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A hot preview…

Sarah gasped, her hips bucking instinctively as my tongue delved deeper, tracing the delicate petals of her labia and circling her clitoris. Her hands tangled in my hair, her nails digging into my scalp as she cried out, her body convulsing with pleasure.

As I continued to pleasure her, her arousal mounted, her moans filling the silent academy. Her climax was imminent, her body trembling with anticipation. I could feel her heart pounding against my chest, matching the rhythm of my own.

Sarah's breath hitched, her eyes screwed shut as she arched her back, her fingers clenching my hair tighter. Her release washed over her like a tidal wave, her orgasm strong and all-consuming. She thrashed beneath me, her cries echoing through the silent halls, a symphony of emotion and release.

As she slowly came back to earth, she leaned in to kiss me.

"I'm hard," I growled. "I need to fuck you, Sarah."

I could feel her heart racing against mine, her breaths ragged and unsteady. It seemed like she understood what I needed, and she nodded slowly, her eyes dark and hungry.

"Yes, please," she whispered, her voice low and sultry. "Fuck me."

I didn't hesitate; I eagerly unzipped my dress, revealing my naked body underneath. My breasts were full and firm, my nipples hard and sensitive. Sarah's eyes roamed over my body, taking in every curve and line with obvious desire.

I straddled her, feeling her heat against my inner thighs, my arousal overwhelming me. I grabbed her hips, positioning myself at her entrance, my eyes locked on hers as I slowly began to enter her. Her entrance was tight, but I pressed on, my cock yearning for the feeling of being inside her.

As I slid deeper, she moaned softly, her fingers wrapping around my waist as if to pull me closer. We moved in perfect sync, our bodies melding together in a primal dance of lust. My hips slowly ground against hers, her moans growing louder with each thrust.

"Harder," she panted, her eyes never leaving mine. "Fuck me harder."

The Haunted Academy 4

With a newfound confidence and a ruthless determination, I set my sights on the headmistress of the academy, Rebecca Mandelson, Sarah’s older sister. Sarah was just the first pawn in my game of conquest, and now it was time to eliminate the most powerful figure standing in my way. I needed to tread carefully, however; she was cunning, with years of experience in this world of deceit and passionate manipulation.

The next day, I requested an audience with the headmistress, citing an urgent matter concerning Sarah's well-being. I knew that leaving her name-dropped would pique her interest. After all, they shared a history deeper than anyone else at the academy knew about.

I dressed impeccably, armed with my most disarming smile and an air of innocence that I knew would fool even the most perceptive of observers. The headmistress received me in her chambers, her eyes narrowed in a mask of concern.

"What is it, Mr. Morris? Is there something wrong with Sarah?" she asked, her voice tinged with just a hint of worry.

"Oh, Headmistress," I began, feigning worry, "it's terrible news I'm afraid. Sarah has been acting strangely recently... she's... consumed by some dark desire." I lowered my voice conspiratorially, "I think she might be under someone's control."

The headmistress's eyes widened with shock, and I could practically see the gears turning in her head as she tried to process the information. "What makes you say that, Mr. Morris?"

"I've seen her sneaking around late at night, mumbling to herself, and once, I swear I saw her with a strange amulet in her possession." I lied, spinning a tale as believable as spider silk. "I'm certain it's got something to do with dark magic. It pains me to even suggest this, but I think she may be plotting against you."

Rebecca's expression shifted from surprise to anger. "Dark magic, you say? In my academy? This is intolerable! Thank you for bringing this to my attention, Mr. Morris. I will look into this matter immediately."

I offered a bow of false gratitude. "Of course, Headmistress Mandelson. I knew I could count on your wisdom to handle this delicate situation."

As I left her chambers, I couldn't help but smile to myself. The seed of doubt had been planted deep within her mind. All that remained now was to tend to its growth and watch as it consumed whatever trust they had left for each other. It was only a matter of time before the most powerful alliance at the academy crumbled like stale bread under my meticulous machinations.

The next few weeks were spent feeding Rebecca more fabricated evidence against Sarah. I made sure to space out the incriminating "discoveries" just enough to avoid arousing suspicion, but frequently enough to keep her paranoia simmering. I slipped crude drawings of Rebecca with X's over her eyes into Sarah's belongings, and occasionally, I even sprinkled in a few ominous notes around the academy grounds, signed with a simple L. The headmistress's trust in her once-trusted confidante gradually eroded like sand on a wave-battered shore.

Sarah, oblivious to my scheming, continued her daily routine as usual, with no idea that she was being painted as a traitorous viper in the headmistress's eyes. Rebecca, on the other hand, became increasingly paranoid and withdrawn, casting suspicious glares at her once-trusted protégé during staff meetings and guild gatherings. I reveled in the unraveling of their alliance, feigning concern when she confided in me about her growing unease.

"I don't know what's come over her, Mr. Morris," Rebecca confided in me one day as we walked through the a secluded section of the academy gardens. "I never thought Sarah would betray my trust like this."

"I'm so sorry to hear that, Headmistress," I said consolingly, putting an understanding hand on her back, then slowly letting my fingers wander a bit lower.

She shivered ever so slightly under my touch, and I knew she was feeling the same sizzling chemistry that had been building between us. "I feel like I can't trust anyone these days," she continued, her eyes glazing over with worry.

"You can always trust me, Rebecca," I purred, leaning in a little closer, our faces now mere inches apart. "I've always had... feelings for you, you know."

Her emerald eyes widened in surprise, but she didn't pull away. Instead, she bit her lower lip, a tell-tale sign of her growing arousal. Slowly, as if in a trance, her hand reached up to caress my cheek. "A-are you sure this is a good idea? We're..."

"Shh," I whispered, brushing my lips against the shell of her ear. "Forget about the academy, forget about Sarah and everyone else for just tonight. Let me comfort you."

With that, I drew her into a hungry kiss, and to my delight, she didn't resist. Rebecca's lips were as soft as petals against mine, her tongue passionate and demanding as it danced with mine. Her body melted against mine, supple and pliant as we stumbled deeper into the garden maze.

The scent of jasmine and honeysuckle filled the air as I tore her clothes off. I gripped her huge breasts, knowing she was mine now. I chuckled in triumph.

As I kneaded her full, luscious breasts with practiced ease, Rebecca gasped, her back arching against me. Her arousal was intoxicating, a heady mix of jasmine and honeysuckle intertwining with the musky scent of her desire. I spun her around, pushing her against the trunk of an ancient cherry blossom tree. The bark rough against her supple skin, she moaned as I ground my hardness against her wet folds, teasing both of us with the promise of the delights to come.

"Oh, Will," she panted, her voice ragged with need. "What are you doing to me? I've never felt so good..."

Her admission only spurred me on further. I lowered my mouth to her heaving breasts, tracing fire-hot trails with my tongue along the creamy curves of her cleavage. With each flick of my tongue, her moans grew louder and more urgent.

I was drunk on her taste and her scent, lost in a haze of lust. My hands traveled down her slender waist, coming to rest on the curve of her hips. I grasped them, my fingers digging into her tender flesh, as I pulled her against me. She let out a strangled gasp as I ground my throbbing dick against her aching wet pussy, and she cried out, her body shuddering as her orgasm washed over her.

The feel of her slick heat against me was too much. I could no longer hold back, and I buried my cock deep inside her, groaning at the overwhelming sensations. Her walls clenched around me, and the pressure built within us until we were both crying out, our voices echoing through the garden.

Our orgasms came in waves, crashing over us again and again until we were spent. Rebecca slumped against me, panting and flushed, her hair falling across her face in damp tendrils. I brushed a stray lock of silken black hair from her cheek, planting a soft kiss upon her swollen, kiss-bruised lips.

"I suppose we can't ignore this... chemistry between us any longer," she murmured.

"That we cannot," I smirked in response. "But perhaps it's better that we don't."

I traced a finger along the contour of her face, eliciting a shiver of pleasure from her. "Besides," I continued, "this is just the beginning. You know our nighttime rendezvous will have to remain a secret."

Her eyes met mine, a flash of desire reflecting in their emerald depths. "They must," she agreed, her voice barely above a whisper. "I want more of this. Of you."

And I knew that with time and patience, her trust would be completely broken. Once a pawn, always a pawn; that's how these games were played. And when her world came crumbling down around her, I'd be right there waiting to claim every piece of the academy for myself.

Now it was only a matter of waiting out this silly game with its even sillier rules, then taking the headmistress's most cherished treasure--and with it, the key to winning the game.

We went inside to her bedroom. Pressing her downward onto the bed, I sucked on Rebecca's nipples, kneading her enormous breasts.

She sighed and whispered sweet nothings into my ears, her breath tickling the hairs on my neck. She ran her hand up my chest and down to my belt buckle. She undid my trousers, slipped her hand inside my pants, and began to stroke my rock-hard member. "Are you ready to fuck my tight little asshole?" Rebecca asked me.

My answer was to grab her around the waist and throw her down on the couch. Rebecca moaned loudly as she felt my dick slip between her cheeks. I lined up my shaft with her puckered hole, and began to slide forward slowly. She gasped, arching her back slightly, and as I reached the halfway point, she grunted out, "I can take it all."

With that encouragement, I drove my cock all the way into Rebecca's asshole. She yelped with a combination of pain and pleasure as I bottomed out inside of her, and I let go of her waist, allowing her to sink onto me completely. Rebecca bit her lip, tears forming at the corners of her eyes, and I could see how much the penetration was hurting her. "Just breathe," I encouraged her, leaning down to place a tender kiss on her lips. "Just breathe through it."

Rebecca closed her eyes tightly and nodded once. Then, she began to take long, slow breaths. I watched her chest rise and fall, mesmerized by the rhythmic movement. As I saw her relax, I began to thrust into her gently, moving at an even pace. She exhaled in a quiet hiss of pleasure, her eyelids fluttering.

I knew she wouldn't last long. She already was on edge from our earlier adventures, and she was clearly fighting back an orgasm. Rebecca began to tremble under me, and her asshole clenched around my dick tightly. "Fuck..." she groaned, gripping onto my shoulders tightly.

I quickened my thrusts, driving my cock deep into her. It only took a few more minutes before she completely lost control, exploding into a powerful climax. Rebecca shrieked, bucking and spasming beneath me, her juices spilling from her pussy. My own orgasm quickly followed, and I pumped several ropes of hot cum into her anal cavity. We clung to one another for a moment, panting and sweating, neither of us sure what to say next. Finally, Rebecca broke the silence.

"You've ruined me for any other man," she breathed, her voice husky and trembling. I grinned wickedly, tracing patterns into the soft skin of her thighs. "Gladly."

In my mind, I knew the battle for Rebecca had just begun--but I felt confident in my chances. A simpleton with no education in magic, and a mere pawn, yet here I am, holding power over one of the most powerful people in the entire kingdom. Who says there isn't room for a guy like me to be king?

As I basked in the afterglow of our romp, I felt a familiar tugging sensation in the back of my mind. The magical bonds binding me to Sarah were fraying. The headmistress was truly gone to me now. In only a matter of time, I'd finally have nothing standing between me and my full control over the academy's guild--and all its power, wealth, and women.

For now though, I simply pulled myself close against Rebecca's warm body, reveling in the feel of her nakedness and the scent of sex in the air. For the first time since coming to this strange world, I felt like I was in complete control. And I liked it. I could get used to this power. I would get used to it, because I was determined to have it all.

***

Rebecca and I continued to meet nightly.

She would dress in sexy lingerie, and I would take her any which way I pleased. Sometimes I would force her down on the bed and fuck her while she was handcuffed and blindfolded, and sometimes I would tease her by stroking her pussy with my thumb and forefinger before giving it a good spank. Whatever it was, my appetite seemed insatiable and she had a voracious hunger for every inch of my dick.

Our secret affair soon spread among the academy's staff, and whispers about Rebecca's growing obsession with the mysterious student became a hot topic around campus. Of course, no one knew that it was I who had seduced and bewitched her...

Meanwhile, the headmistress's trust in Sarah dwindled at an even greater pace than before, spurred on by rumors spread around by yours truly. In time, they ceased speaking at all; the tension between them became unbearable during guild meetings. I observed with great joy as I watched the two strongest women in the academy gradually drift apart, their once-unbreakable bond slowly fracturing to pieces.

A week later, it happened. I had left Sarah asleep in her chambers while I went for an early morning jog, and when I returned, I found the room in disarray.

The sheets were pulled off the bed and strewn about, broken glass littered the floor, and several drawers had been pulled out and emptied. It seemed as if someone had ransacked the room. Then, I saw a dark shadow in the corner. A familiar shadow. Sarah was standing there, looking as shocked and confused as I did.

"W-Will," she stammered, "what's going on?"

I frowned. "I don't know, Sarah," I answered honestly. The room had been totally tossed.

Then something caught my eye. A scrap of parchment lying on the floor near my foot. It had some strange writing on it, like a child's drawing. The words made no sense to me, but somehow I could tell it was dark magic. Evil.

Sarah rushed over to my side and picked up the paper, staring at it intently. She shook her head vehemently. "No, it can't be... That's not possible!"

Rebecca walked in to see what the commotion was about. She was wearing her nightgown, which was a simple red silk robe that tied in front, exposing most of her thighs and ample cleavage. Her face paled as she looked at Sarah's shaking form holding onto the ominous note.

Rebecca read it silently, then dropped it like a hot coal and backed away slowly, her eyes wide in shock and horror.

I picked up the discarded piece of parchment and gazed at it. There was a red raven and a broken crown drawn in blood on it.

Then suddenly, a terrible, deafening shriek filled the air. My ears rang and I collapsed to my knees from the overwhelming pressure surrounding me. An aura of death swarmed over the whole room, and an unnatural chill crept through my bones, numbing me to the core.

The ground beneath our feet rumbled violently as shadows gathered and rose up in swirling vortexes. The air itself was growing cold, the temperature dropping so fast I felt frost forming on my eyelashes. Sarah grabbed my arm and pulled me up. I stood weakly, shivering, unable to move or think.

Then, as soon as it had began, the noise faded into nothing, leaving behind only silence and darkness.

I shook myself back to my senses and turned to see Rebecca huddled in the corner, Sarah at her side. Both of them appeared quite frightened.

"What is this?" Sarah gasped, her voice quivering in fear. "What does it mean??"

"I don't know." I moved to the women and began to comfort them. "But trust me. I'll make sure we are all safe here. Okay?"

Both of them nodded.

In my heart I knew that someone had sabotaged my plans...or maybe someone had tried to stop me. Someone who feared that I was getting too close. I scanned around the room again. All of my stuff had been taken as well...it couldn't have been a burglar. But if not a burglar, then who could have done this?

Who else at this academy wanted control, like I did?

As the three of us huddled together, the cold air still lingering in the room, I couldn't shake the feeling that something sinister was afoot. Someone or something had breached our sanctuary, and I vowed to get to the bottom of it. I stood up, my heart pounding in my chest, and began to search the chamber more thoroughly. Every drawer, every nook and cranny, I inspected with hawk-like precision, determined to find any shred of evidence that could lead me to the perpetrator. My eyes darted around the room, noticing even the tiniest of details: a footprint in the dust, a jewelry box slightly askew on Sarah's dresser, and an indentation in Rebecca's bed sheets.

Sarah and Rebecca remained huddled together in the corner, their breaths coming in rapid, ragged gasps. I could feel their eyes boring into my back as I continued my search, and I knew they were counting on me to keep them safe. I couldn't let them down.

As I neared the window, which had been left ajar, a gust of cold wind blew through the chamber, carrying with it the faintest scent of decay and brimstone. My hairs stood on end, and an icy chill crept up my spine. The thick scent of magic was in the air, but different from any I'd ever encountered before; this was darker, more sinister. I whirled around to face the two women, my heart hammering in my chest.

Suddenly, Nurse Laura appeared in the doorway. "Get dressed," she ordered. "We need to gather the school immediately. Whatever happened here spells trouble for all of us."

I glanced at Sarah and Rebecca, who both wore expressions of terror, their once-confident visages replaced by fear. I grabbed their hands and squeezed them reassuringly. "We'll get through this," I said, my voice a low growl. "Trust me."

With trembling hands, we dressed quickly, pulling on our robes and boots as we all but ran out of the room. The halls of the academy were in chaos, students and staff alike rushing about in panic. The usually serene corridors echoed with screams and shouts. The guards stood at every hallway, their faces grim as they ushered everyone towards the main hall.

The main hall was packed to the rafters with students, their chattering voices stilled

As we entered the main hall, a hush fell over the crowd. Nurse Laura stood at the front, her face etched with concern. "Listen up," she called out, her voice firm and commanding. "We have a situation on our hands. It seems that someone has infiltrated our academy and cast a dark spell. We need to remain calm and vigilant. I want all of you to form groups of three and search every inch of this academy. Report any strange or suspicious activity to the guards immediately."

Sarah, Rebecca, and I exchanged worried glances before nodding in agreement. We split up, each of us taking a different hallway to search. As we made our way through the academy, I couldn't shake the feeling of unease that had settled in my stomach. The once-familiar corridors now felt foreign and menacing, as if they were hiding some dark secret.

The search was meticulous and exhausting, but yielded no results. The perpetrator had covered their tracks masterfully, leaving no trace of their presence. As the sun began to rise, Nurse Laura finally called off the search, her face grim and weary. Students and staff alike filed back into the main hall, each as shaken as the last.

"Listen up," she said, her voice hoarse from exhaustion and worry. "We have not found any sign of our intruder, but rest assured, we will not stop until they are brought to justice. For now, we must all try to get some rest. Dawn is upon us, and we will need our wits about us if we are to face whatever this day brings."

As the crowd dispersed, Sarah, Rebecca, and I remained behind, huddled together in a corner of the now-empty hall. I glanced between them, their faces etched with fear and exhaustion. "We'll get through this," I said softly, squeezing their hands.

Sarah nodded, but her eyes betrayed her doubt. "I hope you're right," she mumbled, a shaky hand rising to tuck a stray strand of hair behind her ear.

Rebecca let out a shuddering breath, her emerald eyes scanning the room as if she expected the intruder to jump out from behind a corner any moment. "This is bad... really bad," she muttered, her voice trembling with barely contained emotion.

Sarah nodded grimly, her gaze distant as she clutched her dress tightly in her hand. "I've never seen the a spell this potent," she said, awe and unease coloring her voice. "Whoever cast it knew what they were doing."

I swallowed hard, my mind racing with scenarios, none of them good. As we made our way back to our dorms, the once-familiar halls seemed to stretch on forever, as if the very walls themselves were closing in on us. The usually lively chatter and laughter had been replaced by an oppressive silence.

Rebecca stood, her eyes determined. "I'm going to my office. Maybe I can find some clues."

Sarah and I nodded, watching her go.

Sarah and I lingered in the hallway, reluctant to part ways in such a climate of uncertainty. The sun had barely risen, painting the stone walls of the academy with a soft, ethereal light, but it did little to chase away the shadows that had settled on our hearts. Our eyes met, and I saw my own turmoil mirrored in hers.

"I... I don't want to be alone right now," she admitted in a whisper, her voice shaking slightly.

"Neither do I." I agreed, my own voice raw with emotion. We stood there for a moment, caught in each other's gaze, the weight of the night's events bearing down on us like an insurmountable burden.

Slowly, as if pulled by an invisible force, we drifted closer together, seeking solace in each other's arms. Our lips met tentatively at first, hesitant and unsure. But as the first rays of dawn crept through the stained-glass windows high above us, bathing us in a kaleidoscope of warm colors, our kiss deepened, fueled by adrenaline and shared fear. Her mouth was soft and pliant against mine, her touches feverish as if she were clinging to me for dear life. And maybe she was.

Our hands roamed over one another's bodies as if memorizing every curve and dip, every secret place that made us gasp and moan. Our clothes seemed to melt away, the fabric vanishing with our inhibitions as we tumbled onto a nearby chaise, our bodies entwined in a desperate dance of need and desire.

Sarah's skin against mine was like satin, her curves fitting perfectly against my own. Her breasts pressed against mine, her nipples hardened by our shared arousal. I couldn't get enough of her, my hands ravenous for more, exploring every inch of her silky-smooth back and supple thighs. She whimpered into my mouth, her heated breath igniting my passions further.

Our mouths still adhered, Sarah moved her hips against mine in a primal rhythm, seeking solace in our growing passion. The world around us dissolved into nothing but the two of us, the only sounds in the silent halls those of our ragged breaths and the soft moans escaping our lips as we lost ourselves in each other's embrace.

My hand slid downwards, between her legs, caressing her through her panties. She was drenched, wet and hot as a furnace. A low moan escaped her lips as I found her swollen clit, rubbing it in slow circling motions that had her arching her back and gripping the armrest of the chaise for support.

"Oh gods... I... I..." she panted, her voice trailing off as her eyes rolled back in pleasure.

I couldn't resist any longer; I needed to feel her skin against mine, to be lost in this new and wondrous sensation. I slipped off her panties, revealing her glistening, aroused sex. With a feral grin, I lowered my head, my tongue darting out to lick the folds of her sex.

Sarah gasped, her hips bucking instinctively as my tongue delved deeper, tracing the delicate petals of her labia and circling her clitoris. Her hands tangled in my hair, her nails digging into my scalp as she cried out, her body convulsing with pleasure.

As I continued to pleasure her, her arousal mounted, her moans filling the silent academy. Her climax was imminent, her body trembling with anticipation. I could feel her heart pounding against my chest, matching the rhythm of my own.

Sarah's breath hitched, her eyes screwed shut as she arched her back, her fingers clenching my hair tighter. Her release washed over her like a tidal wave, her orgasm strong and all-consuming. She thrashed beneath me, her cries echoing through the silent halls, a symphony of emotion and release.

As she slowly came back to earth, she leaned in to kiss me.

"I'm hard," I growled. "I need to fuck you, Sarah."

I could feel her heart racing against mine, her breaths ragged and unsteady. It seemed like she understood what I needed, and she nodded slowly, her eyes dark and hungry.

"Yes, please," she whispered, her voice low and sultry. "Fuck me."

I didn't hesitate; I eagerly unzipped my dress, revealing my naked body underneath. My breasts were full and firm, my nipples hard and sensitive. Sarah's eyes roamed over my body, taking in every curve and line with obvious desire.

I straddled her, feeling her heat against my inner thighs, my arousal overwhelming me. I grabbed her hips, positioning myself at her entrance, my eyes locked on hers as I slowly began to enter her. Her entrance was tight, but I pressed on, my cock yearning for the feeling of being inside her.

As I slid deeper, she moaned softly, her fingers wrapping around my waist as if to pull me closer. We moved in perfect sync, our bodies melding together in a primal dance of lust. My hips slowly ground against hers, her moans growing louder with each thrust.

"Harder," she panted, her eyes never leaving mine. "Fuck me harder."

I complied, my body responding to her words, my hips moving with a newfound urgency. Her moans turned into cries of pleasure, her body trembling beneath mine, her fingers digging into my flesh.

I thrust deeper, my body lost in the rhythm of our coupling.

As I pounded into her, I could feel her muscles clenching around me, each contraction pulling me deeper inside, driving me further into a state of unbridled passion.

Sarah's breaths came in short, ragged gasps, her hands gripping my shoulders, her nails digging into my skin as her body arched off the chaise. Her cries filled the silent academy, her voice rising in pitch with each powerful thrust.

My own breaths came in short, ragged gasps, my heart pounding in my chest as I struggled to maintain control. The desire to release, to claim her completely, threatened to consume me.

"I'm going to come," I gasped, my voice hoarse with need. "Fuck!"

Sarah's eyes met mine, her own eyes filled with anticipation and desire. "Then come with me, little mouse," she whispered, her voice low and sultry. "Cum inside me. I want your load."

And with that, I thrust harder, my body screaming for release. Sarah's muscles tightened around me, her cries echoing through the silent academy, her body convulsing beneath mine.

As she climaxed, I could feel my own orgasm building, the sensation of her walls pulsing around me sending waves of pleasure coursing through my veins. I thrust one last time, pumping hot jets of sperm into her pussy.

Our bodies were like flames, burning brighter and hotter with each passing moment.

Sarah's climax had pushed me to the edge as well, her tight, wet heat consuming me whole. As I came, I felt her body go limp beneath me, her breaths shallow and erratic.

We lay there, our bodies entwined, our hearts beating in sync. I knew we would never be the same after this. The intensity of our lovemaking had bound us together, creating a bond that was both beautiful and dangerous.

But for now, we were content to lay there, basking in the afterglow of our passion. Our fingers intertwined, our breaths mingling in the quiet room.

Eventually, we disentangled ourselves and dressed. Sarah stood up, her eyes filled with a mixture of fear and desire.

"We can't let anyone see us like this," she whispered. "I have to go."

I nodded, understanding the urgency in her tone.

"But we'll meet again," I promised. "I know I'll see you soon."

She nodded. "I'll come to your room, Will. Don't worry."

With that, she disappeared down the hall, leaving me musing with so many thoughts.

Who was behind the strange magical attack?

Was Rebecca in love with me?

Sarah clearly wanted to fuck, but what about the headmistress, and Nurse Laura?

And most importantly, who was really in control?
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