Charlie’s second school coming
It was late autumn and soon the town was likely to see the first snow. This didn’t bother the foxtaur escort standing on a side street. Charlie’s winter coat was growing nicely. When her coat had reached maximum fluffiness she planned to wear the smallest micro bikini top she could find to see if it could disappear in her chest fluff. Walking around topless was frowned upon, but she would merely look topless at a glance, hoping to attract more customers.
A nice winter coat also meant she could still wear her regular work clothes, a small, revealing top, fishnet stockings on her forelegs and the signs on her flanks listing the services she and her colleagues offered. But the stockings would soon have to go since as her coat grew she would no longer be able to wear them.
Though autumn and winter wasn’t fun for everyone. Dozing on her back, like a cartoon dog on his doghouse, and half sunken into the fluff was Lily, Charlie’s smallest colleague. She was a fennec, who was quite small even by fennec standards. With her short coat she was often cold at this time of year and spent much of her time on Charlie’s back or clinging to her other larger and fluffier colleagues.
With Charlie being the designated resting spot for today she had to stand still, which suited her. Business was slow, as usual, and you don’t need to move around to do people watching, or to read a book, as she was doing today.
It had been a few weeks since she had last assisted Schaffer on his lectures. After the first lecture the other two had been much more decent, and far less embarrassing. In one, she had been laying on her side on the desk in the lecture hall as the veterinary students practised placing electrodes for ECG on her lower torso. The other lecture she had also been on the desk, but this time they had taken turns touching and feeling her paws, legs, lower back and hips. This was so they could better recognize common leg and back issues in animals. 
It had been a bit like a children’s birthday party, only the students didn’t climb all over her or wanted to see how many could ride her at the same time. She also didn’t have to wash soda or cotton candy out of her fur afterwards.
*NOKIA ring tone*
Charlie’s phone rang. Reaching into the small saddlebag behind one of the signs she pulled out her phone. It was Schaffer. Is it time for another lecture? What could it be this time?
”Hello Schaffer. What can I do you for today?”
”Hello Charlie, I hope you’re doing well. I have a new lecture coming up that could use your assistance. The university has yet to approve the purchase of a fake horse. But they have no problem paying for frequent guest lecturers and lots of krimskrams.” The annoyance clear on his voice.
”But I didn’t call you to complain. Are you available day after tomorrow?”
Charlie smiled, she was rarely unavailable. But it was nice to be asked.
”I sure am. What will this lecture be about?”
”I will talk about using the electroejaculator, and the students will get to to test it. On you. It is used to collect semen from animals. I mentioned it on the first lecture, if you remember?”
She thought for a moment.
”I vaguely remember you mentioning something along those lines. But my memory is a bit foggy since I was up to my neck with your arm in my ass at the time.”
Charlie felt her” rider” giggle.
”As for semen collection, you might need to read up some more on taur anatomy. Female taurs, just like bipedal ones, lack the balls to produce semen, as well as the dong to spurt it out.”
Schaffer laughed for a while before he could respond.
”Yes Charlie, I am quite aware of that. As long a you can say that the probe has some effect that will be enough. The lecture starts at nine, but I’d like you to be here earlier, to prepare. Same procedure as first lecture.”
The both said their goodbyes, and ended the call. While Schaffer was polite and paid well, his lectures were yet another of those weird jobs that seemed to follow Charlie.
The day of the lecture, Charlie stepped off the bus and walked in to the university building. She wore regular clothes, a shirt and not much else. Taurs rarely wore pants. Walking in through the door she saw Schaffer waiting for her, as he saw her his tail started wagging. He greeted her and together they walked to the lecture hall. 
With a stop at the toilets. Schaffer turned to Charlie.
”I believe you can guess where that eletroejaculator is going. I’ll wait here.”
She walked in and went straight to the handicapped toilet. The stalls weren’t made with taurs in mind.
Her business done, they continued to the lecture hall. On the desk in front of the whiteboard was a bag, similar to a sports bag. Schaffer opened it and picked out a cord, a large, heavy cube and third, strange object. A cylinder, made of metal and plastic, rounded at one end and a T-shaped handle at the other. It looked like a dildo from a 1950’s sci-fi porno.
Schaffer started telling her about the objects.
”Alright Charlie. These parts are the electroejaculator. The cube is a battery and electronics to produce the proper current and voltage. On it you see a power switch, a button and a knob. The button is pushed to send electrical pulses to the probe. The knob adjusts the voltage of these pulses. The cord is… well, a cord, to connect the probe to the battery. The probe is the business end. It goes in your rear. The pulses cause muscle contractions and after a short time, ejaculation.”
Charlie held the probe, weighing it in her hand. She didn’t like the idea of getting electric shocks in her tailhole.
”It’s a bit bigger than what usually goes in my rear.”
Schaffer held his hand next to the probe for comparison.
”Well, it is made for bulls. But it’s a bit smaller than my hand, which I remember had little problem fitting in your rear.” Charlie decided to take that as a compliment, but remained quiet.
Schaffer looked at his clock and saw the lecture would start in a few minutes and so Charlie took a seat in the front row, sitting across two seats with her paws dangling over the seat edges. 
The students started dropping in. One seemed to only have eyes for his coffee cup, a few had their faces glued to their phones. Perhaps Schaffer was streaming his lectures for remote students, or those who couldn’t put down their phones? They sat down, some started laying out their notebooks, pencils and what else. Having assisted in a few lectures, Charlie recognized some faces but she had yet to learn any names. Having electrodes put on her and being touched was far less embarrassing than getting fisted, like the first lecture.
The lecture started a few minutes past nine. 
Schaffer talked about what to consider when extracting semen from various species of animals. Why it was done, how to prepare before the procedure and what happened during the extraction. He drew cross-sections and showed pictures on the projector. He also talked about how to handle the semen after extraction so it would not spoil. Charlie sat in the front row, listening with half an ear. Until Schaffer said the words she had come to expect.
”And now it’s time for a practical demonstration. Charlie, could you step up on the table, please?”
Schaffer lowered the desk to near knee-height for Charlie’s part of the lecture and she stepped up on it, turning her side to the students. Now the embarrassing part begins she thought as she picked a spot on the wall to stare at for the remainder of the lecture.
She heard Schaffer put the ejaculator parts on the desk and the rustling as he put on a glove. Next he talked about the parts of the device, same as he had told her before, although in more detail. 
With that done he lifted her tail and started fingering her tailhole. First one finger, but one at a time the four others joined it. This would be enjoyable if I didn’t have an audience, Charlie thought. It wasn’t long before Schaffer got his hand in and then he kept pushing in until he was wrist-deep in Charlie’s rear. Then he turned to his students.
”Now class, this was a bit easier than it would be during a real extraction because Charlie and I” cheated” a bit. I asked her to go to the toilet before the lecture. There will be enough shit for you in your careers, we don’t need to start with it now.” Some of the class laughed.
Schaffer carefully pulled out his hand and she heard him mutter ”it’s probin’ time”. The probe went in without problem, as it was slightly narrower than Schaffer’s hand and he had loosened her up. This was familiar to Charlie, the probe felt very similar to a dildo, or a cock.
Next came the cord, which had done as cords like to do and had gotten tangled. Charlie waited and stared at the wall as he untangled it. Simply standing still with the probe in her ass was embarrassing but not much else as there was little stimulation. But what would it feel like when Schaffer turned on the power? 
She felt him connect the cord. Next she heard him push the button and things went weird. She let out a sharp yip. Her rump was cramping, her tail went rigid, stood straight out and poofed up like a feather duster. Then there was the pulses. It felt like the tingling when you lick a battery, but many times stronger, and it wasn’t on her tongue. It took Charlie a few moments to before she regained control of her senses and heard Schaffer talking. 
”Charlie, are you alright? How do you feel?” I’d better try to respond, she thought.
”It… uh... it feels weird. My ass... is cramping and it… ah… feels like someone stuffed a large pile of batteries in there. But… other than that I’m… uuh… doing okay.”
”That’s good to hear. The probe is set to a low voltage now. Would you like to try a higher setting? 
After the initial shock wore off, the pulses were uncomfortable but manageable. I might as well get the full experience, she thought.
”Yes, I think I can manage... that. Turn it up.”
Schaffer turned up the voltage and the batteries in Charlie’s tailhole suddenly multiplied, she had little control of her rear legs and tail. Her cramping got worse. After a short time she let a second loud yip that turned into a groan as she climaxed. Schaffer turned off the probe as Charlie stood there, panting. As she calmed down from the orgasm she noticed something unexpected. She was wet. I can’t have gotten wet this quickly she thought as she bent down to look. Looking between her legs, Charlie could see past her white belly that her crotch fur was wet and slowly dripping on the desk. The desk had several wet spots on it. She could also see Schaffer standing there, a look of surprise on his face, more wet spots on his light-blue shirt. 
She had squirted. On Schaffer. In front of his class. This was awkward, to say the least. The world slowed down to a crawl as she saw Schaffer look down at his shirt, then at the table. He reached out with his gloved hand to touch one of the spots on the desk. The world went back to normal speed as he smiled and turned to his class. 
”Well, while this isn’t semen I will still count it as an ejaculation.”
Schaffer slowly pulled out the probe and disconnected the cord as Charlie straightened up and stood there, hands covering her face and blushing. Now it was time for the students to try probing her. 
She heard steps approaching her and a glove being put on. One hand was on her rump as the probe touched her tailhole. It started going in at an uncomfortable angle before the one holding it found out which way her insides went. With the probe all the way in the cord was connected and it started again. Whoever was testing the probe had not lowered the voltage and Charlie’s rump cramped. It wasn’t long before she yipped, groaned and came again. She couldn’t be sure but she probably didn’t squirt this time. The probe was removed.
The next two students only put in the probe, started it at the lowest voltage and turned it off as they saw her cramping. The one after those was different. A hand inserted the probe and started it at a low voltage, then it was quickly turned up and lowered. This repeated several times before it was left on high until she came and squirted again. The probe was pulled out.
The next student inserted the probe and pushed the button. And pushed it again. And again, And a few more times before Schaffer pointed out that the probe would work better with the cord connected. Two hands quickly fumbled to clumsily connect the cord and pushed the button again. It had been left on high voltage and Charlie was quickly driven to a squirting climax. After that the probe was stopped and pulled out. 
The one after that carefully put in the probe, connected the cord and started at the lowest voltage. And left it there for a long time. Through the pulsing and cramping Charlie could hear a voice asking Schaffer questions and him answering. This went on for so long that Charlie was nearing orgasm again despite the low voltage. But shortly before her climax the probe was turned off and pulled out. She groaned quietly and briefly considered begging whoever teased her so to put it back in to finish the probing.
Several more students took their turns probing Charlie. Some would simply turn on the probe, leave it on for a time and turn it off. Some left it on long enough for her to orgasm. Other seemed want to tease her and turned it off before her climax. Then there were those who tried to make her squirt. They would vary the voltage, sometimes following a pattern and sometimes at random, or perhaps they could see if she was getting close to finishing.
By now Charlie was a mess. She had lost count of how many times she had been probed. She no longer cared about having an audience. She was still looking at the wall, mostly because it would be too much work to turn her head. All her legs trembled, she was panting and sweating. Her ears splayed out to the sides and her tail was hanging like a wet rag after all her squirts. The desk below and behind her rump was peppered with wet spots. She saw Schaffer walk in front of her. He took a long look at her, then he turned to his students. 
”Alright class. I know only half of you have tried the probe but Charlie needs a rest. We’ll take a break. Go get coffee or something and be back in say 15 minutes. Charlie, you better lie down before you tip over.” 
With unsteady legs she slowly laid down on the desk. Schaffer turned to her again. 
”Want me to go get you anything? Water, tea, coffee, something else?”
”Coffee please”, she mumbled.
”Will do.”, he said and hurriedly walked out, heading for the nearest coffee machine. A minute or so later he returned with two coffee mugs and gave one to her. They drank their coffee with Schaffer sitting on his desk chair and Charlie laying on the desk. They drank in silence as Charlie didn’t have much strength for talking and Schaffer figured that if she wanted to talk she would do so.
With the break nearing its end the students started filtering in. Schaffer turned to Charlie with a worried look.
”Break’s almost over. I assume you didn’t count the students as you looked very… distracted after a while. I counted and there is a little less than half of them left. Do you think you can manage them without needing to be rolled out on a stretcher? If not we can stop the demonstration and continue some other day. Either way, I will make sure you get paid for the full two hours today. After all, the university has plenty of money for everything except fake horses.” He said with a small smile.
She looked at her coffee cup and thought for a moment before she answered.
”I think I can take them, I feel better now and after the lecture I can rest for a bit before going to the bus.” 
”Very well. But let me know if you need another break before we’re done probing. My students are always happy to take a break.” Schaffer stood up to address his class.
The break was over and Charlie slowly stood up on the desk, once again staring at the wall. It wasn’t long before the first student stepped up behind her, she heard a glove put on and felt the now familiar probe poking her tailhole. In it went and the cord was connected. The pulsing started, first a low voltage but it was quickly turned up and within moments she groaned, came and squirted. The probe stopped and was slowly pulled out.
Two more students followed who would simply put in the probe and turn it on at whatever voltage it was left on. Unfortunately that was rather high so Charlie quickly came and probably squirted two more times. This might be harder than she had thought, she realized as she stood there panting.
The next student stepped up and put on a glove. She felt the probe go in but then, for some reason it stopped halfway. Next the probe moved slightly and Charlie felt a gloved hand and wrist brushing against her pussy. What muppet would be holding a thing like this when using it? The probe started and her rear cramped up, though it was much less this time. Maybe the voltage was lower or maybe because that hand was holding half the probe? The probe stopped and she heard Schaffer.
”Erica, what are you doing with the probe?”
”I wanted to feel the voltage, Mr Schaffer, but it didn’t work” a voice said. 
”While I don’t understand your reason for wanting to feel the voltage I will point out that it’s hard to feel a voltage this low through a plastic glove.”
Charlie felt the hand move away, it was quickly replaced by another. The probe started again, with Charlie’s rear cramping up but she also felt the probe flinch and heard Erica yipe and groan as her arm cramped. Serves you right, Charlie thought as she smiled a little. 
Charlie’s next climax was fast approaching, but before that, the probe was turned off and Erica pulled it out. Schaffer spoke again.
”Now go wash your hands Erica. We both know where that thing’s been.”
After Erica, another student stepped up. This one slowly put in the probe, turned it on and then off again. This one had must have silently counted the seconds while the probe was on and had only wanted to run it for a few seconds. The probe was slowly pulled out.
At this point Charlie was losing count as the following two, or perhaps three students put in the probe, simply turned it on and left it on until she came with a groan and more squirting. 
Another one stepped up. This one wasted little time inserting the probe and turning it on. The voltage was quite low and it took some time for Charlie to climax, which she did with a moan and a little squirting. But the probe didn’t turn off. What was this? Did this student want to see how quickly she could climax again or something? Before that happened she heard Schaffer say something and the probe turned off. The probe was pulled out and she heard someone mutter ”sorry, I forgot.” and steps as this one quickly walked back to his or her seat.
Next followed several students who seemed to want to make her squirt as much as possible. They would vary the voltage, turning it down when she looked close to orgasm until they didn’t and left it at high to force her to have the strongest possible climax, and larger squirts. This took its toll on Charlie who was now trembling, panting and looked like she had run a marathon. Much like before the coffee break.
More students took their turns probing her. By now Charlie no longer moaned or yipped as the probe was turned on or the voltage changed. At most she would groan a bit and when orgasming her squirts were much smaller as she was now running dry. If she squirted at all.
Eventually all the students had taken their turns. Charlie was once again a mess. A panting, sweaty, dripping mess. She no longer stared at the wall. Her nose was pointing at the floor in front of her, but her eyes had the thousand mile stare, seeing nothing. Her legs trembled so much she could barely stand up and her tail was hanging, dripping wet from all the squirting. She was still waiting for the next probing and didn’t think her part of the lecture was over until Schaffer walked in front of her, looked her in the eyes and only spoke after he was sure he had her attention.
”Charlie, all my students have had their turn. Now, lie down and get some rest while I finish the lecture.”  She laid down on the desk only slightly slower than a dropped sack of potatoes. Below her rump was a large puddle of her fluids but she didn’t care with how tired she was. And the puddle wouldn’t make much difference as she was already soaking wet before laying down.
She vaguely heard Schaffer talking about what chapters to read next, work to be handed in on future lectures, and what would be on the coming tests. This went on for some time. Then the students started packing up their things and getting ready to leave. As the last students were walking out Schaffer took out a stack of towels from his bag. With a quick ”let’s get you cleaned up” he put down a towel over her puddle and started wiping her tail, then her rear legs and crotch. 
When she was just a bit damp rather than soaking wet, he put away the wet towels and turned to her.
”Now I’d like to clean the desk as well. Do you feel like you can stand up? I’ll help you get down on the floor.” She flexed her legs, trying to get a feel for if she had the strength for it.
”I don’t know, but let’s try.” Schaffer practically lifted her off the desk, and slowly let her go once he was sure she could stand on her own and not fall over. She was still unsteady and leaned on the desk as Schaffer took another towel to wipe it down. He looked her way and smiled.
”I try to leave my work area the way I wish to find it and I’m not keen on walking into a lecture hall where the desk smells like horny vixen.” With the desk clean he packed up the rest of the towels, picked up his bag and turned to Charlie.
”All done. Now, are you ready to go to the toilet to freshen up? You can lean on me if you want to.”
She let go of the desk, wobbled a bit but remained standing on her four legs.
”I’m ready. But let’s go slowly and I’d very much want to lean on you.”
They walked out of the lecture hall, Charlie with one arm around Schaffer’s shoulders and Schaffer with one arm holding Charlie around her lower torso, the other holding his bag. It wasn’t far to the toilets but they walked slowly and had some time to talk.
”I’m sorry I came on your shirt before.” Charlie said and Schaffer chuckled.
”Don’t worry about it, the washing machine will take care of it and I brought a change of clothes in case something like this happened. Did you know, before I became a teacher, I was a vet for a little more than ten years and I always brought a change of clothes on every job.”
”But what about you, Charlie? Will you be alright taking the bus? If not, I could give you a lift.”
”Don’t worry. The bus stop is just outside and it’s short trip home. Besides, I’d bet your car isn’t built to carry a taur.”
”Ah, didn’t think of that. You’d probably fit if I folded the rear seat but… that means no seat belt for you. Good point.”
”And I have no plan to take a detour. I want to go straight home, take a shower and go to bed. Laying on my belly as I expect my ass to be sore in the morning.”
Schaffer gave her a surprised look.
”Is that what you did after the first lecture?”
”Not really. That time I had been stimulated, well teased, for a long time so I was really horny. After I got home I spent some ”quality time” with two vibrators. This time I’ve had more orgasms in two hours than I usually have in two weeks, if not more. More of the same is the opposite of what I want right now.”
They were now at the toilets.
”In that case, have a safe trip. But remember if you change your mind, just call me. Otherwise take care now, Charlie.”
And on wobbly legs, Charlie stepped into the toilet to freshen up before catching the bus home.
The end
