It had been a long time since Warren had felt this disorientated waking up. He could barely remember what day it was, let alone what year, the older wolf hadn't even gotten to the point of opening his eyes as his brain was still booting up. It was rare that he was this out of it in the morning, not unless he got blackout drunk, which he knew he hadn't been for months. Not since his teen years had he felt so thoroughly groggy, but those were ancient memories by this point as he was getting close to pushing 50. The strange nagging feeling at the back of his mind was getting stronger and stronger the more he came to. Everything felt...off somehow. His body felt weird, lighter somehow, but not weaker. It felt as if there was just...less of him. Except around his crotch, which felt...longer...swollen. He idly reached a hand up to touch his chest, flat, not a hint of the hefty pair of moobs he sported, just the beginning of a pair of firm pecs. Blinking to try to get his eyes working, the old wolf slowly raised his head up, trying to make sense of things. He couldn't recognize anything he saw in the room, or he could, vaguely, but they weren't his. This wasn't his room. This was...Kyle's room...then...was he...in a fit of panic, Warren threw off his covers, fully waking up out of shock at what he saw in between his legs.

Sure enough, where he had come to expect there being a puffy mound of masculine pussy, was instead a violently crimson, nearly 13" long, stiff as marble, angrily throbbing canine cock. His son's cock. Knot fully inflated from how close he was to bursting. Warren could barely believe how it felt, he was no stranger to being turned on, nor was he a stranger to cocks, but he couldn't have begun to imagine the intense sensation that an erect cock brought with it. It felt almost like a possession by some kind of horny demon, the urge to touch, to fuck, to cum. Did everyone with a penis have to deal with this constantly? Warren had almost reached out a hand to touch it on sheer instinct, but just barely stopped himself before he did. This was wrong. This was his son's body, even if he was currently inside of it. It was a strange and intense sensation, feeling every deep throb in that impressive member that to him was practically a phantom limb, but it was there right in front of him. His eyes wandered over the meaty veins that snaked their way over his son’s fat knot and up his girthy footlong of a member, watched as all of them pulsed in time with those heavy throbs, aching, wanting, needing. Warren groaned as he was urged to flex muscles he had never flexed before, his cock, Kyle’s cock, straining as a clear jet of pre shot out of the tip and landing on his crotchfur. He needed so desperately to touch it, his hips gyrated forward as he kept flexing his cock, it was as if it had a mind on its own and was using all its strength to beg, to urge him touch. Touch. Grab. Jerk. Flex. Cum.
Warren felt himself fighting a losing battle, his will against his teenage son’s throbbing footlong cock. It wouldn’t be so bad if he just touched it a little, it was him in this body now, he wouldn’t technically be touching his son, even if this was his son’s cock. He was just…borrowing his son’s hands to touch the boy’s own cock, he probably did this all the time, at least judging from how he suddenly got very interested in washing his own clothes. With a shaking hand that didn’t belong to him, Warren closed the distance between him and that devilishly alluring member, closing his eyes as he crossed that final line in one swift grab. Immediately a wave of pleasure radiated from his cock and all throughout his body, as if the cock was convincing him that what he was doing was correct. Slowly, agonizingly so, he slid his hand down that impressive, veiny length, shivering from the intense pleasure it brought. He had to loosen his grip considerably as he made it to Kyle’s thick knot, nearly the size of an orange, how incredible it would’ve felt to have this fat knot shoved inside his pussy and get bred by his son’s-
Warren snapped back to reality, flinging his hand off his son’s cock as if it had given him an electric shock. No, this was wrong, he had to find Kyle fast, they needed to reverse this. The logical first place to look would be his own bedroom, the mature wolf amassing every ounce of willpower he had to ignore the desperately pleading cock in between his legs as he shuffled out of bed. Walking with this thing was even worse than he could’ve imagined, the constant bobbing up and down simply making him hornier, not to mention the awkward feeling of Kyle’s lemon-sized balls shuffling about in between his legs. He really wanted his pussy back, at least there was nothing about it that dangled. Throwing open the door to his bedroom, Warren was met with yet another shocking sight.

“Kyle!?”

He barely registered how strange it was to hear his son’s voice speaking his words, too preoccupied with the scene in front of him. On the bed was his body, stark naked, one of his hands knuckle-deep inside his pussy and the other busy fingering his clit, an expression of lewd enjoyment on his face.

“Dad! How the hell are you not literally fingering yourself all the time, having a pussy is awesome! I think I’ve cum like, 3 times already!”

Warren’s cheeks heated up with a hot pink blush, not knowing what made it worse; seeing what was definitely his son in his body using his hands to masturbate his pussy, Kyle’s words that used his voice to say them, or the fact that all of this caused his cock to throb even harder.

“I…YOU…WHAT ARE YOU…”

And that’s when it hit him. That powerful, subtle smell that made him remember something that made his stomach drop. His heat cycle. He hadn’t bothered taking his pills last night since he’d just do it in the morning, but there was no way Kyle would’ve even thought about taking them. Breathing in once more, he felt his own potent pheromones taking hold of his senses, his cock straining so hard on its own that was almost painful as it blasted a large glob of precum onto the hardwood floor. This was bad, really bad, he needed to stop this before the unthinkable happened, had to…stop…the mix of pheromones, teenage hormones and the lack of bloodflow to his brain made it hard to think, the old wolf standing there in a daze as he tried to keep himself together.
“Come ooonnn, get over here, I need my cock in my pussy, or like, your dick in your pussy, just, whatever, I…FUCK!”

With that Kyle arched his back in what Warren recognized as a mind-melting, mid-heat orgasm. A veritable gush of squirt sprayed unto the fresh sheets below, the room positively flooding with the scent of pussy that was aching for cock, Warren’s legs practically moving on their own as his nostrils flared. 

“Kyle, no, we…can’t do this, it’s…”

He was right next to the bed now, huffing audibly to inhale as much of that intoxicating scent as possible, his wildly throbbing cock feeling like it was about to explode. Kyle meanwhile was spreading his legs as far as they got, which wasn’t too far given his current chubby and inflexible body, still rubbing his clit for dear life.

“Please dad, I need my cock, please, just put it in me!”

Warren was breathing heavily now, his son, breed, must resist, cum, breed, no, knot, cum. He moaned inelegantly as a large, slick hand grabbed his cock possessively, Warren looking into his own eyes which were filled with a fiery need. 

“Put my cock inside of me right now”

This was the last straw that broke the little resistance Warren had left in him. In a fiery, horny passion he hadn’t felt in decades, he jumped onto his son’s now much larger body, shoving the boy’s footlong cock inside of his own needy pussy until fat knot slammed against meaty lips.
“Fuck! Shit! You’re not gonna like, prep me first??”

A fire had been ignited deep inside Warren’s soul. Memories of his college days, of wrestling and dominating the other boys, claiming his prize later in the locker rooms. Pinning the increasingly nervous boy’s wrists against the bed, Warren grinned down at himself.

“Don’t give me that shit, I’ve taken horses before, you can handle this little thing just fine”

Warren pulled back until he almost slipped out, before slamming the entire length back inside, causing Kyle to moan in mixed pain and pleasure.

“Never forget that your dad is a fucking top, I don’t care how big your dick is, *I’m* the one fucking *you*”

Starting out slowly at first, it didn’t take long before Warren was jackhammering his own pussy, knot slamming against those sensitive lips. Kyle was quickly left a helplessly moaning mess, feeling himself being speared by his own cock. 

“Not so talkative now, are you? What happened to all that bravado, sport?”

Warren slowed his thrusts down until they were agonizingly slow, gently smothering his pussy with his knot, knowing how it would drive the boy wild. 
“Please, god, fuck me! I need that…I need my cock! Come ooonnnn!”

The older wolf’s grin widened, lowering himself down to whisper to his son.

“Say it. Say how much you love getting fucked by your cock, how much you love being topped by your old man”

He could feel the boy’s inner walls tightening, most likely involuntarily, panting and writhing in need.

“I…I love…getting fucked by my own cock! I…”
“SAY IT” 

Warren punctuated his statement by harshly grinding his knot against the boy, the younger wolf whining at the intense sensation.

“I…I love being topped by my dad!”

“Atta boy!”

The older wolf once again resumed his piledriving, enjoying the weirdness of hearing his voice screaming out like a cheap whore.

“That’s it, I’m gonna cum with your cock! You ready to receive your load!?”

Kyle vaguely yelled out in affirmation, that being good enough for Warren as he focused on trying to shove his knot inside in time with his orgasm. The two boys groaned and thrusted together until that orange-sized knot popped into the hole it was made to fill. The effect was immediate, Warren felt as several thick ropes of fresh teen cum shot deep inside of him, filling his womb as that impressive cock that was locked inside of him was practically pumping directly into his cervix. The older wolf opened his eyes in shock, looking up at his son who looked just as surprised as he was to be back in his old body. None of them said anything for a little bit as they felt Kyle continue to squirt cum deep into his father’s womb, both of them at a loss for words. After what felt like several minutes had passed, Warren finally spoke.

“Kyle, I’m…so sorry, I…I don’t know what got over me”

The still ejaculating boy blushed, his eyes avoiding direct contact with his dad’s.

“No, I mean, I think…y’know…I kinda liked it”

Warren reached up to cup his son’s cheek, the boy looking down at his father with wide eyes. Reaching up towards the boy, the older wolf planted a chaste kiss on his son’s lips. Shocked at first, Kyle returned the gesture by lowering himself down against his dad, reciprocating the kiss. Soon enough the tied together boys found themselves making out, completely oblivious to the miracle of life that was occurring in the older wolf’s womb.
