A light mist swirled around Alexander Dent’s figure as he hurried down the wide footpath that ran alongside the classrooms.  A glance at his watch showed that it was 8:06 AM.  Barely enough time before school started at 8:30.

The classrooms were arranged in a row of four, with two areas sticking out of the rear side.  These held the bathrooms, and the cloakrooms where students of days past would have hung up their coats, but now held a garish array of cheaply made schoolbags.  The path Alex followed ran right along the back of the block, where few people went, and so he wasn’t seen as he entered the males’ bathroom at the end.
The wolf twitched his nose at the ripe scent that permeated the room.  Nothing like the smell of urinal cakes in the morning, he thought as he strode towards the toilet cubicles.  There were just two, and one of the doors was closed.  “Joe?  You in there?” he whispered loudly.

“Yeah, I’m here.”  The door opened a moment later to reveal a fox boy, just past his eighth birthday.  He was an attractive kit, dark orange fur with paler fur on his muzzle.  As were all the kids who attended this school, he was wearing the navy blue shorts and white monogrammed shirt that made up the uniform.  He grinned widely and moved back to allow Alex into the cubicle.  It was a bit of a squeeze, but there was enough room for the two of them.
“Thanks, Joe.”  Alex smiled and fumbled the lock closed, before starting to unfasten his belt.  “Help me with my trousers, will you?”

“Sure thing, Mr Dent!”  Nimble fingers went to his flies and popped the button out of its hole, then pulled down on the zipper with a low steely rumble.  The tension in Alex’s underwear eased as his swollen sheath pushed outward through the gap.  He wiggled his hips, and Joe pulled down on his trousers to slip them down to his ankles.
The wolf sighed and leaned back against the door as Joe pulled down his underwear, freeing up the hard lupine dick already easing out of his sheath, dark red-purple with veins striating it.  “Mm, that’s it, kid… get your favourite toy out.”

Joe giggled and grabbed a hold of his teacher’s sheath, massaging it while he lowered his head over the pointed shaft.  His tongue slid over it almost lovingly, leaving a sheen of saliva before his lips closed around the head, and he began to bob his head.

It didn’t take long for Alex’s cock to fully unsheathe.  Just over eight inches of hard, pulsing wolf meat was almost fully inside Joe’s muzzle, surrounded by warm wetness – just as every cock should be.  He lightly rubbed the kit’s head, stroking his black-tufted ears, content to just lean back and enjoy the surprisingly expert blowjob he was getting.  “Mm, you’ve become a real pro at sucking dick, boy.”

The kid didn’t answer for a few seconds, enjoying the sensation of his teacher’s member sliding back and forth over his tongue, spitting musky precum.  He lifted his head and look up at Alex’s face with a grin.  “Uh-huh!  Lots of practice with my dad and brother.”  He wrapped his small hand around the turgid cock and stroked it slowly.

“And have you been practising with your butt too?”

“Yeah.  Still hurts a bit, but it’s okay.  I like it when they squirt inside me.”  Joe went back to fellating Alex, very gently scraping his teeth over the sensitive flesh as he suckled.  “Mmm, they’ve even knotted me a few times.  That really hurts, but … I dunno, I really like feeling the whole cock and knot twitching and throbbing as they’re shooting deep in my guts.”
Alex nodded, thrusting his hips a little to gently fuck Joe’s muzzle.  “Good, good.  You have a great arsehole, kid.  It’s a shame to let it go unused.”
A couple of minutes of relative silence followed, only filled with gently slurping and sighs of pleasure.  Alex tilted his arm to read his watch.  Eight-fifteen.  “You wanna load down your throat, or in your butt?  We’ve got just enough time for a fuck.”

Joe thought for a few seconds.  “In my butt, Mr Dent.”  He stood up and turned around to bend over the toilet, his brushy tail wagging back and forth.
The wolf smiled and reached for Joe’s shorts, undoing the button that fastened them above his tail, and pulling them down to his feet.  He then slipped his red briefs down to join them.  “Let me just get a lick of that hole first.”  He crouched awkwardly in the tight space and pressed his lips to the kit’s pucker, laving it with his wet tongue.  As always it tasted slightly bitter, but it was otherwise a clean hole.  He pulled it open slightly with his thumbs and gazed upon the cute star that would shortly become a taut ring around his shaft.  “Mmm, your tailhole looks beautiful, Joe.  I think it’d look even better with some cream.”

Alex stood up and moved up behind Joe.  Cock in hand, he rubbed the pointed tip over the kit’s anus, spitting precum over it before he pressed into the centre of it.  “Just relax … let me in.”

Joe nodded, gritting his teeth as his teacher began the assault on his tender bottom.  He pushed as if he was taking a dump, and moments later he felt the burn as the wolf’s dick suddenly slipped in, spearing about four inches into his backside.  He couldn’t help gasping in pain from the teacher’s intrusion.  “Ow!”

“Sorry,” Alex apologised, genuinely sorry for causing the young boy pain.  He didn’t move, just gently rubbing Joe’s back through his white shirt, rather enjoying the anal contractions massaging his prick as the boy’s rectal muscles tried to expel the meaty invader.  “Just tell me when you’re ready.”
Time ticked by slowly, inevitably towards the time when school was due to start.  Alex was occasionally late, but he at least looked well-groomed and smelled fresh.  Rushing into the classroom with cum stains on his trousers wouldn’t be a good start to the day.

Joe didn’t say anything for a couple minutes; he just panted and grunted as he got used to his teacher’s cock stretching his arsehole.  The pain was ebbing away gradually, to be replaced with that comfortable feeling of fullness he enjoyed.  He started to push back, further impaling his rump on Alex’s shaft.  “Hungh … you’re thicker than Dad, is.”

“Is that good, or bad?”  Alex stroked Joe’s hips, gently grasping them to pull the kit backward while thrusting forward into him.  “Mmph … oh yeah, squeeze that dick.”

“Good, I guess.”  Joe yelped when Alex fully shoved his cock in, burying all eight inches of wolfmeat into his bowels.  “Careful!”
Alex apologised again.  “This’ll be a bit rough, I’m afraid.  We haven’t got much time.”  He gave the kit a few seconds to acquaint himself with being fully packed, and then he began to bugger him.  Short strokes at first, but lengthening until he was driving his full length in and out like a well-greased piston.

The kit panted and grunted, gripping the back of the toilet seat with clenched fingers as his young, tender tailhole was used.  It hurt more than he was used to, but he knew that this had to be quick.  And he always enjoyed the inevitable conclusion – a load of warm semen spurting into his bottom, with those delicious throbs he enjoyed so much.  He pushed back to meet Mr Dent’s thrusts, clenching his stretched pucker as tightly as he could to bring his teacher closer to climax.
Alex’s balls swung crazily between his legs as he fucked the kit’s poor tailhole.  It’d been a while since he’d had such a tight arse wrapped around his dick, and he wasn’t going to last long.  “Ngggh, fuuuuck!  Gonna come in your sweet boy arse!” he growled lustily.  His knot was starting to form, popping through the boy’s sphincter easily at the moment, but he knew that he couldn’t afford to properly knot him.  It swelled rapidly, giving Alex a few more precious seconds before he reached down to squeeze it, simulating a tie, and preventing the thing from getting locked inside Joe’s body.  He let out a long, almost tortured groan as he released his seed into the kit in powerful squirts.  After a few seconds, his knot had grown to its full size, and he pressed it hard against Joe’s tailhole, knowing that it wouldn’t fit now, but allowing him to blast his cum a little deeper.
Joe moaned, grinding his rump into his teacher’s crotch, liking how the knot felt throbbing against his well-used tailhole, as well as the stiff shaft nestled snugly inside him.  “Thank you, Mr Dent,” he panted, looking back to smile at Alex.

“Always a pleasure, Joe.”  Alex thrust slowly a few times, forcing his white goo further into the kit’s bowels.  “Your dad and brother are so lucky to have you.”

Another check of the watch showed 8:27.  “Crap, we have to really finish up now.”  Alex leaned down to yank some toilet paper out of the dispenser, cursing at the design of the things that allowed only a few sheets out at a time.  He balled It up and pressed it against Joe’s hole as he withdrew his shaft.  A few stray drops oozed from his tip, but that wasn’t a problem.  “Sort of wish I’d thought to bring a buttplug.”

Joe giggled.  “I can dump your cum in the toilet, Mr Dent.”

“Oh, right.  I forgot about that.”  Alex tried to will his cock back into his sheath, so he could pull his underwear and trousers on.  It wasn’t easy with a cum-oozing fox kit in front of him.  Eventually, though, his cock obeyed and slipped out of sight.  He hurriedly redressed himself, almost jamming some fur in the zipper, and unlocked the door to slip out.

He almost immediately bumped into a large figure standing on the other side.  Alex gasped, feeling the blood drain from his face.  “Mr Parson!”  He gaped at the stocky lion standing with his arms crossed.  “I—I was just —”

Mr Parson looked past Alex into the cubicle behind him, at the young fox still presenting his butt.  “Indulging in some extra-curricular activity, Mr Dent?” he suggested with a quiet, yet steely voice.  “My office at lunchtime.  In the meantime, you have a class to see to, hmm?”
“Yes, Mr Parson.”  Alex hurried out of the bathroom, his heart pounding furiously in his chest.  He felt lightheaded, and not a little dread at facing the stern-faced principal later.

The lion waited until Alex’s footsteps had faded away, then he pushed the cubicle door open to look down upon the errant child, who had turned around to sit on the toilet.  “Now that he’s gone,” he drawled, “you and I need to have a little chat.”  He stepped into the cubicle and closed the door.
The sound of a zipper being pulled down followed.  “But first, you can get to sucking on this.”
