Friday June 30, 2017



Mindy sat on the toilet at Targanimals. Her pants and panties were pulled down around her ankles. Tears flowed from her eyes and her face contorted trying to hold back from crying or at least too loudly. In her left paw she held a pregnancy test applicator which was positive. On the toilet paper holder sat three other test applicators, all positive. Two ripped opened pregnancy test boxes littered the floor around her hindpaws. Two more sealed boxes sat next to the other used test applicators.


“No. No. NO!. This. This can’t be happening. It’s all a dream! This is all a dream. Wake up Mindy, WAKE UP!” She cried out. The 
twelve year old mink slowed her breathing, taking in deep long breaths, as the restroom door creaked open. She sat there and listened to two sets of paw-steps on the floor.


“Can you believe what Scotty did last night?” One asked.


“Actually yeah I can, he’s scum and should just kill himself,” the other replied.


“Yeah he should. He put Laura in the hospital for no reason,” the first replied and entered the stall next to Mindy.


“Hey are you almost done in there? I need to piss!” The second asked knocking on the door of the stall. This restroom has three stalls, but one was out of order. The other was occupied by her friend.


“G-Go away,” Mindy said and started quietly sobbing.


“Jeez. Calm down kid, no need to cry about it,” the first girl replied.


“FUCK OFF AND DIE!” Mindy scowled and wiped the tears from her eyes with her arm.


“Jeez, whatever kid,” the second replied and entered the out of order stall.


“So anyway, he beat her just because she was talking to another guy,” the first said.


“I can’t believe that he’s still out and walking around,” the second one replied.


“He’ll get what’s coming to him soon. Either arrested or beaten by someone, hopefully he dies,” the first replied.


“What am I going to do? My parents are going to kill me,” Mindy said quietly. The pitter-patter of urine hitting the water in the next stall was deafening in the now near quiet restroom, the only other sound was the second girl tapping her hindpaw on the floor. Minutes passed and finally the two girls left. Mindy sighed while standing up. She bent over and pulled her panties up then her pants. She picked up the four test applicators and pushed them into her pocket. She stepped up to a sink and stared at herself in the mirror. Her face fur was matted from tears. She looked down and lifted her shirt up slightly. Her belly showed signs of pregnancy, just a tiny, small bump from the litter within her womb. She ran her left paw over the bump and gasped taking in a quick deep breath. She looked back at the mirror and stared as her flat-chest rose and fell with her shirt. She lowered her shirt then ran water into her paw. She splashed her face as she thought about that weekend almost five weeks ago.
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�Mindy, Mink, 12 years old.





