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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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