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Peeping Tom

I’d always perversely if not morbidly wondered what it was like to be dead! 

Not to be part of this living, mortal coil any longer or, more personally for me, having to bear the weighty trials or tribulations of my difficult, lonely if not endlessly frustrating and vacuous life.

I had presumed that being finally in God’s hands would also prove to be just a vacuum of everlasting blackness - as I was never particularly religious - where there was no cognitive function or sense of being any longer and all would be merciful silence, peace or tranquillity.

Whatever it was that I had been expecting in my ever mercurial, vacant head it was certainly nothing like my improbable new reality.

Naturally I took for granted when my heart had stopped beating - as surely it had - my spirit would have passed on to a hoped for better place and a timeless rest but when I lost consciousness in my last, tortuous, gasping breaths on earth I was not expecting to wake up to this!

Whatever this was it obviously seemed not to be the serenity or emptiness one would associate with death as all appeared to be boundless confusion or flurry.

There was constant, muffled noise: curious smells: colour: sound and myriad, evocative, perplexing sensations to baffle and confound my soul that seemed, unfathomably, to be still very much engaged.

That unpredictable fact was weird enough but even more unsettlingly I still had clear if not vivid memories of my old, former existence within the parallel universe I appeared to now occupy. 

Then, as if things could get more bizarre, although everything was utterly topsy-turvy and bemusing, the one thing I thought that was definitely recognisable was the person I felt I was now with; namely the mysterious, enigmatic but gorgeous, young, Sabrina Duncan. 

In truth I figured that possibly this was only because I had become obsessed by her in my brief life, so recently gone by, or the more probable fact she was the last person I saw before expiring and maybe that final image or fond reminiscence had passed on to the other side with me.

However, as I mentioned, everything was too mixed up and surreal for me to be sure exactly or even vaguely who, where or what I was?

Presumably it was likely I had become a ghost or phantom as I did not seem to inhabit any identifiable, fathomable form; it was impossible for me to focus or get any bearings because I was apparently looking up constantly from a very low base through bright, blinding lights of stark, primary colours.

This was all before suddenly - it was hard to tell - it seemed as if I would then be actually flying about so quickly to make me dizzy or giddy amidst the luxurious smell of feminine, familiar fragrance or heady perfumes until eventually inky darkness overwhelmed then took me again this time perhaps thankfully for ever.

It was utterly terrifying and I had to assume I was in heaven or - possibly given my previous time in or on the earth where I was unfortunately never up to much -  hell, which was definitely a much more expected and deserved place for me to spend eternity.

…………………………

But perhaps I am moving too fast in recounting my intricate tale and, as my most valued audience or wished for companion, I do not want to confuse you.

So let me go back the beginning of when my previous existence on solid ground became somewhat stranger than normal and this unfortunate eventuality all came to pass undoubtedly with the initially innocuous arrival of a beautiful, young woman in my street. 

In retrospect maybe I should have had prescient warning given her provocative, possibly supernatural name of Sabrina! 

Well it certainly conjured up the darkest senses of a dangerous, mystical girl or perhaps a wicked, mischievous witch that could perform magic with just a wave of her hand or a mere twist on her petite nose but surely that was some long-forgotten television show and foolishly all I saw was the devastating, nubile lady before me.

She moved into the large, old, ramshackle house just down the road from where I lived with my stepmother and sister - my father had run off and left me many years before - I noticed her immediately from the second the large van arrived then watched on from a distance as her delicate hands helped unload more boxes and furniture than I could count. 

In all honesty this wondrous female was hard if not impossible to ignore; she was utterly sublime with long, sleek, black hair, a serious but beautiful face and the most perfect, shapely figure I had ever seen. 

Sabrina Duncan proved mysterious instantly even more so when she then joined my school for the final year as unfortunately any further education at college was not even a possibility for me.

She never wore skirts, rarely dresses and kept her lithe, shapely, body covered with skin-tight trousers, shirts or sweaters which had made me and every other young man at our small institution of learning, literally draw their communal breath whenever we caught sight of her. 

Oh, and one other thing, everything she wore was black; dark, inky black and she was indeed a conundrum or enigma from the first moment her mercurial spirit and soul entered into my isolated life.

I speak of higher feelings or emotions but in truth I was maturing, very hormonal, a virgin, much to my shame, and the honest thing that actually, truly drove me crazy or to distraction about Sabrina was my raging testosterone and masculine inspired curiosity of what it must be like to actually see, in the raw flesh, touch or - as if such an idyllic dream was possible - taste such a perfect female like that. 

To my joy my difficult if not horrible stepsister Jessica became friendly with this divinity on the first day she attended classes and introduced me before we took the normal long walk home later that same afternoon. 

I tried not to stare at this delicious girl who was still a stranger but she took my hand briefly in way of introduction and squeezed my fingers which made me look up into her dark eyes and crazily I was sure in that infinite second I could see the faintest traces of vibrant green in them.

It was an unnatural fiery colour but I tried not to stare or shake as I heard her low feminine voice for the first time.

“Hi I’m Sabrina, I hear you are called, Tom?” 

I blushed and nodded stupidly. 

“Yes, yes that’s my name.”

My stepsister laughed at my dither and obvious attraction for this young woman and although she looked heavenly, even from our initial meeting and the merest, lightest touch of her cool, perfect skin I doubted even then that her roots or helix were from that highest most celestial place.

As I walked behind them and we made our way home I watched how her taut, perfect bottom fitted so indescribably into the clingy black trousers and knew instinctively such a feminine temptress to the male race such as me, could never have originated from such purity.

Sabrina Duncan undoubtedly came from the lair of the She Devil herself as whenever I looked at any part of her or smelt the exotic perfume that seemed to drift off her soft, feminine skin into the gentle breeze and intoxicate whatever sense I had, my whole body seemed to fill with such evil thoughts and the most base, primal, primitive urges imaginable.

I wanted to reflexively leap on her and claw at the tortuously tight clothing until what was below became clearer or visible to me; as I was still so confused about the female form, girls in general, and this delectable young woman in particular.

Jessica and this mystery female seemed to be getting on famously and were giggling and chatting as we went along our way in the sunshine while I merely slunk back in their long shadows and took solace in the fabulous view from that fortuitous position. 

My stepsister was slight, lofty, blonde and pretty but, like her mother, had a sharp, acidic mouth and very little time or patience for me.

I had known them both for over nine of my eighteen years but, as I mentioned, my father had abandoned all of us and Melissa, my stepmom, allowed me to stay with them out of sympathy but there was never a moment when she did not make it clear I was not a real member of the family.

In fairness I wasn’t blood related, although to her credit she kept me fed and clothed but I had always felt alone or isolated; at the end of this year I had already decided that I would go out into the big, wide, scary world myself and somehow find a way forward.

As I touched upon; it was patently not possible for me to venture out to college as I did not have the money, or in all truth, the intelligence and academic results necessary to do so.

I was still wrapped up in my private, miserable introspection when we reached Sabrina’s huge house where she turned to me then smiled and I looked up to her just a little as I was slight and also a fraction smaller in stature and height than she was.

“It was nice to meet you, Tom, feel free to pop in if you want a chat or anything; I’m nearby…don’t mind as I like to make new friends.”

I gushed to her excitedly.

“Are you sure, Sabrina?”

Her fingernails which were painted the brightest, pantone red ruffled my straight black hair as she chuckled mockingly.

“Sure as long as you behave, Tom…but I think I can handle you!”

As if my life had got much better suddenly she kissed my flushed cheeks then departed up the dusty drive with an animated wave to Jessica and I walked the last few feet to our house with my step-sibling who spoke most unkindly as normal.

“Don’t get carried away, Tiny Tom…”

Jessica was a good-foot taller than me, a few weeks older and always made me feel extremely small in every possible way she could.

“…That girl is a Bitch…in a different league…and I can tell…”

She was undoubtedly one herself and a Slut to boot, as I knew she already was dating heavily and fully, so I was annoyed at her rude assumption regarding the divine Sabrina but was far too scared of her to say anything.

“…She’s not interested in you…”

Her high voice giggled vacuously.

“…Unless perhaps as a pet!”

Melissa was already home from her office where she was working for a realtor; I knew she was seeing or, in all crudity, fucking the married, black manager there, as he used to stay late some nights, and I happened to see them in the living room making out on more than a couple of occasions.

Actually I was not quite sure what that was exactly because I had not experienced sex at all apart from the most transient kiss but thought I recognised a blow-job when I saw one by the rapid movements of her platinum-blonde head.

My absent father’s brassy, ex-partner was undoubtedly cheap, common and easy as older or even younger women could be.

She came up to me while I was drifting mentally and snapped in a demonstrable lack of patience.

“Food will be fifteen minutes; set the table and then come and serve.”

Her instructions were always to me and never to her treasured but lazy daughter who was already on the computer upstairs.

I busied myself with plates then cutlery before placing everything out neatly and only then did precious Jessica join us and proceed to tell her awful mother about everything at school and how the devious plan was going to trap one of the richer boys into marriage by fair means or foul. 

During the meal, which was always passable rather that delicious, I was not allowed to speak and had long gone way past the point of being shocked at their immoral conversations or scheming ways.

When the tortuous, eating ritual was ended my step-mother glared at me with barely contained disdain.

“Wash up, Tom…as Andre is coming later…and then I have left the washing out for your diligent attentions…”

She smiled contentedly.

“…A full load…then the ironing and one more thing…”

Her pale eyes flashed dangerously.

“…Stop creeping or lurking about…I see you peeking and looking when visitors come around…please stop it’s so annoying and irritating.”

Jessica piped in as if only to cause me more grief.

“He’s always watching me when I’m half undressed, Mum, or my friends are about; his eyes are everywhere and…something else…”

I knew I was in ever more trouble but that was nothing new.

“…Tom’s going through my knickers drawer and sometimes lately when he’s done the laundry some of my panties have tiny, white stains on them.”

Her mother shrugged in comprehension then quickly exasperation.

“Explain…and what have you got to say for yourself, Tom?”

I could actually verbalise nothing in sensible defence of my depraved actions; these women were so hateful and horrible and I wanted to deny what they had accused me of but unfortunately I knew the charges to be true so I just muttered feebly.

“Sorry, sorry…I’ll stop!”

Melissa shrugged in the direction of her precocious child.

“Just live with it for a few further months, Darling, Tom’s a tad unusual and no girl would look at him so you have to excuse his dirty urges…he’ll be gone soon and perhaps Andre will have left his wife by then so we will have no more disturbance…”

She giggled excitedly as if relishing all her plotting and planning.

“…And maybe you will be pregnant by that handsome rich, Keith Brannagh…he is so adorable and…you’re not using contraception I hope…?”

The odious Jessica raised her fragile fingers up to the heavens.

“…Mum, please of course not…however can I catch him unless…”

They were utterly crass, immoral and far worse than me with my simple, almost innocent predilection for looking at girls and their finery; or sadly perhaps, masturbate occasionally into some of Jessica’s, delicate panties as they just felt so sensual against my hard penis and pathetically, as my step-mother had implied, I had no other outlet for my masculine urges.

“…Unless he catches me!”

The meal concluded, I busied myself in cleaning the dishes then immersed my hands in the washing basket and began to sort out the different cycles needed for the waiting dirty clothes.

The dinner conversation equally embarrassed and annoyed me because if they didn’t want me to relieve myself in their underwear then why persecute me and let me have to sort their tantalising smalls out most days of the week.

It was so unfair and tempting to place this burden upon me as, although I hated Jessica, it was more than I could resist in placing the aromatic crotch of her flimsy, brightly coloured thongs against my aching penis and rubbing myself off to release the hormonal pressure in the deviant brain. 

It seemed fairly harmless as the washing machine would clean them but, as she had mentioned so humiliatingly, sometimes it did not get all of my viscous stain out although…perversely the filthy thoughts of supercilious Jessica going about with spots of my semen on her knickers only began my subversive mental processes all over again.

I tried not to use my imagination at all and just got through my domestic obligation as well as I could; surprisingly perhaps I was highly skilled at ironing that weirdly I actually, secretly quite enjoyed doing because the process was strangely calming and even therapeutic.

In all not so private truth I had a small, personal fetish for everything being neat, tidy or immaculate and I suppose to play a part in making clothes pristine - with the shameful exception of a few unfortunate dry white marks in demonstration of my depravity - somehow appealed to my pure instincts and barely hidden organised or tidy nature.  

By the time everything was in place it was not too late and I finished my homework which as normal confused more that enlightened me then finally walked outside into the atmospheric twilight. 

No one missed me, Mellissa being busy with paperwork while the social butterfly that was her spoiled, pampered daughter, Jessica was out as per usual which left me to wander absentmindedly and alone.

It was more by design rather than accident that I ended up outside the old run-down house down the quiet road where the enigmatic Sabrina had just moved into and I paced up and down aimlessly where the white but faded, picket fence stood that boldly dictated the boundary of the property as if daring the ill-advised to cross such an obvious threshold.

I remembered she had provided an invitation but I was filled with such trepidation or anxiety as no-one was ever actually receptive to me calling on them. 

This was even though the hour was reasonable, but it seemed such an imposition or presumption on my part to bravely march up the path then use the metal knocker on the heavy looking, wooden, front door to announce my arrival.

Anxiety and vacillation consumed me and I prevaricated for over half an hour then, as it began to get darker, took the opportunity to scurry under the cover of the lengthening shadows and then athletically climb up the wondrous, huge, sprawling, old oak tree whose branches reached upwards and outwards towards a brightly lit window where instinctively I knew the luscious Sabina lived and breathed.

What inspired me to such madness I would never know as this was far beyond my normal level of spontaneity or courage but I had always been agile, was desperate to see her and this seemed the only way, ridiculous as it undeniably was.

So I was soon perched up within the tall, high tree gazing in through the open window which was surprisingly nearby and to my joy I could see the object of my desire walking or stretching in between sitting at her desk and doing homework or gazing absentmindedly into her computer.

Then to my utter joy she stood up and removed her sweater - my excited eyes could see the bra-straps from the back - and I held my breath in such anticipation or tension as she seemed to shimmy then unclip her taut trousers until they slid down her comely thighs giving me the merest glimpse of her underwear below.

Then she was gone and I heard the low hum of a shower then felt my body trembling at just the surreal thought that she was now naked, so close to where I was and how desperately I yearned to see her.  

I waited on the lightest hands or nimblest feet as if ready to move away when, to my further joy or disturbance, she returned to the illuminated window but disappointingly was covered by a black, silken dressing gown.

Foolishly I had presumed or thought I was camouflaged by the abundant leaves all around but her dark eyes, with that increasingly familiar green tinge to them, stared though the dense, emerald covering then spied me as if she knew where I was all along and held me in her wily gaze.

“Evening Tom…it’s a bit late for climbing…?”

My whole body froze in raw panic but she laughed suddenly as if to place everything into perspective.

“…Don’t be shy or coy, Tom…it not so unnatural that boys prowl around looking for something to see and interest them…”

She was so calm and cool as her voice sounded out so softly that I began to relax just a little.

“…I saw you earlier walking up and down outside my house and wondered if you would be brave enough to come in and….”

Her lips twisted in a wry smile.

“…This is most inventive, Tom…I’m truly impressed.”

Somehow I gasped in response as I felt so silly or puerile.

“Sorry, Sabrina I just wanted to visit you but lost the pluck to knock on the door this somehow seemed…”

My tortured face was blushing pink within the shady green covering of the tree.

“…Preferable than being made to feel a pest.”

The girl sighed so deeply and evocatively.

“Then this will be your way into my world, Tom…you can come and climb my glorious, ancient tree to peep in on me when you wish and if you are a Good Boy then one night I just may let you in.”

This was more than I could reasonably have expected and I whispered like the idiot I undoubtedly was even outside of her company.

“Really; you don’t mind?”

She just giggled and I was more attracted to her at that particular moment then ever before as she was simply scrumptious and irresistible.

“Of course, Tom; this will be our secret and we will keep it just between us.”

I was a little unsure suddenly given her obvious camaraderie with my step-sister.

“What about Jessica you seem very buddy, buddy? You’ll mention something and then she will tease and torment me mercilessly as you don’t understand what she is like.”

The smile on Sabrina’s face twisted elegantly into a sort of scowl but she still looked utterly gorgeous.

“Never question me, Tom if you wish to spent time in my company. I do not lie to my friends and…as for your step-sister…well…”

My breath was held fast and I tried to keep my balance which was not easy on the narrow piece of wood I was hanging onto.

“…I can tell; she’s a Little Bitch?”

My head was confounded already.

“How could you know that?”

She just laughed and it was like a warm, precious, easy wind blowing over my tingling skin.

“Because I am more of a Bitch than she could ever be…so as girls we just accept what is then drift-along and the play the game; but I know for certain who the lofty, lovely Jessica is inside.”

Surprisingly I knew exactly what she meant apart from her intimation about her own personal lack of character as instinctively I knew that not to be true and mumbled weakly.

“Can I come tomorrow?”

She nodded with unexpected enthusiasm.

“Sure if you wish, Tom…I quite like to be called upon or watched but don’t try to spy and see me undressing or naked as I would only show myself to anyone when I was entirely comfortable and confident in whom I was with.”

My face tried to look innocent or unsure of her meaning but we both knew exactly what she was referring to; there was a line in my depraved voyeurism that, as with my stepsister, girls did not like boys to cross until an unambiguous invitation or proverbial drawbridge had been extended.

But that was hardly likely to happen for me, was it? Given or based on a short lifetime’s experience with the opposite sex. 

So I grinned inanely and was less than truthful or possibly even a tad duplicitous because, it was perhaps not too unreasonable to be less than frank, as I knew it was beyond my powers to control my urge to see Sabrina in all of her naked glory if I had the opportunity and possibly could.

She blew me a kiss and I tried to be cool and throw one back but I nearly slipped off the shaky wooden limb and realised this tree and her window were far higher off the ground than I had realised in my enthusiasm to look in on her and I gripped the rough bark and slithered down as athletically as I could.

When I was again on the green grass or safe earth I looked up to see her waving at me from the light of the open window and my hand madly washed an imaginary car in reply to show my adoration of this girl.

Only then did I finally slither back off into the vast shadows and wandered into my home through the rear door as, although it was dead-locked from the inside like the front door for security, there was a large, access flap door just big enough for me to squeeze through from when we used to have a huge dog that roamed this quiet area of town.

I was elated with the outcome of my little journey because, to see and speak to the divine Sabrina and have permission to visit her whenever I wanted to was way beyond my expectations or small, illicit dreams.

No one noticed or even cared that I had been out; Jessica was still in her room no doubt spreading more gossip and poison while it was obvious from the low guttural sounds emanating from my stepmother’s sleeping area as I tiptoed past, that Andre her manager had arrived and taken his dominant place in our home.

I was completely alone in the inky blackness and could not help but stand tightly at the door then listen to the soft thud, thud, thud, thud, with endless grunts or groans from the needy, filthy Melissa as she was being fucked so casually.

“Oh Andre…you’re so big, Darling…fuck my cunt…all of it…fuck me…”

My father’s last wife was so utterly foul and coarse as her weak voice went on.

“…Yes, yes…Oh I love being taken from behind, Andre…just use me, Darling…fuck me…oh fuck…harder…there…there …Oh, Oh…!”

Her voice was rich and syrupy suddenly like molasses.

“…Darling, I love you so much…”

This awful woman whimpered pathetically then defensively.

“…I don’t like doing that, Andre!”

His grumbling bass tone could now be heard like the whisper of a ghost in the gloom.

“Please, Melissa…you need to try as I enjoy it so…and it will make me hard again…just lick and suck me, My Love…come on!”

Her tone was weak but entreating then compliant in response.

“OK, Darling but only because I love you…only because….”

I could hear obvious slurping sounds and guessed she was sucking his undoubtedly grand penis and to my certain dishonour my own male flesh was also hard and stiff; it was as if I had an extra leg but in truth I was never that big.

At that moment I would have given anything to witness her depravity but all I could do was kneel in the dim light look through the tiny key hole then try and imagine everything; which was so impossible because I had absolutely no experience of anything to do with the female form or sex other than what I could occasionally glimpse around this madhouse.

What I could ascertain by now though was that Melissa was acting the Tramp as she wittered on.

“Oh, Darling you’re so wonderfully solid again already but there is no rush…let me suck you a little longer?”

He chuckled teasingly in delight.

“I thought it repulsed you?”

She simpered happily.

“If it makes you desire me then I am content.”

Her lover seemed suitably impressed.

“Then I will fuck your mouth, Mel…you can swallow it…”

She whinnied in sudden shock but he obviously had taken her head in his hands as she sounded trapped.

“…That’s it, Baby…learn to take it…I like girls sucking me…all guys like it…Oh Mel…that’s good getting it now, Girl…fuck…!”

There were innumerable gasps and sighs from everywhere inside the darkened room especially from the predatory, odious Andre.

“…Keep drawing the male potion, Darling…you are such a special girl…”

He was so obviously condescending but she did not seem to notice.

“…That’s so good, Mel…good…nice and slow, Baby and then you can ride me…”

His voice was full of hormonal pleasure and fancies.

“….Really thinking of leaving, Ivy.”

Melissa cried out lowly.

“Oh that would be so wonderful, Andre…then I could do this all the time.”

He laughed loudly and I heard the sound of his hand slap her flesh with a sharp, resonant crack.

“Just keep practising, Mel…you really are making me consider most seriously about my marriage, you…and our future together!”

She was outrageously stupid but I always felt she was anyway; even without the sex that seemed to muddy her brain ever more.

“Oh Andre…just tell me and I will do anything to make you happy!”

I jumped as my attuned senses heard the sound of something fall on the floor from inside Jessica’s room and that disturbed my contemplation or curbed my further nosiness.

As if I had heard enough, I retreated to my own boxy privacy in the attic and only when on my single bed did I realise I had spurted juices in my shorts while I had been listening.

It was obvious I was shamefully some deranged pervert but my testosterone at my vulnerable age was flying and it was impossible not to become inflamed by this debauchery and rampant femininity all around me.

If only to prove this base point as I had passed Jessica’s room on my way, I could also hear the sound of soft but heavy breathing from her that made my dirty imagination work overtime as to what she was doing.

Once in the relative safety of my sheets and although I had already climaxed in my shorts, I was hard once more and rubbed my penis to myriad thoughts of the salacious women in my life and now, especially the mercurial Sabrina. 

I came to colourful, urgent orgasm with a mind’s eye view of her full, female body revealed in all angelic or devilish glory under her black coverings on full naked show and display for my primal delight or delectation alone and, on such a heavenly but unlikely image, my head surrendered to contented sleep.

Mornings in the house of these difficult step-women began early for me with endless chores including preparing breakfast - setting the table and everything else - then completing general cleaning or tidying before the dominant females left first and finally I could grab my bag then leave for school. 

To be certain I was no grade A student but was more disengaged than normal that day as I tried to catch the eye of Sabrina who looked so unspeakably desirable as always in her black, tight trousers but she was too busy or seemingly distracted to stop and chat.

I did manage to mention in a brief moment alone that I would come and see her later and she just shrugged disinterestedly or perhaps that was just my interpretation of her feelings as I lacked confidence with girls; especially Sabrina!

Once my duties were done that evening and the house was spotless I drifted off down the road and climbed my favourite tree until I was sitting once more precariously on the branch overlooking the open window where all I had to do was crawl along and climb in to be at her side.

My instincts were to do exactly that but I remembered what she had told me; that I needed her exact permission and waited more sensibly until, after half an hour, this girl entered her room and spotted me lost in amongst the leaves and smiled.

“Good Boy, Tom…you did as I instructed…I like a boy to be obedient and well trained.”

I felt a little hurt or humbled at her description of me and spoke more in hope than expectation.

“Can I come in?”

She shivered in the heat while I watched transfixed as her smooth hands removed her jacket and then unbuckled her belt then the top clips on her trousers.

“When I am ready, Tom; at the moment I need to be sure that you are under my control…I expect my boys to be receptive to my wishes…” 

My focus was now tightly on her sweater that she was drawing up over her head and I glimpsed her plump breasts within her black bra before she turned away and went into the bathroom and returned with the familiar dark robe over her pale, ivory, skin.

Her dark eyes then found me and I detected the same jade trace in them that was becoming increasingly noticeable.

“…Do you want to follow my commands, Tom?”

I nodded stupidly and my temptress chuckled or even cackled almost gently in amusement as my lips responded with passion.

“Yes, Sabrina, of course…of course.”

My hands and knees shuffled along the bark to the edge of the windowsill until this dream girl could actually reach out and touch me and she placed her fingers purposefully on my short, dark hair and pulled the strands playfully.

“I demand to be adored, Tom!”

My voice could not suppress a meek whine as these self-same fingertips stroked my ears which made my penis spring to attention immediately.

“How can I show you, Sabrina?”

She moved away, sat at her vanity desk and once more captured me with those utterly hypnotic, marble black, green-tinted eyes.

“Tell me your history, Tom…all of it…!”

I settled meekly on the springy branch and sighed.

“Are you sure? It’s not very interesting.”

This absolutely divine girl smiled, sipped water and offered some to me which I took from her bottle as if we were used to drinking together from the same glass.”

“…Indulge me; I wish to know and you said you would willingly obey me…”

With this declaration I drew breath and recounted my sad tale of a lost mother, a father who abandoned me to the uncaring hands of the two women I now lived with and some reminiscences of a rudderless, aimless, lonely life.

When I was done with my cheerless story or my inclination of feeling melancholy for myself she drew her lips together tightly.

“…Do you expect me to be sorry for you, Tom?”

I shook my head but in truth perhaps I did, as if always searching for some empathy or care from someone.

“No, why should you?”

To my joy she came back closer to me and stroked my wounded face once more.

“I do a bit, and those girls you live with are so awful and bitchy to you…when all you want is to be loved.”

My spirit seemed to flow as I gushed.

“How do you know that?”

She giggled with such fire that it warmed my heart.

“It’s obvious, now…”

Her tone changed dramatically.

“…Do you honestly masturbate into Jessica’s panties? She said you do…?”

I blushed up the brightest pink but her voice was severe and did not release me from this diabolical hook I was dangling upon.

“…Tell me the truth; if you lie I will not let you come here again.”

My eyes closed in shame.

“Yes…I’m sorry but I don’t have any success with girls and I…I…I can’t help myself.”

Our conversation began to increase in speed and intensity. 

“Are you a virgin?”

“Yes.”

“Have you kissed a girl?”

“No….not really.”

“Poor Baby.”

I felt so stupid and hissed at her as if we were the different sides of a coin but that was far distance from the truth.

“Are you a virgin?”

Where I was shamed, Sabrina revelled in the very same answer which demonstrated the difference in maturity between us.

“Of course although I have had lots of girlfriends and boyfriends but my virginity is very precious and will be surrendered at the given time and only when I am ready…”

She settled in her chair and I could see the tops of her long, shapely legs.

“Now answer me…have you seen a girl naked?”

“No.”

“But you have tried, Tom…haven’t you? Lurking and stealthily waiting or watching in the gloom for an opportunity to see your quarry.”

I was mortified but equally honest.

“Yes but I have never actually looked on a real live girl.”

“Would you like to?”

“Yes of course.” 

“I could show you if you wish but would need you to completely accept me!”

“I do.”

Sabrina sighed and snickered.

“You don’t understand, Tom; accept me as your Mistress…only then will I share things with you.”

I did not hesitate for a minute even though I had not a clue what she was asking of me.

“Yes I would give anything for you to be my Mistress.”

She smiled showing her pearly-white teeth.

“Good then return tomorrow and I will have a token or gift for you…then we will explore more…now off you go…I’ll see you in the evening tomorrow.”

My lips were compelled to ask a question.

“Why do you not speak to me in school? You seem to have no time or consideration for me there!”

Sabrina grumbled and gassed.

“As your Mistress I do not need to explain; however on campus I play the social game and privately am attracted some of the Alpha girls and boys…but when I have my personal time I choose or am willing to indulge myself with you but only if you are fully on board with me.”

There was an edge to her tone and I did not wish to test her patience which I doubted already was too extendable or elastic as I retreated prudently.

“Was only asking…I understand…just let me come and visit, Sabrina…I will be pliant and loving always…please give me the chance.”

She walked over to me reached out her arms then took my flushed cheeks in her surprisingly icy palms and kissed my lips full on with hers and I could feel the touch of her soft, sensual mouth at the same time.

“Now you have had your first kiss, Tom and…”

She repeated but this time bit the tip of my tongue which drew spots of blood then licked my mouth as if to share the spots of rich, red plasma between us.

“…And that’s so you remember…our pact. Same time tomorrow!” 

I jumped back in alarm or pain and almost lost my balance as I realised the fall was much further than I fully appreciated but swiftly steadied my balance or nerve and placed my fingers inside my mouth and looked at the scarlet life force mixed in with the saliva.

It surprisingly made me feel empowered and brave as if it was a physical mark of my recently found status or courage and I beamed at my new if not only friend.

“…Thank you, Sabrina…Mistress…”

On my knees I crawled back towards the main trunk of this antiquated most evocative tree and whispered as I left her.

“…Thank you, I will be here tomorrow.”

It was just before midnight when I returned but as normal slipped in through the back flap and no-one noticed at all as if I was invisible and I suppose in many ways to these selfish and awful women I was staying with, that fact was veritable and inarguable.

Andre was not in residence, Jessica was asleep and I could rest happily and silently which I did apart from a sly act of masturbation while my head span with dark, depraved thoughts of my new but only Love.

For the next few days I saw Sabrina each and every evening but disappointedly she did allow me over the threshold of her windowsill but just let me hover precariously on the edge of heaven and stare in covetously with wide, brown, emotional, mournful eyes that had obviously, utterly no effect on her.

I told this girl everything about myself while declaring increasingly undying adoration or love to her but although she talked constantly I truly never actually found out much about who she really was at all.

Her history bizarrely seemed to go back further than her age and she had appeared to have lived in many different parts of the country but I really didn’t care much, as most of my time was spent just gazing at her and willing my companion to remove the covering clothes so I could see her naked body for the very first time.

As you can see it would have taken very little from her to make me ecstatic.

On the Friday it was raining, but as if only to show my intentions or perhaps devotion and, because both of the females in my house were out dancing or drinking, after my endless chores were concluded I walked through the pretty puddles and up the slippery tree surprisingly easier than I expected.

Sabrina came into her room after about half an hour’s wait for me then saw my bedraggled form outside her window but ignored me for many minutes while I just looked in with pathetic, pleading eyes as if for her to have mercy and bring me in from the cold and wet.

Finally, as if she could handle no more of my theatrical postures or posing, she opened the window fully and gazed at me in challenge.

“So Tom, if I let you in then I will expect you to obey me completely?”

All of me nodded in my desperation to at last be permitted to enter her private home.

“Yes, Mistress…of course…I have promised.”

She moved away from the frame and beckoned me with a wave of her slender wrist and I took the giant leap but the smallest, physical jump until I was on her carpeted floor and as soon as I was her voice snapped at me.

“Clothes off, Tom…you’re soaking…”

I seemed to pulsate and was about to argue when her black eyes glowed misty green at me as if daring me to do so.

Therefore I pulled off my sodden coverings down to my shorts which she placed on her radiator and then sat on her dressing table chair as I shivered but not due to the cold while she continued to address me.

“…And those, Tom, let me see…”

My mouth groaned in agony but I pulled at the white material until it had been discarded and was utterly naked while she inspected me as if I was her menial or property.

“My, you are a petite boy, Tom, but utterly well formed, kneel before me I have a present for you as I promised…”

What could I do but obey and I prostrated myself at the white chair while she went into her bottom drawer and produced a slender, black, leather necklace that her bright fingertips fitted tightly around my neck and I lifted my own hands to touch it and felt a small metallic tag fixed on it.

“…It says, Tom, I had the metal inscribed and if you wish to be mine you will wear it at all times…”

She chuckled in satisfaction.

“…it may bring you luck!”

I was overcome with mixed and multiple feelings but as she stroked my head, hair and skin my mind seemed to melt or dissolve to her touch and whispered appreciatively.

“Thank you Mistress…thank you…it’s so generous and I will always wear it!”

Her thighs, still decorated by the taut trousers she wore as if a continual uniform, were open and she drew my head into her crotch and sighed in pleasure.

“I want you to smell me, Tom…I am a very tactile, sensual creature and I expect you to use all your senses with me…learn to recognise my scent…”

Suddenly I was utterly in paradise as my nose was at her deliciously decorated mound and her aromatic smell of perfume and female musk was destabilising or perhaps overwhelming.

“…Can you taste me, Tom, this is the aroma that defines me as your Mistress and you as her…”

I spoke stupidly and out of turn as if in aspiration but as normal I was misguided.

“Boyfriend?”

She chuckled and tickled my ear as I seemed to feast and over indulge on this womanly bouquet which along with the heavenly touching sent my giddy mind into emotionally high orbit.

“Not quite, Tom…more of a…familiar…actually now you may venerate me in small kisses and move over my belly and breasts so you can learn the slight nuances or sensory flavours of each part on my anatomy.”

My head eagerly then slowly explored over every divinely concealed part of her and, as she had mentioned, each inch of her hidden skin seemed to have its own distinct flavour or provocative, sensual smell.

All Sabrina did was stroke or tease my head or hair while I accustomed myself to her sublime form until by the time I was finished, to my obvious discomfort, I was more aroused and sexually harder than I had ever been in my life. 

She made me stand before her and then giggled softly as her eyes saw the signs of my infatuation or appreciation of her womanly wiles.

“…Do not be abashed, Tom…it is entirely natural for you to show like this…but unnecessary in our relationship so go to the top drawer there…”

Her red fingertip pointed at her dresser and I opened the wooden, sliding part of it she had referred to and caught my breath.

It was full of knickers and lingerie and she laughed at my obvious craving and compulsion for such female finery.

“…Smell them as well Tom, they also have my aromatic mark; all of my clothes do…that’s it…inhale deeply…”

I was in sensory heaven as her underwear seemed to literally dance on my palate and she left me to linger before murmuring softly.

“…Pick a pretty pair with a thick gusset…and put them on…”

My brain was already in overload as a slim, cotton and lace item almost fell into my fingertips before I pulled them away from the others and, to my utter disgrace, could not resist pulling them up my legs until they were tightly around my aching genitals. 

Sabrina only continued looking on approvingly and simpered.

“…My, Tom, they are so delicate yet you are actually covered by them even though you are clearly, fully hard…how do you feel?”

I was in ecstasy but also equal shame although my dark cravings controlled and overwhelmed my hapless thought processes.

“Wonderful, Mistress.”

She produced an outsize, fluffy pillow from inside a larger cupboard, which was obviously brand new, and placed it on the floor by her double bed then murmured with due purpose.

“Sit on it, Tom…open your legs and rub yourself…go on and when you visit me this is how you will control your male, animal urges…”

I feebly kneeled on the soft surface of the cushion until it hardened to the pressure of my weight and then revelled on the friction on my cock before beginning to move my hips and slender body back or forward with my eyes closed while sensing this irresistible seductress of a girl over every sensitive living part of me.

“…That’s it, Tom…press it…rub yourself… harder …in my knickers…I will give you your own pairs now so you will only wear mine as a further sign you belong to me!”

My head and body were in frantic motion as I gasped.

“I do, Mistress Sabrina…truly I do belong to you!”

Instinctively I seemed to scream in a strangulated, asphyxiated gasp as I climaxed so rudely and slowed my pace until finally I was merely pressed down on the luscious, supple tension savouring the residual pressure and trying not to look at her to avoid facing further dishonour.

As if she sensed my feelings of ongoing disgrace she merely chuckled.

“Your sense of humiliation will soon pass, Tom, now keep them on and look through my entire wardrobe and inhale everything…I want you to sense or anticipate me in the future even as I approach you…”

She already knew me better than I did.

“…When you get erect then work yourself off on the pillow and in the panties…that way we both can maintain balance or harmony while here.”

What she said was so uncomfortable and demeaning for me to accept but also weirdly made perfect sense as well.

In the end I quickly adjusted and explored her wardrobes, cupboards and clothing thoroughly and, as she mentioned, all the items - which were predominantly black by the way - all had a similar but particular and evocative scent to them.

Of course just the endless aroma of her and continually touching the different heavenly material inflamed my masculine senses once more and when forced helplessly erect once again was obligated to sit on my cushion of indignity.

With her watching every movement I pressed my active penis down to create the addictive friction needed and came to fruition far too easily and quickly as if I was becoming comfortable with this unseemly arrangement.

When my head was eventually partially clear I stared up at her and whimpered.

“Can I see you, Mistress? I would love to gaze upon your uncovered skin.”

Sabrina chuckled as though I was out of my mind.

“I am sure you would but you have a long way to go before you have such latitude…”

She seemed ever more and most entertained by me.

“…But maybe you should now witness a naked female so tell me who you would like to see…perhaps your dream girl from school...”

Her tone giggled childishly.

“…Excluding me, obviously…!”

I just listened in fascination as her sweet voice lingered in the heightened air.

“…Now who do you fancy admiring or studying without any clothes on?”

I thought in all consuming madness and in honesty always had craved to see haughty Jessica but dared not admit such a dirty, filthy thought to her.

My brain then meandered and suddenly all I could see in my fuddled brain was the wondrous, blonde, tall girl in my class with large, voluptuous breasts and a firm rounded ass which made me mutter up pathetically as if Sabrina could possibly fulfil my sordid hopes or vision.

“Natalie Houston seems nice.”

She laughed softly but without a trace of sarcasm.

“Now that girl is so easy… OK tomorrow…if you come around 7.30p.m then lovely, nubile Natalie will put on a little show for you as long as you confirm you are still content to be my little pet.”

I knew she was only teasing or pulling my leg and smiled in mischief.

“I am, Mistress but can you really do that with Natalie? She seems so superior or unreachable”

Sabrina Duncan sighed as if tired and lay back then settled into her bouncy bed.

“She is just another Slut…but you will see more than you expect from now on, Tom, if you remain under my guidance or influence but ensure you follow my instructions as I expect…”

It seemed as though she needed time or space as her wrist waved in my general direction.

“…Leave now, Tom… and be sure to arrive back here on time and you will be further entertained and enlightened.”

I stared at her and tested my boundaries.

“Can I use the front door?”

Her dark eyes glowed extra bright green as if in irritation and, along with her disapproving expression, this contained my answer as I meekly headed towards the appropriate window but was pulled back by the sound of her raised voice. 

“I’d put some clothes on if I were you, Tom…over your knickers naturally…and be sure you wash them clean tomorrow.”

My face blushed immediately at my stupidity and how this girl had unbalanced me utterly or completely as I gasped in shock at my nakedness.

“Sorry, Mistress…I’m just disorientated as you can see but…will I have some other underwear to choose as you said?”

Sabrina laughed dryly.

“Sure, but let’s take it day by day; now down your private entrance or exit and as I mentioned be punctual tomorrow night if you want to broaden your life experience.”

My skin was fully covered now and she rose up like a goddess, kissed my rosy cheek and suddenly I realised then understood that already her aroma and smell was recognisable and utterly compelling for me as I simpered as if already besotted by her.

“Thank you Sabrina, Mistress…I will be here in position on time but…”

She laughed at my inability to fathom her innate confidence or power over seemingly whatever she wanted.

“…Can you really show me Natalie Houston naked? It is impossible she is just so stuck up and distant.”

Her finger stroked my neck just as I crawled out and started on my descent along my favourite willowy branch that had led me to the edge or merest glimpse of paradise.

“To you, Tom; but as you will discover we are very different people and I have abilities and power far beyond your imagination or expectations….see you tomorrow.”

Understandably I was tired as two climaxes had exhausted my physical or mental strength and I was pleased to reach the sanctuary of bed and settle between my covers without the impulse to touch myself or have dirty fantasies about anyone.

In all honesty what was the point when real life had seemingly if not surprisingly taken place of my lurid, imaginary world? 

I would never have envisaged or even have dreamed about such extraordinary things that seemed to be happening to me each day since the extraordinary Sabrina Duncan had crossed my path.

As I felt myself nearing separation from the living realm to regenerate I could not help but think about the untouchable, unattainable Natalie Houston and how utterly wonderful it would be to see her in the flesh, so to speak.

Although part of me did not believe my so called Mistress, a confidence in her was truly emerging that believed she was more than capable of achieving the unexpected and, on these fair if not improbable events to come concerning this exquisite girl from my class that would reveal her body in all it feminine glory, I finally found some temporary peace from my crazy life.

Saturday, after morning duties and domestic obligations - including secretly washing the stained panties given to me by Sabrina - around the home was a lazy day.

Melissa and Jessica often went shopping to the mall and I would distractedly wander around aimlessly and go to the local McDonalds where some of my school companions went in the afternoon.

The tightly knit cliques of Alpha boys and girls usually frequented the more upmarket bars in the main shopping centre after ball or cheerleading practice but I felt more at home with the rest of the odd crowd who were certainly nothing special, just like me. 

In truth I suppose we were the misfits or life strugglers of our generation, even some of the more academic or intelligent of my classmates, as having a bright mind was often no help in the deep, dangerous waters or mixed gender, social, hormonal, small ocean we all swam in and inhabited.

So we passed time together as if part of a support group, ate, told feeble jokes and they all laughed hysterically when I accidentally mentioned I would be seeing, Natalie Houston naked later.

In many ways I was pleased no one took such a lunatic boast seriously as I hardly doubted that Sabrina would have been happy if she knew I was revealing such private, dark secrets that had passed between us.

The hours eventually drifted and at the appointed time I perversely pulled her knickers around my hips under the jeans then, with just a green coloured shirt that I thought would help camouflage me in the elegant tree, I slipped out and was in my elevated position outside her window fifteen minutes early.

To my shock exactly at 7.30p.m her door opened and, as bold as brass, Natalie Houston marched in with Sabrina behind her; it quickly became clear to me that they had been out shopping and drinking that afternoon as from my adjacent place I could hear their loud, mirthful conversation.

The fragrant Natalie spoke first in all her blonde, effervescent beauty and I could hear every word because I was so close, the early evening was mild or even temperate and helpfully the sash window was half open.

“Thanks for having me on a sleep over, Sab’…and this afternoon; it was fun… shopping and chatting.”

A bottle of wine appeared and they both drank lustily as they listened to music or scanned a computer together until my Mistress murmured in passing.

“You want a shower, Natalie, maybe get changed as there’s no point going out unless you want to?”

The blonde hair of this towering example of female perfection flowed in response as she smiled.

“No I’m bushed and want to relax if that’s OK? This wine is so deceptively, addictive and delicious…!”

With that she removed her jacket then skirt and blouse until with my eyes wide open in genuine shock she was parading in just a pink bra and thin, matching panties around the room, while to my testosterone inspired discomfort my penis was already pressing against the divisive material of the knickers tightly around me. 

She was looking out of the window almost right past where I was sitting as she sipped her rich, red drink and it was clear she was too focussed on Sabrina to even imagine someone was watching her from along the branch so nearby.

He words slurred just a little as she shimmied coquettishly.

“..I’m not gay, Sab’…I mean I really like boys but…”

My Mistress was behind her now and I saw her slender arm circle this blonde Amazon’s flat belly and shapely hips seductively.

“But what, Natalie? You think we should experiment a bit?”

The girl giggled vapidly.

“Why not…?”

I could tell she was somehow already won over as her pink plump lips sighed suggestively.

“…Maybe share a shower?”

“Oh, Nat…Bad Girl…I am very demanding?”

Natalie groaned as suddenly the pretty bra covering her upper body came magically off and Sabrina’s palms cupped the large, smooth breasts that were released so easily in her palms and squeezed her thin, pink nipples.

“I’ve heard, Sab,’…but I don’t mind…fuck I don’t mind!”

Before my disbelieving eyes suddenly her bright panties were pulled to the floor and when she stepped out of them there right in front of me utterly, impossibly…was the Supercilious, Superior, Natalie Houston stark staring naked as if only for my spectacle and delectation.

It was nothing short of fucking unbelievable!

Sabrina pressed her against the frame of the window and stroked the most sensitive and sensual parts of her body from behind, teasing and pressing as she expertly explored until this normally distant and unattainable young woman was spread-eagled and I could in detail see every intimate part of her.

My Mistress was stroking her back or buttocks while Natalie cried weakly, spread her legs and displayed all she had to offer as a young woman and the feminine, subtle gifts she possessed were definitely heavenly and substantial.

Firm, creamy voluptuous, heaving breasts with a perfect flat belly and then smooth, ivory thighs which had her distinct but delicate, female, inverted line showing between them with just a faint trace of blonde down above.

She was still like a living, mythical statue and my engaged eyes drunk in every trace of her womanly perfection as I was understandably utterly fascinated at what a vagina actually looked like.

It was so incredibly smooth, curved and formed with delicate, intricate folds or lips and I stared for many minutes trying to remember every delicious, salacious detail as I truly doubted I would ever get this fortuitous opportunity again to look upon or examine such a special, secretive prize.

Then I watched breathlessly as Sabrina’s fingertips appeared and teased at her outer lips and malleable entrance.

My crotch pressed reflexively into the slim bow I was perched upon and quickly came to a climax which made my eyelids close to revel in momentary bliss before, when I opened them again, to my disappointment, my living, fleshy Venus had disappeared presumably to share a warm, sensual, slippery shower with my Mistress.  

I was utterly thrilled but then equally disappointed as I felt this unmissable entertainment for me had already finished, but I just hung on in hope of perhaps seeing something else and after less than twenty minutes I was thankfully not to be disappointed.

They both returned with towels wrapped around their comely bodies and it was clearly obvious who the more forceful one between them was because Natalie was already gasping weakly.

“I not a Slut, Sab’…I’m not, just like to be touched!”

My Mistress laughed softly and undid the rough, covering material over her new, best friend.

“Don’t be silly, Natalie… all the girls know you’re fucking Jason and his best friend Luke when he’s not about…!”

Her voice was controlling and forceful.

“…And if you don’t admit it…then I won’t press you down and fuck you as well…you’re just a Little Whore aren’t you?”

It took me all of my will to restrain myself from making a reactive, excitable noise in pure disbelief as I was so surprised with what I was seeing or listening to; but I bit my lip and then just gazed on as the luscious Natalie leaned up against the wooden framework of the square window, then bent dutifully and submissively over.

Sabrina took her place behind this young woman I had misguidedly thought was so pure or puritan and strapped something around her waist as this guest confessed her lewd soul weakly.

“I am, Sab’…but all the girls are…oh fuck that’s so good…I like sex, Sab’…it’s not so terrible…take me…oh fuck…I just love being, used or fucked…”

My Mistress’s hips slapped into her increasingly rhythmically and although I could not see the phallus strapped to her hips I knew it was there by the reaction of the duplicitous, faithless Natalie who mumbled then moaned before finally screaming in ecstasy because she had obviously already come to orgasmic, selfish bliss as she exhaled in base pleasure.

“…Fuck that was sublime…you want me to do it for you?”

Sabrina smiled and slapped Natalie’s sensitive bottom even harder in reply.

“No Bitch, come to bed and I’ll have you again…or show you what you can provide for me…now put on that new, pretty negligee you bought today…I’ll just close the window...”

The Dirty, Blonde Dream that was the promiscuous Natalie disappeared from my view and Sabrina came to the window and I saw the plastic, black phallus tied around her waist over a long black nightee she had on but could not move as if frozen.

Instead of closing the window her fingertips just opened it a fraction further as her green tint caught my incredulous stare and her mouth widened into the broadest smile.

“…See you tomorrow…show’s over…hope you enjoyed it, Tom…”

She cackled wickedly.

“…I did tell you it was fun being around me!”

The dark curtains were then drawn slightly but still tantalisingly giving some access to look in.

I was still surging with lust or compulsion and, as I did not wish to miss anything at all, my insanity drew me from cover and onto the furthest reaches of the branch where I could peek by the side of the covering material to the glass then peer inside the atmospheric room where by the dim light of a bedside lamp I saw them tightly bound together in the bed.

Naughty Natalie was on top of Sabrina, riding this thick, solid, provocative mass as she pushed and pressed greedy hips against the powerful pressure endlessly until she juddered then shuddered but stayed in position just to revel in her depravity.

Then they drank more wine and there was further intimate kissing or touching before the light was extinguished and my spectacle of seeing the fabled Natalie Houston turn into a whore right before my pressed up nose was over.

I realised that I had foully climaxed again but I no longer cared about my filthy but delicious mind because, as I sat on the elevated ground in my high, comfortable tree, for the first time in my normally empty, colourless life I felt alive and almost the luckiest boy in the world to have a friend or Mistress like the mysterious Sabrina Duncan who could allow me to share such unimaginably erotic things.

It was past midnight by the time I returned home, Melissa was in bed with Andre and although they were making sullied sounds again what they were up to seemed suddenly very tame compared to what I had actually just witnessed and I ignored both her door and Jessica’s and rested like a fallen angel.

There was a moral part of me somewhere I think; but it seemed obvious that if there was a choice between conformity and respecting the privacy of others compared to this already addictive instinct to leer secretly or constantly at girls then there was no competition which way I would go.

I felt justified in looking at whatever I could find to fuel my debased libido or wayward spirit and obviously, given my seedy performance tonight and my ability to sleep soundly afterwards, had no conscience at all about doing so.  

Sabrina and I met up the following day and by now I was mere, admiring putty in her hands and happily stripped naked before this girl, put on the knickers she allowed me access to in her drawer and masturbated on the pillow as necessary as we talked about myriad and varied things many of which were utterly subversive.

Over the next few weeks there were many more spectacles of female flesh for me to visually feast upon as if I conjured up a name of a gorgeous, untouchable girl from the school then one subsequent Saturday I would be watching her from my own personal tree as they were seduced and debased by my Mistress in the most extraordinarily sensual and exotic ways.

My dizzy, filthy head was slowly coming to understand how a girl was formed, that they were never as sweet, innocent or virginal as they appeared and, I felt a small emergence of knowledge or even confidence stir within my private soul as if I had achieved this worldly education alone and by my own abilities.

Over all this time I had still not seen Sabrina uncovered although obviously longed to do so but never asked or begged her even while constantly craving and wanting so much for this voyeuristic privilege or event to transpire.

However we were getting on too well to risk upsetting things between us and she was confiding in me more and more until one late evening she informed me, in the strictest confidence possible, that the devious Jessica had told her friends in absolute never to be revealed secret that she was having a fling - whatever that meant as I was never quite sure - with the odious Andre, lover of her mother, and this illicit fact nearly blew my delicate mind. 

I was always sworn to secrecy by my Mistress but at this point in my relationship with her, I felt secure enough because everything was so tight and together between the two of us that I had some latitude to show my disloyalty or even stupidity towards her strict and dictatorial rule of me.

It was a massive if not humongous mistake that laid the seed for the alteration of my life to follow although how could I have possibly known such a disturbing idea like that at the time?

The information about Jessica swirled like fastest eddies of wild water around my head for a week or so but I never mentioned a word, just observed as normal when she went out late, tried to listen in on phone calls or look over at her laptop when she was not about and she was distracted from noticing my unbridled snooping.

Everything however came to a sharp head though one Friday evening when Sabrina was out of town with her mercurial mother for the weekend and Melissa was dining somewhere with the much appreciated or even adored, Andre, who she would no doubt bring back later to utterly disgrace herself with. 

Therefore there was just my horrible stepsister with me at home and she was in an especially foul mood as we came together in the living room for a few minutes just in passing. 

Fatefully that warm night we had nowhere to go - even the social butterfly Jessica - and this seemed to make her almost more hateful, resentful and acrid tongued than normal as she literally spat at me.

“Can’t you just fuck off upstairs, Tom, I want to watch something and I’m sick of your leering or hovering around all the time…get a friend or something would you, Loser!”

I was incensed as Sabrina was my closest ally or confidante but even now no-one knew and I had been sworn to silence about our precious association even though I longed to boast about such a fabulous fact to everyone.

Normally I would have held my tongue, walked out and left her but at this unfortunate hour, given the small growth of this new found assurance I had so amazingly discovered, I let my lips speak before my mind was actually in gear.

This was not such an unusual occurrence in all honesty but never could I have foreseen that an initial innocuous, small comment would have such profound consequences.

“Jealous are you?”

Her blue eyes glared at me in fury.

“Not likely, of you? Dream on!”

She had fallen into my verbal trap but in truth I had also tumbled in the bottomless abyss of my own making but did not yet know it as I replied with suitable pathos.

“No, Jessica…I mean of your mother and Andre…I know all about the two of you!”

I was merely trying to annoy her even further at first as I actually only vaguely aware of the rumour Sabrina had passed on to me but from my odious stepsister’s instant reaction there was obviously more than just smoke to this sordid, crackling little fire or tale.

“How do you know…how the fuck do you know?”

My shoulders shrugged and I felt the rarest, loveliest flow or flush of unrecognisable power run through my surging blood as I smiled malevolently.

“Well I just do…but I know for sure your mother doesn’t!”

Her face was a picture of the brightest reds, pinks and purples as her devious brain seemed to tortuously twist and turn in her pretty head.

“You mustn’t say anything, Andre and I are just…friends… nothing…but my mother cannot ever know.”

I sat on the chair opposite her and unfortunately the flow of hot blood hadn’t gone to my head; well it had but lower down - if you catch my debased drift - as well as I whispered without the slightest class.

“Well pray tell…what can you do for me, Jessica?”

Her azure eyes glared at me in pure hatred.

“What do you want?”

My greedy body and filthy mind knew what it desired but I thought it best not to ask for too much too soon as suddenly my addled brain recognised that I had real sway over her and could take my time in demanding whatever I wished for.

I therefore smiled covetously and spoke casually.

“You know I admire you, Jessica…and have wanted to see you naked…so that will buy my silence…”

My mouth qualified my temporary price.

“…For the moment.” 

She was literally seething but her guilt and fear of her only temperamental parent drove her and she patently had no morality or honour to lose given what I had heard about my awful, living, most distant of relations.

“OK, but five minutes only…you can look at everything but no touching…and this is the end of the matter…forever.”

I knew for certain that would never be the case from now on but I was just as devious and deceitful just as she was.

“Fine, OK…shall we go upstairs?”

Her medium length, shiny blonde head shook as she bared her teeth at me.

“Give me fifteen minutes then come up to my room!”

Jessica left and I rubbed my hands together as if congratulating myself on spotting an advantage, then forcefully taking it and getting some of my own back on this repugnant girl that had always treated me so badly and without the slightest grace.

Her repellence to me to be frank was more to do with the way she acted rather than how she appeared by the way, because Jessica was still very much something of a stunner, and when I went into her room exactly when the required time asked for had passed, to my shock she was dressed so deliciously in her old school uniform.

Specifically this was a white shirt and red tie, a short, back skirt with what I hoped was stockings under the short hem and she looked utterly delicious.

Her blue eyes stared at me as if unexpectedly suddenly in league with this debauched game but I was hardly in the mood to question her change of heart or look a proverbial gift horse in the mouth, was I?

She smiled then whispered and stood provocatively beside her double bed.

“I will give you a good show, Tom so come close so you can see me properly as I won’t be doing this again…”

I knew immediately she was mistaken because I would never release my hold or advantage over her now but I did as she requested just to be seen to play along and get exactly what I wanted or deserved.

Jessica placed her hand on her thighs then pointed to the small, white-faced clock on her bedside table and smirked.

“…Five minutes, so where so we start…?”

There was no need for me to answer as she began to unbutton the shirt, remove her tie and, as she was not wearing a bra, I could soon visibly see her small, but firm breasts with large, saucer-shaped areolas and puffy nipples causing me glorious feelings of a masculine, hormonal rush.

She then raised her skirt to her hips and I to my joy could observe she was indeed wearing stocking and suspenders and she wriggled just a fraction and simpered cutely.

“…Skirt off, Tom…?”

I nodded madly as she unclipped it and I was looking at her delicious, provocative mound covered only by delicate, black panties as she chuckled at my obvious, driven compulsion to stare.

“…Now knickers, Tom, you want them off as well…?”

My head was merely a bouncy rubber ball as her hands slowly, teasingly drew the sensual underwear material down past her shapely ankles to reveal a perfect pussy that was completely bald and free from hair as she opened her legs just a little and smiled at my puerile fascination.

This experienced young girl could tell I was already erect and her voice was so sweet and tempting as she beguiled me.

“Show me how I excite you, Tom, let me lie back on the edge of the bed and you can stand over me and watch me properly like a real man looks at or appreciates a woman!”

Her offer was more than I could resist and I undid my trousers, lowered my shorts until my diminutive cock was pointed proudly over her parted legs and literally pulsating in agitation.

Jessica could obviously view my patent lack of control as she whispered seductively. 

“Jerk over me, Tom, rub your hard, manly cock, Tom…be a Stud…!”

I couldn’t believe what was happening; it was as if she loved me as I listened entranced and held my bursting penis just as she suggested.

“…That’s it Tom, look at my cunt…it’s there for you…to have, fuck, oh Tom, Tom…that’s better isn’t it…”

I had instinctively - or to be more precise - pathetically spewed sperm all over her but as if unabashed or unconcerned at my depravity her fingers calmly wiped the sticky juices on her skirt then stockings before picking up the discarded panties and drawing the open gusset over the remaining white traces of her utter disgrace.

Finally her head turned to the clock and her lips were dry and sealed as she mumbled contentedly.

“…Time’s up, Tom…off you trot now!”

My head was too giddy and unbalanced to argue but clearly not enough to release my iron grip on her as I flashed a sickly, evil grin while pulling up my shorts and trousers.

“For now, Jessica…maybe Mellissa will be out later tomorrow and we can do it again or…?”

It seemed in my foolishness or naivety I was having a good time as I truly did not understand the mentality or devilish ways of women.

“…Perhaps we can do even sooner as you seem to like it so much.”

She did not drop the accommodating or innocent look on her comely face for a moment and I left her in complete triumph and celebrated with multiple bottles of beer that dulled my brain ever more and soon encouraged me to sleep and separation.

My dysfunctional mind rested longer than usual in the morning and I was late to begin my endless chores, sensed I might be in trouble when I connected again with the living world, but nothing could have prepared me for what I walked into when I entered the tidy kitchen. 

In retrospect I was like the proverbial lamb to the slaughter and already ruined, for the moment she saw me, the devious Jessica began crying in ever increasing buckets while her eyes were dramatically red with crocodile tears as she touched the heavenly outfit she had been wearing last night that was spread on the white Formica, breakfast bar.

I held my breath in panic and listened as her malicious voice rose and fell dramatically as if she was already desperate and hysterical.

“I can’t deal with him anymore, Mum; he’s dressing in my clothes now and leaving his disgusting spunk all over them…it’s disgusting, disgusting, disgusting!”

Her maternal parent shook her head in mixed emotions of frustration and suppressed but obvious fury as I tried to think of something to say but there was nothing that made any sense.

If I brought up the situation with Andre now - I would note that I never actually intended to say a word in the first place anyway because what I said to Jessica was all a bluff - then she would definitely presume it was all made up, sour grapes and spoken only in malice. 

In that instant whatever influence or power I previously, temporarily possessed or experienced had already dissipated or long gone and now I was really in bottomless-pit trouble but even at that stage I did not know just how deep that was.

My stepmother turned on me with real vitriol and disgust

“You’re not fit to be living amongst respectful females, Tom...and this situation and your foul, depraved habits or actions cannot be countenanced or tolerated any longer…”  

As she talked my mouth was open and closing like a dying fish but exactly like something that was out of their comfort zone I could also not speak. 

“…School finishes in the coming months…I have spoken to my brother, Doug; he has a place at the trailer park in the next town…and has a bed for you there…”

I was aghast.

“…So you can remain here with your duties until school is ended then you’re finished living here…but if there is one, single more compliant from Jessica or you upset me in any way with your lurking, foul and creeping ways then you will be dispatched the very next day…”

She was a tempest that had already flattened or crushed me along with the deadly assistance of her treacherous, fraudulent daughter who was so cunning or duplicitous it was beyond my capacity to comprehend; but as I mentioned I was up to that point in my life unaware of how utterly dishonest a cunning woman could be.  

I realised that up to now my mouth had still not spoken a syllable in my defence but what could I say?

Therefore I could only stand and listen as the final sentence from Melissa filled me with ever more dread.

“…Be warned, Tom…do your work and keep out of our way as this is your final notice…so leave and think on it…as be certain that my brother Doug is not as understanding or reasonable as I am!”

I had heard about her drunken, ex convict sibling along with this infamous trailer park and it was as if my already fragile world had just been smashed to smithereens.

Melissa walked out and Jessica hissed at me like the rattlesnake she was.

“You stupid, Shit, Tom…I hope you enjoyed your once in a lifetime peepshow because now you’ll fucking suffer…”

My stomach was twisted in huge knots and I shrunk back in abject terror of her.

“…You think you could get one over one me you Ignorant, Little Shit!” 

She also left me shaking and shuddering and in my turmoil my only salvation remaining was my friendship with Sabrina who I could soon talk to and find some solace.

Therefore, after a sleepless night and a less than successful day at school I stood in her room on the Monday evening waiting to remove my clothes as normal and hopefully receive some empathy or advice from her when an unexpected further, if not fatal, hammer blow fell. 

She firstly removed the slim, leather necklace from around my neck which I had grown to strangely appreciate and then shook her head in visible anger or disappointment with me as her very skin was trembling slightly.

“You really are a Silly Boy, Tom…you told Jessica about what I revealed in confidence…she guessed it was me but given her marginal mind that problem will pass as I denied it and she is unsure but…”

The tone of her voice was highly dangerous.

“…What will not…”

Her eyes were the darkest black then the whole of her irises glowed threateningly the brightest emerald green.

“…Is your stupidity or disloyalty and I cannot trust you anymore…so leave and don’t come back, Tom; it was your reliability and devotion I so liked about you but these vacant actions demonstrates your lack of respect and allegiance to my will so I will waste no more time with you.”

Instantly my legs gave way and I fell on my knees then begged her without the slightest pride.

“Please, Mistress, Sabrina, please…I have no life without you… please, please don’t dismiss me…my wonderful experiences with you have been the best days or times of my life.”

She was granite and shrugged in ambivalence.

“I’m not your mother, Tom, I gave you a chance to lead a better existence but at the first opportunity you betrayed me, tried to use what I had disclosed for your own seedy advantage and must now suffer the results of such crass treachery.”

I was bent over in pain but no matter how I pleaded or cried she was indeed like black, impermeable stone and in the end I was forced to admit defeat and took my leave back on the waiting branch.

For some strange reason I did not run away just sat there as if my stubbornness or intransigence could right the wrongs I had done but the window was quickly closed and black curtains were drawn on the fantastical world I had once known. 

Pathetically I perched there for hours as if there was nowhere else I could go, but there was not the slightest chink in Sabrina’s armour or determination not to give me the time of day.

The next night I did the same thing, then the night after, and again then again until I was having my own personal vigil all alone within the top of this tree as if its greenery could shield me from the cruel world that belittled or battered me continually each day.

The minutes and weeks ran slowly if not painfully together but each evening I would resume my place through balmy evenings or wild wind and rain that soaked my skin and sometimes froze my very bones in the process of my penance.

My often illogical mind realised that the time was running on; in a few short months Sabrina would leave for college, I would be lost in a miserable life with alcoholic Doug in the trailer park as Melissa had not gone back for a singular moment on her decision to evict me.

I was understandably ever more desperate because I realised without question the only genuine joy in my miserable existence, coming up to my eighteenth year on earth, had been my brief friendship with Sabrina.

Then one warm, evocative, late, Saturday evening after I had been sitting in this position of repentance for nearly a month and nearing the witching hour of midnight, as if by miracle the curtains drew apart then the window frame slid open and Sabrina poked her beautiful, black-decorated head through and stared in my direction.

She was not angry anymore as her red lips smiled at me and the fact that she did, actually made my mouth then eyes suddenly cry in relief at the release of so much pent up emotion.

“OK Tom, you have shown due contrition or regret for your misdeeds so come in…”

I slipped gratefully into the room and went to take my clothes off, as if things would return to what they had been instantly, but as normal I was wrong about everything as she whispered with due purpose.

“…What do you want from me, Tom?”

Surprisingly I knew the specific answer almost exactly.

“To be with you forever.”

She was not surprised.

“And what have you to offer me?”

My head thought for the briefest minute and then I murmured as if in prayer but she was not any benevolent God that I knew. 

“Everything I have!”

Her face betrayed the trace of a sly smile.

“Your soul and spirit to serve me all your days?”

I bent my head swiftly but meekly.

“Yes Mistress, Sabrina…I willingly give it all to you.”

She moved away from me and took something from a silken black pouch on her bed then returned to where I was.

“Then follow exactly what I tell you and your life will be transformed then you can have what it is your mind says…you freely desire...”

She placed a large tablet in my fingers.

“…Swallow it...”

I did and tried not to taste what it was because the pill seemed to have the strangest flavour as if full of straw and made my throat parched or dry as she began to recite a long, mournful incantation before, for an instant, everything was peace but then the room began to swirl as light itself seemed to flicker or bend.

“…Now out…back onto the tree…quickly…”

Suddenly I was on the flimsy branch but now it was swaying violently or perhaps it was me that was moving erratically as I tried to grasp or hold onto something tangible or solid.

My Mistress was beside me and I heard her softly whisper terrifying but encouraging words in my ear.

“…Let go, Tom…it will turn out OK; everything will be as you want it…so let go…now is the time…”

My hands clung to the living wood but the world was already turning or tumbling and I sensed that my grasp on my own mortality was in my very fingertips that were losing force to hold on each second. 

In truth I hated my life but familiarity or fear or the unknown are difficult, powerful emotions to fight and I gripped the bow ever more frantically while it swung or moved as if in a small but wicked gust of air until I felt Sabrina provide a brief but firm push as if only to ruin or help me.

“…Just let go, Tom…let go…this empty life is not for you....”

With that application of the gentlest force I was suddenly falling, surprisingly seemingly forever - given that the distance was so short - to the hard, unyielding ground through warm, fresh, thin air before landing hard or awkwardly on my back, instantly breaking my spine and I knew immediately all was lost.

As my mind began to go blank and the pain seared through me like scorching hot pokers the last thing I remembered, before my spirit left my broken body for good, was Sabrina’s cool hand holding mine and then the sound of her sweet, melodic voice singing a song or perhaps an ancient curse until, just before I undoubtedly passed on to eternity, the last words I recalled from her plump lips were.

“…Trust me, Tom…it will all be OK!”

................................

So now you understand the history of my unusual story and we are back at the beginning or is it in fact the end?

How could I possibly know because, as I mentioned previously, whatever this world was I inhabited it was shrouded in unfocussed colour or unfathomable sounds and impulses that disturbed and alarmed me in equal measure.

The only thing that gave me any comfort was the clear, intuitive scent of my Mistress and friend Sabrina Duncan but in this netherworld I had to question was she actually my trusted ally at all or had she bewitched me to suffer even more in the next life than I had in my own?

As I knew from before, when you held no sway or power all one could do was accept what existed and I subsequently did so and tried to grasp onto whatever this temporary aberration was and then hope that when darkness came to me, as it did frequently, then some merciful divinity would take due pity and let my soul finally rest in peace.

But as the time - I doubted in my disturbance by now that time even or actually existed for me any longer - went or crawled along languidly but surely, I began to recognise some almost intangible pattern to this crazy little universe I was in as if bizarrely it was almost real.

I recognised this could simply be the reflection or conclusion of an undoubted delusional state but my consciousness of the person Tom who seemed still within me, had nothing else to do but to try and ponder my predicament and, as a famous Vulcan once said, “Once you eliminate the impossible, what remains, however improbable must be the truth!” 

Well this was not quite as helpful as I may have hoped for because everything seemed utterly impossible but then, imperceptively at first, the noise became a little clearer, I could sense my own respiration or the occasional ingestion of warming fluid but I was still utterly blind although sometimes I would swear I could almost visualise shapes and the subtle signs of movement.

This however was from an apparently low base always sensing upwards just before I seemed to wander off floating upon air until my spirit was actually flying again and my helplessness and inability to control my surroundings angered and annoyed me just as much as when I had been alive.

I mean how difficult would it have been just to let a poor, young boy find some serenity in the afterlife like everyone else? But, as I knew, nothing was ever easy or normal for me!  

My consciousness therefore drifted along in a sort of surreal, drunken haze but gradually I could feel firm ground beneath me or the sense of solid objects surrounding whatever I was and of course the constant but comforting scent and sense of Sabrina with me all of the time. 

My memory was still so strong and alive and I recalled before I had died that was precisely what I had asked and begged for; also her final perhaps poignant words to me still played over and over in my soul, “Trust me, Tom…it will be OK.”

All of these facts provided me with some small measure of reassurance that everything was perhaps not as awful as I sensed originally and gave me some solace or strength to get through because, given the fractional changes my cognitive functions were experiencing, I definitely felt I was on some type of developing journey.

Sleep or darkness was still a huge part of my routine and although I prayed initially not to return to this bemusing place I began to realise that I was destined to awaken and face the repetition of what had gone before until I accepted that this was how things were from now on.

This state of high spirituality - if that’s what you could call it - seemed to go on indefinitely until there came a moment when it was as if I awoke from a long recuperation in inky blackness to see the outline of my environment and slowly recognised, to my increasing confusion, my prison as Sabrina’s room.

I just stayed still as I did not want any motion to disturb me but simply focussed as best I could and then surely made out the unmistakable outline of her vanity desk, cupboards, drawers or general possessions. 

Then I looked up and to my eternal shock it was Sabrina herself who was towering over whatever I was, like the fabled giant from the children’s novel, Jack and the Beanstalk!

Suddenly I was flying again as I recognised instantly the exact same sensation that had perplexed me in recent times but now realised I was in her delicate hands or fingers as she drew me close to her huge face where her plump lips touched me and, in spite of my terror, I could not help but shiver and shake not out of fright but unexpectedly in instinctive delight.

I could see increasingly clearly, gazed into her large, black eyes and the recognisable green tinge in them seemed overwhelming; in that self-same, unforgettable instant I then saw in diabolical detail what was also reflected in the sheen of her emerald tinted lens.

My voice screamed out in utter terror and panic but all I heard was a squeal, screech or howl as alarmingly I realised who or what I now was as Sabrina pressed her wonderful, red mouth to my soft, fluffy covering of skin once more and murmured to me lovingly.

“You are awake properly, Tom, welcome to your new reality and as you have no doubt noticed by now…”

Her fingertips teased behind both of my tiny ears; in spite of myself and however I tried to resist my new but definitely noticeable instincts, I purred exactly like a cat.

“…I have given you precisely what you asked for and desired...”

My eyes that appeared to mysteriously match her own from the reflection I had so briefly seen then looked tragically up at her and she was laughing disturbingly.

I was unmistakably now a cat or to be more exact, a kitten; a cute, pretty, adorable, prissy kitten and I was absolutely furious!  

My new voice screamed while my hands tried to hit her but all she did was grab my minute feet and scratchy claws while I tried to make my anger known but all I could do was meow, not too loudly - even though I was trying to shriek - and then purr lowly as she stroked and pressed me again as if my little temper tantrum was too delicious for her not to savour.

As much as I hated to admit it just being in her arms was utterly comforting or heavenly and after a while I stopped fighting because I had so little energy and she rested upon the bed while my needy form lay atop or between these shapely but covered breasts and the sheer, evocative aroma of her provocative skin so close by was utterly indescribable.

Her caressing of me was continual as was my constant purring by possible means of my acceptance of what she had done to me; I desperately wanted to hate her but in all truth just being so adjacent to her body was just secretly, impossibly scrumptious as I could not resist the thrill of being so close and wallow in the sheer fragrance of this fabulous girl.

She then spoke softly; her voice was the identically the same as I remembered and she simpered while I revelled in her irresistible teasing of my sensitive ears.

“…It will be a bit of a shock at first, Tom, but the others have soon adjusted and you will have much more fun like this…”

I went to question her but realised I had no discernable voice although surprisingly she seemed to understand the inflection of my meows or cries as she responded.

“…Don’t get so upset, Tom…”

Her fingers pulled at the loose leather now around my fragile neck.

“…I’ve put your collar back on for you…it’s a bit big at the moment but you’ll grow into it…”

This was mortifying understandably, but when she touched or caressed me I just melted.

“…it’s Saturday…so we can spend some time together…you’ve been growing for about five weeks as when you died I took or turned you into a new form which I can do with your permission which you of course provided so eagerly…”

My throat made a squealing, annoyed sound again and she simply giggled.

“…Of course I’m a witch…you sensed that…but you had no existence as you were… so be grateful regarding what I have done for you…now…”

She picked me up like a light feather then placed me down upon my pillow which I used to shamefully use for masturbation and now must have been sleeping on since my transformation.

“…What should I wear…?”

I gazed up at her from my supple bed, noticing her pretty, black night-gown for the first time, realising in the bright light it must be early morning.

To my amazement her hands then drew it up and over her head until she was fully naked then Sabrina smiled as I gazed on with soulful, windmill eyes at her utterly fantastical, uncovered body.

“…Yes you can look now, Tom; I know you have always craved to see me and now you can all the time…Lucky Boy…!”

She stood still and erect as her thighs parted a little to reveal how the curve of her belly or perfect, ivory thighs flowed down to the most feminine part of her which was covered by a short, black, covering of pubic hair.

“…From now on you will be able to observe me just as you dreamed of so many times, Tom…?”

My voice purred contentedly; I just could not help myself reacting positively.

“…Oh Tom, Bad Boy…you’re not a man anymore but I can tell that you are able to still appreciate the female form, can’t you…?”

I gave the same resonant response and she let her finger tease the tips of her innermost sexual lips and shivered a fraction in distinct, female pleasure.

“…I am also a most sensitive, sensual creature but you will learn about all that as we go along…”

Sabrina took a handful of panties from her knickers drawer and threw them over me covering my teeny, furry head then chuckled as my paws clawed at them foolishly.

“…Choose a pair for me, Tom!”

I knew she was playfully torturing me but I instantly liked the smell and feel of her delicate underwear on my fur and instinctively toyed with the different colours and shapes until I had one in my sharp, little teeth or nails that seemed just right.

When Sabrina returned she acknowledged my pick, pulled the black thong to cover the intimate female parts then pulled a lacy, black bra on about her juicy breasts before her normal, tight, black covering over her cool skin.

It was the look I had become accustomed to in recent times.

With that she picked me up effortlessly, balanced me on her delicate arm and took me downstairs to the kitchen where her mother, dressed in a long, silken, black gown was sitting at an oblong, wooden table.

I had never seen her before except from a distance and considering she was much older than her daughter still looked incredibly youthful and attractive.

The more mature Lady sipped the inky coffee and stared at me then at her more than mischievous child.

“So this is Tom is it…?”

She seemed highly amused as her tight lips continued.

“…Like all of us, you really do love your pets, Darling, but I trust you received his permission and agreement.”

Sabrina nodded forcibly.

“Of course…they can’t be altered or changed without consent.”

Her mother gurgled

“Well that’s not quite correct, Sabrina….just what I have led you to believe up to now… transfiguration or transformation we can actually do without such niceties but…by and large we try and adhere to some etiquette or rules.”

My Mistress simply laughed at her mother’s duplicity and laughed.

“Mum…that’s very sneaky of you!”

Her more knowledgeable parent ignored her then stroked my head before whispering to me and I wanted to bite her but ludicrously just purred and simpered instead as if by pure reflex.

“Hi Tom, you are a handsome boy; you will have some fun with my precious baby…and discover things that will amaze you...”

It was as though they both knew, even though I appeared like a mute feline, my brain could bizarrely understand every word spoken to me.

“…So settle down, be a good companion and pet for her…then be certain you will be loved and well cared for.”

Even though I could not talk or converse I dared not even squeal about what could happen if I was not well behaved and instead just pressed my head against her hard, bony fingers as if compelled to do so because it felt so divine.

At that point of further acquiescence suddenly I was living with two new women in my resurrected life who, although the younger of the duo had unfairly turned me into a helpless, cutesy cat, I still liked them much, much better than my previous, obtuse, female, living companions.

So perhaps surprisingly I accepted my new role of existence reasonable quickly and Sabrina and I spent much of the day together in the garden or horsing around where she would carry or squeeze and tease me deliciously to distraction.

I realised that although my body had changed completely and beyond any realm of imagination, my heart and head remained basically the same and I really loved this gorgeous girl or sorceress that had bewitched me from the primary moment I had first set eyes upon her.

At my tender age as a kitten my energy soon evaporated and I drifted back into the routine that I had known since this alteration had taken place but now, when I awoke, I was calm or even settled knowing exactly where I was and that normally the sweet scented Sabrina was never far away from coddling or cuddling me.

The sheer glory of being in her enveloping arms, on her skin or so divinely connected to her barely covered body was beyond my powers of explanation as it was just too wondrous to describe it properly or to do the emotions it provided me, full justice.

I had the privilege of seeing her naked virtually all of the time now and although I could no longer react hormonally like the depraved boy or young man I used to be, the thrill and delight of admiring such womanly perfection remained in my soul as if the compulsion to watch and secretly savour such beauty was inherent even across such enormous changes that had been made to me.

Most bizarrely I was, in so many familiar if not depraved ways, exactly as I had previously been.

Then as if to prove this perplexing if not tawdry point one afternoon Sabrina lifted me up in her arms kissed behind both of my ears to cause me to purr so extensively then, before I realised, placed me outside of her window and back on the branch that had originally led me into her private, mystical world.

Sabrina spoke to me all the time now as if I was human; she was still my closest friend and her voice was genial or friendly as always.

“You’re old enough now to go out, Tom, this is the route you know so well which gives you free reign and liberty to enjoy your new life…the window will always be open so you can come and go and you please.”

My dark eyes glowed green at her and she just laughed as she sensed my temerity.

“…Grip the bark with your claws, Tom, as they are getting bigger now; don’t be afraid, this tree is nothing to you…just explore it and I will meet you down in the garden… you’re with me but free as well…that’s my true gift to you!” 

Suddenly these long, instinctive nails that I knew were a living part of me seemed to extend in mere inflection to my feline will and I was then walking or even sauntering along the moving limb as though I was on solid ground.

I had not fully appreciated the fact before but whatever agility I possessed as a young, lithe boy had increased a thousand fold and therefore I took my leisurely time in my descent, went up, down then along the tree until I realised this elevated world was like home and surely part of my new dominion.

When I eventually reached the green ground I drew myself up on my legs and strutted over to My Mistress proudly and ran my spine against her warm leg or hand as if in celebration of my new found abilities while she stroked then kissed me as if no further words between us were necessary.

My initial reserve did not let me roam too far initially as I was just happy to be in sight of the house and watch for Sabrina’s return from school but day by day I began to become larger and stronger and, within a short time, was no longer the mere, meek, scared kitten I had been originally.

Occasionally her friends - with my enigma of a Mistress acquaintances was a more accurate word - would come around and make a fuss of me and those that stayed over inevitably gave me a full show at some stage of their most private and feminine parts as almost without exception each and every young woman I met seemed to have an instant and immediate rapport with me as a sweet, pliant pussycat.

And if I may say I was an extremely good example of total, fluffy cuteness which made them all trust and be completely open or natural around me.

Without exception the girls that came through Sabrina’s room let their hair down totally and seemed unabashed to display their bodies or the secrets of their combined, hidden, latent sexuality which utterly blew my tiny mind.

I knew boys were dirty but never in my wildest dreams did I realise how needy, rapacious and sexual the female of the species could be when within the safety and privacy alongside their own gender or female peers and…most especially cats !

Girls just adored cats which was so very fortunate and increasingly advantageous for me!

Well for a voyeur or a hoped for connoisseur of young ladies like I had always dreamed to be, this intriguing situation was akin to being a hungry bear when the juicy salmon were swimming up-river and there were innumerable treats they could taste or devour at will; this was all of the prey or preferably, in my own case, just one at a time. 

At first I was just content to look or stare and one evening a few weeks or so after I had realised what I now was, pretty, eighteen-year old, Claire Wilkins came for a Saturday sleep over after they had been out to dinner with friends; both she and Sabrina were more than a little merry when they arrived.

Claire was mousey-blonde, attractive and very slight but I had ignored her in our year as being ordinary, however, now she sat on the large bed in just in tiny, white knickers, a short T shirt and murmured breathlessly to her host.

“Can I borrow some toy or other, Sab’…something that vibrates please…that Yancey kissed and fingered me before we left; it’s made me…frisky.”

My mistress saw me on my comfortable outsize cushion and knew I could hear every illuminating word and watch each action of her permissive guest as her voice sighed.

“You want me to do it for you...?”

The girl nodded instantly in agreement.

“Fuck yes!”

Sabrina took a long, thick, pimpled, black vibrator and ran the rounded tip over the front of the girl’s thin panties and I could quickly see the fragile line of her vagina through the slight material as the girl shivered and ran in liquid heat.

My Mistress teased the young woman then slid the damp crotch one side to show me the bald surface or lips of these wondrous genitalia and in preparation of tormenting her as she whispered.

“Did you suck him?”

Claire seemed to hormonally hum in harmony with the sexual device.

“Fuck yes!”

“Slut…I thought you were going out with Warren?”

“He’s away!” 

The phallus was at her moist, accessible vagina now and Sabrina skilfully teased it just inside her slippery entrance and as her devilish companion squirmed she spoke softly.

“You need to get this fucked, Claire…who’s going to be the lucky boy?” 

The length of the toy was by now already working its way inside her inner walls and she grunted in barely repressed delight.

“I don’t know…I don’t know…Warren is so nice and trusting… but Yancey is so different and strong and…”

Sabrina laughed mockingly as if she could read her filthy mind.

“Black…you like it black, Claire, admit it?”

The phallic object was fully inside her now, already up to the hilt, and her hips moved against the pressure with increasing urgency as she whimpered.

“I do, fuck I do…going to fuck me…do him…Oh fuck…his big, black cock fucking me….fuck I need it…need it…!”

Her slight but rapacious form shuddered and vibrated then was still mentally in, what I presumed was her shame, but she merely exhaled then chuckled.

“…Fuck I won’t be a virgin for much longer, Sab’?”

My Mistress nodded in female camaraderie.

“I know…it’s coming…if you excuse the pun…”

They both giggled like infantile children.

“…To us all now…what about if you had them both?”

Claire shrieked in false anger and then they fought for a while playfully between each other, as their hands and young, supple bodies pressed and pushed down onto the yielding bed before they began to kiss and explore more sexually as if their little joust was merely a prelude to such sullied interaction between young girls which they somehow incredibly deemed as entirely natural and normal.

I was beginning to realise that perhaps it was -  from what I was witnessing with girls on the edge of starting a full physical life - a way of having pleasure safely without creating a bad reputation for themselves and it seemed obvious thinking about it, but the base manner and raw spirit in how I saw such intimacy enacted was truly extraordinary to me.

In another less informed life I had previously imagined that young women were promiscuous purely in my dirty mind, when I had been but an ignorant boy, but I never truly realised that young, hormonal girls were actually more obsessed with the sex and sensuality than I could ever have possibly envisaged.

Maybe more than I was!

They were almost without exception consumed with exploring their bodies utterly within the veiled safety and privacy of other eager females around them and of course lucky me as a pussycat!

Subsequently over the next few days or weeks I received an education or tutorial of just how immoral, debased and utterly debauched dirty young sexually frustrated girls could be. 

Sometimes there would be half a dozen young women staying with Sabrina where they drank far too much and then disclosed the most terrible secrets about their sordid minds or already promiscuous lives.

Half of them even though just past the required sexual age were already no longer virgins and took dark, sullied pride in boasting about their conquests or how they were moving on to older men who would offer monitory gain and gifts for their sullied favours or indiscretions.

Before long they would lie on the floor or bed before my wide eyes using busy, eager hands or fingers to tease their subtle slits of female sexuality until they were all writhing, gasping or moaning and sometimes it seemed I had fallen into a vast pit of young feminine serpents as the noise of their sexual desire was utterly animalistic or even demonic.

Seedily I could look on as though I was not there at all although my skin was touched, caressed and loved as if surreally I was a welcome party to these impossible to believe happenings.

I mean whoever would have thought girls were so utterly libidinous or sexually deranged? 

Even when I had created such ideas in my always crazed head I never honestly thought they were ever within the realms of actuality.

Then, as if matter could not get more surreal, one late evening Sabrina I and were upstairs in her room laying on her duvet and she was having some warm milk and biscuits before bed.

She often liked to feed me; in fact she used to let me suckle milk on her lap from a bottle even when I had not realised what I had been doing at the time and, as I sat comfortably on her warm, flat belly, she dipped her finger in her appealing, white drink and I licked the juice from her long fingertips.

My tongue was rough like sandpaper and her eyes glowed mischievously as she eased me down the covers until I was between her naked thighs as she raised the hem on her night-time, black gown.

As I stared, her vaginal lips in all their pristine pink glory, were open and available to me and she took some more of the tasty fluid then spread it on the giving crease of her most private femininity and simpered suggestively.

“You can, Tom…just a lick…!”

Even with my old instincts I could never have resisted such an invitation but with my feline ones now as well my rough, petite tongue lapped at the crease of her sliver while she supplied more and more milk until suddenly we were in illicit unison together.

Her voice rose in quiet ecstasy as I suckled the juices and she stroked my pretty head.

“…Oh Tom…you clever, clever cat…mmm…harder Tom, learn where to tease and play with me…”

I had no real idea what I was doing but recognised that if I applied pressure in certain, sensitive spots, the edge to her tone became shrill as I worked my little mouth over and over until she shrieked, twisted and vibrated all in one sound or movement and then settled back whispering in exultation.

“…Oh fuck, Tom…that was so delicious…I never realised you could be so useful.”

She let me lick at her salivating crevice some more then pulled me away but from that moment we had a new, addictive and most secret game to play together as barely an evening went by without me supplying my Mistress with some traces of my emerging talent and specifically for her personal, sensual pleasure.

I presumed this would be for our secret entertainment only then one night, to my absolute shock the girl staying over was non-other that my hated stepsister, Jessica, who had brought her overnight case even though she only lived a few houses down the road.

As normal with the female guests of Sabrina that came to visit, after some drinks, their combined resistance and reserve to conformity seemed to dissipate then disappear and the precocious Jessica murmured to her as she stroked my head and stared at the name on my tag.

“Wow Sab’…didn’t realised you’d called your sweet pet, Tom… is it after my brother?”

Her host nodded sagely.

“Of course…it was so sad what happened to him falling out of the tree and killing himself as he did.”

My former living companion showed her true colours quickly.

“Well he was a bit weird in all truth; always prowling and creeping around spying on girls all the time…I bet that’s why he was up in your tree, Sab’…trying to look in on you?”

By now I knew girls were all talented, little actresses and Sabrina opened her dark eyes wide as if in surprise.

“Really, you think he was?”

Jessica nodded and spoke with her normal vile and spite.

“‘Fraid so, Sab’…probably saw you in the nude many times...like he did me… was always leering or watching…the boy was such a Lousy Creep!”

My Mistress muttered kindly in my partial defence.

“You’re right of course but I did quite like him the few times we met.”

My stepsister obviously did not wish to sour the atmosphere between them as she decided to be companionable and not reveal her true hatred of me.

“Suppose you’re right, Sab’…it’s so nice of you to call your lovely cat after him…he is so cute and delicious…and I suppose I do miss Tom a bit!”

She was such a fucking liar but all I could do was purr weakly as she stroked my neck and head so skilfully or irresistibly.

Sabrina poured her some more wine and smiled sweetly.

“So how’s the desirable, Andre?”

Jessica flushed scarlet and red then shook her head.

“I thought you’d told Tom about that…as he knew somehow… but then I remembered I’d mentioned it to a few people and…”

She shrugged as if not realising she was the biggest part of the problem.

“…Well you know how girls like to gossip! But I promised myself I wouldn’t talk about anything ever again concerning him to anyone!”

My Mistress was also an accomplished charlatan as I well knew and she nodded with complete innocence.

“Very sensible…as I did have something to share with you…but maybe you’re right…best to keep quiet.”

As normal, with unbridled curiosity, it killed more than the cat, and Jessica hissed at her after a few minutes in obvious frustration.

“I’ll tell you only…if you do the same.”

Sabrina smiled as if she had already got the cream which co-incidentally was on her beside table.

“No, I’ll show you…take your clothes off…all of them and then lie beside me…!”

The guest in her room looked at her strangely but they were girls together and unashamed of their sensuality, nudity or sexual requirement, as with the rest of their ilk, and soon the lovely Jessica was undressed and waiting patiently on the giving covers as Sabrina sighed tantalisingly.

“…Close your eyes…!”

Excitedly or foolishly she did so and my Mistress’s fingers spread the sweet cream from the side table over the smooth, curved lips of her perfect pussy and then ironically placed me between the partially opened thighs and stroked my furry head.

“…Enjoy!”

I think she was talking to me or perhaps it was aimed at us both because as soon as I began to lick at the white, tempting froth from her most special mound, Jessica whimpered and moaned in utter delectation as she suddenly realised exactly what I was doing.

“Oh Sab’…fuck how utterly decadent…fuck…lick my cunt, Tom…fuck, lick it…Oh Sab;…fuck, his coarse tongue is so lovely and hard…oh fuck…!”

Dirty Jessica spread her legs wide while the enticing liquid continued to pour over this available, inverted, sexual line encouraging me to torture my old tormentor exquisitely as Sabrina began to ask questions.

“So what about, Andre then?”

She was already lost as her voice was moaning lowly and seemed desperate to spread her good if not disgraceful news.

“Oh Sab’…don’t tell anyone but he’s been fucking me for weeks now…Mum doesn’t know…but he loves me, not her…I’ve had the guys at school but not a real man like him…oh fuck, Tom… that’s so nice, Baby!”

My Mistress licked her puffy, pink nipples with her mouth and chuckled.

“Oh Jessica what a little Slut you are…fucking your mother’s boyfriend…is he big? Does he force you over and fuck you?”

Her breath was catching as I lapped madly at her inner raised clitoris until she began to lose her devious mind.

“Fuck yes…just uses and fucks me…but he loves me, respects me…Oh fuck…Tom. Tom…you clever cat…I’m…”

Her knees twisted together in her hormonal agony while she vibrated as I quickly absorbed the rest of the white, delectable fluids while Sabrina began to kiss her mouth softly.

“Going to have to fuck you myself now, Jessica… don’t do that with all my friends but you have to show me all the naughty positions your lover puts you in!”

With that remark she found her familiar strap-on toy and the two girls gently placed me into my pillow on the floor where I watched as if hypnotised while Sabrina took the salacious Jessica through the full remit of every conceivable way of coupling and fornicating; not to place too polite a word on such diabolical interaction.

I had always been a fantasist concerning sex and mercurial girls in general but these two young females demonstrated there were more inventive ways of fucking that they came up with, the likes of which I could never have produced by my mere, limited imagination alone.

The spectacle was, along with everything else, increasingly eye-opening, mouth watering and quite an unforgettable show.

The morning brought a kiss and final stroke of Jessica’s hand to me and the news from Sabrina that I was an outdoor cat and if I should find my way to her house then not to be surprised as I did have a tendency to wander.

My former step-sister instantly confirmed that I would be made most welcome in her home and unsurprisingly within a day or so I could just not resist entering through the large flap in the back door as if I was bizarrely back in my old life but nothing could be further from the truth.

When Jessica saw I had come to visit she actually embraced me with open arms then open legs in due course as her foul mind and body were rarely separated by much and she would apply milk or a treat over her delicate mound to encourage me to willingly supply my raspy, sandpaper tongue she relished so much.

In truth I needed little coercion to play my salacious part in our sordid, seedy, little adventure.

It was a winning combination and I still hated and detested her of course but the little subversive game we played, now and then, on my frequent stopovers was too decadent and delicious for us both to resist. 

She confided in me stupidly and foolishly, all about her relationship with Andre as if she did not realise that I was more than a dim cat but why should she, as in all fairness, I played or suited this guise and role so insanely well.

Melissa also was delighted to see me for company and, as her daughter was often out nowadays when Andre stayed over, sometimes her bedroom door would remain open and I would curl up sleepily on the window ledge and watch on as if indifferent while the virile, hateful Andre took her most foully.

Of course I was secretly enthralled at her lewd display but merely flicked a lazy eyelash as I observed them; in all honestly I was also becoming something of an accomplished thespian by now as well.

There were other nights when Melissa was out socialising or working and these were the opportunities for the greedy, predatory Andre to come round and ravish Jessica while I gazed upon them as if not recognising what I was actually seeing but of course revelling in each and every debased action or reaction.

In summation of the two immoral females and their relative talents regarding this primal department of life, in my opinion for what it was worth, the prurient, rapacious more mature woman was the more gifted at performing her debased role with this stocky, ordinary but apparently irresistible, black male. 

I had no doubt however that, Jessica would surpass her mother as a Slut and a Whore at some later, ongoing stage.

The experience was thrilling for me to observe and then, as if this soap opera could get no better, just a few weeks before the more intelligent or gifted of my former classmates moved on to College I happened to drop in unannounced to my old residence to find that a full argument and row was ensuing between the awful women I knew so well and disliked so much.

It seemed that Melissa had just found out about Jessica’s illicit association with Andre and was obviously furious; then it turned out that they had both been feeling sickly in the morning and were impossibly - why would they ever think such a thing considering their deranged, depraved actions - in the family way!

As I listened to their cries and moans and terrible building agony it did not overly surprise me that, when the odious Andre had been confronted with the realities of his filthy action, he then did the only thing a decent man could do.

He announced that he was going back to his wife for good and informed both his former naïve, despairing lovers he would not be seeing them again and if there was any legal action at all, then unfortunately in this small town where jobs were so hard to find, Melissa would be seeking other employment.

The man was surely something of a dark prince amongst the male population and, while the two women were sobbing their broken but callous hearts out I left on tiptoes never to return.

If I would have known at the time what Schadenfreude had meant then…my head certainly would have recognised I was enjoying more that a small slice of it.

But I had been an ignorant boy and now I was a not-so-simple cat so all I could work out was that they had both definitely got what they deserved and my days of visiting this hateful house were now well and truly over.

Personally from that specific point and for the first time in my life with them, I had come out on top therefore understandably wished to forever remain there.

Life continued to roll along and I was quickly getting bigger and stronger and roamed my territory proudly and with a certain, rakish style.

As you know I had never achieved much success in my days spent as a human male but, as a cat, well let me say without sounding too boastful of my feats, I was considered something of a catch to the local female, feline population! 

To my possible shame I would admit there were some nights when I was out on the prowl when a pretty pussy - when you’re a cat there definitely still is a difference in how the girls appear - crossed my path and nature took its most primitive or instinctive course.

Sabrina knew of course and was pleased with my fetid actions or progress but she had turned eighteen now and had informed me quite calmly that this was the start of her own sexual time with men as well and true to her word she soon showed me precisely what that meant.

One Saturday night a black stallion of a male from the football team called Leroy - who had always been utterly supercilious and bullying to me at school - was invited back after some dance or other and he proceeded to fuck my precious Sabrina right in front of my shocked, enlarged, dark eyes.

He was powerful, rude and crude and took away her dark dress, delicious lingerie then virginity with a flash of his own magic, black sexual wand and gave my Mistress her first beginnings into the world of relative intimacy with men.

Sabrina seemed thrilled with him at first but like all apparently superior males he proved unreliable, faithless then perilously bragged or talked about her on campus in the most crude or disrespectful way and it was only then I truly discovered what happened if someone did anything to displease my Mistress or her quiet but scarily powerful mother.

Early one morning a new arrival appeared in the garage of the house I now called home; a tiny, black Labrador called Larry. 

Leroy, as I soon discovered, had mysteriously disappeared and however much everyone looked for such a huge man, unsurprisingly to me, he was never seen or heard from again. 

I encountered the tiny dog early on in his new existence but he was temperamental, permanently aggressive and, if not unexpectedly, unhappy with his new lot in life.

He bared his teeth even as a puppy to me the first time we got within touching distance and I gave him a firm swipe with my razor claws to show him who was Boss in this surreal universe we occupied together now as if to demonstrate the hierarchy that existed.

Unfortunately, with his brutish attitude, Larry lasted less than a week in the comfortable home before he was found a new place with Doug, co-incidentally enough from the trailer park, and miraculously another of the people who were never nice to me in my previous life had received far more than their expected comeuppance.

Then, as if in a flash of light, I was on the bed in Sabrina’s room early one morning where her cases stood neatly in rows all packed on the floor and I knew she was going off to college while I would be left behind and in my misery I hung my head then looked as mournful or morose as possible.

She sat beside me and teased my ears then most unfairly, deliciously, under the nape of my neck while she read my mind as she always could almost word for word and sighed so expressively.

“Don’t be so sad, Tom, things aren’t so awful…”

I had long realised now that my sorrowful, soulful eyes could do wonders with girls and I stared at her pleadingly.

“…You want to come with…?”

Her fingertips burrowed into my skin playfully.

“…Oh Tom…you’d just hate it so much there; sharing a dorm with hundreds of frisky, hormonal, young girls all as sexually greedy and crazy as the others you have seen with me…”

I emitted a little howl of frustration as she was obviously torturing me again.

“…Tom, Tom…I just can’t…”

Another squeal of cuteness and pain came from my mouth.

“…Well give me a long, loving purr and I will think about it….”

I seemed to rumble and turn over like a Rolls Royce engine on acid for an eternity until she picked me up in her slender arms, kissed my head and chuckled as if relishing her normal charm or duplicity

“…You didn’t think I would leave you, Tom, did you?”

The luminous gates to whatever soul I had left stared up to her in love and within an hour we were in the car on the way to campus where I had officially been made or elected the temporary pet of the whole, female dormitory area.

If I could have been any happier I think I would have exploded or combusted there and then in contentment or feline heat but I just sat in the passenger seat where my spirit seemed to pulse in the divine, decadent pleasure of a new adventure.

My four years at College were indeed quite a journey - I mean who could ever have thought with my grades I would make it to such a prestigious establishment - and the times or tales I shared with Sabrina and innumerable females who all quickly found out about my illicit, unique talents was almost a separate, dirty novel by itself.

To be exact I explored the grounds and halls, initially like a freshman, until by the end of my period there, roamed my domain confidently strutting-my-stuff like a proverbial Cock or Rooster of the small world I had temporarily made my own personal territory.

On eventual permanent return to my hometown I found that little had changed apart from the fact that Melissa and Jessica had moved to another location up north as perhaps they could not face the shame locally of giving birth around the same time to black or mixed-race children of the same faithless, feckless father that had deserted them.

Well I could relate to that given what my own parent had done to me but I had no sympathy, even though by this stage of my feline life I was pretty ambivalent as to whatever their destinies were.

My own future here was fairly simply, just hanging around the familiar neighbourhood and Sabrina who, after a wild, sexually adventurous time at college with both innumerable boys and girls - to my knowledge no one else was transformed but I did not have full detail of everything - finally, seemed to settle down.

This was to a wealthy, young, Caucasian man, Terence with a slim physique and silver glasses who moved to this town and house to be with her and settled with the family before they married and produced a beautiful, dark-haired daughter called Samantha.

The marriage did not last long, a mere few years, even though the man seemed amiable and very genial, but it was clear that for Sabrina or her mother - whoever or whatever these supernatural women were - an ordinary mortal life was never to be their winding path.

Her husband eventually left, with fewer riches than he had to begin with, but mercifully for him in the same shape, skin and form he started with and he seemed just relieved to get away from his mercurial, dangerous wife who was understandably far more than he had ever bargained for.

I could tell from his disposition and affect he was visibly thankful to have retained his manhood or masculinity or continuation within the human race as no doubt like me he had seen things to chill his body or soul to the very marrow.

So then once more it was just Sabrina me and the quickly growing Samantha who was even more dazzling than her lovely mother but kept to the enigmatic, family traditions of black clothing.

The grandmother - who still looked amazingly flawless and incredibly young - left when Samantha reached twelve but life just still moved seamlessly along until the young girl was just turning seventeen and by this maturing age of her life I was losing energy or more truthfully getting old in this feline but now familiar shape I inhabited.

As always Sabrina read me and one night while I sat curled up tiredly on her bed her soft, comforting voice spoke to me like the friend and companion she was.

“So, Tom…I think you understand that we are not part of an ordinary family or mortal women…”

I just stared at her meekly, as I truly did comprehend some of what she alluded to, but even at this stage not completely and that late evening, unusually she explained.

“…As witches we live and do eventually die, but our life span is measured in hundreds not tens of years…which is why we always have to move on and…”

My furry face nuzzled into her always cool skin and the fragrance or aroma I knew so intimately well.  

“…That time is coming, Tom…but on this occasion you can’t join me...”

Her fingers teased my always accessible ears and I sighed then simpered helplessly as always.

“…It is Samantha’s turn to have youthful fun and find a loyal pet like you…as is our custom and her entitlement....”

She seemed unusually upset as she leisurely allowed her fingers to distractedly stroke me.

“…We all have to face our mortality even me at some far off stage but as far as you are concerned we will be here for a few more months…”

My paws scraped her skin and indicated to her not to worry or be upset as I understood what she was alluding to…truly I was feeling my fragility or mortality.

“…Then we must begin again…alone.”

Sabrina hugged me closely while I purred contentedly into her beating chest and as we had never formerly spoken in this form I had inhabited for so long there was nothing more to be said.

For a few weeks life was as it had been because I assertively walked my tree, patrolled my domain, slept beside my Mistress in the bed I knew so well and found some heartfelt satisfaction for a time or life lived as a cat, extremely well spent.

Then one fateful afternoon - I think it was supernatural twilight - I strolled out onto my favourite branch felt disoriented and somehow clawed my way down to the flat earth below where I snuggled into the warm grass under this magical, ancient, evocative tree and understood that my days or nights were rapidly coming to an end.

My fading, unfocussed eyes saw the shady image of Sabrina standing over me then sensed her kneeling down to stroke my weak head as if to ease my passing, and the only emotions I felt for her were eternal love and gratitude.   

In spite of the shock of what she had done to me in the alteration of my existence I could not deny that life as a cat had been extraordinary and after the shortest struggle I had relished then revelled in every second of this amazing shape or form.

As my nine lives flashed before my darkening eyes I could actually view endless, teasing glimpses of the countless, beautiful girls I had seen in so many intimate, surreal situations and my debauched, louche experiences with the luscious Sabrina had been beyond whatever low expectations I had for myself.

In final private confession perhaps I now accepted my depraved tendencies and voyeuristic inclinations which had always been deep rooted or ingrained within in my troubled soul.

Given this compulsion I recognised my old, wasteful life, especially from how it started and where it was when I had first met Sabrina, had in fact, through her miraculous influence turned out far, far better than I anticipated or perhaps warranted.

So in conclusion of my tall tale or tail; for those of you who like to watch or be a sly voyeur of delectable women then my advice is, should you be lucky enough to find a rare girl like Sabrina - although by now there are undoubtedly many more about - become a cat eagerly or willingly if you get the chance as if you do then, beyond a shadow of doubt, you will see, observe and experience more sexuality or sensuality than you ever would have believed possible. 

From my own personal encounters or history I can vouch or declare that, being a cute pussycat around the female of the species is definitely a distinct advantage in being accepted, included and providing endless opportunities for…simply marvelling and looking on!

The End
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