The sun had not even managed to rise above the horizon as the old farmer stirred awake, the sky outside ablaze in shades of orange and pink which reflected spectacularly in the ruffled clouds above. The plump tanuki pulled on the small, round glasses he had laying on his nightstand, smiling as he looked out at the beautiful sunrise outside, feeling as if nature itself was blessing this very important day. The pinks in the sky slowly faded away to leave only a brilliant orange, eventually turning into a crisp, bright blue once the older raccoon dog had finished his morning routines. The stark naked senior walked towards his favorite armchair, his pendulous balls swinging gently back and forth as he did, letting out a drawn-out grunt as he sat down to relax for a little while. Wilfred was getting a bit up there in the years to tend to a large farm all on his own, having had to downsize little by little to accommodate his ability over time, but he was still fit enough to keep a few chickens and a cow. He did however need some help with the agricultural bit, mostly just someone to keep him company to keep morale up, but it certainly didn’t hurt to have someone that could do all the bending up and down for him either. The silence of the old farmhouse was suddenly broken by the eager pitter patter of two little feet, crossing the hallway upstairs, making their way down the stairs and through the kitchen until they reached the living room.
 
“G’morning grampa!”
 
Compared to Wilfred’s pelt which had grayed significantly over the years, Beau’s was a bright, vibrant brown, befitting the cheery disposition the boy usually had. Like most tanukis he was pleasantly plump, already having a sizable belly and a pair of perky boytits, his own pair of mango-sized balls dangling merrily in between his legs. Once Wilfred had laid eyes on his grandson his expression had brightened up immediately, his bushy mustache curling upward as he smiled warmly at the boy, throwing out his hands in invitation for a hug.
 
“Good morning Beau!”
 
The boy closed the distance between the two of them right away, giving his beloved grandpa a great big hug, the older tanuki using his still quite strong arms to squeeze and lift his grandson.
 
“You ready for the big day today, sonny?”
 
Beau squealed in happiness as he was being lifted off the ground, his laughter bouncing off the walls of the cozy living room.

"Yeah gramps, I'm ready!"

Wilfred sat his grandson back down on the floor, the two of them suddenly taken by surprise as Beau's tummy rumbled audibly. The two tanukis looked down at the younger's belly, then back up at each other, before bursting out laughing.

"Seems yer gut disagrees, boy! How about you get up on grandpa's lap and have yourself some breakfast?"

Beau nodded, slowly getting on top of his grandpa's lap until his hefty sack brushed against the older tanuki's, the two pairs of warm, juicy nuts resonating with each other on a magical frequency. Wilfred was able to feel the flow of magic as if it was a tangible part of his body, not at all unfamiliar with exchanging magic with another tanuki through his balls, the older man simply rumbling contentedly as he felt it. Beau on the other hand was not quite as in tune with his magic just yet, being able to pick up in the back of his mind that he was feeling something out of the ordinary, but not able to recognize it consciously. 
Once he had made himself comfortable on his grandpa’s lap, Beau focused his attention on what would be his breakfast. Hanging front and center on the older tanuki’s chest was a pair of still quite perky, perfectly round and plump breasts, straddling the line between overly large pecs and actual boobs. The young boy zeroed in on one of his grandpa’s pink and puffy nipples, the older man letting out a low, content moan as he felt the boy begin suckling, Beau being rewarded for his efforts with fresh squirts of warm, creamy milk filling his mouth. Wilfred’s breasts had remained small and dry for a long while, not having had anyone to feed all alone on his farm, but just a few days before his grandson’s arrival they had swelled up again with magically infused, highly nutritious tanuki milk. It hadn’t even been a conscious effort on the older man’s part, he had simply been so excited to see his grandson again and bond with him that his magic had acted on it on its own, something that usually only happened with younger men, much to Wilfred’s quiet embarrassment. Nevertheless it was for the enjoyment of both older and younger tanuki alike, Wilfred using one free hand to stroke his grandson’s back as he nursed, snaking his other hand past the boy’s rump and between his legs to stroke over his sack as was customary between tanukis. He could feel his grandson’s erection poking up against his belly, smiling warmly at the boy’s innocence. He would one day learn to control his erections, but he still had a few wild years of puberty ahead of him before he’d reach that point, and besides it was good to know that the boy was fired up for what was to come next. Wilfred allowed himself to lay back in his chair for the time being, rumbling contentedly at the titillating pleasure of having his sensitive nipples suckled and his ample breasts drained.
Once Beau had had his fill, the two tanukis ventured out into the sprawling fields behind the farm. Wilfred walked with confident steps towards the beginning of the tilled patch of land, his grandson bouncing along beside him. An old friend of Wilfred’s had been kind enough to till the soil with his machine beforehand, in exchange for some fresh, potent tanuki seed of course, meaning that everything was ready for the two of them to start planting.

“Ok son, you ready to help grandpa?”

The little tanuki boy’s puffy tail was wagging excitedly behind him, beaming up at his grandfather.

“Yuh grampa, I’m ready!”

Wilfred could feel his heart melt looking down at his grandson, reminding him so much of what the boy’s father had looked like at that age.

“Great, now, bend down and dig a lil’ hole right here in front of me, ‘bout a finger and a half deep or so”

The boy went to work right away, using his dexterous little mitts to dig a sizable hole right in front of his grandpa.

“Good work! Now as for seeds…”

The older man furrowed his brows, contemplating something as he brought a hand over to his watermelon-sized balls, rubbing them which stirred the magic that was resting inside of them.

“Hmmm, what do you think about oranges for our first row here, Beau?”

The younger tanuki looked up at his grandpa with eager curiosity, nodding excitedly and watching on, his plump balls gently brushing against the dirt underneath as he was squatting down. Wilfred felt his cum settle into the form he wanted, the experienced farmer raising his right hand to grab hold of his modest cock, allowing to it firm up slightly as he pulled back his foreskin.
“Ok now, let’s see if your old grandpappy can’t still aim as well as he used to”

Wilfred gave his grandson a wink before returning his attention to the small hole the boy had dug into the ground. With the same ease as someone relaxing their bladder, the old man squirted out a perfectly sized glob fresh tanuki cum, which landed in the hole in front of him without spilling a single drop. Beau stared wide-eyed at the glob of cum his grandpa had just shot, it looked slightly thicker and creamier than his dad’s loads were, and there were a whole bunch of strange, beige pips scattered throughout.

“Are those orange seeds, grampa?”

The older tanuki straightened up slightly, proud of his mastery of agricultural magic. 

“Sure is, son, my nuts never forget a seed they’ve had! Those happen to be orange seeds replicated from the juiciest, sweetest oranges I ever done had back when I was just a little older than you! People come from far and wide to have a taste of ‘em, makes the most refreshing orange juice, better than anything you could buy in a store!”

Beau regarded his grandpa’s seed-rich cum, mouthing an almost silent ‘wooooah’. 

“Now son, you better pack some soil onto those seeds so the crows won’t get ‘em, and then we can move on to step two!”

The young tanuki looked up at his grandpa and nodded, taking some nearby soil and packing it onto the seed-filled hole until it was thoroughly covered. The boy straightened himself up again, dusting off the little bit of dirt that had accumulated on the bottom of his sack before taking a step back. Wilfred, cock still grasped in his right hand, brought his left hand up to the pudge of his lower belly, right below his navel, and began stroking in circles. Using their balls and their cum for magical purposes came quite natural to tanukis, most requiring very little practice before it felt almost as natural as breathing, but most other types of magic were a fair bit trickier to master. The older raccoon dog furrowed his brows in concentration as he felt the contents of his bladder slosh about at the touch of his magic, purifying it, packing it full of nutrients, expanding it in volume. It was impossible to tell with the naked eye, but he was slowly increasing his reservoir from cups to liters to gallons, thankful that tanukis were naturally adept at spatial magic from the time where they had to conceal their balls. Once he was satisfied with his work, the old tanuki stepped forward slightly, subtly bending his knees.
“Ok Beau, now that we’ve planted the seeds, we just gotta water ‘em”

And with that he relaxed his pelvic muscles, indulging in a soft, content sigh as a gentle stream of faintly yellow, magically enhanced piss escaped from his cock and hit the fresh soil below with a satisfying splashing noise. Almost as soon as it had started however, the stream quickly abated, Wilfred tightening his muscles again so as to not use too much too quickly. A few drops clung on to his glans, normally he’d simply shake them off, but he looked over to his grandson, a warm but playful expression on his face.

“Why don’t you help old grandpa out and suckle out the last few drops for me, hmm?”

Beau looked up at him, an innocent smile on his face.

“Ok, grampa!”

He stood himself in front of the older tanuki, allowing his grandpa to lift his exposed glans into his mouth for him to suckle. Grandpa’s cock was a lot softer than his dad’s was, and a lot milder as well. Beau used his tongue to lap up the errant drops of piss from his grandpa’s dickslit, suckling slightly to make sure he got it all. With all the impurities gone and a whole slew of nutrients added, the older tanuki’s piss tasted simply like fresh mountain spring water, just those few errant drops making Beau feel strangely invigorated. Wilfred stroked his grandson’s head lovingly as he popped his cock free from his mouth, chuckling softly to himself as he saw the boy’s wide-eyed surprise at the effects of his piss.
“Feels strange, right? Well, just look what it’s doing to our little seeds”

Wilfred motioned with his hand towards the ground below him, Beau looking down just in time to witness tiny green saplings sprouting up from the ground. The young tanuki stared at them with an awestruck expression until he suddenly switched his attention up at his grandpa, looking a little nervous.

“I’m not gonna be sprouting like that now, am I?”

The old man couldn’t help but chuckle jovially, quickly trying to reign himself in to soothe his grandson’s worries.

“Oh no my dear boy, not at all, the worst that’ll happen is you growing a centimeter or so, maybe add a little heft to your balls”

This seemed to calm the boy’s nerves, he even lowered his attention down to his balls, giving them a quick, hopeful rub. Wilfred however straightened up, giving his grandson a soft few pats on the back. 

“Can’t stand around for too long now, though, we’ve got plenty of seeds to plant!”

And with that the older tanuki waddled towards the next dig spot, Beau following along right on his heels, eager to help.

The sun had almost started setting once the two tanukis had finally filled the entire plot of land with seeds. The large field was covered in damp spots that had all kinds of saplings sprouting out of them, from oranges to watermelons, beets, potatoes, tomatoes, dragonfruit, every kind of seed that Wilfred had ever collected had at least some representation in the sprawling field. There was however one last plot of tilled land that the two of them had not covered, standing almost right next to the farmhouse in fact. Beau looked up at his grandpa with a curious smile on his face, eager to know what this last plot would hold.

“What kinda seeds are you planting in this one, grampa?”

The older tanuki looked down at his grandson with a warm, loving smile, placing his nearest hand around the boy’s shoulder.

“I’m not planting anything in that one, I was thinking you’d try your hand on it”

Beau beamed up at his grandpa, his tail wagging excitedly behind him, his modest cock firming up until it pointed straight forward, stiff as marble.

“Really grampa, I get to do this last one?”

Wilfred ruffled his grandson’s headfur, placing himself in front of the last space of tilled soil.

“That’s right, I figured it’d be nice to have a little something of you here at the farm, that way when you come to visit you can see how much your seed has grown!”

The eager boy looked like he could barely contain himself, quickly digging a hole like had done so many times that day before standing back up again, ready to do the next step. Wilfred got down on one knee so he was looking at his grandson directly, using his left hand to steady himself on the boy’s shoulder while his right hovered right in front of his cock. He allowed himself to get hard again, concentrating for a brief second before flexing his cock, a single dark-brown pip squirting out of his slit and into his palm. He brought the pip up to their line of sight, holding it in between thumb and forefinger so it was clearly visible.

“This seed, Beau, is very special. This apple seed comes from the first apple tree that the first tanuki settlers planted here, it has been passed down from generation to generation, my own dad gave this to me when I was your age, and now I’m giving it to you”

Beau looked like he was on the verge of crying, his bright smile curling at the intense swell of emotions.
“R-really? I get to have that?”

Wilfred could also feel tears welling up in his eyes, he hadn’t expected to be so emotional, but the memories of his father and the significance of this moment seemed to bring it out of him.

“Of course, you’re my special little man, and nothing would make me prouder than to see you carry on our legacy”
Beau sniffled once, before stepping forward to lock lips with his grandpa. The older tanuki used his free hand to gently wrap an arm around his grandson, the two of them gently making out, the love between them almost palpable. They would’ve been content to stay like this for quite a while, but they were rudely interrupted by the sound of Beau’s rumbling stomach. The two of them broke away from each other, stared into each other’s eyes, before breaking down into laughter.
“Perhaps we should get this done sooner rather than later, sounds to me like someone is in need of some dinner!”

The two tanukis allowed themselves to get the last of their sillies out of their systems before they continued on where they had left off. 

“Ok now, son, grab hold of your dick and pull back your foreskin for me”

Beau followed his grandpa’s instructions right away, grabbing hold of his still stiff prick and gently pulling back his soft, thick foreskin to reveal a bright pink glans underneath. A single, sizable bead of precum was forming out of the boy’s slit, excellent timing as although the apple seed was still slick from its exit from the older tanuki, it likely wouldn’t have been enough for the trek it was about to make into the younger tanuki’s balls. Wilfred gently guided the little pip towards his grandson’s dick, giving the boy a meaningful look once the dark brown seed touched against that accommodating slit, looking back down again as he slowly but unflinchingly shoved the apple seed inside. Beau let out a gasp, not so much from the physical sensation as that was but a mere tingle, but instead from the way his cock reacted to the invading seed. Like a newborn foal that knew to stand up and trot minutes after birth, Beau’s cock seemed to have an intrinsic idea as to what to do, the sensation of an object radiating another tanuki’s magic seemingly activating a dormant instinct. The young tanuki was surprised to discover that although he couldn’t physically feel where the seed was, he could perfectly track where it was as it slid down his urethra towards his balls. It was as if he was he was discovering a new sense that transcended the physical ones of touch, he could feel it awakening throughout his entire body, the ability to sense…magic. All while this was happening Wilfred was observing his grandson closely, knowing exactly what the boy was feeling, his chest swelling with a warm mix of pride and love, a broad smile on his face as he was able to take part in this step towards Beau becoming a man. 
The two tanukis sensed the apple seed finally descending into the younger’s balls, Wilfred gently taking hold of his grandson’s arm and guiding his hand towards his pendulous nuts. 
“You feel that, son? Feel your balls absorbing the seed’s information?”

Beau was breathing deeply, absentmindedly stroking his hand over his balls. It was true, he could feel that his balls were…downloading, absorbing information and memories from the tiny pip. He was able to see flashes of other tanukis, none that he was able to recognize until he saw an older and a younger tanuki in much the same pose as he and his grandpa was now. He couldn’t recognize the older at all, and he wasn’t able to visually recognize the younger, but his magic…grandpa. As quickly as the vision had appeared it vanished once again, he could feel that his balls had absorbed all the information of the seed, it was part of him now, maybe he could even…

“Thaaat’s it, your balls know what to do on their own, just let them guide you”

Beau had started making slow, circular motions over his balls, sloshing his cum around, using his magic to activate it just as he had seen his grandpa do all day. He just had to picture it, the seed, he could feel individual sperm cells as they grew and morphed, bending to the will of his magic.
“That’s it, you’re doing a great job, Beau, grandpa is so proud of you”

Wilfred had his hand hovering over Beau’s, sensing the boy’s progress, prepared to step in to guide him if needed. He could feel as the perfectly identical pips started forming; one, two, half a dozen, a dozen.
“Woah there boy, I know you’re eager and all, but you’re only filling one hole, y’know”

Beau looked up at his grandpa, apparently having been in quite deep concentration as he began blushing. The older tanuki reached forward to heft his grandson’s balls, feeling the added weight of the seeds.

“An excellent job on your first bit of magic, Beau, you seem to have a knack for it! Now as to getting them out…”

Wilfred’s free hand moved over to his grandson’s dick, which had managed to soften in the intermediate time, but quickly sprang into action at the older nook’s touch. 

“As you grow older and more experienced you’ll be able to summon forth your seed effortlessly like you’ve seen grandpa doing all day, but you’ll get there in time, for now there’s the manual way, and it’s much more fun anyhow”

The older tanuki gave his grandson a cheeky wink before returning his attention to the boy’s now rock-hard and quivering cock. Like with most tanukis, Beau’s cock was a bit on the short side, but what it lacked in length it more than made up for in width, almost having the same dimensions as a soda can. The boy’s bright pink cockhead was already glistening with precum, Wilfred being able to slide Beau’s ample foreskin up and down with incredible ease. The boy’s dainty, pink nipples were growing stiff atop his pert moobs, Wilfred licking his lips before bending forward to give the closest nip a gentle nibble and a suck, causing the boy to moan and squirt out a small jet of precum. The amount of dicks he had pleased in his days easily reached the triple digits, so it was no wonder that the older tanuki’s touch quickly brought his grandson towards the edge.
“Woah, grampa, I…”

Instead of offering any words, Wilfred simply lifted his mouth off of the young boy’s nipple and pushed his lips against the boy’s. Beau seemed to have no complaints about this, lazily kissing his grandpa as he felt his orgasm build. The pressure in his massive balls seemed to travel up to his cock, starting in the base of his stout member and slowly rising until it reached the boy’s glans. Beau moaned into the kiss as he felt a shiver of pleasure coursing through his body, a thick glob of seed-rich cum shooting out of his dickslit and, with some gentle aiming assist from his grandpa, landed directly into the prepared hole. The boy’s inexperienced hips jerked and gyrated forwards as he kept on cumming, a second load joining the first, then a third, and a fourth, the hole just about overflowing by the fifth. Sensing this, Wilfred took action quickly, bending down to take his grandson’s dick in his mouth, swallowing down the rest of the boy’s voluminous cumshots and reveling in the taste of the young tanuki’s raw and inexperienced magic. 

Once he was thoroughly spent, Beau wobbled slightly but steadied himself on his grandpa, looking down to marvel at his handiwork. The hole they had dug was filled to the brim with fresh, creamy cum, small black pips just barely visible in the sheer volume of tanuki boy jizz. Wilfred extricated himself from his grandson’s cock with a wet pop, swallowing the last of the boy’s cum as he straightened up again, joining the younger nook in admiring the handiwork.

“Not bad for a first go, sport!”

The older tanuki gave the younger a playful slap on the butt, causing him to let out a slight yip, followed by giggling. 

“Now, how about you cover that hole and let grandpa have a piss on it, you’re not quite experienced enough to alter your pee yet, maybe next harvest”

Beau nodded eagerly, bending down to scoop dirt over the cum-filled hole until it was properly covered, straightening up and getting out of the way. Wilfred stepped forward, rubbing his belly to check on his tank, which still held plenty of nutrient-rich piss. Bending his knees and grabbing hold of his cock, the older nook allowed himself to properly relax his bladder, considering this was the last seeds of the day anyway. A fairly substantial stream of tanuki piss came streaming down over the small dirt patch, Wilfred allowing himself to close his eyes and moan at the familiar, pleasant sensation of properly emptying his bladder. As the sun painted the sky a brilliant orange, the only sounds that could be heard at the small farm was the sound of birds chirping, a gentle breeze brushing through the leaves, and the subtle sound of piss hitting dirt. The older tanuki was almost taken aback when he heard the last sound being doubled, looking down to see Beau squatting down and peeing in the dirt patch right next to him. The boy had apparently held it in for some time, his stream seeming almost pressurized as it shot against the ground below, kicking up small patches of dirt and digging deeper into the soil below. Wilfred couldn’t help but chuckle, clenching his pelvic muscles to push out the last few squirts of piss before shaking his dick for any errant drops, waiting for his grandson to finish emptying himself. It took nearly half a minute, but finally the boy straightened up, waggling his hips and sending droplets of piss flying everywhere, jumping over his puddle to rejoin his grandpa. The older tanuki bent down to accept a chaste kiss, the two of them joining hands as they walked into the farmhouse, prepared to make dinner and then cuddle into the night.
