All men, many boy sluts, no females. That was an ideal world for these predators. They were all fathers - sat around a barbecue, one musclegut fox tending to the sausages by the grill - while the rest of the fathers, a total of 4 of them, with the fourth father grilling the food, had their own sausages out in the literal sense.
In one paw, they had beers. In the other, they were holding their personal cub slut close to them. All these boy toys had varying personalities, and each father had a servant gently lapping at their fat uncut cock while they idly chatted with each other - roaring out with laughter to some jokes, their voices deep and baritone as they talked about some of their cub snuffing adventures, and more that was up for discussion. All while the wet small lapping of young tongues gave a nice bath to their gigantic, thick, virile cocks.
To the left of the firepit was a bear: Adam - and directly across from him - his brother, Zane. 
Adam had a large musclegut like Sam, and he had quite a thick cock - probably the thickest of all his buddies. Like the rest of them, he was uncut. His cock was around 6 inches, but it was definitely thick enough to tear a boy cub in two. As for his brother, Zane, he was 7.5 inches long but wasn’t as thick as his brother - his cock was more suited for plunging deep into cubs and tearing their insides. But that was not all…
Though all men had their little boys to service them, there was one lonely fox cub who sat by the sidelines - the son of the burly musclegut fox who was grilling. He grabbed his father's leg and tugged on it a bit - prompting attention from the man above. Scowling, he looked down on his son - Cartographer, or Cart for short, as asked “What is it, son?”
“All your other friends have their son's with them, and they're touching their fathers’ pee pee. Can I touch yours, Daddy? His father groaned and flipped the sausages over. He got no answer, probably because his Dad was ignoring him, and spotted how his cock retreated from his thick sheath slightly. Unlike the rest of his buddies, Cart’s father - Sam - had a canine sheath, and it was musky as hell.
Furthermore, he was notorious for his cock. It had a fat knot at the bottom, and was just the perfect thickness and length that not enough a grown man can wrap his hand around it. Truly, Sam was the perfect specimen for fucking his son. Cart spotted how his father's balls swayed in the wind, those fat nuts hanging low, and licked his lips. However, before he had a chance to reach out and fondle them in his own hands, Sam batted him away. 
“Go play with the other dads while I cook, son.”
Cart scowled and sulked over to his daddy's friends, who all greeted him upon arrival. 
Cart opted to shuffle over to the otter father, who was busy halfway stuffing his son on his cock. Adam, who sat next to him, prompted his attention to Cart - who was looking up at him shyly. The otter peered on eyebrow and his son turned his head to look over at him, all while he was mid-way speared on his daddy’s meat. “My Daddy won’t play with me,” Cart said meekly. 
Adam then leaned over to the otter father: “This fox kit has got a look in his eyes that says he wants your dick.” It took everything the otter had in him not to spear his kid on his cock then and there from the sheer arousal, and teasing of Adam. Adam then chuckled, and slumped back into his chair, exposing his fat beer belly while his own son gobbled down his cock - small whimpers and suckling noises coming from below. “Heya Cart. That sexy man is called Matthew. He’s a bit younger than us, as ‘yer can tell,” Adam said, winking at Cart and gesturing his attention to Matthew - the otter who was cooing words to his son with a shaky aroused voice, while his son willingly bobbed up and down on the tip of his cock. Unlike the others, Matthew had a completely physique exterior - clearly muscular but not overly-so. And that otter’s cock was huge. From how far up his son was on his tip, it had to be a foot long! A pang of jealousy washed over Cart as he realised that this muscular, lean otter - who had to be in his 30s - had the largest cock of them all and he wouldn’t get to experience it.
Zane leaned over from his seat and fingered Cart’s butt while picking him up, making the flustered fox face him. Zane was more in-between, not as chubby as Adam - but even though Adam had some muscle to him, Zane was proud to outshine him on that aspect. He also had a nice beard too, and not to mention that perfect tool that is his cock…
So many dirty thoughts rushed into Cart at once as Zane was gently prodding at the cub’s prostate with his thick finger, looking at the boy with an insatiable, mad hunger in his eyes.
“If your daddy won’t play with you, I will.” 
Adam tried to join in on the fun with his brother, but his son sucking his cock was too much for him. He struggled to move due to the pleasure. Zane was the only father without a son, and Cart made the perfect candidate.
“Cart, you should know by now that young boys like you are made to please men.”
Cart just nodded, closing his eyes to lose himself from this event, he didn’t want it to be like this. His father was there to fuck him, not Zane. Sam would be really angry now.
Cart’s lips wobbled from the pressure Zane put onto his prostate. His finger was really up there, and now he was putting another one in?!
“Your father should’ve broke you in. It would’ve made this easier. Does he use your mouth a lot?”
“Yes, he does.”
Then, suddenly, out of nowhere Zane slaps Cart across the face - eliciting a surprised cry from the cub and the men suddenly stopped using their little cub toys to see what was happening.
“That’s not good enough! You should know how to address me by Daddy!”
Cart cried out, clearly displeased from that slap as it left a fresh red mark on his face.
Matthew and Adam looked at each other approvingly, biting their lip in anticipation, their cocks hardening from the rough abuse.
Then Sam returned with sausages and burgers on a plate, much to the surprise of all.
“Hey buds, I’ve got food- Oh, damn…” Sam’s locked eyes with his son, who seemed rather distraught, but Sam’s cock was already slipping out of its sheath from the sheer sight of his buds using their sons already - not to say his own!
Once Sam wordlessly set down the plate on the table, Zane looked up at him with troubled.
“You’re not mad, aren’t you - dude?”
Sam’s stern expression broke into a warm smile.
“Far from it. I can’t believe my buds are so horny that they’ll be using their little pets already…”
He said, gesturing to Matthew’s dick halfway up his son’s backside - as far in as it could go, and Adam - who’s own son still sucked on his thick daddy’s dick like a milk bottle.
“It’s a miracle any of you haven’t cum yet,” Sam said, shrugging his shoulders and pointing his now-fully hard 9-inch dad dick to his son’s backside. He thought about what he was going to do more carefully. Instead of sticking his dick inside his little cum-toy (and probably killing him in the process), he could draw it out for himself and his buddies by really berating his son in all manner of ways.
“Tell me Zane, how hard to you slap him?”
Zane took this opportunity to twist his thick fingers inside Cart’s backside, shoving a third finger in. It can’t get more stretched than now. There was a sickly sound everytime Zane molested Cart’s young bum with his dexterous fingering.
Sam wafted his musky uncut cock in Zane’s face, and the handsome bearded bear picked up on the scent and smell easily. He smiled as he sniffed in deep, taking in that musk that was practically oozing from Sam’s huge knotty fox breaker.
“You never answered my question, musk freak. Stop fingering my son for a second and look at me.” Judging by the stern tone, Zane dropped all manner of pleasure on his face and he looked seriously at Sam.
“How hard did you slap my son?” He said, lightly jacking his cock with his paw. Zane was transfixed everytime the skin rolled back to expose that musky, cheese-covered head.
Zane gulped. “U-Um, pretty hard - sir.”
Sam scoffed and quickened his stroking on his cheesy cock. “You should do it harder. I want to watch you hurt my son. It fills me with… satisfaction.” Sam side, breaking into an evil smile. 
Adam clapped his hands together and chuckled,
“Hahaha! Now there’s the Sam I know!” Adam stood up, inseminating his son’s mouth on his thick, hairy cock and choking him full of that thick meat with a predator glane. All eyes drew to Adam as he was obviously going to be the first to kill his son. It didn’t take much, seeing as his son was suckling on his taint all this time - and he never got the chance to seed inside him. But now that all attention was focused on him, he was sure to give his fellow fathers a show. He took hold of his son’s ears and gripped them tightly, causing pain to the weeping and flailing cub - only 5 years of age. It was a miracle Adam’s huge thick cock could fit in there anyway! Oh, but it was a really tight fit - and it blocked all possible air source from him. The nose was too busy being grounded into his pubic hair for him to breathe air. Adam roared out with a deep moan, and Matthew watched with delight as he had a sideline view of the real-time cub snuffing. The bear cub’s throat visibly bulged and belched with each fat string of icky dad seed that was shot down his tight, wet, young gullet. Adam’s balls were easily emptied from the contracting throat massage his 5 year old was giving him. Sighing with contentment, he pulled his slutty son from his cock with a wet ‘sclorp’, the cub’s mouth full of saliva and cum, and threw him to the floor like a used rag. His eyes were lifeless. His mouth was emptied full of cum all over the hard pavement. 
“Sorry, lads - just couldn’t help myself.”
All men stared at him in amazement, their cocks throbbing even more than before - their balls churning there and then from that brutal act. Cart was in shock.
Matthew had to clear his dried throat.
“Let’s put our meat on the table,” he said - and they all agreed.
Matthew withdrew his sexy teen son from his cock (he was 12 years old, the oldest of the cub sluts here), and placed him on the wooden pole on the fire-pit below. His eyes widened as he realised what could happen. Cart picked up on it too, and whimpered with fear.
Once Zane picked up Cart harshly, and was just about ready to throw him on the pole with the other meat - Sam stopped him.
“You never did what I asked you to do.”
Matthew perked an ear, and Zane’s face lit up with delight.
Turning to see nephew dead and full of cum in the distance, that only served to arouse him more. Zane was back to full-hardness, with the rest of his buds.
He then spat right in Cart’s eye, making the cub cry loudly. If you remember, this is a world where it is common for men to use boys as their fucktoys. Nobody would bat an eye.
“Go on, cry as loud as you want - you little COCKSLUT!” Zane shouted at Cart, bringing more spit into his face. Sam exhaled with pleasure and his cock was dripping precum like a faucet. If he stroked some more, he would go over the edge - so now’s the time. Now is the time to make full use of their fuckmeat.
“That was perfect, Zane.” He said, giving a bro hug to his bear friend - tweezing his nipple a bit, and licking his sexy, bearded face.
Zane giggled and kneeled down to lick Sam’s burly stomach momentarily.
“I can tell you’re about to shoot, you sexy thing. Don’t worry. We’ll make sure you’ll cum in a tight hole, even if we have to do it ourselves. But… You’ve always wanted to use your son - haven’t you?”
Sam whimpered with delight as he was brought under pressure by Zane like this, and saw how the bear spread those delicious young cheeks to reveal that gaping, young hole.
“At least you prepared enough so I can get my knot in him.”
Zane winked at the fox dad, “I’m always prepared, champ.”
But Cart was fed up of this, he wanted to go home - not engage in sexual activities all the time. The boy was well-versed to it thanks to his father, but this time - it seemed that the dads had no intention of leaving their sons alive…
His eyes scoured what was in front of him: Matthew’s foot long cock was being hot-dogged in between his son, and Adam was busy punching the shit out of his dead son. Cart had to close his eyes in horror as he saw how blood helplessly fell out of his mouth with every blow, the bear calling him all manner of things in the process.
He whimpered in helpless submission as he felt the weight of his father’s cock push down onto his ass and slightly thrust between his crack. Sam was doing exactly what Matthew was doing - preparing for the inevitable anal fuck.
Metres away, Adam was busy beating his dead son.
“BITCH!” Slam “Good-for-nothing COCKSHEATH!” Slam and then a loud crack as the son’s jaw was surely broken from that powerful blow.
Zane called out to him: “Bro! Join in with us! We’re fed up of waiting!”
Just as Adam was about to collapse his heavy foot on the ribs of his son, he heard Zane’s call - and promptly picked up the bleeding, dead corpse - directly in Cart’s line of sight. His eyes filled with horror as one arm hung limply to the side, the skin stripped off from the bicep - leaving only the bone.
Adam’s cock hardened as he bit and separated his son’s arm entirely from his body - taking it into his muzzle and throwing it to the side of him. Once Adam had threw down the torn body of his son onto the middle of the pole - all was said and done. All four fathers got to burying their fat cocks into their little, young sheathes with haste.
Zane opted to plug Cart’s useless, crying mouth with his own cock - using his face however he wished and spitting in his eyes, making the cub’s vision blur up and his eyes sting from the spittle. Sam buried his cock in Cart fully, and it was still a tight fit - even after all that fingering! 
His fat balls swayed in the wind and met with his son’s little, tight ass with every thrust - creating a loud slapping sound as he pumped his cock in him fervorously. 
Time was running out for the cubs, as the heat from being so close to the fire began to affect them - creating a large concentration of heat on their faces and making them close their eyes in fear. They cried, but their measly tears were no match for the burning fire of desire which ran in their fathers.
“Goodbye, son. It was nice having you,” Matthew said - then spearing his son fully on his foot-long monster. It went completely through him. There is no stopping cock when it’s breaking through such young, soft and easily-breakable skin. Innards flew out of the shock-stricken (and the-most-certainly dead) otter and then Adam’s son. Matthew cried out with pleasure, “it seems we’ve busted into our sons at the same time, dude!” Adam was furiously thrusting and spitting  in the corpse’s face, eager to get as much use out of his son as possible. After all, he was just a cocksheath and he’s fufilled his purpose now that his father’s thick, clingy cum was warming up his cooling corpse. All the innards than emptied from their mouths was burning on the fire-pit and adding fuel to the fire.
As for the otter cub… Unfortunately his fate was sealed from the start. Matthew’s cock is absurdly long and moderately thick, but that doesn’t change the fact that every man in this world deserves to breed a tight, young boy hole. All men with cocks all sizes should experience it at one point, and Matthew is glad to have this release - the man sighing with profound pleasure, the cum being emptied from his balls and released into the tight young, clenching fresh corpse of his sexy, slim otter son. 
Meanwhile, poor Cart is crying out for his dear life - as much as he can, but it is futile. His father’s cock is probably covered in blood now, but he just keeps thrusting. Cart thought he was here for fun, not to be used.
Zane and the other dads who had fresh corpses clinging to their meat were cheering Sam on, as the burly fox dad was fucking his son harder than he had ever fucked in his life.
Because that’s what cubs are for.
