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Prologue

Mitchell (age 7)
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I sat on the front steps of our new house, while the removalists passed me with the furniture that had been haphazardly chucked into the back of a truck the night before. My mum directed the men inside the house that felt empty. My best friend wasn’t around anymore. Dead, and buried in the ground. Nothing left other than a gravestone and some plastic flowers. My dad was rotting in a jail cell for my little brother’s murder. I fingered the scar that ran over my right eye and down my cheek. Doctors said I had been lucky that I didn’t lose my eye in the attack. 

My dad tried to end me too. Tory took my death. He stepped in between me and my dad. Tory begged Dad to stop. He took the wounds that were meant for me. I was too cowardly to stop our father. Tory was braver than me. Tears burned in my eyes as I thought about my little brother. My mum’s screams had echoed throughout the house as she held Tory’s body close to hers, rocking back and forth.

The cops had long taken Dad. Handcuffs tight, blood covered his face and torso. The paramedics were trying to pry Tory’s body from Mum’s arms. I laid on the floor, blood trickling down over my cheek and stinging my eye, watching the activity around me. A paramedic started patching me up as he tried to explain to Mum that I needed to go to the hospital.

Mum didn’t care. Her only thoughts were with the son she lost. Not with the son who was still alive. Her screams rattled through my mind all the way to the hospital. They surrounded me as the doctors stitched my face back together. They stayed with me as family floated in and out of the house, with flowers and containers of food that we weren’t going to eat. The screams continued to float through my mind as Mum tossed shots of whiskey down her throat. The screams assaulted me as she lay naked on the floor of Tory’s room crying and begging for him to come back.

I sat on the front steps of this new house, watching the local kids play on bikes with one another. They laughed and wrestled. They looked like they were having fun. Fun that I could never experience again. I wasn’t allowed to have fun anymore. Not since Tory was taken away. Not since Tory took my death.

One of the boys in the group looked over at me and gave me a wave. I nodded my head and raised my hand. He said something to the three other boys he was with and they all turned to look at me. Slowly they started to come across the front lawn.

“Hi. What’s your name?” the one that waved asked. His blonde hair flopped in his eyes. His skinned knees stuck out from holes in his jeans.

“Mitchell Rabbit,” I said quietly.

“Rabbit?” one of the other boys laughed. He was big, a lot bigger than the other kids. His missing front teeth drew my attention. His brown eyes seemed angry and were narrowed taunting me. “I’m going to call you Bunny.”

I shrugged my shoulders and rested my chin on my hand. I didn’t care what they called me. Nothing mattered.

“Do you have any brothers or sisters?” the first boy asked.

I shook my head and bit my lip to prevent my tears welling in my eyes again. “Yes, you do. Well, you did have,” my mother snapped from behind me. “His brother Tory died a hero protecting him. He was supposed to protect his little brother but instead this pussy was crying and hiding while his brother got stabbed to death.”

The boy’s eyes widened, and their mouths dropped open at my mother’s outburst. I didn’t even flinch. Over the last weeks, I had become so used to being degraded by her that her insults didn’t even cause me to react anymore. She had made it known clearly what she thought of me. I wasn’t worth the air I breathed. I should have been dead, while Tory lived. I wondered if I had died, whether she would have reacted the same way. If Tory had lived would it be him that she was belittling? Or would she have been glad. I wondered if my mother always hated me, but now that Tory wasn’t around, she didn’t have to pretend anymore. 

I always thought Mum loved me just the same. But now I knew that wasn’t the case. If she could have got away with it then she would have left me in the ground beside Tory. She wouldn’t have brought me to this new house.

The boys looked between each other before they turned away. Just like everyone. I didn’t deserve anyone. I couldn’t protect Tory. I was a pussy. A bunny. Too scared to protect my little brother. I lived while Tory died. 

I pressed my chin into my hand as I watched the boys walk away from me. “Don’t even think about making friends here Mitchell,” Mum sneered behind me. “You don’t deserve them.”

I nodded my head. I knew what was expected of me. I was expected to slowly die, I was expected to be the whipping boy for my mum’s grief until she drank herself into her own grave.
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Mitchell (18 years old)
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“Bunny,” Nate roared through the college halls. I clenched my jaw and sighed. I had thought stupidly that once we finished high school, I would get rid of Nate, Danny, Chaz, and Caleb. But no, they had followed me to college. Since our very first meeting on the front steps of my house, they had made it a point to make my life a living hell. And still all these years on, it was their one greatest pleasure.

Nate came up behind me with his best friend Danny beside him. Nate’s blonde hair was cropped close to the sides and long on top. Danny towered over him and me. His bulk was the perfect body to play the rugby he seemed to excel in.

“What do you want?” I asked with another sigh.

“Come on mate, don’t be like that. I thought we were friends,” Nate said as he knocked my shoulder, causing me to lose balance and bounce into Danny’s side. Danny reached out and put his arm around my shoulder pulling me tight against his side.

My jaw twitched and my teeth ground together. I had a choice of leaving home to find a job or to accept the scholarships for college. I had to take something  get away from my mum. Her drinking and drug taking had become worse over the years. She stopped berating me. Instead, she just forgot about me. She chose to seek her happiness at the bottom of a whiskey bottle or in a needle. Nothing worked though. She wouldn’t be happy unless she had Tory back.

I thought she would see some brightness in the world when we got word that Dad had been murdered in prison. But even that hadn’t brought a smile to her face. Instead, she shrugged her shoulders and went back to bed, cracking open the fresh whiskey bottle. In the end she didn’t even look at me. It was like I literally didn’t exist. That hurt more than when she was screaming at me. At least when she was blaming me for Tory’s death, she was paying attention to me. 

“We have never been friends,” I said, keeping my voice low.

“Well, our parents weren’t going to let us hang out with a murderer,” Nate said with a shrug of his shoulder.

He was full of shit. Their parents didn’t care who they hung out with and they knew I hadn’t murdered Tory. They knew that it was my dad. I had heard Nate’s mum telling him that he should try to be friends with me. I remembered rolling my eyes as I walked past her. If she knew how much Nate had made my life hell from that fateful first meeting with my mother, she probably wouldn’t be encouraging him.

He, Danny, Caleb, and Chaz had gone out of their way to make sure I was unhappy. They did everything to remind me every day that I wasn’t welcome to life. I was beaten. I was teased. I was pushed, slapped and even on occasion raped by Nate and his mates. And of course, no one would have believed me. They were the good boys. They came from upstanding families. They had morals, went to church, and were destined for greatness. I was just the depressed scarred kid who watched my brother get murdered and lived with a junkie mother.

The times that I got brave enough to tell, the teachers explained my actions away as me being troubled. According to teachers and social workers, I was making up stories because I was hurting. I was depressed. I had a mental illness. The boys were just trying to befriend me. They never saw what they did to me behind closed doors. The teachers turned a blind eye to the bruises and scabs that dotted my body.

“So where are you going Bunny?” Nate said as he pressed his face into the side of my head.

“My dorm,” I answered.

Nate grinned and nodded his head. “That’s a great co-incidence, we are heading there too,” he told me with a chuckle.

I rolled my eyes. I hadn’t expected any less. I often thought about my dad and what he would think when I let them push me around. It had become so common that I was used to it now. But I didn’t think my dad would be happy. He would have told me to stop being so soft and stand up and fight. My mum would have called me a pussy. And I guessed that’s what I had become. Too afraid to step up and stop them.

I wondered late at night, whether I let it go on because I liked it. Did I enjoy the way Nate held my body down and fucked me? Or the way Danny regularly punched me. I didn’t know. Maybe in some sick corner of my being I liked the attention and that was why I hadn’t stopped them. The truth was though that I hated it and I hated them. And one day I was going to fight back. I had started to make plans. The minute we started college. I knew that this year there was going to come a time of the devil’s night. A day was going to come where I would finally take my revenge. Nate, Danny, Caleb, and Chaz were going to die. They were going to be my bitches, for a change. They were going to know the fear as their lives slowly ebbed from their bodies. It was this knowledge that kept me moving forward.

I could accept all of their torture with the plans of their murders, in my mind.
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Danny kept his arm around my neck as he and Nate led me back towards my dorm room. “I’ve got homework to do,” I pleaded.

Nate looked down at me and smiled before nodding his head. “After,” he answered as he turned back towards the dorms.

I sighed. He had made up his mind. Which meant I was going to be paying with my ass. I made the mistake of letting Nate see that I was gay. We had been fifteen years old and in the locker room at school. I had always done well to keep my back to the other guys so that I couldn’t see their bodies. I was comfortable in the fact that I liked guys. I didn’t have an issue with being gay.

It had been raining for the week, so the oval was covered in slick mud. The coaches didn’t care how dirty we got, or what that meant for us, well what that meant for me. It meant that I was going to be forced to shower. For the most of high school I had been able to quickly duck in, dress back in my uniform and get out. But winter always meant rugby on the oval and showers in the locker room. I dreaded it. It was impossible to hide.

I was standing in the shower, soaking under the warm water, waiting for everyone to be gone, so that I could dress in peace. Nate, Danny, Caleb, and Chaz were lingering in one corner. As everyone started to leave to go to lunch, Nate slid towards me. I watched him from the corner of my eye. Just as he was about to get close enough, he could touch me, I flipped the tap off and turned to leave the showers.

I was too slow. Danny and Chaz stood in the doorway, blocking my only exit. “Where are you going?” Nate asked with a wicked smile on his face.

“To get dressed and go to lunch,” I answered, pushing as much bravado into my voice as I could.

Nate simply shook his head and turned to face me He had lowered his pants to his thighs. His cock was hard and jutting out in front of him. Slowly he slid his hand down the length of his cock, circling the head in his palm. My eyes lingered on the movement before I looked up into his smiling face.

“Do you want to taste my cock Bunny?” he asked.

I bit my lip and shook my head. Nate grinned. “I tell you what, let’s play a game. You can leave right after.”

I shook my head again. “I don’t want to play your game.”

Nate shrugged as he continued to stroke down over his cock. My own started to swell. I tried to think of anything, old ladies, my English teacher, killing puppies, anything to stop the blood rushing to it. Nothing I did was working. Soon my cock was hard and weeping, begging for something to relieve the pressure. 

Nate ran his eyes down over my body and his lips broke into a wider grin when he saw the state, I was in. “I think you do want to play my game,” he said huskily.

I shook my head, but it was no use. Nate was a beautiful guy. All four of them were. They had been in my fantasies more than once late at night as I jerked off. No matter how shit they treated me, how many bruises they caused, somewhere in my sick and twisted mind, I wanted them. I wanted their attention. I wanted Nate’s hands on me. His lips on mine and his cock sliding deep inside my ass.

Nate stepped closer. I could feel the heat of his skin against mine. I bit my lip to keep the moan trapped that wanted to escape. Gently he reached out and traced his fingers down my neck and over my collarbone. I closed my eyes at the electric pulses that ran over my skin with his touch. He continued to slide his fingers down and circle my nipples that puckered under his attention. I hissed in a breath. My cock jerking at the sensation.

“All of us will jerk off. You swallow whoever cums first. Then the last to cum will swallow yours,” Nate said with a smile and looking into my eyes.

I frowned. I wondered what would happen. It seemed too good to trust. I looked around the room and noticed Danny, Caleb and Chaz had all lowered their pants and were stroking their hardened lengths as they stepped closer around me, surrounding me in a circle.

Nate smiled at me again. “Get on your knees Bunny, and get ready to swallow,” he said as he pushed me down to my knees.

I kneeled on the cold tiled floor of the gym change room looking up as the four guys stood around me, each jerking their cocks. Their breathing hitched; moans escaped their lips. Their eyes closed as their pleasure took over. 

Nate’s eyes snapped open and he stared down at me. “Open your mouth Bunny,” he grunted.

I opened my mouth and stuck my tongue out. Nate leaned forward, resting one hand on the back of my head while the other stroked over his cock. He let out a long moan as the first squirt of cum landed on my tongue, another, and another, coated my lips and chin. Nate smiled down at me and ran his hand over the back of my head.

“Bunny,” Caleb said. I turned to look at him only realising then that he had a phone in his hand. A flash blinded me. 

I stood and pushed through the four of them to the sound of booming laughter. Tears blurred my eyes. I wiped the cum from my lips and chin with my sports uniform top and quickly dressed in my school uniform. Without looking back, I ran from the gym and through the school yard. I had needed to get away.

I didn’t return to school for the rest of the day, and never spoke to anyone about what had happened. Nate used the photo to lord over me. If I didn’t do what he or the other three guys said, they told me they would release the photo to the school. In hindsight I should have just let them. But as a fifteen-year-old kid, the idea of anyone seeing me in that position scared the hell out of me. So, I agreed. A choice that I was still paying for to the present day.

“Come on then Bunny, let’s play,” Nate said as he swung the door of my dorm open. Bringing me back to the present problem.
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I placed my books that I had been holding onto my desk. My room was spotless. There was so much chaos and clutter in my life, that this was the one area I felt like I could control. Nate and Danny came in behind me. I heard the door click as Danny flicked the lock. I sighed in a deep breath. Another day, another round of torture. 

Glancing over at the calendar that hung on the back of my door I smiled inwardly. The guys couldn’t see it. But there in amongst the dates and notes of due assignments was a day that had been circled. A month that held the devil’s night. A night where I would finally reap revenge. 

“Get your pants down and on your knees,” Nate growled behind me. I rolled my eyes. It was the same every time.

Slowly I undid my jeans and slid them down over my hips with my boxers. Slipping them off my feet I kicked them to the side and climbed to the floor on my knees. My ass up in the air as I braced myself. Nate didn’t bother with lube, he never bothered with stretching. This wasn’t about my pleasure. It was all him.

My jaw clenched and my teeth grinded together. Nate’s body heat behind me warned me of what was about to come. He slapped my ass cheeks with his hardened cock. “You ready faggot?” he sneered.

I snorted out a laugh. He and his mates loved their derogatory words for me. Yet it was always their cocks in my ass. They just hadn’t admitted how gay they were to themselves. They were still full of this ridiculous belief that if you only topped that must mean you’re not gay. 

My eyes welled up with tears at the sudden burning intrusion as Nate slammed into my back passage. My lips popped open and a silent scream fell from my mouth. Nate groaned as he filled me completely. I dropped my head and clenched my fists desperate for the pain to ease. I had experienced what sex was like with someone who wanted to show me a good time a few times at a club that I attended. I knew that it didn’t have to be painful. But that wasn’t Nate’s way. He wanted to hurt me.

Danny fisted my blonde hair and lifted my face to his. “Open your mouth faggot,” he growled.  In his other hand he held his knife. So, cliché. Danny the bad boy, went nowhere without his pocketknife. If it hadn’t been pressed against my throat, I may have rolled my eyes again. “And if you even think about biting me, I will fucking cut you.”

I sighed and popped my lips open. It was the same threat every time we played this game. They would call me faggot while fucking me and making me blow them. Danny would threaten to cut me if I bit his cock. The script was tired and worn out. Danny shoved his cock between my lips and down to the back of my throat. Gagging, I closed my eyes as I tried to open my throat to allow for the intrusion.

Danny’s favourite was torture. He liked to choke me with his cock. There were times I thought I would literally die. Suffocated by cock. I wondered what my mother would think of me then. I could only imagine the reports in the newspaper. I didn’t know who I was kidding. My mother probably wouldn’t even collect my remains from the fucking morgue. I would be left on ice, destined to be a nobody.

“Do you like the taste of Chloe on my dick?” Danny asked with a chuckle.

I couldn’t taste her. I had learned over the years to tune it all out. There was always a different girl I was meant to taste on Danny’s cock. Chloe, Aleesha, Charlotte, Nikki, Tamara, fucking someone. Like I said, it was a tired script. 

Nate continued to slam into me from behind. His breathing becoming heavier, his grip on my hips tighter. Over the years I had learned the tell-tale signs of when they were getting close. For many years I counted down to these moments. Now I just took it and let my mind drift to other things. I planned their murders mostly. Sometimes my mind would float over whatever homework I had left to do. I thought about Tory. I thought about my parents. I never thought about the attack. It was only in the darkest nights, that those images floated through my brain. Those were the nights I hated most of all.

Nate groaned as his cock swelled further and the warmth of his cum filled my ass. He pulled out and wiped the end of his dick along my ass cheeks, flopping back on my bed. Danny continued his onslaught into my throat. I glanced up at him. His black eyes glared down at me. His brow puckered in concentration. His fist tight in my hair while the other continued to clutch his knife against my neck.

“Fuck,” Danny roared as I tasted the first spurt of cum as it hit the back of my throat. He continued to push his cock in as deep as it would go, until I had the fleeting thought, that I might drown on his cum.

Finally, he pulled out of my lips and bent to pull his pants up. I glanced around at Nate who was lying back on my bed with his eyes closed and a satisfied smile on his lips. I slowly stood, leaning over to pick my pants up off the floor. I went over to the small wash basin in the corner of my room and ran a cloth under the warm water. I cleaned up my ass and hands before putting my pants on.

Danny sat down beside Nate on the bed and watched me as I slid my jeans back on my body. They were going to stay there a while no doubt. I wished they would get up and leave. But that wasn’t Nate’s style. He liked to draw out his torment for as long as he could. Eventually one of them would get bored and they would leave. But it was never until they were well and truly ready.

I went to my calendar and placed a large cross through the day. One day closer to the devil’s night. One day closer to freedom.
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After Nate and Danny left my room, seemingly frustrated that I wouldn’t interact with them, I sat trying to focus on my English essay. The words didn’t want to flow. I had no interest in writing about 19th century classic literature and how it pertained to the modern world. My mind continued to ponder revenge instead.

It was a common thought. Revenge was never far away from my mind. But after every visit with one of the guys it consumed me. I wondered if I hadn’t had the life I did whether my deadly desires would be so prevalent. I wondered if my mother had been supportive after Tory died. If she loved me more than she loved whiskey and smack. I wondered if I would be a different person.

I would have been able to stand up to Nate and his mates. I would be able to ignore the bullshit they put me through. Instead, I was filled with unquenchable rage. Fury and hatred filled my veins and were as addictive as heroin. I fed off it. I was sure I was some psychiatrists wet dream. 

No one knew what went on inside my head. I was always careful to never show anyone the hatred and rage that flowed through me. I would never tell a soul what thoughts and fantasies ran through my brain. They would lock me up and throw away the key for sure.

I wasn’t the only person bullied by Nate, Danny, Caleb, and Chaz. They had ruled the school throughout the eleven years I’d known them. Some kids followed every word they said, because they wanted to be in their group. Others were terrified of them and tried to avoid them at all costs. It was those kids that drew the attention. And then there was me. I didn’t follow them or run from them. And maybe that was why they chose to punish me the worst.

At first, I was afraid of them. That first time they bailed me up against the wall of the school, while Danny punched into my stomach until I vomited down the front of my shirt. Every day it was something. A piece of fruit thrown at me. Rubbish hurled in my direction. My bag filled with dog shit. Piss on the back my legs. Beatings, harsh words. Always something. 

After the first year, begging my mum to do something and being ignored or being told to man up I learned that she wasn’t going to help. I begged teachers to help. I begged everyone to help make it stop, but they all turned a blind eye. It was then that I decided to just take the punishment. It wasn’t until I thought I had escaped them by coming to college that I took my first deep breath of relief.

That relief didn’t last long. I had been at college for a week. I loved my classes. I didn’t interact with others. I didn’t know how. I had been conditioned to be a loner. But I was happy with my own company. I was leaving my final maths class on the last day of my first week when I walked through the halls and my feet came to a sudden halt.

Standing at the end of the hallway, with girls surrounding them, Nate, Danny, Caleb, and Chaz stood grinning. Their smiles grew when they saw me. My heart started to beat erratically. 
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