The Anthro Fox carried me out of the Feral Shelter. Why was this girl taking me? Was it how I looked? I hadn't even seen myself…maybe she was just looking to get raped.
But she was really pretty…but she didn't have a single male scent on her. Were men not attracted to beauty these days, or was she just the first sensible and beautiful Anthro? I found myself in a house a few minutes later. She put me down on the carpet, and tapped my head softly to get my attention.
"If you need the toilet, just tap the door." She smiled. "There's food down for you, and fresh water as well."
I looked up at the girl. She smiled down sweetly at me. She's the kind of Anthro that would have wanted a small, petite purple or pink Feral…like my sister. Yet, she picked me up and brought me home. 
I sat on the carpet where she had put me down, and looked around. I stood quickly and growled when I saw another Feral. He was black, but highlighted red, with blazing, hateful red eyes. He stood and growled at the same time as me and charged at the same time.
That's when I realised I was looking in a mirror. This was what I looked like…?
I stopped growling, and just stared at myself. The girl petted my head. "Snarl you're so cute." She chuckled. "Anyway, I'm Jordan. I hope you'll love it here!"
I'd love being here…she wouldn't like me being here.
It wouldn't be long until I was big enough…then she'd be begging for the shelter to take me back.
I padded into the kitchen, heading for my food. I saw a feral Persian lapping up some milk beside what must have been my water. He looked so smug…
I looked back into the hall to see what Jordan was doing. She was heading upstairs.
I smirked, and walked quietly back into the kitchen.
"Hello there." I announced loudly. "I don't suppose you know which of these bowls has my food in it?"
The Persian looked round and blinked, slightly confused.
"Oh, you must be Snarl! Jordan's been waiting two years to adopt you." The Persian nudged a bowl. "This one's yours."
"Two years? I'm barely nine months old!" I thought for a moment. "You mean…adopt a Feral with my name?"
The Persian nodded.
"Anyway, I'm Prince. I'm Jordan's older sisters Feral."
I nodded a thank you, and started to eat. This food tasted like crap.
Though, it wasn't the food I was after. I waited for Prince to settle down and start eating again. He wasn't a kitten, he was full grown, and about the size of my sister. He'd have to suffice.
I crept behind him silently. He hadn't noticed. Until I'd pounced on his back and pinned his neck to the ground. He cried out and squealed, writhing. 
I forced my way into his ass and let out a loud moan. He was so tight…tighter than his sister.
Prince shrieked and screamed, desperate to get away. I kept thrusting and forcing my way into his tight little hole, until I shot my load, hearing him wail in agony. I leapt off his back and hurried to my food. I heard Jordan's feed thundering into the kitchen, and she looked at Prince, shaking in the corner. She saw his ass covered in white…
I thought I was caught.
Until she tutted.
"Prince, getting your balls wet because you sat in the milk doesn't deserve such drama." He petted the his head.
Then she walked out and headed upstairs again.
Prince hissed and spat at me.
"Why did you do that!? It hurt!" He growled, as cats do. But didn't pull it off very well.
"I did it to my sister all the time. She isn't here now." I stretched out. "And you're so much tighter than her. Much more fun." 
"Jordan adopted a monster!" Prince spat.
I chuckled.
"Yes, yes, she did. Now watch your ass, else I'll be fucking it."

