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It was the morning after we’d finally come back home from the Hyperbolic Time Chamber. I woke up with my stomach already growling, even despite the feast Gohan and I had pounded down just after we finished the intense training and emerged. I really hoped Chi-Chi had made a nice big breakfast for us while we started taking a little time off before we’d have to participate in the Cell Games.

When I went out into the kitchen to see what the spread might be, I saw Gohan was already up and sitting at the table, munching away. The table was full of ham, bacon, eggs, stacks of waffles, even some noodle bowls scattered in with the other breakfast stuff. It all looked amazing and made my mouth water. Though even as I looked at the great spread of food that was already prepared, my eyes started to wander to my now muscular son, and some of those thoughts that had started in the Time Chamber popped into my head.

“Hey, Dad,” he said between bites.

“Morning, Gohan.” I sat myself at the table across from him while Chi-Chi came in with a steaming plate of spare ribs. I didn’t bother with a plate and just started shoveling food in. Maybe if I filled my stomach fast enough and didn’t stare at him too much, that appetite would go away.

I’ve always had a huge appetite with all the training and fighting I’ve had to do. My muscles take a lot to keep going, and Gohan certainly inherited some of that. He was really growing as a teenager and filling out with his own muscles, especially since the Time Chamber. I think that’s what started it, was spending what was nearly a year for us training hard with neither of us being a good cook. Like, at all. There was plenty of food, but we had no way of making it appetizing or truly fulfilling.
As we’d spent time in there, for some reason, I’d seen my son in a different light. Since the food just hadn’t been very satisfying, something in my rumbling stomach had made me see Gohan’s growing body as so meaty, packed with protein, and probably tastier than anything we could whip up with our limited skills. When the chamber kicked my appetite into overdrive, I wanted to just devour my son. It was one of the reasons I had to ask for food right after we got out. It had taken so much effort to resist eating him by the time we were done that I was afraid in the next moment I’d shove him down my throat right in front of everyone.

I’d hoped that enough good food, good sleep, and some rest before the games might make it go away. But as I sat there filling my stomach with all the amazing things that Chi-Chi had made to truly welcome us home, my eyes kept wandering to his now much meatier body. I couldn’t help but think of just reaching across the table and dragging my son to my mouth like so much of the other food available. Or even slathering him with some of the butter and syrup there and eating up Gohan like just another waffle. Mmm, so tasty… and so filling…

“Goku … Goku!”

Chi-Chi’s voice made me shake my head and look up at her. “What?”

“I asked you to make some room on the table for the spare rib. Move a plate or two, please?”

“Oh … Oh, sure!”

I scarfed down some more noodles and moved one of the bowls to the stack of dirty plates to make some room. Spare ribs were just the thing, something nice and meaty to distract me from that other hunger. I wondered if this was a Saiyan thing that we could develop the desire to eat our young. Or maybe it was because Gohan was technically only half Saiyan that I had started feeling this way. Whatever it was, as I tore into the spare ribs, I couldn’t help but still imagine a little that my son was sliding down my throat in to my stomach. Maybe this would fade with some fighting, though I’d already promised a week’s break before we’d do anything else for the Cell Games.

I found Gohan staring back at me with his mouth full of some of the scrambled eggs while Chi-Chi took some of the dishes away to rinse them off. I tried to take my eyes and thoughts off him by looking down at the plate.

“Hey, Dad?” he said slowly, making me look back up. He was still staring and then just said, “Don’t hog the spare ribs okay? Send some this way!”

Okay, this at least felt normal. I tossed a few to his plate, already feeling a little of that strange craving abate as I shoveled more protein into my mouth. Maybe that would be the key, and this was just a side effect of the Hyperbolic Time Chamber. I just needed to keep a steady diet until this odd hunger faded away. Even though Gohan would still probably make such a tasty snack.

We stayed at the breakfast table until we’d munched our way through everything available … and unfortunately broken about eight glasses and mugs. Chi-Chi did get something for herself too, in between grumbling at us about all the broken stuff, but Gohan and I were stuffed almost to bursting by the time we were done. That hunger for him was at least down to thinking that maybe this would make him nice and plump for later as well as deliciously meaty. What the heck was going on with me?

My wife looked at the wreckage of dishes and shook her head while we all took them to the sink. Gohan and I had a seat again to rest while Chi-Chi checked the fridge and let out this annoyed growl.
“You boys ate just about everything we had after your trip. I’m going to have to go get some more groceries.” She moved to get her purse. “I swear, I hope this doesn’t last too long! You two are going to cost us a fortune. I also need to buy a new set of glasses for the kitchen!” Chi-Chi pointed a finger at the both of us. “You two need to control that Saiyan nonsense in this house!”
With that, she was out the door to go shopping. If I wanted to keep the peace, I’d have to figure out how to teach Gohan a little control. And maybe get used to some extra control myself; I was forgetting my own strength again. It was nice to just relax after a good breakfast though. I was sunk into my chair and lost in the thoughts of how much I was going to have to get us used to our new strength, and after Chi-Chi had been gone for a few minutes, Gohan piped up.

“Hey, Dad, feel like a muscle rub?”

That was something that had started in the Time Chamber too. With just the two of us training hard all the time for what was essentially a year, there wasn’t much way to get rid of the soreness beyond working out the kinks on each other. I may not have needed one at the moment, but it sure sounded nice.
“Sure, Gohan.” I took off my shirt and headed to the living room. With the big breakfast, I noticed my six pack was pushing out a little bit. It was good to be full, though, especially when it took the edge off things. 

When I went to the couch, Gohan followed me and started working almost instantly on my arms. I sank into the cushions and closed my eyes. Over the days in there, we got pretty good at relaxing each other and my muscles were already feeling so good that I let myself sprawl. During our training, we still never really relaxed.

My son rubbed my shoulders next and worked on my chest while I thought about the strange new hunger and just how long it was for me since the last time Chi-Chi and I had been together. The more my body relaxed, the more a certain part was trying to tense up. I didn’t want to get a boner, not right in front of my son, but I also didn’t want to tell him to stop rubbing my chest. I was getting all hard anyways, so I just had to hope he “wouldn’t notice”, the same way I ignored every time he had a little “alone time” when we were in the Time Chamber. It was what teenagers did, and I didn’t want to embarrass him or anything.

Gohan started to work at my belly, the abs still showing through the fullness of breakfast. Man, did that feel good! I shouldn’t have enjoyed it the way I did, but with that rubbing all over my belly and the massaging on my abs and all the other thoughts, I had a stiff one that made me wish I was alone with Chi-Chi while thoughts of eating Gohan still occasionally flitted through my head.
Then without any other warning, I felt my pants pulled down as far as they would go and something warm and wet sliding over that erection. My eyes shot open and I looked down to see my own son sucking my dick. No, not just sucking it, he was going to town on it, devouring it as much as he could!
I probably should have told him to stop, but it felt so good and he certainly looked like he was enjoying himself. His eyes were closed while he was sucking and licking, and I heard him moan when he slid up and back down to fill his mouth again. I just stayed sprawled on the couch, breathing hard and loving the way everything felt. I hadn’t realized Gohan even had this in him, but his hands would reach up to my belly to stroke it while he worked along my cock.
Not touching him, I clenched my fists at my side, thinking about all those hungers that had been hitting me lately. Maybe this was his? Maybe we’d both been changed? All I knew was that it felt incredible, especially after a long time of trying to control and focus on training. I didn’t even get a chance to warn him before I started to explode into his mouth.

He didn’t even flinch, and I had the crazy, proud thought of, That’s my boy! Gohan was just ready for it and lapped it down, like it was what he’d been craving for a long time. I was sweaty all over by the time I was done and felt amazing. My son swallowed it all, like it was another part of his own appetite, before he slipped off. We didn’t speak for a few minutes, and I wasn’t sure what I should say. I mean, I felt great and now there were so many things I wanted to do besides the urge to devour him.
“Well,” I finally said, “that was a surprise.”

Gohan looked up at me, his cheeks bright red. “I’m sorry, Dad. I wanted to do that since halfway through the training. I just had this craving, but I was trying to focus on getting stronger and faster and all that. Then today, when I was rubbing your muscles and your belly, I just couldn’t resist.”

I gave a hearty laugh at how embarrassed he looked. “It’s okay, son. Felt great! And there’s other things we can do if you really want.”
That made Gohan smile and blush a little more. I grabbed him and pulled him up onto the couch with me, feeling just how different he was now when we pressed in close. He had his own erection and I gave him a treat by reaching down and giving it a little squeeze. There was still that strange desire to have him inside me, but now I could stuff that behind a few thoughts of … stuffing him from behind. He seemed to really enjoy it when I pulled him close, and he started rubbing my abs again. This could definitely go places.
“Thanks, Dad,” he said, relieved. “A lot of times I thought about this sort of thing when it was just you and me in the Chamber, but I never wanted to bring it up. So I’d just focus on training harder.”

That did explain how much he was whacking off in there. I only wish I’d realized it, I could have saved him a lot of trouble. “One thing though,” I said while I gave him a squeeze with one arm and massaged his package. “Whatever we do, we can’t give it away to your mom. I don’t want to think about what she’d do to me if she found out something like this. So we’ll have to just mess around when she’s out of the house.”

“Oh yeah, I can handle that,” Gohan said around a moan while I groped him. I wasn’t going to get him off yet. We had some time, but I didn’t want to risk Chi-Chi getting home to find us cleaning up.

I took my hand away from my son’s crotch and gave him a tight hug. “For right now, though, we should make sure we don’t make any mistakes. Keep it normal when she gets home, and we’ll try to find more time later.”
Gohan nodded and then leaned in to smooch me on the lips. I let him and then for a few seconds our tongue pressed against each other. Damn, it was a hot moment, and in it I got a good taste of him. I was right; he was delicious! If I wasn’t so completely full then, I probably would have started to try and eat him right there.

Then we separated and started cleaning some things up so that Chi-Chi wouldn’t be quite so furious when she got home. I was already thinking about how I could get some good father-son time with just him and me in the house in the near future.

***

The next morning was a lot like the previous one. We’d spent the night just relaxing as a family (with Gohan and me trying to not to look too hard at one another or give anything away) before we all went to bed for the night. I woke up to more smells of breakfast and a renewed temptation for the taste of my son or the feel of him inside me. I’d hoped it would start to fade, but if anything, that hunger had grown since yesterday. I wondered if our little game and the kiss at the end didn’t have something to do with that.
Chi-Chi was keeping the courses coming and I pounded them down to quell my appetite. With all the eating, I swear my stomach was already starting to grow a little, and I had the beginnings of a pot belly. But I had to fill it up, because every time I looked at Gohan, I just wanted to lick him, to taste him, to eat him up.

Of course, when we did catch each other’s eye, there was something different. We both knew now what the other was thinking … mostly. I could tell both of us were just itching to get another chance to press against each other, that he wanted to rub all over his dad again and that I wanted him.

“What’s up with you two?” Chi-Chi suddenly asked out of nowhere.

Yikes, she’d caught us making weird looks at each other. “Oh, nothing, honey. Just … a private joke from the Time Chamber.”

Gohan snickered at that. “Yeah, Mom. You, uh, kinda had to be there.”

She got a perturbed little look on her face, but went to grab more of the food from the kitchen before taking a seat at the table. Good thing Chi-Chi wasn’t more curious about any of the stuff that had to do with training and fighting. Mostly she wanted to know Gohan was safe. And I was really trying to keep it that way.

We continued to consume, my son and I shoveling in everything we could reach while Chi-Chi ate with dainty bites. There wasn’t a whole lot of conversation (unless you count all the munching sounds) for a few minutes before she finally spoke up.

“So … you boys have done it again. Everything I bought yesterday, you’ve managed to go through since I got home.”
I swallowed the bite I had and looked at her. I’d been snacking a whole lot to try and quell that hunger for eating Gohan, but I hadn’t realized it had been that much. “Um … sorry. I think it’s all that muscle we put on from training.”

Chi-Chi reached out and poked the extra little layer of belly I’d already gained. “I don’t think that’s just muscle anymore, Goku.” She sighed again and tossed a napkin onto the table of dirty but mostly empty plates. “Now I have to go to the store. Again.”

That suddenly gave me an idea and I gave her my best smile. “Hey, Chi-Chi, maybe it would be a better idea to go to that big bulk store. If Gohan and I are going to be eating like this all week, it would probably be the best idea.”

Frustration flashed in her eyes, but she also knew I was right. “That’s miles away and it’ll take a few hours to get there, get through it, and make it home! If I go there, you two are coming with me.”

“Actually,” I said, with a knowing glance at my son, “I’d like to use that time to do a little extra sparring with Gohan. Gotta make sure he’s really ready for the tournament, even if we are relaxing.”
Gohan caught on immediately. “Yeah, Mom. That way you don’t have to deal with all the fighting stuff. And I really think I could use a little extra practice, even though we’re taking it easy.”

She was fuming, but I knew this would do the trick. Chi-Chi would definitely feel Gohan was safer if his skills were sharp, and that would give us a good few hours for … whatever we wound up doing.

“Fine,” she said, “but the least you two could do is get the dishes taken care of while I’m out doing that.”

“Sure, honey. We’ll do that. Come on, Gohan, let’s get started!”

It would be a good way to occupy our hands and keep Chi-Chi from getting too mad while she got ready. We gathered up the breakfast dishes and started a tag team of washing and drying. Chi-Chi’s little “hmph” seemed at least half approving while she gathered up her things. With my belly full of so much food, for the moment I could avoid thinking about how tasty my son would be. Now I just couldn’t stop thinking of how in just a few minutes we’d be picking up where we’d left off yesterday. I had to keep facing the sink while I washed and handed the dishes to Gohan. Didn’t want Chi-Chi to see the raging boner and wonder what was going on.

At the door, ready to go, she turned to us and pointed a finger menacingly. “You two finish those up and then get to whatever practice Gohan needs. And if I find one thing broken in this house, you’re both going to get it from me!”

With that warning, she slammed the door and was off. Gohan and I finished doing the dishes, making sure there was enough time for her to be well on her way and that she wouldn’t stroll back through the door to get something she forgot. While we finished up, I could feel something growing between us (beyond my own erection, of course) like a weird tension as we waited for today’s first move.

Though I’m not one to wait longer than I have to. Once I was sure the last dish was done and Chi-Chi would be out for a few hours, I grabbed my son, ran my hand into his spiky hair, and mashed our lips together. I held him to me and kissed him deep, making sure he could feel how hard his dad was for him. Gohan was surprised by my “attack” for just a moment, and then moaned into the deep kiss, reaching his arms around to rub my muscles while our tongues wrestled in and out of each other’s mouths.

Man, he tasted good! It was another moment where, if I hadn’t been so full to the point where my belly was already expanding, I might have tried to eat him up right there at the sink. But I’d certainly settle for some more intense father-son bonding, if you know what I mean.

We pulled away from the kiss with a smile, still rubbing over each other. Gohan’s hands found the little pot belly I was starting to sport, making it rumble loudly around all the food inside.
“I don’t know why mom was complaining,” he said, running his hands against it. “I like the way your belly feels now, Dad.”

I wondered if he’d like how it would feel being a new addition. Man, what was this crazy hunger? Well, one way to distract from it would be to find something else to do with my son. I started ripping at his clothes, not caring if something happened to them, and he started doing the same to mine. The frenzy to get naked was close enough to sparring between us, that I almost felt like I hadn’t been lying to Chi-Chi.
Soon enough, we didn’t have a stitch on, just our two bodies coming back together right there in the kitchen. He was hard too, and as we went in for another long, wet kiss, I reached down and gave my son a firm grope that made him squeal right against my lips. Even full, there was that little thought that if I just stretched my lips a little wider…

Then Gohan pulled away and started to slip down against my body. He moved his lips down my neck, kissing and licking every bit of muscle he could reach. I just stood there and let him do what he wanted. The attention was nice, so no sense in interrupting it. Gohan sucked my nipples, rubbed his hands all over my body, and then moved down to my pot belly. For some reason, he loved that bit of softness I was getting amid my muscles and it felt so good! He rubbed his lips against it, kissed it, licked my navel, and squeezed all over it. And naturally, with all of it, I couldn’t help but wonder how it would feel to have him doing that from inside somehow.
“Mmm, you should stay like this, Dad, it’s great on you!” my son said while he began to dip lower.

My throbbing erection was just rubbing his chin while I chuckled. “If it makes you do that to your dad, I’ll just have to keep feeding that appetite.” At least that might explain why I was drooling.
I’m not sure how much Gohan heard me. He was blushing bright red as he’d started rubbing his chin and cheeks against my cock. That soft, barely shaven skin felt amazing, making me sigh while he almost worshipped it. Then he started kissing the tip, letting his tongue roll over it and slowly pushing his mouth down around the head.

I whistled and grinned down. “You just can’t keep your lips off your daddy’s cock, can you?”

“It tastes so good…” he moaned, almost mumbling it against my cock head, not wanting to separate from it.
Gohan slipped back down, taking a big mouthful of my dick that almost bulged his cheeks. His hand rubbed my balls while he slurped and sucked again up and down the shaft. I’d been so restrained between last night and tonight that this was working me up hardcore.

“Keep that up, son, and you’re gonna get Daddy’s cum all over your face,” I said as a playful warning.

His response was to back off and start working me with both hands, one rolling my balls and the other milking my shaft, my son panting eagerly right in front of my leaking cock. “Oooh, do it, Daddy!” he said, so excited. “Shoot it all over my face!”

At that point, it wasn’t like I could have held back anyways, the way he was jerking me. Must have been all that practice on himself the last year or so. And if we get this riled up, Saiyans can shoot quite a bit.
I couldn’t help but cry out as the first shot went wild and splashed right across Gohan’s forehead and down to the bridge of his nose, almost nailing him in the eyes. While he was moving his head, the next painted my son’s lips and cheeks. I watched and just kept coming, the sight of his messy face prolonging the orgasm. He managed to open his mouth just in time to catch a shot and swallow it down while another spurt splashed right on the tip of his nose … and he was loving every second of it. Gohan licked some off his lips just before I gave him another shot right across his mouth. By the time I was done, my son’s face was a dripping, sticky white mess all over, and he was licking what he could reach off his lips.
“Oh yes,” Gohan moaned, groping his own erection. “Mmm, yummy! That’s so good, Dad!”
I was panting and grinning while I looked down at him, just kneeling there with a face full of my cum and stroking his boner. He looked so happy, and I felt so content after such a heavy load. Then I thought about the strange hunger I’d been feeling lately and I wondered if maybe I could satisfy the craving just a little. Gohan still looked pretty tasty, but maybe if I just returned the favor and gave him a blowjob, I could get a nice taste and feel like I’d gotten what I needed. Besides, he probably wouldn’t complain about getting sucked off by his old man.

I crouched down and bowled him over, pinning him under me to the kitchen floor. Gohan laughed, and his face was still dripping while I began to nibble at his chest and lick his skin. I was drooling so much at the way he tasted and felt under me, I couldn’t stop running my tongue all over my son as I swirled my way slowly down his belly towards his groin. So delicious, and I noticed that Gohan wasn’t quite getting as much of a belly as I was, but there was just the barest hint of a cute paunch to nibble on with all the eating.
“Mmm,” I moaned against his navel while his cock brushed my chin, “I’ve got such a tasty boy!”

He giggled at that, probably having no idea just what I was thinking about then. Gohan was panting when he asked, “Are … you really gonna do it, Dad?”

I answered by grabbing my son’s hips and devouring his whole erection. There was a weird sort of pride at feeling that even though he was still growing, he was probably going to eventually be hung like his dad, and I slurped and sucked that meat all the way down to the root. He gasped when his cock head slipped into my throat so easily, and I closed my eyes and just tasted him, imagining I was already gulping him down whole.

Of course, I had something to swallow pretty soon. Gohan was so raring to go that I had barely sucked him for a few seconds before he shot a thick load right into my throat. I ate it all while he spurted wildly into my cheeks, dreaming of a scrumptious half Saiyan in my belly. It would be nice if this wound up being enough, if I could just suck my son dry this way and stave off the hunger in the future. I was hoping.

When he had nothing more to give, I slipped up off of him and on to my knees, looking at how he just laid there, grinning and trying to catch his breath. It would be so easy to just pick up his feet and start at his toes at that point … but it was a good thing my belly was still pretty full and that load had been a nice little taste to put the feelings back at bay.

Gohan finally looked up at me, wiping his face a little with his hands now. “Dad … that was great, but … do you think we have time for something else before Mom gets back?”
I just chuckled. “Well, it hasn’t been that long, and she’ll be out for at least another few hours.” I gave my groin a little tug. “And I think I can recover enough in the next little bit. What did you have in mind, son?”

He turned over and almost crawled a little closer on his hands and knees. There was this pleading look in his eyes. “Daddy … please fuck me.”

That made me laugh heartily, and I even felt my cock waking back up a little bit. “Sure, son! Let’s just get a little cleaned up and ready to make it right.”

We got up from the kitchen floor and I took his hand to help him before turning him towards the bathroom. As he walked ahead of me, I looked at my son’s naked body from behind, and could feel myself grinning with anticipation. For the first real time, I was noticing the luck he had in inheriting some of Chi-Chi’s traits.

“I’m looking forward to this, son,” I teased him as we got into the shower and I gave him a quick swat on one butt cheek. “You got a great ass, just like your mother.”

That made him laugh again, and after we cleaned his face, we spent our time in the shower cleaning up and making out some, letting us both recover for the next round. Kissing my son was getting to feel even more and more normal, but that didn’t take any of the excitement away as we got out again.
“Go out to the living room and we’ll use the couch for this.”
While he went back to the living room, all excited and naked, I went to the bedroom to grab something we’d need. I kept some lube in my nightstand for pounding Chi-Chi’s ass, or just having a little fun myself. Luckily, it looked like I had enough left in the bottle to plow my son for the first time. Just holding it and thinking about what was coming was making me get hard again, and I raced back to the living room.

Gohan was waiting there, just standing in the buff in the center with a growing semi and waiting for me to tell him what to do. I grabbed my son and gave his ass a little pinch with the hand that wasn’t holding the bottle, then directed him over to the couch.

“Bend over the arm,” I told him, knowing that it was the perfect height and we had a better chance of cleaning it without suspicion than the sheets on the bed. “And get that nice bubble but up in the air for Daddy!”

Laughing, my son did just as he was told, Gohan presenting himself to me and showing off his ass completely. I ran my hand over it some, feeling the smooth skin that was so inviting now that we were into this. I was also getting hungry again, seeing that plump bit of his stuck right up before me. With a little shake of my head, I squeezed a little of the lube into my hand, enjoying the promise of that familiar smell.

I spread a little between my son’s butt cheeks, moving my finger around until I found that tight little pucker inside. Expecting a little more resistance, I started to slowly push a finger into him, only to have it slide in easy and start slicking him up while I heard my own son moaning like a little slut. Had he already found some way to expand himself while he dreamed of this? Either way, it was just doing a number on all my appetites to hear Gohan groan and feel that warm squeeze around my fingers while I explored with a couple more. My cock was throbbing by then, and I had to take him.
Slathering up my cock with some more lube, I dropped the bottle and grabbed his hips, positioning behind him. I was panting when I rubbed my cockhead between his nice round cheeks to torment him.

“Ready, boy?” I said through a clenched breath.

He nodded vigorously, his spiky hair bobbing up and down. “Oh yes, Daddy. Please, please, do it!”

With a firm grip, I shoved into him, burying myself in my son’s ass and listening to him whimper and moan. This was certainly enough of a distraction from those other cravings as I heard him bite his lip and grab at the couch. Gohan’s whole body was shaking, and I could tell from some of the little noises that he was loving every second.

I didn’t waste any time and start slipping in and out, going slow at first, but Gohan was surprisingly ready for me without much need to ease into things. And with the way that hot, tight ass felt all around my shaft, I needed to take it harder. Before long, I was really pounding my son’s ass, rocking us on the couch and making us both groan out loud.

“Oh … Ooooh,” he moaned in front of me, “Oh, Daddy, it’s … it’s better than I imagined! Harder! Fuck me harder, Dad!”

Well, if he insisted. I grabbed firm fistfuls of his rump and really slammed into him, our muscles twitching, our bodies sweating and rocking, the entire couch creaking in protest as we really cut loose.

I must have been hitting just the right point when I really slammed home, because Gohan’s cries just got louder and louder. It was certainly doing a number on me; I could feel that heat rising again, getting me to the edge so much that I would have to slow down and think about something else just to last.

Then, when my son arched his back and let out his most intense groan that echoed through the living room, I felt his channel clench tighter around me. That was it; that was what I just couldn’t resist. The next orgasm was coming, even more powerful than what happened that morning, I slammed home to ride my son’s climax straight into my own.

We destroyed the couch, literally. At that last thrust home, I was already shooting deep into Gohan, when the furniture finally gave way under us. The whole thing collapsed and we didn’t even care while he shot a thick load all over the busted arm and I shot one against his prostate. We were just lost in the rapture of it all before we even realized what had happened. 

When we were catching our breaths and I was slowly pulling out of him, I looked at the wreckage that had once been a perfectly good sofa. Now I was a little nervous. There was no way to fix or hide this … even if it was totally worth it. Chi-Chi was going to blow her stack.

“Oh…”

I got up and helped Gohan up from where he was sprawled on everything. Good thing we were both more durable now. He looked down at it, dusting himself off as much as he could with his cum smeared on his belly.

“Shit,” was all he had to say.

I nodded. “Yup, we’re in for it now. Still…” I slapped that cute butt again. “It was totally worth it. Though we better clean up what we can and come up with a decent story.”

We could at least eliminate any evidence of what we’d actually been doing and get our clothes back on. Once all the cum and lube were neatly scrubbed up or out of sight, we decided that we’d gotten a little carried away with “training” and roughhousing had led to the couch being destroyed. Not that it would save me from Chi-Chi’s wrath.
I heard her coming in just a little after we’d finished disposing of all the other evidence. Gohan and I both went out into the living room just in time to see her fuming and looking from the couch to us.
“What did you two do!”

“Oh, uh, sorry, honey,” I said, trying to give her my best innocent smile. “We got to messing around a little in here and during a practice throw, the couch had a little accident.”

“A little accident? A little accident?” She had her fists clenched, her face red with rage. “I’ll make you have a little accident!” Chi-Chi stomped around the living room while Gohan and I stayed as still as we could. “I can’t take you two anymore! I … I’m getting out of here for a few days. We’re going to bring the food in, get it so that you two can make your own damn breakfasts, and then I’m going to go visit my father until this blows over. And when I come back, this place better be in tip-top shape!”

We did our best to look chastised and chagrined as she hollered, but inside I was grinning ear-to-ear. I imagine Gohan was too. This meant a whole few days before the tournament with no one else in the house and our newfound fun to be had. Though I kept it cool and just nodded, keeping that embarrassed look on my face.

“Th-That’s fair, honey. I understand.” I looked up as I had a thought. “But before you go … could you make us something to have for dinner?”

That got me clobbered before she stormed her way through bringing the food in and didn’t say another word to me until she left.

***

I woke up with my son in my bed next to me wrapped up in my arms. After Chi-Chi had left—well, more after she had stormed out of the house with only a smile and good-bye for Gohan—we’d spent the rest of the evening naked with each other. There wasn’t as much good food as there might have been with her around, but there was certainly plenty to do. We munched on general snacks and fooled around on every surface we could find. Jerking each other off, him blowing me while I sat in the comfy chair just so he could get another face full of cum, me nibbling him all over and sucking his dick on the living room floor. Every time I’d start to feel that hunger, I’d head for the kitchen for another snack, though it wasn’t quite as filling as Chi-Chi’s cooking.

My stomach growled and rippled while Gohan was asleep in my arms. Laying there with him wrapped up, I inhaled deeply. Mmm, so delicious! Such a tasty thing and all mine for the taking … I just had to…
I stopped myself when I realized I was drooling and opening up wide and pulling him closer. My cock was hard and brushing between his rump cheeks as I thought once again about gobbling up my son. My tender, meaty, delicious son…

Okay, time to get up and get some kind of breakfast in me! I pulled myself out from around him while Gohan was still starting to stir awake. Man, this hunger was going to be a lot harder without someone who knew how to cook. I started with a huge bowl of cold cereal and shoveled it into my mouth at the counter. Looking down, I ran a hand over the pot belly that had grown quite a bit in just the last few days from all the extra eating. Something about Saiyan metabolism with food, it was just storing all the energy so rapidly.
Gohan came out a few moments later to get his own giant bowl. We grinned at each other and looked each other up and down again. We’d already decided that we now had no need for clothing to just hang around the house for the next few days. Even stuffing the cereal into me, I was looking at him and feeling that desire and what a good meal he’d make. Man, I needed protein badly to get through these few days.

While Gohan started in on his cereal, I tossed my bowl into the sink and grabbed some of the eggs from the fridge. I mean, I could at least fry them up in a pan, that would be simple enough, right? And I could heat up a few other things too, it was just a matter of turning on the stove and the oven and applying heat until it was all done.

Well, the eggs and some of the beef came out … edible, technically. Nothing really had that amazing flavor that Chi-Chi could get out of food, and Gohan and I kept trying, but neither of us could master cooking to the point that it would be easy to stuff ourselves like we had been. I was getting as much down my throat as I could of the tasteless food, because I knew what my stomach would cry out for if I didn’t.
Of course, once Gohan had eaten enough for himself, he crawled under the table and immediately started pushing his way between my thighs and nuzzling and licking at my balls. He was brushing my cock while he was at it, making me rise, but when I spread my legs and leaned back to give my son access, he was mostly focused on my sac. He started working both balls, sucking first one then the other in his lips. My son was already learning how to get his daddy throbbing, and it felt nice in the morning to just lean back against a kitchen chair and let him start me up.
“So, boy,” I said grinning down at him. “You want this one on your face or in that cute, tight ass of yours?”

He smiled up at me from under the table and started gripping my cock. “Well, since breakfast didn’t taste very good, I thought this might taste a little better. So I want to swallow it all!”
Not like I was going to argue with him, even while I was also thinking about something tasty to add to my breakfast. But that was okay; I could resist. Especially with my son opening up his lips and slurping up my cock. I had to grip the table and concentrate just to keep from coming right then. This was going to be an amazing couple days.

He was sliding up and down, sucking and licking like he’d become a champion cocksucker just by working yesterday with me. Soon all the focus in the world didn’t stop me from blasting the first load of the day right past Gohan’s lips. I looked down to see his cheeks expand a moment before he swallowed the first spurt all down, just in time for the next throb. He was drinking it and moaning loudly, my son already addicted to my cum as he guzzled it down.

My fingers were running all through his spiky hair while I got to the last of my orgasm. Finishing up, of course, made me even hungrier, so that I could feel the drool on my chin when I looked down at that delicious boy. I shook my head out. Vigorously. Had to resist, because somewhere inside, I knew that if I decided to, I could gobble him down easily.
When he grinned up at me, I was able to just smile back without licking my lips. “Did you like your breakfast treat, son?”

“Uh-huh! Want some of mine?”

Then, I did lick my lips. I wanted the whole thing, that was what I wanted. “Maybe in just a little bit. Let’s figure out something for the couch and then we can relax in the living room together.”

When he nodded and stood up, I did give him a light groping to remind him that Dad was still interested. I felt him get a little hard in my hand at that one, then I grabbed some of the dry snacks that Chi-Chi had picked up like chips and pretzels. Nothing like filling up on those to curb the other appetite.

We found an air mattress that we keep for guests or other Z Fighters to stay over, then we shuffled the pieces of the busted couch off to the side and inflated it so we’d have somewhere comfy we could both sit. It was actually kind of perfect for the morning to the afternoon. Meant we could sit there and watch something on the TV, then when the mood struck, we could go horizontal and fool around. And of course, I could keep some snacks to munch on nearby.
After I’d shoved enough pretzels, peanuts, and chips down my throat, I laid Gohan out and gave him another blowjob. He was laughing while I was licking his naked body all over on the air mattress, moving in closer to his groin, probably having no idea that I was tasting him and imagining how nice it would be to eat him up whole. At one point I even said, like something out of a fairy tale, “I’m gonna gobble you up, boy!” and it only made him groan and push his hips up when I got to licking his package.
Swallowing another load of his spunk seemed to stave off the hunger a little, and leave us both tired enough to rest against each other for a while with the TV running. But when it started to get around lunchtime, it really just felt more like an appetizer. A tantalizing taste that was good, but only made the whole meal seem so much better.

“Hey,” I said while we groped at each other and watched some show or other from the air mattress, “how about we go make some lunch?” An idea hit me and I gave his crotch a little squeeze. “After that, I can relax in my comfy chair and you can sit in Daddy’s lap.” I gave him a big grin that let him know what that meant.

Gohan hopped up from the bed all excited. “Sounds great!”

Loved that he was so excited about the idea of riding my cock. We went back to the kitchen one more time. My stomach was already rumbling again, even though I’d been snacking. It was getting worse. Every time I glanced at my son, I could feel my mouth watering. Something in my mind just kept telling me: Eat him. Gobble him up. Doesn’t he look so tasty? You know he’s tasty. You need him inside.
I realized I was staring and shook my head out again. Gohan noticed but only thought I was gawking at his ass again. “You can have it after lunch, Dad, I promise,” he said with a grin.

I just put a hand behind my head and smiled. It was like he was promising to be dessert or something. I really needed to fill up as much as I could.

We made cold sandwiches that just didn’t seem to have any flavor at all. I tried to warm something up, even tried to find some leftover of Chi-Chi’s food, but nothing remained. It was like the only things that tasted good anymore were her cooking and my own son. And I was all out of her cooking.

Then after we’d eaten enough for at least Gohan to be satisfied, he was rubbing up against me again. It felt great, but it just made me crave him. Even with so much food in my belly, it felt empty.
“Come on, Dad. I want to ride in your lap!”

Maybe a good, hard fuck would get my mind off things. I was getting a nice boner for him again after all. With my arm still around him, I dragged Gohan back into the living room. His hands were all over me and rubbing at my still growing pot belly, which wasn’t helping to lessen the urge to chow down on him. Though when his hand would roam down to stroke my cock, that was nice.
We made it to the chair, and I plopped down, my cock jutting up and me feeling for a fun moment like the lord of a manor while my son wiggled his ass in front of me. I’d already brought the lube out to the living room before, just so we’d be ready when we wanted to fuck around. Gohan handed it to me from the inflatable mattress and I leaned forward to start smearing it into his tight hole.
With that bubble butt right before me, I also couldn’t resist leaning in and nibbling each cheek for just a moment. So tasty! And it only made him shiver and laugh and get more turned on for his dad. I forced myself to lean back away from his flesh and relaxed in the chair, slathering up my raging hard-on for him. In just a moment, he turned around and took over, stroking me up and down with his hands. Then my son climbed right up on to the chair.

It took a moment for Gohan to find a position but soon we found the perfect one when he spread his legs around me on either arm of the chair and lowered his butt down onto my throbbing cock. We both groaned when he slipped down and I slipped in, our earlier play seeming to make this even easier once we got the perfect setup.

My delicious boy began bouncing his hips on my cock, stroking it up and down inside that cute, tight ass of his. And while he was doing that, his own erection was brushing against my pot belly, making him moan out loud and me bite my lip. That enticing, gentle rubbing of his cock against my belly was only spurring the appetite that hadn’t been satisfied in a whole day now. My son gripped my shoulders for balance, and I held onto his hips, both of us working our way to a hefty climax and me tormenting that hunger for this delectable young guy riding my cock.

Pressure was building in my balls and groin, and my hands moved up his back. I was licking my lips even while we were fucking hard in my favorite chair, his rhythm growing faster with each bounce of his ass. Drooling so much. Smelling him as everything intensified. So yummy that as my hands were creeping up behind his shoulders, I think I already knew what I was about to do.
My stomach rumbled as his cock rubbed against my belly and left a string of pre there. I opened my mouth, stretching beyond what I ever thought I could. My own cock throbbed inside his rump, close to coming. His eyes were closed in excitement and pleasure while my one hand slipped up behind his spiky hair. I knew I could fit him inside. Just … one … taste…
Gripping tight, I shoved Gohan’s head into my mouth while I kept fucking him hard, making a weird circle of our bodies while I bucked into him. When my lips were around his neck and my tongue was running over his face, I felt him suddenly stiffen in surprise. My son tasted even better now that I had a real mouthful. Even when he started wriggling about and pulling back, my stomach was crying out for this succulent morsel. And I was past the point of no return in so many ways, I was just about to start blasting into him when I went for that first swallow.

It was easier than I imagined. I didn’t know how, but I just knew that somewhere in our pure Saiyan blood was the ability to eat a whole person. A rush of pleasure shot through me as I felt my tasty son’s hair tickle my throat and his head slide into my stretching neck. I’d only pulled him halfway off my cock when I start shooting inside him, riding the orgasm and the hunger to tug at him and gulp again.

His shoulders went so easily into my cheeks, almost as if the thin teenager was made to be eaten by me. It shifted our position, popping him off me and making me blast a thick load of cum all over his ass. Drool was running all down his muscles while I let myself lick at them and enjoy my feast. I wasn’t even myself in the moment somehow, just so hungry, and Gohan was the only thing that would satisfy it.

Munching and slurping, I was using my hands and my throat to stuff and drag him down. He was wiggling and kicking as soon as his legs were pulled back around the chair, which actually made him even more appetizing. My stomach rumbled. It knew it was finally going to get fed soon with what it had wanted for several days now.

With his arms pinned by my cheeks and his shoulders already slipped down to my throat, I moved my hands to Gohan’s hips to keep working him in. I gulped and ran my fingers around to his butt while I ate his chest and worked my way down his belly. My teeth nibbled at his taut body, and each time they brushed a twitching muscle, I reveled in the taste of him.

Feeling a little warmth hit my belly while I stretched my lips over his midsection, I let one hand move under to Gohan’s crotch. Even halfway into my jaws, he was still hard and dribbling on me. Maybe he was more excited about this than scared, and I stroked him a few times, making him twitch while I swallowed more of him.

In just a few minutes, I’d reached his waist and was able to tuck his cock up against my tongue and slurp it in with him. In that moment, his legs twitched violently and he came all over my tongue, adding a wonderful special sauce to my lunch. I licked it all over, not knowing if he just couldn’t hold back, or if some part of him was really enjoying being devoured by me.
It didn’t really matter either way. With that nice, juicy ass right in front of my nose, I just had to have more. I could already feel him pushing down into my stomach and just starting to fill me up when I gently sank my teeth one more time into that soft flesh that was all sticky with my own cum. I rubbed his muscled thighs while I let his butt cheeks fill my own cheeks and his softening cock pressed at my throat. Such a delicious boy!

When I was satisfied with the taste of that, I tipped my head up and used my tongue to start slurping Gohan’s legs down into me with each swallow. My gut was really expanding then, making my previous pot belly look like nothing as my son was tucked away inside me with each swallow.

Soon I just had his wiggling feet sticking up out of my lips and his squirming body sliding around while my hands rubbed my belly. I sucked them down loudly, and then started running my tongue over his toes. Man, he almost tasted too good to finish! I just wanted that flavor in my mouth forever!

But there was no way to hold onto it too much longer, so with a last gulp, I finally ate my son whole. And, man, did he ever hit the spot! I sat there in my comfy chair, my gut huge and mostly rounded before me, rumbling happily while Gohan pushed and shifted inside. Finally, I wasn’t hungry anymore. It was better than even Chi-Chi’s cooking had done; I simply was truly, completely satisfied.

So it wasn’t like I could let him out, even if I could figure out how. If I did, it wouldn’t be long before he’d just go down the hatch again. There was nothing to do but relax in my favorite chair, watch some TV, rub my belly, and start digesting my son. Pressure was building, and it was like I’d really made my decision when I let out a huge belch that echoed around the walls. No doubt about it after that, my boy was definitely food.
“Man, Gohan,” I said while I ran my hands over my gut. “You were really filling! Maybe I should have eaten you a couple days ago and saved us some money.”

Grabbing the remote from the pouch on the side of the chair, I settled in for what would be a long evening. I could probably move around with my strength, but I just didn’t feel like it yet. At that point, Gohan seemed to really realize that this wasn’t some kind of weird joke or playing around. He started really moving, kicking and punching up a storm in my gut. My belly was bouncing around so much after a moment that it was hard to even stay seated, and I wondered if he might push his way out.

I started using one hand to press him down in my stomach while I surfed channels with the other. Now that I’d made the choice to eat him, he wasn’t coming back up, and that was final. All his struggling was having a few effects. I was burping more, but I also wound up swallowing more air while I was trying to make sure he didn’t push back up. My stomach was joining the fight by rippling more and squeezing Gohan, which felt pretty nice. And surprisingly, with the way my belly rubbed against my dick, I was getting another raging hard-on.

“Settle down, son, you’re giving daddy a bellyache!” I said with a chuckle, even though “ache” was probably the wrong way to describe how it felt. Sure there was a bit of pain, but that was overshadowed by how amazing it was to have him struggling inside my gut. It had turned into a wrestling match, an epic battle between my son and my stomach. And my belly was gonna win.

“Damn, son, you are going to town in there! Not bad, but try this move!”

I burped again, purposely making it a big one to squeeze him in there while he gave his best kicks, taking away his leverage. I set the remote aside and used both hands on my belly, wrapping my arms around it while he struggled. No food had ever beaten me, and Gohan wasn’t going to be any different. Of course, I was also throbbing and leaking down there while my stomach and he fought, so I slipped one hand down and started rubbing my cock against my bouncing gut. Man, that felt incredible! I’d have to find some way to do that again; I was sweating and moaning out loud while everything worked around in the chair. I was grateful for that potbelly I’d gained over the last few days. With that little bit of fat padding it, any kicks down just felt like a nice extra rub over my cock. I felt my balls tightening just as I could feel some of the fight going out of Gohan.

“Mmm, that’s it, son! Just a little more and you’ll make your dad cum one more time!”

He was giving it all he had in a last burst, and about that point I had my own burst all over my rocking and rolling belly. I was groaning and belching big time while I shot a heavy load all over my gut, squeezing my son inside and rubbing the cum against my skin. Some of it made it to the floor and the chair, but the bulk of it was the final climax all over Gohan. And shortly after, everything settled down in my gut.

From the way things were moving now as I collapsed completely in my chair, my son and I were both just sitting there panting and exhausted. Gohan was still squirming and offering little kicks that made me burp just a bit, and I every time I would sigh and rub my gut. My belly had been stronger and at another belch and twitch of the skin there, I slapped the top of it and smacked my lips.

“Yummy, yummy, you’re staying in my tummy!”
I couldn’t say for sure if he heard me, but there was another little kick before everything settled into light twitches. Eventually, we both went still. He was a lump in my belly that was already gurgling away and going soft, and I was yawning and watching TV. I think just a little after sunset, I fell asleep right there in the chair, probably snoring while my stomach went to work on him.

***

I didn’t wake up until the sun was coming through the living room windows. I didn’t have one of those standard moments of wondering if it had all been a dream. I knew exactly why I felt so stuffed and why I woke up with a loud belch and a need to use the bathroom.
My belly was a lot softer and a little smaller when I heaved myself up out of the chair. As I stood up and felt it slosh around in front of me some, I felt a new surge of power. Beyond what I felt when I would transform or when I finished the intense training. I felt … stronger, faster, and more ferocious in my own way.

Though first I had something to attend to that I felt was going to be another challenge. Settling onto the toilet and letting my sloshy gut slap down on my thighs, I realized I’d never used this power before. I had no idea what I was in for, but I had a feeling that while he’d lost the battle with my stomach, Gohan was going to give my ass a real fight.

Even chuckling about that, I felt a little discomfort as something heavy pushed inside my sphincter. I didn’t know what state some of the things in my gut were in, but I knew there was already a hell of a big one brewing inside there. I grabbed the side of the sink and started to bear down, gritting my teeth against the way I could feel things stretching.
“Come on, son,” I grunted while I pushed hard on the thick log, trying to dislodge it. “Time for you to come out…”

I gasped when I finally felt it giving way. Man, that was a tough one! I think I was straining for several minutes just to get everything into the toilet before I finally felt some relief from the intense stretching. Once that was done though, I felt my pucker slowly close back up and breathed heavy, feeling the effort. My ass hurt and had been through the ringer, and I knew there was a little more left.
Another few squeezes and plops, and finally I felt like I might be good for a little bit. Surprisingly, there wasn’t much to wipe of Gohan. Everything was densely packed and when I stood up to look down, I saw a huge mass of what used to be him sitting in the bowl. I wasn’t sure what I’d expected exactly, but I was surprised that there weren’t many big pieces of bone, only a few recognizable bits of white sticking out here and there. Apparently Saiyan digestion was pretty powerful no matter what we ate. Though that still didn’t help the next hour or so that I had to work with a plunger and multiple flushes just to send everything down to the sewer. No amount of strength made that task any easier.
After the relief of the bathroom and the sudden lightening of my weight, I felt a new spring in my step and an even great surge of power. With all the extra energy and the difference in might, I suddenly understood it all. I got why I’d been so hungry for Gohan, why I eventually couldn’t resist gobbling him down like so much spare rib, and why I was digesting him so quickly.

Cell had gained his strength from consuming and absorbing those with similar build and power. I’d worried I wouldn’t be able to beat him, and instinctively I must have known that I would have to do the same in order to be strong enough. Now, after the training session, Gohan’s new strength had been added to mine through consuming him, and that hunger had been making sure I’d do it. Now, I felt like I could pretty well lick Cell in the fight, and I wasn’t even done digesting. My belly was still gurgling away at a sloshing mass of pure strength just waiting to be absorbed. By doing this, Gohan and I could really beat him and save the Earth from him.

I rubbed and squeezed my belly, making me burp again. “Mmm, good job, son. Thanks to you being so tasty, we’ll take him now for sure.”

I did regret it a little bit, even if that hunger just couldn’t be denied. I just hoped he’d actually enjoyed his trip down my throat in the beginning, the way he’d sprayed over my tongue. At this point, though, all I had to do was finish digesting him, absorbing the power, and relax until it was time for the tournament. I certainly didn’t have to eat anything for the next day or so.
***

By the time Chi-Chi decided to come back home, it was the day before the tournament, and Gohan was just a few more deposits in the sewers and a bunch of extra fat on my belly, which had turned from a little pot paunch into a full-fledged beer gut. And of course, a hell of a lot more strength in my muscles.

I’d gone back to a little snacking by that last day, and used some of that digesting time to get rid of the old couch and find a new one second-hand. When she came in the door, the house was in tip-top shape, just like she’d demanded.

Chi-Chi sighed when she looked around the clean living room. “Well, I’m glad that you got all this taken care of. Thank you, Goku.” She immediately took a look at my belly and shook her head. “I thought maybe you’d ease off and lose a little weight while I was gone, but you’re bigger than ever. How did that happen?

I rubbed my belly with the fond memory of just how it did happen. Then I realized Chi-Chi was still staring at me. “Uh, Gohan made me this way.” Damn, it just blurted out.

“What? How do you mean? Did he figure out how to cook somehow? I thought neither of you would ever get the hang of the kitchen.”

I just grinned even bigger. “He figured out something that actually tasted delicious, and I wound up just gobbling it all up. Couldn’t help myself.” I wasn’t even really lying.

“Speaking of that…” Chi-Chi went and looked through the house before coming back to the main room. “Goku … where’s Gohan?”

“Oh, he said he couldn’t be cooped up in the house anymore, so he went out to do some special training on his own. I actually haven’t seen him in a day or two.”

Chi-Chi fumed at me. “And you haven’t called anyone? You’re just letting him roam around wherever he is?”

“Honey, he’s a warrior now. You can’t worry about him all the time. He’s a fighter.” I wanted to chuckle as I remembered how he’d kicked in my stomach.

“But what if he doesn’t show up for the tournament? What if you have to try and face Cell all alone as out of shape as you’ve made yourself? I don’t really like him fighting, but I don’t want all that training to be for nothing.”

“Oh, I’m sure he’ll be there with me and help me defeat Cell,” I said and couldn’t help my hand going to the big soft mound of my overfed belly. “Call it a gut feeling.”
