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CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   The woman was at least ten years older than Kato, probably closer to fifteen. That hadn’t factored into his decision making process when it came to picking her up for the night, but as the two of them walked along the street toward his apartment, he was strangely excited by the age gap. She was tall, almost as tall as him, and had no trouble keeping up with his long strides.
 
   “Just one drink, and that’s all!” said the woman. Bailey, her name was Bailey, Kato reminded himself.
 
   “Of course, we’ll be quick about it. My place is right up here.” He gestured to an ungated condominium complex ahead of them. His was on the second floor, on the end closest to the street, and he led her up to it.
 
   Kato had found Bailey outside of one of the few clubs in Westbrook. It was a little past 2 AM, and all of the people out for the night had started to head home. He had flirted with Bailey, grabbing her attention as she walked by him, and fate had taken it from there.
 
   It had been a convenient meeting, the kind that Kato liked. Though he looked mature for his age, at 18 years old, it required subterfuge for him to actually get into clubs. He had a fake ID, but preferred to not use it unless it was necessary, and to instead keep a modest, low profile.
 
   “You live here?” asked the woman. The two stopped right outside his apartment, and Kato unlocked the door with his key. As they stepped into the light of his living room, the woman was able to see the details of his face clearly for the first time.
 
   “You’re so young!” said Bailey. “Jeez, you’re almost the same age as my son! Isn’t it a little past your bedtime?”
 
   Kato smiled. She was at least a little drunk, and now he could make out more of her features, as well. She had nicely sized breasts for her thin frame, and too much makeup on her face.
 
   “Have a seat,” said Kato. “I’ll pour us some wine.”
 
   He shut the door behind them, and then gestured over to his couch. Kato’s apartment was a neat, modern styled one bedroom, the type of place that would better fit a thirty something professional living in Los Angeles or New York.
 
   He pulled a bottle of pinot noir out of the cupboard, along with two long stemmed wine glasses, and then walked over and sat down next to Bailey. She seemed a little confused, as though she was beginning to be unsure of why she was there.
 
   “We are not going to have sex tonight,” she said. “You’re too young! I would feel like some type of prowler.”
 
   “Is that so?” Kato set the glasses and bottle on the polished stone coffee table in front of him, making a small but audible clinking noise that rang out through the room.
 
   He locked eyes with the woman, and brought his hand up to her cheek. Bailey, her name is Bailey, he reminded himself again. She was blushing, and tried to look away at first.
 
   “You’re…so young, though…”
 
   Kato let his thumb rub across her lips, which were soft and full. He leaned in and kissed her, and let his fingers dance underneath the bottom hem of her halter top.
 
   Despite her objections, Bailey responded eagerly as Kato moved the situation forward. Her tongue danced with his as he kissed her more deeply, and she kicked off the high heels that she had been wearing, each of them dropping down onto the polished wood floor.
 
   She smelled nice. It wasn’t just the perfume, either, though Kato did have to concede that she had picked a good one, and wore it better than most women. Bailey smelled clean, and fresh, almost like a virgin nun, newly committed to wearing the habit.
 
   But she was clearly not a nun, and Kato was reminded of that by the way she wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled herself in closer against him. She was older than him, true, but age made no difference to Kato. All he cared about was what a woman could do for him.
 
   He leaned back and pulled his shirt up and over his head, and heard Bailey let out a small gasp as she caught sight of his defined six pack and arm muscles.
 
   “Oh wow…” she said. “Maybe I did make the right choice tonight, after all.”
 
   Kato didn’t waste any time, and pulled her shirt off her in one fluid motion. Underneath it were her breasts, contained only by a small black bra, which Kato tugged down on until her pink nipples popped out above the top.
 
   “You can take that off, you know…”
 
   Kato wasn’t listening. The woman was wearing a tight pair of jeans, and he unzipped them and pulled them off her, holding onto her midriff and using more strength than was actually necessary. His own pants were next, and he moved in a rush. Kato felt himself being taken in by the same intense, animalistic need that had compelled him to go out hunting for a woman in the first place.
 
   “Slow down sailor, we have all night!” Bailey was giving him a bemused look, but Kato didn’t care. This was his favorite part.
 
   He dropped his boxers down, exposing his large, rock hard member. The woman’s eyes locked onto it and widened, clearly expressing a little concern over whether or not his thing would actually fit inside her.
 
   Kato ripped Bailey’s panties off her, and then positioned himself between her legs. He pinned her arms against the couch and placed several quick, passionate kisses on her neck. His cock teased at her entrance, sizing it up and slowly beginning to part her folds for access.
 
   “Oh god…” moaned Bailey. “It’s so big. Oh god!”
 
   She cried out as Kato pushed inside of her. Usually he was gentle at the start when it came to sex, but it was late in the lunar cycle, and his fury was beginning to influence him. He could feel her cunt rapidly beginning to moisten as he jammed his cock deeper into her, having zero qualms about being rough.
 
   Aside from his heavy breathing and the occasional, almost primal sounding grunt, Kato was silent during the sex. He kept her arms pinned down the entire time, though it was clear that there was no need. It was a trait that came out along with his other side, wanting to be savage in the way he fucked, taking women instead of joining with them.
 
   “Kato!” cried the woman. 
 
   The room was full of noise, the sound of her cries and moans mixed with the sound of Kato slamming his rod into her. His couch was large, and he had bought it specifically for that reason. He groped at the woman’s breasts, licking them, and then kissing her face, and biting her lip and neck.
 
   He leaned back, grabbed her by the waist, and then began his sexual onslaught for real. Kato’s endurance knew no limit, and when it came to the rough, powerful emotions of carnal desire, he gave his body permission to use all of his sexual strength and stamina on his partner.
 
   “I’m cumming! Kato, I’m cumming!”
 
   Again, he wasn’t listening. Kato’s selfish, inward focus during sex was only offset by how easy it was for him to get women off, almost as if by accident. He continued pounding away at Bailey’s pussy, letting the pleasure building in his crotch slowly intensify.
 
   She collapsed back into the couch, clearly exhausted, but Kato was far from done. He pulled out of her and brought his cock to her face. Before she could say anything he had slid it into her mouth, taking full advantage of those soft, luscious lips he had noticed earlier. 
 
   He pumped his member in and out, holding her head in his hands and being just as rough as he had been before. It felt incredibly good, and a couple of seconds of it was all it took to set him off. He pulled out and let his hot, sticky seed blast onto the woman’s chest and face, letting out a satisfied growl as he did.
 
   Instantly, Kato felt his desire and fury begin to fade. The sex had been exactly what he needed. He sighed, and then stood up from the couch and walked over to the large window in the front of his living room. The moon hung bright in the sky, only a few slivers away from being full, and he knew it would be time within the next few nights.
 
   “Mmm…that was nice,” said Bailey. “Forget about what I said before. You are all man.”
 
   Kato walked back over and pulled his wallet out of his crumpled pants on the floor. He took out several hundred dollar bills and handed them to the woman.
 
   “Cab fare. You should get going.”
 
   Bailey looked at him, and then at the money, and then back at him. Her eyes narrowed into a glare, and she threw the money on the floor.
 
   “Are you serious? I’m not a fucking prostitute!”
 
   Kato crossed his arms, his face set in a cold, neutral expression.
 
   “It’s not for the sex. It’s for you to forget that you were ever here.”
 
   Once it became clear to the woman that he was being serious, and was not interested in her continued presence, she left, taking the money with her. Kato pulled on his boxer briefs and poured himself a glass of wine. He looked out through the window at the moon again, and caught sight of his own reflection in the glass.
 
   His canine teeth were extended and out, and his eyes had a red, hungry gleam to them, just as they had when he’d woken up that morning. He took a sip of his wine, and then focused in on his breathing, willing the beast within him to relax, and come to a calm state. He looked again, and saw a regular human staring back at him, his tan skin, curly black hair, and brown eyes fitting what he remembered of his profile.
 
   For Kato, it wasn’t just about maintaining the look of a typical person. The urges had become more severe over the course of the last week, even more so than they usually were at that point in the month. It had become difficult for him to live a normal life, and to keep himself under control. 
 
   That was all he wanted, and yet it was also the one thing that managed to always be just out of his reach.  Whenever the beast got the best of him, he would become an animal, fighting and fucking as though it was all that he cared about. It was his struggle to confront, and his alone.
 
   He lifted his wine glass up to his lips, and realized that it was already empty. Instead of pouring another he set it down on the kitchen counter, and then headed into his room. Kato sat down on his bed and stretched out, suddenly feeling very tired. Tomorrow was a new day, a new beginning, and a new chance at the happiness that seemed ever so elusive.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 2
 
    
 
   Kato was up early the next morning. The apartment was quiet, which he liked. It was one of the advantages of living alone. He pulled himself out of bed, took a shower, and then dressed with quick and efficient movements.
 
   He had always been much more of a night owl than a morning person, but he also wasn’t the type to begrudge the process of getting up, either. As Kato passed by the full length mirror in his bedroom, he double checked one last time to make sure he wasn’t showing any obvious signs of his transformation, and then headed into the kitchen.
 
   The clothes he had chosen were modest, a clean pair of jeans and a tailored black long sleeve shirt. All of the minor luxuries Kato was able to afford stemmed from his own intelligent handling of his inheritance money, giving him enough passive income through investments to throw thousands of dollars around at whatever he felt like he needed.
 
   Yesterday had been a Sunday, and he’d spent most of it at the gym, followed by a couple of hours getting things ready for the new week. Ingredients for breakfast had already been laid out, and it only took him a couple of minutes to prepare some eggs, bacon, and sausage for himself.
 
   Kato cooked all of his meat before eating it. The few other lycanthropes that he had met, back when he had embraced a vagabond lifestyle that let him be more open about his abilities, had thought it a strange quirk. Kato enjoyed the taste of cooked meat, and abhorred the associations that came with eating it raw. 
 
   He chewed his food slowly, going through one of his breathing exercises as he did. It was always during the base, primal actions that he would lose control. Fighting, eating, and sex, all of them were risky for him to do in public, especially this deep into the month. Kato’s focus, now that he was living among humans as a human, was to keep himself in check. It was challenging in practice, and only became harder in situations where a single slipup would lead to immediate discovery.
 
   Kato finished his meal, and brought his dishes to the sink. Then, after slinging a simple messenger bag over his shoulder, he headed out, locking the door behind him. He walked down the stairs and out of his apartment complex, watching the fall leaves slowly drift down to the ground in front of him as he walked over to his bike.
 
   One of the few possessions of his father that had come down to him, aside from money and vague photos, had been a classic Yamaha XS650 Special motorcycle. He had spent years in his early teens restoring it, and started riding before it was even legal for him to do so.
 
   The black gloss paint had a mirror slick sheen in the sun. He climbed on top of it, disengaged the kick stand, and started it up. It had been rainy for the past few days, and riding was made even more dangerous by the distaste Kato had for the typical motorcycle safety equipment and gear.
 
   He sped down the road, going the speed limit only when trapped behind cars in the same lane, and enjoying the way the cool air whipped at his hair and face. After a couple of minutes, he reached his destination.
 
   Westbrook Union High School was surprisingly large, at least considering the small population of the city it served. It was the only high school in the area, however, and drew in students from many of the neighboring towns and communities.
 
   Kato found a spot for his bike in the student parking lot. It was his first day at WUHS. For most of his life, he had jumped from foster families to group homes, back to foster families, until he finally managed to achieve legal emancipation on his 16th birthday. He had never been at a single school for more than a year or two tops, and though he was new to Westbrook, the area already gave him a certain comfort.
 
   He dismounted from his bike, slipped his helmet into the locking saddlebag that he had specially ordered and installed, and then walked towards the main entrance. Students were flocking in from every direction, laughing and talking to each other. Kato smiled at the gentle naivety of it all, and headed inside.
 
   A couple weeks ago, he had stopped by the main office to officially enroll and get everything set up. The principal was an attractive woman in her mid-forties, and she had been welcoming, but a little nervous. Kato was used to having that effect on people. He was charming, but in a way that revealed nothing. He would choose his words carefully, but say a lot with them.
 
   She had given him a tour of the school and shown him where his homeroom and locker would be, along with a basic class schedule that covered the requirements he had left. Kato walked through the halls, feeling the gazes and glances of the other teenagers as he went by. He stopped at his locker and dropped his bag off in it, ignoring the way most of the people in the hall were paying rapt attention to him out of the corners of their eyes.
 
   His destination was room 214, on the second floor. The bell rang before he had made it more than halfway, and suddenly the halls were empty. Kato didn’t rush, and continued walking at his even, metered pace.
 
   Everyone was sitting down in the room when he came in. A short, attractive, brown haired woman was writing something on the chalkboard. She was wearing a skirt that hung surprisingly high on her thighs and a blouse that was cut surprisingly low. The outfit showed off her nice figure, with big breasts and a bodacious butt.
 
   “It’s poor form to be late on your first day, Mr. Lancer.” She turned and looked at him, and Kato could see a sharp intelligence flowing out of her beautiful green eyes.
 
   “Well it’s as you said,” replied Kato. “It is my first day, Mrs…”
 
   “Ms. Vega,” said the woman. “I’ll be your homeroom teacher.”
 
   She wrote something else on the board, and Kato smiled. She was a pleasant surprise, not at all what he was expecting out of a small town school. Something about her demeanor gave him a sense of great strength within her, but also great vulnerability.
 
   Ms. Vega left him standing awkwardly in front of the class for another minute while she finished putting up a lesson plan on the board. Finally, she turned towards the group of students, about twenty of them total, and cleared her throat.
 
   “Alright class, this is Kato Lancer. He’s an exchange student who is going to be joining us for the rest of the year. Kato, would you like to introduce yourself to the class?”
 
   Most of the teenagers in the room were either bored or smiling at him with delinquent mischief on their minds. Kato surveyed the room, and then slowly stepped over to where Ms. Vega was standing. He intentionally positioned himself a little closer to her than he needed to be, and waited for the moment to hang before beginning to speak.
 
   “My name is Kato. My family…has travelled around a lot. Hopefully I end up sticking around here for long enough to get to know some of you.”
 
   Somebody in the back of the room whispered something, and the whole room broke into laughter. Kato caught eyes with the boy who had made the offending remark, a muscular blond fellow, and watched as he spit something onto the empty chair that was clearly meant to be his.
 
   “Alright, enough class,” said Ms. Vega. “Have a seat Kato. I’m sorry about this bunch, they can be a little rambunctious at times.”
 
   “No apology needed, Ms. Vega.” Kato walked over to his desk slowly, letting silence return to the room before he made his move. He met eyes with the muscular boy again, and said nothing for just long enough for everyone in the room to get a sense of what was about to happen. Then, he grabbed onto his chair and pushed it into the floor as he moved it roughly across the tile, making a loud, high pitched screeching noise as he did.
 
   “I see you’ve taken a liking to my chair,” he said, staring at the blond haired boy and furrowing his brow. “How about you switch with me, and get nice and comfy in it?”
 
   The muscular boy seemed surprised, and looked to the other guys to the front and back of him before standing up and jutting out his chin at Kato.
 
   “I like the chair I have just fine,” said the boy. “Is that a problem for you, new guy?”
 
   “Brett! Kato! Both of you have a seat!” Ms. Vega yelled at them in a surprisingly loud voice, but the attention of the room remained glued to the face-off between the two teenagers.
 
   “It doesn’t have to be a problem, if you’d give me your chair,” said Kato. “But otherwise…”
 
   He offered Brett a smile that said far more than any of his words could. The muscular boy turned back to his friends once more, as if drawing the necessary confidence from their presence, and then lunged fist first at Kato.
 
   Kato had known that the attack was going to happen before the boy had even clenched his knuckles. It took more effort for him to keep himself under control and his inner beast restrained than it did to deal with the teenager.
 
   He stepped to the side, dodging the swing with ease, and then spun and twisted his shoulder into Brett. The muscular boy shifted through the air and catapulted over Kato’s desk, landing in a crumpled heap on the ground. From the perspective of almost everyone in the room, it looked as though Kato had just gotten lucky with quick reflexes, and Brett had been unlucky with his angle and approach.
 
   The room broke into laughter, and Kato heard a couple of the boys who had previously been supporting Brett voicing their approval of him. They were all fools in his mind, but they were Kato’s classmates, and in order to live any semblance of a normal life, he knew that he’d need to make nice with him.
 
   “Enough! Brett, are you okay?”
 
   Ms. Vega was making her way down the aisle towards the two of them. The defeated boy’s nose was dripping blood, not a lot, but enough to be visible. What caught Kato’s eye, however, was the expression on his teacher’s face.
 
   She was looking at him skeptically, like an all knowing authority figure that understood that there was more to the situation than meets the eye. Kato tried to play it off by shrugging his shoulders and shaking his head innocently, but Ms. Vega was smart, and clearly not fooled. The bell signaling the end of homeroom and the beginning of first period rang, but Ms. Vega held her hand up and began dictating to the class before anyone could leave.
 
   “Brett, head to the nurse’s office. Kato, why don’t you hang out for a couple of minutes and talk to me about your new situation here at Westbrook High?”
 
   He nodded to her, and leaned against the top of one of the desks as the rest of the students rushed out of the room, leaving him alone with his attractive female teacher, one of the most formidable women he had dealt with in a very long time.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 3
 
    
 
   Ms. Vega sat behind her desk, and Kato sat in Brett’s chair, the one that had instigated the entire encounter. She was leaned forward just enough to offer him a faraway glimpse of her cleavage, and twirled a pencil between her fingers.
 
   “Kato, you seem like a very smart, capable teenager.” She paused, and took both of her hands and folded them into a steeple.
 
   Kato didn’t say anything, and instead just leaned back and waited for her to continue.
 
   “I want you to understand something. I don’t put up with alpha male, macho bullshit in my homeroom. If you come to school with that kind of attitude, it’s going to lead you into serious trouble.” Ms. Vega shot him a severe look, and Kato got the feeling that she was giving him a lecture that she had rehearsed many times over on other students.
 
   Kato had also heard similar lectures before, throughout middle school and what little bit of early high school he had stuck around for, back when he was in the foster system. He found it amusing and slightly nostalgic to hear his new cute, young, rather intelligent teacher going through the motions with him, and not realizing just what lie behind his unassuming brown eyes.
 
   “Ms. Vega, I don’t go looking for trouble,” he replied. “Usually it finds me on its own.”
 
   She smiled at his response, in a self-amused, slightly condescending way. Kato wrinkled his brow and smiled right back at her.
 
   “Kato, Westbrook might seem like a small, peaceful city to you, but it’s not as though people don’t get hurt.” There was emotion in her voice, and suddenly she sounded very serious. “Even take Brett as an example. He seems like a punk, but he knows people. People that you don’t want to get on the bad side of.”
 
   “Yeah, I’ll definitely take that into consideration, Ms. Vega.” Kato stood up from his desk, and with his usual slow, confident gait, started for the door.
 
   “Why is it that you transferred midyear? It’s already November, doesn’t that seem a little late to be switching schools?” Ms. Vega looked at him and started up with her questions as he passed by her desk. He turned towards her, letting his eyes really meet hers, and seeing both the curiosity and mild apprehension on the tiny woman’s face.
 
   “It was time for something new,” said Kato.
 
   “Where did you go to school before this?” asked Ms. Vega.
 
   “Somewhere far away from Westbrook.”
 
   His quick and vague responses seemed to be having the opposite effect. His teacher was tapping a pencil on her desk and biting her lip, and she looked at him as though he was worthy of all her attention and then some. Kato stepped closer to her desk, and the smell of her flower scented perfume floated into his awareness. She was beautiful, and the more he talked to her, the warmer the room began to feel. 
 
   “Tell me about your family, Kato.” Ms. Vega didn’t ask, but still managed to seem polite, and genuinely intrigued by the young man standing before her.
 
   “It’s just me, Ms. Vega,” said Kato. “Now, would you mind telling me why exactly you’re so interested, to the point of making me late for my first period class?”
 
   “It’s...I mean, I take an interest in all my students.” Ms. Vega blushed slightly, her cheeks reddening in a fashion that made her look very cute and flustered. “You’re new here, Kato. I need to get to know you if I’m going to help educate you.”
 
   “I’m sure the records and information I gave the principal would give you more than enough to go on,” said Kato. “Now if you’ll excuse me, I need to get to the gym.”
 
   “I’ll show you the way.” Ms. Vega stood up and walked around her desk before Kato could object. She passed in front of him on her way towards the door, looking right into his eyes, so close that Kato could have grabbed her and pulled her in close against him. His inner beast seemed to well up momentarily, and he had to force himself to take a deep breath, and relax.
 
   He slowly followed behind Ms. Vega, and waited for her to drop her own pace back in order to fall in line with him. He looked over at her and smiled.
 
   “What’s your name, Ms. Vega?” he asked. “Your first name.”
 
   “It’s Kari.” She spoke quietly, with an undertone of embarrassment. “But to you, it’s Ms. Vega.”
 
   “Of course, of course,” said Kato. He continued walking, and then stopped dead in his tracks as they rounded the corner.
 
   They were in one of the wings of the school, off to the side, in a place that Kato hadn’t seen during his tour. His senses had always been more heightened then those of a regular human, and he could smell something on a locker nearby that pulled in his full attention.
 
   Ms. Vega kept walking for another step or two, and then turned and looked back at her student. The look on Kato’s face was intense and foreboding, and after a second he turned towards her and crossed his arms.
 
   “Ms. Vega…do you know whose locker this is?” Kato recognized the general smell of it. It was the smell of a creature he had not encountered in a very long time.
 
   “Hmm…If I remember correctly, it’s Gabriel’s.” She put a finger on her lip and looked upwards. “Yes, actually, I’m sure of it. He’s always there at the end of the day when I head through the halls to the teacher’s lounge. Gabriel Nemas.”
 
   “Gabriel Nemas…” Kato repeated. He smiled, and chuckled to himself. This was a curveball, something from left field that he hadn’t expected, much less bothered to have a plan for.
 
   Gabriel Nemas’s locker smelled like a vampire. Kato’s nose very rarely led him astray, and this time, he was absolutely sure of it.
 
   “I don’t think he’s here today,” said Ms. Vega. “In fact, I haven’t seen him since early last week. Why are you so curious about him?”
 
   Kato turned from the locker and shook his head. The boy was someone he would have to deal with eventually, but there was no use thinking about it until that time came.
 
   “No reason,” he replied. “Come on, let’s keep going.”
 
   The double doors of the gymnasium were at the end of the hall. Kato could hear the sound of sports being played from within.
 
   “Thanks, Ms. Vega.” He turned and started towards the door, and was surprised when his teacher grabbed his arm and held him back.
 
   “Wait. Kato, I can tell that there is something inside you…some memory or experience or burden that you’re carrying. I just want you to know…you can share with me, if you want.”
 
   Kato looked at her and smiled. He thought about the mysterious deaths of his parents, back when he was still a child, too young to understand what was going on. He thought about his experiences in foster care, all of the times that he’d fought with other kids, and run away, and been picked back up. He thought about all of the mental and physical abuse that he had endured, all the while smiling that same smile.
 
   “I appreciate your concern, Ms. Vega, but it’s really none of your goddamn business.”
 
   He pulled his hand away from his teacher, watching as her face shifted into a crestfallen heap, and then stepped back towards the door. Kato wasn’t heartless, and a tiny part of him mirrored the emotions that Ms. Vega was feeling. But he knew that there was no other way.
 
   “I’m your teacher!” Ms. Vega yelled at him, her voice wavering with emotion. Kato was glad that it was just the two of them in the hall. “Kato, I’m going to help you!”
 
   He just shrugged, and shook his head.
 
   “I’ll see you later, Ms. Vega….Kari.” He watched her face scrunch up as he used her first name, and then turned and pushed his way through the gym doors before she could say anything else.


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 4
 
    
 
   The gym was alive with activity as Kato made his way into it. For the second time that day, he was late. All of the other students were changed into gym clothes, and were split into two groups on either side of the gym.
 
   A game of dodgeball was under way. Kato’s blood pounded at the raw, aggressive nature of it, with foam balls flying thick through the air and teenagers laughing and crying out as they were hit. He knew that he’d have to work even harder than usual to keep himself in check, and to not give in.
 
   “Are you…Lancer, Kato?” The teacher was standing by the door, a tall, thin man wearing a pair of plastic rec specs over his glasses. Kato nodded to him.
 
   “I’m Mr. Daniels, first period gym teacher. Head into the locker room and change,” he said. “Here’s your locker number and its combination. There should be some clothes already in there, if you need them.”
 
   Mr. Daniels handed him a small slip of paper, and Kato headed off around the edge of the gym, towards the men’s locker room. The students on the floor didn’t seem to pay much attention to him, which he found refreshing compared to the nonsense that had gone down during homeroom.
 
   The smell of the locker room was a little overwhelming, a mixture of sweat, bodily fluids, and powerful disinfectant. He searched down identical rows of lockers until he had found his, and opened it up. There was a bag within it containing a one size fits all set of gym clothing, a t-shirt, shorts, boxers, and socks.
 
   He changed into them and was pleasantly surprised by how they hung on his frame. After locking up his original clothes inside the locker, he took a deep breath and tried to clear his head. The last thing he needed to do was to get worked up, he reminded himself. Making it through each school day was about patience and control for him, and he needed to maintain.
 
   Kato walked back out in to the gym right as Mr. Daniels was in the process of blowing his whistle and setting up teams for a new game. He ran over to where all of the students were congregated, recognizing a couple of faces from his homeroom class.
 
   “Alright, last game for today, I want to see everybody putting in energy,” said Mr. Daniels. “Kato, throw on a blue jersey, you’ll be on the far side of the court.”
 
   Kato found one in a bag to the side of the gym, and then ran over to join his team. The rules of the game were simple enough to pick up, and boiled down to throwing the balls at the opposing players and dodging any that were thrown at him. If he caught one, whoever threw it was out.
 
   There were a number of bleachers running alongside the gym, and Kato noticed a couple of girls in cheerleading outfits sitting halfway up, having a quiet meeting. Some of them were looking down on the game, and Kato caught the gaze of one as he looked up, a busty blonde girl with a flirtatious smile.
 
   Mr. Daniels blew his whistle again, and the game kicked off in a flurry of activity. The balls had been set up on the center line of the gym, the divide in between the two halves of the court that neither team could cross.
 
   Most of Kato’s team mates charged forward in an attempt to get to the balls before the opposing team. About a quarter of them were struck easily by shots from their adversaries. Kato watched it all from the back of the court, not bothering to charge along with them. He found the effort that the rest of the students were putting in more than a little funny.
 
   A ball flew across the gym, aimed for his chest. He knew that it was coming before it had even left the hand of the boy throwing it. Kato watched it out of the corner of his eye, lifting his hand and catching it without even changing his facing direction. It was soft, and made of foam, and he looked at it for a second before tossing it under hand to one of his nearby teammates.
 
   “Thanks! You have good reflexes, man!”
 
   Kato just smiled.
 
   It only took the other team a couple of minutes to learn that Kato was the person that they should save for last. Every time a ball was hurled his way he caught it as though it was a pitch from a boy learning to throw a baseball for the first time. Mr. Daniels was looking on, checking his watch every couple of minutes.
 
   “Alright, when you get out, you can head to the locker room to change,” he said. “I want to see everybody putting in energy in these last few minutes! That means you too, Kato!”
 
   Kato smiled, and cracked one of his knuckles. He felt eyes locked onto him, and realized that the blonde cheerleader girl was still watching him. When he looked up and again saw that sexy, flirty smile on her face, one of his opponents decided to launch a sneak attack.
 
   The ball came closer than the last one, but Kato spun with seconds to spare, wrapped his fingers around it, and then hurled it forward at one of the players left on the other side. He had not taken the weight of the ball or the force he could muster with his arm into account, and it flew across the gym in a flash. When it struck the unfortunate teenager he’d been aiming for, the boy was knocked flat onto his butt.
 
   “Whoa! Nice arm!” yelled one of the girls on the bleachers. 
 
   Kato wasn’t listening. The throw had excited him, bringing his heart rate up and his inner beast out. His body felt light and full of energy. He ran across his team’s side of the gym, picking up two fallen balls and then pegging them at new targets, who couldn’t manage to dodge in time and were easily knocked out.
 
   The gym was mostly emptied out by this point. Kato was the only player left on his team, and across from him, there were three students left, all holding onto dodgeballs and whispering about how they were going to take him out. They made their move in unison, each of them rushing forward and hurling their payloads at Kato simultaneously.
 
   He caught a ball in each hand and used one of them to slam the third back at the other team, knocking one of the players out with a hit on the leg. Kato felt his canines beginning to protrude as he launched the other two back and easily finished the game.
 
   “Alright, good work,” said Mr. Daniels. “Good energy Kato.”
 
   There was a whistle from the bleachers. Kato turned and saw the blonde cheerleader waving shyly at him as she made her way over to the girl’s locker room with the rest of her friends. Mr. Daniels called Kato over.
 
   “Help me pick up the balls, Mr. Lancer,” he said. “You show up late for my class, you stay late.”
 
   The locker room was empty by the time Kato made his way into it. His next period was lunch, and he was already getting used to being late. He pulled his locker open and started changing into his regular clothes, when the sound of light footsteps behind him drew his attention.
 
   “Hey there,” said a girl’s voice. “Uh, the shower in the girl’s locker room is broken. Mr. Daniels said it was fine if I used the one in here, as long as it was empty…”
 
   It was the blonde girl from earlier, and as Kato turned and looked at her, he felt his primal, animal-self begin to get a little excited. She was pretty, the type of girl that could easily be one of the top contenders for prom or homecoming queen. Kato smiled at her, and felt a mischievous slant develop in his eye that he knew so well.
 
   “It’s not empty,” he said. “I’m here.”
 
   The girl slowly stepped closer to him, twirling her long blonde hair between two of her fingers and pushing her chest forward.
 
   “You’re the new guy, right? I saw you playing dodgeball out there. You have quite a bit of strength and stamina!”
 
   “Yeah, I noticed you watching,” said Kato. “It was an intense game.”
 
   “I know, the way all of those balls were flying, and the speed of it all…I’m surprised that you could keep up with it.”
 
   The two of them stared at each other, and Kato could feel his heart beating faster. There was a drive inside of him, and it made it so that all he could focus on was her pretty face, soft eyes, and nice curves.
 
   “I’m Amy, by the way,” said the girl. She stepped in very close, and held her hand out. 
 
   “Kato.” As their fingers touched, electricity raced through his body, and the girl licked her lips.
 
   “It’s kind of dangerous for you to take a shower in the boy’s locker room, don’t you think?” He smiled at her and spoke with a sensual confidence. “Being naked, in enemy territory…It’s almost like you’re begging for something to happen.”
 
   Amy blinked her eyes at him several times in quick succession.
 
   “If I didn’t know any better, I would think that you were suggesting something, Kato…”
 
   He felt the beast inside of him begin to override his willpower. The dodgeball game had put him into an impulsive state, and now his logical half wasn’t the only one in the driver’s seat. He stepped close to Amy, feeling the heat coming off her body merging with his own.
 
   “I am suggesting something, Amy.”
 
   The two of them were suddenly against each other, pulled in by overwhelming erotic urges. A voice in Kato’s head was screaming for him to be careful, to focus on his breathing, and to make absolutely sure that his canine teeth and eyes didn’t begin to show as he dropped deeper into a primal, excited state.
 
   He wasn’t listening. He kissed Amy and began to tear her pretty maroon cheerleading outfit off with little regard for the seams of the fabric. He was still only in his boxers, and after a moment, Amy was wearing nothing but her bra and panties.
 
   The room was set up with aisles of lockers, and Kato pulled her back behind the furthest one and set her down on the bench there. Amy pulled her bra off, revealing the big, soft boobs underneath, and Kato had his cock out in a second.
 
   He didn’t bother to take her panties off, instead just pulling them slightly to the side and thrusting his hard member up into her tight, pink pussy. Amy bit her lip, letting out an almost inaudible moan as he began to fuck her.
 
   The pleasure was almost overwhelming for Kato, only multiplied by the surrounding sleaziness of the locker room, and the fact that they could be caught at any time. He slammed into the girl with intense, animalistic force, hearing the bench strain underneath them and the sound of skin slapping against skin.
 
   He realized too late that his inner beast was coming to the forefront. His canines were slowly but surely extending, and the red tint that the world always seem to take on as the primal rage built up within him began to work its way across his vision. Kato still couldn’t stop himself, and grabbed at the girls breasts like a madman as he continued to fuck her senseless.
 
   “Amy, you’re late for the group meeting!” A female voice called into the locker room from the edge of the door. Kato was instantly pulled back to reality, and he got off the girl and slipped his boxers on over his erection.
 
   “I…I just need to pull my clothes on, Mrs. Donovan!” Amy’s face was bright red as she clumsily began to get dressed. Kato crossed his arms and looked away from her, a little disappointed in himself for letting his urges get the best of him.
 
   Surprisingly, the teacher had no qualms about walking into the boy’s locker room, and she came all the way down to the last aisle, turning the corner and looking upon the scene just as Amy was smoothing out the wrinkles in her sleeveless cheerleading shirt.
 
   “Amy, head out and join the rest of the squad on the bleachers.” Her voice was stern and unyielding. She was an attractive woman, tall and skinny, with a nice chest and medium length blonde hair.
 
   “I’m sorry! Mr. Daniels told me-“
 
   “You aren’t in his class right now, you’re in my cheerleading practice,” replied the woman. “Now go.”
 
   Amy hurried out of the locker room. Kato was expecting the woman to go with her, but she hovered for a moment longer, looking at him and smiling in a way that was a little disarming.
 
   “My name is Mrs. Donovan, the school nurse and cheerleading coach. I haven’t seen you before, so I’m assuming you’re a new student at the school.”
 
   “Yeah, today’s my first day,” he replied. “Kato Lancer.” 
 
   He reached his arm forward and shook hands with the woman. Kato could tell that his confidence had caught her interest, and she began to smile a little differently at him as she continued.
 
   “Look, Kato, I know what was going on in here. You obviously are grown up enough to know how to handle yourself, but that type of thing can’t be going on in school. Especially not here in the locker room.”
 
   “I understand, Mrs. Donovan.” Kato still hadn’t entirely settled down from the encounter with Amy. His cock was half erect, and he saw the woman glance down at it and lick her lips.
 
   “I understand what you’re going through, and I want to help. If you need anything Kato, I’m always in my office. You can come if you need anything, even if it’s just to talk, or to have a place to…unload. I’d be more than happy to have you come, anytime.”
 
   “Okay,” he said. “You know, I just might do that.”
 
   There was a pause in the conversation. The locker room felt hot, and Kato had to restrain his urge to push forward against the attractive nurse, and finish doing with her what he had started with Amy.
 
   “I’m glad that you understand, Kato,” said Mrs. Donovan. “Now you should be getting to your next class.”
 
   She turned and walked out of the locker room, her butt sashaying from side to side with every step. Kato quickly pulled on his clothes, double checked the mirror to make sure that his inner beast was contained, and then headed to his next class.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 5
 
    
 
   The second half of Kato’s day went by much more smoothly than the first half. He ended up missing all but the last five minutes of his lunch, but he didn’t mind. The lunar cycle had shifted his tastes almost exclusively to high quality protein, the kind that would be totally unavailable in a school cafeteria.
 
   Next was History, followed by Math, and then a study hall. Kato was able to forget for a moment that there was anything out of the ordinary with him, and even found himself being challenged by some of the material. He used his free period to read and do homework, and it felt structured, and strangely satisfying.
 
   The final bell of the day rang out, and Kato was done. The halls were even more packed than they had been before that day, and it took him several minutes just to reach his locker. When he got to it, he was surprised to see Ms. Vega standing in front of it.
 
   “I was hoping we could continue our conversation from earlier today, Kato.”
 
   He sighed, and shook his head. Ms. Vega moved out of the way as he reached to spin the combination into his lock. 
 
   “Ms. Vega, you should go find a student to bother that’s actually troubled,” he said. “You’re just wasting your time on me.”
 
   His teacher was leaned against the locker next to his, staring at him as if all his secrets would be revealed if she just examined him closely enough. Her breasts were leaned forward towards him, and though he could easily look down the tiny older woman’s shirt, he chose to swing his locker door open and block her out of his view, instead.
 
   “Kato, would you be opposed to me making a home visit?” 
 
   He had pulled his messenger bag out of his locker, and after hoisting it over his shoulder he shut the door and spun the lock.
 
   “I already told you, Ms. Vega, I live alone.”
 
   “I know, I’m just concerned!” She crossed her arms and stomped one of her feet on the ground, acting almost like a little girl that was frustrated that she wasn’t getting her way. “I’m your teacher Kato, and if your living situation isn’t up to the school’s standard, changes have to be made!”
 
   “Look, I’m in a rush. I’ll see you tomorrow, Ms. Vega. Trust me, there’s no need to worry.”
 
   Kato could see how upset the woman was. He didn’t understand where she was coming from, but he also wasn’t heartless. He offered her the most reassuring smile he could muster, and then gently rubbed her shoulder.
 
   Ms. Vega’s face blushed a little bit at his touch. All he meant by it was to calm her down, and hopefully get her to relax a little about the situation, but as soon as Kato’s fingers had made contact with his teacher’s body, it felt as though there was something else behind it. His heart beat a little faster, and the two of them shared a moment, looking into each other’s eyes and becoming incredibly aware of just how small the distance was between them.
 
   “I don’t give up easy, you know, Kato.” Ms. Vega smiled back at him, and her eyebrows lifted up as though to suggest something beyond her words. Kato shook his head, and then broke away from her, joining the mass of students in the hallway.
 
   He made his way out of the school, and headed for the parking lot. There was a small crowd of rough looking teenagers collected right around where he had parked his bike, which didn’t surprise him as much as it should have. 
 
   “Kato!” He turned and looked over his shoulder and saw the cheerleader, Amy, running towards him. “They’re looking for you, don’t go over there!”
 
   Kato nodded, and then kept walking towards his bike.
 
   “Why don’t I save them the trouble of looking, and cut right to the chase?”
 
   There was someone else behind him, too. Kato realized that Ms. Vega was still following him. She kept herself at a distance, just far enough back so that it wasn’t completely obvious. But he knew she was there.
 
   “Here’s the punk I was talking about!” Brett was at the center of the group, fully recovered from the incident in homeroom that morning. “I think this guy could use a lesson or two in how to be respectful as a new student.”
 
   “Brett, knock it off,” yelled Amy. “He’s not a bad guy, honest!”
 
   “Shut the fuck up, slut.” Behind Brett were five other guys, some of them looking far too old to be high school students. 
 
   Kato had never been a fan of intimidation tactics, and he felt himself wanting to put the façade of being normal aside and tear through them with all the strength and ferocity that the lunar cycle would allow. But he knew that he couldn’t, and forced himself to stay at least somewhat calm as he walked over to the group.
 
   “I don’t have time for this shit,” said Kato. “If you want to try something Brett, then please, get on with it already.”
 
   “Bitch! I will fuck you up!” The jock was screaming, straining his voice and attracting the attention of more students. Kato knew he would have to act fast if he wanted to end it without creating a giant scene.
 
   “Hit me, then,” he said. “If you think you’re man enough to take me on.”
 
   Brett rushed forward and drew his arm back. Kato had to give the boy some credit. He was brave, in a foolhardy, get himself killed later on in life kind of way. 
 
   The punch that the boy threw never made contact with its target. Kato caught it in his palm in mid strike, smiling as Brett’s face shifted from anger to confusion.
 
   “Sorry about this,” said Kato. “It’s self-defense.”
 
   He squeezed Brett’s hand within his own using just a fraction of his strength, and Brett let out a pained cry. When the boy drew back, several of his fingers were visible deformed and broken out of shape. Kato cleared his throat and then walked forward, and this time the group parted and allowed him access to his bike.
 
   “Wait! I’m coming with you!” The girl, Amy, was running up behind him. Kato sighed. He wanted to tell her to take off. He knew that he should tell her to stay away, for her own benefit. But he felt as though he’d already caused enough pain for one afternoon.
 
   “Have you ever ridden on a motorcycle before, Amy?” Kato watched as she shook her head, and then handed her the small extra helmet he had in one of his back saddlebags. “Just hang on tight to me. Really tight.”
 
   Brett and the group of thugs had taken off, and Kato could see that Ms. Vega had watched the entire thing from the edge of the school’s sidewalk. He tried not to notice, and then helped Amy out with the strap of her helmet.
 
   “Those guys are just jerks, Kato,” she said. “I know you’re not a jerk.”
 
   “Thanks Amy, I appreciate it. I’ll drop you off at home.”
 
   “No, come on Kato! I want to talk to you more…” The girl climbed onto the bike behind him and ran one of her hands across his chest. “I want to talk to you alone.”
 
   Kato felt his inner beast getting riled up as the girl pushed her soft breasts against his back. He’d managed to keep it contained throughout the fight, but somehow, the sexual fun that Amy was hinting at was enough to set him off.
 
   “Alright,” said Kato. “I live on my own. We can talk for a little bit back at my place.”
 
   He looked back over at the school, and noticed that Ms. Vega had disappeared. She was the other confusing woman in his life that would need to be dealt with gently. Kato put his own helmet on, made sure Amy was secure, and then started his bike up and slowly made his way out of the parking lot.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 6
 
    
 
   Kato felt different as he made his way down the road, towards his apartment complex. He was used to change in his life, sometimes even drastic change. But this time it was presenting in an unusual way, taking a form that threatened to tear him out of the patterns and habits he had built up over the course of many years.
 
   The part of him that had really loved traveling, and living free, and heading out into the deepest woods on a full moon, it seemed to be coming into direct conflict with his human self, the part of him that had pulled him back into school, the part of him that longed for the ordinary.
 
   “Is it very far?” Amy asked. Kato could barely hear her over the growling vibration of his motorcycle, but she pulled at his side incessantly until he made an effort to listen.
 
   “Just up ahead,” he replied.
 
   It was as Kato pulled into the bottom parking lot of his apartment that he realized that they were not alone. A car had followed them from the school and parked in the visitor’s section, which was directly across from his place, at a slightly higher level up the sloping hill that the road ran along.
 
   Kato took off his helmet and helped Amy with hers. He had a feeling that he knew exactly who it was, and did his best to disregard the intrusion. The doors on the car didn’t open, and he didn’t expect them to. Ms. Vega would wait for him to finish with Amy before making her presence officially known.
 
   He brought Amy up and into his apartment. He didn’t know exactly what to make of the girl, but at least for the moment, she fit right into what he needed to be doing. His inner beast impulses welcomed her, and as she walked through the door and into his den, Kato admired her young, busty, girlish body.
 
   “Oh wow, do your parents pay for all of this?” asked Amy.
 
   “Not exactly,’ said Kato.
 
   Amy walked over to his bed, and then sat down. There was curiosity in her eyes, along with gentle concern.
 
   “Kato…just why is it that you made such a big splash on your first day at school?”
 
   Kato smiled, and then slowly stepped over and sat down next to her. She was wearing a sweater, along with a short skirt. 
 
   “It’s just how things go when it comes to me. I have…a way with people.”
 
   Amy chuckled, and then playfully tried to punch his shoulder. Kato caught her hand, and held it as she looked at him.
 
   “You caught Brett’s hand just like that, but he was punching you at full speed…” Amy looked at him seriously. “Just how is something like that possible?”
 
   Instead of answering, Kato slowly moved forward. The room was silent, and it seemed to amplify the heat as he gently slid his hand up her sweater. He moved it all the way up to her chest, and felt her pulse with his palm.
 
   “Your heart is beating so fast,” said Kato. “Are you scared of me, Amy?”
 
   “I…I…”
 
   Kato leaned in and kissed her before she could stutter out and answer. He pushed his tongue deep into her mouth, and began to paw at her body like a horny dog. Amy let out a soft moan and collapsed back onto his bed.
 
   He reached over and lifted up her sweater, freeing her of it and exposing her nice breasts.  As Kato moved to take off his own shirt, he caught a glimpse of the scene outside through the window in the front of his apartment. Ms. Vega’s car was still parked in the visitor’s lot, in a spot that would allow her a clear view of the action if she was so inclined to watch.
 
   “Oh Kato…” Amy reached up and began unbuttoning his jeans. Kato felt his beast taking over, and began ripping off clothing, his own and hers.
 
   Kato pushed himself onto Amy, the two of them clad only in underwear, and began kissing her passionately and groping roughly at her body. He found the way Amy was squealing and moaning to be sexually intoxicating, and relinquished a bit of control to his primal side.
 
   “You were so ready to have me take you in the locker room earlier today, Amy…” Kato slipped her panties down as he whispered the words, breathing his hot breath against her ear.
 
   “Oh god, Kato…I’m not like that.”
 
   “I think you are, Amy,” Kato pushed the head of his cock into her entrance, and felt her warm, wet juices dripping onto him. “I think this is what you’re all about.”
 
   He pushed deeper inside of her, about halfway, and heard the girl let out a pleasured cry. Kato was in a different kind of mood. He wanted to be evil, and let his bad side have its way with the girl. It felt amazing to be inside of her, as though he had snuck his cock into a sanctuary.
 
   “From now on, this is how it’s going to be, Amy.” Kato slowly began thrusting, feeling his hard cock stretching the young girl out. Amy moaned and pulled herself tightly against him. “I’ll take you anytime I want, wherever I want!”
 
   “Kato, oh…fuck, Kato!” Amy began to cry out as he increased his pace, pushing into her hard and letting his cock do the talking. It felt almost like he was on a hunt. Amy was his prey, and he was toying with her.
 
   She was tight, and each time Kato would pull out of her, he would have to thrust forward with a good bit of force in order to get his large cock all the way back in. Amy was alternating between biting her lip and biting his shoulder in an attempt to stifle her cries.
 
   Kato moved over on his bed, and then roughly shifted Amy over with him by the legs. He grabbed her waist with one hand and her butt with the other, and began slamming into the girl with all of the energy and strength that he could bring to the table.
 
   “Kato! Oh god Kato, I’m going to…you’re going to make me…” Amy tensed up and began to cry out, her cunt tightening around Kato’s cock as she went into the throes of an orgasm.
 
   He didn’t stop, or even slow down. The bed below them was squeaking relentlessly, but Kato was too overtaken by an animalistic lust to even notice. His cock only wanted one thing, and he was going to get it.
 
   The world through Kato’s eyes began to take on a reddish hue, and he realized that if he kept going, his canines would extend and there would be no hiding his true nature. Amy still had her eyes shut, delirious with pleasure, but Kato knew he had to find a way to finish, fast.
 
   He let his hips switch to autopilot, pumping his cock into the girl at an even, tantalizingly pleasurable pace. Kato would push all the way in, letting his dick completely fill her up, and then take it almost all of the way out, before slamming it back in and repeating the process from the beginning.
 
   Soon, he found himself reaching the point of no return. He pushed into Amy’s cunt quickly, knowing that there was no stopping what was about to happen. Through the corner of his eye he could see out the front window, and was surprised to notice Ms. Vega standing next to her car, boldly looking in on what was happening.
 
   That was too much for Kato. The thought of his pretty little teacher watching him fuck a cheerleader, like some type of horny, perverted voyeur, set him off. His cock exploded, and he blasted streams of white, hot sticky cum deep inside Amy’s tight pussy.
 
   The red hue faded, and Kato felt himself calming down, just in time. Amy looked up at him and ran her hands through his hair, smiling.
 
   “Does this mean that we’re girlfriend and boyfriend now?”
 
   Kato sighed, and managed to restrain a smile. He got up, pulled on his boxers, and walked over to the kitchen area.
 
   “Amy, I have to…work, tonight,” he said. “I can get you a drink, or a snack for the road, if you’d like.”
 
   She seemed to get what he was saying, and quickly began pulling on her underwear and getting dressed.
 
   “No, that’s fine,” she said. “I’ll just…see you in school tomorrow, I guess.”
 
   Her hair was a tangled, wild mess, but Amy did a much better job straightening it out than many of the girls that Kato had bed. She also brushed off her sweater and adjusted her skirt, and then walked over to him.
 
   “Hey,” said Kato. “Thanks for having my back when those jokers came at me after school. That meant a lot to me.”
 
   “I barely even did anything, I mean, I just thought they were being jerks…” Amy looked at him with doe eyes, hoping for something more. Kato found himself wishing that he could give her more. But he knew he couldn’t.
 
   “Alright…Well, thanks anyway.”
 
   “I should get going...Bye, Kato. I’ll see you tomorrow, okay?” Amy pulled him into a tight hug, and Kato let her.
 
   “Yeah, of course,” he said. “Bye Amy.”
 
   She walked slowly to the door, waving to him one last time before stepping out it. Kato watched her leave through his window, and then headed back into the kitchen to fix himself some food.
 
   The sun was setting, and Kato could feel his body telling him what it wanted to do. The reddish hue returned, and he muttered a curse word. Usually having sex would buy him at least a few hours of not having to fight his transformation on a night this far into the month. This time, it didn’t seem to be the case.
 
   His head was pulsing to the rhythm of his heart, increasing the intensity of the red hue with every beat. He suddenly found himself craving fresh, raw meat, and breathing fast. Kato coughed and it sounded very wolf like, along with noticing course, grey hairs sprouting out of his skin.
 
   He was distracted, too distracted to notice until it was too late. The door to his apartment was cracked open. He’d forgotten to lock it after Amy had left, and now the face of Ms. Vega, his homeroom teacher, was peering in through it.
 
   Her expression was a mixture of disbelief and horror. Kato felt much the same way, along with a good amount of anger at himself for not being more careful.
 
   “Hey, Ms. Vega,” he said, after several silent, loaded seconds. “I wasn’t expecting you.”
 
   Kato watched as Kari Vega’s eyes rolled up into her head. She collapsed forward onto the polished wood floor of his living room, like a marionette whose strings had been cut all at once. He sighed and slowly walked over to her. He had been so close to fooling himself into thinking that he could settle down, and live a normal life.
 
    
 
   END
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FREE EXCERPT FROM LAST MAN ALIVE
 
    
 
   CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   The morning did not 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.”
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