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Anna watched curiously as Vera opened the box. It was cramped having them both in the bathroom, and 
she wasn’t sure what this was all about. Vera had woken her and made her come in here but hadn’t said 
why. 

“Vera, can I go back to sleep?” she asked nervously. 

“Not until we see if you’re pregnant,” her older sister replied, unfolding a set of instructions and skimming 
over them. “Okay, go sit on the toilet and spread your legs,” she said. 

It had been two weeks to the day since Anna had barged in on Vera and Vixie, Vera’s girlfriend, driving 
Vixie away and incurring Vera’s wrath. The experience had been painful and scary, and the fact that Vera 
had said they were going to do it over and over until she got pregnant made her stomach turn every time 
she saw Vera. To her relief, Vera had seemed pretty normal and didn’t say much about the experience or 
about her being pregnant. 

Until now. 

Anna swallowed. “A–are you going to put your thingy in me again?” she asked nervously. 

“We’ll see, but not right now.” 

The young wolfess ventured a sigh of relief and sat on the toilet. 

“Spread your legs, Anna,” Vera said again. 

Anna grimaced. “But why?” she asked. 

“Because I have to hold this under you while you pee.” 

Blushing a little bit, Anna reluctantly spread her legs apart, and Vera knelt in front of her. 

“Go ahead and start peeing.” 

“I can’t with you watching!” Anna protested. 

“It didn’t stop you from peeing in my bed two weeks ago.” 

Anna gulped. So, Vera hadn’t forgotten. Was this another one of her weird punishments? 

“Just pee, sweetie,” Vera said, reaching forward and lightly stroking Anna right above the groin. 

It took a few seconds, but all at once, Anna felt her bladder begin to empty, and the toilet bowl echoed with 
the hiss of her urine. Vera quickly moved the pregnancy test in, guiding the test strip into Vera’s pee-stream 
and holding it there a few seconds. Before Anna even finished, she whisked the test out and went to stand 
at the sink, watching it intently. Anna finished, wiped herself, and then went to the sink to look, too. 

“Come on…come on,” Vera muttered. 

Anna frowned and cocked her head. “What’s it doing?” 

“Nothing, yet.” 

“Well, what’s it supposed to do?” 

Vera pointed to a little window on the front of the test. “It takes it a couple of minutes, but when it’s decided, 
it will make a plus sign for pregnant and a minus sign for not pregnant.” 

“And, if it says I’m pregnant?” 

“Then the next 2-3 months will be very exciting,” Vera said, anxiously watching the window. 

“But what it says I’m not?” 

Vera turned to look at her sister, who looked up at her with eyes wide with apprehension. 

“Then we try again,” she said. 

Anna swallowed, her lip quivering. “I–I hope I’m pregnant, then,” she said. 
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Now it was both of them willing the test to hurry up. Anna’s stomach knotted up, and she couldn’t help but 
fidget uncomfortably. 

“When’s it going to say?” she asked impatiently. 

“Should be any second now.” Vera’s voice sounded tense, too. 

A faint line appeared on the test, and the wolf-sisters squinted at it, cocking their heads and craning their 
necks to make it out. Over the course of a few seconds, it resolved into a minus sign. 

Vera sighed. “Well,” she said, disappointed, “You know what that means.” 

The knot in Anna’s stomach tripled in size. “P–please, Vera, I don’t want to—“ 

“Go to the bedroom and lie on the bed,” her sister said quietly, cutting her off. 

Anna sniffled. “Vera!” she pleaded, “I really don’t want to! I said I was sorry, and last time, it really hurt!” 

“Then you’d better hope that I get you pregnant this time,” Vera said firmly. She gestured towards the room 
with her head. “Go. I’ll be in in a minute.” 

Anna moved on wobbly legs into the bedroom, hoping that maybe if she did as she was told and showed 
how well she was obeying, Vera would let her off the hook. Vera had washed the bedding and spent a lot 
of time extracting the urine from the bed last time, but the smell of cum lingered in the air. Anna got on the 
bed to lie on her back but moved subconsciously to fetal position, tucking her legs up protectively and 
squeezing them together. Biting her lip, she tried not to think about what was going to happen, but thoughts 
of Vera towering over her, her knot wedged painfully into Anna’s small pussy and impossible to pull out, 
kept flooding into her mind, making her worse and worse at ease. 

At last, Vera finally walked in. 

“That’s not going to work,” she said. 

Anna remained motionless, panting and sweating. 

“On your back,” Vera ordered. 

Anna hesitated, subconsciously squeezing her legs together even tighter. 

“Vera—” she whimpered. 

“Now!” 

Vera got up onto the bed, grasped Anna’s knees, and pulled them apart while rolling her onto her back. 
Anna gasped to see her sister’s penis already poking out of her sheath. It wasn’t much consolation, but it 
seemed smaller than she remembered. Maybe her mind had made it out to be worse than it really was. 
Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad… 

“Try and relax,” Vera said, surprisingly kindly, as she lifted Anna’s legs and pulled her back towards her. 

Anna felt her back slide against her sister’s knees, felt the heat of her sister’s groin on her own, felt the 
force of her sister’s penis pressing against her vulva. 

“Nice and easy,” said the older wolfess. 

Anna winced as her sister’s penis parted her lips. 

“Just relax,” Vera said, her eyes glazing over as she felt of her sister’s hot, wet, slick pussy. “If you tense 
up, it will hurt more. You don’t want this to be like last time, do you?” 

“N–no…” 

“Then just take a deep breath and let it out.” 

As Anna hesitantly complied, Vera timed her stroke to push in just as her sister was exhaling. She slid in 
easily, her knot not yet having swelled and not trying to push all the way inside. She sighed in pleasure and 
angled her hips to push the tip of her dick against Anna’s g-spot. The younger wolfess gasped. 
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“Feel good?” Vera asked. 

Anna nodded uncertainly. It wasn’t a bad feeling—it could even be considered some kind of good—but it 
was a weird feeling, one that gave her butterflies in her stomach, made her feel woozy, and also filled her 
with a sense of anticipation. 

“I read that if the bitch climaxes, it makes her more likely to get pregnant,” Vera murmured as she rubbed 
the tip of her slowly swelling penis against her sister’s pleasure-spot. “So, we’re gonna try things a little 
differently this time.” 

“But I don’t want to get pregnant, Vera!” Anna protested, sitting up. 

“I don’t care,” Vera replied blithely. “I want you to be pregnant; I want pups! And unless you want me to fuck 
you hard every day and every night, you'd better give me some!” 

The thought of it brought tears to Anna’s eyes, and she sniffled as Vera began a slow, steady thrusting that 
gave her wave after wave of butterflies and made her head swim. 

“Vera, I–I feel funny.” 

“Good.” 

Vera began thrusting faster, deeper, and more vigorously, rubbing her sister’s g-spot mercilessly as her 
knot began to enlarge. Anna began moaning, panting, and writhing as much as Vera’s steely grasp on her 
legs would let her, feeling an uncomfortable mix of pleasure, discomfort, and uncertainty that kept getting 
stronger and stronger. 

Then she felt it. A sense of dread began trying to push back the odd sensations. Vera’s knot was at her 
entrance, and the look on Vera’s face said that it wasn’t going to wait outside very long. 

“Please don’t, Vera,” Anna begged. 

As if in answer, Vera thrust one time—hard—and shoved her half-swollen knot into Anna, making her 
whimper. But as it settled in and quickly grew to full size, it pressed up against her overstimulated g-spot, 
sending an intense wave of pleasure rippling through the young pup. Her fear abated somewhat, and an 
involuntary, disbelieving sigh escaped her lips. Just then, Vera’s dick began to twitch and throb, and Vera 
felt the hot spurts of her sister cumming inside of her. The faint movements continued to torment her 
pleasure-spot, bathing Anna in another wave of pleasure. 

All of a sudden, Anna’s body convulsed, her vaginal walls contracting hard around Vera’s knot, making the 
older wolfess’s tongue loll out in ecstasy and driving her knot hard into Anna’s g-spot. That started another 
contraction, and the whole cycle repeated itself over and over again. Anna gasped out a whimper of 
exhausted pleasure, and Vera came harder still from all the stimulation of her sister’s tight, young pussy. 

“That’s…it…” she panted, “Get off…hard…and…make puppies.” 

Her words pierced through the haze of Anna’s intense orgasm. Under the veil of orgasmic bliss, her fear 
returned. She began struggling, trying to free herself from her sister’s grasp, to move the knot away from 
her g-spot so that she could catch her breath. But Vera’s knot was lodged in tightly. Just like last time, 
pulling on it hurt, but it seemed to intensify Vera’s satisfaction. And just like last time, Anna found herself 
lying there, helpless, as her sister dumped enough seed into her to fill her up with puppies. 

It seemed like the volley between contraction and throbbing would never stop, but after at least half an 
hour, Vera’s knot subsided, and she pulled noisily out of Anna, dragging a trail of semen with her. 

“There, if that doesn’t get you pregnant, I don’t know what will!” said Vera. 

************* 

Two weeks later, Anna was back on the toilet, Vera was holding another pregnancy test, and they were 
both anxiously awaiting the results. A line appeared faintly and then resolved. 

“Welp, looks like we need to breed again,” said Vera. 

Anna whimpered. 
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The next several weeks were spent with Vera fucking Anna in every imaginable position and doing all 
manner of things purported to help her sister get pregnant. She fucked her and then left her standing on 
her head against the wall to make the cum stay in better. She fucked her doggy-style, making sure to slam 
in as hard and brutally as she could, using her bigger size and determination to force Anna to conceive. 
She fucked Anna every day for a week straight, sometimes more than once a day, trying to improve their 
odds. But day after day, the pregnancy test kept turning up negative. 

“You little twit!” Vera growled as she threw the latest test into the sink and whirled on her sister. “You don’t 
want these puppies, so you keep making yourself not conceive! Do you like me fucking you? It will all stop 
once you finally get pregnant and give me the litter I deserve!” 

For her part, Anna stood silently, tears in her eyes. No, she didn’t want puppies—that was true—but she 
didn’t think she could make it happen or not by just wishing it. And, as tired and worn-out as her pussy felt, 
she was beginning to get to the point that she was ready to just be done with it. In fact, the last few times, 
she’d quietly hoped that the stupid test would just show she was pregnant already so that Vera wouldn’t be 
so angry all the time. 

“Today, I’m going to fuck you so hard that you’ll be begging to be pregnant,” Vera said, grabbing her sister 
by the wrist. “Go get on the bed!” 

Anna knew not to argue; she’d only seen Vera this mad one time before—when Vixie left her—and the 
young pup was not about to incur her wrath. Her lip quivering, she went into her sister’s room, climbed up 
on the bed once more, and lay with her legs spread, feeling the light draft of air on her young pussy-lips. 
Despite her general uneasiness, she had to admit that a small part of her did actually like the feeling. Vera 
could be rough, but even as rough as she was, there were still times when her knot pressed up against 
Anna’s sensitive spot that actually felt really good. Her stomach kept twisting over on itself as she waited 
breathlessly for her sister to come in, unsure whether to be afraid or excited. 

Vera walked in, her dick already half-hard and throbbing and her demeanor decidedly less angry than it 
had been before. She sighed. 

“Look, I know it’s not your fault,” she said. “I’m just…frustrated, is all.” 

Anna nodded timidly. 

“All right, kiddo, let’s fill you full of puppies. Just relax,” she said as she got up on the bed and spread Anna’s 
legs wider. “We’re gonna try something different today. Better settle in; we’re going all night.” 

Anna’s eyes widened, but before she had a chance to protest, Vera had grabbed her legs and drawn her 
backwards. Rotating her hips forward, Vera pointed her dick at Anna’s slit, and with machine-like fluidity, 
pulled her sister’s pussy up over her swollen member. 

Anna sucked in a surprised gasp; when her sister dragged her backwards like that, it usually hurt when she 
missed a little bit and jabbed her with her sharp prick. But this time, she didn’t miss at all, and the feeling 
was bewilderingly pleasant. And, instead of Vera then brutally banging her hips against Anna’s sore bottom, 
she reached down and ran her fingers over Anna’s folds right where they spread to let Vera inside. A thrill 
of pleasure unlike Anna had ever felt made her shudder as her sister’s claws grazed over her clitoris. She 
let out a soft whine. 

The young wolfess’s pussy got hotter and much wetter. Vera’s tongue lolled out, feeling her sister’s box 
getting wet at her touch. Her penis swelled, plugging Anna and tying them together. Anna winced. She was 
all too familiar with that feeling now, that helpless feeling of being stuffed so full it hurt, so full that she 
couldn’t get away. And even as she thought about it, she felt her sister’s knot press against her g-spot—a 
token hint of pleasure before the pain began. She squirmed in spite of herself, trying to adjust her position 
on her sister’s knot, but even as she did, she felt her pussy-lips spreading wider, being stretched and pulled 
forcibly apart to accommodate her sister’s growing girth. She whimpered helplessly. 

Her eyes bulged, and she gasped loudly. Vera’s claw had once again found her clitoris and was scratching 
it lightly. Unlike the graze before that had sent one unexpected thrill of pleasure through her, this was like 
a million little ripples being made, the resulting waves of pleasuring interacting with each other, stacking 
and canceling out with an irregular and impossible-to-predict pattern that made Anna’s back arch so much 
that she was momentarily suspended by her pussy and shoulders. 
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“Does that feel good?” Vera chuckled, scratching harder. 

Anna couldn’t speak. Her mouth opened, but no sound came out. Now instead of ripples, the pleasure 
came in miniature tsunamis that made her dizzy. She gasped and began panting, not realizing she’d been 
holding her breath. Her vision was hazy, her hearing was quiet static, and all she could focus on was the 
incredible, overwhelming, unrelenting pleasure she felt. It felt good—so good. 

Too good. 

The feeling was too much for her to stand, too intense. She started whimpering, then whining, then moaning 
in desperation. In a sense, this was worse than Vera pounding her mercilessly: that hurt, but at least 
between thrusts, she could think straight. This was so intense, and the pauses were too short for her to 
even catch her breath. Her pussy clenched, the pitch of her whine rose sharply, and her abdomen abruptly 
convulsed, driving Vera’s knot hard against her g-spot. Anna’s vision went white, and her desperate cry fell 
silent as the strongest orgasm her young body had ever had ripped through her. The press of Vera’s knot 
against her only made the feeling more intense. Tears came to her eyes, and she gritted her teeth and rode 
out her orgasm.  

The feelings were so powerful that she didn’t even notice a different feeling at first. But as her orgasm 
subsided just a little bit, she felt something inside of her, something hot and fluid. She shivered, realizing 
that Vera was cumming in her, hot jets of seed filling her full. 

As for Vera herself, her eyes had glazed over, and her tongue was lolling blissfully. Anna ventured a little 
smile of her own. She still loved her sister, after all, and seeing Vera so happy—especially if it was partly 
Anna’s doing—gave her a little sense of satisfaction. Plus, she couldn’t deny that the feelings she was 
experiencing—the ones that made her small body shiver and twitch—weren’t wholly unpleasant. 

The idea of puppies crossed her mind between orgasmic convulsions. Puppies meant she had to grow up. 
She didn’t want to grow up. But it would make Vera happy. 

Vera stirred, interrupting Anna’s climax-punctuated reverie. 

“Let’s make sure you get good and pregnant,” she said. 

Anna’s eyes darted side-to-side as Vera got to her feet—her cock still firmly embedded in Anna’s pussy—
and stood with Anna upside-down. 

“Mmf, Vera,” Anna protested, “This didn’t work last time!” 

“It’ll work this time,” Vera said huskily. “Just relax.” 

Anna did the best she could to do as told, but the blood was all rushing to her head.  

She gasped abruptly on feeling an unexpected claw to her clit. 

“I read somewhere that if you get off a lot, it makes you more likely to get pregnant,” Vera cooed. “Get ready 
to get off a lot!” 

With that, Vera began mercilessly tickling Anna’s clit with her claw. That same overstimulated, nearly 
panicked feeling came over Anna, but now, suspended by her pussy on Vera’s prick, she couldn’t even 
writhe against the bed. Her hands made fists but touched nothing but air. She began to pant, feeling 
overwhelmed and unable to process the sensations she was experiencing. But just like before, her body 
seemed to know what to do, even if her mind was too beset to control it. Her pussy began slurping noisily 
on Vera’s cock, which made the older wolfess’s tongue loll out and her eyes glaze over. But her frenzied 
scratching at Anna’s clit didn’t let up a bit. Liquid pleasure mixed with bits of Vera’s cum splorched out of 
Anna’s pussy, drenching her crotch and Vera’s and then running down her ass-crack tantalizingly. Vera 
began cumming once more, keeping Anna’s womb topped off and saturated in puppy-giving essence while 
Anna let out a series of overstimulated wails punctuated by hyperventilating. 

How long this went on, Anna didn’t know. Neither did Vera, for that matter. The former was too out of it to 
tell time, and the latter was enraptured by the effect her ministrations were having on her little sister. But 
after a while—it had long since gotten dark—Vera’s legs began to wobble and then gave out. She collapsed 
to her knees, laying Anna back down on the bed as she did. Panting, she reached over to the night stand 



Anna’s Responsibility 
© 2020 Jack Doe. All characters belong to their creator. Do not distribute without all copyright notices and disclaimers intact. 

Page 6 of 14 
Writing this story does not constitute endorsement of the events depicted herein by the author.  

Readers are explicitly discouraged from engaging in any activities that are illegal or harmful to themselves or others. 

and grabbed a thick, elastic hairband. With a little bit of effort, she managed to break it open and then 
strapped it tightly around the base of her cock and tied it in place. 

“W–what’s that for?” Anna asked blearily, her eyes half-closed. 

“To make sure I stay hard and inside you all night long,” Vera replied. 

Anna let out a faint whimper but didn’t say anything else. Exhausted from the intense sex and the seemingly 
endless orgasms, she lay there limply as her sister flopped onto her side. They lay there, joined at their 
sexes, too tired to care about how awkward of a position it was. 

They fell asleep almost immediately. 

************* 

Some days later, Vera once again roused Anna and made her squat over the toilet and pee onto the test 
strip. They were admittedly not very hopeful. Vera was as frustrated as always, but she was beginning to 
wonder if maybe Anna just wasn’t capable of having puppies. It made her wonder if she would ever be able 
to. Still, she was determined to keep on trying. Anna, meanwhile, was feeling down on herself. Her sister’s 
words from what seemed like ages ago rang in her head every time the test strip turned up negative: that 
this was somehow her fault, that she didn’t want the puppies enough to let them be born. And it was true, 
she didn’t. No matter how many times she tried to convince herself that making Vera happy was enough 
reason to do it, she still didn’t want to. And why should she have to? She was nine, after all! She should be 
out playing, not cooped up inside, breeding with her sister on every occasion they got! She— 

Her eyes suddenly focused on Vera, whose eyes were wide, but not as wide as the grin she was wearing. 
Anna’s heart fluttered. 

“V–Vera? What is it?” 

The older wolfess looked at her and then showed her the test strip. 

Centered on it was a pink plus sign. 

“You’re pregnant,” she whispered. 

Anna’s stomach twisted. She shook her head in disbelief. “N–no, I–I’m not pregnant,” she said. “If I were, 
I’d have a big belly, right?” 

Vera’s eyes narrowed. “Hmm. Get back up on the toilet,” she said.  

Anna cocked her head. “But I don’t need to pee,” she said. 

“Well, you’re gonna pee anyway. I want to do the test again, just to make sure.” 

She unboxed another test kit and held it below Anna’s pussy, but nothing happened. 

Vera sighed. “Here,” she said, holding up a glass of water, “Drink this.” 

“Vera,” Anna protested, “I’m full!” 

“Too bad. Drink up.” 

Anna groaned and managed to get the water down. 

“Now, think of waterfalls and running water,” Vera said. 

Anna grimaced and did her best not to think of those things, but it was too late: the thought was there, and 
before long, she felt the urge to pee. She held it back; she didn’t want to be pregnant, and she was afraid 
that if another test came up positive, that would somehow doom her. 

“Come on, Anna,” Vera prodded, reaching forward to tickle Anna lightly between her belly button and pussy. 
“Let it out, and let’s see if you’re really pregnant.” 

The sensations on her belly intensified the urge to pee, and unable to hold it back any longer, Anna 
squeezed her eyes closed and let go. Piss streamed into the toilet, and Vera quickly caught it on the test 
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strip. The two waited breathlessly for the test to analyze the outcome, Vera tapping her foot impatiently and 
Anna biting her lip and fidgeting on the toilet. 

At last, the test was ready. The wolfesses huddled together. Vera grinned, and Anna deflated. 

It was confirmed: Anna was pregnant. 

************* 

Wanting to be very sure, Vera had made Anna take another pregnancy test every day for a week afterwards. 
Every one had come up positive, and every one felt like a dagger being jabbed into Anna’s gut. But what 
did some stupid test know? She wasn’t getting fat, so she obviously couldn’t be pregnant. 

But Vera’s attitude had completely changed. Every time she saw another positive test, she would rub Anna’s 
belly and teats and make soft cooing noises. Anna had found the whole thing repugnant, but when she had 
protested that Vera was getting all mushy, Vera had scolded her for being cold to their unborn puppies. 
Anna had resigned herself to just rolling her eyes every time Vera went all goo-goo and let her have her 
fun.  

One thing that helped Anna to just pretend that she wasn’t pregnant was that Vera had not, as she’d 
promised, stopped fucking her. Though she was gentler about it and less intense, she still had sex with 
Anna every day. She said that the idea of Anna carrying their puppies turned her on so much that she just 
had to breed her. And so, things continued much like they had for the last month or two, and Anna was 
content to assume that nothing had really changed. 

But all of that started to change. The first sign for Anna came one day when Vera touched her nipples, and 
she just about leapt through the ceiling. 

“Ack! Vera, that hurts!” she cried. 

Vera frowned. “I barely touched you,” she said. “Are your nipples very sensitive?” 

Anna nodded, and Vera grinned.  

“That’s because you’re getting ready to be a mommy. Pretty soon, your belly and nipples will get big and 
full!” 

They had sex after that, with Vera sucking Anna’s nipples the whole time. Though it started off painful with 
sensitivity, the feel of Vera’s soft, warm tongue quickly soothed the discomfort and replaced it with intense 
pleasure, almost as intense as when Vera’s claw had teased Anna’s clit. 

The next morning, Anna woke up and had to run to the bathroom. Vera came running in to find Anna leaning 
over the toilet, looking miserable. 

“Morning sickness, huh? Got to make room for those pups,” Vera said knowingly. “You’ll be fine.” 

A few days later, as Anna was looking in the mirror, she happened to turn sideways and did a double-take. 
Was her belly…bigger? She ran her paws over her stomach uncertainly. She couldn’t quite tell whether her 
belly felt any different, either. But… Something seemed different. She shook her head. Maybe it was just 
Vera’s constant reminders that were beginning to get into her head or something. She shrugged and started 
to go into the living room…but then turned and went to the toilet instead. Whatever this morning sickness 
was, it sucked! 

This continued for several more days: Anna would get up, look in the mirror, squint at herself skeptically, 
and then shrug and take care of her morning sickness, and then Vera would fondle her breasts and belly, 
getting herself so turned on that she’d bend Anna over wherever they were and breed her passionately. 

Then one day, something changed. Anna looked in the mirror, and her jaw dropped. Her tits and belly were 
noticeably larger now. She stared at herself and then rubbed her eyes, not believing what she was seeing. 
Her breasts had seemingly swelled overnight and were now so heavy that they sagged down onto her 
chest. Her belly had swollen and was now both protruding and sagging. Anna yelped in surprise. 

Vera flew in, and a grin spread over her face. “See? You are pregnant!” she gloated. 

“I look like a flabby old man!” Anna protested, crossing her arms. “I’m fat, and my boobs are huge!” 
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“You’re not fat,” Vera said, running her paws admiringly over Anna’s belly, “And your boobs are getting 
ready to feed our puppies!” She lifted up Anna’s breasts, one in each paw, and felt of their heft. “Oh, this is 
so exciting!” 

Just then, Anna winced. 

“Anna?” Vera asked. “What’s wrong?” 

“It…felt like gas, but it’s gone now.”  

Anna sighed in relief only to grimace again.  

“Ow! It did it again, in a different place.” 

Vera’s eyes lit up. “Are our puppies kicking?” she asked, putting both paws on Anna’s belly. 

After a moment, she felt a little thump on one of her paws, and she grinned ear-to-ear. “They are! Those 
are our puppies kicking, Anna!” 

The words hit her like a ton of bricks. She stood for a moment, stunned, and then her legs buckled. 

“Anna!” 

Vera let her down slowly to sit on the floor. 

“I–I don’t wanna have puppies, Vera!” Anna said, tears in her eyes. “I don’t wanna be a grown-up!” 

“It’s too late now, Anna,” Vera said firmly but kindly. “Your body is already taking care of those puppies. 
They’re growing inside of you, and they’re absolutely helpless. You have to be responsible and take care 
of them. If you don’t, they will die, Anna. Do you understand?” 

“I don’t care,” Anna said, sulking. 

Vera’s face took on a cross expression, but then she relaxed. “You will,” she said as kindly as she could. 
“Someday.” 

They didn’t have sex that day. Whether Vera was just giving her the day off or some other reason, Anna 
was relieved. But Vera made up for it by rubbing and nuzzling Anna’s belly and teats even more than usual. 

“Ugh, Vera, will you stop?!” she finally asked, exasperated. 

Vera chuckled. “Now you know what it’s like to have someone constantly all over you!” she said. “Vera, let’s 
go play! Vera, let’s have breakfast! Vera, I want to go shopping! Remember any of that?” 

Anna sighed. “Yeah,” she admitted. 

The next few weeks were more of the same as Anna’s belly swelled larger and larger and her breasts 
continued to fill out, leaving her feeling ever more self-conscious. Though she had missed going outside 
and seeing her friends, at a time like this, she was more than happy to stay inside where they couldn’t see 
how big she’d gotten. The kicks intensified, too, as her puppies grew bigger and stronger inside her and 
more of them began to start moving around. At one point, she had an almost constant burbling of kicks that 
made her belly almost look like it was writhing. And all the while, what Vera had said to her what seemed 
like so long ago continued to ring in her head, that she was eventually going to have to pass each of those 
puppies and that it would probably hurt. The thought filled her with dread, and watching her body changing 
despite how much she wanted it to stay the same made her feel constantly helpless, trapped inside a body 
that was getting ready to do what her mind wasn’t ready to do: be a responsible parent.  

By the end, her navel had become an outie, her back hurt from carrying so much extra weight, and she felt 
generally sluggish all the time. Vera’s incessant pawing all over had worn her out, and so had the older 
wolfess’s constant little taunts. 

“You’re gonna have so many puppies. I hope you have a dozen!” Vera had said at one point. 

“I hope I only have one,” Anna had retorted. 

“Then I’ll just have to get you pregnant again so you can have more!” Vera blithely replied. 
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Anna had not said anything to that. The last two months had been hell with all the changes to her little 
body—changes she had resisted at every chance—and she really just wanted it all to be over. If it hurt, 
well, fine, it hurt, but at least it would be over! 

But as the day arrived that she should have given birth—Vera had kept a calendar and ceremoniously 
marked off a day every morning, counting down the days until the “big day”—nothing happened. Anna went 
to bed the night before, her stomach twisting up with nerves over the next day, she’d slept fitfully, and then 
she’d woken up, and nothing had happened. She’d gritted her teeth and let Vera rub her all over, and still, 
nothing happened. Vera was beside herself with excitement, but all Anna felt was a dull fear mixed with 
resignation. Still, even by dinnertime, nothing had happened. Night came, and Vera was pacing around the 
house. Anna was so exhausted, she had just lain on the couch all day, trying to distract herself with some 
video games but feeling so nervous that she couldn’t even get into that. She went to bed that night feeling 
miserable. Today was supposed to be the it, the end. She’d spent all day worrying herself to death about 
what it would feel like, and then the day had come and gone. 

“Anna, are you still awake?” 

“Yeah.” Anna sighed, dejected. 

“Look, today was supposed to be your big day,” Vera said, “But it didn’t happen. Do you feel like you might 
be ready to give birth?” 

“How should I know?!” Anna snapped, rolling over to face her doorway, then wincing at having done it a 
little too quickly for comfort. “I just want this all to be over! I’ve been scared all day because you said this 
was when it was supposed to happen. But nothing happened, Vera! I think you just made me fat, and I’m 
always gonna be like this.” She huffed, frustrated. 

“Do you really want it to be over?” Vera asked. 

Anna looked away without saying anything. 

“I know a way,” Vera hinted. 

Anna looked up. “Are you gonna put your peepee in me again?” she asked. 

“Yes.” 

Anna did a double-take. “I was being sarcastic!” she protested. 

“I read about it online today,” Vera replied. “Supposedly if I cum all over your cervix, it’ll make you open up.” 

“What’s a cervix?” 

“The part of you that’s keeping our puppies in. Once it opens up, they’ll come out.” 

Anna huffed. She didn’t want to have puppies, but she didn’t want to be stuck like…this—bloated, sore, and 
tired—anymore, either. 

“Will you be gentle?” she asked nervously. “You hurt when you do it sometimes.” 

Vera shrugged. “I can’t stop my knot from getting big inside of you, if that’s what you mean,” she said. 

Anna huffed again. She didn’t like her choices. “I wish I never got pregnant,” she said. 

“I wish you hadn’t made Vixie break up with me,” Vera replied. “But, we’re here now, aren’t we? Might as 
well finish what we started.” 

Anna shrugged petulantly. Without waiting for her to come around to the idea, Vera pulled the covers off 
her sister and moved up between her legs. 

“Wow, your belly is huge,” she said, reaching forward to rub it in awe. “I almost can’t even see your pussy 
like this!” 

“Thanks,” Anna replied sarcastically. 

Vera fingered her sister a little bit, replaced her finger with her penis, stroked in and out a few times, being 
careful not to go too deep, and then settled in to let her knot grow. But before her knot had fully locked them 
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in together, she had a second thought: what if Anna started trying to give birth while they were tied together? 
Panicking, she quickly pulled her swelling knot against her sister’s pussy. 

“O–ow!” Anna yelped as Vera pulled free. 

“Sorry,” the older wolf panted, “I just…don’t think it’s a good idea for us to tie right now.” 

Anna winced as Vera lowered her back onto the bed. There wasn’t much cum inside her, but what there 
was trickled out onto the bed. 

Suddenly, Anna’s eyes went wide as she felt something wet gush from inside her. She blinked and turned 
red, afraid she’d peed the bed. But before she could tell Vera she was sorry, Vera suddenly froze and 
began sniffing the air. 

“It’s starting.” 

“W–what is?” 

“You’re going into labor; your water just broke!” 

Suddenly, a sharp contraction racked Anna’s little body. At first, it hurt so badly that it made it impossible 
to make a sound, but then it broke past that point, and a wail of pain escaped the wolfess’s lips. 

The contraction stopped, leaving Anna panting and sweating. “Wh–what’s happening to me?” she asked, 
fear written all over her face. 

“It’s okay, Anna,” Vera said, holding her hand, “You’re getting ready to have our puppies!” 

“But it hurts!” Anna whined. 

“Didn’t I say it would?” Vera asked. In a softer tone, she added, “It’ll be okay. I’m here for you, and we’ll get 
through this together.”  

Another contraction interrupted Anna before she could reply. It felt like two of Vera were trying to fuck her 
at once, like both their knots were stuck inside and were trying to pull out all at once. She gritted her teeth 
and squeezed Vera’s hand hard enough that even Vera winced. The contraction stopped, and Anna 
collapsed on the bed, her fur looking like she’d run a marathon. 

“V–Vera, I…I don’t feel very good,” she whimpered. “I–I think I need to go to the hospital.” 

Vera shook her head. “No, there’s no time; you’ve already started. Besides, people give birth all the time,” 
she said. “You can have our puppies here. There’s nothing the hospital can do that we can’t do right here 
at home.” 

Another contraction prevented Anna from protesting any further. 

“Just spread your legs. It will help a bit,” Vera said. 

Anna bent her legs at the knees and spread them apart. Vera grabbed a flashlight and shone it between 
Anna’s legs, pulling her vagina open a little bit so she could see. She peered inside but finally sat back, 
shaking her head. 

“I can’t see anything,” she said. “I’m sorry to do this, but I need to find out if you’re getting wider.” She gave 
Anna a pitying look. “This might sting a bit, but just bear with me, okay? You can be a strong girl, right?” 

Anna whimpered. The feeling of cool air on her nether regions felt particularly humiliating right now. Yet 
even as the thought crossed her mind, another contraction made her wince exhaustedly. 

Her eyes abruptly bulged as Vera’s finger slipped into her cervix. 

“Yeah, I can fit my finger inside!” Vera said excitedly. “You’re opening up, Anna; pretty soon, you’ll be able 
to have our puppies!” 

Anna shuddered, just in time for another contraction. The contraction hadn’t even finished when she felt 
Vera’s fingers inside her once more. 

“Wow, I can fit two! You’re making great progress, Anna, really opening up to let those puppies out; attagirl!” 
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The status updates seemed endless, and they made it impossible for Anna to just forget what was going 
on, to try to sleep through it, or in any other way to try to just block it all out. 

“Wow, four fingers, Anna! You’re doing great! Pretty soon, I should be able to—” 

Vera fell abruptly silent, her eyes widening in wonder. 

“Anna,” she said in a dazed voice, “I can feel its little ears. Our first puppy, Anna…” 

She trailed off, her imagination going a million different ways as the realness of the situation washed over 
her. 

But for Anna, all the commentating was unnecessary, and it was all too real to her. She could feel herself 
spreading open even before Vera said anything. It was an odd, uncomfortable feeling, as if some invisible 
speculum had been pushed inside her and was now spreading her open bit by bit. It didn’t matter whether 
she wanted to be spread open or not; the powers that be had their mystical fingers in her and were forcing 
her to open up. Anna hated this. Not even her sister’s abrupt change in tone could make this “good” for her. 

“Vera, make it stop!” she cried. “I just want it to be over!” 

Vera snapped back into reality and winced. “I’m sorry, kiddo,” she said, squeezing Anna’s hand, “But you’re 
just not ready, yet. You’re getting there. I can”—she felt inside of Anna again—“Yeah, I can fit my whole fist 
inside; it won’t be long before you’ll be able to start pushing, but not yet!” 

“Pushing?” 

“Well, duh, how else did you think our puppies were going to come out?” Vera laughed. 

Pushing. That was Anna’s ticket out of this. It was gonna hurt, she knew, but if she could just grit her teeth 
and get through it… 

She held her breath and pushed as hard as she could but quickly gave up, screaming in pain and frustration. 

“Whoa, whoa, whoa, not yet!” Vera protested, pulling her hand out of Anna’s pussy and standing over her. 
“You’re not dilated enough, yet. If you try now, you’ll crush our puppies!” 

Tears streamed down Anna’s face. She was so tired, so frustrated. All she wanted was for this to be over. 
“I don’t care!” she cried. “Just make it stop; make all of it stop!” 

“You’ll just have to be patient a little longer,” Vera said, squeezing her hand sympathetically and then 
reaching her other hand into her pussy again. “Wow,” she whispered. 

Feeling around inside her sister’s young womb, she could clearly feel the first pup’s head, its ears, its nose. 

“Soon,” she murmured. “Soon, the puppies will be born.” 

About half an hour passed, punctuated by cries from Anna as her contractions kept coming and getting 
closer and closer together, before Vera looked up from between her pregnant sister’s legs and grinned. 

“I think you’re finally ready,” she said.  

As if on cue, a contraction, much stronger than the ones Anna had felt before, surged through her body. 

“Push, Anna! Push!” Vera cried. 

The pain was awful; it was like three or four of Vera’s knots all trying to get out of her at once—and she 
was pushing them out! She felt her cervix spreading as something large abruptly slid downward. 

“You’re doing great, Anna!” Vera exclaimed. “You’re almost done; push again!” 

Anna, whose contraction had stopped, paused for breath. But as if Vera had cued her body again, she felt 
another contraction grip her, and she pushed down with all her might. 

“Ahh!” she cried as the puppy’s head pressed against her vagina, eliciting a sharp, burning pain. 

“Wow,” Vera gasped as Anna’s vagina bulged outward, looking painfully swollen and angry. “You’re 
crowning, Anna! Our first puppy’s crowning!” she said encouragingly. “The worst part is almost over!” 
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I hope, she thought, wincing. 

But Anna’s contraction wasn’t over, yet. As if her own body was determined to rip her in two, her contraction 
shoved the tip of the puppy’s nose out of her vagina, and then two ears. Anna screamed at the increased 
strain on her anguished pussy and fell back, panting and sweating. 

“We have a head!” Vera cheered. 

Anna barely even registered her sister’s words. Another contraction started up, and she found herself 
pushing, tearing herself open even more as the puppy’s shoulders and front feet popped through.  

“Oh, my gosh, look at his little feet!” 

Anna’s body ached all over, but especially her gut and pussy. But, having the puppy’s head and forelegs 
out was such a relief that she collapsed, trying to catch her breath. It was like Vera’s knot was out, and now 
all that remained was to push the rest of her penis out, too. Anna summoned her strength and courage just 
in time for another contraction to grip her tightly. As she pushed, the puppy’s body rotated, and one of its 
hindlegs slipped out. 

“Yes, Anna! That’s it! Push! You’re almost done!” 

Anna let out a scream and bore down hard. Vera grabbed the puppy’s forelegs and pulled gently. The 
puppy slid out, pushed by a gush of amniotic fluid that drenched the bed. 

“That’s it, Anna! You did it!” Vera said, cutting the puppy’s umbilical cord with a pair of sharp scissors. “It’s 
a…girl!” 

Anna lay back, panting and relieved. 

“Do you wanna hold her?” 

Anna nodded, but before Vera could hand the puppy to her, she suddenly let out a sharp yelp. 

“Oh, uh, hmm,” Vera said, looking around and grabbing a towel to wrap the puppy in. “Another one, yeah!” 

But as Anna pushed, grunted, and groaned, what came out was anything but a puppy. It looked like a 
jellyfish, a thick, red jellyfish, with one long tentacle. Anna caught her breath and then looked at it and 
cringed. 

“What is it?” she asked. 

“That’s a placenta,” Vera replied. “Do you—do you wanna eat it?” 

“Ugh, no!” Anna gasped exhaustedly. 

Vera shrugged. 

“Why—why am I still so fat?” Anna asked as Vera put her wrapped-up puppy in her arms. 

A sudden contraction made her cry out. 

“Hold that thought,” Vera said, quickly taking the puppy away before the force of Anna’s contraction bending 
her forward crushed the infant. “Looks like you’re gonna have another puppy!” Turning her attention to the 
puppy, she continued. “Yes, she is, isn’t she, little girl? Your mommy’s gonna give you a brother or sister! 
She’ll make you a whole litter of siblings to play with!” 

Meanwhile, Anna’s contraction had made her instinctively start pushing, and by the time Vera put the puppy 
down, the next puppy’s head had already crowned. 

“There’s a head!” Vera said excitedly. “Come on, push again!” 

The head bulged and shoved its way through Anna’s vagina. It was painful and exhausting, but having just 
delivered a puppy already, Anna knew what to expect. Determined now to get this whole awful ordeal over 
with, she forced herself to take a breath, held it, and then pushed hard again. The puppy’s shoulders slid 
out, and Vera caught it just as another gush of amniotic fluid drenched the bed even more. 
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“We’re gonna have to replace that mattress,” Vera laughed wryly as she cut the puppy’s umbilical cord, 
wrapped it in a towel, and put it next to its sister. 

“It’s a boy, but, uh, let’s let you pass that placenta first.” 

On cue, another round of contractions started right up. But as Vera looked between Anna’s legs, she didn’t 
see a placenta at all. 

“Oh, my gosh, Anna, it’s another puppy! Wait…” 

Something was different, Anna knew. This wasn’t a placenta; it was too...solid, but at the same time, the 
pain she felt wasn’t quite as intense as the last two puppies had started out. Nevertheless, her body forced 
her to contract, and she whimpered as whatever it was slipped down to press against her vagina once 
more. 

“What is that?” Vera asked, spreading Anna’s vagina open as gently as she could. “It—it’s a…tail!” she 
gasped. “But that means…” 

Anna didn’t give her time to finish. She let out a wail as another contraction forced one of the puppy’s back 
legs out of her. 

“Well, I guess we’re coming out backwards,” Vera said breathlessly. “Okay, Anna, push again! You’re doing 
great!” 

Anna pushed, and the other leg popped out, followed by the puppy’s body up to its shoulders. 

“Come on, Anna! You’re so close!” 

But now, the puppy’s head was beginning to make its way toward her vagina, and she felt that same, sharp 
pain she’d felt when the other puppies’ heads had made it this far. She fell back on the bed, panting and 
crying. 

“It hurts, Vera!” she gasped. “It hurts so bad.” 

“I know, Anna, but you just need one or two more big pushes, and this puppy will be out,” Vera urged. 
“Hurry, Anna; the puppy can’t breathe inside of you!”  

Exhausted and not knowing where she was going to find the energy to push again, Anna took a few deep 
breaths. She felt a contraction coming on, and with a desperate scream, she pushed with all her might. Her 
vagina strained against the puppy’s head moving backwards, spread, and then all at once, the puppy 
popped out, a girl. 

“Is she okay?” Anna asked. 

“Yup. She was breeched, but she seems to be just fine,” Vera said, smiling tiredly. 

Anna nodded, her fur matted with sweat. Another contraction started. 

“No more,” she murmured just before her face twisted into a grimace, and she pushed hard. 

A placenta slipped out of her, and then another one slid out right after. Vera moved them to the side and 
then pressed her hands against Anna’s belly, feeling for any kind of movement.  

“I–I think that’s all,” she said, disappointment evident in her voice. 

“Is it?” Anna asked, feeling of her belly, which had substantially reduced in size. “Thank goodness.” 

“I’d hoped there would be more, but…I guess not,” Vera said, sighing. “Oh, well. Three is better than none. 
Are you ready to hold them?” 

Anna nodded, and Vera handed the three little towel bundles to her. Before she could even react, the first 
one—the boy—had latched onto one of her nipples. Anna cringed, but then she relaxed, a hint of a smile 
crossing her face. Vera moved the firstborn girl to Anna’s other nipple, and she latched on, too, and began 
suckling. Anna’s eyes bulged as she suddenly felt her milk let down. A wave of happiness washed over 
her, and she looked at her puppies with a newfound sense of motherly love. 
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Time would tell, but for the first time, Anna finally thought that maybe—just maybe—it might have all been 
worth it. 

“Well done, Anna; I’m very proud of you,” Vera said, nuzzling her. 

Maybe she was up to the task of being a mother, after all. 

************* 

A year after she gave birth, Anna opened her eyes blearily to the sound of two of her puppies whining to 
be fed. As she lifted her head and resigned herself to yet another day without enough sleep, her eyes 
suddenly snapped open. 

“Robbie, don’t chew on that!” she cried, leaping to her feet and grabbing the pup before he chewed 
through a power cord. Augh, how did you get out of your crib?” she asked helplessly. 

“Morning, Anna!” Vera singsonged, swooping in and planting kisses on each of her offspring. 

“Mommy!” Robbie cried, reaching over for Vera. 

As Anna handed him over, her nose wrinkled. “I think he needs a diaper change,” she said. 

“They’re your pups,” Vera singsonged. 

“I know, but—“ Anna began, bordering on tears.  

She stopped mid-sentence and breathed a sigh of relief as she saw Vera give her a teasing look and put 
Robbie down on the changing table. She shook her head and gave a faint smile. The last year had definitely 
been hard, but as she looked down at the adoring faces of her daughters, Samantha and Gina, she couldn’t 
help but smile. Motherhood was hard, but it was worth it. 


