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Nikki’s First Time
Hey there, folks!
 
Time is flying by. We are already in May. Nikki and I have been pretty busy with school lately. We both had to pass several tests, some difficult, others rather easy. There was a lot of homework to do, and besides all that, Nikki's theater group is preparing for their upcoming big play. Last weekend, I stayed at Nikki's place. Mom had a few colleagues from work over, which is why Nikki and I decided to spend the weekend at her home. It was Saturday night, and I had just brushed my teeth in preparation for bedtime. As I re-entered her room, I saw Nikki sitting on her bed. She was holding a big book in her hands. As she heard me coming in, my girl lifted her head and asked me with a warm smile, 

“Have you brushed your teeth, Fluffy? Can we go to bed?”

I nodded while my gaze went down to this book, which was filled with photos.
“Yes, Nikki, all clean.” Out of curiosity, I added, “What are you looking at?” 
 
She giggled a bit as she looked back at this book on her knees. 
“Oh, only my high school yearbook from 2016.” 
Nikki tapped on the mattress, signaling me to sit next to her.
“Sit with me, Balto. I want to show you some of my former classmates,” she said with a silent yawn.
 
After I had sat down with my girl, we browsed a bit through the album. In it, I could see a few familiar faces. Anna, for example. Then there was this idiot Charlie, whom I sadly had to meet at this party Anna hosted last year. Next to Nikki's photo was one of Trish. The others were unknown to me. What I noticed was that most of her former classmates belonged to the same few species. Mostly canines, felines, and five foxes. The two bears really stuck out. Trish was the only raccoon I saw in all these photos. As we continued to flip through the album, we came to a section where each student had their own page where he or she introduced themselves to the reader.

On Nikki's page, a loose photo almost fell out of the album.

This photo showed Nikki lying naked on the hood of a car. One of the first things I noticed in this photo was that Nikki had her natural black hair. That is indeed something special, as even I, who grew up with her, very rarely saw her without her red-colored hair.

This photo clearly didn't belong there. I wondered why she kept it inside her yearbook, which is why I asked, “Why is this in here, Nikki?” 
 
She sighed as she put the yearbook aside. Only this wicked photo remained in her hands. With her eyes fixed on her younger self, she began to tell me about the story behind this photo:

“This stupid photo. I totally forgot about it. I thought I had thrown it away a long time ago.”

Nikki took a deep breath before she told me about how she lost her virginity:

This photo here was taken by the boy who took my virginity. He was 17 or 18 years old, and I was fourteen at this time. I remember that every girl in my class wanted him. He was something of a star at Seppala High. To be honest, I had a crush on him too. As stupid as I was back then, I thought he would like me. 

One day in September, shortly after my birthday, he asked me if I wanted to go to the lake with him after school. I was so nervous but also happy to get this invitation from him. I mean, one of the most popular boys at school asked me to go out with him.

This boy already owned a car, which made him even more popular with us girls. It was an expensive sports car, black like a starless night. He waited for me outside after school ended, with his friends standing around him. They all grinned at me. I could feel their eyes on my body, and if I hadn't been so stupid and blind, this story would have ended here. But no, stupid me stepped into this car, and we went off to the lake.

For the whole drive, he only had his left hand on the steering wheel. With his right hand, he caressed my upper leg. The situation made me shiver. It may sound stupid now, but I was so excited about being with him. Other than I expected, he drove us to a small, not well-known parking lot close to the water on the north-east side of Lake Pahlavi (this is a small lake next to Spaulding Lake, for those who don't know). There was absolutely no one beside us. Like before, I was too stupid to hear or see the obvious alarm signs.

The boy parked the car, undid our seat belts, and leaned over to kiss me. I was surprised, but I didn’t resist. No, I even returned the kiss. My heart was racing, and my body shivered even more as he suddenly pressed his tongue into my mouth. While he did that, I felt his hand on my legs again. I became nervous and pressed them together. My shy reaction only seemed to amuse him. He knew he had power over me. After our kiss ended, he asked me to step out of the car. I did so and rubbed my arms. The wind was chilling, and the surrounding trees blocked the sun entirely. I didn’t know what to do now. A part of me wanted to run away, but my legs somehow refused to follow this instinct. I heard him leaving the car and how he came closer with fast steps. The boy was wearing boot paws, which are heavy boots for bikers. Those boots made it easy for me to hear his steps. I turned my head toward him and first noticed the bulge in his pants. As I looked up at his face, I saw how he was grinning at me. I was wearing a crop top with a skirt that day. It looked sexy, at least in my memory. Unfortunately, my outfit seemed to be like an invitation, if not a free ticket to him.

 I can still remember the words he said as he lifted me onto the still-warm hood of his car. 
 “You look so hot, Nikki. I want to do something special with you. But you shouldn't tell anybody. Otherwise, you could get into trouble.”
He didn't wait for an answer. Instead, he pulled me closer to him, looked deep into my eyes, and I felt his hand on my exposed belly. I admit, my pussy became wet. I wanted him to go on, even if I still nervously pressed my legs together. His hand wandered downward, then he commanded me in a bit of a harsh tone to spread my legs for him. I did as I was told, as I didn't want him to be mad at me. My whole body was shaking as he touched me down there. His vicious grin became bigger while he let his finger slide up and down my wet lips.  
He whispered into my twitching ear:

“Want me to fuck you, kitty cat? I could use some stress relief.” 


Honestly, I didn’t know exactly what he meant, so I just nodded to him. I was so naive back then. His hands wandered back under my skirt, then he roughly pulled down my slightly soaked panties. Seconds later, I felt his finger pressing into my virgin hole. Without any warning, he pushed his finger inside, where he must have felt my hymen. It hurt, but I didn’t say anything. I really wanted to be his girlfriend, which is why I didn't ask him to stop. I bit my tongue and let him continue.

After he finally took his finger out of my pussy, he whispered to me once more:

“You are still a virgin? Today must be my lucky day. I hope you are ready to become a woman, spotty.” 

Next, he stepped back to drop his pants. My eyes became big as I spotted his boner. He then ordered me to get off the car and kneel in front of him. 

I did so, and with growing excitement, he rubbed his dick in my face. His next command was for me to lick his cock to make it wet. After a short while, I felt his hand on my head. 

His next command was simple:
“Open your mouth, little bitch.”

I followed this command too. I opened my mouth just so he could shove his cock inside. His hands held my head in position while he fucked my mouth for a few minutes. He moaned and groaned in lust. His cock was dripping from pre-cum and my saliva as he pulled it out. I looked up at him and thought he was satisfied and happy now. But he grabbed my throat to lift me off the ground. As soon as I was standing in front of him, he removed my top and made me sit on the hood of his car again.

He was panting hard, his hands trembled as he said harshly:

“I hope you are ready. I will make you a woman now, kitty.” 
He forced me to spread my legs wide and then rubbed his hard, wet cock against my vagina. 
With one hand, he brought his cock into position. I was breathing fast. Afraid that I might scream, he used his other hand to keep my mouth shut. Like before, he didn't even give me any warning as he forced the entire length of his cock inside me with a single, hard thrust. I felt a stabbing pain. I wanted to scream, but I was silenced by his hand. 
Tears ran down my cheeks. He didn't care. Right after he was in, he began to fuck me. The asshole didn’t even give me time to get used to the new feeling. For me, it felt like forever until his hard thrusts slowed down. A few more seconds, then I felt his throbbing member spurt something inside me. Right after he pulled his dick out, he grabbed his mobile and took this damn photo of me.
After he took the photo, I anxiously reached between my legs. A brief look at my hand afterward showed a mixture of blood and cum. I was crying in fear, but he only smiled at me after he lifted me off his car.

He pulled up his pants and revealed something that haunted me for some time afterward:

“I hope you don't mind when I show this photo to my friends. We had a bet going on about who would fuck the sexiest girl before this month ended. I guess I just won a hundred bucks because of you. Oh, I'm sure you understand that I can't take you home anymore. Your leaking pussy would ruin my leather seats, and I don’t have any towels with me.”

He gave me a few coins and pointed to a nearby phone booth.  
“Go call your parents, so they can pick you up. Thanks for the fuck.” 
 
The last thing I saw of him was how he got back into his car and drove away. I just stood there, unable to move. My hurting vagina was still dripping from this mix of blood and cum. My whole fur was dirty. At least, it felt so. I didn’t know what I should do. I was so confused. All I was to him was a bet. I remember how I sat down on the grass and cried my eyes out.
It took me a long time until I was able to call my mom. As she finally arrived at the parking lot, she needed only one look at me to know what had happened. I guess that is a mother’s instinct. Well, the blood on my thighs was a clear sign too. She didn’t say a single word. Mom only took me into her arms and pressed me against her. Then we packed me into the car and drove to the hospital. A doctor clarified that I wasn’t a virgin anymore. He also gave me a pill. I think it was something to prevent a pregnancy.
Nikki became silent after this sentence. I took her into my arms. My cheetah smiled at me, then she looked back at the photo in her hand.

She almost whispered as she added another little detail:

“My father still doesn’t know about any of this. I am certain that if I had told him about it, this asshole would have been a dead man. And my father would be in jail. Up to this day, Trish was the only person besides my mother to whom I told this story. That means that you are now the third person who knows how I lost my virginity, Balto.”

 
That Nikki chuckled at this point surprised me. After seeing my questioning face, she explained:

“You know, Trish can be a real brat. I told her what this idiot did to me a few days after it happened. This triggered her sense of revenge. The raccoon sneaked into the boys’ locker room, destroyed those boots I mentioned, and took a dump on them afterward. Not only that, she also made a big scratch on the hood of his beloved car, right before she released the air from all his tires. That day, I learned to never piss off Trish. But I also had some trouble afterward, mostly because of this photo. It went through the hands of many boys during the next couple of days, until Raphael, another friend of mine, got his hands on it and gave it to me. It is funny that he is now the leader of my theater group at college. I think he always had a little crush on me. 
A few months later, after the wounds had healed, I asked mom if she would allow me to dye my hair. After a long talk, she allowed it. But only with a special color, which is less harmful for the hair. That is why I always have to go to a hairdresser and can’t do that at home. At first, I wanted a pink color. But then I saw this fiery red on the shelf. I knew instantly that this was my color, and I have had it ever since. You should have seen my father's face that day as mom and I came home from the hairdresser. But he remained calm, mostly because Mom told him she had allowed it. He accepted my new style and even complimented it after a few days.”
I didn’t know what to say after Nikki finished her story. The two things I didn’t understand were:

1: How could she let this boy get away with this so easily? And 

2: How can a boy treat a girl so badly? 

I pressed myself against her chest, held her close. My girl laid her arms around me while I tried to give a brief response: 
“I would never treat you like that, Nikki. This boy was such a douchebag. But I wonder why he didn’t just share that photo online with his friends instead of printing and showing it around.”
Nikki gave me a smile, while she caressed my head gently. 

“I know you wouldn’t treat me like that, Balto. My wolf is a gentleman who knows how to treat a girl. That is one reason why I love you so much. And to answer your question, I was fourteen, and therefore it would have been very risky for him to simply send it to his friends or upload it somewhere. Even this guy wasn't stupid enough to do that, so instead he printed out the photo to show around. That way, if one of the teachers had seen it, he could always say he didn't know where it came from. But enough of this now. Come here, sweetie. Kiss me.” 
 
I gladly followed her order and kissed Nikki on her gentle lips. Only a brief moment later, our tongues played and danced with each other. Her hand wandered down my body, over my belly, and stopped on top of the bulge I had in my underwear. I could see a grin on her face as she gently squeezed it. Her touches always feel like heaven to me. I moaned softly as Nikki rubbed my sheath, which was still covered with a piece of cloth.
Next, she pulled down my boxer pants. Under Nikki’s gentle hands, it didn’t take long until my cock grew out of its sheath, causing her to smile. At that point, I was sitting on the edge of the bed. Nikki laid down sideways and began to give me a sensual blowjob. She sucked hard on my member, her head moved back and forth at an increasing pace. My knot was growing quickly, my moaning became louder as I felt the pressure getting bigger and bigger. It didn’t take long until I had to warn my kitty: 
“Nikki, I can’t hold it anymore.” 
 
My cheetah now sucked even harder. As I was about to blow, I placed my hands on her head and held her down, making her swallow everything to the last drop. Several spurts of cum shot into the greedy cheetah’s throat. As I was done, I saw her holding up her phone, taking a photo, while she still had my stiff member in her mouth. 
 
After that, she let it drop out and licked it clean while she happily purred. 
“Thank you for the protein snack, doggy,” she said in a satisfied voice.
I was panting heavily. As soon as I had caught my breath, I answered:
“Thanks, Nikki. That felt awesome. But why did you take a photo?” 
She chuckled. 
“Oh, that is just for Trish. You know, she invited us over next weekend. And I think she wants to play with us.” 
I gulped.  
“With us? You mean she wants me to do things with her?” 
Nikki had to laugh. 
“Yes, Fluffy. And this photo is a little teaser for the Trash Panda. But for now, let us go to sleep, my love. It was a long day.” 
 
And with this, I want to end this little entry.  
See you next time. 

And as always, 
stay safe. 
 
Balto and Nikki 
 
 P.S.: In case you wonder what we did with this photo of Nikki. My cheetah and I drove to this parking lot at the lake and burned it right where it was taken. 
