Diesel was scanning the train for his first target, thankful that he had thought of wearing sunglasses to hide his lustful gaze. The mischievous red panda was slumped down in his seat with his backpack in front of him, mimicking sleep, but he was doing nothing of the sort. With the way his heart was beating and his cock was throbbing, it'd be a miracle if he'd fall asleep, perhaps just in a fit of overexcitement. Hidden from view by his backpack, the devious red panda was holding a vaguely anthro shaped doll in a gloved hand, the color and texture making it look like it was made of half-baked dough, but he was holding it like it was made of gold. Finally, he found his target, the sight of the massive, heavyset polar bear causing Diesel's cock to strain in excitement, thinking about all the things he would do. Locking his gaze on the mature ursid, the doll Diesel was holding began to subtly change and morph, beginning with its color which was turning from a dull beige to a crisp white. The doll’s entire body seemed to swell and inflate, growing a pair of thick thighs, a heavy musclegut and a great pair of juicy tits. Its flat face grew into a pointed maw, two adorable round ears popping up at the top of its head. A pair of balls swelled out of the previously flat crotch, reaching the relative size of oranges as they were being joined by a thick cock with a long overhang of foreskin. The red panda looked down at his doll excitedly, a perfect nude replica of the man sitting a mere feet away from him, ready to be his new plaything. 
Diesel shakily reached his non-gloved hand towards the miniature polar bear, deciding to start small by brushing over one of the handsome guy’s nipples, which on the doll was barely a small black nub in a sea of white fur. Giving it just the gentlest of rubs, the red panda watched as the mature polar bear’s eyes shot open, looking down towards his ample bosom. It was still covered by a slightly stretched out Hawaiian shirt, no way anything or anyone could’ve brushed up against his nipple like that, let alone what had felt like something so huge. Looking around a few times, the older man decided it must’ve been a trick of the mind, relaxing and laying back in his seat again. Grinning inwardly, Diesel used two of his fingers to push up against the ursid stud’s nipples, this time leaving them on there and carefully rotating in small circles to stimulate them. A quick glance upwards revealed that the large polar bear was now blushing, a moan that could easily be mistaken for just a slight grunt escaped the man’s lips, trying to keep his composure as his secretly very sensitive nipples were being played with. Diesel felt immense satisfaction as he saw the doll’s cock throb and harden, growing to a size that looked small compared to the rest of his impressively large body, but was still bigger than most. The older stud’s loose cargo shorts managed to hide his erection from the rest of the train, but to the red panda it was just there right out in the open, throbbing needily, begging to be played with.
Lifting one of his fingers from the polar bear’s nipples, Diesel let the other seductively slide over the mature hunk’s belly, making sure to take his time to really show it some love. Taking quick glances up every now and again, he could see the large ursid shifting in his seat, to any random onlooker he might’ve just seemed a little nervous about something, but the devious red panda knew how worked up the man truly was getting. Slowly, teasingly, Diesel slid his finger over the stud’s belly button and down towards that throbbing, eager member. He was getting close, so close, he could see the flustered polar bear tensing up in his seat, before deflating in disappointment as that mysterious sensation stopped right above the base of his cock. The red panda couldn’t stop himself from letting out a small huff of amusement, thankfully barely audible over the shuffling of the train, turning his doll over in his gloved hand to expose the bear’s hefty rump. 
Using the thumb of that same gloved hand, he carefully parted the polar bear’s cheeks, just barely exposing that midnight black pucker hiding inside like a pearl in a clam. Diesel placed a non-gloved finger on the underside of the thick stud’s balls, watching the man jump slightly in his seat, before shivering in pleasure as he felt the sensation travelling downwards. Moving up the backside of his juicy balls and across his taint, the red panda finally reached that slightly puffy pucker, which judging from its owner’s widening eyes, was quite sensitive. Rubbing it just like he had the man’s nipples, Diesel watched as that gruff-looking stud melted into a needy slut right before his eyes, back arched and squirming in his seat, heavy blush on his face. The depraved red panda felt a rush of glee as he saw the older man reach a hand up to one of his nipples to subtly rub it more, his other hand squeezing his thigh in a desperate attempt not to rub his cock, the subtle bulge in his shorts made more obvious by the slight wet spot forming at the tip. Deciding he had played with this man enough, Diesel lifted his finger from the mature polar bear’s hole, flipping him over in his hand again for the final act.
Ignoring his own incessantly throbbing member, the red panda took the worked up stud’s cock in between thumb and forefinger, slowly pulling down that thick and ample foreskin to expose the jet black cockhead hiding underneath. Using his gloved thumb to keep the foreskin in place, Diesel raised his index finger as quickly yet subtly he could to his mouth, wetting it, before slipping it out of view again. With his now spit-slicked finger, the red panda carefully placed pressure directly on the large polar bear’s exposed glans, giving it a cursory once-over rub. The effect was immediate, the big manly polar bear bucking in his seat as he desperately tried to stifle a lustful groan, garnering a few concerned glances his way. Ruthlessly, Diesel began rubbing his victim’s shiny black cockhead in agonizing, painfully slow circles, determined to bring this big hunk to a screaming climax. The worked up ursid’s growls were becoming louder and more unabashed, the hefty stud gripping onto the seats next to him for dear life as he writhed and bucked in his seat, completely forgetting or at least ignoring all the other furs that were sitting around him. Diesel slowly but surely increased the tempo of his rubbing, using his thighs to squeeze his own pent up and untouched cock, getting off on seeing this old, handsome bear getting brought to his climax right here in public. The wet spot on the polar bear’s shorts had grown wider and darker from how much precum he was leaking, but at this point he was well beyond caring, grunting and growling and flexing his cock as he mentally pleaded for his release. 
Without warning, Diesel suddenly sped up his rubbing significantly, making sure he was applying just as much pressure as he had been, determined to see the older man cum. With a deafening roar that could definitely be heard well outside their traincar, the large hunk increased the grip on the seats next to him so much it looked like he might rip them clean off, his arms as well as his entire body flexing and straining as he felt himself being forcefully pushed into a powerful orgasm. With a series of far less manly grunts and moans, the hefty polar bear’s entire body shuddered as he came crashing over the edge, his cock flexing and straining as he shot several thick spurts of potent ursid cum into his already stained shorts, further widening that very conspicuous wet spot. He thrashed and bucked and humped in place as he shot the biggest load he’d ever shot, groaning as he pushed out every last drop of cum he had in him, before slumping back into his seat, completely and thoroughly spent. After laying there for a few seconds, panting in exhaustion as he came down from his high, he suddenly became aware of the fact that the entire traincar was staring at him. The realization that he had just shot his load in front of all of these people, the evidence of which was still warm, wet, fresh and sticky in his shorts, caused the large ursid to shrink in on himself a little, his face burning red. The next stop he quickly shot out of his seat, running off to goodness knows where, leaving behind a crowd of very confused furs. Diesel was breathing heavily himself, coming down from the high of his own orgasm, with a smaller but nonetheless conspicuous wet spot in his pants. He saw the doll slowly lose its features as it returned back to its default form, the red panda carefully packing it away in his backpack for next time, determined to go buy some condoms before his next stunt.
