
        
            
                
            
        

    Chapter 1
Cat
His tiger-like canine’s snarl at me as my throat is mere millimeters away from his fangs. All it would take is a second or few, then he’d snap my neck like it was simply composed of twigs. Like I was a haystack to toss around instead of an able-bodied human being. His menacing glare questioning. ‘Any last words?’
The statement I had prepared for years was now running up dull. So many messages I had put into darker poems and crafts in order to grapple with my crippling depression had vanished. There was only anger.
And who would take care of Maori if I were gone? My chunky tuxedo kitty.  
The battle didn’t start like this. At first, I had the upper grip, then my annoying, ringing consciousness looked into those adorable kitty eyes, ones that appeared tormented. My hesitance being my mistake as he proceeded to shred through my back. Making rough sex look like nothing compared to those red, bloodied lines.
I predict that he went pretty easy on me or was yet reviewing his skills because he could have crushed me like a grape. Not that this was much better. I never in my wildest dreams thought I’d go like this, but at least it was by a cat mutation. Standing at twelve feet tall, eyes on the kill.
There are so many worse ways to go. 
“Stop fantasizing about your death, and get your head back in the game, Cat!”
I see my companion run over towards me, her paws barely brushing the ground as she rushes over. Emerald eyes determined. Something you wouldn’t foresee from this chunky-looking house cat.
“Let her the fuck go!” A voice roars.
Right, Maori. I had to make it through the night and not forsake my loved one. Not let the depression and defeat seep in.
A scream courses through my lungs as I swivel from his clutch. My feet land on the tiled floor in a catlike manner, so I’m crouching down. One of the better means to land, pulling no important fragments.  
“I don’t want to harm you.” My eyes don't leave his.
But the mutant’s attention is pulled away from me. My heart threatens to explode as I look at him taking a sniff at my cat—anything but her. I’d rip his spine out and use the bones to pick my teeth if he harmed one strand on her cute head.
But it looked to be going smoothly? As Maori sniffs back at the tiger, they somehow interact in their cat ways. He glances back at me, but Maori strikes a paw across his face as if to suggest backing off.
“Back off; that’s my human. If anybody kills her, it’s me.” her voice seethes, taking a moment to give me a dirty look for getting myself into this dilemma.
Thanks... I think?
He lets out an ear-splitting growl, but she holds her ground, unimpressed. Giving him another smack as if to tell him to stop, he whimpers and heels. Making him, even though he’s so much bigger than her, her bitch. An impression she was used to invoking on others. 
It wasn’t his fault that he was this way. One moment, he was an average house cat, having all the love and affection.  Next, people were running in fear after the bone-bending experiments. He would dash towards someone only for them to shriek in dread at a 12-foot cat barreling towards them. He slashed through individuals like they were merely toy wooden blocks in his way. Like the world was his playground. A few suffered casualties from such endeavors. 
The doctor tested on animals, seeking to manipulate them as weapons at her call. A power-hungry beast. She disappeared once she caught on that I was once again on her trail. Dr. Susan. This is the evilest, yet she’s done. The hardest one to deal with. There have been bloodsucking bats, ankle-biting rats—too much inhumanity. She didn’t see animals as having any purpose other than for her own personal gain.
Society stopped funding her research, so this was her backlash. Though, it didn’t serve well because Tiger wouldn’t listen to her. Showing there were knicks she’d likely impose more inhumanity to fix. And he was immensely hard-headed, too. This creature is like your common house cat, one not wishing to take orders. Just wanting to run around and do whatever the hell he wanted. But one big enough that you wouldn’t dare spray him with a stopper. Then she left him when he was no longer of benefit. The cat she had for a decade just tossed to the side like that.
Explaining how I ended up here. The intention was to locate her, but I found her abandoned baby instead.
I warned pet shops around the city and some online posts, hoping people wouldn’t adopt out to such a dangerous character. But it was one woman’s speech against a scientist. Who would you listen to? Probably not the raving lunatic, judging by the stares I received by seeking to bring in good.
Tiger’s eyes grew sleepy. Tired of the implements of medication and miserable because his mommy left him. Left him to hopefully take me out, that is. She always loved to be one step ahead, which made her tough to trap. Hard to surprise, as well, if you were dating her. But that was centuries-old news from back when I dabbled in a few college courses five years ago. Back before she went completely off-her-rocker crazy.
“I never want this to end.” Her light brown hair trails over her naked breasts, covering them in the most alluring way. We were snuggled in bed after a night of passionate lovemaking.
She was a bit older than me by about ten years, but that didn’t kill the attraction. If anything, it only added to it. She was a science professor at Georgetown University. Knowing so much about the world that I had yet to discover after living my somewhat sheltered life growing up. And so many ideas for things I hadn’t even considered trying.
“I love you.” I spoon her, resting my head in the crook of her neck.
Clearly, it didn’t last forever.
Maori rubs her body against his, as if to soothe. “It’s okay.” She mummers. “Not all humans are complete shit.” I could merely hope she wasn’t going to tell him he could come home with us. In a door, he wouldn’t fit through. And a food bill that would be sky high. I felt awful, but I didn’t request the FBI on my back for stowing a wanted fugitive. Though if they recognized the real him, they would understand he meant no harm.
But most humans don’t ask questions first.
His eyes flit back towards me. His crimson, blood-crazed eyes drifting back to their lovely green. The kitten I’ve snuggled with many points over the years while Susan and I were still friends. Still lovers. Before that withered away. His head slumped. He nearly knocked me over by brushing against me. Expressing his lament.
“It’s okay, baby.” I scratch him behind the ear, keeping my ground... “I understand you didn’t mean to. Let’s get you someplace secure.” He purrs, and I sense he knows a place, as his head dips down so Maori and I can get atop. If the government wouldn’t be hunting the cat and me down for this, it would undoubtedly make a wonderful new profile pic for social media. Not that I did much on there other than sharing silly memes, most of the time. This being the substance of fantasy. 
He takes off quicker than the speed of light to this destination. As it must be a side effect from those shots. And were brought to a wooded abyss. A place he can cover to flee society. Avoid those who would seek to execute him. Along with Susan’s other creations, I chased down. Not the type of forested area you’d survive camping the night in. The yellow caution tape is more of a challenge than a threat, depending on your mentality.
Maori and the oversized cat share another moment together. Before he takes off. Once he’s out of sight, Maori sighs at me. “I swear if I wasn’t around, you would have gotten yourself killed by now.” She gives me a pointed look.
“Thanks for the vote of confidence, Maori.” Her smirk telling me she’s more than happy to oblige. Believe it or not, cats can smirk, the cute furry, lovable assholes. “I didn’t mean to. It just-” She cuts me off.
“You felt awful because he had a kitty face, and then you practically got slaughtered in the process. Listen to HQ when they advise you not to get distracted.” My daughter’s voice goes all momma like on me. “Don’t be swayed. You had no trouble taking out the bats that you had to.”
It kind of helped that I was petrified of bats as well, though.
“Let’s go home.” She yawns sleepily. “Thanks to your trouble-making, I missed one of my cat naps.” Of course, that’s what was on her mind. She keeps her human from certain death, and it’s all like you ruined an opportunity to slumber.
I could definitely use a drink and some sleep after those festivities, though. Not too many shots, as I still had an early shift at the shop. Why do I make myself work such early hours? To be fair, when I scheduled that, stopping a big kitty in midnight hours wasn’t on the agenda. And that stuff is supposed to be on the down-low. Not that anybody would believe me, they would just assume I lost a few extra screws.
Not that I haven’t. One doesn’t get through this life unscathed.
My partner in crime—well, more like good if you want to be technical. Helped me take down the corrupt individuals of the world. 
Wait, have I not introduced myself yet? So typical of socially awkward me. I don’t get out much. Sorry. I’m Cat Johnson. A twenty-five-year-old woman, taking on the world one day at a time. A by day game store manager, a by night doing this sort of stuff. Kind of like Spiderman, if you follow my reference. But instead of having spider-powers, I’m the very definition of clumsy. And without my glasses or contacts, I wouldn’t be able to see more than a blurred world. And I can’t shoot webs, so maybe I’m really nothing like him. I have some catlike abilities when they go right. Which has sheltered me from getting more than one broken bone. Getting the lower end of the stick with my need for naps. A day without one may as well not be a day with how nothing will get done. Maori saving my ass more times than I can count.
I measure up to a 5’ 9’’, with a slender build. Cobalt blue hair that falls down to my shoulders, and sky-blue eyes to match. Thighs of steel that have me catching up to any bad guy, supposing I don’t topple on the way. And there’s about a 50/50 chance of that.
I’m far from perfect. And can have a bit of a temper. 
“If you’re lucky, I’ll share the bed with you,” Maori comments as soon as we were out of the Lyft. Causing the driver to do a quick head swerve to look back before shaking his head. Muttering something about how he should head home for the night if he’s hearing things. I didn’t plan on taking a ride, but I didn’t exactly feel like taking a ten-mile jog at 2am. Crazy, right?
 




Chapter 2
Maori
“Be better around the humans.” I can hear the reminder being bounced around my skull. Yes, can’t blow out their frail little brains by these semantics. They could believe in their higher power; some could speculate in the supernatural... but talking cats. That’s just way out of the question. 
The fellow thought he was hysterical because he could hear something, and his quick math couldn’t chalk it up to me talking. Animals have a lot to say; if you leave a listening ear, you can actually hear them. But so many humans don’t take notice. Like earlier, Cat wouldn’t listen when I advised her not to proceed out on her own and stick around until my nap was over. Some good that did. If I showed up any later, I would have had to find a new human to feed me and clean up my shit. And as aggravating as she could be, I appreciated the little arrangement we had.
Cat gives me a warning look, as if not to say much else.
“If you’re lucky, I won’t drop you on the way back.” She mouths to me.
“Bitch.” I growl, getting a side-eye stare. She couldn’t say shit like that and expect no response. Who did she think I was? One of those eager to please puppers?
“Ma’am, can I ask why you don’t have a carrier or leash for your cat? She doesn’t even seem to have a collar. Aren’t you worried she’ll run off?” I roll my eyes from where I’m lying, recognizing full well he can’t see it. Cat knows perfectly well that the chances of getting me into any of those contraptions are absurd as hell. If she tried to put me in them, it would have made time with the 12ft cat look like playtime in comparison. And in case the fact was lost on ya, he shredded through her back.
“She wouldn’t run off.” My human defends.
“But if a rabid dog runs after her.” Ha, funny. 
“Then that dog would regret trying to go after her like she’s some toy.” The words are crisp and to the point. The driver probably assumed she’d go dog killer, but she and I both know she’s talking about me. Sure, I may look like your big-boned house cat, but appearances could be deluding. I could take care of my own.
The man doesn’t say much more after that, having enough common knowledge to see it wasn’t getting any leeway. “Don’t fret; she won’t piss in your car.” Cat comments, making it so much tempting to do that now that it’s mentioned. Or to heave up a nasty-looking furball. I knew better, though, and that was money that could be spent on better things with the up-charge it would cost. Like cat treats or Cat going on some date, so I could have more alone time in the apartment. Not that it would ever happen. She’s not ugly by any means, but the love history I’ve witnessed of hers tells me she has the worst of taste. Sells herself short far too much.
It’d be nice if she had someone else to hold, though, as those intermittent hugs could be infuriating at times. Once in a while, sure, but she makes it seem like she’s starved for affection.
“Have a good evening, sir.” She waves as she leaves. His eyes lingering a second longer than they should. I plop out behind her to help her with unlocking the door—much to her ungratefulness. 
“Can you wait just a second?” She fuses, the key missing the slot as she nearly stumbles over. Again. Cat. How the hell did she end up with that name when she could hardly walk without slipping? 
“Can you unlock the door at some point today, human?” 
“It would go quicker if you would stop trying to kill me in the process.” Well, forgive me, I have a much-needed sleep to catch up on that she disturbed. 
It’s a relief as it ultimately opens, and I can go back to stretch out in our soft bed. Not even two minutes into it, I hear sobbing from the bathroom, peeking my head up; Cat is accessing tonight’s damage. The back of the pullover was split to shreds, along with the left sleeve. A pristine white turned crimson, making her look like she belongs in some vampire film. Her lips hissing as she surveys the fierce red claw marks on her back.
Her head falls as she grips onto the side of the sink. The adrenaline from the night must be wearing thin. Hearing a broach of a blubbering mess about to be launched, I realize I should help her. The night would pass by more quickly if I did. And you can’t tell anybody else I said this, but I had a soft spot for that human. She helped me when I was in need.
I’ve been with Cat for five years now. Growing up as the runt of the litter, I wasn’t at my strongest then. Still was an inquisitive kitten who saw the need to delve into the world. But my feeble body infested in fleas as they bounced all around. Getting many terrible stings. She helped me heal, and we decided on the name Maori. It means a powerful warrior and felt fitting after that ordeal. My technical full name is Maori Lucky Salvatore. Still, Cat only calls me that if I piss her off because she’s ungrateful and doesn’t appreciate my redecorating or cleaning aid.
“Maori?” Her bloodshot eyes dart up at me when I hop on the counter. Her voice is unsteady. “Did you come up here to help?” 
“Turn around, Cat,” I murmur, watching her do as I say. Allowing me to take care of her. My mouth has healing saliva as my sandpaper tongue spreads all over those cuts. The worst of the damage healed itself up. Now it looked like she got into a rough night of sex or rounded off a litter of kittens instead. If it were a scatter of kittens, there would have been no saving her. She would have been a lost cause because I wouldn’t be caught dead around a herd of those. There was no reasoning with those buggers.
My human had to be more careful. Cuts going inches deep before my healing. Worrying me, not that I would repeat that to her. That nasty looking tiger guy pulled out several hefty chunks. Yet she always insists she’s wonderful with cats. Every so often, coming home smelling like another one of those other fuckers. Or even several, the cat whore. Evidently not good with a drug-crazed one. Not that I predict he was seeking to hurt her since she survived as long as she did. He was still a rookie, mind clouded with whatever the scientist gave him.
I somewhat wonder what it would be like to be that size. Sure has some power. Gives off a particular air that others have to listen to. But I’m not insecure about the size I am now—a big-boned house cat who can get treated or loving with a simple look or nudge. So many humans are so simple-minded to the vision of cats. There had to be some reason Egyptians worshipped us. We are the closest things to being around the presence of a god that you can find.
“Now, get in the shower, so you don’t get bloodstains on the bed.” I nod at her. She would never forgive herself if she ruined those new sheets. She just got them the other week. Her crying has died down a bit after I gave her what she needed. “I’ll keep your spot on the bed warm.”
“Thanks, Maori.” She offers me a pat on the head, tearing off her clothes before washing away the remnants of tonight off her skin. Sneezing while doing so because she had a minor cat allergy. Not bad enough to not be around cats, though I suspect she would continue being around them even if it killed her.
I’ve been by her side on many occasions. Break-ups, surgery, family marriages. She was pressed two years back ago that this one asshole was utterly faithful to her, after some snooping that was proved wrong. I felt awful shattering her heart with the news, but Cat was a good person. Sure, albeit annoying, but good. She didn’t deserve to be treated like rubbish. Afterward, she wouldn’t leave the house for days at a time, merely leaving when she had to go to work. Now it’s hard to get her to even consider the first date with anyone.
It took a few weeks to warm up to her enough to talk in my human tongue, but finally, the food she was giving me was so nasty I had to say something. It was like a mixture of dog shit and chalk. I felt like my waist size was deteriorating by the day eating that... And as a tuxedo cat, I had to work hard to maintain my excellent figure.
I vow if I saw another one of those flea fucks, I could commit arson over it. Burn, burn, burn, baby! They were practically demons. Cat literally tried to laugh me off when I told her that. Saying they were pretty awful but not demon possession horrible. Thinking she always has stuff right, when she was usually wrong. At least with the Cat logic of things.
The shower water is coming to a halt as the human fixes up all her last-minute bedtime rituals. My eyes pleading to be lulled asleep. Soon enough, she finally plops on the bed, plushie in her arms. Her blue hair is a jumble, as it’s knotted up in a bun to keep it out of her face during slumber. Wearing an oversized band shirt and shorts.
I purr, moving up to her to lie down by her side. “Night human.”
“Night Maori.” She murmurs, giving me a kiss and a pat on the head before being lulled off into a deep slumber. “Sleep well.” Such an excellent human.




Chapter 3
Cat
My eyes scan the daily news as I drink my morning coffee. Desperately needing the caffeine to kick in so fucking badly. Please hurry it up! Another feature about Dr. Susan in the archives. They got her good side. I shake my head, stopping myself from lingering at the picture far too long. Almost looking like she didn’t age a day if it wasn’t for her anger lines around her lips that got added in time. That was history.
The oversized cat they were looking for was missing, along with an extremely unflattering picture of him. Growling at the camera, because of course the dumb fuck cameraman stayed in the way. Shocker! Of course, not without picking out a couple of humans as treats to begin with. And talk of how someone can lose a 12-foot cat… It’s not like humans haven’t lost other hard to lose things, or better yet would throw them aside; marriages, pets, there could be an anthology of everything and still not yet cover it all.
Marie Gilbert. It could have been worse. Not that any death was acceptable… She was on the pro-life campaign. Because heaven forbid a woman to actually determine what to do with her body. How can people be so pro-life and not give a fuck about the kids in the foster system? Or about the lives of individuals other than their white supremest friends?
Disgusting.
You have the people pressing for animal rights on the matter and the ones who felt he should be put down. I was part of the first group. This wasn’t the cat’s fault. He shouldn’t be slaughtered just because a human decided to become greedy.
The dreaded phone call? My phone buzzes and I realize it naturally is. If only I could be as psychic with other matters in my life.
“Hi.” My answer sounded peppy while aiming to keep the reluctance out of my voice—the call I was dreadfully expecting.
“Did you locate that cat mutation?” Straight to the point--- no, how’s your day, or talk of the weather. This was my second big solo job. Before, I was side kicking on bigger projects, or doing my own smaller ones, subsequently moving up to get my own. I worked part-time as a manager for the game store and an odd job here or there for this company on weird cases. Most of them remain out of view of the public eye, but inevitably failing on this one. A company I ran into by accident four years back ago. When I was seeking to locate where Maori ran off to, after a trivial squabble.
Fuck! I felt myself falling downwards as if I’m Alice going down the rabbit hole. Everything passing by me in a misty blur in the 50 ft drop. Not expecting my death to be so pleasant as I settle on a fluffy feather cushion. Felt so snug it couldn’t likely to be real?
I grant myself to linger in luxury, waiting for the light.
Instead, a bald male face turns centimeters away from mine. “Why the hell are you slacking on the job?” His breath stinks like garlic in my face. Meh. Was this some hell?
I peer around the rest of the surroundings, identifying multiple mattresses beneath the spot in the ceiling. The fellow looked normal as can be, though bothered and plump in his suit. A cat that must be Maori a few feet behind him.
“Kitty!” Without thinking, I scrambled up to her. Delighted to have my soft fuzzy fur ball back in my arms. Even with the slight cat allergy that made me sneeze around them. Hell, maybe I was a masochist. Hmmm... there’s much more I could say on that, but wouldn’t want to get too deep just yet.
He examines me up and down. “How did you get in here without a badge?” Seeing I don’t have any form of recognition that their company has. Always the outcast.
“No, I was just searching for my cat and fell down the hole there.” I point out, not sure if it rings too foolish to believe. My head is nearly doing a backlash as the spot is now covered. It doubtlessly did, but I wasn’t the one who set up this contraption. Lying wasn’t my specialty, but some of my stories and excuses would be far out there enough to become problematic. I had a point of being brutally honest, or at least seeing some truth hiding some place in the lie.
He doesn’t respond to my comment, but monitors me as he shouts into his communicator. “We had a random fall down here. Do we keep her, get rid of her by other means?” Those words have me grabbing Maori as I desperately look for a means out. How did Alice leave Wonderland?
“Sweetheart don’t bother. You won’t find it.” He grunts at me. Sicking one of his boys on me, that I didn’t realize were there to hold me down. Fuck! “I know that’s not our stereotypical procedure. I know we’re sort people for this city. With how odd she is, you truly think she could be one of us?” He nods, okaying, giving my odd appearance a look over. My bright pink, purple hair, and raccoon eyes- I was dressing for me, not for some douche to savor the view. Having always been the odd one out, I gave up on conforming in middle school. Some people won’t ever like me, I’d rather happily be me rather than a miserable Barbie.
Maori wasn’t put in a hold since it wasn’t felt as needed for a young cat. She climbs up the leg of the dude on the phone, swiping it straight out of his hand with her paw. It comes crashing to the ground. Good kitty! A smile creeping up on my face at the sight. Her eyes narrowed. She had the most expressive eyes of any other cat I’ve met.
“Fucking cat!” He flings her off. Fucking prick! I attempt to say something, but it’s muffled out at the dude’s hand over my mouth. Asshole!
“Hey, watch where you’re throwing the merchandise, asshat.” That gets him to do a double-take at me, thinking it couldn’t have been the feline possibly talking. “Yes, it’s me. I’m talking, aren’t I?” Thickly layered snark at hand. Classic Maori.
“How?” He kneels to gain a closer look at her. His mistake, as she strikes him again. A paw to the face! This time drawing a few scrapes of flesh with her, as red lines are shadowed on his face.
“Same as you, dipshit. I move my mouth, and words come out.” She points out as if it were the simplest thing in the world. “Duh." She turns towards me, "Cat when will we get to go back home?" Like she wasn't the one being chased after she ran off.
He gets back on his phone, standing up. “This actually could be promising. Let’s look into it more.” And that was the initial time Maori saved my life on the job. “Be ready to buckle up, buttercup. This ain’t your friendly tv training. This is the real shit. Don’t say I never warned you.” Later I found out his name was Brian, a guy I grew to loathe as he regularly had one out for me and the little furball. Trying to insist ‘the talking cat’ would be better suited with a pro. I don’t care if you hold me up at gunpoint; giving up my cat is never the option. She’s family.
“Nope, sorry he ran off before I could seize him.” I try to sound somewhat sympathetic. Not troubling to incorporate the details of where he was residing or anything else significant. I wasn’t commonly a liar, but I didn’t choose to be responsible for the wretched cat to take more abuse and anguish than he already has.
Technically, I should have turned in the cat to the head guys in charge. And most of the time, I didn’t have an issue turning them in. But this case was unique. It was the cat of an old friend. How can I turn a cat in just to be experimented on further than he already has? 
“Any idea where it went?” Tiger wasn’t an it. Then proceed with infinite questions. My lie seems to sound stable enough over the phone for the reliability of that not being questioned. My expressions make me easy as a book to read, some would say. While others would say I had no expressions and looked pissed off all the time. Who’s to judge what was true?
“Sorry, boss.” I pip, he murmurs, not pleased with the lack of knowledge. 
“We will catch her,” I reassure him, knowing the reward of it is pretty huge. It was practically a life-changing amount.
“Bye, Cat, call us if you get further news.” He sounds like a stickler about it, not getting any of my hinted enthusiasm. It sounds like he could have used it. When was the last time he got laid?
“That better not hinder us from eating for the week or whatnot.” Maori saunters into the room. Food was repeatedly the first thing on her mind. Well, food, sleep and fucking around. To be a cat must be nice. Stretching her paws, as it looked like she was getting up.
“I wouldn’t do that to you.” Maori gives me a look as to say, ‘as if.’ Thinking that fits well enough to not strain with muttering useless words. “Then, why is my bowl empty?”
“It’s not empty, Maori. You can just see the bottom.” I wave towards all the other food stacked high in the dish, around that one tiny spotless area in it.
“I’m practically desiccating over here with what little you give me.” Drama queen. She gives me a sad look from her bowl. Making a show of pathetically patting the bottom part, as if she were incapable, which she was far from. Until I resolve to give it a shake so she can’t see the horrific bottom of it. We deal with many bad guys daily, and no foe is scarier than an empty food bowl.
“I should get to work.” Glimpsing at the time, I could still be a slightly early if I headed out now. That could allow me to get some behind the scenes work done before the doors opened.
Maori sticks her head up from the food bowl, glancing over my rumpled appearance. Hair a goofy mess. Jeans having been worn the previous couple of days, so they weren’t as well fitted. “You’re going in dressed like that?” Her tone was full of disapproving judgment. Coming from the one who wouldn’t wear clothing if my life depended on it. “Those pants have blood on them from where you were cut.” Maybe I could say it was paint? That’s been one of the misconceptions when I would come in with colorful hands from not wearing gloves while dying hair the night before.
“Oh.” Blood, that’s not something I’d wish to explain to some kiddie coming in to get singles.
“And we need to make sure your cuts are okay. Self-care Cat.” Well, I guess I wouldn’t be arriving early today. “They’re fixing up nicely.” She notes when looking at them. More than I can say for the shirt that’s ripped to shreds. “Don’t get into any other trouble that I must save you from at the day job.” Fat chance of that happening. The worst that I could be involved in is some mind dulling work. “And don’t come back smelling like that other cat.” You would think the latter was worse, judging by her tone. 
The store cat Minx. She was a beauty. Long white fur and mischievous blue eyes. They almost looked like they were lined in eyeliner, but that was just the natural beauty. They would tell you they could do no wrong, but periodically she would be around the corner waiting to knock that particular box of magic over if she got in a mood. Maori would have to be disappointed on that one. I can’t run into a cute cat and not pet it. That just wasn’t something that couldn’t happen. I wasn’t a monster.
 




Chapter 4
Maori
One.. two.. three... I count while stalking up to the field mouse. Waiting for the perfect moment to pounce. Catch him off guard, and then…
Go! 
He passes right from underneath my paws, the fucker. “You didn’t catch me this time.” Next time I would. “So that’s 9 escapes for me and 1 catch from you. Your percentages aren’t looking all that great Maori.” I throw him a dirty look. Percentages, meh. Who used math anymore when they had their phones? “Maybe you’re just getting old. Having a midlife crisis, girly?” Oh, the bastard!
I whack his body a few feet across the floor at that comment. Not so much of an attack as a warning strike. Never mention a woman’s age. The bastard was lucky he was still alive. 
He shakes it off fairly easily, though. “Or maybe you’ve just grown lazy, as you don’t need to hunt with a human pet that spoils you so well.” He makes a point of looking at the chub hanging from my skin, the bastard. I give him the stink eye. Sure, Cat was nice to have around, but I could take care of myself if push came to shove. I bet I could survive the harsh outside world. I could catch a bird or squirrel as well as the next cat.
I lean back, stretching my legs. “So what’s the news on the underground Hector?” Believe it or not, the mouse was my pal. We just played some games now and then and liked to fuck with each other as friends do.
“Transformers?” He questions. His expression ruffled, and somehow I feel he has the word mixed up. If I recall correctly, transformers are movies about cars that transform into these robot guys? A cat is far more observant than one would guess from appearances. Not nearly as interesting as that spider guy, though, or the spaceships. “Changes? Um?”
Maybe that had to do with last night’s festivities. “Are you talking about the mutations going around?” I glimpse at him.
And he nearly jumps up and down from the excitement of it. “Yes, that’s what I meant. Mutations. This one woman was seeking to gather the specimens she could to experiment on.” His face drops. I suspect he knew some of them. “My lovely was one of them.” His eyes always get all starry, dazed wonder while speaking of her. “Carlynn was one in a million.”
She hung the stars in the night. She was the cheese to his crackers. A hidden beauty that he was lucky to come across. Would never meet another one like her.
“Sorry, Hector.” I offer him my condolences. He hugs himself against my leg. I let it remain for a moment, permitted the situation. Normally I wasn’t much of a cuddler. 
After the moment, he brushes it off. “That was a while ago, though. I heard she was experimenting with bigger animals. Like you!” He exclaims, looking at me. “You better be careful out there, Maori.” A glimmer of worry in his eyes. As if, just because I was a chonk didn’t mean my stealth wasn’t the best around.
One time when we were moving to a new place, Cat got freaked the fuck out because I was in hiding mode the first few days. Well, I got stuck in the fold out couch, but tomatoe tomato. 
“She hasn’t managed to get the equation downright, though,” I murmur, feeling a pang of sympathy for the cat I helped yesterday. I’m certain he would carry well even in that wooded abyss, being far bigger than anything that could try to attack him.
“You seem to know a lot about Dr. Lady.” He notes.
“My human is tracking her down. The current mission.” He nods. Never quite understanding why I would take up the company of a human. They weren’t all quite nice to his kind. “She’s been nice to you Hector, don’t look at me with that judgy expression.” She left him out treats and other stuff when I told her about him. 
The little white mouse, with black spots, looks up at me expectantly. “Yes, the one point she encountered me, she called me Pikachu.” Her cats were the only animals she could properly communicate with back and forth. Most animal whispers still sound like quacks and barks. The nickname may have partly been my fault. I knew her brother was into the yellow character, so a few misleading whispers may have gone around. Hell, I have to have some entertainment for myself when stuff gets dull.
“Humans aren’t the brightest creatures.” I excuse, earning myself a glare from him as if to say, ‘yeah, I’m sure that’s it.’ “Any other ongoings in the area?” I changed the subject.
“A few doors down, a litter of kittens got brought in.” Oh god, those buggers. They were cute, but such a pain in the ass with how much fucking energy they had. Why couldn’t they learn to take a kick back and relax like me? “I’ve been dodging that place since then. They have a bet going on with who can bag me first.” He quivers, shaking his head. Not appreciating the notion of being some kitten’s meal. Or more like them toying with him while  he's dying, and then just left there barely holding on. Kitten’s man…
He continues on supplying me with the rest of the gossip from the building. Apparently, Sheryll got a haircut that the husband claims to like, along with new threads. But really actually didn’t notice, except for the transactions on the credit card. He was too busy screwing some young, fresh-faced thing. Disgusting. At least cats don’t disguise who they really are. What you see is what you get. Human’s their onions with many layers, some of them already rotting from the secrets they hide.
I allow myself the moment to bask in the sun. Hector is already long gone by now, claiming of the other errands he had to run for the day. Why do mice run so much? It looks so very exhausting? It’s hot out today and feels so glorious on my coat. The human doesn’t know that I take time outside when she’s not home. What was I expected to do all day, though? Not everyone is nearly as engrossed in the savior dark knight complex of Damon Salvatore as she is. Any day now, there would be a shrine to rearrange for him. Not that there wasn’t his face already on a few of the walls. Once she was dopey enough that she said he was my daddy.
Hopefully, Cat didn’t let her emotions impede stopping Susan. They had a flame in the past and that she was a softie in the core of her center. I would always try to tell her that something was off, but she chalked it up to me not liking other people. I’m nice enough to others. Saying hi and allow them to feed me treats out of their hands. Gracing them with my presence when I see fit.
My eyes drooping shut, ready to fall asleep.
When a menace comes by. Pouncing on my back. A tiny white kitten with greyish spots. Things rapidly change, though, as I have his paws pinned to the ground, sitting on top of him. 
“What the fuck was that for?” I stare in a fury at the small four-legged kitten that Hector must have been telling me about. The little one must have gotten out of the apartment—an explorer. The worst.
“Let me go!” He wails his paws around in protest. Trying to gnaw at my legs or face. Or anything he can sink his teeth into—him being too young to do actual damage, though. “I just wanna play! Play! Play! Play!” His green eyes looked much too big for his small face. 
That’s all kittens want to do is play. I would like to think I was more dignified than that when I was his age. 
A sinister thought crosses my head. He undoubtedly shouldn’t be running around like a hooligan with Dr. Susan and her experiments running rapidly. Cats usually got the warning to run far away from her. But a mischievous kitten wanted to say hi to everyone. And twelve-foot tall kittens? Bye-bye humans. Bye-bye everyone in existence. At least I’d have my peace.
I don’t think she would be foolish enough to go that direction though, they could be hard to control. 
The kitten weeps. Oh god... “Where’s my mommy? And my siblings?” I don’t know despite, maybe where you left them when you ran off. “Are you my new mommy?” A glint of hope in his eyes at the thought, one that would soon be immersed.
FUCK NO! 
“They all got into one of those big scary things.” He points towards another car to make his point. They took all my siblings, but I was hiding, hoping they would catch me, thinking we were playing a game. And then they disappeared. Then I met you,” he explains, attention going away from me when he sees a bird flying past. 
He intends to clamber up the tree, but I grab him by the neck in the nick of time. I loathed the notion of him being around, but I knew I would never hear the end of it if I just carelessly left someone to become swept up by the Dr. 
“Why did you do that? I was going to catch us lunch.” He pouts. He could keep telling himself that, but it didn’t make it any truer. Causing a spectacle as I force him into the apartment. Cat could re-home him, let him be her headache. 
His cries stop as we enter the residence. “Food. Toys!” He zooms around all over the place, making me wonder if I really made the right decision after all. Maybe I should have left him there. I would have never heard the end of it from Cat if I did that, though.
 




Chapter 5
Cat
“Come on, you can hit harder than that!” Lucky me. Brian was the one who would train me for this new job. I took off my day job with a sabbatical, as I was stuck here. Hopefully, that didn’t ruin the nearly perfect attendance I’ve had for the past few years. After being there for almost a decade, it was nearly a second home.
Brian... There was this guy I was classed with in middle school and high school with that name. He was a dick. Getting in trouble at one point because he filled my locker with grubby earthworms. That was the final straw when I got him back...
“I’m trying!” I screech at him, exasperated. Tired of this game. Exhaustion running through my bones as I attempt to kick at him to just have it blocked. My leg was trapped in his arm as I stumbled down on the mat. Ouch. I run up, getting another swing at him, but am blocked as always. Fuck this guy!
“You hit like a girl.” He remarks, pissing me the hell off—a sexist piece of crap.
“I. AM. A. GIRL.” I punch at him with every word, making my damn point. Why did that have to be the asshole remark they go to? My lungs felt like they’d nearly collapse from the amount of tireless effort. Grabbing the bottle of water from the sidelines. “Can we take a break?” He nods. I graciously go to sit down but am immediately interrupted.
When I’m least expecting it, he strikes again. My cat like reflexes grabbing his arm and pulling him over. “That was a good block, Cat.” He groans as he gets up. Me taking the chance to take him down once again, boot straight under the chin. Severed him right. “Good one.” He wipes a slight tinge of blood that drips down his lip. A look of contempt in his eyes.
“What the hell? I thought we were taking a break?” I scowl at him, pissed as all hell.
“Bad guys aren’t going to stop and take a break just because you decide you need to take a few minutes.” Bad guys will keep coming at you until you’re dead and gone. Just preparing you for the inevitable.” 
“Asshole.” 
Maori looking on from the sidelines, almost as if she’s bored. Laying on the ground, her feet at her side, playing the role of the kitty who was dying. 
“Cat!” I hear my boss yell out as I’m lost in a daze. Memories of being in HQ, my training. They whipped my skinny ass into shape. Went into work with my oil can by my side. A purple monster. As I wouldn’t be able to stay up without it. It seriously needed to kick in sooner, though. I couldn’t be snoozing on the job.
I look up to see who my boss was referring to as there’s a young man at the counter looking to score some magic singles. How long had I been zoned out? How long had he been waiting? I know the boss man was here to do his own managerial stuff.
“Hi.” I throw on an embarrassed smile. “Hope I didn’t leave you waiting too long.” Hoping I didn’t appear as scattered as I felt. 
The guy shrugs, not seeming to mind. “Wasn’t in a rush.” I feel some pang of sympathy. 
“What were you looking for today?” The magic question.
He offers me a list of commander cards he’s looking to score. The deck has to be new build, with the length of the list. At least it would be something to cause the day to go by faster. Some of my stuff would just have to lie on the back-burner for a while. 
I go to the computer. Looking them up one at a time. Before effectively searching for them in the cheapest set first. My daily dose of cardio.
“Do you play at all?” Jim, I think it is, asks me, trying to carry out some small talk with the card pulling. He was picking up an assortment of different demon cards. Rakdos, red-black fun. Most we had in stock, but a few of the high-end ones not being available. Maybe that’d have to be one of our magic weekly themes post some point in the future.
“On and off,” I answer. Used to be a commander player but haven’t had the chance in a while. Life picks up, and it happens. And Maori would prefer to be one of the creatures on the board by plotting down on it instead of participating in the actual game. Tell me this: what do you think would be the power and toughness of a chonky house cat?
“What do you like to play?” He asks to pass the time, as I’m flipping through binders.
“Commander,” I answer, not looking up from the book I’m sifting through.
“You could play with my group sometime. We’re looking to get something together.” He slips me his name and number on a sticky note. Yeah, that wouldn’t be happening. He was easy on the eyes, but not my choice of cake. Also, a tad bit on the younger side, I had an older soul for my 26 years.
“Sure. I’ll call you.” I put on a pleasant smile. Lies. Helping ring him up and be on his way.
“He’s cute.” One of my coworkers nudges me when he’s far gone. And he’s a, so no. I’ve been out of the dating pool for a while. That had its advantages, though. I didn’t have to worry about accommodating my schedule around someone else who wanted to drain up all my time. 
I don’t know what it was with me, but I appealed to all the store’s weirdos. It’s like I was holding up a neon sign saying, hey, I’m lonely. Lonely is a skeptical term. There wasn’t necessarily anything wrong with it. It could suck sometimes, but learning to enjoy one’s company is always needed. I had my few social activities of the biweekly D&D game with some really awesome people. And a few other events scattered here and there. Not really making much time for that stuff as I’m a workaholic who invariably has to have something occupying her time—much to the ex-roomie’s defeat who was trying to make me more of an active gamer. I am a gamer; I just don’t spend as much time with video games.
The D&D game was entertaining. We were playing 5th ed, the latest addition at the moment. My character being guess what? Tabaxi! I realize it’s astounding that Cat would play a catfolk character. I was a fighter class who could take down virtually any bad guy. But checking something out and playing the part of the mystery game, I could not as well. While my cat was strong, what he had in that he lacked in smarts. He was your basic himbo.
Which actually made him quite fun to play, as I could do silly stuff. Like play in the snow, chase the butterflies. Even with his silly personality, his past is quite painful. He studied runes growing up with his twin sister. The sister perished in battle, though. And the friend that my character had died as well. Just like he’s some type of death magnet. My aim in the game was to eventually have a little party of kittens following me around. Hell, that would be an excellent target for reality as well. I guess I could try filling my pockets with catnip. I’m sure Maori would love the company... She’s more of a hermit, enjoying her time in a quiet abyss.
xxXxx
I glimpse at the time, 2pm. I already feel defeated for the day. Hell, I felt defeated before I got here. I started feeling defeated when I stared into the mirror with my pretty made-up face and showered body. Having a crisp three hours left in my workday. Just a little over the halfway point. 
A few magic lists here and there. Trying to go through the shipments and stuff. Our store has an online presence. Ever since covid started/ended a while back ago, that was a new element we added.
I try to jam one of the magic products in a bubble mailer, but it won’t fit no matter what I do. Just slightly big enough to be a pain in the ass. A box? It still won’t fit the fucker. I look in relief. There are boxes saved upfront from shipments we received. Boxes that this pain of an item should actually fit into. Maybe I would have to order more of a variety of shipping sizes from Amazon when I had the chance.
The one-woman commenting that I should hook up with prince charming is gone for the day. She had an earlier shift, getting some necessary ordering/set up for the store done. We would finally have a label printer. Though that took some arts and crafts out of the job of printing off the labels, cutting them out, then putting so much tape on them, they looked like they were packaged by a psychopath. In a few of the reviews we had, it was observed we went a little overboard with taping the top loaders of cards shut. What can I say? I never half-ass anything.
“Cat, there’s a message on TCG player.” My boss lets me know.
“Got it!” I answer, going to spin around to face someone I wasn’t expecting to see so soon. Or ever again, really. “Susan.”
“Cat.” She confirms seeing me. “You look good.” Her indigo eyes skim over me, and I try to stop my body from involuntarily reacting to it. Some good that does, as I feel the sharp intake of breath overtaking. Even after all this time... “Can we talk?”
She looked stunning. More beautiful than the last time I saw her, if possible. In a tight-fitting black dress that was molded to her frame. I chew my lip, keeping my fingers interlocked to avoid touching her. I had to stop myself from gawking at her. She was the bad guy; I couldn’t be getting swept up by these swooning feelings. Too bad Maori wasn’t here to smack some sense into me. 
“Outside if you don’t mind.” She taps impatient nails on the magic counter. Her cat-like talons in their brilliant red. Matching her cherry-stained lips. I wonder if she still tasted like strawberries. God, I was pathetic. “I realize I’m gorgeous and all, but I would prefer to get this conversation out of the way sometime today if you don’t mind.” 
I feel my face burn tomato red in embarrassment. “I’ll be back in a few," I holler to my boss as we take out the door. Then sit on the stoop a few feet away from the front door. “What draws you around this corner of town?” I don’t want to sound flirty. Or timid. This was just too much of a reminder of the past.
“Cat, I recognize we’ve had a past, but you need to stay the hell out of my way!” Once again, the illusion seems to be lost as soon as she opens her mouth—that irritating, demanding voice. 
Well, I didn’t fall for her with her ability to beat around the bush. She was always direct, and brutally honest… something my trust issues appreciated. 
“If you wouldn’t be experimenting on animals, Susan, this wouldn’t be an issue. If you didn’t want me in your way, you wouldn’t be doing this in my town!” I reason. Why did she have to do this here?
She scoffs. “You’re town! You think anybody recognizes you with your weird blue hair and off-center smile?” Her perfect teeth mock my imperfections. “You are a nobody, Cat. You’ve always been a nobody. The only time you weren’t is when I felt bad enough for you to give you the best few months of your life!” Her anger lashes out at me, as I feel the water filling my lungs, as if I were about to be dragged under the water.
“You’re a loser. Nobody could love you. All you have is you and your cat, and she tolerates you. You’re hideous!” The venom spews from her mouth as I aim to not cry around her. I didn’t need to give her the satisfaction..
The class sits on the stage, looking down at me. All laughing at me as I break down and cry. Except one who went by to get the gym teacher to stop this idiocy. 
Fourth grade. Though it proceeded on until the 11th. Kids constantly being mean. 
I loathed being called ugly.
“I won’t stop until your operation burns to the ground!” I stab my finger at her chest, leaving a slight trail of blood burning down that porcelain skin. “And at least I don’t go experimenting on my loved ones!” I don’t allow her to respond as I go back to the store, back to my job. If she even had enough of a heart to have loved ones. Sure, today was slow, but I had more than enough to keep me busy.
“You alright, Cat?” I get asked as I storm past. 
“I’m fine.” Momentarily closing myself up in the office, letting a few tears fall before clearing them. I wouldn’t waste too many on her. I couldn’t let that bitch get to me. Hell, for all I knew, my feelings for her weren’t true. With all the toxins she mixes stuff with. Maybe that was just a figment as well.
The store fluff-ball jumps into my lap, granting me comfort. Humans were monsters.
 




Chapter 6
Cat
I did not foresee this coming back to my apartment after work... Seeing everything knocked over. Sure, Maori would take the liberty to do a few things. Usually, that included some scattered dice, or maybe even a few leaves in the apartment. Never this, though. She would always usually use the box. Sure, there was a day or two in the introduction when kitten Maori was adjusting, but that was quickly remedied with a litter box with a cover. Being the queen she is, she needed more privacy.
"Fuck!" I groan, having walked in a heap of cat shit. And here I thought today couldn't get any worse. Never count your eggs before they hatch.
What the hell was amiss with her if she was going on the carpet? Did I need to set up an emergency vet visit? If so, I needed to pick up an extra job from HQ fast.
"Maori. Where the hell are you?" I shriek out. Wanting some rational explanation for this instead of relying on my cat is an asshole technique. 
Instead of Maori running in, it's a lighter set of paws. Claws causing a slight hiss of pain as he runs up my heart leggings and up my back. Until he's perched on my shoulder, smelling my face. Zoom, zoom as he shows he's the fastest, most capable kiddo parrot around. 
"Hi." He greets me. Once, we were face to face. His emerald eyes twinkling with excitement. 
"Hi." I'm puzzled why he's here. Did Maori decide to abduct her own child after getting fixed several years back ago? Funny, I never took her as one to want the company of other cats as she was a bit anti-social. Hell more than anti-social, outright hateful towards other cats. She met up with me at work one day and ended up nearly killing the store kitty.
"I love you!" Cute. He nibbles at my fingers before seeing Maori leery making her way into the room, scanning him skeptically.  
"Look who chose to join us." I give her a querying look, clearly indicating towards the small fluff-ball. He couldn't be more than three months old. His tail is not yet catlike, his legs short. And sees the need to get from place to place by only moving the swiftest he can. "Care to explain?" I look at her as she has a 'fuck off' expression on her face. Clearly not wishing her new child to be tormenting her constantly. 
"The neighbors whose kitty had a litter of kittens recently drove off and left him behind. I saw him while I was sunbathing. He ruined my nap." I bite back the urge to snort. No motherly affection there, just looking like he's some type of parasite. 
"So you were outside despite what was going on." I placed 2 and 2 together, giving her a scolding glare. She shouldn't be putting herself at risk there, not when Susan has a red bullseye target on my back.
"I'm not going to let some bitch dictate how I can live my life." She regards Susan as someone who is a bit of a pain. But that's not the point, anyway. He was running around outside like a fool trying to get himself trapped. So I brought him in so you can rehome him." I'm lying on the couch, the kitten snuggling up to my side. "I'd rather him not linger here, so don't be getting too friendly." She scowled at him for being all attentive. Yes, that was her spot for when she decided to take it.
"I don't wanna go anywhere. You two are nice." He rubs into my side. "I miss my siblings." He cries as Maori rolls her eyes at the interaction. Having long forwent her family. She was the litter's runt when she was born, though, so things weren't as easy for her.
"Baby." I hold him, cradling him to my chest, feeling sorrowful that he had to go through so many changes. What type of shit heel leaves one of their own behind? Cats are a forever pet, not three months. Same with dogs or any other animal.
"Geesh woman, did you not understand me?" She watches in revolt at the warmth I offered him. "He's been doing that all day, going between weeping to wishing to fuck shit up." The state that the apartment was in proving that. "So why can't you just take him somewhere so he can be on his merry way?" Oh, how it is to be a cat with the simple solutions.
I'm sure Susan would more than happily take him for her experiments. That was not a tactic that was about to go down swinging, though. 
Going to struggle to rehome a cat after a day of countless magic lists towards the end, and seeing the bitch wasn't precisely on my agenda either. I just craved to kick my boots off, put a pizza in the oven, and binge watch one of those shows I was watching on Netflix. Not that it was about to transpire that way either with the array that kitten butt got into in his time alone. Maori basically bringing him into the apartment then leaving him to his own devices. 
I was considering getting another cat for the longest time. Maybe it was a sign?
"You are going to get rid of him, aren't you?" She stares at me expectantly from the other couch. I had a twin set of a sofa and a loveseat. Ones that, despite my intentions, have taken some extra love from Maori over the past year. 
"Maori. I don't know. I'm drained. Why don't I get things tidied up, and we can determine things in the morning?" I fight back the urge of my eyes closing. I had to stick around for a bit, or it would just be more of a mess when I got up.
"By the morning, you'll be too connected to snuggle butt to let him go." She shakes her head, not happy where things are going. Muttering stuff about how she should have left the little rat outside. Reminding me of a scene that would forever be seared into my brain.
"Mrow. Mrow. Mrow." I hear the cries as I'm walking the back ways back home from work. It was late night, and I had fewer interactions doing it that way. The evening breeze feels nice, as if it's almost about to rain. 
"Mrow."
I stop, looking around to see where the noise could be coming from. It was hardly noticeable. But as I take a stride towards someone's waste bin that they left out for pickup, it grows louder. 
It was latched shut. Fuck.
That wouldn't stop me, though. I take out a handy box cutter from my pocket—something I accidentally pocketed on my way out of work. I thought about bringing it back, but that could wait as I found another use for it. 
It was a safety box cutter, so it took more effort than it should, but I managed to get through it. The light in the house is turned on. A door about to open, as some asshole is about to lecture me for burrowing through his waste. I dump the thing over, tearing through it just as he gets through the door.
"Bitch! Get out of my trash before I call the fucking cops!" An overweight white man howls at me. Which I ignore, leafing through it until I uncover the source of the noise. My breath stopping as I see the horror, tears coming to my eyes. A pile of five kittens in varying colors are all dead... One alive kitten mewing under all the death and carnage. One that could hardly be more than a month or two. Another side of the trash was who was expected to be the momma suffering the same outcome as the five. 
I feel his clutch on my shoulder as terror shoots through my soul. What was this monster going to do to me? "Get the hell out of my trash! Scram!" 
"I got what I needed; I can be on my way now." He sees the kitten I have curled up in my arms, his face stone cold. "No thanks to you cruel monster!" The words leave my lips before I can stop them. Not that he didn't deserve worse.
"You wrecked my yard for that piece of shit! She belonged in the trash! Give her back!" His lawn was covered in broken bottles that were far enough away that they couldn't have been from my wreckage. Cigarette buds. He had bad upkeep before I got here. 
He makes his way to leer towards me, but I kick him in the chest, holding her close to my chest. Him getting set back by stumbling over some of his own junk on the way down. "I don't have to explain my actions to you. All they did was fuck with shit and meow! The misses weren't even supposed to have a litter!"
That's what proper cat care is for. I find a bat on the ground and contemplate beating him to hell with it. The rain dripped down. I tentatively picked it up.
"Fine, have her, you crazy fucking bitch! She ain't worth jack shit, anyway!" Disguising fear with anger. 
I step closer to go towards him anyway, but the kitten brings my attention back to her. A pained meow and shaking, and I knew I had to get her to safety. Her wellbeing mattered more than some douche.
I don't take off without a nice hit to the balls with the bat first, though, leaving him in screaming agony before I run off with the cat tucked in my jacket. To hopefully offer some warmth. Why did people like that have to exist?
Lucky for me, I live within walking distance to a grocery, so I run there. Picking her up a blanket that's on the shelves, much to a clerk's displeasure. "Ma'am, you shouldn't be bringing a cat in here." 
"I just snatched her out of some douchebag's trash bin. She's cold, so I put the damned blanket on her!" I see his expression change to one of more sympathy. "I didn't want to leave her at my place alone when I don't have any cat shit there. So I'm here. Can I continue my shopping?" I wasn't asking; it was more of an order with the way things were stated. 
He's speechless from my brief outburst but nods. I felt kind of bad for going off on him like that. Fully recognizing that he didn't make enough to deal with people like that. Instead of staying to explain, though, I get everything the little kitten could require, and then some. Having to make sure she lived to see what her future could carry.




Chapter 7
Maori
I stare in contempt as the two sit on the couch together. The asshole curled up on her lap, taking a nap. Putting his claim on her even though the two haven’t known each other for twenty minutes. Sure, I wasn’t much of a snuggler, but it would still be nice to have the opportunity to say I have a change of heart. 
Every moment he’s here, I regret taking him in more and more. Sitting by my girl, chewing my food, playing with my toys! This was barbarity! 
“What’s wrong, Maori? Isn’t he cute?” The traitor utters those words. She didn’t need to have him around; I was cute enough for this whole place. I was cute enough for this apartment complex. I was cute enough for the entire damned planet! Okay, so maybe I was a tad bit jealous. I was just used to seeing her fawn all over me, instead of the munchkin over there. “Maori?” She questions again, her face worried at my lack of response.
“Yes, he’s certainly Charming.” The sarcasm is dripping from my voice. The comment brought an unexpected smile to her face, almost like the light bulb lit up. God, no, that was never a good thing. The same thing happened when she tried to bring me home a collar and tag.
“I’ll call him Charming. Sounds fitting enough. How do you like it, baby?” She holds him up to her face as he purrs loudly at it. Fucking ass kisser. She puts him back down on the couch, him insisting that he desires to climb up her shoulder and be a little carrot. In case you’re unfamiliar with the term, it’s a cat that acts like a parrot.
“I was trying to think of a name for him. Several ideas flying through my head.” She muses. She better not rename me to something that could go with Charming. Because at that point, I’d have to shit in her bed. 
“I think an idiot, or a waste of space would be better.” I shake my head, mumbling while she glares at me. Charming all the while oblivious to it with his kitten nature. Deciding he’s had enough with Cat, he tries to go up to snuggle me.
“Mommy!” Dear God, no. I was not this kitten’s mother by any means. I should have acted like I never saw him outside. Should have just acted ignorantly because instead of barely sleeping, I’d be in more of a blissful state. “Snuggle me?” His enormous eyes peer at me questionably as Cat tries to hold in her snickers from the couch. Women better watch it; I know where she sleeps. 
I hold up my paw, keeping him at a standstill. The asshole takes it as an invitation, though, as he tries to lick it. Gross. I didn’t need kitten slobber on me with everything they put their mouths on. If it fit in there, he would see it fit to eat and attempt to nom down even when I wasn’t food.
We were both alerted and standing up when there’s a monstrous loud knock on the door. That could only mean one thing, HQ was here.
Cat reluctantly gets up from the couch to answer it. “Oh, if it isn’t my favorite person.” Sarcasm heavy in her tone when seeing Brian standing there. Even so, she lets him in. “What warranted this visit?” She piques an eyebrow.
“I found out from some others that what you told us with the cat wasn’t true. You set him loose in the forest when you were explicitly ordered to alert HQ and let them handle him.” She grimaces as he yells in her face. His breath probably smelled of something ghastly like garlic or onions.
“So he could be tested on?” She yells back. “Or better yet executed?” She wasn’t backing down from the decision that was made that night. “If there was someone else that night, could they not be bothered to extend a hand? I almost perished at the palms of that tiger!” She throws up her arms, pissed as hell at Brian for sending spies on her. He never liked her. Never wanted her to be recruited. If it wasn’t for me, she would be one of the ones they just made disappear. 
“No, we wouldn’t have killed him.” Can he truly be certain? That wasn’t his area of expertise. He was the one who taught the fresh recruits. Giving them misery. “We would have tested his blood so we could have carried out a cure. Now thanks to you, he’s roaming in the woodlands while we could have been working something out. You can’t be so thoughtless! What if this was your cat she tested on?” As if accepting that as an invitation, Charming goes up to him shooting to run up his leg. Unlike Cat, though Brian wasn’t fond of kittens, and snatches him by the collar. “Excuse me, cat.”
“Mommy, he’s hurting me!” Cat rips Charming from his arms. Giving him sweet loving’s.
“Don’t pay attention to that mean man.” She glowers at Brian, peppering kisses on the dumb kitten’s head.
“Sorry.” He excuses, not sounding like he’s sorry at fucking all. He didn’t care that he nearly traumatized a youngin because he was pissed. Also, don’t seem shocked by the words running out of Charming’s mouth, meaning Cat was the only one who could hear him with her catlike abilities. Well, cats saved her life, so it wasn’t shocking by any means.
“This is a warning, Cat. Don’t go against HQ again. And we did some digging in your past, so don’t let those pesky feelings of yours impede the mission. We can’t afford to lose this one.” Her face is saying so many ‘fuck you’s,’ right now it’s not funny. If he wasn’t her boss, she would have told him precisely how she felt about him from the start.
“Alright.” That is all she says instead, holding all the other words at bay. “Was there anything else you felt the need to tell me?”
He takes an envelope from his pocket. “Here is your payment for defending the city from the cat creature. If he escapes the woods though and goes on its inevitable killing spree, those deaths are on your hands.” Lovely. Maybe I could convince Cat to allow me more cat treats with that.
She grabs it out of the envelope, counting the payment, then frowning. “This is less than we agreed on.”
“It’s 20 percent less because you neglected to turn over the cat to us. It’s still more than you make at that joke of a day job.” Hurt crosses her face at that remark. That joke of a day job had a special place in her heart.
“We never agreed that I would bring the animal back. It was purely a recommendation.” She wasn’t about to let this slide. He opens his mouth to say something but ends up gaping like a fish when she continues. “Unless you wish me to call your supervisors about it and see what they have to say about it?” Cat could be mean when she needed to be. She had several occasions in history where others tried to walk all over her—a backbone grew that needed to be there.
“Fine.” He fishes in his pocket, grabbing what is doubtless the rest of the money.
Cat counts it to make sure. “Thanks.”
“There’s a vast value on Susan’s head if you can bring her in.” He gruffly mentions. “You know her; maybe we could work something out.”
Judging by her expression, she’s definitely considering it but uncertain whether to go for it with that spotted history. “If I did, it wouldn’t be with your help.” He shakes his head at her rejection.
“Maori make sure Cat does her job right.” He shifts to me as he’s about to leave the apartment. I just give him a slow blink, telling him to ‘fuck off.’ I don’t do what my human says, so why would I listen to his ass?
“Call me again where there’s another job I can take.” Cat waves bye as he leaves her without a response. Asshole.
“Maybe I should get stuff for Charming before the store closes.” She peers at the clock.
Hello? There was another kitty right here? What about getting me stuff? Was I that easily forgotten? I’m tempted to swing my paws at her ankle; that would give her something to remember me by.
She caresses my head as if sensing my discomfort. “Of course, I would pick up something for you too. After all, I can’t take him to the store with me.” I give her my best face. It would be so nice to have a break from him for a bit. A chance to indulge in some proper sleep?
“Are you sure he can’t go? Or could I go?” A grocery store full of people couldn’t be worse than dealing with him… Or could he go? People liked it when puppies were taken there for the most part.
“Maori, I somehow think you will survive dealing with him for a bit. Besides, I have to get him a box since the carpet is not going to keep being used.” She looks in disdain at it. “Try to get him to cat like you.” Impossible, that wasn't something that could be echoed. 
“Please don’t.” I whisper, but she’s already putting on her shoes and grabbing her purse to go out the door. She picks up Charming, gives him a hug and a kiss goodbye. Then goes to me to do the same, as I wiggle away. “Make certain the kiddo doesn’t get into too much trouble while I’m gone.”
The door comes to a close as she gives one last glimpse at her.
“Maori! Maori! Maori!” Why did Cat have to bring up my name around him? Now I would hear it getting called regularly. It’d probably be better than being called mom, though, right? “What should we do while she’s gone?” He walks beside me, even as I’m attempting to get away from him.
“I’m bored. Please pay attention to me.” He bounces up beside me on the bed after I lay myself down nicely on there. “Can you tell me a story? Or can we wrestle?” He turns on his side, trying to bat me in to play, fighting with him. I didn’t believe that look of innocence for a moment.
I close my eyes, trying to drown the noise out. Maybe, just maybe, he would take the hint.
That would be a no. He gets closer than comfortable to my face. “Are you ignoring me?” He asks, not hurt, just stating the question. “I think we can be grand friends.” He pounces on my back.
“Fucker!” I snarl. I turn things over to me, sitting on him and nipping him behind the ear. “How about we play a game called go the fuck to sleep?”
He grimaces as he tries to wave his paws from under me. Seeking an escape route. “That doesn’t sound fun. I wanna play, run, and pounce. And see what cool human things I can play with!” This was made to be a long hour with Cat being gone. Why couldn’t I have just left with her?




Chapter 8
Cat
I make a time of it looking through the aisles. Getting a cat tree to put together, several toy mice. Feather toys a must, though they wouldn’t last long with Maori as she adored tearing the feathers off one by one. Scratch that, many feather toys, so I wasn’t picking up a new one every few days. Almost like a merciless villain pulling out all your teeth or something of that nature. So basically a dentist, or at least a bad one. Had a terrible, mean one in middle school. Made sure I heard every shitty thing she and her hygienist said...
And, of course, couldn’t neglect the cat treats. I got a sizable bag of Maori’s favorite type, turkey flavored, along with some for Charming to explore with. Not that it matters much since he looks like he’ll try to eat about anything.
I also pick up some groceries while I’m here working to not dwell on how Brian tried to short me. Along with some potential comfort food? Whatever I eat, I could runoff, or at least that’s what I was telling myself. The elliptical that I recently got, not getting as much use as it likely should.
The fucking prick. I wasn’t going to let that fly. I recognized it was illegitimate when he coughed it up at the risk of calling his boss. His boss was the only person he paid any mind to. Brian lived in a world where he was the best, and everybody else was beneath him, some illusion. Hopefully, my determination didn’t bite me in the ass.
And the nerve of him! Insulting my job like that? I loved it there; if I didn’t, I wouldn’t have spent the last decade there. While other people were informing me how I should be out getting a real job, I loved the one I had going through magic cards, pricing things, and looking out for the store’s wellbeing. Getting along with the other employees. They were like family. I was lucky Kent took the chance on the weirdo girl that wandered into his store all those years ago.
I turn my head to the side, seeing the Aqua beauty from earlier still following me around? Or maybe she wasn’t. It seemed curious that every time I turned my head, she was a few feet away. Her eyes flitted aside as soon as she caught onto the fact that I detected her looking at me… Odd.
I don’t know why she would trouble with me. With her huge emerald eyes and porcelain skin. Thin but carefully built. She obviously worked out with how great her ass looked in those leggings. Almost enviable, but I realized mine wasn’t something to ridicule either. 
She had a button nose and inquisitive face. Fuck, I got caught staring. I go back to awkwardly looking at the groceries on the shelf. Kitten food, kitten food, what type of kitten food should I buy? How would I stop Maori from eating kitten food, or which wouldn’t be worse than the others? That… no… I whine as I see a shelf of cat food hitting the floor. The special food diet wasn’t something I needed for him, I think? Hopefully, none of these bags were broken—classic, clumsy Cat.
Trying to push all thoughts of Aqua haired beauty away. Hell, with how good my luck was, she was probably straight. Or better yet, trying to get an unflattering picture of me to mock on the internet. 
“OMG. She’s so ugly.” A skinny, pretty mean girl whispers to her friend. Readily grabbing her phone out.
This was when posting pictures of people and making fun of them was found amusing by other facebookers. I never saw the thrill of tearing others down like that. Some of them are even being medical afflictions because people are just that appalling.
“Put that away!” Her arm candy grabs the phone from her. If he didn’t, I would have taken it and smashed it—lucky her.
“Hey.” She flutters her hand in my face, as I’ve way zoned out by now. “I was trying to ask what type of hair dye you use, then you wonked out there.” She offers me a cute smile, lightly teasing. Why would she waste her time on me? “Do you need help with the bags?” She offers.
I’m just staring at them in a daze. “Splat.” I finally answered feeling dumb, “And no, I think I have them.” There were merely a few left, she shrugs. Splat lasted longer and gave me the type of blue I wanted. Some ridiculed it for the stain effects it had, but it had a nicer smell and wasn’t tested on animals. A bonus! “What do you use?” I ask her, trying to figure out something to talk about. Small talk has never been my forte. Talking was something I could be considered bad at as I lacked proper social skills. Unless I knew you well, then I could talk your ear off for hours.
“Arctic fox. You should try it.” She awkwardly flicks at her hair. “So I take it you have a cat?” She peeks at the bag of cat food that I overlooked that was in my hands. Stupid, stupid me! Could I make myself look any further like an idiot?
Wait, no. I don’t need to tempt the universe even more.
I put it down in the cart. “Two, actually. I have a 5-year-old named Maori that I found in a trash bin when she was a kitten.” Her expression saddens, as it usually does when I tell someone that story. “Found her buried under her five dead siblings, and a dead momma buried further down.”
Her face freezes in shock for a moment, almost looking as if she’ll cry. Why did I start with that story? God, I have no social skills.
“That is so sweet.” She clutches my palm, a glitter of heat going through it. She pulls it away. “And who is the other one?” Eyes interested, surprising not having walked away by this point.
“Charming. Believe it or not, my cat Maori brought him in.” Her eyes expanded in astonishment. “He’s still in his kitten phase; he’s driving her insane.” I giggle, thinking back to their interactions. “Do you have any pets?”
She shakes her head. “Sadly, no. I live in a non-pet complex and can’t really change it there.” She rolls her eyes. Hell, I tried that with cats many times before either coughing up the money for the cat deposit or turning up a place that allowed cats in my budget. Going three years living in a non-pet place with Maori, another story for another day.
“The rent is cheap, and I’m taking a few classes here and there in my free time.” Mid-20’s probably had to support her own schooling. Admirable. I took a few classes here and there and have yet to finish.
“Cool. What are you studying?” I inquire, interested. Likely more interested in this stranger than I should be.
“I wish to teach. Special needs, if possible. I have a soft spot for them.” That reminds me of my brother. He was that way but had a friendly community around him, thankfully. If anybody tried any of the horror stories that I read on the internet of what monsters did to people like him… Well, it would be the last thing they did, plain and simple.
“That’s really cool.” I grin at her.
Attention shoppers, the store is closing in 15 minutes. Make your final selections, then make your way to the checkout section.
“I should grab the rest of the things I need, then get going.” I shift away from her, but she seizes my arm as I resist the urge to hug her or throw it off. 
“I know this is forward, but would you go out with me?” The words stumble awkwardly from her lips in a jumble. Emerald eyes having the deer trapped in the headlight’s expression.
I answer in a heartbeat. “No.” Her face falls. “You’re a genuinely pretty girl, but I’m not really into the dating scene right now.” I don’t know if I ever would be.
She puts on a smile, handing me a piece of stationery with her name and number on it anyhow. “I’m sorry to hear you’ve been hurt. If you change your mind, call me. See you around.” She blows me a kiss. Goodbye. As I can’t help but gawk at her ass as she saunters away. I would be nothing but toxic with my damage.
I got home delighted to see my lover. Waiting in anticipation to see her all day.
Just last night, I proposed to her, and she said yes! I was worried she wouldn’t as we were taking things kind of fast. But she was elated at the question.
Unlocking the door, I grimace as all the lights are out. Did she have a last-minute call? I turn on the living room light, wishing my heart to not be bound to the worst of conclusions. But as I go through the rooms, the tracks of her are gone. Vanished. Like she never existed, except for a note on the fridge.
Cat,
I’m sorry to take off on you the way I did.
I wasn’t lying when I told you I would love to marry you. But marriage isn’t in the cards for me. I have too many things to accomplish to bother with stuff like that. I’m sorry to hurt you.
Love you always,
Susan
P.S. The apartment is still paid off through the end of the year. As long as utilities are paid, you can remain here until then.
Tears stream down my face, smudging the ink on the page as I read through it. Thought we were forever. I thought she was my soul mate. I snag the bottle of rum off the counter, collapsing onto the tiled kitchen floor as I take a swig from it. 
Maori curling up next to me to join. Offering me comfort with her sweet words and loud purrs. 
I’m dragged out of my memory as a store employee approaches me. “Ma’am, are you alright?” 
I nod, willing myself not to cry from memory.
“Well, we’re closing, so now would be the time to check out.” He awkwardly looks around, an inexperienced teen uncertain what to make of the crying situation. 
Yes, closing. Checking out so I could bring the goodies back to the cats I adore so much. See if Maori has taught Charming anything in the meantime. His brain is probably too young to absorb much now, other than the primary impulses.
I must still seem off as the guy asks. “Are you certain you’re alright?” He asks again, presuming it’s the right thing to do.
I wiped away a tear I didn’t realize was falling down my face. “Yeah, just memories. My fiance left the day after I proposed. Packed up all her things and just left. The only thing of hers left was the writing on the note she left me on the fridge.” My voice cracks as he gives me a sympathetic side hug.
I sniffle, drawing myself together. I didn’t need to be making myself look weak in front of others. I didn’t need to be wearing a bright neon sign that said ‘IN NEED OF RESCUING.’ “Sorry about that, sir; I’ll go check out.”
“You don’t need to apologize. We all have our past demons.” I see a look of understanding in his eyes. And if we weren’t strangers, we could have a few shots as we exchanged stories. As friends only, no hanky panky. 
I didn’t know him, though, so I wasn’t about to give him the wrong impression. “Have a good night.” I wave to him. Going to see how much I racked up buying the kitten and Maori things. Hoping to hell I don’t step in another pile of shit on my way in.




Chapter 9
Maori
“Maori! Maori! Maori!” The kid didn’t give up, his voice an annoying ringing as my name keeps being called through the apartment. Surprisingly enough, not alerting the other pets in the building. I’m sure he’d love Snickers, the yappy small neighbor dog. They moved away a couple of months ago, though, thankfully. Those yaps drove me insane, along with every other cat in the complex.
Two words I never wanted to hear again, after all the times he repeated them. “Let’s play!” Maybe Cat could pick up one of those cages to shove him in. Then I could put in some earplugs and sleep without the bugger trying to jump me.
I give him a dead-eye stare, which he seems impervious to—him flinging his small slinky body into mine. I quickly turned him over, so he’s cornered. “Let’s get some things straight. If you’re going to stick around here, there are rules you’re going to go by.” Since I doubt Cat was going to get rid of the ass kisser at this rate. Hell, she went to get stuff at the store for him, practically committed in those first moments.
“Rules?” He stares at me questionably, temporarily stopping the waving of his paws around from underneath me as he processes the word. Not seeming to understand or like the taste of how it sounds.
“There are things you can’t do.” I try to explain it to him. Be the good big sister that Cat wishes I’ll be.
“Can’t?” He tries out the word, a look of befuddlement on his face. “But I want to show  I can do all the things! Like how fast I can go, how…” I zone the words out as he continues on his rant. Yes, how amazing he thinks he is. How simplified the world is for a young kitten. He pauses once he hears a scamper of feet across the floor, eyes growing enormous. “Mouse!” All other topics have sailed off from the brain.
Hector must have made a house visit?
Poor fool...
Charming aims to pounce for him but is just the slightest hair too quick. Hector getting much more of a run than he’s used to. “Maori, do something about this runt.” I’m tempted to just let it proceed, not that I had a resentment against him. He was just a bit overly nasty about the shining confidence from me never catching him.
He flies across the carpet but doesn’t find security across the beds and chairs. Finally, finding a stop up on the window ledge, between the curtains. Charming’s stubby kitten legs not yet adequate to jump that high. “Come on, Maori, go get him!” He seeks to appeal to me, perceiving that my legs were tall enough to get up there.
“Doesn’t look worth it for that little meat.” Hector giving me the ‘what the fuck’ look, used to my witty remarks by now.
“I won’t taste good. Mice taste like a rotten lot.” He struggles to defend himself from Charming. Charming still eyeing him like he’s a vulture, and the mouse is prey. “Can you get him to stop that?” He squeals, voice shrill.
I bat the kitten on the head with my paw.
He pauses to look at it, offended. “What was that for?” Eyes narrowing, as much as they can on the youthful face. This isn’t much since he hasn’t grown large enough to learn the cat looks of great disdain.
I bat a bracelet off the coffee table, and that catches his attention. As he rushes it with its jingling charms around the apartment. It wasn’t like Cat wore it much, anyway. She slipped it on once at the party that she received it, then it kind of just dwelt on the table. As its charms impeded her from doing her other works.
“Sorry, Hector.” I bow to him, apologizing for the idiot’s behavior.
“Since when has he been here?” He narrows his eyes at the kitten as he goes into the bedroom with his new favorite toy.
“Remember the neighbor that you mentioned had a litter of kittens?” He slowly nods. “Well, they moved. And one managed to get left behind.” His mouth is a line of slight sympathy. Not overly much, though, as it meant he had to deal with him now on his home calls. “What brings you around tonight?”
“Your human needs to be careful about that one fellow. He’s seeking to set her up for disaster.” That wasn’t anything new. Trying to short her earlier. He wished her to walk that delicate line to the depths of gone. And with this job, most left before they withdrew didn’t leave on the best of terms. Brian would be damned if he laid a pudgy finger on her.
I felt awful for Cat. Humans at every corner trying to get to her. Susan wanted her to back down. Brian had it out for her guts for some unexplained reason. It was like he knew her and wished to destroy her brick by brick.
“Anything else?” I ask towards him as I hear the door downstairs coming to an open. Cat maybe? It was about time; she was gone closer to two hours than one. She hardly had human friends; what the hell took her?
“I should probably get going before the human decides I need to be dispossessed.” He truly hated humans. He had a human friend once that ended up dumping him soon after. Not being bright enough to learn the tricks in perfect tempo, he was thrust away like an old fish. Cat would never be like that with him, but I knew it would be a losing fight as he takes off.
A few moments later, the door opens, Cat’s arms full to the brim. “Did you guys have fun while I was gone?” Charming being the dipshit, he runs to greet her, his paws under her legs, so she goes stumbling over. Cat toys making unearthly loud cries as they hit the ground.
“I missed you.” He runs up, licking her face. Acting as if he hasn’t seen her in years.
“I missed you too, Charming.” She brushes herself off, coddling him. Then doing the same to me. “Was he good for you, Maori?”
I scoff. “Hardly.” Not sure he was capable of such a task. Give it another six months, or maybe a year.
Him already running off to investigate what she got. She picked up more cat litter, another box, a cat tree, some other smaller toys. “I have a few more things to grab outside, but then I’ll be in for the night.” Her voice has dropped some of its tempo. Causing me to wonder what caused the decline in joy. Usually, anything cat related was by nature a major win. Cats were her happiness.
She’s soon back in the apartment. Charming already struggling to strangle himself with the plastic bag. “Baby, don’t do that.” She picks him up for him to just climb up on her shoulder.
“Why did you leave me alone with him for so long?” I narrow my eyes at her. Her smile fell a bit, verifying that something happened at the grocery store. I brush against her. “What happened?”
She shakes her head. “It’ll sound foolish if I explain it.” Her defenses up.
I purr against her leg, head butting her. I perceived what to do to get her to guard down.
“Some woman pursued me in the store and tried to ask me out. Around that time, I was hit with memories of Susan.”




Chapter 10
Cat
Our song.
Her hand fit perfectly in mine. Snuggling against her was awkward at first, with us both being tall, but once we fit, it was a feeling I would never want to get rid of. 
I gaze into her eyes, getting lost in their deep pools. Wanting this moment to last forever, just sleeping in her arms. 
xxXxx
“Let’s dance.” She holds her hand out towards me. 
We were on an adventure to a roundup bar. I enjoyed watching her dance around, throwing back a few shots, but there was no way she would get me on the floor. “I’m not drunk enough to be doing that.” Square dancing, that just had to be a no.
“Not even for me.” She pouts her full lips, eyes becoming as big as saucers with her puppy dog stare. Who could say no to that?
“Fine.” I roll my eyes, crossing my arms as I fail at looking annoyed at her. “I’m having a few more shots first, though.” I hold up a finger to get the drinks and the alcoholic courage running through my veins.
Shortly after accompanying her on the floor. Often falling out of place because dancing wasn’t at all my forte. That doesn’t deter her from trying to teach me and reveling in our time together.
I loved how she would smile at me like I was her world. How everything else around us would just seem to disappear.
She opened a lot of doors for me. Helped me believe in myself. Helped me realize who I wished to be, so I wasn’t just that depressed little girl anymore. I was a woman with a purpose. With goals. Goals of what she craved from life. Someone who wasn’t as afraid to try new things and reach out of her bubble.
It took a long time to love myself. But once I did, it was like everything else slipped into place. Sure, I would get depressive episodes here and there because that’s just how I was. 
Then once that was all said and done, she left. Leaving me to build myself up all over again. Four years since I saw her, I noticed her name on the report while researching, but I didn’t think it could be the same one in a million years. 




Chapter 11
Cat
“Maybe you should take the chance. That was years ago, Cat. Not everyone’s like that.” Maori told me, snuggled against my side.
I knew that, but it was hard to believe. The initial person that really built me up was the first one that deceived me. Sure, there were some short-lived flings after that, but nothing serious. Couldn’t commit all of myself to someone like that again after that betrayal.
“Any exciting plans for the weekend?” I ask my co-worker Joe. Or golden-haired boy, if you called him the nickname my brother did. The nickname Clark Kent reserved for when Joe wore his glasses. 
He had long, enviable hair that was always great. Maybe my hair would be in healthier condition if I didn’t dye it so frequently. Or put in more time on self-care, instead of every other little thing going on around me. That’ll never happen. Workaholic was one of my main personality traits. If I was a sim, it would be one of my three traits, along with overly caring about the people I love and cat lovers.
“Gaming with some friends.” He responds, going back to whatever he was working on to pass the time. “How about you?” He asks back, being polite. He’s a nice guy.
“Same.” I nod. My job with HQ and the cats probably being the most exciting thing going on in my life. I wasn’t exactly what one would call a social butterfly. Not that new kittens weren’t exciting. Charming was enough to keep anyone on their toes.
“You have a magic list in the email, in case you didn’t know,” Joe informs me; a sigh of relief passes through my lungs. Finally, something to work on other than the endless task of monitoring prices on TCG and trying to discover more cards to list. 
It’s a concise list, though. And two of the three cards I know offhand that we don’t have without checking. Simple, fast, easy to finish work.
The head that roams through the entrance makes me do a double turn. The very same girl I ran into at the grocery store the other day. When she sees me, a smile lights up her face, presenting me with her lovely smile. “I didn’t expect to run into you here.” Though she sounds glad to have spotted me.
“If I didn’t know any better, I would say you were stalking me.” I raise a puzzled eyebrow at her, a tint of teasing in my tone.
“Well, you were in your work uniform there.” She lightly elbows me in the side. Joe moves back to what he was doing, seeing as we knew each other. “In all seriousness, though, I’m new to town, so I had to find a new place to game.” Her eyes dazzled at the collection the store has. It wasn’t the biggest gaming store around, but we packed as much stuff as possible in the space we had.
“Oh?” That catches my interest. Running away from the past? A new fresh start in life? Something I seriously contemplated doing myself at one point because of my history. Instead, I changed my name. Went from Catherine to Cat. It may seem silly, but it was better than I separated myself from that past person. Instead, I only ask. “What’s your choice of poison?”
“Magic.” Hot and a magic player. Just made seeming with my answer seem like even further of a mistake. “And you?”
“Same. With a little D&D on the side.” I shrug.
“What do you play?” Her eyes are distracted by the cat shelf we have. Cat lovers are a thing, as many cat board games existed. Exploding Kittens, Cat Lady, and Calico to identify a few.
“Tabaxi.” She snickers. “What?” 
“It’s just not surprising; we met in the cat aisle in the grocery store.” She points out. “Shit, I never asked you for pictures of your cats.” I excitedly get out my phone, loving every excuse I can use to show off pictures of my beauties. I even managed to get a few of Charming yesterday. The cat tree almost ended up not put together as Charming wanted to offer his help—well, tried to force his aid on me. God... I had to stop the bugger from running off with the smaller bits.
“She’s so chonky.” Her face lights up, seeing Maori humor in her cat-like green eyes. “And he’s so little.” She squeals at the picture of little Charming. It was tempting to bring him in today with how demanding he was being. But he’s a kitten. This is a store that sells magic singles… Somehow I don’t see the two of those getting on well together. Maybe if I put him in one of those cat backpacks? I’m sure people would love his cuteness. And his slightly destructive nature would assuredly bring down card prices, as they wouldn’t be near mint condition anymore.
“You said you get Maori out of a trash can, right?” It’s nice to hear my words being verified from last night. That someone listened. God, she should stop before I actually ended up liking her. 
“Indeed. I was walking home from work one night, I picked up the meowing and went to investigate. The cry was coming from this trash bin outside of someone’s house. It was locked, though, but that wouldn’t keep me out.” Her eyes go wide, and I feel a sense of some type of pride run through me. “So I take a safety box cutter.”
“A safety box cutter cut through that plastic?” She asked me not to believe it, as it sounded doubtful.
“Yes. A safety box cutter. It took several struggles to run it through at first, but I made it work. Almost having the kitten out of the bin before the house lights came on. And this white guy walks towards me. Demanding not to mess with his trash. Nearly grabbing onto me.” She squeals at that part. “But kicked him, then ran away fast enough. Took her to the store. Got lectured by an employee for bringing her in the store, then bitched him out about how I found her.”
“Wow, so you’re some type of hero then.” A mischievous glimmer in her eyes. 
I look away bashfully. Hopefully, my cheeks don’t look as red as they feel at the comment. “I wouldn’t say that. It was just the decent thing to do." She's quiet at that comment for a moment, before speaking again.
“I’m glad I ran into you here, though. Sorry for my behavior last night. I basically asked you out when you didn’t even know my name. Way to make myself seem desperate. Sorry.” She’s never the type of girl who would be misinterpreted as desperate. If anything, she’s the type of girl that so many others would pin for. With that lovely set of curves, perfect smile, she may as well be your cover girl.
“I don’t get why you would choose to settle for someone as lowly as me,” I mutter under my breath, but she seems to hear the words as a frown takes place on those enchanting lips. 
“You’re beautiful. Anyone would be lucky to have you.” I sadly smile as they remind me of words Susan told me long ago. And that turned out so well…
“I’m Cat.” I introduce myself, “And you would be?”
“Raven.” A beautiful name, as well. What secrets could she be hiding that were less then? I chide myself for my nature of always expecting the worst. Old habits are hard to kill off. 
“If it’s not too late to take you up on your offer, I would love to go on a date with you.” The smile lights up her face, as she is eager to say yes. Heaven knows why. 
“Would you be available tonight?” That’s terribly sudden. She over-reads my look of concern. “Is that too soon?” Should I leave Charming alone in the apartment that soon, he was basically a kid?
I shake my head; I should take the chance that’s presented to me. “Tonight can work. How about you meet up with me at my place at seven?” I jot down the address. Knowing I get off at four would allow me to get ready and spend time with the cats before I took off.
She runs up to me, kissing my cheek, as I feel my knees weaken. If I wasn’t on shift, I would have kissed her back. I feel my lower abdomen heat of excitement at all the distinct possibilities. Things I shouldn’t act on tonight as that was far too soon.
The rest of the workday goes in a dull blur. I nearly burn myself with coffee as I’m distracted by thoughts of those crazy Aqua curls. Those emerald eyes burned right through me. Clawed nails that I bet would feel wonderful on my body. Having been so long since I’ve been with another. My head in a blissful state of excitement to a long warranted date.




Chapter 12
Cat
"About fucking time." Maori give me the vote of confidence she plainly sees in me. "How come it only happens after the runt gets here?" She grumbles under her breath, giving me the side-eye. Yet I'm pretty certain she wished me to hear that. Wanted me to hear it and feel bad. Wanted me to feel bad about her getting stuck with babysitting duty.
"Are you sure you don't want me to stay?" I twist away from my reflection in the mirror. "I could call it off if I need to." Raven seemed like a nice, pretty girl, and I didn't want to call it off. But I could... Pets first. I give her a scratch behind the ears as she purrs in acceptance.
"No, you need this." Maori nods, throwing me the okay from her spot on the bed as she delicately licks her paw.
"Don't leave me all night!" Charming has other plans since he's the baby in tow. He seeks to hop up my fishnet tights. I was going braless with a light green, violet, and blue light top that clung to my tits. And had a cut up the back. If I leaned down far enough, my tits would be in sight for anybody to see. Jeans shorts. And combat kick-ass boots. My makeup is done, so I have cat eyes and hair in playful pigtails for the night. Finishing the look with some blue lipstick that would go wonderfully with my hair. "Mommy!" He utters, not craving to be left, clinging onto the fishnets for dear life.
I picked him up and provided him comfort. "I won't be gone all night." He rubs his face against mine, accepting the affection. 
"I love you so much, though." Whines ringing through. "Don't go." He pleads.
"For christ's sake," Maori mutters under her breath at Charming's behavior, but he seems oblivious to it. She would never throw herself like that, never seem so overly needy. Yet to my pleasure, she greets me at the door when I get home. Her voice was always heard from the apartment when I arrived home from whatever excursion I had at the moment.
As if on cue, there's a knock on the door. I open it to look at Raven, looking stunning in a short, low cut yellow sundress. Seeming to get the memo as she wore fishnets with hers as well. Finishing off the look with some fucking sexy as hell heeled boots. "Are these the cats?" She picks up Charming as he advances towards her. Maori biting back the urge to say a sarcastic filled comment. Fuck, if I ever was robbed, I would be screwed if Charming answered the door. He would plunge into their arms instead of alarming me they were there. Or if I was gone, he may just decide to take leave with them.
Great...
"You look beautiful," I tell her, the yellow dress clinging to her curves perfectly. Her nipples ever so slightly stick out; as I tear my eyes away from the detail to not be noticed gawking. Didn't want to come across as some sort of creep.
She grabs hold of my waist, causing me an intake of breath at the contact—her hand setting fire through my veins. "You look ravishing. If we weren't set to go out, I would take you right here." The words send chills down my spine, revving my motor all the way up. And I was worried about being too direct...
"Let's go." She clutches my hand, ready to go, but I pull back.
"Just a minute." I give Charming kisses on his head. Telling Maori to not be so mean to him. "Don't kill him while I'm gone." I tap her nose as she looks at me indignantly. Like, who the fuck are you to tell me what to do?
"Don't bring her home too early," Maori notes to Raven. "She needs this more than you can know." She gives me a look of pity—way to make it seem like I'm scraping the bottom of the barrel Maori. Thanks. 
I shot Maori a glare. She didn't need to make comments about my personal life to some complete newcomer.
"I'm surprised someone didn't snatch her up sooner." Raven's eyes go extra wide at the realization, as she wonders if she's just lost a few screws, or my cat actually said human words to her. As we were the only two humans around. Giving up on roommates a while back, as I appreciated my workspace; I lived alone. "Did you? -"She holds her finger to Maori's face, who stares at it in disdain.
She bats the finger away. "Don't do that, human." No mercy in her voice. Eyes turned to daggers. She sniffs at her hand, her face not giving away what she thinks of it. "Let the cat approach you first before getting all grabby with them." Oh god, Maori… "I don't know where your hands have been." She adds when I think it couldn't get worse.
"She's an extraordinary cat," I explain, the look of amazement still on her face. "So yes, she can talk; you're not crazy. Sorry for her rudeness." I apologize for my cat's unfiltered tongue, giving Maori a look that she blatantly ignores.
"That is something." She comments, not really sure what to say about the incredibleness of that. "Interesting." She tries to eye Maori like some specimen, but she runs off, not appreciating such treatment. Can't blame her.
"Sorry, she does that." I shrug. She was eager to greet me but couldn't say the same about others. Back when Susan and I lived together, the two would sing in the bathroom when Susan would shower. Maori knew how to keep a pitch, from what I heard.
"You can check me out." Charming jumps right up in her face, not really giving her an option. Clearly, his human words are not registering to her ears as she snuggles him.
"Aren't you a little cutie?" She coddles him as he relishes in it. He was a good little lap kitty.
"Why can't you guys just stick around here?" Charming whines at me. "Or I could go with you?" He suggests. "Or Maori and I could go with so I can be around all the ones I love!" He seems quite proud of his idea, but it doesn't seem ideal wherever we go.
"You'll get to hang out with Maori while I'm gone, silly butt. Try not to drive her too crazy." An impossible task, considering their conflicting personalities. I kiss Charming on his head. Him rubbing against my face in response. 
"We should get going soon." Raven glances at the time in my microwave. For once in my life, the microwave's time is right on target. Usually, it was wrong, or just not set in general. Unless you considered 0:00 to be the time it was all day. 
"What's the plan?" I ask her, interest piqued. What did this pretty minx have in mind? I study her face, trying to figure her out, but she doesn't give much away.
"I was thinking of a drive-in." The place for an outdoor fuck, if you could discover the perfect parking. Fucking where you could get caught was always a little more fun. I didn't realize they even did those anymore.
"Movie?" Not that it mattered as much, but curiosity.
She shrugs. "Some action-packed adventure." As if that's not what's on her mind for it. As she grabs my ass, she makes a point of that. She already seemed so damned near perfect.




Chapter 13
Maori
Knock. Knock. Knock. Normal human-sounding knocks. Who the fuck would visit Cat, though? The number of visitors I got made me seem more of a social butterfly than she would ever be. And that was just with Hector…
Knock. Knock. Knock. Their louder this time. More like a police officer knock from getting phoned in.
“Who is it?” Charming runs up to the door, dismayed that he can’t reach the knob to let the fucker in. 
Fucking idiot.
“Looks like the woman is gone.” A man says to his companion. “Let’s go in.” He had a gruff, offsetting voice. I didn’t trust it one bit.
“Charming hide!” I yell towards him as they intend to bash the door down. I run away, clutching him by the neck to bring him out of harm’s way.
“That hurts!” He whimpers, mewing as I yank him to the closet in the living room. There were blankets to shelter under there. If needed, we could jump up the hatch to the attic.
A dark figure comes into the apartment.
Two burly men. With eyes one couldn’t trust as they started tearing through things in the apartment—pillows, books, everything of meaning thrown, going through the place like a goddamn bulldozer. 
I keep my clutch on Charming’s neck, as he’s dying to run and greet them. Dying to join in on the ‘fun’ that they are having. Wanting more humans to fawn all over him, not seeming to think they would treat him with a bit of harm.
“Mao-,” I thrust a paw in his mouth so he can’t utter another word. He tries to bite, taste it like it’s a piece of food. Damn kittens...
The dominant figure walks to the closet before shifting away, seeming to stride towards the bedroom. “The tuxedo has to be around here somewhere.” Words send chills down my spine. Tuxedo... I’ve heard Cat use that term enough to suspect he’s talking about me.
“Maori, he wants to see you.” Charming struggles against my grasp. The stupid boy looked a bit jealous of the fact. “Let’s say hi.” They wanted to take me to Susan, to become Tiger 2.0.
“I think I heard them this way.” The footsteps get closer, at the same time Charming struggling out of my restraint.
“Hi, I love you!” He runs up to them. The guy roughly seized him by the neck. Fuck!
“I don’t think this is the one she asked for.” He holds Charming like he’s eyeing some specimen. “Seems too young, and there’s not really anything special about him.”
“What do you mean I’m not special?” He waves his paws uselessly in the air. “Mommy thinks I am.” He lays his paw on the man’s face, who swipes it away to Charming’s despair. 
“The tuxedo was warned to be craftier.” His companion notes. “Hence the syringe.” He pulls out a vial that has me looking up towards the attic and planning my route up there. Could I just leave the defenseless kitten on his own? If Susan didn’t want him, maybe she’d set him free… No, that was a fool’s dream.
“Stop! You’re hurting me!” Charming flings his paws around. This encounter did not go the way he was expecting it to.
“Should we just take this bugger instead? A cat is a cat.” The bugger holding Charming grunts, seeing us as the same. God, that was insulting as could be…I was nothing like that runt.
“Maori, please help me!” God damn. Do I just stay protected in the dark, keeping myself safe, or play knight in shining armor? “Maori, I’m scared!” That secures the deal for me, though I couldn’t completely explain why I felt such protection over him.
If Susan got ahold of Charming, she’d probably send him back dead as a warning.
“Get the fuck off of him!” I swipe the ankles of the guy holding him, causing him to come toppling down at my razor-sharp claws. “Hide, kid!” I yell at his confusion, yet it doesn’t appear to click.
“Why this is fun?” Damn fool!
“She’s definitely the one we’re looking for.” The guy in charge comments., not surprised at the words coming out of my mouth. Susan must have told him that fine detail. Talking cats are hard to come by for most people. 
“Fatter than I thought she’d be.” Asshole. “Will she even be of any use? Maybe we’d be better off taking the kitten.”
“There’s nothing wrong with my figure!” A set of lines appears on the guy’s ankle, deeper than a normal cat. He’s by far lucky it was only that, I would do more damage for lesser words. “At least I don’t have to cover up all my mirrors in fear of my own reflection!” A bald man, with the face of a square. 
“She’s snarky too.” The lackey comments pissed about the comment. 
The guy I swiped at is getting back at Charming as he surrendered himself down in the line of fire. “What about me? Am I pretty?” Oh my fucking god. They are trying to abduct me, and that’s the first worry running through his mind? How many fucking times was he dropped as a kitten?
“Get the fuck off him!” If my plan was just followed to par, I would have been able to save us both. I jump in his way.
“Good.” He picks me up as I claw at his face. “You were the one we were looking to score anyhow. Not the pipsqueak.” I knew I should have never brought him here. Wish I had some way of notifying Cat that Raven wasn’t the woman she appeared to be. I should have never pressured her towards her. Who knew she’d listen after all the rejections she gave over the years?
“Maori, don’t go!” Charming yells after me, to just get jolted by the beast who was carrying me. I bit his arm in response; no one was supposed to bully the munchkin except me.
“You fucking bitch! I fucking hate cats!” He sticks the syringe in my neck rougher than he likely needed to from earlier comments. The rest of the world is fading away—ugly bastard.




Chapter 14
Cat
“This is so romantic, isn’t it?” She purrs. The moon highlights her features, making her look even more lovely if possible. We’re sitting in a somewhat secluded spot in the drive-in. Everyone else is paying attention to the movie or each other instead of us two lesbians here intoxicated by each other. I feel my body slightly tremor, as it will when I’m nervous, cold, or anything along those lines.
Her perfect lips are alluringly eating a twizzler. Tugging at it as I struggle not to stare.
“Mhm.” I’m not really watching the movie, my eyes flitting back to her every few moments. Her voluptuous figure. Too shy to make the first move.
“You okay?” She asks as she can see my hand noticeably shaking. The tremors weren’t anything serious, as my doctor told me. It could be inconvenient at times when something would slip through my digits.
“I’m fine.” My voice is thankfully steady. “Tremors.”
She frowns. “Give me a minute; you must be cold. My eyes nearly fall out of my head as I see her bend over to grab a blanket. The skirt was just a bit too short to cover all of her ass, so I could see some peeking out. I nervously look out the window to distract myself from that tasty view. I was bad at this dating thing. Too nervous, never knew the right thing to say. People would leave when they got what they wanted because I was a boring date.
“Are you sure you’re okay?” She asks, returning with the blanket. It’s cute with kittens all over it. 
I nod.
Her fingers send fire through my veins as she drapes it around the two of us. Her body heat alarmingly close as she strokes my arm and snuggles me. Offering comfort. “Sorry if this is too much.”
“It’s fine.” I nodded, wincing at how nervous that sounded as I snuggle into her shoulder, hiding my face. Not trusting my tongue to say more at the moment, overthinking any words that could stream out.
We watch the movie until she breaks the silence. “Why, though?” She pouts, seeing the prince charming, saving the woman once again. “She could have gotten out of that herself; didn’t need his help.” I wasn’t sure if I imagined it or if there was some slight bitterness in her eyes at that remark. It could be either, as I knew almost nothing about her. Other than that, she found my cat’s cute and maybe played magic? Maybe I could get to know her better.
“Why not a guy save a guy? Or a woman saving another woman? Or the girl saving the guy’s life?” I offer, earning a grin from her. The tense mood vanished as quickly as it came.
“I’d let you rescue me any time Kitty Kat.” She gives me a wink, my panties feeling the slightest bit wet at just that movement. I was worse than a horny high schoolboy.
“What if I’m the one who needs to be saved?” I whisper in her ear, causing her to shiver.
“I’m sure I could work things out.” She murmurs, peering deep into my eyes.
I feel myself subconsciously leaning closer until we’re nearly connected, earlier anxieties put on hold. Asking her with my eyes if I can kiss her. She nods, and I close the distance. It’s a wet, passionate, magical kiss. Making me feel like a million fireworks are going off in my head.
I roughly grab at her hair, drawing her body closer to mine. Dragging my other hand down her back as she moans at the sensation. I pull away for a moment.
“Why did you stop?” She’s breathless from the effect that it had on her.
“Getting to that,” I reassure her, letting her know this isn’t the end of our fun. “If you need me to stop at any point, just tap my shoulder two times.” I knew I could be a little on the rougher side and didn’t wish to make things wildly awkward if she didn’t enjoy it.
“I’m not worried about it.” She takes me by surprise, climbing in my lap, the heat immediately rising through my body. With how short her dress is and how she’s sitting, it’s distractingly clear she went commando. Her kiss took mine with their own desire. It’s magical. “I’ve been craving to do this since I first laid eyes on you in the grocery store.” I know what she meant. It took everything in me to not just take her then.
I kiss back more fiercely. Indicating towards her, we should move to the back. Have a little more space to stretch out. Allow each other to explore each other’s bodies more freely.
She complies but is now the one underneath. I have her arms caged above her head with one hand. The other exploring underneath that dress of hers. The perky little nipples that were teasing me since she walked through my door tonight.
“Cat.” She moans.
I move my hand away from her, sliding the dandelion yellow dress up her body. Oh, my. Naughty girl shaves. I didn’t think it was feasible to be any more turned on by the beauty.
Her breasts are perfect perky C’s. I take one of her nipples in my mouth, sucking on it. Loving the moans she makes. She was perfect. Doing the same to the other, getting a little rougher as she encourages it. Biting them and pulling away so she can feel the pleasure.
Kissing my way down her pretty body until I’m to that fishnet-clad cunt. Instead of being delicate and sliding them down, I tear a minuscule hole. 
“You bitch!” She moans as I put a few fingers up her but doesn’t sound really all that upset. Already so wet. I put my lips to her sweet entrance, and the taste is nothing like I ever had. So tangy and sweet. Pure bliss. My fingers are pumping in and out as I lick her clit. The other hand grabbed her by the waist so she couldn’t escape. “Cat, I’m about to cum!” She screams, the sound of her sweet release sweeter than anything else I’ve ever heard.




Chapter 15
Maori
I re-awaken in a way to the brightly lit room. The lights make it hard to see anything. Or maybe that was the effect of whatever was in those needles that those assholes gave me. Detesting this, I feel so powerless. I loathed being weak.
“I wouldn’t have done this to her if she would have just let my original experiment be.” Susan’s voice is like nails on a chalkboard. I’ve never liked it, never saw the appeal. She was closer than I ever wanted her to be, a blurred body a few feet away.
“Lady, if you’re looking for sympathy, that’s not something you’re going to get from me.” I narrow my eyes at her, but I see a gleam of white across her face. Being able to make out somewhat of a smile. Her hovering.
“You were ideal from the start, though.” I flinch as another liquid of some sort is shot in me. My limbs feel like they’re tingling, then shoot pain as they demand to grow. Feeling like they’re being ripped apart as they grow ten times their natural range. “You talk, so very special for a cat. You and I can be something together, Maori.” 




Chapter 16
Cat
“I had an amazing time with you.” I look into Raven’s indigo eyes. They reflect the night that the inner part looks a particular shade of green. Beautiful.
Tonight was wonderful. The best that I had in a long time. Stuff was awkward at first, then we took things fast as I made her cum in the car. Repeatedly. Paying more attention to her needs than my own before she curled into my arms. Figuring once we went upstairs, we could finish things off.
We were kissing and touching each other on the way up the stairs to my building. Only momentarily ceasing to take a breath. Not that it lasted long. Once we get to the outside door, I trap her against it. Kissing her long and hard. Peppering kisses all over her neck and breasts as she writhes in desire. I loved how she would get on from just the slightest touch.
She giggles. “We should get up there unless you plan to defile me out here.” That was an idea.
The keys are in my hand, and she moves back to full-on, kissing me. Having me pinned against the door of my townhouse basement. Charming recognizing the intrusion as he meows up a storm from in there. “We should possibly get in there,” I utter. Using all my self-control to not take her right here and now.
“Are you sure you don’t wish to go back to my place?” Hey, eyes look coyly at mine, offering another suggestion. It’s not that I didn’t want to. But after a workday, the two cats have been left alone long enough. She didn’t have pets, and Charming was meowing like there was a fire going on.
“Are you saying you want to save this-” I’m cut off by Charming’s next words.
“Mommy, Maori is missing.” He cries, walking out with what looks to be a slight limp. What the fuck happened? And why the hell was he just roaming the halls? What arose in the time I was gone?
Susan! She wouldn’t have delved that low, would she?
I notice the door of my apartment smashed down, and that only confirms my suspicions. I pick Charming up in my arms in a way that won’t impair his injuries. “Is that okay, baby?” He nods. “Jesus Christ!” How the fuck was I going to explain this to the rental company? There goes my security deposit. 
“What’s amiss?” Try to remain calm during it so I can get the full picture. “What happened to your leg?” Would I have to be making a late-night vet visit? They didn’t get into it? Where the fuck did Maori go? She would typically make some snarky, smart ass comment by now.
Fuck staying calm. My mind was in full-blown overdrive.
“That scary man came by and tried to take me, but Maori got in the way, letting me flee. So he grabbed her instead.” He cries, missing his sister. “He was scary, tried to lure me in, but Maori stepped in the way. I sought to stop him, then he booted me to the side.”
Date night. My cat consequently went missing the same night. This couldn’t be a coincidence. My eyes bounce back to Raven’s, her face immediately giving her away. No wonder she didn’t want to take off from the drive-in early. Insisting that we remain for the rest of the flick that we scarcely caught any of. Trying to get me to go to her apartment for the night... I should have been more pressed on getting out of there.
I twist my fist in Raven’s long aqua locks, pulling firmly, this time for interrogation instead of pleasure. “Where the hell are they?” Her eyes are fearful. She didn’t actually like me; she was just the diversion to get me out of the way for the time being. I hate humans. I can’t believe I actually let myself feel for her tonight. That I let myself get all worked up over nothing...
If I didn’t go out, Maori wouldn’t have been taken. I was a terrible human to my cat.
“I didn’t think he would actually try to take the kitten.” That was all she could say? What so Maori mean squat to her? The cat that permitted her presence was now paying the price. 
I tug together on her hair, not having the patience for these little mind games. “Where the hell did they take her?” Voice harsh. Demanding the answer.
“There’s a warehouse a few miles away from here.” Her voice breaks. “Careful, you’ll rip out my extensions.” She whines. That was the least of my worries. I was tempted to pull them out just to be spiteful.
“Drive me there,” I demand her, preferring to be back where my cat is. Wanting her back home with me. Wanting nothing else to do with Raven, or whatever the fuck her name is. Who knew if she was even sincere about that since everything else was a lie.
“It’s probably too late now.” She excuses, coughing. I weaken my grip temporarily, not wishing to suffocate her before I get my cat back. That could wait. “Maori probably won’t even recognize you by now.”
That couldn’t be possible; we’ve been a part of each other’s lives for so long now. She couldn’t just forget me.
“It won’t be her fault if she has with the drugs Susan has provided her.” Great. Just fucking perfect. Why not tell me some other good news while she was at it?
“I don’t give a fuck. Did I stutter? I said, drive me there.” She nods, quivering. “Charming, you behave while I’m gone.”
“You mean I’m not coming with?” He sounds confused about the concept. “I want to see that, my sisters, okay.” If she was being tested on, she assuredly wasn’t okay. I didn’t need one of her usual annoyances at Charming to lead to her killing him. I couldn’t possibly lose them both in one night.
“Charming, you shouldn’t.” He bows his head down, disappointed. “Now get us in that car.” I urge her. 
She nods, sniffling—the trek down to the car done in silence.
The ride was made in silence as well. When we park outside the building, I turn towards Raven. “Did you realize this is what she was going to do?” I ask her, hoping the answer is no. But still not being able to justify it either way. 
“She paid me to take you out, distract you. The pay was nice enough to not ask questions.” She avoids my blazing glare, eyes cast to the side. Hardly feeling any shame from the masquerade.
“Why did you need the money so damned bad? Money was more important than an animal’s life?” Her expression says it all. Yes, it was.
“Do you even need to ask that with this economy?” I turn my head aside to avoid striking her across the cheek. I didn’t need to be turning into my stepmother over this aqua haired bimbo. “You must know as you work for HQ, along with your game store job.” She tries to defend herself. I wouldn’t put someone else’s life on the line just so I could get a leg up.
“Just shut up. You’ve said more than enough.” If I wasn’t dealing with whatever peril Maori was in, I would have asked more about how she knew about HQ, but that could be a later concern. Maybe she was just fucking everybody over; it wouldn’t be a complete shock.
So I couldn’t find a date unless someone was bribed to. Great. Maybe Susan was right in suggesting I was ugly. I sneer at my reflection in the car mirror. I couldn’t be fretting over such vain little things right now. 
“I’m ready.” I practically jumped out of my seat as Charming jumped on my shoulder. I wasn’t expecting to see him there.
“Holy fuck!” He digs his claws in, so he’s not thrown off course.
“What the hell are you doing here?” I feel him slightly wince at my tone of voice. Serving him right, I instructed him to remain upstairs. Kittens don’t listen to anything, though.
“I said I wanted to make sure she was okay, so I slipped out.” Clearly, someone has been taking far too much advice from Maori if that was his plan of action. 
“If it makes any actual difference, I really do like you, Cat. I think I could grow to love you.” She looks at me, ashamed of her actions and shy. “It doesn’t matter why I was-” I cut her off right there, not needing to hear any other bullshit spewing from her lips. 
“Because of you, my cat might not be alive in there. Maori might not even be herself anymore. Because you blindly took some money from a pretty lady offering what you hoped was a simple job. I don’t want to see your face again.” The words sting her. 
“But Cat…” I don’t bother giving it an answer as I move nonstop to the warehouse. 
“Don’t you think you were a bit harsh?” Charming asks. But the words are lost on my ears as we make our way in. I look in horror seeing Susan’s lifeless body dangling from Maori’s canines. Well, most of it anyhow...there were a few fingers strewn about the floor in chunks and pieces. Almost like that was the tastier part of the body. Her head a few feet away, having been torn off like a barbie. Throwing her around like she’s a damned rag doll.
I’m not sure whether to be proud or disturbed. Maori defended herself not being used as a toy soldier of sorts; on the other hand, Susan looked like she was the meaty part of the stew by how her body was torn into torn size chunks.
There’s a table to the other side of the room with vials and stuff. I decided to investigate that. Maybe Susan had a backup plan? She rarely went for being the impulsive one, always having thought matters through. Unless she was desperate enough… This likely wasn’t the last I would see of her.
I glance back to Maori, but she’s too busy throwing around the body to give a fuck to what I’m doing. 
“Baby…” I tentatively go up to her, like she’s a wild animal. Though the word is quite fitting for her right now. I hold out my hand inches away from her nose, hoping she’ll sniff at it. Worse comes to worst, I would be a second torn up, Susan.
She growls at me, her breath knocking me back a few feet.
“That was fun!” Charming jumps up in response. Latching his paws on Maori’s leg before I can hold him back. The damned kitten. She seeks to bite at him, but he rushes upon her back. Like her twelve-foot body was to be used for his own amusement.
She hisses.
“Mommy and I are here to bring you back home.” Her canines practically wrap themselves around his body, but I grab him away in the knick of time. Him being the wiggly kitten he is, though, runs towards the table of chemicals. My heart nearly stops as he bounces up on the table, and Maori slams straight into it. 
“Again!” Charming yells from the other corner of the room, seeing it as some elaborate fun game. I pick up his foolish self, so he doesn’t ingest any of the substances himself. “But I wanna play!”
“Sh, baby.” I run my finger down his nose to calm him down, so he’s lightly napping in my arms. Because then I could check Maori out and discover what was going on. She’s out like a light, or so I think. “Maori.” I lightly nudge her body. Hoping like hell, she didn’t die with whatever chemicals spilled on her.
“Maori.” I rushed over towards her, trying to make my voice heard in whatever haze she’s in.
She grunts. “Cat.” Her eyes staring at me. Much bigger than they used to be, but they just look miserable instead of manic rage in despair. She stumbles away from the table by a few feet, then drops her face into her paws. “What the hell happened? Why does my head hurt so much?” Her eyes close before opening again. “Why the fuck are you so small?” Her eyes squint at me like she’s having migraines. 
It’s like the drugs’ effect erased any memory she had of what happened while she was on them. She peers around her, looking at pieces of Susan all around. “Who did that?” Frowning at her notion that she did this.
“Maori.” I go up to her, and she head-butts me. Nearly making me stumble over, but I hold my ground. Charming, waking up climbing on her head. 
“And the kid is so tiny. He was tiny before, but now he’s like an ant compared to me.” That wasn’t a lie as he now stood smaller than her paw: one good whack and bye-bye Charming. I push the thought from my head. She wouldn’t do that.
“Maori, there are some things we need to talk about.” 
“Put your hands in the air!” The voice comes out from the background. I recognize that voice. Brian was bringing them here to take Maori. Over my dead fucking body! On the other end, Raven, pointing towards an exit.
“Cat, I’m sorry, please follow me.” She reaches out her hand. What other shit did she manage to wrap herself in?
God damn it, I didn’t want to. “Come on, Maori,” I tell her anyway, though that was the best option. She could theoretically kill all the HQ on the other side of that door, but she wouldn’t be alive long after that.
She attempts to get up.
“Please, Maori, get a move on for me,” I beg her. “We can’t have them catching up with us.” She gives me a bitchy glare but has me climb atop her back so we can chase after the area that Raven is pointing towards. I hold Charming to my chest so he doesn’t take the liberty upon himself to run off. He’s surprisingly quiet through the whole ordeal.
The path she leads us to is another way to the woods, but she steps to the side before we get in. Leaving us taking off deep within the safety of those depths. “Hopefully, I’ll see you again, Cat. I’ll cover for you as long as I can.”
She shouldn’t assume that this act of kindness would make up for everything that happened. I bite my tongue from saying anything, though, as I didn’t want her to alert them. What was she, a double-crosser with Susan as well? Did she work for HQ? Was she part of Brian’s proposal to take me the hell down?
Those thoughts were erased from my mind as we made our way further in the woods. Holding Charming tighter than ever as the eyes of the tested on bats stare at us, making our way. Maori continues on, growling at any that dare to glance our way. Them taking that warning to heart. We continue until we’re at a cave. In the cave is the tiger kitty we saw a few days ago.
“Hi!” Charming greets him, always delighted to have new company. His voice sounds muffled, though, as if something was in his mouth. He reacts well to him as they rub against each other.
I picked him up. “Charming, what the fuck is in your mouth?” God, did I even want to know where we just were?
He seeks to hide it away from me, but I manage to get a hold of him. Regretting it as soon as I take it, steal it from his mouth. It was a chunk of what could presumably be one of Susan’s fingers. 
Gross. 
“I figured it would have to taste good since Maori was enjoying it.” He says as if it were obvious, leaving me with no words to say. No proper response to that. I pocket it anyway, so his stupid ass but can’t chow down on more flesh. The spot nearly burned in my pocket. I couldn’t wait to be rid of it.
If there were anything in my stomach, it would be purged by now.
“Didn’t think I’d see you again.” Maori looks at him as the two share a knowing look. “Is it alright if my human and brother stay here with me tonight?” He nods as if it’s more than okay. Going up to Maori before she wanders off.
“Stop.” His voice is softer than I would have imagined it from that interaction days ago. “You’re injured and need to be healed.”
Maori narrowing his eyes at him but neglectfully going for it as it was needed. She hated to have to be the one to be fixed.
“It’s okay,” I tell her. “He’s not going to hurt you.” There was no way to fully convey that. No way to know if I’d survive the night in this place that campers wouldn’t walk out of. But for now, I snuggle against Maori, without a worry of what tomorrow would bring.




Chapter 17
Cat
Susan...
I blink my eye to see Susan back to her normal form before Maori tore her to shreds. This had to be some sort of dream or an alternate reality of some sort.
Susan smiles at me. “This is a dream, Cat.” Her anger lines were gone. 
“What are you doing here?” I step away from her, feeling conflicted. Sure, I loved her, but she was the reason Maori was in her current position. 
No apology, just staring at me. “Please dance with me. I don’t know how much longer we have together.”
I reluctantly step up to her, knowing she’s right. Might as well end things on a good note. Enjoy a few moments of ignorant bliss...
She twirls me around in her arms. “Yes.” Holding her hands on my waist. “It won’t be an easy task, though.”
“Will you tell me?” I lean up to her, mere centimeters away from her lips. How easy it would be to just capture them one more time. 
“Yes.” She nods. “If you go to my apartment, there are the recipes for my experiments in the fridge.” Not exactly sounding like what I need. “The one on the red card will be the elements of the enlargement formula. With that, you should be able to find something to reverse it.” That was less than hopeful; she knew I wasn’t a scientist. 
“How am I supposed to figure that out?” I accept the turn to spin her around, slightly smiling at the picture despite the conversation. I shouldn’t smile; she just looked so beautiful. And this reminded me of past times for a moment.
“You’re in the woods, aren’t you?” She asks as if it were clear. “Many of my enlarged creatures are here. Just take one of them with the formula to HQ, and their leading scientists can figure it out.” I’m not confident they would let me back there after what transpired. 
“They won’t let me back there.”
“They will work with that info. If you need a sure-fire way to become accepted, note that Raven was working for me as well.” I grimace, knowing I couldn’t screw her over like that. Sure, she made it possible that I would be gone from the apartment so they could steal her. But she also made it possible to slip away with Maori.”
“Cat.” She kisses me tenderly; I accept it kissing her back. Magic. Knowing this is the last chance I’ll ever have to do that. Slightly hating myself for doing so with all the past damage, this is there. 
Maori would be so disappointed in me right now. 
...Well, some things were better off kept secret.
She draws away, still gripping my hands. And I’m reminded how perfectly our hands fit together. Mine is smaller and more thimble, while hers easily envelopes mine. “Can you promise me something?” Her voice cracks.
I lean my head against hers not sure what she’s about to propose. “Can we sit for a few and snuggle?”
She nods. “Sure.” We go to sit on a broken-down tree trunk—the image of the wooded area in my mind, without all the creatures within it.
“I need you to promise you’ll allow yourself to fall in love again.” My heart halts at those words.
“I don’t know if I can allow myself to do that again.” I opened myself up completely to her, for her to take off without a word one day.
“Cat, you’re an amazing person. I should have never left you the way I did.” A tear slips down her face, displaying her past regrets. It’s almost like her; she was in this mental picture was the one before she became corrupted.
“Why did you then?” When I ask, a tear or two falls. “I was ready to marry you.” Life would be so much different now if she wouldn’t have taken off. I wouldn’t be with HQ, most likely. We would have our little family of us, our cats, and maybe an adopted child at some point—our little utopia.
“I got the chance from someone to get vengeance for my parent’s deaths. So I took it. I worked out the tools, so I could depose of him.”
Revenge. The venom that could wipe out everything.
“But I never got to that point.” Her expression was sad at the sheer thought of it.
“Who?” I question.
“I don’t wish to spend our last few moments conversing, talking about that. There are my journals if you want to read more. Please don’t take it on yourself, though.” Easier said than done. Part of me wanted to avenge my greatest love I’ve ever had, while the other part felt it wasn’t my fight. And that I had a shit ton of stuff to take care of for myself.
“Please, Cat, allow yourself to love again.” She peers around worriedly. “Our time is coming to a close soon. I’m so sorry we didn’t have our little life together that we dreamed of. Sorry I fucked that up.” She bows her head, regret showing. “If I knew what I know now, I would have never given that up.”
“I don’t want to move on. I want-” It’s too late, though, as she fades away.
“One more thing, please don’t go for Raven. She has too many issues of her own for her to be what you want.” The words whispered as she vanished. “I love you.”
“I love you, Susan.” I cry out. Begging for another moment or two, but the universe wouldn’t allow it. Fuck this damn universe! It wasn’t fair!
I awaken, tears in my eyes, and the setting is a beauty to be seen. Susan’s work really goes further than one would have imagined. It’s like this forest was one out of a fairy tale. The sky somehow a light blue, then violet, then indigo as you look further down. Birds flying around were once your normal cardinals and pigeons, but now the size of Maori when she was just a normal house cat. Incredible.
I take out my phone to see if I can snap a picture, but the battery is expected. Dead.
Speaking of Maori, I was leaning against her now. Just enjoying the breeze. There was Maori, Tiger, and… I jumped up. Where the fuck was Charming? God damn it, he should have stayed in the apartment. This place was nowhere near safe enough for an inquisitive kitten to roam.
“Cat, why are we getting up so early?” Maori groans. Especially since we had such a late night last night.
“Charming’s missing.” Those words have her on high alert. And despite her issues with him, I knew she cared. If she didn’t, she wouldn’t be in this position now.
“Let’s fucking find him then!” We roam around the forest, other creatures licking their lips like I’m a treat. Then going back to their place once Maori leers at them. I guess it’s true what they say about the cat being king of the jungle. 
“Have any of you noticed a small yet annoying kitten around?” Maori asks; a bird turns its head to the side. 
“I think he ran towards the spider den.” That couldn’t be too bad, right? A couple of spiders? Sure, I wasn’t much of a fan of them. Maori doesn’t have the same gist, though, as she grabs me lightly by the back of my shirt like I’m a cub and starts running. She must have more intel on this stuff with the other animals around the city.
And holy mother of fuck, we are at the spider den. The webbing is twenty feet tall. I see Charming’s young body entangled in the middle. Wrapped in a web, like he was the spider’s next morsel. We were fucking lucky we didn’t get here a moment later.
“Tiger!” Maori yells out for his help. A rushing heard through the woods. 
Without thinking of it, I instinctively started running up the web towards where he was. Poor Charming passed out from whatever venom they gave him. It’s stronger than any other type of web I encountered before, but I force myself to pursue it. The webbing tearing off bits and scraps of my clothing from how strong it is. Cutting into my skin at several other parts. This is what I get for wearing shorts and a light top in these forsaken woods. The skin could be restored. Nothing could fix Charming if he died. Maori staring at me in uncertainty. I get my arms around his body, wrenching him out of the web. At least he’d be easier to take back to the apartment in his slumber. 
“Cat, look out!” Maori yells as the Spider is aiming one of its needle-sharp legs at me. And fuck, it was huge. Being half the size, I am. Not something I would wanna see in my shower.
“Fuck.” I twirl out of the way. Taking a quick moment to zip my jacket around Charming, so he doesn’t go flying free, plus I’d have more movement of my hands. What still existed of the jacket anyway, it didn’t matter. It was enough to hold him. “Wanna tango?” A slightly demented smile pulls up my lips as I have my dance of sorts with the spider. She seeks to stab a needle leg at me, I pull away. 
“Human, just leave me my lunch, and I’ll let you go free.” She sounds tired. 
I grab a branch from a nearby tree, ripping it out as I take it. Having my own weapon against her now.
“He ran into my nest; that was his misery, not yours. Don’t allow yourself to pay for the young one’s mistakes.” 
“I’m not letting him die either.” I am the stick towards her head, but with the many massive eyes staring at me, she captures it, flinging it to the side. 
“Can’t say I didn’t warn you.” The spider has the upper hand, but Tiger’s paw strikes it the fuck down. 
“Don’t mess with my people.” Maori gets in the spider’s face, ready to run it off. “Sorry, queen.” She gestures towards Tiger. “Sorry, King. I didn’t realize they were with you, or I would have never touched them.” I’m not sure how much I believe those words. “Please don’t kill me.”
“We have to make an example, so no one else gets these absurd notions in their head.” Tiger, strictly business, puts the spider out of her misery in a swift move. Others gawk at the scene. He turns towards Charming and me. “You two should perhaps get out of here. Maori and I will escort you as far as we can. This place isn’t meant for humans and regular house pets.” He gives Charming and I a look of thinly veiled disdain. 
His words make sense, but I don’t want to leave Maori all alone.
“Cat, I’ll be fine.” She studies at me, giving me a reassuring nod. I had no hesitation she could fit in this world. I just wish it didn’t have to be this way.
“I found some info from Susan on how to fix you. Can you meet up with me at the edge tomorrow afternoon with one of the forest dwellers so I can report to HQ?” I look in worry as she doesn’t immediately answer. Was this life preferable to her, as opposed to the one at my place? Or was she trying to not get her hopes up?
“We can meet then.” She answers, still not commenting on the other stuff as we walk towards the edge. “Decisions can be made when the time comes.” Sounding wise for her years, and not like my normal snarky kitty. How much did this change her? Me, I’d be a crying mess if I became some sort of giant.
We reach the end of the clearing. “This is as far as I can take you guys. See you two tomorrow afternoon.” She’s about to turn back, but I call towards her.
Giving her a hug, which she accepts for once given the circumstances. “Maori, we will see each other again. Don’t forget about us. Please don’t let go of who you are. One death doesn’t make you a monster.” I seek to reassure her, but the dismissive look in her eyes says she doesn’t believe it.
She nods. Pressing her head against mine. “Do what you can to keep the little one out of trouble. He’s a lot of work if you didn’t know.” Snarky to the last moment, yet my lovable kitty. We could get through this. Together. 




Chapter 18
Maori
I watch as Cat and Charming trot away to safety. Or more like Cat cradling him since he’s still comatose from the spider venom. Something she wouldn’t be able to do to me until I’m normal size again. Never thought I would miss that, but you never realize how good things are until they’re gone. At least that would make it easier to get him home, or wherever they were going to go now. Not sure they could come back home after last night’s events. HQ likely had the apartment bugged.
I should have kept more of an alert eye on him; of course, he’d run to the spider’s den looking for some type of plaything. Playful was the very definition of that rambunctious kitten. That or trouble. Maybe both.
“Maori, you alright?” Tiger asks me as I continue staring into the distance. I wish I would have been able to go home with Cat. All I would have to concern myself with when she would give me my next meal or when the next nap of the day was. Or the harsh reality of being hungry after I puked up my meal, and Cat would neglect to get me another serving right away.
“Yeah.” I nod, not fully convinced myself. “Things are just different now.” I was content with the day-to-day mundane life I had. I even missed Charming as they were out of sight now... Not that I would ever admit it to Cat.
“This life isn’t that bad.” He tries to cheer me up. “You’ll get the hang of it. Lucky for you, you are part of the dominant species.” Us cats conquer. I’d much rather be going with Cat to conquer the apartment instead of the woods.




Chapter 19
Cat
I tentatively make my way into my place, realizing that I have to grab stuff for Charming. Since Susan had no cat anymore, I doubt there was kitty stuff in those quarters. That assumably would be where I was spending the night, as I didn’t expect my apartment to stay clear long term. Plus, maybe a few things for me if there was time. Change of clothes from these shredded rags.
I hear the sledgehammer knock on the door. Worse than a cop knock. “Cat, we realize you’re in there. Come out peacefully, so we don’t have to use force.” Not that it would take much, as the door was barely standing from last night. I should have just stayed around to get Charming’s stuff, then been out. This goddamn fucker.
“Mommy, let’s say hi; he sounds nice.” Charming tries to make a run for the door, but I block him. That spider tranquilizer didn’t last as long as I would have hoped. “Mommy, no one likes antisocial peeps.” This was not the time for that.
“That man is nowhere near nice, Charming.” But he protests the subject, whining from his spot. God, I wish I could stop him because that just makes the knocks louder. How the hell was I going to get out before they came in? I couldn’t go with them because they would weave it so I would be found guilty. Not that it would be tough.
“We hear your cat’s noises. If you don’t answer, we’re coming in.” He yells. What so he can bend me to his will, make me go peacefully? Fat chance.
I could chance jumping out the window, though that’d be stupid as all hell. I lived on the 3rd story of the building. The stuff outside that would break my fall would be trees and bushes… that may just end up with a runaway kitten and some broken bones. If he could thwart the urge to say ‘hi’ to the nice man.
“Give me a second, I’m not decent,” I yell out to buy myself some time. Hoping it would work as fruitless as it was.
“One minute, then this door is being crashed through.” He yells, not permitting me much time.
“Give her a few.” A woman’s voice yells behind him. God, at least some people were decent. Hopefully, it was just the two of them.
“Fine. Three minutes.” He informs me. “If she escapes, it’s your fault.” He harshly whispers outside the door to her.
How to get out in three minutes? I grab the bag of cat stuff from the couch, and hell if it doesn’t weigh a ton. Cat bookbag? Charming would probably hate it, but it would prevent him from running off. I originally got it for Maori, that didn’t last long.
“What are you doing with that, Mommy?” He looks at it skeptically. Smelling at it to check it out. Smelling further into it as I unzip it, making it easy to just shove him in there. “Hey, that wasn’t nice.” He whines when I zip it upon him. “I don’t like this. I can see things, but I can’t touch them. Not cool.” He whines.
I ignore his whines as I search around the apartment. Pill’s check—couple cans of cat food check. A change of clothing, I guess. Charger, a must-have. How was I going to explain this to work?
Cat scratching post? I stare at it, wondering if that could conceivably work. It was far-fetched, and it’s not like I had many other options if I didn’t want to go in.
“You’ve had more than enough time; we’re coming in.” I run into the office as the door gets kicked down. “You can only hide for so long, Cat.”
I glance out the office window and see its downward path looks any better than the one living room. No. But there was a bit of good news; they seemed to be the only ones here so far. Or they just didn’t see clumsy old Cat as someone to actually worry about.
“She’s not hiding in the cupboards in the bathroom.” The woman doesn’t seem to take the situation very seriously.
“Victoria, can you be a little less joking?” The man doesn’t seem to find her humor intoxicating.
“I’m sorry, Jeff, I’m just a bit miffed to be tracking down this ‘serious issue.’ This serious issue had me cancel my lunch date at this spa trip that I had planned for months! And since it was so last minute, I didn’t get my deposit back!” He doesn’t bother with some witty comeback, probably having tuned her out.
“It would have been starting soon.” Her whines could compete with Charmings. But it was good for me because she wanted to be elsewhere. If I could take him out, maybe she would just let me be on my way. “The least you guys could have done is given me my lost deposit.”
“Jesus, shut up about that already!” He yells at her. The dick. “You’ve been bitching about this since we first met up this morning. You should see this as an opportunity to finally have some fieldwork.”
He flings open the door to the office, nearly rocking it off its hinges. How was I going to explain this shit to my landlord and not get evicted in the process?
“In here!” Charming meows as I’m left facepalming at his idiocy. How did he survive this long? I’m surprised Maori took him back with this attitude. Not that I regretted having his snuggly butt around...I think.
“They’re in here.” I’m ready at the door to take aim. But he takes me off guard as he grasps me by the ankle, aiming to knock me over. Before I came to a clash, though, Charming protested much. I take my teeth, snapping at his ankle. Cat advantage as they sink into his ankle.
“I’ll knock those fucking teeth out.” Ouch. Mean much? If he did that after all the money put into them...
“Over my dead body.” Me taking the advantage to kick his head against the floor with my heeled boot.
He passes, should have undoubtedly come better prepared.
I raise an eyebrow at Victoria, the red-headed girl who is just observing the scene in shock. She must have been new; I haven’t seen her around the block in HQ. And her reaction is all off. It would have been a much more bristle fight had she been up to par.
I feel a hand stretch out to clutch my ankle, drawing me down. “You should know better than that Cat after four years.” Giving him the advantage as he looms over me. I mutter in loathing as some blood drips onto my white kitty shirt. It had a kitty and a fish touching noses. I should send them my dry cleaning bill when things were said and done.
I booted him in the gut. Knocking him over, so I’m looming over him. “And know that I have killer kicks.” I knew him under the jaw rendering him useless. The squad could take care of him when inevitably more stopped by.
I take up my fighting stance. “And I’m going to have to fight you too? Or are you going to take off to your likely much-deserved spa day?” Seeing as she was a newbie, it was presumably much needed after the endless hours of computer work. There was due to notching upon notches on her poor back. Doing all the other chores and clearing up all the other messes that higher-ups wouldn’t bother dealing with. A custodian was a much better wording for one of the beginners.
She holds her hands up in mock submission. “I think I’m just going to take off; this was more than I called for.” She pets Charming, as he is doting on the affection. “I never agreed to hold a cat hostage to get someone’s attention.”
“Indeed.” I picked Charming to put him in our carrier so we can go out.
She peers out the window. “You better take off soon, though. He alerted others that he was going here. Heading in early so he could try to have an advantage before you disappeared.”
“Thanks. Noted.” I give her a wave, surprised by her kindness towards me. Even if it was a little selfish so she could do her own thing.
“Good luck out there. Sorry I can’t help you more.” But she already offered more than enough help.
Deciding to travel more incognito, I grab my auburn wig, quick to put it on. It was one of the more natural colors of the wigs I had. Good enough. If someone saw me from a distance, I wouldn’t be as easy to spot. Quickly dialing up a Lyft. Thank goodness, two minutes. They would never stop by the back entrance, always going upfront. That was called for in this situation. Hopefully, this driver didn’t get lost like so many others had in the complex.
Because of living in a townhouse apartment, several other apartments were attached to mine, almost like a little community. Seeing that some were outside my door, I took a trip down to the basement to escape from another entrance. Hopefully, that would be enough.
Charming meowing the whole time, as he doesn’t have a flying fuck on what the hell is going on. “This is scary.”
“You’ll be fine.” I try to soothe him, seeing in relief when they aren’t outside the opposite door to my entrance. And as if on perfect timing, the Lyft driving up. I make my way inconspicuously to the car.
“How are you doing today?” The driver greets me as I step in.
“Great!” I lie straight through my teeth, putting on a false smile.
“Is that a cat in there?” He asks the question that we both already realize the answer to.
I nod. “Yeah.” Hoping it won’t be too much of a problem. Some drivers were more pet friendly than others. I was in a car with a few of them during the pandemic, and there was this one car I got paired with a couple times. A nice, elderly guy would have his smaller pup upfront, so she didn’t have to be alone all day.
“Cool. Can I see them?” I try to keep the plastic smile on my face, though I really want to get a move on here. A move on before someone rounds the corner and sees Cat trying to make a grand escape.
I show him the cat bag as Charming makes his way up to say hi. Paws desperately leaning against the plastic bubble of the bag.
“What’s the name?”
Another glimpse at my watch, the driver seems to notice as he starts up the car. Great, I was starting to worry he was an undercover agent for HQ. “Charming, he’s quite the snuggler.” How I wish I could take him out and snuggle him now to get these anxieties slightly soothed.
“As in Prince Charming?” The question everyone asked. Because, why not? No, the dark Charming night, I think sarcastically.
“Yeah.” I nod. I couldn’t exactly tell him I got the name from my talking cat Maori while she was bitching about him. He offers me some peace of mind as the rest of the trip is made in silence aside from cats’ mews from Charming, deciding he’s going through rigorous torture and the music on the stereo used to cover up such a noise.




Chapter 20
Cat
I walk around in circles attempting to find Susan’s apartment. Seeing the same Latino chick from earlier that gave me an odd look, I feel like I walked in a circle. The fifth time now? It didn’t help that I lacked a sense of direction. Once when I was younger, my grandmother, brother, and I went to the zoo. I wanted to be responsible for trekking places… I ended up going in the exact opposite direction that the map was leading us to. Yeah, I’m basically useless.
“You alright?” The pretty Latino woman asks me as I make my sixth round around the block. She probably was debating whether to call the cops or offer assistance at this point—hopefully, the latter. 
“All good.” I give her a thumbs-up before going on my way again to just backstep. I shouldn’t be too proud to ask for help. “I was looking for a friend’s apartment. She borrowed something kind of important.” I awkwardly scratch the back of my neck, hoping this is sounding somewhat liable. “Do you know Susan?”
“The crazy pretty workaholic?” Yup, the very one. So many nights, we’d be watching something, and she would be continuing the never-ending pile of work on her laptop. Not that I blame her.
“The very one.” Almost surprised that she knew her, with how antipersonnel that Susan could be. Maybe a little jealous. How long had Susan been camping out here before I even realized that?
“Follow me.” She nods towards me. “We live in the same building.” Really she couldn’t have bothered letting me know it was part of a building instead of giving me a scavenger hunt to go on. “Judging from the blue hair, you must be Cat.” She talked about me. Before I can ask, she explains. “She had a picture of you in her office. The one she said she let getaway.” Some slight jealousy in her voice at the comment. “I’m a single mother, so she would watch my kid for me sometimes.” Who knew she had kindness in her? What did she do, give the kid spreadsheets to examine?
….
…
It didn’t exactly go like that by a long shot.
“That’s nice.” I give her a smile. She pulls out a picture of her kid on her phone. He looked like he was seven at most. Cute kid.
“Has she been alright? Haven’t seen her around the apartment in awhile? And rumors are going around.” One of the ones that managed to operate big enough that HQ couldn’t keep it on the direct down low.
I shrug. “Wouldn’t be able to tell you.” I could, but that would be a farfetched unbelievable story that would have me being seen for psychiatric help. Not that there was an issue with people doing that. I took my antidepressants and sleep meds to get by.
She stares for a moment before deciding to accept my answer. “Just as well, probably delved deep into work.”
Deep into work, she got killed by it, but I don’t bother painting the pretty young woman by saying that. 
“Well I got to pick up my kid from school. The extra key is in the ceramic frog by the door. She was never good with keys or self-care all the time, so that just resided there.” Some things never changed. Not that I could talk much on that particular topic.
“Thanks for your help.” I throw her a smile. 
“What’s the cat’s name?” Charming is back to sleeping away in the bag, the spider venom knocking him back out. All the better. I didn’t need him asking are we there yet every few minutes while I was on the road. It would have gotten old fast.
“Charming.” That brings a smile to her lips.
“That’s nice. Does he have a princess kitty around as well?” She teases as I try to keep my face neutral. Words coming back to me about Maori partially joking about how she would kill me if I made her name like something out of one of those damned fairy tales. 
“I have Maori as well, but she’s gone at the moment.” I bite the inside of my cheek to let that information flow out. I didn’t need to overshare with a pretty stranger.
Concern flashes over her features. “Sorry to hear that. Sometimes they’ll runoff.” If she only knew. The only running off Maori was doing was when I was telling her in the woods. 
“She always makes her way back. She’s resourceful.” 
She nods. “Well I would stick around longer and chat, but as I said, the kids are getting off soon.” She passes me her card. “Maybe hit me up sometime?” Interesting. She was pretty, but I likely had more damage than someone should have to deal with. Earlier relationships ended due to my insecurities back in my youth.
A pained smile hits my face seeing the ceramic frog. That was something I got her as a gift a while back ago. A gift-giving day was shortly after we got together, but I didn’t know much about her other than her love for frogs. She still held onto it over these years. 
Opening the door, I’m hit with a wave of memories that almost has me falling back. It was almost just like her place when I first went all those years ago.
I was nervously standing outside her door as she slipped the key in, unlocking it. “I apologize for the mess.” She excuses as it opens. 
It’s not that it was messy, per se. Just more like a mad genius a bit with the scourge of papers around. The pegboards that you would see in those criminal shoes, except she used it for her experiments. A picture of a rat, and how they could be used to grow bigger? Who was this person I was falling for?
She notices my expression. “If things go well with it, it could help with aiding in the natural human conditions.” I don’t know too much more to ask about it other than that. There’s a bunch of mostly empty coffee cups littering the room. Some artwork of cats and other animals. Some were puzzles that had to be 1000-nearly 5,000 pieces. Her brain was incredible.
When I’m settled in the apartment, setting the cat bookbag down, Charming starts to stir. Scratching feebly at the bubble area. “Mom, can I be let out? I wanna explore. I’m bored.” The prince was awake.
She still kept her phone charger plugged in by the computer, letting me make use of that. I can’t help but wonder how many work messages I missed. I think I had a shift today, but I couldn’t go there with HQ lurking. Didn’t need them to drag that shit to my day job.
She said the fridge?
“Hello mom? I’m not sure if you heard me, but let me the fuck out of here!” he’s already picked up on some foul language from Maori, it would seem. If she tried to teach him anything else, it wasn’t sticking to his youthful brain.
“Alright Charming.” I sigh, letting him out. He immediately runs off to another room, like a bat out of hell.
I check the fridge and freezer for the recipes but am just left with empty vials. Charming making his way back open at the sound of the door. “Can I have those?” He nearly tries to jump on my leg as I make quick work to sturdy myself.
“No. These are some sort that your sister Maori has.” I shut the fridge and freezer, not finding the necessary components.
“Then I definitely want some!” He gets all hyped up. “Then I can be big like her. That would make playing way more fun!” That was a nightmare to think about—a giant kitten roaming the streets, using humans like toy mice. 
“I don’t think so, Charming.” 
He huffs.
I go around the living room, checking all the shelves and drawers. Her bookshelf has book upon book about mutation experiments and stuff like that. Hm pollination. The flowers of the countries. How to train your-- in many different animal categories, as she sought to train them. 
“Mommy there’s someone else in here!” He yells excitedly to see another person to give him love and affection. “It’s that woman you saw the other night.” Before words are cut off with purrs from the comfort he’s likely getting. 
Raven.
“What the hell are you doing here?” I yell out to her. Not sure if I should run in their guns blazing. She worked for Susan; she likely worked for HQ as well. 
The bed squeaks as she steps off. Susan not having gotten rid of her older mattress. “I figured you’d stop by here.” She comes out with a bag in hand. I don’t trust it.
“Throw that in front of you. And put your hands up.”
“Going to feel me up, officer?” She winks, not taking caution to the wind. “I figured after letting you escape last night, you could be a little less crude towards me.” 
“You let us escape after it was your fault that Maori was captured!” I yell at her as she shrugs about ‘details.’ “What’s in the bag?” I grab it, aiming to look through it. And low and behold, in there are the papers Susan was telling me to get to help my tuxedo kitty. 
The experiments may as well be written in gibberish with how much I understand them. And her journals, five of them to be specific. Thick bound leather, some having seen better days. 
“I figured you’d be here. And it likely won’t be safe to be here later on. SO I decided to see if I could intercept and convince you to go to my place.” She grins coyly. She does that and still thinks I’ll get with her?
“I can take care of myself.”
My voice may not sound as confident as it feels as she eyes me up and down. “Are you sure about that, Cat? You can’t go home; you can’t go to your day job. You can’t even show up to HQ with the right stuff without my assistance. I don’t really think you have many options here. Come with me, and you can have Susan’s stuff to delve through as you please.” She had me right where she wanted me.




Chapter 21
Maori
I wake up, lying on the ground groggy. Feeling a cool breeze on my face.
“Were by the stream. I brought you here after you passed out.” I guess I needed to listen to my body’s needs more. “Maori, you can’t help your human if you’re working yourself to utter exhaustion each day.”
“There’s a bird I caught by you, so you can chow down on that.” Its insides are bloody. I feel slightly queasy looking at it first, while a more carnal instinct has me chomping at its bits. The internal struggle of whether I should or shouldn’t. It tasted off compared to what I was used to consuming. Buying huge bags of cat food on the regular was likely out of Cat’s budget, though.
“Feel better?” Tiger asks as I’m done with the meal. And while my stomach is sated, I still felt the slight need to purge. 
“I guess.” I mutter, my stomach in a haze. Just avoid talking, and keep it down. I didn’t want to seem weak to the other creatures out here by not keeping down a meal.
“You’ll get used to it.” He nods. As I couldn’t imagine doing so, but I guess when in Rome. “It gets easier. I’m not sure if you remember when we lived together, but I was an indoor cat as well.” That part was fuzzy; we didn’t exactly warm up then. Only tolerating each other when we had to. Sometimes partaking in cat games.
I don’t want to get used to it. I want to plan for when I’m spending my nights curled up next to Cat again. “What about you see if Cat could try to fix you as well?” Tiger frowns: it does not look like something his emerald eyes want to entertain. 
“I don’t think I could leave here. I feel like this is where I belong.” That would be sad to evidently eventually have to part ways. Maybe he would change his mind in time. I deny saying more on that, though. I didn’t need to be on the outs with the only other creature of my type.
I couldn’t see really belonging here. But to each their own. The fish in the stream are bigger than any I’ve ever seen. They were the size of nearly two Charming’s. A thought occurs to me. Was Susan part of an organization? Even with her out of the picture, would this still go on? I couldn’t shake off the possibility. Memories begging to let themselves be known that are in a clouded fog. Fuck those drugs. I said she was the brains of the operation, after all. I couldn’t voice it aloud, though, because who could I really trust out here?
“What do you do to pass the time out here?” I look at the sky, it is now pink, orange, and yellow ombre lighting up the sky. 
“Chase things. Sleep. Typical life, except monsterized. I think if you damaged a bird’s wings without killing it, that could be a good thing to bring Cat.” Hopefully, she could find the information on the concoction that made me this way so I could change back. And change Tiger back if he was willing.




Chapter 22
Cat
The ride made to Raven’s place is made in complete silence. Her eyes slit at me every so often, looking in distaste of me reading Susan’s journals. Jealousy, maybe? Unlikely as she hardly knew me. 
“Finding anything interesting in those?” I shrug, brushing off her move of trying to make some light conversation to pass the time. I really didn’t want much to do with her after the Maori situation. “The sky is purple.”
“Neat.” I answer without really paying much attention as she groans in annoyance. Muttering things about how I wasn’t listening.
“Cat. What’s the plan?”
“The plan is to get the information to HQ tomorrow afternoon along with one of the species from the wooded area so I can be let back. Then apologize to my game store job, and see if HQ can help fudge papers for me on that.” There had to at least be one doctor on staff. Several actually. During these missions, sometimes someone would get hurt, and due to the circumstances and unexplainable conditions, it was better to have their own.
“I’m going with you.” She tells me, not really offering me an opinion on the matter. “I have more pull than a traitor at the moment, so it would be better for me to go with you.” Ha. She’s one to talk shit. They probably wouldn’t have seen me as a traitor if she didn’t give them the info to label me as one. 
“How did you come across them?” I don’t know why I bother asking, as she makes a habit of lying about everything anyway. I guess I was just passing the time. 
“That’s a story for another day.” So cryptic about it. 
She’s pulling up to an apartment. It a nicer one than I would have expected it to be with what we talked about. “Are you even taking college classes?” I pique an eyebrow at her.
She just shakes her head, getting ready to unlock the door. We make our way into the apartment; it’s sparse. Looking barely lived in. A bunch of pictures on the floor of her, a husband, two kids. “Was anything you told me the truth? Who are these people?” I don’t realize that my tone is accusatory until it’s too late, seeing by the tears in her eyes. 
I almost feel bad about interrogating the questions of the placebo family. Were they real? Did something happen to them, or was it just another complex lie that was Raven? My heart yearns to one day have something like that, but I’m not completely sure it’s in the cards. I’m troubled with a capital T. I was sweet but wasn’t one to let shit slide.
“I’ll explain that when you someday think I’m capable of telling the truth.” She snaps, indicating I hit a rough spot. “I’m going to bed; when you get tired, you can crash on the couch; there are extra blankets in the linen closet.” She goes into what’s presumably her room, slamming the door shut. I must have hit a chord there.
“I think you upset her, mommy.” Charming notes, scratching at the walls of the bubble in the bookbag to be set free.
“Human relationships are complicated Charming.” I take him out of the bag so he can roam. Feeling slightly bad as I look into the kitchen and see she set up a makeshift litter box for Charming, expecting to have to shelter me here. This was no doubt not going the way she intended it to. She couldn’t expect me to snuggle her and make love to her after everything?
“She seems nice.” He runs over to where food is set out and water. Because Raven trying to pull a fresh start with me was by taking care of the kitten butt. We could talk things out after the meeting with HQ when they accepted me back. I say when because I didn’t want to stress about dealing with the consequences of not being accepted back. 
It must be easy to be a carefree kitten.
“She helped us go to Maori and stuff.” His young brain is not getting the concept that she started the issue to begin with. “She-” He stops mid-sentence tasting the food. “This isn’t the same as the stuff you have at home, mommy. But it is good. Not as good as what you eat.” Yes, Charming eating human food. While it was cute, and I was one to spoil him too much, it was a habit I should break sooner rather than later. Maori was easy in that aspect; her nose turned up every time a human food crossed her path. Or in other cases like blueberries, they got swatted around. When I switched couches, I found a pleasant surprise stash of smashed blueberries and Maori nowhere to be seen.
Seeing as I have nothing better to do, I try to wrap some sense around the experiments that look like gibberish, flipping and reading through the pages of her journals. Who really was the woman that I loved?
November 15th,2016
Dear Diary,
It’s weird spending my nights alone after being so used to having someone curled up in my arms, or vise versa. It just feels empty. I spend most of my nights on the couch, so I don’t have to be reminded of that pain. That just reminds me I’m not as young as I used to be, though.
They keep promising me some type of revenge, but it never happens. Having me run around like their Arab lat, to just deal with this. I knew I needed to just practice patience better, but it’s so hard. Hiding while seeing your parent’s lives be ripped away at the seams. Maybe if I made a move or wasn’t stuck there, I could have done something. Doubtful, considering I was only six at the time. 
Susan
xxXxx
November 30th,2016
Dear Diary,
They had me start testing on lab rats to see how the procedures are going. Trying to get past my bais on that, knowing it’s for the greater good. The first one was horrific. He bloated up like a balloon and then popped. Rat intestines everywhere. And let me tell you, that is a bitch to get out of your hair. Would not recommend it.
I feel gross and almost like I need to shave my head. Bye.
Susan
xxXxx
October 29th,2018
Dear Diary,
I broke down today. Had a moment of weakness. Called Cat to tell her Happy Birthday, then hung up as soon as she answered the phone. I had too many drinks after a failed experiment and called her.
In between entries being measurements for her experiments. Or a good estimate of it anyways, I knew how. Somehow my eyes slipped shut to a lovely abyss. 
“Cat, can you hear me?” I hear a voice intruding upon my dreams. Susan again. I thought the last time would be the last I saw of her. 
“What are you doing here?” I try to clear my eyes, thinking she couldn’t be here. At least not like this in full form, after her body was torn to shreds. 
“Checking on my cute little fugitive.” She smiles, giving me a wave. God, first tells me to move on, then enters my dreams like she owns them. How the hell was I supposed to let her go with all that? “Did you find the stuff?”
“Eventually.”
“Eventually?” She repeats, not seeming completely satisfied with that answer. 
“Raven beat me there.” Her face falls. “She tried to blackmail me into getting it from her, but that resort wasn’t one I was willing to walk. So I found other means to get it.” 
“That bitch.” She shakes her head at the situation. “Should have never let that conniving minx around.” 
I raise a bemused eyebrow at Susan. She wasn’t one to like getting beat at her own game. “Jealous much?” A thought that shouldn’t be entertained, as Susan was dead. A frown pulling up at the corner of my lips. With these meetings, it was easy to forget such fine details. 
How much did I really know about Raven, though? Other than tidbits of information from her that may or may not be true. 
“I just don’t want you trusting someone else so easily. You practically wear your heart on your sleeve when you have interest in another human.”
No. Impossible. “Lies.” I shove her away. Not needing to get life advice from the one who ditched me the day of my proposal. 
She pulls right back, though. Proving she’s more than just a figment. “Please don’t push me away, Cat.” Terror in her eyes, such a foreign reaction to being drawn on her face. “Let me spend my last few moments here before I have to go back there.”
“Where’s there?” I cock my head to the side, wondering what she could be talking about. I was always one who thought death was final, that there was no afterward. Maybe flirting with the idea of reincarnation, but no heaven or hell other than what I read about in my stories. Figuring those were more so things to scare people into trying to be decent, not that it did much good. Humans were the world’s real monsters. 
“I don’t want to worry you.” She shakes her head, but at the same time, it’s like her skin starts to crack away. Or the image she’s portraying isn’t valid anymore. Covered in third-degree scars all over her body. She was the art of hell. “I didn’t want you to see that.” She disappears without a trace before I can say words to lend comfort. 
She was in hell?




Chapter 23
Cat
Sleep was useless after Susan decided to take a detour through my dreams. It wasn’t that that was so much chilling; it was the departing scene. Seeing her scared to the bone and expression that was never painted on her face. Her pretty skin falling away. Was it even her, or some creature just messing with my head? Either way, even the Trazadone couldn’t fight it.
I decided to take the opportunity to look through Susan’s experiments. The experiments that I could swear were written in another language by looking at them. My mind comprehends it as well as I would comprehend Japanese. And I have two words for what I know about that, jack shit. So as you can tell, I’m well versed in the language she has written here. Maybe HQ can help declutter it when I go there next. 
Phone? Oh, that thing that I plugged in last night they didn’t bother taking a look at.
Fuck.
Missed calls and texts from work through that and social media.
“Cat, are you okay?” - 10:30am, 30 minutes after my shift should have started. 
“Did something happen?” - 11:15. Causing them concern because the last time I was a no call, no show, I was in the hospital. Failed suicide attempt. Though my lover at the time was supposed to alert them of that, not that he could be bothered.
“You’re brother stopped by the store and didn’t know where you were either.” - 5pm; guess I would have to shoot him a message about rescheduling. Felt bad but couldn’t drag him into this. 
I shoot a text to work about something along the emergency lines, knowing I’ll have to dwell on that more later. Heather is quick to call, but I don’t know quite what to say yet. I guess it could be considered a family emergency in a way. A family emergency, as in my cat being the size of a mutant. That may seem like I’m having more of a mental crisis, though, then. And I couldn’t risk the news about Maori getting out to those bastards. They’d be quick to lock her up and test on her until her kitty heart couldn’t take another shot. Hence bringing someone else along.
“Mommy!” I hear Charming’s chipper voice awake and ready for action, making me jump from where I was sitting. I wasn’t prepared for his morning pounce.
Ugh. I wish I had even a bit of the energy that he did; I was tired as fuck. And had an afternoon meeting with Maori for today. “I’m hungry.” The stinker ate through the mound of food, being the growing kitten he is. I rummage around the kitchen, seeing if I can find something suitable for a cat to eat, spicy chicken, leftover burritos. No, I didn’t hate myself enough to give him something that would make him a shit factory all day. Oh, win tuna. Hopefully, he wouldn’t feel so spoiled by that that he refused to eat proper food. That was doubtful, though, as he would try to eat anything you put in front of him at the time being. Kittens. 
I look around the kitchen more, seeing what human food is available, and decide to make some omelets. She may appreciate that, and even with her lies, she didn’t have to protect me from HQ or even let me sleep on her couch.
“Hey.” Raven comes out of hiding from her room, last night’s argument seeming to simmer down as a smile is on her face. Deciding to take a seat at her small circular dining table. “What’s that smell?” She hums, smelling the food and coffee I made. Perfect timing.
“A thanks.” I put the food and coffee in front of her. The mug is one of those cat ones, One Cat of Crazy specifically.
“You didn’t have to do that.” Susan’s papers feel like they’re burning a hole in my pocket, as I have the urge to see if she knows about them. But it was first thing in the morning, and the timing didn’t feel right. “You look like you slept like hell.” She tells me bluntly, seeing the dark circles under my eye. My hair is likely an arrayed mess. “After we eat, and shower we can go to the woods if you think your kitty cat can find something to show HQ earlier in the day.” I shake off the thought of showering with her, as I’m sure that’s not what she meant. Even if she did, it was a tease, and that wouldn’t be the most productive way to get things done. 
I guess that could work. If the mutant spiders weren’t so potentially deadly, they would be the obvious choice after trying to make Charming into a cat kabob. 
“Mmm.” I shrug, agreeing. 
“Is there any more coffee?” She looks in the pot, but it’s nearly empty as I’ve been downing it like it was the air I breathe. The jitteriness feels like it wants to explore the walls of my mind. “You okay?” She notices the slight tremors going through my body.
“Yeah. Is it okay if I take a shower now? Sorry about the coffee?” Maybe the hot steam would help wake up my sorry, sore bones. 
“Sure, you can borrow something of mine from the closet if you want.” I don’t know...I wince at the idea. “Your clothing is a little worse for wear.” She says before I can refute it. Yeah, they did smell of the damp woods and cat. Along with a spicy smell of spider blood, somehow, I had doubts that would ever get completely out of my clothing.
I look in her closet—clingy, tight-fitting, sexy. I take out a T-shirt and leggings, thinking that would be good enough before walking to the shower. Cat caper shirt and rainbow leggings. They may not match, but I wasn’t looking to get crowned; I just needed to prove my innocence to HQ. Immediately welcoming the warm pellets washing over my body as I get lost in them.




Chapter 24
Raven
I look at Cat sleeping peacefully in the bed, a pink fuzzy robe covered in kittens wrapped around her body. A small smile on her face, as opposed to her usually catlike tongue whipping her remarks. Smarter than I would have expected from the first glance and far more interesting. 
The dolt fell asleep in the shower after likely pouring through that journal all night. She’s lucky I was able to notice before she cracked her skull on the bathroom tile. I would have offered comfort last night, but I was too upset from her poking her nose around and asking about the pictures of my family. Of when I was another me. The changes not being accepted by the significant other, so I was left.
It was more of a marriage because it felt right after growing up together and being around each other. He and my family had us hanging out since we were babies. But it always felt too going through the motions, especially with sex that was never quite enjoyable. We hardly did, except the times we were planning kids and our wedding night. Or just because it felt like something I had to do. I found out he had another and wasn’t even all that upset; it meant I wouldn’t be deemed to sleep with him. Seeing as guys weren’t my type. My brain is a little slow on the uptake to that.
We had that conversation after that. And they decided they wanted nothing to do with me. The kids wouldn’t talk to me anymore, as I was seen as an outcast. It didn’t change how I felt about them; I still loved them. And Harry, I loved more like a friend than a lover. 
Claire would have started third grade this year, Henry starting his first year of school in kindergarten. I should have fought for custody more, but I was trying to get shit under my belt first, then I’d take his ass to court. Given they even would chance at that.
This happened a mere six months ago. I was supposed to see them on weekends, but I went into a downfall after my world changed. My parents disowned me, as I wasn’t the perfect straight Christian daughter they raised. Mutual friends breaking off. Well, most of them anyway, some still talked to me now and again. And I drowned and wasn’t seen fit. 
Cat jumps up as if alerted by something. Charming grimacing as he was enjoying sleeping on her chest. His face is still too young to show true anger. “What time is it? Where am I? I need to meet up with Maori?” Still half asleep. 
“Calm down, honey. I can meet up with Maori for you and get the specimen. Then I can be back in a few hours so we can go to HQ with all our findings.”
She nods before laying back down in a lum- charming, making his way back over to her, the cute kitten.
Now I just had to hope Maori would see me after last night. Hopefully, she recognized me as me being the one to let them free. Not that those thoughts were the greatest as she was dosed up on a million and two things Susan drugged her with.
Why Susan would let Cat go is a mystery. She was an unselfish lover, from what I’ve seen. And caring about those around her, even with how to cut off and secretive she is. Hopefully, she’d be willing to start things over.




Chapter 25
Maori
The fish swim around the stream in varying sizes. Once we go up to the water, they seem to see us and swim as far as the four-foot stream will allow them. 
I look at Tiger’s pensive face as he just stares at the water. The size of them wasn’t nearly as bad as one would expect. Being the size of what goldfish could grow to if given the proper climate. Their eyes are what really sell me, though. Untainted. With how much area is covered here, though, I have no doubt catching them, then releasing them with the serum in their veins would be worth the effort. Besides, what could fish do to command humans? This world wasn’t built underwater. ANd building it that way seems like it’d be a lot of effort. It would wipe out a lot of humans, though. Considering how long we were stuck with that virus.
The virus was so much work. There was at least a month there that Cat was home every damn day. I couldn’t go out on the town and do my Cat stuff because she never fucking left. Something about being safe and shit. And she got so lonely that she would cuddle me and try to put me in cute outfits. I’m not sure how I survived the impact that covid had on us with the dress up.
I look to Tiger for instruction as he seems to be a master of these woods. Hopefully, I wouldn’t be here long enough to kick him out of that spot.
“I don’t know why you’re looking at me. I’ve only been here a few days later than you, and I’ve never fished before.” 
Hmpf, some help he is.
I make my way closer to the water’s edge. Perching for my perfect moment to strike before jumping at it. He just swims away, though, as Tiger is there laughing his ass off at me. 
“You so sure about this Maori?”
“Shut your mouth.” I growl. Being in the water wasn’t as bad when you were bigger than it. I still couldn’t fathom why humans went to pools, though. On average, 390 deaths each year are acquired from drowning in a pool or at a spa.
How do I know this info, you may ask? During some of my time alone, I like to boot up the laptop and look up certain things. On a cold day going to youtube to watch bird videos is far more appealing than going outside to complete said task. Even with my thick coat, I could still get the chills.
I take a bite down into the water again. My form is big enough that I capture two, in fact, and a mouthful of water. And it tasted way better than that bird trash Tiger was trying to get me to feed on. Fresher, juicy, and quite satisfying.
“How is it?” Tiger’s jokes are gone as I caught something on my second try. 
“Why don’t you find out for yourself?” I catch another one in my mouth, spitting it in his general direction. And it hit the face! Score!
“Has Cat ever told you, Maori, that you’re a bit of a bitch?” I swipe a playful paw at him. 
“Not really.” I shrug. She used lots of cutesy names to the point of annoying. ANd hector may have used that word to describe me once or twice before.
He growls, sniffing at the fish before licking it. Seeming satisfying, he licks it a few more times. Before finally deciding to devour it. His eyes wide open, as no words are spewing out of his smart mouth.
I poke a paw at his body. “Earth to Tiger, are you still alive under there? Did you get some sort of disease? Are you in shock?” He continues as it gets worrying. I punch him in the shoulder with my paw.
“I just wanted to see how freaked out you would get.” Fucking asshole. “Seriously though, Maori, that has to be 10 times better than those birds. It makes the birds taste like microwave meals in comparison to a nicely cooked dinner.” I shake my head at the comparison. “I would steal some of Susan’s food before she made me an outdoor cat.”
Ah, that explains it. I never really had an interest in the food Cat would digest. A few times, I tried it as a kitten, and sometimes I would smell at it. But I’ve seen her eat enough ramen and Chef Boyardee on lazy nights that her food didn’t really captivate me. 
“Have you ever had lobster?” He asks as the word sounds foreign to me. So I had to say no, right?
I shake my head.
“Well, Susan, a while back ago, was preparing it for herself as a treat. She got it out of the shell and was ready to eat it when she got distracted by something else. When she got back, I was finishing eating it. After that happened, she made me an outdoor cat.” Hm. Hardly seems fair; she did leave it out. What did she expect? Stupid human.
“Scoot over. I want to catch some fish in the stream with you. That was super tasty.”
I begrudgingly give him some space. Smacking him in the face with my paw when his face bumps into mine, making us both lose the fish. And another time when his nose got too close to my ass.




Chapter 26
Cat
I woke up feeling like I’m lying on clouds, the beds that soft. Looking in the mirror to the side, to see my hair is an arrayed mess. There’s some clothing at the edge with a note.
Cat,
I hope I’m not overstepping my bounds, but what you chose out wasn’t all that professional. And given the situation at HQ, you may be taken more seriously wearing this.
Also, you fell asleep in the shower. NO, I did not take advantage/feel you up. I just got you into my bathrobe, and then the bed. I’m meeting with Maori to get the specimen to take back to HQ when we get there. 
I hope we can put this mess behind us and start over.
Love,
Raven
I raise a befuddled eyebrow, not recalling having said Raven could go to HQ with me. And a bit on the bummed side that I didn’t get to see Maori. I decided to take a gander through what she gave me to wear. 
A flowy green business top that had a bow that you could tie at the neck to add the cute element. And practical black leggings, that yay had pockets. There’s also a pair of heels there, but I decided to go with my own boots that I was wearing. I could wash off the moss, and if I wore heels that weren’t heeled boots, I looked like I was Bambi. 
I change into the clothing, seeing it fits me in a flattering way. Managing to score some hair ties so I can put my mess of hair in braids. Not the most professional hairstyle, but it would do, and it helped tame my flurried locks. “What do you think, Charming?” I turn towards him to see him curled up on the bathrobe, looking cute as a button. It was pretty fuzzy, so I could see why he decided to take up sleep there.
I hear the door open, as Raven must be walking in. Unless she has a roommate, I’m unaware of. “Oh good, you’re ready.” She looks me over before frowning when her gaze hits my feet. “You aren’t wearing the shoes I left out?” Geesh, controlling much?
“I don’t really do heels.” She opens her mouth as if she’s about to say something before closing it. Probably deciding it’s not worth the effort to fight over. “Anyway, sorry I’m late. It took a while to find where Maori was.” Not sounding all that sorry.
“If you woke me up, I could have gone.” Her face was unbelieving. 
“That’s what you told me when you shot up like you were trying out for ‘The Exorcist.’' Eh, so I had a few sleep issues. My trazodone and paxil were at my house, where I couldn’t exactly get to them at this very moment. They weren’t my first concern after I heard Maori had been captured. 
“Sorry you had to see that.” I don’t actually meet her eyes due to embarrassment. “Thanks for the clothing. What time is it anyway?”
“About four in the afternoon.” Shit. I meant to head out earlier, so I could take care of that then go to the game store with my excuse. At least I didn’t have another shift there that I was missing by this point. “Also Maori wants you to meet up with her tomorrow morning in your guy’s spot. She gave me hell for showing up in your place.”
Good for her; I can’t help the grin that sneaks up my face.
“Ready to head to HQ?” She asks. 
I nod, following her, while trying not to glance at how her ass looked in her bright pink leggings. She was wearing those with a blue and purple sweater. 
So instead, my eyes fall back on the picture. My teeth clamp down on my tongue to prevent me from asking questions about the family. I didn’t need her turning on me now since it seemed she was, in fact, working with HQ.
“What exactly do you have in that crate of yours?” I look but don’t see many giveaways from the holes in the box.
“Some giant baby bird. Your damned cat threw him at me.”
“I’m not damned. I didn’t do that.” He was a little self-involved. Charming decides now is the perfect opportunity to join the conversation, climbing up my back to my shoulder. I thought he was asleep on the bed, or I would have said bye. 
“She wasn’t talking about you.” I picked him up, much to his protest. “You probably should stay here.”
He cries. “I don’t want to stay here. I’ve never been alone except for a short time after Maori was taken.” Gosh, way to make me feel bad. Things at HQ could get messy, though, and I didn’t want to be a bad cat owner by knowingly inviting him. 
“Sure, you can come.” I shoot Raven a glare, as she agrees to him coming with. Was she that dense that she thought it could possibly be a good idea? “Besides we already left the apartment now, so it would be more work to get him back in and settled.”
“Yay!” Charming is gleeful that he’s going to be with us on our excursion. 
xxXxx
“Why are you bringing the traitor in our mists?” Brian, as always, is the one to greet us. Him looking me over like I’m roadkill. So no different than his usual expression towards me. Great...
I start to open my mouth, but Raven silences me so she can explain to him. And by the way, he looks at her, it was likely better that she was doing the talking. 
“She was working undercover, so she could find strong information about Susan.” She shoves him the crate, ready to be rid of the bird fellow. 
“What the hell is this?” He scoffs at it while Raven has gone off to find someone more reliable to talk to. Good one, had him distracted. 
“If I have any say of it, you won’t be coming back.” He doesn’t even bother trying to conceal his hatred towards me. What the hell did I ever do to him?
“Raven, you brought her back?” Someone else says, and I recognize the voice as Genova. Genova was the saucy redhead that was the closest thing in charge of this operation. Usually, she and I were on much better terms, so it was hard to see her staring at me with daggers so intensely. 
“She can be trusted.” Genova nods.
“Alright everybody, time to set up the council so we can hear Cat out and make a decision.” Shivers run down my spine. Maybe I should have gone with the heels if I was going to talk to that lot. Too late to do anything about it now.
Raven goes back, grabbing my hand with a whispering, it will be alright. 
xxXxx
The room. With its blank walls. The council members sitting up front ready to judge me and cling to every word I say. Nerve-wracking, to say the least, for a super anxious person like myself. 
“Cat, we brought you in today because we believe you have committed treason. Raven.” She waves to the one friendly face in the room. “Has brought to our attention you were rogue undercover and got some important info. Speak carefully as your next words will be analyzed more carefully than that frog in high school bio.” Genova announces before giving me a slight wink. That at least had to be promising. Maybe this was more for appearance’s sake than an actual serious intervention.
“May I speak your honor?” Brian asks, and I curse the fact that he’s on this committee. It consists of five members right now. Genova, Raven since she was close to Luke, a long time member that I was so-so with, Jim and Tom. Jim, and Tom I’ve worked side by side with a few times. Tom and I especially made good partners, so I expected their responses to be to the point.
“What is it, Brian?” She asks him, slightly irate. It was no secret that he and I weren’t on the best of terms. 
“She’s clearly in the wrong. What’s the point of having this proceeding?” She looks like she’s hard at work resisting the urge to roll her eyes at issue. 
“Cat has been a long-time good employee for us. We will see what she has to offer, then vote then.”
“But-” He starts, but she cuts him off. I bite my tongue so painfully it hurts to prevent me from laughing.
“Brian, if you don’t think you can be serious enough about this matter, I’ll take you off the board for this meeting. She’s been a long-time trusted employee and deserves a hearing.” He rolls his eyes but refrains from saying anything else. 
“Meeting sounds exciting.” Charming cheeps from my shoulder, nearly blowing out my eardrum in the process.
“Gen, you clearly see she has a co-conspiracies in there with her as is.” He points to Charming.
“Brian, this is the last warning I’m giving you before I throw you off the board for this meeting. That is a fucking kitten. Not a damn conspiracy terrorist!” Charming seems to ditch me and the run-up to her for pets. “If you’re allergic to cats, let us know.” She turns towards him, sounding about done with his bullshit. 
“No, ma’am.” He nods, eyes still glaring daggers at Charming. Charming playfully bats a paw at him. It gets some laughter from all around as he cringes at it.
“Alright then we can start. Cat, are you aware why we brought you here today?” She directs at me. 
I nod. “Yes, ma’am. I’m here to prove my innocence.” I imagine Brian has to swallow down a scoff at that comment. 




Chapter 27
Tiger
Whispers go on around the woods. Maori’s actions over the past few days, gathering some unwanted attention. I can’t help but overhear in our cave. Maori dead asleep, as I stay with one ear upwards to get a snippet of what’s going on.
“Can we trust her?”
“She’s working with those humans. Killing one of us for her humans gain.” The queen spider sneers. Maori already gaining some enemies here in the short time she’s been around. 
“She also got one of those bird brains for the other human.” Disgust. “Why do things for the humans?” If Cat wasn’t with Maori here, she wouldn’t have walked out of this damned place.
“Well they aren’t exactly the smartest.” A slither comes from up top—the snake king.
“They aren’t all bad. If it weren’t for humans, we wouldn’t be this powerful.” A younger voice chimes in as the older one’s grown.
“No one asked for your opinion Randall.” 
“We can’t do anything to her. While she’s still acclimating to the wilds, that Tiger fellow is on her beck and call.” The queen spider notes.
“Her unknowingness is the only advantage we have with her lack of experience and not knowing her full potential. Tiger, we definitely can’t go against.” I feel a little snug hearing that, as I was feared and powerful. While having the want to go after that and rip them apart, even suggesting touching a hair on her head. I shoot a glare, so they know I heard.
“Shit, he heard us. Better take off before we become spider stew.” Serves them right.
“What’s going on?” Maori grumbles, having slightly been distributed by my movement. Hopefully, she didn’t catch what was going on. The poor girl already had more than enough on her plate. 




Chapter 28
Cat
“Cat, you are aware that any evidence you found regarding the cat issues, you should have brought to our attention immediately. You were said to be leading one to the wilds. Care to explain that?” I feel my throat getting dry.
I’m not good at lying. I get nervous and dry up, almost like a fish out of water, struggling to breathe. 
“It was true I checked out her lab, but due to my own safety, I didn’t interact with the animal.” I bow my head, hoping they can’t see right through me. That was the last thing I needed.
Technically with Tiger a few days ago, Maori was doing most of the conversing. Sure I gave him some comfort and interacted with him when I was trying to not die.
“It didn’t occur to you to contact HQ about the movement?” Brian snarks at me, earning a glare from Raven.
“My phone was dead.” I regret the words as soon as they leave my lips, some type of excuse that was. It sounded unresponsible to an extreme, which wouldn’t be earning me any brownie points from mother hen… When I was usually the first to offer to cover.
“Ignoring that it should have been mentioned at the soonest possible moment.” Gen shuffles her papers, giving me a pitying look. She wanted to take me back, but I had to give her more to work with than just being the aloof character.
“What about the cat that you helped escape a few days ago?” Brian breaks the silence, earning himself a glare from the surrounding members.
“That was my cat Maori.” A few looks of sympathy. “You know she’s special, but she got tested on. She was able to get us the bird that you see in the crate.” Some nods and murmurs. “Love may have clouded my decision.”
“May have?” Brian asks indigenously, clearly judging me for such an action. Well, sorry, some could feel love, unlike him.
“Quiet.” Gen holds up a hand. “Maori is the talking one, right?” She directs the question towards me. How could someone forget such a thing? She was technically a trained member of sorts at HQ. Of sorts because have you tried to put a cat through training, that was just something that didn’t happen?
“Yes.” I nod.
“Interesting. We could then have someone in on the floor to get more info on what Susan has been doing.” I’m not sure I like having the idea of Maori being used for HQ’s personal gain, but it was better than nothing, right? “As a housecat, she wouldn’t be able to infiltrate the area. But with her there, we could get a scan of things and undo the damage Susan has caused. You brought the enlargement formula, right?” She confirms with me.
Brian is throwing her the look as if she’s gone insane for mentioning such an option. I mean cats, can you trust them? I just had to hope Maori didn’t lose herself in that wooded area.
“I wanna help too,” Charming tells me, rubbing against my leg. “Tell them I can help.” They didn’t know I could talk to all the cats. Well most. Tiger was more feral than others, so his words didn’t come as well to me. 
“That is correct. I can’t make much sense of it as that isn’t my area of jurisdiction. But I’m sure HQ’s scientists could better understand it.”
“Wait while we discuss.” Judging by the faint smile Gen is giving me, things will turn in my favor. It was still mind wracking watching them discuss me while I just sat there.
“Cat, why aren’t you paying attention? I wanna help?” God no. Charming would just cause more issues while he was running around trying to ‘help.’
“Baby.” I pick him up, holding him. He climbs on my shoulder. “You are doing more than enough to help with how cute and snuggly you are.” He rubs against my face. 
“You are so nice, mommy.” 
Gen addresses me. “We have decided what to do, Cat. You will be continued to let on to work, but will be working alongside others on future cases until otherwise discussed.” 
I nod. Fair enough.
“Any other questions, Cat, before we call this meeting to a close?” Gen asks.
“Just one,” I mentioned awkwardly. “Can I get a work note?”
xxXxx
Another day, another page written. After Raven’s insistence with me being around her earlier, I was almost shocked and the tiniest bit disappointed when she wasn’t there to greet me with the good news. 
Just gave me the chance to speak with Maori and give her the download of what was happening. The others at HQ are willing to watch Charming and escort him back to the apartment. He was the socially adept kitten. Currently, he was small enough to fit in one’s hand. If only he could stay that small forever.
Got nice comments from other people about how they knew things would work out or other stuff along those lines. 
“Maori?” I call out when I’m at the edge of the woods. Calling out again when I don’t see her coming towards me the other time. I could go to where the cave was if need be. “Maori.”




Chapter 29
Brian
She defies nearly all the rules and gets off scotch fucking free. And Raven, who was supposed to help with taking her down, let her own feelings mess up the situation instead. Bloody fucking brilliant.
I hear a set of footsteps make their way into the room. Raven. “You do know that fuckup is going to keep you from seeing your kids longer, don’t you?” I offered to pull some strings, do what I could do.
“I realize that.” Her words are short, void of emotion.
As long as she knew the consequences. 
“What made you give up your family for the sake of helping her?” I figured the stakes were high enough to make her want to do what she could.
“Cat was a nice person, and if my kids ever found out what I did to her, things would have gone down...they never would have forgiven me. 
Interesting. “You’re lucky I didn’t let them know about you working for Susan with the stunt you pulled on me.”
“Was.” She answers. “She’s dead now.”
“You can take off.” I dismissed her. She would likely go running back to Cat. Hell, Cat likely wouldn’t even accept her with all the lies she spewed. If she did, though, there were other ways I could attack Cat. The woman that came down here with no experience and literally got flying stars from Genovia. I worked so hard every day, and yet they still don’t value my opinion.
I’d just have to go with the next available plan...
“When am I going to get to see my sister?” The voice coughs out, having gotten up from the long-winded tranquilizer nap. 
Yes, I don’t know why I didn’t see it before. 
Dear Reader,
Thanks for spending the time reading ‘Cat Girl Book 1: Dr. Susan’s Reign.’ The cats characteristics were based on my own two babies.
If you enjoyed it, please leave a review. 
Now for an excerpt from the following novel, Cat Johnson: The One You Love. 
You can order it here: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09BDGHDQR/ref=sr_1_1?dchild=1&keywords=the+one%27s+you+love+katerina+degratte&qid=1627506191&s=digital-text&sr=1-1
…
I re-awaken in a way too brightly lit room, making it hard to see anything. Everything is coming out in blurry globs of color, like I’m a human in critical need of glasses. Or maybe that’s just the effect of whatever was in those needles that those assholes gave me. I detest feeling so helpless. I loathe being weak.
"I wouldn't have done this to her if she would have just let my original experiment be." Susan's voice is like nails on a chalkboard. I've never liked it, never understood the appeal. I’ve always opted to hide under the bed or in the closet when Cat wasn't around.
"Lady, if you're searching for sympathy, that's not something you're going to get from me." I narrow my eyes at her, wishing them to resemble those of a fierce tiger, but she doesn’t appear fazed.
"You were optimal from the start, though."
I wince as another liquid of some sort is shot into me. I wish I wasn't detained and could slash killer claws at her. My body tingles before pain shoots through me. . My limbs feel like they're about to burst as they grow ten times their natural range.
"You talk so very special for a cat. You and I can be something together, Maori."
Damn, if I was more of a people person, maybe I could delay matters a bit. I was never one for small talk, though.
"Can you feel it making you stronger?" Susan asks, her voice sounding far away yet dangerously close, almost like it’s echoing.
"It makes me feel …" I attempt to stand up, but I instantly fall to the side. Chemicals reverberating through me prevent me from feeling any pain, as I hit the cool aluminum floor.
"The chemicals work their course through your veins, making you undefeatable.” The immense agony, causing me to pass out. “The perfect soldier." I hear the words faintly, before my vision is gone.
XXXX
"Maori. Maori. Maori." I hear her voice ringing out. "Come on, you can't pass on me. Please wake up and see me." The voice chokes. I'm pretty confident it's Cat speaking to me. It isn’t clear how that’s feasible because I'm pretty sure she went out on her date tonight and wasn't around. "Wake up. You can't let yourself die from this. We can work through this."
What happened to me?
I blink my eyes open, feeling the golden light surrounding me as it envelopes me in its warmth. "Cat?"
She's standing there in a glowing abyss. She looks bigger than she used to look. When I see reflection in a nearby mirror, I realize I’m the size of a kitten. Cat’s clothing looks far from date wear; she’s in her beloved torn Beatles shirt and pajama shorts. I was the runt of the litter, a little thing, in the conditions she found me in. Fleas hoping from ear to ear, eyes sick.
"Mommy?" I try to go towards her, but my progress is slowed. My legs feel as if they're being jabbed with a million tiny needles every time I struggle to go forward a step.
"Maori, you can get through this. We can get through this together," she cries to me, running towards me with her arms outstretched. I'm so close to reaching her, but as soon as I'm about to, she starts to vanish. "Don't forget that I love you," she mouths before withering away altogether.
XXXX
I groan as I wake up, savoring the cool floor against my fur. Stretching my limbs, I blink my eyes open, and everything is a haze like I’m on one of those lousy drug trips. It’s been a while since I had one of those on accident. Cat swiftly kicking that roommate out to the streets and seeking me immediate help.
The room is large, I only take up a third of it. Had to be a lab of some sorts with the pristine cleanness, and the tables full of needles. Two exits, a garage door I assume for other test subjects, and a human sized exit to the right of the room. A large glass panel, probably used to see how test subjects are doing, if its not safe enough right away to be around them. Some water dispensers at the top of the ceiling, but they must be for chemicals. To drug someone if they got too rowdy.
"Finally, she stirs. I was growing worried about you." And the bitch decided to be in here, instead of safe haven. Underestimating me much?
That's not Cat's voice. It’s too much like a witch's cackle, while Cat's is soothing. Well, most of the time, unless she’s having a meltdown. It’s never directed towards me, though, as I always lay beside her until she feels better, lending my strength.
"Can you get up?" Susan tries to sound sympathetic, but there's underlying irritation. A rush to do something of some sort. "Come on, kitty?"
If I could drop dead, I would just to spite the bitch.
I try to stretch my legs to get up, but it hurts far too much. I want to get up for myself, for Cat, but it's like a million blades are being jabbed into my body at once. "I can't," I mutter, my eyes deciding to close again. Is this what Cat meant by not giving up, not dying? Or would giving up mean becoming part of Susan's reign? It’s a damned if I do, damned if I don't sort of situation. Where is that human when I need her?
No. Cat meant for me to stay alive. Cat would never wish death on Maori Lucky Salvatore, her savior.
"I suppose I may have given her too much. She's the same size as my last creation, but I upped the dose because she was the runt of the litter," Susan says to someone.
"That was reckless, Susan," a man's voice replies. His voice is velvety, assured, sounding different than the beast that seized me. If the brute that took me was a bull, this man was a snake. A cobra or something of the sort. "If anything, you should have given her less."
"I was just trying to get her ready before Cat got back to the apartment.” A cool metal is placed against my coat. "Fuck! The pulse is going down. No, no, no! It can't end like this. I didn't mean to kill the cat. I tried too hard for it to end like this!" Susan blathers. It’s almost possible that she believes in guilt. Cat moving things around must have disrupted her usual rational thinking. Love tends to do that. "What are you doing?" Her banshee-like screech is nearly enough to make me open my eyes.
"A little adrenaline to get things going in Miss Tuxedo over here," the man answers in a tone as if to say it's obvious. As if Susan would be senseless for pondering such a thing.
"What if it causes unexpected backlash?" she frets.
It takes a moment, but I start feeling the energy and strength coming back to me. Tenfold to what I’m used to, not that I’m a weakling. Slow waves until I'm fully charged, like a cell phone on the cord charging up. My legs are not as on fire anymore, but my vision is foggier than ever. And this unmistakable urge, or hunger, is coursing through my veins …I can practically touch it to inspect what it is. What the heck?
"Maori? Are you in there?" Susan tentatively approaches me as I do nothing other than stare, my teeth baring in a snarl. The insatiable hunger screams to my mind, and I can hear her heart race. A game of cat and mouse? It would fit with all the mice she experimented on. Imperfect human knows she fucked things up massively …
No, I’m better than this. I’m not just some killer. Why would I want something other than cat delicacies? Humans would be too much of a mess. "Get away from me!" I bare my fangs at her, and she takes a few steps backwards, nearly tripping over her own feet. It’s like I’m the Beast in that one flick, who was Beauty then?
"And give her a little of this." The man sticks something else into my veins that makes my brain go haywire, with straight thinking going right out the window. All the rest of the world is in a red furry.
"What the hell are you doing, Jack?" Susan screeches. The rest of the world is melting away. All I feel is the urge to track that perfume of blood and demolish it.
"I'm leaving. You can stay here."
My head jerks towards the figure of the man leaving. The door shuts, sealing behind him before I can attack. That sultry scent, though, the mix of musk filling my nostrils After making me this monster, by injecting me with those vials! I won’t forget his treachery, and if we cross paths again, he won’t live to tell the tale.
"Why?" Susan yells at him in desperation through the sturdy glass. "I paid you well. We were going to go into this new world as rulers."
"You were getting too close to the answer of what happened to your parents.” I strike my paw against glass just to get an electric shock through my foot, then everything goes black. Ouch. “And I can't leave loose ends hanging." That's the last seen of his smug face for the time being.
"Jack, don't!" I scream out, a pair of cool hands petting my fur. He was killing her because she was getting too close to finding out the truth. A memory that took a few days to drudge back up after the backlash of everything.
I hear the voice again. “Maori.”
"Go away, Jack!"
You can order the next exciting book through this link: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09BDGHDQR/ref=sr_1_1?dchild=1&keywords=the+one%27s+you+love+katerina+degratte&qid=1627506191&s=digital-text&sr=1-1
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