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Quinn




BONUS CHAPTER WITH THE SLADE TRIPLETS 




Atlas and River grab me by either side of my arms before shoving me into what seems to be an empty dark tent. Old Carnival equipment and costumes scatter the ground.

“River, what are we doing–” My words are cut off as Atlas grabs my jaw roughly and kisses me hard. His teeth bite mine as he thrusts his warm, wet tongue into my mouth.

“Be quiet, little swan,” River whispers into my ear from behind. “We just want a little taste before going back home.”

Atlas releases my mouth and I let my head fall back onto River’s broad shoulder as he slips his hand past the waistband of my pants and grabs my pussy like it belongs to him. When it comes to me, every inch of my body belongs to them.

I won’t lie and say that I’m not turned on by the idea of both of my brothers fucking me senseless. I even admitted to Pike Whitlock during a hockey game a few weeks ago that I thought my brothers were hot. Sure we’ve had a little fun here and there. Stolen kisses in the dark, whispers of the depraved things they wanted to do to me, things that brothers shouldn’t want to do to their sisters. Just like I shouldn’t want them to touch me with their sinful fingers, but we’ve never all three been open about it before. It’s always been whispers, chances, and sneaking around all up until now that is.

“River,” I whisper as he presses his fingers against my throbbing clit.

“Hmm?” His lips are against my right earlobe now.

Atlas takes out his silver switchblade and uses it to rip the front of my T-shirt open. My small, perky breasts fill both of his large hands. The feel of his rough fingers on me feel so good.

“Perfect little tits,” Atlas whispers. “You’re fucking perfect, Quinn.”

His words make me flinch inside because I am the furthest thing from perfect. My insides are rotting from imperfection. And they both know how I feel, yet they love to weave their poisonous thoughts into my heart. They enjoy hurting me. It’s what they do best. Play sick twisted games on their sister because it’s what gets them off. It’s the only outlet of power they have when Sir is not around us.

My thoughts quickly disappear when Atlas brings his lips closer and sucks my right nipple into his mouth. I grab his thick mass of dark hair and glance down at him as he pulls my nipple into his mouth and sucks harder, before nibbling on the small bud with his teeth.

“Stop,” I whisper, but he just grins at me and continues licking both of my nipples, circling his tongue around both of them, until they’re stiff, glistening pink peaks aching to be sucked until I come hard.

Atlas blows against my nipples as he watches me. “You taste so good, Quinn.” He pulls my left nipple back as far as he can before he releases it and a shot of desire travels right to my pussy.

“You love your little nipples sucked hard, don’t you, little swan?” River whispers into my ear while he rubs my clit in a slow circular motion. “You love the idea of being used by us.”

His words couldn’t be any truer. They get off on bullying me because they can and I get off on them torturing me. It’s the dynamic we’ve learned growing up. There’s always going to be someone at the top and someone at the bottom and in this case, River and Atlas are at the top and I am at the bottom. Atlas presses his hard body into mine as his lips kiss along the soft swell of my breast before dragging his mouth up my neck until he finds my lips. I press my hands against his chest and the rippling muscles that I can feel through his t-shirt quicken my pulse.

His tongue traces the soft fullness of my lips.

I shouldn’t want this. I need to stop them before we go any further with this. It’s demented. If I let them continue with their sick games, it’ll only get worse from here. God knows what’s in store for us. Born in sin and hidden like a secret from society. Keeping the blood in the family for centuries because it’s what we’ve always done. We’re revolting. We’re an unnatural form of nature, yet when my brothers touch me, my body responds so easily, because it’s the only way it knows how to respond. It doesn’t resist, because it wants this too. They touch and I writhe from pleasure. They kiss and I moan louder. They torture and I come harder.

“When we go back,” River whispers hotly into my ear as he returns to circling my clit with both his middle and index fingers. “We’re going to have a good time with our little swan. We’ve waited far too long, baby. Now the real game begins.”

“You’re going to be a good little whore for us, aren’t you Quinn?” Atlas asks as he grabs me by my throat and applies pressure with his rough fingers digging deep into my skin.

My lips part and I gasp for air, I try to break free, but River has me pinned against him and Atlas is right in front of me and there’s no escaping his six-foot-seven figure. I’m a meek ballerina and my brothers are two of the most brutal hockey players for the Wolves at St. Charles Academy. There’s no chance in hell for me, not unless they drag me along with them.

“Come for us and then I’ll let you breathe again, okay?” Atlas presses his forehead against mine and he pins his green eyes on mine, making sure that he allows me to understand that they are the ones that ultimately decide if I live or die.

Atlas blows cool air into my mouth, loosening his grip a little so that I can take in some air, but it’s only for a few seconds before he’s gripping my throat with his bare hands again.

“You’re so wet,” River says against my neck. “Such a promising slut, Quinn. Just a minor threat from us and you’re already soaking. I bet you can’t wait to be fucked.”

My throat burns for air and I can feel the panic rising in my chest, but I need to relax. If I don’t relax, I don’t orgasm and then who knows what they’d do to me.

Knock me out until I was unconscious, hurt me worse than they already have. It wouldn’t be the first time.

Atlas rubs faster, applying more pressure and I breathe in harder, sucking in any bit of air that I can get.

My body relaxes and I let go. The orgasm that rips through my body is instantaneous and I tremble violently against both of them as waves of pleasure ripple through my body.

“Good girl.” Atlas releases my throat like he promised and I fall into him, burying myself into the hard wall of his muscled chest as I suck in deep breaths like a creature starved of air for hours. 

River slides his hands around my slender waist and holds me steady against him. “See, you’re lucky you have us, little swan.”

I glance up at Atlas and he reaches down to brush his knuckles against my cheek. The dark green of his eyes shine with wickedness. “After all, where would you be without us, Quinn?”




THE END.




This Halloween Novella included a crossover with the Slade triplets from my standalone taboo hockey series St. Charles Hockey.

Each book can be read alone, though there will be recurring characters in each book.

The first book in the series is PIKE. The second book is QUINN which you can find the details of on my social media.
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