This is a work of fiction. Any characters or events depicted are entirely within the mind of the reader and never did or will exist in reality.

I had only really thought of her as my babysitter. The older, gray cat was the daughter of the man my mother was dating, but any sort of correlation between the two never really stuck with me. It wasn’t the first gentleman she had dated, and I never considered there might be a ‘last one’. Mom never brought it up, and she had been single my entire life so being any other way had never crossed my mind. That is, until one night, while our parents were out, the lithe teenage feline came crawling from her end of the sofa over to where I sat, illuminated only by the TV in the otherwise dark room.

“You know, Sangy, we might be brother and sister one day.”

Her nose was inches from mine and she wore a sly smile across her lips as she spoke. Reflexively, I move away, but the armrest at my back had me trapped under the looming girl. With an innocent giggle, I push at her shoulders trying to get her off.

“You can’t become brother and sister, we have different parents,” I retort, adamantly.

With a laugh of her own, Nadine relented and sat beside me, although she was still practically on top of me.

“No, silly, I’m talking about marriage.”

I just stared at her blankly for a moment.

“But my mom isn’t married.”

“Neither is my dad, and he really likes your mom, you know.”

“I think Mom likes him, too, but I don’t think she wants another baby.”

Nadine just stared at me, and I scrunched down in embarrassment, feeling the heat of flush in my ears.

“You know, when a mom and dad have a baby and get married.”

She gave a slightly sad face and hugged me close, but I pushed her off out of instinct and she didn’t try again. Instead, she gave a smile and rested her paw on my thigh. I could feel her warmth and gave a weak smile in return.

“How old are you, now?”

I didn’t have to think, responding instantly, “Six.”

“You’re so cute… But you should know, grownups don’t only get married when they have a baby,” she said in a voice that didn’t feel like judgement. “Usually, it’s because they love each other very much, and they want to be a family together.”

I blinked at her, ears coming away from my head where I had pinned them back.

“So your dad loves my mom?” I asked with wonder.

“Mhm… Does your mom love him back?”

“I… don’t know,” I answered honestly.

I felt confused. I never thought about my mom that way. She loved me, she said so all the time, but what about Nadine’s dad? She liked him, and she was always happy to see him. I also liked when they went out together, because Nadine was a nice babysitter, and I didn’t really have any friends to play with.

“Would we… live together?”

She giggles and nods. “Would you like that?”

“I would! I like you, Nadine. You’re the best babysitter ever.”

I give a big smile and she suddenly hugs me again, but this time I don’t push her away. After a moment, she pulls me onto her lap which I happily oblige and as I sat there she runs her claws through my long hair, smiling as well.

“I like you, too, Sangy. In fact, I like you an awful lot, you know that?”

I shook my head a little, but could hold back a bright smile at hearing her say that.

“Well, I do.”

Before I could react, she pulled me into another hug, which made me giggle and I hugged her back hard. I could feel a little vibration against my face and I realized she was purring. The sound was soothing and I purred against her happily, nuzzling her like I would my mom, before suddenly realizing my head was against something warm and soft. Pulling back with wide eyes and ears pinned back, I apologized immediately.

“I’m sorry, Nadine, I didn’t mean to touch you there!”

To my surprise she wasn’t angry at all. She was even smiling, though it was somehow not in the usual way.

“It’s okay, Sangy. Since it’s you, I don’t mind if you touch them.”

“B-But I’m not supposed to,” I stammered nervously.

I looked around the room, as if my mother might be lurking somewhere in the darkness. Even more than I felt guilty, I felt like I would be caught and get in trouble. As I was looking around, though, I felt my paw lifted and placed somewhere soft and I snapped my head back to Nadine. She was grinning at me and in her paw was mine, while in my paw was the modest swell of her young breast. I felt myself flush heavily, but I didn’t pull my paw away, not that I could with her holding it there.

“Just don’t tell anybody, okay? Our secret.”

Her voice was soft and kind, and I nodded slowly. Something deep down said that this forbidden thing felt very good. That paw gave a gentle, tentative squeeze and I could feel the flesh clearly, even a little nub in my palm which I experimentally rubbed a little more and she purred louder as I did.

“Is it… Is it really okay?” I asked with hesitation despite her positive reaction.

“It’s definitely okay,” she affirmed, her chest rising into my grasp. “I doesn’t have to be over my shirt, either.”

“Can I...see them?”

As I asked the question, my heart jumped into my throat and my stomach felt a bit queasy. I knew I wasn’t supposed to see girls naked, and I didn’t know why I wanted to so much. Maybe it was just because I knew I shouldn’t, and that fact made it exciting. Somehow, I felt there was more to it than that, though, and I was literally quivering with anticipation.

“I was hoping you’d want to.”

With only a slight hesitation, she took the hem of her shirt and pulled it off, glancing around the room nervously as well. It made me feel somehow more comfortable knowing that she was also nervous, and it also made me feel even more excited. As her developing breasts came into view, I was a little disappointed that they didn’t look more...different. Covered in fur, and in the darkness, I could only barely make out their shape. Not that there was all that much shape to them, but she was still very different than I was under her shirt.

“You can touch them...directly.”

Her breathing was a little bit fast, but so was mine. It seemed like we were both overwhelmed by what was happening, and I took her cue to keep going. Taking a slightly shaking paw, I began to rub her breast slowly. Instantly, I found that nub from before, her nipple although much bigger than my own, and surprisingly stiff. Experimentally, I rubbed around and over that little nub while my heart pounded so hard I thought I might actually pass out.

“Sangy… Try… licking it,” she spoke through shaky breaths.

I didn’t ask questions this time. I was enjoying this so much already, I knew that whatever she said would only make it even better. Leaning in, I do as she said, licking tentatively at her nipple and the response was immediate. She gasps and I pulled away as fear overtook me, but she pulls me back in to her.

“Sorry… It just feels really good. Please do it more.”

My face felt so hot it almost burned under my fur, but I did as she asked again. I began licking at her nipple more, and in what felt like such a natural sensation, I slipped my lips around the nub and began to suckle at it. She gasped even louder as I did, but she told me to keep going so I did. I could feel her purring intensely, and heard her mutter my name sometimes, but I didn’t stop. It felt strangely good, and her reaction spurred me to try my best, to see how good I could make her feel.

I don’t know how long it was by the time she stopped me, but I kept going until she did. Gasping softly for breath, she gently pushes me away, and I couldn’t help but feel a little afraid as I saw the look on her face. I’d never been looked at that way, and the only thing that stopped me from running immediately was the curiosity of what else she might let me do. Then I felt a paw directly on my crotch and let out a small cry.

“Shhh, it’s okay, I promise,” she said softly without moving her paw. “Have you ever played with this before?”

As she asked, she began to slowly rub my sheath through my jeans. Except it didn’t feel like it normally did. My underwear felt a little tight, like I’d twisted them somehow, and her touch felt much stranger than I ever would’ve imagined.

“N-No,” I shook my head. “I’m not supposed to.”

“Can I play with it?”

I knew I should say no. I’d been told about grownups wanting to touch that place, but I wanted her to do it. I wanted to know why she wanted to, and I wanted it to feel like I made her feel before.

“I… want you to,” I said, reflecting her earlier words like it was some ritual.

And much as she had done with her shirt, I began to undo my jeans. Except I had to hop off her lap first so I could take them off, undies and all. She sat there with a surprised expression for a moment as I bore myself nude from the waist down, before I hopped back onto her lap excitedly. We both looked down at my sheath as I sat down and she began to touch it directly. Her eyes were filled with that strange emotion I didn’t understand, but I began to feel very afraid as a bit of pink pushed out of my sheath.

“Wh-What’s happening to me?!” I cried out, unable to take my eyes away from my own kittenhood.

“It’s okay, Sangy,” she answered soothingly. “All penises do this, it’s a good thing.”

I didn’t look up until I felt a kiss on my nose and a paw on my cheek. I looked back at her, on the verge of tears from thinking something horrible had happened to me.

“Th-They do? Mine never did before...”

“It’s because you like me so much.”

She gave a soft smile and pressed her lips to mine. I’d never kissed anyone besides my mom, and it felt very different. She kissed differently. Slowly, holding her lips to mine it was soft like her bosom had been, and as she parted her lips I followed suit without thinking. I had heard of ‘french kissing’ and as her tongue entered my muzzle, I didn’t fight it. I wanted to try this, too, and I did the same. We held that kiss for some seconds, until I felt her paw stroking my sensitive sheath again and I felt the sudden urge to push against that paw. It didn’t exactly feel good, but it was like it felt really bad if I didn’t do it. Not painful, but I just had to push my penis against her touch.
I let out a small whimper, breaking the kiss, but she only kissed me again, this time a bit more deeply and she began touching me more forcefully ‘down there’ as well. It relieved the sensation I was feeling when she touched me like that, though, and I kept kissing her as long as she would keep touching me. Besides, the kiss felt very good all on its own, unlike my penis that felt very confusing. It began to feel bad from just pressing again her, and I whined again, pushing harder with my hips to no avail. I relaxed for a moment and pushed again and it felt better. Confusing as it was, I began to thrust slowly into her paw. Every time I thrust forward it brought a feeling of relief, but it wouldn’t last and I had no choice but to keep doing it whether I understood it or not.
Finally, I broke the kiss again as the sensation became too overwhelming. It was dangerously close to hurting, and now I just wanted it to stop. She tried to kiss me again, but I pushed away, pushing back her paw as well. Except that pushing back her paw had me whimpering within moments from the strange almost-painful feeling that wouldn’t go away.
“Nadine, I want it to stop, now,” I pleaded, eyes starting to well up again. “I hurrrts.”
It didn’t exactly hurt, but it was the only word I had to describe what I was feeling.
“I’m sorry… It feels better when you rub it, right?”
“Y-Yeah, but...” as I answered, I couldn’t help but start rubbing my hardness myself. “It won’t...stop hurting, now.”
She lifted me off her lap gently, all while I kept rubbing my kittenhood to keep the sensations at bay.
“I’ll make it better, I promise. Just lie down.”
She lowered me onto my back as she says this and I follow her instructions. Until a little bit ago she had only done things I really liked, and I had no idea what else to do besides trusting her. With a whimper, I watch as she crawls over top of me and I catch a glimpse of something that completely takes my mind off my own crotch for a moment. Under her skirt, Nadine wasn’t wearing any underwear! I wondered if girls didn’t wear anything under their skirts and I just hadn’t seen before, and thought I would try looking under other girls’ skirts later. For now, I had full view of Nadine’s pussy, the first one I’d ever seen. I knew girls didn’t have balls, of course, but I had no understanding of what they did have instead.
“The reason you feel that way is because your penis is supposed to go in here,” as she says this, she lifts her skirt with one paw and spreads her opening with the other. “That’s why boys and girls have different parts. A boy is supposed to go inside a girl, and then it feels really good.”
My eyes go wide at this information and I nod, not really understanding. It seemed to make sense, even if I didn’t really get what went in where exactly. My awareness was coming back to my own feelings, though, and if putting mine inside hers would make it better than I wanted to do it more than just about anything I’d ever wanted it my life.
“Put it in! Please!” I begged.
She grinned, “Of course, my eager kitten.”
Taking my stiffy in one paw, she pressed the tip to her slit and to my surprise it went right in. It was wet inside, and slippery. I had no idea what to think of that, but it was also very very warm and that warmth felt surprisingly good on my aching penis. Like I had done before, I thrust up into her and she let out a little moan, pushing herself down on me in return.
“That’s it, you know what to do, Sangy. Keep going until it feels all better!”
She began to bounce on my length, small as it was, and I thrust up into her as best I can. More than a few times at first I slipped out, and she had to put it back in. Eventually, decided it wouldn’t slide out if I just let her do it, and it still felt just as good. She was bucking her hips wildly in no time, and her moans were getting louder. Before long she had a paw between her legs rubbing the front of her slit, and that’s when she suddenly got tighter. That felt amazing, and she was really starting to move fast, too.
“Such a… good...little...kitten,” She moaned out, looking down at me. “I can’t wait to live with you.”
I felt a little strange about that, but I couldn’t think clearly, either. Despite suddenly feeling a little afraid that she’d do this more, I definitely needed her to keep doing it right now. The sensation was getting much much stronger, now, and I couldn’t help mewling out in need. I didn’t know what was happening, but I wanted it to stop. The only thing I knew was that even if it was getting stronger, the only thing that made it feel better was what she was doing. I was getting desperate and the sensation was growing much faster than before.
“Nadine! STOP!” I cried out, having no idea what else to do.
But as I did, I felt something sort of… snap inside me. A sudden convulsion shook my entire little body, and I reflexively thrust up into Nadine’s hot, squeezing tunnel. I was vaguely away of the feeling of her paw frantically rubbing against my belly, so fast that I could feel the heat, and she was squeezing me from inside in a way that made my kittenhood spasm with incredible intensity inside her. It was like being shocked with electricity right in my penis, but it felt...amazing. I thrust up against her as hard as I could, and it felt even better.
“Don’t stop! I’M SORRY!” I begged her just moments after demanding she stop.
“Gods, yes, Sangy! Fuck me!”
She moaned out eagerly and began rocking hard on me again, taking me through the first orgasm of my life. It was amazing, and I didn’t want it to stop. Apparently, neither did she, as she did not stop even after I’d relaxed, panting beneath her helplessly, finally relieved of that demanding sensation that had been building inside me for so long.
That night, before our parents came back, she coaxed me to two more climaxes, all without a second of break from her eager pussy. By the third time, I definitely knew that I wanted it, though. I knew what was coming, and even grew to enjoy the act itself. The only problem was later that night as woke up with a strange sensation, almost like pain, but not, and my kittenhood bulging out my pajamas. I whined and tried to ignore it, knowing I couldn’t make it stop on my own. She’d awoken me to something entirely new, and it seemed there was no going back.
