*Emily Hinata trotted up the stairs, rolling around her mouth a fresh cherry. Bits of cake littered her dress, crumbs flaking from  the denim, her fingers sticky and smelling of sweet pineapple. She licked a finger and stopped at the appropriate door, already smelling the soap from the other side. Unfortunately, Emily also heard the running water, mixed with the nonchalant hum of a woman*
Emily: *exasperated* Again?! She’ll be in there forever!

*pouting, Emily enters the bathroom, settling for having her hands washed first. Despite practically hearing it more clearly, whatever song that Claire was trying to hum to was lost to the girl, not that she cared. The steam billowing from above the shower curtains completely obscured the mirror and the humidity in the air was just barely tolerable as it is*
Claire: Still awake Emily?
Emily: *grumbles; grabs a toothbrush* I was waiting for you to finish.

*the tall yet slender silhouette sheepishly prods her forehead and sighs. Her hair, while beautifully long, tends to be a double-edged sword when it comes to actually washing it. Shad hardly minds the wait but nowadays there’s that one little sour scout in the house who demands first dibs on the tub*
Claire: You know, you can always join me if you want. Faster that way.

*flustered, Emily practically squeezes half the toothpaste onto the toothbrush and brushes vigorously. A minute of brushing, rinsing, and spitting later Emily stomps out of the bathroom in red-faced embarrassment, slamming the door shut*

Emily: *mutters angrily* Stupid WEIRDO! She always does that!
*despite being adopted by Claire for almost a month, Emily still feels as if she took the next train to bedlam; A shrewd paradox of a woman who’s unutterable love for the “half-wild sweetly sour kitty cat” teeter on a spire of affection swaying back and forth between the gentle seas of platonic adoration and the roaring waves of lust-laden longing. Her babyfaced son is levelheaded by comparison though considering his mental demeanor and mannerisms he may as well have turned ten as opposed to thirteen tonight. Regardless, Emily would never deny that this home is near-infinitely better then the last abode she was practically tossed into*

*a dull pain drifted through Emily’s faded red wrists, making her wince. One month since her escape from bondage by a pair of selfish self-righteous “witches” as she calls them (she used one other word before, but even Claire had to give her a smack on that one) and the blisters are already gone. As much as she tried to banish them from memory after Claire got through with them…thoroughly, and despite being somewhat grateful to her, every sharp pang brought her back to that dirty mattress, her hands almost going purple from such tight roping*

*Emily’s fist clenched tight. Every facet of her life in that so-called home constantly monitored and every single instance of her privacy shattered. “For what?” she’d think to herself. “FOR WHAT?!”*

Something so simple.
*the short little girl steps into Claire’s bedroom and locks the door. Heading for the bed, she finds it strange that since moving here that no one even so much as knocks during her “sessions”. Or maybe she’s in such a trance during them that all senses except for touch just vanish from her brain. Either way, she didn’t care. The less she’s interrupted the better. The denim dress drops at her bare feet. Light blue and paw print panties today. Emily climbs atop the large bed and crawls to a pillow. Under it, she pulls out a little paperback, rests her head, and reads*
*Emily herself would consider bedtime reading out-of-character by her standards, but it was by chance snooping that she glanced through at first. There are pictures, rare for a paperback. One thing in peculiar is that there was no title. In fact, the cover looked as if it was painted over. Emily quickly disregarded that, for it was the pages themselves that excitedly grabbed her attention*
*Almost half the pictures in the book depicted female genitalia. There were short blurbs about them every other page but those were hardly read. Nevertheless, Emily couldn’t help notice that unlike the didactic jargon in the school textbooks, the statements in this little book were very short and point-by-point. Not to mention it didn’t hesitate to use to use instances of “slang”. Vagina, cunnie, kitty, and pussy were all used for the same sex organ interchangeably. Some of them were even words Emily found herself using in secret. If she didn’t know better, this little manual might’ve been aimed at children. Nevertheless, not only was her knowledge of her own special parts increased…more importantly, Emily learned how to stimulate herself longer then she usually did*

*feeling adventurous, Emily skips to the last few pages, her narrow black eyes widening in fascination as if she saw a live unicorn or gazing at a pop-up book for the first time. She can almost feel her panty getting wet until that nonchalant humming is heard behind the door. Feeling the adrenaline rush through her veins like racecars on a circuit, Emily quickly shoves the little book under the pillow and sprints for the door, unlocking it seconds before her toweled guardian steps in. Alas, the second dash only takes her as far as outside the bedroom before Claire grabs her by the sleeve of the lime-green t-shirt*
Emily: Aw, what now?!

*before Emily can begin wrenching herself free, she spots her answer. Claire twirls a small cotton white cloth around her finger. A cloth with green paw prints*

Emily: *gasps* GIMMIE IT!!

*Emily feels her face flushing through and through as she pulls away and jumps for the panties, but to no avail until Claire decided to stop playing “keep-away”, dropping them on the girl’s head after a minute or so. Completely exasperated, Emily stomps out the bedroom and towards the bathroom*
________________________________________________________________________
*the curtains obscured whatever light that could’ve entered the dark quiet room. The closed diary lies on a small desk and a pen rests on the floor beside the chair. The only remaining piece of furniture is a small bed occupied by the sole inhabitant of the small bedroom*
*creeeeeek…SLAM!*
*the door shuts, the curtains drawn…and then there were two*

*the limpid moonlight shines upon the skinny frame, as if it was draping a princess with the most delicate and softest of silks. Her t-shirt is donned no longer, switched away minutes before for an identically colored singlet. Shad, Emily’s friend and recently turned foster brother, was fast asleep. Emily herself steps closer to the bed, slowly getting goosebumps. She couldn’t tell if it was the moonlight or just thinking about what she was about to do. Either way, the scantly-clad girl couldn’t help but giggle softly as she moved in and let the full moon tantalize her imaginations*
*a little witch about to cast a spell on an unsuspecting victim; a master thief cloaked by the moonlight; a black cat skirting street corners. All very favorable elements of the night. But this was no witchcraft. Thievery has been something beyond her for some time now. And she’s far from the state of a lost stray. No. What Emily intends to do is the result of several weeks of darting curiosities bottled up due to procrastinations and whatever meager inhibitions that still lingered from her treatment by her previous caretakers*

*if all goes according to plan, no one—not even Shad himself—will know of what happened in this moonlit night*

*Emily was already atop the bed and pulling down the covers. Shad’s black t-shirt rode up just barely above the navel. Hesitation creeps through her as she grabs the sides of the white briefs. Seconds later, Emily casts it away as fast as she pulls the underwear down*

*she did it. This was no picture, nor was it a dream. For the first time in her life, eight year old Emily Hinata was staring up close at a boy’s penis*
Emily: *whispers* Huh? What the…?
*as enchantingly ambient as the full moon is, the light it gives off is less then stellar overall. Feeling daring, Emily takes a deep breath. I’ve gotten this far, she thought. Why stop here? Her hand reaches the limp penis and gently grasps it*

Emily: *whispers* Weird. Isn’t there supposed to be more…EEEP!
*an unoccupied hand jumps to her mouth a second too late. Shad’s penis moved…no, twitched in Emily’s soft grasp and hardened slightly. Emily froze for a minute until she confirmed that Shad wasn’t stirred*

Emily: Close one. But what did his…penis do? Or dick. Stiffy. Wee-wee. Or whatever it was that book called it. Maybe if I…
*her hand alternates the strength of the grip, squeezing the circumcised sex organ. With each passing second the shaft slowly loses its sponginess and starts to erect. Emily gasps as the penis stiffens before her eyes. Somehow wanting to hasten the process, she pulls the near-rigid penis and wiggles it around. No matter where she pushes it, it springs back into place, pointing up at the ceiling*

*that’s when Emily’s fragmented inhibitions finally disintegrated*

*an aromatic fragrance wafted into the room; a sweet smell of some sort of fruit or flower. Emily couldn’t put a finger on it…or any finger. All of them have already slipped inside her moistening panties, and the rest of her upper body swayed like a pendulum. Emily’s slightly chubby cheeks started to flood with pink. Both her body and mind become muddled by a strange wavy stirring, taking the little girl completely by surprise*

*but due to the effects of this mysterious bouquet from nowhere, Emily revels in this artificially charged lust and throws all manner of caution to the wind*
*much like a kitten wanting its fur stroked, Emily rubbed her own little cunnie. Her eyes were in a total daze, not even trying to shake it off. The seductive fuzziness generated by the enigmatic scent and her own actions have already settled and far too “yummy” to pass up. After a spontaneous giggle, Emily abandons her upright position and lies on her belly between Shad’s legs, now face-to-face with the erect penis once more. Her own masturbation continuing, Emily couldn’t help but giggle again after poking it a few more times and press the fully engorged erection on his belly, only to spring back again*
*finally, whether on impulse, instinct, or even something she recalled from that tiny encyclopedia, Emily grabbed the shaft…and started to lick the spongy glans*
*it was the strangest thing, not to mention the strangest taste. Emily, who once told herself while shuffling through that expository paperback that she’d sooner stuff a chili pepper in her mouth (her tongue is very sensitive) then lick a boy’s pee-pee, was now fellating a birthday boy, lapping up the head like a lollipop or ice cream. Shad’s legs start to twitch and his breathing becomes as sharp as Emily’s, along with his reddening face. The effects of the mystery scent catch up with the slumbering boy, threatening to subjugate him to the same waves of pleasure as his sister*
*whether or not he’ll awaken is a question Emily couldn’t care less about. By now, all that matters to her is prolonging and increasing the titillating sensations, almost becoming a slave to them. She finally slips off her thoroughly soaked panties and pushes Shad’s stiffy against his stomach. Dribbles of viscous precum drip into his shallow navel*
*with a half-dazed, half-lusted look in her eyes and a dizzy smile, Emily presses her drippy kitty on the underside and holds onto Shad’s arms for balance. She couldn’t help but let out a tiny squeal from how shockingly good it felt just to sit on it, nor could she resist bucking her hips back and forth at an increasingly heightened pace, dragging her clit along the underside. Even Shad started to feel it, moans escaping his parted lips and his penis pulsing wildly*
*finally, Emily emits a high-pitched scream as her entire body shudders through the orgasm, a torrent of her juices bathing Shad’s ejaculating penis. The scream itself doesn’t last long as Emily used the last bit of her strength to stifle them after the first few seconds. Unfortunately, right at the onset of the afterglow, that swaying motion returns, causing Emily to topple right off the side of the bed…the side away from the door*
*Emily didn’t know what to say, or even what to think. After each and every orgasm she’s had sleep overtakes her. But somehow, the climax triggered by this act, accompanied by a subjugating libido out of nowhere, left her begging for more. The sweet fragrance still lingered in her nostrils and some sense of sanity started to return to her eyes. Nevertheless, her cheeks were still flooded in pink and her cunnie juice still trickle down the slit*
Shad: *stirs* C…Cindy?

*the little girl’s heartbeats were so loud they invaded her ears, hardly hearing what Shad whispered. Emily crawled under the bed and heard whispers evolve into gasps, then a cry for mommy. A tiny giggle was just barely audible from the still-dazed tyke, almost more of a chuckle. As planned, she made it appear as if he had a wet dream, and a big one at that. Emily stuck an arm out from the bed for her panties. Alas…no wet cloth was felt*
Emily: *gasps* Wait…they didn’t fall off?! That means…?!
*creeeeeeeeaaaaaak*

*tha-thump!! Tha-thump!!*
*paralyzed. All the pink erased from Emily’s face as fast as white-out on ink. The volume of her own heartbeats became amplified to the point where she couldn’t even hear Claire’s footsteps getting louder and louder in the room, close to the bed. Nor was she able to hear the woman’s words of solace to a near-crying boy. She expected to get caught. She expected to be disowned. Looking at her wrists, she even expected them to become horrendously blistered once more*
*she just didn’t expect to see mother and son walk out nonchalantly*

*making like a cockroach, Emily scampers out of the bed and climbs atop the mattress. Her sky blue black paw-print panties soaked through and through, went untouched and unnoticed. It took all she had to hold back a sob of great relief, so a sigh was expelled. Emily had been lucky…a little too lucky. But she refuses to ponder on how Claire couldn’t have seen her pair just laying right next to Shad’s briefs. Emily is safe, and that’s all that matters to her*

*Emily reluctantly pulls up her damp undies and tip-toes through the dark hall, feeling her way back to Claire’s room. In the dim moonlight, she sees an occupant missing on the bed*
Emily: Where’d she go?

*after hearing distant running water, the small youngster continues her trek to the nearest drawer, already surmising where her mother and brother are. Not that it matters to me, Emily thought with a smirk as she rummaged through a drawer for a clean pair, preferably with pink paw-prints. Emily feels around in the dark room, but something’s not right. Everything felt…hollow*

Emily: *confused* Huh?! Where’re the…?!

”Is this what you’ve been looking for?”

*Emily quickly turns around and sees a tall, slender, yet familiar silhouette. She can see the linings of a bra and panties. Suddenly, a small paperback is tossed at her feet as a dull light illuminates the figure. A finger on one hand playfully twirls a pair of pink paw panties. Another hand holds a lantern with a soft violet candle inside. Titillating cinnamon eyes leer at the skinny frame, stepping forward to bend down, tapping the little nose*
*that same sweet fragrance seeps into those nostrils…and Emily feels lightheaded and fuzzy all over again*
END(?)

