
The One
The gold and white sergal was awoken by muted cries of a young child echoing down the hall. The imposing male groaned as he was shunted from slumber, rubbing his eyes and flexing his legs under the heavy blanket. His sister was under the covers, curled up at his feet, now also awake from him kicking her. He watched the lump in the covers shuffle before finally climbing upwards toward him, soon a tent forming as her head poked out.
“Yes master? Do you need my mouth?” She asked blankly, still shaking off sleep. It wasn’t uncommon for him to need to piss during the night.
“No bitch, that kid you wanted to keep is bawling his eyes out, go make him stop.” He said coldly, jerking his long angular snout towards the door of his bedroom. The subservient sister merely nodded before climbing out of the covers, wearing nothing but her collar.
“Okay. He probably just needs to use my mouth, I should be back soon.” She responded with a stretch once she clambered off the mattress. This family shared a different vocabulary that most, replacing the word toilet with the sister’s mouth. 
Her comment was in reference to how they don’t use diapers on their child, instead opt to just plug his holes up so that nothing escapes. He was close to a year old now, being eleven months old. 
He watched her open the door and pad out, steps thudding down the hall before they grew more and more distant. He laid back down, staring at the ceiling as he tried to resume the mindset of unconsciousness. Before long, he heard the movement making its way back towards him, except that crying never stopped, but was now getting louder alongside the traveling sister. 
He closed his eyes and sighed just as the door opened again, the sister and the child in her arms standing in the doorway. He turned his head to face her. “What the fuck does he want now? I’m trying to sleep.” He growled.
“Well, he did need to go pretty badly,” The female sergal said, wiping her forearm across her lips, a slight trail of yellow and brown visible on the white secondary fur. “But that didn’t stop him, I think he must be hungry.” She continued. The brother looked at her before letting out another sigh and throwing the blanket off his laying form.
“Alright, bring him here.” The brother said casually. His sister, and the kits mother, approached and gently set the infant atop his chest, the crying quieting down as he felt the presence of his daddy. 
He looked down at the small sergal, carrying the same colors as his parents, wearing nothing but a harness that held a dildo inside his anus, and a small plastic ring protruding from the little hole on his under-developed penis. The ring was attached to a rather significant urethral plug, a rod shaped like multiple tiny buttplugs chained together, now fully inside that baby cock. 
Soon the child took in his surroundings and began crawling towards the father’s plump sheath, the tip of the large, tapered, pale rod poking out of the rim of fuzzy flesh. The mattress shifted as the sister once more embarked the bed, moving to sit beside her master.
He reached out to grab one of her heavy D cup breasts, roughly kneading it just as an idle action for his hands. They watched the kit reach the straining cock-pocket of his father and dive his head into the pulsing flesh. The tiny muzzle clamped down around the peeking tip, the young sergal instantly launching into sensational sucking as he tried to drink the milk from daddy’s weird nipple. 
For the moment, all he got was fat drops of pre, the babies suction making the throbbing meat start drooling a steady stream of ejaculate that was instantly vacuumed down the kit’s throat as he nursed the cock. 
Quiet, wet suckles permeated the silence of the room, the infant curling up on his fathers midriff and relaxing as he gently nursed the penis that conceived him. Eventually the brother looked over to the sister sitting besides his prone form, watching the flowing flesh of her breast as he groped it.
“While I do still wish you hadn’t talked me into keeping this one, there are some perks.” He said as he ran a claw over a nipple, making her inhale with the added sensation. “Too bad kids are just too much of a fucking hassle. I am looking forward to killing him for his tenth birthday.” A shocking statement that was delivered with a sickening calmness, the parents and siblings staring at their offspring with very different looks. 
Soon the brother’s breathing grew deeper, rapid, his hips gently bucking up, pushing his sharp glans into the roof of the infants mouth as he vigorously sucked. He crested the peak of climax, balls tensing as they released their load. He emitted a low growl that rumbled through his chest, growing with intensity at every loud gulp coming from his nursing son. 
Even after his shaft stopped flexing, after the pulses of cum stopped flowing, the kit still diligently suckled. Kept swallowing softly as his father let a controlled stream of piss flow into the suckling maw, the kit drinking deeply of its progenitors urine. The young sergal’s face scrunched up slightly as the sour waste was delivered to his throat, a potent difference from the sweeter seed he had just drank. 
“Well, at least this shut him up. I’m sure you can attest to how comforting a belly of warm piss is. I guess he’s sleeping with me tonight.” The male sergal said, letting his siblings tit go, it bouncing down to its usual perky resting point. He turned back to look at her with those steely eyes as she lowered her ears. 
“You know the rules bitch.” He spoke, as the sister slowly shuffled back off the bed and stood up, looking back at her owner. “Only one pet sleeps on the bed at a time, you’re on the floor for the rest of the night.” The male twin added, laying his head back on the pillow and pulling up the covers to cover his body and the kit attached to his dick, gently sucking down his releasing bladder.
The sister nodded dejectedly before slowly laying down and curling up on the cold wooden floor. She knew better than to complain though, her brother was a strict master, she knew that foolishly back talking him would only get her brutal punishment. The only reason she wasn’t scarred or mutilated was because she birthed a constant supply of kits for him to abuse instead. 
This one was different though, usually the longest he kept them for was maybe five years at most, but this little one was going to make it to ten. She had always wanted to bear his children, always loved the sociopath that was her twin brother, but he never gave her the chance to be a real mother, an actual parent. 
He wasn’t uncaring of her, she was his favorite and likely the only person he felt real attachment to, thus he gave her many freedoms. He knew that if he pushed her too hard that she would either break or snap, one leading to her death, the other to his possible arrest, neither desirable options. 
As such she had the rare privilege of being able to say no to most things, of course with the assumption that it would be a yes at a later date or a yes to an alternative. But to her, the most important thing he did for her was listen. If she truly wanted something, she would get it. 
Of course it would have her twin’s personal spin to it, but he made sure that it fulfilled her still. When she broached the topic of actual children with him, he was willing to compromise to give her the experience. At the same time though, fully raising a child would have too many risks, all with being a product of incest, possible discovery, aging out and not being as conditioned as their mother, etcetera. 
So he just allowed one of the many kids they have to stay alive long enough to give her the sense of mothership, yet still snuffing them out early before they cause problems. Regardless, their relationship was a strange one. One that she rarely even pondered about even as she tried to sleep on the hard floor, nothing but her fur to warm of comfort her. It beats trying to sleep when he ties her up though.
—
The six year old kit padded down the corridor of the secluded mansion, taloned toes tapping with each step of the sergal’s long legs. He came to a stop at his destination, the large foreboding door of his parents room. Building up his courage, he turned the knob. 
He wasn’t scared of them per se, but daddy could be rough and made the child’s place very clear. He slowly entered the room, scanning around before seeing the two figures on the bed.
“Momma?” He called out as he approached the bed. “Momma? I really need to pee… I gotta use your mouth.” The young sergal said as he stood at the edge, now seeing both slumped against the backboard. It looked like daddy was already in the process of getting up before the kit even entered the room.
“Sorry pet, I’m using mommy right now. You walked right in as I was about to go, so just a wait a bit.” The adult male said, with that hard yet calm tone. The child just let out an impatient huff and sat down on the floor, reaching down to idly twiddle with the rod-plug sticking out of his penis while trying to find a comfortable sitting position that didn’t shift around the large dildo strapped inside him too much. 
“Okay…” The young sergal said, careful not to sound disappointed and upset daddy. He heard more rustling above before his mom spoke.
“Which hole do you want master?” She said obediently, leaning forward for his response. 
“Gotta piss, bring your head in, I’m gonna go in your nose this time.” Her twin said casually.
She followed his orders without a flinch, scooting a bit closer from her sitting position again the headboard to nuzzle into his kneeling crotch. He placed his hands on her flat sided head, running this fingers through her fur as he aligned his tapered tip with her pointed muzzle. 
He held her skull in place as he gently put his tip up to one of her nostrils, pausing for a moment to savor the way her breathing tickled his sleek pale flesh. Then he jerked his hips forward, slamming the head of his cock up her snout as he held her skull in a vice grip. 
The sister shivered a bit with the unnatural and uncomfortable sensation, never truly getting used to this even though it was only just barely and inch of the thinnest part of his dick that was actually inserted. He was still pretty slender even, not fully hard when taking a piss. 
She followed her training and dropped her shoulders while slumping forward a bit to put her head at an angle so that the urine that was about to be pumped into her sinuses would flow down into her throat.
He uttered a relaxed sigh as he released his heavy bladder, the stream erupting inside her nasal cavity and quickly flowing through her sinuses. As the sharp acrid waste pumped into her nose, her ears flattened and her eyes rolled back, a pathetic gurgle bubbling out of her parted lips. 
Eventually there was wet swallows, the feminine sergal’s neck pulsing as it drank the the piss pouring through it. Her jaws absently worked, barely opening and closing, mimicking the motions that were usually required when chugging the voluminous stream of pungent yellow fluid straight from the tap. 
There was no dick to wrap her lips around this time though, no tip to push to the back of her mouth so he could inject the waste directly down her throat. The brother smiled down at his sister, seeing her fighting to overcome the unusual sensation of drinking through her nose.
His smile only broadened when the only response was a mix of a whine and gag, both laced with sloppy noises of wetness. Her hands began climbing weakly, searching for a handhold as her airways were flooded with urine, unable to breathe unless she wanted a lungful of pee. 
The brother let go of her head to place his own hands on hers, taking her slender clawed fingers in his palm as he rubbed them with his thumbs. She let out another slurping gack as his bladder continued to flow into her nostril, yet behind the open mouth and unfocused eyes her face brightened, reassured by her brothers touch as he pumped his piss through her snout. 
“Almost empty, just a little more to go. Keep holding your breath, I know you can last longer.” He said with a gentle stoutness. He knew exactly how long she could go without air, choking her out a favorite past time of his.
Eventually she went even more lax, slumped forward and no longer swallowing, just letting that golden liquid drain down her gullet. Soon the gurgles quieted and stopped, his stream finally dying as his reserves dried up. Once there was only a few sparse drips of piss coursing down her sinuses, she gasped loudly though her parted jaws, finally breathing again. 
She shuddered against her twin as her system got back to speed, him still rubbing her palms as his slick glans was still lodged in her face. She coughed and sputtered as she cleared her airways, snorting a small amount of urine as well as a hefty whiff of the cock in her nose. 
She stayed still for a moment, limbs quaking as she panted heavily, drinking in the presence of her brother. Once her eyes regained composure, she looked up at his gently smiling face, his cock pointing upwards with her snout as it raised with it.
“Good girl.” Is all he said, a happy smile splitting across the girls angular visage, her tail wagging as the tuft of fur on the end swished. She hummed slightly, now enjoying the strange feelings of this unusual union, cock to nose. It was impractical for anything but this, the only thing where only a tiny amount of the flesh had to be inserted, and only possible when not fully hard. 
She took a few occasional gulps of the residue leaking through her head, skull bobbing and shaking his connected shaft with it. One he saw that she was fully recovered, he let go of her soft hands and once more gripped her head. She closed her eyes as he yanked back, his sleek glans popping out of her nostril with a small trail of yellow tinted mucous connected to it. 
Once free, he positioned so that his length pointed at her face, and let go of her so that she could carry out her duty. She instantly opened her lips and took him into her maw, lovingly slurping him and swiping her dextrous tongue around to clean him. After his cock got a brand new spit-shine, she pulled off and kissed his tip, the brother then going back to resting against the headboard as returned his focus to the TV on the far wall.
After a small moment to recompose herself, the sister looked over the edge of the bed. “Alright sweetheart, come on up, you can use mommy now.” She said in a motherly tone. The small kit looked up after waiting with overdue excitement. He quickly stood up, ignoring the discomfort of the sealed dildo in him, making a constant bulge in his abdomen as he moved around. 
He clambered onto the bed, carful not the get the straps of the harness that held the large toy in his rear caught on anything. That fake penis inside him was one of the constants of his life, just like the silicone protruding from his little dick. 
Ever since he was born he had something in his ass, his organs actually forming around the dildo that was forced up his butt, allowing such a large insertion at a young age. They had been training his rear for his entire life, but smart enough with sizes that it would be big and bulgy, but not enough to turn his hole into a ruined mess. 
When he shuffled over to his mommy he sat back on his shins as she looked at him with that warm joy. “Alright, go ahead and take your sound out then, just like mommy showed you.” She said softly.
He matched her jubilance with a beaming smile of his own, and then looked down at the white ring leading out of his pisshole. He put two little fingers on either side of his pointed head as his other hand gripped his base, ready to clench it to stop the flow of urine so that it would all go in mommy’s mouth. 
He hooked the thumb of his glans grabbing hand to loop through the ring that was made to pull out the thick rod. He gently started pulling it, working out the first of the cones, the entire length similar to a dozen micro buttplugs end to end. His mother watched intently, speaking up when she saw him flinch a bit when the next bulge wasn’t easily sliding out.
“Remember sweetie, go in little circles. That stretches you out a bit and spreads your lube around.” She said tenderly, like she would say if showing him how to ride a bike. She send a hand out to grip his, helping him follow her instructions of how to cleanly remove the long plug in his urethra. They gently worked the flexible rob out of the thin hole, dragging it out inch by inch, section by section. 
Soon the toy had exited his full bladder, the end of it sliding through his shaft as his hand tightly gripped his flesh, squeezing himself closed and stopping his urine from gushing out of his gaped cock. The sister looked at her son lovingly as the two hands pulled the extensive sound out at last, the wide open pisshole trying to close with gentle flexes.
“Okay now honey, come here.” She said as they scooted closer, leaning down to gently clamp her long flat muzzle around his young penis, sealing her lips around him as his length was enveloped by warm, wet flesh. He released his fingers with a groan, feeling his pent up bladder finally release the intense pressure as the hot urine coursed through the spread urethra, shooting out directly into the moist mouth of his mother. 
She looked at him with adoring eyes as she held his small shaft in her lips, the only thing indicating what was happening being the periodic gulps as she swallowed the yellow piss filling up her maw. The child breathed heavily, a long sigh of relief complimenting the happy look on his face. 
He looked down at his mother, the near-white skin of his cock fully held in her loving mouth, lips snug around his base and pursed as she kissed his sheath. The hearty gulps were spaced apart, the woman waiting for her mouth to fill before drinking her child’s urine down, staring at him with her motherly eyes that spoke ‘mommy cares’ into his own spheres. 
The child was still a child though, his bladder running dry quickly with the help of the vacuum that was his mothers mouth. She remained planted to his crotch after the flow stopped, licking him clean and probing his little passage with her tongue. 
He squirmed and giggled as he felt her dextrous muscle wiggle around inside his cock, not wide enough to get more than an inch or two in. With that, she popped off his pre-pubescent length and held him close, kissing him on the lips.
He returned it, as he loved his mommy, and that was what people do when they love each other. Just like wrapping their hands around their necks, mommy and daddy did that a lot. After a moment of love and comfort, she separated and picked the long urethral plug resting next to them. She lightheartedly giggled as she took the shaped rod into her mouth, coating it with her saliva before popping out like a noodle.
“Alright, let’s get your pee-pee plugged back up.” She chimed joyfully. The kit just nodded, the re-insertion of the toy always the worst part of using mommy. “Hold your penis open for me dear.” She said, positioning the point of the first little buttplug shape just above his tip. 
He smiled and reached down to grasp his shaft in his hands, placing his thumbs on either side of the pointed head, spreading the hole open gently, despite it being nearly permanent gaped from being plugged his entire life. With that, she lowered the toy to his pisshole and began to steadily push it back inside, each base of a cone eliciting a huff from the child as he felt the plug snake through his penis. 
She watched the shape of the tip of it slowly descend on the underside of his ivory length before the last cone was pushing through that little hole on his tip, slipping in with one last gasp as the first cone just broke into his bladder. The only thing coming out of his urethra now was the finger-sized ring used to pull it out, a constant accessory in the boy’s life, a sight almost as reassuring as mommy herself. She gave him one last big hug before picking him up and gently setting him down on the floor. 
—
“Daddy? What does snuff mean?” The now eight year old sergal kit asked from his prone position on the floor, resting atop a pillow instead of the hardwood floor, as his dildo bulges his belly out significantly now and laying on his tummy moves it around inside him uncomfortably. 
He was looking through one of the family photo albums as his father sat on top of his mother’s face, whom was sitting on the couch in their living room. Wet slurps squelched out of the hidden connection of his asshole to her mouth, the kit wondering if she was just cleaning him out or if he was using her mouth. 
“I keep hearing you talk about it, and it’s a common thing written on these pictures. ‘First in-womb snuff, first newborn snuff, letting Rex snuff out this one’ …what is it?” The boy asked curiously, looking up at his fathers grinning face.
“Yeah, I suppose that isn’t a word that is explained in your picture books. It means killing, or death. ‘First in-womb snuff’ refers to the first time I shoved a horse dildo up your moms pussy to abort the kid growing up there. Snuff is generally used as a verb, i.e. I’m going to snuff you out. It can also be an adjective in a few exceptions, such as our home movies being described as ‘snuff films’ and other such occurrences.” The father calmly spoke, just answering his sons query.
“Oh.” The kit looked back down.
“You do understand death right?” The adult male asked with a grunt of exertion followed by a loud choke from the face he was sat upon. The boy’s suspicions were correct, daddy is pooping.
“Yeah, that’s when you… stop living right?” He looked up sheepishly. “When you got to heaven.” He added.
“If you believe in it. Where your soul ends up is dependent on if you buy into that crap. In reality, when you die, you die. You’re gone, it’s like sleeping but without dreams and you never wake up.” The father elaborated.
“Really? Everything makes it sound horrible, but if it’s just a nonstop nap then that’s not too bad…”
“Its not the ceasing to exist part that gets most people, it’s usually the fact that someone dying has to be killed to die. Whether that’s by a pair of hands or a disease doesn’t matter. In order to reach the nothingness of the beyond, you have to be killed, which is more often than not, quite painful. And then it’s worse when it’s a young person, because then they never really got to live to the fullest before it ends.”
“Like if I died?”
“Mhm.”
“…” The boy stared in silence. “Is there a way to know it’s coming? I don’t wanna die.” He said quietly.
“Do you want to know when you will die?”
The boy nodded vigorously as his eyes grew more sad and distressed as he discovered his own mortality.
“On your tenth birthday.” The father said cooly, not skipping a beat as he saw his son begin to fight down the panic welling inside him.
The young sergal stared at him. “W-Wha… how?” He said, leaning forward and propping himself up on his palms, his taut belly now showing the clear outline of a forearm length horse dildo that had reshaped his guts as he grew up.
“Asphyxiation.” The disturbingly casual adult said.
“How… how do you know that? Can you see the future? You’re kidding right?” The kit said quickly, breathing faster.
“Because I’m the one going to be killing you.” Added the father alongside another push and a wet mix of a gag and gulp from the throat  attached to his rectum. Now the child looked upon his parent with confusion and definitely fear, but not exactly of his father. 
He had been raised very strictly, with daddy’s words being law. He made sure his son knew that he was the god of this realm, this house that the boy would never leave. If daddy decided he was going to do something, that was that, no point arguing or figuring out why, just acceptance. That still didn’t sit quite right with the young sergal though.
“Wh-Wh-Why…? Why w-would you kill me?” He said with his shaky voice.
“Because I don’t want kids, but your mother did. She wanted to be a mother in the emotional sense, not just the literal. She’s been a mother most of her life, I’ve been pumping her full of kits since she was fourteen, but she never got to raise one of the kits. I always killed them or sold them off. But she kept asking and asking, and I do love her.” He said with a contrasting huff as he dumped another log into the back of her mouth with a cracking flatulent noise, immediately followed by wet smacks and swallows. 
“So I decided to compromise, I would let her raise a kid, on the condition that they never grow older than a kid.” He said stoically.
“S-So mom agreed to have me, knowing that you would kill me?” The kit asked unsurely.
“Why yes. I had given her a great offer, most kits she pops out are dead within the year. You actually lucked out, I don’t hold back on our children, most dying in awful and painful ways, you know this as we haven’t stopped making them. You see what we do. But your mommy loved you so much, I let her have a son that was in one piece. Let him live a good life while he could.” The facesitting sergal said. He keenly watched the boy deflate, coming to terms with his imminent execution. 
“Hey now kiddo, chin up. Yeah it sucks that you’re gonna die, but you’ve got to look past that. You’re dying for daddy, don’t you understand that you live to serve daddy?” He added with a surprisingly robust fatherly tone.
The downtrodden kid looked up with sad eyes before nodding slowly. 
“Right. Not to mention, I’m honestly doing you a favor. You making it to adulthood is not something any of us want, you would be battered and broken, with your spine and insides all outta whack from the dildo we’ve been keeping inside you. Later in life, that’s gonna cause some serious health issues.” The adult explained. 
The young boy just looked down self-consciously, like he was seeing the penis shaped outline in his belly for the first time, tracing a clawed finger over the protruding skin. 
“It’s perfectly natural to be scared of death, it’s literally the end of everything. But that just means that you need to focus on your life now, while you still have it. I have endeavored to make your life relatively simple and enjoyable, I hope you look back on your ten years happily when the time comes.” Concluded the parent, giving one final spurt of brown past his sisters lips. He saw the kit’s behavior unchanged, showing he wasn’t taking the news that his father was going to kill him on his birthday very well. 
“Hey kiddo, how about this. You still have two years, two years for you to enjoy and be happy. Just because I’m gonna kill you, doesn’t mean I don’t want you to be happy with the time you have left. In fact, if you’re a good boy and a good pet, and allow yourself to have a good time, I’ll make sure its not too painful and I’ll give you a surprise before I kill you. Hows that sound? Can you enjoy the rest of your life for daddy?” He said in that sickly sweet fatherly tone. 
He knew making the kid dread his death would just ruin the fun with the whole thing and make it infinitely more difficult. His cruelty wasn’t based on a desire to see his victims terrified or filled with despair. That usually didn’t even have an effect on him, emotions being hard to process for him, his actions were based purely on physical wants and lusts.
With a pathetic sniffle, the kit merely lowered his head, closing his eyes tightly as he still processed his fate, unsure of what to think. He had never left his house, the only people he had ever known was his parents and the kits they killed, him putting the pieces together now. 
Regardless, mommy and daddy were his entire world, even if he fought back somehow or escaped, he would be completely lost as they had raised him into the perfect little toy. He only knew obedience, only knew how to serve daddy, and would continue that. 
Even if he knew that it would kill him. Daddy said if he was good he wouldn’t make it hurt right? It was just a never-ending nap that had a bit of discomfort first…
The father could see the conflict on his kit’s face, the troubled expression and lack of usual young excitement. He was surprised that it was such a bombshell, having never hidden his true motives, frequently referencing his plan. He supposed that even with such a corrupted child, innocence still lingers. 
Well, it wouldn’t do him any favors to dwell on it, he settled back against the couch’s cushioned back and his sister’s skull, spreading his legs around the large breasted form sitting on the floor between them with her spine arched backwards so that her face was under his ass.
“Come here kiddo, get your face on my sheath and feel mommy’s boobs. That should get your mind off this.” He said calmly, still grinning with pleasure from the long tongue spiraling through his anus to clean him out. The boy looked up as a tear rolled down his face, before silently clambering over to him, hand absently holding the outline of the dildo spearing his guts. 
He approached his parents, then gently lay over his mothers upturned chest, resting his neck in her bountiful cleavage. He wrapped his arms around her bent torso tightly, her warmth and presence needed by him now more than ever. He let out a shaky breath into her chest fuzz, letting a muted sob roll through him. 
He slowly rubbed his plugged cock through her tummy fur, squeezing her tightly and mushing her breasts into his chest. He began crying in earnest when he felt her arms wrap around his back, lovingly holding him to her.
The father let them have a moment, before setting his hand on the kit’s head. “Alright kid, enough waterworks. Face. Sheath. Now.” He interrupted commandingly. Keeping that unsettling smirk, he watched the crying sergal lift his head away from his mother and look up at the imposing bulge of fur that housed the penis that conceived him, resting above the plump fuzzy scrotum that produced the seed that became him. 
He closed his eyes as a fresh wave of sobs overtook him, dropping his angular snout into his fathers groin after a second of hesitation. He nuzzled into the sweltering cock-pocket and breathed deeply of his fathers most primal scent. 
Even with this new knowledge, this new fear and apprehension, he couldn’t undo a lifetime of conditioning. That sweaty smell and damp fur were the most comforting thing in the world right then. 
The family stayed like that for awhile, the father sitting on the couch and watching TV as his sister was sealed to his asshole, tongue constantly buried inside his rank depths. Atop her folded form and between his legs rested their boy, embracing his mother’s body tightly as he cried and nuzzled into his fathers fat sheath, gently licking his ballsack and poking his tongue into the fleshy recesses of his malehood. 
Eventually the boy stopped crying, letting his manipulated instincts kick in, forcing his mind to normalize the situation. He would never truly look forward to his tenth birthday, but as long as he was under his fathers influence, he wouldn’t dread it either. He only hoped that it was quick and painless, and tried to forget the nightmares.
—
Time flew by, but in a good way. The sergal twins had stopped giving out dates and days to their growing boy, keeping him out of the loop of the calendar. They did want him to enjoy himself, and he wouldn’t be able to do that if he was counting down every day to his death. Regardless, his state of mind improved within a month, once he accepted his fate. 
Of course, that was after daddy made sure he accepted his place with a few personal lessons, then he was back to his usual chipper self by three months. Though there were certainly times where he pondered too much about his future, or lack thereof. The kit made sure to go talk to daddy to get him to put his worries at ease, by replacing that fake penis lodged in his ass with a real one. 
His life continued as normal. Wake up from his kennel, and do the small cleaning tasks he had right off the bat. Then when he knew daddy was done using mommy, he would go see her to empty himself. Then he would find something to occupy himself until lunch and dinner, usually called over to make daddy feel good once or twice. He would help with the cooking and other light tasks, enough that he felt satisfaction in productivity, but little enough to never feel burdened.
On this morning, when he entered his parents bedroom, they were both sitting atop the bed seemingly waiting for him. The kit looked around the room to see candles lit and rose petals scattered around. He saw his mother wave him over, and began slowly walking towards the bed, butterflies in his stomach as he became suspicious of the occasion. 
When he clambered onto the sheets, his mother opened her arms wide, asking for a hug. He couldn’t say no, and crawled over to embrace her, arms wrapping around each other as she held his head lovingly to her breasts. He felt his father come up behind him, ready to feel his harness be unstrapped and the massive dildo inside him to be removed. 
But instead he got another hug, from behind. The two parents enveloped him with affection from both sides. This could only mean one thing.
“Happy birthday kid. You’re ten years old now.” The adult golden furred male whispered to his sons long pointed ears as they began to droop steadily. He closed his eyes and nuzzled into the pliant flesh of one of his mom’s heavy tits as he let out a sad sigh. His mother shushed him lightly, petting his head fuzz.
“Hey now, no need to be upset. You were a good boy, daddy won’t make it hurt and you get a special treat before you go.” She said softly, stroking along his neck and head. The kit opened his eyes again with the mention of a treat.
“What is it?” He asked quietly, keeping his uncertainty in check.
“Me.” She said softly, holding her child’s bare body to her own naked form, pressing him to her breasts and feeling his every movement and heartbeat. “You get to have sex with mommy.”
The boy’s eyes lit up, widening as he appraised the gift. “I thought only daddy could do that!” He exclaimed as he turned his head out of his mothers cleavage to look at the imposing father holding him from behind. “Really?” He said with audible joy creeping into his somber demeanor, he had never been allowed to penetrate anyone before, only daddy had that right.
The father nodded. “Indeed, but only anal. Her womb belongs to me, and me alone.” He added sternly, before letting that smirk creep back onto his features. “But I assure you, her ass is absolutely divine. You will get to feel what daddy feels when I fuck your little butt.”
“Wow!” The kit replied, still dumbfounded after having that level of a surprise dropped on him alongside the acknowledgement that he’s dying today. “But… but. How… how are you going to kill me?” He queried, his smile vanishing as his eyes looked to the ground. “You said it won’t hurt right?”
“I can’t guarantee that it will be painless, but I won’t go out of my way to hurt you. As I said, you will die of asphyxiation, I’m going to choke you.” The father said sweetly, lifting himself off the mother and child. “But first you get your present. A nice, long, sensual fuck with your mother. I can join in if you want, if you want a real cock up your ass while you’re in mommy’s.” He said, lightly grabbing his son’s torso and pulling him back, yanking him out of his parent’s lush bosom and holding his back to his large powerful chest. 
The kit also found considerable comfort from being held from behind like this, usually accompanied by his fathers cock spearing him open as he hugged his kit’s smaller form to his front and gently thrusting up into his son’s guts, the kit’s stomach bulging outward every time he bottomed out. 
It looked like that was happening now, with the large penis-shaped outline tenting out of the young sergals abdomen, the tip having made its host’s intestines develop wrong in order to accommodate the massive shaft of silicon. But the kit was surprisingly at ease despite his situation. 
He could feel his daddy’s large shaft throb in his buttcheeks, poking his lower back as he felt his heartbeat both through the nestled dick and from being held close to his ribs. He looked around, taking in the candles and romantic decor, coupled with the motherly gaze of the woman sat before him. He realized that they really did care about him, and wanted him to enjoy his last moments on this earth.
“Of course I want you in my butt daddy. But I wanna try it without you too.” He said, relaxing into his fathers arms as his mother scooted back a bit to rest her back against the headboard. “C-Can I do it more than once? When exactly are you going to… uh, snuff me?” He said, tilting his long snout up to peer at his father, whom looked down to bring their muzzles close to one anothers.
“At ten o’ clock, or whenever you feel that you’re done. As long as you are capable, you can use mommy as many times as you want.” He said with that quiet rumbling tone, letting his son go and sitting back on his shins to watch. “Go on now… fuck mommy if you’re ready.” He added proudly. 
The pre-teen sergal’s little cock was bouncing softly with excitement, growing hard what little amount it had to. They had upgraded his urethral plug when he was 9, instead of a silicon chain of butt-plugs that had a pull-ring on the end, it was now a sleek metal contraption, handmade by his father. 
There was a smooth piece of shiny steel that was perfectly shaped to fit over the kit’s glans, but the multiple lumps bulging out of the underside of his shaft alluded to the long rod of bulbous spheres that snaked through his urethra. It didn’t go as deep due to it being metal and forcing his little member to stand tall at all times, but it was much wider and the ball protrusions stretched his cock out nicely.
the father always gets a kick out of of feeling the lumpy underside of his kit’s cock. He imagined it would feel quite nice to his sister, her little boy’s five inch shaft now ribbed for her pleasure thanks to the plug in his urethra. 
The young sergal just looked down at his twitching shaft and his mothers splayed body before him, switching his focus between the two. He looked back to his father. “How do I do it? Do I just… stick it in?” The paternal sergal nodded proudly.
“Yes. See that slit in between your mothers legs? Thats her vagina. Through that is her womb, and that’s where you came from. But below that is her butthole, see?” He said as he pointed to the woman exposed body parts. She was leaned back, legs open with her hips flat against the sheets in such a manner that both her holes were accessible in a somewhat diagonal missionary position. 
He nudged his son forward, the kit crawling over his mothers form until his hips her lined up between her thighs. The father followed over, and reached a hand down to gently grab his sons sealed cock, and place the metal adorned tip to his sisters gently winking anus. His smirk turned to a thoughtful frown though.
“Hmm. Actually, you might want some lube for this. I’ve got her butt trained enough to take me dry, and I’ve got her mind trained enough to cum from the pain, but with you, too much friction might rip your plug out.” He shook his head. “That would be very painful, and I want you to enjoy this.” 
He put a hand to gently squeeze the kid’s shoulder as his other gently massaged the bumpy dick. “So let’s just get some of this then.” The father said, moving the hand holding the small shoulder to cup around his sisters muzzle. “Open.” He commanded, the woman instantly opening her mouth obediently and submissively. 
The male sent his fingers into her maw, rubbing around under her tongue before grabbing that and sliding his digits around. When they had been coated with a decent amount of saliva, he pulled his hand out and swapped that palm out with the one stroking that little cock, coating it with a new spit shine.
“There we go, all ready.” He said as he held his son’s sealed head to that little pink star, then planted his hand on the kit’s back, beginning to push him. The sister let out a short gasp as the cool metal collided with her warm flesh, the well-experienced rim easily spreading around his under developed girth as he was gradually pushed inside her rectum. 
The boy had a look of pure shock and pleasure on his angled snout, eyes unfocused and jaws wide. Soon he bottomed out inside her lovingly tight hole, her walls contracting around his little pulsing length. His father kept his assisting hand firmly on him as he froze, hips planted to his mothers plush cheeks and soft thighs. She lifted her legs around him, wrapping him in a second, lower embrace.
The kit hummed with delight from the contact, even moreso when he was taken by the shoulders by his father’s powerful grasp. He was brought close to his parents chest, whose hands now slid down his back to hold the boys small butt. His fingers latched into the straps of the harness that the young sergal wore, specially made to hold the colossal dildo inside him. 
With that, he deftly undid the clasps and buckles, the harness soon falling down around his legs as the dildo slipped out a few inches before the kit could tighten around it. The paternal hand journeyed down to grab the thick base of silicon sticking out of that abused hole, the kit whining a bit.
“Shhh. I’m taking it out, it has a much better use now.” He whispered as he began gently retracting the toy. Inch after inch of black synthetic dick slid out of that poor anus, reaching twelve inches before the tip was pulled out with a resounding pop, bringing the total up to fourteen inches. 
It was as long as the father’s forearm and nearly the entire length of the kits torso, evident that his intestines had been rearranged by the dildo as he grew up. Granted, it wasn’t always this big, but the ratio of size-to-space was always extreme. The now wide open hole was winking slightly, trying to close up with muscles that had been forced open his entire life, now permanently gaped. 
Suddenly the kit gasped in pleasure, higher pitched than usual. The adult sergal had rammed his entire length up the child’s waiting hole, the bulge on its stomach returning with a new fervor as the father began pounding into the kit. The impacts sent the young sergal’s own cock into his mother, being confronted with both sides of sensation.
They would continue passionate fucking for hours, the kit climaxing an impressive amount of times, taking well after his father. The mother truly showed of her sexual prowess on this day, making sure to show her offspring every pleasure her body had to offer while she could.
-
“Alright pets, it’s time to kill the birthday boy. Lie down on your back bitch, and you just wait for my instructions kid.” The sandy colored sergal said as he smiled coldly. His sister astutely obeyed, meanwhile his kit looked over at him with a hint of sadness. “Hey now, don’t get cold feet. You’ve had a good ten years, yeah? You’ve been so good, it wouldn’t do you any favors to stop now.” He added, before continuing. “Come here please.” 
The young one had been panting heavily with exhaustion near the side of the bed. With this new order, he resumed movement, not meeting his fathers gaze.
“Now climb over mommy’s face and look towards me.” He commanded, the kit still following despite knowing where this was leading, after all, obedience was all he knew. He approached his mothers prone form, near her head, and swung a leg over her skull. Once he was on his knees atop her, he reclined and sat down on her face. 
He slid his hips around until he felt her edged snout slip inside his ravenous rear, the first few inches of her muzzle sinking up his butt as he settled in over her. His young plugged length came to rest in her cleavage, to which she placed her hands on her rack and squeezed them together to give his member some lovely pillows.
“Can… Can I ask why you want me on mommy’s face? I don’t have to go number two…” The kit asked somewhat bashfully as his father appraised the scenario before him and the question.
“Well you don’t right now, but you will soon. One side effect of dying is that your body goes completely limp, and that normally means expelling all the waste inside you at once. Your penis is fully sealed so we don’t have to worry about your bladder, but your guts are full of poop and will rush out of you when you die. Thus, I’m having you put mommy’s mouth in your butt so that she can eat anything you have stored up there, make sense?” He responded to his son, who then only shallowly nodded.
Now the father scooted close, kneeling over his sisters calves and facing his kit who was showing understandable apprehension. He placed the dildo between them, then placed his hands on either side of the young sergals head, lifting it up to look at him as he caressed the golden fur. “Are you ready then? Do you feel fulfilled after being with mommy? Will you let me kill you?” He slowly asked.
The kit met his fathers piercing gaze before nodding, lifting his own hands to hold the ones on his head lovingly. “Yes daddy…” He shakily replied, averting his eyes once more. The father only smiled proudly, before leaning down to take his sons lips in a passionate kiss. Once broken, they looked at each other deeply. 
“Such a good, beautiful boy.” The parent said while stroking his thumb against the kit’s muzzle. “I love you, you know that right?” He whispered to the child. After a long pause of hesitation, the pre-pubescent boy nodded. 
“Let’s begin. Open your mouth.” The adult commanded, the order being followed as the kit let his lower jaw hang open a bit. He picked up the extremely large dildo placed on the bed near them, and lifted it up, placing the blunt head of the horse-shaped fake cock to his child’s lips. “If you want to prolong your life, take a deep breath.” Said the older male.
The preteen’s eyes widened, before he sucked in a large lungful of air, then closing his eyes in scared anticipation. The adult moved one hand to the back of the child’s skull, kept the remaining one on the large dildo’s base as he pushed its fat tip past the small lips, already stretching the young mouth open. 
He kept sliding more of that bestial length through the kit’s muzzle, it reaching the back of his throat in no time flat. When the father felt the resistance, he scowled as the toy wasn’t even close to the medial ring, only five inches or so inside the boy’s mouth. The kit opened his eyes when he felt the intrusion pushing against his gag reflex, looking to his father with unsure whimpers. 
“Hold still, this will be uncomfortable but it shouldn’t be painful.” The older male said tenderly, before gripping the kit’s skull tighter as he rammed the dildo into the boy’s mouth, the flat tip spreading wide the collection of muscle and nerve that closed off his neck, sending a few inches into the boys throat and slightly impacting his spine. 
He spasmed a little as his eyes rolled upwards, the new sensation being overwhelming, not fully of pain but of a sheer sense of wrong. His very brainstem was being pushed aside by this battering ram of silicone, feeling his neck stretch wide as more and more of that toy was shoved down his throat. 
It began hurting then, as flesh strained and skin pulled taught. The dildo had just made it to the bottom of the boy’s neck, making it twice its original size when he let out a massive gag around the object in his throat. He looked at his father with a hurt gaze, his hands scrabbling to grab handfuls of his fathers fur. All while that man looked down with that stoic smirk.
“Now it’s going to hurt. Brace yourself.” Was all the adult had to say as he watched his son struggle around the shaft spearing his neck. But there was still half the toy to go, the medial ring had just slipped through the boys pointed snout. When he saw the kit close his eyes, and harshly grab handfuls of his fur, leaving small scratch marks, the father pushed to his entirety. 
Both forward with the toy, and backwards with his child’s skull, pulling them towards each other with a surprising magnitude. The flat flare of the toy had been bulging out the bottom of the kid’s neck, even more so than the expansive stretching from the entire shaft on the rest of his flesh. Now that flare lurched downwards and vanished, but was accompanied by the dull thud of the preteen’s collarbone breaking to allow the toy into his chest. 
The kit’s claws raked down his father’s chest as he pushed more and more of the toy into his son’s very insides, no doubt impacting his lungs with how deep the toy got. Soon there were multiple high pitched pops as his jaw began breaking to allow the gargantuan girth to enter his throat. 
The fake balls on the base of the toy were eventually smushed to the kit’s limp chin, but there was still more to go in the father’s mind. He twisted the entire shaft, it visibly shifting through the entirety of the young sergals neck, in order to put the balled base sideways, and into the crevice of his muzzle’s open jaws. 
With that, he could slide it deeper, the silicone scrotum sliding up along his lips before coming to rest at the boy’s jaw hinge, now so stretched wide at there was doubt it was broken. 
With the toy fully inserted, the father looked over his cocksleve of a son, and admired his work. His face was one of shock and pain, his mouth open at an unnatural angle. The large toy had rounded out the bottom of his muzzle as it stretched his throat, alongside his neck, now stupidly thick with all the silicone lodged in it. 
The bulge went from top to the bottom of the neck, before disappearing. But the visibly cracked collarbone betrayed the extent of the toy’s depth, at least until the head can been protruding severely in his abdomen, an iconic equine flare was jutting out below his ribcage, visible through the skin. 
After the initial shock of broken bones and such a large and deep invader to his esophagus, the boy lurched into spasms once more, these much more severe as he stared at his father with terrified eyes full of pain. The adult wrapped an arm around his stuffed son, pulling his quaking body close to him as his other hand found one of his child’s and held it lovingly.
“Shhh. Daddy’s here.” He said softly as the preteen he hugged began gagging, his spams interwoven with large contractions as his body tried to suck in air past the massive dildo. The father felt the small hand he held spring to life, the slender fingers weakly interlocking with his fathers pleadingly. 
The adult continued to embrace his asphyxiating child, feeling every rolling choke as he tenderly held the kit’s hand while reassuringly stroking the golden fur of his boy’s head. The imposing sergal stared into the sad eyes of his son as he hugged his shivering form, the spheres once full of life now begging for mercy, pleading to make it stop. He lowered his head, resting it atop his kit’s, tightening his hug.
“It’ll be over soon. You were such a good boy. Goodbye.” He gently whispered, watching those small eyes grow more and more panicked before becoming increasingly unfocused and distant. With each lurch of the boy’s starved diaphragm, his stare glazed over more and more. 
The fingers interlocked with his fathers became weaker and weaker, before going completely limp in his fathers grasp. With every passing moment, the shudders lessened until no more came, the light fading from the kit’s young eyes as the father gently brushed his hair with his hand. 
He let out a cruel smile as he heard a muffled ‘mmph’ coming from below them, watching the neck of his sister’s butt-embedded head start pulsing as she swallowed. He gave her plenty of time to clean him out as he slowly caressed the fresh corpse against him. 
He lifted the non-responsive head to his, lovingly kissing his deceased son’s forehead as his bowels expelled themselves into his mother’s maw. Her muzzle was inserted into his wrecked asshole, her throat becoming nothing more than an extension to his cooling guts as thick mush slid down into her stomach.
“Let me know when he’s clean.” Was all he said while staring into those lifeless eyes. A muffled hum was the only thing heard.
-
The tall sergal gently lay the body on the bed, right after lifting its horribly abused tailhole off his cock, cum pouring out. Yet as he positioned the boy’s arms to lay over the still chest, the father’s member remained tall and needy. Which is why he was laying his son on the bed, with the head near the edge, upturned gaping mouth now clear of the dildo that killed him.
“There we go…” The man said softly, looking at the nonmoving form with adoration. His son finally had a chance to be used properly. Seeing as how there was no further resistance to be had from a corpse, he immediately launched into a furious facefucking, planting one of his articulated footpaws on the bed for leverage.
Horribly wet plaps echoed around the room, subtle cracks and dull pops joining them, conveying the full force the man put forth. Lowly growling and bearing his sharp teeth, he truly fucked the shit out of his son’s face, and by extension his whole body, reaching deep into the corpse’s core.
There was great pleasure to be had with this act, this body. The sergal was no stranger to young cadavers, but generally none were this old, much easier to do it early to avoid having to pay for food. But using those was like a bloody cocksleve, not fucking a breaking doll.
A doll that the man now realized he wanted to keep. “Bitch! Get in here, bring my phone!” He called out to his sister, whom he knew was taking her nightly pregnancy test until one was growing. He grunted and sped up a bit, cumming deep inside the cold boy, rounding out the stuffed belly even more as it joined his other loads.
He could go again, something about his desires being met placed his body into a purpose state for fucking, refilling his heavy balls rapidly. He trained his virility when he was younger, making sure to fill his sister’s womb repeatedly until she was bearing his kits. He kept slamming into the broken slack jaws of his son, popping his knot through into the throat inside them on each thrust now.
The door creaked as the sister approached, holding two things. First was the phone, which he snatched from her hand when she grew near. Continuing to jackhammer into the broken boy, he dialed a number, the picture on the contact a zebra. With a beep and a click, the other end accepted the call.
The sergal spoke, “Hey, I need a favor. Know any places I can get a-“ He grunted in pleasure as he sped up a bit for a moment, making sure the phone could hear the sloppy squelches. “-a less than conventional taxidermy?”
The other side hesitated a bit, thinking of the occasion. “Ten years already huh? Time flies, I’m getting old. Yeah, I can provide. The usual payment?”
With a rumbly moan, the sergal came again from an intense knotfucking of the body, pausing his thrusts as he pulsed copious shots of cum inside the laden belly, returning warmth to the child for the briefest of moments. Suddenly the sister was holding the other item before him, a proud smile on her face.
A pregnancy test, with a positive result. The brother matched her smile, but his eyes were far more cold. “Yeah, the usual. You can collect in nine months.”
“Excellent, I look forward to the day.” The call ended with a beep.
The male began pulling his long length from the battered esophagus, tossing the phone to the bed. He pointed to the inflated belly, turning to face his sister again. “Get your mouth on his ass and suck all that out. I’m nowhere near done and I don’t want him popping.”
The night went on for quite awhile, and at the end, both parents walked away with a newfound joy. One of the joy of motherhood, the other with having a brand new toy to play with whenever he wants.

