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A hot preview… 

I began to fuck her slowly, her ass and pussy so tight it felt like they were gripping my cock and milking it. Her eyes were closed in pleasure and she was moaning like the dirty sex toy she was.

I began to thrust harder, faster. I grabbed her hair and pulled it, arching her spine. Her eyes opened up and locked onto mine. I leaned in and kissed her hard on the mouth through her gag. She responded to my kiss, moaned into it, as my cock slammed into her.

Thrusting into her, I began to drive into her pussy, deeper and deeper, until I was pounding away at her, fucking her as hard as I could. Her pussy was so tight and wet - it felt incredible. She moaned loudly beneath her gag as I pounded her harder still, her body bouncing against the table as she was driven into the hard surface.

Nightmare Campus 2

I still couldn't believe I'd had sex with Grace Narino. She was so smart, so pretty, totally not supposed to be into a guy like me. Yet somehow, she'd begged me to pound her ten ways into tomorrow, and I had readily obliged.

I walked around in a stupor all day, feeling better than I ever had in my life.

As I stepped out of my dorm, I realized that the world looked different. The sky was bluer, the grass greener, and the birds sang a sweeter tune. I felt invincible, like I could conquer anything that came my way. Some other students seemed to notice, and giggled as they passed me. They were cute girls, and I could tell they were interested in me.

As I walked down the campus walkway, I saw Grace heading towards me. She was wearing a tight blue dress that hugged her curves perfectly. Her hair was styled in loose waves that cascaded down her back. When she saw me, a smile spread across her face.

"Hey, you," she said, walking towards me.

"Hey," I replied, trying to play it cool.

"So, about last night," she said, biting her lip.

"Yeah, about that," I said. "I still can't believe it happened."

"Well, it did," she said, stepping closer to me. "And I want it to happen again."

My heart raced as she leaned in and kissed me. Her lips were soft and inviting,and I couldn't resist kissing her back. We kissed passionately, unable to get enough of each other.

After we pulled away, Grace looked up at me with a mischievous glint in her eye. "I have an idea," she said.

"What kind of idea?" I asked, intrigued.

"Well, I have access to the science lab tonight," she said with a grin. "And I thought maybe we could, you know, experiment a little."

I raised an eyebrow. "Experiment?"

She nodded. "I want to explore the limits of pleasure with you. We could try things that we've never even thought of before."

I felt a jolt of excitement run through me at the thought of exploring new sexual experiences with Grace. "I'm in," I said.

She smiled and kissed my cheek. "See you later then, big boy."

****

Excited for my date with Grace tonight, I headed to the library to study. Being with Grace felt right. She was smart and interesting, with a great sense of humor. I was happy to have someone like her in my life, and even happier that she wanted me.

I took out a textbook and read it over, making notes as I went. An hour went by and I looked up from my notes to see that the library was nearly empty. There was only a few other students left besides me. I wanted to keep studying, but I was getting pretty hungry.

I went to get a snack from the library cafeteria. I heard some loud voices and went over to see what the commotion was about. As I pushed through to the front of the crowd, I saw one of my classmates was getting a flurry of bitch slaps for being a complete tool.

"What happened?" I asked.

"This asshat was bragging about getting pussy last night," said one of the other students. "So we showed up just to give him a reality check."

"Hey, fuck you, man," said the guy on the receiving end of the bitch slaps. "I didn't say I banged her, I just said I got a handjob."

"What a fucking liar," said another student.

"What? You think you're better than me?" the first student asked. "Just 'cause you've got a girlfriend, who I might add is a total slut, you think you can look down on me?"

The guy on the receiving end of the bitch slaps stepped forward and put his hands on the first guy's shoulders.

"Listen, I don't know who the fuck you're talking about, but I don't have a girlfriend. I just like to fuck, okay, and that's what I do. Now, if you'll excuse me, I'm gonna go back to banging all the hot girls that want me."

The first student was clearly pissed off and I could see a vein bulging out of his forehead.

But something looked really...weird... his head looked messed up, kind of.

His eyes bulged and his face flicked into a huge toothed demon for a brief second. Everyone screamed as he suddenly attacked the other guy, tearing his throat out with his bare hands. Blood sprayed all over the walls and I could feel my heart racing in terror.

"What the fuck?"

Screams echoed through the cafeteria as the grisly murder took place. The first guy, the one who started the fight, was covered in blood. He looked up and locked eyes with me.

But the demon wasn't there anymore. He looked almost...normal.

It happened so fast that I still couldn't believe what had just happened. All of us stood there in stunned silence while the first student walked away, leaving behind a bloody mess on the ground. The sight and smell of it was enough to make me want to vomit.

I stumbled back to my dorm room, my mind spinning from what I had just seen. Sure enough, when I looked in the mirror, my eyes were bulging out and I saw that demon's face again for a brief moment before it disappeared as quickly as it had come.

What the hell is going on?

I decided to go talk to Dr. Sakura. She was still the person I trusted most on campus. I felt I could confide in her - that she would believe me.

After I knocked on her door, she said, "Come in, Jared."

She turned to me, swiveling around in her chair. She was wearing a tight-fitting white blouse today, and I caught a slight glimpse of her lacy red bra underneath. Her breasts looked really big in that shirt. She'd paired it with a short black skirt that showed off her amazing creamy thighs.

I walked into her office and sat down. "Professor, I had a weird experience in the cafeteria."

"Oh? What happened?"

"Well, a guy was bragging about getting a handjob last night, and one of his friends took exception to it. They started fighting, and then..." I told her the whole story.

Dr. Sakura looked at me with concern. "He murdered the other student?" she asked.

"Yeah. Violently," I said, my stomach churning at the memory. "Then he just walked away," I said, still struggling to put it all together. "There was blood everywhere, and he didn't even seem to care. Like, it was just..."

"Normal," she finished for me.

I nodded. "Yeah. Normal. After that, he looked normal. Just a guy."

"Jared, this is really serious. You say his face changed when he killed the other student?"

"Yeah. It was horrible. Like something out of a nightmare."

As she listened, Dr. Sakura's beautiful face darkened.

She slowly leaned back in her chair. "I've heard stories like this before," she said slowly. "It sounds a lot like what happened in the events that lead up to Clive's death, years ago."

"What kind of events?"

She told me about a murder that had occurred about two weeks before Clive's incident. Apparently, there was a group of young people who were partying one night when an argument broke out between two guys.

"One of them had a change come over him - his face distorted and he killed the other student with his bare hands," she said. "Just like what you described, there was blood everywhere and no remorse from the killer."

"What do you think it means, Professor?"

"I don't know. But Jared - I'm glad you told me about this. I'll need to do some research and get back to you."

"Sure thing." I stood up, grabbing my backpack and starting to leave. As I did, I noticed something odd - a large hole in Dr. Sakura's wall, shaped like a fist.

"Professor, uh... did anything happen? Are things okay with you?"

She caught my glance, and her face grew flushed. The beautiful professor lowered her eyes, hesitating a moment. Then, she quickly shook her head. "Everything is fine, Jared. It's just...structural damage. I'll call the facilities department about it later."

Sensing she didn't want to say more, I just nodded, then turned to leave. But then I stopped -

"Professor...If you ever feel like you need to talk, about anything, I'm here for you."

She looked up at me, her eyes glimmering with the tiniest layer of tears. She smiled slightly. "Thank you, Jared. I appreciate that."

I nodded. "Thanks, Professor." With that, I headed out, giving one last look at the hole in her wall.

It looked like it could be the size of a hand.

I went home and started thinking about everything I'd heard from Dr. Sakura. I couldn't help but worry about her. She was really pretty, and so nice... I didn't want her to be in any trouble.

By the time I got back to my dorm, it was almost time for my date with Grace. I quickly showered and changed, grabbed a snack, and went to meet her in the science lab.

The science lab was kind of eerie and dark, and I couldn't find Grace anywhere. I looked around for a few minutes, but she wasn't there either. Then, out of the corner of my eye, I noticed a faint light coming from the back of the room.

She was in the small back room off of the main lab area. I moved to the door, peeking inside. To my shock, Grace was draped over the side of a long black table. Her hands were bound behind her back, and she was totally naked. Her pussy and ass were on display, her cunt dripping wet as a small vibrator buzzed inside it. Her ass was plugged as well, and there was a layer of lube making it squirm deliciously inside her.

She was gagged, and her nipples were clamped. I watched the erotic sight in shock and growing arousal, my cock hard as I saw my beautiful classmate squirming in pleasurable torment.

"Grace, did you do this? Or did someone..."

She looked back as she heard my voice. She moaned something around the gag, her eyes desperate. Did she want me to fuck her, or free her?

I couldn't tell.

The sight of her bound and helpless was too much for me to resist, however. I could feel my desire for her swelling within me, and I moved closer to the table. Slowly, I began to caress her body with my hands, rubbing my fingers over her curves and exploring every inch of her skin. She let out a muffled moan beneath the gag as I touched her - she was clearly enjoying the sensations that my touch brought.

I moved down further, exploring more and more of her body until she was shaking in pleasure under my hands. My fingertips brushed against her pussy, teasing it ever so slightly before traveling down further still to caress her ass. By this point Grace was panting heavily beneath the gag as she tried desperately to contain herself from screaming out in pleasure.

My hand caressed her sumptuous ass, and my dick was pulsing hard against her thigh as I leaned closer. I slowly pulled out the butt plug, watching it drip with lube and arousal.

"Grace, do you want me inside your ass?"

She looked back at me pleadingly and nodded, moaning around the gag, her saliva dripping down the ball-shape of it.

I unzipped my pants and freed my cock - it was so hard it was standing straight up, thick and huge. Coating it in some of her lube, and rubbing my hand over it to spread my precum, I pressed the tip of it to her tight little asshole and began to push my way inside her.

"Oh fuck, Grace. You're so tight."

I shoved my dick inside her as deep as I could, groaning as her asshole squeezed and clutched tight around it. She was so stretched out from the buttplug that it slid in easily, and I began to thrust in and out of her.

I gripped her big breasts, squeezing and thumbing her nipples. The pleasure made her ass clench around my dick and I groaned, thrusting deeper inside her ass. She moaned louder in joy at my movements. I loved the way her ass felt - like my dick was in heaven as it sank deeper inside her sexy butt, enveloped by her warmth.

"God, Grace. You look so hot like this," I whispered.

My hands explored her curves, caressing her body and sliding over her skin. Her body was gorgeous - so soft and warm. I pressed my body against hers, feeling her curves mold against my hand.

She let out a muffled moan of pleasure as I slid the fat, veiny shaft deeper and deeper inside her. She was moaning, her arms pulling uselessly against their bonds as I hammered my cock into her, her body sliding against the slick surface of the tabletop.

I took one hand and began to play with her clit, using the vibrator to stimulate her. With my other hand, I grabbed the back of her neck, pulling her into me as I fucked her deeply, her body pulsing in pleasure as she came. As she shuddered in orgasm, Grace let out a muffled scream of pleasure, her pussy squirting all over my hand.

"Oh fuck," I groaned. "I'm going to cum inside your ass, Grace."

She nodded, moaning and gasping as she came, her ass clenching hard around my cock as I began to cum deep inside her, blasting a huge load of hot cum into her tight little ass.

I thrust into her a few more times, milking the last of my load inside her.

As the orgasm faded, I slowly slid my cock out of her, watching it drip with cum and lube.

Grace was breathing hard, her eyes closed as she recovered from her intense anal orgasm.

I was still hard as a rock and I wanted more. I removed the vibe from her pussy - it was soaked in her wet cunt juice, dripping it down onto the floor. Gripping my shaft, I slid the tip of my cock inside Grace's tight pussy. She began to moan as I inched myself inside her, until I was filling her up completely with my thick throbbing cock.

I began to fuck her slowly, her ass and pussy so tight it felt like they were gripping my cock and milking it. Her eyes were closed in pleasure and she was moaning like the dirty sex toy she was.

I began to thrust harder, faster. I grabbed her hair and pulled it, arching her spine. Her eyes opened up and locked onto mine. I leaned in and kissed her hard on the mouth through her gag. She responded to my kiss, moaned into it, as my cock slammed into her.

Thrusting into her, I began to drive into her pussy, deeper and deeper, until I was pounding away at her, fucking her as hard as I could. Her pussy was so tight and wet - it felt incredible. She moaned loudly beneath her gag as I pounded her harder still, her body bouncing against the table as she was driven into the hard surface.

I loved the way she looked - her gorgeous body, tied up and helpless, with her pussy and ass exposed and ready for me to use. I could feel her pussy clenching tight around my cock as I pumped her. I grabbed her hips, pulling her into me as I fucked her hard.

Grace let out a muffled scream of pleasure, her face flushed as she came again on my cock.

I groaned as her pussy tightened hard around my shaft, pulsing in wave after wave of orgasm.

Thrusting deeper, I was nearing another peak. "I'm gonna cum again, Grace," I grunted. "I'm gonna fill up your tight little pussy."

Grace moaned as she came, her wetness splashing onto the floor and dripping down her thighs. I began to drive into her, my hands gripping her body as I pounded her harder. I reached down and began to play with her clit again, teasing it as I pounded into her with more force than before.

She moaned again and again, her pussy clenching desperately at my cock as I fucked her.

I was so close.

I could feel it.

Then I was cumming, blasting a huge load of cum into Grace's pussy. My cock twitched and pulsed, pumping a load of thick hot semen into her tight little cunt.

Grace was moaning loudly, her orgasm continuing as my cum spurted into her, filling her up. Her pussy clenched hard around my cock, milking it with her orgasm, as I continued to shoot load after load of cum into her.

Finally I had finished cumming, and pulled out of her. My seed dripped down her pussy and inner thighs. She looked amazing like that.

I untied Grace and took the gag out of her mouth. She gasped for breath, gazing up at me - flushed in pleasure and satisfaction from the incredible rough sex.

"Thank you, Sir," she said. When she called me "Sir" I felt a throb in my dick - the word itself, and the sensuous way it left her lips, making me hard.

Like she was giving me all the power.

"For what?"

"For filling me up with your hot loads, of course," she said. As I freed her from her bindings, she slid her arms around my neck and kissed me fervently.

I kissed her back, feeling her smooth, feminine form melting against my hands. She was so hot - I couldn't believe my luck.

"What time do you have to be home?" I whispered to her.

"Not for a while," she moaned, wrapping her arms around me and pulling me close, our mouths locked together.

"Good," I said. "Because I don't think I'm done with you just yet."

She wrapped her arms around me, kissing me deeply, her body pressing against me. I wanted her again. I could feel my cock swelling up, becoming hard again, as I touched her body and ran my hands over her curves.

She slid her hand down to my cock, gripping it and rubbing it gently.

"I'm going to fuck you until you can't take it anymore," I whispered to her.

She moaned, and I could feel her juices dripping down my hand and over my cock.

I held Grace in my arms, feeling stronger than I usually did, almost... powerful. Inch by inch, I sank her hot wet cunt down onto my tip, stretching her open until I was filling her entirely, pumping my throbbing cock into her hungering pussy. I felt like I was in control, taking charge and teaching this sexy woman exactly how to please me. The feeling was incredible - thrilling and exhilarating, surging through my veins and warm my heart. I held Grace in my arms, looking into her eyes, seeing the pleasure there... and I felt like the luckiest man in the world. 

Her hips began to rock in time with mine, moving back and forth with my thrusts, her hips grinding against mine... She moaned again and again as I filled her up, sliding further and further down my cock and driving me crazy with pleasure. I couldn't believe how tight she was. 

"Jared...Master...please fuck my tight pussy. You can use this pussy any time you want?" 

"And your ass, as well?" I grunted. 

"Yes..." Grace gasped, her pussy clenching hard around my cock. "And my ass. I want you to use my ass, too -- all the time ."

I began to fuck her faster, my cock pounding into her. She gasped and moaned, her eyes closed in pleasure. I reached down, rubbing her clit as I fucked her, pounding her faster and faster. I felt her pussy tighten hard around my cock, pulsing in waves of pleasure. I was so close to cumming again, and I wanted her to cum first. I felt her body convulse in pleasure, her pussy milking my cock and sending pleasure waves through my body. "Cum for me," I whispered to her. "Let me feel you cum."

"Yes..." she moaned louder. "Yes, I will. I'm cumming, Master." Her body was quivering in pleasure, her pussy throbbing in ecstasy. I could feel her juices spraying out, splashing onto my cock and balls and thighs. I held her in my arms, thrusting into her as she came, her pussy spasming and tightening hard on my cock. Her legs tightened around my waist, and I knew she was cumming, hard. 

I groaned, thrusting into her deeper and deeper, filling her up. I pressed my cock into her with one final thrust, I filled her wet pussy with hot cum. I groaned in pleasure, gripping her big breasts, kissing them softly as I pumped my load into her, filling her yet again with my seed. 

"Jared," she said, "I have to tell you something." Her eyes grew worried, and she looked away from me. 

"What?" 

"My dad is friends with the president of the university. He said... well, he's threatening to take away my scholarship if I don't marry this rich student from Canada. But I don't want to marry him, Jared. I don't!" She buried her face in my neck, sobbing. 

I was stunned. I had no idea - Grace seemed so composed, so perfect. To think she had a controlling father forcing her to marry someone she didn't love came as a shock. 

"Don't worry, Grace," I said. "Your dad can't do that."

"But he has connections. He's powerful." She looked up at me, her eyes filled with fear. "I'm afraid he'll do something really bad, Jared." 

"I won't let him," I vowed. "I promise, Grace - I'm going to make sure that you can stay here and go to school. Somehow."

She looked at me for a second and then hugged me... and then she kissed me again, sighing as she held me tight. 
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A hot preview…

I picked up the pace, fucking her faster and faster. I could feel her pussy tightening each time my cock slid into her, and I knew she was close.

I leaned down and started kissing her again, more urgently this time. I could feel her gasping against my lips, and then she groaned in pleasure as her pussy spasmed around my cock.

"I'm coming," she whispered. "Are you coming too?"

I nodded, unable to speak. "I need to pull out."

"Don't," she whispered and I could feel her pussy clenching around me, massaging my cock as she orgasmed. "Cum inside me, Jared! Please cum in my pussy!"

Nightmare Campus 1

My name is Jared Kreston. I go to college at the prestigious Brackwell Academy, where gifted students study math, science, languages, and all the regular topics. I thought it was a normal university, at least until a weird day occurred that changed my life forever. Suddenly I wasn't just a normal student there anymore - I became a sex god, master of all women on campus, all because of a simple, inexplicable event.

My stepsister Rebecca and I shared a dorm on campus. I was 20, in my second year there, and Rebecca was 19. Her dad had married my mom when we were younger, so we'd grown up together almost as close as actual siblings. Rebecca was my closest friend and confidant, and we shared a lot of memories.

I started to get the feeling something weird was happening at the academy one day when Rebecca and I were studying together in our dorm room.

"Jared, I need to tell you something," she said. "I think someone's stalking me."

My protective older brother instincts instantly kicked in. "What?"

Rebecca nodded, her eyes wide with fear. "I keep seeing this guy everywhere, and he's always staring at me. It's like he's following me."

I felt a surge of anger and protectiveness for my stepsister. I wasn't going to let anyone hurt her. "Do you know who he is?"

Rebecca shook her head. "No, I've never seen him before. But he's creepy, Jared. I don't like it."

I tried to reassure her. "Don't worry, I'll keep an eye out for him. We'll figure out who he is and make sure he stays away from you."

"They seem to know everything about me, and it's really starting to scare me."

I frowned, feeling a knot form in my stomach. "Have you told anyone about this?"

Rebecca shook her head. "No, not yet. I don't want to cause a big fuss if it's nothing."

I reached over and took her hand, giving it a squeeze. "It's not nothing. We need to report this to campus security, now."

Rebecca nodded, a look of relief crossing her face. "Thank you, Jared. I should have known I could count on you."

I gave her a quick hug, then headed down to tell the one person I knew I could trust with this secret: my history professor, Dr. Sakura.

With long black hair, huge breasts, and a sweet smile, Laura Sakura was one of the nicest people I'd ever met. She was about 38 or so, and was undoubtedly the milf fantasy of all the guys on campus. Her body was amazing—curves in all the right places, with an hourglass figure many women would envy. Her flawless complexion and warm brown eyes made her look like a goddess, and her long legs were the envy of every girl in school. She always wore nice outfits that showed off her curves without looking overly sexy. Her breasts and butt were accentuated by her tight clothing, showing off her incredible figure.

No one knew if she was married or not. She was very nurturing, always staying late to make sure every student understood the work after class.

"Jared, it's so nice to see you!" she said, smiling as I entered her office. Then she saw my face, and her smile fell. "What's wrong?"

I told her all about Rebecca's stalker and how worried I was.

Dr. Sakura listened intently, her expression serious. "That's very concerning, Jared. We need to take this seriously. I'll talk to campus security and see if we can increase patrols around the dorms. In the meantime, keep a close eye on your stepsister and make sure she's not alone in any secluded areas."

I nodded, feeling grateful for her help. "Thank you, Dr. Sakura. I appreciate it."

She gave me a small smile. "Of course. This is a serious matter, and we need to take every precaution to keep our students safe."

"Do you have any idea who it could be?" I asked.

"Well, it's just an old campus legend, but..." She laughed with sudden nervousness.

"What, professor?"

"There was a student, it was said, many years ago. His name was Clive Williams. According to the story, he was relentless bullied by a group of students. They tortured him, killed his pet rabbit, and made his life hell." She looked down, a glimmer of sorrow on her beautiful face. "If the story is true, it's genuinely tragic."

"What else happened?" I asked, interested.

"Clive snapped one day. After he found they had killed his bunny, Clive asked them to convene in one of the science lab rooms, where he told them they could do whatever they wanted. Not knowing what he had planned, the students joined him there. Clive took a large knife from the dissection table and brutally murdered the students, and then himself. A lone janitor found the bodies, and then..." She trailed off, shaking her head. "Well, it's said that his ghost still haunts the campus, and can be seen sometimes at night, wielding a great, bloody dissection knife."

"That's kind of scary," I said, frowning.

"Yes, it is," she nodded. "I doubt it's true, though."

I nodded, trying to swallow the lump in my throat. "That's good."

"Anyway, don't worry yourself, Jared. I'm sure it's just a silly ghost story." She patted my shoulder. "You just worry about protecting Rebecca, okay?"

Dr. Sakura and I talked for a few more minutes before I went back to my room. I thought about the story as I walked. It was true that there were a lot of things that happened around campus that had never been explained—strange noises in the dorms, missing posters, graffiti in bathroom stalls. I just figured it was all kind of weird stuff, but nothing worth paying attention to.

One day, I decided to take a trip to the student center, hoping to find Clive's yearbook picture and learn more about the legend. I arrived at the student center building and walked up to the reception desk, where I asked for any records they may have on Clive Williams. The attendant told me that he would check and see if there were any archives available, but he warned me not to get my hopes up as many years had passed since his notorious incident.

Feeling slightly discouraged, I thanked him and began wandering around the student center. As I browsed through old photos pinned on bulletin boards, I noticed posters of missing students from decades before—students who had seemingly disappeared without a trace. A chill ran down my spine as a feeling of dread filled my chest; what had happened to those students?

I searched through the archives for hours, but I had no luck finding him. I sighed, deciding to give up and go home for the night.

As I was about to leave, a strange book caught my eye. It appeared to be in Latin, the cover reading: Monstrum Intus. I was curious, so I grabbed the book and flipped through a few pages. 

It was filled with strange illustrations of men appearing to undergo some kind of ritual, then having graphic sex with beautiful women. On one page, there was a diagram showing a progression of power building within the man as he completed certain steps. It appeared that he stood before an altar, cutting his arm with a knife, and then a demon was released. The man grew a monstrous sized cock, and powerful muscles, and on the next page, loads of beautiful women were around him, sucking his cock, licking his muscles, touching his chest. 

On the next page, there were a series of Japanese characters: モンスター. 

As I read the symbols, they seemed to burn and glow red, making my head swim. I felt weird for a minute, almost dizzy. Suddenly, the ritual images depicted in the book seemed to play inside my mind, as if they were real: I saw altars with beautiful women draped naked on them, and the man in the scene moving forward, grabbing them and kissing them passionately, thrusting his cock deep into their wet pussies. An orgy happening inside my own brain, I staggered to the bookshelf, holding on for support. I saw the man transforming into a demon, laughing maniacally as he impregnated all the women in the scene. 

Finally, the strange moment passed, and I blinked, clearing my vision. What a weird book, I thought, closing it and tucking it into my pack. I decided it was time to get out of the library now - before any more weird stuff happened. 

"Jared! Jared!"

A cute girl I recognized from my programming class came running up behind me. Her name was Grace. She had long brown hair, sweet, pretty features, and a bubbly personality that always put a smile on my face.

"Hey, Grace," I said, turning around to face her. "What's up?"

"I was just wondering if you wanted to study together for the upcoming exam," she said, looking up at me with an eager expression.

I grinned, feeling my mood lift. "Sure, that sounds great. When and where?"

"How about tomorrow night in the library?" she suggested, twirling a strand of hair around her finger.

"Perfect. I'll see you there," I said, feeling a flutter of excitement in my chest.

The thing is, I'd always been kind of a lonely, nerdy guy. I wasn't ugly, but I was pretty ordinary looking. I had short black hair, and an okay body, but I was on the lean side. Being shy, introverted, and typically a loner, I wasn't popular or a jock. I had never had a serious girlfriend, usually finding myself afraid to ask girls out.

So it came as a surprise to me that Grace wanted to study with me. I knew there was no way she could find me attractive; she was on track to be one of the students graduating with top honors. If she was going to date a guy, she would go with a super high achiever, not someone like me.

But anyway, I still wanted to study with her. What could be the harm?

I would soon learn that something very, very strange was going on...

*****

The next night we met up in the library. We found a quiet corner and spread out our books and notebooks. As we talked and went over our notes, I felt something strange happening—like maybe this was more than just a study date. Despite my reservations, I couldn't help but feel drawn to her sparkling blue eyes and easy smile.

We worked non-stop for several hours, only taking a break to grab some coffee from the cafeteria. The clock on the wall read 11 pm as Grace marked her place in her notebook and looked up at me with a yawn.

"Wow, it's already late," she said, stretching her arms above her head and giving me a tired smile. "I guess I should get going."

I nodded reluctantly, gathering my things into my backpack as we made our way towards the exit of the library. As we walked out into the cool night air, Grace stopped suddenly and bit her lip, looking back at me. 

"Um...do you want to come back to my dorm with me?"

"Uh - sure," I said, figuring she just wanted me to walk her back. It was late, and she was a girl alone, so it would be safer this way.

But Grace had a different idea in mind. "Actually, I mean...do you want to come up to my room?" She blushed, suddenly looking shy and embarrassed.

I felt my heart leap in my chest, but I forced myself to remain calm. "Sure," I said with a smile. "I'd love to."

I followed her up the stairs and into her room, and my heart began to race. Her room was neat and cozy, filled with pictures of friends and family. A soft lamp lit up a corner near the window, and a few stuffed animals were tucked away on her bed. Grace motioned for me to sit down on the bed next to her, and I did so without hesitation.

My heart pounded in my chest as she looked deep into my eyes, our faces only inches apart now. What was she going to say? I held my breath...

"Jared, um...I really like you. You seem so sweet and nice, and...do you want to have sex?" she blurted, biting her lip as soon as the words were out.

I blinked in surprise, not sure how I felt about it. I mean, yes, I found her attractive, but I had never even kissed a girl, much less had sex. Plus, we didn't know each other that well. But she seemed so sweet, and I found myself thinking about how nice it would be to hold her warm body in my arms.

She tilted her head to one side, gazing up at me. "What do you think?"

I smiled in disbelief as my heart soared with happiness. I had never experienced such overwhelming joy. But, I thought, was it really possible? We had been talking for a few weeks in class and seemed to get along well enough. But why would she want to be with someone like me?

I decided I didn't care enough right now to analyze the facts. I liked her, a lot, and she wanted to have sex with me, so...

In a smooth motion, I leaned over and kissed her. She reacted with a small moan of surprise, but soon began to kiss me in return. Her hands went around my neck.

Grace had average but nice-sized boobs, and I squeezed them under her shirt, making her moan a little more. I liked the sound of her excitement, the little gasps of pleasure she gave as I undressed her.

She had a hot body, and I couldn't wait to see her naked. I ran my hands along her curves and caressed her perky tits. Was this really happening? I was elated as she continued to kiss me.

Grace pulled off my shirt, revealing my chest. She smiled happily as she ran her hands along my chest before going down on her knees in front of me. I gasped as she took my hardening cock in her hand and began to stroke it.

I watched, speechless, as she took my cock in her soft mouth and began to suck it. I was overwhelmed with excitement, feeling my dick getting harder with each movement of her sweet lips.

I placed my hands on her head, running my fingers through her silky hair as she sucked and licked me. It felt amazing to be this close to her. I had never felt anything so intense...

I pulled her shirt over her head, and moved to cup her breasts in my hands. Her nipples were hard, and I took them between my thumb and forefinger, squeezing and pulling them. She moaned as I did this, and I leaned down to kiss her again.

I fumbled with her jeans a little bit, and I heard her giggle as I finally got them off. I pulled off my own clothes just as fast, and I slid my hands up her smooth legs and under her panties. I could feel her pussy was already wet, and I was excited to feel how warm and slick it was. She moaned into my ear as I rubbed her pussy, my fingers gliding against her folds. She was so soft, and I couldn't wait to plunge my cock into her and feel her wet warmth.

I pulled her panties off and spread her legs wide. My cock was rock hard, and I was throbbing with anticipation. I opened her legs, holding them in place as I began to push the head of my dick against her pussy.

It slid in easily, and she moaned loudly in pleasure as I pushed into her deeper. I let go of her legs, and she wrapped them around my waist, digging her heels into the small of my back. I groaned in pleasure as she held onto me tightly, her pussy gripping my cock tightly.

"Mmm, it feels good," she whispered. "I love feeling you inside me." 

"It doesn't hurt too much?" 

"Not at all. It's really big," she said, biting her lip.

I began to pump into her, harder and harder. She moaned and rocked against me, urging me to fuck her. I was lost in the moment, a sense of complete ecstasy washing over me as I felt my cock enter her pussy, over and over again.

"Oh yes, Jared, it feels so big inside me!" she whispered, gasping with each movement. "You're so hard, so thick." 

As I fucked Grace, my mind briefly flickered with the strange images I remembered from before: the man at the altar, having sex with beautiful women in the orgy scene. I groaned, a sense of dominance and power rising up inside me, and I began to fuck Grace harder. She gasped in pleasure and ecstasy as my cock throbbed and pulsed, growing large and hitting deeper spots inside her. 

"Yes, yes!" she cried. "It feels so good! You're fucking me so hard, so deep!" 

I held her throat, grunting, a desire to suddenly see her tied up in bondage gear filling me. I wanted to abuse her, use her, see her cry in masochistic delight as I brought out her inner slut. These strange, kinky thoughts had never come out in my mind before, but now... 

I looked down at my cock moving in and out of her pussy. Her cunt lips were wet, dripping, sliding lewdly in time with my penis. Imagine her gagged and bound, forced to take your cock, I thought. This sex was pleasurable, sweet, even nice... but to have a harder, rougher edge... to corrupt Grace from the good girl she was now to a darker, depraved version of herself who would spread her legs and beg for cock... 

She gripped my shoulders, gazing into my eyes with lust and desire. I watched her breasts bounce with every thrust, and I sucked on her nipples, making her gasp with pleasure. 

What are these thoughts I'm having? I wondered. This isn't me. I'm not some kinky bondage god, I'm just a normal 20-year-old college student...

I picked up the pace, fucking her faster and faster. I could feel her pussy tightening each time my cock slid into her, and I knew she was close.

I leaned down and started kissing her again, more urgently this time. I could feel her gasping against my lips, and then she groaned in pleasure as her pussy spasmed around my cock.

"I'm coming," she whispered. "Are you coming too?" 

I nodded, unable to speak. "I need to pull out." 

"Don't," she whispered and I could feel her pussy clenching around me, massaging my cock as she orgasmed. "Cum inside me, Jared! Please cum in my pussy!" 

It felt so good, and I couldn't hold off any longer, feeling pleasure overwhelm me as I came deep inside her.

"That was amazing." 

"I know, right?" 

I collapsed on my back, sliding my cock out of her with a wet pop. She snuggled up against me, draping an arm over my chest. 

"I want to do this again," she whispered. "I really like you, Jared."

I wanted to do it again, too. But I couldn't help wondering...what was all that weird stuff I had seen? And the sense of power, dominance, even violent lustful urges... What was it all supposed to mean? 

I couldn't help thinking back to that weird book in the library, and those symbols I had read. 

Even now, even not knowing what they meant, I could see them in my mind... 
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A hot preview… 

"Oh, Jared!" 

I licked her wetness, tasting her sweetness. She was practically dripping with arousal, and I ate her out hungrily. 

She practically purred as I licked her, and her hips rolled back and forth. 

Then I unzipped my own pants and pulled out my rigid, throbbing cock. I climbed up to straddle her face, and she opened her mouth, taking my cockhead into her mouth. 

Nightmare Campus 3

A few days passed uneventfully on campus, with the seasons beginning to change as fall came on. The leaves were turning colors, the walkways strewn with fallen foliage, and there was a crispness in the air that hinted at winter's approach.

I went home to the dorm one evening and found my stepsister Rebecca there. She looked really pretty, studying on the bed, chewing her bottom lip in concentration. My sister had long brown hair, delicate, cute features, and a slim figure. Her breasts were medium-sized, but still quite ample, and I couldn't help but notice the way her shirt hugged her curves as she shifted her weight.

"Hey, what are you studying?" I asked, trying to sound casual.

Rebecca looked up from her textbook, a hint of a smile on her lips. "Biochemistry," she replied, closing the book. "It's a pain, but I have to do well on this exam if I want to keep my scholarship."

I nodded sympathetically, knowing the pressure of academic success all too well. "Is there anything I can do to help?"

Rebecca looked at me thoughtfully for a moment before shaking her head. "Nah, it's okay. But you can study with me if you want, and keep me company!" she said, smiling cheerfully.

Becs seemed a lot more like her usual self, unlike how she had been the day before talking about her problem. Speaking of... "Hey, Becs, any more news on your stalker?"

Rebecca's face went from cheerful to serious in an instant. "No, not yet," she replied, her voice low. "The campus security is investigating, but they haven't found any leads so far."

I felt a pang of anger and protectiveness towards my stepsister. "Don't worry, I'll keep an eye out for you," I said, sitting down on the bed next to her.

Rebecca looked at me gratefully, her eyes softening. "Thanks," she said, leaning her head on my shoulder.

I felt a jolt go through me at the contact, my mind suddenly filled with inappropriate thoughts. I tried to push them aside, reminding myself that she was my stepsister and that it was wrong to think of her that way.

We spent the rest of the evening studying together, quizzing each other on various biochemistry concepts and laughing at each other's jokes to ease the tension. As the night grew late, I found myself admiring the way the moonlight filtered in through the window, casting a soft glow over Rebecca's face.

"Jared," she said, as we were finishing up for the night, "do you ever think about...mom and dad?"

I felt a lump form in my throat at the mention of our parents, who had passed away in a car accident a few years ago. "Yeah, all the time," I replied, my voice thick with emotion.

Rebecca reached out and took my hand, giving it a gentle squeeze. "I miss them so much," she said, her eyes filling with tears. "Sometimes it feels like they're not really gone, like they're just on a long trip or something."

I nodded, feeling the weight of our shared loss. "I know what you mean," I said, giving her hand a comforting squeeze.

"Do you ever think about how things would be different if they were still alive?" Rebecca replied, her voice barely above a whisper. "I know I do. Sometimes I wonder if they would be proud of me, or if they would be disappointed by the choices I've made."

I reached out and took her hand, squeezing it gently. "They would be so proud of you, Becs," I said, my voice filled with conviction. "You're smart, and beautiful, and you've overcome so much. You're doing great, and I know they would be cheering you on every step of the way."

Rebecca looked at me, her eyes shining with unshed tears. "Thank you, Jared," she said, her voice breaking slightly. "That means a lot to me."

We sat there in silence for a few moments, lost in our own thoughts. Then Rebecca turned to me, her eyes locking onto mine. "Jared," she said, her voice barely above a whisper, "can I ask you something?"

My heart began to race at the intensity of her gaze, and I felt a stirring in my groin as I looked at her, her eyes glistening in the moonlight. "Yeah, sure," I replied, my voice a little shaky.

"Do you ever think about...us?" Rebecca asked, her voice barely a whisper.

My breath caught in my chest at the question, and I felt as though I couldn't breathe. For a moment I didn't know what to say, so I said nothing.

"...us?" I asked. I wasn't 100% sure what she was intimating. But if it was what I wanted it to be...

Rebecca started to lean in - but suddenly there came a knock on the door. We were both startled.

I got up to answer it, and when I opened the door, It was the girl from the dorm next door. She was standing there wide-eyed and trembling.

"Jared," she said breathlessly. "You need to come quick - something's happened!" She paused, her eyes widening in terror. "I saw it - it's horrible!"

My body tensed as fear coursed through me. Rebecca immediately stood up, her face a mask of worry and concern. "What is it?" she asked, her voice strained with fear.

The girl shook her head. "I can't explain right now," she said, desperation in her voice. "You just need to come see for yourself."

We followed her to a nearby gathering of students in the dorm room down the hall. Everyone was talking in hushed whispers. Lying in the middle of the room was Clara Monsen's pet bird - but it was clear that this wasn't a natural death. The poor creature's head had been severed and its eyes displaced. The wings had also been removed from the body, and were set on either side of the dead bird's torso. My heart sank at the sight of it, and Rebecca gasped in horror.

"Oh my god," she muttered under her breath, her hand flying to her mouth in shock.

"How could someone do something so horrible?" she said, her voice cracking with emotion.

I shook my head slowly, unable to comprehend what I saw before me. And yet I couldn't tear my eyes away. The mess of blood and feathers had been arranged so carefully, almost as if someone was designing art with it. A kind of reverence surrounded the area - the ritualistic display of eyes and bones, the removal of wings - it was all too eerie.

As we stood there in shock, a voice suddenly echoed through the room, making us jump. "Attention, students. This is Campus Security. We have received a report of a disturbing incident involving the desecration of a pet animal. We ask that all students remain in their dorm rooms until further notice. We are investigating the situation and will provide updates as soon as possible."

The voice crackled off, leaving us standing there in stunned silence. Rebecca turned to me, her eyes wide with fear. "Jared, what's going on? Who would do something like this?"

I shook my head, feeling a knot form in my stomach. "I don't know, Becs," I said, my voice barely above a whisper. "But whoever did this is sick. We need to stay safe and keep our doors locked until the security team finds out who's responsible."

Rebecca nodded, her face pale with shock.

I put my arm around her, steadying her. "Are you okay?" I asked her, concern etched on my face.

She nodded, her eyes still fixed on the gruesome scene before us. "Yeah, I'm fine," she whispered. "It's just...so horrible."

I wanted to hold her close, to protect her from the darkness that seemed to be creeping in around us. But I knew that I couldn't. Not now, with all the eyes on us, watching our every move.

"Let's go back to our room," I said, my voice low and urgent. "We can't stay here."

Rebecca nodded mutely, and I led her away from the gathering, back to the safety of our room.

As soon as we made it back to our room, I immediately locked the door and drew the curtains shut. Rebecca sat down on her bed, her face still pale and shaken. I sat down next to her, placing my hand on her back in a comforting gesture.

"I'm so sorry you had to see that, Becs," I said, my voice filled with concern. "It's not right. Someone needs to be held accountable for their actions."

Rebecca looked at me, her eyes shining with unshed tears. "I just don't understand how someone could do something like that," she said, her voice breaking slightly. "It's sickening."

I nodded in agreement, my mind reeling with the images of the bird's mutilated body. But as much as I wanted to focus on the horror that had just taken place, my thoughts kept drifting back to the moment before we were interrupted.

I'd been thinking about Becs...very strongly. The emotion in my chest was so great, my desire for her so immense...

"Becs," I said, "Before we were interrupted, you were going to ask me something." I took a deep breath, hoping she would understand my unspoken question.

Rebecca looked at me, her eyes softening. "I was going to ask if you've ever thought about us...being more than just stepbrother and sister," she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

My heart skipped a beat at her words, and I felt a surge of hope within me. "Yes," I said, my voice low. "I have. I've thought about it a lot actually."

Rebecca smiled softly at me, her eyes sparkling in the dim light of our room. "Me too," she said, leaning in closer to me.

And then suddenly the room was filled with a loud banging at our door. We both jumped in surprise, and I could feel the fear rising up within me once again.

"Jared! Rebecca! Open up, it's me, Mark," a voice called out from the other side of the door.

I let out a sigh of relief, recognizing the voice of a friend of mine from class. "Mark, what's going on?" I called out as I walked over to the door and unlocked it.

Mark burst through the door, his face a mask of worry. "You guys okay?" he asked, looking between the two of us.

Rebecca nodded, her hand still clutching at my arm. "We're fine," she said, her voice unsteady.

Mark's eyes flicked to our positions on the bed, and I could see the realization dawning on him. "Oh," he said, his voice low. "I didn't mean to interrupt anything."

My cheeks flushed with embarrassment, and I could tell that Rebecca was feeling the same way. "No, it's fine," I said, trying to keep my voice steady. "What's going on out there, Mark?"

Mark's face grew serious once again, and he ran a hand through his hair. "Um, I came because...you know Grace Narino, right? You two were...dating?"

My eyes went wide, and then I shook my head a little. "We're friends...but yeah, I know her. Is she okay?"

Mark's expression turned grim. "No, she's not okay. She's missing."

My heart sank at his words. "Missing? What do you mean, missing?"

Mark hesitated for a moment, his face darkening. "The security team found her dorm room with the door wide open and no signs of a struggle. But Grace herself is nowhere to be found."

Rebecca gasped, her hand flying to her mouth. "Oh my god," she muttered under her breath. "This is all getting too crazy."

I felt a lump forming in my throat at the news of Grace's disappearance. The same Grace I'd had incredible sex with just a couple nights ago.

"What are they doing to find her?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Mark shook his head. "I don't know. I just heard the news myself and came straight to you guys. But we can't just sit here and do nothing. We have to find her."

Rebecca nodded in agreement, her eyes filled with concern. "You're right, we have to help. What can we do?"

Mark looked between the two of us. "We need to start searching the campus. We can't rely on Campus Security to do everything for us. We're her friends. We know Grace better than anyone else."

I nodded, feeling a sense of purpose wash over me. "You're right. Let's split up and search each building. We'll meet back here in an hour and report what we find."

Rebecca and Mark nodded in agreement, and we quickly put on our shoes and headed out, determined to find our friend. As I walked through the darkened corridors of the dormitory, I couldn't help but think about Grace and the last time I saw her, her body pressed up against mine. And now she was missing...and it was up to us to find her.

"Grace!" I called out. "Grace!"

I looked up at the night sky, so dark and vast. The stars shone like little pinpricks of light in the darkness. The moonlight illuminated the trees, making them look like shadows shifting and dancing in the night.

We kept walking, our footsteps crunching through the fallen leaves that blanketed the ground. Every now and then, we'd spot a glimmer of light coming from a distant window or an animal rustling through the undergrowth. But no matter how far we searched, we couldn't find any trace of Grace or her whereabouts.

Suddenly, Rebecca screamed out in surprise as she stumbled upon something hidden beneath a pile of leaves. She quickly crouched down to investigate and her eyes went wide with surprise as she uncovered it: it was a necklace.

"Shit," she muttered, standing up, putting her flashlight over it. "Is this Grace's?"

"Yeah," I said, my stomach turning in recognition. "She was wearing it when we were....uhhhh...studying."

I grabbed the necklace and we continued into the woods. I knew we had to be getting close. If Grace was out here...

An owl hooted overhead, and the leaves rustled louder in the wind. The air seemed chillier, here. I wondered - could Grace have been kidnapped? What if it was Rebecca's stalker?

The thought made my heart pound faster, and I glanced over at Rebecca. She looked just as worried as I was.

Finally, we arrived at the edge of a lake. Its murky waters were illuminated by a thin sliver of moonlight that peeked through the trees. And there, standing on the shore, was Grace. Her back was to us, her body hunched over as if she were about to throw herself in.

"Grace," I called out softly, taking a few steps forward. "It's me."

She turned around slowly and my heart broke when I saw the tears streaming down her face. She looked exhausted and afraid - like she'd been through some terrible ordeal that no one should ever have to endure.

"Grace!" Fuck, I thought. What the hell happened to her? What is she doing?

"Grace, come back from the edge," I said. "Please..."

Grace didn't move, didn't even acknowledge my presence. She just stood there, staring out at the dark waters of the lake.

"Grace, we're here to help you," Rebecca said, taking a step forward. "Please, just come back to us."

She seemed to be looking at something - or someone, just behind me. I turned...

But there was no one there. It was just me, Mark and Becs.

"Come on, Grace," I said, holding out my arms. "Please! You know I care about you. I don't want to see anything happen to you. Please..."

Her eyes were still glued to whatever she was seeing behind me. Suddenly her face flickered with confusion, and then her gaze focused on me. "Jared?" she said, as if seeing me for the first time. "Is that...you?"

"Yes, Grace, it's me! Please, come back!"

Slowly, she stepped away from the lake's edge and walked towards us. Her movements were slow and unsteady, but I could see her coming back to me. I opened my arms wide and she ran into them, crying out in relief. I embraced her tight, feeling her warmth as I held her close.

Finally, Grace pulled away from our embrace and looked up at me with tears still streaming down her face.

"Thank you," she said softly, her voice shaking with emotion. "Thank you for coming back for me."

"There's no way I was going to leave you out here alone. We didn't know you were missing until Mark found us earlier this afternoon." I held her face in my hands. "What were you doing out here alone?"

She bit her lip, shaking her head a bit. "I... got lost."

I frowned a bit, surprised. Grace knew this campus better than I did. But I didn't want to press her for answers right now. I put my arm around her shoulders, and together the three of us headed back to the dorms.

As Jared, Grace, and Mark left the lake, a dark figure flickered into view on the edge of the water. A tall imposing shape - like a man, but with ears that were long and pointed, resembling a rabbit's. He wore a leather jacket, and leather pants, the knees torn open, skeletal, knobby protrusions sticking out. His face was a distorted, demonic vision: a rabbit skull gristle and bone, his eyes glowing sockets that burned red, and his hands protruded with long, clawlike appendages for fingers.

The figure seemed to be looking directly at Grace.

Then, a moment later, his form flickered and became blurred, like static. He vanished, and there was no trace of anything on the bank - no footsteps, nothing.

*****

I was in my dorm room studying a few days later when I got a text. It was Dr. Sakura. To my surprise, she asked me to come over to her office - alone. 

I was worried, considering all the weird events that had been happening. What if something was wrong? 

I knocked on her door - and, since there was no response, I gently pushed it open, as it was already ajar. I could hear soft crying sounds coming from inside. 

Dr. Sakura had her back to me, her long black hair rolling down her shoulders in waves. 

She was standing by the window, her hand pressed on the glass, looking out. I could barely make out what she was saying - something about not being able to do it anymore...

I softly stepped into the room and walked towards her. I wrapped my arms around her in a gentle embrace. 

"Dr. Sakura," I said softly, "It's okay. You're safe here." 

At first she didn't respond, but after a moment she turned around and looked up at me with tear-streaked eyes. She clung to me tightly as if I were a lifeline - which I suppose I was, in that moment.

"Jared," she said quietly between sobs, "I'm so scared...he's hurt me again."

My heart sank at her confession - Dr. Sakura had been abused? Anger boiled inside of me at the thought of someone hurting this kind woman - but I kept it in check and held her. 

"The hole on your wall...that was him?" 

She nodded, looking up at me through teary eyes. "He came in the other day, and he was so mad. I was scared...I should have just called campus security on him." 

"Who is he, your husband? Boyfriend?" 

"My ex...my ex-boyfriend. I'm so scared he'll come back here. " 

"Dr. Sakura..." I shook my head. "We're going to get through this together. I promise I'm not going to let him hurt you." 

She looked up at me with gratitude and relief. "Jared...thank you." 

She looked so beautiful, so vulnerable, and I sensed that - in the moment - she wanted reassurance and comfort. She leaned in closer, parting her lips, and I kissed her. 

The kiss deepened as our lips moved together, Dr. Sakura giving little moans and gasps. I felt all the fear and tension drain out of her body - replaced with a calm and desire. 

She pulled back to look at me, her eyes filled with emotion. "Jared...please...take me." 

I looked at her, startled. "Professor...are you sure?" 

She nodded. "I trust you, and...I just need comfort right now." 

My heart swelled with emotion, and I kissed her again. Our kiss was passionate and hungry - I could feel the heat rising between us, and I wanted to make love to her, right then and there. Her mouth moved against mine, my tongue sliding against hers. 

I slowly unbuttoned her shirt, revealing a soft white bra, lacy and beautiful, barely holding in her huge breasts. She shivered as my hands caressed her back, tracing patterns on her smooth skin with my fingertips. 

I took her clothes off, reverently worshipping every inch of bare skin. Taking one of her large, incredible breasts into my hand, I sucked at her nipple, making her gasp with pleasure. 

She moaned softly as I moved my hands down to pull down her panties. She stepped out of them, and I kissed her thighs. 

"Jared...please..." 

She was getting more and more aroused - I could sense it in her voice, in her movements. 

I stood up and slowly undressed myself, and then I gently pushed her onto the sofa in her office. Her beautiful body was now displayed for me, her long black hair cascading over her breasts and shoulders. Her pussy was shaved except for a triangle of hair above, neatly trimmed. 

I parted her thighs and began to lick her wet cunt, and she cried out in joy, clutching my hair. 

"Oh, Jared!" 

I licked her wetness, tasting her sweetness. She was practically dripping with arousal, and I ate her out hungrily. 

She practically purred as I licked her, and her hips rolled back and forth. 

Then I unzipped my own pants and pulled out my rigid, throbbing cock. I climbed up to straddle her face, and she opened her mouth, taking my cockhead into her mouth. 

She sucked me, running her tongue along the length of my shaft, and I grabbed her huge breasts, rolling her nipples between my fingers. 

I could feel her hot breath on my cock, her tongue swirling around the tip. Her mouth slid down, engulfing almost all of my length, and I could feel her lips touching my balls. 

I gasped, thrusting my hips forward as she bobbed her head back and forth, sucking me off eagerly. 

I got up and grabbed one of her legs, twisting it around my waist as I knelt over her - and then I slid my cock inside of her wet pussy. We both moaned in pleasure as I thrust myself inside of her, feeling her tight wet pussy around me. I began to thrust inside of her, slowly, but gaining speed.

Her pussy was so wet it was making a squishing sound, and she was moaning loudly, gasping, her face flushed and her eyes closed. I fucked her harder and harder, gripping her hips and grinding my cock deep inside of her. 

We moaned together, our voices mingling together as we fucked passionately. I had never been with Dr. Sakura before, but I had fantasized about her so many times. Now I was inside of her, I could not believe how incredible it felt. Her pussy was so tight and wet, gripping my cock tightly as I thrust in and out of her.

"Oh, god, Jared, yes!"

I had never heard her sound like this before - I could tell she was so aroused, so overcome with pleasure.

I fucked her hard, pounding into her wet pussy, and she grabbed my buttocks, pulling me into her, pulling me deeper.

Her breasts bounced in the air, her long black hair cascading over her naked shoulders.

She threw her head back, giving a long, loud cry as her pussy gripped me in climax.

I could feel her orgasm around my cock - it was so strong her whole body was shaking.

She grabbed my ass, thrusting her hips against me, and the feeling of her soft hand on my cheeks was enough to drive me over the edge. I could feel the orgasm building, my balls tightening up, and my cock throbbing. I slid my cock deep inside of her one last time, grinding against her, and erupted inside of her. 

"Oh, fuck," I gasped, collapsing on top of her. 

"Oh, yes, Jared...," she said. 

We lay together for a little while, both of us breathing hard. After a few minutes, I slid my still-rigid cock out of her and pulled her against me, wrapping my arms around her.

"Dr. Sakura," I said softly, "I swear I'll protect you against that fucker. He dares to come near you and I'll kill him." 

She smiled at me with love and gratitude. "Thank you, Jared - you're very sweet. And please, call me Cara." 

"All right, Cara," I said softly, pressing a kiss onto her forehead.

We snuggled together on the couch a little while longer, and then, reluctantly, she pulled away. "I have to teach a class soon. Will you... maybe come over to my house later?" 

She smiled at me. 

"I'd love to, Dr... Cara." 

After she dressed, she leaned in and gave me a warm kiss. "Good. I'm looking forward to it." 
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A hot preview…

She picked up a towel and dried my body off carefully, then went to the dresser and took out a bottle of lotion. She turned to me and smiled, then poured some of the lotion into her hand.

"Let's make my big boy feel nice and good," she said softly.

She got down on her knees and started to rub my cock with her lotion-covered hands, her big, beautiful tits hanging down in front of her.

I groaned as she stroked my cock, watching as her tits swayed back and forth.

"Do you want to cum on my breasts again, baby? Do you want to come all over these huge melons?" she whispered, her voice smooth and lovely.

I just groaned, nodding my head.

Nightmare Campus 4

Later that afternoon, after Dr. Sakura - well, Cara to me now - had finished teaching her class, I went over to her house to join her for dinner. She said she was lonely, needing the company; but she was also nervous about her ex coming over. Naturally, I offered to go over and protect her.

The dinner was amazing; her fresh made lasagna with meat sauce, candles, wine, the whole thing.

As we sat across from each other, enjoying our meal, I couldn't help but feel a growing attraction to Cara. Her dark hair cascaded over her shoulders in waves, and her full lips curved into a smile as she talked about her day. I found myself hanging onto her every word, completely entranced.

As the night wore on, we moved to the living room and continued talking. The conversation turned flirtatious. She rubbed my thigh, leaning in close as we sat on the couch together after dinner.

"Jared, I always really liked you," she admitted. "It wasn't until today I acted on my feelings, and...I'm afraid maybe it was inappropriate."

I shook my head. "No way, D...Cara. I loved every minute of it. I just wanted to comfort you, but...I can't deny how amazing it was."

She bit her lip. "If we...would you ever want it to happen again?"

My heart started racing at her question. Of course, I wanted it to happen again. I wanted nothing more than to make love to her right there and then. But I didn't want to push her into anything she wasn't ready for.

"Cara, I want you more than anything in this world, but only if you're okay with it," I replied, trying to hide my eagerness.

She smiled at me and leaned in to kiss me. Our lips met, and the passion between us grew stronger. She pulled away and looked into my eyes.

"I want you too, Jared," she whispered, "but I'm not sure if I'm ready for anything serious. Can we just take it slow?"

"Of course," I said, smiling at her. "I'll wait as long as it takes. You're worth it."

She smiled at me and leaned in close. "At least, as far as a relationship goes. But for sex...well, I'm up for anything." She rubbed my crotch, feeling my hard cock, and giggled. "And it seems like you are, too."

I kissed her hungrily, my hands traveling the curves of her body. I continued down to her breasts, rubbing them teasingly, then started to undo the buttons on her shirt.

"Jared," she gasped. "Are you sure you're ready for this?"

I looked up at her and smiled. "I've never been more sure of anything in my life."

She continued to unbutton her shirt and pushed it aside, revealing her beautiful, supple breasts. Her nipples were already hard and erect, and I leaned in to rub them gently, then took them into my mouth one at a time, licking and flicking them with my tongue. I couldn't get enough of her body.

She was moaning softly now, and I quickly moved my hand down to her skirt, unzipping it and pushing it to the floor. She was wearing a matching pink lace set of panties and bra. I moved between her legs and gently rubbed her pussy over her panties. She gasped, her hands grabbing onto my hair.

"Jared...oh god...please..." she moaned. I moved both of my hands under her ass and lifted her, then quickly removed her panties. I pulled her body closer, my mouth hungry for her, and buried my face in her wet pussy, licking her all over.

She was moaning louder now, and I could feel her fingers moving in my hair.

I gently rubbed her pussy faster, then pulled the panties aside and slipped my finger into her, feeling how wet she was. She gasped and closed her eyes, her head falling back in pleasure. I continued to move my finger inside her, and she started to shudder, her body tensing up as she came.

She came violently, moaning my name loudly, then fell back onto the couch. "Jared...so good," she cried out.

She was breathing heavily now, recovering from her orgasm, and I pulled my finger out and slipped it in her mouth. She sucked it, gazing up into my eyes.

I wanted more than just my finger in her mouth, though.

I stood up and undid my pants, freeing my hard cock from its confines. It sprang forth before Cara's lips, and she gazed at it with lust and amazement. "You're so big, so hard," she whispered, her delicate fingers stroking my throbbing length.

She moved her lips toward my cock, and I smiled as I let her take it slowly into her mouth. I moaned as she slid her lips down the shaft, taking as much of it as she could in. She started licking up and down, taking my cock in her mouth all the way to the base.

She was such an incredible cock-sucker, I thought. It felt like nothing I had ever experienced before.

She started to suck faster, her head bobbing back and forth, making my cock twitch and throb with each movement. "Cara," I said between moans. "Oh my god, Cara..." She sucked harder, rubbing my shaft with her tongue as she moved her head, moaning softly.

She pulled off my length, and then I leaned in, kissing her hard.

She kissed me back, pulling me close, then reached for my hard cock and gently rubbed it on her pussy. She reached her hand down and rubbed her clit, and I could feel her juices dripping onto the tip of my cock.

"I want to be inside you, Cara, please..." I moaned, my body tensing up.

"Yes baby, please," she whispered urgently. "Please, be inside me."

She guided my cock to her entrance, and I eased in, then started to push deeper inside her.

"Oh god, Jared," she whispered, reaching her arms around my neck. "You feel so good inside me."

She moaned as I pushed deeper inside her, her pussy tight around my cock. I was going slowly, unable to contain my excitement as I fucked her.

"Oh my god, Jared," she moaned. "Touch me, please touch me..."

I reached one of my hands down and started to rub her clit as I pushed my cock deep inside her. She was whimpering, her body tightening up as I moved.

"I'm going to come, Jared," she whispered breathlessly.

I looked down at her, and saw the ecstasy on her face as she came, her arms squeezing me tightly. I felt her juices start to flow onto my cock, and I moved faster now. I pushed into her more firmly, over and over, grunting with each movement. "Jared, oh god," she moaned. "It's so good, so good..."

"Cara, oh Cara," I gasped. "It's so fucking good..."

She was moaning in pleasure, her breath hot against my neck.

"It's so good..." she whispered. "I want you to cum inside me, fill me up..."

I wanted more than anything in the world to cum inside her. I could feel myself getting closer, her tight wet pussy squeezing my cock harder. I fucked her faster, unable to control myself.

"Cara.." I moaned, thrusting harder. "I'm getting close...I'm going to cum."

"Me too, baby. Cum with me, please..." she begged.

I moaned and started to fuck her harder, my cock throbbing inside her wet pussy.

"That's it, baby, fill me up. Oh god, I'm cumming. Oh fuck, Jared!"

She screamed out my name as I started to cum.

I wanted to hold back, but I couldn't. My cock started to throb, and I knew I would shoot my load at any moment.

"Oh fuck, Cara, I'm cumming! Oh shit..."

I grunted as I spurted inside her, holding her tightly, my cock buried deep inside her pussy.

She was moaning softly, her body tensing up as she reached her own orgasm, both of us moaning each other's names as we came together.

I collapsed against her, exhausted, and we held each other for a moment.

"Jared," she whispered. "That was amazing." She gazed up at me happily, kissing my lips in a soft, loving way. 

"It really was," I replied. "You're amazing." 

We kissed a bit longer, then she looked up into my eyes deeply. "Jared...I know you really like my breasts." 

I did. I squeezed them, playing with them gently. "Yeah, I do." 

"Would you like to use them?" she asked, her voice breathy and submissive. 

"Use them?" I asked. 

"Yes," she said. "Would you like to fuck my breasts?" 

I thought about it. It sounded hot. 

"Yes," I finally answered, my cock hardening again at the thought. 

"And would you like to come on them?" she asked. 

The thought of shooting my cum on her breasts sent a shiver up my spine. 

"Yes, I would like to." 

"Then come here, baby," she whispered. 

I pulled her close and she smiled at me. 

I moved my cock to her breasts, and she smiled as she felt it throbbing against them. "Please, fuck them, Jared." 

She held them together around my big dick, squeezing the shaft with her tits. I groaned, looking down at the erotic sight, her huge breasts around my cock. 

"Fuck my breasts, make me your little slut," she whispered. 

I grabbed the back of her head and pulled her mouth toward my cock. "Suck the head," I ordered. 

She opened her mouth wide and sucked the head of my cock into her mouth, and I watched as she moved her lips down, taking my shaft all the way to the base. She started to bob her head up and down, sucking me as I fucked her tits. 

"Oh god, Cara, that feels awesome," I said, my voice strained. 

She moaned and kept sucking, her warm mouth bobbing up and down. I started to fuck her tits faster, enjoying the feeling of her soft breasts on my cock. 

I moved faster, pumping my cock back and forth between her bare breasts.

"That's it, baby," she whispered, her voice thick with lust. "Fuck my big tits, paint them with your load. I want to feel your cum on my tits, Jared. Please..."

I moaned as I fucked her tits faster, her voice getting me harder than I had ever been.

I closed my eyes and thrust my cock back and forth between her breasts, holding them tightly around my shaft as I moved.

"Oh fuck, Cara, I'm gonna cum..."

She smiled at me, her eyes full of love and lust, and she gasped with pleasure as I continued to fuck her tits harder and faster. 

"Yes, baby, yes!" she cried out. "Cum on my tits, Jared!" 

"Oh god, Cara, I'm gonna cum..." 

I grunted as my cock started to spurt.

She squeezed her breasts together, gripping my pulsing shaft with her soft, warm breasts. I watched as cum spurted from the head of my cock, shooting out and hitting her in the face and landing on her breasts, dripping down her neck on to her chest.

"Jared..." she gasped, her eyes wide.

I spurted again, this time shooting some onto her face. She moaned, rubbing the head of my cock against her huge naked boobs.

She was moaning, her head thrown back, as her pussy clenched. I saw her cumming, rubbing her pussy as I shot my load on her tits. 

I kept spurting, splashing jet after jet of hot, thick semen onto her huge breasts. Finally when I had finished, I sank back into the couch cushions, exhausted and sated, gazing at the sight of my hot professor coated in my cum. 

"Cara..." I whispered. "You are so fucking hot."

She smiled, her face covered in my cum. "Thank you, baby," she said breathlessly. "That was amazing." She ran her fingers through my cum, rubbing it all over her tits. "I like the feel of your cum on my body."

"I like it too," I said, reaching up to stroke her tits. 

She moaned as I rubbed the cum into her skin, feeling how warm and slippery it was.

"That feels so good," she whispered softly, reaching her arms around me.

We held each other for a few moments, and then I sat up. "Wanna take a shower?" I asked softly. 

"Yes, that sounds good."

We both got up and walked naked back toward the bedroom, holding each other and enjoying the erotic feeling of our cum-covered bodies pressed against one another. 

When we got to the bedroom, Cara stopped and ran her fingers over her cum-coated tits. "I'm covered in your cum," she said, smiling at me. "I love how it feels on my skin."

"I'm glad you like it," I whispered, kissing her lips gently. She took my hand and led me over to the shower. When she turned the water on, it felt hot, good and steamy. 

The shower was tiny, but it felt like a luxury with Cara in it. We both stood under the water, soaped each other up, then rinsed. 

When we were both clean, we got out of the shower, and Cara led me back to the bedroom. 

She picked up a towel and dried my body off carefully, then went to the dresser and took out a bottle of lotion. She turned to me and smiled, then poured some of the lotion into her hand.

"Let's make my big boy feel nice and good," she said softly.

She got down on her knees and started to rub my cock with her lotion-covered hands, her big, beautiful tits hanging down in front of her.

I groaned as she stroked my cock, watching as her tits swayed back and forth. 

"Do you want to cum on my breasts again, baby? Do you want to come all over these huge melons?" she whispered, her voice smooth and lovely.

I just groaned, nodding my head.

She squeezed her tits together, squeezing my cock in between them. 

"Are you sure?" she asked softly, squeezing her breasts tighter around my cock.

"Yes," I whispered. "Please, Cara." 

"Okay," she said. She opened her mouth and sucked the head of my cock into her cum-covered mouth, then started sucking lightly. 

I groaned, my hands dropping down to grab her swaying breasts. I started to fuck her tits a second time, thrusting my cock back and forth between her warm, soft cleavage. The feeling of her big tits wrapped around my cock was incredible, and her mouth and tongue around my cock felt even better. 

She was moaning lightly, her mouth moving up and down my shaft. I started to fuck her tits faster, rubbing her nipples with my thumbs as I fucked her. 

"That's it, baby," she whispered, her voice low and sultry. "Fuck my tits, fuck them hard." 

I picked up the pace, thrusting my cock harder and faster between her huge tits as she kept sucking me.

"Oh fuck, Cara!" I groaned. "I'm gonna cum!" 

She pulled her head back, her mouth releasing my throbbing cock. I grunted as I continued to fuck her tits, my balls tight and hard - and then I was spurting on her huge breasts again, making her gasp with joy. 

"Oh yes, baby! Give me that big, hot load all over my tits! You're making me cum, Jared!" 

She came hard as I spurted my load on her breasts, I kept shooting my load on her, covering her huge chest in my jizz.

When I was done, I took my hands off her tits and leaned back, breathing hard.

She looked amazing like that, soaked in my semen. 

*****

We went to sleep together, her butt pressed up against my crotch. The night was quiet, the window open slightly, a gentle breeze blowing in. The light of the moon illuminated the street, and I was dimly aware of an owl hooting outside. 

I awakened sometime in the middle of the night, Cara's soft body against mine, deep in slumber. I heard a noise downstairs - just a quiet rattle. At first I dismissed it, thinking it was just my mind. But then I heard another, louder noise. 

It sounded like...footsteps.

Suddenly, I was wide awake, my heart racing in my chest. Someone was in the house...?

I silently shook Cara awake and motioned for her to stay where she was. Then I grabbed Cara's umbrella from off the dresser and headed down the stairs. 

I peeked around the corner, and there in the foyer was a man. He had dark hair and a cruel smile. He was dressed all in black. 

His gaze quickly met mine, and then he looked over my shoulder. "Hello, Cara."

"Jesus, Christopher!" she gasped. "It's him...it's my ex!" 

Fuck, I thought. This is bad.

I didn't have a weapon. And Christopher probably did. 

As he came closer, I saw that he had a machete in one hand. 

"You're not welcome here, Christopher," Cara said harshly. "Get out. This is my house."

He kept coming closer, his eyes wide. "No, Cara, this is my house," he growled. "I know you've been fucking that boy upstairs. I saw you two."

"He's my student, Christopher," Cara said, moving toward the closet. She must be going for a gun, I thought. I started edging back up the stairs quietly.

"No more, Cara," he said. "I know you don't love me. You never loved me. All you give a shit about is this kid." 

"Baby, he's dangerous," she whispered, coming toward me.

I had no idea what the fuck to do. All I could think was, I can't let him hurt Cara.

"Cara, you're my wife," Christopher said. "We're getting married again. Tonight, right now."

"Christopher, we've been through this!" Cara said, moving closer to the top of the stairs. "I'm never getting back together with you, I'm never getting married again." 

He was halfway up the stairs as she was talking, and I was at the top of the stairs, the umbrella at the ready. 

Suddenly he was looking at me, and there was a murderous look on his face. "Look at this kid, Cara. Look at him."

I could feel the anger rise up in me. Fuck this guy, I thought. He's not going to hurt Cara. 

"This how desperate you are, Cara? You gotta fuck some stupid ass kid?" 

"You're out of control, Christopher," she said, sounding scared. "Please just leave..." 

I tried to think of a way to distract him, to get him out of the house.

He pulled the machete out of its sheath, and I winced, thinking he might hurt her. But instead, he turned toward me.

She grabbed the machete and tried to wrestle it away from him. He tossed her to the floor, where she landed hard.

I held the umbrella up high, then swung it at him with all my might. He stumbled a little, then laughed, grabbing it out of my hand and hurling me into the wall. 

"Christopher, stop!" Cara said, trying to get up. He grabbed her by the hair and pulled her up, then slapped her hard across the face, making her scream. 

He raised the machete, about to bring it down on her...

Suddenly he stopped, looking past her. "What the fuck?" he asked, startled. 

I looked to where he was looking. A dark shape flickered into view: it was shaped like a man, with a man's torso and body, but it had the head of a dead rabbit, a rotting skull, empty eye sockets with glowing red centers. It stood at the end of the hallway, and I saw it starting to move closer to Christopher. 

"What the shit is that -" 

He stared at it, his eyes widening in terror. Then he turned back to Cara and me, a look of rage on his face. He started to raise the machete up, as if preparing to strike down Cara. But instead of attacking her, he brought the blade down on his own head, slicing it in two.

Cara screamed. 

His body toppled over, blood cascading out from the gaping wound in his skull, drenching the floor.

"Christopher?!" Cara gasped, staring at her ex-husband's body in shock.

I stared at his body in horror. He was now just a puddle of blood and gore. 

Then I looked to the other end of the hallway. 

The dead rabbit creature was still there, staring at us, motionless except for the flickering of its red eyes. Then, slowly, it receded into the shadows. 

"Fuck," I whispered, looking at Cara in fear. "What the fuck was that...?" 

She was still staring at Christopher's body, too stunned to speak. I slowly grabbed the machete, then put it in the umbrella's sheath. I came up to her and held her. 

"Jared," she whispered, holding onto me.

I was still scared too. I wanted to get the hell out of that place. 

I grabbed Cara and we left, hurrying out of her house and running back to my dorm. Thankfully she only lived a couple blocks from campus, so it was easy to get there. 

Cara burst into tears and I put my arm around her shoulder for comfort. 

"He's gone," she gasped. "He's really gone..."

She started to sob, clearly in shock. I had never seen her so scared and upset. 

She turned and looked at me, holding me tightly. "Did you see what happened? What the hell was that thing?"

I shook my head, my heart pounding. "I don't know," I said. "I don't know..."

We embraced for a long time, my arms around her. Neither of us said a word.

I still had no idea what we’d just witnessed. Her ex’s head sliced open – by his own hand, no less. And that fucked up rabbit thing. 

What the hell was going on here? 
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A hot preview…

"Ah," she moaned, and I slid deep inside her. I groaned, the feeling of her tight pussy wrapped around my cock so good. I started to thrust, moving slowly, her walls squeezing tight around me.

I thrust faster, and soon she was moaning my name, her hips rocking up to meet mine.

I pounded into her, faster and harder, fucking her harder than I had ever fucked her before. She moaned and gasped, her fingers gripping my shoulders tight and her nails digging into my skin.

I wanted to fuck her until she screamed. I wanted to make her come.

"Jared," she moaned. "I'm going to come."

"Come for me, Becs. Come for me."

Nightmare Campus 6

After witnessing the terrifying event in the hallway, Becs and I ran back to our dorm room. I closed and bolted the door. We were both in shock, clinging to each other in fear.

"What even was that, Jared?" she whispered to me.

"I have no idea..."

The lights suddenly flicked back on, and we both looked up. The power was restored, it seemed.

After several minutes hiding in the room, it became clear that nothing was coming - at least right now. I opened the door back up and looked up and down the hallway. There were a couple of sleepy students rubbing their eyes, wondering what had happened...

But no ghostly corpse guy anywhere to be seen.

I sighed and closed the door behind me, leaning against it. "Fuck. We gotta figure out what's going on here, Becs. Something must be after us."

"Yeah, but what could it be?" Becs asked, her voice shaking slightly.

"I don't know, but we need to find out," I replied, determined to get to the bottom of this.

****

I was in class a few days later, distracted. The teacher was droning on, talking about something...I was secretly on my laptop, searching for information about paranormal activity and ghost sightings.

I knew it had to somehow be related to Clive. Was he the cause of these weird, violent events on campus? Was he...murdering people? As a ghost?

I thought back to the notes I had made on Clive - and I began to piece things together. The story Cara told me about his rabbit being murdered; and then, Amelia had backed that up. The demonic figure we'd seen in Cara's home was a rabbit-head monster. Could that be Clive, himself? Or if not, then who was it?

I read further through the informational pages I had open; some on the history of the school itself, and some on Clive's disappearance.

It was then that I stumbled across a chilling revelation. It seemed Clive had been initiated into a secret fraternity of sorts - an ancient cult that worshipped dark forces and conducted rituals in the shadows of night. This was apparently where he had gone when he vanished; it was likely he had been killed in some kind of ritual.

The leader of the fraternity was said to be an occultist, with powers beyond anything ordinary people could comprehend - a true evil. Was Clive's disappearance related to this? What if instead of causing the murders...Clive was a victim?

As I scrolled through pages and pages of ghost stories, I heard a faint whispering coming from the back of the classroom. It sounded like a woman's voice, but I couldn't make out what she was saying.

I turned around to look, but no one was there.

Suddenly, a student in the corner of the room began screaming. One girl ran to the window, and I realized what was happening. She was holding a knife - it looked almost ceremonial, decorative. Her eyes were wide with mania as she lifted the sharp blade and plunged it into her own eyes. Blood splattered everywhere, screams erupting through the classroom. A huge shattering sound filled the room, fragments of glass spraying everywhere, as the student violently threw herself through the pane.

The screams continued throughout the classroom. A professor ran outside and tried to help the girl; the rest of the class was in chaos. I ran outside, needing to get some air. The fresh air was a blessing, but as I walked, I noticed the weirdest thing.

The girl's body was gone. There was a pool of blood on the ground, and blood was splattered all over the grass where she'd been. But the girl herself had vanished.

"That's fucked," I muttered. Where did her body go?

I went back inside, shaken, and I went to Dr. Sakura's office to tell her what had happened.

I told her about the suicide that had just happened...about my research, my theories... all of it.

"This is very serious, Jared," she told me. "If this is all related to that fraternity, we could be dealing with a major threat to everyone on campus. I need to figure out what's going on."

"I'd say let's call the police, but I don't think they'd believe us."

She sighed. "No, I don't think they would. Unfortunately, it's just us...who else knows?"

"Becs does, but that's it. Grace - she's been in the hospital recovering after..."

Cara frowned in thought. "That's another suicide - well, an attempt. Do you think Clive could have been luring her out to try and get her to kill herself?"

"I don't know, Dr. Sakura. I thought about that too. But it doesn't make sense. The first student was murdered by someone else. Then, the bird was found... Then, Grace tried to kill herself... But she didn't."

Cara nodded thoughtfully. "And then - the incident with Christopher..."

"Yup. And now, this."

"What's the one thing that connects all of these events?"

"I thought it was Clive - but I can't say for sure... I mean, we only saw the rabbit guy, if that's even him, when Christopher was killed."

Cara nodded again. "We don't know if Clive was... But you, Jared, were there when all these things happened."

My eyes went wide. "Professor - you're not saying you think I did it?"

"No, I don't believe that. But it is possible that Clive has some sort of psychic link to you. If he's the murderer. Maybe he's using you as a conduit."

My face paled. "Oh shit, that's... Damn, I didn't even think about that."

"We need to figure this out as soon as possible. I'm going to see if I can find out more about Clive. I'll need your help, Jared."

"Of course I'll help, Professor."

"Thank you."

"I'll find out what happened to the bodies, and I'll see if I can figure out what this frat secret society is."

"Very good. Meet me in my office at lunch. Get some sleep, you look like hell."

"I'm going to go get some coffee, then. Gotta stay awake."

I spent the next few hours trying to concentrate on class and do homework, but I was too distracted. The thought that Clive somehow had something to do with me, that I was involved in these deaths... it was really terrifying.

I told Rebecca about what had happened. Sighing, I sank onto the bed. I lay on my back, and she snuggled up into me.

"Jared, you're not a murderer. I know that for sure."

"How can you be so sure?"

She rubbed my chest. "You wouldn't do that. You're not that kind of person."

I swallowed hard. "But what...if I'm not? What if I'm possessed?"

"No. You're strong. I don't believe anyone could take over your mind."

I sighed. "This is scary as fuck," I told her.

"I know...but I'll stay with you, help you figure this out. We'll get through this."

I nodded, and wrapped my arm around her. I pulled her against me, holding her tight.

"Damn it," I muttered. "This is fucked up."

"I know. We'll get through it. We'll figure it out."

"I love you."

"I love you too."

She held my cheek and then leaned in, kissing me. Her lips pressed to mine, and I felt sudden relief. I leaned into her kiss, holding her soft body tight against mine.

Her fingers trailed down my chest, over my stomach, and lower, to my cock.

I groaned, my cock hardening in her hands.

I slid my hand between her legs, teasing her with my fingers. Her panties were already wet, and she moaned into my mouth as I touched her. When my fingers reached her clit, she pulled her mouth from mine, gasping.

I kissed her neck, sucking on her skin.

She pulled off her shirt quickly, and I moved down on the bed, kissing her breasts. I teased her nipples with my tongue, and she moaned louder. Dropping my hand down, I lowered my head and sucked on her nipple, while my fingers teased her warm, wet pussy.

"Ahh," she murmured. "That feels good."

"Mm," I replied, and sucked her other nipple into my mouth. I ran my hand up and down her bare back. She felt so good...my cock grew harder as she moaned, rubbing against my shaft.

I pulled down her pants, and she slid out of them. I spread her legs wide, and slid my fingers between her warm folds. Rubbing her clit, I teased her entrance with my fingers, then pushed deeper, finding the sweet spot inside of her. Her inner muscles clenched around my fingers and she moaned my name.

I pulled my fingers from her and then moved down between her legs. She spread her legs wide for me as I pressed my mouth to her sweet slit. My tongue slid up and down her lips, and she moaned again, her hips twitching upward.

But I wanted more than that.

I moved up the bed, and she raised her hips. I pulled her panties off of her, and then pulled her leg over my shoulder. I lowered my head, then, and pressed my cock to her slit.

"Ah," my beautiful stepsister moaned, and I slid deep inside her. I groaned, the feeling of her tight pussy wrapped around my cock so good. I started to thrust, moving slowly, her walls squeezing tight around me.

I thrust faster, and soon she was moaning my name, her hips rocking up to meet mine.

I pounded into her, faster and harder, fucking her harder than I had ever fucked her before. She moaned and gasped, her fingers gripping my shoulders tight and her nails digging into my skin.

I wanted to fuck her until she screamed. I wanted to make her come.

"Jared," she moaned. "I'm going to come."

"Come for me, Becs. Come for me."

She gasped, then, and her pussy clenched tight around me. I groaned as she came, her muscles squeezing tight. It felt incredible, her pussy pulsing and spasming on my hard dick.

I pulled out of her, rolling her onto her hands and knees, and entered her from behind. She groaned and clutched the sheets, holding tight as I began to pound her hard and fast.

"Yes, Jared! Fuck me! Fuck your sister's tight pussy!"

I groaned with each thrust, my cock rubbing against her hard clit. I slammed into her harder, and she moaned. "Yes! Oh fuck!"

She was going to come again. I slammed into her one more time, and her body tensed up. She cried out, her pussy pulsing tight around me.

I pumped my cock into her, and then thrust deep, holding tight as my own orgasm overtook me. My cock throbbed inside of her, and her pussy clenched tight. I groaned, holding her tight, and then pumped my load into her.

I fell forward, my body pressing against hers. I closed my eyes, and listened to her heavy, panting breaths.

"That was..." she started.

"Yeah," I agreed. "That was."

We lay together there for a few minutes, and then I pulled out of her. I turned onto my back, still hard, and she straddled me, guiding my dick back inside her.

She began to ride me, her beautiful big boobs bouncing as I thrust into her.

I reached out, cupping her big tits in my hands. They were perfect and soft, and her nipples were hard.

She moaned, and I played with her pink nipples, flicking them with my fingers, and then teasing her clit with my thumb. She rocked harder against me, her hips riding my dick. She was coming again, her body tensing up. I pushed harder against her, and she cried out.

"Fuck! Jared! Oh damn!"

She leaned forward, her hands on my chest, and I moved my hand between her legs, rubbing her clit. She moaned, and her pussy clenched around me. I pushed hard into her, fucking her deep and hard. She came hard, her pussy pulsing around my cock, and her body shook with the force of her orgasm.

I let go, and my cock exploded, spraying another load of semen deep inside her. She cried out, and her pussy contracted hard, milking my cock. We came together, again, and I groaned as my cock throbbed inside of her.

She collapsed on my chest, tired and satisfied.

****

We lay there for awhile afterwards, Becs curled into my body, me behind her, spooning. Idly, I stroked her hair, thinking about all that had happened.

I couldn't control my fear about the future. What if this nightmare got worse, and these murders continued?

What if Becs was the target next?

And...what if I was the one responsible, somehow?
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A hot preview… 

"Wow," I said, laying back and taking a deep breath. "That was amazing." 

She nodded, kissing my chest and trailing kisses down my stomach. She slipped off her jeans and her panties, and I moaned as I felt her warm pussy lips on my stomach. She straddled me and grabbed my cock, rubbing it against her wet pussy. 

"Mmm...you're so big," she moaned, panting as she rubbed her pussy against me. She tentatively lowered herself onto me, and I groaned as I felt my cock slide into her tight wet cunt.

"You're so tight, Rebecca," I moaned, grabbing her breasts and pinching her nipples. "I love your pussy." 

Nightmare Campus 7

Determined to find out if I was in fact responsible for the killings on campus, I went back to the library. I read and read, late into the night, poring through books. I knew there had to be something here that would hint at Clive's death, and lead to deeper understanding what was happening.

After days and days of searching, I finally found a clue hidden in a peculiar, untitled book with a strange symbol on it.

It was a manual outlining the rituals and practices of the fraternity I'd read about before, known only by its members. It was full of strange symbols and arcane knowledge, and I soon found myself drawn into the depths of the occult.

The fraternity had a leader who was deeply involved in summoning demons from other realms. He claimed to have been in contact with Agares, a powerful demon which he believed could offer immense power if summoned correctly. To do so, he needed an offering - a ritual sacrifice - to please Agares and bring it forth into our realm.

The instructions were detailed and precise; even down to the type of incense required for the ritual. Every intricate detail was laid out clearly before me: an object made from silver to symbolize loyalty...a white dove sacrificed at midnight...an altar draped in black surrounded by three flaming braziers...a chalice holding sacred herbs mixed with human blood.

I shuddered as I read on, learning that the first sacrifice was performed on May 19, 1923. The date sounded somehow familiar, and I felt a chill go through me.

As I read on, I found the cult leader's notes. Apparently they had chosen one student, Clive Netherbridge, to be the sacrifice. Clive had a special affinity for the occult and spiritual, and the cult leader had gradually convinced him to come to their 'celebration' one evening. 

Clive had been drugged heavily and taken into a secluded area in the woods near campus.

The night of the ritual was dark and stormy, with lightning crackling in the sky. The cult members had set up an altar in a circle of candles, and were chanting as they prepared their sacrifice. As part of the ceremony, they chanted over Clive while sprinkling him with a special mixture of herbs. His body was then adorned with various trinkets and symbols that represented loyalty to their demon god.

Clive lay still on the altar, barely conscious from the drugs but still aware enough to understand what was happening. He could feel hands pressing into his chest, and incense burning his nostrils as he slowly began to drift away into unconsciousness. 

The cult leader recited an incantation and read from a book of ancient rituals as the three braziers blazed around him. As his chanting reached its crescendo, a ritual dagger appeared in his hands and he plunged it into Clive's heart.

Shockingly, Agares emerged from the flames and granted them immense power before vanishing again into the night.

I closed the journal, stunned by what I learned. 

Dr. Sakura listened intently over dinner that night as I explained everything. 

"Clive didn't commit suicide. He was murdered." 

She set her fork down, trying to process all I had revealed about the dark ritual. 

"This is a lot to take in," she said, her brow furrowed in concern. "But we need to take action. We can't let this continue." 

I nodded, feeling a sense of urgency building in my chest. "We need to find out who's behind this. And we need to stop them." 

Dr. Sakura reached for her phone, her fingers moving quickly as she dialed a number. 

"Hello, Detective?" she said when someone answered. "Yes, it's Dr. Sakura. I have some information that might be helpful in the investigation. Can we meet tomorrow?" 

She listened for a moment, nodding as she took down an address. "Thank you. We'll be there." 

Turning back to me, she said, "We have a meeting with the detective in charge of the case tomorrow. We'll present what we've found and hopefully get some answers." 

I returned to class a few days later, feeling a little bit of relief. At least now we had someone helping us figure out what to do - and we knew better what had happened. 

I got a call from Dr. Sakura, and left the classroom briefly to answer it. 

I couldn't pick up in time so she'd left a message. 

"Jared, listen - it's vital that you come see me as soon as possible. I found something out. Something terrible. But I can't tell you over the phone. Just - please, as soon as you can." 

I hung up, frowning. It was the last class of the day, and I knew there wouldn't be long before I could leave to go see Cara. I went back inside and sat down at my desk. 

The teacher was still speaking, talking about the upcoming exam, but I couldn't focus on anything she was saying. All I could think about were the words Dr. Sakura had left me with. Something terrible. What could it be?

"And next week, we'll prepare for our... Hrl ... amihlg... rmi ...seal zeghr...."

I looked back at her, frowning. What the hell... 

The teacher's mouth had turned to an odd, misshapen position, as if her jaw was dislocated, but she was still speaking. Her eyes were blank and she stared at the back wall. A dark, black, viscous substance was beginning to leak from the corners of her mouth as she kept on talking, but her words made no sense. 

"HEJNVRH L DNJL NJ RLBB OEP BNHHBL WLIHI!"

As she shouted this distorted phrase, her voice sounding fucked up and about 3 octaves lower, but also shrill at the same time, like the screech of a bird, the classroom filled with startled shrieks and gasps. 

The teacher suddenly grabbed a pair of scissors and lunged at one of the students in the front row. 

He screamed as she grabbed him and pinned him down, violently stabbing him with scissors in the chest. Blood spurted everywhere as she pulled out a large knife and made a deep incision in his chest. With one swift motion, she reached her hand inside and ripped out his still-beating heart. She held it up triumphantly before dropping it to the ground, where it lay twitching on the floor.

The class watched in horror, some screaming in fear while others remained silent in shock. The student lay there lifelessly, blood pouring from his chest onto the floor like a river. The teacher was standing at the front of the room now, seeming to be in a trance-like state as she clutched the bloody knife tightly in her hands. Her eyes were wide and unblinking as if hypnotized by some unseen force. 

She raised the heart up to the sky, as if offering it. 

"Someone get help!" a student screamed. 

"POLICE! SECURITY!" 

The room erupted in chaos. People were running and screaming, desperately trying to get out of the classroom. I ran for the door, pushing my way through the crowd, looking for help - only to collide with Grace.

"Grace!" I shouted. I grabbed her, shaking her shoulders, but she just looked at me with a lost, empty expression. 

"Grace, we have to get out of here." Grabbing her hand, I took off running for the woods. The school security had already been alerted, and I prayed it wouldn't be long before they arrived. We needed to get away from here as soon as possible.

Rebecca was just outside in the chaos, and I grabbed her, too. All three of us ran together as fast as we could. 

Finally, we reached a clear in the woods. 

We stopped to catch our breath. The sky had begun to turn a deep orange, and the sun was slowly setting. Its eerie shadows were cast across the forest floor, stretching long and wide with each passing minute. The birds chirped in the trees as if nothing had happened, but I could still feel the pull of terror in my chest.

I looked around, seeing a strange stone altar tucked away in the shadows. It was stained with old blood, and I soon realized that it was where Clive had been murdered.

I shuddered, my stomach churning as I thought about what must have happened here. The image of Clive's lifeless body lying in a pool of his own blood flashed before my eyes, and I felt my throat tighten in fear.

We all stood there for a few minutes, panting and trying to process everything that had just happened.

"What do we do now?" Rebecca asked, panicked. 

"I don't know. I...We have to..." 

I sank down to the ground, overwhelmed. It was all just getting to be too much. 

"Jared? Jared!" 

I heard voices from nearby. I turned to see Dr. Sakura heading toward us, followed by a thin woman with wispy blonde hair. The detective? 

"Listen, Jared. I know how we can stop all this," she said, rushing to me and grabbing my arms. 

"You do?" I said, a glimmer of hope entering my voice. 

Dr. Sakura nodded firmly. "Yes, I think I know how we can defeat the demon. We must perform a ritual to bind and return it to its realm. Once done, it will no longer be able to harm anyone here."

"But...how?" 

"We need something - something that was important to the host who was first claimed. And we need -" 

A gunshot suddenly rang out in the air. Dr. Sakura's face went blank - a red spot appeared in her shirt, and began to grow. In horror, I realized she had been shot. 

"Cara!" I screamed, pulling her into my arms. 

Behind her, I saw Amelia, holding a gun. It was aimed directly at my professor. 

"I'm sorry," she said. "I can't let you do this. Any of you." 

She aimed the weapon at the detective, who held up her hands in fear - and then me.

"Amelia, no!" 

"Agares must be freed," Amelia said, her voice unyielding. 

Amelia grabbed Grace and dragged her to the altar, preparing to sacrifice her. The air around us seemed to be crackling with a strange energy, and Amelia seemed possessed by something more powerful than any of us could comprehend.

"Amelia, what are you doing?" Rebecca screamed as she ran towards Clive's relative. But it was no use - Amelia had already begun chanting in a language none of us could understand. 

The blood-stained altar had begun to glow an ominous red light, and the area was surrounded by a thick fog that seemed to be growing with each passing second. My heart raced, and I felt powerless as I watched Amelia raise a sacrificial knife above Grace's neck. 

Suddenly everything went still and silent - all except for one voice, coming from within the fog. 

"NO."

The demonic rabbit-man figure flickered into view. 

It was Clive. 

He stared at Amelia with a look of such intensity that it was almost tangible. Despite his physical form being gone, he still had enough power to influence the world around him through sheer force of will. 

Amelia dropped the knife from her hand and quickly stepped away from the altar, her body shaking and trembling uncontrollably. She put her hands on either side of her head and screamed in agony, as if she were feeling some kind of psychic torture. 

Then suddenly, before any of us could react, Amelia raised her arm up and plunged the sacrificial knife into her own chest.

Rebecca screamed, and the detective lunged forward to try and stop what was happening. But she was cast back, hitting a wall of some kind of unseen force. 

"Clive," I shouted, realizing what I needed to do. "You're the only one who can save us. Help us - kill the demon forever." 

The rabbit-man nodded in agreement and reached out his hands to the sky. A brilliant silver light descended from the heavens and enveloped him, and he suddenly grew in stature until he was twice as tall as a man. He closed his eyes and chanted an ancient spell, a prayer of banishment that echoed throughout the realm. 

As he spoke, a powerful wind tore through the air, whipping up the fog around us. In its center I saw a pitch black shadow figure, Agares, struggling against an invisible force, screaming and bellowing in desperation. 

And then it was gone - banished back to its own realm forever. 

Clive staggered backwards, weakened, having used all his strength to banish the demon. 

I stood up, taking Jessica's music box out of my coat pocket. 

"Remember, Clive - she loved you. And you can be with her now...forever." 

I placed the music box on the ground before him and opened it up. As the melody played, Clive's rabbit eyes began to flicker - changing, becoming human again. His body slowly transformed, melding from the rabbit-head creature into a human body again. 

As his transformation completed, he appeared as a normal human man again, bathed in a white-gold light. He was holding a small rabbit in his hands, and next to him stood a pretty young woman - Jessica, no doubt. 

"Thank you," said Clive, his voice human again, though otherworldly and resonant. "Thank you, Jared. You freed me from the cult's curse." 

"And you saved us, Clive. You saved the whole campus." 

Clive smiled at me, and I could see the gratitude in his eyes. I felt a sense of overwhelming relief wash over me, knowing that everything was finally over. The campus could heal now, and we could all move on with our lives.

The sun had completely set, and the woods were cast in a dark shadow. However, the air was no longer filled with fear and chaos, but with a sense of peace and tranquility. The birds chirped in the trees, and a gentle breeze rustled the leaves around us. 

Rebecca came over to me and hugged me tightly. "We did it," she said, her voice filled with emotion. "We survived."

I hugged her back, feeling tears prickle at the corners of my eyes. "We did. But we couldn't have done it without Clive's help."

Clive had disappeared with Jessica, and I knew that he was finally at peace. 

*****

Dr. Sakura was rushed to the hospital shortly after, her wounds and exhaustion being treated by the best doctors available. In the coming weeks, Dr. Sakura slowly recovered from the trauma she had gone through, though Amelia seemed to have gone into a coma with no signs of waking up anytime soon.

The campus returned to its original state eventually - classes resumed, students went back to their studies and their lives picked up where they had left off. But people never forgot what had happened... the brutal murders, the strange happenings. 

"This place," said Rebecca, as we prepared for our senior year. "It's like a nightmare campus." 

"Yeah," I chuckled, falling back on the bed. "Do you think we should just transfer?" 

"Nah. We can stick it out through the rest of the semester." She straddled me, rubbing my chest and shoulders. "But we should look at getting our own place after graduation." 

I nodded, sitting up and pulling her close. "I love you, Becs." 

"I'm so glad I have you, big brother." 

We kissed, and her fingers went to the edges of my sweater, pulling it up over my head. She moaned into my mouth as I gripped her breasts through her shirt, squeezing her nipples gently. 

"Make love to me, Jared," she whispered. "Make me forget everything that happened." 

"Anything you want," I responded, grabbing her jaw and kissing her hungrily. 

Closing my eyes, I pulled her shirt over her head and took a moment to admire her body. She stood before me in only her bra and jeans, and I couldn't resist the urge to touch her flesh. She ran her fingers through my hair, pulling me towards her breasts. 

"Kiss them," she said. "Suck them." 

"As you wish," I smiled, taking a nipple into my mouth and sucking on it. She moaned, pushing me back onto the bed and climbing on top of me. 

She took off my shirt and tossed it to the side, then licked down my chest and my stomach. She undid my pants and pulled them off with my boxers, tossing them to the side. 

She slipped her bra off and tossed it to the side, and I moaned as her breasts brushed against my cock. She kissed my stomach, her warm breath tickling my skin, then ran her tongue down into my pubic hair. 

She took my cock into her mouth and began to lick and suck it, swirling her tongue around the tip. Her lips wrapped around my shaft easily, and I felt myself getting harder and harder. She took me into her mouth as far as she could, wrapping her hand around the base of my shaft.

I moaned out, feeling the familiar excitement rising like a boiling heat in my body. I grabbed the sheets and held on tight as I felt myself getting closer and closer to orgasm. She took me in and out of her mouth, her warm breath tickling my cock as she sucked me off. 

"Fuck, Becs!" I groaned, feeling the pleasure quickly getting the best of me. "I'm gonna cum!"

She did not slow down, and I could feel the pressure mounting within me until I finally came. I groaned, gripping her hair and thrusting my hips up, cumming down her mouth. 

She swallowed every drop of my cum, licking her lips and smiling at me. 

"Wow," I said, laying back and taking a deep breath. "That was amazing." 

She nodded, kissing my chest and trailing kisses down my stomach. She slipped off her jeans and her panties, and I moaned as I felt her warm pussy lips on my stomach. She straddled me and grabbed my cock, rubbing it against her wet pussy. 

"Mmm...you're so big," she moaned, panting as she rubbed her pussy against me. She tentatively lowered herself onto me, and I groaned as I felt my cock slide into her tight wet cunt.

"You're so tight, Rebecca," I moaned, grabbing her breasts and pinching her nipples. "I love your pussy." 

I wrapped my arms around her waist and thrust my hips, fucking up into her. She moaned, bouncing on top of me and rubbing her clit. She had a warm smile on her face and an inviting look in her eyes, and I knew that she was finally healing from everything that had happened.

"I love your cock," she panted, pulling herself up and then slamming herself down onto me. "It feels so good!"

She rode me hard, her hips moving up and down in a steady rhythm. I put my hands on her hips, driving her down and fucking her harder. The room was filled with the sounds of our moans and groans, as her tight pussy gripped and milked my cock.

She sat up and began to ride me, her breasts bouncing as I fucked her. She put her hands against my chest, and I could hear her moaning my name.

"Fuck me, Jared! Fuck me! I'm gonna cum!"

I took her in my arms, kissing her deeply as she came. She moaned into my mouth, cumming hard against my throbbing dick. Her pussy squeezed down on me, and I could feel the warm wetness beginning to drip out of her.

"Fuck, Jared!" she moaned, rocking her hips on top of me and riding my cock. "Cum inside me!"

She bounced three more times, shrieking as she came, then fell forward, exhausted. I came again a few seconds later, cumming hard inside her. My cream filled her up, and it felt so good...so relieving, to know I was back inside my stepsister, claiming her as mine. 

She collapsed against me, panting hard as I ran my fingers through her hair.

"You're incredible, big brother."

"Everything is going to be okay now," I said, kissing her cheek.

"I love you, Jared."

*****

In the woods, where the ritual altar lay, the music box was open, still playing its sad little tune. 

A clawed hand extended from the shadows, grabbing the box - and tearing it away, into the darkness. 
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A hot preview…

I pulled Rebecca's shirt off, and ran my hands over her ripe, smooth tits, kissing each nipple lightly.

She threw her head back, her eyes closed, moaning softly.

I sucked each nipple into my mouth, sucking on them hard, swirling my tongue around and over them, and Rebecca gasped.

"Oh my god, Jared...oh my god!" her breathing was ragged, and she moaned, "I'm, I'm so close...please..."

Nightmare Campus 5

A few days passed. Cara and I reported the incident to the police. They were stunned - but there was no explanation other than that Christopher had killed himself. His fingerprints were all over the machete, and only his.

We'd seen it ourselves with our own eyes.

"Cara," I said one afternoon, as we sat together on the park bench, "Did you see that thing that appeared behind Christopher that night?"

"What thing?"

"That...rabbit head thing. It looked like a man, but...it wasn't."

She shook her head. "No, all I was was him, lifting up the weapon - and then..."

She trailed off, shuddering at the memory.

"I mean, I'm not glad he's dead, but..."

"It's a relief having him gone, isn't it?" I asked, holding her hand.

"Honestly, yes." She sighed. "He made my life hell."

I wondered... the rabbit creature had only appeared when Christopher was about to kill us. What if it...

Maybe it wasn't evil?

Or maybe it was. I sure as hell didn't know.

What I did know was: I needed to find answers.

*****

I went to the library, searching for more information about Clive. I didn't know why, but somehow, I felt like this all tied back to him. 

Still, I could find no record of him in the yearbook. It puzzled me. We all knew he was a student here - why was there zero trace of him?

As I was about to give up my search, a middle-aged librarian approached me with a curious look on her face. "May I help you find something?" she asked kindly.

I hesitated for a moment before finally deciding to ask her. "I'm looking for any information about a former student named Clive. He attended this school around thirty years ago."

"Clive?" she repeated, furrowing her brow. "I'm sorry, I don't recall any student by that name."

I sighed, feeling discouraged. "Are you sure? No record of him, at all?"

She shook her head. "No, but if you're looking for special interest archives, we do have a private section in the library." She hesitated a moment. "It's typically off-limits, but ... you are a student here, right?"

"I am, yes."

"In that case, I can make an exception. I'm guessing it's for your class research." She eyed me importantly.

"Uhhhh - yes, exactly, that's it."

She nodded. "Okay, come with me, then."

I followed her to a small room tucked away in the corner of the library. She pulled out a key from her pocket and unlocked the door before gesturing for me to step inside. 

The room was dimly lit with only a few shelves lining the walls. The librarian walked over to one of the shelves and pulled out a thick binder. She handed it to me and said, "This is our private archive. It contains documents and records that are not available to the public. Please be careful with it and return it when you're finished."

I thanked her and began flipping through the pages. It was filled with old newspaper clippings, photographs, and documents dating back to the early 1900s. None of it seemed relevant to my search until I stumbled upon a folder labeled "Clive."

My heart skipped a beat as I pulled out the folder. Inside, there were old yearbook photos and several newspaper articles about Clive.

One of the articles caught my eye. It was titled "Local Teen Goes Missing Without a Trace." The article explained how Clive, a promising young student, disappeared mysteriously one day and was never seen again. The local police investigated the case thoroughly but could not find any leads. His family was left devastated, and the case remained unsolved.

I felt a chill run down my spine. Clive had vanished without a trace, and there was no explanation for his disappearance. Could it be that he was involved in the rabbit creature's appearance? And if so, what was his motive?

There was another folder, and inside were old handwritten letters, photographs, and news clippings about a boy named Clive who had died under mysterious circumstances. According to the articles, Clive had been found dead in the woods behind the school, and no one knew what had happened to him. The police had investigated, but the case had gone cold.

As I read through the letters, I realized that they were all from Clive's mother. She had written them to the school, pleading for answers about her son's death. None of her questions had been answered, and she had eventually given up.

I felt a pang of sadness for Clive and his mother. They had both been failed by the system. But the more I read, the more I realized that there was something strange going on. The letters alluded to a cover-up, and the photographs showed strange symbols etched into the trees in the woods.

I didn't know what it all meant.

But I was sure of one thing: Clive had not killed himself, and there was more to his death than met the eye.

The librarian poked her head in through the door. "Sir, you should be going now. It's almost closing time."

"Thanks for letting me see this." I said sincerely.

"No problem. Sorry I couldn't help."

*****

I wasn't sure how I would go about finding Clive's mother. I knew she lived in town and had worked at the local library, but I had no other information. I could search for the records at the library where she had worked, but the chances of finding her were slim. I decided to try my luck at the local hospital. She would be more likely to be there.

I waited until the library closed for the night and headed out to the hospital. I asked around the front desk until I found a nurse who had been working here for a long time. I showed her Clive's picture and described his mother. "Do you remember her? She worked here as a nurse a long time ago."

The nurse squinted at the picture. "I'm sorry, but I don't think I do."

Another nurse stepped up beside her. "Oh, I know who that is. That's Loraine Owens. She's been dead for years, but yes, she did work here."

I was surprised to hear that she had passed away. I asked the nurses if they could help me track down Loraine's last relative – her great grandniece, who appeared to still be living in town, about 3 miles away.

The nurses were more than happy to help me out and gave me the address of where Loraine's great grandniece lived. They also asked me to pass on their condolences when I spoke with her.

I had done all I could for the day, and decided to return home to my dorm room.

I found my stepsister Rebecca there, working on a knitting project. She looked up at me as I came in. "Hey, big brother. How was your day?" she said, smiling.

"It was good." I sat down and told her everything I'd found out at the library.

She looked at me, eyes widening. "Wow...so Clive's mom had a great-grandniece...and she still lives here in town?"

I nodded. "Yes, and I'm planning on visiting her tomorrow to see if she can shed some light on Clive's disappearance and death. It feels like there's more to this story than what we've uncovered so far."

Rebecca nodded thoughtfully. "Do you think the rabbit monster you saw has anything to do with it?"

"I don't know, but it's possible. It's just a gut feeling I have." I leaned back in my chair, running a hand through my hair. "I feel like we're getting closer to uncovering the truth, but at the same time, I'm scared of what we might find."

Rebecca put a comforting hand on my shoulder. "We'll figure this out together, okay? Whatever happens, we've got each other's backs."

I smiled gratefully at her. "Thanks, sis. I don't know what I'd do without you."

The moment held a little longer. She gazed into my eyes, biting her lip gently, as if she was waiting for something to happen.

I felt stirred, in the moment... and I leaned in, tilting Rebecca's chin up to me. She looked so beautiful, so tempting...I couldn't resist her. I kissed her, softly, then with more urgency. The kiss deepened, and before I knew it, we were kissing hard, with passion, her arms going around my neck tight.

She pulled away, breathless, and gazed into my eyes. "Jared.... what are we doing?"

"I don't know, Becs...but I want more of you." I looked at her intently. "Do you?"

She bit her lip and nodded. "I really want you, brother... so much."

She pushed me back onto the bed, and climbed on top of me. As we kissed, I felt my cock grow hard against her.

She rubbed her pussy against me, then reached down and unbuttoned my pants, gently pulling my cock out. She tilted her hips, and slid herself onto it, slowly but firmly.

I moaned at the sensation of her hot, wet pussy enveloping my cock, and I thrust my hips up, pulling her down hard against me.

Rebecca's breath caught from the sensation, and she grinned. She started to move up and down, slowly at first, then faster, as her pleasure built up.

She was so fucking tight. My cock felt so good inside her. I was hungry for her. I wanted to touch all over her, taste all over her.

I pulled Rebecca's shirt off, and ran my hands over her ripe, smooth tits, kissing each nipple lightly.

She threw her head back, her eyes closed, moaning softly.

I sucked each nipple into my mouth, sucking on them hard, swirling my tongue around and over them, and Rebecca gasped.

"Oh my god, Jared...oh my god!" her breathing was ragged, and she moaned, "I'm, I'm so close...please..."

Her pussy tightened around my cock, and she came hard, moaning my name, her juices running down my cock and balls.

I leaned up and kissed her, moaning into her mouth. "Your pussy feels so fucking good, Becs...I love fucking you."

"I love it too, brother...I love it too..." she panted heavily, her pussy dripping.

She slid off of me, and I flipped her onto her knees. I pressed my cock into her again, starting to fuck her from behind, each thrust pushing her forward. Her ass was so fucking perfect.

I reached around and played with her tits, squeezing her nipples softly, kissing her neck.

"Oh my god, Jared...I'm so close again..." she panted against her pillow.

"Yeah? Cum for me, Becs..." I said, my cock sliding in and out of her hot, wet pussy faster.

She started to spasm, the orgasm taking hold of her. I started to groan with each thrust.

"Oh yeah...oh yeah...oh ya..." I was close.

"Fuck me Jared...fuck me harder..." I could tell she was building up to coming again.

She moaned my name, and I came hard, my cock twitching inside her.

"Oh god, yes," she gasped. "Cum inside me, Jared...it feels sooooo good..."

I spurted thick, hot jets of cream into my stepsister's tight pussy. She moaned in pleasure, her shoulders shaking from the force of her orgasm.

Before I had finished, she was already pushing back against me, wanting more. I pulled her hair, and kissed her neck, pushing my cock in and out of her. "You like that hard cock, don't you?" I growled.

"Yes...oh yes, fuck me with your cock..."

I slammed my cock into her, over and over, her pussy growing sore from my hard fucking, but she loved it. She came again, her pussy flooding with her juice.

I pulled out, and turned her over, so she was on her back again. I slid my cock back into her, kissing her hard, my tongue plunging into her mouth as my cock slid in and out.

She wrapped her arms and legs tight around me, moaning into my lips and pulling me even deeper.

"I'm so close again...baby, fuck me..." she gasped.

"Oh yeah, baby, I'm gonna fuck that sweet pussy until you scream for me," I said, thrusting faster.

"Yaaaa, that's so good...oh fuck, baby, I'm gonna fill you up..." I growled, my cock pulsing inside of her.

I felt her pussy contract, and more of her juices ran down my ballsack.

"Oh yeah, cum in me, brother...fill up my pussy...feed me your cum..."

I groaned, and thrust one last time, spurting another hot jet of cream into my stepsister's pussy. I collapsed on top of her, gasping for breath.

"Oh my god, Jared..." she murmured, her heart thundering in her chest. "That was incredible."

We laid there for a few minutes, staring into each other's eyes.

"So...what does this mean?" she asked, stroking my cheek tenderly.

"You mean like, you and me?"

She nodded.

"I don't know. I think...we should just take it one day a time, you know? Just see where things go."

She smiled and kissed me gently. "I'd like that, big brother. I'd like it a lot."

She snuggled into my arms, and for a few minutes, at least, everything felt right with the world, again. Even...almost normal.

*****

That afternoon, Rebecca and I left to go find Clive's great-grandniece. She lived in a small apartment within walking distance, so we made the trek on foot. The sun was setting as we arrived at the place. It was dusk, and the clouds casting shadows over the lot made it look eerie and ominous.

"So, if the great-grandniece is still alive, then..." Becs thought for a minute. "That would make her about our age, right?"

"It would seem so. Clive would have been about 18 when he died, and if he went to school here almost 100 years ago, then..."

She nodded. "Yeah. The timeline would add up."

We knocked at the door, and a few moments later, a beautiful girl with black hair came out. She was about our age, it seemed, maybe 20 or so, with a look of surprise as she saw us.

"Oh...hello. May I help you?"

"Uh, this may sound weird," I said, "but we're here about your great-grandaunt...well, her son. Clive. Would you know anything about him?"

"Clive?" she asked, her eyes widening a bit. Then she nodded. "Well, that's correct, I am Loraine's great grand-niece," she said. "I'm Amelia."

"I'm Rebecca, and this is my brother, Jared."

"Well...come on in, you two."

We followed Amelia into her apartment, and she offered us a soda.

"So, you're from the college?" she asked.

"Yes," I said. "We're both students there. What about you?"

"I'm a grad student," Amelia said. "I'm studying biology. I know that sounds weird, but I'm fascinated with anatomy, and the different ancient cultures, and well, I study all that."

"That's really cool," I said.

We chit chatted for a little bit. Then Amelia's face sobered. "So....what did you want to know, exactly?"

I filled her in on everything that had happened.

As I told her about the rabbit man, her eyes went wide. "You said he had - a rabbit's head?"

"Yeah. It was all fucked up looking, like...his body was mostly human, but his head...like a demon rabbit, with glowing eyes."

She swallowed hard, getting up and moving to one corner of the room where there was a window. She looked out absently.

"Clive had a pet rabbit. He really loved that rabbit. I guess, one day, he came home and found it had been brutalized by the people bullying him. It was a cruel prank one of the guys played on him. He was never the same after he found Roger - his bunny - all ... messed up."

"Roger. He named his rabbit Roger?" I asked.

"Yeah."

"And he was bullied?"

"Yeah. They called him names, and cornered him, and beat him. He was a really fragile person, and it totally messed him up. They don't know how he died, just that he went missing."

"Do you think he killed himself?" I asked quietly.

Amelia frowned. "That's the theory, but honestly...no, I don't." She looked back at me. "Clive was really into this occult stuff. Witches, witchcraft, old trinkets and spells, just some strange, bizarre shit. I kept a bunch of it - Mom wanted me to. It's up in the attic if you want to look through it."

I nodded, eyes widening. "Could we? Do you mind if we did?"

"Sure, go ahead."

Becs and I headed up to the attic.

As we walked, I was busy thinking about what Amelia had just said. The whole story was making Clive even more of a tragic, sad figure. In a way, I could relate to him. I'd never had my pet killed, but I'd been bullied in high school.

We went into the attic, which was huge. There was a small amount of light, and I could see Becs' eyes shining as she turned the corner.

"Come on, over here," I heard her say.

I walked over to where she was, and I saw boxes upon boxes of old papers and books.

I opened one, and inside there were old hand drawn pictures. They looked like...magical spells.

"What the fuck?" I said.

Becs was sifting through some of the papers. "This is amazing," she said. "Look at these. It's like a history of witchcraft or something. Check it out."

She moved the papers to one side and I looked at what was underneath. Suddenly a little tune began to play, like a chime tinkling.

I bent down to look, and saw an old music box with the initials "J.L." on it. It was a rich walnut color and had a delicate gold etching of a rabbit on the top. I opened the lid carefully. Inside, there were little golden cogs that moved as the music played. The tune was unlike anything I'd heard before - hauntingly sweet and melodic.

I closed the lid, still mesmerized by the music box's beauty. Becs was looking through some of Clive's notes, and she lifted her head up when she saw me studying it closely. "What do you think?"

"It's beautiful," I said quietly. "And strange."

We both looked at each other for what seemed like forever, feeling entranced by the melody. 

After a while poring over the books and stuff in the attic, I told Becs to grab anything interesting and we headed back down to find Amelia. I showed her the music box and her eyes widened. 

"Wow, I didn't think that thing was still around. Where'd you find it?" 

"Upstairs, in all the stuff. Do you know who J.L. is?" 

She nodded. "Yeah, it was his old girlfriend, Jessica Lorenzo. Well...the closest thing that Clive had to a girlfriend anyway. She really liked him growing up. He was basically in love with her, I think. She...well, it was really sad. She got sick with something, pneumonia I think? She died the year Clive went off to college." 

"It's still so sad," I said, feeling a pang of pity for him.

"Yeah. He was really devastated. I saw that box one day when I went to visit him. He was in his room staring at it, crying. He left it out. I think he wanted me to see it. He must have loved her a lot. That's when he became obsessed with witchcraft and magic and all that stuff. He was really lonely, I think, and he was trying to feel better about himself." 

"So, you think something happened to him?" Becs asked.

Amelia shrugged. "People think it was suicide, but I don't. He was into that stuff. He totally loved it. I think he wanted to bring Jessica back." 

I showed her something else that Becs had found in the attic - a torn page from a book with the same Japanese symbols I had found in the library from that book. 

"Do you know what this means?" I asked. 

She looked at it, then frowned, shaking her head. "I'm sorry...no, I don't." 

I felt like we were about done here, so I nodded. "All right, thanks for everything, Amelia."

"Sure thing. Look, come back any time you need, okay? It's been nice having the company." 

I smiled and nodded. 

She led us to the door. As we were about to leave, I turned back to her, raising a brow. "Amelia, if he didn't die by suicide...how do you think he was killed?" 

She hesitated, then asked, "Do you believe in ghosts, or demons? Like, magic and stuff?" 

I shared a glance with Becs, and then turned back to her. "If you'd asked me a few weeks ago, I would have said no, but now I'm not sure." 

"Neither am I, honestly." She frowned, then looked back at me. "Clive was always different, growing up, is what my grandma said. She didn't know him personally, obviously, but...the stories about him, that's what they said. That he could see things other people couldn't. Sometimes, weird things would happen when he was around - random objects moving, or people seeing stuff..." 

"I see." 

Amelia shrugged. "So, I don't really know. I just think...if it could have been some kind of ghost or something...Clive might've found a way." 

My mind was racing with possibilities as we left Amelia's house. The more we learned about Clive and his obsessions with witchcraft and magic, the more I couldn't shake the feeling that there was something more to his disappearance. 

Becs and I walked in silence for a while, the weight of the information we had just received settling heavily on us. As we approached my house, I couldn't help but think about the torn page from the Japanese book and the strange symbol I had seen in the library.

"I think we need to find out more about this symbol," I said to Becs, breaking the silence.

She nodded in agreement. "Definitely. Maybe there's some kind of clue about what Clive was trying to do with it."

We went inside and I headed straight for my laptop. I typed in the symbol and hit enter, hoping for some kind of answer. 

The screen started to load something - then suddenly went blank. 

All of lights went out in the dorm. 

Becs and I exchanged a startled glance. I got up to go check on the circuit breaker, but as soon as I opened the door to the hallway, a gust of wind hit me. It was a warm wind, but it sent shivers down my spine. 

"What the hell?" I muttered, turning back to Becs.

She was on her feet now, looking as spooked as I felt. "Do you think...we shouldn't have looked into this?"

"I don't know," I admitted, feeling a little breathless. "Maybe we should just wait a minute and see if the power comes back on." 

We waited for what felt like forever, but the power didn't come back on. Instead, we heard a faint sound in the darkness. It was the music box's melody - it had just suddenly started playing, by itself. 

Becs and I looked at each other. 

I walked out into the hallway. Things were pitch black. The weird thing was, no one seemed to be awake. It was very late, granted - about 12:30 by now, AM. 

I shone my flashlight around, trying to see anything. The light settled on an object at the end of the hallway. It looked sort of human, so I walked toward it cautiously. 

"Grace?" I called. "Is that you?" 

No answer. 

We went closer, Becs following right behind me. I shone the flashlight all over the corner where the figure was standing - but now, there was nothing there. 

"That was weird," I said. "Didn't you see somewhere here?" 

She nodded, standing close to me. "Yeah, there was someone..." 

I shrugged, shaking my head. "Maybe he went downstairs, whoever it was." 

"Let's go back to the room and just wait until the lights come back." 

I nodded. 

As I turned, I saw it - there, standing in the hallway, was the dead student from the incident several days ago - his throat torn out by another guy on campus. His bloody, mangled corpse - the eyes lifeless and empty - stood before us just a few inches away, mouth gaping open. 

I felt my stomach heave as I tried to take in the sight before me. Becs screamed and backed away, her face pale and terrified. We both knew it couldn't be real - but there he was, right in front of us. 

"Becs! Jesus - get back!" 

I pushed her behind me, putting out an arm to protect her. When I turned back, shining my light on the figure - 

He was gone.
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