
Bryce spun his keys on one finger, already tenting the front of his shorts as he walked through the boy’s locker room. He stopped at the second row of lockers and picked #204, a ridiculous number considering they only had about eighty lockers in total. It belonged to one of the boys on the soccer team, Lucas, an adorable and energetic fox that made Bryce’s cock stiffen at the thought.

The ram popped open the locker and saw what he wanted laying right inside. The little fox had left his soccer uniform and jockstrap in his locker. Again. Despite being told he needed to take it home and wash it. Bryce huffed and swiped the uniform out of the locker, taking a seat on the bench in the middle of the lockers. 

All the kids had already left practice and gone home, so there was no harm in enjoying himself a bit. The ram stretched out on his back along the bench, pressing the boy’s jockstrap to his face and taking a deep whiff. Lucas was still a young, little fox, so the scent was lighter and less musky than his own, but it drove the ram wild. He kept the jockstrap to his face while bringing the boy’s jersey and shorts up to his face to get even more of the boy’s scent. He’d gotten more familiar with Lucas’ scent than any of the others just from how often the boy would leave his clothes behind.

Bryce groaned out, brown muzzle parting as he breathed in the scent of the young fox’s scent. The shorts slid off his face while he was trying to shove his own shorts down, but he didn’t mind. His uncut cock throbbed in his jockstrap, and he pulled it aside to free himself and began jerking his cock, completely lost in his enjoyment of his pilfered clothes.


Lucas ran back along the sidewalk towards the field, tail trailing behind him like an orange and black streamer. He’d gotten all the way to the edge of the park on the far end before remembering he’d promised to take his soccer uniform home and wash it. The young kid raced across the field and under some of the awnings, then ducked through the entry into the locker rooms. The door hadn’t been shut and locked up yet, so he ran in and around the corner into the line of lockers.


The fox ran right into the row where his locker was and skidded to a stop, eyes wide as he choked back a yip. Coach Dawson was lying on the bench with his thingy out! Lucas stood there staring for two heartbeats before he realized that the older ram had his eyes closed and hadn’t heard him. Relief washed over the kit, and he dove back around the corner, heart now hammering in his chest.

He heard the sound of Coach Dawson mumbling and groaning, but it didn’t seem like Lucas had been noticed at all. The fox waited for a few seconds, letting his pulse slow enough that he didn’t hear the thumping in his ears. Coach Dawson had been doing things with his thingy, and it was quite a bit bigger than Lucas’ own got. 


Lucas glanced down at the front of his gym shorts where his own little stiffy was starting to make the fabric tent up. He pressed his fingers to it and his hips reflexively pressed forward, making him shiver. If his Coach hadn’t heard him before, maybe he could risk another glance…

The fox held his breath and then quickly poked his head out and saw that the ram had draped a soccer uniform over his face! Lucas grinned, suddenly feeling a bit bolder. Bold, for the young fox boy, meant keeping his face pressed up against the side of the locker and openly ogling the ram’s large, uncut shaft while the older man masturbated. His coach’s dick looked so much bigger than his own, and the shape was what he always dreamed of seeing.


It seemed silly, even to the fox, but after the health textbooks always showing all their diagrams on the humanoid members, he’d always wanted to see one in person. He had a little sheath and knotted member, and so did his older brother and cousin. The tiger boy next door had yet to give up the goods, so no luck there. He’d hoped that being forced to change for soccer practice meant that he could see more there, but the only boys that changed near him so far had sheaths like him! The ram in front of him moaned into what looked like someone’s jockstrap and Lucas grinned. Coach Dawson didn’t have a sheath.


Lucas inched just a bit closer, keeping an eye on the coach’s face and making sure he didn’t remove that shirt. The fox wanted to be able to bolt just in case he was caught, but the ram’s dick was mesmerizing. Lucas slipped a paw down into his shorts and began trying to emulate what the older man was doing, but it made him tingle a bit as his sticky tip was getting teased by his shorts. Reluctantly, he let them fall and kept them hidden around the corner. 

Something caught his eye on the back of the jersey, and his eyes went wide. Blue with the number 13? That was his jersey! Coach Dawson was touching himself and playing with his dirty clothes. Lucas wasn’t entirely sure how to feel about that, but his little cock throbbed in his paw, and he squeezed down reflexively, shivering head to toe from the bliss. Suddenly getting caught didn’t seem quite so scary.... he could just confront the older man! 

Bryce huffed loudly into the fox boy’s jockstrap, his horns clacking against the bench his head was resting on as he nuzzled and took in Lucas’ scent. It was like eating a finely crafted, lightly-seasoned steak of superb quality meat when you were used to the salty, smoky juices that usually drenched your palate. There and then gone with every breath, not lingering. 

His cock throbbed in his paw, and he opened his eyes, staring up at the ceiling lights above through the thin, mesh fabric of Lucas’ jersey. He could feel pre oozing down over his fingers as he squeezed and milked himself. His senses were starting to acclimate to the fox’s scent, because every whiff wasn’t bringing that same rush of euphoria. He let his head rest against the bench, not actually intending to finish here, and that was the barest hints of his peripheral vision moved.

Bryce’s head jerked up a couple of inches, the jersey shifting on his face enough that his eye peeked through the arm-hole to see Lucas, the owner of said jersey, at the end of the lockers. The ram froze, but Lucas’ eyes were clearly fixed elsewhere. On Bryce’s hand. That had stopped moving.


As long as his Coach was jerking his dick, he was too distracted to notice Lucas jerking his own. The fox’s paw made jerky movements up and down over his slick, knotted length, still not quite familiar with the best way to really get that good, sticky feeling, and he was so focused on trying to increase his own pleasure that it took him a couple seconds for him to notice Coach Dawson’s paw stopped moving.
Lucas’ gaze flicked up to the ram’s head like usual, not expecting anything to be different, but when his eyes locked with one of his coach’s, he froze. 


Bryce’s heart was racing as he locked eyes with the young, fox boy he had been coaching for almost a month now. Lucas was staring right back at him, his face bright red under the white of his face. Neither of them looked away or said anything for almost a full minute, like two predators sensing a greater danger and trying to decide whether or not to flee.

The ram finally decided he couldn’t wait on a kid more than half his age to make any sort of first move, so he cleared his throat, making the boy jump. “H-hey, Lucas.”

The fox just ducked his head slightly, ears tilting back as he tried to say something in defense of himself. His bottom half was still mostly hidden behind the row of lockers, but he still felt held in place. He remembered thinking he could totally confront his coach about that being his jersey, but his mouth went dry, and he couldn’t stammer out anything more than just, “u-uniform.”

Bryce huffed out a laugh and slowly sat up, keeping his eyes locked on Lucas, trying not to spook the fox. “Yeah, kid. You uh, left it behind again.” He pulled the jersey and jockstrap from his face and bunched them up in one hand, holding them out towards the fox. “Here.” He could tell from how the fox was standing behind the lockers that the kid had been touching himself while watching, and those hips looked bare.

Lucas pulled back, just a bit, but looked down at his offered uniform. His shorts were still on the floor next to the bench, and he wouldn’t have been able to just reach out for his clothes anyway. Taking a deep breath, he summoned some courage and stepped out from behind the row of lockers, one paw covering his hard little bone as he stepped nearer. “Thanks, C-coach?” he said, his voice turning up at the end like a question.

Bryce’s cock was still oozing pre as he watched the boy approach him. Lucas’ eyes kept flicking down to his cock and Bryce made no move to cover himself, one hand resting on his thigh, and the other holding the boy’s clothes out. When Lucas’ paw settled atop his, through the layers of fabric, he saw the boy shudder all over.


Lucas stared down at his coach’s massive dick that felt closer than ever now that he’d stepped out and exposed himself like this. His shirt didn’t go down quite far enough to cover his bits, and he was too stiff for that to help. He glanced up at the ram’s face and saw Coach Dawson’s warm smile, and he let his paw drop away, his little, hard member bobbing in front of him. “Th-thanks…” he said, taking his clothes in both paws and keeping eye contact with his coach, hoping that the older man wasn’t secretly laughing at his nerves.


When Lucas’ paw fell away and he got to see the fox’s hard little rod jutting up from just above a pair of cute, white-furred balls, he nearly came. His cock flexed between his legs and a large drool of pre ran down over his shaft and he tried to keep his face neutral. This kid is too fucking cute, he thought. “You have to go home right away?” he asked, running one hand up along his horns and trying to look confident. He was surprised that his voice came out as calm as it did.

The fox’s tail lashed side to side a few times, and he ducked his head, looking down at the ram’s shaft again when it moved. “No, my parents said they were going to the movies,” he said, taking another step forward.

Bryce’s heart was pounding in his chest, and he leaned back, his arms gripping the sides of the bench behind him so that he was on display for the young fox. “You like how it looks? You’re sure staring quite a bit,” he said, a wry chuckle in his voice.


Lucas’ face reddened, but his coach’s teasing tone didn’t make him feel bad. The man was clearly into him, and he did have what the fox wanted. “Yes, um… Coach Dawson,” he said, his face a bit flustered.

“Hngh, sh-shit, kid,” Bryce said, gritting his teeth and tilting his head up to the side. “You can do whatever you want, okay? You know not to tell anyone?”


The fox’s ears perked up and his eyes went wide as he looked up at his coach’s face. “R-really? I won’t say anything at all!” he took a step forward, legs almost touching. “You’ll really let me um… touch you?”


“I was just huffing your undies, kid,” he teased, his own face a bit red under the brown of his fur. “Course you can touch me.”


Lucas’ tail was wagging back and forth now and he reached out and slowly pressed both paws to the ram’s cock, the eagerness of youth and the chance to explore, combined with being a horny kit made him act before his nerves could get in the way. He curled his fingers around Coach Dawson’s shaft, feeling it throb in his grip. More clear fluid was running down, threatening to get near his fingers.


“It’s called pre, kid. It’s not pee or anything, if that’s what you’re wondering,” Bryce said, fighting the urge to hump up into Lucas’ soft paws. “Does yours get all wet like mine?”


Lucas was already running fingers through the clear fluid after the ram’s reassurance, and he just nodded slowly, then couldn’t help but smile shyly up at the older man. “Not like yours exactly,” he said.


Bryce had been trying to gauge the fox’s reactions, instead of ogling the nervous kid, but Lucas seemed quite open to the idea. “Yeah, but yours is pretty cute,” he said, gripping the sides of the bench so he wouldn’t be tempted to reach out and touch.

“It’s not big like yours, though,” Lucas said, looking down at his own shaft which was barely over four inches even with his knot.


“Size isn’t everything, kiddo,” Bryce said, finally chancing a quick touch by reaching up with a hand to rub the fox’s ears like he did in practice sometime. The kit tensed at the touch and Bryce briefly worried about having gone to far, but the paws on his cock squeezed down and resumed their exploration, and Lucas’ face nuzzled into his hand. “Rrf, you’re very cute. Very, very cute,” he mumbled.


Lucas couldn’t help a small whine from escaping his muzzle and he looked up to his coach’s face before back down at the cock he was holding. “I-is that why you were… um, smelling my…”


Bryce’s cock throbbed in the fox’s paw, and he groaned. “That and you kept leaving them here. What was I supposed to do?” he asked, and he just watched as the fox slowly stroked his shaft, not pushing things further. “Is it okay if I touch you, too? Um, your…”

Lucas’ little member bobbed at the thought, another little drop of pre appearing at his tip. “U-um…” he looked down at himself again, his face red and his member twitching. “I’ve never… done this.” He nuzzled more against the ram’s hand.

Bryce huffed and just nodded, watching the fox with his head tilted back, the paws on his dick feeling sublime. “No worries, Lucas. We don’t have to.” The fox seemed to deflate a bit, and the ram raised an eyebrow. “Oh, I mean, I really do want to touch yours if you’re okay with it.”


Lucas’s face turned red, and he nodded a few times quickly, eyes looking down at the ram’s chest and he giggled shyly, fingers squeezing down on the ram’s shaft. “Yes, um… coach.”


Bryce had to keep himself from just lunging for the fox once given permission. He let his paw trail over Lucas’ cheek, down the fox’s chest and stomach fur until his fingers closed around the slick, pink shaft. “Mmm, cute knot. I’ve always liked boys with knots like yours,” he said, fingers pressing on the edges and feeling the kid’s dick bounce and press against his palm.

“Hah, Coach!” the fox gasped, going on to his tiptoes when the older ram’s fingers squeezed around his shaft for the first time. One of his paws grabbed onto the ram’s wrist, holding on, but not trying to pull him away. 

“Sorry, heheh… are you, uh, sensitive?” Bryce asked, trailing a finger up along the boy’s dick until it was pressing just under his tip. Pre welled up as it flexed against his digit and the boy let out a breathy whine and nodded. “If anything’s too much—”


“I know,” Lucas said softly, his paw moving back to rest on the ram’s chest, fingers getting hold of the gym shirt Coach Dawson was wearing.


Bryce shifted forward on the bench until he was sitting up properly, the young fox standing between his spread legs. Lucas was short enough that, even like this, his cock was higher than the fox’s. “Do you masturbate?” he asked, softly, rubbing the boy’s side with his other paw while slowly exploring the fox’s member and seeing what made him twitch.

The fox thought about saying yes, because he thought he did, but  some of the things he'd felt tonight felt nearly as good as his best efforts at trying to touch and rub on things, so he told the truth. “N-no… I don’t… don’t really know how to,” he admitted shyly.


“It’s okay, kid, come here.” Bryce scooped the fox up with both arms before Lucas could protest, drawing a surprised yip from the kid. He didn’t struggle as he was suddenly turned around and pulled back against the ram’s sturdy chest. His legs hung down between Bryce’s legs on either side of his dick, the kid’s small sac just barely touching his shaft.

Lucas threw one arm up over his head and grabbed onto the ram’s horn, then let go in sudden surprise. The fox wasn’t sure what to hold onto, but the ram just chuckled. “Go ahead and hold onto my horn. It’s not going to break, and you don’t weigh much.” The fox shyly reached back up to hold onto Bryce’s horn for support.


Lucas’ heart was racing as he leaned back against the ram’s chest, his smaller frame dwarfed by his coach’s muscular frame. The ram’s cock was too far away for him to reach down and resume stroking, but he couldn’t think much about that when fingers closed around his dick again. He gasped and bucked his hips upwards, but a paw on his stomach kept him from going far.


“Careful… Just try to sit as still as you can, and I’ll make you feel good,” Bryce said, closing his entire palm around the fox’s shaft and giving it a few quick strokes. The boy in his lap was squirming like crazy and his dick dripped small beads of pre that were scooped up by the ram’s fingers that spread it all along that canine shaft.


“Guh, C-Coach,” Lucas squeaked, his head tilting back until his muzzle was sticking straight up. He pulled down hard on the ram’s horn in his paw, but the man’s head didn’t move at all. His cock twitched and his hips tried to buck up into that squeezing hand, his coach’s other hand holding him in place.

“Easy kid, relax,” Bryce chucked, brushing his chin against the boy’s head. “If you really wanna hump that bad, kid, we can do that after next practice,” he said, giving the fox boy’s knot a squeeze and feeling him try and buck against his paw.


Lucas’ heart was pounding, and he felt that warm tingle running along his spine. He’d felt it before but never quite been able to find it again. Coach Dawson’s paw was making him feel it again, and he wanted that euphoria again. “Ngh… feels good, rrf, j-just…”

Bryce’s eyebrows raised a bit, mouth quirking up at one side as he stroked the fox’s shaft a bit quicker. He could palm the entire thing with his fist if he wanted, but a few fingers seemed to tease that drippy tip and swollen knot quite well “Yeah? Feels good?” he asked, his own cock flexing up and nudging the boy’s balls, quite pent up just from jerking the boy off.

Lucas’ eyes were squeezed shut in concentration, but he just nodded. “Y-yeah, mm… tingles,” he panted, his face red and his paw clamped like a vice on the ram’s horn, but he managed to keep from bucking and thrashing into the older ram’s hand. 


“Tingles?” Bryce asked, the paw that was holding the boy moving down to grip his own shaft, arm pinning the boy’s body back against his own. He could feel the fox’s tiny sac against his forearm as he began jerking himself slowly.

Lucas’ head kept turning side to side but was currently being pressed into the bicep of the arm holding onto his coach’s horn. Soft, whimpering noises came from his muzzle, and his chest was starting to rise and fall quicker as the tingling feeling grew and grew. “H-hah, C-coach… feels funny, funny, really… hnggh rrf, coaaaach.” 

Listening to the boy whine and squirm around in his grip made the ram’s face flush and he felt his peak almost hit from that alone. He hooked his pinky under the fox’s knot, his ring finger just above it as he squeezed and tugged quickly up and down as best he could. Lucas jolted in his arms and tugged at his horn as the first arc of cum shot nearly        a foot in the air before splattering down over his shirt in a messy, watery splat. 


Bryce’s eyes watched with satisfaction as the young, fox boy in his arms came hard. He could feel that knot throbbing between his fingers and he tugged and teased a finger just under the boy’s tip. Cum splashed up all along the boy’s shirt, a pent-up load of preteen fox jizz making him a sticky mess. “Holy shit,” he whispered under his breath, his muzzle brushing against Lucas’ ears.


“Hah, hngh, Coach,” the boy whispered, trying to thrust against the hand, but only managing to make a few ropes of cum splat to the floor beneath. 


“Easy, kid, shhh,” the ram rumbled, letting go of his own shaft to gently pull Lucas back into the crook of his arm and finish jerking him off, emptying the boy’s load out over his fingers. “Damn, do you feel better?” 


Lucas’ head nodded weekly, though his eyes didn’t open. He could feel his coach’s cock pressing up between his legs and he opened his eyes to see that thick shaft pressing up against his balls. His cock switched again in the ram’s hand and Lucas whined. 


“Heheh, yeah, sensitive,” the ram chucked, letting go of the boy’s cock. He scooped up a bit of the boy’s cum off his shirt and then reached down to slather it over his own shaft and began jerking off. He didn’t try to hold back but just looked down at the fox he held in his arms and jerked himself furiously.


Lucas watched, his cheeks flushed, and he didn’t know what to do. He loved how good Coach Dawson had made him feel and was eager to return the favor, but he felt so sluggish and sleepy now. He just watched the ram’s hand slide back and forth over the thick head, pre oozing down over the feline’s pads. He thought back to how good it had felt to touch earlier, and he tentatively reached down to press a couple fingers just above where the ram’s hand was stroking, feeling the hot, slick flesh under his pads.

Bryce felt the young fox’s fingers on his shaft, and he sucked in a breath. “Oh, fuck—” It wasn’t even the sensation but knowing that Lucas had decided to act on his own like that. He squeezed the boy back against his chest with one arm, smearing cum into his short, brown fur, while the other furiously jerked himself right over the edge. 

Lucas felt the ram’s arm squeeze his body and he yipped and let go of the ram’s horn, hugging onto the arm around his chest. His eyes were locked onto the ram’s shaft, and he saw the moment the thick head expanded, and a vicious rope of sticky liquid flew out and caught him right in the cheek by surprise. He gasped and flinched, feeling some of the sticky stuff run down over his lips and he licked them clean instinctively, tasting the musky, tangy seed. Several more ropes landed along his shirt and his and his coach’s arm, and the young kit watched, mesmerized.

Bryce squeezed the fox against his chest, huffing loudly into the kid’s hair, doing his best to keep his eyes from closing so he could watch as he unloaded all over Lucas’ front. The little fox’s shaft was still hard as a nail and resting against the back of his hand, now covered in a layer of his own seed, even as a few more shot out to land on the fox’s belly. The ram milked the last of his load out, watching cum ooze down over the boy’s knotted shaft. He tried to loosen his grip on the fox, but the boy’s arm squeezed him tight, not wanting to let go. 

Lucas shivered and nuzzled back against the ram, the front of his chest sticky and clinging to his chest. He hesitated, then reached back up to grab onto Bryce’s horn to haul himself up. Coach Dawson let him go and he carefully got off the older ram, standing just next to him and turning to face him. 

“Heh, sorry,” the ram said with a grin, watching a few strands of cum dangle from the fox’s shirt before falling to the floor. One landed across the boy’s footpaw. 


Lucas watched the cum land on his paw and he flushed, looking back at the end of lockers where he’d left his shorts and underwear. “It’s, um, fine. Just kinda sticky,” he said, looking down and giggling shyly. He ran a paw down the front, scooping some up and bringing it up to his nose to sniff, still kind of curious.

Bryce’s cock twitched at the sight, and he huffed. “Let’s… yeah, let me help you get cleaned up.”


Twenty minutes later, Lucas ran back out of the lockers again, his fur damp and clean, dressed in ram’s shirt which hung off him almost enough to cover his shorts. He clutched his uniform under one arm and a slip of paper with the ram’s number on it, his tail wagging happily. Bryce looked down at the photo he’d taken in the showers of him holding the boy for a quick picture and grinned. Practices were certainly going to be running long in the future.
