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PROLOGUE
 
    
 
   The storage room was small to begin with, but the grinding bodies of Zack and his homeroom teacher, Ms. Wade, generated enough heat to make it seem like sauna. He pushed his cock inside her, hard, feeling himself dangling on the verge of exploding.
 
   Ms. Wade had to stifle her moans, totally lost in ecstasy, almost to the point of forgetting that she was being fucked and defiled by her own student. Her cunt felt amazing against Zack’s cock, and he pumped his dick into it firmly, knowing that he wasn’t going to stop until he blew his load deep inside of her.
 
   Zack had already suffered more than enough sexual teasing at the hands of his host mother, and was dead set on following his primal urges through to fruition. He thrust into Ms. Wade with all the urgency and intensity of a man that needs to cum, and to get a proper release, however illicit it may be. His teacher was pushed up against the wall and he was fucking her roughly, giving little thought to the chaotic events that had led to the situation.
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   The salty ocean waves lapped meekly against the side of the boat. Zack Harmon leaned over the railing, looking down about twenty feet into the water below. It seemed to be a strange contrast, such a large boat taking him out to such a small island.
 
   Zack was 18 years old, in his senior year of high school, and part of a several month exchange student program. Many of the more scenic and exciting locations had been snapped up by the students with more money. It was just the way things went, and given his modest, scattered upbringing, it also really wasn’t much of a surprise.
 
   Easthaven sounded good on paper. It was a small, remote town on an island in the Atlantic Ocean. Until Zack actually started doing some research on the place, he was holding out hope for a picturesque ocean vacation.
 
   The town was just off the coast of eastern Canada. It was tiny in both size and population, with only about 5000 active residents, with more bleeding away each year. Unfortunately for Zack, it was his only option, and between that and staying in upstate New York with his newest foster family, the choice was clear.
 
   The tip of Easthaven was beginning to poke out over the horizon. The air was cold this far north, even in the early fall. He shivered, wishing that he’d brought a heavier jacket as goose bumps began to prickle up on his arms.
 
   Next to him were a suitcase and a duffel bag, which carried the entirety of his belongings between the two of them. Packing had been a strange experience. He had only a small amount of possessions that he could really call his own, and wasn’t even sure that his room in the foster home would still be his when he got back. He stuffed away everything into his luggage, and set off, not sure of what to expect.
 
   The engines of the boat were loud, and seemed to clash against the water in the way they fought against the sea’s natural equilibrium. He walked from the front of the boat, along the railing, towards the side. There was a girl not too far down the way from him, and he smiled at her as their eyes met.
 
   “Hey there,” he said. “How’s it going?”
 
   “Good, thanks,” she replied.
 
   There was a momentary silence, and she returned the smile. The girl had the foresight to wear warm, heavy clothing, Zack noticed. She had on a pink, feminine looking winter hat, and a thick wool jacket that still managed to cling to her in a way to show of nice breasts underneath it. She had a trim waist and very slender hips, and was wearing a pair of baggy sweatpants.
 
   “Are you part of the exchange program, or just visiting?” he asked.
 
   The girl’s eyes lit up at the question.
 
   “Yeah, the exchange program. I take it you are too?”
 
   “Yep, unfortunately I am,” he replied, smiling. He meant it as a joke, but the truth in his words seemed to almost come back on him.
 
   “Why unfortunately?” asked the girl. “I had to fight tooth and nail just to get a chance at this, I would think you’d be glad to get the experience.”
 
   “It doesn’t sound like Easthaven is really the center of, well, anything,” he said. “Actually, it doesn’t sound like the town has anything to do at all.”
 
   “Well…I’m sure there will be something or another to do for fun,” she said, her eyes beaming at him. “I’m sure we can find something…to past the time.”
 
   There was a spark of chemistry between them, Zack could feel it clearly. He slid further down the railing next to her, and leaned in a little bit.
 
   “I see you had the sense to actually bundle up for the cold,” he said.
 
   “Yeah. You must be feeling it in that sweatshirt, do you want me to help warm you up?” she asked.
 
   Zack opened his mouth slightly, unable to tell entirely whether she was joking or not. As if to enhance his dilemma, the girl slid one of her cloth gloved hands over and ran it across his fingers. He felt his cock begin to get a little excited, even despite the cold.
 
   A large blow horn sounded towards the front of the ship. Zack turned his attention forward and saw that they were pulling into the port. He could see the town behind it, and got a good sense of just how small and rural it was from a single glance.
 
   “Sorry, I have to go grab my luggage from below deck,” said the girl. “But was nice meeting you, uh…”
 
   “Zack,” he said, reaching his hand towards her.
 
   “Alex.” She shook his hand, and then walked over to a stairway near the center of the ship. Zack watched her walk away, noticing the slight, feminine wiggle of her hips with every step. He smiled. Maybe this won’t be so bad after all, he thought to himself.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 2
 
    
 
   There were only about ten passengers disembarking, including Zack. Alex was a few steps ahead of them as they walked onto the wooden pier, but his attention was drawn to something else. A woman was standing at the edge of the shore next to a car, holding up a sign that read, in big letters, “ZACK HARMEN”.
 
   The exchange program that his school ran operated off an old fashioned model in which each student would be placed in a household with a host family for the duration of their stay. The arrangements were determined without any input from the students, and as such, Zack had no real idea what he was getting into when he signed up.
 
   The woman holding the sign was probably in her mid-thirties and absolutely gorgeous. She had a petite figure, but with large breasts, a thin waist, and curvy hips. She was dressed in a warm looking woman’s overcoat, with a pink scarf wrapped around her neck and a pair of sunglasses on.
 
   He put down one of his bags and waved to her before walking over. Her reaction when she realized who he was involved clapping and hopping up and down slightly, as though she was encountering a lost loved one.
 
   “Hello!” he yelled as he walked up to her. “I’m Zack.”
 
   The woman instantly pulled him into a tight hug, and he dropped his bags in surprise. He hadn’t been sure exactly what to expect on this island, but this was far from it. After a moment, he wrapped his arms around her and returned the embrace, slightly bemused, but enjoying the feeling of her soft breasts against his chest.
 
   “Zack, it’s so nice to meet you,” she said. “I’m Quinn. I’m…I’m going to be your host mother for your stay.”
 
   She let go of him, and flashed a broad smile.
 
   “I’m so excited, I can’t wait to show you the town,” she said. “But where are my manners, you must be exhausted. Hop in and let me take care of these.”
 
   “Oh no, it’s fine, I can-“ Quinn interrupted him, moving to grab his bags.
 
   “Sweetie, please, I insist,” she said. “Let me welcome you onto our little island properly.”
 
   She threw his stuff into the backseat of the car. Zack couldn’t help but admire her butt as she bent over, which seemed to be perfectly toned and just the right size. She quickly turned back to him after loading his bags into the car, and for a moment, he thought she might have caught him.
 
   “Alright, hop in,” she said, walking to the driver’s seat. “The town is small, it’s just a quick drive to my place…or should I say, our place?”
 
   “Okay,” he said. “Thanks Quinn, you are really making me feel welcome.”
 
   “It’s one of my skills.”
 
   She smiled at him, and he climbed into the passenger seat of the car. Quinn started the engine, and pulled the car out of the dock parking lot and onto the road.
 
   “So tell me about yourself, Zack,” she said. “What made you want to take the opportunity to be in the exchange program?”
 
   Zack looked ahead at the town as they drove into it. There were only a few people on the streets. The buildings seemed to be well maintained, for the most part, and it gave the area a very homely feel.
 
   “It was pretty much the only option for me,” said Zack. “My situation back in the states is…complicated, to say the least.”
 
   “You don’t have to tell me, if you don’t want to,” said Quinn. “I have my own household issues to deal with. My husband works in the oil fields, usually for months at a time. We don’t really talk all that much, not anymore.”
 
   Zack wasn’t sure how to respond to her confession. They passed a car in the other lane and it honked. Quinn smiled and waved her fingers on the wheel towards the driver.
 
   “Sorry, I don’t mean to dump all of my baggage on you,” she said. “I guess, part of the reason I agreed to be a host mom was just to have a slightly more active home. That’s terrible, isn’t it?”
 
   “I don’t think so,” said Zack. “Though it is a little, well, different from what I was expecting. Aren’t most host families usually like, an entire family.”
 
   “I fudged a couple of the questions on the application,” said Quinn. “Can you keep it a secret?”
 
   Zack smiled at her.
 
   “Sure.”
 
   They pulled into Quinn’s driveway after another minute. The house was small and seemed to be one of the more recently built ones on the block. The area they were in might have been called the suburbs if it wasn’t for the fact that the city was so small. All of the stores and places of interest were easily within walking distance, and Zack found himself being glad for it.
 
   “Alright, come on in!” said Quinn.
 
   This time, Zack managed to successfully grab and take responsibility for his bags, though he almost had to hip check Quinn out of the way in order to do it. She laughed, and jokingly squeezed one of his muscles.
 
   “Oh wow, are you already trying to show off your guns to me, sweetie?” she said. “Trying to make your host mom proud?”
 
   “Am I that transparent?” said Zack. He caught her eyes for a moment, and saw a flash of something behind them. Quinn coughed, and turned towards the house, walking towards the door and opening it.
 
   “It’s, uh…not locked?” asked Zack. “Is that really safe?”
 
   “You’ve obviously never lived in a small town before,” said Quinn. “I have many things to teach you.”
 
   “Apparently so,” said Zack. Again there was a small, electrically charged pause in their conversation.
 
   “Let me give you a tour!” said Quinn.
 
   The house was essentially a modest cottage. Downstairs, there was a comfortable living room complete with a fireplace, a kitchen/dining room that looked to be filled to the brim with every cooking accessory a person could need, and a bathroom. 
 
   The upstairs had two bedrooms, a bathroom, and a small set of stars that could be pulled down leading to a tiny loft (which Quinn insisted had never been used).They stopped outside of Zack’s room, and he brought his stuff inside.
 
   “You must be exhausted,” said Quinn. “I know this is probably a lot to take in.”
 
   “I’m okay, Mrs. Piper,” he said. “I’m just excited by how different everything is here.”
 
   She followed him into his room and sat down next to him on the bed.
 
   “Please, call me Quinn,” she said. “I’m going to be your host mom for a while. We should get comfortable with each other. Treat me like you’d treat a step mom.”
 
   “Okay, Quinn,” said Zack. “I can manage that.”
 
   There was a moment where neither of them said anything. The cottage was silent, and Zack could hear the gentle rhythm of Quinn’s breathing, and see the rise and fall of her chest.
 
   “I’m glad to have you here, Zack,” she said. “This program is fun for you, but it’s fun for me as well,”
 
   She smiled, and reached her hand over and began gently rubbing his thigh. Zack instantly felt his cock begin to stir in his pants. He knew she meant it as a motherly caress, but something about this woman was getting him incredibly worked up.
 
   “Thanks, Quinn,” said Zack. “I’m sure it will be fun for…both of us…”
 
   Zack’s words trailed off as Quinn continued rubbing. Her hand slid further and further up his thigh, coming closer to dangerous territory. His cock was incredibly excited, and he found himself pushing his hips up ever so slightly in her direction.
 
   “Let me know if you need anything else, tonight,” said Quinn, finally standing up from the bed. “I’ll make you some food before bed.”
 
   “Thanks Quinn,” said Zack. She turned and walked out of the room, and he took a moment to breathe and react to the situation he had been placed in.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 3
 
    
 
   “Wake up. Sweetie,” said Quinn. “It’s time for school.”
 
   The rest of the night had gone by relatively uneventfully. Quinn had made dinner, and on his way to bed Zack had stolen a glance at her wearing a skimpy night robe that showed off all of her major assets, but she hadn’t noticed. He went to bed early and slept easily.
 
   “…What time is it?” asked Zack, half asleep.
 
   “Time for you to get up!” said Quinn.
 
   He opened his eyes and was greeted by the sight of her wearing even less than she had been the night before. Quinn had on a tiny night robe that just barely cut down to her thighs. It was too small for her, and her breasts pushed up clearly against the fabric, giving him a little show as the outline of her nipples poked out.
 
   “It’s your first day at Easthaven high,” she said. “It’s probably a smaller school than what they have back in New York. I hope it’s still good for you.”
 
   Zack realized that he was sporting a terrible case of morning wood. He hunched over as he slid out of bed in an attempt to hide it, but given that he was wearing only a thin pair of boxers, it was somewhat futile.
 
   “Thanks!” he said. “I’ll be downstairs in a minute. I just have to get changed.”
 
   “Alright!” said Quinn. “Zack…I meant what I said last night. I really am genuinely happy that you’re here.”
 
   She stepped towards him, and curled her arms around him in a hug. He hesitated for a moment, embarrassed at his own situation, and then returned the embrace.
 
   “I know, Quinn,” said Zack. His cock pushed forward against her, and he could feel the cloth of her nightgown against his bare chest. 
 
   “I want you to tell me all about your first day,” said Quinn. “I’m your host mom, but that doesn’t mean we can’t be friends, too.”
 
   “I will,” said Zack. She tightened the embrace, and Zack felt his dick push even harder against her stomach. There was no way she didn’t feel it. His cock was on the verge of slipping out of the confines of his boxers, but all he could focus on was how good Quinn’s body felt against his hardness.
 
   “Well, I better go make you some breakfast,” said Quinn. She released him, and then turned and walked out of the room. Zack breathed a sigh of relief, feeling his cock pulse with guilty desire. 
 
   He pulled some clothes out of his suitcase, deciding to wear layers to avoid the mistake he had made the day before, and got dressed. He did feel slightly nervous thinking about the prospect of being at a new school, as a senior in high school. But it was worth it for the escape it had given him.
 
   He stopped by the bathroom to brush his teeth, and then made his way downstairs. Quinn was finishing up a fried egg and some toast. She slid the food onto a plate and brought it over to him. Zack was surprisingly hungry, and he devoured the food in short time.
 
   “Alright, it’s time for me to get going,” he said.
 
   “Have a good day, honey,” Quinn replied. “Any dinner requests for tonight”
 
   “Food,” said Zack. Quinn laughed and rolled her eyes. He stood up, and made his way outside.
 
   One of the upsides to Easthaven being such a small community was that it allowed Zack to walk to school in a doable amount of time. At home, he had been forced to take this bus, and that entailed waking up early to get to the bus stop. He found getting there with his own two legs to be much more convenient.
 
   The school was similar to the town itself, small and old fashioned. He made his way through the front doors, and then after searching up and down a couple of hallways, he found his home room. Everything seemed a little unfamiliar, but the inside of the classroom was almost a carbon copy of what he was used to.
 
   “Hello, come on in,” said the teacher. She was in her mid-thirties, attractive with a slim build, and had a pair of very academic looking glasses on. “You must be Zack, I take it?”
 
   “Yeah, I’m new here,” he said. “With the exchange program.”
 
   “Have a seat,” said the teacher. “My name is Ms. Wade, it’s nice to meet you. We have a couple of other new students today.”
 
   Zack scanned the room, and had his first surprise of the day. Alex was sitting in the front row, smiling at him. He walked over and sat down in the seat next to her.
 
   “Hey,” he said. “Looks like we share a home room.”
 
   “Yeah, looks like it,” she replied. “I’m just happy that there is someone here that I know, even if only a little.”
 
   A couple more students filed into the classroom, laughing and acting like the carefree high school seniors they were. It seemed very similar to what he was used to back home, but different at the same time. Zack pulled out a notebook and watched as Ms. Wade began writing on the blackboard. The first bell rang, and she walked over and closed the door.
 
   “Alright class, the exchange program is under way for the school and we have a couple of new students here. Please try to make them feel welcome,” she said.
 
   There were a couple of laughs from the back of the room, but when Zack looked over his shoulder, they seemed to fade. Ms. Wade continued on.
 
   “We’ll have study hall until second period starts today,” she said. “No talking, whatsoever.”
 
   Zack lazily thumbed through his empty notebook. It didn’t seem like there was really much else to do. He had forgotten to bring a book or anything to occupy himself with, figuring that he wouldn’t need it on his first day. He began to doodle on a piece of paper, and was in the process of zoning out when a unmistakable noise pulled him back to reality.
 
   A loud bang echoed through the halls, followed by a scream, followed by more bangs. Everyone in the room instantly froze. There was silence for a second, and then another series of bangs rang out.
 
   “Those…are gunshots,” he said, almost in a daze.
 
   “Oh my god…” said Ms. Wade. “Everyone, stay in your seats!”
 
   She quickly walked over to the door and peered out into the hallway. Zack could see her visibly shaking, and was amazed by her nerve. Ms. Wade stepped out into the hallway, closed the classroom door, and locked it behind her, and that was when the chaos broke out in the classroom.
 
   Everyone began speaking their terrified minds. Zack looked over to Alex’s seat only to realize that it was empty. She had gone to the bathroom earlier, and hadn’t come back. He felt his heart begin to race as he thought about the terror of being out in the hallway and exposed. 
 
   Slowly, using every ounce of his nerve that he could muster, Zack stood up and walked over to the door.
 
   “Hey, what the fuck are you doing?” cried one of the guys. “Don’t go out there, are you crazy?”
 
   Zack looked back towards the class and saw that most of the eyes in the room were locked onto him. He forced a smile, and then turned the door knob and peaked out into the hall.
 
   “I’m just looking out for a friend,” he said. “I’ll be okay.”
 
   His heart was pounding wildly, seeming to contradict the words as they left his throat. Zack forced himself to step out into the hallway and close the door behind him, feeling all the while like he was signing his own death warrant in the process.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 4
 
    
 
   As Zack began to move down the hall, the gunshots picked up again. He was moving away from them, but they were much too close for comfort. There were more screams, and he could hear footsteps pounding on the tile floor.
 
   He crouched down and moved slowly, peering around each corner as he went. There was no way for him to know if this was an isolated incident, or if there was more than one shooter, or anything really. All he could do was try to keep safe.
 
   The layout of the school was still foreign to him, and he quickly realized that it exponentially amplified the amount of danger he was in. He moved slowly, and would peer in through the windows of any classroom he went by. They all seemed to either be ghostly calm, with students hidden under desks and behind presentation boards, or a chaotic mess of fear and panicking.
 
   Zack approached the school’s sprawling, open walled library and stopped. He could hear loud, deliberate footsteps, and was sure that they didn’t belong to a fleeing student. He pushed himself up against a bookshelf, and tried to still his racing heart.
 
   “No, please…” cried a female voice. Zack peered through a gap in the books and saw his homeroom teacher, Ms. Wade. Tears were streaming down her face, and she seemed to be almost incapable of talking coherently through her sobbing.
 
   “Do it,” said another voice, a man’s this time. “Or I will make your death even more painful.
 
   Zack shifted one of the books so he could get a better view. There was a figure dressed entirely in black, every inch of skin covered up. The hand of the figure was gloved, and wrapped around a deadly looking pistol. His head was covered with a black cloth Halloween mask with a crudely patterned skull on the front.
 
   Ms. Wade’s shirt was already torn open slightly. The man slowly lifted up the gun and pointed it at her head, and she began to vibrate with fear. Her hands were trembling, but she slowly reached over to the pants of the figure and began to unzip his fly.
 
   Zack had seen enough. The book shelf gave him a small amount of cover, and he slipped along it until he was behind the masked man. Then, summoning all of the courage he possessed, he threw himself forward and rammed into the shooter with his shoulder.
 
   The gun went flying out of the man’s hand, and he toppled down to the ground. Zack wasted no time and immediately grabbed Ms. Wade’s hand and pulled her to her feet.
 
   “Come on!” he shouted.
 
   “Oh god, oh god!” she screamed.
 
   Ms. Wade was deep in a state of panic, but she managed to follow behind Zack as he led her away from the library. The masked man was busy reaching for the pistol, and the two of them managed to get a decent head start before he turned to follow.
 
   “You can’t escape!” his voice yelled. Zack didn’t slow down, fully intending to prove him wrong and dragging his teacher with him.
 
   He turned around a corner, and quickly opened a door and pulled Ms. Wade through it with him, locking it behind them as quietly as he could. They were in a tiny storage room, with only just enough space for them two of them to stand shoulder to shoulder.
 
   “He…he was going to,” Ms. Wade said.
 
   “Shhhhhh…” replied Zack. He put his hand over her mouth and held her still.
 
   Footsteps could be heard coming down the hall towards him. Zack felt his heart begin to race and knew that his teacher must be under the same stress. He took his other hand and grabbed hers, rubbing it to try to calm her down. She responded by squeezing back tightly.
 
   The footsteps drew closer, until they were right outside the door. Zack held his breath, fully expecting gunshots to fire through the door. But a moment went by, and they never came. The shooter continued down the hall, until they finally could no longer hear him.
 
   They waited in complete silence for several minutes. Ms. Wade had pulled close to Zack, and buried her head against his chest. He felt himself calming down, and starting to think about just what they would have to do next.
 
   “Zack…some of the students are dead,” Ms. Wade whispered.
 
   He looked at her blankly, not sure how to respond.
 
   “He shot them! He shot some of the students!”
 
   “It’s okay, it’s going to be okay Ms. Wade,” he whispered.
 
   “Please, just hold me Zack. Tell me it’s going to be okay.”
 
   “It is going to be okay, Ms. Wade,” he said.
 
   Zack hugged his teacher tightly. Her shirt was still torn open, and he felt himself feeling slightly guilty for noticing her cleavage, and the nice feeling of her breasts pushed against him. He pet her hair softly, and then grabbed her by the shoulders.
 
   “Ms. Wade, stay here,” he said. “I need to go see what’s going on.”
 
   “No! You can’t,” she said, voice full of fear and concern. “Zack, you’ll die!”
 
   “Trust me, I won’t,” he told her. “I’m just going to take a look around.”
 
   Zack reached to open the door of the storage room, and felt his teacher cling to him desperately. Without really thinking about what he was doing, Zack cupped his teacher’s cheek in his hand and leaned in, kissing her on the lips. Ms. Wade hesitated for a moment, and then began to kiss her student back, wrapping her arm around him and pulling him into a hot embrace.
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 5
 
    
 
   For a moment, the outside situation was completely forgotten. All of the stress and fear contained within the experience of Zack and his teacher, Lana Wade, seemed to be transmuted into something else. And it was something just as primal, and compelling.
 
   Zack felt his cock quickly springing to attention in his pants. Ms. Wade was grinding against him. Her bra was exposed through the tear in her shirt, and he found his hands beginning to undo the rest of the buttons almost out of instinct.
 
   Neither of them said anything to each other, but their bodies spoke in an intense language of their own. Ms. Wade shifted her shoulders and let him drop her shirt down, leaving her big breasts clad in nothing more than a small black bra. Zack pulled his shirt off over his head and then quickly unzipped his jeans.
 
   They pressed together again, kidding passionately. Zack was rock hard, and from the way his teacher was grinding her hips against him, he could tell that she wanted it. He pulled her pants down, and then the two of them quickly fumbled around with each other’s underwear, removing the last barrier.
 
   Zack pushed his teacher against the wall and lifted up one of her legs. The head of his cock was pushing against the entrance of her cunt, and he could feel for the first time just how wet and ready she was. He slowly eased himself into her, feeling the amazing sensation of his teacher accepting him spreading across his dick.
 
   Ms. Wade stifled a moan as she felt Zack enter her. He slid into his teacher slowly and gently at first, and then allowed his pace to pick up. The two of them were still dead silent, something deep inside them aware of the danger surrounding them, but the illicit feeling of the sex was fueling the fires of their lust.
 
   He began to get into a regular rhythm, fucking his teacher as though she was just another high school slut. Ms. Wade was kissing his neck softly, her arms wrapped around him. Zack realized that in a very real way, she needed this more than he did. The chaos taking over the school had robbed them both of power, and this was almost like a defiant statement against it.
 
   Ms. Wade was pushing her hips against him in time with his thrusts. He began to feel her tense up, the insides of her cunt tightening as she went into an orgasm. She bit her teeth against his shoulder as the pleasure swept over him.
 
   Part of Zack wanted to stop, right there. He felt like he had crossed a line, and even though the situation was hectic, he knew that things didn’t need to progress any further. A hot fog of desire had settled over his mind, however, and he felt his hips continue to pump into his teacher with almost a will of their own.
 
   It felt amazing. Even though she didn’t have the curviest body, Ms. Wade was a gorgeous woman. Her tits hung in front of Zack, and though the closet was dark, he could still make out the outline of their ample size and perfect form.
 
   He leaned forward and began to suck on one of her nipples as he fucked her. His cock was beginning to tense up, and he knew what came next. He pumped into Ms. Wade with all the strength he had, forgetting for a second what was going on in the rest of the school.
 
   His teacher began to moan, and he had to force her mouth into his shoulder to keep the sound from leaking out into the hallway. He thrust his cock deep inside her, until finally, he couldn’t hold off any longer. Zack blasted his white hot load deep into the cunt of his teacher, feeling steams of cum explode inside her, feeling her up with his seed.
 
   Both of them could only breathe, for a moment. It was almost like coming in for a landing after sky diving from a plane. The reality of what had just happened, and what was still happening, slowly began to dawn on them.
 
   Zack pulled his cock out of her and began to put his clothes back on. His teacher pulled her arms around her naked parts in an attempt to preserve her modesty, almost like a shy school girl. Zack politely averted his eyes, feeling like the surreal nature what was going on almost nullified its consequences.
 
   “This…this didn’t happen,” said Ms. Wade. “If we both live through today…”
 
   “I know,” said Zack. “I’ll never speak of it…”
 
   He thought for a second about leaning in to give her one last kiss, but held back, and instead just cracked open the door to the hallway and slipped out of it. Ms. Wade didn’t stop him this time, and as he stepped back out into the school he felt an incredibly sense of vulnerability sweep over him.
 
   There was a killer on the loose, and Zack had no idea what, if anything, he could do about it.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 6
 
    
 
   The school hallways were still new and unfamiliar to Zack. There were no gunshots firing, at least not that he could hear, but an unnerving feeling remained with him as he started back towards the classroom.
 
   He knew that he needed to check in on any survivors he could find. He knew that if possible, his main objective should be to just get a handle on what was happening, and especially if the shooter was still in the school. But somehow, the task just seemed overwhelming. He had to force every step that he took forward, trying to keep a low, silent profile as he went.
 
   Zack turned around a corner. In the hallway ahead, the bathrooms were on one side, and a body was on the other. He approached slowly, feeling the reality settle on him as he saw the pool of blood surrounding it.
 
   The face wasn’t one he recognized, but that was expected. He bent down next to it, watching as blood stained the soles of his sneakers. It was a student, and they no longer appeared to be breathing. They were dead, and all Zack could do was stand there and look.
 
   There was a unwelcome metallic stench in the air, and it suddenly overwhelmed Zack. He stepped over the body, recoiling as little drops of crimson splashed up on his pant leg. He walked forward, unable to look back at the scene of gore behind him.
 
   Something was ahead of him, leaning against a gap in between rows of lockers. It was a girl. It was Alex. He walked more quickly towards her, feeling like seeing a person he recognized was almost like being thrown a lifeline.
 
   “Alex!” he whispered. She had her arms crossed, and was leaned away from him.
 
   “Zack?” she said, surprised. “Oh my god, I’m so glad you’re alive.
 
   He hugged her, and she buried her head in his shoulder. When he pulled back, Zack expected to see tears, but instead, she had a grim and determined look on her face.
 
   “I’m so glad you made it,” she whispered. “Zack…I want you to stay with me.”
 
   “I will, I will, don’t worry,” he replied.
 
   “No, I mean, after this…too,”
 
   Alex looked serious. Her eyes were locked onto his, as though she was trying to speak to his soul instead of his ears.
 
   “I can’t trust anyone here, Zack,” she said. “Please, I want you to stay close to me. Really close, Zack.”
 
   “I will, of course,”
 
   Zack didn’t know what to expect next, and the kiss that she leaned forward and gave him threw him off guard. He let his hands wander up her back, and managed to hug her in response after a moment.
 
   “Come on, we have to get somewhere safe,” he said.
 
   Zack grabbed Alex’s hand and began leading her down the hall. Despite what he said, he wasn’t sure if anywhere in the school was safe. They passed by a trail of blood that led through a doorway, and both of them dropped into a stealthy crouch, trying to move quietly.
 
   Eventually, they made it back to their classroom. As they approached the door, several police guards streamed into the school. All of them had their guns up and at the ready, and moved quickly towards them.
 
   “Get down!” one of them screamed. “Get down, now!”
 
   Both Zack and Alex dropped flat onto the floor. The police officers opened the classroom door next to them, and then moved on. One of them stayed behind, and helped them to their feet, and then began leading the group of them down the hall.
 
   They exited the school, and all of the emotions the students had been suppressing during the shooting began pour out, almost like a river overflowing a dam. There was crying, yelling, and mourning as they were led out into one of the soccer fields where the survivors were being gathered.
 
   Along with students and teachers that had already made it out were a large group of terrified community members and parents. Alex was pulled away from Zack as her host family found her and began hugging her. He scanned the crowd, and caught the worried eyes of Quinn across the field.
 
   “Zack!” she screamed. “Zack, Zack!”
 
   HE walked towards her, staying relatively calm. She bolted at him as though a woman possessed. Tears were forming in the corner of her eyes, and she wrapped him in a tight embrace.
 
   “You’re alive!” she said. “Thank god!”
 
   “It takes more than that to do me in,” he said, smiling.
 
   Quinn kissed him four times in quick succession. The first three landed on his cheeks, but with the last one, she pushed her lips against his. They were soft, and she tasted good. The surprise of seemed to send an excited chill down his spine, and when she pulled back, the look the two exchanged was of more than just relief.
 
   “Come on, the police are sending people home as soon as they check in,” said Quinn.
 
   “Is that…normal?” asked Zack. “I mean, the shooter was wearing a mask.”
 
   “They don’t want a crowd out here exposed in case he’s still on the loose,” she replied.
 
   Zack walked up to the officer with the list and gave him his name. The officer marked him off, taking attendance almost in the same way a teacher would. Quinn waited for him in the parking lot by the car, and as he walked over, he saw her smiling at him, brimming with emotion.
 
   “I was so sure that something had happened to you, Zack,” she said. “You’re not allowed to die…”
 
   “What, are you already laying down the house rules?” he joked, trying to break the tense mood as he climbed into the car.
 
   Quinn smiled at him, and then reached her hand over to the passenger seat and rubbed his thigh. It excited Zack slightly, and he felt a little guilty. He had been one of the survivors. He had made it out alive, and some of the other students hadn’t.
 
   More than that, as they drove back to Quinn’s house, Zack began to feel a strange responsibility dawn on him. He was one of the few people in the town with an unbiased perspective on what had just happened. He had been there, and watched the shootings be carried out around him. He had fought off the killer.
 
   Zack wasn’t sure, what, if anything, he could do to help in the aftermath. But he knew that he had to do something. His first day in Easthaven had been far from anything he ever could have imagined, and he knew that it was only the beginning.
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 7
 
    
 
   The morning after the shooting was cold when it came. Zack slowly pulled himself out of bed and began getting dressed. The night before had been quiet. Quinn hadn’t said much on the drive back to her place, and dinner had been a tense, worried affair.
 
   He threw on some jeans, a t-shirt, and a zip up sweatshirt, and then headed downstairs. Quinn was making breakfast, and had turned the TV in the living room up loud enough for her to hear it in the kitchen.
 
   “They still haven’t found them yet,” said Quinn. Zack’s host mom was wearing her usual tight, low cut evening gown. She didn’t have a bra on underneath, either, and Zack could make out the outline of her breasts and nipples.
 
   “What?” asked Zack. The smell of bacon and eggs was flooding into his nostrils, and he began to realize just how hungry he was. Neither of them had eaten very much the previous night.
 
   “The killer,” she said. “They haven’t brought him in, and they don’t have many leads.”
 
   Zack walked over and sat down at the kitchen table. One of the academic administrators had called the previous night to let him know that school would be canceled for the rest of the week. He had no real plan for how to spend the time, and now it seemed like it wouldn’t even be safe on the street.
 
   “I’m sure they will soon enough,” he replied. “Don’t worry Quinn, the police will do their job.”
 
   “I hope your faith in them is well placed,” she said. “Sorry, I don’t mean to be snarky. It’s just that we have a tiny police force. I can’t imagine how they are going to manage to…”
 
   “It’s okay, Quinn,” said Zack. He walked over behind his host mom at the stove and rubbed her shoulders encouragingly. She sighed, and leaned her head back onto his chest.
 
   “Thanks Zack,” she said. “I’m so glad you’re here.”
 
   Quinn turned away from the food and pulled him into a tight embrace. He responded in like, feeling her soft breasts pushing up against his chest and exciting his lower half. He could feel her hot breath on his neck, and his cock pulsed upwards, growing into a hard rod in between his legs.
 
   “Do you have any plans for today?” whispered Quinn. Neither of them loosened the embrace, and Zack felt one of his host mom’s legs push forward, wrapping around his side and grinding her stomach into his hardness.
 
   “I just figured I’d head around the town,” he replied. “Maybe meet up with the one friend I made yesterday.”
 
   “That sounds okay,” said Quinn. “Just be careful.”
 
   She seemed to be rubbing herself against him, in a way that seemed to contrast the rest of her motherly demeanor. It felt good, and Zack didn’t want to stop her. He wanted to lie down with her, and push his hard cock even further into her, until they had completely crossed over the line.
 
   Finally, Quinn stepped back, and turned towards the food. She was humming something, and Zack stepped back and over to the kitchen table.
 
   “The food will be ready in a second, sweetie,” she said. “Be sure to eat as much as you can, because I made a ton.”
 
   Quinn went off to take a shower, leaving Zack to eat his breakfast alone. After finishing it, he got up and headed outside, ready to get a feel for the town.
 
   It was chilly out, and he found himself being glad for the sweatshirt he had thrown on. Easthaven was rather calm in the morning, and it was only amplified by the fear in the air from the events of the previous day, along with the school being closed.
 
   He made his way towards Main Street. There was a general store, a grocery store, several small specialty retailers, and a couple of gas stations. A few fast food chains had set up franchises, but overall most of the restaurants seemed to be local operations.
 
   He cut across the street and headed towards the park. It had ample space, more than what he was used to in the city. In the middle was a large, marble monument of a man riding a horse, and next to it was a small pond.
 
   Easthaven had the feel of a town that people grew up in, and never left. Quinn had lived there for her entire life, and the same went for many others. It was a dynamic that seemed incredibly foreign to Zack. All of the citizens saw the same people, day in and day out, with very little changing from year to year.
 
   It wasn’t until he cut across the park and headed for the small playground on the other side that he saw her. Alex was leaning against a tree, holding her phone in one hand and pushing hair out of her face with the other. She was wearing a tight sweater, and Zack felt himself checking her out as he walked over.
 
   “Hey Alex!” he said. “What’s up?”
 
   She looked at him and smiled, slipping her phone into her pocket.
 
   “Oh, nothing, just watching a video,” she replied. “I’m still a little out of sorts…you know, from yesterday.”
 
   “I think everyone is,” said Zack. “The fact that we’re the two newest people in the town probably only makes it even harder for us.”
 
   Alex pushed off the tree and walked over to him. She pulled her hand out of her pocket and looped it through Zack’s arm. She felt warm against his side, and he couldn’t help but notice that one of her nicely sized breasts was making contact with his elbow.
 
   “Are you doing anything right now?” she asked.
 
   He shook his head and smiled.
 
   “Come on,” she said. “Let’s find somewhere to hang out.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 8
 
    
 
   The two of them walked across the park, headed away from the busier section of it and more towards the secluded, forested back. Neither of them said much, not at first. For Zack, it felt good to be around someone like her. She was someone that managed to feel familiar even though they had only just met, and like him, she was outsider when it came to the events taking place.
 
   “I was surprised that you found me,” said Alex. “In the hall, I mean. I didn’t think anyone was going to notice that I had left, being one of the new kids and all.”
 
   “Well, the gun shots put me into a very…different sort of mindset,” replied Zack. “I’m not usually much of a risk taker. Or more appropriately, there aren’t a lot of real risks that I actually get a chance to take.”
 
   “But you took one for me,” said Alex. “Or at least, that’s what it seemed like…from my perspective.”
 
   Zack gave her a soft smile.
 
   “That’s what it was,” he said. “I was really glad that I found you, in one piece,”
 
   The back of the park led to the wooded outskirts of town, and the two of them followed a foot worn path down into it. Alex pulled closer to him, and for a second, brought her head down onto his shoulder.
 
   “I feel like…things here aren’t going to settle down. At least not right away.” Alex spoke almost as if directing her words into his chest, into his core. Almost as if she were bouncing her thoughts off him, and seeing which of them would come back.
 
   “I don’t think so, either,” said Zack. “I think we arrived at a very strange time in this little island town’s life. But it’s like anything, you know?”
 
   The two of them stopped in front of two large trees whose branches almost seemed to be coupled together. Alex looked at him, listening to every word and waiting for him to continue.
 
   “We might not have the same perspective as the people who live here, but that doesn’t mean we can’t help with what comes next. We aren’t going to be quite as wounded by it, not like the rest of them. That leaves us with a responsibility in a way.”
 
   “You have a very interesting mind, Zack,” said Alex, smiling at him.
 
   “Thanks for noticing,” he replied.
 
   Their eyes met for a moment, and almost as if willed by an outside force, he felt himself leaning in and kissing her. Alex closed her eyes, and Zack felt her arms wrap around him as their lips met.
 
   For some reason, his mind flashed back to Quinn, and the kitchen earlier that morning. Her felt his cock begin to harden in his pants. Alex pushed her tongue into his mouth and he responded, but the thoughts persisted.
 
   She began to run her hand down his chest, down his stomach, until it finally came to rest on his cock. He broke from the kiss and pulled back momentarily. Alex had a hungry look in her eyes, but there was something behind it. She wanted him, all of him, and all of what he had to offer. And something about how honest and blatantly she was wearing her desire caused him to boil with lust for her.
 
   Zack pushed her against a tree and began kissing her hungrily. She pulled his sweatshirt off, and then her own, and laid them down on the ground to make a carpet for them. And they dropped down onto it, both pawing at each other’s pants, eager to put their teenage hormones to good use.
 
   Alex undid Zack’s belt and slid his pants down, not completely, but just enough to let his hard cock slip out through the flap of his boxers. From where they were in the trees, there was little chance of anyone catching them, but it still seemed incredibly illicit for a public location.
 
   Zack was kissing Alex’s neck and feeling up her breasts through her sweater. She let out a little squeal as he groped at them, and an almost primal attraction began to boil within him. She was so young, and so perfect. He had to claim her and take her for his own, right there and right then.
 
   He slid down her pants along with her panties, and began pushing his cock against her entrance. She was already wet, but her pussy seemed almost impossibly tight. He leaned in, feeling the head of his cock undergoing a squeeze that was almost painful.
 
   “I…I haven’t done this, many times before,” she whispered to him.
 
   Zack caressed her cheek gently, wondering in his head if she had actually ever done this before.
 
   “It’s alright, I’ll take it slow,” he replied.
 
   That was what he intended to do, at least at first. But as he slowly began to sink his hard rod into Alex’s warm and wet cunt, it was almost as if his hips were moving of their own volition. She felt amazing, and the tightness of her womanhood almost seemed to suck his cock further in with every stroke.
 
   “Oh, oh god!” cried Alex. She was gripping Zack’s shoulders tightly, and had buried her face into his shoulder.
 
   As Zack got going at a good pace, it almost felt as though her cunt was contracting even more around his member. He had to push with more force, and soon felt his hips banging into Alex’s, pushing her against the ground and getting a nice angle for stimulation.
 
   It didn’t take long before she lost herself to the pleasure. She clenched her eyes closed tightly and leaned her head into him, and then almost seemed to melt back as a powerful orgasm overtook her. Zack kept thrusting, his own desire pushing him until he was also on the brink.
 
   “Please,” said Alex. “I, I’m not on the pill…”
 
   It was an aptly timed warning, as Zack’s cock began exploding just a second after she had uttered it. The first stream shot deep inside her, but he had the sense to pull out after that, splashing his seed onto the crumpled fall leaves and dirt.
 
   The two of them spent a minute breathing and recovering. Alex cuddled up, resting her head on Zack’s chest. He massaged her head and hair softly, wondering just what would become of them, and the town.
 
   “Zack,” said Alex, after several minutes lost to their afterglow.
 
   “Yeah?”
 
   “I want you to keep protecting me.” Alex sat up and looked deep into his eyes. “I have a bad feeling about what’s going on here in Easthaven, and what’s going to happen. But I want you…I want you to be there for me. If it’s not too much trouble for you, I mean…”
 
   He smiled.
 
   “It’s not Alex,” he said. “I’m yours.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 9
 
    
 
   Alex’s phone got a text, and after looking at it for a moment, she turned towards Zack and sighed.
 
   “My host family needs me to do some chores,” she said. “Can we meet up later?”
 
   “Sure,” replied Zack.
 
   Alex smiled at him, and then after dusting off her sweater and throwing It on, she said goodbye and left. Zack stayed in the forest for a while, watching leaves fall from the upper levels of the trees and thinking about the situation.
 
   Everything was moving so fast. He had expected things to be different in Easthaven, but not like this.  It was almost hard for him to understand where his place was in it, and what he should do next.
 
   He eventually pulled himself up, and put his sweatshirt back on. It was mid-morning, and though the sun was out and shining, there was still a slight chill in the air. As he made his way back towards the park, he heard voices, and laughter.
 
   A group of teenagers, some he recognized from the school, were gathered in the center of the grass. One of them was in the middle of a circle, obviously the target of the harassment of the rest of them.
 
   “Come on, let it go!” said one of the ones on the outside. He was pulling another boy off the one in the middle, trying to break up whatever was going on.
 
   “Fuck off, Logan!” yelled the attacking teenager, who was almost incoherent with rage. “The bastard knows something,”
 
   The angry student threw a hard punch into the boy’s stomach, and he doubled over with pain. Another student pushed him hard, and the boy was flat on the ground.
 
   “He was up and about during the shooting,” cried the attacker. “And the cops didn’t even give him a second look afterwards!”
 
   “Is that my fault?” said the boy, sitting up slightly and spitting blood on to the grass. “Or the incompetent police? Fuck, if I was the killer, I’d be off scot free, now wouldn’t I?”
 
   The student standing over him was wearing a varsity jacket, and roughly grabbed the other boy by the collar of his shirt and lifted him up into the air. He was covered in cuts and bruises, but his face still seemed defiant, and almost gleeful, as though he was enjoying the encounter as much as the instigators. 
 
   There was something about the scene that just didn’t sit well with Zack. He walked over from the outskirts of the forest, forcing his feet forward at first, and then becoming more confident as he committed to what he was about to do.
 
   “It doesn’t sound like you guys have any proof,” he said. Zack was about twenty feet away, and the group turned to him in almost disbelief.
 
   “Fuck off, this doesn’t involve you,” said the leader. “In fact, I’ve never fucking seen you before in my life, so why don’t you take off, bud?”
 
   “Let him go,” said Zack. “If you really think he was the shooter, go bring it to the police.”
 
   The tall jock glared at him. He put the boy down, and started to walk over. Zack met his gaze without faltering. Before anything could happen, the other boy, the one who had tried to step in before, grabbed the jock’s shoulder.
 
   “Listen man,” he said, speaking to Zack. “The only thing keeping this fucker from being the prime suspect is the lack of evidence. Even if he didn’t do it, he might have seen something, and instead of being anti-social and not saying anything, he could at least let the police know what he saw.”
 
   Zack thought back to his own experience in the school. He had seen the shooter, hell, he had attacked him. And so far, the police hadn’t come knocking at his door, and he hadn’t said anything, either. He began to feel a certain amount of solidarity for the youth on the ground.
 
   “Look, just leave it be,” said Zack. “Go home to your families and mourn, or something. The town doesn’t need more violence right now.”
 
   The group seemed to hear his words, at least enough to start away towards the other end of the park. The tall jock glared at Zack, as if to say that it wasn’t over, and then spat on the grass next to the downtrodden boy as he went by. Zack watched them go, and then ran over to the kid and helped him up.
 
   “Jeez man,” he said. “How exactly did that encounter get started?”
 
   “Those assholes have always had it out for me,” he replied. “Thanks. My name’s Dave.”
 
   “Zack,” he said. “Nice to meet you.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 10
 
    
 
   “I’ve never seen you from around school before,” said Dave. The two of them had moved over to some park benches, and were milling about on them.
 
   “Yesterday was literally my first day,” said Zack.
 
   “Wow, some luck, huh?” joked Dave.
 
   “Yeah, some luck…” he said.
 
   Dave reached down to the ground and picked up a leaf. He sat back against the bench and began twirling it in his fingers.
 
   “I didn’t have anything to do with it,” he said. “I know what those guys were saying, and maybe they have a point. I was in the library when it happened. I always show up to home room first.”
 
   Zack almost felt the hairs on his back begin to prickle up as he listened to Dave’s alibi. There was no way that it was true. He had been in the library and…he had seen the killer there.
 
   “How long were you in the library for?” asked Zack. “I mean, maybe that’s why they are suspicious.”
 
   “Well yeah, I know,” he said. “I got out of there when I heard shots. The nearest hallway door was completely unlocked and open.”
 
   Zack wasn’t entirely sure what to make of his new friend’s story, but he let it drop. He hopped off the park bench and crossed his arms.
 
   “It does seem a little weird that the police haven’t been questioning people,” said Zack. “Do you think they already have a suspect?”
 
   “To be honest, the police in this town are shit,” said Dave. “If there is one thing you should have been told before moving here, it’s that.”
 
   “I’m just an exchange student,” said Zack. “Don’t worry about me.”
 
   Dave smiled at him.
 
   “I’m serious. The law enforcement officers, along with their friends and family are almost like a clique in Easthaven. One of those jocks back there is actually the police chief’s son.”
 
   “It sounds almost like you’re trying to connect some dots,” Zack replied.
 
   “I’m just thinking out loud,” said Dave.
 
   The wind blew through the trees and grass, and Zack felt a slight chill reach into his body. He took a couple steps and shifted so his back was to the breeze.
 
   “Come on, let’s go hang out at my place,” said Dave.
 
   Zack looked at him, a little unsure of what he was dealing with.
 
   “Oh come on dude, I’m a good guy, trust me,” he said. “It’s just me and my older sister. She lets me sneak some of her beers on occasion, and we can play some video games.”
 
   “Alright, man,” he replied after a moment. “Beats anything else I have to do today.”
 
   The walk to Dave’s house took about twenty minutes. Zack got a chance to see a part of Easthaven he hadn’t seen before, removed from the more active and communal areas. The street that Dave lived on was worn with potholes and litter, and many of the houses were in disrepair. He led Zack to the outside of a small home, paint cracking on the sides and several roof tiles missing.
 
   “This is my place,” he said. “Like I said, it’s just me and sis. Make yourself at home.”
 
   Zack followed him inside, and was surprised to see that the interior was clean and relatively nice in décor. There was a large, black couch in the living room, and across from it, a wide screen TV>
 
   “Hey Dave,” called a woman’s voice. “I didn’t realize you would be back so…What happened? Are you okay?”
 
   Standing in a doorway was girl in her mid-twenties. She wore an apron over a t-shirt and jeans, and had a nice figure, with small but perky breasts and a decently sized butt. 
 
   “Relax, Jess,” replied Dave. “It was just a small scuffle. Zack here helped me out of it.”
 
   She smiled at him, and wiped her hands as she walked towards him.
 
   “Thanks for watching out for him,” she said, reaching to shake his hand. “I’m Jessica. Are you new here in town?”
 
   He took her hand, taken slightly aback by her beauty up close. She had a radiant, peppy look to her, and something in her voice had an almost musical ring to it.
 
   “Yeah, I am,” he said. “I’m Zack.”
 
   “Zack…” she repeated softly. “Well I’m glad you were around to help him out. It’s always nice to have new people in Easthaven, especially like you.”
 
   There was a shot pause in conversation in which Zack and Jessica’s eyes never parted. Dave eventually interrupted the silence, walking over to the couch and pulling out some controllers from the TV stand.
 
   “Hey sis, can we drink some of your beer?” he asked. “It would help ease the pain of my wounds.”
 
   Jessica smiled devilishly.
 
   “Alright, fine,” she said. “But only if I can play a couple of rounds too.”
 
   Dave agreed, and she turned and walked into the kitchen to grab them. Zack had a seat on the middle of the couch, and a moment later, Jessica came in and sat next to him.
 
   “So, Zack did you move to Easthaven, or are you just visiting…?” asked Jessica.
 
   “I’m actually an exchange student,” he said. “But with the school closed, it really almost seems pointless.”
 
   “Yeah, that must be rough,” said Jess. “One of my friend’s younger brothers died in the shooting, I was so terrified for Dave after I heard.”
 
   Zack glanced over at Dave, who was digging around behind the TV for some cords.
 
   “I can only imagine,” said Zack.
 
   “I’m so glad that you were there for him today,” said Jess. “If it weren’t for you, he probably would be a mess right now.”
 
   She put her hand down on Zack’s thigh and slid it up his leg slightly. It was a surprise, but not entirely unwelcome, and Zack felt his lower half begin to get excited. Finally, Dave managed to get the game set up, and turned back towards them. Jessica let her hand rest on the couch next to him.
 
   “I would have been fine, sis,” said Dave. “I mean, probably. Not that I don’t appreciate your help, Zack.”
 
   “No, I understand,” he replied with a smile.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 11
 
    
 
   They were playing a free for all multiplayer fighting game. Zack found Jess and Dave to be quite challenging opponents, and was slowly sucked into the action on the screen. He lost the first round, but managed to tie the second with Dave, and then won the third.
 
   “Looks like somebody is a quick study,” he said with a laugh.
 
   “It’s not too hard, once you pick up the basics.” 
 
   The three of them played a couple more rounds. Zack was growing increasingly aware of Jess, and her body. She was so beautiful, and having her next to him on the couch seemed to make the air fill with a strange sexual tension.
 
   “Hold on, I have to go to the bathroom really quick,” Dave said in between games. “Does anybody need anything?”
 
   “No, I think we’re good,” replied Jess.
 
   He got up, and walked into the other room. A strange tension settled over the room, and Zack felt heat begin to emanate from his chest.
 
   “I am really glad that you helped him out,” said Jess.
 
   “It was no prob,” he replied.
 
   “Our town is so small, there aren’t a lot of strong guys like you who would be willing to do something like that. It’s just the same people in Easthaven most of the time, you know?”
 
   “I can see how that could be hard to deal with,” Zack said.
 
   Jess leaned in and kissed him. Zack felt part of him want to react modestly, and push her away. But his hands seemed to have other plans, along with his lips, and he wrapped her into an embrace as his tongue pushed into her mouth.
 
   Jessica moved fast, and began rubbing his crotch and building it into a nice, hard erection. He shifted her legs so that she would have better access, feeling slightly concerned about how blatant she was being at the same time.
 
   “Dave is just in the bathroom,” he said.
 
   “Don’t worry, he always takes forever,”
 
   She reached into his boxers and tucked his cock out through the flap. Zack felt as though his dick was springing to attention in record time, and almost groaned out loud as Jess brought her lips down on it and wrapped them around his member.
 
   He began to guide her head up and down, enjoying the feeling of her sucking him off and working his cock. Jess seemed to be getting really into it, and was putting on a performance that would have made a porn star blush. Her tongue worked the shaft of Zack’s cock in a way that felt beyond heavenly, like being licked by a soft, wet cloud.
 
   He could feel the cum beginning to build up and ready itself, and then, almost as if on cue, the two of them hear d the bathroom door open. Dave walked down the hallway and into the living room, and the two of them scrambled, only just managing to make themselves decent in time.
 
   “Alright,” said Dave. “One more round?”
 
   “I can’t, I really have to, uh, get going,” said Zack.
 
   His new friend gave him a confused look, but it didn’t stop him from getting up and heading for the door.
 
   “It was nice meeting you Zack,” said Jessica. “Stop by again soon.”
 
   He nodded to her, not entirely sure how to respond.
 
   “See you later man,” said Dave. “Thanks for the help today, seriously.”
 
   “Yeah, no problem. Thanks for the beer.”
 
   Zack stepped outside the house and made his way home. The sun was beginning to dim in the sky, and he found himself wondering what Alex was up to. He pulled out his phone and dialed her number as he walked.
 
   “Hello?” she answered.
 
   “Hey, how’s your day going?” he asked.
 
   “Good. Pretty boring since earlier, but good.”
 
   “I’m on my way back to my host mom’s. Do you want to come for dinner tonight?”
 
   “Sure! What time?”
 
   “Around 6, I’m guessing,” he said.
 
   “I’ll be there!”
 
   The two of them talked a little more about the situation in the town before saying goodbye. Zack had walked most of the way home during the conversation. He couldn’t help but notice just how empty the streets were. It was almost as though the town’s morale had also been a casualty of the shooting. 
 
   He arrived outside Quinn’s house, and headed in through the front door. There was no sign of her in the kitchen or living room, but when he made his way upstairs, he began to hear a noise coming from her room.
 
   Quinn’s door was slightly ajar. She was lying on her bed, wearing a pair of yoga pants and a tank top. One of her hands was inside her panties, rubbing against her crotch, and from the moaning and heavy breathing she was doing, it was quite clear to Zack what was going on.
 
   His cock was still primed from what had happened with Jessica, and as he looked in on his host mom, it was impossible to push the intense sexual desire out of his head. Quinn was masturbating right in front of him, and it was incredibly arousing.
 
   He felt almost like his mind had little say in what happened next. His hand drifted down to his pants, and he unzipped his fly and pulled out his hard cock. He crouched low to minimize the angle he could be seen from, and began to pump his cock as he watched his host mother please herself.
 
   “Oh god,” whispered Quinn. She was trying to stay quiet, but the little squeals and moans she let out drove Zack almost crazy with lust. It was different from how he had felt with Alex, or even Jessica. Something about seeing his host mother as a sexual creature was illicit, dangerous, and incredibly hot.
 
   Quinn began to accelerate her pace, pushing her hips up in the air and dropping them back down in and almost sensual, wave like fashion. Zack couldn’t help himself. He began to think about what it would feel like to be on top of her, pushing into her, fucking her relentlessly, fucking the woman who cared for him. 
 
   It didn’t take him long for the thoughts and sensations to push him over the edge. Quinn cried out louder and tensed up with her hips in the air, climaxing almost at the exact same time Zack’s seed began to splash out. He did his best to catch it in his hand, but there was almost too much, and he had never felt his cock explode with such force before.
 
   Zack quickly pulled his pants up and snuck off to his room, closing the door behind him and taking several moments to process what had just happened.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 12
 
    
 
   Zack spent about a half hour in his room before he heard a knock from the hallway.
 
   “Zack honey, are you there?” called Quinn. “I thought I heard you come home earlier…”
 
   “Yeah, I’m home,” he said.
 
   He got up and opened the door, feeling slightly ashamed as he stood in front of Quinn. She was wearing the same clothes he had seen her in earlier, and had a musky, feminine smell.
 
   “Oh, hey,” she said, also seeming a little flushed. “I just wanted to see if you had any special requests for dinner.”
 
   “I don’t know, maybe stir fry?” he said. “Hey, I hope it’s okay, but I invited one of my new friends over for it.”
 
   Quinn looked a little confused, and slightly put off.
 
   “I know, sorry, I should have asked you first,” said Zack. “But I really think you’ll like her.”
 
   Quinn crossed her arms and smiled at him. Zack couldn’t help but think about just how well she seemed to fit as a host mother.
 
   “Alright, it’s fine,” she said. “I will be sure to cook plenty extra.”
 
   Zack spent an hour or two in his room, on the computer. The shooting had created an online buzz, and he clicked through several of the news articles related to it. The final death count was only four people, but it still seemed to be a huge impact as far as the amount of press it was getting.  
 
   There was even a YouTube video of footage taken by one of his fellow classmates of the killer. The black mask with a skull on it that Zack had seen him wearing filled up the thumbnail, and sent a chill down his spine as he remembered his own experience. Before he could click on it, however, the doorbell rang.
 
   It was Alex, and Zack made his way downstairs and let her inside. She had put on some make up since he had seen her earlier that day, and it caught him off guard.
 
   “Surprised?” she asked, smiling.
 
   “You look great,” he said. “I mean, not that you don’t normally, it’s just…wow.”
 
   “Yeah, I clean up well,” she said. Zack gave her a hug, and the two of them walked into the kitchen. Quinn was chopping vegetables and seemed to freeze slightly as she caught sight of Alex.
 
   “Quinn, this is Alex,” he said. “She’s another exchange student. We actually met on the boat ride over here.”
 
   “Oh, that’s nice. It’s a pleasure to meet you, dear,” replied Quinn. She turned back towards the vegetables and continued chopping the blade coming down harder on the cutting board.
 
   “Likewise,” said Alex. She shot Zack a questioning look, and he shrugged his shoulders.
 
   “Why don’t the two of you wait down here in the living room, and watch TV?” said Quinn. “Dinner will be ready in a couple of minutes.”
 
   “I was going to show her something in my room, just real quick,” said Zack.
 
   “No!” said Quinn, a little too forcefully. “I mean, it will only take a minute. Just hang around down here, okay?”
 
   Zack nodded slowly, and led Alex into the living room. He sat down on the couch and she joined him, leaning up against him as the two of them watched TV.
 
   True to what she had said, it wasn’t long before dinner was ready. The three of them sat down at the table and began to eat.
 
   “This smells delicious, Quinn,” said Zack.
 
   “Thanks, sweetie,” she replied. “Do you like stir fry? I should make it more often…”
 
   The three of them began to dig in. For a couple of seconds, there was an unusual silence in the room. Finally, Zack spoke up.
 
   “The town felt so weird today,” he said. “I mean, I don’t know how it is usually, but the streets were so empty, and everybody seemed to be on edge.”
 
   “It’s still right after the tragedy,” said Quinn. “It’s going to be like this for a while. The school told me that classes are canceled for the rest of the week.”
 
   “Wow, I guess we’re going to have to find something to keep busy,” said Zack. Alex was sitting next to him, and she blushed bright red. A stern look came over Quinn’s face, and she set the cup of water in her hand down hard.
 
   “I didn’t see many police officers out investigating, though,” said Zack. “Come to think of it, they never questioned me about anything that I saw yesterday.”
 
   “Well, did you see anything when you were in the hallway?” asked Alex.
 
   Zack held his answer in, wondering if he should be honest or not about it. There was no harm in telling his host mom and Alex, he figured.
 
   “Yeah, actually,” he said. “I saw the shooter in the library. And I helped our home room teacher get away.”
 
   “To be honest, I wouldn’t put too much faith in the abilities of the cops,” said Quinn. “This town is about as corrupt as it gets when it comes to the police force. I’m just glad that you’re okay, Zack.”
 
   They finished their meal, talking about the town and how they had spent their day. There was a strange vibe between Quinn and Alex that Zack couldn’t help but pick up on. It almost seemed like they loathed to engage each other, and despite his best efforts, he found it impossible to break the ice between them.
 
   Zack walked Alex to the door after dinner and helped her into her jacket. He caught a smell of her hair as he lifted it onto her shoulders, and it reminded him of flowers and spring.
 
   “So do you want me to walk you home?” asked Zack. Alex glanced behind him, and when he followed her gaze over his shoulder, he noticed that Quinn seemed to be watching them out of the corner of her eye from the kitchen sink.
 
   “No, that’s okay,” she said. “Call me tomorrow, though. I want you to meet my host family next time.”
 
   “Sounds like a plan,” he replied. Zack leaned in and kissed her, feeling the softness of her lips as he did. Alex smiled at him one last time, and then stepped out the door and closed it behind her. 
 
   Zack walked back into the kitchen and leaned against the wall, looking at Quinn. She was focused on doing the dishes a little too intensely.
 
   “So what was all that about?” asked Zack. “Alex is my friend, you could have been a little more welcoming to her, don’t you think?”
 
   “Is this just some game you play, then?” asked Quinn.
 
   “What are you talking about?”
 
   “You come into a new town with new people and it’s just open season, huh?” asked Quinn, her voice trembling slightly with emotion. “What were you planning on doing with that girl tonight?”
 
   “Quinn, what’s gotten into you?” he asked her. “Why does any of this matter to you?”
 
   She pulled off the pair of rubber gloves she was wearing and walked over to him. Even though Quinn had not dressed up for dinner, and spent the past couple of hours cooking and cleaning, she still looked radiant. Her boobs were pushed forward against her t-shirt, and her face was a reflection of deep inner conflict.
 
   “Zack…” she whispered.
 
   She leaned forward and her lips made contact with his, totally catching Zack off guard. After a second, he began kissing her back, and running his hands over her body. Quinn leaned her head back, and he began kissing her neck, his cock becoming excited and pushing against the fabric of his pants.
 
   Suddenly, Quinn broke the embrace. She looked at Zack, blushing and horrified at what had just happened, and then stepped by him, running upstairs and shutting herself into her room. Zack stood in the kitchen, bewildered and with no idea what to do.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 13
 
    
 
   A strange responsibility weighed own on Zack’s shoulders as he lay in bed that night. It seemed as though from his first arrival in Easthaven, he had been cast into a new role, with new expectations, and a very small margin of error for meeting them.
 
   He turned from side to side, unable to sleep. It was closing in on midnight, and the only thing within the reach of his room for him to do was browse the internet. So that’s what he did, pulling open his laptop and checking several websites for any more news on the shooting.
 
   There was very little new information out there. In fact, it almost seemed as though the story had run its course. Several of the articles he had read earlier appeared to be falling out of the internet’s collective attention, which he found to be a little unusual given the circumstances.
 
   Before he could delve any deeper, a sound from outside pulled him back into the moment. It was a gunshot, as unmistakable as the ones he had heard within the school. He felt his heart race, followed by his mind, and immediately began throwing on his clothes.
 
   He needed to see what was going on. It was hard for Zack to tell if it was his own curiosity, or a sense of duty, but he needed to get outside, regardless of his own fear and apprehension. As he shot down the hallway toward the stairs, Quinn stepped out of her room, wearing her thin, almost see through night robe.
 
   “What’s going on?” she asked, her voice still groggy with sleep.
 
   “Nothing, just stay here,” he said.
 
   Zack went out through the front door, immediately slowing down as he made his way onto the street. Easthaven had streetlights, but they were much further apart than any town he’d been in before. He crept along the road, seeing nothing outside other than trash cans and recycling bins.
 
   A second shot rang through the air, followed by what sounded like a yell. It was coming from the park, and Zack bent low, running as fast and quietly as he could down the road in the direction of the commotion.
 
   He approached slowly from the edge of the grass. He could see a shape near the corner of the park, but it wasn’t until he got closer that he could make it out. It was a body. It was Dave’s body. Nausea boiled inside his stomach, and as he turned away from it, his eyes locked onto the culprit.
 
   The skeleton mask and black clothes of the figure were the exact same as the ones the shooter had worn at the school. The figure was facing Zack, with a pistol in one hand that it slowly raised up. He froze for a moment, and then exploded towards the trees, towards where he and Alex had been earlier that day.
 
   Another shot went off, close enough this time to make his eardrums ring, and then another. He didn’t stop running, not even when he reached the cover of the forest. He could still hear the killer hot on his trail, and pumped his legs with energy that seemed to materialize from his desperation.
 
   He ran until he was exhausted, and then kept running. Zack was deep into the woods now, far enough in that he wasn’t sure exactly which way would lead him out. He collapsed and pulled himself around the far side of the trunk of a huge tree, and sat in a pile of leaves, trying to still and quiet his own ragged breathing.
 
   There was no sound of anything headed towards him. He waited for a minute, or at least what felt like a minute, just to be sure. He dug around in his pocket, cursing himself internally as he discovered that he’d forgotten to bring his cell phone.
 
   All he could do was wait. There was a killer on the loose in Easthaven, still. One of his only friends in the town was dead. And all he could do was wait, and hope that the morning brought with it an answer as to just what was going on in the town.
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 14
 
    
 
   The early morning sun had already risen over the horizon by the time Zack felt confident enough to make the trek back to Quinn’s. The forest had not made for a comfortable place to spend the night, physically or mentally, with every noise sounding to him like the approach of his impending doom.
 
   He walked slowly, sticking to the edge of the park, and then close to the walls of buildings. His route normally would have taken him close to where he had seen Dave’s body, but he intentionally avoided it. There was no sense in taking unnecessary risks.
 
   Zack crept forward, slowly traversing the streets until he was finally he home. His pants and shirt were covered with dirt, and he felt almost as though it reflected his inner spirit. The night had shaken him to the core, and he wanted nothing more than to get inside, clean himself up, and recover.
 
   HE opened the door and stepped inside. Quinn was sitting at the dining room table, alert and concerned. She jumped out of her seat and ran over when she saw him.
 
   “Zack!” she cried, wrapping him into her arms. “Zack…I thought you were…”
 
   “I know,” he whispered. “It’s okay. I’m not that easy to kill.”
 
   His host mother pushed back for a second, and began to pound her fists on his chest, both in anger and in relief. It was almost as though she was testing reality, making that he was actually physically there in front of her, and that it wasn’t just a dream.
 
   Zack just smiled, and reached out with his hand, caressing her cheek. She has such beautiful eyes, he found himself thinking. Before he could think clear mindedly about what was happening, their faces had drifted together, and their lips had locked into a kiss.
 
   All the pent up desire and longing he had felt for Quinn seemed to come to a head. She ran her soft hands across his chest, and he began to feel his cock springing to attention.
 
   It felt weird, and more than a little wrong. He had been entrusted into this woman’s care, and now the lines of appropriate behavior between him, the acting son, and her, the acting mother, had been blurred.
 
   Quinn pushed her tongue into his mouth. She tasted good, like fresh, sweet strawberries. He groped at her butt, and found himself maneuvering her over towards the couch. The two of them never broke their embrace along the way, and collapsed onto it with a tangle.
 
   “Zack,” said Quinn. “I’m sorry, my emotions are just-“
 
   “Quinn,” he said, cutting her off and then leaning in with another kiss.
 
   His cock was hard for her, as sick as it was. She was old enough to be his mother, and in a sense, she already had been more of one to him than any other woman he’d known. And yet he wanted her, with a strange, oedipal desire that pushed him to the brink.
 
   Zack’s hands went to work, pulling Quinn’s thin night robe open and feeling her breasts. They were large and well formed, perfect for his hands. He felt himself growing bolder, kissing his host mother’s neck and chest with an intensity and passion that seemed to be impossible for him to control.
 
   “Oh god, Zack,” said Quinn. She leaned back on the couch and opened her legs. Zack pulled his shirt up and over his head, and then slipped her black lace panties down and off her legs.
 
   It only took him a moment to get out of his pants and boxers, his hands frantically undoing buttons and zippers in a rush to ready his rock hard member for action. Quinn opened up the robe even more, and Zack could see all of her. She had a small triangle of hair above her womanhood, trimmed and well maintained.
 
   He forced himself to lean forward slowly, and kiss her with the tender and soft control of a man much more restrained than he felt himself to be. Quinn wrapped her arms around his neck and gently pulled him down, guiding his cock inside her with gentle, motherly grace.
 
   She was warm, and wet. As Zack’s cock teased at her entrance, he could feel just how ready she was for him. Still, he pushed in slow, keeping his pace even and deliberate. He felt himself wanting her approval, wanting to fuck her in a way that left her proud of him and his achievement.
 
   Quinn gasped, and almost seemed manifest a look of disbelief, as though she had just snapped back to the reality of what was happening. Instead of saying anything, Zack just leaned in and kissed her again, softly, as he pushed the rest of his shaft into her depths.
 
   “Oh god!” shouted Quinn. Hearing the pleasure in her voice fueled the flames of Zack’s lust. He felt an animalistic drive take over as he began moving faster, feeling his cock penetrating her. It didn’t matter what their roles were, now. He was going to take her, as a woman and as a lover.
 
   The couch began to shake as he got into a rhythm, fucking Quinn as though she was his long awaited partner and queen. She moaned louder and louder, and Zack fucked her harder, and harder. It felt so good, and so wrong, and so right, all at the same time.
 
   “Don’t stop,” she cried. “Please honey, don’t stop!” 
 
   Her words pushed him even further into the act, and he pumped his dick into her with all of the speed his hips could muster. After a couple of deep strokes he felt Quinn begin to twist underneath him. She through her head back and let out an intense cry of pleasure, overtaken by a powerful orgasm.
 
   Zack didn’t slow down. He was fucking his host mom, and fucking her well. She was so tight, and her inner walls began to contract even more against his cock, squeezing him and almost creating a pull that drew him further in.
 
   He was pushing the full length of his rod into her, and it sent pleasure through his entire body. There was also guilt, and regret, and a little shame, but it all seemed to only feed into the arousal he felt. After a couple more deep strokes, he felt his cock reaching its limit.
 
   Zack didn’t want to cum inside her. Somehow, that seemed as though it would be the ultimate taboo, the one thing that would make what was happening an act that they could never come from. He willed himself to pull out, but it seemed as though his hips and his cock and the sex crazed demon inside of him had other plans.
 
   He shot his seed deep inside his host mother. Every blast he let out seemed to send a wave of pleasure through his entire body, unlike anything he had ever felt before. He breathed heavy, and didn’t pull out until he had completely emptied his balls. 
 
   “What…did we just do?” asked Quinn, weakly.
 
   She looked at him as he was now, both a lover and a child. Zack could see that she was already walling herself off emotionally, but had no idea what to say to prevent it.
 
   “Quinn…” he started. She quickly got up off the couch and pulled her robe back on. She turned towards him as if to say something else, but held her tongue, and ran upstairs to her room.
 
   Zack slowly got dressed. He had a long day ahead of him.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 15
 
    
 
   Zack was sleep deprived. The previous night had been an exhausting ordeal. Still, he needed to follow up on what he had seen. After grabbing a quick snack from the kitchen, he forced himself out the front door.
 
   There was a light trickle of rain coming down, and he found himself wishing that he had an umbrella. He pulled the hood of his sweat shirt up over his head and began walking down the street, headed in the direction of park. Headed in the direction of Dave.
 
   What he had seen the night before had shook him deep to the core. Dave had been a friend. A new friend, slightly helpless and awkward, but still a person that he felt like he could have grown to know. The image of body was still fresh in his mind, surrounded by a pool of crimson, sticky blood.
 
   And this is why Zack was all the more shocked to arrive at the park and see nothing. There were no police surrounding perimeter. There was no chalk outline of where the body was, or yellow caution tape cordoning off the area. There was absolutely nothing to suggest that a murder had taken place there the night before.
 
   He backtracked down the street and walked the route again, certain that he must have missed something, or that the body had been moved. But again, there was nothing. It made no sense to him. There was no way the killer could have acted so fast. Why would he have even bothered, knowing that Zack was still alive and had witnessed the crime scene?
 
   Zack found himself doubting his own memories as he combed over the spot where he had seen Dave’s body. There was a damp circle surrounding it, but that almost seemed like it could have been from the rain. Was it possible for the killer to have moved the body?
 
   He found himself becoming confused even more as he considered the alternatives. Finally, he decided to walk further into the park, towards the forest that he had spent the night in. His mind began to reenact a part of the emotions that he had felt during the chase, but he brushed them off and increased his stride.
 
   Seeing the edge of trees made him remember the day before, and Alex. Dinner last night had been nice, despite Quinn’s emotional baggage, and he found himself wondering how she was doing. He didn’t know exactly where things stood between them, and if it would be the same after what had happened between him and Quinn, but he wanted to hear her voice, and pulled out his phone to give her a call.
 
   He got her voicemail, and hung up without leaving a message. It seemed just as well. In the mood he was in, all that would be accomplished through talking with her would be to dump his problems off on somebody else. He began to make his way back towards the town, thinking that if he couldn’t find any clues in the park, the next reasonable place to try would be Dave’s house.
 
   As he stepped onto the street, a car slowed as it drove by him, and then pulled over. There hadn’t been many out that morning, and the window of this one rolled down as it stopped. A woman leaned over from the driver’s side seat and smiled at him. It was his home room teacher, Ms. Wade.
 
   The last time he had seen her had been during the shooting, and it was hard for his mind to not immediately jump back to the intense experience they had shared. He remembered the feel of her body against his, and felt himself getting a little excited as he looked at her.
 
   “Hey Zack,” she said.
 
   “Ms. Wade…” There was a strange tension on the air, almost like neither of them knew how to bridge the gap. She looked at him and shook her head.
 
   “I’m sorry, I just saw you walking out of the park, and with the rain and all, I thought you might need…” She trailed off, as though she was suddenly embarrassed. “Anyway, it’s good that we ran into each other. I really need to talk to you, if you have a minute?”
 
   “Sure, I’m all yours,” he replied, walking over to her car and climbing in.
 
   The interior was clean and orderly, exactly what he would have expected out of his teacher. She had on a coat over clothes that were much more casual then what he had seen her wearing at the school.
 
   Ms. Wade drove a short distance and pulled into the park’s rest area. She turned the car off, and then rubbed her hands on her pant legs, almost as if wiping something off of them. 
 
   “Zack, I just wanted to talk you about…” she trailed off again, almost as though the words were eluding her grasp.
 
   “I know, you don’t have to say anything.” He reached his arm out to rub her shoulder in what was meant to be an encouraging gesture. The car seemed to heat up by a couple of degrees as he made contact, and the scent of her perfume was the only thing he could think about.
 
   Ms. Wade turned towards him, and he could see that all of the emotions from the incident were still inside her, pushing out in the tears that were forming in the corner of her eyes. He reached over and ran his fingers across her cheek, and she leaned into his touch.
 
   It was hard for him to stop, or even want to stop what happened next. Zack leaned in and kissed his teacher softly on the lips, feeling her respond and shift her body towards him as much as she could. His hands slid downwards, feeling her ample bosom and chest.
 
   She seemed to be hungry for his touch, and pulled Zack even closer to her. Ms. Wade ran her fingers across his crotch and quickly began unzipping and unbuttoning his pants. Zack’s cock sprung to attention almost as though heeding her call.
 
   “Hey, it’s okay,” he said, feeling himself come to his senses. “You don’t have to-“
 
   “Zack, just let your teacher take care of you,” she replied, dropping her head down and giving his member a preliminary lick. “You took care of me, now I want to take care of you.”
 
   He looked around the parking lot nervously. There were no cars or people in sight, and that was a very good thing. Ms. Wade had begun rubbing her lips on the head of his engorged cock in an almost mind blowingly erotic manner, and it was all he could do to keep from moaning out loud.
 
   She slowly lowered her head down over his shaft, and he began to get an idea of just how warm and inviting her mouth could be when she put it to the right use. Her tongue rubbed against the base of his cock, teasing at him with its wet softness. He could feel the inside of her cheeks as she began to suck, and had to focus to keep from blowing his load immediately.
 
   Zack would have never guessed it from her appearance, but Ms. Wade was practiced and experienced at giving head. She would work his dick slowly, and then speed up, keeping an almost vacuum tight seal. Occasionally she would flick her eyes up at him, both of them full of seductive energy. They were the eyes of a woman who knew how to be slutty when she wanted to.
 
   It didn’t take him long before he began to reach his limit. Zack tapped on the back of her head, trying to let him know that he was about to blow, but his teacher didn’t even seem to notice. She kept sucking with the same speed and intensity even as he blasted his hot load of cum into the back of her throat, drinking it all down without flinching.
 
   Afterwards, she lifted her head up and tucked his package away neatly. She was quick and efficient, and smiled at him as she leaned back into her seat.
 
   “I didn’t mean to do that,” she said. “You…have a certain effect on me, it would seem.”
 
   “Well, that’s kind of understandable,” he said. “Don’t worry, it will be our little secret. Along with what happened at the school.”
 
   There was silence for a moment in the car. Zack found himself thinking about the previous night, and felt like he could trust his teacher, just like she was trusting him.
 
   “Last night, the killer…he struck again,” he said. “I saw him again. I saw the person he killed. But there is no sign of it today.”
 
   Ms. Wade’s face seemed to suddenly drain of color. She opened her mouth, and then closed it, and then opened it again, finally finding the words.
 
   “There is a Youtube video that I watched. It said that there would be more, and that this whole mess was because of the police not having enough funds, or something like that.” She pulled out her phone and began tapping on it. “The police chief’s son, Logan Howe, was the one who made it. I figured he was just capitalizing on this tragedy. It has to be a coincidence, right?”
 
   She found the video and held the tiny screen so Zack could watch it. He recognized the boy immediately. It was one of the ones who had been involved in the scuffle with Dave the previous day. He felt his fist begin to clench involuntarily, driving one of his fingernails through the top level of flesh in his hand.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 16
 
    
 
   Zack climbed out of Ms. Wade’s car, feeling like he had found the missing piece of the puzzle. The two of them had talked a little more after, and she had given him the address of the police chief. It was the same house that Logan lived in, and where he intended to go to get the answers he needed.
 
   As he began to walk in the direction of his next destination, he remembered Alex. It was almost noon now, and it seemed strange that he still hadn’t heard anything from her. He took out his phone and was again greeted by her voicemail. This time, he did leave a short message.
 
   There were a couple of people out, and more cars headed down the street than he had seen since he first arrived. The rain had let up momentarily, but the sky was still heavily overcast. He walked fast, feeling like if he took too much time before getting there, the trail would somehow evaporate.
 
   Finally he stood in front of the house that Ms. Wade had described. It was an opulent place, one of the biggest he had seen in the town so far, with a well maintained lawn and large, detached garage. Zack headed up to the front of the lawn and crossed his arms, not exactly sure how to proceed.
 
   Luckily, he didn’t have to think about it for too long. A tall, lanky boy made his way over to the house. Zack recognized him immediately. It was Logan Howe.
 
   “You’re the one that defended Dave yesterday,” he said. “What are you doing here?”
 
   Zack nodded.
 
   “My name is Zack,” he said. “I just came to talk you about the video you made.”
 
   Logan turned to walk by him and headed inside.
 
   “What’s there to talk about with it? I thought it was pretty self-explanatory…”
 
   “Why are you so sure that there is going to be another incident?” Zack asked.
 
   Logan turned towards him. He stepped away from the porch and walked closer to Zack.
 
   “For the same reason the first one happened,“ he said, brushing one of his long strands of hair out of his face. “This town does not have the money it needs to police itself.”
 
   “Your dad is the police chief, I know that,” said Zack.
 
   “Then you should also know that the department is underfunded,” Logan said. “They have maybe one guy that they can actually devote to the kind of patrols they would need to catch a murderer.”
 
   There was a kind of intensity in Logan’s eyes that made Zack a little uncomfortable. He turned back towards the street, and then looked over his shoulder at him.
 
   “It doesn’t seem to me like they handled the aftermath properly, at all,” said Zack, choosing his words carefully. “I mean, I know there were students who saw the killer and even encountered him after the crime that the police have seemed to pay no attention to.”
 
   Logan seemed surprised, more surprised than Zack would have expected. He rubbed his chin and looked at him thoughtfully, as though he had decided to listen to what Zack had to say.
 
   “If that’s the case, then you are probably right,” he said. “But so am I. What the police really need is more funding, enough that they can put out a couple of officers to take a look around town and see if anyone has made a quick disappearance in the past couple of days.”
 
   “And you think that person would be the killer?” asked Zack.
 
   “Either the killer, or his latest victim,” replied Logan. “It’s like I said…this may not be an isolated incident. Easthaven is a small and very vulnerable town.”
 
   A sprinkling of rain began to fall, and the sound of thunder could be heard off in the distance. Zack pulled his hood back up over his head and looked at Logan.
 
   “I don’t think this town is as vulnerable as it looks,” he said. “With or without the police.”
 
   Logan began walking away from him, back towards his house.
 
   “Look Zack, it was nice meeting you, but I have stuff to do,” he said. “I’ll see you around once school starts back up.”
 
   “Logan just one more thing,” said Zack. “Have you seen Dave around at all? After the fight you and your friends got into with him yesterday, I mean.”
 
   “No, why?” asked Logan. “Is he next on your list of suspects? To tell you the truth, he doesn’t seem like the type to me…”
 
   The tall boy turned and stepped through the door of his house without saying goodbye, shutting it behind him. Zack wasn’t sure what to think, but he knew one thing. Whatever had happened to Dave had to do with what he knew, and there was only one place to go to get more information.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 17
 
    
 
   The walk to Dave’s house was hard for Zack to make, but he knew it was necessary. Dave had been ahead of him on everything. All of the ideas he had shared with Zack the previous day seemed to have been spot on. Were they the reason for Dave’s death, he wondered.
 
   It was becoming abundantly clear to him that the police, and maybe even Logan, were somehow involved with what was happening in the town. At the very least, they seemed to have a vested interest in prolonging the chaos, and stoking the fires of fear for long enough to get an expanded budget out of it.
 
   The drab street that Dave’s house was on looked the same as it had the previous day. The rain was beginning to come down harder now, and he increased his pace to make it there before becoming soaked. He knocked on the door outside, realizing that it was very possible for Jessica to not be home.
 
   The door opened, and standing there was his friend’s sister, wearing nothing but a thin night gown. Her eyes were red, as though she had been crying. The sight of her made Zack’s heart catch in his throat, and he said nothing for a moment.
 
   “He’s not…” whispered Jessica. “He’s not okay, is he?”
 
   Dave wasn’t okay, but Zack couldn’t say it. All he could do was shake his head and avoid her gaze, feeling like the entire weight of the world, including this poor woman’s emotional stability, had all collapsed onto his shoulders.
 
   “I knew it,” she said. “He would never just be out for a night without calling. He’s not the kind of person…”
 
   Her eyes begin to overflow with tears, and she let out a ragged sob, and then collapsed against Zack’s shoulder. He hugged her tight, wishing that there was more that he could do. 
 
   “Please,” said Jessica. “I need to…I need,”
 
   He looked at her face, and she surprised him, leaning forward and locking her lips into his. It felt as though she was channeling her intense emotions into him, and though his first instinct was to break away, he didn’t.
 
   Jessica took his hand and led him into the couch. She pulled her night gown up and over her head, exposing her naked body to him. She had a very nice figure, though somehow, he almost felt guilty looking at it.
 
   “Zack, I can’t be alone right now,” she said. “Please, if it’s not too much trouble…”
 
   He found himself feeling an incredible anger building in his chest. This was somebody’s fault, somebody who was still out there, on the loose. He pushed up against Jessica and kissed her deeply, feeling like he wanted to forget about the situation much the same way she was trying to.
 
   She began pulling off his clothes in a rush, almost like she was trying to escape from a tide that was threatening to pull her away. Zack stepped out of his pants as she unbuckled them, feeling her soft hands against his quickly hardening cock.
 
   He pushed her onto the couch and climbed on top of her. Jessica had soft, natural breasts, and he found himself unable to keep from pawing at them hungrily. She leaned up and kissed him again, and then he was inside her.
 
   His pace was slow and methodical, at first. This was his friend’s sister. This was a grieving woman. This was somebody who needed relief from the hell she had been thrust into. But Jessica began to encourage him, looking into his eyes with an expression that almost seemed to beg for more.
 
   Zack pushed his cock into her and began to get into a rhythm. The sound of their bodies slapping together echoed throughout the room, and he found himself falling into a state of lust, incapable to stop himself from defiling Jess’s body.
 
   He was fucking her, just like she wanted. The sound of her moans was infused with a small tremor of emotion, of sadness. She wanted him to make her forget about the tragedy that had befallen them, and the very idea of sadness in general.
 
   The clock in the room began to sound the hour, and Zack felt himself building to a crescendo, ramming his rod into Jessica as though it was his mission to cum. She cried out and began to tense up shortly before him. When Zack felt himself reaching his limit, he moved to pull out, but Jess wrapped her arms around his body and kept him inside her.
 
   “No please,” she said. “I want you to…”
 
   His cock exploded, and he shot his load deep inside his friend’s sister at her behest. She smiled a little then, and it was the only smile Zack had seen on her face since he had arrived.
 
   They spent several minutes sitting side by side on the couch slowly getting dressed before either of them said anything.
 
   “It’s okay,” said Jessica. “I’ll be okay, you don’t have to tell me anything else.”
 
   “I’m going to find the person that killed him, Jess,” he replied. “That’s why I came here. Do you mind if I look through his-“
 
   “Of course not,” she said. “Please do. I’m going to go for a walk…”
 
   She got up and walked towards the door, throwing on a pair of sweatpants and a coat over her night gown, and then she left. Zack walked into the room that looked like Dave’s and began to look around. 
 
   There was a computer in the corner, and various video games strewn around the room. It was messy, with dirty clothes on the ground, and various food plates left on every surface, but Zack didn’t care.
 
   He booted up the computer and unsurprisingly, found it to be password protected. He felt discouraged, but didn’t give up right away, taking another glance around Dave’s room and flipping through a folder he found lying next to his bed.
 
   Zack found something that caught his eye. There was a news article clipping from the previous year, on a police officer who had just been fired. He began reading through it, getting the feeling that he’d found a piece of the puzzle, but unsure as to where or how it fit.
 
   Officer Jack Ruslo was fired from the Easthaven Police Department for unlawful conduct in the apprehension of a suspect, who was later cleared of wrong doing. The suspect was a teenager from across the country that had been visiting Easthaven and staying in a motel. Officer Ruslo caught him sitting outside the high school with a gun in his car, which turned out to not be a crime in their county.
 
   Zack didn’t think anything of it until he got to the last sentence. A mask had also been found in the car, along with black clothing. It all was too eerily similar for him to pass off as a coincidence. He folded that snippet up and slipped it into his pocket before leaving the house, wondering just what Dave had stumbled onto and where it would lead to.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 18
 
    
 
   The constant rain had left a thick fog at ground level, and between that and the setting sun, it was hard for Zack to see as he made his way back home. Quinn’s car was still in the driveway, but he saw no sign of her in the living room or kitchen as he made his way inside.
 
   A strange feeling came over him as he looked around the house, making his way upstairs and still seeing only empty rooms. It was the evening, and it didn’t make sense for Quinn to not be around. He walked back downstairs again, and saw something on the living room table that made his heart skip a beat.
 
   It was a hastily written note on a piece of lined paper in red pen. He picked it up, his hand trembling slightly as he began to read it.
 
   “You have two choices. Leave Easthaven, and never come back, or come to the school alone.”
 
   There was no signature, but he suspected that he knew who had written it. Zack rushed through the house, searching for anything that could be used as a weapon and finding very little. He settled on a small but sharp kitchen knife that fit relatively easily in his pocket, and then walked outside.
 
   For a moment, he debated taking Quinn’s car, but it seemed like it would only announce his approach. Instead, he lifted the hood of his sweatshirt up over his hair and set out down the road, quickly and deliberately.
 
   There were few cars out on the road and the wind had picked up, rolling the fog along and making it seem like even the shadows of the town were moving. Zack didn’t falter. Whether he liked it or not, this town had chosen him for something, and he was not going to back down from it.
 
   The school was much like he had last seen it, except deserted of all life. The gate was already open, and he headed through it. He briefly considered going in through the front door, but it seemed as though that would be exactly what the killer would expect. Instead, he doubled around to the side of the facility and let himself in through an unlocked emergency exit. 
 
   Zack stepped into the hallway. All of the lights were off, and the barest trickle of light from the windows was all he had to navigate with. The sound of his footsteps seemed to echo as he went, and he felt himself having a flashback to his experience during the shooting.
 
   It had to be the library. If this was the same killer from then, that’s where he would be. It was on the first floor and Zack made his way there, keeping close to the wall and trying to make as little noise as possible. As he rounded the corner, he was greeted by the sight of Quinn, bound and gagged.
 
   He took a step towards her, only to see her shake her head frantically. Zack turned, but a moment too late, and felt something collide hard with the side of his head, knocking him to the ground and causing stars to flash across his vision.
 
   “You should have left all this alone,” said a voice. Zack recognized it, and even though the figure was speaking through the same black skull mask he had seen twice before, he knew it was Logan.
 
   “You killed Dave,” he said, pushing himself back up to his knees.
 
   “You have no idea what’s going on,” said Logan. “None at all. I had nothing to do with Dave’s murder. But I will have something to do with yours.”
 
   Zack could see a gun in Logan’s hand, and knew he was only going to get one chance. He turned towards Logan and lifted up one of his hands as though to signal defeat. The other one slipped into his pocket and grasped the hilt of his blade.
 
   “Logan, please,” he said. “Think about what you’re doing.”
 
   “I already have.” The masked killer moved to lift the gun up and in Zack’s direction, and he exploded into action, pulling out the knife and whipping it towards him. His aim was good, but the handle struck against Logan’s head instead of the blade. But it still served as a distraction, and Zack managed to push himself forward and into his opponent.
 
   A deafening gunshot went off, making Zack’s eardrums pulse with pain. The shot missed him, and that was all he cared about. He grabbed Logan’s arm and began twisting, trying to force the gun out of his hand. The two of them fell to the ground in a tangle and began to wrestle for each other’s lives.
 
   Logan was taller than him, and along with a slight weight advantage, managed to force Zack down into the floor. He struggled, grabbing at the gun and trying to keep its aim away from his vital areas, but slowly and surely, Logan began to overpower him.
 
   “Goodbye, Zack,” he whispered. “See you in-“
 
   The knife had slipped under Zack’s heel during the scuffle, and he slid it up and towards him. He quickly grabbed it, and then did what came natural in the struggle of life and death. The blade went deep into Logan’s abdomen, and Zack felt almost sick to his stomach as some of the boys blood spilled out and onto his chest.
 
   He pushed his opponent off of him and stood up slowly, breathing heavy and feeling both mentally and physically exhausted. He looked over at Quinn and immediately realized that something was still wrong. She was screaming, or at least attempting to, through her gag. Her eyes were looking at him imploringly.
 
   As he made his way over to her and cut her bindings loose, the smoke in the air gave away what it was. The school was on fire, and it seemed as though it was coming from both directions, encroaching on the hallways they needed to make their escape. He pulled the gag out of Quinn’s mouth and gave her a quick hug.
 
   “He said that they were going to destroy all of the evidence!” she cried. “The fires have been set all throughout the school!”
 
   “Come on!” yelled Zack.
 
   The smoke was filling the library quickly. Instead of making an attempt at the way he had come from, he pulled Quinn towards the back of the library, deeper into the darkness. There was a tiny series of windows along the far wall, and he smashed one of them open with his elbow.
 
   “See if you can fit!” he said. “I’ll be right behind you.”
 
   There were still a couple of jagged shards poking up from the window, and it took Quinn longer than he had anticipated to safely navigate her way out. The smoke was thick now, and he felt his eyes beginning to tear up as it pushed at his face. He followed his host mom out carefully, and the two of them sprinted further out to the road.
 
   Behind them, the school was emitting a crimson glow. If they had spent a minute longer inside, the flames would have overtaken them. As it was, it seemed as though there was no way the structure would be able to survive. He could hear the sound of fire engines and an ambulance on the way
 
   “It’s going to be okay,” he said to Quinn, throwing an arm over her shoulder. “’Everything is going to be okay now.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 19
 
    
 
   The rest of the night was spent explaining what had happened to the police in excruciating detail. If It hadn’t been for Quinn defending Zack’s account, along with the evidence of the school fire, he was sure that he would have been arrested. 
 
   They slept in the same bed that night, both of them just hugging each other, grateful for the fact that they were alive. Zack awoke early that morning to his phone vibrating. Alex had finally gotten back to him. Her text said that she was waiting for him outside, and nothing more.
 
   He opened the front door wearing sweat pants and a t-shirt. She was standing there, looking as though she hadn’t slept, and like she had something to say.
 
   “Hey,” he said. “I was worried about you.”
 
   “I know, Zack,” she replied. “I know.”
 
   Neither of them said anything for a moment. The wind howled as it tore through the bushes.
 
   “Do you want to come in?” he asked.
 
   “No, I think we should go for a walk,” she said. “I have to tell you something.”
 
   He nodded, and threw his shoes on. The two of them walked down the road and then into the park.
 
   “I saw you here the other day, Zack,” she said. “More than once.”
 
   He didn’t say anything, not sure exactly what she meant.
 
   “I came here because of him, Zack.” There was emotion in her voice now, and he realized that in the corner of Alex’s eyes were fresh tears, on the verge of spilling out.
 
   “No, Alex, please,” he said. “It can’t be…”
 
   “We planned it together, Logan and me,” she said. “I knew it was a bad idea, but I did it because I loved him. And I got close to you because…he told me to. I’m so sorry.”
 
   Zack took a step back, not sure entirely just who it was he was dealing with, anymore.
 
   “Why Alex? Why are you telling me this?”
 
   She looked at him and forced a terribly sad smile.
 
   “Good bye, Zack.”
 
   He didn’t even have a chance to react before the barrel of the pistol was against her chin. The gun went off, and Zack fell to his knees, cradling her body and crying.
 
   EPILOGUE
 
    
 
   In the aftermath of what became known as the “Howe Conspiracy”, Easthaven completely disbanded and reformed its police department. A new high school was built on the island several months later, in the same spot as the old one. Most of the students in the town transferred to different schools in the interim, except for Zack. He continued to live with Quinn throughout the year, and then afterwards. The two of them grew very close together, navigating the complicated dynamics of a complicated relationship.
 
   Alex was buried in Easthaven and the full details of her involvement were never uncovered. Zack continued to visit her grave once per week, which was in the same cemetery as Dave’s, and all of the other Easthaven school shooting victims.
 
    
 
    
 
   END
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this story, click here to sign up for my mailing list and hear about the next one. 
 
   Check out my Tumblr for free erotica stories and images.
 
   Thanks for reading!
 
   Anya Merchant 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   For other stories by the same author, check out
 
   Curse Of Desire: Complete And Uncut (Taboo Erotica)
 
   Arousal Drug Research (Taboo Erotica)
 
   Forbidden Camping (Taboo Erotica)
 
   Forbidden Temptation Volume 1 (Taboo Erotica Collection)
 
   Home Temptation Volume 1 (Taboo Erotica Collection)
 
   Home Temptation Volume 2 (Taboo Erotica Collection)
 
   Home Temptation Volume 3 (Taboo Erotica Collection)
 
   Home Temptation Volume 4 (Taboo Erotica Collection)
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



FREE EXCERPT FROM “LAST MAN ALIVE”
 
    
 
   CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   The morning did not seem to hold any major significance to Julius.
 
   It was Sunday, the last day of his survivalist camping trip, and he was tired. It had been two long weeks of hands on nature adventuring, and his body felt as though it had reached the point of exhaustion. 
 
   The summer was drawing to a close, and Julius was ready to enter his senior year of high school. His trip had actually been a way for him to blow off steam in preparation for it. He wanted to take the last of his time in secondary school more seriously, and was sure that nothing short of perfection would be enough to meet the expectations of his dad and step-mom.
 
   Julius pushed through the trees, following the same, almost undetectable trail out that he had taken in. He had always had a penchant for being out in the woods. It was a place untouched by civilization, separated from modern society and much closer to the world of the past, and he loved it.
 
   As he made his way the last few feet back to the small parking area off the side of the worn dirt road he had taken his car up, he heard a noise. Turning around, he realized that there was another hiker approaching from a different trail across the road. She stepped out from behind a throng of leaves, and Julius got his first look at her.
 
   The woman was in her late twenties or early thirties, and was dressed in a rugged top that highlighted her generous cleavage and a pair of tight, incredibly short jean cutoffs. Julius immediately found himself having to fight the urge to check her out. Her breasts were large, as she bent over to brush some dirt off her leg, he snuck a guilty glance at one of her briefly exposed nipples.
 
   Strangely enough, she turned to look at him, and he found her stare to be just as focused and invasive as he imagined his own to be, if not more so. She walked over slowly, almost as if she was an animal sneaking up on its prey.
 
   “Hey there,” said Julius. “How’s it going?”
 
   “You…you’re alive?” said the woman, in disbelief. “How is that possible?”
 
   “I don’t know, I mean…the forest isn’t really too bad when you have food and supplies.”
 
   She walked over and grabbed his hand, and Julius just watched, totally confused and thrown off guard. She smiled at him, and then set her hand on his chest. It felt warm, and Julius could feel himself getting a little excited at her touch.
 
   He saw that there was a wedding ring on her hand, and it only seemed to make the situation seem even weirder. The woman leaned close to him. Julius’s first reaction was to pull back, but it had been weeks since he’d been around a woman, and she had such a pretty face…
 
   The two of them kissed. The woman seemed to have a passion within her that went beyond simple infatuation. She pushed her tongue into Julius’s mouth and pulled his hands onto her breasts, as though she needed to be touched. He obliged her and began running his fingers across her bosom.
 
   “Please do it,” said the woman. “I know this is a dream, but please,”
 
   Julius’s horniness outweighed his confusion at what the woman was saying, and he pressed forward, sliding his hands slowly down her back and then pulling her top up and over her head.
 
   She was a married woman, and they were out in the open next to a hiking trail. This was not a good idea on paper. Julius also felt a little guilty for instigating her into infidelity. But she was strikingly beautiful, and his cock was responding to what was happening and leading him towards taking it further.
 
   He pulled her over towards his car, and then opened the door to the backseat and helped her inside. He left it open, giving her room to extend her legs out into the air, and then climbed in after. The woman quickly began taking off his belt and pulling down his pants, and he felt a hot sensation run through his member as she began to massage it with her hands.
 
   “Please,” the woman whispered. “Put it in me.”
 
   Julius leaned forward and kissed her, and the set about pulling the skin tight jean cutoffs she was wearing off her legs. She helped by wiggling her hips back and forth in a manner that Julius found to be almost intoxicating to watch.
 
   Her panties caught on the fabric of her shorts and were pulled along. The woman had a small patch of neatly trimmed pubic hair, and as Julius began to rub his hard cock against her womanhood, he could feel its warmth tempting him to take things further.
 
   He brought the head of his dick to the entrance of her cunt and slowly pushed in. The woman immediately began to scream with pleasure, acting almost as though she had never been fucked before. She felt amazing, and his cock was twitching with ecstasy as he went further in.
 
   At the same time, however, guilt was eating away at Julius. This was clearly a married woman, and from the way she was acting, it didn’t seem like she was in her right mind. These thoughts seemed to battle with his lust and desire inside his mind, and the more primal elements seemed to be winning out.
 
   He began to build up to a faster pace, thrusting into the woman with animalistic intent. The contrast between the time he had spent amongst nature, away from other human beings, to what was happening to him now seemed to be almost unreal.
 
   The woman had wrapped her legs around his waist and was pulling him into her, lifting her hips up to meet each of his thrusts as though trying to wrestle him into submission. It pushed Julius to fuck her even harder, slamming his cock into her as she cried out underneath him.
 
   “Oh god, yes!” yelled the woman. “Please, don’t stop. Cum inside me, I want you to cum inside me!”
 
   She began to tense up, the motion of her hips arrested as an orgasm wracked over her body. Julius was still pumping into her, pushing deeper and faster and feeling his own limit approach. He bucked forward one last time and felt his cock explode, spraying his white hot load deep inside the woman.
 
   Julius took a moment to breath, and then stepped out of his car and began getting dressed. The woman lied there for a minute after, her eyes looking almost glazed over, and he began to wonder if she was okay.
 
   “Hey, what’s wrong?” asked Julius. “Are you worried about your husband?”
 
   “When am I going to wake up?” the woman asked.
 
   “You’re not dreaming,” he said. “I’m a real person.”
 
   She looked at him with a shocked expression on your face. She began to blush bright red and scrambled to cover her modesty.
 
   “That’s not possible, all of the men are…” she said, trailing off as her thoughts jumped ahead. “Oh my god!”
 
   The woman quickly grabbed the rest of her clothes and then began running towards her own car. She got inside and drove off, disappearing just as suddenly and unexpectedly as she had arrived. Julius shook his head, confused, and then climbed into the driver’s seat. Something very strange seemed to be going on, and he wanted to figure out what it was.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 2
 
    
 
   Julius felt disoriented as he drove back to his house. The small town that he and his family lived in looked the same as usual from a distance, but as he drove deeper into it, he began to get a strange feeling of something being out of place.
 
   It almost felt as though he was coming back to an alien copy of the town, where the basics had been sufficiently replicated, but some of the finer details had been left out. As he began to see people walking on the street, he realized what it was.
 
   There were only women around, wherever he looked. He thought it was just a coincidence at first. He’d had a similar feeling as a kid a couple of times when he had walked to school and not seen any cars or people for the entire journey. But in like in those instances, the sensation was not being proven to be unfounded.
 
   He looked in all directions as he drove, but still didn’t see a single male. His stomach began to twist, and his palms began to get sweaty. Something was definitely up, and it was impossible for him to even speculate as to what it was. Somehow, it made him feel almost like he was in mortal danger.
 
   Julius ran a red light at one of the few intersections in his town in a rush to make it back to his parent’s house. He forced himself to breathe, and tried to calm down. Everything would be explained once he got home. He could work things out then, and get a proper sense of what was happening.
 
   Finally, he pulled into the driveway of the family home. It was a middle class two story house, well maintained, but nothing extravagant. He got out of his car and rushed inside, throwing the door open and scanning the living room.
 
   “Mom? Dad?” he called. “Is anybody home?”
 
   Julius turned and saw his step-mom, Laura, making her way out of the kitchen. The expression on her face was strange, a mixture of shock, confusion, and relief. She walked towards him slowly, tears beginning to well up in the corners of her eyes.
 
   “Julius?” she muttered. “How on Earth…?”
 
   His mom took her hand and brought it up to his face. It was soft against his cheek, and made him feel a little excited, to his own discomfort.  Laura was an attractive woman, with large breasts, a solid butt, and a thin waist that made her body a pleasure to look at. It made him feel like a bit of a pervert to admit, but at 34 years old, she was still a total bombshell, and certainly provided the neighborhood with an ample amount of eye candy.
 
   She was wearing a loose summer dress, low cut in the front and short on the bottom. Julius reached his arms out to pull her into a hug, feeling the fabric of the dress against his hands and the softness of her breasts against his chest. She wasn’t wearing a bra, he realized.
 
   “Mom, what’s going on?” he asked.
 
   Laura sobbed into his shoulder and hugged him even tighter. He did the best he could to console her, rubbing his hands up and down her back until she was in a state to speak.
 
   “Julius…he’s dead. Your father…is dead,” she whispered. “All of the men are, Julius. They all are dead!”
 
   He looked at her blankly, not sure if he was correctly hearing what she was saying.
 
   “What…How, how is that…” he started to speak, but found it almost impossible to find any words. “Mom, what are you talking about?”
 
   Laura walked over to the couch, sat down, and then straightened out her dress. Tears were running down her face, and she looked at him as though he were a condemned man.
 
   “There was a sickness…some type of disease, or virus,” she said. “It killed all of the men, and all of the boys. All of them! Julius…so many people have died...”
 
   “Mom, that doesn’t make any sense,” said Julius. “It couldn’t have killed everyone. I’m still alive, and I feel fine.”
 
   She seemed to snap back to reality, as though realizing what it meant for him to be there in front of her.
 
   “Oh god, no, sweetie!” she cried. “We, we have to get you to quarantine! Do you feel okay? Don’t let yourself fall asleep! It always seems to happen after going to sleep!”
 
   “I’m not tired mom, relax,” he said. “Don’t panic, we’ll figure things out.”
 
   “Julius, I’m so…happy,” she said, stepping towards him. “I never thought I’d see you again.”
 
   He smiled at her, and held his arms open. Laura stepped into his embrace, leaning her head against her son’s chest. Her hair was so soft, and he felt his lower half responding to the feeling of having her body so close, even though she was his mother.
 
   Laura looked up at him, and his eyes met hers. Something outside of the reality he had once known and lived in was happening and there was no way for him to stop it, but all he could think about in the moment was how beautiful and enticing his mom’s eyes were. He felt his face drawing closer to hers, and then their lips met.
 
   The embrace instantly seemed to heat up and become something illicit, and sexually compelling. Julius felt his hands running up and down his mom’s back, and she lifted her leg up slightly and pushed her crotch against him. His cock was quickly stirring in his pants, but before things could go any further, an alarm went off on Laura’s phone.
 
   “Oh, uh, sorry,” she said. “That’s for the pie I’m baking. We’re having a memorial tomorrow morning at the church.”
 
   Julius coughed, and a strange, awkward silence seemed to descend over the room. He had no idea what had just happened between him and his mom. It must just be the tension of the situation, or how relieved she was to find out that he was alive, he thought.
 
   “Mom…” he said. “If everything you’ve told me is true, then how am I not dead?”
 
   “I have no idea sweetie, and frankly, I don’t care,” she replied. “I’m just glad that you’re alive.”
 
   She smiled at him, and he smiled back.
 
   “Please, let me make you dinner,” Laura said. “With Liza still away and your father…well, let’s just say it’s been very lonely around here lately.
 
   “Alright mom, thanks,” said Julius. “At this point, I could definitely use a hot meal.”
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 3
 
    
 
   Over the course of dinner, Laura explained more about what had happened to the world. It seemed that for every question of his that she answered, three more would arise that only complicate the situation further.
 
   Nobody knew where the plague had started. Nobody knew what the precise mechanism of transmission  was, or how the disease affected the body, or even why it affected men but not women. All that was really known is that the symptoms began arising in all men seemingly simultaneously about a week and a half prior, and it only took a day, sometimes slightly longer, for it to kill.
 
   “Was it bad?” Julius asked after hearing the details. “I mean…did dad…did he suffer? I know I shouldn’t ask, but I have to know.”
 
   Laura gave him a look that was solemn, but somehow resilient.
 
   “He just went to sleep, honey,” she said. “I think we’re suffering more than he did.”
 
   The rest of their meal went by in silence. Julius finished his food, thanked his mother, and then made his way upstairs. He picked out some clothes in his room and headed into the shower. Most of the dirt and sweat he had accumulated throughout his camping trip was still on him, and what he really felt like he needed more than anything was to wash it all off.
 
   His clothes were dirty and over worn, and it was a relief to be able to undress. He turned on the water, and after fiddling with the knobs and setting it to a reasonable temperature, stepped through the curtain.
 
   Julius felt almost as though the entire day up to that point had just been a dream. Not a good dream, or a bad dream, but a strange and unreal fantasy that seemed to place him in a role that he had never asked for. He couldn’t but think back to when he had left his camp site that morning, and the mysterious woman that had seduced him.
 
   He felt his cock begin to tingle as he remembered the sex. It had been so passionate and primal, as though their hormones had taken over and fucking had just been the natural destination. Julius was rubbing soap all over his body, and reached down and coated his dick with a layer of wet, soapy bubbles.
 
   It felt awesome, and he couldn’t resist stroking himself for a moment.  His member was incredibly sensitive, and seemed to almost have a physical memory of the experience from early in the day. Before he knew it, he was pumping it with a building intensity, feeling his mind fog over with the desire to cum.
 
   Julius heard a noise, and out of the corner of his eye, he noticed that the bathroom door had been opened a crack. The shower curtain was clear, and even though it was fogged over, it was still easy enough to see through either way.
 
   He didn’t slow down his pace. He expected his mom to walk in, but she never did, not even after several minutes. He was still jerking himself off, when he noticed a small movement off the edge of the doorframe. Julius realized that his mom was watching him. The thought made him feel ashamed, and uncomfortable and strangely, somehow aroused. 
 
   His hand was sliding up and down his dick faster, and faster. It felt harder than it had ever been before. He was facing the hallway, and exposing himself clearly for his mother to see. The sound of each stroke made a lewd noise, and he began to feel his own deeply rooted sexual impulses take over.
 
   “Julius honey? I brought you a towel.” His mom finally spoke up, and walked into the room. She tried to act as though she had just arrived on the scene, even modestly averting her gaze, but he knew better. 
 
   “Oh, thanks mom,” he replied. Julius grabbed the shower curtain with his hand and slid it open just enough to see out, and just enough for his hard cock and what he was doing to it to be visible to his mom. His pace intensified, and as she turned to place the towel on the rack, he caught her eyes locking on to his exposed member.
 
   That was it for Julius. He exploded, spurting out long streams of white hot cum onto the shower floor. His mom watched on for a moment, her cheeks flushed red and her mouth slightly agape, before tossing the towel down and slowly turning to leave.
 
   “I’ll be in the kitchen honey,” she said. “Enjoy your shower.”
 
   He finished cleaning himself off, feeling a wave of guilt and shame flood into him. That had been one of the most strange and perverted things he had ever done, but somehow, his mind was able to rationalize it away. It was a very bizarre and unexplainable world that he lived in now, and Julius almost felt as though he couldn’t be held accountable for his actions.
 
   After turning off the water, he dried himself off and made his way to his room, quickly getting dressed and grabbing his phone and wallet. He walked downstairs into the living room and found that the TV was on. A special broadcast seemed to airing, with the President, who according to the announcer was the woman that Julius remembered as the Secretary of Education, taking the podium
 
   “Good afternoon, my fellow Americans,” began the president. She was an attractive woman in her early forties, with nice breasts and a very nice figure, even if it was hidden by her clothing.
 
   “The tragedies we have experienced over the past two weeks cannot be understated. Unfortunately, it seems as though things will continue to be difficult in the coming days.” She pushed back a couple strands of her hair, and then continued.
 
   “Many of you may have heard, either through legitimate or illegitimate sources, that the government had begun a quarantine program for men alive who were not showing severe symptoms. This is true.”
 
   “However, it does not seem as though even the most contained and controlled environments have been spared from this terrible, unknown. Our efforts have proven ineffective, and as far as we know, there are not any men left alive in our country. The situation is still being assessed abroad, but this is likely to be the case worldwide.”
 
   “I apologize for having to deliver such somber news, but we have survived the past few days, we will continue to survive, and create a better society for all of us. Thank you.”
 
   The audience the President was addressing broke into applause. Julius felt light headed. He grabbed the remote and turned the screen off, feeling his heart begin to pound in his chest as the reality of the situation took hold. He was the only man left, as far as he, or anybody else knew. What did that mean for him? What did that mean for the world? 
 
   Julius felt a growing need to assess the situation on his own, outside. The idea of it gave him pause, however. There was no predicting how the people left, the women left, would react to still seeing him alive.
 
   He headed back upstairs, and into his parent’s room. Crouching own on his knees, he pulled a box out from under the bed. It was something that his father had bought a long time ago, and thankfully, never used. He clicked the metal clasp open and lifted up the lid, and lifted the pistol that was inside up with his hand.
 
   It was heavier than he would have expected. He played around with it for a minute, figuring out what he needed to hit to release the clip, clear the chamber, and toggle the safety. It was already loaded, but there was no bullet in the chamber. His father also had a shoulder harness in the box, and he put it on underneath his windbreaker, and slid the gun into it.
 
   Julius put everything away and walked back downstairs. His mom was in the kitchen, and he found himself feeling slightly embarrassed as he remembered what had happened in the shower.
 
   “Uh, hey mom,” he said. “I’m going to go take a look at the town. I know it’s rough out there, but I will be careful.”
 
   His mom smiled at him. It didn’t seem like she was taking the bathroom incident too seriously, which he found himself incredibly grateful for.
 
   “Call me if anything happens, and be careful,” said Laura. “And Julius?”
 
   “Yeah mom?”
 
   “You’re the man of the house now. Please, don’t do anything that will make a scene. You need to come back to me, honey, no matter what.” Laura had a loving, caring look on her face that made Julius feel a little strange. It almost seemed to go beyond the love of a typical mother, into further territory.
 
   “I will mom, don’t worry,” he said.
 
   She smiled at him, and then Julius walked out of the house.
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