In the back of his mind, Dakota knew he should have been screaming no.  He’d dressed in girl clothes, acted as a urinal for several girls, and even let them drive needles into his nuts, but letting a boy fuck him was a line he mentally couldn’t cross.  But the moment he saw Lily put on the horse cock strap-on, his complaints disappeared while his mouth watered and asshole trembled. 
“Come on,” she said, pulling him by the sissy collar around his neck, “We’ve only got limited time before Clyde comes, and I don’t want you embarrassing me for not knowing how to suck dick.”
Lips quivered as the equine phallus brushed up against his face.  Dakota remembered the first time Lily used it on him, hoping to make him cum from anal stimulation alone.  Up close and personal, the young rabbit couldn’t believe that she had forced this up his ass.  The sheer size terrified him, and yet his cock strained in its pink prison.  
“Now, tell me.  What’s the first thing you say when you see a cock?” Lily asked, gripping his pink headfur in one hand and lightly bopping the dildo against his cheek in the other.  Dakota looked up to his sister, pleading for a hint as she toyed with him.
“You beg for it,” Daisy said, hooves clicking against the floor behind him.  The donkey kneeled down and grabbed his head, pulling it back as she talked into his ears, “My brother loves it when faggots beg for his cock.  So when you see him, you should say, ‘Hello, sir, how may my mouth be of service to you?’ like a good faggot.”
“H-hello, sir, ho-” Lily slapped him across the face with the dildo, “Do I look like a sir, bitch?”
Dakota shook his head, “That’s right, now ask me properly.”
“Hello, Mistress.  How may my mouth be of service?”
Lily guided him down to the balls of the dildo, “First thing you do is service the nuts, suckle them nice and good.  Then you lick the shaft,” she dragged him along the cock, “and once you get to the tip, play with the head.  Big cocks like these love a little surprise tongue in the urethra,” she pressed it up against his lips, forcing Dakota to widen his mouth and let the horse cock into his mouth.  He gagged as it drove deeper, but Lily only shushed him, “Breath through your nose, unless you wanna choke you better breath properly.”
Daisy forced him down further, “Come on, sissy, we’re trying to help,” she laughed, strong hands keeping his hand in place, “My brother isn’t gonna care if you pass out, so it’s best you learn how to breath through your nose like a good whore.” 
Lily looked down as Daisy slowly bobbed her brother up and down the cock, biting her lower lip with his forced fellatio.  He adapted to nasal breathing quickly, now trying his best not to puke with how deep the cock went down his throat.  He could hear the faint sound of someone toying with their pussy behind him, a toss-up between Trudy and Sasha watching on in envy of the whole affair. 
The sound of the doorbell was his only reprieve, leaving him to gasp for air as Daisy let go, “About fucking time,” she complained, hooves clacking against the floor as she made her way out of the bedroom.  Dakota found himself resting on his sister’s thigh, eyes focused on the lipstick smear across her strap-on.  He only reached halfway down the cock, leaving the rest dry as a bone.  He gulped, praying that the dildo was a bigger version of horse cock.
“Trudy, pass me the lipstick,” Lily ordered while perking her brother’s lips, “We don’t want him to look ugly for his big show.”
Lipstick reapplied, Lily forced Dakota onto his feet and pushed his head down, leaving him to ponder just what Daisy’s older brother looked like as two sets of footsteps echoed from the door.
“This better not be a waste of my time,” a male voice argued, “Last guy you set me up was like fucking a dead fish.”
“That’s cause he was drugged, dumbass.  Can’t have him remember getting fucked by the quarterback, least until I need something from him.”
“So is that why you called me over?  This little fag another guy who ticked you off and you want payback?  My sexuality isn’t your weapon, sis.”
“It is if you want to keep it secret.  But you’re the one too scared to step out of the closet,” she opened the door, followed by a donkey a foot taller.  He gulped at the quarterback built highschooler strolling in, dressed in a blue and gold letterman and dark blue jeans.  His black mane had been cut down to a short mohawk, and icy blue eyes stared down with surprise and a hint of arousal in Dakota’s direction.  The bunny thought about averting his gaze, but he knew Lily would be disappointed if he did.  That was enough to keep him staring, chest out to let the donkey boy clearly see the ‘FAG’ bedazzled onto his long-sleeved pink crop top.
“This,” Daisy waved her hand to the bun, “Is my thank you for all you’ve done for me.  Lily’s treat.”
For a second, Clyde looked on with shock, mouth agape as though unable to process what stood in front of him.  A confident aura irradiated off him as he swaggered over to the young bun, grinning as he tilted the sissy’s chin upward, “And who might this little fag be?”
“My brother,” Lily said, stepping off the bed and circling to Clyde, her strap-on hitting Dakota’s butt in the process, “We all had a hand in getting him nice and pretty for you, and don’t worry about breaking him.  I’ve stretched his ass a few times already.”
The donkey reached for his jeans, “That so?” he asked, unzipping his pants and pulling out his cock.  If jaws could hit the floor, Sasha’s would have lost hers.  Cold sweat ran through the young bun’s fur as he compared Clyde’s tool with Lily’s toy, looking at least a few inches bigger in its flaccid state.  
“I call next!” the fox stepped forward, raising her hand like she knew the answer the entire class had been struggling with.  Everyone except Dakota stared at her, leading her to shrug out of the corner of his eye.
“What?  You show me something like that and expect me to not jump on it?”
“You’re a bit too...femmy, for him, Sasha.” Daisy chortled. 
“Too femmy?  What about Lily’s fag of a brother?”
As the two girls bickered, Clyde slipped a hooved finger through Dakota’s collar and pulled him closer to his cock. Sweaty musk and warm flesh braced his nose, sending shivers down his body.  He turned to Lily, but Clyde forced his face upward.
“So, why don’t you tell me your name, or should I just call you faggot?”
“D-Dakota, sir,” he whimpered.
“Dakota?  Hmm...I don’t like that.  I think I’ll just try different names till I find something I like.  How’s that sound, faggot?”
A part of him liked that.  Sanity screamed at the rabbit in the back of his mind, but days of being his big sister’s sissy had made those cries fall on deaf ears.  His mouth trembled as he smiled, “W-whatever you wish, sir.”
“Oh, a sissy who knows how to respect.  You just might be worth my time,” he grabbed his cock, his shaft hardening already against Dakota’s tepid breaths, “So tell me, fag, you ever suck cock before?  Real cock?”
“No, sir.” 
His shoulders slouched, “Well, I guess some things are too good to be true.  I guess I’ll just have to teach you,” he took a seat on mom and dad’s bed, pulling down his pants and boxers to let his massive tool hang out.  The scent almost gagged Dakota as the donkey forced him to his knees, bringing his eyes directly level with the highschoolers’ hairy balls.
“I worked up a sweat in practice today, so why don’t you be a good fuckdoll and clean them?” he asked, though the grip on Dakota’s collar told him otherwise.  The rabbit closed his eyes in the hopes that it would make the ordeal less painful, only to make the scent and taste of the jock’s sweaty nuts stronger as he ran his tongue over them.  Like Lily had told him, he worshipped the balls, sometimes taking one in his mouth to suckle, or bringing his tongue under to lick the taint of the dominant donkey.  Giggles and moans echoed behind him, along with the click of a camera phone while Clyde held him steady.  
“That’s a good little ball washer, he jeered, “I should make sure you’re nearby after every practice.  Make sure you get nice and deep, faggot.”
Pubes clung to his face as he drove deeper, the scent blanketing his nose until only Clyde remained.  The moans from behind him grew louder, and as Clyde pulled him off he could see his sister spitting into Sasha’s mouth while the fox kneeled down to her strap-on.
“Eyes up, sissy,” Clyde ordered, planting his cock firmly against the bun’s snout, “it’s time to give that mouth something to swallow.”
The donkey’s cock pressed against Dakota’s maw, but he didn’t force his way in.  Soft moans escaped Clyde as the rabbit tongued into his urethra, treating the hole like a pussy before taking the head into his mouth.  Clyde kept a steady grip as he pulled the rabbit down his shaft.  Dakota, in turn, breathed through his mouth and avoided pressing his teeth down, lathering the warm rod with his tongue as he went deeper and deeper.  Gags meant nothing to the donkey, stopping only for Dakota to get adjusted before doing further down.  From the sounds behind him, he wasn’t the only one choking on equine cock.
“You’re a natural, you little faggot,” The donkey taunted as he pushed Dakota a few inches up before pulling him back down, “Most people start begging for air at this point, but you know that I won’t let that happen, so you carry on.  Wish I met you earlier,”
Drool dripped from the rabbit’s chin as the donkey slowly skullfucked him.  Pre dripped past his throat, flowing directly into the rabbit’s stomach as Clyde mercilessly used his mouth as his own personal fleshlight.  He gasped for air when Clyde finally let him free, rapid breaths interrupted by vigorous cock slaps against his cheeks.
“That’s a good faggot,” he said, pulling the boy by his hair and shoving him to the bed headfirst.  Strong hands pulled down the pink thong, with a finger circling Dakota’s pucker and the other hand toying with his pink cage.
“Oh, now this is just perfect,” he said, flicking the rabbit’s still swollen balls, “I heard about these, but seeing one in person...god that’s fucking great.  You can’t get any pleasure from that pathetic little thing, can you?”
“N-no, sir!” he squealed out as Clyde squeezed his balls, tears swelling as the Donkey tortured the poor nuts.  
“Perfect,” Clyde lined up his flared head against the bunny’s rump, “Sissy’s like you don’t need to think about your pathetic little cocks anyway.  You’re nothing but a hole for your betters,” hands dug into the rabbit’s cheek fur as he pressed the wet head against the tight hole, “A perfect little,” he grunted, “receptor for everyone else.  Designed to only get,” he broke through, “fucked.”
Dakota’s back cherry had been popped earlier this week.  First with a neutral design dildo, then with a horsecock one.  Both times he had felt a painful, yet pleasurable experience with the foreign intrusion.  Only stopping because Lily couldn’t seem to press his inner button hard enough to break the dam of pleasure.
Clyde’s warm meat rod felt similar to that, and yet it felt so different.  Bigger than the toy, and lubed only with his saliva, Dakota’s makeup ran down his cheeks while he moaned in a mixture of pleasure and agony as the jock pushed inch after inch into his cavity.
“Shut the fuck up,” Daisy ordered, grabbing his pink headfur in one hand and shoving a strap-on down his throat with the other, “I’m sick and tired of your fucking complaining,” she forced the cock down his throat.  It wasn’t as big as Clyde, but with the ferocity she fucked his face, it didn’t matter.  The poor bun looked for his sister for help, only to see her fucking the fox with her strap-on while Trudy toyed with herself at the sight of both parties. 
Sandwiched between two siblings, Dakota’s will broke as they abused his holes.  Clyde stepped one foot onto the bed for better leverage, pounding deeper than the bun’s tush would allow.  The only respite he gained from Daisy was a slap in the face when she pulled the cock out, smiling wickedly at his tears.  The donkey girl pulled the rabbit’s ears while face fucking him, calling out how much of a faggot he was to the room. 
Something broke.  Deep in his ass, he could feel the pressure finally bursting through, bashing again and again against the dam until the cracks gave way.  Fingers tight against the bed, feeling lost in his lower body, the rabbit squirmed in the donkey siblings grasp as cum spurted from his trapped cock.  The white strand slowly dripped from his cock, and kept dripping, forming a cloudy white puddle on his parent’s bed.  His legs gave out, letting him fall face-first to the bed while the cum puddle stained his chest fur.  Daisy’s cock slipped out, but Clyde’s wasn’t so easy, pumping again and again until the older donkey groaned one last time, pulled Dakota’s head back, and flooded his rectum with jock sperm.
The donkey made a small pop as he pulled his cock out, making Dakota feel unbearably empty.  Lazily, he peered over to his sister, still lost in fucking Sasha bareback with the strap-on.  As much as he enjoyed finally cumming, finally gaining the pleasure long since locked away, he could not help but feel envious towards the fox.  He wanted Lily to make him cum, not the donkeys.
Daisy took to the bed, roughly flipping Dakota onto his back with her hoof, “Did you fucking cum, you little whore?” she growled, driving her hoof against the rabbit’s balls.  A silent scream etched from his lips as hands reached down to protect the swollen pair, but Daisy struck before he could get there.
“Did anyone say you could cum, faggot?” she whispered in sadistic glee, hoof pressing down on his swollen nuts, “Cause I sure as hell didn’t.  I’m getting fucking tired of your insubordination.”
Lips formed cries for his sister, but the voice never came as the pressure against his balls grew.  He reached for the older bun, the running makeup staining the bedsheet where he lay.  Daisy stomped again, bringing another silent cry from the bun.
“Daisy,” her bother said, “I think that’s-”
“What’s the point of the fucking cage if you can get any pleasure out of it?!  You think we do this because it feels good on you?  You stupid cocksucker?” she stomped again, “Well, guess again, bitch.  You’re not allowed to feel good.  You’re just some fucking faggot who’s lucky enough to even drink any of our piss.  So don’t you dare think you have any rights to pleasure.”
Her laughter echoed throughout the room as she kept kicking down, “You know, I think you enjoy this, you little freak,” she shouted, chest heaving as her gaze burned down on him, “Bet you’ve been wanting me to hit you since I got here.  Well, guess what bitch, I enjoy hitting you,” she raised her hoof high, “Way more than I thought I would.”
Dakota saw Lily turn to her friend at the last second, panic clear in her eyes, “Daisy, wait!”
The hoof came down and something popped.  For a second, Dakota couldn’t process anything but sheer and dull pain.  Pupils dilated, his body lost all sense of feeling, and bile burst from his mouth.
Then came darkness.
