
The jingles were the most humiliating thing, but the entire experience wasn’t dignified at all. Two does, one standing proud and high, the other shrunken and holding an arm demurely as she stared at her feet. Both were identical, twin sisters. And they were gorgeous. Busty big boobs, wide hips, voluptuous curves, sexy legs. Everything they had was made to make guys hard.
This was only easier with the reindeer-harnesses they wore, bright red and adorned with golden bells that gave a jingle quite contrasting to the timid looking sister. This was all they wore, naked and not covered by the costume in the slightest, brown and white fur on clear display. The quiet sister looked at her exposed body, clear distaste on her features.
“Must we wear this, sis?” She said, voice conveying an unwillingness.
The other came close, bright smiles and skipping with joy. The frowning sister had no time to look at the contrasting grin on the other’s face, before she was wrapped in a tight hug. Grunting with the force of the embrace, large breasts squished together, she felt trapped by her sister’s loving arms.
“Of course! It’s family tradition! Now come on, we have shopping to do! We need to find a good place in town for the Christmas card photo too.” Departing the hug, the cheery sister ignored the mortified sound from the forlorn sibling. But with a forceful snatch of a wrist, the mopey babe was tugged out the door and into the town for all to see.
She wasn’t able to meet the eyes that followed her, gazes locked to her ample body free to see as she walked down the streets. The doe was the opposite of her sister, bubbly skipping, waving happily and striking poses so people got a better view. Whenever they had to pause to allow a passerby to take a photo was the worst part for the demure sister, her smile fake to the point where her sister had to pinch a nipple to get a decent reaction for the picture.
Jingles and chimes made sure there was hiding, once they could be noticed, all attention was on them. One embraced the exposure with broad smiles and a dripping pussy, the other wanted to cover herself and fought every nerve to run away. Unfortunately for her, this was normal. Not that everyone around them did the same, but that this is the first time this has happened. They weren’t well known in their city, but this was nothing new to the embarrassed bombshell of a woman.
But boy, did everyone else love it. Shopkeepers, customers, everyone they encountered had their day brightened by the girls wearing nothing but straps and bells. Gropes were given, nipples pinched, pussy grabbed and spanks abound. Everyone had the best day of the year except the dejected sibling, holding back disgust with every touch to her soft fur. In fact, her main method of coping with this degrading treatment was to remind herself just how strong she was for putting up with this for so long. She’s been a holiday ‘ornament’ before, this is nothing excessive.
That’s what the forlorn sister repeated in her head as hands and eyes examined her, all at the cheerful behest of her ‘loving’ sister. Her only respite was that it had to end sometime, nothing lasts forever. Yet she wished so dearly for that end to be right now, both girls carrying bags full of gifts for their family in a bustling town. It got worse when they came across the big, brightly lit tree in the middle of the town square, standing tall above any residential attempt of decoration.
“Ohhh! This would be perfect for the card photo!” Exclaimed the giddy sister, bouncing on her heels and sending her loose bust up and down with her. Without hesitation, she reached between her reindeer-harnessed legs to send her hand right into her puffy pussy. It took a slight moment of pushing, but she got the whole fist in without much fuss. Hunched over and digging around in her cunt, she brightened up with a ‘ah-ha!’. A schlorp came as she retracted her hand holding a large smartphone sealed in a slick, dripping plastic bag.
As onlookers stopped to watch, the happy sister hummed as she popped it open and took her phone out. Looking up to meet a plethora of new eyes, she scanned them, before finding a stallion having a hard time keeping his pants in one piece. Bounding over to the black pelted horse, she joyously hopped around him while beaming hearts at him. “Hiiiiii~ Would you help me take a picture with my sister?”
The basically nude doe getting right up into his face by standing on tippy toes was probably some level of sexual assault, but the stallion was only able to nod his head in time with the bobs of the doe’s flaunted chest. “S-Sure…”
“Great!” She snatched the man’s wrist and led him over to the less enthusiastic sister, standing before the great tree. The colored lights shone on their pelts, shadows cast as people walked by to admire the holiday decorations and the twin girls baring all to see. Two focused on looking at the girl’s behind as he was pulled before them, he could barely close his mouth as the giddy sister shone a big smile up at him while the pouty sibling avoided looking at him.
Collecting himself in the slightest, he tried to stop being so obvious in his ogling. “So, uh, you need me to take the picture?”
Cheerily shaking her head, the happy doe responded quickly. “No, silly! You’re gonna be in it with us!” Before the stallion could process that, she bounded off to another bystander, and handed them the phone. Returning to the man and her flushed sister trying to cover herself, the deer girl got down to business. “Can you drop your pants please?”
“Uh-“ He was startled, but saw the look in her eye, as well as the beautiful body before him. At this point, the lower head had control. “Yes.” He stated, already working on his buckle.
Facing her forlorn sister, the doe’s smile contrasted. “You want front or back sis?”
She met her sister’s near heart-filled eyes with a sordid glare. “I get to choose this time?”
A little scoff, “Of course! You fuss so much with these things, it's easier to just let you choose than have you mopey.”
“Can I choose none?”
“No~”
A sigh. “Fine, front.”
“Ah! I knew you’d want that juicy horsecock all to yourself~”
“Ugh. Shut up and let’s get this over with.” Said the weary sibling with red spreading on her cheeks.
Facing back to the horse, the spirited doe began setting the board. “Alright just stand straight, we’ll get into position around you.” She knelt, and had to indicate to her sister to follow her lead. Each was on either side of the man, cheerful at the butt, reluctant at the hardening dick. After ensuring the person taking the picture had a good shot, the final time was approaching. “Alright sis, get his cock all the way into your throat and I’ll get my face into his ass. Oh, this is going to be a great picture~”
A grumble from the other brown furred girl staring at the beating shaft of flesh, casting a glance up to the aroused stallion. He jolted, in a good way, as hands gripped his ass and parted them to reveal a leathery donut begging to have a mouth sealed to it. The exuberant sister was delighted to be that mouth, pushing her head into the crevice with no hesitation and bringing a look of warm bliss to the man’s face.
“Oooo, fuck. Is that your tongue? S-Shit that’s good.” 
As if knowing her sister was pausing, the doe released the thick cheeks to snap her fingers at the alarmingly non-throatplugged sister. Hearing that, the girl slumped with a sigh. With all the expediency of a kid eating their broccoli, she took the heavy horsecock and stared for a moment before scrunching her eyes shut and taking the tip into her mouth. Another muffled grumble, and with no great sense of urgency she worked her head up his shaft, an inch vanishing past her lips with every unhappy glurk.
She had only made it to the medial ring, about ten inches of his massive shaft with more to go, when the person holding the phone gave an impatient cough. A wet slurp was heard as the sister at the stallion’s rear took her slobbering mouth off his anus to see what the holdup was. Looking disappointedly at her sister with only half the monstrous length bulging her neck out and causing gags a plenty, she only shook her head.
“Well that won’t do. You chose his cock, you should have him hilted already!”
“Ghhlrk.” Was the garbled noise from the stuffed face of the sister, looking dead ahead with strain as mascara ran down her face to accentuate her O-stretched lips. 
“Tsk tsk. Go ahead and grab her head, just shove the rest in.” 
The stallion looked down at the head trying to take his length and the one craned around his hips before it returned to lapping his warm hole. “F-Fuck, alright. Damn this is hot.”
“MMHG?” Mumbled the impaled sister as big hands latched to the sides of her face, pupils shrinking in alarm. Then the force of the large mast of cock in her face multiplied, straining through the little bottleneck at the back of her mouth, forcing her skull closer to his sheath as she began heaving from the object moving deeper into her esophagus. She threw her hands up on his burly thighs, trying to push off his meat with no avail. His grip was tight, head tilted up with lidded eyes, not seeing her distraught face get stuffed as all manners of gags and hacks came from deep within her chest.
Then, he was in. Fully, her little nose grinding on his fur. His shaft throbbed throughout her gullet, a stretched out neck bulging with his flexes as she held on for her life, air cut off. The stallion’s flare felt like it was in her stomach, locking his eighteen inches in her skull as he gently bucked and gave her a filling meal of thick cum. Still diligently sucking his ass and tonguing his rectum, the enthusiastic sister felt his rim contracting and made a peace sign towards the camera.
The sign to take the picture was received and a click was heard under the throat-plugged sister gurgling around the explosive jets of seed and mouth straining throbs. She felt like she passed out, but never truly did. A blank haze of low air and panic, the next thing she truly comprehended was coughing up what had to be a liter of white spunk. Stuck on her knees in the snow and relying on her hands to hold her up, a deluge of cum spewed from her sore mouth. Coughs came, and creamy bubbles frothed from her nose as she gasped, not even remembering the undoubtedly agonizing pullout of the flare from her esophagus. 
Pats on her back reminded her she was not alone, not just in that her sister was there, but they were in arguably the most public place in town. Why did she have to have a family of stupid sluts and exhibitionists! She didn’t want this like her sister did.
“Blech… guh… fuck. I-I wanna go home…” She muttered weakly, working her jaw after it was forced around that man’s grits. She didn’t even see him, or the person holding the phone. Already gone, she was just a quick cum dump for him. “Please…”
The joy in which her sister spoke her next words was chilling, in a way. “Of course not! We still need to get you set up in the breeding rack at the park for the night! It’s Christmas eve, you’ve gotta be there when everyone’s around tomorrow!”
“N-No…”
Rolling her eyes, “Oh come onnnnn, sis! Jeez, it’s one night! I’m already going to go door-to-door in the neighborhood to offer my body, you don’t even need to move!” Almost dragging her, the cheery doe walked with a defeated twin in tow, face matted with spit and cum, messed up makeup leading to a black line of eyeliner.
-
“There we go, all set up!” The outgoing sister said while standing and bouncing a bit, jiggling her big breasts as usual. The more reserved doe now sat restrained in the snow, laid bare and open in the local park. Locked into a simple frame, it was like a bike rack. One bar for her to lay over pushed into her belly, body folded over it. Her hands were locked together in cuffs at the base, the limbs as straight as her legs locked in a spreader bar. A sign next to her reads: “Help keep me warm! Anything goes as long as you’re nice! Public use until noon tomorrow.”
She finally mustered the will to speak, voice quiet and sad. “I don’t like this sis… please let me go home.”
“Oh hush, you’re the lucky one getting to be used all day. I’ve got a lot of walking in store tonight compared to you.” She smiled jealously at the restrained girl before slotting a ring gag into the sister’s mouth as new tears started running down her already mascara lined face. “You’re so pretty with runny makeup. Such a perfect looking slut.”
Incoherent speech came from the gagged sister as the joyful one walked around and inspected the restraints, concluding her work with a hearty slap to the upturned ass of her sister. She eyed her crying sibling disappointedly. “Sister, don’t be so sad. We’ve been doing this every Christmas since we moved here. How can you not like it? I’m jealous you always get put on park duty.”
“MHghmmmm…” Cried the girl before her voice dwindled, giving up. Shuddering with little sobs, all she could do was wait. Cold, dark, alone. But not for long. Footsteps grew close, no doubt only the first of many for her extended stay here. When a dick forced up her pussy and settled into a steady rhythm, she was glad for just a vanilla fuck at this point. The fact they were more average sized even let her enjoy it a bit. 
That unwanted but undeniable physical pleasure was her only comfort here, probably why she always got put here on their holiday ‘celebrations’. When the fucking was tolerable, she did her best to get what she could out of it. Yet as usual, the more time, the more people, the more creative her use was. She tried to moan for the person now shooting ropes up her cunt, giving her a warmth she craved. She wanted them to stay, to get as much pleasantness she could before it turned sour.
Alas, a sloppy pullout, another smack to her ass and a reach around squeeze of her boob marked the first satisfied customer walking away. She wanted to cry out to them, but more hands were laid on her before she knew it. The swarm started in earnest quickly this year, someone taking her unknown partners place to fuck her from behind as someone stepped up in front of her. The light was dim, and to be honest, she had her eyes closed as they grabbed her head to shove their cock past her lips. She didn’t even know what species was soon cumming down her throat after rendering her face a further mess.
One after another, holes were used to her patron’s heart’s content, her pussy rarely saw rest while her ass was steadily broken in as she got her own coating of ‘snow’ on her pelt. As she shook on the frame from heavy thrusts, the bells on her harness gave a terribly joyful sound. Perhaps some had wisened on how she was here every year, and organized. The number of spit roasts was eerily high compared to usual, and unbeknownst to her the night was just getting started.
Tables were set up, cases of beer distributed, even snacks were provided. Idle conversation of a high number of people soon rang louder that the sounds of her body being pumped full of cum nonstop. At some point, she swore people were grilling. Then as if getting every hole you have fucked endlessly, a radio was pulled out to play the haunting tunes of holiday music.
She screamed around the thick cocks keeping her tongue pushed down as she heard the same song three times, no longer able to blank out them using her as a public cumdump. It certainly wasn’t intentional, but that music station broke every mental wall she had. She didn’t even realize how far her mind sank until she barely noticed that someone was pissing on her. 
A slurred, “heh, this’ll keep ‘er warm for sure,” was the only real indication, body so inundated with sensation that only the unexpected warmth was noticeable. She only sighed as a new dick slid through her lips to replace the one just that just finished. Yet, she was keenly able to tell that someone was pissing up her ass. How much later from the shower, she couldn’t tell, time became a lost sense when there were only bodies and grunts. She wasn’t sure how to think, much less if she was thinking at all. Well, at least it did help with the chill a bit. 
Soon others had caught on that someone had ‘tainted’ her tighter hole, and a brief window where there wasn’t anyone inside her came as there were words shouted she didn’t care to understand. She just enjoyed the break, until the finality of the conversation broke through.
“Well she’s free use right? Anything goes, so just make her ass the toilet and her pussy the fuckhole. Can’t really take the piss out of her ass, but that doesn’t mean we can’t use it at all, right? Still leaves two holes for fuckin’ so quit yapping and take your turn.”
Huh, was all the doe thought. Wasn’t expecting that. If she were to look back, that would mark the turning point of the night. The moment one of her holes, her asshole even, was delegated to nothing more than a urinal. Step one. Nobody really used that for quite awhile, just classing vaginal and oral spit roasting for a decent chunk of awareness from the girl. Then finally, she felt a cock pushing to her little rim. She hoped, but when it only went a few inches in and went still, the hope left. 
Then the warmth came. The build up and context made her focus on it, a mistake if anything. Searing, a single point from the jet dribbled down her gut as the fluid worked deeper. The next bit of time was her simple coming to terms with what was happening. More so, what she was feeling from what happened. And absolutely worst of all, was how nice the piss felt in her. Her hands and toes were still chilly, but boy, her core felt great.
She decided to try and blank out again. But people also decided to use her as a toilet again, making the point moot. Having a bladder dumped into your butt was a unique experience to her, and it might just be how far her mind was stretched with the rigorous usage of her, but it was almost enjoyable. They didn’t shove a foot of dick past her rim, just a few inches really. There wasn’t hip-busting and hole-straining thrusts or jackhammering, they just went still. And a constant stream of molten fluid was quite a contrast to odd spurts of seed.
Eventually, the next break of the constant fucking was some form of bottle being pushed past her folds. A cool flow, then a moment to drain. Knocked out of her mental defense of distancing, she tried to figure out what just happened. “God, has nobody ever heard of condoms? More cum in there than pussy at this point. Try to rinse her out more often, yeh? not everybody wants sloppy seconds. Made me waste my fucking mineral water on a damn fleshlight.”
Oh. Yeah, she supposed she was feeling pretty full. The weight in her gut wasn’t really relieved, and she wasn’t keen to know how much of that was jizz in her womb. But some of it was certainly some piss in her digestive tract. She shivered with that thought, unsure why there was a spark when there shouldn’t be. Yes, this wasn’t exactly fun. She was never opposed to sex, but her family’s level of public kink shit has never been her desires. Now she finds piss makes her weak? Really?
As another cock entered anus to do the predictable event of filling her with another toasty bladder, her mind was forced to accept the possibility of it at least. For when they pulled out empty, and the next began to use her worn pussy, there was an incredulous exclamation. “Woah! The bitch is wet! Hah, yeah, maybe she does like it! Couldn’t tell with all the cum in there!”
“Dumbass, he cleaned her with water. Wah-ter. You know what’s wet?”
“Yeah, yeah, water. Shut up dude, I know that sweet pussy moisture, it ain’t the fucking water.”
“Jesus, both of you, stop talking. Please. Pump your load and go, some of us really gotta piss.”
Grumbling, and the doe was subject to a return of the usual endless fucking. By this point in previous years, she would have grown distant to all her sensations, any goodness from the sparse pleasures lost. Granted, she could only tell that it was dark out, but it felt like all her years of people using her combined to just what she’s had so far this time. And instead of disassociating with the usage, this time… she was starting to like it. It wasn’t a ‘oh god this is so hot’, but one cock at a time, her nerves grew more receptive. By sheer volume, pleasure came easier, people of all sizes and shapes granting her holes a wealth of feelings she didn’t really have a reason to not accept the pleasure from.
She wanted to, out of spite for her sister. But if she was some watersports degenerate, she didn’t really have much room to diss a public slut. Well now. Step two just finished it seems. From ignorance, to acceptance of her sparks of sensation. This is where the party really started, literally. The Christmas music was switched to EDM, or something, and she could only guess the crowd grew larger. She was too busy looking at the crotch fuzz of whoever was slamming into her lips, but the world outside what she felt didn’t matter.
It was still reasonable to not want to think about just how many people have ‘used’ her today. If it was still even today, it could be past midnight and she would have no idea. But as the loads in her once more grew, and the heat of innumerable bladders began to weigh her middle down, there was finally a cross over step three. Shorter than between one and two, this was no longer a mere acceptance, but embracing. Not in a full sense, in fact it was quite limited. The single thing that marked this and embodied this, was that the doe finally came.
Her will had to be worn down much like her holes, but the stubborn refusal to get anything from this finally washed away. It followed a moment of slight epiphany. She had hated this ever since she was first made to get on this stand all those years ago. But had she ever truly tried it? Granted, it was bullshit to be forced to do this by your family, but maybe there was a reason her sister liked this stuff.
It was shocking to realize that this… could feel good. It wasn’t all good, there were quite a few things about it that weren't. But that first explosion in her mind was followed by more. The motions, the fullness, the heavy thrusts and the hands on her. It all built a heat inside her. Or maybe that was just urine, to be honest, she wasn’t sure. It could also be that someone dumped a beer in her ass too and she was drunk. This was just so much, rational thought went right out the window after the first fifty people fucked her.But hey, if getting raped and mind broken lead to her actually being able to cum from this, she was all in. Made it bearable at least. Maybe those first years were just full of shit guys. 
Then it happened. Dawn broke. The sun blazed an orange path to the park, and she had barely noticed the way everything was quieting down. Still a steady stream of people stuffing her holes, but the background chatter had dwindled, the radio stopped at some point. The part going on behind her had seemingly run out of steam after an all-nighter of using their public fucktoy. The growing interval between people stepping up to ram a dick down her throat let her see people passed out on the grass as the light crawled higher. 
Until finally, nobody replaced the person behind her. At once, she was empty, still, breathing hard and overcome with aches and soreness and lingering sparks all around. In a way, she felt more alive than she ever had. But, boy was she fucking tired too. The breeding stand wasn’t super comfy, being folded over a bar and locked so your limbs are stretched to the ground. But when exhaustion calls, anything works.
-
She awoke to startling feelings. There were conversations around her again, slow and pained speech from hangovers as the untold number of people sorted themselves after partying hard. The concerning part was that these seemed to be decent people, and were cleaning up their mess. The problem stemmed from that.
“Hey, I got another case of bottles here, you think they’ll fit?”
“Yeah, no prob. Her cunt’s so loose we could probably stuff a tree up there. And wombs are stretchy, she can hold ‘em.”
The coinciding of these words with the deep feeling of penetration sliding through her innermost depths struck something within her. Before pushing past in, and delving deeper. And to her further dismay, there were already other things in there. She did try to look around now, to see just who these people were behind her. Pissing up her ass was one thing, but using her uterus as a trashcan? No way, it can’t be real. But as a great terrible object slipped past her deep ring to slurp into a non-empty womb, the facts were laid straight.
Because another suspiciously bottle-feeling object was being pushed through her nether lips, little resistance given as it quickly bumped to that inner spot and sent off a firework in the does mind. A strange sensation, a mix of things she’d rather not say. But it was enough for her to be on the edge of her seat- well, rack, when that item too was pushed into her womb. Getting her brains fucked out nonstop was one thing, this was a whole new level of degradation she wasn’t prepared to make sense of.
Whimpering moans sounded from her gagged jowls as more items were crammed into her, the crowd leaving and dropping their trash off in her before heading to the rising sun. It wasn’t every little thing, but the kinky few who did stop by made sure to maximize their use of their locked up toy. A feeling of odd presence shifted to an uneasy and wrong sense of fullness. Until even that expanded to feeling the various bottles and items stretching her uterus in a sensation unlike any she had ever had.
But still, more and more came. Even she had to disbelieve the number of items they were placing in her, unless they just shoved their entire hands in empty simply to fuck with her. Which she supposed was kinda the whole point they were here. But if the large oblong shapes stuffing her wasn’t enough, the smaller detritus was given its turn after the recycling. Crinkles came and quickly muffled as bags were sent through her passage no differently than empty glass and plastic, points and bits scraped her over-sensitive lining, silverware shoved into her pussy an unexpected… delight?
Was she really enjoying the tingles of the lines a fork drew inside her, deeper than she ever imagined, reaching places that- 
Damn. Fucking hell, she liked this. A gagged incredulous “fuck off” was muttered by her, but it was unintelligible to all but her. This isn’t right. Nobody likes this stuff. She acknowledges that her dictate for the whole ‘Christmas free use breeding rack’ was mostly because any young adult is stubborn about family activities you have no say in. Yes, she was being a bit of prude, and could indeed accept that sex felt good. But this was bullshit. The flustered doe rocked in her restraints as a new handful of items entered her, but it only made her loose a moan she couldn’t hold in.
Did they spike her when she was nearly passed out? Did she pass out? The latter parts of the night were essentially a blur of spice and pleasure, and a good amount of soreness. Maybe she was just horny. Either way, she didn’t like the pitched squeaks she made as more trash was added to her uterus, only adding to her piss-distended middle. At this point, she just hung her head in a shamed blush as her knees quivered in their forced straight positions. She didn’t even know how all this was fitting, but damn, wombs are stretchy.
Compared to the eternity of sucking cock and getting reamed, the time it took her unknown users to ‘clean up’ was remarkably short. Then silence, emptiness, the cold dew her only company as the sun rose past dawn. It was always quiet around this time, hell, all of her previous experiences tied to the rack were quiet compared to what just happened. But like many things, she knew there was always the thing that happened next. Early morning, quiet, peaceful. In a park.
Dogs. Maybe an hour had passed since her guests had given up cramming more trash into her and just took it to a trash can when she heard pattering trots and footsteps. Sure, they wanted to see the bottles bulging her skin on her big belly, but they didn’t actually want to hurt her. After all, they wanted her for next year’s slut party. But still, a piss filled ass and a detritus stuffed womb didn’t dissuade feral animals. And what good owner wouldn’t let their good boy get some fun from the holiday whore? 
A whistle, and eager panting preceded the weight hopping on her exposed rear. A thick shaft haphazardly landed on her juicy ass, callously poking and prodding as the animal humped. One thing she did give credit to in her mind, the animals were probably her best partners. If there wasn’t the earth-shattering humiliation of being watched while getting mounted by an animal, she’d almost have a good time. A gasp as the dog found its mark, instantly ramming into the slick vaginal passage that led to a trashcan-womb. The animalistic pace was one she was fond of, perhaps why the nightlong rut she got wasn’t too bad at the moment. 
But, most importantly, animal’s didn’t outstay their welcome. Jackhammer her holes like nobody’s business, set off those fireworks as she quaked in her restraints, then slam all in for a grand finale. The knot popping in with nothing more than a wet noise, the doe not even feeling like she usually did. Damn, those guys must have really done a number on her. But, perhaps to complicate her already curious situation, the feral’s seed exploded into her inner dumpster to coat the unwanted contents in potent cream.
Still addled and hazed by her arguably game-changing experience, she came with the lovely beast that stretched her just right. She barely noted the chuckle beside her, choosing best to only focus on the pleasure of getting taken like a bitch. That thought sent shivers up her spine like spiders just crawled up her back. But… in a good way? Fuck, even her mind was getting derogatory. And it was great. Horny is one hell of a drug it seems. 
There was always more than one animal in previous years, this would be no different. Smaller dogs, bigger, faster and slower. Not a zoo, and minuscule compared to how much anthro cock had been in her in the past hours, but enough to further wear away her line of mindfulness, gradually replacing her focus with pleasure. As self preservation, or some ironic discovery of degeneracy, she didn’t care to find out at this moment. 
To say the doe was a mess when her sister came skipping up to her with her usual overflowing joy doesn’t scratch it. At some point, markers were provided. It had to be early, for nearly every inch of the bound girl’s chestnut fur was written on. Names, an alarming number of tallies, remarks of her performance and tightness, everything. The notable ones were on her ass, as all the ‘cocksucker’ and ‘throat goat’ ones on her face were pretty tame. One her cheeks were the clear labeling of ‘PUBLIC TOILET’ with a big arrow to her broken in asshole, slightly gaping and pulsing.
‘TRASHCAN’ was on the other, and pointed to the applicable hole, dripping doggy seed from worn folds. Mixed all around were various personalizations and degradations. Her belly stood out again though, with a big ‘SEPTIC TANK’ already fading, while a ‘DUMPSTER’ was clearly more fresh around the smaller writings. The doe had slumped in her restraints mostly, sore, tired, worn. Beaten mentally, but also riding a pleasing satisfaction she cherished as a counter to all her aches.
In something even unexpected to her, the giddy sister gasped and covered her mouth with a horrified look upon looking at the violated body of her sibling. “Oh my god! Sis! Fuck, let me get you out of there, holy shit!” Immediately dropping to undo the belts and cuffs, her worried tone echoed. “Are you alright, what the hell did they do to you? How many people were there? Can you nod, or something? Please just let me know you’re here-“
“Mphgh.” The gradually unbound sibling mumbled, eyes distant with exhaustion. The gag came off quite soon after, jaw hanging limp as drool and old cum fell out of her mouth. 
“Christ, if this is what people are doing now, we’re stopping this. This is terrible, I can’t believe anyone would do this! ‘Free use as long as you're nice’, I guess people can’t read now huh? Fuck.” As the last belt slipped open, the tired girl fell right into the melting snow with a jingle from her harness, before her sister’s arms were around her degraded body, holding her close. “I’m so sorry sis, I didn’t realize people would be so shitty this year. Couldn’t they just be happy with a free fucktoy? If this is how they want to treat you now, we’ll never make you do this again.”
Reaching a tallied arm up to tenderly hold her pristine sister’s mortified face, the pregnant-looking doe looked thankful. Ruined make-up and dried cum-fused spittle pockmarked her facial fur, disheveled not cutting it. But to the clean sister’s confusion, a smile etched on to lips lingering to hold the same O-shape they did for a whole night. “Uh-uh. We’re doing it again next year.”

