YAAAWWWN!
“Am I boring you, Mr. Wydra?” Weylin Whitelaw asked, narrowing his eyes.  He was the Principle of Toebean Elementary, and did not appreciate the interruption.  
Weylin was often described as a tower. Standing nearly seven feet tall, with a muscular build, he looked like a wrestler. He typically wore form fitting suits, which showed off his bulging muscles when he moved. Scars traced along his arms, legs, and face, with a notch taken out of one ear, giving him the look of someone that used to run with a dangerous crowd. The look was further enhanced by a snaggle-tooth, making his smile look more like a snarl. His gray eyes were piercing, as if he could see a person’s every secret and read their thoughts. In his late 30s, Weylin already had thin streaks of silver nestled in the reddish-orange of his meticulously cared for fur and mane, it only added to his imposing stature.
The target of Weylin's ire was the school’s nurse, a white wolf and otter hybrid by the name of Feisal Wydra. The twenty-six-year-old was no slouch in the height department either, standing just over six feet. His lean body was mostly covered in white fur. The tips of his fingers, toes, and ears were blue. The hair on the back of his head was white, fading to dark blue, and was arranged into three braids that went down to the base of his tail.
“Not at all, Mr. Whitelaw. I just didn’t get enough sleep last night,” Feisal said flippantly, his muzzle curling into a smirk as he spoke.
“Maybe you should go to bed earlier, then.” The principle growled back, though there was no anger in his voice.
“Maybe I should, but it's hard to get to sleep some nights.”
Around the two of them, the approximately twenty teachers and their aids tittered or rolled their eyes at the exchange. Some of the school faculty enjoyed watching the show the nurse and the principal put on every Monday morning. Those who were new to the school quickly learned that Feisal liked to antagonize Weylin during faculty meetings.
The usually spacious feeling teacher’s lounge felt packed with them all in the room together.  The lounge’s windows faced the schoolyard, giving the teachers a view of the students playing during recess. A few tables, some old couches, and other amenities were scattered about the room. There was also a kitchenette for the staff to use. Like most of the school, the floor of the lounge was laminated linoleum flooring designed to look like wood. The flooring had been nicked and scuffed by foot traffic in the years since it was first installed.
Weylin put a paw to his face and rubbed the bridge of his muzzle in annoyance, while letting out a slow breath. Feisal was always such a smart-ass. He knew just how to push his buttons without going too far. Some days, he regretted hiring the nurse. But on others, he was glad that he had.
“If you're awake now, I would like to continue the meeting.”
“I’ll keep my eyes open.”
“I'd appreciate it. As I was saying, with the end of the school year approaching, the cubs are going to get more antsy. I know most of you are used to it, but for our newer teachers and aids you should expect the cubs to be a little more rowdy than usual. Do your best to calm them down and get them to focus on classes, but don’t be afraid to send them to me if you need to. The mounting excitement for the upcoming summer will mean they are going to be running around more during recess too, so keep your eyes peeled when you're on recess duty. We tend to see an uptick in minor injuries during this time of year. I assume our nurse has made sure his office is well stocked?”
“Yessir. I put in a request for a few more items at the end of last week,” Feisal replied lightly.
“Good. I’ll see that gets approved this week. That is all I have for this meeting. If there are no questions or concerns everyone can go and get ready for the week to start.”
Weylin smoothed out his suit and tugged his sleeves back into place, waiting for the lounge to empty before leaving himself. With only minutes before the halls were filled with the sounds of a couple hundred children, he wanted to make sure the interior was clean and tidy. The janitorial staff were good at their job, but some of the teachers could make almost as much mess as their students.
Each classroom had a bulletin board outside of it for the teachers to use. School events and reminders were often posted there and some of the teachers liked to post homework or test reminders on them. Other teachers, primarily those teaching kindergarten and 1st grade, liked to display student artwork. The 4th grade homeroom always had inspirational messages posted. Today’s message read “Dreams know no boundaries”.
Satisfied with the state of his school, Weylin walked into the reception area. The school’s secretary, a forty-something rabbit named Gretchen Saunders, was sitting behind her desk. The decoration of the reception area was left up to her, and she chose to make the area bright and happy. Decorating it with pictures of flowers, people having fun, and various nick nacks, it was a very bright and relaxing place to be. The door to Weylin’s office sat to one side of the room, with a row of chairs outside of it. The sound of buses approaching reached Weylin’s ears  from the open window inside as he enters his office.
Inside one of those school buses turning a corner to Toebean Elementary, the sleeping form of Nikhil Kutya fell against his best friend, Elyas Tikaani. The sandy furred eight-year-old wolf boy turned his head to look at the nine-year-old dog boy. He had to suppress a giggle at his gray-furred friend; he always fell asleep on the way to school.
Elyas was tall for his age. Due to an early growth spurt, he looked older than his friend. He was a bit lanky, his fingers spindly; but were average length. His brown, shoulder length hair and body fur were well cared for. But his tail appeared bushy and was matted in places. His mother had tried to tame the cub’s tail fur, but to no avail. His bright blue eyes twinkled mischievously as he watched his sleeping friend, and a sly smile crept across his muzzle.
“Ah! What!?” Nikhil yelled, nearly jumping out of his seat. Elyas had poked him in the side.
Nikhil looked up at his friend, dark eyes narrowing. The fact that Elyas was the taller of them always bothered him a little, he was short for his age. But being woke up in a way that surprised him was even more bothersome. He did his best to look annoyed at the disturbance.  He had the wiry frame of a runner; gained from different sports activities and trying to run away from adults when he got in trouble. Various shades of gray fur cover his body and head. A dark patch of fur covered his left eye, and similar dark stripes ran along his neck and down his arms. There were little diamond patterns on his legs and tail, a mix of both light and darker shades. His neck-length, steel blue hair was wild, like it hadn't seen a comb in days.
“We’re almost to school, it's time to wake up,” Elyas giggled, seeing Nikhil’s grumpy expression.
“I was having a good dream.” Nikhil yawns and sits up.
“What were you dreaming about?”
“I was dreaming that I was in bed, still asleep.” Elyas giggled again and picked up his backpack from the floor of the bus. Grumbling under his breath, Nikhil grabbed his own. He opens it up and rummaged around in it, looking for something. The pup pulled things out one at a time, placing them on his lap.
“What are you looking for?”
“My homework. I don’t remember packing it last night.”
“You forgot it at my place.”
“I did!?”
“Uh-huh. My mom found it on the kitchen table this morning. She gave it to me so I could give it to you.”
“Why didn’t you tell me earlier!?”
“You fell asleep right away.”
“Ugh. Fine. Give it to me.”
“You have to say the magic woooord.”
“Uuugh! Give it to me. Please!”
Elyas giggled and pulled a folder from his backpack. Holding it out to his friend. Nikhil snatched the folder and looked inside before stuffing it unceremoniously into his backpack with the rest of his belongings.
“Mom said she didn’t want you to have to see the principal for missing homework again.”
Nikhil shifted a bit to find a way to hide the blush creeping onto his face and quickly closed his backpack. He crossed his arms over it and rested his chin on top, trying not to look at his friend. Elyas giggled at the dog boy, making him blush even more and narrow his eyes. When the bus finally stopped, he left in a hurry.
Nikhil grumbled,  forcing himself around and between the other cubs piling out of the bus. As much as he would have liked to keep his head down, to hide his blush, he needed to see where he was going. He looked up from the concrete walk path, his eyes looking towards the old brick school building.
The school sat on top of a hill, in a forested area just outside of town. A single road led to and from it. The principal ensured the grounds were well cared for; the trees and bushes were trimmed neatly, and the school itself was in good repair. Even with all the work put in, there was no hiding that the building was nearly a century old. The color in the bricks had faded over time and many of them looked worn down from age and weather.  The windows were old, but clean, and were thrown wide open to let  in the breeze. Unless the heat and the humidity got worse, they wouldn't turn on the AC.
The concrete path led Nikhil past the classroom windows, and looking inside the rooms, he saw students finding their seats or talking in little groups. Teachers greeted students as they walked in or were making sure everything was ready for class.
Near the school’s entrance, there were some bike racks, which were filled with student’s bikes. He wished he was out riding his bike right now, instead of going to school. Lost in thought, he almost ran into the glass door leading into the building. Thankfully, another student opened and held it for him.
Nikhil didn’t feel like raising his voice enough to be heard over the cacophony of noise from the other cubs around him.  Instead, he caught the eye of the cub, and mouthed a “thanks” to him as he held the door.   The other cub nodded politely, and followed him inside. The halls were still crowded with students, each one rushing somewhere; to their lockers, trying to get to class, or even taking a last-minute trip to the bathroom. Everyone was trying to beat the morning bell.
At some point, Elyas had caught up with Nikhil, and he could hear him talking with someone nearby.  He liked his friend and usually liked talking to him, but sometimes it just sounded like noise and he wanted it to stop. He tried to push his way through the crowd, attempting to get more distance between himself and the brown wolf. Before he could get far however, a tall shadow fell over him.
 “You look like a grumpy puppy this morning, Mr. Kutya,” said a familiar voice.
Nikhil stopped in his tracks, looked around, and then up. He saw the grinning face of the school nurse. He hadn't realized that he had walked so close to the nurse’s office.
“Good morning, Feisal!” Elyas yelled from somewhere behind Nikhil, frantically waving at the adult.
“Morning Mr. Wydra,” Nikhil said, much more quietly than his friend as he stared up at the nurse.
“Good morning cubs. Remember to call me 'Mr. Wydra' in school, Mr. Tikaani.” Feisal kept his tone light, making sure not to sound like he was scolding him.
“Yessir, Mr. Wydra!” Elyas giggled, correcting himself.
“Now, what has you so grumpy this morning, pup? You didn’t forget your homework again, did you?”
“No!” Nikhil responded defensively, not realizing how he snapped at the nurse. Between Elyas on the bus and now Mr. Wydra, he was tired of hearing about his stupid homework.
“You are getting very well acquainted with Mr. Whitelaw’s paw aren’t you?”  Feisal asked, and chuckled to himself. Nikhil blushed.
“He forgot it at my house this weekend! I made sure he got it back!” Elyas called out cheerily.
“Don’t tell him that!” Nikhil hissed, looking back over his shoulder at his friend.
“Why not?” Elyas asked loudly.
“Because!”  Nikhil retorted, growing increasingly loud himself.
“Boys. You don’t need to raise your voices in the halls. If you keep yelling, everyone is going to stare at you.” Feisal raised his voice just enough to be heard over the arguing cubs, keeping his tone light and friendly.
“I’m s-sorry, Mr. Wydra.” Nikhil blushed and looked around to see if anyone was actually staring at them. Why’d Elyas have embarrass him in front of Mr. Wydra like that?
Feisal grinned, watching Nikhil’s face. The mixture of emotions playing there were plain to see; the wolf pup was easy to read. He could see Nikhil thought he was in trouble, even though he wasn't. He reached out and ruffled the pup’s hair a little, messing it up even more than it already was.
“It is a good thing Elyas brought your homework, pup. I do not believe Mr. Whitelaw would be pleased to see you in his office, again.”
“I didn’t do it on purpose.” Nikhil grumbled irritably.
“I’m sure,” Feisal replied.
“I didn’t!”
“I believe you.”
A beep emanated from Nikhil’s pocket. He jumped at the unexpected sound and hurriedly pulled a cell phone from his pocket. He silenced the phone and returned it to its place. He looked up to see a stern expression on Feisal’s face. Another blush rises to his face, preparing to get scolded.
“Mr. Kutya.” Feisal said, leaning over Nikhil and looking down at him, disapprovingly.
“I’m sorry! I forgot to turn it off before leaving home!”
“You have been warned several times.”
“I know! I said I’m sorry! Please don’t send me to the principal, Mr. Wydra.” Nikhil whined, giving his best cute puppy-dog eyes to Feisal.
“This is the last time I will warn you about your phone. I cannot keep overlooking your rule breaking. Make sure it is off from now on or I will drag you to the principal myself. Do you understand?”
“Y-Yes sir! I promise I won’t do it again. I’m really sorry.”
“See that you don’t. Now off to class. You will both be late if you don’t hurry.”
Nikhil frowned. He felt bad, having Feisal dismiss him like that disappointed. He opened his mouth to say something further, but Elyas grabbed his arm and pulled him towards the classrooms. His tail dragging on the floor as he looked back to see Feisal walking into the his office.
Nikhil sat in the middle of the other 4th graders in his homeroom class. He would rather be sitting in the back, but the teacher assigned them seats on the first day and wouldn’t listen to him when he tried to get it changed. He tired to direct all of his grumpy mood towards the front of the class, to prevent the teacher from calling on him for anything.
The 44-year-old homeroom teacher, a salt and pepper furred Dire Wolf named Fenss Reir, took note of Nikhil’s mood as soon as the cub walked in. Despite the “dire” in the name of his species, he was a rather mild looking person. He stood at 5’9” and was a little plump around the midsection. He tried to have a warm, inviting, smile on his face for all the students.
Fens did his best to be attentive to the moods of his students. He knew Nikhil had a tendency to be grumpy in the morning, and today was no different.  If anything, he seemed grumpier, or even angry or upset. He decided it was best to leave him alone until he had a chance to wake up and cool off. The last time he tried to call on Nikhil while he was in a mood, he was forced to send him to the principal. He felt it was best to avoid that, if possible.
Even though it was too early in the morning, Nikhil didn’t normally mind homeroom. The class itself wasn’t TOO boring, as Mr. Reir liked to try to find fun projects and activities to augment the day’s lessons. It helped that the Dire Wolf kept a stash of candy in the desk and would hand it out as rewards for the class doing good work.
Thankfully, there were no group projects today. Nikhil didn’t think he’d be able to avoid getting himself into a petty squabble if he had to work in a group. He usually liked working with his friends and classmates, but not today. He didn’t think he’d be in a good mood until the moment he was home. His eyes kept drifting towards the window. He honestly was trying to pay attention, but it was just so hard to do today. Maybe lunch would make him feel better, but that wasn’t for a few hours. He would have to get through this class and four others first. After homeroom, he had social studies, English, math, and history. Except for history, his favorite subject, all those classes were boring. He didn’t know how he’d be able to get through the day.
“Mr. Tikaani are you listening?” A female voice asked, disrupting Nikhil’s train of thought.
He jerked upright and looked around. He was in history class. Had spent the last few hours spaced out, his thoughts constantly returning to the beginning of school. Was Mr. Wydra still mad at him? Would the nurse be ready to scold him again when they next met? Why did he care so much about it? Nikhil had managed to pay enough attention during classes to take some notes, but they were disorganized, and he would have to struggle to figure them out.
“Earth to Mr. Tikaani? Are you in space cadet mode today?” The female voice asked again, cajoling.
The voice belonged to Seedra Spottage, the 33-year-old Cheetah that taught 4th grade history. She was slender, and many students talked about how pretty she was. Her voice had a musical quality to it. There were rumors going around school that she used to be a singer. For her part, the teacher would never confirm or deny the rumors, and let the students have their fun. In truth, history and teaching were her only passions. Seeing the cubs get engaged in history brought a smile to her face. She also had quite the sense of humor and liked to make jokes with her students and the faculty. Laughter was not an uncommon sound to hear when walking by her classroom.
“Uh. S-Sorry, Mrs. Spottage. What did you say?” Nikhil stammered, blushing. He scrambled mentally to piece together what the class had been discussing.
“I asked if you could tell the class what history subject we are talking about today?” Seedra smiled at Nikhil and tried her best to not notice the blush. The rest of the class, however, couldn’t hide their fits of snickering at his rising color and absentmindedness.
Nikhil glared angrily at his desk, clenching his hands into fists. He didn't want to get in trouble, but he had been embarrassed too many times today. He took a few deep, slow breaths, and mentally counted to ten. While doing that he noticed his history book was open. He must have done that while being a “space cadet”. He looked at the page, then took another moment to gather his thoughts before speaking.
“The Or-Wa-Terra tribe?” Nikhil asked.
“That's correct. Good job.”  Mrs. Spottage said, smiling warmly.
The praise breaks through Nikhil’s mood a little, and he smiled back. One “good job” wasn’t going to cure his mood, but he did appreciate the effort. At least the rest of the class was quiet again. He had been embarrassed too many times today and it was grating against the last of his admittedly short temper.
“On their sixteenth birthday, members of the Or-Wa-Terra tribe underwent a trail of adulthood. The Or-Wa-Terra never shared what happens during the trial, but those that pass dye parts of their fur a different color.”
Nikhil’s head snapped up. He had been spacing out as the teacher talked, taking random notes here and there. This had caught his attention, however. He looked around class, the look on some of his classmate’s faces confirming that they were wondering the same thing he was. His attention turned back to Mrs. Spottage, the teacher was sporting an amused grin while she watched her students perk up.
“Looks like it is almost lunchtime. I’m sure all of you are excited to fill your bellies, but I have to give you homework first.” Seedra waited for the chorus of groans echoing around the classroom to die down before continuing. “It isn’t too hard, I promise. Finish reading the chapter and answer the first five questions at the end. I am sure all of you can handle it.”
From the noises most of the class made, they seemed to disagree with their teacher’s assessment. They didn't have long to voice their displeasure before the bell rang, though. The students gathered up their supplies, putting them in backpacks or just carrying them, and quickly headed for the door. Even those that loved school wanted out as fast as possible so they could eat and talk to their friends about the day so far and go over their summer plans.
Just outside the room, Feisal was just barely avoiding the students as they flooded out of the room. “Whoa, it’s a cub stampede,” He could be heard saying over the noise. “I’d better watch out or I will need to visit my own office.” He was heading back there after grabbing his lunch from the teacher’s lounge. He made it a habit to eat in his office, there had been one too many times where he had to rush there during lunch due to someone getting injured. Feisal smiled down at the students, some waving at him, saying “hi” or laughing at his jokes. Kids were the best audience, they loved his jokes.  He saw Nikhil walk by, eyes to the floor, and reached out to pat his back.
“Still grumpy from this morning, pup?” Feisal was genuinely concerned about Nikhil; he was worried that something was wrong.
“What?” The pat had jostled Nikhil out of his thoughts again and he stopped to look up at the nurse. The look on Fiesal’s face confused him. Why did he look worried? Wasn’t he mad about earlier? He didn’t look or sound mad. Maybe he wasn’t. Wait, was he ever mad in the first place?
“Sorry if I came off too strong this morning. I know it wasn’t on purpose and I wasn’t mad at you, but I can’t keep letting you get away with things either.” The class moved around the two, giving them space to talk. As much as they wanted to listen in, they didn’t want to get scolded for being rude either.
“It's okay. I’m really sorry.” Nikhil frowned. He was happy Feisal wasn’t angry, but he still felt bad about disappointing him. His strong desire to keep the older fur happy continued to confuse him.
“ I know you are, pup and I forgive you. It looks like you have friends waiting for you and I’m sure you’re starving.”
“A little.” Nikhil smiled up at the nurse, his mood completely changing.
“I can hear your stomach growling from up here. You’d better hurry or you will become all skin and bones.” Nikhil unsuccessfully tried to suppress a giggle before rushing to catch up with his classmates. Three classes down, he caught up with them and walked next Pete. 
“The football field is all ours today.” Pete was saying to another student. He clapped Nikhil on the back when he noticed his friend in a better mood. “You should play with us, Nik.”
Pete is a nine-year-old Appaloosa horse. His fur, black with white spots, formed a leopard pattern. As the only horse in the class, he stood tall over everyone else in the group. His stocky build made him perfect for playing a linebacker in the school’s Pee Wee football team. His bright green eyes always seemed to be filled with mirth.
“Yeah!” Nikhil smiled at Pete. “Is everyone in class gonna play?”
“I think so.”
“Just don’t throw a football at my head when I tackle you this time,” Patricia, a female panther said to Nikhil, teasing him.
“You cheated!” Nikhil accused.
“As if!”
“I didn’t see any cheating.” Pete interjected, trying not to laugh.
“Because she was on your team!” Nikhil playfully shoved Pete, but he was unfazed. Pete swatted Nikhil’s paw with his tail. The little group kept bickering all the way to the lunchroom.
Later, Nikhil walked out into the large school yard. The sun warmed his fur, his tummy was full, and he was content. He closed his eyes, and stretched. It should be a crime to force kids to be in school on a day this nice. It would be so much better if they could play outside the entire day instead of sitting inside of a stuffy old classroom, just daydreaming about being outside and getting forced to do school work. At least he could enjoy some time outside before the next classes started. He opened his eyes and waved at some cubs he knew, tail wagging.
“Do you want to play with me today, Nik?” Elyas called, running up to  him, tail flailing excitedly. The younger wolf enjoyed this weather almost as much as Nikhil did.
“Sorry, Elyas. I promised I’d play football with my class. We finally have the field for ourselves.” Nikhil didn’t want to disappoint Elyas, but a promise was a promise.
“Oh. Okay. Good luck!” Elyas turned and left, waving at Nikhil. He ran to the other side of the yard, where some of his fellow 3rd grade friends were playing tag.
Nikhil barely got around Patrica. He turned his head to see a football flying in his direction. Nikhil broke into a grin, ran to intercept ball, jumped, and caught it. He hit the ground running, taking off for the goal line. His shoes beat the grass,trying to outrun the opposing team. He ran for the end zone; he passed the eighty, then the ninety yard lines, the path wide open before him. Pete ran up from the side, hands outstretched to block him just two yards ahead of the goal. He dove under, and landed face first on the grass, the sound of his team cheering.  Score!
Pete had not expected Nikhil to dive under him like that. He overbalanced and fell atop him, his larger form covering the smaller boy. The impact knocked the wind from his lungs. Pete heard Nikhil let out a grunt of pain. It took his brain a few seconds to register movement under him. He got up, breathing heavily to get air back in his lungs. He reached a hand down to help Nikhil up, grinning sheepishly a little embarrassed by landing on his friend.
 “I almost had you, Nik.”
“Almost.”
“Would have if you didn’t dive like that.”
“Maybe next time you-“ Nikhil stopped, the sound of crying reaching his ears. He immediately recognized who those cries belonged to. 
“Shit!”
He turned and scanned the playground, looking for Elyas. He spotted the trouble moments later, Elyas was lying on the ground with an older fox boy standing over him.
“You’re not supposed to swear! You’ll get in trouble!“
Nikhil didn’t listen to Pete, or his classmates calling after him, and ran off towards his best friend. His mind was completely focused on the two cubs across the playground.
Elyas giggled and chased after Sarah, a panther girl from another class. They were playing tag, and he was it. She was fast, but his slightly longer legs gave him an edge. He stretched his hand out and leapt forward, just barely touching her back.
“I’m going to get you back!” Sarah hollered at Elyas.
Elyas stuck his tongue out at her, turned, and ran away. Sarah gave chase. He ran by the basketball field, trying to dodge Sarah's reaching fingers. Pain blossomed in the side of his head, knocking him to the ground. He watched a basketball bounce away from him as he teared up.
“Guess I missed the basket,” came a cruel laugh from behind Elyas. Kit, a 5th grader, walked over.
Nikhil ran over to his friend, putting himself between Elyas and Kit. He wanted to check on Elyas, but the bully was a bigger concern at the moment. He liked to pick on the younger students and had it out for the both of them. Nikhil glared at the bully and did his best to look intimidating. He knew he would lose in a fight, but he wasn’t going to back down when his friend was hurt.
“Get away from him dickhead,” Nikhil exclaimed in a low growl, doing his best to keep the fear out of his voice.
Kit laughed at Nikhil’s wimpy attempt at an insult. He scowled down at him, baring his fangs threateningly. Nikhil didn’t back down. “You’re really starting to piss me off, twerp!”
“Fuck off!”
Pain exploded around Nikhil’s left eye as a right-hook collided with his face. He cried out in pain and brought a paw up to cover his eye. He grit his teeth, fighting back the tears; he couldn’t start crying now. Where where the teachers? Why hadn’t any of them come to the rescue yet? They were supposed to be watching, weren’t they? If they weren’t going to come, then he would have to fight back. He inched a little to the side, lining up his paw with Kit, and kicked, aiming for his crotch. Nikhil misjudged, and his paw came up short.  He over extended, lost his balance, and dropped to the ground.
A shadow fell over the cubs. “What, exactly, is going on here children?” Came the deep, commanding voice of Principal Whitelaw. Nikhil and Kit shivered, and Elyas’ stopped whimpering. All three cubs turned to look up at the Principal. None of them had an answer forthcoming. “Well? I asked a question.”
Kit spoke up first. “I was just trying to help, sir! Those two got into a fight and I came over to help, but he threatened to hit me!” 
“What?! That’s not true!” Nikhil yelled, rising to his paws.
“Yes, it is!”
“Y-you’re lying!” Elyas called from the ground, tears still running from his eyes.
“Enough!” Weylin said, silencing all three cubs. Nikhil and Kit gulped. “Mr. Kutya, take yourself and Mr. Tikaani to the nurse’s office and get checked out. I expect to see you in my office afterwards. As for you,” Weylin looked down at Kit. “Go to my office.” Kit looked for a way to escape and found none.
Feisal nibbled on the last of his lunch while he looked over some paperwork. It had been a peaceful day so far and it was a good chance to get caught up. His desk was next to the hallway door, letting him be right there when someone came in. Across the room, a large window stood open, a view of the country outside. A couple beds sat against the same wall as the window. The wall behind the door had drawers and cabinets, filled with all of the supplies a school nurse would need, and a small sink. A small filing cabinet stood behind him. There was a small bathroom attached to the office, and a rarely used room with a couple more beds.
Feisal twirled a pen between his fingers and considered the wording on one of the reports. The sound of footsteps coming towards his office caused him to perk up.  They weren’t the heavier footfalls of adults nor was it the mad-dash footsteps of dozens of cubs rushing to class after recess. He set down the pen and his lunch, readying himself to take care of whomever walked through the door.
When the door opened, it revealed Nikhil and Elyas. Feisal took a moment to examine them while he stood up. He saw that Nikhil had one paw clamped over his left eye, and the other was holding tight to Elyas. He was using his free paw to hold the right side of his face. Tears slicked the fur down their cheeks, and Nikhil had his jaw clenched in anger.
Feisal walked around his desk and ushered the boys over to the beds. “Hop up here, and tell me what happened.”
“Kit hit me with a basketball!” Elyas’ whined.
“I tried to help and he hit me in the face!” Nikhil interjected, and turned the injured side of his head towards Feisal, as if to emphasise his words.
“Then the Principal told us to come here and told Kit to go to his office.” Elyas finished. “He’s gonna be in a lot of trouble.” 
Feisal walked to the sink and washed his paws while he listened. With his head turned away from the boys, he allowed a scowl to cross his muzzle. He detested bullies and this was not the first time he had heard that particular bully’s name. The fact that it happened to these specific cubs bothered him even more, but now was not the time to let things get personal. Feisal walked back to the boys, giving them both a sympathetic smile.
“I imagine he is. I know you two aren’t going to like this, but I will need to look at those injuries.”
“Start with Elyas. He was hurt more.”
“As you wish. Mr. Tikaani, can you move your paw for me? I promise to be as gentle as possible.”
Feisal waited for Elyas to comply with the request before sitting on the bed. He brought his paws up to the side of Elyas’ head and carefully felt the area around his temple. Thankfully, it wasn’t serious.
Elyas squeezed Nikhil’s paw and closed his eyes. Feisal’s probing fingers stung, but it wasn’t that bad. They were cool and damp. The combination radiated a cool, comforting, feeling against the swelling bruise. It helped ease the pain, if only a little.
Once Feisal was done, he stood up. “In my professional opinion, I think you will be okay. The side of your head is going to be tender for a few days and it will probably be uncomfortable to sleep on until it heals. But I don’t feel anything more serious than minor swelling. I am still going to have the office call your mother, though. Val would kill me if I just sent you back to class after getting hit in the head with a basketball.”
“Are you going to call my parents too?”
“I need to see your eye first, then perhaps”
Feisal sat next to Nikhil and held out a paw. Nikhil slowly lowered his paw his larger one. Feisal closed his fingers around the smaller paw and gave it a gentle squeeze.
“The Principal wants to see me.”
“I’m sure he does. Weylin can wait until I’m done.” Feisal’s free paw explored around Nikhil’s bruised eye. Feisal held Nikhil’s left eyelid open to get a look. He screwed his face into a weird expression, causing the cub to let out a giggle.
“Yep, you’ll be completely fine. A little swelling and the skin under your fur will turn black and blue, but no long term damage.”
“Do I have to go see the Principal now?”
“In just a moment.” Feisal stood and walked over to the supply cabinets. He pulled out an instant ice pack and squeezed it to activate the cold effect. “Hold this lightly over your eye. Don’t keep it on for more than a couple minutes at a time and don’t press hard. When it feels too cold, set it down for a little bit.”
“I’ve used those before.” Nikhil took the ice pack from Feisal and got up.
“I know. But it is my job to remind you how to use it before you leave my office. Come back here when you’re done with the Principal.”
“Okay.”
Down the hall, Gretchen sighed as an irate parent talked her ear off. “Yes, Ms. Tikaani, I will make sure he is ready to go when you arrive.” Gretchen hung up the phone and looked towards Weylin’s office. The door was closed, but she could hear Principal Whitelaw angrily speaking with Kit. She wished the door was soundproofed; she didn’t like having to listen to that.  She sighed, some children just never learned. The office door opened, and she turned her head to see another cub enter.
“Take a seat, dear, the Principal will be with you when he is done with his current meeting.”
“Yes, Mrs. Saunders.” Nikhil took a seat in the chair furthest from Whitelaw’s office door. He held the ice pack to his eye. The cold felt good, but the pressure hurt. He clenched his jaw, and tried not to wince. Nikhil expected to meet the same fate as Kit and he wasn’t going to go into the office whining. That didn’t stop him from fidgeting and wanting to be as far away from the office as possible.  A sudden loud slapping sound emanated from Weylin’s office, followed by a cubs crying, snapping him out of his thoughts.
A minute later, the door opened and Kit walked out. He slowly and stiffly walked to the other side of the reception area, and stood in an empty corner. He whimpered quietly, tears running down his cheeks. He didn’t even notice Nikhil in the room with him.
“Mrs. Saunders, I trust you followed the instructions I gave you earlier?” Weylin watched Kit for a moment more, making sure he stayed put.
“Yes, sir. His parents will be here soon and they were made well aware of your decision.”
“Good. I have given him enough chances.” Principal Whitelaw turned to face Nikhil, and beckoned to him. “Come.”
Nikhil practically jumped from his seat. He knew better than to make the Principal ask twice. He took just a moment to glance over at Kit, reminding himself that whatever happened was worth it, then made his way through the open door.
The office would be comfortable to anyone that wasn’t sent there for misbehaving. The floor was covered by a sandy-brown carpet and the walls were wooden. The Principal’s desk dominated the middle of the room. A computer monitor sat atop it. The wall behind the desk was decorated with awards, accolades, and Weylin’s college diplomas. In front of them was Weylin’s desk and chair, and on the other side were two more.  Behind them and against the wall was a soft leather couch. Bookcases filled the far wall from the door.
Nikhil sat in one of the chairs and looked at the bookshelves. He tried to read the titles of the books, but there were several words he was unable to pronounce. He couldn’t ask the Principal what they said; he was never in the mood for those kinds of questions when they were meeting. Nikhil’s ears picked up on something being said between Mrs. Saunders and Principal Whitelaw.
“They are going to complain.” Mrs. Saunders sounded concerned.
“I don’t care if they complain to the school board or the mayor. I have made my decision and won’t be changing it.” The Principal sounded like...The Principal. Nikhil wondered what they were talking about and why it would make someone complain.
“Mr. Kutya.” Weylin closed the office door and walked over to the chairs. He crossed his arms and looked down at Nikhil.
“M-mr. Whitelaw? Sir?” Nikhil licked his lips, looked up at the Principal, and his tail twitched nervously.
“If you have something to say, say it.” Principal Whitelaw commanded, and tapped a finger against his arm.
Nikhil swallowed before speaking. “I know...I know what I did was bad and I’m sorry but he hurt Elyas.”
“Did you yell for a teacher?”
“N-no sir. I didn’t think about it. I just wanted to help Elyas.”
“I don’t fault you for that.  But I do fault you for your language.”
“Pete told you!?”
“Pete? I learned everything from Kit. What would this Pete tell me?”
“Umm….”
“Don’t test my patience.”
“I’m sorry sir! When I heard Elyas crying and saw Kit I..I said the s-word.”
“Of course you did.” Weylin sighed.
“Sir? Is everything okay?”
“No, Mr. Kutya, it is not. Thank you for telling the truth, but you still swung at another student.”
“I’m sorry sir.”
“I know. But before we move on, I want to commend you for rushing to protect your friend.”
“What does ‘commend’ mean?”
“It means you did a good thing.”
“Thank you Mr. Whitelaw.” A sad smile crossed Nikhil’s face.
Weylin walked around his desk, pulled out his chair, and sat. He waited a moment before speaking. “Come.”
