Tutoring Ty

The issue wasn’t that Ty was stupid. He was far from it. He just had troubles staring at a test paper for more than a couple minutes before his eyes lost focus and the numbers on the page became blurry squiggles.  No, Ty just had a bit of a focus issue.  And who can blame an eight year old boy for not wanting to waste his day doing math tests?  Dalton Reed, that’s who, or Mr. Reed as his students called him.  The middle aged German Shepherd had been Ty’s home room teacher for a couple months now, and in that time he’d grown frustrated at the little Collie’s disdain for schoolwork.  It seemed to the man that every time he looked at the boy, his eyes were out the window and his head was in the clouds.  This math test was no exception.

He had tried to get through to the boy on more than one occasion already.  Extra credit assignments, detention, and everything else in his arsenal had already been used to encourage the pup to try harder during his short stint as the boy’s teacher, and still nothing had worked.  The Shepherd sighed quietly as he considered how to get through to the Collie, and quickly conceded to yet another attempt at an after-class tutor session.  The thought of losing another hour of his afternoon to babysit a boy who clearly wasn’t interested in learning just served to make the man a bit grumpier.  Though he hid it well, a consummate professional.

“Ty.”

Mr. Reed’s voice pierced the silence in the room.  Ty’s focus shot towards his teacher, along with the rest of his classmates’.  His eyes groggily refocused from his daydreaming as he waited for a couple long moments to hear what his teacher had to say.

“See me after class.”

The boy groaned as all of his classmates giggled.  A quick glare and shush from the teacher quieted the classroom again, and for the remainder of the exam, the only sound heard was the quiet scratching of pencil lead against paper on wood desks.  Having been embarrassed by his teacher, the Collie did his best to keep his head down, scribble some numbers on the page, and look busy until the test was over.  Occasionally he’d glance up towards the tall German Shepherd at the head of the class, who always seemed to have his eye on the young Collie.  Finally, after a gruelingly long wait, the bell sounded.

“Okay kids, put your pencils down.  Hand me your exams on your way out the door, and don’t wait too long to start your homework, due this Friday.”

One by one, a line of 3rd graders walked past Dalton’s desk, placing their math tests in a messy pile on their way out of the classroom.  At the end of the line was Ty, with his ears drooping and his tail hanging limp as he shuffled towards the Shepherd.  Anything upbeat in his mood was clearly sucked dry at the prospect of not being able to join his friends, who he could hear laughing and shouting in the hallway.  Since math was the last class of the day, Mr. Reed would be the last person that Ty would see before walking home, not quite the way most boys want to end a school day, alone with their teacher.

“Do you know why I asked you to stay after class?”

“No sir,” Ty knew that was a lie, he had been reprimanded for not focusing on his schoolwork enough times to know, but he continued the song and dance with his teacher.  Dalton also wasn’t buying it, but he just sighed and focused on making this quick.

“Why don’t you pull up a chair next to me, and we can go through your test together.  I’ll do what I can to help you understand the problems.”

Ty grabbed a chair from a student’s desk at the front of the room and pulled it next to Mr. Reed.  He took a seat and looked at the test paper in his teacher’s paw, his head just barely peaking over the adult sized desk.  He watched in silence while Mr. Reed looked over his exam.  When he got to the second of four pages, he saw it was mostly blank.  He shuffled quickly through page three and four to find more of the same.  Unceremoniously, he took his red marker and wrote a large F at the top of the page, circling it for emphasis.  The Collie’s ears drooped even further as he watched.

“Let’s start at question number one. Now this is a basic multiplication problem, and if you had been listening to me in class, you would have already memorized your multiplication tables by now…”

Ty did his best to focus, honestly he did, but his focus was no match against talk about multiplication and division.  While he kept his head forward to look like he was paying attention, he let his mind drift wherever it pleased.  He began thinking of home and how he’d give anything at all to be in front of his computer screen, yelling with his online friends as they all play their flavor-of-the-week game.  Then his thoughts drifted back to last weekend when he got to spend some quality time with his dad.  The thought alone made him blush a deep red under the white fur of his cheeks.  How comfortable he was on the couch cuddling up to his dad, the feeling of the adult’s paw slipping under his shirt… that paw… it looked a lot like Mr. Reed’s paw, he thought.  His attention drifted back to the present when he noticed his teacher again, this time focused on the man’s paw. A dark brown in contrast to his dad’s white, and maybe a little bit bigger as well.  Though his paw pads were the same dark brown.  Ty wondered if they were as soft as his dad’s, if they’d feel just as nice on his neck…

“So, what’s the answer?”

The question rudely snapped the Collie back to the test paper in Dalton’s paw. Thinking quick on his feet, he retorted with “umm… seven?”

There has never been a sigh quite as succinct as Dalton’s response to the Collie’s answer.

“The answer is C, Prime. Seventeen is a prime number, Ty. Have you even bothered listening to anything I’ve said?”

“Yes!” Another lie. “I uhh… I just can’t see the paper, Mr. Reed. Your desk is too tall.” A half lie. Despite Dalton’s efforts to tilt the page towards the boy, he still couldn’t see the bottom half the paper. Though, this did not contribute to the Collie not knowing that seventeen is a prime number.

“Why don’t you stand up so you can see the page a little better. I’ll explain it again.” Dalton watched the young boy hop to his feet and take a position looking over his shoulder. “Now, what makes a number prime…”

Ty quickly tuned out. He didn’t let his mind slowly wander this time. No, this time his focus shifted right to his teacher. His eyes roamed up and down the man’s body, now starting to see him in a different light than he had before. The German Shepherd looked different than his other teachers. Ignoring the fact that most of his teachers were women, Ty noted that Dalton was a stark contrast to other men who had taught him.  While they were generally stout, unkempt, and a bit on the dorky side, Dalton was quite the opposite.  His tall, lean build showed that the man took care of his body, but even his standard elementary school work attire showed that he had excellent fashion sense.  From the subtle crimson in his plaid button-down which complimented his black and brown fur, to the casual rolled up sleeves, to the designer jeans which Ty wouldn’t be able to guess the price of even if he had any concept of the price of clothes, it was clear that Dalton knew he looked good and knew how to compliment his looks with his attire.  His dress was so good in fact, that it was the source of the rumors that Dalton was gay.

A rumor like that is tough to keep from spreading like wildfire in an elementary school.  Though there had never been any substantiated claims or stories regarding his teacher’s preferences, children still snickered at recess or the lunchroom table when they talked about such a taboo subject for an elementary school.  And in actuality, Dalton was gay.  The rumors really did come from his dress too, but that’s where the “gay” ended in his workplace.  He had a rather masculine way of carrying himself that didn’t scream “flaming homo”.  He’s never taken a man to work, hit on any coworkers, and especially not his kids.  He preferred to live a discreet life, with mixed success given the fact that there was an eight year old Collie next to him, doing his best to discern whether he would have any success trying to seduce his teacher.

Ty’s eyes traveled up and down his teacher’s arm, always lingering a bit too long on his strong paws.  He looked at the contour of Dalton’s muscles, clearly toned, but softened by his thick fur.  He wanted to feel that soft fur, but couldn’t quite find the excuse to touch his teacher until…

“So now tell me, which of these numbers is prime?”

Ty looked at his teacher and found a pair of deep brown eyes looking back at him.  Dalton’s eyebrows furrowed and waited for a response.  That’s when the boy found his excuse.  He made a point to squint his eyes at the test paper as if he was still having troubles seeing it.  Then he hunched forward, using his teacher for support.  One arm reached around the man’s back, and the other rested right on his thigh.  Dalton froze at the feeling of the young boy pressed up against him.  Quickly his eyes darted towards the door to make sure no faculty happened to see a young student leaning on him like that.  Most people who may have seen the two in this position would brush it off as two dogs looking closely at a piece of paper and nothing more, but Dalton’s mind was well conditioned by supervision hammering home that faculty can never be alone with a child or touch a child.  He was currently, technically doing both, and that made him uncomfortable.

Ty on the other hand was calmly taking his sweet time looking at the test paper, with the occasional “hmm” thrown in for good measure.  Not because he didn’t know the answer to the question (which, to be clear, he didn’t), but because he had just touched Dalton for the first time, and he wanted to make that last.  Now, Ty had never really been one to crush on other people.  After all, he wasn’t even old enough for hormones to tell his body he wanted sex yet, so if you told him this morning that he would be lusting over his teacher, he would have said, “you're so dumb, you're not even a moron. You're a moroff!”  One of the more popular insults at his school that year.

It was the up-close sight of his teacher’s paw that did it. That paw immediately brought back images and feelings of the things his dad’s paws made him experience. He wanted to feel that right now. That’s what made Ty want sex from Dalton. That’s the reason he was gently rubbing the German Shepherd’s thigh, the thing at the forefront of both canines minds.

“Ty?” Dalton’s voice waivered slightly as he questioned the boy.  

“Three?”

“What?”

“Is the answer three?”

Even though the boy’s answer was a shot in the dark, Dalton was relieved that the boy was seemingly paying attention now.  So relieved that he didn’t notice the slight swelling in his sheath from the paw on his thigh.  He leaned back in his chair, slightly exaggerating his excitement, so he could turn a bit and distance himself from the boy as he spoke.

“That’s right Ty!  See?  This stuff isn’t so hard when you put your mind to it and focus!”  Ty beamed a proud smile at receiving Mr. Reed’s praise, and even let out a surprised yip when he felt an adult paw rest on the top of his head and ruffle his floppy ears.  He looked up to see his teacher retroactively process touching the young boy like that and then quietly withdraw his paw to carry on.  Why did I do that? Thought Dalton.

“Alright, why don’t you take a seat and I’ll hold the test closer to you so you don’t have to stand and lean over my desk.”

“Oh, I don’t mind standing Mr. Reed!”

“Alright… Now, where were we?”

Ty knew where they left off, and he had every intention of continuing. This time, he placed both of his paws on the adult’s thigh, making Dalton’s eyes jump to the door again, the hallway still empty.

“Question twenty three.” The little pup stated matter of factly.

“Right, twenty three…” This time, it was Dalton who struggled to keep focus, Which is understandable given what he was feeling, an eight year old boy’s paw slowly start to creep towards his inner thigh.

“Umm… Ty? Could you close the door to the hallway? It’s feeling a bit uhh… drafty in here.” That last sentence almost turned into a question as Dalton struggled to figure out an excuse to make sure nobody saw how close the two were.  He immediately questioned his solution though.  Close the door?  Way to make this even more suspicious.  Why not be more assertive when he told Ty to sit back down?  Why not just tell him to get his paws off his leg?  Why not…

Here’s why not.

Ty was more than happy to give the two more privacy. He was smart, and being asked to close the door was enough of a sign that his advances were working.  So he did as any good boy would do and followed directions.   That’s when Dalton’s predatory eyes glued themselves to the 3rd grade ass walking away from him.  That tail swaying happily back in forth, periodically clouding the Shepherd’s eyes from the prize like a metronome.  It seemed to happen in slow motion to Dalton, partially due to the boy taking his sweet time to cross the classroom.  He wanted to make sure his teacher got a good view of his assets.  Dalton felt a swelling in his sheath, which remind him that the ass he was mentally undressing wasn’t legal.  He averted his eyes.

With a soft thud, the door closed, and Ty turned towards Mr. Reed, “is that less drafty sir?” He asked with a large smile and upbeat tone.

“Yes Ty… Now take a seat and we’ll hurry to wrap this up so we can go home”

“Aww do I have to sit down?”

“Yes, it’s not comfortable the way you’ve been leaning on me” Good job Dalton, he thought to himself.  You can be an upstanding citizen and control yourself!  There’s no need for you to think this way about your students!

While Dalton was distracting himself with mental congratulations and a studious gaze into the test paper, he didn’t even notice the boy crawl under his desk until it was too late.  Ty appeared in front of Dalton, and took a seat right in the man’s lap.

“Ty!  What are you doing?”

“You told me to take a seat!”

“I meant in the chair!”

“But I can’t see anything from there, and you feel nicer than the chair”  the boy accentuated “you feel nicer” by leaning his back deeper into the man’s chest.  Dalton’s heart rate quickened, and his eyes turned to the door one last time.  This time however, the closed door gave him an odd sense of calm, when before it had only been a source of anxiety.  Maybe asking the boy to close the door wasn’t such a bad idea…

“Okay Ty, we only have a few problems left… I guess you can stay on my lap… just don’t tell anybody, okay?”

“It’s okay, I know how to keep a secret.”

With the door closed, the screaming in Dalton’s head to stop what he’s doing began to fade.  He even surprised himself when he felt his paw rest on the young boy’s hip, for safety he told himself.  Ty happily yipped at the touch and leaned into that large, strong paw.

All credit to Dalton, he did his best to try and work through two 3rd grade math questions, but with the Collie puppy on his lap, his focus was out matched.  He looked at the boys head, framed by his floppy ears, still a tad too large for his head.  Something he’ll grow into when he hits puberty.  Then the Shepherd’s eyes roamed down to the boy’s back.  His lithe form was almost more akin to the girls in the class than the boys.  Dalton’s cock twitched in its sheath at the thought, he had always preferred twinks that were small enough to throw around.  The paw he left on the boy’s hip started rubbing gently up and down, slightly lifting his shirt and exposing the spot where the black fur on his side met the white of his stomach.  Dalton noted how soft the boy’s fur was, still unweathered by age.  As he rubbed, he noted the high pitched coos coming from the Collie’s muzzle.  He was clearly enjoying this too.

Ty was lost in the feeling. One of his favorite parts of alone time with his dad was the touches and rubs at the start. Dalton’s touches were exciting and different from his dad’s, and that thought made him want his teacher inside of him that much more.  He started slowly rocking his hips back and forth in the same rhythm of the paw caressing his side.  The Shepherd let out a low moan as Ty grinded on him.  He could feel his sheath starting to thicken, and at this point he didn’t care.  He even pulled the boy firmer into his lap, pushing his hips gently forward every time that Collie tail pressed into him.  The feeling was bliss, and Dalton was lost in it.

“Mr. Reed?”

Dalton froze up a bit, remembering the context of where the two were.

“Yes?” Was all Dalton could reply

“You haven’t said anything for a while”

“I’m sorry Ty, umm… why don’t you head home for the day…”

“Aww, but if I leave I can’t play with this!” the Collie accentuated this statement by reaching between his legs, and resting his paw right on the German Shepherd’s bulge.

A few seconds passed while Dalton struggled to figure out how to react.  Probably a result of his child safety training, he asked without thinking, “Ty, who taught you this?” Lacking from his question was the part of the training where the adult told the 8 year old not to touch him there.  So the boy kept his paw in place, and started gently rubbing and squeezing, sending shivers down the older dog’s spine.

“Umm… he said I couldn’t tell anybody…”

Smart, Dalton thought.

“Unless they fuck me first…”

The Shepherd growled a deep, lustful growl when he heard those words. Those words alone caused a spurt of pre to leak from the German Shepherd’s cock. Without asking, Dalton pulled the boy’s shirt over his head and revealed the 8 year old’s lithe body. His muscular paws now roamed the young fur with purpose, feeling up every inch of the boy’s torso. Every squeeze was met with a gasp or a whimper as his teacher started treating him like a piece of meat.

“Get under the desk kid.”

Ty smiled and jumped out of his chair into a familiar position on his knees between a man’s legs. He looked up at the Shephard leering down at him, then down to the package in front of him.

“Go on, you seem to know what you’re doing.”

Ty expertly hooked a claw in Dalton’s zipper and tugged it down. The bulging underwear popped up through his fly, damp in front from the Collie’s teasing. The puppy leaned forward and pressed his nose to Dalton’s bulge, before pulling down the man’s boxers.  The tip of his canine dick was poking out from a rather swollen sheath.  The coolness of the air on his fur quickly disappeared as a small, warm muzzle pressed its lips against the opening.  This is fucked, thought Dalton.  Watching his student’s tongue slip inside of his sheath and explore him from the inside stirred feelings in the man that he’s never felt before.  Sure he’s had more than his fair share of blowjobs, but this was different.  Puppy tongue was much smaller, but somehow felt more electric than any adult’s tongue ever has.  Bridges of spit started to connect between his sheath and Ty’s lips as the boy’s effort became more determined.  His tongue started to lap hungerly in the space between the Shepherd’s quickly hardening cock and the inside of his sheath.  He barely even noticed when the man’s paw rested on his head and scratched behind his ears for a few moments.  It was a rather tender moment really, giving reassuring touches to the boy the first time he had his tongue inside of him, but this moment shifted rather abruptly from tender to raunchy.  With enough force to leave the boy little choice, Dalton pressed firmly on the back of the pup’s head.   With that push, those young black lips pushed down on his sheath, making Dalton moan at the feeling of them gliding down his cock, now thick enough to spread Ty’s muzzle wide.  Three inches slid inside before the weight on his head was released.  That’s when Dalton really took charge.  He grabbed the side of the boy’s head with both paws, and started using his 8 year old muzzle like a fleshlight. 

The Shepherd shifted his weight to the edge of his seat so he could have leverage to thrust into the underaged muzzle.  Each thrust accompanied by the man’s paws pulling the boy’s head into his crotch until the tapered head of his dog dick pressed at the back of his throat.  Whimpers started to fill the room as all semblance of a teacher/student relationship vanished.  Dalton noticed that no gagging or coughing accompanied the whimpers, despite 5 inches of his cock inside the young muzzle.

“Fuck kid, somebody’s got you trained well.”

A smile managed to show at the edges of Ty’s lips as he heard the man’s praise.  Encouraged to keep the praise flowing, the Collie managed to slip a paw under his chin and squeeze at the base of the knot, causing more pre to coat the back of his throat.  He noted the taste, not quite as salty as his father’s, and there was quite a bit more.  His paw squeezed again to get more flowing into his muzzle, and this time that squeeze coaxed a long moan from the Shepherd.  This boy was turning the man out, and he knew it.  Dalton knew it too, as he could feel an all-too-familiar tingling that told him a bit more of this and he’d be filling up the kid’s muzzle.  With a tug of his paws on the boy’s head, he pulled him off of his dick and watched the drool fall from the boy’s lips as Ty took a big breath of air.  Once he caught his breath, the Collie’s eyes were glued to the thick red cock in front of his face.  Standing proudly at 7 inches, completely out of its sheath, with its knot fully engorged, it entranced the puppy.  He stared for a few moments before the Shepherd’s voice took his attention.

“Thank fuck for whoever taught you to do that.”

The shirtless Collie smiled up at his teacher.  Just as eager as the man to keep this party rolling, he stood up between his two brown legs, took the knot in his paw, and leaned right in the man’s face.

“I know how to do a lot more, Mr. Reed”

Before Dalton could respond, he felt a pair of 8 year old lips press against his own.  Daltons paws wrapped around the puppy and explored his back as the two shared their first kiss.  Both dogs’ lips parted in unison, followed quickly by Dalton’s large tongue pressing against Ty’s.  The older dog explored the kid’s muzzle, even teasing at the back of his throat a few times, making Ty whine into the Shepherd’s maw.  Strong brown paws crept slowly and purposely down the black fur of the boy’s back until they met the waistband of his shorts.  Any hesitation the Shepherd may have had, left long ago due to the boy’s expert muzzle, still tasting of Dalton’s cock.  He pushed a digit under the boy’s waistband but found it to be a bit too tight to slip his paw under.  The growing boy has had this pair of shorts for a while.  Dalton pulled back and looked at the silly grin on the boy’s muzzle, he was in heaven.

“Let’s get these off of you puppy”

The two looked down between their chests as the man started fishing for the boy’s zipper. Ty took this opportunity to help his teacher disrobe as well. One button at a time, his little paws popped the man’s shirt open, revealing the coarse brown fur beneath. As he popped the last button, he felt Dalton’s paw pads against his exposed sheath. He giggled at the touch and decided this was the perfect moment to give his teacher a show.  He backed a few feet away from the man and found a spot unencumbered by furniture to be his stage.
With practiced confidence, he seductively showed off his young body for the man, who was ravaging the boy with his eyes.  First showing off the young sheath and still-haven’t-dropped balls, and then turning around and bending over, letting Dalton get an eye full of his cloth covered rump.  The Collie looked over his shoulder back at the Shepherd and winked at him.  Hearing a deep lustful growl in response was enough to encourage the boy to push his shorts down his legs, revealing a bright red pair of briefs.  Dalton found the stark contrast to his black and white fur incredibly sexy.  He watched the boy wiggle his hips and give his teacher a well-rehearsed strip tease.  Occasionally dipping the waistband down his leg and ass, the boy watched with interest as his teacher eye fucked him, that large red cock pulsing between the man’s legs.  With one last turn away from his teacher, Ty bent down and slid the red briefs down until his young ass was exposed, tail lifted high giving Dalton a brief look at his young, pink hole.  Just as quickly as he exposed himself, he pulled the briefs back up and walked towards the Shepherd.  His little paw rested on Dalton’s chest as he planted another quick kiss on the man’s lips.  The paw trailed down his chest, across his stomach, teased at the tip of his leaking cock, and then wrapped around the man’s belt.  Getting the message, Dalton lifted his butt off the chair and let Ty pull his pants down to his ankles.  He quickly shedded his open shirt, which fell to the floor behind his chair.  The naked dog stroked the boy’s cheek tenderly and let his other paw rest on the small bulge in Ty’s briefs.

“You’re something else, you know that kid?

Ty blushed and nodded his head as his teacher fondled him.

“But you’re overdressed”

Two brown paws scooped under Ty’s arms and lifted him up and sat his ass on the desk.  The larger dog stood up and loomed over the boy, his cock throbbing and leaking inches from his muzzle.  Ty attempted to put his teacher’s dick back between his lips, but instead felt a paw on his chest push him down on his back.  Looking up, he watched as his teacher pulled his underwear off, exposing his young package to the world.  

Dalton looked down at the boy. Never in his life did he think he’d have one of his students laid out on his desk, naked as the day he was born, ready to be used like a fuck toy.  He took in every curve of the young body, noticing how the boy’s breathing had grown quicker after being put on his back.  He knows what’s coming.

He then looked down at the boy’s sheath, still hiding the 8 year old cock, still too young to get hard from indirect stimulation. He let his brown paws explore the boy some more, making him moan, whimper, and even giggle occasionally when he found a ticklish spot.  One paw cupped the boy’s cheek and then trailed down Ty’s neck on its way to his chest.  The moment that paw found the neck though, Ty let out a loud, needy gasp that made the Shepherd’s cock jump.  It was enough to make the man move his paw back up and lightly wrap it around the small neck. Ty’s cock swelled at the touch, and he whimpered up at the man for finding the spot. This was met with a big grin from the Shepherd, who released the kid’s neck and started exploring more southward.  It made the short journey down the 8 year old’s front until it found the boy’s sheath again.  With some gentle squeezes from a couple digits of his paw, he could feel it start to grow inside.  Perfect.  He leaned down over the boy’s crotch and gave him a big lick from under the little balls, up to the entrance of the young sheath.  He prodded at the tip, but his tongue was too thick to slip inside.  Instead, he just opened his mouth wide, took the boy’s sheath and balls in his mouth, and gave both a generous tongue bath.  The boy squirmed with every lick and poke to his bits, which just served to encourage his teacher more.  He could feel with his tongue that the boy’s cock was starting to emerge, and wasted no time focusing his efforts on the poking tip.  The boy jumped and spasmed at the first few touches to his delicate skin, but soon got used to the attention the man was giving him.  Slowly but surely, all three inches of puppy dick slipped out and found itself getting overstimulated by the adult’s tongue.  Dalton easily fit all three inches in his muzzle, including the young knot. Ty’s eyes rolled back in his head, and his tongue lolled out of the side of his muzzle as his teacher gave him the best blowjob he’s had since he learned this stuff two years ago.  Dalton was loving every second of exploring the boy, but his cock was telling him to hurry up and get to the next part.

Without warning, Ty’s legs were lifted high, revealing his pink ring again. He looked up and found his teacher getting on his knees and disappearing behind him. He felt hot breath under his tail, as the older dog took in the sight of his prize. He started by prodding it with a finger, which made the boy jump again. Gently he traced circles around it and gave the opening an occasional probe to see if the boy was relaxing. And he was. The ring started to relax and loosen, much more than Dalton ever expected an 8 year old hole to loosen.  That was sign enough that he could continue.  It started with one long lick, from the base of the boy’s tail, up his taint, and ending at those fuzzy little balls.  This was the first of many, almost as if it was a feral dog lapping over and over at a treat.  The Collie’s reactions ranged from moans to giggles, never staying consistent as the man’s tongue hit different spots.  After a while, each lick of that broad, canine tongue started to linger on the boys hole longer and longer.  Until finally, the man’s entire focus was the boy’s entrance.  Up and down, swirls, left and right, his tongue found every which way to prod the young boy’s ass and savor every second of it.  He even placed his paw on the puppy’s crotch and started fondling the boy while his muzzle stayed under his tail.  Finally the man started to poke at the center, putting pressure on the ring of flesh to see how it would open up for him.  Quickly.  It didn’t take much pressure at all for the tongue to stretch its way inside of the little boy.  He was well trained, and Dalton took advantage of this.  He pressed his long tongue deep inside, making Ty’s tailhole squeeze around the intrusion and his back arch off of the desk.  Ty’s paws both grabbed the brown paw between his legs and pushed them harder into his young cock as he finally felt his teacher inside of him.  Yelps filled the classroom and managed to permeate into the after-hours school hallway as Dalton began tongue fucking the boy’s ass.  In and out his tongue slid, stretching the boy and coating his ass in saliva.  His paw pressed down on Ty’s cock, squeezing it any time he noticed the boy’s body starting to relax.  The Shepherd wanted to make sure the 8 year old on his desk couldn’t go more than two seconds without his body involuntarily reacting to his molesting.  

Slowly but surely, the boy’s hole loosened to the width of the intruding tongue. With one last deep push inside the boy, the Shepherd’s tongue retreated. Giving those tiny balls one last lick, he stood up and leaned over the boy. Roughly he shoved three fingers in the spit-soaked ass just to watch the expression on Ty’s face go from relaxed to strained.

“You know what comes next, right kid?”

“Yes si-AHHHHH”

A nice firm press into his prostate surprised the boy, making the Shepherd chuckle.  He was enjoying the sight and sounds of the puppy responding to his intruding paw.

“Good boy.”

The next scene is one that Dalton would remember for the rest of his life.  He looked down at the tense young body, watching his paw pull out from the young hole.  It stayed slightly gaped for a second before squeezing shut again.  Slowly his left paw wrapped around the base of his engorged knot, guiding it just millimeters above its prize.  A bead of pre dripped on Ty’s hole, mixing with the older dog’s saliva.  The Shepherd made a mental snapshot of that sight that would help fuel his jerkoff sessions for years to come.  He angled his cock down, letting the tip press against the puppy’s entrance for the first time.

“You ready boy?”

“Yes sir…”

Underaged groans filled the air as the man pushed his cock inside the boy. He watched the red flesh disappear inch by inch past that elastic ring, stretching tight, squeezing moans from the Shepherd’s muzzle.  

“Fuck kid.”

The deep, gruff voice echoed in contrast to the pup’s whimpers. With one last push, his knot kissed Ty’s ass. The German Shepherd was now deep inside of his 8 year old student.  That thought, and the sight of the boy on his back, on his desk, breathing heavy, made Dalton have to fight his instincts and keep things slow at first.  Deep down he didn’t want to actually hurt the boy, but on a much more shallow level, he just wanted to avoid blowing his load before he could cram his knot in that young ass.  He stopped for a few moments, enjoying the feeling of that young hole squeezing.

“You good Ty?”

The Collie looked up at Dalton and smiled, he was very good.

“Yeah, but you don’t have to stop Mr. Reed… 

Dalton grinned a toothy grin.

“Good boy. I’m gonna use you like a fleshlight.”

He quickly pulled his shaft out and slammed it back into the puppy. No time was wasted settling into a rough but steady rhythm. Grunts and tiny moans matched the pace of the man’s thrusts. The boy’s muzzle opened wide, his tongue fell out of the side and swung back and forth with the Shepherd’s thrusts. His light blue eyes met with Dalton’s as the two got lost in their rutting. Occasionally, Dalton would push harder, using his knot to test the limits of the hole’s stretch.  Each time the puppy would yell at the tightness under his tail.  Taking advantage of this, the man leaned down and pressed his muzzle against Ty’s again.  Never stopping the motion of his hips, the man let his tongue taste every inch of the boy’s now familiar muzzle.  Both dogs moaning into each other, until the Shepherd’s tongue slipped so far back in the Collie’s throat that he blocked the airway.  Ty’s eyes shot open wide as his brain struggled to figure out what to focus on.  The pain rising under his tail as the teacher’s increasingly reckless thrusts kept stretching him wider and wider as the knot threatened to slip inside?  Or the fact that his teacher’s tongue was leaving him literally breathless?  The focus on the knot under his tail won out.  Not only because the Shepherd’s tongue only stayed in place for a few seconds, but also because he was well used to adults controlling his breathing.

As the Shepherd pulled away from the boy a glob of spit dripped down on the white furred chest, rising and falling in an erratic pattern as the consistent thrusting fought against the Collie regaining his breath.  Dalton wrapped his paws on each side of the boy’s waist and started pulling him into each thrust.  The man was desperate to shove the knot in, and his impatience was starting to win out.  Harder and harder he pressed until.

“Not… not there…” the Collie weakly squeaked, as his paws grabbed onto the Shepherd’s.

Fuck, did I go too far?  Dalton slowed down and halted to a frustrating stop.

“Do you need me to stop, Ty?”

“No!” His young voice grew more needy.

“What do you mean ‘not there’?”

Ty’s paws tugged on Dalton’s, and the man let him guide them. Slowly, he watched as his paws were pulled up the small body, past his hips, past his side, over his chest, until they were both place right on the kid’s neck.

“Right here Mr. Reed…”

The Shepherd’s brown eyes grew wide at the request.
“You can squeeze if you want to…”

“You’re something else kid.”

He firmly pressed his thumbs against the boy’s throat and watched his reaction.

“Ahhhhhh….”

The small cock jumped as he gasped at the familiar sensation of a man holding him by the neck.  Dalton chuckled at the situation he’s found himself in, inside of a boy begging to be used like this.  That chuckle quickly turned into a deep, feral growl.  He knew now for certain that he didn’t have to go easy on his toy.  Brown furred hips quickly retreated, pulling completely out and leaving the young hole gaping for a split second before he lurched forward and sunk his cock back inside.  A labored gasp forced its way out of the semi-constricted wind pipe as the was mated by the man.  Over and over the onslaught grew more and more frantic.  All thoughts started to drain from the man’s head, except for the need to breed.  The thick red knot kept threatening to break the barrier as the shaft pistoned in and out of the well-used hole.

“Harder!”

White paws pressed down on the larger brown ones, and the man didn’t hesitate to squeeze his fingers deeper against the boy’s windpipe, forcing a wheeze out of the young canine.  The Shepherd’s muzzle opened and his tongue fell out the side as the dog panted from the physical exertion of breeding the boy.  More drool fell down and wet the boy’s fur from his chest to his crotch, flinging with every thrust.  Click.  What was that?

“Mmm…Unnghhh…H…Har..Der..”

Holding nothing back, the Shepherd’s paws constricted around the young flesh.  The puppy’s windpipe, now completely blocked, forced those blue eyes back in his head as tears streamed down his face.  The desk scraped on the hardwood floor below as the force of each thrust pressed it backwards.  

“Open up kid!”

Each thrust now backed by the full force of Dalton’s muscles threatened to break his knot through the opening.  He yanked down on the boy’s neck in a desperate attempt to tie him.

“FUCKING OPEN UP!”

One thrust pushed the front of his knot past the open ring.  It withdrew, and the second thrust forced him wider, threatening to seat itself inside.  On the third thrust.

Pop!

The young diaphragm tried in vain to force the air out of the 8 year old’s lungs to scream, but the paws around his neck ensured that the only sound that could be heard were the feral grunts and growls of the man balls deep inside of him.  The pleasure coursed through the German Shepherd’s body.  Every tug on his knot as his hips pulled back against the clenched hole pushed Dalton closer and closer to the edge.  Ty’s vision started to tunnel, as the oxygen in his blood grew less concentrated.  His body was losing strength fast.  The onslaught of the man’s cock inside of him, stretching him beyond his limits, was the only sensation he was able to feel as he was used like a bitch in heat.  A tingling in the man’s balls started to emanate throughout his body.  He jackhammered in and out of the boy like a feral dog, begging for release.  

And then it happened.

A thick rope of seed shot deep inside of the boy, enough to coat his insides by itself.  The knot pulled back against the ring and thrust inside again, another rope bigger than the first exploded from the red, tapered tip.  The man closed his eyes in bliss as he drained his nuts inside of the young boy.  Each throb of his cock filling the underaged tail up more than the last.  His paws reflexively clinched harder with each thrust, digging his claws into the boy’s flesh.  He had no concern for the kid now, only the need to impregnate a bitch.  He managed to ride the high of his orgasm for a solid minute, as the growing flood of cum in the boy started to seep out and drip across the cub’s matted fur, down his limp tail, and into an expanding pool on the wood floor below.

The motion of his hips finally began to lose steam, as sweat poured down onto the weak boy below him.  He looked down at his prey, still tied, and grinned for a moment, before finally releasing his grasp on the kid’s neck.  Exhausted, he collapsed down on the deck over the near lifeless body below him, using his elbows on the surface to keep his weight from crushing the young Collie.  The classroom returned to a silent, tranquil state.  Three, four, five seconds passed before a loud gasp brought the boy back to life.  He wheezed, struggling to recapture his breath, making Dalton grunt as the clenching hole squeezed his dick again.  Dalton didn’t react any more than that though, as his tired body recovered from the exertion of fucking the boy.  It didn’t take more than a few moments for Ty’s breathing to return back to some semblance of normal.  The two canines basked in the afterglow.  Nothing could ruin this moment of shared catharsis.

“That was quite the show, teach.”

The masculine voice drew Dalton’s eyes to the door once again.  His slightly fuzzy vision was enough to make out the figure of a man, staring back at him. Fuck!

His heart rate shot through the roof as adrenaline pushed him to react on instinct.  He started to pull his hips back in an attempt to pull out of Ty.  The boy winced and yelped at the burning pain under his tail.

“STOP THAT!  Don’t pull out yet you idiot!  You trying to break the boy?”

The pained expression on Ty’s face was enough to snap Dalton back to his senses. As he looked down at his cock stuck under the puppy’s tail, visions of jail swirled in his head.  Brown ears drooped as he realized he’d been caught in the act.  Defeatedly, he looked back towards the other man in the room.  The canine leaning with his back against the closed door looked to be in his mid-40’s, just a few years Dalton’s senior.  A loose T-shirt and jeans covered most of his black and white fur.  It took Dalton a few moments to realize that the man was a spitting image of the boy he was buried inside of, as his immediate focus went down to the man’s thick cock that he was slowly stroking back and forth.  The gears in Dalton’s head took an embarrassing amount of time to piece together that he had seen the man at parent-Teacher day.  His name came back to the Shephard, Colby.  He was the young Collie’s father.

“I see my boy’s taken a liking to you.”

Still speechless, Dalton struggled to process the situation, his gaze glued to Colby’s member.

“Eyes are up here you dork.”  The Shepherd’s eyes obeyed and met Colby’s. “I was wondering what was taking him so long to get home, guess I figured out why, huh?”  Dalton blushed. “It’s the damnedest thing you know, a few months ago I kinda choked Ty on a whim while I was fucking him.  He’s been asking for it ever since.”

“It feels good!” Ty blushed as his hoarse voice finally spoke up after the abuse.

“That’s my boy!” Colby leaned off the door and started walking towards the pair.

“How long have you two… you know…” 
“Been fucking?”

The Shepherd’s demeanor turned more sheepish than Ty had seen before “Yeah…”

“A couple years now. You wouldn’t believe how tight a six year old’s ass is. Or maybe you would?” Colby smirked “You fuck your students often?” He was now standing directly over his son, the canine dick hovered over Ty’s muzzle, as his paw squeezed at the base of his own knot.

“No!” Dalton quickly interjected, although he quickly realized how silly it was to be defensive about the subject as his knot was still locked in the older Collie’s son.  “Ty is uhh… this is the first I’ve… the first kid I’ve fucked.” The sentence felt surreal coming from his own muzzle.

“Yeah, Ty’s my first and only too. Though I wouldn’t mind trying another kid out sometime…” The Shephard watched mouth agape as Colby used both paws to pull Ty’s muzzle apart and shove his cock inside. The rocking back and forth due to the Collie’s unexpected thrusting pulled at Dalton’s knot, which thickened a bit in response.  This would surely make the tie last an extra five to ten minutes.  Almost as quickly as it started, Colby pulled his cock out and stroked it with a purpose, until his sperm drenched Ty’s face and chest.  The Collies both moaned in unison as they shared this moment, a moment they’ve shared many times before.  Dalton blushed and watched the panting duo share such an intimate moment.

“Damn that didn’t take long!” laughed Colby. “I meant what I said you know. You really did put on a damn sexy show. I didn’t expect you’d be that rough with him.”  Now it was Dalton’s turn to smirk. “You know, you’re the first guy that’s ever fucked him that I didn’t introduce him to. Seems my boy’s getting more adventurous.”  The Collie gently stroked his son’s cum soaked cheek. A genuinely affectionate display which starkly contrasted the rest of the lewd exchange.

“Can he come home with us dad?”  Dalton’s cock throbbed.

“Ha! You hear that teach?  He must like you or something.”

“He pretended he didn’t wanna at first!” The hoarseness started to fade from Ty’s voice “But I could tell he did!”  A smile beamed on the boy’s face as he bragged.

“You hear that? Your student read you like a book, you horny bastard!”  Colby laughed. “What do you say teach? Wanna come over sometime and fuck my kid again?”

“I uhh…”  Dalton pondered just long enough for the devil on his left shoulder to kick the angel from his right. “I’d like that.”

“Yay!” The puppy’s tail wagged against Dalton’s legs.

“I’ll let you under one condition. My boy’s never been great at school you know. Just make sure he passes this year. You don’t have to give him an A or nothin,’ that’d probably be suspicious.  But I don’t think a B or C would raise any eyebrows. What do you say?”

Taking his red marker, Dalton crossed out the F at the top of Ty’s math test, and then  and wrote a B in its place

“You got it.”

