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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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