Day 2


We both woke up the next morning from doors being slammed and loud shouting. We listened to them yell at each other for quite some time, all the while our stomachs grumbled while we held our stomachs. Our heads were pounding. We both had headaches. At some point the basement door opened up but was slammed shut violently and the yelling got more intense. After a while they stopped and the door opened up. Both of them walked down the stairs and up to us. The Mastiff took hold of my brother while the Golden Retriever grabbed me. He turned me around to face my brother, his arms over my arms and across my chest. I was unable to escape his grasp. My brother was held up in the air and his shorts and underwear stripped off. He was pushed onto the floor and his butt lifted up. The Mastiff put his knees down on Greg’s legs to hold them down. Greg struggled and screamed to be let go. With his free hand the Mastiff punched him in the back of the head. “Shut up.” He scowled then took hold of his wee-wee and lined up with Greg’s ass. Greg had no idea what was coming, his head was being held down on the floor and faced towards me. The Mastiff pushed into Greg, who instantly let out a blood curdling scream of pure pain. His butt bled while the guy continued to push in and pull out for quite some time. The Golden Retriever held my head and forced me to watch Greg be brutally raped. A few times he said my turn was coming up soon. I hung in his arms shaking and crying out for the Mastiff to stop hurting Greg, but it fell on deaf ears. Greg passed out just minutes before a white goo flowed out of his tailhole. Then the Mastiff pulled out with a grin. The white goo and blood mixed together while he laid on the floor with his legs apart and body completely limp. The Mastiff walked up to me with the evil grin. He grabbed me by my neck and the Golden Retriever pulled my shorts and panties off. The Mastiff retied my wrists and tied them behind my back and then around my stomach. He held me up and the Golden Retriever forced my muzzle open, as soon as it was open the Mastiff pushed his wee-wee into my mouth filling me completely. I couldn’t close or bite down. I wanted to bite him so badly. The Golden Retriever moved behind me and pushed his wee-wee into my vagina. I tried to scream, but with this wee-wee in my mouth I couldn’t do much. I continued crying and screaming as they raped me from both sides. The Mastiff would move between my butt and vagina every few minutes. After sometime the Golden Retriever panted out “I’m cumming.” I felt a lot of warmth inside my body. Then a massive amount of fluid filled my throat and mouth. They both pulled out. I gagged and coughed and then vomited up lots of white and clear goo. I laid on the floor crying as they stood above me, the goo dripped out of their wee-wee’s still. After a moment they both left the room leaving us down there.

I don’t know what traumatized me more, watching my brother being raped or me. All I knew is that I didn’t want that to happen again, but somehow I knew it was going to happen again and it would only get worse. I guess an hour or two passed before Greg woke up. As he came to, he cried out in pain while holding his butt with his paw. He finally looked at his paw and saw blood on it. I had moved over next to him a short time after they had left. After we calmed down a bit brother asked me to look at his tailhole. I did and it was ripped on the outside and bleeding. Over the next couple of hours it clotted and stopped bleeding. Me on the other hand, my vagina bled for many more hours, although lightly. We both knew what had happened. Our dad taught us about sex and our bodies just last year. We both knew that girls can get pregnant from sex, but was told it only happens after their first period and during heat but could happen before any of that on occasions. He explained good touches and bad touches. We were told that we should never let anyone touch our private areas or show anyone. But he never told us how to deal with furs likes these two. So Greg and I came up with a plan to try to escape. We would stay up by the door and rush out when they open it. The top of the stairs is wide and the door sat on the far left side, leaving a couple of feet of space on the right side. We sat there for hours with nothing happening. Then out of nowhere they started fighting again. We decided to not go with the plan right now and moved down the stairs back to the cardboard. We sat there listening to them. All of a suddenly there were a few loud bangs and then a thud right over top of us. We’ve heard the bangs before, gun shots from a shotgun. After the gunshots the Mastiff started yelling and cursing and pacing back and forth fast and hard. We heard a door slam and then it was silent. Later that day, we fell asleep, scared and cold.
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