

I laid on the bed while my brother tried to get my nose to stop bleeding. I accidentally bit Master while I was sucking his dick, his orgasm caused me to gag and I accidentally closed down on him. He forced my muzzle open and then punched me five times. I laid there crying and thinking about the past four months. Master said my pussy was still feeling amazingly tight even after four months of being fucked. We both knew that I was pregnant from the bump on my stomach. Yeah, I was eight years old and pregnant. I haven’t even had my first heat cycle yet, not a single pubic fur on my groin. Why would this happen to me? Why my brother and me? Why? I was always thinking those all the time. We cowered as we heard the locks click on the door. Master stepped in with a piece of wood in his paw. “What are you going to do with that … Mas…?” Greg choked out. He sat the board down and pulled Greg’s chain towards the wall and clicked his collar to the wall. He moved over to me and forced me down on the bed and chained me down to the bed. He picked up the board and raised it above his head. “NOOOOOOO!” Greg and I both screamed.” He swung the board down and hit me in my stomach. After ten hits he unhooked us. “You’re no longer pregnant, Whore.” He said, then unhooked us then left the room. Greg rushed up to me and held me as I cried in pain. It didn’t take long until the bed was soaked with fluid and blood. Shortly after I screamed out in pain as goo and something else came out of my vagina. I had a miscarriage due to being beaten by the board. An hour later Greg helped me to the bathroom and we cleaned up. A few hours later I finally stopped bleeding and the pain faded away. Master came back and gave us a little bit of food. We devoured it in less than a minute.  We were both much lighter and thinner than we were when he cubnapped us. A few hours after that, he came back in. He locked Greg to the wall and proceeded to rape me. It hurt really bad this time, worse than any over time. The first time he raped me it hurt but this, this felt like I was being stabbed. Not even the 2x4 hurt this bad. I cried and begged him to stop. I tried crawling away. He pulled me back towards him, he pulled out to just his tip and slammed back in as hard as he could. His knot pushed through and instantly swelled inside, locking us together for the next half hour. He cummed multiple times, filling me more than full, expanding my front a bit. When he finally left, Greg rushed over and pulled me up onto the bed completely. He ran into the bathroom and grabbed some toilet paper. Master pulled his knot out, ripping my vagina open just a bit. Brother held me while I cried myself to sleep.
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