Alec Cat the Alley Cat’s origins (as far as I can remember)
Prologue

Wake up. Remember.

“Kitten? Kitty, wake up!” A strange and warped but also soft voice called out “Another milligram of Narcan, please”


“Roger” a rougher voice replied back. “And… 1mg Narcan administered. The cat’s Heart rate is coming back now”


“Good. Looks like this kitty got lucky we were passing by and saw his paws.”


“It seems like it was an accidental dosage with the other drugs that came back from the tox screen. Well, once he comes back, hopefully he’ll enjoy the rest of his trip.”


“Shouldn’t we report this?”


“Not our job.” The rough voice said matter-of-factly. “We should just be happy that we saved a life before it was too late”


“We can’t just leave him!” The soft voice cracked


“Fine. I have an idea.” I felt warm paws touch my cold and limp body before I went even colder again. “Sorry about this. Sleep a little while longer, kitten.”

Chapter 1 
The dog’s house

I tried to move my body. Any part of me. I was frozen. Cold and chilled. Left drifting alone within a frigid ocean. Wandering and lost. I was falling and drowning. I couldn’t swim but I could float. So, I floated in the waves of this unconsciousness and waited it out. I could only feel the chill and the coldness surrounding me. I didn’t think I could ever feel so cold and alone. I begged and pleaded futility for warmth. It was no use. There was nothing. No one. I was alone. Cold. And alone.

 I eventually found peace within this absence of everything. I started to enjoy the nothing to which brought me warmth. I was getting warmer. Finally. Eventually the nothing I could see turned into something. What I could see was an ever-transforming image of pastels in the shape of God heads directing me back to this reality. Whenever I took a wrong turn, I could see the god heads getting angry and shouting obscenities at me. Eventually I found a bright light within the infinite godheads and headed towards the opening. Little did I know that upon coming back to the real world, things were about to get a lot darker.

I lost the visions of the godheads and saw the real world in front of me. Brighter than I expected it to be. It was daytime. No pink or orange in the sky at all, it was midday, partly cloudy. I got the time. But where am I? Other than laying down on the ground, that is. I stood up.

I looked around to get the lay of the land of where I was. The distant skyscrapers of Scale City scratched the very bottoms of the heaviest clouds. I definitely wasn’t anywhere I had recognized, however. There was chain-link fence in front of me and barbed wire on top. I was on the outside of it at least. On the other side was a group of unsavory canines. Who, upon seeing me wake up, decided to spout some unsavory words at me.

“Oh, lookie here the little dope kitten has awoken.” A rottweiler snarled “Can’t handle your drugs? Or did your baggie break?”


Baggie? I thought. No wonder why my ass is sore.


“L-Look, m-mate” I stammered “I’m just. Trying to. Remember what. Had happened” I said with broken speech.


“Kitty still tripping, isn’t he?” A pug barked 

I nodded slowly and off kilter. The images of the canines lagged behind my sight as I nodded.


“Also, memory loss? Sounds like the Professor’s specialty.”


“P-Prof-fessor?”


“Yeah, y’know, The Professor. He’s a Fr—”


“Leave him alone.” I heard someone suddenly bark an order to the canine group. A beagle in an enforcement uniform. He looked in my direction “A cat? Don’t know why you’re here. This is the Dog’s House Penitentiary” The beagle narrowed his eyes, looking into mine “especially while how you are now, those pupils are massive. Makes it looks like one of your eyes is absolutely red compared to your blue eye. But… see that road?” The beagle pointed behind me.

I turned to see where the beagle was pointing toward and saw a 4-lane interstate.


“That’s where you need to head. Scale City town hall down that way. Ask about what events are going on and see if you can’t figure things out for yourself. You had no money. No ID. No pawprints, even. Just a smooth brown pad on those paws. Also wash your fur. The fur on your paws looks filthy.”


I looked at my paws. They’re cream colored so people assume they’re supposed to be white and that they’re just dirty. I feel the dark brown paw pads are a nice color next to the off white of my paws, however. I stopped looking at my paws for a second and looked back at the interstate. I gave a gulp to see how dehydrated I was. 

Very.

 I looked down to see a bottle of water next to me with a note on it. I read the note.

“For when you’re ready” Said the note.


I nodded after I read the note and I started for the interstate. As soon as I took my first step, I immediately fell over due to dehydration. I also lost my vision for a second again. A white circle came in on the outside of my vison before dissipating from the middle again. Once dissipated I was laying sideways on the ground.


I gave a slight grumble, sat up, and begrudgingly downed the entire water bottle. Once I did another water bottle landed next to me. I turned to see if any of the dogs had tossed it over for me. They all shook their heads, even the beagle was shaking his head. I was able to stand up again after this. I grabbed the water bottle and started for the interstate.

Chapter 2

Thinking and thinking it over

I walked by the side of the interstate. Vehicles passing by leaving tracers as I couldn’t help but think and think some more. Feeling cold in my body and hollow in my stomach. Jaw clenched and shivering. One of the few times I miss having a pacifier with me. I keep walking and thinking and being caught up in thought loops of “where am I?” “What happened” “Why can’t I remember anything recent?”. I know that I’m a cat. Mostly black fur, cream colored paws and face with a cream color dip on the tip of my slender tail. But what’s missing? I don’t know what my name is. Sounds like the Professor person erased the memories of who I am. I feel like an alley cat, so I’ll just say that I’m an alley cat for a while. At least until I can fully figure out a name for myself. How can I get a name though? I don’t have any records with a name on it…
…

…

…


Some time passed and I, thankfully, had stopped thinking for a bit and had my mind go to just music for a bit. I wasn’t sure what kind of rock songs that may have been playing in my head, but whatever was going on in there definitely had a lot of reverb to it.

…

…

…


As I approached the main Scale City area my mind went back to thinking again.


Why am I even in this city? This town full of slimy reptiles that looks down on us mammals. I can’t go into a store ran by any reptile without getting the mammal tax. I wonder if I headed far enough south and into the mammal district if I could make a living there. Maybe even on the outskirts of town. What was the one place that I heard about long ago that was supposed to be cursed? ‘Memphis BBQ Pizza?’ Was that it? Neat style of fusion. BBQ and pizza. Speaking of which I wish I knew how much longer I had on this trip so I can eat… 

As soon as I thought that final thought about food, I had arrived at the entrance to the city hall. I looked over the City Hall and thought about just going in and asking about how to get a deed to an abandoned building. My luck, like it usually is when things are strange for me, was about to reward me.

Chapter 3

Your loss, my gain


After a few minutes of watching the doors and city hall itself morph and flow into itself a panicked Stork, ever purely white, save for brilliant yellow legs and beak, had run out.


“Oh no! This is terrible! Awful! The absolute worst! You! Cat! Take this!”

The stork had handed me a pile of papers. The exact pile of papers I was thinking about asking for.


“I can’t live in a cursed place! No wonder it was cheap. It’s nowhere to raise children, not since the incident from long ago.”


I put a puzzled look on my face.


“You want me to explain, I can tell, but speak of it, and it will manifest.” The stork handed me a business card. “You may want to see me later; I’m a fortune teller. I see dark things surrounding you. But not from you yourself, kitten.”

I took the business card and put it under the paperclip of the deed the stork had just handed me. I can transfer the title and register it under my name. If only I had a name…

I looked past the stork at the wall. I saw a big fish. It was for a fishing competition on Arbor Day.


“Excuse me,” I asked rather normally now. I must be coming down a bit. “What’s the date today?”


“It’s Arbor Day, thinking of going to the fishing competition?”


“Hm? Yeah, I’m thinking so. I kinda lost my name… hoping to find it there”

“Lost your name? That sounds like quite a predicament. Run in with the fae, dear?”


“No, nothing supernatural. Lab made amnesia it seems. The only clue I have is that it was made by ‘The Professor’ and his species start with a ‘fr’”


The stork’s eyes got wide. “So that’s what that darkness is.” She started looking around for an escape point and as soon as she found it, she took it, leaving me back to myself and my thoughts. Before she got too far away, I hear her yell out something about “Pointing damned frogs” or something like that. I feel like “frog” is a clue from that. It may be the only other lead I have now. A Professor that is a frog.


Other than that, … I don’t have many leads. I guess I’ll head to the fishing competition. There are directions on the sign, letters are still a hard to make out, but I’m at least able to read that it’s just right down the road. Mostly because there’s a big red arrow under the fish pointing in the direction of the competition. With a map and a red X marker on the map. It may be a couple miles to the competition but I’m able to walk it easily. Seems to also be in the direction of the pizza parlor that I just acquired the deed for.

I started walking and was able to clear my mind fully and think of not much besides of the fish I may be catching soon.

Chapter 4

An Alley Cat gains something. And loses something else.
I don’t remember much from my walk to the competition, but I had arrived shortly after I left. My mind was quiet for the walk, only a little of music and nothing too heavy, at most a guitar solo with a bit of overdrive and bit of chorus and a smidgen of delay. Perhaps I could find a guitar to play again after this competition and try to play the music I was thinking about on the walk over.

I looked over at the venue of the fishing competition. The lake large was murky and nearly brown, I could just barely see the other side of the lake from the vantage point I was at. The grass near the lake also didn’t look too healthy, either. On the other side of the lake, just past the nearest hill was the pizza parlor I now own.
There was a small wooden and tin roofed shack near a dock with the host of the competition inside of it, handing out fishing rods to those that want to fish. I headed towards the host and waited in line beside some other mammals. Mostly other felines and big cats were around the competition with some foxes, bears, and birds within the mix. There were some canines I feel like I felt looked familiar among the group as well. Perhaps I had met them before, but just don’t remember. But why don’t I remember? Oh right. The amnesia. Courtesy of the “The Professor”.
I had arrived at the front of the line and saw the platypus running the competition, who was wearing a blue fishing jacket and a yellow rubber hat, with a nametag that read “Dave” on it.

Dave had spoken up “Name?”

“I’m a Alley C-C-Cat.” I stammered while completely missing the “n” sound in “an”

“Alec Cat?” Dave asked, narrowing his eyes at me.
“Hm? Oh, Uh…” I hesitated for a second, “yeah. Alec Cat” I repeated back to him. I liked the name; it was oddly unique.

Dave shrugged and wrote down my name in permanent marker onto a score card. I didn’t realize when I did, but I accidently put my deed down onto the counter that Dave had wrote my newly acquired name on. The title deed now had my name on it, with no hand of my own. This, however, does mean that I’m able to grab a new Scale City photo ID from this. Even if I’m now technically a year older than I actually am. Hmm… it seems I can remember the greater details, but I think it’s like the last week I’m—

“HEY!” Dave slapped his tail “Keep the line moving, Alec!”

“Y-yessir.” I said quickly before forgetting to grab the fishing rod off the table. I quickly turned back around and grabbed it.

I looked over the dead grass shoreline again and saw the assorted colors of animals posted about. Most had set up at least a few feet away from each other, I decided to post up by myself about a quarter walk about the lake from anyone else. There were buckets of bait near each fishing spot around the lake. Some animals were sharing buckets and catching fish as a tag team, some birds were eating bait from the buckets before being asked to fish properly, some others were just attempting to do it all correctly when their fishing rods didn’t tangle on them.
I stopped looking over the competition and sat down on my deed and hooked up some bait onto my rod and casted out.

…

After a couple minutes of that same stuff happening someone else had sat down next to me and gave out an exasperated and annoyed sigh. I looked over to see a plush puppy with short pink tail and floppy pink ears and splotchy pastel fur. Over their fur they were wearing brown coveralls with a big red heart in the middle. They had their ear pierced with a “ty” tag.

“What’s up, puppy?” I asked the plush.

“Yodel” The plush said, wagging its tail “My name. It’s Yodel. At least that’s what my tag says.” They said slapping their “ty” tag, “And it seems that whenever, whenever, I get clean I get a bucket of something dumped on me. I wore coveralls today to try and prevent it, but someone tripped, and their bait went down into my coveralls. I tried taking them off, but the bait still soaked in and it’s going take weeks to get the smell of rotten fish out of my stuffing.”
I didn’t really know what to say in response to that other than “Oh that sucks.”

“What’s your name by the way, kitty?”

Getting called “Kitty” by them made my heart flutter for a second. I tried speaking a bit suavely “Well, you don’t have to call me anything else. But it’s Alec. Alec Cat.”

“I see what you’re doing, Alec. I appreciate it. But…” Yodel gave a slight giggle and grin “I’m a stuffed animal. I don’t mind cuddles, but anything past that. Sorta an impossibility. It’s also, not much different than the patrons from the club I work at. At least you’re less vulgar about it.”

“Oh? Which club would that be?”

“The Fur Farm. It’s the most prestigious mammal strip club in Scale City. You can only get in via invite. Which… here.” Yodel looked around themselves and then somehow produced a business card on top of their round, featureless paw with the Fur Farm’s information on it.
“How did you…?”

“Magic. It’s also the same way I’m living and am able to speak. Other living plushies sometimes only have one of those abilities.”

I grabbed the card and as I did, I thought I saw some runic etchings appear within my black fur near the magic of the card. Yodel had looked at me almost gleefully upon seeing that reaction. I could only respond in looking puzzled back into their sparkly, pink irises. Yodel lifted their head to speak again, but before they could I finally caught a bite on my line!
The fish I had on the line had put up quite a challenging fight. I had tried putting some slack on the line to tighten it back up and reel in the fish that I had caught, I pulled the fishing pole to the right at first, nearly hitting Yodel, and then to the left, and then above my head, and to the right again. The fish was getting ever close with each rotation of my reel and change in direction of pole. I could see the fish starting to breast the water. Soon the fish was hopping in and out of the water only at the mercy of where I pull the fishing rod. 
Unfortunately for me I was not able to reel in the fish fully as the fishing pole had snapped, very sharply and quickly, it had actually snapped so quickly that it had hit me on the forehead, kept the momentum, and wrapped back around to hit me on my testicles. I heard a roar of laughter as I felt an overwhelming urge to vomit. After about a second from feeling the sharp pain, I had let out the contents of my stomach, which was mostly just bile at this point. Onto Yodel. Yodel looked at me annoyed. I could only look back them with a stupid grin back at them, mostly because the pain was still immense.

I pulled Yodel in close to me and squeezed them between my arms and legs, feeling how soft they actually were. At this point I did really need a stuffie and Yodel was right there. I could feel Yodel start blushing.

“I-It’s been a while since I’ve been cuddled properly” they said. “It’s nice. Thanks, kitty.”

“You’re welcome” I wheezed out.

After a few more seconds of hugging Yodel, I had pulled myself away from them and tried standing up again, remembering to grab my deed and new business cards. Yodel looked at the papers in my hand and back at me before speaking.
“I could send you to the teacher that I have that had taught me my magic. It looks like you have some in you as well, as it reacted to mine. But it’s much different than what mine is. My magic comes from the love I get from getting cuddled from others. Yours is… Different. I don’t know how to explain it, but my teacher can help guide you. His name is Sound. Sound is a bat, so might be best to meet him once the sun goes down.”

“Alright, well I think after that painful embarrassment I’m going to head out. I need to get a new ID at the city hall”

“Oh, it’s uh. already closed”

“Oh, is it?”

“Yeah, it’s actually getting to be about” Yodel’s body went stiff, and their eyes blinked and displayed a time while speaking an automated voice “6PM” before returning to fully normal.

I paused in from being startled from that for a few seconds before responding to that situation.

 “I think I’m going to get you a watch, so you never do that again.”

“Yeah, even I find it weird.” They said back.

I paused for a second before speaking again. “That kind of leaves me out of things that I planned to do until tomorrow”

“We could head to the club. My shift’s about to start soon. It’s not too far away actually, it’s actually just on the other side of that building there.” Yodel pointed with their circular paw towards a nearby building that I could see a bunny paw sign nearby.

“Oh! I do like me some bunnies, I like watching them squirm before I…” I cleared my throat before I continued onto that sentence much farther and make Yodel uncomfortable.
“You’re fine, kitty, all kinds of love fill me with life, even if you are venting your frustrations. I still love to hear them, kitty. Or even if you’re talking about how you like watching bunnies squirm before you eat them.”
“Oh, good thing for assuming that I was going to say ‘eat’ “

“I was giving you the benefit of the doubt, Alec.”

“Oh…” I looked around for a second “W-well you could lead the way” I tried to ask Yodel before realizing that they were gone already. All I could smell that was left of Yodel at this location was rotting bait fish and a small hint of cotton candy. “Teleportation? H-how though…”

I couldn’t wrap my brain around if they did just teleport or not. Disregarding that I started for the club that Yodel had told me about.

Chapter 5

Velvet the pink bunny


I arrived across the street of the doors to the club and looked over the building Yodel had directed me towards. The plush puppy was standing in the alleyway off to the left of the doors, the early evening light creating a shadow over them from the building, making Yodel look more purple than pink in those parts oh themselves. The club was a circular building with bunny ears on the top and middle of the club. The building was fully painted pink at one time that age had worn away to reveal a dark gray metallic exterior under the pink paint. I looked both ways before crossing the street and heading towards the puppy.

“Hey, there Yodel”


“Hey there” Yodel took a drag off of a loosely rolled joint before exhaling and letting out no smoke form their maw. “Want a hit? Doesn’t do anything for me but lets me take breaks from work sometimes”


“Why not.” I grabbed Yodel’s joint from their paw and took a hit. The effects from last nights started to reappear for a second at my vision blurred slightly for a second and sounds started to echo after themselves. My heart rate increased as my body got very warm. I exhaled and let out the smoke from my lungs. The clean air mixed with the roughness of their joint had started some trouble within my chest and I had started to cough. After a couple minutes of coughing for a bit, I could feel my pupils get large again. I looked at my paws and waved them around a bit looking at the tracers from my paws and paw pads. These effects thankfully dissipated after about 30 seconds.

“I’m, gonna head in. Already been out here few too many minutes too long. I’ll bring you in the back way, so you don’t have to meet the actual patrons.”


Yodel started towards the back of the alleyway we were standing in and arrived at a metal door. Yodel reached into a pocket on their coveralls and pulled out a key card and buzzed themselves in and directed me in as well. Behind the door was a collection of prey like animals putting on lipstick, gloss, lashes, some dying their fur different colors, some shaving certain spots in their fur to create different designs and patterns on themselves. A large pink bunny hopped over to us.

“Hello, Yodel. Have a good break?”


Yodel nodded


The bunny patted yodel on the head, Yodel seems to enjoy it as they pushed upwards slightly onto the bunny’s paw to feel their head squish down slightly leaving a slight dent in their stuffed head. I pulled the dent back out of the puppy’s head and gave them a quick rub between their ears.


The bunny seemed curious about me. I decided to introduce myself. “Hello, I’m Alec Cat. I just met Yodel today and they told me about this place.”

“Hello, Alec Cat. I’m Velvet.” The pink bunny spoke with a voice to match her name. I took this time to quickly glance at her appearance.


Velvet the bunny is a mostly pink bunny with white muzzle and a small cute pink nose in the middle of her face between her beady black eyes. Her skinny floppy ears were tied together above her head. She had a pink bow below her head, seeming to be part of her body. The rest of her voluptuous body was pink save for her pure white paw pads on her bottom paws and her tiny white tail reaching up to the small of her back, her tail twitched almost inviting those to look farther for those that peak at the tail. Velvet spoke up again.


“What’s a kitty like you doing here? You ain’t hard yet,” Velvet said approaching me while rubbing my still tender nether regions. I winced back slightly, mostly from being touched there without being told beforehand. The bunny continued, “so it’s not for fun. Business? Just Yodel’s ace companion tonight?”


“Ah, nah” I replied back “Pan, actually. But I’m just kinda looking for a place to be until city hall opens tomorrow. I also don’t actually have any money currently…” I said unprompted

Velvet smirked a bit. “Well, kitty. I have a proposition for you.” The bunny purred at me. “It’s open stage night and the patrons aren’t quite warmed up yet. They absolutely do not care if you dance badly. Your sleek slender body can easily pass as femme.” The bunny stood behind me and turned us towards a mirror. She started to rub the sides of my body, starting from my shoulders, reaching around to my front, and then resting a second on the top of my hips before going downward towards my rear tickling me while doing so and sending shivers down my spine and blood flow elsewhere. Velvet continued on talking however
 “As long as you keep your mouth shut,” she pulled a paw away from my rear and put a paw over my maw, also making my tilt my head back into her shoulder, “your deep voice is too much of a tell. By the way, we’re going to use non-binary pronouns for you, so the patrons aren’t too suspicious. That alright, kitty?”

My heart fluttered again from being called “kitty” again. I nodded and barely squeaked out a “Mm-hmm!”
“Good, kitty.” She purred out again, almost knowing what she was doing to me “Let’s get you changed. Perhaps some blue panties and a sporty crop top for you. Maybe play off the “athletic” theme.”

As Velvet kept talking, and rubbing my body up and down, I looked over at a rack with premade costumes on them. I saw a crop top and skirt combo with a purple galaxy theme to them and blurted out “that one”
“Hm?” she said

I walked out of Velvet’s paws, and I walked over to the rack with the costume that I had saw. I pulled out the starry clothes and showed it to Velvet. “I wanna wear this one.”

“Okay!” She seemed pleased with my decision. She nuzzled into my neck for a second, creating goosebumps for me from that. She also gave me a rough but gentle rub on my back before I quickly put on the galaxy outfit.
I looked at myself in the mirror and saw my cream-colored face with my two different colored irises. My left eye is blue and red eye is red. A small brown nose, the same color as my paw pads. My face didn’t seem to be either feminine or masculine. It was a very cute face however, even if my face fur was getting a bit shaggy. I decided to put in a blue colored contact lens over my red eye to make my iris look a little purple. I did the same for my other eye, except opposite colors. As I blinked and looked at myself again. I was mostly there. I still felt like something was “missing”. I looked down at the counter and noticed white collar with a yellow bell attached to it. This would complete my color scheme to match the non-binary colors. I clasped the bell collar around my neck and gave the bell and little jingle. Velvet and I let out a giggle noticing me doing so.

I turned my attention towards my ears.  My pointed black ears with pink insides turning towards whichever sounds were the loudest. I was on edge as told by my ears doing that. My shoulders were also very tense. Velvet noticed this and set her paws on my shoulders and started to give them a rub, helping me relax.
“Good kitty” she whispered in my ear. I moaned back in response. She giggled back and gave a rougher shoulder rub, hitting all the right points and making me moan back in pleasure. “You sure you aren’t a plush like Yodel? Or perhaps you still have your desires” She purred, reaching around, and touching my unfortunately now very bruised nether regions. I winced back nearly tearing up. Velvet noticed me jumping back but not the tears, I however noticed her not noticing that, so I decided to explain myself.

“I got whipped with a fishing pole earlier and my balls are now very bruised. N-not that I’m into that. It was an unfortunate accident and just still a bit tender.”

Velvet let out a burst of laughter upon hearing this. “That explains so much about our interaction. Can you even get hard right now. Actually. Let me see.”

Without much warning, Velvet bent down and lifted up my skirt to inspect my now rather swollen testicles. “That’s interesting…” She muttered under her breath before grabbing something off of the nearby counter.
“What? Why? What’s wrong down there?”

“O-oh! Nothing! Nothing is wrong” she said as if something was wrong.

“Something is up, Velvet. Tell me.” I demanded

“Well, you say your balls are swollen? Because of injury?”

“Yes.”

“Well, there’s no problem.” Velvet said standing back up, having her eyes reach just above mine, making me tilt my head up slightly. “As long as you don’t mind never having cubs that it is. It wasn’t the fishing pole that hit your balls, but…” She gave me a hand mirror to look at myself. I moved it between my legs.
I didn’t have anything there. What I thought I was feeling, was phantom pain. I had something there at one point. I remember my teenage years and defiantly had something then but now upon looking between my hips and legs. All I saw was an opening underneath my tail. Where the fishing pole hit me at was still in immense pain, however where I felt it, I couldn’t describe it anymore because it wasn’t there on my body anymore. I mulled this over for a few second and turned to Velvet.
“So, when am I on?”

“Not going to question about your missing private parts?”

“Depends. When am I on?” I asked again.
“Whenever you want. Opening act starts the night”

I started to look around for the stage entrance. If I hadn’t been standing already, this is a point that I had stood up. I rattled my back and gave it a few cracks before I got ready to go on stage. I cracked my paws ands wrists, wiggled my legs and bottom paws and loosened up my body to get ready to dance in the best way I knew how. Which may not have been all that well. 

It was at least well enough for some customers want to meet me later.

Chapter 6

The rape scene


I pushed past the stage entrance doors and into the bright and warm stage lights. The bell on my collar jingled gleefully and I bounced to the center of the stage. I was bubblier than my normal gait was. Somehow when I pushed past those doors, I became an entirely other feline. 

I couldn’t see the audience past the bright stage lights, but I could see bills flowing in from slots from a plexiglass barrier to protect the dancers from the rougher types of patrons. There was still some banging on the barrier from those customers but were usually quickly calmed down by security and then replaced by another type of bill coming into my dancing enclosure.


There was something about how I was dancing and picking up the bills off the floor as I was shaking my rear and flicking my tail to try to entice customers to tip even more. Something about that made my blood flow to certain parts of me. The runic etchings had also started to appear on my fur again. The crowd cheered at this, and UV lights had tuned on making the etchings look even more prominent. I was living in this moment for a second. Blood was flowing to every part of my body making me feel warm and fuzzy. I wasn’t worried about much but despite from what I had seen from Velvet’s hand mirror I had started to get erect. The UV lights had worked well enough to illuminate bodily fluids on the clothing I had already picked out, a few splotches of glows got illuminated on the back of the skirt and the front of the crop top that I was wearing. The crowd went wild at seeing these things, thinking that I was actually a whore that put out.

That thought made me even more erect, which had started to lift up my skirt. I heard the heavy stage door swing open behind me and Velvet came out. She had covered my erect feline cock and huddled over me. This was met with a rally of boos from the audience as I was taken back to backstage.

I wiped the sweat from my brow as my etchings and erection started to disappear. I gave a smirk to Velvet before speaking “How’d I do?”


“Great” she responded back, “but how’d that even happen?”


I glanced over to Yodel and how they just explained “Magic” earlier and decided to do did the same as they had and told Velvet in a single word “Magic.”


Velvet only let out a slight “huh” in response to this explanation.


I looked around the backstage area and noticed Yodel pushing past the stage doors with a mop bucket, getting the stage ready for the next dancer. This reminded me that there were still bills on the ground from when I suddenly got pulled off stage.  I wanted to speak up about this but before I could I saw Yodel emerge back out with the bills I was just thinking about.

“Good job out there, kitten” Yodel said approaching me, handing me the bills from the stage.


I grabbed the bills that were seemingly Velcroed onto their paw. I tucked the bills under the paperclip of my deed and business cards that I had laid down on a table earlier.  I was rather happy with how the night had turned out; however, I was still without a place to sleep. I moved my maw back and forth in thought. I must’ve been more than I thought I was going as the two others had noticed me doing this.

“What’s up with your jaw? Spinning out?” Velvet asked, almost disappointed.


“Hm?” I muttered back “Ah, nah. Just thinking. Never want to touch that stuff that you’re referencing.”


“Good, kitty” Velvet said pack, giving me a soft rub between my ears. I purred back in response. “But what’re you thinking about, Cat?”

“Well, I don’t really have a place to sleep tonight. Kinda hoping either of you would take me in for the night. I have a place to stay myself, but not registered in my name”

The pink bunny looked over to my deed and then around at the other dancers around us. “Let’s go outside. It’s a bit stuffy in here right now” The bunny’s nose twitched upon saying this. She did have a point. The smell of all the different perfumes the other dancers had start to put on started to get overwhelming for myself. This did start to give me a headache. I followed Velvet and Yodel both to outside, back out into the alleyway.


Back outside in the alleyway the sun had gone down fully. The black night sky loomed heavily over the bright Scale City lights. The darkness of the alleyway protected us from the bright lights from the main street from in front of the club. It felt oddly comforting in this darkness. After looking around for a second, being fully lost in these thoughts, I smelled a familiar smell. Catnip.


“Cat” Yodel was looking at me again, offering a small joint. “Want a hit?” They asked.


“Sure” I replied back, almost bored. I took the joint and inhaled the smoke into my lungs feeling the slight burn within my throat and down into my chest. As I inhaled, I let the crop top I was still wearing press under my armpits, making my chest feel bigger than I was normally.


“Hey there, hot stuff” We heard an unfamiliar and gruff voice from down the alleyway. I naively turned my heard towards the voice. The two others followed suit.


What we saw was a group of unsavory canines. The voice had sounded familiar. This time with a bit less echo to it. It was one of the voices from the Dog House. I also finally realized that the group of canines was also at the fishing competition was also this group that was now quickly approaching us. I looked around for Velvet and Yodel, who had both quickly disappeared as quickly as we had come out into the alleyway. I was alone with the group of canines now surrounding me. I took a large gulp before trying to take another drag off of the joint that I was still holding.

The rottweiler that seemed to be the leader of the group had swatted the joint out of my paw. “Kitty had enough dope, hasn’t he? Or did ya forget again?” The rottie snarled.

“Y-Yodel? V-velvet?” I questioned the air around the group. The group encroached ever closer to me. Their tall canine statures and wicked smiles dwarfed my tiny feline body, despite being a predator myself, I was obviously their prey right now.


“Yer friends ain’t here anymore. Ran away. Went ‘Poof!’”


I couldn’t do anything but to let out a slight whimper. I was afraid and I had started to tear up.


“Lookie here,” a German Shepard snarled “little kitty is a scardey cat of big dogs!”


I felt one of the dog’s paws grab my wrist. I felt another, even rougher paw grab underneath my top and start to reach underneath it. I tried To free my arm and pull away from the canines only to be pulled closer to the group and feel yet another paw reach down into my skirt, a grab my feline shaft. At this point I noticed one of the dog’s paws was glowing, it was reacting to my own magic. The etchings were on my fur again but distorted this time. It was a mix of my own magic and theirs corrupting mine.


“Think we ain’t familiar with this kind of stuff, slut?” The rottweiler growled in my ear “We got magic, too.”


I felt sick. I tried to break free again only to be met with an elbow around my neck and a paw on my rear. The sudden paw on my ass made me lunge forward into the other paw already on my shaft.


“Kitty eager to get off ain’t he?” A voice grunted. “Cage ‘em” a felt some shuffling around below my skirt before I felt something hard around my cock.

I looked around for an opening to escape. The many hands holding me down made it impossible to do so. I tried to kick and flail my limbs to try and hit any of the other beings around me. This was only met by my ankle getting grabbed and me getting tossed nearly face down on the ground. This left me with my ass in the air and exposed. The skirt was nearly halfway down my back. This sight for the canine was quickly met with a red shaft in my tight kitten ass.

I mewled out in shock and pain to the stretching of my rectum. Another dog had noticed this open orifice and had quickly filled it with his musty canine cock. It was bitter and salty. It filled my entire mouth and made it very hard to breath with it in my small maw. The cock in my mouth had pushed me back father onto the cock in my ass as well. I couldn’t do much besides start to cry in the desperate situation of mine.

The cock in my mouth had pulled out as I felt the canine in my ass finish and leave his seed within me. This was quickly replaced by another, larger cock in my ass. The dog that was fucking my mouth grabbed my chin and made me look into his eyes. He spoke directly at me.

“You’re going to suck me off, slut.” He grasped my neck tightly, choking me and lifting my paws off the ground. Before I had known much else, I felt a strike on my face, hitting my cheek and nose. The dog spoke at me again “or that will happen again. Got it?”


I sniffled and nodded and landed back on my paws once the dog had let me go. I had started to gasp for air between my sobs. Before I could catch my breath fully the dog’s cock was in my mouth again. I could feel the cold blood running from down my nose from between my teeth. I could taste the salty cock in my maw again. It wasn’t long before either of the canines finished in me again, only to be replaced by even larger cocks.

The salty cock’s cum was bitter and thick. It stuck in my throat and was hard to swallow. I choked on this cum and sputtered onto the next cock that had entered my mouth. I may have vomited as well because the sickness in my stomach was no longer present. The vomit and sputtering were only met by another strike on my face and a round of howling laughter.


I don’t remember much else. The canines each took turns with me, laughing and giggling at my struggles. Whenever I got out of line, I was quickly redirected on how to be obedient for them. By the time they were done with me the morning sun was coming up over the club I had thought of highly of the night before.

I was left a bloody and sobbing mess in the morning light. I looked around and started to bawl. I grabbed my knees and pulled them closely. I was sobbing and still bloody mess.  After a few minutes of crying my eyes out I heard a couple others approaching me.

Chapter 7

PTSD


I can’t believe that had just happened. I got…raped. I’ve just been raped. Is that what that was? Did I just get raped? Where was Velvet? She works here. She should’ve been right here next to me, right? Where was Yodel? They were right here too. Why did they just abandon me? 


Surely, they had their reasons. Why would they just leave me in a dark alley? They had to have known that group was approaching. Are the in cahoots? Are Velvet and Yodel in a trafficking ring and they just used me?


“Alec?”


Why am I still here? Will they come back?


“Alec!”


I just wanted a friend, and they abandoned me.


“Alec Cat! Kitty!”


I felt someone touch me. I jumped back to the nearest wall and pressed myself against it as much in the fetal position as I could go. I could only respond to these events with a loud “get away from me!” and putting my paw up defensively.

“Alec, it’s us.” 


I recognized that voice. It was Velvet. I decided to look up, eyes still full of tears to see the pink bunny and pastel puppy. Along with another figure. I wiped my tears on my arm to clear out my vision. It was a light blue bat with a matching wizard hat. I looked at the other I met the prior night, they looked afraid and remorseful.


“What happened?” Velvet asked, crouching down to me, then setting herself next to me and resting her back to the wall.


“I got fucking raped.” I said, placing my chin on my knees, revealing my bloody face.


“Shit.” Velvet responded almost in shock. “I’m sorry. Sound here sense—”


“Shut the fuck up.” I retorted, interrupting her “I needed you last night. Where the fuck did you go?”


Velvet continued where she left off “Sound sensed that Yodel and I were in danger.” Velvet motioned toward the bat “and he teleported us to safety. He didn’t detect you, otherwise he would have teleported you as well. It’s a one-way trip in situations like that. We tried to get back here as quick as we could.”


“Not fucking soon enough, you fucking whore.” I responded angerly.


Velvet inhaled for a second, trying to not let my words get to her. Yodel sat down next to me, opposite Velvet, and spoke up. They changed the subject.


“Your magic. It makes you undetectable. We tried to scry for you, I was able to get you magical imprint. But you’re, in all accounts, impossible to find.”


“Well, the dogs didn’t really let me move from here”


“’Dogs’?” The bat questioned back. “Was the leader a rottweiler?”


“Seems to be, but I’d really not want to talk about it right now. So can we not?” I said turning away and still obviously agitated about questioned about it.


Yodel nodded and looked at the others. They seemed in agreement with me that it may be a sore subject.


“Hungry?” The puppy spoke.


I nodded, tearing up again.


“Let’s go get some pancakes. Even if you don’t eat much, it might make you feel better.”


The puppy stood up and offered their paw to me. I looked up and grabbed their paw. They helped me stand back up after I had been in the fetal position for a while. My knees had popped as I stood up, I was in that position for a while.


“Could I…” I started out to see if they were listening to me, they were “could I possibly get changed?”


I was still wearing the outfit that I had danced and subsequently gotten raped in. I couldn’t bear to have it touch my skin any more. They all seemed in agreement, thankfully there was a clothing store nearby, just across the street. The pastel puppy had decided to go and grab me some clothing.


It wasn’t too much. A simple black graphic tee, the same color as my black fur, with a fish skeleton on it. A pair of black cargo pants, same color and fur and shirt, and a leather jacket, the shade of brown had matched my paw pads.

I could barely see the clothing through my tears as I put it on. Once I had put on all the clothing, I felt somewhat better. I felt less raped in a way. My ass and pride were still sore. Thinking about the event had made me sick to my stomach again and I had vomited.


The group had nodded as if to acknowledged that this had happened. Yodel put a paw around me and whispered many “there, there’s” and “it’s okay, kitty” the entire way to the café that we were going to.
