Bill was currently standing in the master bathroom, brushing his teeth. The large, muscular jack russel had just flung on a t-shirt that stretched precariously over his pecs, eager to leave home as soon as possible. He had an urgent letter to deliver to the post office, and even though he’d make it there with a good hour to spare if he left right now, he liked allocating extra time in case something happened. And things usually did happen, especially considering-
“Hey daddy?”

Bill turned towards his son, Rickie, the petite pup standing with his hands behind his back and his feet crossed over each other, obviously nervous to ask him something. 

“Hmm?”

With his mouth still full of toothpaste he wasn’t able to ask what the boy wanted, but considering the 8 inches of deep red, rock-hard, throbbing cub cock peeking out of the boy’s sheath it wasn’t hard to guess.

“Can I, uh, um, use your mouth before we leave?”

At 8 years old, Rickie needed to empty his rapidly filling balls several times a day, still being far away from his teenage years where he’d mellow down a little. Bill spat out the toothpaste in his mouth into the sink, turning towards his son with an exasperated but amused look. 

“Not right now Rickie, go use your fleshlight like a good boy, I can’t afford to have you tie with me now that we’re leaving in just a few minutes”

Rickie pointed his head downwards, looking up at his father with large, pleading eyes, his cock flexing and squirting out a glob of precum onto the tiles below.

“…fine, fine, but remember to pull out before you cum, ok? We’re not gonna make the post office otherwise”

The boy’s entire body language brightened up like a sunflower greeting the sun, his tail wagging wildly behind him, his cock squirting another healthy dose of precum.

“Thank you daddy!”

The boy ran into his room right away, Bill sighing in defeat but chuckling to himself, taking his time to rinse his toothbrush and clean up any errant water droplets off the sink before joining his son. When the older dog finally walked into his son’s room, the boy was standing upright in his bed, his tail wagging so fast it was practically a blur and his cock as stiff as a metal rod. Bill glanced at the young pup’s balls, heavy and full of fresh cub cream, already swollen to the size of oranges since he drained them earlier that morning. He had just barely managed to sit down when Rickie stood himself on top of his father’s lap, grabbing hold of the older dog’s head to steady himself as his hips jerked forward impatiently. Not wanting to have his face covered in sticky precum, especially not after painstakingly cleaning his fur, Bill was quick to take the boy’s impressive member into his mouth. The sudden jerk forward and down his throat would’ve made him lose his lunch had he not prepared for it, but thankfully Bill had many years experience of sucking his son’s cock, or rather act as a living fleshlight, knowing full well by now what a force of nature the young pup was when it came to sinking his cock into a warm hole. The initial thrust was immediately followed up by fervent thrusting, the older dog looking up to see Rickie’s pleasured, glazed over expression, his tongue lolling out of his mouth as he panted contentedly. Bill couldn’t help but chuckle once more, letting himself close his eyes and relax as he enjoyed their father/son bonding time. 

Rickie was by no means a two-pump chump, having built up plenty of endurance over the years, but being able to rut into his dad’s mouth was still special enough to make such sessions relatively short. Bill could hear his son’s orgasm coming from a mile away; the slight increase in tempo, the way his moans grew wilder and more high-pitched, as well as his knot slowly beginning to inflate at the base of his cock. The older dog tapped Rickie’s side once, twice, grumbling as he did it a third time, but the boy was completely lost in the sensations of pleasure. He tried narrowing his mouth to discourage the rapidly swelling knot from entering his mouth, but all it took was one defiant thrust from his lust-addled son for that knot to shove past the feeble attempt to shut it out. Muffled protests came from the older dog but it was all too late, Rickie’s knot swelling to its fullest extent inside Bill’s mouth as the young pup howled into the air, gushing several long spurts of fresh puppy cum down his father’s throat, Bill sighing defeatedly against his son’s crotchfur as he swallowed down the younger boy’s load. Rickie’s initial orgasm might’ve only lasted for a few seconds, but the boy would be squirting cum for at least the next half hour or so, his knot staying in its swollen state for at least that long, but likely even longer. By the time he’d finally be able to free himself from his son’s cock it would already be too late. Rolling his eyes and shaking his head, Bill picked his son up and hoisted the boy’s legs unto his shoulders, letting the still intermittently cumming pup rest against his head as he maneuvered downstairs to grab his keys, wallet and important letter.

There was no way he would be able to drive in this condition, not without being a danger to himself, his son and everyone else on the road, so instead Bill opted to take the bus downtown. The bus thankfully arrived almost right after the two of them made it to the bus stop, the older dog blushing as he walked down the aisle to find a seat and overhearing a group of women giggling and cooing about what a great father he was. He sat himself down in the middle of the bus, which was comprised of two long rows of seats opposite of each other. The shock of sitting down caused Rickie to shudder and moan, a fresh squirt of puppy cum deposited down his father’s throat. Just two stops later the bus took on another passenger, an elderly corgi that sat himself beside the father and son. The corgi was pleasantly plump, looking quite soft and huggable, his simple sweater vest and bushy mustache making him seem quite grandfatherly. He turned to look at the two of them, a warm smile spreading across his face.

“Aaahh, I see your boy is at that age, how old is he now, 7?”

Bill gave the man a smile, or as much of a smile as he could give with a massive cock stretching his mouth, raising his hands and holding up 8 fingers.

“Oh my, yes, he’d be right in the thick of it then! I remember when my boys were that age, golly, I barely had my mouth free long enough to hold a conversation, not to speak of my behind!”

The old corgi chuckled jovially, Bill joining in to the best of his ability. Suddenly Rickie tightened his grip on his father’s head, groaning as his cock flexed, followed by a desperate but fruitless rutting into the older dog’s mouth. The old corgi looked up at the boy and then back down at his father, wisdom born from experience evident in his eyes as he wore a knowing expression.

“Here, I know something that’ll help with that”

The mature dog brough his right index finger to his mouth, sucked on it for a moment, before reaching it over to Rickie’s exposed butt. The boy’s eyes widened as he felt the invading digit, but quickly forgot all about it as his prostate was sternly massaged, yipping and barking as another great flood of puppy cum flooded down his father’s throat, the older jack russel taken aback and beginning to swallow as quick as he could. The older gentleman sat back down again, smiling broadly at the surprised Bill.

“That usually did the trick when my boys needed that one last little push, seems like it worked like a charm here too!”

Bill felt as Rickie’s knot slowly deflated in his mouth, enough so that the older dog could gently pull his son’s cock out of his mouth, sitting the boy down on his lap. Digging through his wallet for a spare condom, Bill quickly tore open the wrapper and draped the thing over his boy’s cock just in time for another stray cumshot to squirt into it, Rickie slumping against his dad’s chest as he half dozed off. Bill turned towards the older corgi, smiling thankfully at him.

“Thank you, that really did the trick, I gotta remember that one for later”

The corgi gentleman returned the smile, waving away the praise.

“Oh it was nothing, sonny, just one dad helping out another”

The bus ground to a halt in front of the local park, the corgi getting up to leave, ruffling Rickie’s headfur on the way.

“Take care now little pup, don’t wear your dad out too much now you hear!”

Rickie wagged his tail, Bill waving goodbye to the chubby gentleman before wrapping his arms around his son, taking the time to snuggle with the still squirting boy before they made it to the post office.
