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By Kenna
I’m 45-years-old and not married.  My mother thinks I’m gay.  Sometimes I wish I was gay rather than being a pedophile.  I can’t have a relationship with a woman my age and I can’t have a relationship with a girl the age I’d like.  
Twelve-years-old… that’s the right age.  I trace it all back to Judy.  This beautiful, long haired brunette walked into my class as a transfer student with a fantastic Southern accent from Mississippi.  Maybe I wouldn’t be a pedo if I’d had the nerve to walk up to her that very first day and even speak to her.  But I worshiped her from afar.  Over the years, my taste in the opposite sex stayed right at 12-years-old.  I don’t need a shrink to tell me why.  I’m stuck on that girl on that day.  In a word, I’m stuck on prepubescent.  She was flat as a board with skinny little legs, but that face and that long brown hair.  She was my first wet dream.  
I have a collection of little girl photos.  I have a collection of little girl vids.  I have a collection of little girl stories.  I want them, but I also understand the concept of being thrown in jail, branded for life as a sexual deviant, and all the baggage that goes with getting caught.  So, I’m careful where I collect my kiddy porn and I never touch the young ones.  
All that changed about 3 months ago.  Over the 33 years that I’ve worshipped 12-year-old Judy look-a-likes, a 3 month change is pretty abrupt.  Yet, it seemed gradual as it happened.  About a year ago, I was house sitting for a friend.  That just meant I popped into his house once a day to make sure no one had broken in or anything.  There on his nightstand were a few printed pages.  I picked them up and was surprised to see it was a kiddy porn story.  It was something about a preteen brother and teen sister who went to summer camp and got turned into slaves and doms.  Pretty hot stuff.  
I read the whole thing and then tucked the papers under his pillow.  It was my way of sending him the message that I’d read it.  
When he got back from his trip, Norm cautiously approached me about the subject.  Had I found something in his house?  Did I read it?  What did I think?  I only strung him along for a few second before reassuring him that I had read it and wasn’t going to turn him in.  Turns out he was a pedo, too.  
We had different tastes. He liked little boys and I liked girls.  But, we shared the same idea of staying away from the live stuff.  Neither of us was adventurous or foolish enough to attempt the seduction of our fantasies.  Pictures, stories, and mental images would have to do.  
He showed me the boy down the street.  Jeffrey was 11 and cute as a button.  I showed him the girl a block away.  Katie was 12, brunette, and just shy of puberty.  He wanted to trade personal stories and when we did, there came an embarrassing moment when we were both hard, but not willing to share that experience with each other.  We went our separate ways, jerked off, and met again later.  I tried to keep him at arm’s length, not wanting to get too involved in his world or him in mine.  Mostly I was afraid we’d feed each other’s bravado and end up doing something we regretted.  
Then, three months ago, the news reported a missing boy.  The very boy that Norm had pointed out to me.  A chill went through me as I had to wonder if Norm had finally snapped and snatched Jeffrey.  
I waited a week before I dropped in on Norm, because I didn’t want to tie myself to him right then.  Norm had a brand new yellow lab puppy.  The damned dog was about three months old and full of energy.  We had to go outside so he could toss a ball for an endless game of fetch.  The dog would have gone on forever it seemed.  Outside we couldn’t talk too freely, but he denied any involvement.  Dared me to search his place.  Apparently, the police had already done a neighborhood search and Norm had cooperated.  He wasn’t on the suspect list at all.  
I was satisfied that Norm hadn’t gone over the edge on me.  Then, about a month later, he told me the truth.  I dropped by and we sat and talked.  His puppy was worn out and sleeping at his feet.  
Norm reached under his shirt collar and pulled out a chain that was fastened around his neck.  Attached to the chain was a round medallion.  “You need to get one of these,” he told me. 
“What is it?”
“Magic,” he said, mysteriously.  
“Yeah, right,” I said.  “I don’t believe in magic.”  I didn’t take him seriously.  
“Really,” he said.  “Watch.”  I looked at him and then he said, “Watch the dog.”  He ran his finger around the medallion, one circle.
Amazed, I stared at the dog.  Its hair was noticeably shorter.  He made another circle.  I stood up, wanting to back away.  The dog didn’t look earthly anymore.  It still had paws, floppy ears, and a tail, but other parts had changed.  It had a shorter nose, almost no hair on its body, and the limbs had… shifted.  It didn’t look like it couldn’t walk anymore.  
“What the fuck?” I said.  
“Keep watching,” said Norm.  He made a few more circles on the medallion. The limbs changed to arms and legs.  The body seemed almost human.  Paws, ears, whiskers, and tail still were canine, but the rest was human.  One more time around the medallion and a light went on in the “dog’s” eyes.  
The “dog” stood up… No shit, it stood up on its hind legs.  It looked at Norm and said, “I’m sorry.  It happened again.”  Fucking dog spoke.  I just about shit myself.  I sat down again, not sure that my legs would hold me anymore. The damned dog looked remarkably like Jeffrey.  
“That’s OK,” said Norm.  “C’mere.  Come sit on the doctor’s lap.”  The dog sat… fuck no, the boy sat in Norm’s lap.  He was a naked boy with paws, floppy ears, a tail, whiskers, and a collar.  
“No way,” I said.  I was fucking scared.  This was something out of a horror movie.  
“Calm down, Sam,” said Norm. “Don’t scare Jeffrey.”
It was Jeffrey.  It was half Jeffrey, half dog.  It was… fuck I was going to need a drink.  I got up and helped myself to Norm’s vodka.  When I came back, I had calmed down.  Now I looked at the dog again.  While I was gone, Norm had put some tight shorts on the boy.  If you took Jeffrey to a makeup studio, maybe a special effects artist, and had him done up like a dog, this was what would come out.  
“Let’s fix your hands and feet,” said Norm to the boy.  He circled the medallion a few more times and Jeffrey was all boy, no dog.  The boy rested his head on Norm’s chest, content to just lie quietly while Norm stroked his arms, chest, and back.  By now I had an idea of what else Norm did with the boy in private.  
Then, Norm snuck his hand back to the medallion.  This time he made counter clockwise circles on it.  After a couple of circles, the paws, ears, and other doggy parts had started to emerge.  
“Oh, no,” said Jeffrey. “It’s happening again.”
“Try to fight it,” said Norm, circling his finger on the medallion a few more times.  Before the boy was gone, Norm pulled off the shorts.  A couple more circles and the light went out of the boy’s eyes.  There were in between physical attributes, but a clear line when the boy’s mind became a dog’s mind.  Norm continued to rub the medallion until a complete yellow lab puppy lay at his feet.  
“I believe in magic,” I said.  “Or else I got into some really bad shit.”
“Magic,” said Norm again.  “I thought you’d want to get one for Katie.”
I stared blankly at him.  I wasn’t thinking too clear.  Turn Katie into a dog?  What would that do for me?  
“Here’s the deal,” said Norm.  “This medallion turns him back and forth.  The police come looking for Jeffrey and they find a dog.  No sign of Jeffrey.  When I want the boy of my fantasies, I turn him into Jeffrey, do what I want, and turn him back to a dog.  It’s the perfect abduction.”
“OK, I got the dog part,” I said.  “No evidence of kidnapping, just a new dog in the neighborhood.  But what about when he’s a boy?  Doesn’t he want to go back home?  Why does he let you do whatever you want to do with him?” 
“Jeffrey thinks he has a disease.  He thinks his parents gave him away because he turns into a dog.  Well, hell, he does turn into a dog and the part about his parents giving him away is just so he’ll stay with me when he’s a boy.  He does what I want because he thinks nobody else wants him.  He thinks I can cure him.  So, it’s suck the doctor’s cock or go to the pound.”
OK, now I got the boy part, too.  Right away I can see how this works for Katie, too.  I could have her in my house full time at my disposal, yet she’s a dog when I don’t want a little girl.  Nice and tidy.  “Where do I get one of those?”
“The Pet Shop,” said Norm.  “Where else?  You’ve got savings, right?  It costs a hundred grand.  But, don’t you think Katie is worth it?”
“Damn straight,” I agreed, already planning on my own live in 12-year-old.
“But, here’s the best part,” said Norm.  “When he’s a dog, he ages as a dog.  When he’s a boy, he ages as a boy.  So, the dog lives 14 years or so.  In those 14 years, the boy ages maybe a year.  I’ve got an 11-year-old boy for 14 years.  You’ll have that tight, little 12-year-old girl body for 14 years.”
“Sweet.”
I went to The Pet Shop the next day.  With a referral from Norm, the deal went through pretty smooth.  It took me another five weeks to snatch Katie.
The Pet Shop
Chapter 2
By Kenna
Snatching Katie is part of the package deal.  Makes sense when you think about it.  I don’t want her to know it was me that snatched her and have her blame me for being a dog the rest of her life.  And with magic, apparently anything goes.  
The Pet Shop is really a pet shop.  You can go there and buy a dog, dog food, dog collars, and any other kind of pet you want.  So far I’d done the whole transaction by walking in the front door and going into the back room of The Pet Shop.  This time we left The Pet Shop in a white van complete with The Pet Shop signs and phone number on it.  
There was me riding shotgun and the store manager driving.  In the back of the van was a scary looking old lady.  No introductions were made, so I didn’t know a thing about her.  I would have called her a witch, but I sure didn’t want to offend her.  Hell, I didn’t even want to look back at her, chanting away in the unlit rear of the van.  
We pulled up in front of Katie’s house.  The neighborhood is usually pretty quiet.  The front yards are tiny and immaculately landscaped.  Certainly I never saw a kid playing in the front yard of any of the houses.  Activity was limited to the occasional arrival or departure of a car.  Almost like technological magic… garage door opens, car comes out, garage door closes with no sign of humanity except vaguely through tinted windows.  
It was about 2 minutes and then Katie came out the front door.  The manager pushed a button and the van’s side door slid open like those magic garage doors.  Except the only magic here was that Katie climbed into the back of the van, in a trance.  Slick as could be and we went back to The Pet Shop.  
Most of what needed to be chanted was chanted on the way back.  I could hear the witch’s words, none of which made sense.  Again I didn’t look back.  It would have been pointless anyway.  I was in bright sunlight.  The back had no windows.  My eyes would have seen nothing but shadow.  
When we got out of the van again, the witch handed me a cute, cuddly little kitten.  I thought I was getting a dog.  When I said so, the witch said, “Should I take her back?”
“It works the same?” I asked. “This is Katie?”
“Here,” she said, holding out the medallion that I would need.  Her way of confirming that it worked the same.  In her other hand she held a wicked looking dagger.  She didn’t even say, “This might hurt a little,” before she jabbed my finger.  She squeezed a couple of drops of my blood onto the medallion.  Then, she hung the medallion around my neck, turned, and left.  
“Congratulations on the purchase of you new kitten,” said the manager.  He led me from the back into the main store.  I’d already shelled out a 100 grand, so now he loaded me up with kitten supplies at no extra charge.  Now I understood why he wouldn’t let me buy the dog paraphernalia ahead of time.  Guess I was actually pretty lucky because cats usually outlive dogs.  I’d have Katie for even longer.  
The snatch could have gone down sooner, but I needed to work up what to tell Katie that first time she turned from kitten to girl.  That’s what I’d spent those five weeks on.  I’d just have to substitute cat for dog in my story.  
I was trembling with excitement as I sat down with the kitten in my lap.  Taking a few deep breaths, I calmed myself.  Part of the ruse required that I not look like a giddy school boy about to be laid for the first time.  Then I started tracing clockwise circles on the medallion.  
Katie’s transformation was even more dramatic that Jeffrey’s had been.  A forty pound puppy had turned into a 70 pound boy.  Now I had a 3 pound kitten about to become 80 pounds of preteen girl.  The kitten grew rapidly on my lap, dumbfounded and frozen in fear.  The limbs lengthen, the head grew, and the hair shortened.  I kept going until I saw the light go on in Katie’s eyes.  She was no less frightened than the kitten had been.  I held her tight as she surveyed her odd body.  At the moment that she became aware, she could have appeared on stage in the musical Cats and put any of the actors’ elaborate makeup to shame.  
She rubbed at her fur, gaped at her feline paws, and squirmed in my lap.  Even as she did, I made two more circles until I had nothing but human girl in my lap.  “Good,” I said.  “You’re finally back.”
“What do mean?  What’s going on?” she whimpered.  One hand went to cover her bare pussy and the other arms draped across her small breasts.  
“Your whole family turned into cats, including you,” I said, trying to sound as amazed as that claim deserved.  “Here,” I handed her a tiny bikini.  “Put this on.  They say the less clothes the better.”  
She slid off my lap and I added, “Don’t go out of my sight.  I don’t want it to happen again.”  Nervous and frightened, she pulled the little triangle of cloth up over her pussy and then aligned the two triangles of the top over her little mounds.  I figured I’d introduce her to her new status slowly, giving her this little dignity on her first exposure to it.  
I had a modicum of credibility with her since she recognized me as a neighbor.  Even as she was dressing I repeated, “Your whole family just turned into cats.  This is first time you turned back into a girl.  But I’m afraid the authorities said you’ll change back again.”  By invoking the dreaded and anonymous ‘authorities,’ I hoped to lend some credence to the story.  
“Why?” she asked.  
“Nobody knows for sure.  But you’ve been a cat for two months now,” I lied.  “Your parents were sold to a circus as sideshow freaks.  Your brother is in some government lab being poked and prodded.  You and your sister escaped, but your sister was hit by a car and killed.  They’re still looking for you.”
I pulled her wrist.  “Come sit back down on my lap.  They say that being touched helps keep you like a girl.”  She was trembling as she sat on my lap.  I wrapped my arms around her, holding the scantily clad girl of my dreams close.  She didn’t complain as I caressed her arms, her sides, her back, and her legs.  They were safe places to touch.  “I’ll try to keep you as a girl as long as I can,” I assured her.  “And I’ll keep you safe from the circus or whatever they would do with you.  Shh, shh,” I calmed her tiny sobs.  “You’re safe with me.”  I kissed her forehead and her cheek, soothing her.  
Even as I did, I started reverse circles on the medallion.  She noticed the change instantly as light fur appeared on her.  As a kitten she was a pretty little gray and white tabby.  The appearance of fur was unmistakable.  “Oh, please, no,” she whined.  
“That’s how it happens,” I told her.  “Try to fight it.”  Norm had used those words on Jeffrey and it had worked.  Sounded like she and I were in this together.  
“I can’t,” she cried.  She had kitty paws and kitty ears perched high up on her head.  I could feel the tail curling under her on my lap.  Another circle and the light went out.  I ran her all way down to little kitten.  
The little imp was entangled in the strings of the bikini and she played with them, batting and chewing on them.  I waved them around, getting her to lunge at the strings, playing the mock predator hunting the deadly string bikini.  She would have played like that forever, but I lost interest.  
I waited ten minutes.  I changed my clothes.  The Pet Shop had said she would not know the passage of time at all.  I could have waited just ten seconds, but I was mind fucking a 12-year-old and needed a little time to run through the script in my head.  
This time when I brought her out, I told her it had been another week.  The bikini was now out of sight.  I pulled Katie to my lap naked.  She wanted to protest, but I said, “They say clothes are bad.  Even the bikini was too much.  Don’t be embarrassed.  We have to do it.”
She blushed and said, “I’m scared.”  Which only meant she pressed her body against me for comfort despite her nudity.  
I caressed her arms and legs, staring at the perfect little breasts that were right within reach.  I could have touched them, but I didn’t want to rush it.  Her pussy had a light covering of fine hair that hid nothing.  I held her, waiting for her to relax a little.  “There’s been some more people turning into cats,” I told her. “Some people think it’s a government experiment gone bad, but the government isn’t saying anything, except to tell us to watch out for the cat people as they call them.”
“Wha… wha… what do they say about us?” she asked, already lumping herself into that group of imaginary unfortunates.  
“Well, I already told you that clothes are bad and touching is good.  They think you might be able to fight it, but they’re not sure.  And…” I paused, looking sorrowful at her.  
“What?” she asked, a look of dread at the expression that accompanied my strategic pause.  
“They say that having sex keeps you from changing.”  
“Sex?  You mean like intercourse?” she asked.  “Why would that…? Oh, like touching only more,” she answered her own question.  She sat in silence on my lap.  
“May I?” I asked her, holding my hand inches from her perfect breasts.  
“No!” she put an arm across her chest.  
I ran my finger around the medallion and watched the expression on her face as she changed back.  There was definitely regret in her eyes.  Perhaps if she’d let me touch her breasts the change wouldn’t have happened.  If that was the thought that truly ran through her head, she was right.  Just for the wrong reasons.  I took her all the way to kitten and waited another ten minutes.  Again I changed my clothes.   
When I brought her back up to 12-year-old girl again, I’d turned her so she was sitting on my lap facing the other direction.   She looked disoriented, shook her head, and then said, “I don’t like this.” I ran my hand up and down her bare back.  She seemed less nervous about being touched.  To her it had been just seconds since she’d faded and come back, but already she was accepting her position.  
“Me either,” I said.  “It’s been another two weeks.  They’ve started to quarantine the cat people and human rights groups think they’re killing them to keep it from spreading.”  She moaned and I hugged her.  “Don’t worry.  I won’t let that happen to you.”
She clasped my hand and pulled it to her soft breast.  I fondled her, caressing her tits and playing with her nipples.  I was in heaven, especially since she sighed and leaned against me.  She may have just felt secure, safe from the change with my hand there, but she seemed to like the feel of my hand on her tits.  
I felt her relax for the first time.  As the tension fled from her body, she looked up at me and said, “Thank you for helping me.”  
I smiled back at her.  “You’re welcome, honey.  I wouldn’t want anything to happen to you.  I’m sure your parents would want me to take care of you.”
She just sat silently on my lap for a few minutes.  Then she said, “You like this, don’t you?”
“Yeah,” I said with too much enthusiasm.  I tried to recover by saying, “Well, yeah, you’re a pretty girl and you look sexy.  There could be worse things that holding a cute, sexy girl on my lap.”  Then I stood up, picking her up in my arms as I did.  “Let’s try something else.”  I carried her to the bedroom.  
We no sooner got to the bedroom than she apparently had an epiphany.  “How are you doing this?” she asked.  “Did you hypnotize me?  I’m not stupid.  I can’t change into a cat.  You’re just making me think I am.”
Now that wasn’t in the plan.  However, it was something I’d considered.  It was just not something I’d expected on the very first day.  “Oh, but you are changing into a cat.  You’ve done it several times now.”  I ran my finger around the medallion once.  “You’re already growing fur again.  Feel it.  It’s real fur.  It’s not in your mind.”  Again I ran my finger around.  “Feel your head.  Higher… higher… oh, be gentle with your ears.”
“How are you doing thisss?” she yelled at me.  Somehow the words had a cat accent to them.  “Ssstoppit!”
I spun her all the way down to kitten.  Then I got my camera, put a paper sign on a string around her neck that said ‘I am a kitty,’ and I took her picture.  Not as easy as it sounds because I also had to keep a rambunctious kitten corralled long enough for the entire process.  Then I brought her back up to preteen girl.  She was lying naked on the bed and pulled the sheet over herself.  
Handing her the picture I’d taken, I said, “The sign is still around your neck.”
She looked at the picture and then at her own chest.  She saw the sign and pulled the covers over her head.  The crumpled up sign came flying out.  
“Do you want to be a kitten again?” I asked her.  I was moving into the threat mode since I hadn’t been able to trick her.  
“No,” came the muffled reply.  
“Pull the sheet down,” I said.  
“No!”
I circled the medallion once.  Her head popped out.  “Stop,” she said.  I paused.  “Can you go back?”
Going the other way, I turned her all the way back to nothing but girl.  “How’s that?”
The sheet came down further, still not far enough to expose her tits.  “Let me go home,” she said.  She promptly grew fur, ears, and a tail.  In response, she pulled the sheet down to her waist.  “This what you want?”  And magically she was a girl again.  I have to admit she was damned cute as a cat girl.  I liked the look of the ears and the tail.  Her fur was soft and sexy.  
“All the way,” I said.  
She kicked the sheet off and blushed.  “It hurts, you know,” she said.  “Turning into a cat.  I can feel it, everything changing inside and worse, I can feel me getting stupid.”
I wasn’t aware there was any feeling associated with the change, but it made sense.  “So now you understand why you have to do what I say.”
“Why are you doing this?”
I ran my eyes over her body.  “Hands down,” I said.  She put her hands to her sides. “I believe I’ve already said you’re pretty and sexy.  Now you understand that I can make you a kitten and leave you like that unless you do everything I want.”
“You’re a pervert,” she observed.
“Ok, I can make you a kitten and leave you like that unless you do every perverted] thing I want.  So, they’re gonna discover you’re missing and when they search they’ll find a cat.”
“Oh, shit,” she said.  “It’s still today.  It’s not weeks gone by, you asshole.”
“Yeah, they probably don’t even know you’re gone yet,” I acceded, noting she was gaining some backbone.  “They’ll never find you.  So here’s how it works.  You learn how to please me.  You call me master.  The longer you please me, the longer you stay as a pretty, sexy girl.  You mess up or I just get tired of you, poof, you’re a kitten.  There will be other punishments, like spankings, for calling me an asshole, so don’t try it again.”
She was listening, but she was also busy thinking.  It worried me, but I guess she was entitled to think about escape.  I’d just have to make sure she never got the opportunity.  “Now, say, yes master, I understand.”
She looked like she’d just swallowed shit, but she said, “Yes, master, I understand.”  
She was patronizing me, but it was progress.  She’d learn soon enough to say it like she meant it.  She’d really mean it eventually.  
I picked up a rope and said, “Hold out your hand.”  When she did I looped the rope around her wrist and tied her wrist to the corner of the bed.  
After I tied her second wrist to the other corner, she said, “You could just ask.”
“You could just ask what?”
“You could just ask me to hold still.”
“No, no, you say, you could just ask, master.”]
“You could just ask, master.”
“I could and maybe someday I will, but not this time.”  I tied an ankle and then the other.  “See, you have no idea what I’m going to do.  And when I show you, you won’t hold still without some help.” 
As I started to tie her knee to the side of the bed so she’d be spread nice and wide, she asked, “What are you going to do, master?”
“Less of what I was planning, because you called me master.”  I finished with that knee and started on the other.  “Look at the bright side,” I said.  “Tied like this I can’t turn you back into a kitten.”  OK, there really wasn’t a bright side to being tied spread eagle on the bed, helpless and frightened.  But I tried.  
I pulled my belt out of my pants and gave her a stinging blow across her bare thigh.  “Oww, aahhh,” she yelled, sounding more angry than hurt.  “What was that for, master?”
Quick learner.  “That was for calling me an asshole.” I said.  Then I tossed the belt aside, making a point of it by saying, “And that’s for calling me master.”  As I stripped off my clothes, I said, “Now you’re going to learn how to make me happy.”
The Pet Shop
Chapter 3
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Once I was naked, she could see my hard cock and easily guess how she was going to make me happy.  I gazed at her naked and available body.  “Damn, you are sexy, you know.  Like a dream come true.”  I climbed on the bed, knelt beside her, and ran my hands over her body.  I’d already fondled her tits, so I returned there… starting where I’d left off.  The small mounds were soft and warm.  I spent a few minutes just enjoying the feel of them, the feel of preteen tits.  Toying with her nipples, I brought them to hardness and then sucked on them.  
At first she struggled.  It wasn’t much, since she didn’t have much room to move, but she tensed against the ropes, trying to pull free.  “You said I didn’t have to tie you,” I pointed out.  “So, why are you trying to get free?  What would you do if I untied you?”  She said nothing, but it was obvious she was thinking about the question.  “Yeah,” I said.  “You’d try to get away, wouldn’t you?”  
Again there was no answer, but she stopped struggling.  
While I’d rather hoped she might enjoy the gentle treatment, I could understand that she didn’t.  I persisted, stroking her tummy gently.  I wanted her.  I wanted to see acceptance and resignation in her eyes the way Jeffrey had looked at Norm.  And I knew that would take time.  “Does this feel good?” I asked as I caressed her smooth skin.
“A little,” she said, sounding sincere.  I knew it was sincere when she added a touch of reality. “Creepy to have you do it, but it feels nice, master.”
I continued to explore the young body that I’d dreamed of for years.  From the small swell of her breasts to her flat tummy and down her sleek, slender legs.  Her proportions were perfect.  Even her toes were perfect.  And in the center of it all was her virgin pussy.  A lovely mound of flesh split by the vertical slit that made her a woman.  Lightly covered and still sealed, making her still a girl.  
I took the position over her, partially resting my weight on her, and looking right into her eyes.  Those eyes were nervous and concerned.  “I know I said you were pretty,” I said softly, looking into her brown eyes.  “I lied.  You’re beautiful.  You are the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen.”  I wasn’t lying this time and the look on her face took my breath away for a few seconds.  She blushed a pretty pink.  I’d touched her with those words and their sincerity.  
Then she broke the spell as the surprise of those unexpected words faded.  She turned her head to the side, looking away to deny me her beauty.  
“Look at me,” I told her.  When she turned back to me, I said, “I’m going to kiss you now.  Has a boy ever kissed you?”
She inhaled deeply and then let it out in a slow sigh that came out with a nervous shudder.  “Not like I think you want to kiss me,” she said.  “Will it make you happy, master?”
“You’re still a beautiful and sexy girl, aren’t you?  As long as you’re making me happy you’ll stay just like this.”  
She closed her eyes and parted her lips slightly.  I pressed my lips to hers, letting my tongue press between her lips and into her mouth.  With one hand I caressed her cheek gently, leaving it resting on her face, my fingers gently stroking her hair.  There was no resistance from her as I kissed her.  She tasted sweet and even kissed back. Kissing her was more fun than I’d imagined and we kissed for several minutes.  Ignoring the reality of the situation… our age differences, her bondage and nudity, and my control over her… we kissed like young lovers who’d suddenly discovered that kissing was cool.  Her enthusiasm was exciting.  
When I was finally done, she smiled sweetly and said, “I hated that, master.”  Yeah, me too.  I decided we weren’t done and we kissed for several more minutes.  
There were tears in her eyes when I stopped the second time.  I brushed them away and she said miserably, “I want to hold you.”
Oh hell yeah, I could hardly believe my ears.  And I couldn’t get her untied fast enough.  I wanted to hold her and she wanted to do the same with me!  When I got her untied I pulled her to a hug and kissed her.  She kneed me in the groin and scrambled off the bed, running for the door.  
Gasping with pain, I fumbled for the medallion and ran my finger around it quickly, several times.  I heard her running footsteps stop and went to collect my kitten.  I lay on the bed, petting her and talking to her.  She didn’t understand a word I said of course, but I got a sense of satisfaction out of the fact that at least in this form she enjoyed my attention.  
I waited 30 minutes before I brought her back to being a girl.  She lay huddled on the bed, staring at me with fear.  “So, you’re quite the little actress,” I said.
She pouted and said, “I did like kissing, but I was scared.  I thought you were going to do more, master.”
I spun her down to cat and back and cat and back and cat and back , “Sssstopit, massster,” she hissed halfway in between the third transformation.  
I brought her back to girl.  She didn’t try to hide herself from me.  “How do you know you won’t like more than kissing?” I asked her.  
“What’s more than kissing, master?” she asked, surprising me because I’d used her term.  I could see her confusion about more than kissing.  She was an inexperienced virgin who could only imagine what was coming next.  She had no idea what I had planned.
“What do you think is more than kissing?”  
“I thought you were going to rape me, master.”
Ouch, the word did fit.  I preferred to think of it as taking advantage of her, but that was a mere euphemism for rape.  
I went closer, put on a sympathetic face (I meant it, too), and said, “I’d rather you enjoyed it.  I… you… I think you’re beautiful.  I’ve always wanted…” Damn I almost said I always wanted a girl just like you and it was going to come out like a little boy saying I’ve always wanted a dog.  I had always wanted a girl like her, at least for the past 33 years.  And now that I had her, I was as nervous as I’d been 33 years ago.  
I thought for a moment and then had an idea for how to get what I wanted, namely a blow job and a fuck from this beautiful girl and not make her feel raped.  I’d cut some rope into short lengths to use for tying her.  Now I found the longest one and tied one end to the head of the bed.  I tied the other loosely around her neck.  “You’re not going anywhere,” I told her.  “You should know that by now.” I’d made the point several times and now the rope was physical proof that she wasn’t leaving the room.  Yet it didn’t take away her freedom of motion.  I thought it was a reasonable compromise and I didn’t ask her what she thought.  
She nodded, agreeing with the announcement.  “I understand that, master.  Just don’t make me a cat again.”  I didn’t have her support, but at least she feared me.  Her fear would be the catalyst to her cooperation and eventual surrender.  
I started all over again, touching, caressing, and then kissing.  When I penetrated her, it was a natural motion that she accepted without question.  I was in heaven with the girl of my dreams impaled on my cock.  It was better than having her tied.  It was sweeter knowing that I had her cooperation.  This was what I wanted – her acceptance of her fate, whether she liked it or not.  
Using long, slow strokes I took her gently, watching for signs of arousal.  She’d been wet just from the touching and kissing.  Her pussy gripped me tightly.   She started moving her hips up and down, meeting my thrusts, eager for more.  I watched her as her mind and body discovered new feelings.  
I’d given her no choice, but to submit and now she was enjoying the new feelings.  The threats had gotten her started, but she needed no more encouragement.  “So this is fucking,” she said.  “It’s better than kissing.”  Her legs were wrapped around me as she gave herself to me.  
The sight of her young body under me and my cock sliding in and out of her nearly bare pussy was exhilarating.  Her new found enthusiasm was intoxicating.  I could feel my cum start to rise.  My balls tightened and my cock throbbed deep inside her.  My whole body tensed with the thrill of an orgasm and I filled her pussy with my cum.  I continued to stroke in and out, feeling my cock spasm several times in an incredible orgasm.  
Her hands were on my shoulders, squeezing them tightly.  Her breath was coming in ragged gasps.  She was near orgasm herself, but I was getting soft.  My attempts to continue fucking her only made my cock fall out.  Not wanting to leave her frustrated, I fingered her pussy.  Her clit was swollen and hard.  It was less than a minute until she came, too.  
For a few minutes I lay with her, holding her and kissing her.  I needed to recover from a mind blowing orgasm.  Her orgasm had seemed less intense, but I could feel her heart pounding and her breath coming in gasps.  Although she was relaxed in my arms, I wondered if she was already plotting another escape attempt.  I wasn’t going to be fooled into thinking she was won over by her first orgasm.  
After about five minutes, I picked up the medallion again.  As I ran my finger around it, a look of desperation crossed her face.  “What are you doing?  I was good.  I made you happy.”
“I can’t leave you like this.  It isn’t safe.”
 I could see the horror in her eyes as she realized her fate.  She was doomed to be a cat for most of her life, coming out only when I wanted to fuck her.  And since time didn’t pass for her, she’d be fucked, fucked, fucked every waking moment for the rest of her life.  She watched herself transform again, feeling the odd changes in her body and then there was actually a moment when she knew the light was going out.  The way she’d put it was the way she looked at that last second… damn, I’m about to go stupid.  And the light was gone until tomorrow.  
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