

Days passed and we grew hungrier and thirstier. Each day that passed we grew weaker, our headaches became worse and turned into migraines. It was at a point where we could barely do much due to the pain of the migraines. We figured it was around four, maybe five days since we last ate. The Mastiff was at least nice enough to let us have a little water everyday, just twice a day, many hours apart. At some point during the day Greg stood up and rushed into the corner, I followed him and watched as he squatted down. With a pained grunt he released nothing but fluid out. Later that day, I had the same experience, it wasn’t fun for either of us. We were malnourished and it caused our diarrhea which led to being more dehydrated. Our fur was extremely matted with everything, it would sometimes hurt if we moved our fur too much. Our rears and crotches was matted with feces and piss. It was a hardened mess. It was bad enough that the Mastiff didn’t want to rape us. Instead he forced us to suck him until he cummed. He would often send his dick down our throat, causing us not to be able to breath, until we made him cum. At least it was something in our stomachs but it really didn’t help much. It usually made it worse since we would most likely vomit it all up and lose more water. Throughout the day, we heard pounding upstairs, it sounded like hammering. It made both of us quite nervous, wondering what he was up to. But as long as he wasn’t down here, that was fine with us. The mastiff would sometimes open the door and check on us. I guess he might be worried that we were trying to escape. I wish we were able to.
***


A few more days passed when the door flew open. The Mastiff rushed down the stairs and up to us with a pistol in his paw. He covered his nose with his paw at the horrendous smell. We quickly backed up against the wall, scared of what he was going to do.

“Get up.” He commanded. We did as told and stood up. He waved the gun towards the open door and commanded use once again. “Walk in front of me. Run, yell or do anything stupid, I’ll kill you. Understood?” He said. We both nodded and headed upstairs. We came out of the door into a small hallway. “Go right.” He commanded pushing the gun into my neck. I whimpered from the cold metal and did as told. At the end of the short hallway, we stepped into the living room with a small kitchen. The sun filled the house with light, nearly blinding us. The Mastiff told us to stop in the middle of the living room. “See that door there? Left of the kitchen? That’s the door to the outside. You won’t be seeing this door again. Either of you try to escape, I’ll stab you and watch as you slowly and painfully die. The other will be brutally tortured until they die. Understood?” He stated. We both nodded. He moved in between us and the door and told us to go back to the hallway. Once there he pushed us into a bedroom that was next to the basement door. We stood in the room and looked around. “Twat. Pull my pants down and suck my dick.” The mastiff said. “No.” Brother replied. He grabbed me and held the gun to my head. “Do it or I’ll blow your sisters brains out.” He scowled. I started crying and tried to get out of his arms. Greg stared at me for a moment. The mastiff pulled the hammer back and put the end against my head. “I fucking mean it twat. Do it.” He scowled. “Okay.” Greg said crying. He moved up to the mastiff and sat on his legs. He pulled the mastiff’s pants and underwear down and started sucking him. After just a couple of minutes he moaned out and filled Greg’s mouth causing it to squirt out and drip to the floor. Greg pulled back and started gagging.

After a moment the mastiff forced us into the bathroom and closed the door. He had a camera sitting on the counter. “Strip down and clean yourselves.” He commanded as he started the camera up. We obeyed him and stripped down. Our clothing was covered in shit, piss, dirt and grime. Our underwear was even worse. I was wearing white panties with a green waist band, they were now brown, yellow and black. We got the bath heated up and got in. He stood by the tub and recorded video and took pictures. It took us four hours to get clean. We had to drain and refill the tub nearly a dozen times. We ended up taking a shower to finish cleaning up. The Mastiff opened the bathroom door but turned back around. “Those clothes you can throw ‘em away. You won’t need them since they are dirty.” He said. “Under the sink is cleaning supplies, clean the tub, it’s dirty as fuck. It’s black, brown and everything else. I’ll be back in 20 minutes, if it’s not clean you’ll regret it.” He said and left the room. We listened as he locked at least six deadbolt locks. The locks were modified to require a key on both sides to lock and unlock. We opened the cabinet and so much for cleaning supplies, it’s only vinegar. We both gagged at the smell when brother opened the gallon jug. He looked at me and shook his head.

“We aren’t going to get anything cleaned with this.” He said.

“What are we going to do then?” I asked.

“Just… let’s just clean what we can. He doesn’t care about us, whatever he was going to do to us, he’ll do anyway.” He replied. We started cleaning the tub as good as we could. 

“Are you okay Greg? Your butt I mean?” I asked while we scrubbed the tub.

“It still hurts but not as bad as it was.” He replied. I wasn’t sure what to do, so I hugged him and went back to scrubbing the tub. We scrubbed so much and hard that we started sweating in the small bathroom. Halfway through cleaning the tub the door locks clicked and the Mastiff walked in to the bathroom. We both jumped and wrapped our arms around each other and huddled at the back of the tub. “Can’t even do one fucking thing I told you to do.” He said grabbing us both by our fur. He drug us into the bedroom and threw us on the bed. We both sat there shaking, both naked and scared. We watched as he knocked on the wall and then screwed in large bolts with a loop on them. He placed over a dozen of them into the wall, after each one he pulled on them hard, none of them budged. We watched and sobbed as he finished. He left the room and we heard the locks being locked. We sat on the bed for quite awhile and eventually heard the locks clicking. We quickly moved to underneath the bed and hid. The Mastiff walked in and shut the door locking it. We heard clanking as he walked to the bed. He laughed out for a few seconds. “Stupid fucking cubs, I know you’re both under the bed.” He said. Thinking he was just playing we said nothing and didn’t move. He didn’t buy it and got on the floor and looked under the bed. With a grin, he grabbed me and drug me out by my arm. I screamed and kicked at him but I couldn’t get out of his grasp. He stood up and picked up handcuffs and chains then moved over to the wall. I struggled as he put the first handcuff on my wrist and held me up against the wall, he clicked the other side into the eyebolt on the wall. Greg came out from underneath the bed and ran up to the Mastiff. “Leave my sister alone.” Greg screamed and bit his leg. The Mastiff yelped in pain and dropped me. My arm flew above my head and I came to a painful stop as the cuff held me off the ground by six inches. He grabbed Greg by his neck and threw him against the wall on the other side of the bed. Greg fell to the ground with a thud. I screamed from the pain in my shoulder and cried not to hurt my brother. My brother stood up dazed and wobbled around. With a grin, the Mastiff took my brother by the neck again. This time he wrapped both his paws around his neck and squeezed. My brother struggled to get loose but again was unable to. After a short time his body went limp. The Mastiff moved back over to me and held Greg to the wall, where he snapped handcuffs on my brothers wrists and to the wall. He placed a chain around Greg’s neck and secured them to other eyebolts. My brothers limp body sagged as the Mastiff let go of him. His head rocked side to side only being held up by the chain around his neck. I could see my brothers chest moving in and out, he was still alive. Just barely. I cried out for my brother to wake up while struggling with the Mastiff as he tried to chain me to the wall. He overpowered me and was able to do it with ease. He stepped back and I kicked my hindpaws out hitting him in the stomach. With a grin he said “Was that supposed to hurt little whore?” Before I could do anything he punched me a few times in the face. I hung there crying and bleeding. He took my body and turned me around, I was now facing the wall. My arms twisted over each other and it hurt. He pulled his clothes off and walked up to me. He was already hard and ready to go. Without issue he picked me up a little bit and then pushed me down on his dick as it split me open. I burst out screaming crying even more as he pushed me further down to his dick. He continued moving me up and down, I could feel his dick hitting something inside me and it hurt with each thrust in. After a short time, I felt the warmth inside of me again and then it squirted out on to him and the floor. He pushed in once more hard and then pulled out of me. When he let go of me, my body spun around to reveal my battered face matted with tears. “Shut the fuck up. You’ll get used to my dick soon.” He scowled. He left the room and left us hanging on the wall by our wrists and neck. My arms were above me and I had no way of stopping the pain in my shoulders. Finally my brother woke up and screamed out in pain from his shoulders being pulled. After a short time Greg looked over at me, both of us crying and sobbing. He noticed the pool of cum on the concrete floor below me.

“Again?” He asked.

“Yeah, shortly after you were knocked out.” I replied as tears fell to the floor.

“I’m going to kill him.” My brother scowled.

“Don’t Greg. We’re hurt enough. Don’t do anything to cause it to become worse. You do something to him and he makes it worse for me.” I begged and explained.

“Okay sis. I won’t.” He replied with a sigh.

We hung there for hours, the pain in our shoulders became dull as the nerves stopped responding to it.

“I have to pee.” I told my brother.

“Just go. It’s not like we can get to the bathroom.” He replied.

Not able to hold it anymore I relaxed and my bladder released it’s contents to the floor. It splashed and pooled on the floor.

Hours later the door locks clicked and the mastiff walked into the room. The Mastiff saw the puddle but said nothing. He put more eyebolts into the wall at the head of the bed. Afterwards he moved back to us and put a thick metal collar on my brothers neck and put a lock on it. The collar had a chain attached to it. He did the same for me. He opened the cuffs and we fell to the floor. I quickly moved over to my brother and we huddled in the corner. He picked up the chains and locked them to the eyebolts to the wall above the bed. He moved back to us and placed more cuffs on our ankles. We sat there not doing anything, too scared he would beat us again. “Good you’re learning.” He said with a grin. “But it’s not going to stop you from getting beaten and raped.” He added. “And you little whore…” He said placing his paw under my muzzle and raising it, “…can clean the floor up.” He finished and then punched me across my face. I placed my paw on my face and cried. My brother had fire in his eyes glaring at the Mastiff. “You’re quite the protective big brother.” He said. “You’re going to have fun here as well. Once you start taking multiple dicks in your ass. Both of you.” He laughed out. “Let me show you how these work.” He said as he grabbed my brothers chain and pulled him away from me. He hooked Greg’s ankles to the eyebolts at the bottom with the wall and lifted him up and secured his wrists to more eye bolts. My brother’s body was spread out, in an x shape, against the wall, at least his hindpaws were sitting on the ground. He looped Greg’s collar to the wall so he couldn’t move his head away from the wall. He moved back over to me and pulled me to the bed. He chained my hindpaws to the bed and wrists to the top of the bed, my body also in an x position. He then moved on top of me and pushed in. He thrusted as I cried out in pain. My brother yelled at him to stop. “Just stop hurting her you can do anything to me, just not her.” Greg cried and begged. The Mastiff ignored him and continued raping me. After a short time he filled me up and left me on the bed and turned his attention to Greg. He stood in front of Greg, his dick in front of Greg’s muzzle. “Open your mouth twat.” He commanded. Greg shook his head. “Fine, your sister is more fun anyway.” He said turning around. “Okay. Okay. Here.” Greg screamed out. The Mastiff grinned and turned back around to see his muzzle open. He pushed his dick into Greg’s mouth and thrusted in and out. “You bite me, I will send a knife into your gut.” The mastiff scowled. Sometime later he pulled out of Greg’s mouth as cum spilled out and down his throat. Greg hung there crying and gagging. The Mastiff released him from the wall and he fell to the ground. He unhooked me and then left the room. We looked at the chains attached from our neck collars to the wall. There was no way of breaking free of them.
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