Today, I turn twenty-one. I am a male fox named Brent. I stand at five foot five inches and have orange and black fur. I live with my slightly older sister, Emma, who is the same height as me but has white fur all over. Emma is twenty-two. Growing up together, we had to share the same room, but we didn’t mind. I always gave her privacy when she wanted; she would do the same for me. 
I was lying on the couch when Emma strolled into the living room. She liked wearing a short skirt and a loose-fitting shirt. I looked at her as she happily sat on my stomach, making me grunt under her weight.

“Happy birthday, little bro,” she said, pinching my cheek and making me roll my eyes. From my position, I could see her pink panties and the outline of her lips beneath the hem of her skirt.
“Thanks, sis, now, if you don’t mind standing up so that I can breathe again,” I said, earning a glare from her.

“I don’t weigh that much, but fine…” she said before reluctantly standing up again; I sarcastically gasped for air, receiving a light punch to the arm as I laughed. I sat up as she bent over to pick up a wrapped box with my name on it; she handed it to me, and it felt light as I tore through the wrapping paper. Inside was a brown box; she giggled as I cut through the tape with a clawed finger. As I opened the box, I heard a loud bang; instantly, the room turned into a snow globe, and I was now covered in fine pink glitter. I glared at her as she burst out laughing.

“A glitter bomb. How nice of you; it is exactly what I wanted.” I said sarcastically. She loves pranking me, and part of me doesn’t mind; it is usually fun, but this was annoying because my fur was still damp from my shower. She then handed me a card; I opened it to reveal a gift card and a note saying, ‘To start your adult life with a bang.’ I looked at her as she wiped a tear from her eye.
“You should see your face,” she squeaked out.

“You will pay for this, Emma,” I replied before heading to the bathroom to shower again. Thankfully, the glitter was water-soluble and disappeared quickly. I dried off and got dressed again. I walked to the living room to see Emma had already cleaned up the mess. I glared at her as I sat next to her on the couch.

“I'm Sorry, bro. I thought it was funny,” she said, seeing that I was still mad at her. I watched as she bent over to grab the remote; from my angle, I could see her perfect round ass covered in pink lace panties, her tail moving to balance her. I felt my sheath stir in my shorts; I gulped as I leaned in for a sniff, her sweet scent filling my nose as she pulled herself back up and sat down. I had moved quickly enough that I didn’t get caught. I didn’t want to tell her that I had a crush on her since I moved in with her two years ago. She turned on the TV and got comfortable.
“So, little bro, what do you want to watch?” she asked sweetly as she pulled up the guide.

“We could watch that movie about a powerful ring that takes a bunch of people three movies to destroy,” I answered; she quickly found the movie and pressed play. After a while, I decided to try something daring. I reached over and gently placed my hand on her thigh, her fur feeling soft against my pads. Getting no reaction, I started to rub her thigh, gently rubbing towards her inner thigh; she glanced at me as I continued to keep my eyes on the movie. I figured she was about to slap my hand away, and my fun would be over; surprisingly, instead, she slowly spread her legs apart. I rubbed up her thigh a little more, growing more courageous as I continued. I stopped when my hand reached her upper thigh, and my hand was about to make contact with her panties. She let out a whimper as I felt my body heat up a little; I rubbed the area around where I had stopped. I heard her breathing quicken as I felt the hem of her skirt; I tried to sneak my pinky inward until I felt her laced cloth. I lightly rubbed the finger against the fabric until I felt a wet spot and an indented line. Her breath hitched in her throat as I traced the line in the center of her panties, the damp spot growing a little. I slowly moved my hand and rubbed my pointer finger against the leg opening of her panties. She whined as my finger pushed the fabric aside, revealing her puffy lips; I felt nervous as I traced my finger along the outside of her vagina. She groaned as I felt a nub of flesh at the top of her slit; she moved her hips forward as if trying to capture my finger in her folds.
(Emma’s POV) 

I picked the movie he wanted to watch and got comfortable again; I always loved sharing a room with him and was ecstatic when he asked to move in with me. As the movie continued, I noticed Brent moving his hand toward me; he placed his hand on my thigh gently. I was about to say something until I felt him start rubbing. I stayed quiet as it felt nice, and he was being gentle. I glanced over at him as he moved his hand to my inner thigh, a tingling sensation warming my crotch as he slowly rubbed my inner thigh. I am not sure why I let him get this far, but I was starting to want him to go further. I didn’t want to tell him that I had a crush on him since before I had moved out, I was hoping that being away from him, I would find someone else, but then he asked to move in with me, and I couldn’t say no. 
I spread my legs a little, hoping he would take the bait and go further. His hand slipped up next to my crotch; at this point, I knew I had soaked through my underwear. I almost melted as his finger traced over my covered vagina and came to rest between my folds; I felt his finger rub my slit. He used another finger to move my panties aside, making me whine; he continued rubbing my crotch until he found my clit; I groaned as he started rubbing a finger between my sensitive folds.
(Normal POV)
“W-why are you doing this to me, Brent? I am your sister,” she whined, not pulling away from my touch.

“Shh, just enjoy the movie,” I replied as I ran a finger through her wet folds, feeling her twitch against my finger as more juices flowed out.

“This is wrong…” she groaned out as my finger took the plunge, her scorchingly hot inner flesh gripping my invading digit. Her hands gripped the couch cushion as I felt her slick flesh pulse; I rubbed her inner flesh slowly, her fluids soaking my hand as her breathing got harder. I felt her walls twitching madly around my finger as she whined; from the sounds she was making, I knew it wouldn’t be long before she climaxed. With a smile, I withdrew my finger with a pop; she let out a whimper as I brought my soaked finger to my mouth and sucked it clean. Her fluids tasted sweet and felt slick on my tongue; she gave me an evil glare that made me smile. I felt my aching cock, straining to be freed from the confines of my shorts; Emma noticed my bulge and reached for it; she yelped as I lightly smacked her hand away.
“What was that for?” she asked angrily.

“Just watch the movie,” I replied as she sulked. The more she pouted, the happier I felt. I saw her dog, Meatball, a two-hundred-pound feral Mastiff, enter the room near the end of the movie and lie on the floor in front of us. I rubbed his belly with my foot, earning a thumping of his tail on the floor. I felt him lick my foot; he soaked my foot in his drool in a few seconds. I chuckled as his tongue wrapped around my foot, tickling me as he continued. I ignored his excessive licking until I felt something squeeze around my foot. I looked down, and my foot was inside his large jaws. I pulled my foot out, noticing a bulge in his throat disappear as my foot emerged from his jaws. I gulped and continued rubbing his belly with my foot. After the movie, Emma went to the kitchen, and after a few minutes, she returned with a cake. She set it on the table, and I blew out the candles.
“Happy birthday, Brent.” She said as she sat down again. I glanced at her crotch and noticed her panties had disappeared. I looked at the cake; it was a white cake with icing. I scooped up some icing on my finger and wiped it all over her face; she sighed in annoyance and gave me a disapproving glare.

“You just had to do that? Now I have to go clean my fa-” She got cut off as Meatball slurped her face in a single lick, leaving her fur a mess of drool and icing. 

"-ce… that was gross,” she finished.

“You might as well let him finish cleaning you,” I replied; she groaned as she faced Meatball again, closed her eyes, and leaned forward. Meatball yawned as she leaned towards him, her head entering his maw. I gulped as I saw her mouth disappear from view as his tongue rested on her throat; it looked like he started to lick again. I quickly scooped up some icing and rubbed it onto her breasts. I watched as he opened his mouth again, and I heard a gulp, her head slipping further inside. I felt my cock twitch painfully as I watched. Emma started to try to pull her head out; Meatball took a step back, bringing her with him. She was now kneeling on the floor; I moved the couch out of the way, got behind her, and grabbed her hips. I heard a muffled yelp from her.
“Pull me out; I think he is trying to eat me,” she yelled. I dropped my pants and lifted her hips, inadvertently lining her body up with Meatball’s maw better.

“Brent, pull me out! What are you doing?” she yelled as I pushed my cock inside of her; suddenly, her body went ridged, her insides wrapped around my cock as her arms flailed around, trying to free herself from Meatball. I grabbed her wrists and pulled them behind her back; she struggled more as I thrust forward, sinking my shaft inside and nudging her closer to his slimy gut. I heard Emma cry out as her shoulders sank past Meatball’s lips, a prominent bulge forming in his throat that looked like the outline of her face. I continued thrusting into her as she slipped further inside, her vagina soaking wet and pulsing around me. I felt my climax was close, so I buried my knot in her, making her cry out and orgasm, her hot flesh milking me for all that I could offer. I looked down at her, and her body was inside the dog up to her waist; I could hear her cry as I pushed forward, guiding her helpless body into his waiting gut. I pulled my knot free with a pop; gravity and the hungry dog did quick work, swallowing Emma, her legs and feet slipping from view as Meatball snapped his jaws shut. The bulge in his throat disappeared into his chest, only to reappear in his gut as it drooped down under her weight.
(Emma’s POV) 
I can’t believe he wiped icing all over my face; my face felt sticky as the sugar stiffened my fur into peaks. I glared at him as I felt Meatball lick up my face, his hot tongue leaving a sticky trail of sugar and slobber. I felt queasy as the mixture cooled against my fur. Brent told me to let Meatball finish cleaning me off; I immediately hated the idea but went with it. I looked at Meatball as he panted in front of my face; I could see his white teeth and pink tongue as he breathed, and I could see that at the back of his mouth was a dark tunnel leading lower into his smelly guts. His breath smelled off-putting as I leaned forward and closed my eyes, awaiting the assaulting tongue bath. I didn’t feel anything as I leaned forward; I was about to look until my face contacted the slimy surface of his broad tongue. I gagged at his humid breath as it washed over my face; his tongue quickly went to work, cleaning me up. Oddly enough, it felt nice; the immense heat mixed with the slimy drool was now coating my head. I felt Brent rub my breasts, knowing he had just put more icing on me; I felt a hard surface on the top of my head as his tongue was no longer assaulting my mouth. I felt his licking start on my chest. Suddenly, I was pulled from my seat by my head, and my knees hit the floor as I stopped moving forward.
I opened my eyes and was met with darkness, and slimy flesh was gripping my mouth as his teeth rested on my chest and back. I felt my hips being lifted as I realized Meatball was swallowing me; I yelled for Brent to pull me out, hoping he could hear me. I felt a hot, hard piece of flesh poke my vagina, and I went stiff as I felt him push himself inside. I groaned as I felt his cock stretch me open, his thick pulsing flesh making me momentarily forget where I was currently. I felt Meatball swallow, and I flailed my arms, trying to grab something to help me escape the humid confines of his throat. As I tried to grab something, I felt Brent grab my wrists, and for a moment, I thought he would pull me out. Unfortunately, he put my wrists together behind my back and humped me a little harder. I groaned as he bottomed out inside of me; as he pushed, I felt my head sink deeper into his tight throat. I yelped as my shoulders pressed into soft flesh and into his throat; now that my shoulders were inside, I knew my fate was sealed to be dog food. I could smell the acrid scent of his stomach when I found a pocket of air; his breathing was loud in my ears, and his heart was rhythmically thumping.
I felt Brent shove his hips forward, and his knot popped inside of me. I screamed out as I felt his cock throb, spraying cum into my womb. I climaxed hard, the mix of my brother painting my insides with his cum and the tight squeezing around me; it was the best orgasm I have had. My brain felt foggy as he pulled his cock out; I felt him push me deeper. My hands were now trapped inside as my waist and ass slipped quickly into the darkness; I heard Meatball’s stomach calling out for me using, grumbling and groaning. My brain felt numb from a lack of oxygen; my head slipped past a ring of flesh and into a cavern. I could finally breathe again, although the acrid stench of his previous meal and stomach acid made me not want to. I sneezed and coughed as I slipped further inside my fleshy prison; with the rest of my body now in the throat, it felt like a full body massage. I groaned as another orgasm hit me. I slipped entirely into the hot, slimy confines of his stomach, being forced into a fetal position as his stomach stretched to fit his newest meal, which was me. I silently cried as I felt a hand rub me from the outside; I couldn’t do anything else since I couldn’t move, so I pushed my hand between my legs and slipped two fingers into my cum dripping vagina. I listened to his rhythmic breathing and the groaning sounds of his intestines going to work.
(Normal POV)

Meatball jumped onto the couch and belched as he lay down for a nap. I looked at the outline of my sister on his stomach. I rubbed a hand over her trapped body and felt her moving still. I felt guilty for feeding her to her dog, but it was hot. I rubbed my cock a little as I replayed the whole thing in my head.
“Hey Emma, how is it in there? Are you okay?” I asked, watching her move again before placing my ear against his side.
“It is like a slimy hot tub in here, and the walls are like a wet hammock that also massages you. If it wasn’t for the stale, acidic air, I may actually like it in here. Why did you feed me to my dog?” she asked sleepily.
“I don’t know. I saw your head in his mouth, and the idea just came to me.” I answered.
“So, you just felt like doing it? And why did you fuck me?” she replied.
“Sorry, I got carried away; seeing you like that made me want to bury my cock in you. It is also something I wanted to try for a while.” I said. I heard a mumble in reply, and she started to snore loudly. I heard Meatball groan, and Emma shifted slightly, the outline of her softening as she moved lower. After a few hours, I heard a loud fart come from Meatball; I looked under his tail, his dark pink anus pulsing and bulging out. I tried to push a finger in to help, but it was not slippery enough; without thinking, I leaned in and started licking his anus, the sour taste coating my tongue as I continued. I slipped both pointer fingers into his slimy rectum; I carefully pulled his anus open, his anus making a sucking sound as it opened. Suddenly, Emma’s nose poked through; her mouth slipped free, and she gasped for fresh air. His anus stretched wider as her brown slime-coated face pushed through; she glared at me as I stopped her movement with a finger on her nose.
“Wow, sis, you look like shit.” I laughed.
“Get me out of this dog, it is scorchingly hot in his ass, and I don’t think I will ever get the smell out of my fur.” She growled out.
“I know how to fix your problem,” I stated.

“What problem?” she asked.
“You're complaining a lot,” I replied before using my finger to open her mouth; I used my other hand to guide my painfully erect cock to her mouth. I pushed my cock inside, feeling her tongue and the roof of her mouth rub my tip. I heard her moan as I pushed into her throat; I slowly started thrusting into her throat, gaining speed as I continued. I felt my climax crawling up my throbbing dick; I pushed hard, accidentally pushing her head back inside. His insides pulled her mouth off of me, and his anus closed around my knot; I was too far gone, so I continued thrusting into his rippling walls until I orgasmed into his bowels. I was panting, and I looked down; I pulled my cock from his ass as my sperm dripped out. Emma’s head emerged again; this time, her face was coated in thick ropes of cum.
“You just fucked my dog.” She said teasingly.

“Yeah… I guess I really screwed the pooch on this one. Though not as gross as where my dick was before it was in his ass,” I retorted.
“You are so dead when I get out of here.” She replied before I shut her up by pushing her back inside. I heard muffled yelling from inside, which made me chuckle. I looked at Meatball as he stared at me with a goofy grin and wagged his tail.
“Sorry buddy, I didn’t mean to do that to you… but it felt amazing, and I might have to try it again.” I said mostly to myself. I sat behind Meatball and watched TV; once her face emerged again, I helped pull her out; Meatball didn’t seem fazed by the large object coming from his ass; he just wagged his tail and grunted as she finally popped out. She looked up at me, and I smiled at her; her ears went back as her expression changed to dangerous. She quietly went to the bathroom, her legs wobbling as she walked. She was mumbling something incoherent as she closed the door; I watched TV until I heard the shower stop half an hour later. Once she stepped back into the living room, she glared at me again.
“Hey, sis, you look a little mad,” I said nervously.
“DEAD.” She replied through her teeth.

“Y-you can’t kill me in here; it is the LIVING ROOM,” I replied, gulping as she pulled a jar from behind her back, revealing peanut butter.
“Your turn.” She replied.

