Her parents were at the market, her brother out who knows where. Sally the fox girl was finally able to get a few hours alone with Archer, the farms stallion.





Over the past month she had spent a lot of time with him, something in his powerful form, his smell, or his unwavering stance drawing her to him. It had started innocently enough, feeding and brushing the stallion, volunteering to clean his stall and laying fresh straw as way to get some peace and quiet. Graduating to sitting on his back or in his pen and reading in between other chores, his presence seemed like the only place she could really relax. 





Her eyes wandering to the large brown feral horse as the hero and heroine of her stories hugged or kissed, then ran off to happily ever after. Over time she drew ever closer to the muscular horse. Eventually kissing his nose, progressing to laying kisses on his thin lips. Each visit the kisses got longer and deeper, her tongue slipping into his mouth, running along his flat broad teeth, wrestling with his long thick tongue. Archer doing nothing to dissuade her, if anything, he seemed to spur her on more and more with each visit. 





She still bought books to keep up pretense, but never actually opened them, her visits quickly devolving into saliva heavy make out sessions with the feral stallion. Grinding her palms against the building heat in her groin while they made out, letting him taste her off offered fingers before she left. During one such visit, a sound drew her attentions down his side, something clicking in her mind as she watched in the equines dangling cock. Her loins burning with arousal as the horse pissed, panting needfully in the briny air of his aerosolized urine, marveling at the prismatic rainbow displayed by musky droplets suspended in the air, only coming back to herself as the stream petered out and his cock retreated back to its sheath.





This became a regular practice, kissing, and watching him urinate, her body straying ever closer to the heavy equine shaft each time. Eventually she wrapped her hands around the hanging cock, feeling the warm salty horse piss flow through it, tasting the musky brine on the air. Her mind whirling with more and more arousal each time, then she tasted it, angling the broad tip up as the last few drops eked out, her tongue seeking the fresh warm equine urine as it dripped from his bulging piss slit, a shudder flowing through her body at first taste, she knew then it wouldn’t be her last, she wanted, no, NEEDED more.





Brushing Archer, turned to scraping his groin with her tongue, nose snorting the deep musky stench of his crotch, licking against his ponderous nuts and dipping into his sheath. Taking the tip of his thick cock into her mouth after he pissed, swallowing the briny droplets fresh from equine bladder. Her deft hands working his shaft, coaxing him to stiffness, and taking the broad flat tip into her throat. Bobbing her head on horsey cock, until he fills her belly with seed, letting it washing the taste of piss from her tongue with creamy equine sperm. Her fingers sliding into needy canine cunt as she debased herself under his maleness.





Something in her, perhaps a broken part, driving her further into depravity as time went on. Standing behind him to watch his erupting starfish as he farted, nose twitching to breathe in as much of the horses intestinal stink as her lungs would take. Finding herself licking his droppings as she masturbated, biting into those acrid, fibrous balls as she came. Soon enough she was under his tail, tongue massaging his velvety quivering doughnut as he emptied his bowels. Laying tender kisses against the warm exiting nuggets of waste, her hands palming moist, pillowy cunt inside loose overalls every chance she got. 





Back to the present, with intent, she left the house, certain she was alone save for the other farm animals. Entering the barn and approaching Archers stall, heart hammering in her ears as her mind whirled with plans finally able to be realized. She swallowed dryly before stepping in, shutting the stall door behind her and stripping, tossing her light dress over the low door. She stood naked in front of her equine lover, having specifically not worn panties or a bra in anticipation. Her white belly fur shining in the dust lit sunbeams of the barn, Sally stepped towards the stallion, setting one long fingered hand under his chin to coax him up to a kiss, pressing her tongue into the stallions mouth as he returns the same to her.





Electricity washing her mind she sucked on the equine tongue, swallowing down his grassy spit, breathing in his oaty breath. Running her tongue along his flat teeth and dancing with Archers between parted maws. Her hands cradling his head, her loins burning with need, her own slick arousal dripping down her thighs, trying not to rush even as her body begs her too. Eventually she breaks the kiss, heavy lidded eyes fixated on his a moment before they skate down his side. She step around him with practiced ease approaching his dangling cock. This moment rehearsed in her mind, she slides under the hanging appendage, willing him to hold until she is in position. 





He unleashes, spraying her still moving body with his warm salty piss. Heavy yellow stream drumming into bare skin, splashing over her groin and belly. Her hands wrapping the warm shaft and guiding up, washing her breasts, and neck as she guided it into her parted maw, drinking the musky, equine brine directly from the tap. Momentarily gagging at the sheer volume before getting it back  under control. Deliberately letting it overflow between gulps, enjoying the warmth spilling down her body. 





Writhing in the warm shower of horse piss, one hand drifting down to her groin, spreading her puffy cunt and inserting her fingers. One digit, then two, up to the second, then third knuckle inside her warm wet pussy, dipping in, then out, fingertips sensually stroking her clit, as she drank down hot salty horse piss. Unfortunately, it wasn’t meant to last, for despite his large size, Archers bladder was finite.





Cumming for the first time today as the last few drops melted onto her tongue, taking deep gasps of piss tainted breath, as she watched his retreating cock and came down from her euphoric buzz. Shivering as her urine coating cooled in the breeze, yellow droplets sparkling in the light as they formed on pert nipples. 





*PFFFFTTTTTTTTTT*





Archer snorted, stamping a foot, and letting out a bassy fart. The reverberating sound spurring Sally back to action, she ducked out from under his belly and circled around his flank, one wet hand tracing the sinewy muscles of his hip. She eyes the twitching tail waving between muscled cheeks, her attention briefly upon the blond hairs floating on the air.





The fox girl swallowed dryly, despite the briny piss she just drank, one hand braced on Archers hard butt cheek. The farm-girl eyes sweep from his hefty roiling nuts shiny with sweat, further along his soiled taint, finally settling on the pulsing equine doughnut beneath swaying tail. She kneels on one leg, pressing her nose against those ponderous equine orbs, sniffing at his sweaty, grimy balls, her tongue slipping out to taste the maleness coating that dangling sack. 





Reverently she cleans his nuts with her tongue, scraping every inch of those voluminous globes laying tender kisses as she swallows grime, fur and sweat. Her hands gently petting and massaging his sheath and roiling balls. Then up along his soiled taint, her saliva whetting dried flakes of horse shit and scooping them into her hungry mouth. Licking, kissing, sucking on the medial flesh between his cheeks until she couldn’t find any more gritty filth to swallow. Higher, gently kissing his fluttering equine doughnut, thumbs sinking into his crack, prying Archers muscular cheeks apart for better access to suck on his pillowy shitring.





Unbeknownst to Sally, her brother James watched her and Archer from the hayloft. No stranger to sex, James, being more outgoing than Sally, had played with many of the neighbors and quite a few of the farm animals over the years, though he'd never entertain thoughts of his sister or the horse until he discovered her with Archer. Quite accidentally sneaking up upon the pair in the midst of  them making out one afternoon. He spent several occasions quietly watching her play with Archer while he hid in the loft.  His own curiosity driving him to come down after she’d gone, so he could play with the horse himself. Her explorations opening new, rancid doors in his own deviance, leading him to finish his later sessions in a palmful of fresh warm horse apples while sucking his siblings slobber off the equines spit shined turdcutter.





Knowing their parents were away, and figuring Sally would go play, the fox boy silently padded after her to the barn. Watching with wide eyes as she slipped into Archers stall, heart hammering he approached the door to follow her in. Stopping when her sundress flopped over the top, and clambered up to his hiding place to watch instead, throwing his clothes over a bale in solidarity. His eyes trailed over her toned form, only before seen through sweat damp clothes, his eyes tracing her firm buttocks, fluffy tail, long legs and sinewy arms as she sucked Archers tongue into her pointed muzzle. One hand wrapped around his already stiff prick as he eyed her puffy canine sex and soft breasts, becoming enraptured as she slipped under the draft horse. His breath caught in his throat as Sally showered in the equine champagne, cumming as her fur was slicked down by the salty liquid and spraying his seed against the bail he was hidden behind. Post nut euphoria driving away any hesitation, he knew that he had to join them as she slipped out to suck on Archers horsey doughnut.





He jumped down from the loft before he could start to second guess himself. Landing next to the pair with a thump and startling Sally. As the taller boy came back up to his feet, the girl backpedaled, slipping in the straw and landing on her ass. Staring up in shock up at her brother, her mind barely registering his nudity.





“Hi sis, you’ve got a little something.” James gestured to his own chin, advancing on the fallen girl, his other hand stretched out towards her. 





Hesitantly she takes the offered hand, “EEP!” eyes going wide as he jerks her up, body stiffening as he pulls her into his chest and licks the mess from her chin. Her body sags, releasing a breath she didn't even realize she was holding.





Just then, Archer whinnies and snorts, seemingly in annoyance at the interruption, looking past his shoulder towards the pair, his tail raised as he lets out a bellowing fart in their direction.





*PRAAAAAAPPPPPTTTTTTT*





James smirks then turns to the impatient horse, keeping hold of his sisters wrist as he presses his lips against Archers exposed tailhole, licking at the spit slick shit and breathing in the fresh warm horse flatulence. 





Sally balks, her thoughts whirling through shock and her own aroused desires. Eyes wandering over her brothers form, shifting from his broad back to his nicely toned ass and legs beneath well cared for tail, then shifting onto the large stiff, canine cock pressed into Archers flank as he tongues the horses shitbox. Making up her mind, she takes a step forward to join him, pressing parted lips to the other side of the quaking equine doughnut. 





*BRAAAAAPPPPPTTTTTTT*





Another blast of moist, warm gut wind from the horse, vibrating as it passed between their maws, dissipating into the paired siblings lungs. Archer leans back against their questing mouths, relaxing into their paired oral massage of his itchy shit hole. His sphincter softening as their tongues worm inside, letting out more of the rapidly darkening flatulence, each toot denser than the last as  he prepares to feed them his used hay.





*PRAAAAAPPPPRTTTTTTT*





Drinking Archer's gassy stink, the equine flatulence slipping down her throat, wrapping her lusty brain deeper into the blanket of arousal. Her tongue dancing over the horses quaking shitring, hands groping her naked body, fingers pinching pert nipples, and palms grinding into moist cunt. Her tongue encounters James' and the pink muscles wrestle in the pit of stinking equine tailhole.





*FRRAAAAAAAPPPPTTTTTTTT*





Sucking Sally's spit directly from her maw, tasting Archers salty piss and reconstituted shit on her breath. His hands circle her waist, one dropping down to grope her butt, gently cupping her soft cheek, his other delicately running up her back, wrapping the back of her head, pulling her into a deep incestuous kiss, cheeks pressed against Archer's warm bulging doughnut.





Their tongues wrestling between each others maws, hands grasping at the others sex. Losing themselves in the moment, unaware of the looming danger from Archer's yawning doughnut as the brother sister pair explore each others bodies. Their long digits dipping into moist crevasses, palms wrapping stiff fleshy tubes. Fingertips caressing erect nipples, slicking through pearls of precum, pressing into taught starfish, and sliding through wet labia.





*BRAAAAAAPPPPPTTTT* *PLORT*





The dense round end of Archers shit, erupts against the side of their wrestling lips, wedging apart and sliding betwixt entwined tongues. The pair cease their incestuous explorations as the hot, bitter, slimy shit caresses their taste-buds. Almost as one their attentions turn back to the shitting horse. James letting the dense mass slide past his pursed lips, while Sally moves to catch the birthed log. 





*FFRRRRRRPPPPPPTTTT* *CRACKLE, pop, pop*





The first log cuts off and James presses his lips against Archers irising tailhole, squeezing his pointed muzzle between the equines butt cheeks. His dexterous tongue lapping at the fresh slick intestinal mud, seeking the depths of the massive feral beast guts.





Sally ducks between her brother and Archers legs to squat in the piss damp hay under the beast cradling the warm mass of fresh horseshit against her chest. Watching her brothers pointed canine prick rub between Archers hanging nuts. She begins squishing the brown sticky cake against her chest, smearing it over soft breasts, and belly. Sliding her caked hands down to cradle her hot, wet canine cunt, waste coated fingertips sinking into her moist depths.





*PRRRRRRRTTTTTTPPPPPPPP*





Hot stinking gas ejected directly into the boys mouth, spattering the sides of his pointed muzzle with bits of sphincter grease as he eagerly worms his tongue into Archers flatulent shitring. Hungrily waiting for the horse to ready yet another volley of used feed as he humps into the horses danging sack. 





Sally wraps a shit covered palm around her brothers shaft, massaging slimy scat into his hard cock. Her other hand scraping the warm horse shit from her chest, smearing it down to her groin, shoving brown coated fingers into her needy cunt.





*BLOORRRRTTTTTPPPP*  





Rotten horse apples fed directly into his hungry maw, feeling his sisters thin fingers grasped around his dick, James humps into her slick palm, pointed cock head emerging from her fist prodding into and slipping under Archers dangling nuts. Chewing and swallowing the ferals fresh hot horse chocolate. His hands smearing any missed bits down his chest and over his cock as he noisily chews,





Sally moves back to coax archers cock from his sheath, dexterous fingers teasing it from within. Warm tongue running over the broad flat head, worming into flaring piss-hole. Both hands wrapping around the thick shaft slowly, steadily working his erection until its drawn out.. She pauses there, her eyes darting around the stall, fixing on a nearby hay-bale, she grabs it and slides it under the horses belly before climbing on top. Her legs sticking out from under Archers spread on either side of her brothers planted feet. The horses cock cradled between soft breasts, sliding along the shit smeared on her chest, its flared head pressing against her lips. She reaches one hand down past the horses hanging nuts, grasping blindly for James hard dick. 





His sisters claws grazing his sensitive prick pulls Jame's attention, the fox-boy looks down. His thoughts whirling as he takes in the sight of Sally's bare legs and glistening, shit stained cunt peaking from under Archer's crotch. His mind processes for a moment before he understands, one horse shit smeared palm cradling his pointed canine prick, he lines it up with Sally's hungry pussy, briefly teasing her with the sharp tip before sinking himself into her warm depths.





Sally cums almost instantly from the penetration, her cunt spasming around her brothers girth. Still she continues working on Archers stiff cock, cradling it between her breasts, laying long tender kisses over the widening cum-slit, coating her tongue with leaking beads of musky equine pre as James begins the thrust into her.  Her body bouncing with each pump, aiding her stimulation of Archer's thick cock.





The fox-boy presses his muzzle back into Archer's widening tailhole as he pumps Sally's tight pussy. Wedging his muzzle into the horses slick sphincter, resuming his oral assault upon equine intestines. His hands wrapped around Sally's thighs, keeping her in place as he thrusts.





Archer presses himself back against James intruding muzzle, inviting the fox-boy deeper into his aching guts. Whinnying as James' nose presses into his knotted prostate, his cock pulsing as his nuts prepare to unload into Sally's thirsty maw.  





Thrusting, pumping, wet slick grunts and quaking farts fill the warm air of the barn as the trio fuck. Sally's gripping cunt milking her brothers cock as she fastens her wet maw over Archers bulging piss slit. James tongue dancing over equine prostate, lapping intestinal grease from the dense muscle, his own knot knocking for entrance to his sisters plump pussy. The horse between them snorting and whinnying as pleasure builds.





Ecstatic buzz climbing, Sally cums again, denying entry for James' hefty knot as she clenches around his thrusting shaft. James moans into Archers asshole, his sinuses assaulted with fresh hot reeking flatulence. 





Hot slimy horscum sprays into her mouth, salty jets of equine jism backing up through her sinuses, shooting from her black nose as Sally struggles to contain the massive pulses. The surprise sending spasms through her body, allowing James' knot to slip into her tight cunt. Cumming again as the hard knot squishes her internal clit, spraying jets of fem-cum onto his groin as she locks him inside her.





The warm embrace of  Sally's cunt locking behind his knot sends James over the edge, hot jets of brotherly cum washing her womb. The fox-boy moans inside Archers asshole, the orgasming horses guts clenching around his muzzle, and ejecting it. Panting in the open air, muscles clenched, nuts emptying into sisterly womb, brown drool leaking from parted muzzle.





Sally lays slack as the euphoric buzz crashes over her brain, only vaguely aware of James' knot slipping from her well fucked cunt. The slippery sensation of Archers retreating cock brings her back and she lays a tender kiss on her equine lovers shrinking dick. Momentarily blinded as Archer steps off to the side to drink. The fox girl watches James through lidded eyes as he falls to the ground, seemingly spent as she  runs fingertips through the mixed slime on her furry chest. But she still has needs too long ignored, Sally rolls off the bale, predatorily crawling over her prone brother. “Hey, you have something...” offering a toothy smirk as she gestures to her own muzzle, before leaning down to run her tongue along his cheek.





Beginning yet another round of raunchy incestual and beastial sex. 





The END.


Relatively  Stable











