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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."
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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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