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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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