
Zach’s eyes were glued to the television set as he idly chowed down on some sugary fruity cereal. The little weasel, at the tender age of eight, had been watching the TV all night. As soon as he arrived from school, he took off his school uniform and rushed into his bedroom. 


The boy, clad in his briefs and pajama shirt sat on the floor, leaning closer towards the boxy CRT. The boy’s briefs and shirt shared a similar theme to what was playing on screen. They were licensed merchandise of his favorite show: The Spooky Mysteries of Zelina. It was the best cartoon he’d ever seen! He had everything from the show, even a Spooky Mysteries lunchbox that he proudly showed to all of his school mates.


The little weasel loved the show so much, and was particularly into it this night. 


Because they were doing an all day marathon to lead into the new season! Now he could watch Zelina solve mystery after mystery, episodes he’d missed, episodes he loved, and ones that had been playing in his young mind as he’d been at school. 


The show was all about a vampire cat girl, a teenager that traveled with her pop band that solved mysteries as they toured the nation. They would always stumble on some kind of spooky mystery, a ghost terrorizing the town, a historic antique missing from a museum, money vanishing from a bank under a mysterious circumstance. Most of these mysteries appeared to be supernatural in nature, but all of them by episode’s end would be proven to be frauds. 


Zelina herself, being a vampire cat, was the only confirmed supernatural occurrence in the show. She would solve all of the mysteries and put everything right, with a little help from her bumbling band mates.  After the mystery was solved, it would shift to a music video of the band, with a song that usually tied into the episode. The weasel loved the songs and had a several of the show’s musical cassettes that he slept to. 


He loved Zelina, she was so smart, so sassy, and always seemed to know what to do. He loved her gorgeous gray fur with pink and purple stripes across it. She was such a beautiful young woman. He wished he could solve cases with her. He’d seen so many episodes of the show, he knew he would be more of help than her band mates. 


Zach was the epitome of boyhood adorableness. With dark brown fur and a pure white undercoat, he was a very cute young mustelid. The boy chowed down on more sugary sweet cereal. Cereal seemed to taste better in the evenings when you weren’t supposed to have it verses eating it during breakfast. 


Soon the bowl was empty and he set it on the floor besides him. The little boy leaned closer to the television set, staring at the flickering screen. He touched at the glass as Zelina was the forefront person on display. If only she was real. He could have so many adventures with her. It would be the best time of his life. 


A voice came from his door. 


“Zach, are you still up?” Came the concerned voice of his mother. “You need to get to bed, you still have school tomorrow!”


“Aww, mom, it’s the Spooky Mysteries marathon!” The weasel protested, his little boy voice so sweet. “I have to watch until the end, they’re going to show a new one!”


“No buts!” Came an apt reply. “Get your butt in the bed. I’m sure they’ll put on new episode tomorrow in a re-run.”


“Fine!” The boy pouted and leaned closer to the TV.


He watched Zeline vanish from the screen as he pushed the power button. Now the TV only showed his own sad reflection. The eight year old weasel folded his arms, as if that would make him feel better during his little pout. He sighed, knowing nothing could be done about it. 


He hopped up onto his little paws and turned the light off. He sauntered over to his bed and flopped onto it. He pulled the blankets over himself and curled up. Sleeping while curled up was the mustelid way. His little, thin weasel tail touched the tip of his small pink nose. He closed his eyes, hoping that sleep would come his way shortly. 


It didn’t.


He couldn’t help but think of the new episode he was going to miss out on. What could happen in it? Could the vampire singer meet her match? Maybe she will add another member to her band? Could she meet a real ghost, or perhaps another vampire this time? The possibilities were endless. He just had to know what happened this time! It had to be special, he could feel it.


He uncurled his little weasel body and pulled the blanket from off of him. He looked over at the TV set in the darkness. The faint light from the night sky allowed him to look at his surroundings. If he turned on the television, his mother would know that he was still up! 


He could turn it on and mute the TV. Then she wouldn’t know. Though, then he wouldn’t know what they were saying. Well, there was close-captioning, but he didn’t want to read, even though he enjoyed the Spooky Mysteries chapter books that filled his little bookshelf. He wanted to hear the show, especially the new song that was going to play at the end! 


He flopped back into the blanket, closing his eyes. He wasn’t going to get in trouble. He didn’t want to miss the episode, but if he watched the show against his mother’s wishes, she would take the TV away and then he wouldn’t be able to watch it tomorrow! He just had to edge it out of his mind, somehow. 


He whimpered. He was so excited still. 


He tossed and turned in his bed. He wanted to sleep so he wouldn’t have to think about it. 


He heard the familiar noise of the television turning on. 


Oh no!


He pulled the blanket from his head and peered at the CRT. 


All that was on was snow. It clearly wasn’t the channel that he had left it on. Despite the fact that there was only static on the screen, there wasn’t any white noise coming out of the television’s speaker. He’d never seen anything like this before. 


Suddenly a familiar form began to appear onscreen.


It was blurry at first, but it didn’t take long for Zach to know what it was.


It was Zelina, the feline vampire singer and mystery solver!


Her face was soon the sole fixture of the picture. Her beautiful gray maw, her pink and purple highlighted black hair, her blue lipstick. Such a wonderful teenage girl. 


“Helllooo~?” Came the voice from the television’s mono speaker. “Anybody heeerrre~?”


This couldn’t be happening. This couldn’t be real! The little weasel spilled out from the bed and onto the bedroom floor. He approached the glow of the television. 


“Zelina… is… are you talking to me?” Gulped the young boy.


“Well, of course, silly~!” The cat laughed, her vampire fangs visible through the screen. “It’s not like there’s anyone else here~”


“B-but… you’re in the TV. You can’t…”


“Be talking to you?” The vampire purred, a soothing noise. “I talk to you every day, Zach.”


“You know my name?”


“Of course, I know you’re my BIGGEST fan!” A cheery laugh came from the TV. “So much that I can see that you’re wearing my underwear!”


A blush rushed across the weasel’s face. He covered the front of his Zelina patterned briefs. A girl, Zelina no less, had seen his underpants! How embarrassing! The mustelid gulped, feeling his face get hot from the embarrassment. “W-what are you doing in my TV?”


“I wanted to see you.” Zelina’s face winked at him. “I always try to make time for my fans. Especially ones so… cute!”


“You...you think I’m...cute?” 


“Of course! Now… could you please help get me out of here?” 


Zach got closer to the TV. This had to be a dream. This couldn’t be real. He pinched hard at his wrist and jumped from the sudden pain as a claw scratched him. It was real! It couldn’t be a dream! He looked at the curious face of the vampire singer. “Come, help me out. Just grab my hand!”


Suddenly the screen showed the girl’s paw. 


The weasel cautiously pressed one of his paws towards the glass of the TV screen. His paw went through the glass, like it was air. He felt the cat’s paw with his own and gripped at it. With all of his eight year old might, he pulled on it.


He fell back on his butt and gasped when he saw that Zelina was in his bedroom!


The cat girl was a thing of sheer teenage beauty. She was dressed in an outfit far more skimpier than any she had worn on TV. She was wearing a bikini top, black mesh thigh highs, a pair of heels, and last but not least, a pair of tight purple panties. 


Zach’s young eyes locked on her crotch. She was wearing her underwear! He had never seen what girl’s underwear looked like. It was very different from the briefs he wore. It didn’t have a little flap fly, that was odd! He couldn’t help but stare at the panties, feeling an odd heat rising in his lean chest. 


“Nice place you’ve got here!” Zelina looked around the room, dimly lit by the light of the television. She waltzed over to the bookshelf and saw all of her books and music cassettes, neatly organized. “Aww, how cute! So much of my stuff is here~!” She bent over to read the titles of the chapter books and comic, giving the little boy a generous view of her pert teenage girl ass. 


“Every single book! You even have the issue of Teen Sleuth Magazine that I appeared on, wow!” She gave a whistle and turned back to the small weasel. “You really ARE a huge megafan, aren’t you, Zach?”


“Yes, I love your show!” The little boy said proudly. “I love it, I even have your lunchbox!”


“That’s adorable.” Zelina slowly approached the boy. A paw ruffled his short brown hair. “You know, I have a video game coming out next month. You’ll be able to play as me in five special cases made just for the game. I’m sure you’ll…” She paused and then gave his head a pat. “I know you’ve love it.”


“C-can I go into the TV with you?” The little mustelid asked, his knees buckling and feeling weak. “I want to be part of your show. I want to help solve the crimes! I know I can’t sing, or play an instrument, but… I can learn! Please, please, please!”


“Oh, Zach!” The vampire laughed, her fangs glinted in the faint light. “I can’t let you into the TV. I’m sorry. It’s just how it has to be.”


Her cat tail curled around one of his little legs. The boy pouted. He wanted to help her and go on adventures. Though, he wasn’t going to force her to do it. She was his hero, and her word was good for him. Though, he wished she had said differently. 


“Don’t be sad. I’m here to see you, remember?” The cat girl got on her knees. Zach’s sweet little eyes looked down and saw her bouncing, teenage breasts so close to him. He’d never seen a girl like this so close and under-dressed before. 


She was looking down at his underpants: the briefs that had HER branding. He wanted to cover them up, but her gaze upon his undergarments felt oddly nice. He was starting to feel and odd heat rising within him, a new feeling he had never felt before. 


“I didn’t even know they made boy underwear with my design on it.” She said, a gentle laugh escaping her blue lipsticked lips. “Mmm, it’s funny looking at my face on a pattern, it’s like I’m looking at myself looking at me…” She smirked and poked at the flap of his briefs. “You ever pee with this, kiddo?”


All the blood rushed to his face. She had asked him what?!


“W-what?” His knees felt so weak. 


“Y’know, the pee-hole here.” She poked it again, making him squirm cutely. “You ever stick your peepee out of it?”


“Yeah, I have.” He admitted, his face red with embarrassment. 


“Adorable~” The vampire leaned closer towards his crotch.


She pursed her blue lips and kissed at the small bulge of his briefs. Zach let out a funny noise, a noise he had never made before. He moaned as her soft lips kissed his young boyhood through the fabric of his underwear. Her lips stayed on his briefs as she smooched at it loudly. She pulled back and looked at her handiwork. A large blue lip mark was now firmly imprinted at the crotch of his underpants. 


“Ggnn…” 


Something else was happening too. The boy’s little pecker was starting to awaken. Zelina watched as the pattern of the briefs began to shift of accommodate his slowly developing erection. The little boy panted as his young penis pushed forward, attempting to press it’s way out of the briefs through sheer penile force. “Fff…” He groaned, his young cock coming to a full mast. He was still only eight years old, so it wasn’t a huge tent, but it was readily apparent before the girl’s eyes. 


“Cute~” She poked at his tent, making him flinch. 


“You kissed my-”


“Peepee? Let’s call it what it is. It’s your cock, your dong, your dick.” She said, licking her lips.


Zach gasped and covered his mouth. “You said-”


“I know~” She purred and gripped at his butt. She tightened her paws around the pertness of his boy ass. “Let’s get this little boy butt in bed and I’ll show you what I do for my biggest fans~”


With weakness in his legs, the eight year old weasel awkwardly got into his bed. His cock, even though it was small, was difficult to navigate with for the young boy. 


He got on the bed, laying down on his back. The feline was soon up on the bed with him. She spread his little boy legs and looked at the throbbing tent in his briefs. She grabbed the waistband of his underwear and pulled them down. 


Zach blushed deeper as she pulled his underpants down. His naked underaged boner was exposed to the dimly lit room. The eight year old boy was uncut, his foreskin still had a good hold on his cockhead. Engorged veins were studded all over his little dick.


Her purple eyes on his cock made him feel really funny inside. It felt really, really good seeing the face she made upon gazing upon his little erection. She poked at his tiny nuts, giggling as he squirm. He giggled too, he was ticklish there! 


“My… uh, dick feels really funny like this.” He said, his voice a squeaking mess. 


“Yeah, you’re pretty hard~” Zelina said, looking at his throbbing wiener. 


She gripped at his foreskin between two fingers and began to peel back his prepuce. The weasel let out a cute boyish moan as his pink head was revealed by her. He whimpered in pleasure, his most sensitive head revealed to the warm air of the room. 


“Nice cock.” She mused, gripping his penis from the base. She adjusted his flesh between her fingers, getting a good view of the details of the young organ. “I love looking at little boy’s dicks. They look so cute.”


“Gnn… your fingers feel so good~” Zach moaned.


“They should. God, you’ve got such a cute little cock.” She gently squeeze the middle of his shaft with her fingers. 


She stroked him, making the young boy squirm and moan in his bed. He was breathing heavily, gasping for air as she gently jerked his youthful meat. She felt it tremble and throb underneath her fingers. Such a precious, beautiful little thing. It had a life of its own. It was engorged with sweet, life giving blood. She licked her fangs as she watched the fat veins pulse under her grip. 


She pressed her face towards his crotch. She took in his scent. He had only a faint bit of musk, just a little bit. He was still just a boy after all, and he hadn’t really quite acquired that man scent yet. Little boy musk seemed to be far more palatable at times, despite being faint, it had a sweetness that men lacked. 


“Delicious~” She moaned.


Her pink feline tongue lolled out of her blue lips. She slowly licked at the base of his young penis. She tasted the faint taste of saltiness off of the skin of his dick. She gave a low, long line from the base of the underside of his penis, all the way up to his glans, treating the weasel’s flesh like a flavorful ice cream treat. She kept licking him, her ears twitching at the boy moaned. 


Could he even cum?


He was still so young, but…


He wasn’t leaking yet. Odds were he couldn’t, but it looked like she was going to find out soon. She wrapped her lips around his glans and pressed her tongue against his sensitive meatus. She lapped at his pisslit and flicked her tongue against the frenulum of his dick. His youthful member twitched and pulsed inside of her eager maw. He was so small, it took no effort to get the whole of his cock inside her.


She toyed with his penis as it was inside of her mouth, playfully poking at it with her feline tongue. She began to suckle at it, moaning as she gave him a blowjob. She sucked at his boyhood loudly, groaning against it. The vibrations reverberated against his young dick. He let out a gasp as something was moving inside of him. 


He bit his lip. “I’m going to...PEE!” He said, urgency in his voice.


She hilt his cock inside of her mouth, his little balls slapped her chin. 


He let out a low noise as he came. 


Thin spurts of underaged weasel cub cum landed on her tongue. The little boy jizz wasn’t much, which made sense given his young age. She guzzled the semen into her throat, swallowing it while his penis was still in her mouth.


She was beginning to feel him soften. 


The little weasel felt fear as he saw the dark, hungry look in her pretty face.


Before he could do anything, he felt a sharp pain. It was the worst pain he had ever felt in his life. The vampiress was biting his cock! The teenager’s sharp fangs pierced the semi-erect flesh of his penis, rewarding her efforts with a rush of healthy little boy blood. She sucked the blood from his cock, sucking the erection right out of it. 


She continued to bite into the young flesh, feeling the skin of his dick severing. He had tried to push her off of his crotch, but his body felt weak as she sucked the life out of him. The young weasel felt the pain fading with his strength. His thoughts, once frantic and panicking, began to slow into an incomprehensible drip. She felt her teeth meet with each other as she had completely severed the little boy’s eight year old penis. She pulled off of him, his cock still in her mouth. 


She spat out the little thing, now completely devoid of blood. She dangled the limp member between her fingers. “Lovely.” She said, wobbling it in the faint light, watching the severed dick wobble in her loose grip. 


She looked down at the weasel boy. She saw the boy’s eyes clouding, sightless. He was very much dead. She mused to the body. “If you thought I was a vampire in any other sense of the word, you were very wrong.” She said, a beautiful giggle escaping her lips. 


She flinched when a knock rapped at the boy’s bedroom door. 


“Zach!? Are you watching TV again? Zach!?”


The door opened. The weasel’s mother stepped into the bedroom. She saw that the TV was indeed on. Her anger melted into horror when she saw her son’s corpse on the bed. She screamed.
