As the sun rose Chione rose with it. Quietly as to not wake up the other Elders she got dressed groomed her short fur and took stock of the day. To Say the Daughters of the Depths where a small congregation would be untrue, there was a constant inflow of new members who had been touched by the Holy Mother and as time went on even those who had never met her. but they were a stretched community, many of those that had joined had been sent off with what Divine Children they had saved. They couldn’t all be in the same place, that would be too dangerous. This lack of support and the constant need to keep a low profile meant that communal living was common even here at the heart of the faith. 
Walking softly Chione passed by the other elder that worked with her. Sasha a Large snow panther hummed in her sleep before turning over, her shaft pushing the blankets to the side standing almost to Chione’s eye level. Shaking her head and envying the sisters’ sweat dreams Chione headed down the Hall. Sasha Had not met the Holy Mother before joining the Daughters but had quickly become one of its fiercest and devout members.

the Daughters had set up in an old office building not big but it did boast a kitchen and enough room to hold any daughters currently living there. They had converted the entire second floor into dorm rooms holding several bunkbeds a peace. Looking in on the sleeping quarters as she passed Chione smiled at all the sleeping faces, they could never hold very many at a time but the Daughters did their best to house what unmarked needed their help even if it was only for a few days. The next few rooms held the daughters proper, women and Herms who had decided to dedicate their lives to the care and protection of the Divine Children and who had sworn themselves to their tenants. Not a flat belly among them the daughters all caried the future of the faith inside soon there would be more Children to care for.
The last room before the stairs held the missionaries 3 Daughters blessed by the Mother herself. Round stomachs rose and fell as they rested, their job in the coming months would be hardest of all. As soon as their time came, they would be sent out to start a new branch with their child becoming Elders in their own right and leading a new Community. They had been training and learning since they had started showing and their time would soon run out.
Having assured herself that all of her charges were safe Chione headed to the Kitchen. It wasn’t easy to cook for the 40 odd women here, but it was a task she enjoyed. The simple act of making and providing were Motherly virtues that the Daughters strived to meet, and so she went at it with a will. Soon the whole building was filled with the scent of frying eggs and meat. Rows of plates sat in front of trays quickly filled with everything one could want to wake up to.

 As the first faces began to trickle in, led by Sasha Chione prepared a plate and headed to the sanctum, the sanctum was kept just off to the side of the shrine a large display holding a statue of The Mother and the first born. Chione hoped to Add more to the display, but they did not have the resources yet to aggrandize it or even add a figure of their own Divine child. The figures were of simple wood unpainted but masterfully crafted. Chione had wanted to use something finer before Niev had stopped her. 

“I will not have gilded statues when none of you are even eating well yet. It’s bad enough that you think these are needed at all. If you must have them, make sure you and yours are cared for first.”
Chione had been a bit put off, after all any true Daughter would gladly go without if it meant properly showing reverence. But it was The Mothers will, so she had simply shrugged and added Practicality to the tenants of the faith. Wood they would be… for now.

The sanctum itself was where the Divine Child lived, their congregation only had one at the moment Chione’s own daughter, but she wanted for nothing. Nestled at the center of a massive bed, covers pulled tight around her, Anat slept. Anat was one of the older of the children Niev had sired at genesis just past 5 now, her belly just showing the beginnings of her own contribution to the faith. Chione set the plate down next to the bed before climbing into the bed. It had taken longer than she had hoped to give Anat a younger sister, but she had finally managed it, she smiled at the memory. They had gone at it for almost 3 days as often as she could manage it before she had planted that seed. rubbing her own flat gut her smile faded, now if only she could have the same. She knew Anat could father children half, the Daughters here were carrying thanks to the girl but it just hadn’t worked for her yet.
“Well, I suppose we had better keep trying then.” The Jackal Grinned and slowly began unwrapping the pup. Anat only ever wore clothes for the most important of occasions, but the blankets were wound tight making it a delicate chore to unravel her without waking the child. First free one arm then the other the silken covers slowly revealed their treasure to her. The older herm paused when she got the girls chest free looking at the small breasts and the Mark of the Depths.

It wasn’t a large thing, but no less important. Where the girls neck met her chest right on the collar bone was a simple circle in gold, all true daughters had this, the mark was placed when you Joined or were born in the faith but depending on who you were there could be more. For Anat inside the circle was the Number 1 showing that she was one of Niev’s direct Children, Chione’s hand went to her own Chest hand tracing her mark. Empty inside like many in the faith, the circle was instead surrounded by a set of wavy lines that almost looked like the sun but seen from underwater, the mark of an Elder. She shook her head. 

“can’t be helped” two fingers the tips marked the same color resting on the empty middle a sad pained look in her eye” someone had to be first.”

Shaking her head again she went back to pulling blankets, and soon Anat lay Naked in front of her. Leaning down the Jackal mama pushed her nose into the cub’s crotch, the wet tip leaving a mark on the girl’s balls before she dragged it up the fuzzy sheath. breathing deep she nibbled around her daughter’s sheath feeling the spongy flesh grow harder as she worked, the red tip of her daughter’s cock peeking out to greet the world.
“Mmm, but how can I be sad when I have such a gift as this.” Opening wide she took the entire sheath in her mouth lips pressed to the growing belly in front of her as her tongue pushed inside licking around the hidden shaft. Her mons vibrated the whole package as the smaller Jackal’s shaft pushed out against her tongue.

Anat shifted, still not ready to wake as her mother licked her to full hardness the girl’s legs spreading out toes curled as the horny matron invaded in on her dreams.

Pulling back panting Chione observed her work, her own shaft bouncing beneath her as her hands glided up and down the girl’s length. Partly to make sure that every inch of it was well coated but mostly just to feel her daughter in her hands to feel the warmth and the bounce that each heartbeat made. The girls knot hadn’t formed yet but she wasn’t done yet. 
Crouching over the girl Chione reached under her balls to aim Anat’s shaft homeward slowly sinking down onto it as her warm walls hugged the cock tight inside. her heavy balls resting on her daughter’s stomach heat radiating out, her cock less than an inch from the girl’s face.

“Mmm morning mommy.”

“Good morning, Child.” Chione began bouncing on her girls shaft all the need for subtlety gone.
Anat frowned the tip of her mother’s cock bopping her in the nose every time their hips met. “Moooooom, I have a name.” she pouted “I know you always say I’m important, but can’t we be normal when no one else is here?” 
The older herm paused just for a minute crouching with just the tip of her daughter inside. Her hand went forward caressing Anat’s cheek, the girl snuggling into her mother’s hand as they shared a quiet moment. “If only Child. You’ve met your sire; you know how important our work is. It is a small price we pay for our goddess.”
Anat thought back to the last time she had seen Niev. Honestly, she found her sire a tad bit scary, she was so intense and the way even big herms like her mother so easily bowed to her was intimidating. But above all Anat loved her. deep and hot and overwhelming she loved her. she still dreamed of her every night and the time Niev had clamed her. Who couldn’t love her?
 “I know Sister, I just miss my mom.” Her head moving ever so slightly forward to take her mother’s shaft in her mouth. The heavy cock resting on her tongue, then Anat thrust her hips up shoving her full shaft deep and making the older jackal jump forward the much larger shaft filling her mouth.
Chione met the girl’s mischievous gaze with her own. She shifted forward the cock inside her pulling out as her own pushed further and further down her daughters through before pulling back filling herself up as the younger’s mouth emptied. Back and forth the bed creaking with every movement.
Despite all her duties as the Divine Child Anat was still young and did not have the endurance that would come with age. Grabbing her mother’s hips, she pushed deep her knot forming trying to tie the larger woman as she came. Moaning around the shaft in her mouth the young girls cock jumped time and again as she did her best to fill her mother up.

Chione hummed hands gliding over her belly maybe this time. But for the moment she was still horny. Grabbing Anat by the ears, she pushed forward her own knot pressed firmly against the younger jackal’s snout. shame they didn’t have time to knot her at the moment. Picking up speed she raced for the finish Anat’s throat squeezing her tight ready for her feeding. 
With one final push Chione pushed the girl’s face flush with her crotch, knot pinched tight between Anat’s nose and her own sheath as the dam burst. Chione was not the most productive of herms, but a full night’s load was nothing to sneeze at. Anat’s neck bulged as waves of white cream cascaded down and filled her right up. Looks like we wouldn’t be needing breakfast today. 
When Chione was spent, she looked down, enjoying the sight of her daughter laying there white dribbling down her chin as the child beathed hard to recover. 
Dropping down beside her the two held each other. One more moment of closeness before the day begins
_________________________________________________________________
Anat Stood at the front of the shrine the statue of Niev towering above the small pup dressed in the fine silks of her office. On either side stood one of the elders, Sasha on her right and her mother on her left.

 in front of her knelt 3 woman and two children all here to be recognized as Daughters and to receive the mark. Initiation was an important day, but Anat had done this many times by now and knew the words by heart. Her voice sang out a slight melody to her words and she called, and they answered.
“She asks nothing from us.”

“But we give her our all.”
“The world has not met her.”

“So, we Must make her glory known.”

“As we are all her daughters.”
“We must make it so.”

“Then rise sisters, be welcomed to your family and recognized.”
Sasha and Chione stepped forward small pots in one hand, dipping two fingers in they carefully applied the circle to each of the initiates, faint smoke rising as they were marked as Daughters.
There were other oaths and marks that some would take in the future depending on what roll they would take up in the faith but for now they were simply Sisters. Anat looked at each one, their eyes eager and just a tad bit hungry. She sighed, looks like she would have more to keep pregnant soon. She couldn’t wait until other Divine children were born; it was a lot of work caring for so many by yourself.
Her mom talked to the older three as Sasha took two of the little ones off to “welcome” them. She was always so eager with the young ones and Anat had no illusions about what happened.
“Remember your duty, Sasha.” 

The Leopard paused her eagerness plain to see before nodding. “of course, Divine Child. They will not carry from me.” Before whisking the two girls away.
Turning back, she listened in to her mother explaining things to the others.
“We have to warn you that Genesis has been coming to several daughters’ homes asking questions. So far, they haven’t done anything but if you ever need shelter or aid be sure to come to us, we help our own.”
“of course, Chione. de we really have to get rid of our TVs?”
“Yes, Nora and her handlers are getting bolder. We don’t know what channels her segments will show up on, so we had to do away with the approved watching list.”
“Well, if we must but I will miss my shows.”

“Enough of that! When can we start?” the Vixen who spoke had the slightly mad look in her eye that Anat had come to think of as baby fever. Some woman chaffed under the current situation wanting more then the 1 child the government would let them carry. They were always fun, so eager to please that Anat could get away with almost anything.  A few had even taken the breeders oath.
Looking up at her mother she nodded before taking the older woman’s hand “I can help you now.” As she led her towards the back. The woman trailing behind her almost shaking with anticipation. Goodness she could have smelt her from the next bock over she was already so wet. As they passed one of the private bowers, she saw Sasha already balls deep in one of the girls butts the other held firmly against her balls as she ponded away. 
 Closing the door to give the girls at least a little privacy she turned to go, hearing the cries of bliss and first times loud behind her. They would be like this for hours Sasha could never really help herself.
As they approached their room the vixen slowed a bit of nerves and common sense fighting for control in her head. When they got to the bed it had almost stopped her completely, the little jackal girl having to pull her the last few feet before turning and grabbing both her hands.
“it’s ok, I’ve done this many many times. We are both mothers and Daughters of The Mother. If she can do it, how can we not?”
When the fox still stood frozen Anat reached higher pulling the larger woman down to her level. This wasn’t uncommon in those not touched by the Mother, without the effect of her presence old morals still held sway. She touched the newly made mark and looked the woman strait in the eyes. Her voice heavy and ringing with authority a 4-year-old shouldn’t have.
“we are all her Daughters.”
“w-w-e must make it so.”

“Then let us make it so.”

