Wrenching Away
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“What the fuck have you been doing Kyle!” you yell into the shop.

After walking into the shop, an assortment of fast food smells hits your nose. You drop the boxes you were carrying on the shop counter, walking back towards the employees only door. Opening it, the smells get even stronger; walking down the hallway, you know exactly was has transpired.

Opening the door to the small shop floor, you look around the lifts and work benches and see the workspace empty. 

“Where the fuck are you, you fat fuck!” you yell loudly.
“I’m in here...” you hear your boss Kyle; muffled, the man sounded like he was groaning.
Kyle had been your boss for years, both of you mechanics at his small shop. He was a 42 year old bovine man; white and brown in coloring, and he had a bit of an eating problem.

You sigh to yourself, knowing what your about to see. Walking up to his office, the windows have the blinds down; light shining through them. Opening the door, what is sprawled in front of you definitely wasn’t new to you.
Working together for a long time, you and your boss, Kyle, gradually formed a relationship. First as just friends, then best, then you two realized your feelings for each other, sharing the same interests and tastes.

Your love was laying on his office couch, empty food bags, wrappers and boxes strewn around the room. Kyle looked at you, knowing he messed up.

“I’m sorry.” he said “I know I promised...”

You sigh, moving to the bull. His massive stomach was round; his shirt completely compromised by the bulge, exposing his fur. It was gurgling and churning, almost moving with activity. Kyle had gorged himself again, and was stuck on the couch.

“It’s okay, hun” you say to the bull, his pleading face getting to you.
Bending over, you lean towards his face. Staring into your eyes, he knows he broke your promise you made to each other. You knew he was already suffering enough. Gently, you grab the side of his face and kiss him. Closing your eyes, you gently rub the back of his ear, holding his huge head in your hand.  After getting up, you stand and look over at this massive gut.

Seeing him like this, you can’t lie; it does turn you on. Knowing you have full control over the man, you kneel over him on the edge of the couch.

“Please” Kyle pleads with you. “I need you right now...”

Slowly, you begin to massage the massive ball in front of you, helping your bull boyfriend the only way you could. The gurgles and churns grew in strength and number; you increased the pressure you were putting on it, causing his belly to wobble back and forth on top of the poor bull. 

You slowly move around him, kneading his muscle-gut turned beach-ball, moving from his left side, to his right, and finally the peak of his belly. He had ate so much, even his belly button had popped out; you slowly rubbed and pressed on it with your thumb, causing the man to moan.

After a few more minutes of rubbing with your paws, you noticed the bull was tenting his pants. Kyle looked at you with his blue eyes, definitely begging, to be helped.

“You can wait big guy, we need to close up first.” you half-whispered to Kyle.

Quickly going to the front, you close as fast as you can, your own cock tenting your own pants. Going back to his office, you slowly help your love up from his dented couch, his arm and weight falling around your neck as he leaned on you. Slowly, you waddle your pregnant looking boyfriend out to your truck, lightly rubbing at his tender gut along the way.

“We’re going to have to have a serious talk, Kyle.”  you said.
“I know... I’m sorry.” the bull said, heaving himself into your pickup.
The two of you driving home, Kyle stared at every fast food joint you passed. Looking at you, you looked back in a disapproving way.

“As punishment, tonight you are getting some exercise.”
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