Charlie’s seminal school seminar
Winter had come. In the past days a light snowfall had turned the town white. On Canal Street most of it had been cleared from the road and sidewalk where Charlie stood, like she did most days. Today the weather was better, sunny but still below freezing. The cold didn’t bother the foxtaur escort, her winter coat was warm and fluffy and she could mostly wear her regular work clothes. With her chest being fluffier than usual, she had taken to wearing a small bikini top, to look topless from a distance. Her legs were bare, the longer fur on them meant she couldn’t wear her fishnet stockings. 
The rest of her clothes were the usual, a small saddle bag and the signs hanging on her flanks listing the prices and services she and her colleagues offered. Lazing on her back was Lily, her little fennec friend and colleague.
Work had been slow for a while, Charlie guessed the cold made people a little less horny. But that would change at Christmas and New Year, busy days and lots of people who wanted “entertainment”. Her colleagues would mostly deal with the adult customers, Charlie often had more of a mix between adults and kids. She had been dressed up as Santa’s reindeer more times that she could remember, giving plenty of rides for kids and a few “rides” for adults. 
The exception to her regular, although sparse jobs, was Schaffer who had hired her for two lectures in fairly quick succession. A few weeks ago his students got to practice using the ejaculator probe. That had been the most taxing lecture so far. In two hours she’d had so many orgasms she had lost count and squirted so much that she felt dehydrated afterwards. When it was done she had staggered out to the bus stop, gone home, taken a shower, stumbled to her bed and slept until next morning. Correct in her prediction, her ass had been sore the next three days. Lucky for her, no customers had asked for anal in those days. If that had been the case she would have had to decline, or point the customer to one of her colleagues.
A week later it was time again. That time the students practised using the rectoscope. That lecture wasn’t very physically demanding, only embarrassing. Unfortunately the lack of exertion let her feel that embarrassment without distraction. First the students had forced her tailhole open with an instrument called Schaffer had called a “spelunker” or something like that. Next they put in a hollow device that looked very much like a dildo that they looked through, into her rear. 
What kind of weirdos are veterinaries, with how often they want to poke and look in the rear ends of animals, she had wondered, not for the first nor the last time during that lecture. Why that big interest in animal butts? How much could they learn from a butthole? That said, Erica had been happy, she had tried to pull a Goatse on Charlie during the first lecture. 
When a few students had taken a look in her rear Schaffer had gotten out a small camera and stuck it in her, to film her insides. That hadn’t bothered her much until he showed the camera view on the projector, letting the whole class see the inside of her tailhole. When he had asked if she wanted to take a look she had blushed even harder than before, covered her face and mumbled “no no no”.
In the crowd, off in the distance, she saw a familiar face. It was Schaffer, the veterinary teacher. Wearing a thin jacket with much of his neck fluff sticking out through the collar. Obviously looking for her, when he saw the foxtaur she saw his ears perk up and his steps quickened. When he got closer she saw his tail wagging as well. 
When the German(or Belgian Shepherd, she wasn’t entirely sure) was almost at her he opened his mouth to greet her, perhaps a little louder than necessary, but Charlie quickly hushed him. He stayed quiet, but looked puzzled. She pointed to the fennec on her lower back.
“The little one’s sleeping” she whispered to him. 
He looked at Lily, then back to Charlie.
“Small co-worker, or is it “bring your daughter to work day?” he asked her.
Charlie and Lily had to laugh at his question.
“It’s the former. She doesn’t have much of a winter coat so she usually hangs on to me or one of the others who does.” Charlie told him.
“I see. Can’t be easy to show off the “merchandise” with winter clothes and without thick fur it’ll get cold. But I’m not here to ogle. I have good news and bad news for you, Charlie.” he told her.
“Let’s hear it then,”
“The good news is I’d like to hire you for another lecture. Same pay as before. The bad news is that this might be the last lecture I’ll hire you for. The university has approved my purchase of a dummy horse for my students to practice on. If I look surprised it’s because I am. It’s nearly the end of the budget year and somehow they hadn’t spent all the money on krimskrams. Someone happened to see my request for a dummy horse and approved it. But the problem is, it won’t be delivered until after New Year. As you might’ve guessed, things like these aren’t sold in high volumes, it might even be made to order. Anyway, are you available next Wednesday morning?” he finished.
“That’s good to hear” she said, her tail wagging a little “And don’t worry about me. I’ll manage, just like I did before you hired me for your lectures.” she picked up her phone from her saddle bag and checked her calendar.
“I’m available all of next Wednesday. What will this lecture be about?” 
“My class will be taught how to do artificial insemination on horses.” 
Charlie didn’t know how that was done but she assumed it involved poking her under the tail. Vets seemed to like doing that. 
“Alright, how do you do that?” she asked.
Schaffer looked hesitant at her question, then stepped closer.
“Well, uh… the person doing the procedure puts on a long rubber glove. He then fills a plastic pipette with semen, holds it with one hand, inserts that hand and pipette into the mare’s vagina. There, he finds the cervix, pushes the pipette into it and injects the semen.” he told her with a low voice, mindful of the people around them.
Schaffer’s description of the “procedure” as he put it gave her shivers but she decided to accept his job offer. Him and his students seemed a bit weird to her, but they wouldn’t do anything to hurt her.
“That sounds... a bit unpleasant, but I’ll do it. Just some questions first.” 
“Ask away” he said.
“Besides having my customers wear condoms, I’ve also had an IUD put in. Will that get in the way?” she asked.
“That it will. You’ll have to get it removed before the lecture.”
“Sounds like you’ll be doing anal only for a while” Lily said, having listened in on their conversation.
“Hush. Be quiet when grown-ups are talking.” Charlie turned to playfully scold her “rider”. She then turned back to Schaffer.
“Alright, next question. What will you be using to inseminate me? Real horse sperm or something else?” she asked him. Schaffer looked at her, surprised.
“You have no idea what even one dose of actual horse semen costs, do you?” he asked.
“Well, no, but I thought that if you’re practising for horses so… And Melissa over there” she pointed to her badger colleague “has had one or two horse customers and she told me it could get a bit… messy. Seems horses can be quite productive.” she explained her line of thought.
“Productive or not, semen extraction for breeding purposes is a lot of work and every dose is quite expensive. No offense, but the university won’t spend that kind of money on you or my students. We’ll be using a substitute, the same we used for the old dummy horse. It’s close enough to the real deal” he said. Charlie had no more questions so they said goodbye to each other and Schaffer went on his way.
Next Wednesday was lecture day. Charlie sat on the morning bus, going to the university. The weather was even colder and there had been some light snow during the night. None of this bothered Charlie, her winter coat was enough for the short walk from the bus stop to the university entrance. She was dressed in her regular clothes, a shirt and her saddle bag. She had been the “teaching aid” several times now and shouldn’t be worried, but she was. The past week she had tried to get an appointment to have her IUD removed, but since it wasn’t a medical emergency, it was still stuck in her. What would Schaffer think? Would they have to cancel the lecture?
The bus stopped at the university and she got off. Walking in through the door she saw Schaffer waiting for her. Seeing her, his tail started wagging and he walked to greet her. When he got closer he noticed she wasn’t happy, or even indifferent, but downright unhappy. His tail went limp and his ears folded down slightly.
“Hello Charlie. You look troubled. Is everything alright?” he asked.
She sighed, her ears folded as well.
“No. It’s not alright. It’s the IUD. I’ve tried to have it removed, but it’s not a medical emergency so I haven’t been able to get an appointment to have it taken out. It’s still there, and I don’t know what to do. Will we have to postpone the lecture?” she explained her problem.
Schaffer looked at her, thinking for few seconds before speaking.
“I have an idea. Come with me to my office.” he said and started walking. She followed. Up a set of stairs, along a corridor, a turn, another corridor. There was a door with a small sign saying “M. Schaffer”. He opened and gestured for her to enter. She stepped in.
His office was quite small, with the sort of furniture one would expect. A shelf covering one wall, filled with books, ring binders and some boxes. A desk, computer and office chair. A regular chair for visitors. A small office for a bipedal, Charlie had trouble turning around in there. Schaffer went to the shelf, took a box and set it on his desk. 
“We might be able to solve this on our own” he said while opening the box and going through the contents. Finding what he was looking for, he started laying out things on the desk. First came the “spelunker”, she recognized it from the lecture with the rectoscope. Next was something that looked like a thin pair of pliers. Sitting down on his chair he opened a drawer on his desk and took out a small flashlight. He looked up at Charlie who was still standing in front of his desk.
“If you’d like to, I can try to remove the IUD for you. If you don’t want to or if I fail we can postpone the lecture until you’ve had it removed.” he said, then continued.
“I guess you recognize the speculum. Don’t worry, it’s been sanitized since last time. The other thing is a forceps.” he held it up, clicking it like a small grill tong “It’s used to grab or hold things. In your case, I’ll use it to pull out your IUD. Now, we don’t have much time, what do you say?” he finished, waiting for her answer. 
Charlie hesitated a few seconds before she took a deep breath.
“Alright, let’s do this” she said.
“Right. Please lock the door, then stand facing away from me and lift your tail.” he instructed. 
She did as told, turning slowly to not knock over anything in the small office. After locking the door she raised her tail and looked back. Schaffer scooted forward in his chair to sit right behind her rump. She looked forward again, hearing and feeling this would be more than enough for her.
Next, she heard the soft rustle of plastic gloves and felt his fingers on her rear, he then spread her pussy. Not doing any more than that, he just held her open for a moment. 
“Everything looks as it should back here, in case you’re wondering”, he said then she heard a slight clink of metal, then she felt it. That speculum was cold! Her tail poofed up, along with the fur on her back. She had felt it once before so none of this was new to her, only the other time it had been in her tailhole. Once he had put it all the way in, Schaffer started turning a screw on it, forcing her pussy open. No fumbling or weird remarks, this was all part of his former job as a vet, which he had done many times before. Charlie stood still, wanting this to be over quickly, they were short on time. She found some comfort in that doing this in his office was much less embarrassing than in front of his class.
Schaffer stopped turning the screw, she assumed he was satisfied with how the speculum was gaping her. Feeling a bit stretched back there, she glanced back to see what he would do next. He was sitting behind her, leaning forward and shining the flashlight under her tail, she guessed he was looking in her pussy. He picked up the forceps and put it in. Charlie felt it brush against her stretched pussy, cold to the touch. It poked around a few moments before Schaffer muttered a “there you are” and she felt a slight tug on her insides. He had found the IUD he was looking for. He tugged again, stronger this time and for an instant Charlie felt like he was going to pull her inside out. She had barely finished the thought before it was over and her insides were back to normal.
Charlie looked back, to the desk. There was the forceps, holding a small T-shaped object. Her IUD. From a drawer, Schaffer took out a small resealable bag and put the IUD in it. He held it out to her. She took it and put in her saddle bag.
“Maybe you can ask your doctor to put it back.” he said. He closed the speculum with the same practised ease, pulled it out of her, then put away it and the other things. 
With that out of the way it was time to go to the lecture hall. They both walked quickly through the corridors, Charlie following Schaffer. When they were nearing the toilets he looked her way. 
“We wont be poking in your rear today, so it’s up to you if you want to use the toilet. Just be quick if you do.” he told her.
“No need. I took care of that before I got here.” she said and they kept walking. 
Once at the hall, Charlie saw a cart next to the teacher’s desk. It was loaded with a large steel container, a few boxes of disposable gloves, some other things wrapped in plastic, a large stack of towels and, surprisingly a bucket of water. The only thing she recognized were the gloves, she was intimately familiar with those.
She looked at the cart and back to Schaffer. 
“We still have a few minutes so I can talk you through the things here if you´d like.” he said, guessing correctly at her unspoken question. Charlie nodded. He started with the steel container.
“This is a container for sperm doses, it’s usually filled with liquid nitrogen, to keep the little swimmers cool. Today it’s at room temperature and the doses are the semen substitute we use.” he opened it and picked up a test tube, holding it out to her. She took the tube, looked at it and sniffed at it, then looked to Schaffer.
“It looks the part, but doesn’t smell like it. Hardly smells anything. What is it?” she asked, curious.
“I don’t know the specifics, it’s mostly water with some additives to make it look and behave like semen. We use it for the dummy horse, but as far as I know it’s safe to use on, and in people. You could probably drink it you’d like, but I can’t imagine tastes very good.” he answered, then continued.
“The gloves you’re familiar with, so I won’t bore you with them. The bucket and towels are to clean your rump and privates. I know you’re clean back there, I checked a few minutes ago. But a real horse probably isn’t, so we clean them a bit before insemination, and I want my students to try the whole procedure.” he said and continued to the remaining two objects.
“This is a syringe and pipette. The syringe is to suck up the semen from the tube. The pipette is the “business end” that goes into you, where it’ll inject the semen, well substitute.” he concluded his little show and tell.
Charlie looked at a pipette in its plastic wrapping. It looked a bit thicker than her IUD and she wondered what it would feel like when she were “inseminated”. Once again she asked herself why vets were so happy to dig around in the rear ends of various animals. But she kept those questions to herself, she probably didn’t want to know. The lecture was beginning any moment and Schaffer gestured for her to take a seat. She sat her rump down on a front row seat and pulled up her front paws to sit with all four paws on the chair. Charlie rarely sat in chairs and liked to try new positions when she did.
She had sat for a minute or two before the students started to drop in. Having assisted in a few lectures, she recognized some who nodded or waved her way, she smiled and responded in kind. Others seemed barely aware of their surroundings, many of them holding coffee cups like it were their firstborn. When it was time to start Schaffer did a quick headcount. Satisfied that most of his students were present, he started the lecture. He talked about artificial insemination, why it was done, showed pictures, diagrams. He briefly talked about how it was done in the most common methods. Charlie looked at the pictures and listened with half an ear. Until he looked her way.
“Now, it’s time for you to try yourselves. I’ll show you once first. Charlie, would you come up here?” Schaffer asked while lowering the desk. Knowing the routine, she rose to her four paws and stepped up on the desk, turning her flank to the students and picking a spot on the white wall to look at until it was over. Knowing what to expect, she was a little less embarrassed by the whole thing than she’d been at the first lecture. Schaffer started by taking her tail and bending it forward.
“First, we want to keep the tail out of the way. Charlie’s well behaved but a regular horse often isn’t so we tie their tails.” he instructed his class, tying her tail to her saddle bag. With that done, he instructed his students about handling the semen. 
When ending his talk about semen, Schaffer started the cleaning. She heard him take a towel, wetting it in the bucket and wringing out most of the water, leaving it damp. Towel in hand, he started cleaning Charlie, wiping her pussy and the fur around it. Taking his time, he was thorough with his cleaning, wiping from the center of her pussy and out. Charlie was happy the towel was wet, making it less obvious that this was making her wet as well. The towel felt a bit like a rough tongue, nearly like that of a feline. 
Although a towel rubbing on her pussy wouldn’t drive her to an orgasm, it was a pleasant distraction from the fact that she was once again on display for the entire class of veterinary students. With the continued stimulation, one corner of Charlie’s mouth curled up in a small smile, just in time for Schaffer to be done with his cleaning. He put away the used towel and she heard him put on the rubber glove. With the glove on, he talked more about handling the semen and how to use the pipette and syringe. 
Charlie glanced back to see what Schaffer was doing. He was sucking up that fake cum with a syringe and a long pipette. She had already seen the syringe and knew it was quite big, but was surprised to see that he was now filling it absolutely full with that fake jizz. Was that the normal dosage for a horse, she wondered. Just how much jizz could a horse shoot?
Filled syringe in one hand with the pipette end in the other, Schaffer turned to the foxtaur’s rear. She again faced forward, deciding to rely on her other senses. A gloved finger gently pushed into her pussy. Within moments, it was followed by the rest of his hand, made easier by the towel getting her a bit hot and bothered. Carefully, to give her time to adjust, he pushed his hand in until it was wrist deep. He kept talking to his class through all this, but Charlie barely listened. She was too busy feeling her pussy stretch around his hand to do much else. She’d only been fisted once before. Or many times in short order, depending on how one counted. That had been during Schaffer’s first lecture, when he and his class had taken turns fisting her. But they had fisted her ass, this was the first time they’d had their way with her pussy, stretching it that much. The speculum he had used on her earlier was a close second, but that had been cold, hard, inanimate metal. Compared to that, his hand was warm, a bit softer and even when he held still, his hand still moved slightly. 
Though unfamiliar, Shaffer’s hand felt good and it kept her juices flowing while he continued his lecture. Besides the cold speculum, she had enjoyed most of this morning thus far. Even with being more stretched than usual. The lecture was background noise to her ears, until…
“Now, we’ll need to deposit the semen where it’s needed, and for that we must locate the cervix.” she heard him say. With that, his hand started moving inside her, fingers feeling here and there. A few spots felt really good, then he found a spot that felt weird. When his fingers centered there the weird feeling turned to discomfort. 
“There it is, at the forward bottom of the vagina. Now you’ll need to insert the pipette into it. But don’t push it in too far.” he continued. His hand shifted and the discomfort was replaced by a sharp stinging inside her. Charlie had felt that before, when she’d had her IUD inserted. But this was a bit stronger. Must be because the pipette is thicker, she thought. He pushed it in a little and stopped. It hurt a bit, but she could take it.
“There. Now on to the insemination. Just give the syringe a slow and steady push. No rush.” he instructed. 
Charlie felt the room temperature liquid pushed into her. She often had body temperature fluids going into her, usually held in a condom. This on the other hand, was colder and went deeper in her. She suppressed a brief shiver, both from the pipette and the slightly cold liquid filling her up.
“Tank’s full. Now pull out the pipette, nice and slow, no sudden moves.” she heard him say.
True to his word, the pipette slowly came out, feeling a bit worse when it moved, but it was out in a few seconds. Schaffer then pulled his hand out of her, leaving her pussy gaping a little. 
“Now, who wants to go first?” he asked his class. She heard someone stand up and walk up to the desk.
A towel was dipped in the bucket and wrung out. A hand holding the towel cleaned her rear for a short time, rubbing around her pussy and tailhole. It didn’t feel as good as when Schaffer did it, this one was clumsier. But she reasoned that a student wouldn’t have the skilled touch of a teacher. The cleaning stopped and she heard the soft rustling of gloves getting put on, then the syringe and pipette was filled with “semen”. 
Expecting to have a hand and pipette going into her pussy, Charlie was surprised to feel a finger poking at her tailhole. Within a few seconds, that finger was joined by the other four pushing to get in. She cleared her throat and glanced back at Schaffer to get his attention. Not that she needed to.
“Not there. Inseminating a mare’s butt won’t make any foals. Get a new glove and pipette.” he told the student. Some of the class giggled and she felt the hand withdraw.
“Sorry. Force of habit.” a voice said. She heard the rustle of gloves again. Soon the hand was back and poking at the correct hole. The rest of the insemination was a somewhat fumbly and awkward but passed without any more incidents.
The next student stepped up to the foxtaur. She was cleaned, the towel moving with some awkwardness. After a short time it stopped and she heard the student putting on the glove. A finger poked at her pussy, quickly followed by the rest of the hand. With the hand inside Charlie, her tail poofed up, the fur on her back stood up with her shivering and letting out a muffled “brrrrr” through clenched teeth. The thin rubber glove did nothing to shield her, that hand was cold!
Noticing her distress the hand stopped
“Charlie? What’s wrong?” Schaffer asked with some concern.
“It’s cold.” she mumbled, teeth still clenched. The hand pulled out.
“Give me your hand.” he said. The student pulled off the glove.
“Your hand is ice cold, you walked here today?” Schaffer asked the student.
“Yeah” a quiet voice said.
“Well, wait a few turns and make sure your hands are warm before you try again.” he told the student who walked back to sit down.
If Schaffer had told her that it wasn’t a hand but a blunt icicle that went into her, she may very well have believed him.
“Something for all of you to consider, a real horse doesn’t like cold hands either.” he said, addressing his class.
Another student stepped up. This one must have paid attention since the hands seemed to know what to do. She was cleaned and after a short time the glove went in. Besides some fumbling to find her cervix, the insemination went smoothly. That student went to sit down and another stepped up.
This one took a good time cleaning the vixen, perhaps longer than necessary, but Charlie didn’t mind. To her, the cleaning was the best part of the lecture. With the cleaning done, she waited a short time before she felt the now gloved hand poke at her puppymaker. With some hesitation, the hand went in and began searching for where to stick the pipette. Charlie mentally braced for the stinging she knew was coming. Only it didn’t. The hand kept feeling around much longer than she’d expected. Eventually, Schaffer noticed.
“Problem?” he asked.
“Uhm, I can’t find the cervix, Mr Schaffer.” the student said with some embarrassment, sounding like she had failed a very simple test.
“Oh. Well, no one’s an expert their first time. I’ll try to help you.” he said. 
The two spent a minute or so with Schaffer trying to guide the student to Charlie’s cervix. The fingers moved around inside her, searching for it. The fingers got real close a few times, even brushing over her cervix, but she decided to stay quiet. A real horse wouldn’t instruct the inseminator, she reasoned. Besides that, it felt good and got her juices flowing a bit, she hoped it wasn’t too obvious with her being wet after the cleaning. She blushed a bit at the thought of getting off to this in front of the whole class. She smiled a little and suppressed a moan.
“Verbally guiding someone for this sort of thing isn’t easy. Had Charlie been a real horse I could have gotten my hand in as well and guided you that way.” Schaffer said, making the class giggle again.
A minute later, the student finally found her mark and could inseminate Charlie. Her task done, she pulled out her hand, disposed of the glove and went to sit down,
Another two students inseminated Charlie without incident. The intermittent stimulation from the towelling and hands rummaging in her pussy had gotten her somewhat worked up. She was glad that every student had to clean her first. The towel felt good and it kept her fluids from soaking her rump. 
With a few inseminations done, Charlie noticed something new. She was beginning to feel bloated, like when Schaffer was fisting her during the first lecture. Or a bit like she badly needed to pee and had been holding it for too long. She hadn’t counted them, but with a few large “doses” of fake jizz and her cervix so far keeping them in her womb, she guessed she would feel even more inflated before this was over. Then and there, Charlie decided that she wouldn’t want to be the center of a horse group fuck, bipedal or not.
The next student approached her. She heard the towel dip in the bucket and get wrung out. Then the cleaning began. This one was thorough, the towel cleaning her rear with small, deliberate strokes. Again, Charlie’s mouth curled up in a small smile. She did her best to enjoy it while it lasted, the pipette was still unpleasant. But she could enjoy it for longer than expected. The student was very thorough with the cleaning and rubbed the taur’s rear with the towel far longer than the other students so far. Eventually, Schaffer’s patience was wearing thin.
“Being thorough is good, but there’s a limit. You don’t have to clean her so well that you can eat off her rump.” he said, making some of his class giggle. They were all well aware of what her day job was and she blushed enough to make a tomato look pale. Luckily her face was, like the rest of her, covered with fur. She had had a few customers who had wanted to “eat” her, she preferred those who ate her pussy over her ass.
With Schaffer’s remark the student stopped cleaning her and fiddled with the gloves and syringe for a short time before she was fisted again. The insemination passed without any more snags, only leaving Charlie feeling a bit more bloated than before.
Another three students inseminated her and nothing special happened. But with each dose she felt a little more inflated  and it was getting uncomfortable, with some of the fake semen seeping out in her pussy. She also felt weird, like her cervix was straining to keep all that fake semen from leaking out, not entirely successful. 
“Hey, are your hands warm yet?” she heard Schaffer ask someone, likely that student with the cold hands.
“Yeah, wanna check?” a voice replied. Schaffer walked the few steps to where the student sat. 
“Hands are warm, you’re good to go. Want to go next?” he asked. The other one mumbled something and Charlie heard both step up to her.
She was cleaned. This time the hands were less awkward and she was in no hurry for them to finish. The wet towel rubbing on her pussy was a pleasant distraction from her increasingly strained cervix. After a short while, the cleaning stopped and she heard fiddling with gloves, pipette and semen. A gloved finger began poking her pussy, shortly followed by the rest of the hand. With the hand feeling around in her, searching for where to put the pipette, Charlie was busy busy enjoying having many of her buttons pushed by those rubbered fingers. She didn’t know and cared even less about how much of the wetness she felt was her own making and how much was the fake jizz leaking out into her pussy. Her horny mood was interrupted by the now familiar stinging of the pipette going through her cervix to pump in another dose of simulated horse semen. This time, the added jizz took the inflation from uncomfortable to painful, straining her womb. When the pipette pulled out, her abused cervix couldn’t close quick enough and what felt like a garden hose of jizz sprayed from her insides at the gloved hand still in her pussy.
She felt much of it leaking out around the glove, running down her crotch, making her let out a quiet sigh of relief over the decreased pressure on her insides. Suddenly seeing one or two doses come gushing out got the attention of the student wrist-deep in her, as well as Schaffer.
“Uh, what just happened?” the student behind her asked no one in particular. Schaffer quickly put two and two together, putting one hand to her lower belly and gently feeling its way toward her privates. 
He stopped when his hand brushed closer to her crotch, going over her bloated womb. 
Charlie glanced back at him.
“Let me guess. You’re overfilled, right?” he asked her. She nodded. Taking his hand off her, he addressed his class.
“Charlie’s a bit full, so let’s take a short break. Be back in fifteen minutes.”
The hand pulled out of her and she heard the student pull off his rubber glove and go back to his seat. 
With the class walking out to get coffee or a smoke, Schaffer again turned to Charlie who was slowly and cautiously sitting down on her haunches, mindful of her overfilled privates.
“Let me just put down a towel” he said, sliding a clean towel under her rump “there, can I get you anything? Coffee, maybe?”
“Coffee” she answered. Schaffer nodded and walked out, leaving her alone in the hall. Sitting on the desk, Charlie strained and grunted and pushed to try and empty herself of all the fake cum she’d had pumped into her, with little success. The few drops that fell to the towel were only stragglers from her earlier “blowout”. Not knowing which muscles to tense or relax, her cervix stubbornly refused to release the cum dammed up in her. Still trying to drain herself when Schaffer came back with two coffee cups, he looked at the still mostly dry towel and then the straining foxtaur sitting on his desk. Teeth clenched and ears folded, she looked up from the desk and at him.
“A… a little help, please?” she groaned quietly.
“Sure. How can I help?” he asked.
“Just help me squeeze it out. I don’t know what muscles to use.”
Putting one hand on her lower back and the other on her bulging stomach, he put some pressure on her stomach.
“Ready when you are. You push and I squeeze.”
Again, she tried pushing out the liquid trapped in her, this time with Schaffer doing his best to squeeze it out of her. At first, nothing happened other than her cervix straining even more with Schaffer pushing in her stomach. Until it could no longer take the pressure and a thick stream of fake jizz shot out of her pussy, splashing on the towel.
“Gnnrrruaahhhh” she groaned, with a mix of exertion and relief from the decreasing pressure. With her “tank” running dry Charlie could finally relax and Schaffer stopped squeezing her stomach. Still panting from the exertion she turned to look at the towel. It was practically drenched in the thick white fluid with just one corner still somewhat dry and some splashes on the desk around it. Curious, she bent down to sniff at it. It smelled mostly of her juices, a familiar smell. She dipped a finger in the puddle, it felt like real jizz. Having one more sense familiar with semen, she put the finger in her mouth to taste the small glob of sticky fluid. As expected, it tasted of her juices but not much else. Schaffer was sitting next to the desk and drinking his coffee, and saw her smell, touch and taste the artificial semen with increasing surprise.
“Why’d you do that for?”
“Just curious.” she said, smacked once and picked up her coffee cup to drink it before it got cold. Avoiding the soaked towel, she folded her legs under her to lay down on the desk and gave the coffee cup her undivided attention.
Schaffer finished his coffee first and so he cleaned the desk, put away the soaked towel and quickly wiped up the stray spatters of female juices and artificial semen. They made small talk the remaining few minutes while students began filtering in and going to their seats.
Schaffer looked at his wristwatch.
“Break’s almost over. Ready to go again?” he looked at Charlie.
“Ready” she said and rose to her four feet, turning to face the side wall. Schaffer rose and looked at his class.
“The break is over and I see most of you made it back in time. Now, who wants to go first?” he asked his class.
Someone stepped up and started cleaning her rump. This one must have paid attention and maybe even taken detailed notes because Charlie found this insemination to go almost like clockwork. She was cleaned with precise strokes with the towel. The cleaning done, there was some quick fiddling with gloves and pipette before she felt the gloved hand on her rear. In it went and in moments, was poking at her cervix. Before she knew it, the fake cum was deposited in her and the pipette was gently pulling out. 
That student was quickly replaced by another. She was cleaned, with some fumbling, but that was to be expected. She heard the rustling of glove and pipette wrapping, then a quiet moment while the syringe was filled. Then the glove made itself known, fingers worming their way into her. The hand felt around in her a short time before the pipette found its mark. It stung a bit going deeper into her. But it felt like it the pipette kept going in. Then she winced and a small whine escaped her. It stung! Much worse that usual. That pipette must have bottomed out in her. 
“What’s wrong, Charlie?” Schaffer asked.
“Ow ow. Not sure, feels like that pipette bottomed out.” she grunted.
“You shouldn’t shove it in until it stops. Just push it in two or three centimeters, and do it slowly.” he instructed the student.
Charlie felt the pipette pull out a bit and breathed a sigh of relief. With it no longer hitting the end of her womb, the feeling went from a sharp, stinging pain to a mild discomfort. That was quickly replaced by the slight coldness from the room temperature fake cum pumped into her. The pipette pulled out, the student pulled off the glove and went to sit down.
One more student inseminated her, but nothing out of the ordinary happened. More familiar with the sensation, she was again beginning to feel a slight bloating from the inseminations.
Another student stepped up behind the foxtaur. She was cleaned, the wet towel rubbing her pussy and rump. Charlie relaxed and enjoyed the rubbing because she knew it would not last long. Trying to keep track of time, she felt this cleaning had taken at bit longer than for some of the other students when it stopped. The gloves and pipette rustled a few moments, she then felt the glove she’d been waiting for. It went in with little ceremony and began feeling around. It didn’t take long until a finger brushed over her cervix, centered on it and pushed in slightly. Charlie winced at the surprise fingering but it pulled out moments later, replaced by the familiar pipette. In it went, with the discomfort she was by now fairly used to. The insemination was nothing special, the room temperature liquid giving her a slight shiver and making her feel a bit more inflated. 
The pipette pulled out of her cervix and Charlie breathed a small sigh of relief. Moments later, she let out a small “eep” and winced when the finger replaced it. This time it wasn’t just poking at her, it pushed in and started feeling around in her. Having her cervix penetrated by a pipette was bad but she could deal with it. The finger was thicker and felt worse. Not content to just poke in, the finger started moving, feeling around and dragging her insides around. Not wanting to cause a scene, Charlie stood still and tried to endure it. She grit her teeth and tried not to whimper when the finger seemed to want to explore every square centimeter of her womb, but tears were forming in the corners of her eyes.
Hoping for it to soon be over, she did her best to stand still and be quiet. She might have succeeded, were it not for a second finger joining the first. With two fingers stretching and pulling at her cervix, Charlie winced and whimpered. Her ears splayed to the sides and if her tail hadn’t been tied to her flank she would have tried to tuck it between her hind legs. How long would this student dig around inside her? Luckily for Charlie, Schaffer was paying attention.
“Erica, I don’t know what you’re doing but I advise you to test it on yourself first because Charlie clearly doesn’t like it. The only reason she hasn’t told you off is because she’s a good girl, if she were an actual horse she’d probably have tried to kick you by now.” he told her sternly.
With that the fingers pulled out of her cervix, Erica mumbled a quiet “sorry” and the hand pulled out of her pussy. Charlie heard the gloved get pulled off and Erica go back to her seat.
Schaffer walked over to Charlie’s front and looked her over with some concern.
“How do you feel? Want to take a break?” he asked her, his voice low and ears splayed.
She took a deep breath and steadied herself.
“No, I think I can keep going. It hurt with her digging around back there, but I feel better now.”
With that he looked relieved, ears perking up a little.
“Alright. But let me know if you change your mind. And I hope you’re not too angry at Erica. She’s not a bad girl but sometimes her curiosity gets the better of her.”
He turned to the class again.
“Now be nice to Charlie. Who wants to go next?
Another student rose and walked up to her rear. She heard the towel dip in the bucket and get wrung out. Then the cleaning started. This one was thorough, cleaning the taur’s privates with deliberate, precise strokes. Although previous cleanings had been nice, this was an exception. It started out good, but since the student cleaned her “from the center and out”, her pussy was vigorously rubbed at first, but then it was just rubbing around it. Charlie even had time to get bored before it was over. Then she got curious when she heard the student dip another towel in the bucket and wring it out. How thorough was this student? 
She got her answer when the new towel rubbed a few strokes on her pussy. But she hadn’t expected the student to wrap three fingers in the towel and stick them inside her, seemingly wanting to clean inside her pussy. Surprised by a rough towel shoved into her, it took a few moments before she glanced back at Schaffer and tried to get his attention with a quiet “uhm…”. Lucky for her, Schaffer was well aware of the situation.
“It’s good to be thorough, but you only need to clean her on the outside.” he said. Some of the class laughed at this. With that the student stopped trying to fist her with the towel and started putting on the glove. The rest of the insemination went according to plan, if a bit clumsy. 
Another student inseminated her without anything special happening, other than her womb beginning to feel more bloated. 
The next student approached her rear. Like before, Charlie was thoroughly cleaned. Then she heard the glove getting put on and fiddling with the syringe, it took more time than most students. She had time to wonder if this one had problems with rubber gloves before she felt the familiar fingers on her privates. The hand went in and fumbled around, then it stopped. She heard the student start talking to Schaffer, seeming to ask about every detail in the insemination procedure. Schaffer was happy to give every question a long and detailed answer. 
They both seemed to forget that the student had his arm wrist deep in vixentaur pussy and that there was a whole class watching them. Charlie would have like it more if that hand moved a bit but now it was very still and not all that fun for her. 
With some questions the hand moved briefly, but not enough to make much difference, she was getting bored. A minute or two later, someone else also got bored.
“Hey, you guys wanna get on with this? We’re kinda waiting for our turn.” one of the students told them.
“Oh, right. Continue with the insemination and I’ll answer the rest of your questions when you’re done.” Schaffer told his inquisitive student. The student got on with it. He must have paid attention during the lecture because he did the rest of the insemination with a minimum of fumbling, leaving Charlie slightly more inflated than before. It was beginning to strain her, but she guessed there weren’t many students left to inflate her.
She heard the student remove his glove, then stand next to Schaffer and ask whatever questions he had while another approached Charlie. Like many students before, this one cleaned her for a minute or two before she heard the familiar sounds of glove being put on and syringe sucking up fake semen in the pipette. The gloved hand went in her, felt around and quickly found its mark. Pipette stinging as it went through her cervix followed by a slight coldness from the room temperature fluid. When it was done, hand and pipette pulled out leaving her a little more inflated than before, further straining her insides.
With that student leaving her another approached with slow steps. How many were left, she wondered. Then she heard the towel dip in the bucket and get wrung out. The cleaning began. It went well, with some fumbling, but that didn’t bother Charlie. The rough towel wiping her rear felt good, like it had done several times before during the lecture. When it stopped she again heard the familiar rustling of glove and syringe being prepared. Putting on the glove sounded like it went well but filling the syringe was tricky. She heard it make slurping noises, sucking up air instead of fake semen and the student muttering some quite colorful swearwords. She had time to think that this student could teach Lily a thing or two when it came to swearing before she felt a gloved finger poking in her pussy. The rest of the hand followed and felt around inside her. 
With the earlier fumbling, she was surprised with how quickly she felt a finger brush over her cervix. The hand moved around to insert the pipette and began pushing it in. But it hadn’t gone in very far before she felt the rush of fluid trying to flood her womb. Unfortunately, the pipette wasn’t very far in and slipped out, spraying most of the synhtetic jizz in her pussy, a much more familiar feeling to the foxtaur. The hand pulled out. Schaffer must have seen the glove covered in fake semen and guessed what happened.
“It slipped out?” he asked.
“Yeah” a voice said, disappointed.
“It happens sometimes. You shouldn’t expect your first try to go perfectly. Get another one and try again.” Schaffer encouraged him.
Charlie heard the student dispose of the used equipment and put on a new glove. The syringe was filled with a little less fumbling than on the first try. Next, the hand once again went in her pussy, now heavily lubricated with a horse-sized dose of fake cum. It quickly found her cervix and stuck the pipette in. When it it did, she flinched and let out a small yip. That pipette went in at a weird angle, hurting almost as much as when Erica was fingering her. Lucky for Charlie, the pipette went in and stayed still. It pumped another dose of fake horse cum into her womb and then pulled out, leaving her uncomfortably full.
She heard the student pull off the glove and mutter “Screw this, I’ll be a pet groomer instead.” before walking away to sit down.
For a few seconds, nothing happened and soon Charlie glanced at Schaffer who was looking at his class, his eyes going from student to student. 
“Everyone’s had a go? Alright then.” he turned to Charlie.
“Charlie, you can lie down here if you like or go back to your seat. I have some stuff to go over with my class of what we did today and some things for the next lecture.” he said and untied her tail. She cautiously stepped down from the desk, her legs unsteady. With her tail free, she wagged it around to work out the stiffness from having it tied up and then pulled it down, nearly tucking it between her hind legs.
Still carrying a massive load of synthetic spunk, she slowly walked over to the cart, grabbed a towel and walked back to her seat. Laying down the towel in case she leaked, she carefully lowered her rump onto the seat. Rear end seated, her forelegs remained standing while she waited for the lecture to end. She felt like she had been fucked a dozen or so times and knew she’d be sore later. But she was much less exhausted than the time she was probed. That time she could barely stand on her own four legs.
Schaffer spent the rest of the lecture talking the insemination they had done, what to study for next lecture and some things that would be on a coming test. Eventually, he finished and began wrapping up the lecture.
“Now, there’s one last thing before you all can go on a break. Charlie’s been very helpful during these lectures. But since the school approved the purchase of a dummy horse this might be the last lecture she’s helping us with.” he then faced Charlie.
“So we all got together and bought you a little something as thanks. Or an early Christmas gift, if you’d like.” he said and pulled out a paper bag from the cart. He walked over to Charlie and gave her the bag.
“Wow, uh, thanks” she said as she accepted the bag. It was lighter than she had expected and it felt somewhat soft. She smiled and turned to face the class.
“Thank you, all of you.” she said to them and looked in the bag. The first thing she saw was a pillow, one that looked expensive and felt really nice and soft. Feeling something else under the pillow, she stuck her hand in the bag and felt around. Her fingers closed around a tube and she pulled it up to see what it was. It was a tube of rectal salve, for hemorroids and other anal problems.
With the students starting to leave, she held up the tube and gave Schaffer a questioning look. 
“We figured since we’ve probably been a pain in the ass for you a few times, you might need something soft to sit on, hence the pillow. The salve’s if you have some butt problem where the pillow’s not enough.” he told her with a slight grin. Having her question answered, she shrugged a little, smiled and put the tube back in the bag. Whatever faults Schaffer and his students might have, she liked that they could joke about themselves and their frequent butt poking.
The lecture was over and most students had left, the rest were getting ready to leave. Schaffer was wiping down the desk and packing up all the used gloves and other things. Highly aware of her strained womb, she rose and walked up to him.
“Want me to help with the clean-up?” she asked him.
“No need, I’m almost done. You’re free to leave if you want to.” he said, then quickly looked up at her.
“Oh, wait, I have one question. Would you consider assisting if there’s a lecture where the dummy horse isn’t well suited? I don’t know yet what that might be, I’ll have to get back to you if and when it happens.” 
Being more familiar than before with these lectures, Charlie didn’t have to think long to make her decision.
“Sure, I can do that. Just let me know in advance what you’ll be doing.” she said and immediately saw Schaffer’s tail wag a little and his ears perked up a bit more than before.
They bid each other farewell and Charlie left to catch the next bus home. She walked slowly through the corridor, weighed down by the fake semen in her strained womb. With every step she took she could feel it sloshing in her and wondered if the bump caused by it was visible in the white fur between her hind legs. Maybe she even looked like she was in early stage of pregnancy? 
Putting those thoughts aside, she had things to do. Firstly, she was going home to drain herself of this weird fluid. Together with emptying herself, she also wanted to clean her insides, perhaps with some “quality time” in the shower, since the repeated fisting had gotten her quite worked up. That decision made, she also decided to limit herself to only butt fun, given that her pussy had had loads of fun during the lecture and could use some rest.
Then she’d have to tape an “X” over it so she and potential customers wouldn’t forget that it was “out of order” for the time being. Perhaps she should have asked Schaffer to help with that, but she could manage on her own and now she wanted to go home.
Lastly, she had to make an appointment to put in a new IUD.
The end
