

Three months had passed since the sisters were brought in. Greg was sitting at the middle of the stairs when the door flew open. Master saw him rush down and away and into our room. He growled and walked in. He grabbed Greg by his neck, “What the fuck did I say about the stairs?” He scowled. He pulled Greg out of the room and locked his collar to an eyebolt in the hallway and left the basement. He returned minutes later with a baseball bat. I watched from the girls room door as he hit his legs with the baseball bat. Each hit caused him to cry and scream in pain. Kinsley and I cringed with each hit, even more on the hits that broke his bones. The cracking bone sounds were loud, almost louder than Greg’s screams.

By the time Master was finished, Greg’s legs were bleeding and misshaped. Blood had pooled on the floor. Master released him from the wall. His hindpaws hit the floor and he instantly collapsed to the floor, agonizing screams of pain escaped his mouth, while holding his legs.

“I warned you all not to get on the stairs. Next time, I won’t be breaking legs, it’ll be your god damned fucking neck.” He scowled and left the room.

I ran up to Greg and looked at him. His legs were already swollen and black. His lower hindlegs were misshaped. Greg tried to stand up but screamed and cried from the pain. He passed out just seconds later. Kinsley rushed over and helped me carry him to our bed.

A couple of hours later Master’s doctor friend came back over and put my brothers legs in casts. His legs were broken and cracked in multiple places. After the doctor left Master came back into the basement and up to Greg. “I hope your ass doesn’t rip again. You’ll be getting fucked by many furs to pay me back for the doctor visit.” He scowled. “And it starts soon, broken legs or not.” He added and left the basement slamming the door.
***

Master didn’t lie about his promise, over the next four
 months Greg was visited by two to six furs everyday. Depending on how many Master had lined up, the clients had time with him from two hours to eight hours. If it was only two that he had, Greg was being raped in eight hour sessions. They would usually take turns every hour. Us girls weren’t immune from the rape either. Kinsley and Addilyn were subjected to their first rape by someone other than Master. They quickly learned not to struggle and fight with any of them after they both got beaten multiple times by our clients and then again by Master after the clients left. Kinsley received her first broken bones, she bit a lion, her own species. He beat the shit out of. We all heard the loud snap of her left arm. Then a series of smaller snaps, every finger on both paws. He snapped every knuckle joint closest to her paw. Master stood there and watched it take place. He knew that she bit him. Master told the lion to beat the ever-living fuck out of her, to teach her a lesson, but not to kill her. The doctor came and fixed her up, six agonizing hours later, as she continued being raped by four others.

A few asked for Naya, but as promised, Master said she was off limits to the dismay of them. Master even turned down a five thousand dollar offer for Naya’s virginity one day. He told the fur that her virginity belonged to him and he was going it rip her tiny little pussy wide open while I would be forced to watch.

It was so much more brutal for us now. When it was just Greg, Naya and me, we’d have clients maybe four to five times a week. Now it’s daily. And it was all day constantly, and many times it drug into the night. We would doze off between clients, which, if we were lucky would be ten minutes to half an hour between each client. I felt so sorry and bad for Kinsley and Addilyn, they were constantly getting raped, one after another after another. Both of them had their first double penetration. I can’t even describe the screams they let out, especially Addilyn when she had two horse clients. I think Addilyn had it worse than anyone else, due to her being so small. It only made me cry for Naya if, no… when it happens to her. I’d do anything to stop her from having to go through this. In the meantime, she would sit in the corner or from out in the hallway and cry while she watched me and Greg being raped.

Master would always stay in the basement now to ensure that no one tried anything stupid with any of us. He had killed a third fur, a cougar who almost killed Kinsley by choking her. Master heard her constant gasps and walked into the room. He saw his paws around her neck. Her face was almost solid blue. He pulled him off of her, ripping his dick out of her. He slammed his head on the ground four times, cracking his skull wide open. Blood ran everywhere from the huge pool. He left the cougar laying on the floor for the day, as a warning to the other clients. Master also upped the price of us, from $100 to $1000 for me, Greg and Kinsley, while Addilyn went for $1500. Even though she was more expensive she had almost as many clients that Greg and I had combined.

It was hell. Total and complete hell. I had to survive to get back home to daddy with Greg and Naya. I HAD to get back home. I only hoped that we would get to go back home. I knew deep down, though, I would never see daddy again. But I still didn’t give up the hope of seeing him again.
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