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  Triggers, Tropes, Etc.
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  CHAPTER ONE: HUNT

  
  




A few weeks ago…







I watch her from afar. My little rabbit, Riley. She’s in her room, reading a book and I’m watching her from outside, standing in the shadows like a freak because that is exactly what I am. A freak.




The thing is, this isn’t the first time that I have been out to watch my sister. I’ve been watching her for the past few months, visiting her at night and taking what is rightfully mine. She belongs to me, with me. At least once a week, I sneak into her house that’s off campus and spend time with her.




It’s much harder to follow her around when she’s in class for most of the day. After her classes are done, she spends her time in a library until it gets too late. When she gets home, she doesn’t know that I’ve slept in her bed before making it again, that I’ve showered in her shower, that I’ve rubbed my hard cock and came just by inhaling her scent on those pretty lacy panties of hers, thinking of how good it would be to drill her tight pussy that night. 




I even fill her carton of milk with my come too and sometimes I like to watch her go over to the fridge and pour herself a glass before swallowing all of it.




The most sickening part of fucking my sister in her drug-induced sleep is that I come inside of her everytime and she doesn’t even know it. I’ve been breaking in and slipping large doses of Rohypnol into her food and drinks. When she comes home at night and passes out half an hour later, I take my opportunity then and fuck her until I fill her cunt up with my come. I always wait for a while before cleaning her up and then adjusting her clothes again. A part of me likes to savour the feel of my thick cock inside of her tight pussy.




I don’t do this because I hate her.




I do this because I love her and because they tried to keep her away from me. We were sent to Riven Creek Orphanage together after our parents had died due to the murder-suicide our father had planned that evening for him and our mother. Somehow, I managed to get to Riley that night and we both got out of that house without a scratch. We were inseparable after that and the bastards at Riven Creek had noticed and didn’t like it. They saw the bond we shared and thought it was unnatural. But I was the one that was blamed because they said I was abusing her. My own fucking sister. They used the excuse of our parents’ death to make me vanish from her life for good. We were once soulmates and if she had to see me now, there’s no way she’d ever love me again.




I am forever scarred.




She’d never see me as the brother who once loved her.




She’ll only see me as a ugly monster. They scarred me at night letting my screams of terror fill the halls because they knew no one would come and save me—or any of the other kids from their cruelty.




I have a big scar running down my face and other scars that have stories I wish to forget in my nightmares every single fucking night. Besides, I doubt she remembers. After everything that had happened, I remember them telling me that she didn’t remember the murder-suicide or me, or anything related to our family and that I wasn’t going to ever see her again for her own good. They told me that half of her brain was asleep, but I’ve always wondered how much of that was the truth. And so I found her again after she left the Orphanage. We were both kept in the same shithole except I was kept in the wing for the mentally unstable kids. The kids that they thought were a trouble to society. But I’m back and I’ve come to claim my sister.




Even if it’s just for one more night.
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  CHAPTER TWO: RILEY

  
  




Present Day Halloween







The music is pounding loudly in my ears and almost everyone in the Kappa Alpha frat house is dressed up and masked. Ally and I were supposed to meet up here, but I’m guessing that she and her boyfriend, Miles, are sucking face somewhere after making up for the millionth time.




I’m wearing a cute, short black dress and some fishnets even though I’m not really in the mood to party. Halloween night is exactly my favorite. I reach up and touch the small scar on my forehead. They tried to make me forget everything but even after the treatments and the meds, I still remember my father going crazy on Halloween night all those years ago, before murdering our mother and himself.




I’ve tried to wrap my head around it for years, but no matter how much I tried to understand it, I had to accept whatever they told me. That he was suffering with pressure from work and something in him just snapped.




But if it wasn’t for him, for my brother, Hunt, I’m certain that I wouldn’t be standing here now. I heard my father calling for us that night and if Hunt hadn’t come and gotten me before hiding us in the hidden room in the attic, our father would have killed us too. I was sure of it.




When we went to the Riven Creek Orphanage, Hunt and I were quickly separated and I never saw him again. They said that it was for our own good and also healthy for our relationship as siblings especially after such all the trauma. But when I tried reaching out and asking for my brother again a few years later, they had told me that Hunt didn’t want to see me.




Obviously, it fucking hurt to have the only person left in my life not ever want to see me again. I never knew what I could have done to make him feel that way, but I quickly shut myself off from everything else and everyone.




I built myself up, got into college and promised that I’d never trust anyone ever again. He promised me that he was always going to be there and always keep me safe.




But he never kept that promise.




I’m tempted to grab a drink from one of the snack tables, but I know better than that. God knows what they put in the jungle juice but I made that mistake when I was a freshman and if it wasn’t for Ally, I probably wouldn’t have made it back home safely on my own.




I feel like a sore thumb sticking out in the crowd. I don’t really know anyone and living in an orphanage for most of my life has had a hand in making me somewhat antisocial. I’m only here for Ally and once she’s done getting her brains fucked by Miles, then I can make sure she gets back safely and I can get home.




With or without boyfriends, we have a deal that we’ll always leave any party or event together.




My phone buzzes in my small satchel that I have strapped across my body and when I put it out, I see a text from Ally flashing across the dim screen.







A: Riley.. So sorry for disappearing. With Miles. Make it up to you in the morning? Probably spending the night with him! xx ;)







R: K, thanks for texting… I was worried. Keep your phone charged and be safe, you sleazeball! Have fun! xx ;)







I press send and breathe out a sigh of relief that she’s okay and in good hands. Miles plays for the college hockey team and even though I’ve only met him a handful of times, I know Ally is in safe hands.




I shove my phone back into my satchel and adjust my rabbit mask before moving through the crowd towards the common room where the energy is thicker and it’s easier to get lost in the sweaty mass of bodies.




The music pulses in my veins and I kinda feel a little tipsy by the whole vibe of the party.




That’s when I feel it. The hairs on the back of my neck stand up and then almost immediately I feel the goosebumps all across my arms and legs even though it’s fairly warm in the frat house. For weeks, I’ve been feeling off. Like something or someone watching me.




I glance around me and that’s when I see the tall shadowy figure watching me from across the room.




At first, I think that I must be seeing things because he can’t possibly be watching me. He’s wearing all black including a hoodie and a simple black mask that covers the bottom half of his face, except for his eyes.




Those eyes. They’re so strikingly beautiful. Even from here and with the flashing strobe lights, I can make out those sexy hooded eyes. There’s something so familiar about them, but I can’t tell what.




And he’s staring right at me. I’m not dreaming. I swallow hard as he starts moving towards me. Okay, I’m definitely not fucking dreaming now.




I move backwards, stepping into dancing bodies, sweaty arms brushing up against me and he doesn’t stop. Before I can move out of his way, the stranger grabs me by my waist and pushes me into an even darker corner of the room.




I’m wondering if this is the point that I should start screaming, but I stay silent for some reason. He can’t do anything to me here. We’re in a large crowd and although most of them are high as fuck, I doubt he’d take a chance and hurt me.




But something also tells me that he’s completely harmless even though I don’t know who the hell he is.




I don’t have exes because I’ve never been with anyone else. For years, it’s always been just me on my own and before that my brother has only ever been the only other male presence in my life. The only one I’ve ever trusted.




I feel my back come into contact with the cold wall as the stranger presses himself into me.




“Do I know you?” I ask loudly over the music and his dark, thick brows knit together.




He leans in and speaks really closely into my ear. “You know me better than anyone else, Riley.”




My heart starts pounding against my chest and I’m starting to wonder if this is some kind of fucking joke or perhaps Ally is messing with me. She’s been trying to get me to fuck someone all semester and to be honest sometimes her suggestion doesn’t sound like a bad idea.




She’s always telling me that she’s going to set me up with one of Miles’ friends because they all look so fucking hot.




“Are you one of Miles’ friends? Did Ally set this up?” I ask.




He stands back a little and cock his head to the side. That’s when I notice a scar travelling down the middle of his forehead. A long, white scar and it looks old, but it must have hurt like a bitch when he got it. It looks like it did.




“Yeah, Ally set this up,” he says casually. His voice is dark and low, but I hear him and it sends a shiver down my spine.




Fuck. I’m going to kill Ally when I see her in the morning.




“I’m pretty sure that she hasn’t told you, but I’m not into blind dates or anyone at the moment,” I say, feeling bad that I’m turning down the opportunity. Besides, this guy looks like he could easily get any girl he wants for the night.




He’s freakishly tall, easily 6 ‘1 in my head and his broad shoulders and athletic build leave little to my imagination about his sexual prowess. He definitely gives off big dick energy. A girl could dream, right?




“Well, how about just for the night?” he asks. “There doesn’t have to be anything else. Just some fun. It is Halloween night.”




He steps closer and my senses are invaded by his warm spicy scent. “I have nowhere else to be.”




“What do you have in mind?” I ask.




“How about I fuck you right here, right now in this darkened corner?”




His direct question causes me to gasp out loud and I’m actually at a loss for words.




“Do you just fuck anyone you just meet for a good time?” My tone is sarcastic as I try to play it off cool, even though my heart is pounding like crazy.




He presses himself against me and that’s when I feel something hard and big against the flat of my stomach. For a second, I imagine what it would feel like to have his massive cock pounding inside of me. It feels so big.




“No. But I’ve seen you around. And let’s say I’m interested,” he says. “Come on. No strings attached. Just for the night.”




I don’t say anything else. I just glance up into his eyes and nod a silent okay.




He doesn’t remove his mask, instead he comes closer until he’s up against me and then I feel his big hands on me.




I’m pinned against the wall and watch nervously as the music continues to pound through the air, afraid that someone will catch us even though it’s hardly unlikely. He moves his hands up my thighs and then in between my legs.




I’m already not wearing any panties and it’s not that I was expecting to get railed. It’s just that I wasn’t planning on staying long at the party.




His warm fingers  tear open the fishnets and without warning, he slips two of his thick fingers into my pussy that’s already wet and throbbing for attention.




“No panties?” He asks against my ear. “And you already so fucking wet.”




My mouth falls open and I want to say something, but I can’t find the right words as he starts to move inside of me at a steady pace. In and out, he stretches my pussy walls, going deeper with each thrust of his fingers.




“You want to feel my cock in your tight cunt?”




“Yes,” I whisper.




“What’s the magic word?” His dark familiar green eyes burn into mine as he draws his fingers out of me and moves to unzip his pants.




I glance down and feel my pussy juices moving down my inner thighs as I glance at him pumping his thick massive cock.




“Please.” My voice is small, but he hears me because he grabs me and hoists me up, before pushing me up against the wall and right as he sinks into me with his cock, that is when he reaches up with his other hand and pulls down his mask.




For a second, I feel like I’m going to scream and faint at the same time as I come face to face with my brother, Hunt.




The very same brother who I haven’t seen in years. He looks the same, but older, stronger and more dangerous with a long scar creeping down his face like an ugly vine.




“Hunt!” I scream his name and even though I expect people to look in our direction, no one can hear us over the loud music. They’re too immersed in their drug induced states to even look at us.




“Yes, Riley,” he says as he thrusts into me. “I’ve been watching you all these weeks, little rabbit.”




“Why now?” I ask, tears streaming down my face as he pumps his cock in and out of me. “They told me you didn’t want to see me.”




I see anger flash in his eyes but not at me.




He shoves his cock into my pussy without any warning and I feel pain as my hands get crushed underneath my back. It’s both pleasure and pain at the same time.




He thrusts all the way into me until the head of his cock is touching right at the back, pressing against all the right places.




“I’ve always wanted you, baby girl. They kept us apart, by force,” he says.




I groan and Hunt tightens his fingers around my neck. Our sweaty bodies are one as he thrusts back and forth into me. I spread my thighs, desperate to have every inch of him against my body.  I can feel the pressure building in my clit. It won’t be long before I explode. Hunt leans forward and sucks my neck, running his hot warm tongue along the hollow of my neck, before dragging his tongue up the side of my face. Oh my fucking God. This feels like heaven.




“You’re so fucking hot and tight,” he whispers into my ear. “Just like I imagined, little rabbit. You’re fucking perfect.”




Tears spill from the corner of my eyes and I feel myself about to go over the edge as I arch my body to meet his.




Hunt wraps his other arm around my back and thrusts harder into me and that is when we both explode together, simultaneously.




“Fuck, Riley!” He breathes against my ear and releases my throat.




“You’re mine, Riley,” he says and then he leans forward and kisses my neck. He bites and sucks my tender skin into his hot mouth.




“You have always fucking been mine.”




I move my body against him. Moaning as hard as I can, I tremble hard around Hunt’s pulsing cock as he fills me with his hot come.




He rests his damp head in between the little dip by my neck and shoulder and when he speaks again, I hear every single word even though his voice is soft.




“I hope you know what this means, Riley,” he says.




“I own you and I’m just back to claim what’s mine, little rabbit.”
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