
It was a particularly warm night; the kind of night that makes you regret wearing pyjamas to bed. I had started to sweat because of how unusually hot it had gotten and several freezing cold showers barely did anything to help my situation. I was always boiling hot within minutes of cooling down. I soon just decided to forget clothes altogether in an attempt to keep myself cool. I was alone in my house, the curtains were closed, I wasn't expecting any visitors. Nobody would see me. Besides, there was something I enjoyed walking around my home stark naked. It was quite liberating. No clothes to restrict you or anything like that. This wouldn't be the first time I'd wondered around my house in the nude. I quickly stripped out of my clothes, hanging them up neatly in my wardrobe before deciding to settle down for the night with a good book. My long mouse tail swished back and forth as I made my way downstairs, grab a book from the bookshelt and sat myself down on my favourite armchair. I'm sure it would surprise a lot of people to find out how much I enjoyed being naked like this. Everyone knew me as a quiet, shy, scared-y mouse. Somebody who wouldn't dare wonder around like this; completely naked, private parts hanging out for all to see... Speaking of private parts, I have to admit, I'm not exactly the most “gifted” mouse down there. I'm embarrassed to say that my mousehood isn't really, well, the biggest around... I'd say it's even quite small. Not very though! I mean, I don't think so... I consider myself to be slightly below average. Not like the other males in my family. I've actually seen what my cousin Trip has downstairs after an unfortunate wardrobe malfunction of his and he was much, much bigger than I was... I often think back to that moment, reflecting on the embarrassment I felt when I saw his size. I'm glad nobody knew about how big... or small, I should say, I was. I'm sure there'd be no end to the jeers and laughter.


It had just turned 9 PM and I was still sitting in my big, comfy armchair, reading my book when I felt my eyelids starting to sneak themselves closed. I was barely aware of my fading consciousness until I was mere moments from drifting to sleep, and by that time it was too late. I had already passed the point of no return and, a second later, had fallen asleep, the book I'd been reading dropping down the side of my chair.


“GERONIMO STILTON!!” I awoke with a start, leaping to my feet, giving a startled yelp of terror as the loud, booming voice filled the room.


“W-w-what?! W-who's there? What's going on?!” I gasped, my heart beating fast with panic. I started to calm down though, when I saw that it was only my Grandfather: William Shortpaws, “Oh, Granddad, it's only...” I froze up. I was still naked. I was standing completely naked in front of my own Grandfather, “Ah! U-um, I-I... It was hot, y-you see...”


“Oh, I see.” my Grandfather scowled, “I see how pathetic you are, Stilton.”


“H-huh? Pathetic...?”


“That's right.” Grandfather said. He looked up and down my body, scrutinizing me before resting his gaze on my crotch. I felt my cheeks turn bright pink as he stared at me and I moved to cover myself up, “Ah! Hands at your sides, boy!” my Grandfather's voice boomed at me again and I had no choice but to do as I was told. I gulped nervously, keeping my hands at my sides while Grandfather looked me over, “Tch. Is that what my grandson's packing down there? How embarrassing...” he shook his head in disappointment.


“I-i-it's not that small...” I said, “It's only a bit smaller than average...”


“A bit smaller than average!” he roared with laughter, “Boy, I've seen cocks that are “a bit smaller than average”! That thing? That falls a lot shorter than average!”


“I-I... Um...” I didn't know what to say. I just stood there, my cheeks blushing, my naked form on display from my Grandfather to mock.


“You-you, what?” he asked, “Hmph. I came over because I had something important to talk to you about the Rodent's Gazette... But now that I see how much of a man you really are I might have to reconsider letting you run it.”


“What? What do you mean?” I asked. He couldn't possibly be suggesting what I thought he was suggesting?


“I want a real man to run the Gazette.” he explained, “That thing you have down there? That's not a sign of a real man. That's what a boy looks like; a boy who isn't worthy of running the Gazette.”


“B-but it's not my fault it's that small!” I protested, my cheeks still burning red with embarrassment.


“No, but I've always had doubts about you, Stilton, and this just confirmed what I already suspected about you. You're not a man; you're a pathetic little boy.”


“B-b-but...” I stammered and tried so hard to find the right words to counter this humiliation.


“Maybe I'll give it to Trip instead...”


“T-Trip?! No! Please don't!” I begged and pleaded. The Gazette meant a lot to me and I'd do anything to keep it, “What can I do to prove myself to you?”


“Prove yourself, huh?” Granddad said, cupping his chin in his hand as he thought to himself, “Alright. If you can prove you're a real man then I'll let you keep ownership of the Gazette.”


“Oh, thank you!” I said, breathing a sigh of relief, “What do I need to do?” my relief faltered a bit when I saw the mischievous look on Granddad's face.


“Well, first of all... I want to see what that little thing looks like hard. I'll decide how bad this test is going to be depending on how big it is. Who knows? Maybe you're a grower.” I hesitated before answering, knowing full well that wasn't true.


“U-um, you want me to... What?”


“You heard me. Give your cock a stroke; get yourself good and hard for me. C'mon, I'm waiting. Or do you not want to keep the Gazette after all?”


“A-alright, I'll do it.” I said. I looked down at my little mousehood, hanging freely between my legs without a care in the world. I reached down, took it in my hand and started stroking it. Grandfather watched, his arms folded and a stern look on his face. He was judging me.


I couldn't help but let out a soft sigh as I played with myself, my length twitching at the attention. Before long I'd started to grow hard, much to Grandfather's approval. I heard him chuckle as he watched my member growing harder in my hand until it reached it's full three inches. Now fully hard, I let go of my cock and displayed it proudly for my Grandfather.


“That's not as hard as you get?” he asked.


“U-um... It is...” I said.


“Ha! Oh dear, that's a shame. I suppose you aren't a grower after all!” I blushed deeply, embarrassed and humiliated. Granddad stepped up to me and looked down, smirking at my little stiffy. Suddenly, he reached down and gripped it tight in his hand, making me squirm in his grasp.


“Oh! G-Granddad, what... What are you...?” I gasped and wriggled about, but he wasn't letting go.


“Stilton, you're really going to have to prove yourself with a dick this small.” he growled.


“Y...Yes, Granddad.” I said. I had no will to argue with him. Besides, if I made him angry he'd likely give the Gazette over to Trip. The only real choice I had was to do whatever he said.


“Huh, you just roll over and do whatever real men tell you to, don't you?” he scoffed, “Well, suits me. Boys like you should obey the real men after all.” he gave my mousehood a tight squeeze before letting go, “Here, boy, let me show you what a real man looks like.”

I watched, surprised as my own Grandfather started to strip in front of me. He pulled off his coat, throwing it on the sofa nearby before unbuttoning his pants.


“G-Granddad...” I gulped. I couldn't believe he was actually doing this. I could only watch as he stripped himself off, removing his pants and finally his underwear and revealing his fully naked body to me.


“O-oh my!” I gasped. Granddad had put on a few pounds recently. He was a chubby mouse, covered in grey and white fur, but also slightly muscular too. It wasn't like he was particularly unfit, despite his age. But what really got my attention was what he had resting underneath that chubby belly of his. He was so much bigger than me! All this time I'd thought my mousehood was only a big below average, and here Granddad was with a monster of a cock between his legs which was bigger while soft than I was hard. I'd never felt such an odd combination of humiliation and curiosity before in my life. Granddad noticed me staring.


“Heh, I guess you don't get many chances to see a real man's cock, do you?” he asked and reached down, taking the base of his length in his hand, “Go on. Get a good look at it, Stilton. This is what real men's cocks look like.”


“W...wow...” was all I could say. Calling it big would be an understatement. It was a huge, thick, intimidating thing resting above a pair of big, heavy-looking balls. Grandpa William continued talking.


“But I didn't strip off just to show it off to you. Get down on your knees.”


“Huh? M-my knees?” I asked. I had no idea what he had planned for me. Was this part of how he was planning on testing how much of a man I was?


“You heard me! Knees, boy!” he bellowed. I gave a little squeak and practically dived onto my knees like an obedient mouse. Granddad stared down at me and suddenly gripped the fur of my head. My face was level with his cock and I could smell his manly scent from here.


“You want to prove how much of a man you really are?” he asked.


“Y-yes! Of course! What do you want me to do?” I asked. I was nervous, but eager to prove myself to my Grandpa


“I'm not going to beat around the bush, Stilton. I want to see how well you take cock. You pleasure me good enough and I'll let you keep the Gazette.”


“W-w-what?!” I gasped, aghast. Had I heard wrong? He wanted me to... pleasure him? Like that? “Y-you want me to... I have to...?”


“Do you have hearing problems, Stilton?” he growled, “I said you're going to pleasure me. Suck my cock, take it up your ass, whatever I want, and if you do a good enough job you can keep the Gazette.” I looked up at him, fear and nervousness welling up inside of me. I looked back at his cock. It seemed I had no choice if I wanted to keep ownership of the company.


“O...okay...” I gulped, “I'll do it.”


“Good boy. Lick my cock. Get my good and hard.” he let go of my head fur and crossed his arms, waiting for me to do my job. I swallowed my pride and leaned forward slowly. I was actually going to do it. I was actually going to lick my Grandfather's cock. I tried to calm myself as I got closer to that huge length between his legs and eventually managed to force myself to open my mouth. I licked across his length as I was told to and his taste suddenly filled my mouth. A thick, musky taste which is what I now think is what real men like my Grandfather taste like. He chuckled and slapped his cock against my face.


“Keep going. Get me hard.” he ordered. I nodded obediently and get licking. I worked my tongue all over his shaft, lathering it in my spit. I could feel it hardening, steadily growing bigger as I ran my tongue all over it. Grandpa grunted and placed a firm hand on my head.


“Suck it.” he ordered. I hesitated. It was one thing to lick it, but to actually suck it... I was nervous to say the least, but I did as I was told. I opened wide and took the big thing in my mouth. I might not be very experienced in sex, but I know to keep my teeth from rubbing against someone's cock when you're sucking them off, and so I made sure to keep my mouth wide enough to accommodate his size. And let me tell you, Grandpa Shortpaws' paws were the only thing about him that were “short”. I could feel him growing harder in my mouth as I began sucking on it, my tongue still working the shaft while I did so. Grandpa pushed me down on his length and I gagged slightly as ut was forced down my throat. I moaned, whimpered and squirmed but forced myself to take it. I had to prove I was worthy of keeping the Gazette after all. I wasn't joking when I told Grandpa I'd do anything t keep it.

“Mrrph! Mmm!” I groaned around his shaft.


“Heh, too much for you, boy?” he gave a wicked laugh, “You'll get used to it. Now keep sucking!” he gripped my fur hard and thrust inside me, burying his semi-hard cock down my throat and forcing a muffled groan of dismay from myself. He humped into my face while I sucked him, growing harder and harder until his cock had grown to full size inside my maw.


“How do you like it, Stilton?” he chuckled, “That's eight inches of mouse cock you've got down your throat. That's a real man's size. Not like that pathetic little thing you've got down there.”


“Mrrrph!” I groaned.


“Don't talk with your mouth full, boy. Now get to work. I want to see how well you suck dick, boy.” I felt him grab me hard and start moving me up and down his shaft, and I let him. In fact, I went along with it, moving my head along his cock while I sucked it. I was humiliated, yes, but I so wanted to prove myself worthy, and so I kept sucking him off. I sucked long and hard on my Grandfather's length, my own three inch length still throbbing hard between my legs as I pleasured him. I gave a sudden gasp when Ifelt something warm and sticky drip onto my tongue. Grandpa's cock was starting to ooze pre-cum inside my mouth. It soon covered my tongue and flooded my mouth with the salty taste and, as much as I tried, I couldn't spit it out, not with Grandpa's cock still being worked in and out of my maw. It seemed the only option I had was to swallow it, which I did. I felt the stuff sliding down my throat, the whole time Grandpa Shortpaws was still working that big, fat cock of his in and out of my maw. I gasped in surprise when I felt his warm foot paw rubbing up against my own shaft.


“Still hard, huh?” he said, “Look at you. That little dick of yours is still hard as a rock even while you're sucking your own Grandpa off. Maybe you're a natural cocksucker after all. You do look good with a dick in your mouth, Stilton.


“Mmm! Mrrph!” I groaned.


“Didn't I tell you not to talk with your mouth full?” he pressed down on my cock, squeezing it between his paw and the floor and I squirmed and wriggled, my hips involuntarily bucking towards him. I blushed deeper as I realized I was instinctively humping his paw which didn't go unnoticed by him.


“That feel good, boy?” he said, “I guess you're just a natural subby bitch, aren't you?” I just whimpered in reply. I could feel my pre dripping from my cock and covering Grandpa's paw in the stuff. He just chuckled and kept humping into my face. I heard him grunting and growling, his humping steadily picking up speed. I had ot brace myself as he really started to get going. He gripped my ears, shoving his entire length down my throat whenever he thrust forward. It took a lot of effort to take the whole thing, but I managed it, somehow. The whole time Grandpa Shortpaws was throwing jeers at me, calling me a slut, a cocksucker, a pathetic boy... I took it all; I wanted to prove myself to him.

I lost track of how long I had been there, kneeling in front of him, his cock in my mouth, but I eventually noticed his thrusting was much more wild and erratic. I nervously gulped down another mouthful of pre as I realized how close he must be to cumming down my throat. I held a vague hope that he wasn't going to make me swallow the stuff. I'd never done anything like this before and  I wasn't sure how well I'd handle taking a few mouthfuls of cum. Regardless of what I thought though, I soon felt Grandpa tensing up and heard his breathing getting heavier. He was going to blow at any second and I barely had time to ready myself before my mouth was filled with his warm, thick seed.


“Mrrrrph!” I groaned, eyes widening in shock at the sheer amount of spunk he shot inside me.


“S-swallow it, Stilton!” he gasped, “Swallow it all!” I did as I was told, not that I had much say in the matter. The stuff tasted so strange. I'd never tasted anything like it before. It was so sticky, so salty... I took the stuff down my throat just as Grandpa wanted, guzzling the stuff down as he kept humping into my face, his cock shooting load after load of spunk down my throat. There was so much of it, I wasn't at all sure if I could take it all and it took all of my self-control to stop myself pulling away from him.

His orgasm eventually started to slow until Grandpa Shortpaws shot one last rope of cum into me and slipped his cock out. He looked down at me with a smirk while I coughed and sputtered, his cum dripping from my mouth. He let go of my head and slapped my face with his cock. I felt his cum smearing across my fur as he rubbed his dripping tip across it.


“Haha! Too much for a boy like you to handle?” he laughed.


“T-that was... Ohh...” I couldn't find the right words.


“Amazing? Oh, I bet it was.” Grandpa said with a grin, “You're not bad at sucking cock, Stilton. Maybe you've found your calling in life after all! Now get up, I'm not done with you.”


“H-huh?” I looked up at him curiously and did as I was told, “W-what else are you going to do with me?” Grandpa had a wicked smirk on his face that made me shiver in fear.


“Didn't I say you were going to take it up the ass? Turn around.”


“Up the...” I gulped, “R-really? I've never...”


“Turn around, Stilton!” Grandpa raised his voice and I gave another intimidated squeak before obeying.


“B-be gentle- ah!” I gasped in surprise when Grandpa shoved me onto my chair and grabbed my ass, pulling it up in the air and giving it a hard squeeze.


“Ohh, this is a nice, tight-looking ass you've got, Stilton.” he said, the lust and horniness clear in his voice. He spread my cheeks and I could feel the cool night air blowing across my exposed hole. I looked over my shoulder at him. All I could do was hope that he'd be gentle with me and that it wouldn't hurt too much.


I was about to speak up and ask for mercy when I felt the tip of Grampa Shortpaws' mousehood pressing up against my hole. I gasped and squeaked and gripped the arms of the chair tight as he started to stretch me around his length. Oh, it was so thick! I had to wonder how anyone could possibly take a cock like that inside them. My hole was already burning with pain and he'd only just shoved the tip in me.


“Ohh... O-ow! Grandpa Shortpaws, p-please, be gentle...”


“Oh shut up!” he grunted and forced his cock deeper into me. I gasped and whimpered under him, my body tensing as it tried to ignore the pain, “Is that what you think a real man sounds like? You think a real man would be begging like that?”


“N-no...” I said.


“Then be quiet and take it like a man!” Grandpa grabbed my ass tight which got another squeak from me. He then pulled me towards him, pushing forward and pushing his cock deeper inside me. He seemed to have trouble forcing it all in. Was I really that tight? Well, I'd rarely had anything inside me back there so I suppose it made sense that I was pretty tight. It took him a while but eventually he managed to get his hole cock inside me and I heard him give out a soft, content sigh as he stayed hilted in me for a few moments.


“Mm, you're so tight, Stilton.” he said, “It's like you were born to take cock.”


“U-um...” was all I could say. I didn't know what to say, really. What is the right thing to say when you're bent over an armchair while your grandpa has his cock up your arse? While I was pondering on that, I felt Grandpa Shortpaws start to slide his length from my ass. I readied myself. I knew what was coming. Without a single word of warning he slammed himself deep inside me and I cried out in pain as he started to work at my behind. He wasn't taking it easy at all.


“Mm! G-Grandpa Shortpaws... T-that hu- ohh!” I felt my whole body tremble as he thrust in deep, a wave of unexpected pleasure filling me.


“Heh, you enjoying it, Stilton?” Grandpa asked. I didn't know how to answer that. It hurt, yes, but at the same time I felt a strange, enjoyable feeling as he pounded away at me. I buried my head in the armchair's soft cushion and moaned. I could feel my own mousehood twitching and dripping pre-cum onto the chair. Was I really enjoying this? Being fucked by my own grandfather? It was embarrassing to admit, but I couldn't ignore just how good it felt; having that big, hard cock of his deep inside me... Oh, I was such a dirty little mouse... A dirty, horny little mouse...


I could hear Grandpa grunting and gasping, moaning with pleasure as he used me. Every thrust he made shoved his whole cock inside me and made me whimper and moan. Every thrust made me shiver with pleasure, despite how much having something that big up my ass hurt. I soon started to ignore the pain and focus on how good it felt. My own cock was twitching and throbbing between my legs. I could practically hear it begging to be stroked. I couldn't resist. I reached down, grabbed my shaft and started stroking myself. I froze when I heard Grandpa speak up.


“Are you playing with yourself, Stilton?!” he growled.


“U-um, n-no, of course not...” I gulped.


“Don't lie to me! You like having your Grandfather's cock in you that much, huh?”


“Well, I just, um...”


“And you had the nerve to play with yourself without asking me first?” he grunted, “You want to stroke that little dick of yours then you beg for it! Go on, Stilton. Beg!”


“I, um... C-can I... stroke myself...?” I asked.  I have to admit, I must have been a pretty pathetic sight there. My voice sounded so weak and submissive... And there I was, just begging my own Grandfather to let me jerk off.


“Tch, you call that begging?” he asked, “Come on, Stilton! Surely you can at least beg properly!” I gulped and hesitated. I needed release so bad. My chair was now covered in my pre-cum and every thrust from Grandpa Shortpaws had my cock shooting more of the stuff. I tried to ignore how nervous I was and put my all into my begging.


“P-please, Grandpa, please let me stroke myself!” I said, “I-I need to cum so, so bad!”


“Heh, that's better! You want to cum, boy?”


“Y-yes, Grandpa, I need it so bad!”


“I bet you do, you little slut. Go on then, stroke your tiny dick!” my cock was instantly in my hand and I started furiously stroking myself as Grandfather continued to fuck me hard and rough.


“Ohh! T-thank you, Grandfather!” I moaned, “Thank you! Ohh, it feels so good!”


My hand was covered in pre within seconds, not that I was complaining. It made good lube. I could feel Grandpa's thrusting getting harder and I gave a loud, submissive whimper every time he thrust forward and filled my ass with his big, fat cock. His breathing was getting heavier and the grip he had on my behind tightened. He was getting close, I could feel it. I braced myself as he started wildly pounding away at my ass, stretching my hole and making me his bitch until he gave out a loud, nearly deafening moan and I felt the first of many streams of cum filling my ass.


“Mm! Oh Grandpa Shorpaws!” I cried out as he filled me up, giving me a few more good, hard fucks as he blew that thick load of his into me. I kept stroking myself and felt my own orgasm building up. I stroked myself faster and gripped my shaft harder. I wanted to cum so bad; I needed it. Luckily for me, I didn't have to wait long to blow my load. Mere moments later and I felt my length pulsing in my hand before shooting several hot loads of my mouse cum all over my chair. I heard Grandpa Shortpaws laugh.


“Haha! Yeah, cum for me, boy!” he said, “Blow your load while I fuck you!” he slammed in deep, pumping a few more loads of cum inside my body and making me moan loudly.


A few more humps later and Grandpa was all done. He slowly slipped his cock from my ass and took a step back, panting and adjusting himself.


“Heh, not bad, Stilton. You're a good fuck.”


“T...Thank you...” I gasped, exhausted. I turned to face him, my legs wobbling before making me collapse back in my chair. I shivered as I felt the cum I'd shot all over it start to mat my fur.


“Now, we had a deal, didn't we?” Grandpa said, “I'd let you keep the Gazette if you could prove you were man enough.” I looked up at him.


“And... A-am I?”


“Well...” he gave a long, mocking pause, “You did do a good job at taking my cock... Hmph. You can keep it for now. But this isn't the last time you'll have to prove yourself to me.”


“Huh? W-what do you mean?”


“I mean I'll be back again to test your manliness.” he said, “And you better keep proving yourself worthy, Stilton. You falter one single time and the Gazette is going to Trip.” the thought of that happening made me wince.


“Ah! I-I'll keep proving myself, you'll see. Give me any sort of test, I'll do it!”


“Ha, good boy!” Grandpa chuckled as he pulled his pants up and dressed himself, “I'll be back tomorrow. Get some rest, boy, you'll need it.”


“Um, yes, Granddad...” and with that, my grandfather left, leaving me sore and exhausted, sitting in a pool of my own cum...


THE END
