
With the exception of the few flickering, colored lights from a DS, the guard shack was absolutely dreary. Somewhere a moth drifted about, lured to the light that it so craved. In trying to get closer all it succeeded in doing was annoying the large guard bull playing the aforementioned handheld system. The moth would occasionally flutter by his muzzle and startle him, or land on his shoulder as though it were getting a better view.

This was quite unfortunately the only company he had most nights. When his DS died or he grew tired of darting the stylus around the screen he would lean back in his creaky office chair, prop his legs up and peer into the darkness across the parking lot to the Tasty Kakes factory. His already ill fitting uniform was growing less and less comfy as he worked there. Night after night boxes of donuts fell to him as he grazed on them, bored into a mindless snacking pattern.


The chair did not creak when he started, but as he leaned back in it now, the large dark brown furred middle that poked out in tufts where the buttons of his blue uniform shirt strained to contain it, was causing the chair to whine in agony. His paws rested on the heavy mound of fur and flesh that overtook more and more of his lap every day. Muscular legs padded by soft pudge were barely hidden by his black pants, which struggled to remain buttoned and had torn in the rear several times over. The big-bellied bovine reached over to the desk with a grunt, taking a few donuts: one powdered, one chocolate, and one glazed and sat back once more, amusing himself by skewering one on each horn and popping the unlucky glazed one into his muzzle. 


Bright brown eyes looked over the darkness once more. Occasionally they fixed on the moth that now clung to the window as it scanned for more light. Then they peered down at his shirt which was now speckled white as he licked the powder from the final donut off of his fingertips. He brushed himself clean and sighed, running his paw over his braided, thick black beard before he heard the sound of a car approaching the main gate.

Finally there was life! And life meant something to do, or at least someone to talk to for a few moments. Hopefully, it would be some hot bearish fellow that fit the description of a good deal of the truckers he encountered during his shift. But no, this wasn’t a truck at all; it was just a regular car. It was too early for the factory workers to be changing shifts, so who could it be? Maybe someone lost and looking for directions? 


Cautiously he opened the main gate and watched as the headlights trailed up to the guard shack, illuminating the area enough to drive that damned moth mad before he leaned down and peered into the vehicle. His face immediately lit up.


“How goes the cake guarding dear?” Wolfgang chuckled, resting his arm on the car door and smiling up at the guard bull. If Torsten were a smaller fellow he probably would’ve hopped right out of that shack and tackled his lupine boyfriend, but instead he leaned down and smooched the portly wolf’s muzzle.


“Well hey there baby! Wasn’t expecting you here, something going on back at the house?” Torsten asked, resting himself against the ledge that separated them.


“Heh, I wish hun. It’s deader than Michael…well, you get the idea. So, I figured things couldn’t be much worse here. There’s at least a moo cow!”


“Aww, that’s sweet of ya. Yeah, it’s pretty dead here too, but you’re welcome to keep me company for a bit. Go on and park over there.” The guard bull pointed to a little patch of grass beside his car and pushed the button for the gates to close once the wolf had come inside. He trotted back over to his desk with a bit more enthusiasm, shifting things around in a drawer before he grabbed a flashlight and shined it towards his boyfriend’s car.

Wolfgang waddled over to the shack with some bounce in his step, giggling as his bovine boyfriend kept the path lit for him. This wolf wasn’t small by any stretch of the imagination, he wasn’t as stately as Torsten, but he was big nonetheless. His own heavy middle bounced with each step, making more and more of it peek out from under the dark blue shirt he wore. The black vest over that basically clung to him, exposing his muscular arms padded by soft fat and fur. The studded belt around his waist was mostly obscured by the orb of grey furred flab that it hid under, but the thick chain attached to it trailed down to his pocket in full view. Black jeans contoured to thick, sturdy legs which exposed his larger than usual foot paws. Each toe adorned a thick, black claw (he refused to wear shoes, could never find a comfy pair) that clicked along the ground as he walked. Long and flowing midnight blue hair appeared black in the midnight, only showing its true color as the flashlight hit it. His piercing green eyes twinkled some as he approached his beloved moo cow and threw his arms around him.

“Hopefully it hasn’t been too soul-crushingly boring this evening.” Wolfgang mused and placed a gentle kiss on Torsten’s muzzle, instantly their tails flicked back and forth as their lips connected and soft middles pressed against each other.

“Well it wasn’t the most eventful evening but wolf time is good for mixing things up.” Torsten giggled and led the portly lupine into the guard shack. Uneventful was hardly the appropriate word for this place. The most interesting thing in the entire shack was probably how much gunk had caked on the walls from the other guards smoking god knows what on many a similarly boring shift. Torsten pulled up a stool and took his previous seat in the office chair, patting the stool beside him as he peered into the darkness at the factory once more. Wolfgang sat beside him and giggled a bit, teasingly poking at the portly bovine’s side, his finger denting it in rather nicely.


“You know, you’re just about the only one that the factory would have to worry about right?”


“Oh hush you,” Torsten replied, smirking and thumping the tubby wolfs middle, forcing a chuckle out of him, “you’re not so slim your damn self.”


“I know, but you love it.” Wolfgang grinned and stuck his tongue out at him before he looked around the shack, trying to find something to do for the next few hours. He soon ran out of options.


“So, uh, how about a tour?” Wolfgang smiled, resting his head on Torsten’s shoulder while he diligently stared down the snack making plant. His gaze shifted for just a moment down to his watch before he stole a kiss at Wolfgang’s cheek.


“A tour? Of the factory I hope, if it’s a tour of the shack you want then you’re looking at it; unless you wanna check out our bitchin’ bathroom.”

“Oh yeah, you know how much I love those extreme bathroom tours! Of course I mean the factory you goof. I’ve never been inside and I think the inner workings of a cake factory would be very relevant to my interests.” Wolfgang snickered and stood beside Torsten, his ample middle level with Torstens muzzle before he pressed it teasingly against his face. The bull mooed happily and planted a kiss just above Wolfgang’s fuzzy belly button before he too stood and gave a slight bow.

“Well then woofybutt, you get to accompany me on one of my rounds. I can’t guarantee it’ll be much more interesting though.”

In all honesty, the factory wasn’t particularly interesting. Vats lead to ovens which lead to conveyor belts lined with all sorts of fresh baked edibles. These edibles were waiting to be glazed or frosted, stuffed or filled, wrapped, and then shipped out to the general, snacking, and presumably hefty public.  The tour was nice though, the wolf and the bull strolled through the factory checking all sorts of dials and buttons and meters. They would occasionally chit chat with workers, diligently sorting cakes and packing various sweetened goods. Every now and then a snack would go ‘missing’ or be ‘defective’ while in their presence, and a few of the line workers even offered goodies for keeping things so safe.

“You know it’s practically criminal that I haven’t been in here before right?” Wolfgang chuckled as he popped a donut in his muzzle.

“Well I forgot to mention some of the little perks of the job, but I somehow thought you noticed.” Torsten smirked and slapped his gut with both paws, sending ripples through the dark furred mass that hid poorly beneath his shirt. 

“And you haven’t even seen the best room yet!”


“Oh? Well we saw the frosting rooms already, and the cake batter room…not to mention the literal vats of cookie dough. I don’t think there’s much that’s going to top that.”


“Well then you’d be thinking wrong, this way lovey.” Torsten smirked and waddled his way towards one of the many seemingly unused corners of the plant. Somewhere by the shipping area, almost completely obscured by boxes except for a single path betwixt them, there was a door leading to a very unimposing looking room.

“Is this the break room or something?” Wolfgang asked as he watched Torsten unlock the unmarked, unlit room.


“For some of us, yes.” Torsten giggled and opened the door, pushing it aside and waving for Wolfgang to go inside. He walked into the smallish room with no hesitation, looking back as Torsten shut the door and flicked on a light switch. It immediately became clear why this was the best room in the factory.

Stacked on shelves on either side of the room, from floor to ceiling, were all the dud baked goods. Donuts, cakes, cookies, and other pastries with too much or two little of one topping or the other lined the walls. Misshapen cookies, slightly dropped cakes and donuts without holes all rested on trays before them.


“Is this room what I think it is?” Wolfgang smiled and looked over at his bovine boyfriend, not noticing that his tail was already swaying before he got his answer.


“Yup; most factories throw away their dud goods, but not here. Here we either box them up and send them to nearby schools or save them in here for a day or two so the workers can have snacks. Not the most weight conscious plan but hey, no food is wasted.” Torsten snickered and walked up behind Wolfgang, wrapping his arms around the wide wolf and teasingly hefting up his tummy. 


“And I figured you could use a snack there lovey…”


“Oooh I am a bit peckish now that you mention it.” The wide wolf snickered and turned his head to kiss the guard bulls nose, heavy wolf paws reaching back to stroke at his sides. Torsten simply kissed at Wolfgangs neck and turned to lock the door with a click. A single office chair hid in the corner beside one of the shelves, but now found itself right in the middle of the room. Not wanting to waste another moment, the large lupine rested his plump rear in it and let his paws settle atop his gut. His large, fuzzy, grey tail swayed back and forth through a hole in the chair and accentuated his excitement. Torsten ruffled about behind him, gripping a tray and dumping various delicious things onto it.

With a happy trot the eager bull came back into view, his own tail swishing back and forth as he presented the tray to his boyfriend. Though the entire room smelled amazing, he had somehow managed to pick the freshest of the delicious accidents in the room and presented them to Wolfgang.


“Peckish you say? I hope your appetite can keep up with me then pup.”


“I don’t see why it wou—mmph!” Wolfgang was about to say something, before a donut found itself promptly shoved into his muzzle. It was powdered, a personal favorite of Torstens, so he figured he’d share. Wolfgang wasted no time in munching the sugary treat down; a ring of white powder now lining his muzzle. He would have said thank you had another donut not been crammed into his mouth when he opened it. When this happened six or seven more times he took the hint.

The two dozen various donuts on the tray had fallen first, leaving a plethora of crumbs on the wolf’s blue shirt. The chocolate cake that had been somewhat smooshed was handled with a bit more care, slice after slice and forkful after forkful slowly being fed to the chubby wolf. Wolfgang would teasingly clamp down on the fork here and there, forcing Torsten to tug it back,  but it was always relinquished and piled high with more fattening goodies. There were two cakes on the first tray, both vanishing with only crumbs and specks of frosting remaining.

A deep and rumbling belch echoed out of Wolfgang as the first tray was set aside. 2 cakes, 2 dozen donuts, 14 cupcakes, and god knows how many cookies were all packed inside of him. Deep gurgles and glorps echoed from his gut as they all were worked on, slowly being turned into a new layer of wolf blubber. The paws which once rested on his tummy rested beneath it, cradling and rubbing it as the slightly more corpulent bull stacked up another tray. Wolfgang could barely believe how much heavier his gut had gotten already, it didn’t give as much when his paws pressed in and he found himself having more difficulty hefting it than normal, but he was in heaven. 


A box of over and under stuffed éclairs ballooned his belly out more, so much so that his shirt rode up higher and higher over the growing arch of lupine girth. Torsten kept on stuffing and rubbing the wolf’s middle, driven on by his admiration for his own handiwork. It was somewhere around tray 4 or 5 that Wolfgang had to remove his shirt and vest altogether. The cloth could no longer be tugged over his gut and Torsten persuaded him that he looked cuter without it anyway. What little lap Wolfgang had left disappeared as he spread his legs to let his gut sag outward and downward, weighed down with a crate worth of goodies. 

Finally, in a sugary and frosted delirium, Wolfgang put his paw up, signaling that he could eat no more. Naturally he endured one or two more cupcakes after doing this, but he felt absolutely stuffed. His fur seemed to spread a bit, making the taut skin beneath show slightly. His gut was almost perfectly spherical with how tightly packed it was. Doing his best to heft it up he sat back in the chair and panted, closing his eyes and letting his head dangle back. Every touch to his middle was amazing, the nerves more sensitive than ever, and Torsten made sure to indulge his overfed pup.

It is important to note that at this point, baked sweets weren’t the only smell permeating the room. A combined and lingering musk of wolf and bull rose with every pastry that found its way into the overfed wolf. Were it not for his massively distended middle, the bulge in Wolfgang’s pants would have long since been visible, as well as the spot that soaked through his jeans. Torsten on the other hand was not as covert. As he leaned in to rub his loves middle, his own malehood gently nudged at the wolf’s gut. Their tension rose as the air thickened with their arousal, it wasn’t long before Wolfgang threw his arms (as best as he could) around his bull and locked muzzles with him. Both their eyes lidded as tongues rubbed and explored the innards of each other’s mouths. 


A deep, throaty growl forced its way out of Wolfgang’s chest as his paws roamed his boyfriend’s paunch. A squeeze here, a pinch there, taking in and enjoying every single pound while he explored. Those wandering paws soon found their mark, teasing at the bovine’s underbelly before rubbing a clawtip sensually over the slightly dampened bulge beneath straining black pants. With little time or effort, the zipper slid down to reveal a throbbing, painfully aroused length of beef: a final snack for the wolf.

“Ooh went commando today? I’d swear you planned this.” Wolfgang snickered as his warm paw wrapped around the treat he fished out of Torsten’s pants. Torsten merely chuckled and gripped the back of the Wolfs head, holding it firmly against his chest as his member was teased and stroked. His heartbeat rose, and his breath shuttered as waves of pleasure coursed throughout him. He barely even noticed as Wolfgang’s head slipped from his grasp and ducked under that gently heaving middle, but the slow and labored lick from base to the moist tip of his member quickly brought him back. The bull tried his best to stifle a gasp, but the wolf heard it and immediate began trying to force out another one.

The tongue teased and slid over every inch of Torsten’s member, occasionally dipping down to lap over the heavy, dark furred orbs that drew up against him in pleasure. Somehow despite the lust that had poured into the room, a raft of cuteness stayed afloat as Wolfgang’s ears twitched beneath the massive bovine belly that held them down. They always did that when he was happy, and this was no exception. His muzzle slid forward, inch after inch of drooling beef gliding along his tongue and resting at the back of his throat until his muzzle pressed against the soft groin fat he loved so dearly.  Wolfgang’s nostrils immediately went to work, soaking up all that delicious musk while his throat gulped and convulsed eagerly over his boyfriends member.

Torsten’s paw clenched more firmly at the back of the wolf’s head, his member twitching and throbbing as his hips rolled and forced as much of his cock down Wolfgang’s throat as he could manage. He held there for just a moment, amazed at how good the wolf was at rippling the muscles in his throat around that thick flesh, but pulled back before the greedy wolf coaxed a load out of him.


“Oh no you don’t pup…” Torsten managed to pant as his drool slickened cock returned to the cool air of the room. A bit of a disgruntled whine left Wolfgang’s muzzle before he sat back and looked up at the bull. Torsten gripped his member and stroked it some, teasing the wolf by scooting back. Wolfgang, like a moth to a flame, followed. Though it required some work to heft himself out of the already creaking office chair, the wolf inched nearer to the bull.


“Good pup, I think you should lose the pants though; wouldn’t want the ‘lube’ to go to waste.” Torsten smiled mischievously, giggling as Wolfgang fumbled under his gut to undo his pants. He would have unbuttoned them but it seemed the belt broke at some point and the button was long since gone as well, in the struggle between belly and stitching, belly was winning. The portly wolf slid his pants down and over his large, soft rear and kicked them to the side. Torsten, however, had claimed the office chair as his own and now sat with legs agape and member drooling before his overfed and just as hard lover. 


“Now why don’t you take a seat in your guard bulls lap…” Torsten smiled, patting his thick thighs, his member bobbing below his soft middle. Wolfgang’s tail swayed with anticipation as he waddled over. One leg lifted and rested on the arm of the chair as he pressed his soft middle against the bulls. The two orbs of blubber and fur squished warmly against one another and Wolfgang’s already sensitive member now rested between them. He lowered himself down slowly, letting Torstens rock hard girth press between his soft cheeks. Wolfgang’s paws reached back and spread his rear a bit, allowing the tight pucker hidden between them to rub along his loves member. With a deep breath and a moan of pleasure from the two of them, the tight passage spread and ‘gulped’ in the head of Torstens bullhood. He was thicker than Wolfgang remembered, but god did it feel amazing. Every contour of his cock pressed up inside of him, lubed by his own drool and Torstens pre. Inch after inch disappeared into the tight hole, until finally Wolfgang sat belly to belly in his boyfriends lap, squirming on the thick length that now rested deep in his gut.

Through some amazing feat the chair beneath them only creaked louder but supported them.  Torsten leaned back, letting the wolf push himself further down onto his already painfully erect member. The warmth and moisture surrounding it was intense, and the wolf knew how to push all the right buttons. He would slide back and forth in his lap, riding and sliding his warm tailhole over the tip of his boyfriends cock. Torsten took the initiative of course, gripping those soft cheeks with a playful slap and thrusting up into them, shoving a loud moan and gasp out of the subby wolf.


“Oh please…fuck me hun…” Wolfgang moaned out between breaths, bucking back against the bull as he picked up speed. His own weight worked with him and made sure that Torsten was hilted the entire time, every thrust feeling deeper than the last. The heavy sac slapped against his fat rear and his own member rubbed between the two bouncing guts it sat between. Pre now drooled from the wolf’s abused hole and coated his belly fur and Torstens uniform.


Torsten’s heavy paws shifted from the wolfs behind to his shoulders, not before dragging his blunt nails up the length of his spine and sending a shiver through Wolfgang that made him clench around the bull cock buried inside him. 


“Beg for it pup.”


“Please guard bull! Cum for me!” Wolfgang whined as Torsten pounded him mercilessly. Those heavy paws on his shoulders pressed Wolfgang down, making Torsten’s arms flex and reveal muscle beneath the tawny fur. Torsten planted his feet firmly and bucked up into his wolf pup like he was repaving a sidewalk. It wasn’t long before he felt his balls draw up against him once more.  With one final thrust and a shove downwards from those powerful arms, Wolfgang could feel thick ropes of bovine cum painting his insides. The cock pulsed powerfully inside of him, filling him to the brim with his boyfriends love. Blast after blast squelched into him, a few rivers of the thick seed leaking from his abused hole as Torsten made sure to make the wolf cream filled in more way than one.

Panting and messy, Wolfgang slumped against his bull, smiling and cooing to himself as he hugged around him. His head rested on his heaving chest and he giggled as those same broad arms wrapped around him as well. A small and surprisingly gentle kiss broke the silence as Torsten kissed his forehead.

“A bit pent up were we hun?” Wolfgang chuckled.

“You’ve got no idea.” Torsten laughed and gave Wolfgang a gentle squeeze. Something was different however, you see, while he had successfully fucked his boyfriends brains out, a new desire was rising in him. All the cakes and musk and sex had sparked a new drive: his hunger. Torsten eyed the resting wolf as he pet over him, pressing his muzzle to his forehead and taking a deep breath in. Wolfgang smelled absolutely amazing.

Torsten’s arms locked around his boyfriend, a bit more firmly than they had just a moment ago. As soon as Wolfgang looked up to protest he found pink gullet waiting for him. The drooling muzzle of the famished bovine was pressed over his face in seconds, thick tongue lapping at the sweat and fur along his face. A shudder of delight rippled through the big-bellied bull before his neck arched forward and took more of the wolf into those drooling jaws. His muzzle now crawled over Wolfgang’s ears, which pinned reflexively to his skull. All Wolfgang could do was groan, ‘I should’ve known something was up when he didn’t eat anything’, he thought to himself as his head now pressed into that tight, muscular gullet he was so well acquainted with.

Torsten gulped deeply and took more and more of the fat wolf in. His arms relaxed once he had managed to squeeze Wolfgang’s shoulders in, insuring that the portly lupine wouldn’t be going anywhere. Torsten’s tongue explored and tasted every inch of his boyfriend in the meantime.  It slid along his neck and down over his chest before the stomach grumbled for more and forced another deep gulp of wolf to be pulled in. Torsten took a moment to tease his cake-stuffed snack, paws gripping that fat, abused rear and giving it a squeeze and a shove, only making the wolf clench around the member still buried deep inside him.

Wolfgang squirmed as best as he could. Not to escape of course, but to tease right on back. His shoulders and face slid further down that undulating passage until he could hear the beating of his lover’s heart, but more importantly, the deep rumbling of belly beneath him. With an uncomfortable oof he felt his gut being shoved into Torsten’s muzzle. Torsten did his best to lap over the well stuffed wolf to aid in the swallowing, but a bit of nibbling was required. Pound after pound of wolf disappeared into Torsten until that huge middle now squished and slid down his gullet, distending it almost comically.


The buttons on his messy guard uniform all strained and popped off one at a time as Wolfgang slid further down into his middle. Soon that wolf-stuffed middle spilled out fully into his lap, smooshing against the cum-stained member that left Wolfgang’s rear moments before. The dark brown fur slowly spread outwards as Wolfgang’s groin and thick legs too disappeared into his muzzle. Torsten’s tongue teased and slurped over Wolfgang’s still rock hard member, coaxing every drop of pre out of it he could get before that too disappeared into his rippling gullet.

Wolfgang jerked and thrust powerfully as his member grinded between his gut and Torsten’s esophagus; the thrusting only made him slide further and further down, allowing the guard bull to recline in the seat and paw over his expanding middle. The hot, slimy gullet around him rubbed and massaged his fat frame, bringing him closer and closer to orgasm with every pulse. With a final thrust and muffled howl of bliss, Wolfgang came a thick, white volcano of wolf cum. Every blast coated his fat frame with his own bliss, and aided his descent into the greedy bull belly. Soon only twitching, happily tail and squirming toes could be seen of the wolf (that is aside from the sizeable pre stain on Torstens shirt). Torsten slurped over his boyfriends toes lovingly, licking over and between each of them before he sent them on their way.

With a heavy plop and a groan, Torsten felt the wolf slide fully into his gut. The gurgling mound of fur and flesh completely engulfed his lap, his member pressing back up against it as his arousal rose once more at the sight of his overfed middle. He pawed and rubbed over his gut, leaning his muzzle down to kiss that wolf stuffed organ.

“Mmm, tasty, sweet, and sexy…is there anything you can’t do hun?” Torsten snickered and licked his muzzle, savoring the last taste of his lover. Wolfgang simply rubbed along the stretched belly wall; something he knew drove the bull wild whenever he curled up in there. Torsten’s back arched and a shiver ran through him as he felt the internal rub and he giggled a bit.

“Ok you, -BURRRRRRRRRRAP- behave; I gotta sneak back to the guard shack.” The guard bull said, giving his gut a thump before he gripped his underbelly and hefted it up. He stood after a good four or five tries and groaned as every motion made the wolf’s weight shift and press against his member. 

Through some act of god, or perhaps a favor to the devil, Torsten managed to get his pants on, but tucking in his shirt was a dream. The top button of his pants quivered and strained beneath the new found girth but they lasted long enough for him to waddle back out to the shack.  Lucky for him, the assembly line was going along quickly and no one noticed the wriggling brown furred gut that now made no effort to hide behind the open blue shirt. Locking the door behind him he plopped down in his rather sturdy office chair and turned off the lights. The moth was gone, and so was his company…in a way. Wolfgang twitched and kept rubbing at the bulls gut once he felt him settle back in his chair, paws kneading and rubbing along the stretched belly flesh.

Torsten simply sighed and propped his legs back up on the desk, admiring the massive gut resting in his lap once more. He would let his boyfriend out later, probably once he got home, but for now he’d enjoy the fullness…and a few more levels in Tetris before his shift ended.

“Love you hun, hope you enjoyed the tour.” 





The End


