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  To the smut goddesses of the book world, Kairo would like you to disrespectfully get on your knees for him, or else…







  
    
      “You’re like paradise on earth, but I’m going to ruin every inch of you until you’re just as hideous as me on the inside.”


    

    
      —Kairo Darwish
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Being BIPOC myself, I’ve not yet published a book with BIPOC representation and I added a little of my culture as well by including Middle Eastern characters.

Thinking about the current racial issues concerning Middle Eastern people also partly inspired this project. I wanted to get a diverse cast of characters with different ethnic backgrounds.

Recently, I’ve become so outspoken about the Genocide going on in Palestine and I am so thankful to my readers for being a part of this project. For my readers who sent inspiring messages and for readers who have stood by me. Thank you to my readers, because without you, I would not be here. I love fighting for good causes and I’m so glad that you stand by me as I continue to fight for those causes. Part of my royalties from my future projects will be going towards a few different organisations that support the liberation of Palestinian people. Thank you for reading!
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  Triggers/ Tropes & Other Info



Triggers, Tropes and Other Info:




—Non-Con




—Incest Brother+Sister (three-year age gap)




—Diverse Characters (Middle-Eastern Rep)




—Set in the world of St. Charles Academy




—Forced Oral Sex




—Abandoned Church




—Bullying




—Choking




—Chasing Her In The Church




—Slapping




—Spitting




—Squirting




—Dark Academia Vibes




—Extreme Language








  
  
  Chapter I: Samara

  
  




“It’s haunted?” Kairo chuckles, his Adam’s apple bobbing up and down as he rolls his eyes. “Yeah, right. Aren’t we a little too old for spooky lores and ghosts?”

We’re standing outside the off-limits St. Charles Church. It’s a huge gothic-style building, completely fitting into the gothic vibe the university has maintained since presumably a few hundred years back, with its greystone finish on the outside and the wide wooden arches and ancient steeple at the top of a tower. I wouldn’t lie and say it doesn’t unnerve me a little. 

“It’s true!” Odessa Cotheran declares. “And every new student has to go inside as a dare otherwise you’re just not going to fit in at St. Charles and you want to fit in. Trust me or you’ll be an outsider forever.”

I glance at my brother Kairo and find that he’s already watching me with those dark cat-like eyes of his. That look sends a cool shiver slithering its way down my back.

He’s more of a proper mix than me between our parents. Although I have more of my mother’s Lebanese features and my skin is a deeper caramel, Kairo has flawless olive skin like our father who hailed from Egypt before living with our mother in Lebanon. We’re essentially similar in every way conceivable right down to our obsidian black hair and sultry greenish-brown eyes.

People sometimes used to confuse us as twins because of how close we always are. Or were. Kairo is my other half even though he’s a twenty-one-year-old pain in the arse. But I’m everything to him and he’ll constantly protect me because that’s what big brothers do, but that doesn’t mean he doesn’t remember what happened.

He remembers why we were first separated and sent on different paths in the first place and it was all my fault. We haven’t had a lot of time to talk yet, considering that we haven’t seen each other in six long years. Six terribly, lonely long years.

We grew up Middle Eastern until our godparents shipped us off to England after the incident. I was at an all-girls boarding school, while Kai was being kept in an Asylum called Grimbone on Sanctum Island. And then a few months ago right before his death, our godfather arranged for both of us to head to Columbus when the time was right. A small gothic town in the middle of the English countryside. We were to attend St. Charles Academy where I’d continue with my literature and art classes and Kai would make the hockey team just like he did in his younger days. We were told that his record of ever being locked away in an asylum would be kept away secretly. At least that’s what our money could do. Our godmother lives oceans away from us so the secret only lives with us. Kai’s secret is kept with me.

We’ve only been here a few days and it’s a lot to take in. From the ancient Gothic castle of St. Charles Academy to the rich and ignorant students that walk its prestigious halls. Kai and I come from old money. We fit in perfectly with the crowd, which is exactly why it was so easy for Odessa Cotheran to pull me into a friendship. We’re roommates in Anaximander Tower and we share several classes. While she’s quiet and mostly keeps to herself, I can’t help but notice the devilish look in her dark eyes or the way she looks at her twin brother, Gray.

And I understand that feeling now when I look at Kairo. I’ve missed him for so long. I’ve been yearning to feel his skin, to feel his strong arms around me once more, but I know he won’t touch me again. And even if he does, it won’t be like his old loving, sweet self. I don’t like the cruel glare in his eyes or the smirk on his face. He’s nothing like the boy I once knew and it’s all my fault. How do I rectify my mistakes from the past?

How do I even begin to tell him how sorry I am when he won’t even look me straight in the face? And when he does look at me, I only get a glimpse of his anger and disgust for me and I feel it in every inch of my bones.

“So, what’s the deal?” Kai asks as he runs a hand through his dark locks. “Are we doing this?”

“Not we,” Gray says, swinging an arm around Kai’s neck. “Just the two of you. You’re the neophytes. Spend a night in the church and we’ll let you out at dawn.”

Odessa chuckles evilly. “That’s if you survive the night anyway. They say the spirits that were massacred there can drive you insane if you let them in.”

“Oh, I’m not sure how much more insane I could get,” Kai says, his eyes darting to mine and I swallow hard.

I don’t know if I want to be locked up in that big church all alone with Kai. I don’t want to know what he has in store for me tonight.

“Think you’ll survive the night with me?” Kairo directs his question at me.

A chill moves beneath my skin, almost compelling me to quiver from his dark hazel stare.

I don’t say anything, instead, I turn back to Odessa and nod. My legs are cold from just standing around in my school uniform. A short skirt and a thin white shirt are barely enough to preserve my body heat and I think I left my bloody blazer back at the library before I agreed to let Odessa drag me out here in the middle of the night. Little did I know that it would involve my big brother.

“A night with the dead it is,” Odessa says and grabs my wrists from behind.

“What are you doing?” I ask the high pitch of panic evident in my voice.

“Calm down, babe. Girls are blindfolded and bound and once we leave, he can untie you,” she whispers into my ear, before kissing the side of my neck. “If he wants to.”

“What if I don’t want to be bound?”

Gray groans as he walks up to me. “Ah, don’t be like that. You’ll be breaking the school rules, Samara. And you know, no one likes a rule breaker at St. Charles.”

I take in a deep breath as Odessa binds my wrists together behind my back with a piece of rope and Gray removes his tie from around his neck, before he secures it around my head, covering my eyes and blocking out my vision completely.

“I hate this. You know this is hazing right?” I say.

“It’s a little bit of fun, Mara. Don’t worry, you’ll be okay,” Odessa says and the next thing I know is that I’m being pushed forward.

I feel strong arms come around my shoulder and I suddenly turn into a puppet on strings, being moved. I don’t even have to guess to know that it’s Kairo.

The sound of a heavy door shuts closed behind us and a shiver shifts down my spine. I breathe in a cloud of dust and choke as it settles in my throat. But then I collect myself when he comes up behind me again. A hard wall of muscle. I can hear his heavy breathing and I can feel his heart throbbing against my back. But that’s not the only thing I can feel that’s hard.

His thick cock presses against my lower back and I fight back the intense urge to move back into him.

“Samara,” he whispers my name into my ear. “Are you scared?”

My lips quiver and my body is rigid with dread, but I refuse for him to hear it in my voice too. “No.”

Strong hands come around my waist and he brings me against his body. I feel his long fingers hooking into my sides. “Are you so sure of that?”

Kairo presses his lips against the side of my neck and licks my skin before biting down hard, eliciting a deep, lustful moan from me.

“Your skin tastes like candy.” His voice is deep and husky and it sends sparks of desire right through me. “Ready for me to devour. I wonder if your pussy tastes the same.”

“We shouldn’t be doing this,” I tell him.

He growls softly against my neck and nips at the tender skin with his sharp teeth. “What shouldn’t we be doing? Should we not be touching so intimately? Because I’m your big brother and it’s so so wrong to think of my cock? I know you’ve been thinking about me, Mara. What do you think I was doing all these years? I was waiting just for you.”

At that revelation, I force myself free from Kairo’s hold, but it’s not like he’s making an effort to keep me against him and somehow that thought makes my skin crawl.

“Run, Mara.”








  
  
  Chapter II: Samara

  
  




The second those words leave his mouth I find myself stumbling backwards, completely incapacitated and blind to everything around me.

The fear slowly creeps its way into my head and I can hear his breathing all around me. I can smell him too. That deep woodsy scent of his that I never quite forgot once even while we were apart from each other. It was rooted deep inside of me just like everything else about him. But instead of comforting me, it terrifies the fuck out of me.

“I don’t like this,” I say, the terror in my voice is evident as I take a step back into something hard like wood.

Odessa secured that rope around my wrists well. I take small steps in no particular direction, but I could be going in circles for all I know.

Kai doesn’t respond and I can’t hear anything, but maybe it’s because of the erratic beating of my heart in my ears.

There’s a loud crash behind me, so I swivel around, breathing hard. “Kairo?!”

Silence.

I start to move faster, my feet stumble even though there is nothing there to stumble over, but it’s the fact that I’m blind to everything that I start to think there’s going to be something right in front of me.

Hot tears well up in my eyes. I hate this fucking game. Who in their right mind would want to be stumbling around in a church where a massacre once took place? Not fucking me.

“Boo!”

Large hands grab me by my shoulders and I scream so loud that I can feel my voice box pushing to the limit.

Kairo chuckles. “Hey, it’s me, Samara.”

Breathing in hard, I keep my head down so that he can’t see the tears rolling down my cheeks.

“Are you crying?” Kairo laughs and hooks his fingers under my chin before lifting my head.

“You still scare so easily,” he says, brushing his thumb across my cheek.

“That wasn’t funny,” I snap at him.

Kairo chuckles again as he pulls me closer. “Oh, but it was a little.”

I want to be mad at him, but I can’t ignore the way his fingers feel as they dig deep into my sides. 

“Maybe for you. Because you love sadistic fucking games, don’t you? Is that the only way you get off, Kai? Is that what makes you hard?” It comes out harshly and I mean every single word.

“Making you hurt does.” He grabs me by my hair and drags me along with him until he’s shoving me down on something hard and cold.

“Hurting me won’t get you far,” I say.

I can sense as Kairo climbs over me, his body is hard and warm against mine.

“I’ll see about that.” He grabs the hem of my shirt and instead of unbuttoning it like a normal human being, he rips it open. I twist my body, trying as hard as possible to wriggle free, but it’s not possible when I’m being weighed down by someone who’s almost three times my size and six feet five, completely intent by the need to dominate me.

“Hmm, pretty, pretty slut,” he taunts, blowing air across my lips.

There’s something cold against my chest and then something sharp bites into my skin. “Ow! Fuck, Kai!”

“A little blood won’t hurt and be still. I’m cutting your bra open. You don’t want this knife to cut you again. I love a little blood play.”

I stay still as he uses his knife to cut the material and then his fingers press against my ribs and I arch my neck as Kai kisses along my chest, leaving warm wet trails.

“Who are you wearing these pretty pink panties for, hmm?” he asks, pushing my skirt up and moving his fingers along the waistband of my panties.

I moan the second I feel his length pressing against my pussy. Even between the layers of material between us, I can feel how rock-hard he is.

He’s hard for me. He wants me just as much as I’ve been aching for him.

“Was it for me, you little whore?” His tongue touches my nipple now, eliciting a moan from me and I hate that I can’t see or move. I hate that I am at Kai’s mercy and I know how cruel he can be. Now that he’s twenty-one and built like a giant wall of muscle and anger, he frightens me. I don’t want to know what terrifying nightmares he has in store for me.

He grabs my waist with both hands and lifts me as he uses his tongue to torture both of my nipples. His teeth bite and suck and pull, sending sudden jolts of desire throughout my body.

My pussy throbs as Kai continues to use me.

“Such pretty, pink nipples,” he whispers against my chest. “You turned out to be even more fucking beautiful than what I’d imagined in my head, Hayati.”

My nickname. When we were younger, Kai would always call me his Hayati. It means My Life. He told me we were bound together forever. He meant it when he looked me in the eye that fateful night. And here we are, together once again, but under different circumstances, with my body at his cruel mercy and his devilish tongue.

“You’re like paradise on earth, but I’m going to ruin every inch of you until you’re just as hideous as me on the inside,” he whispers as he moves his warm fingers past the material of my already wet panties. “That’s a promise and you know how I am with promises.”

“Kai,” I whisper his name like it’s a prayer and my entire body trembles as he touches my pussy, spreading it apart with his long, rough fingers. He touches me in a way no big brother should be touching their little sister, but I don’t want him to stop either.

I want his thick fingers inside of me, pumping into my pussy until I come around him and then I want to watch him lick my cum off his fingers. But it’s more than a want, it’s a need.

There’s an intense need to have him use me and make me his.

“Look at that, Samara.” His tone mocks me. “You’re so wet for me that it’s fucking pathetic. Just a few dirty words whispered in your ear and a little touch and your body is already bending to my will. I can hear your heart beating, Mara.”

“It doesn’t mean anything,” I mutter, annoyed that he’s right. And my heart is pounding. It’s thumping hard against my chest walls. “I bet anyone could make me just as wet, Kai. Don’t think too much of yourself.”

“Oh?” I hear his footsteps and try to wriggle my body away. “Is that so? I’m just wondering. Are you willing to be a whore for anyone or just me?”

“I’ll never be your whore,” I spit out and move again, but the rope bites into my bound wrists and I resist the urge to cry out.

He chuckles then. The wicked sound of his chuckle echoes throughout the abandoned church. “Don’t be so sure about that. I can make people do a lot of things.”

“Anyone but you,” I say with gritted teeth. “I’ll be anyone’s whore except yours any day.” 

There’s silence for a long moment and I know I’ve crossed a line. I suck in a deep breath, waiting patiently and then it happens. Kairo slaps me hard across my left cheek and it stings so bad, forcing me to cry out. I taste the coppery blood in my mouth.

“You’ll die before that happens. I’d rather have you buried in soil or a lonely tomb.”

Kairo pulls the tie from over my eyes and slides it down to my slender neck.

He’s standing above me, watching me with those pretty cruel eyes of his. “Open your mouth like a good fucking girl or you’ll get something much worse than a slap from me. I’ll make you beg, Mara. You have no fucking idea about the person I’ve become.”

“Kai,” I whisper, tears pooling in my eyes now. “Please.”

“Oh, that word. Please,” he says. “I love hearing that word coming out of your mouth.”

“Don’t do this,” I say in a pleading voice.

“See, this short skirt and your beautiful body and that sweet voice of yours, it doesn’t fucking fool me,” he continues, as he tightens the tie around my neck.

He has me flat out on the church’s cold, stone altar. My arms are still bound behind my back and I can’t move. Kai grabs my jaw and presses his fingers hard into my face, forcing me to open my mouth.

“So you’re a stubborn little whore?” he says and then chuckles. “Open a little wider baby. You’re going to suck your brother’s cock like a good girl and then I might let you live if you let me cum in your mouth. We don’t have all night, Mara. Tick. Tock”

“Kai,” I try to speak, but he just shakes his head, clearly unimpressed.

“I want you to use your mouth, but not for talking, okay?” He presses his fingers into my jaw harder and I open my mouth wider. “See? It wasn’t all that hard now, was it?”

Tears roll from the corners of my eyes as I watch my brother unzip his pants and pull it down a little to reveal his thick, veiny cock. From how swollen it is, I can tell he’s already hard thinking of me with his cock in my mouth. I bet it’s all he’s been thinking about since we first saw each other.

“See what you do to me?” He palms his cock, his face etched with desire. “You make me so fucking hard, Mara. You have no idea how long I’ve been waiting for this.”

Without warning, Kai tries to shove his monster cock into my mouth and I choke and gasp as he goes all the way in until he’s hitting the back of my throat.

My airway is constricted as I breathe in hard through my nostrils, desperate for any source of air.

“Fuck,” Kai whispers, grabbing my hair in his fists. “Fuck, Mara. Your pretty mouth feels so good around me.”

He pulls his cock out of my mouth, but just for a few seconds so that I can take in some air before he’s shoving it right back into my mouth.

“Good girl,” Kairo whispers as he thrusts his hips back and forth, pumping his cock inside of my mouth. “When I come, I want you to swallow every single drop.”

I graze my teeth against his cock and he doesn’t seem to like that because he grips my hair tighter, yanking my head back.

“Don’t you fucking dare think of doing anything stupid,” he says in a warning tone. “I’ve waited six long years to teach you a lesson and trust me when I say that I’ll hurt you, I fucking mean it, Mara. It doesn’t matter if you’re meant to be by my side forever.”

His words scare me. If I wasn’t frightened before, I’m definitely fucking terrified now.

I run my tongue against his cock and hollow my cheeks to suck him harder and I pretend to enjoy it because that is what he wants. He wants me to be a little plaything for him and if I act any other way, he won’t feel anything to exact his punishment. But I deserve it. If I could switch places with him any day, I would have. I can only imagine the kind of hell he went through in Grimbone Asylum. The girls at the boarding school I was at told me of the horrors at the Asylum. That is mostly used for experimental practices by doctors driven mad by science, intent on fixing the wrong inside people.

But what if something went wrong while they had my brother? He certainly isn’t the same person I once knew. There’s a look in his eyes. Something dark and cold, that isn’t Kai anymore, lurks beneath the surface of his pretty eyes.

He leans over me now, thrusting his cock into my mouth and that is when he explodes. Hot cum fills the back of my throat and I don’t really like the texture because I’ve never swallowed anyone’s cum before, much less sucked a cock in my life.

“Fuckkk!” He staggers back a little, his body heaving from an intense orgasm that I just gave him and I don’t know if I should feel proud of that achievement.

My brother is hot and in the few days that we’ve been here, anyone could have easily set their claws on him. For all I know, he could have ten different bitches sucking his cock every night, so I remind myself of that and I let that little achievement slide.

“I want to touch you,” Kai says, keeping his eyes on me and stepping around the altar to move to the other side.

He grabs me by my shoulders and forces me to sit upright before he undoes the tight ropes around my wrists. And then he’s leaning into me, staring down at me and I won’t lie and say that it’s not intimidating.

“Open your mouth.”

I shake my head once. No.
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A smirk crosses his face and he reaches up to grab my cheeks with his right hand. “I don’t know why I bothered and told you nicely. You don’t fucking get it do you, Mara? I own your fucking soul. What you do, say, wear, eat, it’s all my fucking decision from now on. You destroyed my life. So now I get to fucking destroy yours. And if you don’t open your mouth like a good little girl, then I’ll do it for you.”

The pressure of his fingers starts to hurt my jaw, so I open my mouth and Kairo grins. “See, it’s not hard to be a good slut.”

He leans in and just when I think he’s about to kiss me, he spits in my mouth and it shouldn’t make my pussy throb, but I can’t help it.

“You’ll take everything I have to give you like the good whore you are,” he whispers and then he spits into my mouth again, before bringing his face closer and smashing his hot mouth against mine.

Our tongues clash and he grabs my hair, pulling me closer to him until my breasts are touching his chest. I wrap my hands around his lower back and bring him near, desperate to feel him in between my legs, desperate to satisfy that throbbing need in my cunt. I lean back a little and start to grind my pussy against his hand that’s pressed on my wet mound.

“You want me to fuck that little pussy of yours, is that what you want?” he asks as we break away for air.

“I need to come,” I say and the words make my face burn with embarrassment. I’ve never been open with anyone before.

The closest I’ve ever gotten to kissing was fun experimental stuff back at the boarding school. We could never go out and meet boys so we tried it on each other.

The Nuns would hit us daily for the smallest of mistakes, remind us to be chaste at all times and that our bodies were sacred vessels. I’d never even touched myself. I was always scared that I was doing something wrong. We would hide and read books on female pleasure and sometimes I would get wet, just imagining doing all those sinful acts with Kairo and now here we are doing those very same acts. This time there are no Nuns here to scare us or hit us.

“Say please and then I just might touch that tight cunt of yours,” he says against my lips.

“Please touch me Kairo.” I take his hand and press it against my wet flesh and just the feel of his hand on me is enough to almost drive me to the edge of orgasm. 

“Since you said it like a good girl.” Kairo slips two of his thick fingers into me without any warning.

“God.” I wrap my arms around his neck and press myself against him as my pussy adjusts to the feel of his fingers inside of me. There’s a moment of pain and some discomfort, but then it slowly starts to ebb away.

“There’s no God here, Mara.” He drops his warm forehead against mine as he eases his fingers out of me, before pushing them back in. “It’s just you and I and the darkness flowing between us.”

I’d never felt such an amazing sensation before. I start to move my body back and forth in a slow rhythm, allowing his fingers to move into me easily.

I moan out loud in the darkness, my skin is damp and warm despite the chill in the air and I can feel the sweat dripping in between.

Glancing down, I watch as Kai brings his fingers out slightly and there’s dark red staining his fingers. It takes me a second to realise that it’s my blood.

“You’re a virgin,” Kai says, following my gaze and staring at the blood. I note the sound of surprise in his voice.

“We took oaths. I wouldn’t have broken mine,” I tell him. “You could at least have some faith in me.”

Kai smiles, but it doesn’t reach his eyes. He reaches up and grabs my throat with his free hand.

“I’m surprised because you’re known to betray those closest to you,” he says, applying pressure to my throat. “You’re just a lying bitch.”

“Kai–” I struggle to utter his name and he still doesn’t loosen his grip.

“Come first,” he whispers hotly against my lips. “And then maybe I won’t let you die.”

He starts to fuck my cunt harder with his fingers. The pressure builds again, the need to find a release is there. I just need to let go.

I struggle for air, the tears fall down my cheeks as Kairo pumps his fingers in and out of me, moving so deep and that’s when he touches a sweet spot that forces me to grab his hair and move my hips out towards his, allowing for more access.

I should be ashamed. I should be angry, but instead, I feel the overwhelming need to pee immediately.

“Kai, I’m going to–” I barely finish my sentence as I come hard, my pussy clenches around his fingers and my juices spill all over.

I glance down and watch as I squirt all over the altar and Kairo’s hand. He presses harder and pulls his fingers out, before shoving them back in, making me squirt again. And it’s the most amazing feeling ever. The waves of pleasure move throughout my body as I come crashing back to earth just in time to see Kairo licking me off his fingers.

“You taste just as sweet,” he says, releasing my throat and stepping away from him.

Outside, I can hear the sounds of morning birds twittering and Kairo doesn’t look back at me once as he heads out the door of the church.

I climb off the stone altar and quickly adjust my uniform. If I get caught outside of my dorm this part of the morning, I’ll be sure to get a punishment. Besides, I don’t want to get caught in this state. My shirt is ruined and so is my bra. There’s blood on my thighs and my chest too. I press my fingers against the small cut on my chest from my brother’s knife before I close my shirt and get out of the church.

I’m going to pretend that I never just get abused by my brother, experiencing my first intense orgasm ever in the same breath. It’s going to be a long year. And I’m not sure I’m prepared for it. My brother is here at St. Charles Academy. I doubt he just wanted me to suck his cock or finger fuck me. I know him well and I know that he is out for revenge. It won’t end well. Where Kairo is concerned, it will always end in blood and tears.
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