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The Kat Graced This


I moved to this city to hopefully become an artist one day. I lived in a cheap one bedroom apartment by myself and I didn't really know anybody in the area. I was 19 years old.

I called myself The Kat. And I loved art and drawing. So, it made total sense that I combined my two favorite things, art and myself. Growing up, I spent significant time developing my art. In my art, I particularly liked to draw my alias, Kat, or The Kat. I must have written or drawn the word Kat a million times.

I practiced logos that had to do with cats. I drew all kinds of slogans, hyping myself. “The Kat Is # 1.” “The Kat Makes Dogs Drool.” “Queen Kat.” “Goddess Kat.” It went on and on like that. 

Then one day, I came up with my official slogan... The Kat Graced This. That meant that me, The Kat, in all my royal glory, beauty, and grace, was here. I drew this. 

I practiced writing this slogan another million times and I loved how it looked. My handwriting was so feminine and sexy. I had mastered every little curve of every letter.

One day, I was in a bathroom in my local library, of all places. I was sitting in a stall, and it was just dead in there. Nobody was coming into the bathroom and I was also in the privacy of the stall. I had some magic markers with me. And I said, “Fuck it. The Kat graced this.”

I basically had unlimited time to work. And I wound up drawing a full length picture of myself from head to toe, on the stall door. I mean, it could have been any chick, but it did capture my style of clothes pretty well. I was a little bit surprised, but my pussy was tingling while I did this. In huge print, on the wall next to it, I wrote, “The Kat Graced This.” I put the markers away and I masturbated to my work. It was great and I reached orgasm. I was instantly hooked.

I started thinking about all the potential places that I could tag, and it actually did became a sexual fantasy to me. The next day, I went to the local bowling alley at a slow hour. I went into a bathroom stall. And I drew a portrait of myself wearing a black latex cat mask. It definitely looked like my nose and lips, but no one would be able to tell who it was. Again, I used a stall wall to write, “The Kat Graced This.” Again, I masturbated to the fruits of my labor, and enjoyed myself tremendously.

My tagging escalated quickly and I became more daring. I started tagging all over the train stations. I wore a hooded sweatshirt and a surgical mask while I worked. I basically stuck to magic markers at the train stations. There were many great surfaces to tag, but there usually wasn’t time to draw complex self-portraits and stuff anymore. I was quick. With surgical precision, I quickly tagged all over the place, usually very late at night.

I wasn’t really that creative, but at least I didn’t just keep writing, “The Kat Graced This” all over the place. It WAS all over the place. But I mixed things up with some, “The Kat Is That Brat,” “Kat Is 4eva,” “Fall Flat For The Kat,” “The Kat Is All That,” “Eat Kat’s Dust,” and many more. My pussy tingled and my heart raced while I worked.

A cat’s paw print became my logo and I drew it everywhere. I tested out just writing single words, like, “Kat,” “Grace,” and “TKGT.” For a minute there, I thought that was it. TKGT! It was so good. Then I looked a little closer at the way I wrote it, and I said, “Shit. It looks too similar to THOT. And I am NOT a fucking thot.”

I got my hands on a perfect rubber stamp of a cat paw print. Any time I felt like I had to be particularly fast or sneaky, I just smoothly left stamp prints. When I first got the stamp, I rode the train, and I left that print all over the place. I did have my surgical mask on, but one time I even looked the conductor right in the eye while I was pressing my stamp into the wall behind me.

I decided to get a custom rubber stamp made, exactly how I drew “The Kat Graced This.” Since the company that made it for me wasn’t local, I wasn’t worried about them knowing my true identity. The new rubber stamp came out perfect and I put it to good use.

I loved what I was doing. There were some fantastic walls that I had my eye on for spray painting. So I used them for my art. I was the sneakiest bitch. I practically became a whole other person when I was out creating my art. And I quickly became more brazen with the content of my tags. I spray painted, “The Kat Owns You,” “Worship The Kat, Boys,” “Goddess Kat,” “Kiss the Ground Kat Graces,” and “Kneel Before Kat.”

Now my art was visible. Now I was a menace. Now everybody was seeing my work. I tried to slow down, but I couldn’t stop. I was addicted.

I did try to stay ultra-careful not to get caught by the police. I was always ready to run when I spray painted. Generally, I liked to have some kind of plan which direction I was going to run if I had to escape.

I just had to have this one spot I was about to tag. It was a beautiful white wall, with flood lights above it, in an area where many people would see it during the day. I wrote, “Queen Kat Is In Kontrol.” I added a crown that was so on point. Then I drew my trademark paw print. 

The fact that I wrote that on this night turned out to be kind of ironic. Because this was the night everything changed. Just as I finished my paw print, a man came out of nowhere, and caught my wrist in a firm grip before I even knew he was there. He quietly said, "Ah. The beautiful and talented Kat. Do you have any idea how much trouble you could be in if I called the cops?"

He wasn’t my type at all. He looked like he was at least twice my age, a little bit dirty in general, and definitely kind of creepy looking. He was the kind of guy I wouldn’t give a second glance to normally. But you know how I get when I’m out performing my art. I was HORNY! He was definitely in the right place at the right time.

My heart pounded. I should’ve been scared. Maybe I was. But fuck, my body had other ideas. I bit my lip. “Please don’t do that.” I brushed his belt with my fingers. “Maybe we can forget this whole graffiti thing ever happened.” He laughed a little bit and said, “Maybe.” His eyes ran over me, assessing. He said, “Not here. I’m parked nearby.”

He led me to a large van and we got in the back. He pulled down his old jeans. I dropped to my knees and started sucking him off. His dick wasn’t anything special, either. He smelled and tasted like sweat, and he had a lot of pubic hair. But my pussy was tingling anyway. 

I should have known he would want more. Hell, I wanted more. I was already really wet, imagining what it would be like if he pushed me over the seat and took me right here.

I signed up for this, ready and willing to take it there with him, so I didn’t give him any resistance. I wanted to be his little criminal whore tonight. I treated him like a king, and I gave him my full attention and my respect.

I probably gave him the best sex of his life. He handled me like he owned me. He grabbed me all over while he was fucking me. He kissed me all over, and basically breathed all over my neck the whole time. I figured he was enjoying smelling me there, since I wore perfume on my neck. Yeah, he had his way with me. I was nervous, but fuck, I got off on our dirty sex.

My body was pretty lit up from the sex, so when he told me to call his phone so he would have my number, I did it. I wasn’t sure that was a great idea, but I figured I could just ignore him if I wanted to ghost him. This WAS supposed to be a one night stand. I thought, “Fuck my life,” but I counted my blessings. I didn’t get hurt, I was not in trouble with the law, and I was going home.

The very next day, I got a text message from him. It said, “I love looking at your artwork. I'm definitely your biggest fan.” I saw why he wanted my phone number. He wanted more of me. I thought hard about what I should do. Time passed and another message came. “Your art is the sexiest thing in the world.” Well, it was one way to slide into my DMs. And I had always been such a sucker for compliments.

The dilemma was that it seemed like this creep still wanted to see me. And I just knew that responding to him at all was a really bad idea. What good could possibly come out of him? And then it hit me. Just maybe, I could continue using him for sex. It sounded crazy, but it really could be perfect.

I thought, “At the end of my graffiti sessions, I am always so horny and I have such an adrenaline rush. He can fill an important role for me. After I paint, he can be that psycho creep who catches me and blackmails me into having sex with him. If I don’t do exactly what he tells me to do, he’s going to turn me in to the police. The fact that he actually IS that creep makes it easier for me to enjoy my fantasy.”

But I figured it was going to raise all kinds of red flags for him if I went willingly. So, I figured that I would just answer his texts, and act scared, and hopefully he would play into my fantasy. So I finally texted him back, “OMG. Thank you so much! It’s nice to have a fan.” Then I thought, “Shit. That was too interested in him, wasn’t it?”

He texted me right back, “I was thinking. I can provide protection for you out there. These places you go are no place for a girl like you in the middle of the night. And besides, I can be your lookout!” I thought, “Damn. He’s serious. This is getting real.” I texted back, “I don’t know. I’ve done OK so far.” I giggled to myself.

Again, he texted me right back. “You can not get caught! Do you have any idea how much property damage you have done? You need to be careful. I can help keep you safe!” I didn’t need any convincing. I wanted to start rolling with him. He was perfect for me. A dedicated fan who saw me as incredible. Someone to watch my back. And I could use him for creepy, dirty, sex with a pervert, while I was fantasizing about him holding me captive. I smiled and enthusiastically said to myself, “I’m going to make the biggest Kat pervert in the world out of him!!”

I thought about it, and I texted back, “You won’t tell on me right? You’re the only one who knows my true identity.” He texted, “No. Of course not! Come on. It will be fun.” I told him, “OK. I’m trusting you.”

On the night we planned to go out, I cleaned myself up better than usual. I made sure I smelled great, and I wore extra makeup, especially around my eyes. He picked me up at my place in the van. This guy and his van were so fucking creepy, I was really hoping none of the neighbors saw me. But the van and he really couldn’t have been more perfect for my sexual fantasy. And if he was also going to protect me out there and look out for me, then, well, where had he been all my life?

He really didn’t talk much. And that was OK because I didn't shut up, particularly when I was talking about myself. Most people didn't enjoy hearing non-stop babble about me, but this guy didn't mind. He seemed to enjoy listening to me. And when he did say something, he was just agreeing with me or giving me a compliment on something. And that just made me more and more comfortable.

We went to a spot that was not really that challenging. It seemed easy to tag, and that was OK. I was really all about the after-sex tonight. I asked him what he
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