

I was shaken awake by Greg. We both assumed it was the next morning, but we really didn’t know what time of day it was. There were no windows or anything that showed us the outside. So we called it morning anyway. We waited in that basement for many hours, the house silent other than our groans of hunger and thirst. The hours passed without anything happening above. We cautiously moved up the stairs and tried to open the door, it was locked. We kicked it and beat on it but it didn’t budge. We only hurt our paws doing this. The door was solid wood. After many attempts to escape from the room from the door we headed back down to the cardboard and laid down. I laid in front of my brother and he wrapped his arms around my chest and hugged me tightly. We both wanted to cry but was unable to produce tears and we didn’t know why. Many hours passed, I was too exhausted, too weak and too hungry to move anymore, so I ended up peeing myself. Greg wasn’t mad since he had done the same. Our underwear, shorts and shirts were extremely dirty and messy. We begin to smell ourselves and we had only been here for maybe two or three days, we weren’t sure. But there was another smell that started overpowering our body odor, the smell of our pee and shit in the corner. The day drug on quite very slowly. Neither of us have ever been this bored. Was this what being dead felt like? Just waiting around for whatever to happen next? I felt like I was going to go insane. Greg and I talked occasionally but it usually didn’t last long since there was little to talk about. After a short nap, we slowly walked around the basement trying to find anything to help us escape. We only found a couple dozen small rocks and pebbles. We decided to use them for games. Instead of marbles, we used rocks. We picked out the two largest rocks and used them for the shooters. It wasn’t as easy as if we had marbles, but it was more fun trying to hit anything with these bumpy rocks. They would hit the ground and go in a different direction most of the time. We spent a few hours on and off playing. We eventually laid back down and ended up falling asleep.

We were woken up by being pulled up into the air. The Mastiff had returned. Both of us scared and shaking. I probably would have pissed myself again, but we haven’t had anything to drink or eat since the afternoon that they cubnapped us. After getting our attention he dropped us to the floor without a word said and left the room. Maybe an hour later he walked back in and threw us a bag from McAnimals. “Enjoy it, it’s all you’ll have for a while.” He said. He handed us two large cups filled with water and left the room. We tore into the bag filled with hamburgers. We ate what we could and drunk out of one cup saving the other one for later. Between the two of us we drunk the first cup. Afterwards we felt better, but knew it wouldn’t last. While we ate we listened to the Mastiff curse and drag something heavy across the floor. We heard ripping sounds as well. We figured he was just tearing towels or something up but of course we had no idea what he was doing. Later he stormed back into the basement and tossed us a couple of towels and a couple of buckets, one of them filled with water. “Clean your shit up. I’m tired of smelling it upstairs.” He scowled. “Don’t even think about using the water to clean yourself or drink from it, it has cleaning chemicals in it.” He added. We nodded and cleaned up the area, both of us gagging and coughing at the smell. The Mastiff watched us while we cleaned the area up.

“What’s your name?” My brother asked.

“Shut the fuck up twat.” He replied.

“Fuck you too.” My brother replied tossing the towel at him.

The Mastiff rushed up to Greg and grabbed him by his neck and punched him in the face then again and again and again and another three times before throwing him into the wall where he fell to the floor. I just stood there watching, unable to do anything but stare at him laying on the floor. He tried to stand up but fell back down whimpering. As soon as he hit the floor the Mastiff picked up the bucket that we dumped the stuff into then walked up to my brother and poured it over Greg’s head. “When I tell you to shut up, shut the fuck up.” The Mastiff scowled throwing the bucket down hitting my brother in the head. I ran up to my brother and placed his head in my lap. He laid there crying and holding his face and leg where it hit the wall. The Mastiff rushed up to me and pulled me away by my hair. I screamed and kicked as he pulled me to the cardboard, he ripped my clothing off and pushed my body against the wall, he pushed his dick into my vagina. I screamed out in pain while he violently thrusted in and out for minutes. My throat hurt and head hurt from him pulling my hair down and head backwards, I was staring up at the ceiling. Soon he moaned out “I’m cumming. I’m cumming in your tiny tight pussy.” He rammed his dick in me hard, going in as much as he could. I felt his warm fluid flow into me as I cried out in severe pain. His knot threatening to push into my vagina. As soon as he finished he pulled out and dropped me to the floor. I laid there crying in pain. My almost tattered panties hung on my left leg and were splattered with the white goo. “You’re going to take so much of my cum.” He said while smiling at me. I learned at this time that the white goo was called cum. Even though dad had told us about sex, he never called it cum, only sperm or semen. The Mastiff walked back over to Greg and bent down over him. My brother curled up into a ball and scooted away. “Because your little stunt, you can kiss food goodbye for five days. Not just you, but your sister too. Maybe next time you’ll keep your fucking mouth shut when I tell you to.” He said then left the room. After a short time Greg stood up and limped over to me. He sat down and pulled me towards him. I gagged at the smell on him, but I didn’t push away from him. We needed each other at this time. I grabbed the full water cup and washed Greg’s face off, so hopefully he wouldn’t get an infection. However, I had used half of the full cup to do so, but it was more than worth it to protect him. I needed him and he needed me. We laid down and drifted to sleep. Some time later we were woken up by an unknown sound. After getting our bearings we looked up at the door and saw the Mastiff standing there just watching us. We froze in place and just stared back at him. He finally left the room and we exhaled deeply.

“I’m so sorry that I got us into this Brae.” Greg said crying.

“It’s not your fault Greg. It was mine for wanting to ride our bikes for longer. I should have listened to you. But we’ll get through this together.” I replied.

“I hope dad finds us soon.” Greg said.

“Me too.” I replied and laid back down. Greg placed his arm around me and pulled me against his body.
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