

It was a warm summer day, it was June 13, 1987. My brother and I were riding our bikes up and down the gravel road of the trailer park we lived at. My brother is Greg, he is just five days away from being 10 years old. I’m Braelynn and I am 8
 years old. Our dad allowed us to play outside unsupervised today, so he could get some things ready for Greg’s birthday party tomorrow. A choice he would soon regret for many years to come. We were having fun riding our bikes when my brother stopped and put his paw on the ground. He turned his head to see where I was at. When I pulled up next to him, he moved his long hair behind his ear. He enjoyed having long hair, even if others more often than not would mistake him for a girl. He kept his hair long because of our dad, he has long hair too. Greg is kind of cute with his long hair, as weird as it sounds. As I came to a stop, I unsnapped my helmet and wiped sweat from my forehead before I put the helmet back on. Dad always said “safety first” while riding bikes. Not only do we both have helmets, but elbow and knee pads. Our shoe laces were tucked into our shoes to keep them from being pulled into the gears and chains.

“I think we should rest for a bit and get some water Brae.” Greg said.

“Yeah, but lets go for a few more minutes please.” I begged my brother.

After a minute or so of bickering he gave in and agreed to five more minutes. As we rode our bikes toward the main road, we noticed a car pull to a stop and two furs get out. One of them popped the hood while the other looked down the gravel road. He appeared to be watching us as we got closer. My brother and I cautiously moved up to the car, not heeding our dad’s many warnings of stranger danger. As we neared them we put our hindpaws to the ground. The guy at the hood closed it and walked up to his friend. We asked if they needed any help and that we could call for our dad. They smiled and walked up to us. Before we could do anything, they both grabbed us and quickly held our muzzles closed. We were thrown hard into the backseat of the old car. One of them pushed his way into the seat with us, while the other quickly jumped into the drivers seat, started the car and quickly started driving. While the driver was watching the rear view mirror, the other one was tying my brother and me up. When he got in, he sat down on us, his weight knocked the air out of us both. Our muzzles were taped shut, wrists and ankles tied with thick rope. It only took a minute or so for him to complete this and move off of us. He then took more rope and tied our arms behind our backs and tied them to the ankle rope, making it impossible for us to walk, run or do anything. The entire time we both where struggling trying to get loose from him, but his weight was much more than ours and not to mention way more stronger than us. He was yelling at us both to stop crying and shut up and stop moving, while he tied us up. He threatened to cut both of us with the large hunting knife he had in his paw. After he had us secured he moved into the front seat. Both of them talked about how easy it was to just take us like that. After what was probably more than an hour the passenger turned around and looked at us. I saw his right paw… Then darkness.

I was woken up by my brother rolling up against my body. When I came to my senses we were both still tied up, however the tape was removed from our muzzles. The room was dark, damp and clammy but not quite hot.

“Shh. Talk quietly.” My brother whispered.

“Okay.” I whispered. “My head hurts really badly.” I added.

“Mine too. The guy hit us with something.” My brother replied as I started tearing up from the severe pain in my head.

“Where are they?” I asked.

“I don’t know. But if they come back, just act like your still knocked out.” He said.

“Okay.” I replied.

We laid on the cold concrete floor for what seemed to be hours. We could hear pawsteps above us moving from one place to another and back occasionally, they would pass by the door. We could see a sliver of light was peeking through the bottom and it would darken as they moved. We heard pawsteps once again but this time it stopped at the door, which opened seconds later. Blinding white light filled the dark room, blinding us. We could hear the creaking of the wood stairs, then paws tapping on the concrete floor heading up to us. We both acted like we where still knocked out, but the guy didn’t buy it. “I know you’re both awake.” He said. But we still didn’t open our eyes or say anything. All of a suddenly I cried out in pain with a loud thump and a crack. My eye’s flew opened and started crying in pain. He kicked me hard enough to break three of my right ribs. My brother opened his eyes but said nothing.

“Good I’ve got both of your attention. You play nicely and you might just make it out of here alive and not in trash bags.” He said with a grin.

“What do you want from us?” My brother scowled, while I was still crying and trying to breath from the severe pain.

“You’re a fucking boy?!” He shouted.

“Yeah, I am.” My brother replied.

“Motherfucker.” He said then kicked my brother in the face knocking him out.

I was in too much pain to try to do anything or say anything. I laid there staring at my brother, his nose bleeding badly and it looked like it was distorted. The bastard had broken my brothers nose with that single kick. The Golden Retriever bent down over me and smiled. “You’re quite a pretty little husky. We’re going to have a lot of fun with you. I guess your brother can just watch while he’s tied up or chained to the wall.” He said and laughed. He reached in his pocket and pulled out a small knife. He cut the ropes on my wrists but left it on my ankles. He moved over to Greg and held the knife to his throat. Blood poured out of both of his nostrils in a steady stream. My eyes widened and I screamed at him.

“Please don’t hurt my brother.” I begged.

“So, you can talk. You have quite the beautiful voice as well.” He said. “Okay. I won’t hurt your brother … for now. If he causes us problems, I’ll slice his fucking throat open and you can watch him bleed to death while gasping for air. Understood?” He added. I nodded and started tearing up again. He stood up and left the room locking the door.

Doing my best to ignore the pain in my chest, especially while inhaling, I scooted over to my brother and shook him and called out his name. I spent the next few minutes trying to wake him up and get his nose to stop bleeding. But being only eight years old, I had little knowledge in such things. Before I could do much the door flung open and I saw two figures coming down the stairs, this time one of them turned on the light in the room. They came up to us where I cowered over my brother trying to protect him from them. I let out the best growl that I could, but again my young age and me being scared prevented me from doing much, instead of a loud deep growl it was more of a squeak, as if from a mouse or rat. The older of the two, a Mastiff, grabbed me by my shirt and flung me about ten feet away as if I was nothing. He then picked up my brother by his shirt, his body hung in the air limp.

“I’m telling you, this cub is a boy. Sounded just like a boy. And she even said leave my brother alone.” The Golden Retriever stated.

The Golden Retriever grabbed hold of Greg’s shorts and pulled them down along with his underwear reveling his wee-wee, as I called it at the time. The Mastiff let go of my brother, who fell to the floor with a thud and turned his attention to me. He walked up to me as I tried to scoot away. He grabbed me again and lifted me into the air, the Golden Retriever pulled my shorts and panties down. The Mastiff lifted me higher into the air and pulled me towards his head. I decided to play it safe and not struggle or try kicking him. I could feel his warm breath on my private area then felt wetness. I looked down and watched him lick me multiple times for ten seconds or so. I crossed my legs after snapping out of the trance. With a smile, he sat me back down to the ground. “You taste fucking great. I’m going to enjoy tearing up that tiny pussy of yours.” The Mastiff said with an evil grin. I quickly moved up against the wall away from them in fear and from being licked like that again. It was weird and definitely wrong. They talked quietly on the other side of the basement. Both would look over at my brother and then me and back to each other. After a few minutes they turned around to leave as I felt the need to pee.

“I. I need to pee.” I said.

“Piss and shit in the corner. The cardboard is where you both will be sleeping. No covers and no pillows either, so don’t fucking ask.” The Mastiff said and the two of them left the room, once again locking the door.

After they left, I pulled up my panties and shorts and moved back over to Greg to check on him. He was still unconscious. He was still breathing though as I could see and feel his chest moving up and down slowly. The urge to pee grew stronger I hopped over, since my ankles were still bound, to a corner furthest away from the cardboard on the floor. I pulled my shorts and panties down and tried to figure out how to pee without a toilet. I figured that I could put my back into the corner, pee and then stand up. That was the plan anyway. As I peed it splattered down to the floor and on my hindpaws. They removed our shoes and socks, I wondered why but shrugged it off. I went to stand up but lost my balance, due to the rope on my ankles. I fell down into the puddle and soaked up my pee into my fur on my butt. With a whimper, I worked at the knot in the rope, finally after a quite some time the rope fell loosely down to my hindpaws and I pulled it off. I stood up and pulled up my shorts and panties, which instantly got soaked from the pee in my fur. I ignored my pee soaked fur and clothing and rushed back to my brother. I struggled to get him off the cold concrete floor and onto the cardboard. He weighed around 80 pounds, more than 40 pounds than I weighed. I could barely lift 20 pounds, I was a weakling. Our mother died giving birth to me. I was premature by a month. She ended up getting a serious infection and caused her to go into labor that early. She sadly died and the doctors had to cut me out of her. Luckily I survived, but not without some side effects, but I don’t want to get into those at this time. Our dad was devastated at the loss of the one he loved. They found each other when they were younger than my brother and I. Yes, he claimed my mom when she was only six years old, well my dad was eight, that was more than 25 years ago. Speaking of our dad, he must have noticed we were missing by now. I’m scared to know what he must be going through right now. I can only hope that we will be released soon.

Greg finally woke up hours later. His nose clotted and broken. I had removed his bindings while he was still out. He was in severe pain and crying from his broken muzzle. It was distorted badly. We had to fix it, he said. After finally talking me into helping, I took hold of his muzzle and moved it back over. He screamed in agony as it was set back in place. The grinding of his muzzle bones sickened me, I vomited just feet away. After sometime he finally quieted down on crying, the pain was finally fading away. We both cuddled each other on the cardboard during the night. He was not happy about having to use the floor as a toilet, nor was I. We were not happy about going to sleep without food while our stomachs growled and hurt. If we don’t get food soon we both can and will get migraines from an empty stomach. We hoped this would end soon.
�Day 1 – June 13, 1987


�Note:





Brae: 8y


Greg: 9y 11m 26d





Birthdays





Braelynn - July 9, 1979





Greg – June 18, 1977





