriage to her lovingly awesome sexy wife.
And while sure, they had all been fun and exciting moments of animalistic pleasure for her; absolutely none of them ever came remotely close to making her feel like they had owned her completely, both physically and spiritually, like her wife, Poppy, did.


Until now.
There was something about Mojo that threatened to pull out a dark yearning from the shadowy depths of her subconscious and into the light. A powerful, deep-seated desire that she never had fully explored with someone before. But why now? Why her nephew, Mojo?
Was it his raw sexual energy? 
Was it his pure, domineering, sensual control over her? 
Mojo’s ability to wrangle in Nessy’s lustful desires like a wild feral beast, holding her down, embracing her both mind and body, and tightly wrapping himself around her core until every orgasm was wrung out of her needy, mewling frame like a bath towel?
Another half-dozen orgasmic micro-spasms rippled through Nessy as her wordless sounds of shuddering, steamy delighted pants added to the already loud erotic soundtrack of her own wet sucking throat and the loud splatters of dripping pre-cum.
A soft, manic, needy mewl rose from Nessy’s throat as her mind drowned within white-hot flames of her orgasmic thirst for her sweet, virile nephew’s impending release.
‘What is he doing right now?’ Nessy’s hazy mind wandered as it imagined with frightening ease her nephew, Mojo, coolly smirking, his snake fangs gleaming, as he effortlessly held back her well-deserved award.
Nessy was too terrified to look up, fearing that instead of seeing the bottom of the table she was kneeling under, her eyes would instantly meet with Mojo’s half-lidded steely blue piercing eyes silently judging her. 
Nessy could somehow feel his imagined gaze upon her within her mind, silently conveying how poor and clumsy her performance was. Mojo’s tongue slowly flickered out in bemusement as he tasted the air, which had become oversaturated with the unspoken proclamations of her lustful hunger.

‘JUST GIVE ME A GODDAMN FUCKING HINT, MOJO! WHAT AM I DOING WRONG?!’ Nessy raged out, her eyes woefully blinking with wet frustration at the twisted, erotic parody of Mojo her half-delirious mind had conjured up. ‘AM I NOT SEXY ENOUGH FOR YOU? IS THAT IT? HUH? AM I NOT GOOD ENOUGH FOR YOUR STUPIDLY HUGE, FUCKING, CO-’
The dream-like Mojo in Nessy’s mind reached a hand down, his finger somehow pressing softly into her dick-stuffed lips, shushing her in mid-thought before warmly caressing her pre-cum-swollen cheek.
The imagined loving gesture made Nessy’s toes curl as powerful, electrified jolts coursed throughout her body. The Mojo in her mind's eye continued on, his sensual mouth parting, and she heard him speak out to her not as a nervous young man but as a confident masculine lover. His deep, bassy voice whispered out her unspoken and most deepest of desires:
‘I need you to be my “good girl,” Aunt Nessy.’
As the mere conception of her nephew calling her a “good girl” came crashing into her psyche like a runaway freight train, a tremor of excitement shot up Nessy’s spine, her body shivering helplessly at the intense tingling sensations.

Nessy’s lewd, higher-pitched, and needy moans burbled wetly around Mojo’s cock while the swollen lips of her glistening loins loudly squelched out ever more of her nectar into the growing pool trapped between her trembling inner fat thighs.
‘Oh! Oh Mojo! I am so sorry!’ Nessy wildly thought just as she felt his throbbing cock expand once more with a powerful aching need. ‘I didn’t mean to be such a cock-teasing aunt!’
Nessy forced her burning, overworked throat muscles to greedily milk Mojo’s hard, girthy cock faster, quickly swallowing down as much of his gushing loads of pre-cum as fast as she possibly could manage, hoping that it wasn’t too late to change his mind. 
Nessy’s steaming pants flowed over her nephew's thickening member as it flexed and twitched. His soft, needy whines were like music to her ears as she felt Mojo’s scaly butt wriggle about within her death grip. 'Please believe me! I want to be your Good Girl! I really, really, really do, Mojo!’
Nessy could even feel Poppy’s growing palpable excitement intertwining with her own as her wife's gurgling, pre-tainted hot ragged pants twisted around the dense cascade of pre-cum honey flowing over the back of her tongue and down the walls of her throat like a running kitchen faucet.
'I’ll be your “Good Girl,” Mojo!’ Nessy’s mind cried out as she full-throated Mojo’s slick, massive cock.  She moaned again, even louder this time, as its throbbing veins started to pound relentlessly against the insides of her throat. Her wet loins were becoming a bubbling magma as the peaks of her rolling mini-gasms grew higher and higher. 
Mojo’s thighs squeezed tightly together as another several small jolting gasms ripped through her as Mojo’s swollen, aching cock’s urethra bulged outward, preparing to reward her with a mighty overdue payload of boiling hot jizz.
‘PLEASE! I WANT TO BE—’ Nessy's thoughts screamed out as she could feel the rising, searing, fertile heat radiating off the head of his expanding cock as his meaty shaft vigorously vibrated inside her throat. ‘-SUCH A GOOD-’
Suddenly Mojo’s climax froze momentarily before she felt his impending turgid climax shrink back down again.
“NO! NOT AGAIN!” Nessy’ cock muffled voice roared out. She was about to rip her aching throat off from her nephew's huge cock and climb up into his lap. To wrap herself around him while she kissed and licked and begged and pleaded and told him how much she needed him. Needed his-his-his-thick-hot-snake-cum-inside-her-
‘WAIT! Is that my sister discussing TAXES!? Is that why he hasn’t- ARRRRGH! Y-Y-YOU FUCKING WITCH!’ Nessy’s mind ignited with fury as she passionately and forcefully sucked her nephew's stubborn, rock-hard dick with a newly founded burning conviction. 

Nessy’s throat angrily tightens around Mojo’s girth like a noose as the sore muscles of her esophagus begin to savagely vacuum pump his entire girth with blazingly fast rhythmic pulsing clenches.

‘I WILL have your son’s CUM! Even if it means annihilating your fat wet pussy in order to get it!’
—
“Oh. Ooooh yeah,” Izzy blissfully grinned as she hugged Mojo’s quivering body closer to her own trembling, buxomous pregnant curves. “Y-You k-keep going while I talk about your coll-hah-ege tax deductibles.”
Mojo listened to his mom ramble on and on about tax information, her voice pitching higher with each word, while his aunt Nessy’s slobbering mouth and throat continued to wildly go to town all over his still rock-hard dick. His swollen balls were still dully aching somewhat fiercely, but for now, the threat of his building explosive orgasmic release seemed to have been postponed.
‘Holy schnikes!’ Mojo thought. ‘I just remembered my bet with Aunt Nessy! And I think I’m about to win it too!’ But then he heard his mom’s tax lecture suddenly reach a very abrupt climax. 


“Oh! Oh! Mojo! K-Keep going! M-Mommy’s al-most there!” Izzy quickly panted as she held her son’s head hard against her rapidly heaving bosom. “Just. One. More. THRUST!”
Izzy’s tongue lopped out of her open mouth as she felt the plunging tail inside her clenching pussy tightly wrapping itself into a thick, coiling ball. It flexed its sinewy, corded muscles, further stretching out her already snug, velvety walls as it rhythmically pistoned faster and faster. 


Deep, gasping whimpers and breathless moans poured from Izzy's open mouth. Her body shook and stiffened with overwhelming pleasure as each powerful slam of the large, ball-shaped, coiled tail vigorously ground its scales directly into her sensitive cervix.
Mojo could feel the relentless wildfires of his own impending orgasm already surging back with extreme vengeance. He desperately wanted to tell his mother to keep talking and explain whether or not payments for software upgrades are eligible for educational tax deductions. But he didn’t have it in him to interrupt his mom and take her out of her own climax from ‘his’ tail.
Instead, Mojo decided to selflessly laser focus on other stuff, like recalling video game creepypastas or ranking fighting game combos from best to worst. But no matter how much he tried, they began to slip from his mind like grains of sand. It was no use. He could feel the all-too-familiar aching tension steadily expanding inside his dick and balls.
Mojo was about to climax, and there was nothing that he could do to stop it.
Suddenly, Mojo heard his mother’s phone burst into a melodic musical tone, then felt a gentle hand cup his chin and slowly lifted his head from her breasts and up to her face. Her bedroom eyes met with his own trembling, blinking eyes as her orgasm wound down.
“Thank you, Mojo.” Izzy whispered in a husky voice, then tilted her head towards him, wrapped her full lips around Mojo's, and kissed him hard on the mouth.
Mojo’s mom’s forked tongue pried his mouth further open, and he followed suit, allowing for their kiss to deepen. His mother’s hand clasped over his own as he squeezed her voluptuous, plump breast, their intertwining fingers outlining her fat, aroused nipple.
As Izzy’s tongue twisted and danced with his own, Mojo desperately hoped his mother wouldn’t notice that he was teetering on the edge of blowing a hot load deep down his aunt's throat.
Mojo fought to stifle his loud moans within the posh restaurant as he felt the last of his tight mental grip, which had been holding his orgasm back, finally beginning to waver. No matter how hard he tried to regain what little composure that he had left, his small, lustful, breathy whimpers of pleasure still filled his loving mother's mouth and throat.
Mojo wasn’t sure what was even going on anymore. He didn’t know if he had won his bet. Or if he should even care. Or if this was even real life and not some overwrought erotic fever dream. All he knew was that he didn’t want to hold himself back any longer.
—

Poppy let out another muffled bleat of pleasure as Mojo’s intensely huge, scalding waves of pre-cum continue to drown her hungry maw and greedy sucking throat. "Mmmmph! Mmmmmmph!" She moaned, hot saliva and goopy slick pre splurt out from the corners of her curled muzzle, running down her pre-cum engorged neck and drenching her heaving tits.

Poppy’s eyes rolled back in ecstasy, the searing radiating heat of roiling pre that was flooding her insides, was driving her wild with lust and hunger. Her once soft belly was now becoming an obscenely bloated, taut balloon, struggling to accommodate the sheer volume and intensity of pre-cum that she chugged down.


Small excited orgasmic jolts twisted up Poppy’s spine as she felt her rounding and expanding stomach pushing and stretching the snug, clinging cavern of her Nessy’s stomach. Small gooey bubbles of pre-cum to burble out from her open whimpering blushing muzzle as her sensitive hardened nipples and her udder’s thick milky teats sensually dragged across the moist velvet walls of the anthro snake's ever-tighting stomach lining. 

Steam wisped out Poppy’s nose and gurgling maw as hot panting goopy moans sent billowing warm breathy clouds trailing up Nessy’s throat. She hiccup a little, causing her stomach to tighten a little as the slooshing waves of hot glop in her bloated belly crashed about inside her. 
But then, Poppy heard an all too familiar sound. Her breath hitched as she plunged two more fingers deep inside her clenching and squeezing sex, and eagerly listened to the arousing low deep powerful thrumming noise of Mojo’s cum swollen balls. She trembled as the angry brewing of churning cum penetrated Nessy’s stomach, rumbling menacingly like heady storm clouds ready to unleash their long overdue burdens.   

‘Oh you hopelessly silly, horny snake.’ Poppy thought, as she could feel her loving wife’s moaning body began to vibrate in lustful anticipation for what was soon to come. 
‘You thought you were being so clever with your little scheme. But I bet that you weren’t prepared for what's about to come next…’
—

‘MOJOPLEASECUMPLEASECUMPLEASECUMPLEASECUMPLE-’ 
Nessy's racing heartbeats paced along with Mojo's resonant thudding, veiny hardness, and gurgling fullness of his bloating balls. Their intertwining rhythmic sensations reverberated through her body like a bass-boosted duel drum solo performance at a nü-metal concert.
Nessy’s maw widened as she forced more and more of Mojo's angrily throbbing stupidly thick snake meat down her relentlessly milking throat. Her fingers squeezing into his rump cheeks as her arms pulled his groin further in into her stretched open maw, cramming every inch of her nephew’s non-stop pre-gushing cock deep inside her throat.
Lewd whispering imagined voices of Nessy’s nephew began filling her head. Of him whispering sweet naughty hints into her ear. Of him hissing out scandalous steamy teases. Of him breathily making salacious threats of visiting her in the middle of the night and having his wicked way with her. Of teasing her helpless body over and over and over again until she was a glowing blaze of nothing but desire and arousal. And then finally rewarding her good behavior by finally pushing her over the chasm and smothering her searing hot core with his loving fertile warmth.  
As Nessy aching throat muscles fought to squeeze down around his engorged member, rolling shockwaves of micro-quakegasms began to rock her, causing a trapped needy wanting cries to rattled about inside her throat as.
‘MOJOPLEASECUMPLEASECUMPLEASECUMPLEASECUMPLE-’ 

—
Mojo suddenly felt his ball sack clenching hard around his over bloated gurgling balls, the weighty cum tanks began to gurgling and sloshing as they violently shuddered inside his aunt’s  bulging cleavage. Mojo gritted his teeth as his  cum engorged balls gave out a mighty throb. He could feel their rapidly growing, swelling pressures forcing the already taunt thin fabric that was helping his aunt's immense pillowly rack contain his aching productive nuts. 
Mojo could hear the sound of ripping cloth as his over-productive cum stuffed sack slowly expanding, tearing apart Nessy’s evening dress as they parted his aunt’s mountainous luscious jiggling snake titties, sending them spilling out through the torn shredded holes of her now newly ruined black evening dress. 
Mojo grunted as his overburdening sack full of twin, stupendously, oversized sized pineapples flew out of her cleavage’s pooling steaming lake of pre cum and slammed hard up into her chin and luscious full bottom lip with a loud scally wet thwap. 
Mojo starts to panic that his unintended hard weighty sack tap to his Aunt Nessy’s chin had pissed her off as he feels his meaty, heart pounding cock slide out of her gripping throat until only it’s gushing pre-cum spewing tip sat firmly at the entrance of her throat. 
Little did he know that his ‘little’ full frontal bloated fat nut assault had managed to excite his Aunt Nessy’s already frenzied senses and cum crazed mind even more. 
—
‘OH PLEASE FORGIVE ME MOJO!’ Nessy’s cum starved mind cried out as her widening jaw unhinged itself. 
‘PLEASE LET ME SHOW YOU WHAT A GOOD GIRL I AM AS I SOOTHE EACH OF YOUR HUGE ACHING TESTICLES!’ She screamed out internally as she felt Mojo’s hard cock twitch and jump as she glided her hot saliva and pre- slicken maw back down over his throbbing, girthy length. 
Nessy’s body vibrated uncontrollably with shivering jolts of raw pleasure as each inch of her nephew’s throbbing huge cock slid deeper and deeper down inside her tight, pre cum drenched throat like a comically rotund anthro going down an erotic enclosed water slide. 
As both of Mojo’s massive fat fertile balls and the thick girthy root of his cock slammed into the entrance of her esophagus, large gouts of displaced pre-cum were sent splashing out the sides of her widened jaw, bathing not only the front of her naked bared breasts and almost torn apart front of her evening dress in hot sticky pre, but also the bottom of the table and Mojo’s entire lower torso. 
Nessy lets out a needy whimper as her fingers sink into her nephew's scally tight rump before forcing his butt off from his seat cushion and reseating onto the wet sticky insides of her mouth.  
Nessy could feel the urges of Mojo’s burning need for release rapidly grow as he urgently began to grind and thrust his pelvis into the entrance of her cock stuffed throat, forcing it to slowly squeeze around his twin overburden cum tanks. She moaned as his butt wriggled around on her lower jaw, the cuffs of his stained slacks snapping in the air as his legs kicked about behind her.
As Mojo’s  taut thigh muscles rested on top of her shoulders, quivering helplessly against the sides of her face, Nessy hummed with a lewd ecstasy, her forked tongue tasting her nephew’s arousal as her long tongue slithered past his  thick, blood engorged bare root and slipped inside his ruined boxer briefs. She began ruthlessly pressing hard into his perineum. Her warm wet tongue traced its impressive hard bulge as if it were trying to etch its shape into her mind. 
Suddenly Nessy felt Mojo’s legs crossed tightly down over her bare back, the heels of his sneakers digging into the small off her bare back as the flowing fountain of pre cum from his cock tip dried up. 

Mojo began to hump himself into her, his wildly throbbing girthy cock veins grinding into the tighten walls of her clenched throat, his engorged pre-cum bloat member shoving itself deeper and deeper down her neck and into her chest. 
Nessy let out an excited cock stuffed squeal that vibrated throughout her nephew’s entire impossibly hardness as his powerful bucking began coaxing her insanely tight esophagus around each of his trembling immense orbs. As the balls popped into her unglauting throat,one after the other, they gave out a mighty cum squelching blourt before swelling out with such a powerful rumble that it shook her from her maw straight down to her stomach.
‘YEEEEEEEEEES!’ Nessy cried out internally. Her cocked stuffed muffled voice screamed out pleasurable moans as her throat bulged outward more and more as the almost unbearably hot flesh of his growing cum vein teased her delirious mind. “LET IT GO! PUMP YOUR GOOD GIRL UP WITH YOUR HOT CREAM!”
—
The fingers of Mojo’s clenched hand sank further into his mother’s soft, pillowy breast as the increasing pressures of his release began to relentlessly hammer at the gates of his aching pulsing cock. 
Mojo’s body shook and vibrated uncontrollably as the aching internal pressures of his release climbed higher and higher as his over productive nuts released what felt like a soft ball loads of searing hot spunk down through the already overflooded pre-cum passage of his over sensitive titanium hard cock.
Tears of frustration trailed down his face as each steaming, searing hot load of hot ball slop slammed into the still tightly sealed tip of his cock and came to a full stop. Instead of spilling out the blazing white feritel infroneo  that his huge aching balls were mindlessly pumping out, each of his loads were ending up expanding and stretching out his urethra, forcing his stretching taut over sensitive flesh of his girth to practically deboss it’s engorged throbbing veins into the tight inner walls of his aunt Nessy’s vacuumed seal throat.
—
‘PLEASE PUMP THIS GOOD GIRL UP WITH HOT STUDLY CREAM, MOJO!’ Nessy’s mind screamed as she felt the thick bubbling bulges of jism race up her nephew’s urethra, each one fatter than the last, their searing heat impedating into the aching, pre-slicken muscular lining of her throat. 
The inside of Nessy’s head started to fill with the thunderous booms of mojo’s racing heartbeats, the girth of his meat cock increasing a teasing centimeter at a time with each head pounding heart beat, and the rushing the torrents of cum that was swirling and sloshing about inside his expanding trembling cum vein. She could actually feel his cock growing heaver inside her neck with each pump as its immense increasing liquidly fertile mass firmly anchoring Bohin’s entire groin deep inside the her moaning, trembling esophagus.
Nessy’s hands flew off of her nephew's rear, and barely wrapped around the meaty cum ballooning cock that was solidly lodged inside her neck. Her knuckles turned white as she rhythmically began squeezing at her throat’s cock bulge with all her might. Pre cum noisily squelched through her fingers she rapidly jerks off Mojo's cock from the outside, desperately trying to coax out the cum that she oh so rightly deserved.
‘MOJO! PLEASE MOJO! PLEEEEEASE’ Nessy started to scream internally as the turgent tip of his quaking mighty cock steadily expanded, violently vibrating as it valorly held back the immense internal pressures that were about to flood her insides. ‘I’M A GOOD GIRL! PLEASE LET ME DRAIN YOUR FAT BALLS! I WANT YOU TO FILL ME FULL OF YOUR HOT SNAKE SPERM UNTIL I CAN’T WALK OUT OF HERE!’
—
Just as panic started to creep into Mojo’s mind as he felt only a singular searing hot fat bead of his fertile nutty cream come out of the tip of his huge turgid cock. That somehow his dick was broken, That he was forever stuck between pleasure and agony as his impending release conitusly teased him until he was driven mad, 
Mojo suddenly felt hot dense wet clouds beginning to flow across his cock tip, enveloping its turgid throbbing flesh like a hot compress. It took less than a second for Mojo’s lust-addled brain to recognize the all-too-familiar sensation of his aunt Poppy’s panting breaths. The erotic implications of both his aunts simultaneously about to drink their fill of his hot jism flooded his mind. 

Tears of joy streamed down Mojo’s cheeks, his eyes rolling to the back of his head as he pressed his mouth harder into his mom’s deep kiss. His twisting tongue squeezes his loving mother’s tongue into submission as his rocketing pleasure filled screams roared down her throat, filling her chest and shaking her entire body down to the core.  
The long-awaited metaphorical floodgates of his release had finally swung open in an explosion of blinding white ecstasy.
—
And then Nessy heard a tremendous gurgling gluk from inside her throat as each of his balls gave out a monstrous throb. Nessy grinned crazingly inside her mind as an impossibly thick golf ball shaped bulge raced up her nephews cock, forcing her fingers to part further and further from her swollen throat as his cum packed urethra steady ballooned outward like an extremely turgent garden hose that was about ready to burst. 


And then Nessy heard a tremendous gurgling gluk from beneath her throat and in her hands as each of Mojo’s testicles throbbed. She grinned crazily inside her mind as his swollen nuts almost seamlessly expanded within her grasp. The once pineapple sized testicles grew to that of near watermelons in an instant, forcing the inflating orbs to press against her fatty breasts and under her chin. Then grew again. And again. 
Until it finally happened. Once Mojo’s sac had reached the size of beach balls, did the Nessy sense and feel the cum stuffed baby batter factories release the overstocked inventory. 
The first gush inside Nessy’s throat was like a bomb had gone off. It felt and also looked like a deflated basketball had been instantaneously inflated while inside her throat as the first deluge of Mojo’s steaming pudding thick explosive load of cum filled up every available space inside her cock stuffed throat. If Mojos giant pulsing balls weren’t so thoroughly crammed tight in the back of her throat, half of his load would have forcibly been jettisoning out her mouth. 
Nessy’s body shook as each rumbling pumping gush rocked her to her core, her half lidded eyes rolling to the back of her head as her own orgasm merged with Mojo’s. Her silky walls of her sex were like the pages of a tightly bound book as they clenched desperately upon themselves, sending her warm femmine liquids gushing through the over aroused swollen pedals spill into ever growing pool that was flowing over her trembling thighs. Her own wet ecstasy splashed onto her throbbing clit causing her to wordlessly cry out as her nephew continued to loudly cum deep into her needy hungry gullet.

Nessy’s loud moans went unheard as the flash flood of steaming molasses thick semen fills her throat, smothering her excited noises of ecstasy down to a breathless hint of a dull whisper.
‘Oh mojo.’ Nessy internally swooned as her esophagus stretched to accommodate the heavy, roiling gushes of Mojo’s gooey spunk. ‘Keep showing me how much of a good girl I am. Drain your fat balls and fill up your aunt’s good girl belly with all of your heavy studly cream.’ 
As Nessy’s nephew's cock excitedly pulsed inside her neck as it blorted out gout after gout of the pudding like nut milk She could feel a growing pressure going on inside her stomach. ‘Shit! Poppy is filling herself up on Mojo’s spunk!’
‘Oh you sexy goat you.’ She mentally groaned as the seanations of both mojo’s cock excitedly pulsing as steaming hot seed poured down her throat and Poppy’s already pre-cum and spunk bloating belly steadily grew heavily as it pressed and rubb upon her stomach lining. 
‘You knew this was going to end up happening, didn’t you! And now you’re going to get so cum drunked stuffed on our newphews endless cum buffet that you won’t be able to fucking leave my stomach for the next 48 hours till you’ve digest every drop!’
—
Nessy’s stomach interrupted her thoughts as her muscular walls began to tightly cling around every part of her body. It’s wet soft flesh hugging and clinging on to every groove and curve of her anthro goat body like a skintight wetsuit. Poppy trembled as another orgasmic wave flowing over her, drowning out her thoughts as she felt herself being rhythmically squeezed and caressed by her loving partner’s hungry organ.
Poppy felt an intense heat bathe her face like the air that was rushing past her had become a thick steamy sauna. And then she heard a singular, terrifically loud and heavy explosively thick sounding wet squelch.
Every nook and cranny of Nessy’s throat was suddenly now packed full with an enormous lava-like thick load of Mojo’s hot steamy cum. 

Poppy barely had anytime to react as a slow moving wall of Mojo’s hot pudding like fertile jism came pressing down into her open maw. The highly condensed liquid snake goop cracked her jaw wide open as the viscous mass of gooey searing gunk forcefully squeezed inside of her mouth. Her esophagus quickly billowed out as gallons of Mojo’s gooey, sweet and salty love forced it’s way down to her already packed full stomach.      


The erotic sensations Poppy felt as Mojo’s volcanic cum tripled the size of her belly were nearly indescribable.
Poppy’s belly stretched and vibrated as the intense obscene pressures of the pumping thick currents of cum angrily swirled inside her like powerful deep ocean currents. Her delicate hand cradled her weighty cum sloshing tummy while the steadily growing heat trapped inside her seeped out, soaking to every part her lustful body like a hot water spring. 

Poppy gurgled out a thick cummy moan as her weeping, gushing pussy nearly snapped her fingers as her gushing wet sex turned into a tight velvety gauntlet around her digits. Her streams of goat milk flowed freely from her teats as her expanding tummy forced both her milk filled udders and her breasts to smoosh hard into Nessy’s stomach lining. 

As Mojo pumped load after thick load of his steaming cum down both Nessy and her throat. Poppy’s mind and body turned into a hazy fog of pleasure filled with bliss while her nephew continue to bloated her stomach into a giant cum filled hot water bottle. 
 —
Nessy silently screamed in pure delirious ecstasy as she felt Poppy’s belly expanding inside her stomach, forcing the both of them to accommodate the large volume of spunk filling that Mojo’s twitching cock  was rthimcally pumping out expolisivly large steady thick plusing gushes deep inside the anthro snake’s tightly packed clench throat.

Nessy could hear the deep bassy noises of gurgling and glorping resinating within the base of her skull as the knot jammed within her throat, that were her nephews twin hefty sperm-tanks, angrily kept on churning out their hot thick loads
 
Nessy should have been screaming in rage at how what was left of her somewhat intact evening dress was exploding off her rapidly expanding curves and littering the floor around her in unreturnable pre cum soaked tatters. 

Of how, with every passing second, Nessy could feel the swelling curves of her belly start to brush the lush restaurant carpet as the cum hungry anthro goat inside her continued to suck down gallons of Mojo’s endlessly thick ball nectar.

Nessy’s dinner evening plans were most definitely ruined. All she wanted now was to submit herself completely and bath in the pleasure of her nephew’s rich. Thick. Reward. 
For at this moment, as the continuous rolling waves of orgasms rocked her down to her very core, as her belly grew bigger and bigger, she knew, for a fact, that she was Mojo’s ‘Good Girl’. 

Gone were any thoughts of winning some absurd bet that she thought she had managed to successfully rig in Nessy’s favor the day before. 

Fine dining was no longer on Nessy’s menu. Her insatiable hunger desire only for Mojo’s cum. That constant flow of searing hot overly googy nut pudding that was gushing nonstop out her newphen’s throbbing cock. That’s all that mattered to Nessy now. It was his reward for her being such a ‘Good Girl’. A reward that she had no intention in letting a single droplet go to waste.

Nessy’s body shivered as she felt Poppy’s cum bloated body begin to really fill up her insides, stretching out every nook and crevice. 
As Mojo’s gurgling taut esophagus knotting ball sack relentlessly continue to pumped out thick coil after thick coil of over heated super viscous baby batter, Nessy could feel her wife’s already immensely over stuffed round belly quickly expanded inside her to accommodate her nephew's increasing magnitude of his roiling hot gooey spunk.
‘That’s it, Poppy. Drink it all down.’ Nessy thought as the pressure on her knees were starting to ease as her legs beginning to slowly lift off from the silky plush carpeting. Her fingers rhythmically squeezed and pumped her cock swollen bulbous throat, hoping to encourage Mojo’s veiny throbbing cock to pump out unfathomablely larger and larger fat loads of his steamy snake seed down her throat and into her wife’s stomach.
A loud pleasure filled Nessy’s throat as she felt the lining of her stomach clinging around Poppy’s curvaceous, cum pumpling belly. ‘Please oh please Help me swallow it all down.’ Nessy quietly pleaded to herself as her wife’s cum inflating goat tummy began lifting her body upwards. 
‘Oh my sweet sexy goat please help me.’ Nessy thought as her arms dropped down from her throat to cradle her firm squishy belly as it steadily grew past its extreme beach ball size to that of a small yoga ball. ‘Please. Help me, Poppy. Don’t let me disappoint Mojo. Help me prove to him that I am more than capable of accepting every last drop of his steamy liquid reward.’ 
 —
Poppy lost count of her orgasms by the time the raucous cascade of cum that was flooding her rapidly expanding stomach had effortlessly shoved her arm aside, causing her fingers to slide out of the tight grasp of her clenching soaked pussy. 
Not that it mattered as much as Poppy continued to ride the growing tidal waves of her climax. The erotic impossible sensations of its growing weight was setting the nerves of her already pleasure filled anthro goat body ablaze as steadily larger and larger overwhelming surges of liquid bliss kept pouring down her greedy gullet. 
Poppy’s tummy thrummed with aching ecstasy as it was forced to stretch and expand, accommodating the growing slooshing angry swirl of cum. She felt the waves crashing up against the walls of her cum filled stomach, her swollen sex noisily squelching between her legs as their heavy impacts vibrated throughout her body.
Another thunderous mind-quaking jolt of ecstasy hit her as she was assaulted by another cascade of overwhelmingly sensual and erotic sensations. Her back arched tightly as she felt the soft fleshy lining of Nessy’s stomach cling onto her breasts and udders like a wet t-shirt while snugly clenching around increasing circumference of her ever-expanding cum tummy. 
Jets of hot goat milk shot out of Poppy’s overly sensitive and aroused nipples and engorged teats as the anthro snake’s slick internal stomach muscles mercilessly powerful grip mindlessly milked her. 
Coils of raw orgasmic energy were relentlessly coursed up and down her spine while the hungry snake’s gut sucked itself onto the aroused swollen folds of her pussy lips and throbbing clit, hugging her extremely sensitive and needy gushing sex like a hungry amazonia anaconda. 
Poppy tried to fill her loving partner’s throat with a rich chorus of her ragged squeals and loud whimpers. But only a wet bubble of gurgling scream of raw pleasure managed to somehow pop out from her cum stuffed throat before being instantly smothered by the lava-like spooge that was being forcibly diverted down her throat.
Nessy’s stomach tightened around Poppy’s voluptuous anthro goat curves, sensual squeezing organs pinned her arms tightly to the widened sides of her nearly spherical belly. She blissfully smiled inwardly as her hands kneaded and caressed the lovely expanding roundness of her soft squishy furry tummy, feeling the erotic vibrations of the turbulent steaming pressures created by the viscous cum-hurricane swirling euphorically inside her.
Filling Poppy. Make her larger. Bigger. Enormous. Pushing both her body-warming snake spunk bloated stomach and her senses far beyond their rapturous limits. 
Poppy’s plush breasts rose into her face as Mojo continue to pumping his hot, gooey, thick creamy snake batter into her. The growing curves of her utterly cum stuffed stomach forced her milk filled udder to press heavily down on top of her shapely thick thighs. 
Poppy’s enraptured mind nearly swooned as the wet heat of Mojo’s roiling hot deliciously sweet and salty pond of jism trapped in her double wide goat tummy permeated throughout her trembling body, blanketing her like a heated comforter. 
Nessy’s stomach trembled in ecstasy in time with Poppy’s own delightfully chaotic and intense shivering orgasms. 
 —
Mojo couldn’t help but to happily cry out as he deeply kissed his mother, forcing her to swallow down his panting groans while his hefty heaving nuts continuously released his long overdue climax down his aunt’s clenching throat. 

Even though Mojo was starting to feel a longing sense of growing dread looming over him, that he may have miserably failed the bet, it greatly paled in comparison to the euphoric tsunami of pleasure and relief that was freely flowing throughout his aching, muscle twitching frame. 
Mojo’s eyes fluttered as his mother, Izzy, gently pulled herself away from their deep embracing kiss. 
“Mmmmm looks like Vinati is bring out entrees, sweetie!” Said Izzy as she saw their server rolling a trolley with huge ornate thick glass dish filled with richly spice and herb crispy chicken breasts, smothered in melted gooey parmesan and mozzarella cheeses, and stack upon steaming heaps of creamy sauced linguine.
Two other lioness servers followed closely behind her, carrying a massive metal tray on their shoulders that had a pizza that was twice as thick as Mojo’s wrist and about half as large as the table at their six person seated booth. 
“Oooooohhh it looks delicious.Doesn’t it Mojo?” Izzy said as she caressed Mojo’s cheek. The servers placed their delicious and generously sized meals down before them.
“Mhm.” Muttered Mojo as he felt his balls swell up again before pumping out a generously sized orgasm into his Aunt Nessy. “S-Super gooOO-oood!” His wavering voice barely managed.
“Please enjoy your meals.” Said Vinati. “If you’d like for us to bring out more from the kitchen, please don’t hesitate to ask.” She bowed and then left, leading the rest of the pack of lionesses with her. 
“Mojo, I know you haven’t ordered anything but you’re more than welcome to try some of mine.” Said Izzy. “I may be eating for nine but please don’t let that stop you.”
Mojo desperately struggled, trying to force his addle brain to form something intelligible. “Uh…Yeeee.” He shuddered as his over-productive nuts clenched again, causing his hard cock to blow out another hot load down his Aunt’s throat .
“Oh you poor dear.” Izzy cooed before softly moaning as her son’s twitching fingers reflexively tweaked her hardened nipple. “You really out did yourself this time.”
Mojo quietly groaned as his orgasm finally started slowing down, his releases slowly decreasing in volume before they finally ended with his cock flexing and twitch as it shoot out enough but blanks, and he finally felt a lot calmer. “Uh huh. Yeah. Thanks mom.” Said Mojo softly with a gentle smile. 
—
Nessy moaned as her expanding belly started to slow down. By the time her big round butt was starting to squish againt the bottom of the table as she lay on upon a belly stuffed full of cumflated poppy. She can feel Poppy’s popped out belly button press out against her bean bag size tummy. She noisily slurped her tongue around Mojo’s cock that was becoming flaccid. She was doing her best to make sure she got every drop from his shaft. ‘Mmmm. What a delicious meal. Makes it all the better that Mojo, is now MINE, for some time.’ She grinned. ‘I wonder if Poppy’s enjoying her cummy meal.’
—
Poppy was resting with a jizz bloated belly feeling tightly packed inside of Nessy’s tummy. She licked her lips and sighed happily. “Thanks for the meal, nephew. It was delicious.”
—
[/smut]
Izzy gave her Mojo a peck on the cheek. “Oh, you are looking so much better now.” She said with a soft smile. “Does that mean you’re all done with your orgasm?”
“What?!” Mojo exclaimed. 
“HMMMM?!” Came a muffled voice from below the table as Nessy spoke out with a cock still in her mouth. "Yoo knoo?!"
“Nessy, it’s rude to talk under the table with your mouth full.” Izzy said. “Finish up cleaning up my son first before you speak, please.” 
 
It took Nessy several long shivering post climaxes before she had finally managed to finish licking her nephew’s entire package clean, from tip to balls. She neatly tucked it back inside his pants and was about to speak when her sister brought down a pitcher of ice cold water.
Nessy quickly nabbed the pitch and tilted the entire icy cool water up in her mouth, letting it wash away and remaining sticky remnants down her throat. She smirked a little when she felt Poppy squirm a little inside her overstuffed belly as the shower of ice cold water poured down her steaming throat. “That’s what you get from not sharing Mojos cum, you greedy little goat.”
“Oh my, I hope Poppy didn’t spoil her appetite too much.” Izzy said with a giggle. Nessy stuck her head out from underneath the tablecloth to glare suspiciously up at Izzy. 
“So you knew what was happening then.” Nessy asked. Izzy nodded. “Since when?”

“For a quiet while now.” Izzy responded with a smirk. 
Nessy’s jaw dropped slightly, and some strings of Mojo’s cum that she had missed on her lips were still attached, creating a thin glistening bridge from the top lip to the bottom. “You mean that this entire time you knew?!” 
Izzy handed her sister a large packet of wet wipes from her purse. “Oh hush. You’re not supposed to be here remember?”
Nessy looked over at an exhausted slightly trembling blushing Mojo who was slowly taking small nibbling bites of his pizza slice. A victorious grin grew on her face as she took the wet wipes and disappeared back under the table with a laugh. “Hey nephew?”
“Uh, yeah Aunt Izzy?” Mojo said cautiously. 

“You totally lost the bet.” Nessy said with a grin. “Which means that you have to be my-”
“Nope.” Said Izzy as she took a sip from her drink. “I believe your little bet with my son was for him to last a minimum of five minutes without cumming and without me noticing.”
“Yeah. And you ended up noticing so I won.” Said Nessy. 
“Only after he finished his orgasm. Not during.” Said Izzy with a sly smile. 
“Oh that’s a total lie right there.” Said Nessy forcefully. “You at least knew something was up! It must’ve been written all over Mojo’s face!” 
“Not from what I can recall.” Said Izzy with a smirk and wink at Mojo. “Perhaps I was a little too preoccupied enjoying my orgasms thanks to “someone’s” tail.”
Nessy’s voice became irritated. “That’s some bull shit and you kno-“ Izzy brought her hand under the table and her fingers pinched Nessy’s snout shut. 
Izzy's voice became more stern. “This may not be my restaurant Nessy, but it is still a classy establishment. Your language will be civil. And I can blow this whole operation of yours wide open and have you not dine on anything tonight.” She then let go of Nessy’s mouth. 
Nessy huffed. “Well, either way, I still won on time. Mojo still climaxed within the five minutes. So I still won.”
“About that,” Said Izzy with a smile “Hey Mojo. Do you remember when I looked at my phone?”. 
Mojo who was still absent mindedly tweaking his mother's aroused nipple, squeaked out a wordless apology and pulled his hand away from his mom’s tit. “Uh, yeah mom! Er, sure do!” He nodded.
Izzy nodded. “Mmmmm. Well it just so happens that I had the timer app set to ring after five minutes had passed. Crazy coincidence right?” 

Mojo perked up. “I remember now! You were fiddling with your phone right when I was, um er.” 
Izzy giggled as her son’s started to turn red again. “Yes as soon as you started acting weird is when I had activated the timer. What a crazy set of circumstances.”
“Wait a tic?!” Exclaimed Nessy in frustration as it had finally dawn to her that her sister, Izzy, was somehow completely aware of her bet that she had made earlier with Mojo out in the car. “How did you even know about the bet we made?!”
“Oh, that’s easy.” Said Izzy. “The dashcam in the car. My phone has a live feed so I listened in on the conversation. And I’m glad I did.”
“So you knew that I was giving him a blowjob then!” Said Nessy happily. “I still won the bet!”
“Actually, I only knew that a bet was made.” Said Izzy. “Not specifically when it was happening. ”
“B-b-but how could you not know?!” Nessy huffed “I mean surely it must’ve been written all over his scarlet face!”
“I may have been a little preoccupied at the time to notice while I was teasing him with a face full of my bosom.”
  

“I feel cheated…” Said Nessy with a frown. 
“You shouldn’t.” Said Izzy with a smile. “If anything you should feel disappointed in yourself for not getting him to climax within your allotted time.”
“Yeah but you also were talking about taxes!” Said Nessy in a whining frustrated tone. “That’s a surefire boner killer if there ever was one.”
“Boner killer? Only to those who aren’t already turned on by it.” Said Izzy with a chuckle. “And I certainly doubt that my Mojo would ever go soft just by the mere thought of taxes.”
“Thanks alot, mom.” Mojo groaned out in embarrassment. “I don’t think I’m ever going to be capable of filling out my taxes without popping a boner.”
 

“You’re welcome dear.” Izzy cooed into his ear as she leaned in and gave him a kiss on the cheek, sending a small excited shiver up his spine.
    

“I smell collusion.” Said Nessy in a huff. 
“Oh calm down and accept defeat.” Said Izzy as she pulled out a sealed packaged microfiber travel bathrobe from her purse and handed it down to her pouting sister.  
Nessy grabbed it from Izzy and started to shift off the tattered remains of her ruined evening dress. 
“Mojo, you think I could have a bite of your veggie lover’s pizza?”
“Sure!” Said Mojo as he started to reach for the pizza tray for a fresh slice to serve his mom. Nessy shook her head and eyed the slice that was already in his other hand. He brought his half bitten pizza slice up to his mother’s mouth and she leaned and wrapped her maw over her son’s veggie lover’s pizza-filled hand. 
“Oooooohhh, very tasty.” Izzy finally said after she had sucked the pizza from her son’s fingers and swallowed it. 

Nessy groaned as she saw the growing bulge in Mojo’s pants. She was starting to feel her own growing heat of arousal as she tied the belt of the barely fitting bathrobe around her cum bloated belly and huge breasts when a thought had suddenly occurred to her. “Hey wait a minute! Why were you carrying around inside your purse a big packet of wet wipes and a travel bathrobe that’s three times your size?”
“I believe the wet wipes are already self explanatory, sis.” Izzy said.
Nessy rolled her eyes. “Riiiight, cuz’ you never know when 350 dish towel sized moist towelettes will suddenly come in handy. ”
“You took the words right out of my mouth.” Izzy said with a grin as she handed down a small trash bag. “Make sure you pick up everything down there too or else there won’t be any pizza for you.” 
“Fine!” Nessy snatched  the trash bag and started picking up the sexual fluid soaked torn up evening dress and towelettes. “Still doesn’t explain at all the oversized bathrobe.” She grumbled.
“No, I suppose it doesn’t.” Izzy smirked. “Though I did have a teeny tiny suspicion that you wouldn’t be able to stop yourself from also figuring out a consensual way to also get into my son’s pants during your little ‘heist’.”
Nessy’s shoulders slumped. “Frick.”
“Don’t beat yourself up.” Izzy chuckled. “It’s not like we didn’t happen to grow up together under the same roof. I know every little thing about you. Including your tells.”
“Hey sis?”
“Yes Nessy.”
“Did you also know it was my tail the whole time?”
“When it wrapped around my leg? No. I just figured it was Mojo’s. But once it started rhythmically squeezing my thigh I was pretty sure that it was you.”
“If you knew who’s tail it was then how come you didn’t-”
“Preoccupied, remember? Besides, you know that I have zero willpower to try and interrupt your tail jobs.”  
Nessy let out a deep sigh. “One day Izzy. One day I’ll outplay you.”
“Maybe. But I suggest working on paying off Mojo’s new computer first. And oh, Mojo. Don’t forget to send your Aunt Nessy your dream gaming rig.”
“Way ahead of you, mom!” Mojo let out a chuckle. “Already got my list of parts in mind.”
“Don’t make it too expensive, kiddo.” Said Nessy in a huff as she turned around and leaned her back against the bottom of the booth seat between where Mojo and her sister sat. Her jiggling belly sloshed as she gave it a poke. It was surprisingly softer than what she had expected. “Hey can you feed me a slice now? I’m hungry.”
—
After having a wonderful meal, and everyone having their fill, Izzy settled the bill and gave the two coupons to the server, as well as a generous tip. Everyone’s bellies were slightly distended from overeating. Mojo had to undo half of his shirt’s buttons just to make room for his beer gut of a food baby, while Izzy and Nessy’s impressive tummies were even more distended with Nessy being the biggest.
The food-stuffed trio manage to slowly wobble their way past the restaurant greeter who seemed to be eyeing Nessy and her strange fashion attire that did little to hide the curvaceous cumsloshing belly and jiggling breasts that were stretching out the limits of her thin microfiber emergency traveled bathrobe. It wasn’t until they reached the exit behind when they heard a voice called out them


“Excuse me, Ma’am? Ma’am?” The lioness restaurant greeter spoke as they ran up to Nessy. “Sorry, but I was instructed to give this to you.” She said with a slight nervous tinge to her voice as she handed the anthro snake a postcard sized glossy printed business card.
Nessy plucked the card from the lioness who was already hastily returning back to her station. She frowned at its meaningless lines of fancy gold embossed font for a moment before flipping it over. On the otherside was a curvy flowing hand written message: “♡PLEASE CALL ME♡”
Nessy looked up and gave the restaurant a quick scan. But out of the several patrons she saw, only one of them seemed to be staring right back at her. She let the card fall from her fingers as the old geriatric walrus who was eye fucking her from across the restaurant waggled his eyes at her while twirling his mustache. 
“C'mon, let's go.” Nessy sighed as she turned back around. “I wanna be serval miles away before another weirdo works up the courage to proposition me into joining their anime harem or whatever.”
“Excuse me, Ma’am?” A slightly european accented feminine voice curtly spoke out behind them. “If I could have just a moment of your time to stop you from walking out on the biggest deal in a lifetime.”
Nessy spun around, the weight of her cum sloshing belly nearly sending her flying off her feet, and she opened her mouth to cooly mock whoever just tried out their absolute worst pickup line on her. But all she saw was the an empty greeter’s stand. 
There was some movement from behind one of the nearby large aquatic floor-to-ceiling column fish tanks and then a large shapely furred leg that came out behind it. The tips of the fur glowed faintly like brunt embers as the restaurant’s lightning danced across the soft, pristine arctic white fur. 
And then what followed that leg was an absolute giant bombshell that had everyone, including Nessy, completely frozen in place as they started questioning reality as the burning sexual towering colossus of raw femininity approached them.   
The giantess anthro vixen's legs had to be as tall as the sisters. Even the fox’s plump thick thighs were large enough to easily hide Nessy’s entire upper body before she had her cum and pizza buffet. Nessy’s eyes followed up the leg that disappeared into the thigh high slit to the pair of hips that flared out the fox’s full length houndstooth blazer style dress so wide that Nessy couldn’t help but imagine how sitting in that lap must be like sitting in the most perfectly stuffed loveseat ever created. 
The visible gentle curving outline of soft belly pudge that was displayed on her “small” waist  was completely overshadowed by the yoga ball sized breasts stuffed the vixen’s already overstuffed form fitting blazer dress. A finger thick silver necklace graced her sleek neck before trailing down her chest and disappearing behind the sculptured head of a wolf that was stuffed into her cleavage. 
Nessy craned her neck a little to look up into the angular face of the giant fox, her oversized round gold framed glasses reflecting back the faces of Izzy, Mojo and herself.

For a long moment, no one said anything. And then Nessy swallowed and spoke first. “Uh, come here often?”
“Yes, unlike you.” The giant fox said without moving their lips. Nessy frowned in confusion as the fox made a quiet noise of irritation before bending her head down. She watched as the fox whispered something the ear of the lifelike wolf head was sitting snuggly between the impossible gentle heaving swells of her boobs before lifting her head back up.
Nessy heard Mojo let out a gasp as the smokey midnight purple shades the wolf’s eye lids flicked open, the amber colored eyes blazing fiercely down at Nessy, burning with a predetermined judgement. 
“My employer wants you to know that she caught your under-the-table ‘performance’ tonight.” The wolf said.
Mojo’s face grew pale and whispered aloud. “Aw geeze. We’re busted.” 
Nessy looked over at her mortified nephew and started to mouth the words “Yo, chill the fu-” before catching Izzy’s death glare over her son's shoulder. “-udge out.”
“It had quite the impact.” The wolf’s head continued on, not paying much heed to antics below. 
Nessy turned back to face the talking féminité head only to see instead a fist sized egg shaped rose quartz that was cradled in the giant vixen's immense cleavage as it hung from her necklace.
“In fact.” The wolf’s voice purred out from under Nessy’s jutting round stomach. “My employer, Ms. Powerwhiskers, is offering a rare opportunity for you to meet her. Personally.”  
“I’m sorry, but it’s been a long evening and I don’t want any… trouble?” Nessy trailed off as she failed to see the strange wolf that was speaking to her.

“Oh, no trouble.” The voice said as a small snow white furred femboy anthro wolf who couldn’t have been taller than a stack of three shoe boxes stepped aside and into her line of sight. “At least not for me.”
Nessy grimaced and released a small pizza and cum tainted burp as she watched the height challenged anthro stride over to where she had discarded the business card. His large expansive hill of fully exposed soft floofy chest fur waved about in the air, like a grassy hilltop, through the open wide collar of his expensive tailored fitted gray and burgundy pinstripe double breasted evening suit.
“You know.” The wolf said, his small high waist slacks wearing thick shapely legs prowling around the globe-like circumference of Nessy's belly. “One should learn not to be so quick to dismiss when presented with such fortunate gestures.”
Nessy leaned a shoulder up against the door frame for support as she glared down at the wolf who was bending down to scoop up the discarded business card from the floor. The fabric of his chic slacks drew taunt against his fat apple bottom and ridiculously accentuated hips that exceeded far past the width of his padded shoulders of his pinstripe suit for a moment before he stood back up and held up a postcard sized glossy printed business card high above his head towards the anthro snake’s face. 
“Listen, fun size.” Nessy said to the wolf, her expression turning serious. “Usually, I’d find this nonsense entertaining enough for me to take your boss’s flashy, overcompensating business card just for kicks, but honestly, all I really wanna do is to head on back home with my wife.” 

One of the wolf's slender eyebrows lifted a bit. “Would your wife also approve of tonight's dinner performance as well?” He inquired, a sly, predatory grin spreading across his face.
“Oh, she absolutely approves of it.” Nessy shoots back with a predatory grin of her own. “Encourages it even.”
“I take it then that she may want to be a part of the package deal as well?” The wolf remarked, his elegantly manicured claws lightly tracing a line across the thin material of Nessy’s taut-bellied bathrobe.

“Depends.” Nessy said while she crossed her arms under her swollen breasts that nearly made her chest balloons pop out of the taut robe. “What's in it for us, besides an awkward date proposal?”
“Travel and accommodations at my employer’s expense. Possibly more if she happens to like what she sees.” The wolf said. 
“And if me and my wife don’t like what we see?” Asked Messy. 
“Then you and your partner get to have a very lovely prepaid vacation and nothing more.” The wolf slightly shrugged their padded shoulders. “No strings attached.”


Nessy looked up at the towering fox then down at the scrawny wolf. “Have your employer pay for tonight's meal, and I’ll think about it.” 

Mojo loudly sucked in a breath while Izzy muttered an imperceptible word under her breath. 


The wolf’s expression darkened and turned to look back at the silent giantess fox who was now standing back over at the floor to ceiling fish tank. The fox’s sharp, icy blue eyes looked directly down at the wolf and gave a quick eager nod. 
The wolf let out a small frustrated sigh and turned back to Nessy, his pouting black and purple ombre lips splitting apart as his sharp canines flashed up at the anthro snake in a tight gritted smile. “Done. Count yourself fortunate enough that Ms. Powerwhiskers is infatuated with you. Otherwise, your brashness wouldn’t have gone over so well with me alone.”

“Ooooo scary, whatever ya say, dinner mint.” Nessy says as she rolled her eyes and gestured towards Mojo to take the oversized business card from the wolf.
“The name’s Mr. Frost and it would be within your best interest to remember it.” The wolf said with a slight snarl as he flicked the oversized business card over to Mojo’s outstretched hand. 
“Eigum við aldrei að hittast aftur.” (Shall we never meet again.) Mr. Frost growled under his breath in his native tongue as he turned away in disgust. 
The three anthro snakes watched as the short feminine anthro wolf’s bushy tail wagged in irritation above his cushy slack cladded tush as he walked back to the statuesque fox.
“Uh, what just happened?” Mojo said as he read the card that Mr. Frost had handed to him.
“Oh, that was your aunt just being incredibly stupid and reckless as always.” Izzy said as she glared at her sister. 
“That was me losing the battle,” Nessy said as she held her bloated body up with pride while she stepped outside the restaurant and into the cool evening air. “But still winning the war.”
“Winning how?” Izzy hissed out over her shoulder as she walked angrily past her grinning sister. “By catfishing some restaurant patron into paying our bill?!”
“Catfishing?” Nessy said with a smirk. “Oh, come off, sis! Just admit that I have mad skillz when it comes to the fine art of negotiating.”

Izzy huffed. “Fine art of negotiating? You don’t even know who it was that you were negotiating with! That could’ve been some goon for a mob boss for all you know.”
“Oh suuuuure.” Nessy said dismissively as she distractedly looked over her shoulder back at the two oddly sized pair. ‘Who are those people anyway?’ She thought. ‘Are they subordinates? Assistants? Co-workers? Henchmates?’ She frowned as Mr.Frost held his arms above his head as the giant fox bent down to pick him up. “Hey!” She said as she looked at Izzy with a smile. “Since I’ve managed to save us quite a hunk of change tonight, you wouldn’t mind loaning your sister a little bit of cash? Totally promise it’ll be going to a good cause.”
“Nessy!” Exclaimed Izzy. “I am not going to loan out my money just so you can use it to pay off your bet with my son!” She then leaned over and whispered. “Besides you already know we didn’t pay for anything due to the coupons.” 
“Oh wooow! Don’t wanna to help pay for your own son’s computer upgrades, huh?” Nessy said, completely ignoring Izzy’s last words. “Some mother of the year you are.” Nessy said flippantly as she watched with aroused fascination as the minute femboy was lifted up above the tops of the fox’s overflowing breasts before being slipped back between them with practice ease. It wasn't until Mr. Frost’s head was resting comfortably between the oversized chest cushions that noticed the vixen's ice blue eyes were looking directly at her. 
Nessy quickly looked away as she walked down the entrance steps, before she looked back again to see the fox's eyes flitted away momentarily before returning back. Her large, tufted ears drooped down in embarrassment while Her hands were fidgeting about at her sides. And then as her pouty pillowy lips broke apart in a rather sheepish smile, she raised her arm. Unfortunately, Nessy was completely unaware of the fact that her sister had spun around to verbally nuke her sassy scaly butt from orbit before permanently confounding her to sleeping on the couch for the rest of her stay. 
“Uh, Mom? Aunt Nessy?” Mojo said while looking down at his smartphone as he stepped into the closing gap between the two anthro snakes. “I don’t think Ms.Powerwhiskers is a part of any organized crime. According to this article I found online she’s the owner and acting CEO for-” 
Nessy collided into Mojo, sending him sprawling down and bouncing into Izzy momentarily before his body was pinned between the two sister’s bellies. Nessy’s head spun back around to see the light of Mojo’s smartphone waving about like a beacon as his hand poke out of her cleavage.
“Mojo! Are you alright?” Izzy cried worriedly as she saw Her son’s face squished looking up at her between wall of her heaving pillowy boobs. The embers of her anger fading from her eyes as she cooed down to him. “Oh, I’m so sorry sweetie! Are you hurt? Did mommy hurt you?”

“I think I’ll live.” Mojo said in a slight daze. “But I think that I can feel them, mom.” Mojo’s pinned hand rubbed distractingly the tightly thin fabric of a pregnant food stuffed belly, feeling the small traces of movement that seemed to be following along his caressing finger movements.
“That’s Poppy that you’re feeling there, nephew.” Nessy said feeling her nephew’s loving belly massages as she stared at his bobbing phone screen that had been thrusted between her huge jiggling ballooning breasts, her eyes focusing on the article’s strange photo of Ms. Powerwhiskers. ‘Did they use photoshop on this?’ She thought. ‘Cuz’ she looks like a freaking-’ She then looked back at the giant fox who was now giving her a small awkward wave while their oversized, fluffy tail started to sway about excitedly behind them, 
 

“That giant smoke show is who flippin’ runs Powerwhiskers Confectionery?!" Nessy said as she watched in disbelief as the anthro white furred fox giantess waving timidly at her like they were an innocent high school virgin.
“Oh she’s a total smokeshow alright.” Izzy said. “An eight and half foot tall smokeshow who’s gonna snap you in half like a twig in front of Poppy the second you forget to treat her right.”
“Oh c’mon, sis!” Nessy exclaimed. “Look at her! That's not some brutish mountain troll! That’s an adorably big down bad vixen who happens to make Crunchy Critter Confections, Powerfully Poppable Purrfections, and Pawprint Pralines!”  
“Don’t forget about Whisker Milvery sexilyk Bars.” A muffled Mojo said as he squirmed out between the two anthro snakes.
“OMG! Sis!” Nessy yelled with excitement. “Whisker Milk Bars! Remember how after school we used to buy a couple bars at the corner convenience store and go hangout at the local skatepark?” 
Izzy looked at her sister like she had grown a second head. “Alrighty then.” Izzy said soberly as she starts to tug on her sister’s bathrobe. “How about we all just move swiftly back to the car and get out of here before you-” 
"I LOVE WHISKER MILK BARS!" Nessy shouts back while waving energetically back at the business amazonian as she’s hustled away by Izzy and Mojo. “I’ll totally eat your fat pussy out for a lifetime supply of WHISKER MILK BARS!” 
“...end up accidentally giving her a reason to come out here and punt you and your big mouth straight to the moon.” Izzy finished with a sigh as they hustled her sister into the car. And, like always, Nessy had managed to make their posh dining out experience into an unforgettable fun and thrilling experience. 

“Excuse my sister, please! She's had one too many drinks tonight!" Izzy shouts back at the restaurant as she and Mojo manage to quickly squeeze themselves inside the vehicle.

As they left the Luxe Lion’s Den’s parking lot, Nessy gave Poppy a huge hug through her belly. "Good news Poppy!” Nessy saids as she cradled her tummy. “Looks like I've scored us a big ol' rich needy cash cow to milk dry!"
A subtle and gurgle voice of Poppy from the inside of Nessy’s stomach began to speak. “That’s not all you’re going to have to milk dry.” 
“Huh? Wha-what are you talking about?” Nessy whimpered, squirming in her seat from the highly pleasant tingling sensations that were tickling her sensitive insides as her wife began to answered her. 
“All this cum is going to end up going directly to my udder.” Poppy said. 
“S-So? What’s the big deal? You got the electric milk pump back at house.” Nessy said. 
“No.”
“Uh, no?” Nessy said aloud. 
“You’ve been a very naughty girl, Nessy Headbuttsky.” 
“Hey!” Exclaimed Nessy. “Don’t use our dad’s last name! You know I hate it.” 
“Fine. Nessy. You’ve been very naughty. And must be punished.”
Nessy gulped loudly. “W-What do mean, my loving sexy goat wife?”
“I mean that when my body finishes processing all of Mojo’s cum and turns it all into milk, you're going to pump it all out of me.”
“By hand?!”
“By mouth.”
“By mouth?! Poppy I don’t know- that's going to be an awful lot of mil-”
“Did I stutter?” Poppy said back “You will be drinking every last drop.”
“That’s crazy. Poppy there’s no way.”
“Naughty girls who disobey their goat momma’s wishes don’t get their rewards.”
Nessy stiffened. “You wouldn’t”
“I would.”
“You wouldn’t last a day going unmilked with an udder that full”
“And you can barely last a week without begging me for your reward.”
“Wanna bet?”
“Oh hush you two.” Said Izzy, and bickering in the back stopped. “I had a pleasant evening with my son, and I’d like it to end on a note that doesn’t involve you all arguing with sexy talk to each other.” 
“Sorry.” Said a muffled voice of the cum bloated goat. 
Izzy stared at Nessy, giving a slight glare. “What?” Nessy asked. 
“Mom is waiting for you to apologize.” Mojo said. 
“But I didn’t do anything!” Nessy said defensively. 
Izzy sighed and gave a death glare to Nessy. “Mojo. Darling. I’m sorry for what I’m about to do.” She got out of the car, and Nessy let out a slight gasp. Nessy immediately began to try to reach for the door, but Izzy hit the child locks, making Nessy’s tugging of the handle pointless. “One. You made a huge stink about tonight, and how you were the one that was going to go.” She closed the door behind her and began to take out her earrings. 
“MOJO HELP!” Screamed Nessy, and some giggling could be heard coming from inside her belly. 
Mojo just cocked his head with a raised eyebrow as he watched his aunt cower in the corner of the car. 
Izzy stored away her earrings. “Two.” She unlocked the side door opposite Nessy with her keys. “You tried to trick my son, and drag him into servitude, and not only that, you did it through gambling.” She pulled the door open and stood there for a moment staring at her sister. 
Nessy tried to pull on the door handle as hard as she could, and even mess with the locks, but nothing was working. Her desperate attempts to escape were causing every fatty curve on her body in her delicate and tight fitting robe to act as if a level ten earthquake was happening within the car. “IZZY! PLEASE!” 
“Three.” Said Izzy as she lowered herself into the back and began to crawl across the backseats. 
“HELP!” Screamed Nessy as she began to claw at the window. 
Izzy crawled closer towards her fleeting sister. “Your little bet and trickery, nearly got us kicked out of the restaurant.” 
“I’M SORRY IZZY!” Screamed Nessy as she backed herself against the door. Trying to cower and get into the fetal position, but her gut wouldn’t let her. “HAVE MERCY!” 
“Four.” Said Izzy as she grabbed onto her sister’s nearly tearing robe. “You embarrassed me and my son, in front of that kind lady. I’m now ashamed to show my face in this area again because of the scene you just caused.” 
Izzy’s tail slithered around and wrapped itself around Nessy’s wrist, and dragged the bound hand to the other, putting her in coiled handcuffs. “Izzy! We can talk about this!!!” 
“It’s too late for that.” Izzy said as she undid Nessy’s robe. “And now, you must receive your punishment.”
Nessy looked at Mojo with somber eyes. “Remember me for not what I stood for or my personality Mojo. But remember me for how awesome that blowjob was.” 
“What?” Mojo said. 
Izzy held down her sister’s legs, keeping her in place. She then took in a deep breath, closed her mouth, and shoved her lips against Nessy’s stomach, and began to blow raspberries. 
Nessy immediately burst out into a giggling fit. Her body tried to flail in every direction, but Izzy’s grip was too strong. “IZZY!” Nessy yelled through laughter. “S-S-STOP! HAHAHAHAHA. PLEAAAAAASE!” 
Izzy withdrew her mouth from Nessy’s stomach and had an endearing smile, as if she were talking to a baby Mojo. “Who’s got a plump pudgy belly. You do! Yes you do!” She then shoved her face back on Nessy’s tummy and blew more raspberries. 
Nessy’s face looked like her eyes were ready to burst out of her eye sockets while her mouth was smiling wider than Mojo had ever seen. “HAHAHAHAHAHAHA! IZZYYYYYYY! S-S-STOOOOP!” 
“Who’s my perfect little good behaving sister!” Izzy said with the kindest of smiles as she blew more raspberries. 
“I AM!” Nessy belted through laughter. “I’M YOUR HAHAHAHA YOUR PER-PERFECT LITTLE SISTAAAAHAHAHAHAHAHA!” 
“Who’s gonna be on their best behavior?” 
“ME! I AM!” Nessy’s belly was sloshing about and her breasts kept bouncing underneath her chin from how much she was trying to fight Izzy. 
“And who’s going to apologize?” Izzy shoved her head back against Nessy’s belly blowing more raspberries. 
“ME! HAHAHAHAHA! I’M GOING TO APOLOGIZE! HAHAHAHAHA! NOW GET OFF ME! P-P-PLEASE! MY LUNGS HURT IZZY! HAHAHAHAHA!”
Izzy lifted her head and looked down at her sister with a serious tone. “You promise?” She asked with a tone that’s playfulness had gone. 
Nessy took some heavy breaths, causing her chest and belly to heave on every one. “Yes…” She said with exhaustion. “Yes. I promise.” 
Izzy nodded. “Good. Then apologize.” 
“Not with you on me!” Exclaimed Nessy, only to have Izzy take in a deep breath. “Oh geez! I’m sorry!”
“For what?” Asked Izzy. 
“For uh, for the things that you mentioned.” 
“Which weeeeeeere?” 
“Uhhhh, ummmmmm…” Nessy scrambled, looking around in a panic. “They uh, were…” Izzy took a deep breath. “AH! UH! GIVING MOJO A BLOWJOB!” 
Izzy gave a look of disappointment. “Really?” 
“Yes?” 
“You know that’s not a reason. And I gave you four of them.” Izzy turned to Mojo. “Son, can you please remind your aunt as to why she is being punished?” 
Mojo adjusted himself in his seat and looked back at his aunt. “One, about the voucher thing and almost fighting for it. Two, getting me to bet and saying things vaguely to be tricky. Three, almost getting us kicked out of the restaurant. And four, for embarrassing the family at a proper establishment.” 
“Thank you son.” Izzy looked back at Nessy. “Now, what are you sorry for?” She began to take a preemptive inhale. 
“AH!” Screamed Nessy. “Uh, one, ticket thing. Two, uh, bet with Mojo. Three, the uh, the almost getting caught, and uh, FOUR! The uh, being rude in public!” 
Izzy slowly exhaled. “That’s the best it’s going to be huh?” 
Nessy huffed. “With you pinning me down, yes. Yes it is.” 
“Fine.” Izzy undid her tail handcuffs on Nessy and stopped holding down her sister’s legs. Slowly, she began to back herself out of the car. 
Nessy plopped her head against the door with a heavy sigh, letting her stomach splay out and force her legs to spread apart. 
As Izzy got out of the car, she arched her back and sighed as well. She then began to walk towards the driver’s seat and plopped herself down. “Alright, now that that’s over, I think it’s time we headed home and relaxed. Let’s digest this food while we watch a movie or something.” 
“Sounds good mom.” Said Mojo. He turned around to look at his aunt who was struggling to strap herself into her seatbelt. “Does that sound good to you aunt Nessy?” 
“Not much for me to digest since my wife chose to eat a majority of it.” A large bulge appeared in her stomach as if Poppy had just punched Nessy’s belly. A soft and high pitched moan escaped Nessy’s lips as she felt her wife begin to squirm around inside her. “Calm down Poppy! I was only joking!” 
The muffled voice of the goat came through once more. “Now you have to drink from my tits as well!” 
Nessy slouched and sighed. “Gosh I’m going to be fat.” 
Mojo chuckled and Izzy started up the car. “Come on everyone. Let’s go home.” 
Izzy began to drive and turned on some tunes. Nessy pulled out the business card that she got from Mr. Frost. The sheen of the golden card glistened, even in the dark starry night. She placed one hand on her stomach and began to massage it gently. 
