Sometimes Lucky couldn’t believe his… well, luck.
He’d just jumped onto the bus to head home in the evening, and was plodding his way down the aisle past other furs to find a seat, when he saw scruffy hair barely visible behind one of the seats up the back. Naturally, this sparked Lucky’s curiosity, and the horse headed towards the back of the bus. A smile crept across his face when he saw what he’d found.
A young tiger kid was sitting in one of the back seats all alone, looking out the window at the cars and lights whizzing by, wiggling his little legs in the air as they were too short to meet the floor.
Sometimes it seemed like the universe wanted Lucky kill cute little boys. 
Who was he to resist?
He dropped his ass down on the seat next to the tiger cub, and his weight smacking down on the cushion was enough to make the little boy’s body bounce. The kid glanced over at him, slightly startled and somewhat confused, as there were plenty of other empty seats the horse could have taken, but Lucky just offered him a very warm and reassuring smile -- one that was extremely well practiced.
The young boy, politely, smiled back.
“I’m Lucky”, the horse said, cheerfully, but in a low enough voice that anyone else on the bus wouldn’t be able to hear him talking to the child over the rumble of the road. He offered an open hand to the cub as a greeting.
The tiger cub shook the horse’s hand, even though his little paw was so small the horse could have curled his fingers into a fist and crushed it to pieces in seconds. “My name’s Owen”, the boy said in a cute prepubescent high-pitched voice.
“Owen… That’s an awesome name!” Lucky said with a grin. “Did you know my best friend is called Owen?”
The kid’s little ears perked up curiously. “Really?”
“Yeah, for real!” Lucky lied. He could never understand why some people were so awkward around kids. Children were so easy to make conversation with because they believed everything you told them. “Sometimes I call him Owie, and he doesn’t like that”.
“That’s funny”, the tiger cub giggled.
“He doesn’t think so”, the horse said with a wink. “How old are you, Owen?”
“Seven”, Owen replied, his eyes fixed on the friendly stranger now.
“Oh wow, seven! And you’re catching the bus by yourself?”
“Mhmm”.
“You’re a big boy then!” the stallion chuckled, gently nudging the kid’s arm.
Owen giggled, sounding pleased. “My daddy lets me catch the bus home from school as long as it’s only one bus and I don’t have to switch to a different bus”.
“Heheh. That sounds like a good deal”, Lucky said, still wearing his smile as he raised his head to look around the rest of the bus. There were no furs behind or beside him, and everyone in front of him was facing forward, away from him and the little cub. Though most of the front and middle were filled up, there were a few seats between Lucky and the closest passengers, so he and Owen had a kind of privacy to themselves up the back.
“Yeah, it’s so I can stay after school and play with my friends”, the tiger cub said happily, singing his little legs around.
Lucky grinned down at him. “So you live with your daddy?”
“Uh huh”.
“Anyone else?”
“My mummy, and my brother, and my two sisters”, the kid replied. His face glowed with happiness as he listed them, so he probably loved them very much.
“That’s nice”, Lucky said, placing a hand on the back of the cub’s head to stroke his messy hair. “Do you think they’ll miss you when you don’t come home tonight?”
Owen fell silent. 
The cub looked up at Lucky, the cheerfulness very gradually slipping away from his young cute face, leaving faint confusion in its place. “But… But I am going home”, he finally said.
“Oh, you’re on your way”, Lucky chuckled, his grip on the boy’s hair tightening ever so slightly. “But you’ll never get there. You’ll never see your family again”.
The tiger’s lip started to quiver as he and the horse stared at each other. As the cogs turned in his young mind, his little chest started to expand with air. Lucky wasn’t stupid. The cub was about to scream.
He instantly clapped his other big hand over the boy’s mouth and twisted him around to pull the boy against his body, holding him in place while stifling the muffled scream failing to escape his soft little lips right now. Freeing up his other hand, the horse reached down to unbuckle and unzip his pants, reaching inside his briefs to tug out his huge pink-and-brown-splotched cock, letting it flop down across one of his thighs. His penis twitched into life, snaking its way further across his thigh towards the young cub, thickening and hardening in anticipation, like it could sense it was about to claim a new victim for itself.
Owen’s little paws tugged on the horse’s arm and his legs kicked through the air while he wiggled his entire little body around, fighting to escape. All of his struggles achieved nothing at all, and the horse sat there quietly, smiling slightly, casually glancing around the rest of the bus while he held the terrified child firmly against his strong muscular body. None of the other furs had any damn idea what he was doing as they listened to music or read their books or chatted quietly to each other. They were so close, but… 
As his cock pulsed harder and harder, it raised itself into the air, angled upwards. His flare beaded with precum, and the smell of his cock hit Lucky’s nostrils. Mmm, damn it was good. But he was sure it’d taste even better. 
He wrenched the cub forward, releasing his hand from the boy’s lips but instantly sealing them again by smushing his fat flare against the cub’s mouth. With a hand wrapped around the kid’s scruffy hair, he forced his cock between the pair of soft, tight lips by pushing Owen’s head down and onto his cock.
“Mmmmmmmm… shit…” he sighed quietly to himself, spreading his legs and cupping his musky swollen balls with his other hand. The tiger’s limbs smacked and struggled against the seat, but with strong muscles, Lucky just forced his cock deeper and deeper inside the boy’s mouth, bottoming out against the back of his mouth, and still not stopping there. His head stretched the child’s throat out to accommodate its girth as crammed his cock down the tight canal, and Owen’s body heaved with choking gags as Lucky painfully cut off his oxygen with big stinking horse dick. 
With two inches forward and one inch back, the horse shoved his cock deeper down the boy’s throat, lifting his head a little before forcing it down further each time. And when, finally, he’d buried most of his cock down Owen’s gullet, he started fucking it deeply, wrenching the boy’s skull up and down using his grasp on the kid’s scruffy hair while picking up speed and ferocity. Nibbling his lip, he looked down at the tortured kid to see the outline of his flare moving up and down his neck at speed -- stretching the boy’s throat in obscene immoral glory.
Lucky let his head fall back and relax against the seat, watching the rest of the bus. Under his breath, he panted, “Fuck yeah… So good…” as he felt the hot wriggling tightness of Owen’s throat squeezing and convulsing around his long slimy shaft. Every few thrusts he plunged the poor kid’s face deep down onto his cock and held it there, simply enjoying the kid’s frantic struggles as he fought for air but got nothing but spurts of precum down into his chest.
As Owen’s energy started to fade, Lucky looked down at the child’s sweet, desperate eyes… and plowed his throat harder, savagely, clenching his ass and raising his hips to meet the kid’s cute crying face every time he slammed it down with his hand. 
And as the inferior little fur fought for his life with everything he had, Lucky just gritted his teeth and growled, “Fuckin die, kid. Fuckin… die…”
A mummy, a daddy, a brother, and two sisters, huh? He was so glad he’d asked, because knowing he was permanently destroying the lives of a nice sweet family made this all so much better. His cock throbbed hard as he thought about the loving parents hearing the news that their son had been found dead on some bus with a gut full of horse semen, and how Owen’s daddy would forever loathe himself for letting his young child catch the bus home alone. Maybe it would be too much and he’d kill himself out of guilt. Lucky hoped so. 
His balls twitched, too, as he thought about all the innocent unaware furs on the bus, mere metres away from him as he suffocated a beautiful young boy to death on his monstrous penis. 
And then he looked down at sweet young Owen, watching his strength fade, and he grinned darkly. 
“Die…” he groaned. And then he viciously slammed the underage throat with deadly thrusts from his too-big cock, burying his dick balls deep and penetrating the boy’s chest. His already too-big shaft expanded as his thick load gushed through it and sprayed Owen’s insides, and the stallion let out a low groan. Throughout his orgasm he continued fucking the underage boy onto his spurting rod, and with each thrust, there was a little less life inside those sweet teary eyes. The tiger squirmed and writhed until the very last second when all the strength disappeared from his muscles and he his limbs flopped down, limp, and still, his eyes staring blankly forward at nothing, and that’s when Lucky’s cock throbbed the hardest. “Fuck yeah”, he panted, licking his lips as he emptied his balls. “Fuckin dead bitch”.
He used Owen’s throat to milk every last drop of jizz from his big dick, and when his powerful orgasm finally ended, he let out a heavy, satisfied sigh.
Lucky leant against the back of his seat and placed his hands behind his head, his elbows raised, completely relaxed, soaking in the bliss of his kid-snuffing facefuck. He briefly considered pushing Owen off of his softening rod and zipping up, but then he had an even better idea.
It was probably another twenty minutes until the bus got to his stop. Why not let his cock rest inside that nice warm, wet sleeve for the rest of the ride home? It felt so damn good, after all. 
Relaxing there happily, Lucky watched the rest of the passengers go about their lives, utterly oblivious to the fact that, behind them, a killer pedo stallion had a dead child’s tight throat wrapped around his huge greasy schlong.
He suspected he’d go for a second round before he hopped off the bus.
