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“Good morning, Vera!” Anna cried as she flung the door open and burst into her sister’s room. 

Vera and her girlfriend, Vixie, were lying on the bed, panting and making weird noises, and that part of 
Vera that Anna didn’t have seemed to be bigger than the nine-year-old had ever seen it and very red. 

“Vera, are you okay?” Anna asked innocently over an exasperated groan from her sister and her 
girlfriend. 

“I–I’m done,” Vixie said, getting up. 

“Wait! Vix, no, come on,” Vera protested, her cock throbbing with anticipation. 

“Every time we start to do it, your bratty little sister comes barging in here! I don’t need to feel like a sex 
offender putting on a fucking show for your underage sister every time I come over here, Vera!” the fox 
replied irritably as she pulled on her panties and shirt. “Every damn time!” she repeated for emphasis. 

“Look, I know her timing sucks, but come on, she’s a little kid!” Vera said, scrambling to the edge of the 
bed. “Come on, Vix; I’ll just send her out, and then we can—” 

“We can what?” Vixie demanded, whirling. “We can finally get into the mood again, and she’ll burst right 
back in. Vera, I want to play. Vera, I want some juice. Vera, have you seen Mr. Stuffy?” she mocked. 

“That’s Mr. Snuffles!” Anna interrupted indignantly. 

“Whatever!” Vixie snapped. “Look, Vera, I told you last time; either lock your damn door, or I’m done. Ya 
didn’t lock your damn door, so that’s it: I’m done.” 

“Vixie, I told you that my door doesn’t even lock!” Vera protested. “My parents removed all the inner door 
locks when I was a cub!” 

“It’s always excuses with you,” Vixie said, her anger dissipated and replaced with resolve. “Your parents 
left a long time ago, and you’ve been perfectly capable of putting locks on the door anytime you wanted. 
I’m done, Vera. I like you, but not enough to deal with your sister barging in all the time. One of these 
days, she’s gonna do it and we’re gonna get in big trouble. Just…not worth it.” 

“Vixie, wait!” Vera protested again as the fox walked out the door. 

Moments later, she heard the front door slam. Vera let out a long sigh ending in a frustrated groan. 

“So, can we have breakfast now? Can we, can we, can we?!” Anna asked excitedly. 

Vera took a deep breath and let it out between clenched teeth. Her balls were already beginning to ache 
from the arousal she’d felt just a split-second before her sister had burst in. 

“Or how about we play? Huh, huh, huh? We can play Monsters and Heroes, or we can play hide-and-
seek, or we can—” 

“Anna,” Vera asked, her voice quavering with rage, “What did I tell you about barging in?” 

“To only do it when it’s an emergency,” the blond-haired, blue-eyed wolf recited, “But if you don’t want to 
play those things, then maybe we could go outside and color on the driveway! Or go to the park! Or—” 

“And what was the emergency that made you barge in here this morning?” Vera prompted through 
clenched teeth. 

“It’s always important to tell the people you love good morning!” Anna replied obliviously. “And then, we 
can go roller-skating on the sidewalk. You’ll see! I’ve got the whole day planned!” 

Only then did she stop for breath and realize that her sister was in no mood to do any of those things. 

“Vera?” she asked, cocking her head, “Did I do something wrong?” 

“I told you, Anna,” her sister replied, her hackles raising the brown fur on her back and sides, “Knock 
before you come in, and never barge in unless someone is dying!” 

Anna hung her head. “I’m sorry,” she huffed. 
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“Sorry’s not gonna cut it this time,” Vera growled, rising from the bed, that thing that she had that Anna 
didn’t have wagging at her like a thick, angry finger. “You just cost me my girlfriend. She’s right; you have 
barged in every time we tried to get it on! Every time! What is it with you? Do you have some kind of 
fucking sixth sense that tells you, ‘oh, my sister’s about to get laid; I’d better go barge in on her right 
now!’? Damn it, Anna!” 

Anna gulped. She’d seen Vera mad before, but never like this—never with her hackles up like that, never 
with that extra finger pointing accusingly at her, and never when she couldn’t tell what she’d done wrong! 
It was one thing when she broke the plates, another when she got glue all over the carpet, and another 
when she got bored and chewed up Vera’s favorite sweater—she knew what she’d done those times! But 
what was wrong with wanting to wish her sister good morning as soon as she woke up? She didn’t know, 
but the way her sister advanced on her, she knew she was about to get punished for it. 

“V–Vera?” she pleaded. “I’m sorry…I won’t come in ever again; I promise!” 

“That’s what you said last time,” Vera replied, her voice resolute. “Get on the bed.” 

“Vera?!” Anna cried, her voice shrill. “Please don’t punish me! I’ll be a good girl! I will, I swear!” 

Her eyes darted to the door, still standing wide open the way she’d left it. 

Vera saw her look, and both girls moved at once. But being twice Anna’s size and quite the athlete, Vera 
made it to the door much faster, slammed it closed, and stood in front of it, her dick throbbing and her 
chest heaving. 

“GET ON THE FUCKING BED!” she yelled. 

Anna’s lower lip quivered, and tears came to her eyes, but fearing that things would only be worse if she 
disobeyed, she walked on legs wobbly with fear, crawled up on the bed, and sat with her hands under her 
butt, hoping that if she did, maybe her sister wouldn’t give her a spanking. 

“Take off your clothes,” Vera said, maintaining her position in front of the door. 

“Huh–what?” Anna asked, so surprised that she stopped crying. 

“Take. Off. Your. Clothes,” Vera repeated, very deliberately. “Do not make me repeat myself again.” 

“Wh–what are you going to do?” Anna asked as she began complying, taking off her socks and shirt and 
tossing them on the floor. 

“All your clothes,” Vera said. “Shorts and panties, too.” 

“Sh–shorts and panties?” Anna squeaked. Now she knew she was going to get a spanking—the ones 
where she had to take off her panties always hurt the worst—and her lip quivered again as she forced 
herself to comply. 

“Lie down on the bed,” Vera said when she had finished. 

Anna began to cry as she lay on her stomach, squeezing the covers with both hands and waiting for the 
worst to happen. 

“No, on your back,” Vera said. 

Confused once more, Anna paused crying. “On–on my back?” she asked as she rolled over. “But how are 
you going to spank me if—” 

“You’ve been a very bad girl, Anna,” Vera replied, advancing on her, “And I don’t think a spanking is going 
to be enough this time. You learned your lesson when I spanked you for the glue, for the plates, for eating 
my shirt. But I have told you over and over, Anna, that you are not to come barging in here! It’s time you 
had a worse punishment than a spanking.” 

In the time since she had leapt to the door ahead of her sister, Vera’s erection had subsided. But now, 
thinking about what she was going to do, she felt the tip of her prick poke its way back out of her sheath. 

“Wh–what do you mean?” Anna asked nervously. 
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“When you broke the plate,” Vera said, taking a step forward, “You were sorry, right?” 

“Y–yes?” 

“But that didn’t fix the plate; the plate was still broken.” Vera took another step forward. 

“But, I–I couldn’t fix it! I would if I could!” Anna protested. 

“And this time, you’re going to make up for what you did,” Vera said, leaning over the bed. 

“V–Vera, you’re scaring me!” Anna whimpered. 

“Good. Let this be a lesson. Now, spread your legs.” 

Anna hesitated uncertainly. 

“I SAID SPREAD THEM!” Vera shouted, leaping up onto the bed and pulling her sister’s legs apart, 
exposing her prepubescent pussy. 

“V–Vera, I–I’m sorry!” Anna whimpered. 

“Don’t be sorry,” Vera growled. “Make it better!” 

With that, she thrust forward, her breasts flopping against her chest from the force. Her prick missed the 
mark and jabbed Anna in the perineum. The young wolf let out a yelp and tried to squirm away just as 
Vera thrust again. This time, she hit her mark and shuddered in pleasure as her cock emerged from its 
sheath and slid right into her sister’s warm, wet, glove-like slit. 

But something was blocking her path, something way tighter than her prick could fit through, even if she 
wasn’t fully erect, yet. She hesitated a moment, debating whether to deflower her sister or not. But 
thoughts of the dozens of times her sister had cock-blocked her, the dozens of times she’d scolded her, 
and the dozens of times she’d come right back and done it again flooded into her mind. 

No, she thought. The time for gentle reminders is over. She’s had this coming a long time. 

Anna struggled as her sister held her. She had never been touched in the place her sister was touching 
her before, and as hard as Vera was ramming against her private parts, it hurt! It wasn’t the slowly 
building pain of a spanking. No, that first time she slammed was a lot of pain all at once! The second time 
didn’t hurt as much, but it still didn’t feel good when Vera’s thing went into her and slammed into 
something. It made her feel like she had a cross between a stomachache and a sore bottom. She didn’t 
even know Vera could punish her like this! But as bright red and cross as Vera’s face was, she knew now 
wasn’t the time to argue. She bit her lip and let the tears run down her face as she rode out her 
punishment. 

Then Vera pulled back and slammed into her again. Anna’s eyes bulged open, and a little whimper of 
pain came out as her hymen ruptured. She felt tears come to her eyes and stream down her face, but her 
sister didn’t slow down. If anything, she thrust faster and harder now that she could slam her hips up 
against Anna’s bottom. At this point, it didn’t hurt anymore per se, but the sensations were so strong, she 
felt like she would pass out. She squeezed her eyes closed and gripped the covers behind her for dear 
life. 

“Uh, uh, young lady!” Vera growled. “You keep your eyes open during this! Look at me!” 

Her thrusting came to a stop, and she waited for Anna to comply. 

“You’ve been a bad girl, and you don’t get to hide behind closed eyes. You look at me the whole time and 
accept your punishment!” 

Anna’s lip quivered, but she nodded as Vera began thrusting again. Every time Vera pushed all the way 
into her, she wanted to squeeze her eyes closed; she felt like she was going to rip in two! But she didn’t 
want to make Vera any angrier with her, and she forced herself to keep her eyes open, to watch as Vera 
stared her down and shoved herself into her. 

Vera felt her knot beginning to grow and couldn’t help but think about what it would be like to tie her 
sister. Surely something as big as her knot must really hurt, wouldn’t it? 
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This is punishment, not pleasure, she reminded herself. It’ll hurt more than a spanking—probably a lot 
more, and it will last a lot longer—but she won’t forget it! 

She resumed thrusting, making sure she pressed herself in balls-deep with each thrust, making sure that 
Anna felt what was about to happen as her knot grew. 

Anna whimpered. She didn’t know what was going on, but she felt her sister thrusting harder into her, 
slower, but stretching her more and more with each thrust. Each one hurt worse than the last, and she 
found herself instinctively inching away. 

“Be still!” Vera ordered, grabbing her hips and pulling her back against her crotch. 

“But it hurts!” Anna protested. 

“So does a spanking,” Vera growled. “It’s supposed to hurt. I told you this would be worse than a 
spanking, now you lie there and take your punishment!” 

With that, she thrust in again, and Anna let out another whimper as Vera stretched her to the limit and 
popped inside. Anna bit her lip hard, trying to take her mind off the dull ache she felt in her tiny, 
overstretched pussy. Vera pulled back once more, but Anna cried out in protest: they were stuck together. 

For her part, Vera shivered as she felt her sister’s pussy clamping down on her so impossibly tightly and 
let out a shudder as she began to cum. Her tongue lolled out instinctively, and she felt herself relaxing 
and feeling euphoric. 

“V–Vera,” Anna whimpered, “It hurts…” 

“Suck it up, kiddo,” Vera replied dreamily. A mischievous thought crossed her mind. “If it hurts too bad, 
you can try to pull yourself off if you want, but it might not help.” 

Anna closed her eyes, trying to ignore the discomfort, but a sharp jerk of her sister’s cock and a stern 
glance made her open them again. She gritted her teeth, got her footing on the sheets, and pulled back. 

“Ohh, fuck, yes!” Vera drawled, exulting at the new pressure on her dick as Anna tried to pull herself off—
a futile task, Vera knew, but one she was glad Anna had tried anyway. 

Anna quickly aborted the attempt, letting out a fresh whimper as her sister’s inflated knot stretched her 
way too fast for comfort and without nearly enough indication of wanting to pop out. 

“Vera,” she whined, “I can’t get off.” 

“I’m getting off just fine,” Vera murmured, her eyes half-closed as she reached up to pinch one of her 
nipples and savored the electric feeling that shot through her cock and balls when she did. 

“Vera!” Anna protested. 

“Hmm? Oh,” Vera replied, “Well, if it didn’t work, then I guess you’re stuck. Or you can try again, but you 
have to really want it,” she hinted. 

Anna moaned uncomfortably and shifted her position, trying to find a comfortable place for her sister’s 
girth, but it seemed that no matter where she moved, her sister’s thing managed to find a place to make 
her feel sore and a little nauseous. 

I have to really want it, she thought, wondering if she could muster enough wanting it to overcome how 
much it had hurt when she tried it the last time. She took a few deep breaths and then pushed hard 
against the sheets, gritting her teeth and trying with all her might to pull herself off of her sister’s knot. 

“Gah!” Vera groaned. “Oh, my gosh, that feels amazing!” She felt her own ass and balls contract as she 
unleashed the hardest spurt she’d ever had, her eyes rolling back in her head in ecstasy as she painted 
the walls of her sister’s pussy. 

Her eyes snapped open: she wasn’t wearing a condom, and she was painting her sister’s pussy with 
cum! What if she got pregnant? 

Her heart skipped a beat, and then the thought made her cock throb even harder. She had wanted to 
impregnate Vixie so many times, but the fox was on the pill and didn’t want to get pregnant. Vera 
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respected that and never pushed the issue, but now…now things were a little different, weren’t they? Her 
sister hadn’t said she didn’t want pups—not that the conversation had ever come up; why would it?—and 
now, well, things were what they were. Sure, she could go on the morning-after pill—Vera could pick it up 
claiming it was for herself—but the thought of siring pups was much more attractive to her. Seeing her 
little sister filling up full of puppies, seeing her breasts fill up with milk, seeing her puppies nursing her 
sister and making her grow up for once… 

She nodded to herself. Fuck, yes, it’s got to be done! 

The thought turned her on so much that her slowing spurts suddenly gained new life, and she began 
cumming again just as hard as she had when she first got lodged in her sister’s womb. 

Anna had no idea of what had just gone through her sister’s head, but for the first time, she became 
aware of a new sensation, something hot that pulsed inside of her and felt like a little stream of hot water 
squirting against her insides. 

“V–Vera? What’s that?” she asked timidly. 

“What’s what?” Vera asked absent-mindedly. 

“That hot, squirting feeling?” 

She can feel that? Fuck, that’s so hot! Vera thought and let out another particularly forceful spurt. 

“Yeah, just like that!” Anna asked. 

“That?” Vera asked as she spurted again. Might as well tell her the truth; I won’t be able to hide it for long, 
she thought. “That’s what it feels like when you get filled up with puppies.” 

“With puppies?” Anna asked skeptically. “B–but, I don’t want to be filled up with puppies!” 

“That’s too bad,” Vera replied sternly. “It’s time you learned some responsibility, and puppies are the 
perfect way for you to do that.” 

“B–but I’m too young to have puppies!” Anna protested. 

“Nonsense,” Vera replied. “There’s a girl half your age who delivered a whole litter of her own. You’re 
more than old enough.” 

Anna began to whimper. 

“If you don’t want it, you can always try to pull off of me again,” Vera hinted. 

“But it hurts when I try to do that!” 

“Well, how do you think delivering a litter of puppies is going to feel?” Vera asked. 

Anna’s eyes went wide. She struggled and pulled as hard as she could, but all that happened was Vera 
said another bad word and moaned in pleasure, and Anna whimpered, feeling like Vera’s thing was going 
to turn her inside-out. 

“Just feel all of those little spurts, Anna,” Vera murmured. “Feel how hot and wet they are? Don’t they feel 
like they’re filling you up like a water balloon?” 

Anna bit her lip and nodded. 

“All of that hot, wet stuff inside of you is making sure you get good and pregnant,” Vera said dreamily. 
“The longer it stays in there and the more of it there is, the more certain it is that you’ll be full of puppies. 
How many will you have? Nine? Ten? Fifteen? Twenty? Who knows! And then they’ll all be crawling all 
over you, whining that they want to be fed, that they want their stuffed animals, wanting to play. Sound 
familiar?” 

Anna’s eyes went wide, and then she hung her head. 

“I’m sorry, Vera,” she said contritely. She took a deep breath. “I–you’re right; I should have puppies and 
make up for always barging in on you.” 
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Vera cracked her eyes open and saw Anna averting her eyes and looking truly sorry for what she’d done. 

“Hey,” she said, pulling Anna’s hips up tightly against her own. 

Anna winced but then gasped in surprise: with Vera’s knot pushed deeper into her, it didn’t hurt so much. 
She looked up at her sister curiously. 

“You’re not all bad,” Vera said, sucking in a breath as her sister’s vaginal muscles squeezed her 
instinctively. “You just…need to learn to respect other people’s space, including mine.” 

Anna nodded, hesitated, and then looked inquiringly at her sister. “Vera?” she asked. 

“Hmm?” 

“Am–am I really gonna have puppies?” she asked. 

Vera glanced down at their coupling and gave a faint smile. “Yes, I’m pretty sure you are,” she replied. 

“But—I said I was sorry!” Anna protested. 

Vera chuckled. “Sorry or not, my dick’s buried deep inside of you, and every little squirt of cum it sprays 
into you makes it all the more likely you’re gonna be a mommy.” 

“But, you can stop, right?” Anna asked. “You can pull out and make it not happen!” 

Vera shook her head. “You tried pretty hard to pull off of me, but as you saw, we’re pretty stuck. And 
we’re gonna be stuck until my dick decides it’s done spraying into you. We’re both gonna just have to 
settle in and wait it out.” 

“But, how long will that take?”   

Vera leaned her head back and sighed in pleasure. “Ten minutes? Half an hour? Who knows?” she 
murmured. 

“But,” Anna protested, “I have to tinkle!” 

A flicker of discontent crossed over Vera’s features, but it passed quickly as the blissful feeling of her 
sister’s pussy rubbing against her elicited another lazy spurt. She hazily considered her sister’s 
predicament and their mutual situation: tied together on her bed. She lightly pursed her lips, 
contemplating whether she really wanted to change her sheets or not. 

A thought crossed her mind, and she smiled to herself. 

“Go ahead,” she said. 

“I can’t!” Anna whined. “We’re stuck!” 

Vera shrugged. “Then I guess you’ll have to go right here,” she replied. 

Anna gasped. “On your bed?” she asked. “But…you won’t be mad, will you?” 

“What choice do you have?” Vera replied. “You can’t get away, and you have to tinkle. So, you can either 
hold it like a big girl, or you can pee the bed like a cub.” 

A frustrated squeeze of Anna’s labia around Vera’s swollen member told her that she’d struck just the 
right nerve, and she resisted the urge to grin wickedly. She shifted herself inside her sister a little bit, 
subtly moving her knot to press against the cub’s bladder. Anna whimpered and squeezed her legs 
desperately against Vera’s sides in response. 

Vera’s slow but steady stream had been creating a growing pool of her seed inside her sister. Now, 
Anna’s desperate squeezing sent a bit of that pool creeping down along Vera’s shaft and out of Anna’s 
slit. Vera’s sensitive nose picked up on it right away, and she shifted again to look. 

“Getting good and full,” she said, her tongue lolling blissfully. 

Anna answered with a defeated whimper. Vera looked down to see Anna’s lip trembling, her fists 
squeezing the covers tightly just as her whole body sagged into the bed. 
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A warm, wet gush rushed all around Vera’s cock, making her eyes roll back in her head in ecstasy. She 
felt her balls squeeze, and her knot throbbed so hard that it momentarily interrupted the flow of her 
sister’s urine into their laps. 

But the warm, wet, rushing feeling on her dick triggered something in her mind that made her eyes snap 
open. Her eyes narrowed as she analyzed the smell of her sister’s piss, and her hackles rose slightly. A 
sudden wave of possessiveness gripped her, and she hunched herself over, forcing her sister to lie in the 
mess she’d made and giving Vera a strong upper-hand. 

“Now that you mention it,” she said huskily, “I have to go, too. But when I do it, it’s more than just giving 
into nature. Do you understand?” 

Anna hesitated, her nervousness peaking again at this new side of her sister. 

“Wh–what do you mean?” she asked timidly. 

“When I piss inside of you, I claim you,” Vera replied harshly. “You understand? Your pussy is mine from 
now on, to use whenever I want, and nobody else gets to use it!” 

With that, she relaxed her bladder and let it begin emptying. A little squirt would have been plenty to mark 
her territory, but this was personal. She felt her penile muscles adjust from squirting cum to squirting piss, 
and with a short pause, her own olfactory signature began streaming out the tip of her still-knotted cock, 
mixing with her semen, and flooding into her sister. 

“Mmph, it’s hot and feels stingy!” Anna protested, forgetting her earlier lessons and trying to squirm away. 

Vera’s knot quickly reminded her that it was better to be still, but still! She felt the pressure inside her 
building, felt the betrayal of her pussy giving up the fight and letting some of Vera’s piss escape around 
her knot. The smell of mixed sex and piss suddenly hit both their noses, and Vera grinned toothily. 

“Now everybody is gonna know you’re mine,” she growled. “Forget ever having boyfriends! They’ll smell 
me and know I’ll tear them in two if I so much as catch them sniffing around your cunny!” 

The smell seemed to act almost like an aphrodisiac, making Vera’s voice grow ever huskier and more 
menacing. 

“Time’s up,” she said abruptly. 

“Huh?” Anna asked, surprised at the sudden announcement. 

“It’s time my scent got all over your crotch and fur,” Vera replied. “I want the males to smell me on you 
before you even take your clothes off!” 

Before Anna could protest, Vera pinned her down to the bed with a hand forcibly on her chest, and then 
she began pulling back very hard—much harder than Anna could do. 

“O–ow, Vera!” she cried haltingly, “It–it hurts!” 

“It’s supposed to,” Vera reminded her. “This isn’t playtime!” 

With that, she gave another hard pull. Anna’s legs spread wider of their own accord, and her mouth 
opened in a silent scream as she felt Vera’s knot slip just a little bit towards the exit. 

Vera exhaled deeply, then inhaled and pulled back again. As if on cue, both sisters felt Vera’s knot shrink 
just a little bit, and it slipped an inch further out of Anna’s pussy. 

“One…more…” she grunted. 

She relaxed and let herself be drawn back in, then tensed and pulled back hard. Anna yelled in surprise 
and discomfort as Vera’s knot slid, gripped, then slid completely out of her, making her feel as though her 
labia were going to tear in two. 

All of the cum and piss inside of Anna splashed out noisily, drenching the mattress so much that it 
created a puddle that had to wait to slowly soak in. Anna gasped suddenly, finding her breath and 
squeezing her eyes closed in a weird mixture of discomfort at having been stretched so much and relief at 
finally being rid of her sister’s knot. 
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Vera, on the other hand, collapsed backward on her back, letting her knot continue to subside as she 
basked in the afterglow. 

“Fuck,” she murmured, “That was better than Vixie ever was!” 

She gasped suddenly as a thought crossed her mind. Her eyes lit up. “You’re pregnant!” she said. “Or, 
you will be!” 

Anna groaned in response. “But, I don’t wanna be,” she said petulantly. 

“Listen, Anna,” Vera said, her tone nearly a growl in warning, “You are going to have those puppies 
whether you like it or not. If you didn’t get pregnant this time, then we’ll do this again every day until you 
do. Is that what you want?” 

Anna shook her head. “N–no,” she said. 

“Then you’d better hope you got pregnant this time,” Vera said. She gestured toward the bathroom with 
her head. “Go get cleaned up while I clean up your mess.” 

Anna winced as she swung her legs off the bed and wobbled towards the door. 

“Anna,” Vera said, her tone gentler. 

Anna turned nervously. 

“I love you,” Vera said. “You’ll do fine.” 

Anna swallowed and nodded. As she waddled towards the bathroom, images flooded her mind of all that 
had happened. She was sure Vera did love her, but she also knew that she hoped she never got that 
angry again.  


