All characters depicted in this work are purely fictional and over the age of consent. Any situation is meant as parody and does not represent any child, living or otherwise.

...
It was the middle of a Monday when Patricia arrived to her new school, the young bear a tad shy, but excited to start life in a new town. She had been given the usual embarrassing introduction in front of the class, the whispers and mumbles of the class leaving her cheeks a rosy red. They had looked quite cute underneath her pastel pink eyes, contrasted by the blonde of her shoulder length pigtails. She breathed a sigh of relief when she was finally allowed to take her seat, her slightly plump belly touching her desk before she moved her seat back just a little.

She began to take some notes from the board as the lesson began, unaware of some of the looks she was getting. She had gathered quite a reputation from her last school, rumours having been built at summer camp. A few students from her old school had been at camps with her new classmates, and she had become a little bit of a legend around certain cubs. Patricia continued to write down her notes until a piece of paper touched her desk, the bear looking up slowly. She made sure the teacher hadn’t seen the note passing before slowly opening it, her heart dropping to the floor when she saw what was written on it. ‘Trish the Toilet? From Summergale?’ There was even a little ‘Y/N’ jotted down for her to circle.

She offered no reply at first, but saw a fox and what looked to be a skunk, muttering to each other, soon passing notes back towards her. ‘It’s true, isn’t it?’ One read, the other a little more lewd, ‘You want a welcome snack?’ The bear was sweating bullets as she held the notes in her paw. She looked around the room and noticed quite a few of the students were looking her way, and not just the boys, but a few girls as well. She took a big gulp as she steadied her nerves, circling the ‘Y’ on the first note. She passed it to the raccoon in front of her, who sent it back where it came from. She then looked at note with her old nickname, replying with a simple, ‘Yeah.’ The last note made her shiver, ‘A welcome snack.’ She looked over it, paw a little shaky as she slowly wrote two words, ‘Yes Please!’ 

She waited anxiously until another note was passed to her, the whispers amongst the class making her realize she may have been in over her head a bit. After some time a note came back, the bear waiting until the teacher’s back was turned to read it, ‘Boy’s bathroom, Hall B, lunch break.’ The young bear carefully folded up the note and put it away in her binder, cheeks remaining red as she was unsure of just who was and wasn’t plotting to get to know her.
...

It took Patricia a few minutes to find the right bathroom, it being her first day at her new school at all. She eventually found Hall B though, the area indeed quite quiet at that time. She brushed her orange skirt and straightened her pink shirt, taking one last steadying breath before entering the bathroom. It was empty, a fact she was grateful for, and she slowly made her way to the nearest bathroom stall, closing the door behind her. She slowly pulled her skirt down, and shirt up, her silky magenta panties pulled down next. She found a few hooks on the back of the stall’s door, carefully hanging her clothes up to keep clean and dry as she awaited her expected visitors.

She waited a full five minutes, her anxiousness slowly turning to regret as she wondered if she was just being made fun of. She had no idea how the rumours had followed her to her new school, but wouldn't be shocked if she was being played by some prank. However, soon enough she heard the door to the bathroom open, several muttering voices speaking as they entered. “Hey, you in here Trish?” One of the boy’s voice called out, the bear blushing as her nickname was already being used by someone she hadn’t even met.

“In, h-here!” She called out, a little shyly at first.

“Great!” The voice outside called, the muttering getting a little quieter, “You ready?”

Trish gulped as she took a final steadying breath, always needing to psyche herself up a bit before the act, “Yep. I think so!”

“Alright, great!” The voice called out, giving her one more moment before speaking out again, “We’re coming in now, okay?”

The bear gulped again, “K-Kay.”
The first student to poke his head in was a cute looking skunkat, wearing a big grin as he looked over her naked body, “Nice to meet such a legend. I’m Scotty!”

The bear held her paw out, “Trish. N-Nice to meet y-you, ahh…” As she reached for a pawshake, Scotty rested his cock in her palm, still beaming out her.

“Pleasure to meet you! You wanna start off with my cock?” The skunkat was still smiling, the bear gulping as her cheeks flushed red. She nodded as she reflected on how forward he was, leaning in to press her lips to the head. “That-a-girl!” Scotty said happily, sighing as the bear’s lips pressed down over his shaft. She bobbed her head up and down, coating his length in her saliva. “Damn!” the skunk said with a huff, “If you ever quit the shit eating business, you make a great cocksucker!”
The bear pulled back to lap at the skunkat’s slit, suckling out some precum, “Glad you approve!”

Scotty’s eyes wiggled a bit, “However, I have been holding this in all morning so!” He turned around slowly, his big fluffy tail brushing her face for a brief moment. Her paws pressed to his rump as it was presented to her, leaning in to sniff at the pink hole. It had been so long since she had been fed, the move from her old home keeping her from such activities. As such, it didn’t take long for her tongue to slide over the musky hole offered, wiggling around smoothly before probing in deeper. Scotty huffed out contently, “Well, aren’t you friendly?”
The bear simply let out a muffled moan in response, probing her tongue in deeper and deeper until a fart came out. She shoved her tongue in deeper when that happened, letting out a desperate little, “P-please!”

Scotty chuckled and gave his bowels a little push, a thick log starting to pour out as he replied, “You got it!” He sighed as more of his shit started pouring out, peaking back to watch the bear bob her head up and down over it. He grinned ear to ear, “You enjoying that?”
She sucked on his logs as if they were his cock, chewing them up soon after with a firm, “Mhmm!”

Scotty snickered, letting more shit pour out, “Guess the rumours were true!” He continued to let all of his waste out, more of it just pouring out until finally he spoke once more, “That’s all I got!”
“Don’t worry!” a second boy’s voice called out, a young fox barging in, “I got you covered girl!”

Trish could barely let out a “Goo-d!” before the fox’s rump was planted on her face, her tongue sliding over his warm hole. She dug it deeper and deeper, the fox taking not time to wait to let out a big blast of filthy air.

She sucked it down and the fox offered his name, “Goldie’s the name!” Trish wanted to be polite and finished the greeting, perhaps offer and introduction. It was no use however, as within seconds her muzzle was being filled with fox shit. It came out in big piles, the bear having to focus not to gag. She was quickly choked up by it, gagging and whimpering as the fox gave her no chance to adjust to it. She didn’t mind however, really loving how she was being treated.
She was quickly losing track of her surroundings, a few more students taking turns. She was losing track of when a new butt was in her face, the textures of different scat her only clue as to when someone else was using her. At one point she thought she could smell pussy, sure enough a rabbit and a rat each taking a turn sitting on her face. Their shit was runny at times, a little softer, so she was able to swallow it down like soft serve.
After a good twenty minutes had passed, the bear was left panting, muzzle holding little clumps of the last few students that had used her. She looked up as the raccoon boy that sat in front of her in class approached, smiling down at her, “H-hi. I’m Billy. Mind if I umm… sorry nervous to ask.” Trish closed her eyes and opened her muzzle, waiting for another butt. Instead the boy’s lips reached hers, her eyes going wide as the raccoon pulled her into a kiss. He moaned and whimpered as his tongue slid around hers, giving her one of the best kisses she had ever had. At the same time he stole some of the left over shit in her muzzle, gulping it down with her before pulling away.

A long string of brown saliva trailed between their lips, Trish left in shock, “Th-that was…”

“Nice!” Billy replied in a daze. He scratched behind his head a little shyly, “Y-you’re really pretty Trish! Especially when you’re eating shit!”
The bear laughed, “Th-thanks.”

The raccoon gulped anxiously, “Umm, hey listen. There’s a start of school dance at the end of the month and uhh…I was wondering can I umm, can you… can…”

“I’d love to go with you!” she answered for him.

The boy’s eyes went wide, “R-really? You mean it?!”

The bear laughed, “Yeah, of course I do!”

The raccoon blushed brightly, “W-wow! That’s great!”

Trish giggled, looking down at the lump in the boy’s pants, “Hey you umm… need me to take care of that?”

The boy kept blushing, “W-would you?”

Trish laughed, “I’m pretty sure I just ate the entire class’ shit! This is nothing!” She tugged his shorts down slowly to reveal a nicely shaped, uncut cock, her tongue wiggling into his foreskin. The raccoon sighed as he placed his paw on the back of her head, watching as she bobbed her head up and down over his length. Her muzzle was still warm from all the waste she had eaten, and her saliva left a coat of brown on his length. Trish sighed contently as she rested in sub space, thinking to herself when creamy seed finally filled her muzzle, how much she was going to love her new school.
