The city was positively bustling with life, neon signs illuminating the streets as people in various stages of inebriation trotted around, business as usual for a Saturday night. Despite the sun just having set, the air was still warm with residual summer heat, enough so that one could afford to dress a little skimpy. One such fur was a lone dog, the black and white fur of the border collie quite visible due to only wearing a pair of jean shorts and a pink sweater that cut off right under the canine’s chest. This was not as much a fashion choice as it was a practical one, as right where the sweater ended an unmistakably pregnant belly jutted out from the dog’s midst. It wasn’t unheard of for a male to become pregnant, but it was certainly somewhat of a rarity, pregnant men having to endure a bunch of stares from passerby’s whenever they went anywhere. The dog, Cecil, sighed as he thought about the way people looked at his belly. It’s not like he couldn’t handle it, but it certainly got a bit exhausting, which is why he was walking towards one bar in particular tonight. It wasn’t the easiest place to find, being a non-descript hole-in-the-wall place somewhat off the beaten path, but thanks to the GPS on his phone it didn’t take too long before Cecil was standing in front of the entrance. Seeing as there was no doorhandle so to speak of, the slightly nervous canine gave a few short knocks. It didn’t take long before an eye-slot slid open, revealing a pair of large, stern-looking emerald green eyes.
“Identification.”

The heavy baritone of the man’s voice made a slight tingle run up Cecil’s spine, the dog letting out a slight ‘oh’ before fumbling in his pockets, making sure not to drop his phone in the process. Fishing out his ID, he held it up so the man behind the door could read it. The man gave a slight ‘hmmph’ in what Cecil hoped was approval before he spoke again.

“Stand a little further back so I can get a better look at you.”

Cecil obliged, stepping back slightly. He could see the man’s eyes move towards his midsection, right where his baby bump was, the man seeming to accept this as the door soon opened, Cecil quickly scampering in. At face value, the bar looked just like any other, the floor stretched inwards a few meters from the entrance before it continued to the left, the customer area forming a vague L-shape around the bar. The man who had been standing behind the door, a sharp-dressed horse who easily stood above 2 meters, made his way behind the counter, likely acting as both the doorman and bartender to cut down on costs. Cecil immediately noticed that the horse’s shirt was opened at his midsection, the short brown fur of the bartender’s own pregnant belly sticking out through it.
“So, what’ll it be?”

The horse’s deep, rich voice once again sent a slight tingle through Cecil, who tried his best to keep his wits about him. 

“U-uuhh, I’ll…I’ll have a pear cider, please”

The horse gave a curt nod.

“Comin’ up.”

As the bartender walked towards the back, Cecil sat himself down on the nearest barstool, taking the opportunity to scope out the clientele. As per the rules of the bar, known as The Fertile Adonis, admission was only granted to men who were pregnant, or those in the company of a pregnant man. Further down the bar sat a boar and a crocodile, both were already quite heavyset, but their heavily pregnant bellies were a dead giveaway. At one of the other tables sat another couple, an otter that looked like he was pregnant with twins at least and a giant bull doting over him that Cecil presumed was the father, the bovine himself also having what looked to be the start of a baby bump. Almost at the end of the tables sat a lone wolf, the brown and gray furred canine looking out at nothing in particular with a neutral expression on his face. A sudden thud of glass against wood brought Cecil out of his reverie, the giant bartender having snuck up on him.
“Your pear cider.”

Cecil mumbled out a thanks, making sure to tip well as he payed. Lifting the non-alcoholic cider to his lips, he once again found his gaze drifting towards the wolf in the corner, except this time the wolf was looking directly back at him. Cecil looked away immediately, a blush spreading out on his face, embarrassed that he’d been caught staring. Daring to look back, he saw that the wolf still had his gaze upon him, a half-cocked smile on his face. The shaggy-looking canine nodded his head upwards and to the left in that universal ‘come hither’ style, Cecil bracing himself for a moment before he decided to take the chance. Getting up from the barstool and grabbing his drink, he walked along the pregnant-belly-friendly tables (not like you needed that much table space to hold a couple of drinks and maybe a pair of wings), towards the mysterious wolf in the corner. As he got closer, Cecil began picking up on more and more details about the wolf. He was certainly quite handsome, the slightly older-looking canine having that ‘gruff, older man’ look to him, with that disarmingly sweet smile and warm, brown eyes making him look quite approachable. Like everyone else in the bar, the wolf was quite visibly pregnant, the round and taut belly being on full display on account of the guy only wearing a leather vest on his upper body that he hadn’t bothered zipping up. As Cecil slid himself unto the bench opposite the wolf, he noticed the jeans the older canine was wearing; significantly washed out and with holes on his knees and looking quite distressed in general. Cecil had just made himself comfortable when the wolf spoke up, not quite as deep and bass-y as the bartender, but with a charming gruffness to it.
“Heya prettyboy, haven’t seen ya around here before, name’s Charlie, mind if I ask yours?”

Cecil gave a small smile, it had been some time since anyone had complimented him, and even if it was just to butter him up, it still felt nice to hear.

“It’s Cecil.”
“Cecil, huh? And what is a cute, soon-to-be-daddy like yourself doin’ here all alone?

Cecil looked away and smiled melancholically, taking a short sip from his drink before answering, Charlie respectfully waiting for the dog to take his time.

“Well, as you might’ve guessed I didn’t exactly get this way on my own, had a boyfriend of one year that I thought I was gonna share my life with. I didn’t know I had the gene to be able to become pregnant, but I did, and when I found out I couldn’t wait to tell him. Suffice to say he didn’t take it well, once he heard I wanted to keep it he just…vanished, no note, no goodbye, no nothing.”

Cecil breathed in and gave a deep sigh, leaving his hands on the table as he looked away. He soon felt a warm pair of hands envelop his, looking up to find those warm, brown eyes staring directly into his.
“Sounds to me like he missed out on a great opportunity. I don’t know you, but you seem like a good kid to me, I’m sure you’re gonna be a great dad.”

Cecil looked away slightly, blushing, tears welling up in his eyes a little.

“…thank you, that means a lot.”

Charlie gave the boy’s hands a good squeeze before he returned to his own drink, allowing the younger canine to breathe a little. After wiping a stray tear away and taking another sip, Cecil felt ready to move on to something different.

“So, you know what happened to me, what about you? Your biker boyfriend ride away from you?”

Charlie gave a barking laugh.

“Ha! Good one kiddo, you’ve got a wit about you, I like that! Nah, I was more of a lone rider, driving from town to town, doing odd jobs for food, sucking dick for gas, that kinda stuff. I was usually careful about using birth control, protection, stopping into a, ahem, clinic if I got forgetful or drunk, but something felt different this time. Think I’ve gotten to a point where I’m too old for that wild child life, I’d rather settle down somewhere, raise this little ankle-biter.”

The older wolf looked down and rubbed over his gravid belly affectionately before his eyes shot up at Cecil again.

“Hey, you gave me your whole life story and all, but you never told me why you were here of all places!”

Cecil gave a sheepish grin, looking to the side for a moment before focusing back at the inquisitive wolf.

“Well, the reason I gave to myself was that I was all alone on a Saturday evening and wanted to socialize a little in a place where I wasn’t gonna get a bunch of stares.”

A knowing, smug expression spread upon Charlie’s face.
“…but the actual reason you’re here?~”

Cecil blushed, but kept his gaze focused forward.

“The actual reason, is that I haven’t gotten laid in months and the mix of blue balls and pregnancy hormones is making me go crazy.”

Charlie let out a guffaw of a laugh, loud enough that the boar and the crocodile at the bar turned their heads momentarily before continuing their conversation.

“I thought as much, kiddo! Well, if you don’t mind the company of an older man, I’d love to show you a good time!”

Cecil smiled warmly, the older wolf’s positive energy being quite infectious.
“I’d love that.”

The older wolf returned Cecil’s smile, grinning from ear to ear. The two of them stayed at the bar for a little while longer, enough to finish their respective drinks, before the two heavy-bellied men heaved themselves off the comfortable benches and headed outside. Cecil was initially nervous they would have to walk all the way to his place, but thankfully Charlie lived close by. The walk didn’t take too long regardless, the two pregnant canines chatting up a storm, Cecil laughing up a storm at Charlie’s anecdotes about his life on the road. Eventually the two of them made their way to an apartment complex slightly on the outskirts of town, Charlie leading the way inside and up the stairs giving a flustered Cecil a perfect view of the wolf’s ass. Even through the jeans, the older male’s behind was visibly quite full and taut, a side-effect of pregnancy or not the dog was not aware, nor did he care to question it. Reaching the third floor, Charlie used his keys to open the door to his apartment, extending an arm out to welcome Cecil into his abode. Walking inside, the young dog was immediately hit with a smell of musk, recognizing it as a stronger version of what he had picked up from Charlie himself. The place perhaps a little untidy, but not at all filthy, overall much better than what Charlie had expected of the scruffy-looking bachelor. 

“Sorry for the mess, kiddo, wasn’t exactly expecting to pull any tail tonight, let alone such a fine one as yours.~”

Cecil let out a short yip as he felt a hand grope his ass, leaning back into the touch after he got over the initial surprise.

“My, you’re quite forward aren’t you, you dirty old man.~”

Charlie let out a low, gravely laugh, letting his hand linger on Cecil’s shapely ass.

“Well, I assume you didn’t follow me all the way here just to listen to more of my stories?”

Turning around with a lustful expression on his face, Cecil closed the distance between the two of them until their baby-bumps touched, leaning his face towards the wolf’s. Taking the hint, Charlie closed the distance, the two of them locking in passionate, yet sweet kiss. Cecil felt himself blush as he felt a hand snake its way around his gravid belly, moaning into the kiss as the older male groped his crotch, the horned up dog humping into the touch causing the mature wolf rumble affectionately. As if in a lurid dance, Charlie gentle began leading the pair of them towards a nearby door, the two canines kissing and groping at each other as they made their way into the wolf’s bedroom. Breaking their kiss, Charlie leaned his muzzle closer to the younger dog’s ear.

“Hey kid, ya ever been rimmed before?”

The low rumble of the wolf’s voice as he whispered caused a tingle to run down Cecil’s back.

“N-no, never.”

Cecil couldn’t quite see it in his peripheral, but he could hear the grin on the wolf’s voice.

“Would you like to be?~”

The flustered dog boy simply nodded, letting out a barely audible ‘mhm’. He soon felt Charlie’s big, strong hands on his midsection, running up under his sweater with practiced ease. Cecil raised his arms to let himself be undressed, the wolf haphazardly tossing his sweater behind him. Moving downwards, Charlie let his hands gently stroke down Cecil’s side, reaching into his pants to lower them slightly before carefully pushing the dog onto the bed. Reaching past the younger male for a moment, Charlie grabbed one of his large pillows and handed it to the boy.

“Here, get on all fours for me and put this under your chest, makes the whole thing feel better, trust me.”

Charlie gave a quick wink, Cecil smiling up the experienced wolf and nodding before turning around to get into position. Once his front was laying against the bed and his ass stuck up behind him, Cecil felt the older canine beginning to remove his pants, quickly leaving him completely in the nude. Charlie whistled an approving tone.

“Damn kiddo, that’s a fine ass you got on ya, ya know that?”

Cecil couldn’t help but grin, putting on a show of wagging his butt at the wolf.

“Well, it certainly helps when you have one to appreciate it.~”

Charlie let out a short ‘hehh’ before getting on his knees behind Cecil, the young dog feeling his cheeks getting parted and expecting to feel something warm and wet on his hole. Instead, he felt something that was wet, but slightly cold. Confused, he was about to ask what the older canine was doing before he heard, and felt, a thorough sniff and a content ‘aaahhh’ from behind. Cecil was taken aback momentarily, but soon grinned as he snickered at the old man’s antics.

“Pffft, you’re gross, old man.~”

More little sniffs came as the mature wolf took his time in answering.

“Hehh, not my fault kiddo, it’s canine instinct! Ain’t nothin’ that beats huffin’ a musky man ass, except maybe one thing.~”

Cecil didn’t even have time to ask what that was before he felt a warm, wet tongue slowly and thoroughly slurp over his hole, shutting the dog boy up completely. Charlie had clearly done this before and was evidently quite eager to do it again, the wolf alternating between licking up the boy’s taint, lapping at his quivering pucker and straight up making out with it. Cecil let out a long, breathy moan, allowing himself to sink into the mattress underneath him as he reveled in the pleasure. Sure he and his boyfriend had engaged in some light foreplay before, but that paled in comparison to the earnest passion the older wolf was showing as he worshipped Cecil’s hole with his tongue. The pleasured dog didn’t think it could get any better until he felt a hand grope his sheath. Having already gotten quite turned on, Cecil’s cock was already peeking out of his sheath, the canine member drooling pre onto the mattress below. With the touch of a delicate, experienced hand, Charlie liberated the pent up dog’s cock further from its sheath, before he began milking the scarlet length in slow, deliberate manner. Cecil hissed and moaned into the air, holding on to the pillow he was laying on for dear life. It had been a long, long time since the last time he had gotten off, which left his dick quite sensitive, the gentle stroking he was receiving being enough to send him close to the edge.

“W-wait, hold up!”

Immediately the wolf stopped what he was doing, straightening up slightly as he looked towards Cecil.

“Everything alright, kiddo?”

The genuine care and concern in the older canine’s voice made Cecil blush slightly.

“Y-yeah, sorry, I was just about to cum is all…”

Charlie smiled and gave a slight huff, leaning in to give the dog boy’s anus one last kiss before he got up and sat down on the edge of the bed.

“Well, how ‘bout you return the favor then, speedy? Give this old man’s front some lovin’.”

Cecil got up on his knees and turned towards the older wolf, kissing him directly on the muzzle, unintentionally getting a whiff of his own musk as he did.

“I’d be happy to.~”

Cecil slid gently off the bed, getting up and standing himself in front of his older lover, mimicking the wolf’s previous movements by sliding off the leather vest he was wearing. After flicking the worn garment behind him, Cecil gently pushed against Charlie’s chest, motioning him to lay down. Happily obliging, the older canine laid down on the bed. Cecil gently ran his hands down Charlie’s chest and over the wolf’s gravid belly, taking time to rub over the taut dome which elicited a happy rumble from the expecting father. While flicking gently over the nub that was the wolf’s outie belly button, Cecil couldn’t help but muse out loud.

“Hehh, I never expected I’d get fucked by another pregnant guy, guess I can rest easy knowing you know how it’s like.”

Still laying comfortable on the bed, the old wolf grinned knowingly.

“Well, I was kinda thinkin’ it’d be you doin’ the fuckin’, kiddo.”

Cecil’s hands stopped for a moment, the surprised dog blinking a few times in bewilderment.

“Oh? I…it’s just…I’ve never topped before you see.”

Charlie raised himself up from the bed slightly, enough so he could see the younger canine in the eyes, the wolf laying a hand on top of Cecil’s.

“If it makes you uncomfortable then you don’t have to do it, it’s only if you want to, ya hear?”

Cecil closed his eyes, smiling as he breathed out.

“I’d love to, I’m definitely not opposed to trying it, but I’m kinda worried if I’m gonna do it properly or not…”

Charlie gave a half-cocked smile, his eyes half-lidded but still filled with warmth and compassion.

“I’m sure you’re gonna do great, kiddo. Besides, I think I’ve got just what that canine pecker o’ yours needs.”

The older wolf gave a short laugh as he saw the confusion on Cecil’s face.

“How ‘bout you take off my pants and see what I mean, huh?”

Charlie gave Cecil a reassuring wink, letting his head fall back on the mattress again, Cecil allowing himself to sink to his knees, curious what the old wolf meant. Undoing the belt and buttons on the pants, Cecil pulled them off with slight assistance from the owner, now being met with a pair of plain black boxers. He could see the outline of something, a sheath perhaps, the boxers being too loose to confirm anything. Bracing himself, Cecil hooked his thumbs into the waistline of the boxers, pulling them down, gasping when he saw what they were hiding. In between the wolf’s legs where he had expected to find a sheath, was instead a jet-black canine pussy. Charlie was obviously quite aroused by this point, the vaguely triangular mound of his pussy already glistening with moisture, winking slightly as the slightly cooler air of the room washed over it. Cecil was simply staring at the alien appendage until he remembered he was supposed to do something. With a mix of nervousness and curiosity on his mind, the inexperienced canine slowly inched his muzzle closer towards unknown territory. Daring to take a leap, Cecil gave the old wolf’s pussy a shallow lick, causing it to tense and leak out a strand of clear liquid, Charlie letting out a short growl of pleasure. Cecil tried once more, giving the black mound another lick, this the folds winking out enough to reveal a little of the pink inner folds.

“Please, kiddo, you’re killin’ me here, just…shove your tongue in there, please.”

Blushing slightly, Cecil reached forward once more, this time pushing his tongue inside of the musky interior of Charlie’s pussy, lapping at every square inch he could get to. The older wolf let out a long, raspy moan, grasping at the mattress under him as Cecil went to town, eating the old man out eagerly. Cecil could feel Charlie’s cunt tugging at his tongue as he shoved it inside, the occasional drips of clear, musky pussy juice turning into a steady flow. As he tried varying up his act by licking along the perimeter, Cecil came across a small nub which when he licked it, Charlie tensed up, his pussy flexing harder than ever. Figuring that he had just come across the older male’s clit, Cecil used his fingers to spread Charlie’s pussy apart slightly, exposing his clit, the young dog putting his lips on the sensitive nub and suckling on it. Charlie groaned and swore unintelligibly, wrapping his legs around Cecil’s head as he grinded his pussy over the younger canine’s face. Letting go for a moment to take a breath, Cecil felt Charlie’s warm, wet pussy being rubbed against his chin, the now horned up wolf huffing  and groaning.

“Please…I need…need something to fill me up…please, kid, I need that thing o’ yours inside me.”

Cecil got to his feet, a sly smile on his face.

“Is that so? What happened to ‘only if you want it’, huh?~”

Charlie glared at him, giving an equally sly smile back.

“Hehh, gettin’ tough now, huh? One taste of some good pussy and you-“

The rest of the sentence was drowned in a moan, Cecil having ground his thumb against the older canine’s clit.

“Yeah I think I’m getting pretty tough, tough enough to do this even!”

Removing his thumb, Cecil lined his still rock-hard canine member up with Charlie’s lubed up cunt, bracing himself for a moment before he sank himself in effortlessly. A long, breathy moan escaped from Cecil as he felt the walls of the canine pussy accept every inch of his cock, leaning forward as he slowly thrust inside until his bloated belly met with Charlie’s. Once he finally hilted, he simply stood there, soaking in the feeling of penetrating for the first time.

“Woah. This is…this feels…”

“Feels right, doesn’t it? Sinking that dick in right where it belongs?”

“Yeah…”

“Then how about you continue doin’ what feels right, and fuck this old man silly, huh?”

“Hehh, you got it.~”

Pulling back until he had almost pulled out, Cecil slowly began pushing inside again, Charlie moaning deeply as he felt himself being filled up once more. Cecil tried his best to start slowly, but being as backed up and turned on as he was, it didn’t take long until he began speeding up. Soon enough the room was filled with the sound of Cecil’s cock sliding in and out of the older wolf, his knot wetly slamming against the outer walls of Charlie’s cunt and Cecil’s full, needy balls hitting against the older male’s ass. The two of them moaned and grunted and huffed, their combined musk starting to fill up the room as they became more and more worked up. They were both ready to cum at a moment’s notice, neither of them wanting to be the first to throw in the towel. Finally one of them broke however, Charlie feeling the telltale signs of his orgasm drawing closer.

“Please…Cecil…knot me!”

Cecil looked down, surprised, his own orgasm threatening to overtake him at any moment.

“Are…are you…sure?”

Charlie managed a grin, barely able to keep a straight face as he was seconds away from climaxing.

“Wh…what? Not like…you’re gonna get…get me…d-double pregnant! Do it!”

With a few, final wet thrusts in and out, Cecil shoved his knot into the warm, waiting depths of Charlie’s pussy, the older wolf throwing his head back into a howl as he came, his pussy spasming as it began milking Cecil’s cock. That was the last straw for Cecil as well, the young pup grabbing hold of the older canine’s hips as he came harder than he had ever done in his young life, Charlie’s cunt wringing out every last drop of potent canine cum Cecil had stored in his overfilled balls. The pleasure became so overwhelming he couldn’t stay upright anymore, laying himself down as he kept shooting his load, Charlie turning with him so the two of them laid face to face, belly to belly, cock locked into the other’s pussy. Once the greatest high of his orgasm began dying down and his vision started clearing, Cecil looked down at Charlie, still panting and still squirting cum inside the older wolf.

“Wow, that was…wow.”

Charlie grinned, giving the young dog’s cock a squeeze with his pussy, causing the poor boy to wince. 

“Heheh, told ya I had just the right thing for that cock o’ yours!”

Cecil smiled sheepishly, giving a short laugh. All of a sudden averted his gaze, a slight blush appeared on his face.

“So, uh…I know we’re kinda stuck together like this for a lil’ while anyway, but…would you mind staying the night after that? Is okay if you’d rather just leave right away, I just figured, y’know, I should ask and all…”

Cecil felt his heart melt, looking at the usually brazen and confident guy like this. Reaching forward, he planted a quick peck on the wolf’s lips.

“I’d love to.”

Charlie looked back up at Cecil, an appreciative look on his face. The two of them looked at each other for a little while, before Charlie squeezed Cecil’s cock once again, the old man letting out a barking laughter, Cecil joining in right away.
