Another day, another fifty cents, another spill on the floor to clean. Janitors had that problem, regardless. Working in a high school made things all that much worse for him. He stood at 6’2” with soft red fur like his vixen mother and the tall slender body of an otter like his father. His eyes were green and he was in decent shape; at least in his opinion. He wore a blue jumpsuit and hat and he had just gotten done cleaning up a horrid mess in the boy’s locker room of the school gym. With a sigh borne of boredom more than anything he surveyed the gym in front of him and smiled. He had gone to this school, worked hard, been on the football team and the chess team, he was mildly popular but no crowd pleaser like a quarterback. He had gone on to study psychology and sociology and then changed his major to medicine. His last job had been as a physician at a very nice hospital. It came with a decent paycheck and long hours. This birth of his daughter and simultaneous death of his wife had changed his perspective on long hours and family time.

Still, he missed the doctor’s pay and he missed the thrill of helping to heal people, that doctor god complex. His current job as a purveyor of the custodial arts had been an unfortunate bait and switch. An old friend had offered him a job as the school health superintendent. He uprooted his life, came back home to this familiar town only to find out that the job had been given to someone else last minute so to make up for it he served as the school nurse most days and the janitor after hours. The dual pay was decent even if it was an odd setup. But the school was so peaceful after hours when most if not all of the students had left. His green eyes sparkled with the familiar old nostalgia before he turned away and puffed out a long breath that signified his resignation to cleaning the girl’s locker room.

It was a small school so he was the only janitor and at times that was a daunting task but he had a schedule he adhered to. The more well-travelled areas like the locker rooms, cafeteria, and hallways got cleaned on a regular basis. The classrooms themselves were cleaned on a rotating schedule. The familiar smell of the gym made him feel better about coming back. His daughter was now attending this school as a freshman. She liked it, had good friends and good grades. He was happy with his decision. Even now she was most likely waiting in his office like she always was, studying or browsing the web, maybe playing a game on her phone. Any of the above was fine with him. Straightening an annoying-feeling fold in his jumpsuit and scratching a rogue itch behind his ear he opened the locker room door and stepped in. It was composed of cinder blocks and slathered with paint. The school colors of purple and gold had been painted on the walls long ago. He mused that he would most likely be the one to repaint it if they wanted such a thing done.

He was so lost in his thoughts he had forgotten to call out that he was entering the locker room. So when he turned the corner he couldn’t help but freeze like prey in the sight of a predator. Standing in the locker room was a human student, her name was Kendell, he knew that because she had come around with Savannah before. The lithe little redhead was bent over facing the opposite wall. Her long cream-colored freckled legs shone brightly in the dim light of the locker room. From her bare feet to the soft rosy bare white skin of her ass cheeks he could see everything. The puckered little pink anus, her soft-looking little pink slit and a tuft of red hair just above her prominent clitoris. Her fiery red hair was splayed out before her in a long cascade as she stepped in to a pair of cotton panties.

When she saw him she paused and looked confused for a moment. Calmly she lifted the soft undergarment up her legs and over her womanly parts. She turned to him, her pert little tits swaying in to view. The rose-pink little nipples were rock solid to the tips and the freckle pattern of her beautiful body didn’t stop because of cleavage. Her long soft red hair dropped down her back and covered one of her lovely little breasts as she pursed her lips and looked at him. Her face was very pretty with a cute little nose, full pink lips and soft green eyes. She had a pleasant visage to say the least. She cleared her throat at him. “Are you going to stare all night or are you going to get out so I can get dressed?”

The firm statement startled him in to action. He stammered and tripped over his words probably a hundred times trying to say something. Nothing came out but babbling and ‘Wow’ several times. Abashed he turned and quickly ran out of the girls locker room quite secure in the fact that he would be not only losing his position but possibly his freedom as well because of the incident. He stood in the middle of the gym for a long time trying to come to terms with it. It wasn’t until she walked up behind him and started tapping her foot on the polished wooden gym floor that he was broken out of his thoughts.

“I didn’t, I mean, I just…” He stopped for a moment and put his hand over his eyes. He didn’t want to look at her beautiful body again. His mind knew that was a lie, his loins had said otherwise in the form of a stern little chub beneath his jumpsuit. He finally worked out the phrase he had been trying to say the whole time as he looked down at the ground and grimaced. “I’m sorry.”

She stared at him for a long time then he watched her feet and those beautiful white legs walk away from him. He stood there for he didn’t know how long until finally the door opened again. He looked up to see his daughter, Savannah, standing in the gym entrance staring at him. She looked just like her mother had. She was a beautiful thin vixen with a smile like sunshine. Her crimson red fur was accented  by a white spot on her belly and black and white stripes on her ears. She had that long stately muzzle and a budding body that he knew would need to be protected via shotgun. He just knew now that he wouldn’t be able to do that. How can you protect your daughter from a jail cell?

“Dad are you okay?” Her melodic voice called to him. She wore a look of concern as she approached him. Her eyes followed him from head to foot. His eyes were wide but sad. “Dad?”

“I’m a dead man.” He said softly, looking at the door almost longingly. “I didn’t mean to.”

“Didn’t mean to what…?” She let the question hang in the air for a second before turning toward the door then looking back at him. “Daddy you’re scaring me.”

“I walked in to the girls’ locker room without thinking. I didn’t call out or anything. Kendell was naked.” He cast his gaze down to the wooden floor of the gym. “I saw everything.”

“Jesus dad!” Savannah said with a start. “You can’t be serious!”

He just looked up at her sadly and pinched the bridge of his nose. He couldn’t help but feel guilty at the look she was giving him. It was judgment he was sure of it. “I didn’t mean to!”

“Let me go talk to her.” Savannah turned away from him and hurried toward the door.

Her feet carried her down the hall quicker than she could have hoped. The rest of the school was gone with the exception of a few stragglers working on school functions or club activities. She turned a few corners, knowing that Kendell was most likely going to walk home. She didn’t live far from the school. A familiar cascade of red hair down the hall greeted her. “Kendell!”

The redheaded human girl turned toward Savannah and smiled. Though she was full blood human the girl wore a smile that would have done a wolf proud. Her eyes twinkled mischievously. “Well good afternoon my fine furry friend. What can I do for you?”

Savannah stopped cold in her tracks and screwed up her face in confusion and slight annoyance. “Don’t play coy with me.”

