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  To all my bad bitches who prefer their men to be like unhinged beasts.







  
    
      “I think we should kill them all.”


    

    
      —RAFE CAMERON
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“Kenzie where are you off to?” my mom asks as I take the stairs two at a time, my boots heavy on the wood.

Shit. I thought she and Dad had already left for the Livingston’s annual Halloween dinner party.

I’m supposed to meet Miles in a few minutes, because he has some surprise for me. Tonight might finally be the night that I get to lose my virginity. It’s taken a while for Miles to finally get a hint that I was ready.

I know a lot of girls who’d usually wait for Valentines Day to lose their V Card, but I love Halloween. The whole idea of getting dressed up and being wild on the craziest night of the year turns me on.

There’s nothing more that I’d enjoy than to get down and dirty, especially now that I’m ready to do this.

“I’m meeting up with Lindsay,” I lie. Even though I’m a Senior now, my parents treat me like I’m eight instead of eighteen. Because every chance I get to go out they are always making sure I go with—

“Why don’t you get your brother to drive you girls around town?” Mom asks.

I inwardly groan as I reach the bottom of the stairs. Speaking of the devil, Bryce’s dark head emerges from the basement.

“Hey, baby sis,” he says, with a dark smirk playing across his full lips, like he caught me just in time.

“Planning on sneaking out without me?”

If I have to spend the night with him as my DD, surely this night won’t end on a good note. Bryce—my step-brother, also my bully since forever.

When he returned from college after being suspended for beating another student, I knew life was going to be hell. Period. Bryce and I don’t click for some reason and maybe it’s the fact that he’s a little fucked in the head. He and I have never been close.

“I have plans with Lindsay,” I tell him as calmly as I can even though I just want to tell him fuck off tonight.

But Bryce loves it when I stoop to his level, so I won’t give him the satisfaction of being bitchy with him.

We’re always doing this; fighting, throwing insults at each other, but over the past few month it’s become almost impossible to live with him. His attitude is worse and his behavior is so bad, but I’m afraid that he’ll snap and turn on me any day now. I mean it was only last week that he shoved me into my room and stood above me as he pressed his fingers against my throat before stalking out of my room. We’d argued about me coming into his room and he hated when I did that even though he invaded my personal space all the time.

He cocks his head to the side now, his dark blue eyes raking over me. I’m wearing my short black dress tonight with fishnets and combat boots and the way he’s looking at me makes me want to run back upstairs into my room. He’s got that predatory look. The very same that makes me feel things in between my legs that I shouldn’t be feeling. 

“You going out with Lindsay dressed up like that?” His eyes finally meet mine and I swallow hard, before plastering on a smile, hoping to fuck it looks real and not forced.

“Yeah, we’re taking part in some Halloween dress up contest.” Another lie, but he doesn’t need to know that. He just needs to buy it.

Bryce walks up to me as he grabs his dark grey and blue flannel shirt off the hook near the door, before pulling it on over his broad shoulders. He stops until he’s right in front of me, towering above me, daring me to do or say something that’ll trigger him. There’s nothing more that Bryce loves in the world than intimidating people. And why should he behave any differently, when people practically fall to their feet for him? He knows the power he wields. Good looks, money and an ego the size of an elephant.

“Hmm, I don’t know, Kenz. I promised Mom and Dad”—his voice and expression is dripping with cruelty—“I’d be a good big brother to you. So I think I’ll tag along otherwise I won’t be such a good big brother now, will I?”

The doorbell rings before I have time to reply. Shit. That could be Miles. I told that idiot not to ring the bell and to text me when he got here.

“I got it.” I’m moving quickly towards the door, but Bryce is already taking wide strides there and gets to the door before me.

He swings it open and sure enough Miles is standing there with his Jason Voorhees mask.

“I thought you were expecting Lindsay,” Bryce says with an annoying smirk on his face as he turns to face me.

“Lindsay?” Miles slides his mask up over his head and glances from Bryce to me and then back to Bryce. “Kenz and I are going out tonight.”

“You and Kenz, huh?” Bryce’s eyes lock on mine, his expression no longer amused and his jaw is now ticking with annoyance. “Well, I’m watching over my little sister tonight. You don’t mind if I tag along, do you?”

Miles’ eyes dart to me immediately, but Bryce steps in front of the doorway and places both of his hands on either side of the wooden frame so that Miles is completely blocked from my view. If Miles knows what’s good for him, he’ll turn around and leave, but he doesn’t know so he continues to stand there like a silent ass.

“Tick tock, Milesy. It’s already nine p.m. and I’m sure you don’t want to ruin my baby sister’s night,” Bryce says.

I try to ignore how hot he looks from the back with those broad shoulders of his and that narrow waist and those large hands. Those hands that feel so good locked around my throat.

I hate Bryce with every ounce of being in me, but I can appreciate his cocky confidence and body. He knows he looks good and he knows that I find him attractive too. It’s a fucked up situation, one that Miles is slowly getting himself trapped in the longer he stands there. 

Miles shrugs. “Sure, we can all hang out.”

“Cool. I’m driving though.” Bryce turns around and grabs my hand, practically dragging me outside with him.

I don’t even have time to glance back at Miles, because Bryce is walking so fast and he already has the back door of his Ford Raptor open. He shoves me inside, before slamming the door shut.

My heart hammers against my chest as I watch Bryce come around to the driver’s side. He’s mad about something and I know it has to do with Miles showing up. It drives him crazy whenever I’m hanging out with a guy that’s not him. Dad doesn’t seem to mind who I hang out with and he’s fucking Chief of Police, but Bryce always makes a big thing out of nothing. He’s fucking terrifying when he acts like this because no one can predict what he’s going to do next. He’s like an unhinged beast with adrenaline pumping through his veins. It’s the same reason he can’t function properly with other people at college. He’s always been this way from the time we were kids.

When I got a gold fish for my birthday and he didn’t get one, he went out of his way to flush it down the toilet still alive. We all thought it was anger issues at first and our parents still want to try therapy with him, but I know that not even therapy will help Bryce. He’s callous and uncaring. You could drop dead and he wouldn’t bat an eyelid. He just gives zero fucks.

“What the hell are you doing, Bryce?” I grab his shoulder, digging my nails into the soft cotton of his shirt as he slams his door shut, settles into his seat and turns the key in the ignition. The Raptors engine roars to life.

“I’m giving you and fuckboy here a good time, sis,” he says reaching back and grabbing my dark hair in his fist.

He pulls it so hard that I’m forced to lean forward against the cool leather of his seat. Bryce twists my hair, knotting his fingers around it, bringing my face closer to his. Lips inches apart, his murderous eyes are focused on mine as he speaks.

“You lied to me Kenz and you know how fucking much I hate that, don’t you?”

There’s a knock on the passenger window and Bryce releases me so fast that I fall back against my seat.

I swallow hard while Bryce unlocks the door for Miles. I have no idea what’s about to happen tonight, but I do know that I’m absolutely terrified to find out.
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Bryce takes the next bend so sharply, I slam into the other door, hitting my head against the window.

“Ow! Fuck Bryce.” I rub my temple as I sit upright. “What the hell?”

“Slow down man.” Miles is gripping the center console with one hand and his door with the other. I can hear the shakiness in his voice. He’s scared and has every right to be. “We don’t wanna die dude.”

Bryce chuckles manically as he reaches forward to turn the volume of his stereo up. “You guys are no fucking fun for a joyride.”

Mystify by INXS belts out from system and fills the Raptor with a new kind of dangerous atmosphere.

Bryce has his window rolled all the way down as he steps on the gas. Cold fall air rushes in, causing goosebumps to spread across my arms. I watch as silvers of lightening cut through the midnight black sky.

From the second we got in the Raptor, I didn’t feel good. Tonight was supposed to be just between Miles and I. Now I’m almost terrified to even know what my brother has in store for us, because I know it can’t be anything good.

Almost as if he can read my mind, Bryce glances at me through the review mirror, but when he opens his mouth, he directs his question at Miles.

“What plans did you have?” he asks.

“We were actually heading over to the Harvest Massacre Farm. They’re having some cool attractions till midnight,” Miles tells him as he turns around to wink at me.

Wrong move. As soon as he does that, Bryce backhands him so hard in the face that a weird cracking sound fills the air.

“What the fuck?!” Miles is holding his face as blood starts to gush from his nose. “You broke my fucking nose.”

“It’s not broken,” Bryce says casually. “I know what a broken nose looks like and it’s not that.”

I’m sure that he does. The guy he beat up at his college was unrecognizable when Bryce was done with him. I remember my parents didn’t want me to see anything, so I had crept into my dad’s office late that night and went through his Mac when I found the pictures. Horror movies are one thing. Reality is another. The other student’s face was so bloody…so unrecognizable. A shudder slithers it’s way down my back and I really don’t want to know what he has in store for Miles tonight.

I recoil in my seat behind Bryce watching the bloody scene unfold as Miles tries to plug up his nose with his t-shirt. It looks like he’s trying to keep his face from falling apart. There’s so much blood, I think I’m going to fucking throw up.

“I’m sorry,” Bryce says in such a low, calm voice as if he really never meant any harm. “I honestly didn’t mean to hit you. Fuck, I was trying to stretch my arm out. Are you okay?”

He sounds so genuine that I almost think I’m tripping for second. If Miles has any inkling about my brother, he’ll know that Bryce doesn’t actually give a fuck about him and that he’s also lying. He’s doing what he does best. Playing with with his prey. He’s amusing himself until something goes really wrong. But Miles doesn’t know that. He glances at Bryce, probably trying to figure out what the fuck is going on, before he finally nods and pulls his white t-shirt away from his face. “I’m fine. But what the fuck man? I’m going to have to get you back for that one.”

Bryce chuckles and throws his arm around Miles’ shoulder. “I’d love to see you try, Milesy. So we’re heading to the old Harvest Massacre, right?”

“Yeah,” I say, speaking for the second time since getting into the car.

Bryce takes the next exit that leads us off the main road and straight onto a rocky country road. In the distance we can see glowing orange lights lining the road.

“You know why it’s called Harvest Massacre, Milesy?” Bryce asks him.

“Miles never grow up here, so he wouldn’t know,” I cut in.

Bryce doesn’t even look at me when he speaks. “I wasn’t asking you, Kenz. Or is that how you and Milesy here work? You answer for him.”

I feel like screaming or better yet, I feel like opening my door and flinging myself out of the Raptor even if it’ll hurt like a bitch. He’s infuriating with his sick games and I know he won’t stop. He loves making everyone around him uncomfortable.

“Why’s it called that?” Miles’ voice is curt. He seems to be getting uncomfortable with the growing tension in the car.

“The guy that owned it before it was abandoned, Billie Manson? He slaughtered his entire family and all his farmhands. Right in those corn fields,” Bryce says.

We can see cars up ahead and a huge board with red letters painted across its surface. Welcome To Harvest Massacre: Scare Yourself To Death!

Miles laughs this time and turns to me. “Can you believe this guy? You’re just fucking with me right?”

My brother cuts his menacing gaze to mine in the mirror and cocks his head to the side. “I don’t know. Am I? What do you think Kenz, am I fucking with him?”

I don’t answer. I bring my knees up to my chest and turn to glance out of the window as the big red barn comes into view. There’s not that many people. I thought it would have been busier, but I suppose not everyone is that excited about hanging around a real murder farm. The fact that they’re opening it as a Halloween fair every year sent the whole of town of Misery into a riot, demanding that the farm is to either be demolished or the town’s folk would take matters into their own hands.

It gives me the fucking creeps. Bryce is actually telling the truth. I remember everyone talking about the murders when I was in 9th grade. It wasn’t even that long ago. Billie Manson had gutted his entire family and all his farmhands like pigs. Strung them all up like freshly butchered meat after that. They said he just woke up one morning and went crazy. I remember coming to the farm when I was younger. My dad knew Billie and he seemed like a really good guy. He let me ride my first pony. It gives me chills to think that he just woke up one day and decided to murder everyone. His wife had just given birth to a baby boy. Is that really what madness is like? Or is it a little whisper from the Devil in your ear? Whatever it is, there’s a little of it lurking in each of us.

“Yeah, well I don’t believe it,” Miles says, just as Bryce comes to a halt.

He kills the engine and we all get out of the car together. The air is cold and tainted with the smell of burning caramel and other candy.

My boots crunch over the hay as we walk over to the stalls. Bryce places both of his arms around my shoulders, ignoring the hard stare he gets from Miles. My breath catches in my throat as I feel his hard cock pressing into my lower back.

“Oh, fuck, Kenz. See what you do to me, baby sis?” he whispers in my hair.

“Buy me a toffee apple and a cherry Coke,” I tell him, playing along with whatever game he’s playing. I make sure to press my ass against him.

“Anything for you.” He releases me and heads over to one of the booths where they’re selling the toffee apples.

Miles turns me when Bryce is busy reaching into his back pocket for his wallet.

“I told you not to ring the doorbell and to text me,” I tell him before he can say anything else.

“I thought it was just going to be you and I tonight. I wanted to fuck you, Kenz,” Miles reaches out and brushes my hair away from my cheek.

“Don’t call me that.” Bryce is the only one to ever call me Kenz and hearing it come out of Miles’ mouth just sounds wrong.

“Fuck my sister?”

We’re both startled as Bryce reappears with a huge red toffee apple and a black solo cup filled to the brim with what must be the cherry Coke.

“I got us tickets for the corn maze,” Bryce says as he hands me the toffee apple and coke before reaching into his jeans pocket for the three tickets.

I take a long sip of the coke and savor the sweet, cold burn as it goes down my throat.

“We’re going in there?” Miles’ face pales as he points at the stalks.

“Yeah. I mean, you’re not a pussy, are you Milesy? If you wanna fuck my sister, you gotta be a man.” Bryce gives each of us a ticket before turning to me.

“You can go ahead. I just wanna get something from the truck and show Miles pretty quick.”

I quickly look from Miles to Bryce because I’m not sure what the fuck he’s going to do. Part of me doesn’t want to warn Miles, because I want to see how this night unfolds.

“Come on.” Bryce shoves me in the direction of the maze. “I will be with you in a second, Kenz.”

I turn away from them and move towards the man dressed in a bloody butchers apron standing near the entrance of the maze.

Harvest Massacre Corn is written boldly in bloody red letters on a sign just before the entrance.

The man holds his hand out and just before I can hand him my ticket, I glance down because I can feel something crawling on my ankle.

I scream and jump back, kicking my feet when I see the pile of fat maggots falling out from a rotting sack that sits by the man’s feet.

He laughs and holds out his hand so I hand him the ticket and sidestep the maggots. What the actual fuck?

The man watches me and continues to laugh like he’s completely lost it.

“Creep,” I mutter as I turn around to face the maze. The corn towers over my head and the only source of light is the creepy fucking Jack O Lanterns that are lit up inside. They hang loosely from wooden poles.

I take a deep breath and step into the corn. I can do this. It’s no big deal. I’m a big girl.

Glancing back one last time, I try to see if I can spot my brother or Miles, but they’re nowhere in sight.

“Happy Halloween!” The butcher’s voice follows me as I turn around and head into the dark mass of corn.

“Happy Fucking Halloween,” I mutter.
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I slide the mask off my face to see Miles holding the sickle that I’d given him to hold.

“So what do you think?” I ask the cunt as he hands me the sickle.

Clearly from his expression, he’s either unimpressed or about to shit himself the longer I make him wait. He appears to be having a hard time getting the idea of my sister’s sweet pussy out of his head. If I didn’t hear her trying to leave without me and hadn’t caught Miles at the door, he might have already been balls deep inside of her virgin tight pussy right now and the thought of that makes my blood run hot through my veins. An image of this fuck getting a taste of my sister fills my head and I want to slit his throat right then and there, but I stand still and clench my fists around the mask and sickle. I’ll play with my prey first. Hunt him down. Let him go. Hunt him down again.

I have all night to gut him like a pig. And then I can teach Kenz a lesson after that for lying to me. She was planning on hanging out with Miles without me knowing and if she was planning on fucking him tonight, I’ll just have to fuck her so hard that she’ll never want another cock inside of her after tonight.

I’ve been waiting for so long for this to happen, to take Mackenzie’s virginity that I’m not going to let anyone fuck this up.

She’s mine and she always will be whether she fucking likes it or not. But something tells me she wants me too. Maybe that’s why likes getting on my nerves. We play games with each other. It’s a never ending cycle of mind-fucking. 

“I think I should go find Kenz,” Miles says, stuffing his hands into his pockets.

He’s calling her my nickname. It takes everything in me to not smash his face in for him.

“We both should,” I slide the mask with the neon green X’s and creepy smile, over my face and hold my arm out.

“Lead the way, Milesy.”

We hand our tickets to the guy standing near the entrance of the maze and I keep a steady pace behind Miles wondering how best to gut him.

I want it to be the most painful, torturous night of his life and make it last for as long as possible.

“So what were you planning on doing with my sister tonight, Miles?” I ask out of pure curiosity.

The air is filled with static and smells earthy, warning us about the storm that’s about to come.

Miles stops walking and let’s out a laugh before turning around to face me. “Dude, what the fuck is your problem? You’re acting very fucking weird. I get it. She’s your step-sister or whatever, but asking about our plans tonight and invading our privacy is a little too fucking weird.”

“Really?” I tilt my head to the side. “I didn’t realize. What’s your prognosis, Miles? Jealous psycho that’s going to teach you a lesson tonight or protective big brother?”

I watch as the color from his face drains. He probably never expected that to come out of my mouth.

“I’m just fucking with you,” I say. “Let’s go find Kenz.”

“Why don’t you find her? I don’t feel so good,” he says, but he doesn’t make any move to leave, because the entrance is behind me and he’s too fucking scared now to even walk past me and head back to the truck.

“Walk.” I point ahead with the sickle and his eyes widen as he realizes that I have a weapon. And he doesn’t.

“Look, I don’t want any trouble. I just want to go home, okay? Can you step aside to let me through?” His voice is shaky. Any minute now and I bet he’ll start fucking pissing his pants.

“Aw, Milesy doesn’t want any trouble?” I mimic him. “Well, maybe you should have thought about that before you came to my house with the intention of fucking her. Now start fucking walking. I don’t like repeating myself.”

“Bryce. I’m sorry, okay? Can you please let me go?”

Seeing as I’m not going to get this show moving, I start walking towards the stupid fuck and he starts stumbling backwards, going further into the corn.

“There’s enough time to beg Miles. You can do that when I want you beg. Continue walking like the good fucking dog you are!” I shout.

There’s adrenaline rushing through my veins now with anger and the need to fucking be inside of her. But I want everything to go according to plan, so I continue walking and Miles continues to stumble backwards, probably afraid that I’m going to kill him. I don’t know where he gets that notion from.

“Call her,” I tell him. “She’ll hear you.”

“Mackenzie!” Miles screams as if his life depends on it—which it kind of does, because I’m really getting impatient and if Kenz doesn’t show up fast enough, I cannot be held accountable for my actions.

I suck in a deep breath of cold air, while Miles slows down to scream for Kenz again. He’s just not loud enough, so I swing the sickle when his back is turned to me for a split second and catch him with the blade, slicing through his calf.

The blade is so sharp that it tears through his pants and I’m rewarded with the sight of blood that starts spilling from the wound. It’s a glorious fucking sight.

“Fuck!” Miles screams louder this time and falls to his knees. “Oh my God!” He’s reaching down to touch the wound and when he brings his hand back up, it’s stained with dark red. My favorite color.

“You fucking psycho!” Miles spits out as he falls onto his ass and starts dragging himself backwards.

“You might be right about that, but I never really get an evaluation done,” I joke, swinging the sickle by its leather handle.

“Do you know what this was used for?” I ask him as I hold the sickle out towards him.

He continues to crawl away and shakes his head slowly. There’s sweat dripping down his pale face now. The orange glow from the Jack O Lanterns brings out the look of fear in his face.

“Remember Billie Manson, Miles? The guy who gutted his entire family like pigs?” I take a step towards him. “My dad is Chief of Police and boy does it have it’s perks. Like stealing from evidence that no one will look through ever again.”

“Just let me go,” he says, glancing down at the sickle and then back up at me, as if he’s expecting me to lash out at him again any second now. But I’m not going to do that. That’ll make this too fucking easy and I don’t want easy. I want slow and torturous, because I’m fucked in the head like that. If I don’t teach my little sister a lesson she’ll never forget now then it won’t be worth all this effort. Kenz had it coming to her a long time ago, it’s just unfortunate that tonight is the night and that Miles is my chosen prey.

I make a face at Miles as I near him, hoping it’s sad and innocent. “Let you go? Miles that’s not even an option. Oh, and yeah you do have options. 1. You can run.” I chuckle to myself because clearly Miles is in no shape or form to run. And he doesn’t want to attempt running from me because it’ll just give the beast in me more of a reason let loose. And if that happens, I won’t be in control anymore. “2. You can shut your fucking mouth and wait patiently until I’m ready to skin you and fucking shove this blade right through your neck.”

It’s that moment when I glance down because his legs are shaking uncontrollably and I see his light brown cargo pants grow wet as a patch darkens the material. The power to make someone piss themselves. At least he knows I’m not fucking with him.

“Now help me call Kenz,” I say. “I want her here for this.”
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I’m stumbling around this stupid fucking corn for what seems like an eternity when I hear rustling to my left. I swivel around, dropping my cherry Coke to the ground and letting the cold liquid splatter all across my legs.

“Miles! Bryce!” I shout, but the only sounds that meet my ears are from the fake screams generated from the speakers overhead and from the buzzing insects.

Bryce should have come and got me by now, but he’s not here and I’m fucking stuck in the middle of literally nowhere.

“Bryce!” I scream, hoping that he’ll hear and come to my rescue. I know he’ll come and find me. He’s always watching my every move like I belong him. He won’t leave without me. Maybe he’s just fucking with me because of Miles.

Something rustles in the corn again and it’s long enough this time for me to spin around to locate where the sound is coming from.

That’s when I come into contact with a giant fucking scarecrow that makes me jump back in surprise.

My vision is a little hazy and I try to rub the haze away with the back of my hand, but when I glance black at the glowing Jack O Lantern head of the scarecrow, my vision is still weird. What the hell?

Maybe they gassed up the corn with hallucinogens to fuck us up. Or maybe I’m just losing my shit.

The longer I stare into those weird black eyes of the scarecrow, the more it appears to be watching me. My ears pick up a crunch and the scarecrow moves. What the actual fuck? No, I am definitely seeing things. I turn around to run back through the path I came from, but not fast enough, because the scarecrow falls forward, right on top of me and I start screaming. I’m pretty sure it’s loud enough for anyone to know that it’s a real human scream.

Before I can scream again, the scarecrow is hauled off me pieces of dirt flaking onto me. I glance up actually grateful to see my brother emerge from the corn, just behind where the scarecrow was standing a few minutes ago. He throws the scarecrow aside like it weighs nothing, before leaning down in front of me.

“Kenz.” His voice sounds far away and my head feels slightly heavy. Bryce reaches out and tucks a strand behind my ear before leaning in really close. His warm lips touch the edge of mine in a brief kiss and then he stands up again.

You found me. My mouth is moving, but I can’t hear the words. Something is very wrong and I can feel it as my body starts to go a little numb. I try to squeeze my right fist as tightly as I can, but I’m feeling too weak to do it.

“Bryce.” The words from my mouth come out slurred as sweat runs down the back of my neck. I just want to go home.

“Miles,” I whisper and this seems to annoy Bryce because he frowns at me before stepping aside so that I can see behind him.

Miles is standing there, dark red coating the bottom half of his pants and more of it dribbling down the right side of his face. His skin is pale.

My body tenses immediately with fear and I know that something is off when I glance down and see Bryce holding a sickle in his right hand and a creepy X mask hanging from around his neck.

I try to stand up straight, but I stumble forward as I do and Bryce catches me, pressing his warm body against mine.

“Whoa, steady.” He chuckles as he grabs my toffee apple from my grip whilst holding me against him.

I watch as he takes a bite from the apple and then discards it into the corn field, before pulling the mask back on. He looks like a fucking weirdo from The Purge with the neon X’s and creepy smiley on a black background.

“I-I don’t feel so good. What’s going on, Bryce?”

“Of course, you don’t. I thought we could have some fun with Miles, what do you think Kenz?” Bryce brings the sickle so close up to my face that I can see it’s shiny and slick with dark red. And that can only be Miles’ blood. I try to pull away, but Bryce’s hold on me is tight. He brings the blade close to my face until it’s cool sticky surface is against my cheek.

“Bryce.” My voice trembles as I turn my face away, causing the blood to smear across my skin.

“I told you I want to have some fun,” Bryce says in a husky voice as he drags the pointed blade further down my jaw and then my neck until he’s slowly cutting through the top on my dress.

He suddenly let’s go of me and stands back. “Take off your clothes. I want him to watch me as I take your virginity.”

When I don’t start undressing immediately, he cocks his head slightly to the side.

“Tick-fucking-tock Kenz.”

“Someone could come in here.” My fingers tremble as I start to unbutton my dress one button at a time. “You’re my stepbrother.”

I know Bryce is fucking crazy, but I really didn’t anticipate how far he’d take this.

“I don’t care. Does it look like I give a shit?” His voice is cold as he swings the sickle around in the air. “All I’m cared about is this cunt watching as I claim what’s mine. I should have taken your pussy a long time ago, baby sister.”

“You can let him go and I’ll give you what you want.” My throat is dry and rough like sandpaper.

Bryce shakes his head and begins to pace back and forth between Miles and I. Miles just keeps his mouth shut and stays still like he’s accepted his fate. We can all pretty much assume his fate the longer he waits.

Bryce knows he’s gone too far to go back now and Miles knows that there’s nowhere to run and I know that my brother with do whatever the fuck he wants to because that’s just the way he is.

“If you take any longer, Miles is going to lose a limb right now and I swear to fucking God you know I’ll do it.” He reaches up and takes his mask off, before flinging it at me and hitting me in the chest. “Take off your clothes right now. You were ready to fuck this piece shit earlier in that slutty outfit, weren’t you?”

He stalks over to me now, hulking with anger and I cower back in fear, my fingers moving quickly to unbutton the rest of my dress. I start to cry, hot tears blurring my vision, but Bryce doesn’t care. He just wants and wants and wants and he won’t stop until he has what he wants.

He drops the sickle for a moment and towers above me, his large hands taking my breasts as they spill out.

“Fuck,” he mutters. “You’re so fucking beautiful, Kenz.”

Without warning, he leans down and takes my right nipple into his mouth, sucking hard and pulling it between his teeth before moving onto the other one. An involuntary moan escapes my lips and I press my palms against his shoulders to push him away, but the longer he sucks, the more I relax against him and allow him access. Why am I enjoying this? His teeth and tongue nip and tease my buds until they’re swollen and tingling for more.

When he’s done playing with my tits, Bryce reaches down to grab the sickle once again and then pushes me down onto my knees so that I’m staring up at him.

“Unzip me and suck my cock,” he instructs.

I don’t unzip his pants, because I don’t want to do this and Bryce can sense my hesitancy, because the next thing he does is, he unzips his jeans and pulls his shorts down, just enough for his large, semi-hard cock to spring free.

He strokes it a few times with his free left hand. “Open your mouth.”

When I don’t open immediately, Bryce brings the knife to the back of my neck. “Open your fucking mouth, Kenz.”

My mouth falls open and a small whimper escapes me as Bryce shoves his cock into my mouth before he grabs my hair and he fists it tightly, like he did earlier in the car.

“That’s a good girl, Kenz. Fuck my cock nicely with that pretty mouth of yours,” he says.

He’s so big that I actually gag when the tip of his thick cock reaches the back of my throat.

“Ah fuck. That’s it, baby,” he groans, dragging the tip of the blade up and down my exposed back.

I gag again when I think of Miles’ blood on the blade, but then I quickly return my focus to Bryce and pleasing him.

I bob my head back and forth like I’ve seen many times in porn and even make my cheeks hollow so that my lips feel tight a his cock as I suck him off.

I can hear Miles whimpering in the background, but I’m so lost now in the moment as I glance up through my teary vision at Bryce. His moans send a shooting pang of desire straight to my pussy and I know now that I have just as much of an effect on him as he has on me. It’s so hot watching him lose a little control.

“You’re on your knees for your big brother, Kenz?” His fingers graze my scalp. “You look so fucking pretty with my cock in between your lips.”

I can taste the saltiness as his pre-cum falls onto my tongue and the more I suck, the more Bryce’s grip grows weaker, but just before he can explode in my mouth, he pulls out and shoves me back down.

He pulls me closer by my thighs and makes sure that Miles has a clear view of the entire show, because this is all for him after all.

“See this pussy?” Bryce rips the fish nets covering my pussy and exposes my pink wet slit that’s aching to have a cock inside of it right now. My brother’s cock to be precise.

Bryce brings the tip of his cock to my center, before pressing against me with little pressure and eliciting a moan.

But then he stops and suddenly stands up and I’m confused for a moment when he walks over to Miles, reaches down and grabs a fistful of his hair.

Miles starts to scream, even though some part of him must know that it’s futile at this point. There’s no stopping Bryce when he’s hellbent on teaching someone a lesson.

“Please.” Miles is crying now, practically begging, but my brother just shakes his head and laughs, before raising his right hand with the sickle and slitting Miles’ throat in one swift motion. Just like that.

There’s a weird sound as blood gushes out from the slit. Bryce drags Miles a little closer to where I am and tips his head back, exposing the wide slit in his throat that’s spilling blood all over the fucking place. My lips tremble as I crawl backwards, but I know it’s futile. I can’t run him. There’s a weird gurgling sound coming from Miles’ throat.

“See what you made me do Kenz?” Bryce moves his fingers to where the wound is and sticks his fingers inside of it.

Miles is already dead, but the gurgling sounds continue and when the blood starts to dribbling slowly down his white shirt, Bryce lets Miles’ limp body fall forward with a hard thud and I jump.

“You make me go crazy, Kenz.” Bryce who’s now covered in blood all over his shoulders and arms. He moves over to where I am. I’ve always assumed that he’s hated me because I’m his lame little sister. I’m just a fucking nuisance. But I’ve been wrong this entire time.

I stay still as he tosses the sickle aside and then gets down on his knees and pulls me to him, his long, bloody fingers digging into my thighs.

“Who owns this pussy, Kenz?”

I should be vomiting and turned off right now, but instead, I find myself spreading my legs for him, fully turned on by my big, bad brother.

“You do.”

“That’s a good girl. I had to drug your cherry Coke a little, because I thought you’d fight me.”

That explains why I felt so out of it.

His guides the tip of his cock to my glistening pussy once again and rubs it against my aching center.

“But now I can see that you’re my good little girl, Kenz.” He shoves his unforgiving cock into my tight pussy without warning and moves his huge length all the way back, until I’m gasping for air.

“Fuck, you’re so tight, baby.” He leans forward and brings his mouth to mine in a rough and hungry kiss.

I taste the metallic of blood and the sweetness of the toffee apple as Bryce comes out of me a little, before thrusting into me again. Harder.

I bite on his bottom lip so hard as he fucks me that his own blood enters my mouth and I drink it all, tasting him and moaning as he moves so deep into me, that his cock threatens to tear my virgin pussy apart. His blood tastes sweet on my tongue.

“If anyone else ever tries to fuck with my sister again, I’ll have to fucking deal with them. You’re my little fucking whore, aren’t you?” Bryce asks.

Another hard thrust. I throw my head back this time and widen my legs. I want—no need all of him. All that he has to offer, I fucking need it.

I can feel myself coming over the edge, so I hold onto Bryce with my arm around his neck, grabbing at his hair as he continues to drive into me.

“Yes,” is all I can manage before we both come together. I feel the walls of my pussy tightening around him, just as his hot come fills deep inside of me.

“Fuck,”Bryce falls on top of me and I hold him for a few seconds, both of us breathing heavy.

“You’re mine, Mackenzie,” he whispers fiercely and a final shudder travels through me.

I run my fingers up his sweaty shoulders and throw my head back, before whispering. “You’re mine, Bryce.”




The End.
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