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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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