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It was a warm day, perfect for what the young couple had planned, the fox and wolf walking down the dirt path while the soft, cool wind rustled the grass nearby. The park was mostly empty, though they came across a few joggers and picnickers as they went.


“I found a perfect spot the other day,” said the wolf. He was a big, muscular lupine, silvery-grey fur decorating his body. He had his shirt draped over his shoulder, letting his muscles bask in the warmth of the sun and treating any passers by to some eye candy in the shape of his furry, toned body, a black happy trail meandering down his belly and disappearing into his pants. He went by Benny and was the fox's boyfriend.


Owain, the fox, was nowhere near as strong or muscular as his wolf lover. He was more the bookish type as opposed to the big, tough, sporty type his boyfriend was. The orange fox had a few non-standard black stripes decorated his face, a couple trailing down his neck before petering out into the white fur of his chest and belly. He walked hand in hand with his lover, glancing up at the wolf every now and then.


“Are you nervous?” asked Benny.


“A bit,” Owain said, blushing slightly. “You'll be there though, right?”


“Well yeah,” Benny nodded. “I'll be recording the whole thing.” Owain gave a nervous chuckle, a bashful look on his face.


“Are... you gonna upload it to Fucktube?”


“Of course!” Benny chuckled. Owain's cheeks turned a deeper pink. He paused and then spoke up again.


“That's kinda hot,” he admitted.


They kept on walking until they got to the place Benny was looking for: off to the side of the dirt path was a single tree of no real note, while on the other side of the path was a small woodland, complete with brushes for someone to hide in.


“So, ah, this is it, then?” Owain asked, a slight feeling of nervousness growing inside him.


“Uh-huh,” Benny nodded.


“Well... get the rope out then!” Owain said, stepping up to the tree.


This had been Benny's idea. Something that had popped into his dirty, perverted mind a few nights ago while jerking it to some porn with his fox. They'd talked about uploading some videos to one of those amateur porn sites, but they weren't sure what to actually upload. Sure, they could record themselves fucking, sucking each other's dicks and pounding ass, but the Internet was already flooded with videos like that, they wanted something new and kinky to record; and that's when Benny thought this up.


He'd take his foxy boyfriend to a park, one that was a ways away from where they lived so that they wouldn't be recognized. There, he'd tie the vulpine up... naked... But it wouldn't be as simple as Benny fucking him while tied to a tree in public, instead he was going to hide in the bushes nearby with his camera and wait until another guy or two... or several... came along and took advantage of the naked little fox.


Owain, though nervous at the thought of being tied and bound in public, loved the idea. Just the thought of lying there like some object while man after man came and used him, all the while his boyfriend was hiding nearby and recording the whole thing...


Benny placed the bag he was carrying down and approached his lover, pushing him gently against the tree and growling softly.


“Give me a taste before I give you over to whoever the hell comes by.” He leaned in and kissed his fox deeply, the vulpine moaning in his arms as they began to grind against each other, breathing softly and groaning as they made out, tongues darting around the other's mouth, hands exploring their bodies.


Shivering with anticipation, Owain let his wolf lover start stripping him off, swiftly making him shirtless and running his fingers through the soft, orange fur of his back, reaching down and then groping at the fox's rump. He unbuckled Owain's belt and unzipped his pants, grabbing them along with his underwear and eagerly pulling them down around Owain's ankles. The fox was shoved firmly against the tree, moaning with submission as his boyfriend grabbed his ass and parted his cheeks, still grinding against him as the package in his pants began to grow hard and rigid. Owain broke the kiss with groan.


“Tie me up,” he whined. Benny was happy to do so. With his bulge twitching fished around in his bag and pulled out a length of rope. The fox lay down, his arms up while Benny tied them, quickly securing the naked Owain to the tree. Benny knelt down next, smiling and taking the vulpine's chin in his hand, looking into his eyes.


“Maybe you'll get a horse,” he said. “Bet you'd like that, hm? Big horse cock up your ass?”


“Fuck yes,” Owain breathed, his own member starting to harden as he lay there, imagining the cocks he was about to get.


“I have a couple surprises for you,” said Benny. He grabbed something else from his bag: a thin, black layer of cloth. A blindfold. Along with it, he pulled out a gag, the fox blushing deeply at the sight of them.


“Do it,” Owain said. Benny went ahead and swiftly gagged and blindfolded his lover, leaving him totally and utterly helpless, unable to move, talk or even see.


Benny reached down and tickled at Owain's cock tip, making the fox gasp and whimper for him, squirming a bit as Benny gave him a few rubs and strokes before moving his hand down between the vulpine's legs, a finger darting between Owain's cheeks and grinding against his hole, making the fox squirm even more.


“Just gotta get you ready for whoever wants to fuck you,” said Benny, pressing his finger inside his lover and jiggling it about a bit, stretching the hole slighty; not too much, he didn't want to loosen Owain up too much before he took a cock in there.


“You remember the sign, right?” Benny asked, finally yanking his finger out the fox's rump. Owain whined around his gag and stamped one of his feet against the floor three times. “Yep, just stamp three times if you need me.” He leaned in and kissed his lover's neck, nibbling at it slightly and making the vulpine squirm and moan. “Have fun, you filthy whore.” He grabbed his bag and stuffed his lover's clothes into it before hiding behind the bushes nearby, but not before taping a big sign above the fox which read “FREE SLUT: USE AS DESIRED”.


With the slut all tied up and Benny hiding in the bushes with his phone camera at the ready, the two of them waited. He was already hard in his pants, cock pressing against the inside of his underwear as he gazed at his naked boyfriend, the fox lying their defenceless, nervously yet eagerly waiting for someone to find him.


Owain shifted himself about a bit, getting as comfortable as he could in this position, his foxy dick already twitching. He felt so filthy; so dirty. Anyone could take advantage of him, any kind of perverted, horny bastard who wanted some hole to fuck and didn't care who or what that hole was. With the weather as it was they figured it wouldn't be long before someone came across the fox. Someone out for a walk or jog, guys just out enjoying the sun.


Owain could feel the warm air blowing over his naked body, ruffling his fur and tickling his balls, making him shiver a bit as the Summer wind molested his naked body. A couple times he found himself instinctively tugging at the ropes around his wrists and trying to stroke at his hard cock, his rod throbbing to an almost painful extent, but all he could do was lie there, humping into the air slightly, fully aware that his boyfriend was watching his struggles from nearby.


They waited, Owain lying in the sun while Benny stayed watching, groping himself through his pants, rubbing at his aching hardness. Their ears soon twitched, picking up a faint “what the fuck?” from nearby. Benny smirked. It looked like the sight of a bound, naked fox had snagged someone. Benny aimed his phone and started recording as someone came into view: a badger. He was an older man, big and burly, a muscle-gut tucked away into an ill-fitting tank top. The heavy guy approached the fox, oblivious to Benny's presence or his recording.


The badger towered over Owain, looking down at him with a curious look on his face before glancing up at the sign above him. “FREE SLUT”... The badger looked around for a moment before turning back to the fox.


“You know, I nearly didn't go jogging today,” he said. “Guess I made the right choice, huh? Hehe,” he gave a low chuckle, looking around once again before using his foot to spread the fox's legs, the bound slut whining in submission. He opened up for the badger, lying their spread eagled while the big, strong man prepared himself.


Owain, in his blindfolded state, barely knew what was happening. He didn't know who this person was, what he looked like, what he was doing or even what species he was. Still, he opened his legs for the male, presenting himself to him. The badger gave a grunt as he knelt down, the much older man unbuttoning the top of his pants and opening them up, dropping his underwear and fishing out his fat badger cock: thick and girthy, long and dark-furred, a thick foreskin covering its heavy tip and a dark bush of pubic fur at the shaft's base. Owain's mouth would be watering if he could see it. Benny was about to give out an impressed whistle at the sight of it but managed to hold himself back; he almost gave himself away.


The badger shuffled forward, gripping his shaft firmly and smacking it across the fox's crotch, grinding his member against Owain's hardened shaft and furry balls.


“Mmm!” Owain groaned around his gag, the warmth of the badger's maleness washing over his sex. The fox gave out a soft, slow sigh through his nose when he felt the badger starting to harden against him, the bigger male humping against Owain's cock and balls.


“Heh, you're a hot little thing,” the badger growled, his hands going down to caress Owain's body, fingers running through his fur and going to tease at the hardened nipples.


“Mrrph!” Owain squeaked, toes curling from the attention to his sensitive flesh. Growling softly, the badger soon reached full mast. Benny watched on, making sure his phone recorded everything going on. The badger kept his erect cock rubbing against the fox's body for a few moments before lifting Owain's legs. Owain couldn't tell exactly how big the other male was, but he did know that he wanted that huge cock up his ass. He gave out muffled gasps; if his mouth was free he'd be begging to be fucked.


The badger started rubbing his cock against Owain's waiting hole, slowly pulling his foreskin back and sliding his head up and down the hole, teasing Owain's ass and making him squirm.


“Mrrph! Mm!” Owain whimpered, pushing down and huffing through his nose, desperate for the feel of cock pushing into his ass.


“You want this, huh?” the badger asked; he could sense the fox's need.


“Mmm! Mrrrr!” Owain whimpered and nodded fervently, his own tip glistening with pre-cum, the stuff dripping onto the white fur of his belly. The badger and his fat, veiny cock was happy to give the bound fox what he wanted.


He thrust forward, hands gripping the vulpine's legs, his tip pressing firmly against Owain's entrance before slipping inside and getting a muffled gasp from him.


“Oh, fuck,” Benny muttered to himself, watching on as his boyfriend was speared on fat badger cock, stretching that fuckhole wide around it. He quickly unzipped and pulled out his own cock, pumping away at him while he recorded the show going on in front of him, hand working swiftly up and down his hardened wolf cock, his eyes locked on the fox and badger.


“Nghh! Oh, this is a real nice ass!” the badger grunted, driving himself in deeper and deeper, making the fox squirm underneath him as he penetrated that warm fox hole. Owain squeaked and moaned loudly, huffing loudly, his already sore. The badger went in dry, not a drop of lube to be seen and the pre-cum leaking out of the bigger male's tip doing nothing to lubricate the vulpine's passage.


Despite the pain, Owain still wanted more. He clenched down and gave out a loud, whimpering gasp. He could feel that big, hard cock pressing against his walls, sliding in ever deeper until, with one good, hard thrust, the stranger buried his cock inside his hole, hilting inside him and pressing his heavy nuts against Owain's ass.


With nothing more but a low growl, the badger slowly slid himself out and then shoved the entirety of his cock inside Owain's ass again, eliciting a loud, pain cry from the fox who lay there, bound and helpless, taking it while the badger began fucking him. Owain winced and grimaced, his body tense, his ass being thoroughly used and bred. The badger had a bit of trouble when he tried fucking harder: the fox was just so tight, it was putting up a lot of resistance. The badger had no choice but to start off slow, steadily pounding away at the fox. He pulled over half of his girthy cock out of him before slamming it in again.


Owain was fucked with slow, deep thrusts. What the fucking lacked in speed it made up for in strength and depth. Every push had Owain crying out, his whole body shaking and his cock quivering.


“Morrrfff! Mrrrrph!” Owain cried out; he was trying to beg for more, the gag turning his voice into barely coherent groans.


“Mm! Tighter than my wife!” the badger grunted, still slamming away and giving Owain's ass a real working. “I gotta thank whoever left you out here! Mm... I'd usually have to pay for a slut this good!”


He steadily fucked faster, the fox's hole gradually getting used to having such a big, powerful cock inside it. The badger leaned over him gasping at the pleasure coursing through his body, his hot breath blowing over Owain's body. Owain couldn't help but notice how much bigger this stranger was than his boyfriend. He'd never felt anyone get so deep inside him before; it was amazing. Painful, but so good. He even found himself pushing down so that the badger could get in even deeper.


The badger's growling intensified, his hips slapping loudly against Owain's ass, cock pistoning deep and hard into that tight little fuckhole presented to him.


“Fuck!” the badger grunted. “Haven't... fucked this good... in ages... Oh, fuck!!” He cried out in pleasure, crying out loudly as he thrust forward and erupted inside the whore, flooding his bowels with his hot badger cum, the fox squirming under him and taking it all inside his body.


Benny gave out a soft, quivering gasp, unable to tear his eyes away as his boyfriend was filled with another man's cum, the badger's low-hanging balls aching as they were emptied. Everything Owain felt was intensified by his lack of sense, the lack of vision. He was just an object, his ass a hole for men to shove their dicks in; he couldn't see, he couldn't talk... All he could do was lie there, ass stuffed with cock and filled with cum. It was driving him wild; a myriad sensations pulsing through his entire body and numbing his mind.


“Mm, fuck, that's it... Fuckin' perfcect,” the badger sighed, holding the fox close and keeping himself hilted inside the whore as his pulsing cock leaked the last of his seed. His load exhausted, the badger pulled his cock out and looked down at the used hole, stretched and pouring cum onto the floor below. The badger admired his work for a moment before shoving a finger up that cum-filled ass and finger-fucking the fox a bit, just to tease him and watch the whore squirm.


The badger stood himself up, popping his finger out of Owain's hole and wiping the sweat and cum off on his own pants before tucking his dick back into his underwear and zipping back up. Owain was still hard and twitching, his shaft a mess of pre, his body begging for attention. The badger, however, was done with the fox. Sure, he could stay and help him get off, but he had places to be, and so he just set off, leaving the used and leaking fox there, still bound to the tree.


Benny paused the recording and they both waited for the next person to come along. A few people passed by, glancing at the fox with a curious, confused or disgusted look on their face before simply moving on. One passer-by had to be stopped by their friend when they tried to release the fox; it was better to just not get involved.


Benny was starting to wonder if they were going to get anyone else interested in having any fun with the used slut when the vulpine's body finally attracted someone else. A pig this time, lumbering down the path, a lecherous look passing over his face when he caught sight of the bound male.


“Hey, what've we got here?” he laughed, poking the fox with his foot, his big hairy belly shaking slightly. He was shirtless, wearing nothing but a pair of shorts, his dark-haired body on display for all to see.


Benny had started recording again, his free hand snapping to his cock which had started to soften while they waited but quickly became rock hard at the promise of another fuck for his boyfriend.


“Well, I'm not gonna turn down a free fuck!” the pig smirked, kneeling down and licking his lips as he ogled the vulpine's body. “Ohh, you're a looker.” He gave a snort and reached out, gripping the fox's shaft and making him gasp at the pig's touch. “Nice little foxy dick you've got. Fuck, that's a lotta pre. Guess you're feeling kinda blueballed, huh?” The pig steadily worked up and down the shaft, chuckling as he watched the fox squirming about for him, the vulpine bucking his hips. It was rare for him to get his ass fucked without being allowed to blow in return; like the pig said, he was feeling blueballed.


With one hand on the fox's dick, he brought his other down between Owain's legs, the fox gasping when he felt one of those fat piggy fingers grinding against his hole.


“Oh, someone's already used you, huh?” the pig chuckled. He could feel how stretched Owain's hole was, not to mention the previous male's cum that still rested inside him. That was by him; the used state of Owain's hole just meant he could get his fingers in deeper.


“Mmm!” Owain moaned out as the porcine did just that. He shoved his finger in good and deep, pressing it against the fox's walls and making him shake. Owain could feel every single slight movement the pig made inside of him, the finger jostling about inside his cum-filled passage while the fat male's other hand kept pumping at his cock.


“You must be pretty close already, huh?” the pig asked, watching how Owain wriggled about, clearly desperate for release. Owain just whined in reply, cock pulsing in the pig's grip, his ass clenching down around the finger inside it. He soon felt a second finger pressing against his entrance and braced himself before it was rammed inside him, stretching him even wider and making him pant around the gag still stuffed firmly in his maw.


The pig fingered him. He worked his fingers in and out of that tight fox hole with increasing speed. It hurt, but Owain took it, teeth biting down on the gag and eyes clenched shut. He ignored the pain and kept humping into the pig's hand, those thick, hairy fingers massaging against his prostate and driving him crazy.
