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"Catgirls, we’re, uh… a horny sort. We like sex. A lot. And what we really like is cum. We actually need cum pretty regularly or we get, uhh, a little testy. But not just any cum. Virgin cum."

Mika





Seduced by the Kinky Catgirl




Ken rode the Yamanote Line in Tokyo every day to university and back again. He knew few people, had fewer friends, and despite his best efforts, he had never, ever slept with a girl. But that was about to change.

He got on at Tamachi Station as usual and rode towards Otsuka. People got on and off again–salarymen, tourists, bored housewives, other students–in a swelling rhythm. Ken had learned to tune them out by now and yet when the girl with the pink hair and the cat ear headband got on at Akihabara, he noticed her immediately. Maybe it was because she stood directly in front of him, invading his personal space, or maybe it was because along with her pink hair and cat ears she also had on what looked like a tail, honey-colored with brown spots.

Her gentle perfume wafted down at him: it smelled like pear and jasmine. Unable to help it, Ken looked up and was eye to eye with the woman’s crotch. She had on tight black jeans that hugged every inch of her hips and thighs and strong calves. His heart hiccupped in his throat. He sat up straight, pushing himself against the seatback. The girl leaned in closer. Ken saw she was wearing a shoulder-less pink crop jacket over a very tight white tee that barely held the girl’s heavy breasts in. Perfumed pink hair tumbled down towards him as she studied her phone intently. The train hit a few bumps on the track, jostling back and forth, and she stumbled towards him just as Ken careened forward. His head smacked into her chest and then back again, leaving him dazed.

Ken went to apologize, sure that the woman would be staring down angrily at him. But instead she was back to her phone with the hint of a smile on her face. Hard nipples pushed at the thin white fabric of her top. He sat back, gluing his back to the seat, and fought back a blush that turned his entire face a rosy pink.

People got in, people got out. The train was almost empty after Nishi-Nippori as the traveler crowd departed to catch the express to Narita airport. There were plenty of open seats. The cat-dressed girl did not move. She continued staring and tapping away at her phone, riding the rhythm of the loop line. Now and again, her bright eyes darted up to check the train screens. Nothing unusual about any of that.

But there was one odd thing: She was sniffing. A lot, like she was trying to track a scent. Her light eyes glanced down and saw Ken looking up at her. She glanced away and stopped sniffing.

At Sugamo, just one station away from Ken’s stop, the girl got off the train. As she walked off, her costume tail seemed to sway back and forth with a mind of its own. Ken studied it, confused–and then looked past it, checking out the girl’s pert, round ass stuffed tight into her black denim pants. He was still staring at her when the girl looked over her shoulder at him; he froze, the hint of a smile on her lips.

Ken’s heart pounded. He could see the pink-haired girl standing on the platform. It was like she was waiting for something… but what? Ken had the crazy idea that she was somehow waiting for him, maybe daring him to get off the train to follow her. But that had to be insane, right? What girl did that–let alone one as sultry and well-dressed as this one?

Ken quickly thought it through. If he got off the train, he could always get on the next one–it wouldn’t be long–or he could walk home, pretending like that was his plan all along. No one had to know that he was getting off in hopes of following some strange girl.

A train came in on the opposite side of the platform. Ken didn’t have long. He sprang out of his seat and out of the train, orienting himself on the platform. He looked around, but the girl was gone.

“I waited too long…” he mumbled under his breath.

“Hiiii!” a voice called from behind.

Ken spun around, nearly tripping as he did, and found himself face to face with the pink-haired girl. She gave him a big smile and batted her eyelashes at him, running a hand through her hair; her hairband with the cat ears stayed remarkably in place.

Ken stumbled over his words: “Hi, uh, I um, I was just getting a drink and um I–”

The girl cut him off: “I need someone to walk me home. Can you help me?”

Ken looked out at the mid-afternoon sky from the raised train platform. The sun was still out and the day looked peaceful.

“I mean, it’s not late or anything, I think you’ll be okay. This neighborhood is pretty safe too.”

The girl flashed him a pouty face. “You don’t want to help me?”

“I, uh… I can help, yeah,” said Ken.

“Yay!” the girl cried out, practically jumping up and down with excitement. She waved at him. “I’m Mika.’

Ken introduced himself and followed the girl out of the station. Mika strode through the station hallways, her short kitten heels clacking on the tile floors. With her confident gait and her head held high, Mika sure didn’t seem like the sort of woman who needed a chaperone. Outside the station, Mika took a sharp turn left, away from the neighborhood’s main thoroughfare. Ken didn’t walk around this area much but he knew it well enough and he knew which way Mika was headed–towards the subdued pocket of Sugamo’s Love Hotels.

“Uh… where do you live anyway?” he asked.

Mika ignored him, taking a few sharp turns that only someone who knew the neighborhood intimately could navigate. She was walking so fast that Ken could barely keep up with her and the urgency in her stride nagged at him. What was she so eager for?

Mika stopped in front of a Love Hotel, Hotel X-Style. It was decorated with red and black banners that gave the building a forbidden, taboo feel. The sliding doors opened as Mika went inside. Ken rushed in after her.

“Hey!” he said in a hushed shout. “I thought you were going home.”

“We’ll just be a few minutes,” she said to him.

“‘We’?? What do you need me for?”

But Mika was too busy eyeing the display placard that listed all the rooms in the Love Hotel. There were thirty different ones, some of them looking twee and elegant, while others had a more modern and low-key erotic feel. There were even a handful that looked kinky and deviant, with large cages and dramatic-looking chains. Mika stepped over to the receptionist desk that had a pane of frosted glass to hide the identity of the clerk. She asked for a room and exchanged several large bills for a jingling set of keys. Ken tried to match the room she’d asked for with the rooms on the placard but before could, Mika was tugging him along with her towards the elevators.

“Come on!” she said in a low voice.

They piled into the elevator. It was small, clearly meant for only two people at a time. Mika’s denim-clad hips brushed Ken’s body and he felt rising blush in his cheeks. They got off at the top floor and walked down the hallway. The lights were dim up here and the walls were black tile. There wasn’t a single sound. It smelled clean in the hallway and the carpet looked freshly vacuumed. They reached the door of Room 603. Mika opened it up and Ken stepped inside before she shut the door behind them and turned on the light.

His heart skipped a beat. Room 603 was one of those kinky, deviant rooms he had glimpsed downstairs. Its walls were painted blood red and it had wall-to-wall jet black shag carpeting, with a huge circular bed in the center of the room that was–Ken couldn’t believe it–fitted inside of what looked like a giant cage with glossy painted black bars. Along the walls were dark wood shelves filled with S&M toys like handcuffs and short whips and colorful ball gags and masks, as well as one rack full of condoms and lube and a squat vending machine that seemed to dispense small vibrators and pocket pussies.

He looked at the pink-haired girl and she looked back with a cheeky smile.

“Sit on the bed,” she told him.

Ken was dizzy as he stepped towards the open edge of the caged circular bed and sat down. Suddenly, his excitement turned to fear. What if this encounter was actually for a more nefarious purpose? Urban legends of men being drugged and their wallets stolen–or even their organs–filled his head. The logic part of his brain screamed at him to run.

“I need to tell you something,” she admitted, sloughing off her shoulderless pink crop jacket. It crumpled to the floor, leaving Mika in just her jeans and very thin, very tight white top. She reached down and unbuttoned her jeans, yanking them down a few inches so that Ken could see the tops of her milky white thighs and the pink panties that matched both the girl’s hair and jacket. Strangely, her costume tail didn’t seem to be pulled down with the jeans and continued to swish back and forth. How was she working that anyway?

“What is it?” Ken heard himself ask. “What do you need to tell me?”

Mika inched her jeans down further until they were at her knees; her thighs were thick and delightful and through the gap of her legs he could see the Love Hotel room’s door behind her. Her tail continued to swish. Mika reached up and pulled off her cat ear headband… but the ears didn’t go anywhere. She threw the headband on the shag carpet. Then she reached back and grasped her tail in one hand and pulled. The honey-colored, brown-spotted surface of the tail came away like a sheath, revealing a fluffy pink tail as bright as the girl’s hair.

What the hell was going on?

“Don’t freak out,” she said. She shimmied the rest of the way out of her jeans and stood before Ken, just in her sheer pink panties, white tee, and cat-whatever-they-weres.

“What are you?” he asked before he could help himself.

Mika’s cheeks went red at the accusatory tone in Ken’s voice.

“I’m just like you,” she was quick to say. “...sort of. I’m a nekogaaru. A catgirl.”

“...a what?”

“A catgirl,” Mika repeated. “It’s not as weird as it sounds. It just means that I have these…” She reached up and lightly tugged on her cat ears, wincing as she did. “...and these…” She reached down and stroked her tail. “...and that’s it. Well, my nails are a little sharp, I guess. And my sense of smell is really good. But that’s all, I swear!”

So that’s what was up with the sniffing earlier. Or at least partly. He still didn’t know what she was sniffing for. Ken’s mind rolled back to fearful thoughts of being lured into danger. Cats were hunters. They liked to play with their prey. Is that what this was? Had Mika brought him here to do something awful to him? He stood up to leave.

“Wait! Stay!” cried Mika. She held out her hands and Ken saw that she did indeed have long nails, claw-like almost.

Ken stopped but did not sit back down. “Enough. Why did you want me here? Why did you single me out?”

Mika chewed her lower lips. “Okay, so it’s like this: Catgirls, we’re, uh… a horny sort. We like sex. A lot. And what we really like is cum. We actually need cum pretty regularly or we get, uhh, a little testy.”

Ken listened, speechless.

“But not just any cum,” continued Mika. “It has to be a very specific type of cum.”

“What kind?”

“Uhhh….” Mika pressed her pointer fingers together, looking a little shameful. She whispered what she said next: “Virgin cum.”

“I’m not a virgin,” lied Ken.

Mika sniffed several times. “Yes you are,” she said confidently.

“You can smell it on me?” asked an incredulous Ken.

“It’s nothing to be ashamed of!”

Ken grumbled but said nothing. After a few minutes of silence–and of collecting himself–he asked: “So, uh, you need my… stuff?”

Mika nodded. “But I need to take it from you,” she said.

“What do you mean?”

“It means, like…” She motioned to the room they were in, at the cage and the kinky implements. “...I need to be in charge.”

“...and what do I need to do?” asked Ken in a tiny voice.

Mika gave him a fanged grin. “Let me be in charge,” she said.

“Okay,” said Ken.

Mika sauntered up to him and touched his chest, inching him back to the bed. His legs hit the edge of the bed and he plopped down. Mika wasn’t far behind. She climbed up on the bed, straddling Ken’s legs so that she could roll him back into a lying down position. Her heavy tits swayed in front of his face. Mika shuffled forward and pulled Ken’s arms up over his head, guiding them towards black neoprene cuffs that were attached to the cage. Before she threaded his hands through the cuffs, she pulled off Ken’s t-shirt, her hair brushing along his bare skin.

Then Mika scooted backwards. Her hands went to Ken’s pants and greedily unbuttoned them. She yanked them and his boxer briefs off with just two pulls, her long nails lightly scratching Ken’s thighs. Her eyes darted down to Ken’s crotch, hands reaching out to play with his cock and balls. He was stiffening quickly and Mika batted him back and forth playfully as he grew, a delighted look on her angelic face as he went hard for her. She reached down and tickled his balls with her nails, making Ken gasp.

“There we go,” she said to herself with smug satisfaction.

With feline dexterity, Mika spun around so that she was now straddling him with her back to him. She pulled off her tight white tee and Ken saw her breasts bounce obscenely, only the slight curve of them visible from where he was. His cock throbbed in anticipation. Mika wiggled her panty-clad hips back until she was right over Ken’s face; he smelled her pear and jasmine perfume again, much stronger than before, along with the warm smell of pent-up sex.

There was a warm, wet feeling like hot velvet on Ken’s cock. It ran up his shaft and he moaned as he realized it was Mika’s tongue. His own warm breath blew on the catgirl’s crotch and the pink sheer panties fluttered against her pussy lips and the swell of her ass. Mika giggled.

“That tickles,” she squealed.

She licked Ken’s cock again, going much more slowly to let the dripping spade of her tongue luxuriate along his pulsing veins and his swollen cockhead. Her lips wrapped around the tip of him and he tried to thrust up into the catgirl’s mouth, Mika lifting her head away to leave him wanting. He moaned into her crotch again, the air between his mouth and her pussy now damp and thick with the smell of her wetness. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw her fluffy pink tail flick back and forth just before she sat down on his face. The sheer–and now wet–fabric of her panties made a seal with Ken’s nose and mouth, the soft, hot pussy beyond pressing down on him with the catgirl’s weight. His heart skipped a beat and he suddenly needed a fresh breath, his lungs already starting to burn.

The only thing that distracted him was Mika wrapping her lips around the base of his cock as she took him in her mouth. She swirled her tongue around him, making Ken gasp breathlessly against her, and then drew her lips along him, threatening to let his cock go before dipping her head back down again. Mika worked his shaft with that dipping up-down motion while moving her tongue from side to side with its tip pressed into a warm, hardened nub that felt as if someone was drawing a strong, wet fingertips along Ken’s cock. He soon didn’t care that he couldn’t breathe, ignoring the speckles in his blinded eyesight and the frenzy building in his chest.

Just as Ken’s body began to thrash involuntarily, Mika lifted herself off Ken’s face. He whimpered pitifully as she stopped sucking his cock as well–until he saw her reach back to peel away her soaked panties, deftly pulling them off while barely shifting on the circular bed. She balled them up and stuffed them in Ken’s mouth. The taste of her flooded his senses. Then Mika sat back down, rubbing her sweaty, fragrant backside on Ken’s face and nuzzling her smooth, soft taint against his nose. She took him back to her mouth and her bobbing motions quickened, her tongue flicking wildly against Ken’s shaft. He curled his feet and his toes and reached for Mika, hands kept in place by the neoprene cuffs.

Mika’s tail playfully swatted at his head. “Nuh uh uh,” she taunted, pulling away from Ken’s cock for a moment.

He felt the cool air of the Love Hotel room on his spit-coated shaft. She wiggled her ass on Ken, her pert, plump cheeks grinding down on either side of his face and he took a whiff of her, that heady, musky scent laced with an aphrodisiac high. He thrashed against the cuffs, desperate to touch the catgirl, but she simply wiggled back onto him even harder, coating Ken’s face with her sweat and fragrance. There was a warm dollop at the tip of his cock–spit, he figured–and then Mika wrapped her lips around him again. She went painstakingly slow this time and kept her sharp nails resting on Ken’s hips to dissuade him from trying to fuck her face. He whined into her with a needy moan that made Mika begin to rock her hips back and forth, sliding along Ken’s nose and lips.

Mika gushed as she rocked, smearing Ken’s face with her wetness. It trickled down his chin and along his cheeks and past his lips, further soaking the other wet panty gag. Ken could taste her on his tongue and pushed his face up into the catgirl’s pussy, groaning. He wanted her. He needed her. And still she was sucking him only so, so slowly, digging her nails deeper into his skin to tease him with what she wouldn’t let him have. She opened her mouth wide with Ken’s cock still in her and let out a damp breath that sent shuddering tingles up his body. His feet fidgeted and he clenched his fists in delirium.

There was a rush of cool air as the catgirl lifted herself to her knees. She turned around to face Ken and he naked body up close now: a curvy, thick frame with a cinched waist, jiggling perky tits, full hips, and a finely sculpted V between her legs that had gently petaled pussy lips and the tiniest patch of bright pink pubic hair. Wetness ran down her inner thighs and there was a fish in the catgirl’s face that accentuated her button nose and pouty lips.

Mika reached down and rubbed her clit. She sat back a bit, just enough so that Ken’s cock slipped between her ass cheeks. He squeezed his hips to fuck her cheeks but he couldn’t get enough traction without the catgirl helping him–and she moved just enough with each of his thrust’s to deny Ken that, making the main strain and squirm in a hopeless attempt to rub himself up and down her ass.

“Do you want this kitty?” she asked him in a breathy whisper, giving her pussy a quick spank.

Ken nodded eagerly.

Mika rubbed faster, smiling wide, her fangs showing. She threw her head back and let Ken get a rhythm going between her ass cheeks, grinding against him as he pumped up and down. His breathing got deeper and he flexed his legs; a cramp started in his calves but Ken pushed through, feeling his balls pull up towards his body as he pumped faster and faster. Mika leaned away from him and Ken grunted in frustration. The catgirl watched him throw his gagged temper tantrum with satisfaction in her light eyes, fingers spanking her pussy a few more times before she went back to rubbing her clit.

She let Ken thrash for a little longer and then shuffled back on the bed, tucking Ken’s cock between her ass cheeks as she did. It slid along her crack and her taint and then his cockhead brushed along her wet pussy lips for just a brief second before flopping away helplessly. Ken squeezed his hips towards her but it was too late, Mika’s pussy was too far away. The catgirl nimbly climbed off the bed, but not before she pulled up two neoprene cuffs from the floor and fastened them around Ken’s ankles, spreading his legs wide. He craned his head up to watch her as she rifled through the shelves along the walls.

What was she looking for? What was she going to do to him?

Mika hummed to herself, her tail swishing back and forth. Ken watched her hungrily. His eyes traced her heart-shaped bottom and the way her tits jiggled with each step, and even though he knew it was pointless he pulled at his bindings, the chains jangling against the black metal bars of the cage around the bed.

“Shhhh,” said Mika, pressing her ass back against the cage bars so that it was just barely in reach of Ken’s fingertips. He reached towards her, the cuff pulling hard on his wrist, and his fingers grazed the pillowy skin of her backside. Mika stayed there, letting the man strain with all his might just to touch her for a second or two at a time while she continued looking through the shelves.

Ken fell back after reaching for Mika again, his chest heaving. A sheen of sweat covered his body. He groaned at her through the panty gag and the catgirl giggled, mimicking the sound in a low, mocking tone:

“Uggh! Uggh! Uggggh!” she went, giggling again and pushing her ass harder against the cage so Ken could stroke even more of her, his fingers slipping along the bottom of one milky cheek and her upper thigh; through the gap of her thighs, he could see her dripping pussy, the puffy, petaled lips just inches away from his touch.

Mika moved away from the cage, having found what she was looking for and shielding it with her body as she sauntered back towards the opening in the bed’s birdcage enclosure. When she was between Ken’s legs, she turned and reveal what it was: a long thick plastic stick that had a poofy white tickler on one end and a leather-tongued riding crop on the other. Mika turned the poofy end towards Ken and tickled the inside of one leg, moving closer and closer to his balls. He wiggled about as he stifled his laughter, jerking away as she ran it along the underside of his shaft and his too-sensitive cockhead. Suddenly, Mika twirled the plastic rod and brought the stiff tongue of the riding crop down on Ken’s thigh. It wasn’t that painful but it was surprising and Ken let out a shocked gasp.

Mika slowly spun the rod again, going back to stroking Ken’s shaft with the poofy end. He sighed as she teased him and strained against his cuffs. As Mika stroked him, she lowered the riding crop end of the rod and let it brush against her wetness, until the black leather tongue was slick and shiny. She deftly twirled the crop end outward and reached up towards Ken’s face to hold it in front of his nose; he sniffed, inhaling a mix of her pussy and well-used, oiled leather. Mika swatted lightly at his cheeks and dragged the crop end down, dragging it along his chin and neck and upper chest so that she could smack Ken’s nipples with it, alternating sides as the swats grew harder. Ken writhed and wriggled, his hard cock bouncing from side to side.

The swats stopped while the catgirl clambered onto the bed again. She took up a spot next to Ken, resting right by his head, and landed harsh little swats along his body with expert precision–his nipples, his crotch, his cock, his thighs… she fell into no discernable pattern, keeping Ken guessing with each lightning fast strike. Soon there were reddened patches up and down Ken’s body. The last few ones landed loudly and felt like stinging bites. Ken hissed in pain, thrashing petulantly to ward off the stinging pain.

“Poor baby,” cooed Mika, twirling the rod back to its floofy end.

She brushed the reddened spots with the fluffy tickler and then set the rod down on the bed to lean forward so she could kiss them instead, giving Ken a glorious view of her pouting pink lips touching his skin. Along with her kiss, he felt her breasts push against him, along with her warm, milky skin as she contorted her fit, flexible frame to reach all the way down to his thighs and back up to his neck without the slightest loss of balance. The only place she did not kiss was his cock. She left that conspicuously unattended to, kissing closer and closer to him until she was planting soft kisses on his dark pubic hair and the crease between his thighs and crotch and even on his balls.

Ken whined pathetically.

“You’re like a dog, begging for scraps,” she said in a low voice. “And cats love to torment dogs…”

The catgirl shimmied down the bed and lolled out her tongue as far as it would go–it was astonishingly long. She held his cock by the base and mimed licking it like she was licking at the world’s largest ice cream cone, giving it big, imaginary licks that made her rock her head up and down. A light eye looked at him through the veil of her fallen pink hair, studying his reaction with a gleeful expression.

“You are a dog, aren’t you?” Mika asked. “Dogs bark. Can you bark?”

Ken was so horny he barely felt any shame as he woofed into the panty gag. “Woof! Woof! Woof woof woof!”

Mika giggled at the sound and excitedly straddled him, shuffling up so that her body was right above his chest. “Dogs also like to lick things too, right?” she asked, reaching down to tweeze out the pair of wet panties from Ken’s mouth. “Here you go, something for you to lick…”

She sat down on his mouth, smothering him with her crotch. Ken drove his tongue as deep inside her as he could. The taste of her like this was like the scents and taunting hints he’d already gotten, but supercharged; if those other sensory delights had been just a spritz of fruit juice, this was the fruit itself, as wet and moist and concentrated and delicious as possible. He nestled his face against her to drown himself in her nectar scent, feeling the delicate skin of her underneath his wildly whipping tongue and his working jaws that seemed to be spurred on with a force of their own. Ken could no longer think straight, driven mad with a desire to worship the catgirl at whatever cost.

Mika sat down harder on Ken’s mouth, her salty sweetness rushing up his nose and further down his throat. He swallowed reflexively, not caring that he was struggling to breathe. All he needed was Mika–Mika, Mika, Mika–and if that meant he didn’t breathe, well hell, he wouldn’t breathe.

The catgirl snatched his head in both hands, long, sharp fingers weaving through his sweat-wet hair. She dragged him up as she shifted down along his face, so that Ken’s nose was butting up against her swollen clit. He sucked in a ragged gasp through his nostrils while his tongue continued thrashing around like an out of control garden hose, only with the wetness coming from everywhere but the hose.

Ken opened his eyes and saw the bright pink patch of Mika’s pubic hair in front of him. It was dewy with sweat and wetness and as he worshiped her with his mouth she rocked against him, rubbing that colorful patch against the bridge of his nose; he could feel the heady oils left behind and wanted to reach out to coat his fingers with them and to taste them, doing all he could to not thrash angrily at being denied the opportunity to do so. He scrubbed his head into Mika’s pussy, trying to flick his nose against her clit, but it was a sloppy, desperate effort.

“Okay, okay,” said Mika as she pulled her snatch away from Ken’s frantically licking face. She had to suppress a laugh at the sight of his shiny, wet face with his tongue darting up lewdly. “That’s enough for you…”

“No,” croaked Ken. “No, no, no.”

Mika smirked at him. “Yes, yes, yes,” she said back.

She playfully clawed at his chest and Ken tried to bolt up in surprise, held down by his neoprene cuffs. Mika clapped her hands together and cackled delightedly, overjoyed at the flailing sight of the man under her. She tauntingly wigged herself against him, leaving behind a viscous slick streak and then stood up on the circular bed, trouncing around Ken as she decided what to do with him next; Ken watched her unerringly, eyes spinning as she walked around him in lazy circles as her ass swung back and forth, tail swishing and breasts bouncing. He was past wanting or needing her now–he had to have her.

"Enough!" he growled in a tone that surprised him. "Stop messing with me! Are you going to let me fuck you or not?"

Mika paused and looked at Ken with lidded eyes.

"Let you fuck me," she repeated back, one corner of her mouth rising in a checkmark grin. "You don't fuck me. I fuck you."

To prove her point, Mika walked over to Ken's crotch, stepping her feet out so they were on either side of his thighs. She squatted down, slowly, as if she was going to sit right down on his throbbing, impossibly hard cock. But she shifted her hips back at the last second so that his cockhead drifted through her wet lips instead and so that he could feel the warmth of her pussy on the underside of his cock while she settled into her squatting pose; Ken could feel her warm cheeks on his upper thighs and thought he could even feel the pulse of her on his shaft, a heavy, excited pulse that rivaled his own.

Ken thrashed against his cuffs, his anguish like nourishment to the kinky catgirl.

Mika continued to glide Ken’s cock up and down her pussy lips, making sure to not give his swollen head even the slightest attention. She kept her light eyes locked on his as she moved and reached up to play with her nipples, squeezing them between her fingers so hard she sighed through gritted teeth. Soon her nipples were rock hard and her breasts were bobbing with Mika’s up-down riding motion.

“Do you want me to fuck you?” she asked him.

Ken nodded, the sheets underneath now drenched with sweat from his lust and struggling.

“If I do, you don’t cum until I say so,” she said. “Can you do that?”

Ken nodded again. He was willing to agree to anything if he could just feel her around him.

“Okaaaaay,” cooed the catgirl, rising up and grasping Ken’s shaft so she could lower herself onto it. “But you better be serious about that.”

The muscles in her thighs tensed gracefully as she sat down, pressing Ken’s head against–and then past–her lips. As he sank into her, he was overcome with the most insane, delirious, eye-rolling pleasure, his cock feeling like it had been enveloped by a warm, tight, slick grasp. His entire body shuddered. This is what he had waited years and years to experience, what he yearned for and dreamed of and fantasized about, and now it was finally happening–and it was as fantastic as he’d always hoped.

Mika let her weight sink all the way down, burying Ken inside her. She squeezed the insides of her thighs and the deep muscles in her groin and he felt it like a strong pulsing at the base of his shaft; it dizzied him and he went to reach for her, forgetting yet again about his cuffs. With Ken still buried deep in her warmth, she grinded her hips against his, both their crotches becoming slippery and glistening. There seemed to be a beat to her grinding, the sultry rhythm of island music that Ken couldn't dream of dancing to in a million years but that Mika had long since mastered.

She rode him without needing to lift her hips an inch and placed her palms on his stomach to steady herself. He felt her nail-claws rake at him out of the catgirl's own building passion, as if she couldn't help herself.

"Fuck, yes," she hissed under her breath.

Ken tried to thrust against her but Mika dug her nails into his waist in warning.

"Don't," she snapped at him.

Ken had to fully focus to not get lost in Mika's grinding rhythm, the catgirl's pussy feeling like it was milking him unrelentingly. The urge to release built up inside me and he groaned, writing under Mika as he tried to hold himself back. But his helpless squirming only made the catgirl grind down on him harder, her sopping wetness letting her effortlessly glide against him. She tossed her wavy pink hair back and Ken saw her cheeks were flushed with lust.

"I'm going to take your gun from you," she growled in a husky voice, rocking harder. "But if you cum before I say so, you're in trouble."

Mika's rocking became long, circular gyrations as the catgirl moved her thick hips clockwise. Ken clutched at the bed. He was barely able to hold on before and now it was like the catgirl was drawing the cum right out of his balls, daring him to let him and give in. He whipped his head from side to side, letting out a litany of grunts and groans.

"Don't cum," Mika said, a grin in her voice.

Ever so slightly, she began to lift her hips as she gyrated, squeezing the muscles in her groin along Ken's length as she rose up and sat down again. Somewhere in the back of Ken's mind, he realized what an amazing feat of athletics it was for the girl to keep her rhythm, gyrating, and rising and falling going, all while pumping him with her warm, tight squeezing. He hissed out a groan and his legs started to cramp as the need to cum reached a fever pitch.

"Don't do it," said Mika. Sweat was running down the catgirl's milky skin, running down between her bouncing tits and her gyrating hips, warm droplets falling onto Ken's sweaty body.

"I c-c-can't hold on," he managed, grabbing the bedsheet in his baller up fists.

"Don't!" warned Mika.

But it was too late.

“Arrrrggghhhhhhh!” groaned Ken as he spurted inside of Mika. She stopped her gyrating and grinding the second he started to cum, leaving him without any stimulation as his cock pumped out his pent-up seed. He tried to thrust into her but Mika’s nail-claws kept him at bay, the man whining miserably as he came in her with barely any of the pleasure. His whining became whimpering and then something close to sobbing as Mika sat atop him imperiously, laughing to herself while Ken’s balls twitched hopelessly. The only sensations he felt were the occasional pulse from Mika’s pussy as she milked the base of his shaft with her squeezing Kegel motions, but for Ken it felt like he was still on the edge of orgasm despite spilling his seed in the catgirl.

“No, no no no no no,” he mewled.

Mika clucked her tongue in mock disappointment. “Really you just made it worse on yourself,” she said, sitting further down on Ken and putting an even stronger pressure on him than before. He felt something strange inside of Mika, something he couldn’t describe–it was like he was deflating inside her and somehow being squeezed down. But how was such a thing possible without the catgirl even reaching down to touch him? He craned his head forward, trying to look to see what was going on.

“What do you mean?” he asked in a daze.

“What I mean is that I can’t trust you,” said Mika. She didn’t sound angry. Quite the opposite, in fact–there was joy in her voice. “And that means I need to keep you in check. For next time.”

“Next time?” asked Ken. He didn’t feel hard at all in Mika anymore. It was almost like he was instead tucked into the tightest, most constricting piece of underwear he’d ever worn. He was eager and anxious for the catgirl to sit up so he could see what was happening, his heart pounding at the unknown possibilities.

“Oh yes. I told you catgirls need virgin cum now and again, but what I didn’t tell you is we, ah, sort of ‘bond’ with the virgins we take. And even though they–you–aren’t virgins anymore, not technically, as long as they stay faithful to us, their cum is just as good,” explained Mika.

“I don’t… I don’t understand,” said Ken.

Mika grinned at him, her feline fangs showing. “Your cum is mine,” she said. “All of it.”

Then the catgirl finally lifted herself off of Ken. The man didn’t understand what he was seeing. His cock and balls were there, but there was something covering them–caging them–that didn’t make any sense to him. It was pink and looked like shiny metal, even though it felt so light that Ken could barely feel it. He rolled his hips up to look at it better and saw then that it seemed to be made of a ring around the base of his cock and balls along with a smaller, tighter cage that was fastened around his now flaccid cock. It had turned his length into a nub, with something that the tip that actually seemed to go inside of Ken, like a metal catheter.

“How… I don’t… how did you…?”

Mika had rolled onto her back, with her legs up in the air, keeping Ken’s seed deep inside her. She looked relaxed and blissed out, enjoying whatever qualities his virgin cum had bestowed on her. Her eyes shut and a wide smile spread across her cutesy face.

“You’ll see things differently now,” she said, her eyes remaining closed. “You’ll see more of us–catgirls. We normally try to hide ourselves a bit and–”

“How did you put that thing on me,” said Ken, interrupting.

Mika opened her eyes and flashed Ken a mischievous look. “Catgirls aren’t the most magical beings out there, but we have our ways,” she teased. “I wouldn’t stress yourself out about it too much. The point is it’s on you and only I can take it off.”

“When will that be?” asked Ken.

Mika shrugged. “When I feel like it,” she said. “You’re not the only boy I have.”

“Wait… there are others? Didn’t you say we, uh, bonded…?”

“I’m a catgirl,” said Mika, sitting up. She kept her pussy squeezed tight, still keeping the cum deep inside, and reached over to undo the neoprene cuffs around Ken’s wrists. “I have many places where I like to lay my head.”

Ken sat up, the bedsheet sticking to his back. He looked down at the cage around his cock and gingerly touched it, surprised at how secure it was despite being so impossibly light and noticing that no matter which way he turned it, there didn’t seem to be a lock. Instead there was a small little cat face symbol at the top of it that looked as if it had an inset pink jewel that twinkled curiously. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Mika preening herself, playing with her wavy hair and running her fingers along her cat ears and blowing coolly on her sweaty skin to dry it off. Ken turned his head to watch her and when she noticed him staring, she looked up.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, her tail swishing back and forth.

“How long do I have to keep this thing on me?” whined Ken.

Mika smirked. “Until you prove you’re a good boy who can control himself,” she said as she leaned forward, kissing Ken’s neck. “Until then, it stays on until I’m ready for more of you.”

Her kissing trailed down Ken’s neck, her tongue flicking at his nipples as her hands roamed his warm body. His cock tried to grow but was denied; he simply throbbed impotently against the light, strong metal, unable to get even the start of an erection. Ken grumbled in frustration.

“Don’t worry, I’ll fuck you again soon enough,” she said, continuing to kiss Ken’s most intimate, tender spots.





Epilogue

Weeks passed. It gave Ken plenty of time to get used to his new “cage” and let him figure out how to take showers, use the bathroom, and struggle through long nights filled with hazy dreams of Mika riding his cock. She had given him her number before they left the Love Hotel and had told him she would contact him, though over the next grueling weeks he only received one text from her–a nude of the catgirl posing in front of the mirror, taunting Ken with what he couldn’t have.

Meanwhile, Mika was right: He was beginning to see the world differently. On any given Yamanote ride, Ken saw at least two or three catgirls, sometimes up to half a dozen. Some had huge, pointy ears, others had floofy tails, and in some cases he clearly saw their nail-claws as they tapped away on their phones. Beyond that he noticed the men they targeted as well, men like Ken: quiet, shy guys who were too in their own heads to go around flirting with women. The catgirls flocked to these men gleefully and Ken watched again and again as they led their prey away–in some cases with the already telltale bulge in the man’s pants that told Ken the catgirl’s boy was already caged.

On a few occasions they noticed Ken, too. But they acted differently with him. They would notice him, at first, and then a bit of furtive sniffing later and they were keeping their difference. Did they know that Mika had already “claimed” him or something? Could they smell the catgirl? His cage? His cum?

Then one day he saw her. Mika. She was standing at the other end of the Yamanote, hovering over a shy-looking boy just as she’d hovered over Ken all those weeks ago. He watched jealously as the catgirl let the rocking of the train bump her into him, rubbing her legs against his knees and her breasts jiggling obscenely in front of the man’s face. At Sugamo station, she leaned down and whispered something to the man before leaving the train. He followed after her eagerly.

Ken did the same.

The catgirl turned to see Ken standing on the platform. She grinned at him and blew him a kiss, out of sight of her new prey. Then she walked the man down the platform steps, leaving Ken by his lonesome.

Minutes later a text came through.

“Hotel X-Style. Get yourself a room with toys in it. Text me the room number and wait for me.”

Ken stared down at the text for a few minutes before he rushed off to the Hotel X-Style, hoping this time he could control himself to not earn himself another few weeks in the catgirl’s cage.

THE END
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