
It was dark, late, far past when Kelt had fallen asleep. Tekla had only her natural vision to perceive the darkness under heavy blankets, still carrying out her nighttime job given to her. Her brother lay face down, the paced breathing of slumber rumbling all around her as she lay curled up at his legs. As usual, her head was perfectly slotted under his tail, asscheeks surrounding her face. 
The closest thing to a ‘normal’ sleeping position for her. Long after her own eyes grew heavy, Tekla continued her holy task of slurping his asshole. Face buried in musky cheeks, nose pushed under tail, tongue swiping up his crack to slide over his rim before sealing to it and gently sucking for a few moments.
Her tongue was sore. Her jaw ached. But still, she worshiped that creased asshole. Tekla could still feel its last deposit in her belly, grumbling unhappily as it worked to process pre-digested food. Though that taste was long gone, only the pure flavor of his hole remained. Yet even her tastebuds grew weary, no longer getting anything but the texture of contact moving over a slimy pucker. On and on she licked into the endless night. For what felt like hours and hours, his anus was washed. 
It wasn’t until her lapping turned to slow motion, tiredness sapping her strength, that she felt the hand reach back to pat her head. The smallest of signals, pulling her wedged face from the asscheeks they had been stuffed in for so long, an outline of matted fur showing just how deep she got. Then the sister collapsed, letting the darkness encroach her mind to put her at peace just as she felt her snout being pushed back to the wet, smelly hole as a slight crackling noise preceded the burning in her nose as she faded to exhausted slumber. A perfect resting place, able to have his scent ease her into a slumber.
She awoke to something odd, something she wasn’t prepared for. Kelt wasn’t there. She was the only one on the massive bed, looking around the timbered room of the mountain lodge. Sun poured through the windows, one was even cracked to let a pleasant breeze and the sounds of birds in. She sat up, slowing midways as her taut belly reminded her of its presence as it bulged out obscenely. A grunt, and she shifted to rest on the pile of pillows at the headboard. She felt… odd. This was Kelt’s spot, he would lay here like this as she drank his morning bladder. Still, her strained bones didn’t mind the relaxation after hauling her unborn child for months. The sister’s mind certainly appreciated the rest time too.
But she couldn’t sit in bed, not when her master might need her. As she swung her legs off the side and dropped down, she only hoped he didn’t have to use the real toilet in the bathroom instead of her. It would be awful for him to not use her, that’s what she was born for. A splashing noise sounded, something warm running down her legs. Craning around to look under her, she noticed a yellow puddle form as it seemingly poured from her. With a gasp, she clenched her tailhole and the pattering fluid stopped. Well, at least it confirmed that he still used her. She quickly set off to get some towels to clean up the mess.
As the busty sergal got on her hands and knees to lick the lukewarm waste off the floor, she almost cried. She spilled master’s urine. His golden gift to her, now pooled on the cold floor. It was supposed to remain inside her colon, be absorbed into her like all his waste. She should have felt herself gaped after he surely knotfucked her while passed out, should have felt the sloshing and the cue to prevent leaks. Idly shaking her head, she didn’t know what came over her. Perhaps it was just the tiredness catching up, waking up after such a blackout was always disorientating. Especially without master to lead her.
The voluptuous golden sergal dropped the towels she used to dry her saliva shining the floorboards in the bedroom’s laundry bin, pausing a moment to catch her breath and swallow down the lingering traces on her tongue. Even smaller movements were getting more taxing thanks to her huge middle, Tekla rubbing hands over the stretched fur with a hum. She couldn’t wait to give birth, to give master fresh meat to play with. A slight frown formed, knowing the terrible fates of her many other children. It was contradictory, to love both her offspring and her brother. She loved him so much that she gave her gift of life to him, yet also cherished the beings she brought into the world. Even if they only lasted a few hours sometimes.
Standing straighter with an exhale, she pushed those thoughts away. Of course she loved her children, that was her role as a mother. A mother she could never be, no child lasting enough to even utter the word ‘momma’ to her. There were few things she wanted in life, more things she forgot she ever wanted. But one noble constant since her first positive pregnancy test, was to be a mother. It was what her body expected of her, what her hormones demanded. Yet the opportunity never lasted.
She shook her head. It was not her place to decide her children’s fates. Master controlled her, and so he controlled them. But… perhaps she could ask. He typically didn’t acknowledge her when she did, but usually some time later, he would satisfy her wish in his own personal way. Giving her peaches that he already ate. Mitigating her headache by inundating her with worse pain. Perhaps, there would be a way to keep a child. There were many things he did for her, even more to her. Yet ever since she woke up in his arms in the tunnel, smelling of smoke and sorrow, he always listened to her. She always got what she wanted, even if through dubious methods.
So with a fresh smile and some tender bellyrubs, she set off to find her master. Perhaps he still needed to feed her breakfast.
-
It was time. She could feel it, Tekla simply knowing it from the experience of countless pregnancies. The motherly golden sergal was on her knees in the shower, barely registering her water breaking and rinsing down with the rest. The cramps doubled, the contractions punched her nerves, her entire lower body ached after carrying the passenger for so long. It had to be late, her belly was hugely pregnant, more so than the other pregnancies that had shaped her body since it was fertile. A true woman, with the beautiful form of a divine goddess.
But this was natural, her being on her knees. Where she belonged. And with her life, came the understanding that it was not her’s to decide. But with such a loss of will and freedom, came the passing of responsibility to an owner, a master, someone else to take care of her. She called hers right there, screaming out as the faucet sprayed around her. “KELT!” Spoken aloud with all her might, for anyone to hear. Only one would, only one shared this isolated mountain retreat with her.
He arrived quickly, the bigger masculine version of the sandy sergal. Her brother strode through the bathroom door, almost stumbling as his face wore rare emotion. “What!?” He zoned in on the pregnant sister on the shower floor, beside the assortment of tubes and dildos who’s home was that tile. He saw her doubled over, hands on her swollen middle. “Is it time?” He simply asked, calming upon seeing she wasn’t in direct danger.
“Y-Yes! Nnngh! It’s coming!” Cried out the woman, the twin.
Kelt disrobed quickly, stepping through the glass portal to the spacious shower. He was beside his most treasured possession in a blink, standing above the girl. His reaction was quick, measured, powerful. Before she knew it, he had kicked her further down, landing on her hands and knees. When she opened her eyes, he thunked the oversized horse dildo on the tile under her head, and a hand guided her lips to its flared head. Rising, he planted an articulated footpaw over her head, grasping the sister’s skull and forcing her lips to the toy’s base in one choking motion.
While she was busy realizing her throat was stretched wide around a silicone shaft, Kelt knelt down behind her newly prostrated rear, yanking her tail up and shoving a hand in her hoodless pussy. The fingers spread harshly, gaping the passage wide as he slotted a low-profile speculum into it. With one glance deep into her canal, he confirmed the statement. Ripping her head off the dildo with a strong pull of her ears. A loud retch sounded as the flare tugged through her neck, heavy gasps and gags once it was free.
Taking her shoulders in a more gentle touch, he brought her up to him. With a simple spin, he began marching her through the house still wet, down to the basement. Darkness vanished in stages as the fluorescent lights flickered on, Tekla merely taking every comfort she could in her brother’s touch on her as she was led down to the room filled with dubious equipment. In a way, the girl was excited. This was her first birth in the new home, the first of many. But surely the birthing procedure was different than it was when she was a teenager in the tunnels. Visited by her brother as he helped deliver his offspring into his waiting vicious claws.
The basement did have a well equipped medical room, a legitimate hospital suite lacking the usual cruelty and torture of his other designs within the concrete walls. Her only experience there had been health checks and sparse nights of recovery after particularly brutal torture. Tekla’s unspoken question was dashed as her brother led her past that door, instead going to the one beside it. She had never truly taken a step in there yet, for that room truly was a torture room as far as the golden beauty could tell. Blades and tools lining the walls, heavy restraint gear waiting for a victim, devices of pain and suffering queued for use.
A set of a slasher-film killer’s dungeon, the only thing it was missing was evidence of use. No blood, no dust, no rust, everything was clean and placed just as Kelt had left them when the house was finished. No soul had found their way in here yet, and even he told her that she does not belong in this place. She looked at the door of his ‘personal study’, glancing up with a worried face bearing the stress of childbirth.
The stoic sergal looked down at her with his extra height, wedged face calm and collected. And… happy. “Do not worry, my pet. You are not here to experience the purpose of this room, it is merely the only room possessing what I want.”
Tentatively placing her paw on the handle as she did her best to remain standing despite the tremors shocking through her body as the child began pushing against her cervix, she opened it, revealing what she already knew. There was nothing different from this room since her first tour, no evidence of use as Kelt strode past her while she held the door. As the heavy metal thing slammed shut behind them, she couldn’t halt the shaking of her knees. There were some truly scary things here, that even she might question to be told to endure. The masculine brother simply pointed to one little corner, a sturdy metal chair waiting for her. The thick leather restraints around its frame informed that it was far from normal.
Tekla usually didn’t have a problem with bondage, not even when it was for hours of aching agony. A hand on her shoulder took her out of spiraling thoughts, her lover’s digits tight and comforting. He had power over her, he would do what he wanted to her. She just needed to stop thinking about it, and just do as she was told. That’s what makes her happy, simply sating her brother’s desires. Still, the unknown is a powerful fear. Her voice wavered, “P-Permission to speak, master?”
“Go.” Was the curt reply.
“W-What are you going to do to me? All I wish is to know.”
His silver eyes lingered on hers as she glanced back, standing before the chair. His lips curled to a faint smile, “Nothing you haven’t done before. Now hold still.”
Letting out a shaky breath, Tekla was satisfied with that. With her mind eased, she returned to the duty of being her brother’s perfect plaything. No matter how painful it was. He had picked something up out of sight, a thick tube of some kind. After walking near the chair and some strange ports in the wall with stenciled letters blocked by his form, one end of the roll of hose was connected. She only noticed as he turned back to face her, that the other end of the line was a pear of anguish. Essentially a metal torture device pretending to be a buttplug, a metal bulb atop a cylindrical base with a keyhole, the bulb split open into ‘petals’ as the base was keyed. These petals opened wider and wider, locking the entire thing inside whatever it was in, while being quite agonizing.
Tekla was familiar with them. “Which hole, master?” Was all she said with a slightly low tone. She was loyal, but still felt pain.
“Ass, you dumb bitch. You’re in labor.” Came Kelt’s quick response. She felt him step up behind her, felt a big hand take a good grope of her ass, then pull it apart to reveal her clenched tailhole. There was little hesitation before she felt the kiss of cold metal on her rim, then the fire and torture as it pushed inside without any lube. A steady pace crammed the buttplug inside her in mere moments, the cunt under it twitching as spasming as this happened while her cervix strained. When it stopped pushing its pain deeper, it began to open. Spreading out behind her rim, it unfurled to terrible heights of misery as her rectum was stretched. Just as she felt something was going to rip, it stopped, Kelt knowing her limits perfectly. What she didn’t expect was the slight hiss of the base inflating, stretching her sphincter around it. 
A true cry of agony echoed about the space before that stopped, every fiber of her asshole stuffed and screaming. A small pat to her back gave her the go-ahead that Kelt was done, and she quickly went to the chair as more contractions hit her amid the unforgiving anal pain. Heaving breaths of labor followed as Kelt went around to strap her in, loops going around her wrists, ankles, and buckles just under her heavy tits. When he was done, she could wiggle, but nothing more. Even that brought discomfort, the extended plug inside her shifting as she did, tail resting over the tube leading to it.
Whimpers and sniffles accompanied her taxed body, legs locked spread, she began to endure the well known pain of birth. She began leaning back as Kelt lowered the seat’s backrest, setting her up for a more effective birthing position. He left her vision as he walked away, only returning to perception once Kelt switched something, a puttering hum sounding within the walls. She glanced around, trying to see him, noticing him by the ports on the wall. The very same holes which the tube up her butt lead to. She couldn’t fully turn to see him, only half his toned form showing as he held some form of controls hanging from the ceiling. But she did, however, see what was stenciled to the wall-port her colon was plugged into.
“Sewage.” Was printed in bold ink beside it, just as a horrid colored sludge began to fill the clear passage. Winding closer and closer to her rear. Her breathing quickened, and she returned to looking dead ahead until a terse shout came from her unborn child moving through her body. Well, her brother was right. Nothing she hadn’t done before. Kelt had noticed her discovery of course, very much so in tune with his twin. “Not just any sewage, toilet. Yours. All my waste goes into you, and you go into the tank outside.”
She froze, or as best she could during labor. Kelt actually chuckled. “Yes. Every single ounce of waste we’ve both produced since moving in is in that tank, from me to you. It’s underground, as you know. And right outside these walls. It was only logical to build the pump system into this room. But there it goes, heading closer to the hole most of it came from. But now, it’s been sitting out there for weeks. Stewing, fermenting, rotting.”
Tekla’s breathing increased as she fought the urge to look at the progress of sludge winding closer to her strained asshole, nasty looking colors and pieces, with terrible consistency. Kelt returned to her side, a hand caressing her face. “There’s likely maggots in there, you know. If you weren’t so valuable, I’d like to see what would happen if I kept you plugged for the long term. Perhaps one of the fates for our many children, dear breeder. You’ve shaped up to be quite the meat factory.” 
Even without sight, the mechanical hum of the pump imparted her doom, knowing it was getting closer and closer to flowing right into her. But what brought the most duress was the new restraint Kelt looped around her neck, tight enough to snugly fit her fur, but not bite the skin. This belt felt noticeably smaller than those binding her limbs, almost cord-like instead. As usual though, Kelt made sure she wasn’t left guessing for too long. He generally informed her of everything, loyalty wasn’t built upon lies after all.
He patted her cheek tenderly. “The chair you are upon is a garrote. Well, the wire around your neck specifically is. What this device does is slowly tighten the band, gradually strangling you. I opted for one that had both manual and motorized, as well as a few other tricks you won’t see. This is just one of many execution platforms in this room, though one of the few that have non-lethal capacity. I figured a little oxygen deprivation was just the edge you needed for a happy birthing.”
Tekla did her best not to hyperventilate, though her efforts were in vain as a cold mushy sensation sparked in her gaped asshole. It got worse immediately, spreading deeper, a semi-solid mass pushing up her anus like a terrible dildo. But it went far further than a mere dildo would, working deeper ever so slowly, inch by inch the waste piled up in her guts before getting enough pressure to move on. Kelt’s gentle tone explaining his torture and the soft touch of his fingers helped more than one might think, the mother shivering atop the chair as her baby worked its way out of her womb and her innards were flushed with pure rotten sewage.
Then, just as he said, the wire around her neck began to tighten ever so gradually. This entire experience was right out of Kelt’s playbook. To purely overwhelm his sister with disgust, pain, and purpose. He watched the wire shimmer around her neck, knowing it would only truly begin to impact in a few minutes, and he knew she would have a limited time after that. He trusted his perfect understanding of her body to avoid an accident, but Kelt was no fool, the chair had a heartbeat monitor in the arms. If it dropped too low, the garrote would be snapped open.
He watched his motherly sibling gasp and choke, more out of labor pains than the band around her neck. Her shapely body tightened, muscles tensed as Kelt brought a bucket to rest under her puffy cunt. He watched her hoodless pussy pulse and twitch, red and leaking clear fluid. Just then, it spread, bulged a bit. Before the brother knew it, a newborn’s skull slowly began extruding from the golden sergal’s straining slit. Fur damp and matted, little limbs curled up, somewhat gross looking in all reality. The vague angled shape of the sergal head was really the only defining trait.
As Tekla writhed and grunted from the object tearing through her birthing canal, she struggled in her restraints as tears flooded her eyes. Focusing her energy on pushing, rather than yelling, the crowning newborn was almost fully free. With a clanging and a squish, the baby plopped right out into the bucket. Kelt knew newborns were bouncy, and that was only a foot drop. In all honesty, there were two things going through the standing man’s mind. How perfect this was turning out to be, and whether or not he should plug her throat with his dick before the garrote got her. Smiling with a slight shake of his head as the small space continued to ring out with his sister’s sobs, he deemed her noises of suffering should not be hindered.
And grand noises they were, shrill cries and heavy gasps as tears now ran freely. And all mixed delightfully with the wailing of the baby in the bucket. Kelt’s eyes flicked over to the pipe leading up to the back of the chair, a slow moving river of putrid wet mess forever sliding up. Tekla’s belly had shrunk finally, though not completely. The sinister air around the masculine sergal faded to one of mild curiosity. The swelling to her stretched gut was surely not from the sewage, not yet anyways.
His answer came as another pitched squeal came from his sister bound to the chair, this time a choking gurgle coming at the tail end as the garrote continued to close. Her eyes were wide and pupils thin, jaw open with face contorted in miserable strain. The final result of this pained effort, was another newborn’s head cresting out of her stretched vagina. A second child, looking much like the first, faint hints of their parent’s sandy hues. It dropped to the bucket as well, both squirming and screaming as their mother groaned and gasped. Her fingers splayed as her toes curled, her entire body being wracked with crashing waves of agony.
But finally, with both children passed through her factory cunt, she went completely limp as hoarse breathing was heard. She was not new to birthing, body clearly showing prime breeding developments as pregnancy hormones shaped her body while she carried during her teens. Kelt made sure the second another kit could gestate, he put another in her. Usually the moment after giving birth was the greatest relief in the world, but now there was a rapidly decreasing air supply and a disgusting amount of old sewage snaking up her guts. The girl who was pregnant for so long finally had her bulbous belly vanish, though some paunch remained as more fermented, moist shit continued to pump into her plugged asshole.
That paunch steadily grew, Kelt able to see the formerly stretched skin inflate with the same pace the wire closed around her windpipe. He stepped back closer, admiring her sweaty body and awful noises, most of them coming from her waste-holding gut. A quick pat went to her distending middle, gross noises emanating from deep in her insides as more discolored shit, piss, and toilet paper squelched inside her, with who knows what else going in with it. The sewage continued to pack into her, the pump’s distant hum unwavering. Focusing more on her face now, he returned to running his hand over her tearstained cheek, watching her eyes flit around with the wire tightening around her throat.
The struggle to breathe evident on her gorgeous, miserable face was pure art to Kelt. The growing lurches wracking her body as air became tighter, just like the wire digging into her neck. It was a glorious mix of everything he cherished, his sister’s pain and disgust, his own will exerted upon her. The brother stepped up, standing over her as he joyously watched her struggle, a great sigh coming as he slowly jacked off. When her curvy body once more sported a single-pregnancy belly, when her gorgeous crying face began to shift blue, that is when Kelt came. His free hand gripped her face, squishing her jaws and forcing her strained eyes to meet his. 
Pearly strands painted her face as Tekla stilled, rope after rope of endless potent seed coating her fur as her eyes grew distant. The fingers on her face spread, prodding her lips, prying her jaws open for him to plunge his entire foot of dick right into her throat. Frantic thrusts punctuated his finish, wet sloppy noises spewing out as he knotfucked the shit out of her face. After the masculine sergal’s legs tensed taut from pushing his sheath to her lips did he snarl in delight, head drifting back as his final reserve of jizz went to his sister’s sewage-inflating belly.
When he tugged his knot out of her mouth, her head lolled forward, jaws agape with a limp tongue and glassy eyes. Only the faint choked gurgles indicated she was alive, and Kelt merely caught his breath before putting a claw to the band bruising her neck. A quick snap and a hurtful slap to her face and the busty sister lurched up with a gasp. Coughs and sputters came with sorrowful groans, but Kelt merely turned away. Picking up the bucket full of two mewling kits, he made for the stairs as Tekla wheezed.
Just before he closed the door, and she realized that he was actually leaving her, he spoke. “I’ll let you stay here and finish processing the sewage. See you tomorrow.” The loud bang of the door slamming came before Tekla could form a word, left strapped to the chair with nothing but the hum of a pump and the sickening sensation of cold waste packing into her guts.
-
Had she even slept? The night was nothing but a mess to Tekla. The impending sense of puking came and never went away. Her belly grumbled and gurgled, inflated and misshapen, but it never evacuated. Tekla supposed that this wasn’t really anything too shocking to her system, waste was all she ever really ate. In a way, a curse. Feeling the bile well and rise, feeling your body scream its signals of ‘wrong’, yet her mind so easily brushed them away. The pump had stopped at some point, likely set to not go over a pressure maximum. She knew her brother, he would never risk her life while he wasn’t even there to see it.
But that only alarmed her as the door opened, and the light returned. No longer nothing but the cold chair and the colder sludge being warmed into chunky grease inside her. He stood tall and proud as usual, light beaming in around him. A twisted angel, the ivory and gold man slowly approached. A purposeful stride, icy eyes set, he stood before her weak form in but a moment. Tekla didn’t want to register that a whole night had passed without sleeping, but she didn’t get the choice as Kelt paced around her, eyeing her and the tube leading to her seated rear.
“How’s your ass? The plug hold everything open without leaking?”
Sputtering the girl tried to think above her exhausted and worn mind. “Y-Yes… master. It… hurts, to be stretched open so much.”
“Good.” Was the curt reply. He placed a hand on her expansive belly, back to what it was before birth. “I see you weren’t able to process much. We’ll have to work on that after you’re punished for failure.”
Tekla could barely lift her head. “Y-Yes, master.”
In simple motions performed no more casual than getting dressed, Kelt knelt behind the chair and began unwinding the painfully spread metal pear lodged in his sister’s tailhole. Her mind drifted, not fully conscious, yet the horrible contents of her insides held her hostage to reality. With a clank, she dully realized the pipe had been disconnected from the plug up her ass, but relief did not come. The metal pear in her ass remained, and though its petals had shrunk some, the inflated portion at her rim still remained achingly wide. Nothing poured out, likely some kind of one-way valve in the custom plug.
A blink, eyes closed for longer than usual. When she opened them, she was being carried up the stairs. Nothing could stop her eyes from drifting shut again. Before she knew it, she was in Kelt’s office. A fairly simple space in the mountain lodge, a motorized standing desk with an assortment of monitors, a few bookshelves beside the big window revealing a vast rolling scene of forested hills.
Familiar softness graced the edge of her weary mind, looking down to see herself placed atop a big fuzzy dog-bed. That happened to be under his desk, and right in front of his chair. The ‘relief station’ as he called this spot, Tekla had a decent idea of what would happen today. He sat, legs now bordering her world as it became only his seated crotch rolling up to the desk. Shifting to her knees, the weight of her expansive gurgling belly not helping, and she stared down the sheath she knew so well. 
Familiar in the truest meaning, she pushed her angular snout forward to rest her chin on the small space of chair between his legs that wasn’t smothered with his large balls. Sending her nostrils right to the soft sack, she closed her eyes and took deep calming breaths of his smell. Kelt’s voice came from above, “In your mouth, cock-slut.” With only the hesitation from a tired mind processing the words, the goddess-figured sister took the huge orbs into her maw completely, sucking on the musky sack. She could taste that he was fresh from his morning run. His continued orders came in his powerfully soft voice. “When my balls are clean, work on the sheath, then wash my paws. After that, bring your head back up for a facefuck.”
Well, at least he was sticking to routine. Her acknowledgement came in the form of her tongue sweeping over the heft jewels cradled in her lips, Tekla closing her eyes and getting to work. At least it let her focus on something besides the rotting muck settling in her gut. Or the fate of her children. She knew they were his to use, but she did wish she could at least see them, or even better, hold them. Her one dream was to be a mother to a child, on top of a mother of a child.
-
Tekla coughed, smacking her mouth with a shiver as the last grimy swallow went down. The chill up her spine of disgust was commonplace, the taste of mud and grass on her tongue still fresh as she looked down at her brother’s spit-shined paws. The finger-like toes curled, feeling themselves, but Kelt knew Tekla would never miss a spot. Spreading his legs once more, he invited her face back to his seated crotch, balls and sheath damp and matted after a similar wash his footpaws got.
As she pushed the continued sensations of revulsion down, belly full of old sewage not helping, a paw rose to halt her final progress to position for oral use. Still typing on his computer and not bothering to look away, he idly spoke down the pet at his feet. “Face up, you’re in for a throat-swabbing.” Nodding even though he could see, she began moving as his leg moved. Only to block her again. “Actually… On second thought, bring your head in normally. Blow me.”
Tekla wasn’t sure now, Kelt usually always knew what he wanted to do to her. It was rare that he ever rescind an order, and it spoke loudly that he had a fresh idea and didn’t want to wait before trying it. Still, her unwavering loyalty and love brought her face to his sheath once more, pale pointy flesh already starting to protrude. But until something happened, she allowed herself to smile. Giving her brother a blowjob was one of the finest moments in her life. No pain or torture, just her brother’s thick cock in her mouth as she gave sensual pleasure. Her own mind easing as she eased his stress.
In this moment, the only thing she lived for was sucking dick, bobbing and twisting. Fast and slow, a gentle hand to work the balls, eye contact maintained. An expert at her craft, she slid her lips over the member with fervor and enthusiasm. Rapidly hitting his cockhead, switching to long slow gulps as she kissed the edge of his knot. He made no sound, not even flinching at pleasure that would make many cum after mere seconds. There were only her little happy moans as the wet noises of her mouth at work.
Tekla barely bothered keeping track of time during this, but Kelt knew himself too well. Sensing the rising climax, he gave a breathy command. “Stop sucking and put the tip of my dick in your nose, then stroke me off.” The sister had to blink, slowly pulling off his length with a slurp as she processed the brand new order. Well, he’s pissed up her nose before, and she usually gets fed via nasal tube anyways, it wasn’t too absurd. So, she did it. Bringing the thick pointed head to a nostril, she held it against the too-small hole and began vigorously jerking her brother off.
A hand dropped to her skull and took a harsh grip while shoving her down, ramming his dick to her nose. It couldn’t go in, but it still didn’t feel great, and ensured a seal as Kelt snarled and tensed. “Snort my fucking cum you shit-filled cunt!” Growled the manly sergal, eyes leering down as his sister’s eyes suddenly rolled back and a gag coughed out a limp mouth. She wasn’t sucking anything, but it still sounded like it. As the gurgling chokes and wheezy swallows from semen pouring through her sinuses right down to her throat reached a crescendo, white bubbles began to spew from her other nostril and out of the back of her gaping mouth.
Kelt only rumbled as he saw his efforts, smiling cruelly as he held her face down to his cock. The pulsing balls she held continued to unload right into her nose, cramming the thick seed deep into her airways in but moments. And he was far from done, displaying a fine example of his spectacular virility in the sheer volume being sent up her sinuses. Echoing noises of hollow slurps filled the room as the viscous cum worked down her face, evident discomfort on the sister’s features. Bringing a bigger smile to the brother’s face, Tekla’s scrunched as a ragged inhale sounded, sucking the jizz down her sinuses with a long snort that only brought mucousy coughs.
“Gooood bitch. That’s it, deep breaths, suck it down.” Kelt’s smile shone brightly down to the cum-snorting sister, haggard coughs with every tensing inhale. After he was confident most of it had swallowed, despite knowing there was definitely some stuck in her sinuses, Kelt grabbed her head. His hands split their focus, three fingers digging into the side of her skull, while his thumb hooked into her mouth and stretched it wide. The white froth in the back of her throat was on full display, and it only gurgled further as Kelt’s index fingers shoved into her nostrils. Her face scrunched as tears came, mouth split open, nose fucked, skull in a vice grip.
Yet Kelt’s words were spoken almost kindly. “Okay, go ahead and suck my cock again. Get it in and hold it, I just need it warmed.” The order came after he took a moment to appreciate her violated face, releasing it to sputters and coughs. Eyes glazed with her loyal sorrow, creamy jizz leaking out her nostrils, Tekla did not hesitate to once more wrap her mouth around the still-hard dick, shoving her face to his fur in a quick deepthroat. Her brother leaned back the slightest, opening the area around her pointed muzzle as she gently suckled his flesh.
“Ah, how perfect.” The masculine sergal remarked, before grabbing a pen from his desk. A smaller one, but one her wet eyes tracked as he brought it to one of her slick nostrils. Then it went in, the plastic rod plunging right into the tube still coated with cum. She had a knee-jerk reaction, but Kelt’s powerful legs around her body made sure nothing changed as he pushed the pen deeper. The farther it went, the more she shivered, garbled noises coming as her eyes rolled back and her body spasmed. When it was fully inserted beside the cap, Kelt pulled it out in a gentle manner. Before she could process that the sick pulling sensation through her nostril was over, he was pushing it back in.
“Did I ever mention that I’m going to make use of all your holes, cunt? We’re in our true home now, there’s nothing left to stop me from fully utilizing you.” He said with the sickly tender tone she craved.
-
Well, it wasn’t too bad she guessed. After the use of her nose all day long, she was fed in the usual manner. A feeding tube of nutrient paste, before a solid meal of her brother’s shit. It didn’t sit well with her, gut still bloated with old sewage, a disgusting weight that hasn’t left her ever since she birthed her children. They were gone to her, taken away, likely already used up and disposed of. Tekla wasn’t told, nor would she go against her brother and ask. When night rolled around and Kelt lifted off the comfortable seat of her face after hours of rimming him, he sent her to get cleaned up and take her nightly shower.
When the pregnant-looking milf returned, Kelt sat upon the bed’s edge with her sleeping harness. It wasn’t used everyday, but enough for her to look at it with lament. An uncomfortable assortment of robust cuffs and straps that would bind her body to a folded up position, akin to a mating press. She obediently approached, and went through the well-practiced motions of letting her master restrain her. There were moans at first, before shifting to whimpers as her body was bent and the bonds cinched tight.
In a demonstration of his power, Kelt easily picked up the folded sister, and gently placed her on the floor. She looked around confused, about to ask to speak when Kelt motioned for her to open her mouth. She followed the order before she could voice a thought, Kelt slotting a big ball-gag between her jaws. After securing the gag’s straps behind her head and around her muzzle, he gave a gentle pet over her face.
“Shh.” He said, relaxed, happy. “It’s time for your punishment for not digesting all the waste.”
Tekla blinked, shifting slightly as the rubbery taste of the gag offset the lingering slickness in the back of her mouth that carried the taste and smell of Kelt’s asshole.
He went on, standing, going to the padded storage bins under a three pane window, doubling as a couch. Since it was on the other side of the large bed, Tekla had no clue what he was grabbing. She could hear him though. “You’ll be sleeping on the floor tonight, pet. And I’ll be trying to help bolster your digestion efforts. I am not surprised your gut is unable to handle the old sewage, but I will have to remedy that.”
The masculine sergal returned, sandy fur and white countershades on full display as he knelt by her again. He had some kind of pad with him, about the size of a computer screen. A heated blanket. Tekla was still on the floor, body held still as her feet went behind her head. A tired pussy was clear on her upturned hips, her perfect plugged asshole on display under the slightly gaped slit. But the most prominent was the bulging belly, and it was here that Kelt wrapped in the blanket. It had some straps that he linked to her harness, keeping it centered on her sludge-filled middle.
Every hour the waste spent inside her, it got worse. What was first cold and chunky, now heated to a greasy swill packed into her guts. With this entire day of it remaining inside her, tingles and cramps came, some parts getting a slight burn to them. As the pad heated up, right on her stuffed belly, the sewage inside her began to heat as well. Tekla had to put her head on the cold wood floor, focusing on the ceiling as the sense of rising disgust worked up her neck. It resulted in a heave, nothing coming out but a sick belch.
Kelt patted her blanketed stomach, humming inquisitively. “We’ll see if adding another heat source will speed up the decomposition, it should increase the rate of breakdown. You will likely have a lot of rising gas during the process, so I made sure to give you the ball-gag instead of the horse cock one. You’ll still have to burp through your nose, but it should be only a bit less arduous.” He sounded too casual, too normal in his tone, looking down at his restrained twin and her covered, bloated belly.
Then the subtle tone of delighted sadism returned. “Now it’s time for your punishment, septic-tank.” 
A muffled “Hng?” of worry came from Tekla’s gagged mouth, but Kelt was already off getting more supplies. When he came back, she could tell there was interest in her pussy. His hands grabbed her mound, peeling her lips open, probing the warm slit. Of course, nothing went inside, her cunt was for breeding only. Until cold hard plastic slid up her opening, then right past it. Tekla froze as it landed right at her urethra. She tried to look up, but with her heavy collar linked to her ankle-cuffs and her head resting on her paws, that wasn’t an option. Instead she could only start breathing fast as Kelt gradually applied pressure.
The funnel was thin, long, and with enough effort, had no trouble breaking into his slave-twin’s pisshole. A muffled shriek sounded, the ball-gag squeaking as she bit down on it. Still Kelt pushed deeper, sending three inches of the plastic cone into her small passage. She writhed in the restraints, clinking clacks coming from all the metal rings and chains. Until Kelt pushed no more, stopping at those three inches.
Heavy breathing filled the room, his face calm and pleased. Ears rising in delight, he pulled the small trigger just under the wide part of the funnel, watching Tekla jump rigid as the plastic neck inside her stretched wider. “MMM! MHGMGM!” The busty sergal let out loud exclamations of pain, features scrunching as an object enlarged in a place where no object should be. The rattling of her restraints was music to Kelt’s ears. Alas, it ended with a click as the funnel reached full width inside her, the pipe about as big as his middle finger lodged firmly in her urethra.
He gave his toy a moment to regain herself, wanting her to be fully there for when the punishment actually began. After all, this was all for her suffering. Kelt had to cruelly smile, hearing her large belly grumble under the heated blanket, a reminder of all he was currently putting her through. When her breathing stabilized in the slightest, he firmly held the funnel in her tiny hole as he took a scoop of sand from the bag behind him. There was no flourish as he poured it in, no flourish as once more Tekla’s beautiful bound body convulsed. This was not a direct pain, but a deep striking discomfort as the grainy particles filtered down to her urethra, piling at the entrance to her bladder.
Just a minuscule pinch of sand would be enough to make her filled with terrible sensation, but Kelt just began pouring a second scoop into the funnel. Her articulated toes curled around her skull, the wet fur around her eyes from the urethral insertion began to brim with tears again. Her whines sang through the space, tones of misery and torture. Before Kelt added any more, he made sure to twist the funnel in her pisshole, making sure it all went in while the sand ground against her walls.
“Your squirms are wonderful, paintoy.” Kelt cooed to the girl on the floor, standing at her raised crotch. He lifted one of his own paws, and hovered it over the wide funnel shaking as she quivered. “But I think I can hurt you a bit more.” Kelt’s foot came crashing down over the funnel, hammering it deeper and right into her bladder, spearing the virgin space with a cold scream from the sister below him. Now the wide brim of the funnel was pushed right up to her pussy, folds spread around the sides. It moved with her gasping breaths, pulsing as she clenched from the grinding sand in her body.
Then Kelt just poured the rest of the bag in the funnel for the hell of it. It was only a pound of sand, it’d fit a sergal’s stretchy bladder for sure. There were no more screams from Tekla, no more shrieks. Just quiet wet sobbing from her gagged, crying face. The sand flowed quickly, dropping easily to the large space of her bladder. The gravity and upturn to her openings from her mating-press position was perfect for this, enabling the bag to fully drain to his sister’s body. All the more she squirmed and groaned as the grains settled, filling her orifice.
Keeping the funnel in her abused urethra, Kelt dropped over his sister’s restrained body. Face brought close to hers, skull cradled in her own foot paws as watery eyes stared at his. Assuming the male portion of the mating press, Kelt clutched his sister. Their noses together, warm fur pushed close, his powerful form draped over hers. His hands grabbed her, running over her shaky muscles, brushing through her fur as claws dug into the skin. He raised himself in the slightest, resting his chin on her brow. With his hips nestled against her nethers, his sheath landed perfectly at the funnel.
Kelt stared deep into Tekla’s eyes as he began pissing. The flow streamed from his sheath, swirling around the plastic before dropping down into the sand-filled space. He felt his toy’s breathing quicken, her eyes squeeze shut as the terrible grains clumped and mushed with the lance of urine pouring into her own bladder. His strong digits clasped around her face, a crushing weight in his hold as he moved his lips to one of her eyes. With all the tender love and care she had come to expect from him, Kelt began to spit on her lidded pupils.
Confronted with two burning fluids, saliva irritating a delicate eye and piss worsening the sand in her body, Tekla gave a gagged scream. Writhing under his body, rubbing against him had no effect as another hock sent globs of drool to her orb, quickly getting bloodshot. His stream was constant, high powered, Tekla knowing just how tuned his release was to be difficult to handle. He would close his valve when the funnel filled, letting it work down into the wet sand, moisture spreading to the whole clump nested inside her.
His voice brought her mind above the misery of this experience, shaking and crying as his warmly cold tone spoke to her agonized face. “What a perfect first experience of me pissing in your bladder. I wanted to make it special for you, really make you squirm.” And squirm she did, the sand turning solid yet just as gritty, a mass weighing her bladder down in a terrible discomfort she could not conceive. The flowing gold into her only increased the weight, made her feel the lining stretch as it struggled to contain the volume from a larger bladder. The familiar searing tingle of his acidic urine added to the burns from the grit, micro scratches getting tortured from the fluid.
Tekla wasn’t able to tell when he stopped pissing, mind swarmed with pain and torment. But she was able to register his possessive grasp leave, his tightly clutching fingers loosen and vanish. Breaking her eyes open, she saw him kneeling over her. With no other words or gestures, he slid her under the bed. 
She was looking around frantically as the darkness from the bed’s underside eclipsed her vision, squirming in her restraints, features mixed with suffering and the nausea induced from the cooking excrement in her intestines, the blanket’s heating element set to max atop the packed belly. But the sister was pushed out of sight quite quickly, a funnel still lodged in her pisshole, half full of golden fluid slowly draining. With a happy breath, Kelt padded over to flick off the lights before hopping under soft blankets and enjoying the muted whimpers of his sister under the bed.

