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“Black cat…” Matt muttered to himself as he walked down the street. “Black cat… black cat…”

He was on a mission, the day before Halloween, to find an all black cat.

Why you might ask?

For his girlfriend Sarah.

“It would be the perfect addition to my Halloween costume!” She had whined that morning.

She was planning on being a sexy witch, complete with broom and hat, but there was just one problem: none of the stuffed cats he had already bought for her were ‘right enough’.

Good grief…

Matt had rolled his eyes. That had been a mistake.

Now he was in a bad part of town at 7 p.m. trying to find a cat before any of the shops closed.

He had kept the relationship going for far too long, mostly because of her beauty and the insanely good sex. He had never been anyone before her, and that was precisely how Sarah wanted it.

Aside from her whining and bossiness, Sarah was an absolute knockout! She had been the cheerleading captain and Prom Queen. How and why she ever took an interest in Matt was everyone’s guess. The boy didn’t complain though, not back then at least, because the hottest girl in school was all over him!

In the beginning he loved her tight little body and big tits, but over time those terrific physical qualities diminished as more of her personality came to the forefront.

First and foremost, she was incredibly controlling... His schedule was what she told him it would be. His meals were what she prepared for him. His time was hers. He never had time to do the things he wanted, everything was to service her. Everything.

In fact she once told him that her dream was to marry her high school sweetheart, and that he would love her forever, so that was exactly what he was going to do. One day anyway. And until that day came, he would have to do whatever she told him… or else…

Or else no more sex, no more love, no more gifts.

He would be single and alone. And good luck trying to get a girl as hot as her!

Damnit… He detested the way she controlled him… how she manipulated him…

Alas she would always make him forget his troubles, as soon as she sniffed them out that is, and on their relationship went.

Thus, despite his reservations, he was so enthralled with physically being with Sarah that he allowed their relationship to persist far long after realizing he wasn't happy, and was only continuing further down the misery spiral.

Matt was a man of commitment though, and so, like always, he swallowed his pride and went on out the hunt for her stupid black cat.

All day long his hunt persisted, but every pet store was either out of black cats, or only had ones that did not meet Sarah’s specific criteria. It had to be a fit and lean, female, was house trained, and even knew basic commands!

Do cats even know commands? Matt exclaimed to himself as he crossed the intersection.

He continued walking down the street, his meandering taking him to areas of the city he had never been to. His phone showed one more pet store at the end of the block. This was it. If they didn’t have a cat he was screwed!

To top it all off, Matt was starting to worry about how he was going to find his way back! He had no idea where he was or where he had parked. But all those worries instantly faded when he saw it, as if the universe was listening in to his inner dialogue: a pet shop. THE pet shop.

It had an odd appearance for such a place, but pretty much everything in the city didn't match what you would envision them to look like. So go figure. This pet shop appeared to be Halloween themed.

Odd, he thought, the reviews online didn’t say anything about Halloween.

Perhaps they were just decorated for the holiday? Matt wondered, reaching the store front and checking the store hours.

Another hour left. Just in time…

As he approached the front window, he saw emblems of dogs and cats freely scurrying about, painted cartoonishly in a rather adept hand. Pretty standard fare.

He read the sign, "Spooky City Pet Shop: We'll perfectly match you!"

This had Matt's mind wandering, but he strolled in regardless.

"Welcome to Spooky City,” A kind-looking, older gentleman said from behind the counter. “Are you looking for your perfect match?" 

The boy blushed.

"Y-yeah, hey. I'm Matt."

"Hi, I'm Ronald.” He waved “The owner”

Matt closed the distance, already feeling comfortable.

“Let me ask you a few questions so we can find your ideal match."

“No, no, that’s not necessary. It’s not for me anyway,” Matt responded quickly. It’s for my girlfriend. Look, you wouldn’t happen to have a black cat would ya? Ya know, for like Halloween?”

The genial old man chuckled.

“I sure do! But is that what yyyooouuu want, young man?”

Matt shot him a quizzical look. “I dunno. Who cares? I just need it, okay?”

“Sure, sure,” the old man said, “what’re ya lookin’ fer again?”

Faster than he knew how Matt laid out the specifics, and like a kid waiting on Christmas, grew anxious as Ronald noted each one.

When he was done the owner grinned and held up his arms.

“You’re in luck! I’ve got just the girl fer ya!” The old man said. "She’s the perfect companion for ya, young man. One cat in particular in fact. I think she’d be a great match for you."

“Oh my god, that’s great! Matt beamed. “Thank you!”

But then the man leaned over the counter and spoke in a sort of ‘hushed’ tone.

“She’s a bit of an odd one though, if you catch my drift.”

“I don’t care! Let’s see her!”

"What I mean to say is… She’s not your, uh… ahem…” he cleared his throat. “She’s not your typical pet..."

“That’s okay,” Matt replied with a chuckle. “You said she meets all my girlfriend’s criteria. So I’m in.”

“Just as well. Fill out these forms and we’ll get started.”

The old man handed Matt a clipboard and busied himself around behind the desk. As he did, he proceeded to ask several questions, and Matt blurted out all the answers, revealing much more about himself than he normally would to a complete stranger. The owner had a way about himself that just made you open up to him. As Matt rambled on, he caught himself answering a variety of personal questions, which he found odd, but if this guy had the cat he needed, what did it matter?

When the paperwork was finished, Ronald grinned from ear to ear and said, "Very good. Right this way.”

"So how exactly is this cat not your typical pet?" Matt asked.

"Just go on through that door. That's where I keep the uh, exotic animals.”

“Oookay,” Matt mumbled. “How will I know which one it is?”

“Oh, I think you'll know exactly which one when you see her. This pet will give ya exactly the kind of companionship that will help fill the void in your life."

“Oh… kay…” Matt said slowly.

“Might be a little hard to take in right away, but go in with an open mind. And when you see her, I'm pretty sure you'll know it's the right match for you."

Ronald gestured young Matt through the backroom door.

Once past the threshold though, he closed the cloth flap that had once served as a door, enveloping the boy in complete darkness. He spun but the old man was either gone or completely bathed in shadow, and now he was completely unable to see anything, let alone the exit.

Shuffling deeper into the abyss, Matt’s mind raced.

He can't be serious ca he-

Suddenly the lights came on and Matt froze in his tracks.

“WHAT THE FUCK?!” He screamed.

Large cages lined the walls on either side. But that wasn’t the alarming part…

Inside of them were people! Literal people!

Men and women, tall and short. Most of them had some sort of animal get-up going on, costumed bunny ears or tail plugs, and many were acting in animal mannerisms.

“I… uh… don't think I'm in the right place mister!”

But he received no answer.

The boy twirled around, looking in every direction for the owner without luck.

He was alone with the dozen-plus people in all manners of undress, each locked in cages!

They were obviously all fetishists, right? He thought. Or what if they were in danger? Had they been abducted? Drugged?

He approached one of the more normal-appearing 'pets' in an over-sized cage, a young woman wearing nothing but a headband with floppy dog ears on it and some face paint. She went to the bars of her cage and started sniffing, all the while panting like a dog.

"Ruff, ruff!” She belted out in a cute little tone. “I'm Candy. Wanna take me home? I'll be the best little doggie you ever owned."

Matt stammered, trying to find the words to speak.

Nevermind that this woman was acting like a dog - she was naked!

Like… really naked!

And she was quite the specimen: a twenty something who was lithe and trim and toned, with a slender tanned body and perky set of tits, she was a total babe!

"Uh, er… I….” Matt blubbered, trying not to stare down at her. “No, Candy, just no... What's going on here? Were you kidnapped? Are you in trouble, or danger?"

She giggled and shook her head, much to the boy’s surprise.

Candy went on to explain that they were all there of their own free will. It was simple really. She, along with the rest of the people there, had a genuine desire to be someone's pet, and Ronald offered the means to find their owner. They were all there because they wanted to be; whether their relationship with their new owner was physical or not, it was inherent that the owner would take on the responsibilities of pet ownership, so they would be taken care of in regard to food, shelter and the like.

"I don't know,” Matt grumbled, looking around at the caged subjects. “This seems a little odd to me."

“Odd to you perhaps, but not us!”

Perhaps the most strange thing Matt noticed, was that they were all gorgeous, whether man or woman. There wasn’t anyone who was disgusting or filthy. The women were big-breasted and shapely, and the men were all smooth and athletic.

As if a veil had been lifted from the woman, Candy stopped all the canine-mannerisms she was making and extended her hand to him.

“Surely there’s a pet here for you,” Candy replied.

“Y-yeah…” he said, “I’m looking for a black cat for uh, for Halloween.”

Candy giggled. "Of course you are! Why don’t you check the last cage? Aaallllll the way on the end on the right. I'm almost certain she's who Ronald had in mind for you."

“O-okay… heh heh…” Matt stammered, standing and slowly moving away as if he had just encountered a bear out in the wilderness while camping.

As he walked by the cages, he observed their residents. Some were naked while others were scantily clothed in undergarments or bathing suits. They all seemed happy, and genuinely.

The cage was such a strong symbol of abduction in his mind because that's usually the case when there's a person in it, but Matt began to realize by soaking in his surroundings that each person actually wanted to be there. These people were pets in their own minds and were awaiting their new owners to find them. They were exactly where they wanted to be.

But as he came to the end of the row, he stopped.

His eyes grew wide and his jaw hit the floor when he saw her.

The woman in the final cage was absolutely shredded. She was curling weights, twin eighty-pound dumbbells in either hand. He watched as her round, softball-sized biceps peaked at the top of each curl. Her stomach was a cut six-pack, the center line of which continuing on to the cleft between her two jutting pecs, each housing a perfectly round, FF-cupped breasts.

After her rep she dropped the weights, sending them crashing to the concrete floor below and wiped the sweat from her brow above her green eyes. Her face was beautiful, the smallest button nose, angular cheeks and sharp jawline. Straight, raven-black hair damp with sweat cascaded down her back, reaching her butt. She had a black bikini top on, matching her hair and stretching to contain her massive breasts. A small black leather collar hugged her neck tightly, undulating as she occasionally swallowed.

Matt approached the cage, catching a whiff of her hot, sweet sweat as he breached the proximity of her musk.

"What?” She asked without looking up. “Is weightlifting not very ‘pet-like’."

"No, it's fine. Uh, I'm Matt. And I'm not so sure I'm okay with this whole pet thing anyway. Is there an, um... animal... that you um..."

The woman looked up and cocked an eyebrow, “looking for a black cat?”

Matt nodded. “Y-y-yes. I uh…”

She stood and walked up to the bars, putting her hand between them, over placing the pad of her pointer finger atop Matt's lips.

"Shh.... You don’t have to say anything, Master. My name’s Kitty, and I’m the best little pussy cat you’ll ever own.”

“O-own? Cat?”

“Yes, I have a strong affinity for cats. I feel connected to their culture and sometimes act out their mannerisms.” Her tone dropped and she dipped it in honey before finishing. “And I’m always looking for some fun."

She noticed Matt admiring her physique, then looked the slender boy up and down..

"Like sometimes... a lot of the times... I'll feel a need to wash myself…” she paused. “Like a cat."

She flexed her arm, showing off the bulbous peak beside her head; then she extended her long tongue and licked from the bottom of the hefty muscle to the top, ascending the curvaceous peak. She let it fall into the cleft, the split between her bicep, never breaking erotic eye contact with the timid boy in front of her, and let her tongue trace the veins in her upper arm, first following the most pronounced vein that bisected her bicep, letting it trace the tributary veins around her arm.

She saw Matt's eyes bulge; then retracted her tongue and smiled, purring softly.

"Unfortunately, I don't have their flexibility, so sometimes I may need help bathing as my tongue can't reach all of my body."

Kitty watched him silently a moment before asking, “wanna help me out?”

With his body on auto-pilot, Matt stepped forward, pressing his face against two bars of the cage.

“Yeah,” he uttered softly. "Maybe I can help with those places..."

He stuck his tongue out and Kitty gladly offered her flexed arm, purring as his tongue connected to her bicep in the same area she had just licked. He mimicked her motion, and she assisted, twisting her arm so he could delve into the divide.

She moved closer to the cage, pressing her big squishy breasts against the bars and allowing his tongue to pass her armpit and feel the hardness of her wide lats.

"Mmmm... I think you're going to make a great owner for this kitty cat.” She said, “and don't worry. I'd be just as happy curling up on your lap while you read a book or watch a movie, purring while you rub my belly."

They locked eyes and she paused again.

“Or whatever else you wanna rub.”

Matt gasped in arousal and she giggled.

Meanwhile Kitty noticed he was starting to make a tent below.

"I'd be as obedient and loyal to you as any silly dog," she said, running her fingers around his collar before pulling his face deeper into the french kiss he was currently giving the pit of her elbow.

"But unlike a dog..." she continued, her free hand brushing against his chest, then his abdomen, gliding further down, "...you don't have to smother it in peanut butter to get me to lick it," she stroked the obvious bulge in his pants, “I'll do that for hours just as it is."

“Mleh!” Matt broke away, grasping the bars. "Oh God, Kitty!"

Suddenly she released him, sending the boy stumbling just to stay upright on his own two feet.

"So you'd like to be my owner?" Kitty asked, mashing her entire front against the cage.

Matt gasped as he soaked her all in at more of a distance now. Her breasts oozed through the bars, and her hard nipples poked through her sheer black top, leaving little to the imagination. More importantly, and shockingly, was what was pushing through the bars below…

Being so possessed by her upper body, Matt had never bothered to look down until now!

Similar to her breasts, a huge, thick, bulbous tube was squeezing through the cage. Wrapped in a matching black jockstrap, a steamy set of genitals throbbed for release.

“Holy fuck…” Matt huffed with eyes wide.

His tongue fell out of his mouth and literal drool came with it, dripping off his lower lip and splattering on the ground below.

"I hope that isn't going to be a problem for you, Master..."

It took him several moments to comprehend and formulate an answer. Not from disgust. Far from it actually. But from a deep seeded, intense, and primal desire to see what she was hiding inside.

"Oh, definitely not, my pet." He said with some confidence.

She leaned in and kissed him through the cage. Their tongues probed each other, tips battling inside of Kitty's mouth. Then her tongue proceeded further into his mouth, dominating Matt’s tiny muscle with ease. When finally she pulled away he opened his eyes and saw her staring back at him.

"Oh yeah,” Kitty giggled, “you're taking me home with you tonight, there's not much you can do about it."

She kissed him again, then as their noses rubbed against each other, softly begged, "and will you promise to fulfill all my needs?"

“Ahh…” Matt gasped. "Yyes! God yes, Kitty!"

"Hmph." She smirked happily, putting both hands on her shapely hips. "Then I'm happy to be your pussycat, Master.

“Though…” She glanced down. “There’s not too much pussy. As you can see."

Matt swung his head from side-to-side. “N-no… not at all…”

Kitty smiled again.

Whether he had been standing there throughout, or had just appeared, Ronald stepped in between Matt and the cage with a key in hand.

“I see you found your perfect pet, Matt.” He said, inserting the key and opening the cage.

Matt wasn’t paying much attention. Instead he was all but panting (like Candy the dog) as Kitty gathered her belongings into a cute Hello Kitty backpack. It wasn’t much that he could tell. Just a pair of bowls and some skimpy outfits, before Ronald unlocked her cage and let her out.

Back at the front counter, few words were exchanged: just a price for ‘Kitty’ and if Matt would, “like a receipt?”

When he reached his hand out for the tiny slip of paper, he gasped as he noticed Ronald had also handed him a leash.

Tether in hand, he turned to Kitty, who was sitting beside him, and slowly attached the lead to her thick black collar.

She stood to her full, seven foot height after that, and the new ‘couple’ held hands as they made their way to Matt's car.

They sped off a second later, Matt in the driver’s seat and Kitty beside him, purring softly as she looked out the window.

Soon the boy felt someone looking at him, and when he glanced over he saw Kitty’s smoldering eyes staring at him.

"Master?" She asked with a smile.

“Y-yes, Kitty?”

“Will you pet me please?” She asked with an adorable pout.

Matt swallowed hard as she spread her legs, watching as the hot mass of cock heaved below her jockstrap.

Sadly, he wasn’t brave enough for that.

But still he had to appease her… so as Matt's right hand came off the steering wheel and navigated towards her, Kitty reclined, showing off her impeccably chiseled torso.

Holy fuck, Matt thought, her abs were insane…

His hand came to rest on the steely hardness of Kitty's belly and she moaned, swooning beneath the boy’s soft touch. His fingers traced the clefts between her abs as he sped towards his apartment. Instinctively, his foot applied more force to the accelerator while his fingertips hungrily explored the ridges between her muscles.

Matt shivered and moaned.

"LOOK OUT!" Kitty shrieked!

A horn blared and an oncoming car swerved!

Matt swerved back into his lane, barely avoiding a head-on collision.

"Jesus Christ!" He sighed in relief. "I just can't keep my hands off you, but I better focus on the road so I don't kill us both."

"That's okay, master," she leaned over and licked his ear before biting the lobe, "Plenty of time for petting me and playing when we get home."

Her fingers slid over his thigh and reached inwards.

"You need to concentrate on the road, but I don't." She ran her fingers over his bulge.

"Gahhh… Ahh!” Matt shivered. “We're almost there!"

Kitty however did not stop her not-so-subtle molestation. She rubbed and fondled him all the way home, teasing every nerve until the car was parked.

Matt led her up the sidewalk to the front door, hoping that the dark of night would conceal the nearly nude woman on a leash.

"So this is home, Kitty.” Matt said, unlocking the door and letting her step in first.

"Where's my bed? A kitten needs her own place to nap?"

"I just figured you'd sleep in the bed with me."

Kitty smiled, "Oh, thank you master! You're one of the good owners who lets their pets in the bed with them."

“How uh…” Matt stammered. “How many owners have you had?”

She giggled and licked his cheek. “Just a few! So many boys can’t seem to handle me.”

Matt blushed as he made the best fake laugh that he could muster, considering all the possible implications on what she meant.

"So!” Kitty piped. “Where can I put my stuff? I only need one drawer."

He pointed through a nearby doorway leading to the bedroom.

“The dresser over there has an empty shelf on the bottom. It's all yours."

"Okay, here!” She said, sliding off her backpack and tossing it into Matt’s chest.

“Wha?” He scoffed.

“You don’t expect me to do that, do you?” She said rather matter-of-factly. “Put my things away and then we can settle in."

“O-oh, okay…” Matt said, a little ashamed.

Kitty waited in the entryway as he moved to the bedroom and opened the drawer. But what finally gave him pause was when he opened her backpack and truly noticed what all she had within.

There were several bikini tops, tube tops, and a few sports bras, but nothing casual. Panties, thongs and jockstraps were scattered amongst them, and Matt noticed that the front parts of her underwear were all stretched from repeated wearings. Alongside those were stockings, leg warmers, a few chokers, and even gloves. It was a mishmash of lingerie and workout attire…

Finally, there were what looked like normal, rolled up socks at the bottom, and Matt casual took them out thinking nothing odd. Until one fell, hit the floor, and rolled out, revealing that shape that was no foot. No foot at all.

The ‘sock’ was a cock sleeve. A thin, shapely cover that looked like a condom made of soft silk.

The boy held it up and tried to measure its length…

It was a guess, but the thing was well over a foot long. At least fourteen or maybe even fifteen inches.

“Holy shit…” he whispered to himself.

He put her matching sets on one side, then the tops in the middle and bottoms on the right, and the rolled-up cock sleeves on the far side.

When everything was put away he closed the drawer and turned, but gasped when he saw Kitty standing there, armed crossed, standing in the doorway.

Shit. How long had she been there?

She bit her lip.

“W-what is it, Kitty?” He asked, nervous from her hungry gaze.

"You seem to be forgetting it's just you and your pet in here right now. If I were your cat, or your dog, you'd probably be getting more comfortable, right?"

The boy’s cheeks burned. "R-right."

She closed the distance between them, stepping quickly until she could throw either heavy arm over his shoulders and peer down at him, nose-to-nose.

“Why don’t I get you more comfortable?” Kitty asked.

Matt nodded. “I’d like that.”

The woman slid her hands down his arms until her fingers crept under the seam at the bottom of his shirt. 

"Let’s take off this shirt," she said, sliding it over his head unveiling a smooth, flat chest.

His pink puffy nipples sprung up into the air as she undressed him.

After tossing his shirt she looked down at the boy and smiled, putting her hands back on his body and cupping his little boy breasts.

“Ahh…” Matt sighed, trembling from her touch.

Kitty wasted no time and, still cupping his tits, leaned and licked each one, flicking the spongy little nubs until both her painfully erect.

"I guess I… ahhh!” Matt chuffed, obviously nervous but incredibly turned on. “I wasn't thinking of you like a pet because of what you're wearing. I'm… not one of those people who dress their pet up. Sorry."

"Mmmm…” Kitty giggled. “That's good because I'm not a pet that likes to be dressed up!"

She reached behind herself and pulled at the string of her bikini top, letting the little black triangles covering her nipples loosen and crumple.

His hands caressed her six-pack, moving upwards and swirling around her bellybutton, but as the top fell to her shoulders and she began pulling it away from herself, his hands quickly moved to cup either big, firm breast.

Her top fell a second later, and she smiled as Matt's jaw dropped.

A pair of perfect, hefty, massive melons flopped free, jiggling slightly before coming to rest before his very eyes. They were the biggest, most perfectly shaped tits he had ever seen! Perky, heavy, tear dropped and upturned, despite their gargantuan size!

Kitty sighed as he caressed them, and Matt watched at her nipples hardened into thick nubs.

"My gawd Master,” she cooed, “you're driving me crazy!"

His lips locked with hers as they embraced, and her tongue slithered into his mouth as her hands dropped back to his pants.

"Next let’s take off these jeans," she said, kneeling with her hands on his hips.

After creeping down she began to unbutton them, "and just hang out with your pet in your..." she looked down and smiled, "Ooohhh... in these soft, soft undies."

Matt blushed at his choice of underwear. But when he chose his plain white briefs that morning he wasn’t expecting anything like this to happen, so he hadn’t dressed to impress.

Kitty let his pants fall to the floor and leaned in, pressing her face against the hot little bulge at his front. She nuzzled and purred against it, planting soft kisses against the little pouch before reaching up and slipping her fingers into his waistband. Then, with her face still nestled between his smooth, creamy thighs, began slowly lowering the white undies.

His briefs lowered to reveal the trunk of an enlarging dick and Kitty groaned.

She wrapped her fingers around it and pulled it out, stroking it as his undies fell to the floor.

Matt gasped as she gripped him, weary she would reject his meager six inches, but the robust woman held fast and seemed even more turned on at his size.

Kitty stroked his dick as she looked up into his eyes, playfully pouting a mere inch or two from his furious purple tip.

"I just noticed another thing you should have done for your new kitty cat..."

His hands moved to her shoulders, caressing the hard muscle, "mmm… what's that?"

"You should always…” she bent forward, her mouth approaching his erection, “always… have a saucer of milk out for a cat to lick up."

“Ohmyfuck…” Matt huffed.

"So I guess I'll just have to suck the milk out myself."

Suddenly her head darted forward, his raging six-inch dick passing between her wet, succulent lips and vanishing entirely within her heavenly vacuum. In a flash he felt his tip glide over her warm tongue then touch the back of her throat, effortlessly deepthroating Matt all the way to the base of his dick.

She brought her head back again and thrust it forward, fucking her own mouth with the boy’s throbbing cock.

Over and over she took the entirety of his length. Her body was like a machine programmed with one singular purpose!

Soon however, when she no doubt felt the tell-tale tremble of an orgasm in his balls, she slowed, purring as she withdrew for one last criminal tease. Feeling the patter inside her mouth and on her tongue, he dropped dab after dab of precum inside her hot, wanting mouth. Kitty let the tip glide between her lips as she pulled away smiling, leaving a thick string drooping between her lips and the tip of his dick.

"So yummy Master…” She said, looking up at him. “I want it all. Cum for me!"

Lunging again, she locked her lips around his mushroom tip and looked back up at him, waiting.

“AH!” Matt groaned, gripping Kitty’s head with both hands.

His dick surged, growing what felt like another inch as her one hand cupped his balls and her other hand gripped the wet base of his rod. As her lips thrust over his head, her vacuum pulled all of the precum out of his dick with a loud slurp, and he felt his balls pulsate.

His shaft pulsed, even as she removed her lips from his tip and opened wide, sticking her tongue out while with her mouth agape, stroking him all the while.

"Yes, Master,” the insanely sexy cat-woman said, “gimme all of your cum!"

“Grraahhh! Kitty!” Matt bellowed. “Oh fuck!”

He groaned as a stream of cum shot into her mouth. She let it pool onto her tongue, relishing the taste of his warm jizz, purring as another stream erupted onto her hot, waiting muscle.

Matt gasped, firing a third onto her beckoning tongue, part of this stream went flying up between her eyes and landed down the narrow bridge of her nose.

She smiled as the cum dripped off her nose onto her upper lip.

Finished with his initial volley, Matt looked down into her eyes, panting like a hyena in the desert.

Kitty smiled up at him so eloquently, even with the stream of cum running from between her eyes, down her nose off her chin. She rolled her tongue and stuck it out, showing him his load cradled in her tongue before closing her mouth and swallowing with a loud gulp! She purred as she ingested his seed, making a show of it all. She even wiped the string off her nose and licked her fingers, cleaning her wrist as if she were a real cat.

Meanwhile Matt cupped her breasts and slid his still-hard cock between her awesome cleavage, thrusting slowly atop her succulent melons, rocking his orgasm to conclusion.

When Kitty finally finished cleaning herself, she rose to him, "You were so good, Master."

“Ohmygawd… K-Kitty…” Matt panted, bracing the beautiful woman by the shoulder so he could stand. “You-you’re amazing!”

“Heehee,” she giggled, standing. "But we're not through, Master."

He caught his breath and smiled, "I was hoping we weren't."

Kitty reached out and tucked a few stray hairs back behind her Master’s ear and said, "Now it’s my turn."

He looked down to her engorged bottoms. The bulge in her jockstrap was throbbing like mad, damp with an all new wetness than her sweat.

Kitty took her hand away and sent both to her elastic waistband, watching the boy as she lowered her bottoms. His eyes widened as they dropped, and soon Matt saw just how coiled her enormous member had been inside those tiny-in-comparison, panties.

He gasped as she lowered them further; letting her thick tube unfurl.

Needless to say, it was fucking huge: thick as his wrist and rife with veins, even semi-hard. The six, taut muscles in her belly expanded as she breathed a refreshing sigh of relief, no doubt from unleashing the absolute gargantuan genitals from their ultra-tight confines after a long day.

Matt’s hand covered his mouth in shock as she proceeded to lower her jockstrap, unwinding a cock that reached her fucking knees before finally popping free and wobbling to life.

Kitty let her bottoms drop to the ground when her member was finally unveiled, a twelve inch girl cock swinging between her legs, tapping either knee before coming to rest.

Free at last she stepped out of her bottoms and looked back up at her new boy, watching his eyes glaze over at the steamy sight.

"Oooohhh... do you like, Master?" She giggled, wagging her meaty weapon back and forth.

He nodded. Quickly.

Bridging the space between them once more, Kitty crashed into him. She sucked on his lower lips as she grabbed his hands and placed them on her abs, allowing him to trace the valleys between her belly muscles.

"You're so... I need it…" Matt huffed, nearly hyperventilating.

Kitty giggled, then purred, “Then come get it, Master…”

He lowered his head and kissed her nipple, circling his tongue around it as his hands lowered to her underbelly and felt the incredibly hot, smooth, pulsating, base of her can-thick pole. He suckled her tit as he found her womanhood, groaning into her breast as he felt its heft.

"Mmm… yes, Master! That’s it…” Kitty purred.

Unlatching themselves from her taut nipple, his lips proceeded down to her abs, one hand still gripping and squeezing her shaft while the other reached between her legs and cupped her balls, or at least one of them. Each was so damn huge that it encompassed his entire palm!

He felt the tennis ball-sized nut pulse as it churned its load for him.

His other hand continued down the endless length of her shaft, feeling it start to ripen and harden in his grasp. He positioned himself on his knees between her legs and looked up to her, watching his hefty bosom rise and fall with her quickening breaths.

“AH! Master!" She exclaimed as. "You're going to make me..."

He licked circles around her bellybutton, then let his tongue glide down her pelvis, licking the  root of her cock. Soon both hands were on her hot length, coaxing it to rock-hardness, finding that there was increasingly more length to cover.

"Frisky…” she huffed breathlessly. “You're going to make your Kitty so frisky."

Her eyes had a warning about them.

But no warning could halt his desires. With his hand encircling the girth of her cock, his fingers barely touching, they began to slide up and down her length, pumping as if he were trying to drive a shovel into dirt. Her flaccid member was hardening with each tug, and so he was no longer stroking vertically, but horizontally.

"So fuckin’ frisky..." Kitty purred, watching the tiny boy doublefist her cock between her sculpted legs.

His fingers were no longer able to touch as her girth was too much for his tiny hands to encircle, and her true length was coming to fruition, twelve… thirteen inches of cock… maybe more. His face hovered beside her veiny pole, and his tongue slowly emerged, passing over vein after vein, feeling them pulse.

"Oh God, Master, you're making me so frisky!"

His mouth reached the head of her cock, sucking on the side of it, then the thick, dripping bulb. The thirteen inch log looked impossible to fellate… but damnit he had to try.

She positioned herself in front of him, angling her member down and towards his face.

"Open up wide, Master." She said, moving closer.

She pressed the head of it against his lips and he opened his mouth as wide as he could, still severely short of any penetration, and began to suck.

But it wasn't good enough for her, "That's not going to work Master, open wider!!"

She began forcing her cock into his mouth, stretching his jaw.

Matt struggled to open wider, but physics were not on his side.

"Wider! You need to satisfy this!" Kitty scolded. "You're going to take it, Master!"

Kitty bent forward, placing her hand behind Matt's head, “MMMmmm! That’s it Master!

He saw her lats flare and her bicep flexed, as she pulled his head forward. The veins in her arms flexed as he felt her strength. The entire head of her cock sprung inside Matt's mouth, filling it instantly, and he struggled to breathe through his nose. Her biceps flexed and Matt saw her mammoth cock begin to bend as her strength provided such an unstoppable force for her cock to move forward, but there was nowhere for it to go.

Suddenly, with loud, muffled POP! He felt his jaw unhinge and learned an all new level of stretch. He felt it dislocate, or at least feel like it, then gagged as half her meat sank into his throat.  

He heard a- "Oh, fuck yeah!" And Kitty’s entire length of cock thrust inside Matt's mouth, punching down his throat with a regurgitative “GLURK!”

His fingertips quivered against her thighs as her entire cock shot down his throat. He tried to vomit but couldn’t. He tried to move but was unable. Nothing worked. Even his stomach felt violated.

“Yesss…” she hissed, looking down at his teary, frightened eyes. "You WILL satisfy me."

She pulled his head away from her, feeling his insides roll over the length of her pole and his tongue try in vain to lick her underside on its way out.

“GAH!” Matt huffed, spitting up saliva and gasping for air.

Kitty let him take a few breaths, but slowly realigned her hot, wet cock to his lips and forced herself back in, all the way, until her thighs hit his shoulders.

“MRPH!”

Broken now, she sank into the boy’s throat with only slightly better ease.

This time she began thrusting, pumping into the boy’s mouth and down his throat with a strong, steady rhythm. They were much less thrusts as much as it was pulling his head up and down her length, using it like a toy.

She dribbled his head over and over like a basketball, feeling his throat chamber and widen around her thickness, increasing in strength and speed with each motion.

"Oh fuck!” Kitty bellowed, approaching orgasm. “I’m gonna cum, Master! I want you to taste me!"

She pulled his head back so only her fat cocktip was still planted in his mouth while her hands quickly stroked up and down her length.

Matt saw her balls bouncing, ready to unleash their payload. He wanted to reach out and feel them, knowing they were much larger than the handful-each they were before.

"Oh baby! Oh Master!” She panted! “Yes! You're making me CUM!"

With her cockhead inside his mouth completely filling it, the spray of warm cum that followed only served to fill it further, seeping into every crevice not full of cockflesh and spurting out the corners of his lips. Unlike the four or five quick strings of cum he gave her, Kitty’s deluge was a near-constant flow of a thick, potent DNA, shot with the intensity of a garden hose at full blast.

As his already full mouth was becoming even more packed with her continuous spray, he swallowed lest he drown. It coated his battered throat, soothing it like medicine. All the while Kitty moaned as her spray continued, expanding his stomach as he drank, bloating with the gallon of cum being forced into it as even more seeped from his lips onto the floor.

As Matt watched the pulsing of her steel-hard abs slow, he knew that it was almost over, and that he had satisfied her… his new pet… and her giant cock.

Or so he thought.

"We're not quite done yet, baby!"

Curious. His bleak, teary eyes slowly quivered upward to see her face, even with his mouth still full of her cock's head, but Kitty just smiled and giggled.

When he looked back down, nearly going crosseyed at the cock before him, Matt saw the veins in her cock pulsing! She was still completely erect.

Then he felt her hands on the back of his head…

“MMPH!” He grunted as the entire length of her member torpedoed down his throat.  

She pulled him up and down her length at the speed of a jackhammer, fucking in tandem, bucking her hips each time she pulled him in.

While barely able to maintain consciousness, Matt marveled at the sight of her biceps as they flexed and glistened, exerting their power to force his body over and over. Everything inside of him tried to resist the rapidly repeating impalement, but none of it had any impact compared to the force his pet exerted. His body was about to shut down completely, forced to accept what the immense size of her cock was doing. He felt his chest and ribs being forced apart as her girth sank inside his gullet.

"The last one in your mouth was for you,” Kitty grunted, still skull fucking him, “this one… deep inside… is for me!"

Her mammoth, tennis ball sized nuts swung like pendulums, smacking his neck, preparing her cock for another explosion. Deep inside his chest, he felt the veins on the sides of her cock pulse.

She pulled his head all the way back so only her head was inside him and paused.

Matt looked down again and saw her entire cock once more, loving the sensation of being completely and utterly impaled.

Kitty shrieked as she pulled him in and thrust her cock down his throat one final time, and moaned as she came again - HARD!

“AHHH! OH FUCK!” She howled!

A torrent of cum flooded inside of him and the boy thought his stomach was going to burst, his belly ballooned as if he were three months pregnant.

Kitty moaned and filled her new master, shivering as her orgasm ebbed.

When she finally pulled her length out she stroked it, pointing it towards his face and covering his head with a mask of girlcum.

His eyes were painted with white, but then his world went black…

…

…

Young Matt awakened and struggled to even open his eyes.

Reaching up, he found his eyes and nose frosted with dried semen. He blinked and coughed, clearing some of his ‘mask’ but it wasn’t easy. His face, head and neck were caked in it. When eventually most of it was removed, and slits of light began to come through, he could tell that it was morning!

When his vision returned he heard her voice beside him.

“Kitty!” He croaked, clutching his sore throat.

"Good morning, Master," she said with a smile.

She was lying beside him, still completely nude. Her fat, limp cock resting on the bed alongside her.

“Your girlfriend will be here soon.”

“Wha?! Huh?!” Matt shrieked.

Kitty laughed. “I texted her on your phone last night… after you fell asleep.”

KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK!

Sarah’s telltale knock sounded from the door in the other room and Matt froze.

“Ahh, there she is,” Kitty purred. “Hope she likes the cat you got her!”

THE END

Thanks for Reading and Don't Forget to Leave a Review! <3
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