
“I don’t know… it looks… kind of small,” the maned wolf said, looking down at the hole someone had cut into bathroom stall. The bathroom used to be in one of the university buildings for the local college before they got a new location, breaking the smaller buildings up to be repurposed for the elementary kids. 

“Come on, Legs, please?? You’re the only one that can reach it! Probably,” the voice on the other side of the hole said, a couple of white fingers sticking through the hole and wiggling.

Benji stuck his own fingers against the hole, expecting it to feel kinda sharp, but someone had sanded it down. He wouldn’t have even been able to reach if the wall panel hadn’t been reattached upside down during the remodel. “Maybe…” Benji wasn’t even the tallest in the class anymore, being almost five foot, he’d just had a “leg up” on everyone a few years back, and the nickname Legs had stuck.


A slip, black-spotted muzzle pressed to the hole, nose and chin sticking through. “Chicken,” Tucker said, sticking his tongue out before pulling away.

The maned wolf’s ears flattened, and he tried to poke Tucker’s nose, but the dalmatian pulled away. “F-fine! But I want your pizza crust at lunch, instead of Dalton,” he growled back, reaching for the button on his shorts.

“But it’s not pizza day!” Tucker said, tilting his head so he could peer through the glory hole and watch his friend undress.


Benji hesitated, his fly unzipped, and the hem of his Bluey underwear lowered just enough to show that bit of skin where his sheath connected to his body. “Oh… hm.”


“Legs!! Come on, I’ll give you my pizza crust from now on if you just whip it out,” the dalmatian whined. “We’ve only got like, five minutes before Mrs. S starts thinking I’m trying to skip her class.”


“No, you won’t,” Benji grumbled to himself, stepping closer to the hole as he lowered the hem of his underwear more, exposing his sheath fully. His shorts and undies fell down around his feetpaws, and he shuffled forward awkwardly, stepping on tiptoes to press his sheath against the hole. “Just gonna give it to Dalton the next time he gives you those puppy-dog eyes—hey!!”

Tucker wasn’t listening to his friend’s complaining. As soon as Benji’s sheath was pressed through the glory hole, his fingers wrapped around the cream-colored sheath. “Finally!” 

Benji’s face was red as he felt fingers squeeze and tug on his fuzzy pouch. It was very disconcerting to not be able to see what was happening, and he didn’t know what to do with his paws. Part of him regretted letting his pants and underwear fall around his ankles, but he couldn’t do much about that now. He just let his paws tug and fidget with the hem of his shirt, eyes closing to focus on the dalmatian’s paws.

Tucker’s fingers dragged that fuzzy pouch up and down over Benji’s shaft, watching as more and more expanded and twitched out into his fingers. “Your dick is so cool,” the pup said as he watched it twitch and lengthen in his paws. Spotted fingers held the wolf’s sheath pulled down while more traced along the sensitive, canine shaft.

The maned wolf’s face scrunched up a bit, and he leaned against the wall, doing his best to stay in the hole while fingers played with him. It felt good, but inexperienced. He and Tucker had only done things a handful of times, mostly just touching and exploring between classes or at recess. “Th-thanks…” he mumbled through the wall.


Pre was starting to drip from the tapered shaft and Tucker did his best to squeeze and stroke the other boy without getting himself messy with pre. “Why do you drip so much?” Tucker asked, carefully tweaking the end of Benji’s cock and feeling it twitch beneath his pads, another drop of pre bubbling out over the spotted fingers.

Benji grunted and pushed his hips more firmly against the hole, his balls aching from how he squished himself close. “H-hang up, let…” he reached down and managed to lift his balls and get them through the hole. “Ahhh, that’s way better.”


“You can’t put your balls through a glory hole!” Tucker said from the other side of the wall, though one of his paws immediately cupped the wolf’s sac and gave it a squeeze. 

“You haven’t even used one before! What do you know!” Benji’s face was red, and his shaft twitched and grew under his friend’s attention, making him press his forehead against the wall and huff softly.


Tucker giggled and started stroking up and down over the exposed, canine length, kneeling down on the floor just to the side and watching as pre dripped down from Benji’s shaft to the floor. “None of the guys in the videos do that!” he protested.

“Yeah, well, I haven’t seen them,” Benji growled, stretching his arms up to try and reach the top of the dividing wall, but couldn’t reach. He folded his arms and let out a soft whine as he tried to hump against the wall. “Does it matter?”


The dalmatian hummed softly, thinking as he stroked over Benji’s shaft, still cupping his balls. “I dunno, probably not. Legs! You never answered!” he added, giggling as a watery jet of pre landed on his wrist before he wiped it off on his shorts. 

Benji was starting to pant a bit as his knot began to swell, the attention feeling nice, even if Tucker was pretty bad at this. “A-answered what?”

“Why are you do drippy and stuff?” Tucker asked, finally letting go of Benji’s balls so he could fumble around with his own shorts and fish his own dick out to start jerking it.

Benji was practically flush against the wall, arms held tight against his chest so he could keep his hips against the hole. “I don’t know! Yours is like that, too!” he huffed, face red as his friend jerked him off.

Tucker looked down at his own uncut shaft that was leaking across his fingers as he played with it. “Yeah, I guess, but like…” he looked back to the canine shaft that filled his small paw. “Yours like, squirts and stuff,” he said, pressing his thumb right under the maned wolf’s tip and watched a watery spurt of pre shoot out and land on his arm. 


Benji huffed and tried to rock his hips forward but had nowhere to move. “My… my dad says it’s a dog thing,” he grunted. Wet dreams were a problem for him sometimes, which embarrassed him a lot. Luckily his dad didn’t make fun of him too much.

“It’s messy,” Tucker complained, trying to keep the boy’s dick from soaking him in pre. The dalmatian leaned in and closed his mouth over the tip, not able to get much more in his small muzzle. He mumbled something and his tongue flicked inexpertly over the tip a few times.

The maned wolf banged his head against the wall and gasped as he felt Tucker’s mouth start teasing his sensitive shaft. He let out a moan and heard Tucker do the same. It made him throb and his knot thicken a bit, but it wouldn’t ever get him off. Especially with how little the dalmatian could manage.


Tucker pulled off Benji’s cock with a gasp, a few strands of pre running down over his chin. He was still jerking himself off with his other paw, his motions a bit more feverish as he was getting close. “Y-you close?” he panted, trying to squeeze over Benji’s shaft, but mostly focusing on himself.

Benji’s face screwed up a bit in frustration, wanting to touch himself but unable to with a wall in the way. “N-no? Are you?” he asked, trying to pull back. His knot and balls tugged on something, and he grumbled. “Let me go for a second.”


Tucker’s eyes were starting to close as he jerked himself off, fingers tugging his foreskin back and forth over the head of his cock. He stared at Benji’s member, watching the knot at the base swell and the tip drip. He didn’t hear his friend’s question but heard the request and let go of the wolf’s shaft, using both paws to jerk himself off.


The dalmatian huffed and leaned forward against the wall, face hovering just near the maned wolf’s member as he pawed himself off. “G-gonna, rrf… yeah, gonna cummm,” he whined to himself, huffing and tensing up as his member flexed hard between his fingers. Cum shot out along the tiled floor, a few landing in the pile of Benji’s pants and underwear or catching his paw.

“H-hey!” the maned wolf said, feeling something hot and sticky splash against his paws and even his leg. “Tucker! Come on, let me go, you’re getting it on me,” he whined, trying to pull back from the hole again, but his knot tugged at something again and he huffed in frustration. 

Tucker just leaned against the other side of the wall, panting happily as he squeezed and stroked the last of his load out, body twitching and spotted tail flicking around behind him. “Mmm, hmm? I did,” he said drowsily.

“Not funny, I can’t…” Benji tugged backwards and huffed, then looked down as best he could. “W-wait, Tucker!! I’m stuck! My knot!”


Tucker’s eyes opened wide, and he looked at the canine’s shaft. “What? Really?” He reached up with a sticky paw and squeezed down over Benji’s knot.


Benji yelped and humped against the hole when Tucker squeezed down. “Hey! Stop! What are you doing?!” he asked, a little panicked.


“Sorry, I thought I could like… get it back through the hole,” Tucker admitted sheepishly. “Hang on.”


Benji’s face was red with embarrassment, and he tried to work a paw down to feel the hole, but it wasn’t like he could do anything about it. “Wh-what am I going to do? I can’t get out?” he said, looking down as he watched Tucker scramble under the wall to appear in his stall.

The dalmatian hovered nearby and looked down at where Benji’s hips were pressed against the wall. “Um… I don’t know? Just don’t touch it. It goes down, right?”


“You didn’t even get me off!” Benji whined, trying to keep from humping the air. Pre was still dripping from his shaft, and his knot was aching for some stimulation. “I have to go back to class, too!”

“Tch, Mr. V probably didn’t even notice you’re gone,” Tucker said, wiping his sticky paws off on some toilet paper before throwing it in the toilet. “I’ll see if I can sneak away again and bring you some ice or something! That should help!”


Benji’s head whipped around, and he watched Tucker open the stall door and bolt out. “Wait! Tucker! Come on, don’t leave the door open. Tucker!!”


“I have to get back to class! I’ll be right back, I promise,” the dalmatian called as he ran from the door, a grin on his muzzle.


“TUCKER!” Benji yelled, his eyes wide and his heart pounding in his chest. The door to the handicap stall was wide open and it opened in the opposite direction of where he was standing, so he couldn’t even reach it. He whined and put his forehead to the wall, tail tucked between his legs.


Bryce had just come back inside from setting up a bunch of agility courses for the soccer practice and exercises for his next class. It was a nice day, and the ram was looking forward to wearing out all the kiddos by making them run around. He turned the corner into the main hall and grunted as one such kid ran into him, making him grunt.

Tucker’s nose twinged with pain as he smashed into the broad-chested ram, bouncing off the older man’s stomach and almost falling before a hand caught him by the arm and steadied him. “Sorry!”


“Whoa, hey, holy crap, kid,” Bryce said, steading the young dalmatian and looking him over. “You okay? Don’t run in the halls.”


“Sorry, Coach Dawson,” Bryce mumbled sheepishly, his face red from running and bouncing off the older ram. “I was just trying to get back to class.”


Bryce eyed the dalmatian and looked down the hall suspiciously. “What were you doing all the way over here?” The only thing down this way was the auditorium, vending machines, and the doors out to the field and recess area.


“Peeing,” Tucker lied, pointing down towards the bathroom at the far end of the hall.


The ram hmmed to himself, watching the dalmatian squirm, but he just shrugged. “Get to class, then. Hope you’re ready for soccer later,” he said, patting Tucker between the ears and ruffling his short, black hair.

“Yes!! Yes, yes! I can’t wait!” Tucker bounced up and down on his paws a bit, getting another pat from the ram before he was shoved gently along. “Bye Coach Dawson!”


The ram watched as Tucker shot off down the hall and called, “No running!” He saw the dalmatian slow a fraction, but heard the footsteps pick right back up when Tucker turned out of sight. Bryce turned his attention back to the bathroom Tucker had indicated. He hadn’t smelled any smoke on the kid, and Tucker was still 11, but he wouldn’t be the first kid.


Bryce started towards the bathroom, unable to help a lecherous grin spread on his muzzle. If he’d caught Tucker smoking, he’d use that as leverage to maybe try and get some fun out of the young pup. He pushed open the bathroom door and was immediately disappointed when he didn’t smell the acrid scent of cigarettes. No pervy blackmail for him.


“Tucker?!”


Bryce froze as he heard someone in the bathroom and he took a step further in, letting the door shut behind him. “No. But come on out,” he called.


Silence hung in the room for a few seconds, but the ram could hear someone breathing kinda hard in the last stall, which was still open. Bryce walked closer, not sure what he was going to find at this point.

“I can’t! W-wait, please, don’t—”


Bryce stepped around the open stall door and nearly choked at what he saw. Benji, or Legs, as some of the other kids called him, was standing with his hips pressed awkwardly against the wall, pants and underwear pooled around his feet. There was no doubt in Bryce’s mind what had happened.


Benji’s tail tucked further up between his legs, and he ducked his head shyly, but didn’t turn his head away. “I can’t move! I promise, I-I’m stuck!”

A grin spread over Bryce’s face and he chuckled. “Oh, Benji… I believe you,” he rumbled, stepping back out of the stall. He stepped to the other and undid the bathroom “lock” with ease by just pressing against it. The sight from this side of the wall was even better, especially as it was accompanied with a pitiful, needy whine.


Benji’s knot was fully engorged, which wouldn’t have been enough to keep him from pulling out, but he’d shoved his balls through as well, making it rather difficult. “I don’t know what to do! I can’t get out!” the maned wolf boy whimpered.


This stall was smaller than the handicap stall Benji was in, but that didn’t stop Bryce from stepping inside and closing the door behind him. “I’ll get you out of here, but you can’t tell anyone. Tucker did this to you, didn’t he?” the ram asked, already fishing his own dick out of his khaki shorts and squeezing his firming length.


Benji’s eyes squeezed shut and he nodded, then mumbled. “I won’t. Tucker made me do this and then just got my paws sticky and left me here,” he whined, sounding desperate but hopeful.

Bryce gave his shaft a squeeze and started stroking himself. Benji’s cock had a sticky line of pre dangling from the tip, and there were droplets all over the floor, marred by a small puddle of cum that he could only assume had been from Tucker. “I’ll take care of Tucker, too, don’t worry,” he teased, thinking of what he’d do to that dalmatian boy.

“Really?!” The maned wolf on the other side of the wall sounded hopeful, and Bryce could see his feetpaws shuffle around.


“Yeah, course. It’s mean to leave a friend hanging like this, isn’t it?” he asked, finally bringing his hand up to gently close around the boy’s leaky shaft.


Benji gasped and he stood up on tip-toes, his cock flexing in the man’s hand. “Y-yeah!”


“Cute undies,” Bryce growled softly, looking at the sticky mess against part of Benji’s shorts and seeing those Bluey underwear peeking out. “Don’t worry. I know how to get you out of here.”


Benji was about to say something when he felt a hot, wet mouth engulf him in one motion, knot and all. “H-hah! Coach?!” he asked, his heart suddenly racing again as he pressed needily against the wall. 


Bryce groaned happily as he let the boy’s knot slide past his lips. Benji’s shaft was slick with pre, and the tang of cum he realized must have been from Tucker, which made his dick throb hard in his hand at the thought. Bryce had been getting practice taking Lucas’ knot after practice, and it wasn’t hard for him to lock his lips behind Benji’s and give a tug. 

The maned wolf boy was panting hard, his endurance not especially great, and having been teased and knotted up like this had made him especially sensitive. His coach swallowed around the hiss length, tongue cradling it and teasing him all over at once. “Nngh, hah, you’re gonna make me… ummm…” The boy’s face was red, feeling a bit small doing this with his coach instead of his friend.


Bryce pulled off the boy’s cock, licking it and grinning as it continued to twitch and pulse in his fingers. He squeezed behind the boy’s knot and pulled gently, feeling watery squirts land against his lips and cheek. “What, kid? Squirt? Gonna cum? Tingle and feel real good?”


Benji was panting openly, shuffling from foot to foot while his paws tangled in his shirt for lack of anything to hold onto. He whined and thrust against the hole but couldn’t move or get any added stimulation without his coach’s help. “Y-yeah! Please! Please?” he asked, his shyness making his ears fold flat against his ears, though his tail was hiked high.


The ram let go of his drooling shaft to keep from cumming and he shuddered all over, grinning. “Yeah, I’ll get you out of here, but I want your undies, kid. I’ll give them b—” He’d half expected to have to explain why he wanted them, but Benji didn’t seem to care about that. He stepped out of his shorts and kicked them under the stall, huffing and trying not to make whimpering noises from being so pent up.

Bryce just engulfed the boy’s shaft again, fishing those undies out and pressing the thin, flimsy fabric against his dick. It was a damp with Tucker’s cum, and that made the ram’s cock throb and spit up pre into the fabric. He growled around Benji’s cock and dragged his tongue over the dripping tip, in love with how easily he could swallow around the boy’s shaft.


Benji’s eyes were closed, and his head was pressed painfully against the wall, the neckline of his shirt caught between his teeth as he chewed and panted through his nose. His balls were pulled up tight and his coach’s mouth felt incredible. Tucker wasn’t very good at getting him off, but Coach Dawson was making his head spin and his toes curl. “Huff, hah, gonna… gonna rrf coach, gonna cum,” he mumbled, grinding his head against the wall and panting through his nose with increasing frequency.

Bryce tugged at the boy’s knot with his lips, paw rolling the small, cream colored balls around. He could feel the tip poking at the front of his throat, not long enough to give him any trouble. The knot swelled a bit against his lips, and he heard the cute exclamations from the boy on the other side before sweet, sticky spurts began shooting out across his tongue and filling his mouth.


The ram groaned and came hard, holding the boy’s undies over the head of his cock as he shot thick, hard spurts of his seed into the fabric. He could feel Benji’s cock throbbing on his tongue and let the boy’s seed pool in his mouth before swallowing, careful not to make more of a mess of his face than the boy’s pre already had. 


Benji’s eyes were watering hard as he fought to keep from moving around too much. His legs were shaking and he was trembling hard, trying to keep from falling as he experienced the strongest orgasm of his young life. “Coach… Coach, rrf, hah, feels…” he whined and chewed on the hem of his shirt.


Bryce stopped lashing his tongue over the boy’s shaft and gave him a break. He kept the boy’s shaft in his mouth until he felt it stop twitching, then carefully pulled off. “Mmm, that should help you in a bit, once your knot goes down,” he murmured, giving the boy’s tip a quick kiss and watching it twitch in his paw.


Benji’s legs were shuffling around and he whimpered, not able to pull through, but his legs growing tired. “My legs hurt,” he whined.


Bryce carefully pulled himself to a standing position, not bothering to put his dick away as he walked around the stalls and joined Benji back in his. The maned wolf boy looked up at him with red cheeks and a dazed, dopey expression on his face. The kid looked down at Bryce’s exposed cock and lingered a bit before Bryce closed the distance and hugged the boy from behind. He ground his still-hard dick up under the boy’s tail and felt Benji shudder and lean against him.


Benji leaned back against the embrace, taking the weight off his legs a bit and shuddering as he felt his coach’s cock press up between his legs. “Are you… gonna put it in me?” he asked, trying not to sound too unsure, but failing.


The ram just huffed and ground his dick forward until it poked the wall Benji was pressed against. “Heh, nah. I don’t think you could handle it. Not without practice,” he teased.


“Oh,” Benji said, sounding disappointed, though even he couldn’t really untangle that emotion.


Bryce’s chest rumbled at the thought, and how Benji sounded. Something to explore with the boy later, for sure. “Legs feel better?”


Benji nodded and blushed. “Yeah… um, th-thanks for helping. I won’t tell.”


Bryce grinned and hugged the boy from behind, petting down his chest until he wormed his fingers down to the boy’s sheath. “Mmm, we can do this more, too, if you ever want.”


The maned wolf nodded, then shivered and shrugged. “Um, okay.”


Bryce huffed and dug into his pocket for his phone. “Hey, Benji,” he said, nudging the boy’s hips with his own to get his attention.


Benji looked up at Coach Dawson’s face and followed his gaze, blushing when he saw the coach’s phone snap a picture of them. He glanced back up at the ram curiously, giggling just a bit.


“A souvenir,” he said, winking at the boy.


“Oh. I, um.” Benji shuffled awkwardly, his lower half still bare. “I thought you were going to take my undies…”

Bryce’s cock throbbed and he huffed, shaking his head. “Nah. Maybe next time. You’re wearing those back to class, kid,” he chuckled, watching Benji’s cheeks turn bright red.

