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  Triggers & Tropes



Twincest

Dub-Con

Rough Sex

Spit Play

Blood Play

Dark, Gothic Christmas Vibes

Slapping

Mentions of abuse

Oral Sex




Please note that this is a work of fiction and although the relationship between Pike and Rhys is unnatural and unhealthy, this is their love story, their journey together and how they choose to love each other.







  Soundtrack



How Villains Are Made by Madalen Duke

Me And The Devil by Soap&Skin

Still As The Night by Rowan Drake

Deliverance by RY X

Notre Dame by Paris Paloma

Spiracle by Flower Face

Never Be Like You by Flume




Full Playlist is Available Here: In The Dark Spotify Playlist








  
  
  CHAPTER ONE: PIKE

  
  




The halls of Whitlock Manor were dark and quiet. He enjoyed hunting me in the darkness. He liked listening to me gasp in fear.

I wore his favourite dress tonight for Christmas. A black sheer dress that flowed around my body like long black tendrils. It was our very first Christmas together after years and it would be the first one where we didn’t have to live in fear of our parents anymore. I held a candle in my right hand and walked through another hall, a sense of fear pricking at the back of my neck as the hot wax dribbled down my fingers. There was nothing to fear anymore ever since Rhys killed my father. He killed the monster that kept me in this prison and we could have escaped. We could have left Columbus and started afresh, somewhere no one knew us and the nightmares would perhaps have been gone. Or maybe not. It would take time, I knew that. But running away from here was not an option.

It was the only home we had known. Besides, we would always be safe here in our little, twisted town, where no one knew we existed, or no one cared enough about our existence, because out in the real world, Rhys and I would never be accepted. I loved him too much to lose him again because no one would understand our connection and love. He was playing hockey better than ever before and I was starting to eat again or at least trying to. It wasn’t perfect and sometimes Rhys would catch me trying to force out my food, but he wouldn’t get angry at me. He’d sit with me for hours after that in his room and talk to me, making me understand why I had to try and get better. If not for me, I had to at least make an effort for him.

Rhys was still coming to terms with the anger inside of him and I was learning to keep the memories away in the darkest corner of my mind, but sometimes we didn’t want to forget. Sometimes we still craved the pain, the fear, and the taste of death, because at one time it was all we knew.

Rhys still got a rush out of hurting me and I’d developed an appetite for receiving pain from him.

I liked the roughness of his hands when he slapped me hard, or the way he’d choke me with his tie until I came all around his cock. I liked the bruises and scars he’d left on my body. It was as if I was his canvas and he was the artist and I would let him paint his brutality on me.

The draughty ceilings above creaked as I moved upstairs toward his room. We mostly stay in this part of the house now. I never slept another night in my room, because I was so afraid of the terrors my delusions had created that lived in each dark corner.

A cool draft of air touched my skin and immediately the hairs stood up all over my body. We were so connected that I almost felt a part of him inside of me all the time. He was always with me.

“Rhys!”

Silence.

Then I remembered his note from earlier. He was probably already outside by our family’s mausoleum. He wanted me to meet him there.

“What kind of Christmas would it be if we didn’t spend it with our loved ones?” he’d asked me as I lay in his arms the night before.

Of course, he was just being his twisted self with his choice of words.

I went back downstairs, the silence of the house creeping me out as I moved from hall to hall until I was finally sprinting down the stairs and bursting through the glass doors that led to the back of the house. It was cold. So fucking cold. But I didn’t want to go back inside without Rhys by my side, so I held my candle out, too cold and fucking scared to care about how hot the wax felt as more of it dribbled down my fingers.

I walked down the concrete stairs until I was trudging through the garden with sharp-edged stones and thorns and pieces of timber poking at my bare feet.

Cold air filtered through my dress and I felt goosebumps spread across my skin. My teeth started chattering, but I was almost there.

The garden looked beautiful at night, with the grass glistening with drops of water, the sound of a creek close by and the silvery-blue mist rolling in from the black mountain ranges that surrounded Columbus. The trees that were full of almost dead, wet leaves were now bare and ugly, twisting their naked dark limbs with one another and when spring came again, it would be full and black, blooming with darkness once again.

I was close enough that I now saw the familiar stone statue of Thanatos, the Greek God of Death at the entrance of the graveyard. Half of his wing was broken and lay on the floor in front of the hooded statue. The other wing was crawling with dead vines and moss. There was moss almost everywhere. And then I saw it. The huge grey stone mausoleum came into view as I moved past the Thanatos statue. The thick iron gates were open and a warm glow emitted from within the mausoleum. A shiver travelled down my spine as I neared the entrance.

“Pi.” I heard him, but when I glanced around, I saw not around me, but a thick veil of mist and the odd flutter of a moth. But nothing more.

I take a step into the mausoleum and inhale the cold, mouldy air. We hardly used the family’s mausoleum anymore. The most recent time being my father’s death.

There were several sconces on the wall, each holding a candle that was already lit.

He was close, so close.

“Pi.” A warm breath whispered over the back of my neck and I shivered, feeling the tiny jolts travelling up and down my body.

He was right behind me.

I stood at the entrance of the mausoleum now, staring at the dark shadows in the corners.

I feel his hands on me, one at the back of my neck and the other tightly grasping the front of my throat.

“I’ve been thinking about you all day long,” he whispered against my neck.

“Me too,” I whispered back.

I moved back against him, desperate to feel the hardness of his body against mine. I had become so attached to him, that I could barely go a few hours without being around him and the best thing about my brother is that he didn’t mind it because he was just as obsessed.

“But I’ve been thinking about how I’d get you undressed before fucking you senseless, Pi.” His mouth was against my left ear now. There was a sharp pick on my lower lobe from his teeth and it sent delicious shivers down my spine.

“What else?” I leaned into him completely, letting go of myself.

“I was thinking.” His mouth was so hot against my skin. “Of how I would make you beg me to hurt you over and over again.”

Rhys released his grip around me and turned me around, before blowing out the candle in my. The only light now was from the pale moonlight filtering in through the mausoleum entrance and the few candles on the wall. I felt the roughness of his fingers around my waist this time. His lips found the front of my neck and I shuddered as he left warm, wet trails along my skin.

“You’re all mine tonight, dear sister,” he whispered.








  
  
  CHAPTER TWO: PIKE

  
  




I dropped my candle to the ground and Rhys grabbed me by my throat, shoving me against the cold stone wall. It was so cold. My fingers were icy, but his tall frame sheltered me from the harsh wintry air.

“Pi,” he whispered and brushed his warm lips against mine, whilst squeezing his left hand around my throat a little harder like I was his little lamb.

I liked it when he choked me. It made me feel like the prey and he was the hunter.

My lips parted and I wanted to whisper his name back, but I couldn’t because I could barely breathe.

“Rabbit.” He took a step back, releasing his grip from around my throat and letting his dark grey eyes rove over me. “Take off your dress, Pi.”

I shook my head once. No. And then I bit my bottom lip knowing that he hated it when I defied him.

“No?” He tilted his head a little and reached out to touch my lips with his cool calloused fingers.

“You know I hate that word so fucking much, Rabbit.”

I held my breath because I knew what would come next and I wanted it so badly that my cunt was practically aching already. I wanted it. I needed it.

Rhys didn’t even hesitate or hold back, he slapped me across my left cheek so hard that I felt the sharp sting shoot straight to my temple.

A little groan released from my throat and I grabbed Rhys by his hair, dragging my nails against his scalp.

He came up against me, pressing his hard, warm body against mine. His large hand found my jaw and he squeezed so hard that my mouth was forced into a wide O-shape.

“That’s right,” he said with a satisfied smirk. “Widen that pretty mouth of yours little slut.”

He grabbed my hair with his other hand and yanked hard, forcing me to look up into his cruel eyes that I loved so fucking much before he spat into my mouth.

“You will take everything I give you, Rabbit. I own you. I’ll spit in your mouth and cum in it too and I’ll always make sure you swallow. You’re my good fucking girl and you will always obey me, okay?”

I nodded my head and Rhys released my hair, before slapping me again and then he leaned forward and stuck his tongue out. I was his doll and he was my master. I was his rabbit and he was my butcher. I was his puppet and he was my puppeteer. My body bent to his will and I craved the pain and pleasure I received from him. It was demented, but I fucking loved it and so did he.

Rhys licked along my jaw with his hot tongue and then he dipped into my open mouth and kissed me. It was not simple pecks and loving kisses. This was raw and animalistic. He bit my bottom lip, hard enough to puncture the flesh and allow the familiar metallic of blood to flood my mouth. He released my jaw and I kissed him back. Mirroring his actions, I bit his bottom lip, making him moan loudly against my mouth. Blood flowed across our tongues and we both explored each other’s mouths, licking and biting and moaning intensely desperate moans into each other’s mouths.

“You like it when I’m rough with you, don’t you, Pi?” Rhys reached up and grabbed the thin fabric of my dress, before ripping it open.

“Yes,” I whispered. “I’m yours to use, Rhys.”

He pulled the dress down my body until I was completely naked and standing against the cold stone.

“What do you think the hideous cunt would say, Pi?” Rhys asked and we both glanced over at the corner of the mausoleum to see it.

An unsightly figure was limp against the wall in a sitting position. We couldn’t keep it in the house, so Rhys chose to keep it here.

The taxidermy figure of my father. After he died, Rhys decided to do a little work on him, because he said my father didn’t deserve to be buried with the rest of The Whitlock family members. He said that my father deserved to rot here on earth.

His face was distorted, face forever frozen now. Rhys had his eyes sewn shut and his mouth too. It was so unnatural that it made my skin crawl, so I looked away from the waxy figure.

“I don’t think he’d say anything,” I whispered into Rhys’ ear. “But I think he’d be furious and a little envious.”

“Envious.” Rhys got down on his knees before me and grabbed my thighs. “Because you’re all mine now,” he said as he spread my legs apart.

“So. Fucking. Beautiful.” Rhys dug his fingers into my skin and lifted his mouth to my cunt which was aching and wet and ready just for him.

He stuck his tongue out and licked along the slit, before finding his way to the clit which was begging for attention. He wasted no time as flicked my clit back and forth, before sucking it into his mouth.

“Fuck.” I grabbed his hair and began moving back and forth against his face, desperate for a release.

Rhys stuck his tongue deeper, tasting every inch of me slowly as he moved deeper, desperate to satiate his thirst.

He moaned against my pussy and I moaned louder and together our moans filled the hauntingly silent mausoleum around us.

Rhys reached up and shoved two of his longer fingers inside of me, while he sucked my clit.

I glanced down at him and grabbed his hair harder, pulling each strand and forcing a groan out of him. I wanted him to feel pain too. Desire swarmed my lower belly and I moved my hips back and forth as he thrust his long fingers in and out of me.

In and out, he went deeper, bringing me closer to the edge as he moved his mouth away from my pussy. In the faint candlelight, I saw his lips glistening with my arousal and I’d never seen anything so fucking hot in my life before.

“Come for me, Pi,” he said in a husky voice and that’s all he had to do to make me go over the edge.

I came all around Rhys’ fingers, my pussy clenching as I came hard.

“Yes,” he whispered in the dark. “Come for me.”

My body writhed with desire and I came crashing back to earth as my brother stood up and pulled me against him.

His mouth found mine and I tasted myself on his tongue and lips as he kissed me so hard that I could barely breathe.

He wrapped his strong arms around my body and he lifted me off the ground and held me close to him until my chest was pressed right up against his hard abdomen.

“You’re. All. Mine. Pi.” He broke away first and the next thing I knew, I was flat against the cold stone altar in the middle of the room.








  
  
  CHAPTER THREE: RHYS

  
  




She was so wet. So fucking deliciously wet and warm when I entered her tight cunt. I had my beautiful sister flat against the cold stone altar, her thighs spread apart as I entered her with my aching cock. I was always aching to be inside of her. There was never a moment when I was tired of fucking my sister into oblivion until we both couldn’t breathe or think straight enough.

She drove me just as crazy as I drove her.

I grabbed her by her hair and pressed her face down into the cold stone. Hearing her cry sometimes or beg me to stop even though she liked it too made me fucking harder. I liked it when she begged. I wanted her to beg. I enjoyed it when I made her come while she cried tears of pain and secretly my little slut sister liked it too. She wanted me to see her cry and she enjoyed it when I struck her or whipped her or choked her. I squeezed her neck again and thrust harder into her, ignoring her little cry. And I enjoyed her innocence. I was the only one who could touch and scar her like this and I loved it. She was mine to fuck and mine to hurt.

“Rhys,” she whispered. “It hurts.”

“That’s why you’ll take all that I have to give you, Rabbit and when I’m done, you will thank me for it like the good girl you are,” I said and slammed into her cunt once again.

Whether we were fucked up by the things our parents did to us and the years of abuse we had endured, this was who we were now and there was no going back and fixing the damage. Even though we tried to overcome the darkness within us, there were times when we wanted to be in the dark. Like now as I fucked Pike hard. I felt anger and pain and lust all at once as I moved inside of her and with each thrust, I felt myself get closer to the edge.

“Rhys,” Pi choked out and I leaned over her, pressing my body into hers and moving faster until the only sounds around us were her whimpers, my grunting and our skin slapping against each other.

Her cunt was so tight and wet around me. I was close to coming, but I would let myself come until she did. I always made sure she came first. I wrapped my right hand around Pi and grabbed her right breast, rolling her nipple in between her thumb and forefinger before pulling it hard.

“Come for me Pi.”

She screamed out loudly and I felt her come around me. My beautiful fucking sister’s cunt tightened around my cock. She felt so fucking good.

“Rhys,” she whimpered and I came seconds later, filling her pussy with my warm come.

I turned Pi over and I climbed up against her, pressing my body into hers and holding her close.

Something warm and wet came against my chest and when I looked down, I saw tears streaming down her cheeks.

“What’s wrong?” I asked and Pi shook her head, before staring up into my eyes.

“I love you and I know you love me too, but sometimes I wonder if the fucked up way we love each other will eventually hurt us in the future,” she said.

“What do you mean?” I stroked her inky black hair away from her damp forehead.

“Children. I’m wondering if we have children in we’d fuck them up the way our parents did,” she said and I noted the pain in her voice.

I leaned down and kissed her forehead. “I don’t know, but I know that we can try and be better for them. I know, I’d do anything and everything to prevent that from ever happening to anyone else. I’ll protect them and you with my life, Pi.”

She wrapped her arms around me then and tucked herself into my body. I stared up at the full moon outside and then back down at my sister and hoped to hell that we’d be better than our parents. For her, I’d do anything, because I know she’d do anything for me too.




The End.
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