No one talks to me no more.
I sit around different places of the same house. The one I grew up on, but empty. There’s the stain of time I step on every morning before work. This morning I thought I could help myself to love. I step on the stain, like always, and welcome another morning. I’m thirty-five and counting. I still dream of love.

I go to the park in the evenings. I see the tiny prey of small avians, scalies, and furries. It’s not illegal anymore, but they sometimes come to me, especially the ones from primary school. But I always take them home, fuck them, and leave them at their parents. They thank me and that’s that. It’s like a free service. The education that they don’t get at home, I give. I see differently aged couples making out. Boys with their fathers kissing. Boys sucking canine dick. Yelps of pleasure in public places, and yet, no matter how much I am satisfied, I can never spark a conversation, a desire to know someone. Little girls usually lift their skirts and tell me that they want me, but I don’t like girls or women. I’m an old cat who likes young boys.

But no one comes to me no more.

Young boys want young adults. I’m starting to show gray cat hair on my whiskers. Boys have their fathers to teach them about mating ever since they’re born. Everyone grows up in sex. Sex seems to have stopped wars and religion. It has become the norm.
This evening it’s right before twilight. The orange night is close, and I see a young white cat. I can smell him from here. Male. Definitely. And, a virgin?

“Hi mister!” he yells and runs to me.

“Hello. Do I know you, little one?”

He stands right in front of me, and I can see him looking at my pants. We still wear them in public as a memory of a distant society that was less focused on sex and more on war and deceit. The young white kitten understands what is expected of him. And I can only sigh at his request.

“Will you fuck me?”

I’m tired of it. Tired of the same thing over and over again. I’m tired of how normal it all is. I remember a time when the excitement of hiding was enough for me to look for young male cubs, steal them from their homes and ravage them. Tonight, I feel the weight of my memories cloud my libido, and, downcast, I answer him.

“No.”

He stands and doesn’t make a sound.

“I thought that’s what you wanted. Every adult wants it. Why not you?”

I lift my head and look at his eyes for the first time. They have a beautiful shade of purple. I’ve never seen eyes like his before.

“What’s your name?”

“Does it matter?”

I am surprised at his answer. Of course, names matter! But I don’t tell him that. I just stare at his purple eyes.

“My name is Deuter,” I say.

He sits next to me and doesn’t make a move. If it was ten years ago, I would have put his paw on my crotch right then and there. I would have made him suck my dick in public, and let dads and their boys pee on us. Moms and daughters would watch, or else I’d hiss at them. A world of men is all I would have wanted. A world that is just like this world. But now, I wanted to talk. I wanted to talk to someone again.
“How old are you?” I ask him. He fidgets around but does not touch his dick or balls like all the other boys who want something from adults.

“I’m 8.”

“Have you ever fucked before?”

“No. My dad won’t do it with me, so he asked me to come here and find someone to do it with. He says men are better at sex with men. I found you and I thought…”

“That’s enough, kitten.” I stop him.

I see him, so tiny and beautiful. I thought most kids were raised with sex at home. That was the rule. But this little male kitten is standing here, right next to someone who loves children more than any adult man, and this old cat won’t fuck him. What’s wrong with me? I felt like I was dying in my thirties. Maybe I was tired of the same thing.

“My friend Johnny told me about you,” he said, turning his head towards me. It was getting late but no one really cared. Children were now allowed everywhere and at every time.

“Oh? What did he say?”

“He said you’re the best.”

“I was, kitten. I was the best. I don’t think I am now.”

“Why not?!” His tone was of concern, he almost held my paw but I saw him retract his before we could touch.

I didn’t want to tell him, but suddenly, I looked at him, at those beautiful purple eyes, and put my paw on top of his headfur. I was stroking it not like a lover would, but like a father would.

“I’m tired of being alone, kitten. The world is better now, but I am still alone. I thought when the laws changed I would have lived happily ever after. But I come here every night and look at just another young male cub to fuck, and it’s not the same anymore. I like watching others do it. It’s like listening to the feral birds, while the furry avians have straight and gay sex behind bushes at the crack of dawn. Do you know what I mean? Have you ever felt love?”
“I ran away from home,” he said.

I stopped agape. I was looking at him and thought that his parents might never see him again. This little kitten had no home to return to. I suddenly felt a spark ignite in my soul. I did not have to return this boy ever if I didn’t want to. I could kidnap him. I could torture him. No. I wouldn’t do those things. But it all seemed so perfect. All my doubts perished, and I leaned on him and kissed his lips.

I kissed little cubs before. I know what to expect. But at that moment, that kiss felt like an eternity. I forgot everything but the kitten whose name I didn’t know. I kept kissing him for minutes. His tiny tongue revolved around mine. I didn’t touch him. I wanted to keep him pure, just for me. I broke the kiss and whispered:

“If you ran away from home… would you like to be mine?”

I had grown tired of returning the kids home. I wanted to take advantage of him. I wanted to be his daddy and his lover. Even if he had a family, no one would mind if I suddenly had a young cub lover at home.

“Yes,” he said and smiled at me.

I kissed him again and lifted him up. It felt like carrying a new puppy I could love and fuck. I forgot everything, as my libido started to take over me, and the excitement of the pseudo-rape I would be doing (you can’t rape the willing… even if they’re five).

I carried him home and closed the door. I locked the door and imagined how great it had been when everything was illegal, and I could feel like robin hood, stealing cubs and giving them to myself.

Sex was again part of the equation. I was doing something wrong again. Looking at him, the kitten who would be only mine, never to return home willingly. I could make him my slave, or my boy, or my lover, or all of the above. I was absolutely free, and no one could tell me what to do with the boy. 8 years-old, ready for fucking. I would have fucked him even if he was one, or a newborn. You have to teach boys about man sex as soon as they come out of the womb. You have to groom them, make them ready to face the cock.
I turned to him and took off my pants.

“This is your pacifier from now on,” I said, grabbing my cock and slapping it softly on his lips. “If you left home forever you’re mine now, and you can never go back. You’re going to be my little kitten and obey me no matter what, OK?”

“Ok,” he said and started to suckle my cock.

His mouth wasn’t big enough, and he didn’t know what to do with his teeth. I had to teach him how to suck a grown man’s cock. My pre started to coat his lips and chin as he kept sucking me.

“Here comes your prize, boy,” I said as I arched my head back and came on his little face. Four streams of cum coated him as I groaned and he yelped.

“Swallow it.” I said and pushed my cock deeper into his mouth. He started gagging but I forced him to drink me. I loved how boys knew exactly what to do with cum. You always swallow it, no matter what. He was a good boy. I lifted him up and started making out with him. My big tongue winning against his weak young one. I loved having power over children. They always were inferior to me, inferior but more beautiful and fragile. I grabbed his butt and claimed him by spitting on his mouth. He swallowed again and I got hard again. I wanted to keep him forever, and to teach him how to be a good male kitten, to teach him how to please me and other adults, to make him a little sex slave and to make him mine at the same time. Mine forever.

