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“I didn’t think we were going as anything,” said Billie Marsdon as he leaned back in the wooden computer chair that had come with the dorm room furnishing. With reading glasses perched at the end of his nose, he stared at his roommate, who had just arrived from the shower. It should have been the normal: Shiloh would walk out a bit damp, a towel wrapped around his waist with his pale abs on display. He’d have stood there chatting with Billie, bemusingly innocent in his absentmindedness. On a normal night, it’d be a nice respite from Billie’s homework and studying.

On this chilly October night, though, things were not normal. Shiloh walked out of the bathroom as shirtless as ever. That was welcome. Billie would never turn down a chance to ogle his roommate. But the twink’s hair wasn’t wet. It fluffed out around a set of orange cat ears. He wore a jacket of orange fur. Instead of a towel wrapped around his waist, he stood black leather booty shorts. A chain connected the zipper of the shorts to a thin leather collar wrapped around Shiloh’s neck.

“What?” said Shiloh. He crinkled his nose. When he talked, the collar’s tiny bell tinkled. “It’s Halloween.”

“It is not Halloween,” said Billie. “Halloween is in three days.”

“Killjoy,” said Shiloh as he leaned against the edge of Billie’s desk. The scent of vanilla spilled off of the sophomore communications major, almost as if he’d been dunked in the stuff. “What’s it matter?”

Billie shrugged. It didn’t matter. He tapped his nose. “Is that marker?”

Shiloh grinned. His teeth were that odd pure white that you only ever saw on TV. “You never watched Dan and Phil?” He wriggled his nose. It was a weird talent, but an adorable one. It made sense for Shiloh to have mastered the trick. Cute was Shiloh’s entire vibe. Even if he was oblivious to how often his roommate masturbated to him, Shiloh knew the power of cuteness. He’d trained those powers. With the drawn on cat nose and whiskers, he was almost too cute.

“I have no idea who they are,” Billie said. He breathed in the vanilla cologne. Shiloh knew that was Billie’s favorite scent. Something was definitely up. Billie’s suspicions were confirmed when Shiloh closed Billie’s laptop. “I was in the middle of an essay, you know.”

“You already said yes to going to the party,” said Shiloh. “You promised.”

Billie sighed. He had promised. It wasn’t like he wasn’t down for a night of partying or even hanging out with his roomie. The two of them had gotten pretty close over the course of the semester. In a way, he viewed the twink as a pet of sorts. The cat get-up only fed further into that vision. “So I’ll be taking a slutty kitty to a party.”

“I’m not a slutty kitty,” said Shiloh.

Eyes locked on the twink, Billie grabbed the chain connecting the nineteen-year-old’s crotch to his neck and gently pulled. Shiloh let out a tiny whimper, and Billie couldn’t help but smirk. It’d be even better if it wasn’t hooked on the zipper of Shiloh’s shorts but rather to the top of a chastity cage. “Are you sure about that?”

Shiloh screwed up his lips and brows. “I’m slutty Garfield.”
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