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CHAPTER ONE

Oliver Mitchem's fingers silently tapped his keyboard, his eyes scanning endless lines of code. The biotech research lab's computer systems were complex, but their encryptions were predictable. Vanilla, even. At least to someone with his sharply developed hacking skills. It hadn't taken him long to breach three levels of firewall, and now the system was open to his prying eyes, ready to reveal all its secrets.

Thousands of secure databases full of laboratory files were at his fingertips. Snooping through them, Oliver found them divided into a few main subgroups. The experiments were mostly run-of-the-mill animal testing of cosmetics and medications. But there was a smaller division tasked with studying rare and unique animals. He idly tabbed through the files and winced. Apparently the way the scientists "studied" these creatures was to freeze their corpses and cut them into thin slices to be analyzed.

Oliver cringed at a grisly image of a dissected primate that was too human-like for his comfort, then closed the window. He'd seen enough. And he'd gathered more than enough data from the lab's files to make his boss happy. So now it was time to make himself happy.

He opened a browser and clicked over to FanFavorites. The site officially called itself a "monetization platform for user-generated content," which was a very classy way to say "a giant funhouse of amateur adult entertainment in every flavor known to man." The variety was truly astonishing, catering to every conceivable fantasy.

Oliver eyed the homepage, taking in an array of the most breathtaking women on Earth. In one corner was a mesmerizing Indian goddess draped in vibrant silk. Her dark eyes sparkled with mystery, and a delicate crystal bindi adorned her forehead. The radiant colors of her attire complemented her dusky complexion, intertwining sensuality and elegance in an intoxicating blend.

Below her was a fiery-haired enchantress from Ireland. Her milky-white skin glowed ethereally in the soft sunlight that bathed her captivating figure. Beside her was an ebony beauty from Nigeria whose presence exuded power and grace. Hundreds of stunning women from all around the globe were vying for his attention, but Oliver wasn't interested in an erotic version of It's a Small World.

He clicked on his "TopFaves" panel, which contained only one performer. Her name was KittyKisses, and Oliver never missed one of her scheduled streams. Ever. He clicked open her profile, and cursed under his breath when he found that she had gone live a little early today. But his frustration of missing the start of the show was quickly forgotten as the video feed of his online crush graced his screen.

KittyKisses was a cosplayer who never appeared out of costume. The gorgeous, sweet-faced dancer always wore a pair of cat ears perched in the shoulder-length mop of her flowing, messy blue hair, along with a matching blue cat tail. Today a short white sundress wrapped snugly around her slim middle, accentuating her curves and drawing attention to her ample bosom. The delicate fabric was soft and clingy, leaving just enough to the imagination as she slowly danced for the camera.

The spellbinding feline grace of KittyKisses' movements created a symphony of seduction in Oliver's mind. He admired the way her lithe body moved with such fluidity and finesse. He was spellbound by the way the short frills of her dress swirled around her toned thighs, revealing teasing glimpses of her silky, porcelain skin wrapped in sultry fishnet stockings.

But it wasn't just her enchanting looks that made Oliver a die-hard fan. It was the way KittyKisses carried herself. With every step, the dancing catgirl exuded shyness and sensuality, an intoxicating combination that left him aching for more. Her movements were poetry, each flex of her petite muscles deliberate and fluid. Her amber eyes were clear and innocent, looking into the camera as if looking right at him, seducing him into her world.

With each sway of her hips and flick of her blue tail, she captivated Oliver's heart. He moved his cursor to the chat box and rested his fingers on the keys. He wanted to talk to her. He had to talk to her. But he knew KittyKisses rarely looked at the chat. She just danced for the tips that her admirers threw in her virtual jar. Oliver glanced at the scroll of unanswered messages.

Dickerdoodle: God damn, you are beautiful! <+10 tokens>

TikleMyPikle: You're hella cute! <+1 token>

DankFrank: I'd like a piece of that tail lol <+5 tokens>

KittyKisses shimmied closer to the camera. The pale glow of her screen lit her face as she approached, and her large, clear eyes subtly ticked side to side as she glanced at the chat. Oliver's pulse quickened. Holy shit. She was actually reading the chat!

His nimble programmer fingers hammered the keys in a blur, typing almost faster than he could think the words.

JollyOllie: Thank you for sharing your gift. <+25 tokens>

KittyKisses blinked and cocked her head, then looked into the camera and spoke.

"What do you mean 'gift'?"

Oliver stared at the screen. KittyKisses had actually acknowledged him. Out of her thousands of followers, she had responded to him. Excitement raced through him as he typed a reply.

Your dancing. The way you express yourself through movement is mesmerizing. When I watch you perform, I feel like I'm looking into your soul.

The catgirl rolled her eyes. "Oh yeah? And what is it that you see in my soul, JollyOllie?"

Oliver's first instinct was to say something complementary. Something flattering that she probably wanted to hear. But after a moment's hesitation, he decided to be honest. Yes, KittyKisses was gorgeous and graceful, but it wasn't her beauty that kept Oliver so enthralled.

You dance like you have a secret.

The smile wavered on the girl's sweet face, but she spoke in a low, sultry purr. "Don't we all?"

For a fleeting moment, her eyes seemed to flicker with vulnerability, but she stepped back from the camera, again filling the screen with her lean body as she continued her slinky dance. Her enigmatic response only made Oliver more curious. What mysteries lurked inside this crazy-cute kitty cosplayer? He had to find out. The desire to know more about her was like a burning hot ember in his—

"Christ almighty, Mitchem," a gravelly voice hissed. "Are you watching porn on the job?"

Oliver jumped in his seat. For a brief, magical moment, he had felt like he was alone with KittyKisses in her cute little bedroom studio, but in reality he was sitting in a cold, sterile conference room in the bowels of Helix Biotech's main laboratory. And he was far from alone. Three other hackers sat around the table, each tapping away at their sticker-covered laptops. And supervising them all was their boss, Murray Dufton.

Dufton was in his mid-fifties, though he looked older, with his graying hair and exaggerated paunch. He had been with CyberArmor Solutions since its main business was testing for the Y2K bug. Nowadays the company was a collective of white-hat hackers that big tech firms hired to test their security by attempting to break into their systems.

Standing next to Dufton was a slim, bald man in an ill-fitting suit with a badge clipped to the pocket. He was Curtis Stone, the Director of Information Technology for Helix. Both of their faces were flushed red. Dufton's with anger, and Stone's with embarrassment.

Oliver pulled off his headphones, but didn't close the FanFavorites window. "This isn't porn. This is adult content."

Stone snuffed. "Whatever you want to call it, it's not what I'm paying you to look at!"

"But it is. Helix Biotech's firewall has a block on all adult content. And this test proves that I was able to circumvent it." Oliver put his fingers on the keyboard. "But if you want to see some real porn, I can pull that up just as easily."

Dufton dropped a meaty hand on Oliver's shoulder. "That won't be necessary. You've proven your point." He looked at Stone. "This kind of content leak is something we see a lot in our penetration tests. Not a big deal. Overall, I think your security is in pretty good shape."

Oliver shook his head. "Actually, the substandard firewall is the least of your worries. Your whole system is riddled with easily exploitable code."

Stone crossed his arms. "Nonsense. Helix paid millions to the programmers who locked these systems down. They're completely unbreachable."

"Maybe for a garden-variety hacker. But I've created a penetrating spider algorithm that finds security weaknesses and then uses A.I. to search for the most sensitive information in the system. And I'm sorry to say that today it struck pay dirt."

Stone regarded Oliver skeptically. "You expect me to believe that you uncovered some deep-dark secrets during a routine security audit?" He snorted. "I wasn't born yesterday, Mr. Mitchem. This all sounds like an excuse to cover up what you were really doing, which is getting your jollies on the clock."

Oliver met his stare evenly. "You don't have to take my word for it." He tapped his keyboard, bringing up an index of databases. "My system penetration tests showed that your website's endpoints are extremely vulnerable. By exploiting them, I gained access to hundreds of secured laboratory trials. But what I found really interesting was your studies on rare and unusual animals. I'm not a lawyer, but I know some of the experiments your people have conducted are in a legal gray area. Not to mention a moral one."

Stone's draw dropped, and he sputtered, "How dare you threaten me with—"

"I'm not threatening anything," Oliver interrupted. "I'm simply stating the facts. To be perfectly honest, I don't care what you do here. But I'm sure there are other people out there who do. People who can hack into these systems just as easily as I did. People you didn't invite, and who won't be as discreet with their findings as CyberArmor Solutions is."

The IT director was silent for a long moment, and a sheen of sweat glistened on his bald head. His hands balled into fists, and he spoke in a low growl. "These are not the results I was expecting. I admit, I'm… disappointed."

Dufton cleared his throat and attempted to defuse the situation. "Our contract does, of course, include an ironclad non-disclosure agreement. Your secrets are safe with us. Isn't that right, Oliver?"

Oliver nodded. "They're safer with me than they are on his servers."

Stone opened his mouth to argue, but Dufton stepped forward with a laugh and a big, phony smile on his face. "Oh, you're such a kidder!" He grabbed Stone by the arm and turned him away. "Come on, let's just go and see what the rest of the team has to report, shall we?" He turned to Oliver with a sharp nod. "Well done, Mitchem. Why don't you clock out and meet us at the van?"

"Sounds good, boss."

Oliver logged out of the lab's computers, making sure to purge any illicit data from his computer. He was sure Helix Biotech's competitors would pay a pretty penny for any of the files he had uncovered, but that wasn't how Oliver rolled. He only used his hacking skills for good. Which was great for his integrity, but terrible for his bank account. CyberArmor Solutions didn't pay nearly as well as selling black-market data.

With his gear packed, Oliver left the lab complex and strolled out to the company van in the parking lot. It was a crisp autumn day, the kind where the air is just cold enough to be invigorating. The trees lining the street were ablaze with vibrant oranges, reds, and yellows, their foliage gently rustling in the cool breeze. A few stray leaves danced gracefully through the air, twirling and spiraling towards the ground.

But even with nature's beauty all around him, Oliver could only think about the beauty he had seen on his laptop's screen. He still couldn't believe that out of KittyKisses' thousands of fans, she had chosen to talk to him. His name had been on her sweet lips. Well, his FanFavorites username, but still. He hoped he'd get to talk to her again. Maybe even spark up a real friendship. He couldn't shake the feeling that there was something more to her than just a cosplayer with a captivating smile. There was an enigmatic quality that drew him in, like a moth to a flame.

As he leaned against the cool metal of the van, lost in his daydreams, Dufton emerged from the door of the lab and hustled over. Oliver greeted him with a nod.

"Finished already?"

"No, we're not finished," Dufton growled. "But you are."

"Excuse me?"

"Just what did you hope to accomplish with that stunt in there?"

Oliver raised a brow. "What stunt?"

"Telling Stone about all that stuff you found! These big corporations just want you to find a few little problems that are easy to fix so they can check a box and feel like they accomplished something. They don't want to be told they have to pay millions of dollars to fix shitty data security. Christ, man. They pay you to penetrate their endpoints, not to fuck them in the ass!"

Oliver bristled at the criticism. "But everything I said was true. I did my job."

"Your job is to make big firms with deep wallets feel good about themselves. Or rather, that was your job."

"Wait, are you saying…"

"You pissed off that guy Stone something fierce. He's never going to call us in for another security audit." Dufton shook his head. "I won't have you pissing off my top-tier clients and ruining the gravy train we've got going here. You're fired, Mitchem."

The words struck Oliver like a physical blow, stealing the breath from his lungs. Fired? After everything he had done for this company, all the hours he had poured into his work?

"Seriously? You're firing me for being too good at what you hired me for? And for being honest about it?"

Dufton harrumphed. "Let me give you a piece of advice, kid. In this life, honesty doesn't pay the bills. The sooner you learn that, the better."

With that, the old man turned and shuffled off toward the building to try to salvage his contract with a thick layer of lies and bullshit. Oliver was left alone, standing by the locked van in the empty parking lot. The beautiful fall day suddenly felt a lot colder than it had before.

But the chill of defeat was quickly burned off by the heat of Oliver's anger. How dare Dufton fire him? He had always done everything asked of him and more, solved tech problems that left other so-called experts baffled, only to be discarded at the first sign of trouble. Well, if that was how they operated, he was better off without them. Oliver had skills and ambition to spare. He didn't need their deceit and short-sightedness holding him back.

His mind raced with possibilities, thinking of potential jobs and new clients that would actually appreciate his talent and value his integrity. But one thought rose above the rest, drowning out the clamor: he was meant for more than this. Oliver had always known he was capable of great things. Now he had the opportunity to prove it.

The future was his to shape as he pleased. Oliver breathed a deep breath of fresh air and began walking, his path lit by dreams of what was to come. Dufton could take his job, but he would never take his spirit. He was free now, free in a way he had never been before, and the possibilities awaiting him were endless. Everything was different now that he saw the truth: he didn't need CyberArmor Solutions. He didn't need anyone.

Well, that wasn't quite true.

His thoughts drifted back to the cosplay catgirl, her playful antics and teasing smiles. The soft image of her cut through his frustration like a knife. Who was she behind the fake ears and tail? Did she choose to stream as a catgirl because she enjoyed it, or was it just a job to her? What were her interests outside of her shows? Was she as innocent as she seemed, or did she have hidden depths to discover?

Oliver shook his head, bemused at his fascination. He knew his mind was grasping at distractions to avoid dwelling on what had happened. Still, he couldn't deny his curiosity. What was the real KittyKisses like? And would he ever get the chance to find out?


CHAPTER TWO

The soft glow of the camera lights bathed KittyKisses' apartment in a seductive haze, casting long, feline shadows across the walls as she gracefully danced through her bedroom. The space wasn't large, but she made the most of it. Swags of gauzy fabric and gently twinkling fairy lights draped the walls, hiding the cracks in the plaster. A large bed with tall white posts stood toward the back, covered in a soft, fuzzy blanket and a bunch of pillows and cute stuffed animals in different shapes and sizes. At the side of the camera's view was a stout wooden post wrapped in thick hemp rope, forming a giant, catgirl-sized scratching post.

KittyKisses pretended to claw at it with her fingertips as she settled into the gaming chair in front of the camera, her blue hair cascading like a waterfall and her amber eyes sparking with mischief. Yet as she gave a final, coy wink to the camera, her heart raced not from the thrill of the stream, but from the secret that throbbed beneath her skin.

"Goodnight, my precious tomcats," she purred. "You're all the cat's meow. But now it's time for this pretty kitty to go see someone very special." She blew a kiss at the lens, then tapped a key. The live feed cut off taking her sultry dance music with it, leaving only the soft hum of her computer in the suddenly quiet room.

She closed her eyes and blew out a long breath, then rose, her movements sinuous and graceful. Her thoughts were a whirlwind, chasing each other like leaves caught in an autumn breeze. JollyOllie's comment during her stream still echoed in her mind.

You dance like you have a secret.

The stranger's words had hit too close to home. KittyKisses did have a secret—a truth so wild it could upend her entire existence. Or end it altogether.

She glanced at her reflection in the mirror, at the delicate cat ears that peeked through her vibrant hair and the tail that swished above her shapely butt. She wrinkled her nose at the sight of its unconscious swish. Whenever she was live, she tried to make her tail hang limp, but she wasn't always successful. She had seen comments in the chat, where her fans speculated on the motion of her tail or the twitching of the cat ears atop her head. Some people thought they were a realistic digital filter. Others praised her for having such elaborate mechanical costume pieces. She never corrected them. Nobody could ever know that her ears and tail were her own flesh and blood, just as much a part of her as her cute button nose or round, perky breasts. Nobody could ever know the truth.

But maybe one person did…

"Keep it together, Lulu," she whispered to herself. "This JollyOllie guy doesn't know anything about you. He's just a fan of your online persona. He doesn't know who you really are. Or what you really are."

The catgirl looked at her sheer sundress and the mess of silky blue hair that cascaded over her bare shoulders. Most of her fans thought her wild hair was a wig, and sometimes she wished it was. It would probably be easier to manage. Lulu licked the back of her pale, graceful hand, then swept it through her hair, stroking it back. She continued her pattern of licking and stroking until her wild locks were under control. Since she had arrived in this strange world, Lulu had embraced many of its customs, but she still found a soothing comfort in styling her hair in the traditional catgirl way.

The outside world believed KittyKisses was just a human girl playing dress-up, a fantasy to be adored and desired. It was a facade she crafted with care, for if they knew what she truly was… No, it was too dangerous to even think about.

Lulu unfastened the row of tiny buttons that ran down the front of her sundress and let it slide off her smooth curves and pool on the floor. She peeled the fishnet stockings from her long legs. These clothes belonged to KittyKisses. They were for the camera only, never to be worn outside the apartment. When she ventured out she was herself. She was Lulu. And she wore Lulu's clothes. Okay, so most of them were actually Emily's clothes, but her roommate wasn't using them. And that thought sat like a ball of ice in the catgirl's belly. Emily had taught her everything—how to survive, how to thrive. And most importantly, how to keep the curious at bay.

But that was before the incident…

Lulu sat down on the bed and pulled on a pair of snug jeans that slid up her smooth legs. She carefully fitted her tail through a hole just below the waistband and wiggled her butt into place before fastening the button. She pulled on a thick flannel shirt over her lacy bra. The soft fabric sliding over her skin made the fur on her tail raise and drew a tiny groan from her throat. If there was one thing she could not resist, it was the texture of soft fabric. And there was so much of it in this world.

Her followers had sent countless fluffy stuffed toys through her FanFavorites wishlist, and she loved to frolic with them. And her fans loved to watch her frolic with them. It was a total win-win situation. And as Emily used to say, "If you're going to rub all over your toys like you're in heat, you may as well get paid for it."

The thought of her funny roommate brought a tiny smile to Lulu's lips as she pulled on her knee-length, red-leather coat. Thankfully the fall weather had turned cold enough to make it appropriate again. Skimpy summer fashions made it absolutely impossible to hide your tail.

With practiced ease, she tucked her ears inside a slouchy knit beanie, then wrapped a scarf around her neck. She stood there for a moment, examining her reflection. A perfect illusion.

"Just another quirky human girl. Nothing to see here, folks."

Lulu smoothed her coat over the awkward lump at the rear, then grabbed her keys. But as she touched the doorknob, she hesitated. Maybe going out was a bad idea. What if this JollyOllie person really did know what she was? What if he knew where she was? He could be out there waiting for her. It was safer to stay home. But she couldn't. She couldn't miss visiting hours. If anything went wrong, she'd find a way to survive. She always did.

A catgirl always lands on her feet.

***

The sterile scent of the hospital mingled with undertones of antiseptic as Lulu navigated its maze-like corridors, her steps echoing against the linoleum floor. The smell of this place made her queasy, and her ears were itchy under her beanie, but she pushed aside her discomfort as she made her way toward room 305. As she'd done countless times before.

Her heartbeat quickened with each door she passed, her racing pulse driven by two conflicting emotions—hope that things had improved, and fear that they had gotten worse. She put her small hand on the doorknob and took a steadying breath before she pushed it open. The interior was dimly lit, but bright enough for Lulu's amber cat eyes to see clearly.

A hospital bed was in the center of the room, surrounded by a few machines that beeped in a steady, sad rhythm. And tucked into the bed's thin blue blankets was the frail, still form of her dearest friend.

Lulu's breath hitched in her throat as she stepped up to the bed and took Emily's hand in hers. It hurt the catgirl's heart to see her bestie entangled in a web of tubes and wires like some dystopian marionette. But Emily's palm was warm against Lulu's fingers, proving that despite all appearances, she was still alive.

"I miss you so much," Lulu whispered. "I wish you would wake up. Wake up and come home with me."

Tears welled in her large eyes, and she imagined Emily's face as it once was. Not bruised and broken and endlessly sleeping, but alive and vibrant. The room faded away in Lulu's clouded mind, taking her back to their shared apartment in happier times. The sound of ghostly laughter echoed in her hidden cat ears as the memory came forward.

"You boys are so naughty!" Emily had giggled. "You make this little geek girl blush!"

Lulu had watched Emily's FanFavorites stream in progress from behind the camera. Although the catgirl was new to this world, she had quickly gotten used to the wonders of Earth's technology. But she still found this ritual curious and fascinating.

She looked on as Emily rocked back in her gaming chair, gazing into the camera and seductively twirling a long blonde pigtail around her finger. She wore a short plaid schoolgirl skirt and a pair of knee-high white stockings with patent-leather Mary Janes. Her white blouse was unbuttoned far enough to show the contours of her freckly cleavage in a push-up bra. In her hand was a bright yellow dildo that she tapped against her lips.

"Teacher says I shouldn't chew on my pencil, but I can't help it." She nibbled the canary cock's head. "It just feels so good in my mouth. I can't resist giving it a little lick, and a little suck, and…" With exaggerated awkwardness, she dropped it on the floor. It bounced and rolled to the side of her chair. "Oops! I'm so clumsy! I dropped my pencil again. Who wants me to pick it up?"

Lulu looked at the computer's screen as it exploded with chat messages.

NaughtyNate69: Oh hells yes <+5 tokens>

StudStallion: Get it, girl! <+10 tokens>

PleasurePilot: Don't make us beg! <+5 tokens>

The electronic sound of coins dropping in a tip jar rang from the speakers, and Emily's glance ticked to the token counter's total, coyly licking her lips until it reached a level that satisfied her.

"Ooh, it looks like you really do want me to pick it up. And SmartiePanties never disappoints her classmates."

Emily rose from her chair and turned her back to the camera. Drawing in a sultry breath she bent over at the waist to reach for the floor. The motion drew her ultra-short skirt up the backs of her thighs, revealing her round ass in a barely-there thong. She subtly pumped her knees, sending a pleasing little jiggle through her exposed butt cheeks. She reached out for the dildo, but stopped before grasping it.

"Wait…" Emily looked over her shoulder at the camera. "Did you want me to pick it up with my fingers? Or with something else?"

The chat box exploded again with comments, but the verdict was unanimous. Nobody wanted to see SmartiePanties pick up her "pencil" with her fingers. Emily grinned.

"I thought you might feel that way. But this little schoolgirl needs some lunch money." She twisted her pigtail around her finger. "Satisfy my hunger and I'll satisfy yours."

In an instant, the small apartment thundered with the sound of digital coins hitting virtual glass. Lulu watched in astonishment as the token counter filled up like a barrel under a waterfall. With a stalking stride, Emily walked around the dropped dildo, circling it until her back was once again toward the camera. She rested her palms on her hips and slid her hands back to grasp her ass as she squatted over the sex toy. Nestling it between her cheeks, she squeezed them together and slowly straightened her knees, sticking her ass toward the camera with the dildo clasped in its fleshy grip.

The rain of tokens continued as Emily gingerly plucked the toy from between her cheeks and playfully spun around to fall into her chair. She coyly licked the tip of her "pencil" as she waited for the last coins to fall. When the counter stopped rolling, she took it out of her mouth and gave a cheeky little wave.

"Thank you, boys. To me, you're all homecoming kings. But now SmartiePanties has to do her homework." She put her fingers to her lips and blew a kiss at the camera. "See you at recess, sweethearts!"

Emily tapped the keyboard, and the stream cut off. She looked at the screen and cackled with glee. "Yes! I knew it!" She jumped out of her chair and spun the rubber dong above her head like a floppy propeller. "I knew my fans would love this roleplay!"

"It was a great show!" Lulu cheered. "And you got a lot of tips!"

"A lot? This one show made enough to pay our rent and my tuition for this month! Lulu, we're living the dream. We're finally thousandairs!"

She laughed and hugged the catgirl, and the two of them tumbled down on her bed. Lulu purred contentedly and rubbed against the soft blankets and her softer friend. "You're so clever. How did you ever guess that a schoolgirl show would be so popular?"

"Oh, I didn't guess, my pretty kitty. I knew. The data doesn't lie. And I can see all of it now." Emily grabbed a tablet off the nightstand and swiped up a screen full of statistics. "You see, last month, Dominic had a big party for the local FanFavorites girls at his mansion."

Lulu's ears twitched. "Who's Dominic?"

"Oh, Dominic Blaze. The Chief Technology Officer at FanFavorites. Anyway, while everyone else was partying, I kinda sorta snooped around his home office."

Lulu's eyes widened. "You hacked his account?"

Emily waved it off. "Hardly. He wrote his password on a post-it. He was asking for it. Anyway, now I have access to all of the management-level information, including aggregate data on what's trending. This data feeds the algorithm, and the algorithm promotes popular content. Schoolgirl stuff is killing it right now, but as soon as trends change, so will SmartiePanties."

"You mean change your act? To what?"

"To whatever it is that the people want. I could be a pirate wench!" Emily grabbed a leather strap-on belt from her nightstand and threaded her yellow dildo through its hole. She wrapped the strap around her fist, turning the toy into a ridiculous version of a pirate hook. "Yarr, maties! I be Long Dong Silver, the most fearsome cock plunderer on the seven seas!" She strapped the belt around her head and pulled it tight, making the erect dildo stand upright from her forehead. "I'm the horny unicorn! I seek out virgins and fuck them into magical submission." She slid the belt downward, positioning the swaying cock over her nose. "I'm sexy Pinocchio! Make me tell lies then sit on my face!"

Lulu laughed. "I'm glad you've got access to hard data on what people want, because your instincts are like super bad."

Emily snorted and pulled the harness off her pretty face. "You're not wrong. But with this insider information, from now on I'll always be on the TopFaves leaderboard. Lulu, this is a gold mine for us."

Lulu smiled, but there was a sadness behind it. She sat up on the edge of the bed. "It's a gold mine for you. I'm still just living in your apartment rent free like…" She fidgeted with her tail. "Like a pet."

"Aww, come on, Lu. You know I don't think about you like that."

"But you've done so much for me. You took me in when I had nothing and… I just wish I could pay you back. I wish I could go out and get a job so you don't have to support us both."

Emily put down the tablet and swung her legs over the side of the bed to sit beside her friend. She took Lulu's hand.

"You know we have to keep you hidden. You're special, and humans aren't exactly known for embracing the extraordinary."

"You did."

"I'm the exception, not the rule." Emily shook her head. "Lulu, if the wrong people found out you were a real live catgirl, they'd haul you off to some secret government lab to be studied like a… like an animal. But you're not an animal." She put her fingers under Lulu's chin and turned her head to meet her gaze. "You're my bestie. Forever. And I'll do anything to keep you safe."

Lulu's eyes teared up at the kind words, both in the remembered moment and in the present. Sitting in Emily's hospital room, she wiped away a tear that rolled down her cheek. Her other hand continued to hold Emily's now limp fingers, the contrast between her past vibrancy and her present stillness stark and jarring. Lulu clung to her precious memories like lifelines tethering her to hope. A stranger's savage actions had taken Emily away, leaving the catgirl without a mentor and without a friend.

"I'll take care of you, Emily. Just like you took care of me. For as long as it takes," she whispered. "I'll see you tomorrow. I hope you'll see me too."

Lulu's lip quivered and she gently kissed her friend's hand, then placed it on her bed. She quietly exited the room and made her way toward the exit, but as she passed the nurses' station, a soft voice called out to her.

"Oh, Lulu. Hello. Could I speak to you for a moment? About Emily?"

The catgirl had visited the hospital enough over the past few months to know the staff. She recognized the woman as the night attendant, Nurse Vale.

"What's wrong?" Lulu's chest tightened. "Is there a problem?"

"Sort of. I mean, Emily's condition is stable, but… You know I hate to have to be the one to tell you…"

"Tell me what? What's wrong?"

Nurse Vale squirmed uncomfortably. "It's just… I know Emily's expenses can be… difficult to manage."

"It should be all taken care of. Your billing department set it up for me. All of her bills are deducted directly from our bank account."

"Yes. Yes, well…" The nurse looked down. "That account is currently overdrawn."

Lulu's heart dropped. "But… I just got paid. How is that possible?"

"I'm sorry, Lulu, but Emily doesn't have insurance. The costs add up quickly and…" Nurse Vale cleared her throat. "We'll need to get an alternate payment method set up. Do you maybe have a credit card we could use?"

Lulu didn't have a credit card. She didn't even have her own bank account. Emily had shared her account with Lulu when they realized Lulu couldn't get one without a social security number. Or a last name.

"I don't have a card. But I'll get the money in our account. Fast. I promise."

"Lulu, if it were up to me…"

Lulu grabbed the woman's hand and squeezed it tight in both of hers. "Please, Nurse Vale. Just give me some more time. I'm begging you."

The nurse frowned, then sighed. "I can try to misfile the paperwork, but it'll only buy you a few days. A week at most."

"Thank you!"

"I'm serious, Lulu. When my bosses figure this out… I can't help you anymore. And I can't help Emily."

"I promise I'll get the money in time."

The nurse smiled sadly. "For Emily's sake, I hope you can."

Lulu stumbled out of the hospital, her body numb and heavy with grief. The nurse's words were like a blade in her heart as she trudged towards home. She didn't know what she was going to do, but she knew she would never give up on Emily. She had to be strong and save the woman who had taught her to survive in a world that wasn't ready for lost catgirls.


CHAPTER THREE

Sunlight pierced through the half-open blinds of Oliver's apartment, casting linear shadows across the cluttered surface of his desk. He looked out the window at the crisp fall morning as he savored the last bite of his breakfast. The pastry, a raspberry danish still warm from the oven of the corner bakery, was flaky and buttery, its sweetness complimenting the robust bitterness of his freshly brewed coffee.

He took a rich, nutty sip, then muttered to himself. "All fueled up. Time to get to work. Or, I guess, time to find some work."

He booted up a tower computer tucked under his desk. It wasn't the latest model, far from it, but with his modifications, it could run circles around those store-bought giants. Oliver took pride in his ability to squeeze exceptional performance out of modest hardware, a testament to his talent with resources.

"All right, old friend, let's see what you've got for me today." His fingers danced across the keyboard, pulling up a series of windows on his triple-monitor setup.

The screens reflected in his glasses as he leaned back in his chair, each keystroke a tiny click in an otherwise silent room. A bit of custom code he had hacked together automatically perused the listings, scanning job titles and requirements and returning the best results in a neatly ordered list.

As his code did the heavy lifting, he smiled at the efficiency of his work. He knew he was one of the best programmers in the city. But as a self-taught hacker without any formal education or training, most employers wouldn't touch him. He scowled as he looked at listing after listing that required fancy degrees and certificates to even get an interview. Any of these jobs would be child's play for him, if he could get them based on his skills instead of arbitrary bureaucracy.

But Oliver knew he wouldn't have been happy working at any of those places anyway. He had an opportunity, and he wasn't going to squander it. He could find a job that he actually enjoyed now that he had been fired from CyberArmor Solutions. No. He hadn't been fired. He had been released. He had been set free from the prison of a shitty workplace with a douchebag boss.

"Come on," he muttered to himself, "there's got to be someone out there who gets it."

In his heart, Oliver knew he was searching for more than a job. He was searching for a purpose. A place where he could thrive, both professionally and personally. He yearned for a job where his talents were not only appreciated, but celebrated. Where he wasn't just another code monkey behind a desk earning a paycheck.

That said, he really needed to earn a paycheck. Unease weighed heavily on his chest as he clicked over to his finances. He had enough savings to keep him afloat for a month or two, but after that he'd be in trouble. The kind of trouble that made men who could hack into any banking system do things they weren't proud of.

He closed his eyes and shook his head, sickened by the thought. He had never used his hacking skills for evil, and he never would. That was his one and only rule. He just hoped circumstances wouldn't test his resolve.

He turned back to the scroll of job listings, but before he could read more of them, a cheerful meow purred from his computer's speakers. The sound made Oliver instantly forget about the job search, his finances, and everything else. It was the notification tone he had set to alert him when KittyKisses went live on FanFavorites.

"Perfect timing," he muttered.

He clicked open her profile and settled back in his chair as the familiar jingle of her intro music filled the room. The playful melody usually brought a smile to his face, but today something was different. When KittyKisses appeared onscreen, she looked as gorgeous as ever. She wore a cute pink bikini top, and her tail hung from the back of a thin sarong that barely covered her round little ass. Her cat ears were perked up, and she had a mischievous smirk on her face. Sensuality poured off her pale body like hot steam.

But Oliver could tell something was wrong.

He couldn't quite put his finger on it. She moved with her typical grace, every sultry step and hip sway a testament to her feline allure. But in the moments between movements, her vibrant amber eyes didn't have their usual spark. Although her face smiled, her soul seemed sad. Maybe even a little desperate. Oliver couldn't tell what it was, but he could feel in his gut that something was wrong.

The enigmatic look still weighed heavily on her face as KittyKisses purred at the camera. "Good morning, my tomcats. I hope you're all up bright an early for a little bonus show. Who's ready to spoil their favorite little kitty today?"

The chat box scrolled with the messages of her many followers, all of them psyched and eager for the unscheduled performance. With her wavy blue hair cascading over her shoulders like a silky waterfall, she began a sultry dance, her lithe body moving to the music with feline grace. But as Oliver watched, his feeling that something was wrong only grew stronger. Though her movements were as seductive as ever, a subtle sadness haunted her.

Oliver put his fingers on the keys and typed the words that were in his heart.

JollyOllie: KittyKisses, are you all right?

The stunning catgirl glanced at her screen and forced a smile, revealing her tiny, adorable fangs. "I'm just purrfect, JollyOllie. I'm always purrfect when I'm with my adoring tomcats."

She giggled and continued her performance. And Oliver could tell it was just that. A performance. There was no joy in her movements. She was just going through the motions. The dance was a sultry facade draped over a core of… what? It was more than just sadness. He could sense a hint of anxiety. More than that. Desperation.

But if KittyKisses was truly feeling these things, Oliver was the only one who could see it. The other fans watching the stream continued to pepper the catgirl with their usual lewd banter.

MagicMack: pretty kitty has pretty titties

PlumpPapi: Nice a$$ <+1 token>

DrivinMeNuts: Bitch always teasin'

KittyKisses glanced at the chat, but didn't acknowledge any of the messages. Instead, her hips swayed rhythmically as she addressed her fans with a warm, inviting smile. "My darling tomcats, I could use some extra love today. Big tips might just make me… a little more frisky."

The chat box blew up with the fans' enthusiastic response, but concern knitted Oliver's brow. KittyKisses' laughter seemed forced. Her flirtatious winks lacked their usual mischievous glimmer. The disconnect between her sensual persona and the distress hiding just beneath her surface tugged at him.

"Something's wrong," he whispered to himself. He knew KittyKisses well enough to tell—or at least, he felt like he did. He knew she was more than just a sexy image on a screen; she was a real person with dreams and fears, just like him. And right now, she needed someone to see her, the real her, beyond the sultry cosplay disguise.

Oliver put his fingers on the keys. He wasn't sure what it was he wanted to say, but the words flowed from his heart to his fingers.

"If you ever need to talk, I'm here for you." He hesitated, then added. "You are not alone."

The catgirl's dance slowed, and her eyes lingered on the messages. Oliver's message was just a single drop in the ocean of comments that surged through her chat box, but somehow it caught her attention. For a moment, the emptiness in her eyes was replaced with a spark of warmth.

"Thanks, JollyOllie." Her soft whisper was barely audible through the upbeat music playing in the background. "That means a lot to me."

For the briefest moment, Oliver felt a tender connection with the girl on the screen, but then she blinked, and the moment was gone. She resumed her act, becoming the consummate performer once more, leaving Oliver with a pang of helplessness. As KittyKisses continued her dance, her fans grew restless.

SensualSavage: There's a lot more where this came from if you take off that bikini top! <+10 tokens>

Thrusty: I wanna see if the carpet matches the drapes! <+5 tokens>

SpankMeHarder: I'm not gonna open my wallet til you open your legs

KittyKisses giggled, but Oliver's ears heard no joy in it. She danced closer to the camera, the movement fluid and graceful, yet there was tension in her shoulders. "Oh, you naughty boys," she purred. "A lady has to maintain some mystery."

Sexpeditioner: You should call yourself KittyCocktease.

DeliciousDuke: Give us what we want and we'll make it rain! Right, guys? <+100 tokens>

The chat surged with messages of agreement, punctuated with moneybag emojis. Most of the messages included lewd requests with tips big enough to show they were serious about what they'd pay to have their wishes granted. Oliver wasn't crass enough to throw in his own request, but he couldn't deny he wouldn't mind seeing some of the voyeurs' wishes granted.

He had often dreamed of seeing the cute catgirl get more risqué. He yearned to see the creamy white flesh of her curves, bare and sleek and unencumbered by her sexy little outfits and accessories. But even in his wildest fantasies, KittyKisses still wore her cosplay ears and tail. He couldn't imagine her without them. He knew it was silly, but in his heart he felt like they were real. They were a part of what made her so special.

Despite his own fantasies, Oliver frowned as he read the increasingly aggressive comments, punctuated with emojis of eggplants and peaches and squirts. He knew that KittyKisses was an adult entertainer working for tips, but it pained him to see her treated like a sex puppet. She was a dancer, not a porn star. Why couldn't they see that?

On the screen, KittyKisses' eyes drifted to her token counter. Despite her fans' excitement, it was still less than halfway to her stream goal. The sense of desperation Oliver could see in her drew tighter. She licked her lips and cleared her throat.

"You boys have some very… colorful imaginations! You make this kitty blush!" KittyKisses giggled, but her eyes betrayed a glimmer of distress. "Maybe I could give you a little peek…"

JuicyJackhammer: Finally! Take it off!

RoughRider: Take it all off!

PoundtownPrince: Including the ears and tail!

KinkyKingdom: We want you buck naked! No clothes, no cosplay!

KittyKisses' smile faltered, her grace waning under the pressure. Oliver could see it—the subtle quiver of her lip, the way her shoulders hitched as if bracing for the next wave of comments. He wished he could reach through the screen and pull her into his safe embrace. But not even the best hacker in the world could do that.

Suddenly, KittyKisses' playful facade cracked, revealing the raw emotion beneath. A single tear threatened to escape the corner of her eye, but she caught it swiftly, pressing a finger to her cheek as if brushing away a stray lash.

"Guys, I think… I think that's enough for today," she stammered. "Thank you all for your support. KittyKisses loves you all! Meow for now!"

And with that, the stream abruptly cut off, leaving Oliver staring at an empty window.

"Damn it," he muttered under his breath, frustration and concern coursing through him. He slammed his fist down onto the desk, causing his homemade computer setup to rattle. He couldn't shake the image of KittyKisses' tearful eyes, and his heart ached for her. Concern gnawed at him, desperate to find a way to help the girl who had captured his heart.

KittyKisses was special—more than just an enticing fantasy on a screen. She was someone who laughed despite her pain, who danced even when the music turned sour. And she deserved so much better than what the world was offering her. He wanted to be there for her. Not just as a supportive voice online, but in real life. He wanted to be by her side, helping her get through whatever it was that was tormenting her.

"Maybe I could just… find out where she lives."

His fingers hovered over the keyboard, his mind toying with the idea of using his hacking skills to track her down. He could break into the FanFavorites wishlist server and find out her confidential shipping address. It would be all too easy to dive into the digital depths and emerge with her secrets cradled in his hands. The thought alone sent a shiver down his spine, a mix of adrenaline and guilt.

"Ugh, what am I thinking? How is this supposed to work out? I just ring her doorbell like, 'Hi, you don't actually know me, but I hacked into your private information so I could swing by uninvited. Wanna be besties?'" He groaned, raking a hand through his hair. "That's so damn creepy."

He imagined the look of horror on KittyKisses' face when she discovered he had so easily violated her privacy like his own personal doxxing party. It would be an unforgivable breach of her trust, and it would destroy any chance of ever becoming more than a username on a screen to her.

With a determined flick, Oliver shut down the computer to remove the temptation. Despite his yearning to help KittyKisses, he knew some lines couldn't be crossed, even for love.

Especially for love.


CHAPTER FOUR

Lulu passed through the halls of her apartment building like a feline ghost. The old, run-down building was from the 1940s, and still retained the charm of yesteryear with its ornate crown moldings and intricate wood paneling. Warm light emanated from antique brass sconces, casting a soft glow on the patterned wallpaper that drooped from the walls. But Lulu wasn't paying any attention to her cozy surroundings. She had a lot on her mind, and none of it was good.

She had been uneasy ever since her surprise bonus stream that morning. The chat had been a free-for-all of pleas and demands for KittyKisses to reveal all. Lulu's followers were insatiable, yet they knew nothing of the risk that kind of exposure carried for someone like her. If she took off her clothes, the world would see that her tail was real. They'd know Lulu was a real catgirl. She'd be abducted and taken to some facility for exotic animals, and there would be nobody left to care for Emily.

Lulu would do anything to earn money for her friend's care, but she couldn't do that.

The secret catgirl pulled her beanie tighter over her hidden ears as her boots shuffled over the checkered tile floor, the black and white squares continuing their geometric dance of eras past. She kept her strides small, partially to minimize the swish of her hidden tail beneath her long leather coat, and partially out of stealth. There was a certain someone she didn't want to hear her leaving. But as she sneaked past the superintendent's door it squeaked open as if he had been waiting for her.

An ancient man emerged. He was stocky, and still strong despite being older than dirt and most rocks. His thick gray eyebrows were bushier than Lulu's tail. When he spoke, his voice croaked in a harsh accent from a forgotten country that no longer existed.

"Lulu. Where is Emily?"

Lulu forced an impatient smile. She felt bad for the poor old man's slipping mind, but she wasn't in the mood to coddle him today. "Like I explain every day, Mr. Kernoshka, she's in the hospital. I'm going to see her now."

"Every day you go, and every day you come back. Why?"

Lulu's brow quirked. "Um, because I live here?"

"You no live here."

"But I do though. I have an apartment upstairs, remember?"

"Apartment is Emily's. Name on lease is Emily. Not Lulu. Is not your apartment."

"Okay, yes. That's true. But I've been paying our rent while she's gone. Every month. You can check."

"Bah! Rent!" The old man waved his hands, as if swatting the words away. "No sublet! Name on lease is Emily. If Emily not live in apartment, Lulu not live in apartment!"

Lulu's pulse raced, and her ears twitched under her beanie. "Wait… what are you trying to say?"

"No sublet! Apartment is not Lulu's. Emily must live in apartment, or Lulu must leave."

"But Mr. Kernoshka, she does live there. She just can't come home. She's in a coma!"

"No Emily, no Lulu! You have until end of month then piss off!"

With that, the old man retreated into his dank apartment and slammed the door, blowing out a whiff of mildew and old cabbage. Lulu just stared at the closed door helplessly. She couldn't believe it. She had already lost her best friend, and now she was going to lose her home. Ironically, because she had lost her best friend. It was so cruel it was almost funny, but Lulu wasn't laughing. Lulu wasn't even sure she remembered how to laugh.

Just when she thought this day couldn't get any worse, it somehow had.

The catgirl put her head down and headed for the building's broad front door. As she did, she renewed her silent vow to do whatever it took to care for Emily. After all, hadn't Emily done the same for her when their roles were reversed?

She was nearly to the door when a man emerged from the shadowed alcove of the entryway. Lulu's instincts screamed danger even before he stepped into the light, revealing a figure cut from the cloth of wealth and power. His suit was tailored to perfection, hugging his broad shoulders and tapering down to a trim waist, the fabric so fine it seemed to shimmer under the light of the antique sconces.

"Good evening, Lulu." His voice carried the warmth of a seasoned orator, smooth and self-assured. "Or should I say, good evening, KittyKisses?"

Lulu's heart stopped. This man knew her secret online identity. He knew who she was. She subtly pulled her coat tighter around her lean body and tipped her head down. "Sorry, I think you have me confused with someone else."

"Oh no, I'd recognize that face anywhere. Cute as a button. Not gonna lie, you're in my personal TopFaves list. That's a rare honor, I assure you."

Lulu took a subtle step back as she studied his face—sharp jawline, dark hair slicked back to reveal piercing eyes that seemed to look right through her. She had no idea who he was.

"How did you find out where I live?"

The man chuckled. "Oh, I've been keeping a close eye on you, KittyKisses. I know everything about you."

"Everything?" A tightness gripped Lulu's chest. This stranger knew her secret. He knew she was a catgirl! This was the moment she had feared ever since she had landed in this world. The moment when the men in black hauled her off to some secret facility and she was never heard from again.

The man gave a warm laugh. "Well, maybe not everything. But a man in my position is privy to certain delicate information." He extended a hand, the cuff of his shirt pulling back just enough to display an exquisite watch. "Dominic Blaze, Chief Technology Officer at FanFavorites."

The name sparked a memory in Lulu's fevered mind. Emily had mentioned going to a party at Dominic Blaze's mansion once. She had talked about how rich the man was, but didn't mention anything about his startling good looks. But Lulu's keen feline senses knew there was danger under Dominic's handsome facade.

He continued. "Your address isn't revealed to users, naturally. But as CTO, I have full access to the creator profiles, and every bit of data therein. It's my job to know everything about our talent." He leaned closer, and Lulu fought the urge to step back. "I think you have enormous potential. With the right guidance, you could become one of our top earners."

"Thank you," Lulu mumbled. She forced an uneasy smile and took a deep breath. Dominic didn't know she was a catgirl after all. He just knew she was a FanFavorites creator. Her real secret was still safe. "I'm flattered you think so."

"Absolutely. You have unlimited potential. If you're willing to embrace the opportunity."

His slimy tone curdled Lulu's belly. "What do you mean?"

Dominic moved forward, closing the distance between them with relaxed strides. "I watched your performance today. You're holding back. Your audience wants more risqué content. They're begging for it. Yet you refuse to acquiesce. Why?"

Heat flushed Lulu's pale cheeks. "Because I am a dancer, Mr. Blaze." She spoke firmly, her words punctuated by a subtle twitch of her hidden tail. "Not whatever else you think I should be."

"I'm not telling you to stop dancing. I'm telling you to expand your offerings. Lots of girls on FanFavorites start out dancing, or singing, or performing other types of boring talent-show nonsense. But in the end, they all learn the truth." Dominic's lips twitched into a grin. "Success demands versatility. Your audience craves more… intimacy."

"Intimacy is subjective," Lulu countered, her voice a mix of indignation and fear. "And I've formed an intimate bond with my fans in my own way."

Even as Lulu said the words, she knew they weren't true. To her, FanFavorites was a means to an end. A way to make money to help Emily, and to survive in the human world without her. She didn't have any personal connection to any of her fans. Except for maybe one…

Her thoughts drifted to the mysterious JollyOllie. Out of all of her followers, he was the only one who seemed to see her as more than a pretty face and a sexy body. He was a stranger, but somehow he felt like more. Like a friend she'd never actually met.

"Reluctance is natural," Dominic said casually. "But it's easy, once you start. I've guided others before you." He stepped closer and Lulu stepped back, bumping into the wood wainscotting. "I'll just make a guest appearance on your stream and help you loosen up." He put a thick finger on the collar of Lulu's leather coat, running it softly along its ridge and over her sternum with unwarranted familiarity. "I'll ease you out of your shell, and out of your clothes. Then you can ease me out of mine. And together, we can give your audience the show they really want."

His fingers slid into her coat, but before he could grab her soft, warm flesh, Lulu skittered to one side.

"Absolutely not!" The thought of this stranger inside of her apartment… inside of her. It was unthinkable. "Mr. Blaze, I appreciate your interest in my success, but I do not appreciate your offer. I mean… I don't even know you!"

A look of surprise flashed over Dominic's confident face for the briefest moment before he spoke in his smooth, honeyed voice. "Then perhaps you should get to know me, if that's what will lubricate the wheels. And… the other critical parts." He flashed a glance at Lulu's crotch and a sleazy smile played on his lips. "A friend of mine is having a party at his mansion tomorrow night. Very posh. Very exclusive. You can be my date. Many of FanFavorites top-tier members will be there. The kind of men who don't hesitate to drop a hundred thousand tokens for a performance that tickles them."

The number stuck in Lulu's cat ears. A hundred thousand tokens converted to a heck of a lot of real-world money. Certainly enough to help dig her out of her bad situation. Her body trembled, her whole being torn between doing what was right for herself and what was right for Emily.

"I appreciate the offer but I… I can't."

"Ah, sweet Lulu. You don't understand." Dominic put his smooth palm on Lulu's cheek. "This was not a request. You're going to that party with me."

Lulu cringed away. "Look, I'm supposed to be meeting a friend. I have to go."

She tried to slip away from the hand on her face, but Dominic made a desperate grab. As she darted to the side, he caught hold of her beanie and ripped it off. Freed from their disguise, Lulu's cat ears sprang up on the top of her head. Her heart hammered in her chest as she slapped her hands over them, pinning them down to her wild blue hair. Shit. Shit! Dominic had exposed her! He'd seen the truth! He knew she was a real catgirl!

Dominic's eyes widened for a fleeting second before his suave mask returned. He laughed, a sound more chilling than amused. "Always in character, eh KittyKisses? But trust me, the catgirl thing is played out. Take them off."

Lulu's breath quickened. He didn't know. He still thought the ears were a costume! She stepped back, straightening her allegedly fake cat ears with her fingers. "I think they're cute. And they're part of my FanFavorites brand. I don't want to take them off."

The smile on Dominic's face dropped into an impatient scowl. "They make you look fucking ridiculous. If you won't take them off, I'll rip 'em off your pretty little head!"

Dominic lunged for Lulu, but her feline reflexes were too fast for him.

"No!" Lulu nimbly dodged his clumsy grasp and bolted out of the building. Her heartbeat pounded in her exposed cat ears as she darted into the street.

Dominic was on her heels in an instant, his polished shoes clicking on the pavement. "Come on, Lulu! Don't make this harder than it needs to be!"

The catgirl raced into the brisk autumn afternoon, the air biting at her exposed skin. The city buzzed around her, a hive of activity oblivious to the drama unfolding. Cars streaked by in blurs as she dashed across the street, narrowly avoiding a honking taxi.

"Lulu, stop!" Dominic's voice roared through the evening air. "No girl says no to Dominic Blaze!"

Lulu's mind raced as she sprinted across a busy street, narrowly avoiding oncoming traffic. Horns blared and brakes screeched in protest, but she couldn't afford to slow down. Her coat flapped open, and she pulled it tight, desperate to keep her tail and some part of her secret hidden. She could almost hear Emily's voice in her head, urging her to keep going, to stay safe—for both their sakes.

She reached the entrance of a park, its iron gates like welcoming arms. Without hesitation, she slipped between them, her nimble body weaving effortlessly through the trees, their bare branches reaching out like skeletal fingers. Her breath materialized in puffs of mist, and her thoughts fixated on escape. She had to lose him. She had to keep her secret safe.

Lulu pushed herself to run faster, her lithe body darting past trees and playground equipment. The cold wind whipped through her hair, stinging her cheeks as she sprinted onward. She raced into a dense thicket of trees and momentarily lost sight of Dominic. Which meant he had also lost sight of her.

With a leap of feline grace, Lulu sprang onto the gnarled trunk of a massive oak tree. The short points of her manicured nails extended into curved claws, and she dug into the rough bark. In a flash, she had scrambled high up into the canopy. She perched precariously on a branch and pulled her hood over her flicking cat ears. With trembling fingers she quickly tucked her hair inside, praying that its vibrant blue hue didn't give away her position.

Dominic dashed into the thicket and stopped below her tree, his head swiveling from side to side. "Where did you go, Lulu?" he called out darkly. "Come out, come out, wherever you are…"

"Please, don't find me," Lulu silently begged, her eyes squeezed shut. "Please don't look up."

Dominic stalked around the trees, his footsteps crunching through the fallen leaves. But curled inside of her red leather jacket, Lulu blended into the golden autumn leaves that still clung to the tree. After a moment that seemed to last an eternity, Dominic growled in his throat and ran off, deeper into the park.

As his footsteps gradually faded, Lulu allowed herself to breathe again. She hung her head, feeling the weight of her situation pressing down upon her. Tears welled up in her amber eyes, blurring her vision as she settled her cute butt into a stout fork in the tree branch.

"Emily, I'm so sorry," she whispered, her voice barely audible against the softly rustling leaves. "I'm trying to help you, but I'm so scared and alone."

Lulu knew she couldn't stay in the tree forever, but for now, it was her sanctuary—a place of safety to ride out the dangerous storm of the human world.


CHAPTER FIVE

Later that night, Oliver sat contentedly on a park bench, a take-out container filled with steaming hot food nestled on his lap. A crisp autumn breeze rustled the colorful leaves above, creating a symphony of reds, oranges, and yellows as they danced in the wind. The cold air nipped at his cheeks, but he was bundled up in a woolen beanie, cozy scarf, and thick pea coat, reveling in the contrast of warmth and chill that surrounded him.

"Nothing beats a hot meal on a cold night," he mused, popping open the container and releasing a cloud of savory steam that wafted through the air.

Rich aromas filled his nostrils, making his mouth water in anticipation. He took his plastic fork and dug into the tender pieces of grilled chicken, smothered in a tangy barbecue sauce. The succulent meat melted on his tongue, while the sauce added the perfect balance of sweetness and heat. Beside the chicken lay a generous helping of creamy mashed potatoes, their velvety texture providing comfort with each bite. It was a simple yet satisfying meal, made even more enjoyable by the surrounding beauty of the autumn night.

As he savored his dinner, Oliver couldn't help but think back to KittyKisses and her stream earlier that day. Her vibrant amber eyes had been tinged with sadness, clouded by the cruel words of some of her so-called fans. Those same eyes that usually sparkled with fun and flirtation had been dulled, and it tugged at his heartstrings. It stung him, knowing that someone who brought so much joy to others could be repaid with such unkindness.

With a deep sigh, he took another bite, the flavors somehow less vibrant as his thoughts spiraled around the hurting girl behind the screen. What he wouldn't give to lift that weight from her shoulders, to replace the trolls' stinging words with laughter and light.

"If only there was something I could do," he murmured, his voice barely a whisper against the rustling leaves. He imagined telling KittyKisses how her streams were the highlight of his day, how her playful banter and creative flair never failed to cheer him up. In his heart, he held a silent promise—to be her champion, her confidant, if fate would ever be so kind as to let him.

His thoughts wandered, imagining what it would be like to meet her in person, to offer her a shoulder to lean on and maybe even share a laugh or two. But he knew the chances of such an encounter were slim to none. After all, how could someone like him ever cross paths with the gorgeous, enigmatic KittyKisses?

"Still," he mused, taking a mouthful of mashed potatoes, "wouldn't it be something if we could meet, just once? I'd show her that there are still some good men in the world."

In an effort to distract himself, Oliver pulled out his phone and brought up a screen of job listings. The stress of being fired from CyberArmor Solutions was still weighing on him, but he struggled to focus on finding a job that didn't require a puffed-up education that he didn't have.

"Let's see… 'Junior Programmer, no experience necessary'…" He muttered under his breath, scoffing at the thought of going back to entry-level positions. "After five years at CyberArmor, you'd think I could aim higher."

He continued searching, but his concentration waned as his thoughts drifted to KittyKisses again. Their recent interaction online had left him feeling strangely protective of her. Maybe he should send her a DM? Maybe offer some words of encouragement?

"Come on, Ollie, focus on the job search," he chastised himself. But his fingers betrayed him, navigating to her FanFavorites profile instead. There was no new activity since the stream that morning. She'd even missed her daily scheduled show, which only deepened his concern. Oliver sighed, running a hand through his short brown hair. He knew he needed to concentrate on finding a new job, but the more he thought about KittyKisses, the harder it was to focus on anything else.

He closed his eyes and let himself imagine what it would be like to meet her. In his fantasy, they shared their dreams and passions with each other, finding all the things they had in common, and discovering all the differing experiences and interests they could share with each other.

"Come on, Oliver, get back to reality," he chided himself, snapping out of his daydream. "There's no way you'll ever actually meet her. It's not like the most amazing girl on the whole internet is just going to fall into your lap."

The sound of a cracking branch pierced the night, and before Oliver could process what was happening, a figure tumbled from the tree above and landed squarely on his lap. The take-out container flipped out of his hands, splattering its delicious contents over both of them.

"Whoa!" Oliver exclaimed. "What the?"

"Agh!" the figure squeaked. She spasmed in Oliver's lap, pawing at the fresh stains on her coat. She seemed just as shocked as he was. "Oh my gosh! What happened?"

Oliver gently grasped the trembling girl, stilling her body. "I don't even know. Are you okay?"

"Uh, yeah, I think so… I'm so sorry!"

It seemed that the mysterious girl was too stunned to stand up, but that didn't bother Oliver at all. Despite the fact that she had ruined his dinner, not to mention his legs, Oliver would have been happy to let this girl sit on his crushed lap all night long.

The oversized hood of her long, red leather coat was pulled up over her head, hanging down far enough to obscure her eyes, but the half of her face that was visible was enough for Oliver to tell she was a beauty. He was immediately captivated by the delicate curve of her pale jawline, and the softness of her full, trembling lips, all hidden in the half-shadow of her coat.

His brow raised curiously, and a smile spread on his face. The situation was so absurd that he decided to be absurd back at it. "So… skydiving without a parachute?"

"No. Ugh. No. I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to ruin your dinner. I was up in that tree so long, I think I dozed off and lost my balance."

The stranger's voice was like music to Oliver's ears. It was so familiar. So comforting. Something about it welled up a wave of happiness from deep inside him.

"What the heck were you doing up there in the first place?"

"It's a long story." The girl stood and sheepishly tried to wipe the food from her ample chest. "I'm so sorry I hurt you."

"You didn't hurt me," Oliver lied. "I'm just a little startled. Here, let me help you with that."

He grabbed a wad of napkins and the hanging drape of the girl's coat, carefully using one to wipe the sauce off the other. The girl took a startled half-step back.

"You don't have to do that."

"It's not a problem." Oliver carefully worked his way around the splattered fabric. "I've spilled this stuff on myself before, and believe me, if you don't get it off immediately it'll leave a stain that never comes…" His thought trailed off as his fingers brushed against something unexpected. Furry, warm, and definitely not part of a coat. The girl gasped and cringed, and Oliver quickly retracted his hand, mortified.

"Sorry! I didn't mean to—"

His eyes widened in shock as he looked up at the girl. The motion of her surprised flinch had caused her hood to slip and fall from her head. Now, silhouetted against the pale autumn moon, was the shape of two cat ears sprouting from a sea of silky blue hair. Vibrant amber eyes stared back at him, wide with surprise. Oliver sucked a gasp.

"You're her… you're KittyKisses! From FanFavorites!"

"Uh… okay, you got me." She spoke tightly, her eyes darting around as if looking for an escape route. "That's me. The cosplay cat girl, never without her costume."

"Costume my ass," Oliver said with quiet awe. "Your tail is warm. I felt its muscles flex in my hand. You're… you're a real catgirl."

The girl Oliver knew only as KittyKisses stepped back, her eyes filled with fear. "You're wrong. It's a costume! I… I have to go!"

She turned to run, and Oliver sprang up from the bench, spilling the rest of the broken styrofoam container onto the ground. "Wait! Don't go. You can trust me!"

"You're a total stranger!"

Oliver raised his palms. "I'm not. You know me. I'm JollyOllie."

"JollyOllie?" A flicker of recognition sparked in the catgirl's eyes.

"You know, from FanFavorites? Your streams, they're so… When I feel alone, I always know you'll be there. You don't know it, but you've helped me through some tough and lonely times. And I appreciate you."

The girl's eyes blinked as she processed his words. Her beautiful little lips parted in surprise.

"Wait… you're really JollyOllie? The guy who leaves me all those nice comments?" She looked him up and down. "I didn't expect you to be so cute."

Oliver let out a warm chuckle. "Well, how about we make a deal. I won't tell anyone your secret if you don't tell them mine."

Lulu bit her lip, considering his words. She knew she was taking a risk by trusting him, but somehow she felt safe with Oliver. He had always been kind and supportive online, and he seemed even more so in person.

"Alright," she agreed hesitantly.

Oliver gazed at the vision of loveliness he'd only ever seen through the confines of his computer's screen, now life-sized and in the flesh. And apparently a real live catgirl. It was almost too much for him to handle as the warmth of the moment seemed to push back the autumn chill.

"I've always been fascinated by you, and I've always had so many questions," he admitted. "And now that I've met you in person, I think I have twice as many."

"I guess it couldn't hurt to give you a few answers. I mean, the cat is out of the bag, so to speak." Lulu gestured to her ears and tail. "But you can't tell anyone about this. Do you understand?"

Oliver's heart raced with the thrill of becoming a confidante to the enigmatic KittyKisses herself. "Whatever you choose to share, it will be held in the strictest confidence. I would never betray you."

"Wow. You're just as nice in the real world as you are online." Lulu looked at him anew, a hesitant smile curving her lips. "This is crazy, but I feel like I can actually trust you with my secrets. But I don't even know where to start."

Oliver glanced at the mess of ruined take-out food on the ground, and on their clothes, then looked back up at Lulu with a playful grin. "Well, my dinner plans just got canceled. How about we grab something to eat and you can start at the beginning?"

Lulu nodded, a shy smile spreading across her face. "I'd like that."

"Then it's a date." Oliver smiled and held out a bent elbow. "I know the perfect place."

The mysterious catgirl slipped her slender arm into his with a smile. Oliver could feel the warmth of her toned body as he escorted her out of the park and toward his favorite restaurant. As he did, he couldn't help but feel as though fate had intervened in the most magical way. This beautiful, intriguing woman had quite literally dropped into his life, and he couldn't wait to discover what secrets lay beneath her surface.


CHAPTER SIX

The warmth of the hearth seeped into Oliver's bones as he and Lulu sat tucked away in a corner booth. The kind that encouraged hushed whispers and close proximity. Oliver's favorite restaurant was like something out of an old novel, with its dark wood paneling and the soft glow of candlelight flickering against the walls. Above them, heavy beams crisscrossed the ceiling, adding to the sense of shelter from the crisp autumn air outside.

The small table between Oliver and his surprise date was covered with plates of all sizes and shapes, each filled with portions of his favorite comfort foods. He wanted to share all of his favorite things with his precious KittyKisses. No, with his precious Lulu. Knowing her real name only made the sexy catgirl that much more real to him, and that much more special.

Oliver felt deeply honored to have been entrusted with her secrets, and part of that was making sure they stayed secrets. So now, as Lulu sat across the table from him in the cozy restaurant, she wore his own borrowed knit beanie on her head to hide her cat ears. Oliver was a little disappointed she had to hide one of her most adorable features, but the rest of her was adorable enough to make up for it.

"Mmm! Ooh! Try this," Lulu insisted, her amber eyes sparkling playfully in the firelight as she forked a piece of chicken pot pie onto his plate. "It's amazing! It's like a warm hug for your belly!"

Oliver chuckled, accepting the offering. He tasted it, savoring the creamy filling, the buttery crust melting in his mouth. "That really is amazing." he admitted, the rich flavors wrapping around his taste buds like velvet. "And if you like that, you'll love this."

He slid another plate toward her, and she tested a shepherd's pie. It steamed invitingly with each spoonful she lifted to her lips, and she groaned with pleasure as she devoured it.

"My God, this is so gooood," she purred. "Money's been so tight lately, I haven't eaten anything but dollar-store canned tuna in weeks. I'm sooo happy right now."

"Then the comfort food is doing its job," Oliver mused. "I'm sorry you've been living on discount fish."

Lulu shrugged. "It's still better than what I had to eat in my world. Back home food was… scarce. At least for my people."

"What do you mean 'your world'?"

"I'm not from around here." Lulu smiled as she leaned in and tapped on the beanie with a conspiratorial whisper. "In case you hadn't noticed."

Oliver laughed. "Yeah, I kinda did." He leaned forward, elbows on the table, eager to know more about the enigma sitting across from him. "Okay, so tell me about where you're from."

"My world is actually a lot like Earth, except for two main differences. Number one, our technology is about a hundred years behind yours. And two, it's populated by beastkin. Which is awful for everyone."

"How so?"

"Well, look at your world and how much trouble has been caused by clashes between different races. And your so-called 'races' are basically just slightly different skin colors. Now imagine a world where the different races are radically different in size and shape and, oh yeah, some of them like to eat the other ones. It becomes, well… what's the word…"

"A clusterfuck?"

Lulu touched her nose. "Exactly. And in my part of the world, catlings like myself were not at the top of the food chain. Not even close. We were forced to live on the fringes of society. And it suuuucked."

"I can imagine," Oliver said. Though he really couldn't. Her story was fantastical, yet her vulnerability was all too real, humanizing her in a way that tugged at his heartstrings. He reached out and covered her hand with his. It was warm and soft. "So, how did you end up here?"

"I was foraging in the forest." Lulu took a deep breath, her large eyes glinting as she drew up the memory. "It had been a lean season, and I was desperate. I ventured a little too far from the safety of the catling settlement, and… they found me."

Despite the heat from the hearth, a chill ran up Oliver's spine. "Who found you?"

Lulu's voice choked with old terror. "The wolfkin. Our worst enemies. They were savages, one and all. I still remember their snarls ripping through the underbrush like thunder."

Oliver noticed the pallor creeping into Lulu's cheeks, and he squeezed her hand. "It's okay. You don't have to tell the story if it's too painful."

"It's fine," she said. Though the quiver in her voice suggested otherwise. "They hunted me through the woods, driven by hunger as much as I was. My heart raced, my feet ached, but fear lent me speed." Lulu continued for some time, describing the snapping of jaws, the scrape of flesh against bark, and the desperation that clawed at her insides. "I ran until the ground ran out, and I found myself at the edge of a cliff overlooking a lake, dark and still as the night sky, its surface an obsidian mirror. The air tasted of iron and frost, and tendrils of mist caressed the surface. It wasn't just water—it was darkness made liquid. Ancient magic whispered from its depths."

Oliver's brow raised. "Wait, magic is real in your world?"

"Very real." Beneath her coat, Lulu's tail twitched at the memory. "And sometimes very dangerous."

"So what happened?"

"The spooky water seemed like a better option than being torn apart by teeth and claws, so I leaped into the abyss. When I hit the lake, its frigid water enveloped me like a shroud. It gripped me, dragging me down. The liquid felt alive, writhing against my skin." Lulu closed her eyes and shivered. "I fought to swim, to breathe, but the water was like chains around my limbs. But instead of hitting rocks at the bottom, I somehow emerged into air, as if I had been pulled up instead of down. I broke the surface and sucked a gasp of air, but I wasn't in the forest anymore. The trees were gone. The wolves were gone. Everything was… different."

Oliver blinked in surprise. "You were in my world."

"Exactly." She gestured vaguely, as if painting the scene in the air between them. "There I was, drenched and disoriented, looking at a bunch of weird boats. They were sleeker than any I'd ever seen, and made of exotic materials. All along the water was an enormous boardwalk, lined with shops all around a huge lighthouse."

Oliver nodded his recognition as Lulu described the place. "It sounds like the marina at the edge of town. The one with all the tourist stuff. That lighthouse isn't even real. It's a time-share rental office."

"Well, I know that now." Lulu shook her head. "All I knew at the time was that I was very far from home. Even worse, I saw no one like me. No catlings. No beastkin at all. Only weird beings without fur or feathers or scales. I'd never seen a human before. I thought they were all beastkin that had been mutilated. Like, they all had their animal parts hacked off in some kind of weird ritual or something."

"You must have been terrified."

"That doesn't even begin to cover it. I hid among the shadows of the docks, nauseous with fear." Lulu's gaze dropped to the bounty on the table. "I stole food wherever I could. Mostly breaded fish and soggy fries from the garbage after the tourists had gone home at night. It was disgusting. But I was so scared and so alone. I didn't know what else to do."

"You did what you had to," Oliver said softly.

"But it wasn't enough. I was so hungry. I was like a skeleton. My strength was gone. But one night I smelled something…" Lulu perked up slightly. "This heavenly scent unlike anything I'd ever smelled before. I followed it, and saw a woman carrying a flat box with a picture of a man with a thick black mustache and a tall white hat."

Oliver smiled. "A pizza box?"

"Yep! But I didn't know that at the time. I'd never had pizza before. All I knew was that it smelled delicious, and I was so hungry. I'm not proud of what happened next but… I tried to steal the pizza. I just made a desperate run at the woman and tried to grab it from her, but as I approached, my body betrayed me. I was so weak from malnourishment that I blacked out before I reached her."

"Oh my god." Oliver squeezed Lulu's hand, completely engrossed in her tale. His whole body wanted to protect her, as if it couldn't understand the threat she described was in the past. With every word, he admired the resilience of this extraordinary catgirl even more. "I'm sorry that happened to you. That's terrible."

"It was. But also, it wasn't. Because my moment of shame and weakness led me to a kindness I never expected to find in this world. I remember waking up in a bed softer than clouds, in an apartment filled with trinkets and warmth. The woman with the pizza was there, dabbing a damp cloth across my forehead." A wistful smile touched Lulu's lips. "She brought me home. She saved me."

"She sounds like an amazing person," Oliver said, admiration for this unseen savior lacing his words.

"Emily was…" Lulu's nose wrinkled at her choice of verb tense. "Emily is brilliant. Her mind, it's like a labyrinth, filled with humor and warmth and crazy ideas. And she's beautiful—like a midnight star that keeps shining, even when surrounded by darkness. She taught me everything I know about the human world. She introduced me to TV and the internet, and she used them like a classroom to teach me how people here live and work and play. She got me my own phone and taught me practical skills, like how to use it to access her checking account so I could pay for things in emergencies. She fed me and took care of me until I was strong again, but it wasn't the food that really healed me. It was our friendship."

"You're lucky to have found someone so special. I'd love to meet her."

Lulu's eyes clouded with sadness, and she looked down at the table, her fingers absentmindedly tracing the intricate patterns on the tablecloth. "I wish you could, Oliver. But I'm afraid that's not possible."

"Why not?"

Lulu's expression dimmed, the shadows cast by the candlelight deepening the sadness in her eyes. "A few months ago, she went out at night and… she was attacked. Muggers. They took everything she had and left her broken and almost dead. Ever since then she's been in a hospital bed in a coma, sleeping like some kind of fairy tale princess that no amount of kisses can wake." A tear ran down Lulu's smooth cheek. "At least no amount of KittyKisses."

"My god," Oliver breathed. "I'm so sorry."

"Every day I visit her, hoping today will be the day she wakes up and smiles at me again." Lulu's eyes glistened. "But she never improves. She never wakes up. She's gone, and I'm all alone again."

"No, you're not," Oliver said. A protective flame ignited within him, driven by the desire to heal the hurt he saw in Lulu's eyes. "I'm here now. We're in this together."

"Thank you, Oliver," she murmured, squeezing his hand in gratitude. "Your kindness… it reminds me of her."

They sat in silence for a moment, two souls connected by the threads of empathy. As the firewood crackled and popped, the cozy restaurant seemed to embrace them, a safe haven from the coldness of reality outside. Oliver realized then, amidst the savory scents and the tender touch of Lulu's hand in his, that this was more than just a date—it was the beginning of something deeper, a bond forged to overcome sorrows and find the flickering hope of a happily-ever-after.

Oliver's fingers remained interlocked with Lulu's as a wave of concern washed over him. "Lulu, have you been all alone since Emily was attacked?"

"Alone… and scared," Lulu admitted. She brushed a strand of her wavy blue hair over her shoulder—a delicate motion that Oliver found enchanting. "Emily taught me about this world, but she also warned me about it. She explained that humans fear things that are too different for them to understand. Things like real live catgirls. She said if anyone found out about me, I might be taken into captivity… or worse."

Oliver's thoughts flashed back to when he had hacked the computer systems at Helix Biotech. Within their confidential files were hundreds of secret experiments on strange and exotic animals, each one more gruesome than the last. He shuddered. "Emily was right. Humans can be real assholes sometimes."

"Which is why Emily taught me how to hide myself. She taught me about cosplay, and said if I was ever discovered I could pretend to be in costume."

"That's a great plan, and it's definitely been serving you well. I've been watching your KittyKisses stream for a while, and I always thought it was just a gimmick."

Lulu nodded. "It works well enough online, when I'm in control of everything the camera sees. When nobody can look too close, or god forbid, touch me. But in the real world it doesn't work as well. People will accept a sexy catgirl on the internet, but when they see a sexy catgirl on the bus, they start asking unwelcome questions." She shook her head. "I have to hide my ears and tail whenever I go out into the real world. Every second I'm outside of my apartment, fear hangs over me like a storm cloud."

"Yet here you are, in a restaurant full of people. That takes courage."

A shy blush colored Lulu's cheeks. "You give me that courage, Oliver. You're different from all the other human men I've met. Especially the other guys on FanFavorites. They can be rude sometimes, but I still appreciate them more than they could ever know. My followers are the only thing that allows me to survive in this world."

"Of course." The pieces fell into place in Oliver's mind. "On FanFavorites you can work and earn money without leaving your apartment or exposing yourself as a catgirl. That's why you started streaming. It's brilliant!"

"Thanks." A mischievous smile played on Lulu's lips. "Using Emily's computer I was able to create my own FanFavorites creator profile and link it to her bank account. When I do my streams, I give my all for her. I dance, I flirt, I tease. But I'm safe. Nobody can come close enough to touch me, or to learn my secret." She tapped her beanie and her hidden ears for emphasis. "Their tips pay my bills, and for Emily's care."

"You're so resourceful. And so clever."

Oliver imagined Lulu dancing, the fluid grace of her movements, the innocent seduction that captivated her audience. It was a bittersweet contradiction—the warm and alluring KittyKisses performing for the crowd, hiding the worried and scared Lulu, dancing alone to keep hope alive for her friend. The soft glow of the fireplace cast flickering shadows over her face, highlighting the delicate feline features that Oliver found so enchanting.

"It was the best solution I could come up with, but it's not enough." Lulu sighed. "It's like bailing out a boat with a sieve. No matter how much I dance, no matter how many streams I do, it's never enough."

"You're doing everything you can," Oliver said earnestly.

"Yeah, but… I'm not though. There's something else I could do, but I really don't want to…"

Her voice trailed off, and she glanced away, her tail twitching with nervous energy beneath her coat. Oliver could feel her distress thrumming off her body. "What is it? What could you do?"

"It's not what as much as who…" Lulu's voice quivered. "Dominic Blaze, the CTO of FanFavorites. He's… pressuring me. Wanting things from my streams that I'm not willing to give."

Oliver's mind flashed back to the erotic requests in KittyKisses' chat box, and his voice turned sharp. "Things like what?"

Under her cap, Lulu's ears flattened against her head. "He wants me to have sex with him on camera, Oliver. And if I don't I'm afraid he'll shut me down," She swallowed hard, her eyes huge and haunted. "And if I submit to his violation, it won't even matter. He'll find out what I truly am. I'll be exposed as a catgirl. I'm ruined either way."

Anger rose in Oliver like a tidal wave, threatening to sweep away all rational thought. His knuckles whitened as he gripped the edge of the table. "He can't make you do anything you don't want to do, Lulu. Nobody can."

"But he's so rich, and so powerful, and I'm just…" She looked down, feeling suddenly small.

"You're Lulu," Oliver said firmly, his gaze capturing hers. "Brave, resourceful, and not someone to be underestimated. I won't let him hurt you." The resolve in his voice was palpable. "No, we won't let him hurt you."

A small, grateful smile blossomed on Lulu's face, and her hand reached out to cover his, her fingers trembling slightly. "I appreciate that. More than you know. But I don't know what to do."

"Then we'll figure it out. Together."

Lulu's heart swelled with a mixture of fear and affection, the latter winning as she gazed into Oliver's determined eyes. "I don't know what I did to deserve you, but I'm so glad we met."

"Me too, Lulu. Me too." Oliver smiled back, and for a moment, the weight of their troubles seemed to lift, carried away by the crackling warmth of the fire and the promise of overcoming the darkness that threatened to snuff out Lulu's light.

"So what are we going to do?" Lulu asked, her voice barely above a whisper. "My situation is so precarious, and Dominic could knock it all down so easily. One wrong move and he'll expose my secret."

Oliver leaned closer. His glasses caught the reflection of the fire, momentarily igniting his eyes with a blaze of determination. "Men like Dominic have secrets of their own. Dark ones. And if there's anything I've learned as a programmer, it's that these men aren't as good at hiding their secrets as they think they are."

"What are you saying?"

"I'm saying I can make sure he'll never bother you again. With my hacking skills, I can get into his private files. And judging by the way he behaves, I'm sure I'll find something there so incriminating it'll not only get him fired from FanFavorites, but get him sent to jail. He won't have any influence over you anymore. You'll be safe to live with your secret." He paused for a moment, taking a deep breath. What he was proposing wasn't exactly white-hat hacking, but it wasn't exactly black-hat either. The idea of protecting Lulu, of being her knight in digital armor, justified going gray-hat. "All I need is access to his laptop."

Lulu chewed on her lower lip nervously. "It'll be hard. There's a lot of security at the FanFavorites office."

"Then we won't go to his office. We'll wait until he has it with him out in the world, then we'll take it." Oliver considered his own words. "But that's not ideal. If we stole it from a coffee shop or something he'd notice it was gone immediately. He'd be on edge and ready for whatever hammer we could find to bring down on him. No, we have to find a way to get it when he won't notice it's gone."

A spark ignited in Lulu's eyes, the cogs in her mind visibly turning. "I think I can help with that. When Dominic confronted me, he asked me on a date." She leaned forward, her blue hair cascading over her shoulder. "He said he was going to a party at one of his rich friends' mansions. He'll be there all night. So his laptop will be at his house, unattended."

"Then that's our opportunity," Oliver said, excitement creeping into his voice. The thought of delving into Dominic's secrets, of exposing the devious man's true nature, was exhilarating. "How does a little subtle breaking and entering sound to you?"

"Sounds like you're a bad influence." Despite her words, Lulu gave Oliver a fang-toothed grin rich with admiration. "I've only known you for a few hours, and you've already turned me from an innocent pussycat into a cat burglar."

Oliver laughed. "To cut down a bad man, sometimes you've gotta show your claws."

The two conspirators dug into their food as they hatched a plan. Oliver felt a thrill of excitement coursing through him. The mundane life he had led before meeting her was slipping away, and he was ready to embrace any danger to protect her. His heart raced at the thought of them working together in this daring caper, and he knew it would only deepen their bond. United by their mission, nothing could stand in their way.


CHAPTER SEVEN

The next night, under the cover of darkness, Oliver and Lulu approached Dominic Blaze's mansion, their hearts pounding in anticipation of what they were about to do. The moon was a thin crescent, barely shedding light on the sprawling estate of FanFavorites' Chief Technology Officer. Like a modern fortress, the mansion loomed over the manicured lawns, its angular glass architecture reflecting the starry sky above. The grounds were a symphony of shadows, with topiary animals poised like silent sentinels amidst beds of exotic flowers that bloomed defiantly in the night.

"Are you sure this is safe?" Lulu's voice was a hushed murmur, her amber eyes wide as she peered from behind a sculpted hedge.

"Trust me," Oliver replied, his gaze fixed on the mansion. "Dominic's security is good, but not that good."

He could feel Lulu's apprehension, even as he admired the way the moonlight danced off her blue hair, giving her an ethereal glow. His pulse quickened—not from fear, but from the thrill of their clandestine mission. They were in this together, and he would protect her at all costs.

"Look." Oliver pointed to the dome-shaped security cameras perched high on the walls, their lenses sweeping methodically across the property. "Those cameras are state-of-the-art hardware."

Lulu bit her lip, torn between worry and wonder. "I'm sure they are. Dominic is rich enough to buy the best stuff."

"Buy it, yes. But maintain it?" Oliver couldn't help but grin, the hacker within him savoring the challenge. "These guys think splashing out big money makes them invincible, so they get sloppy with software updates. Ready for some fun?"

"Fun" wasn't the word Lulu would have chosen, but she nodded. She trusted Oliver—and his confidence only drew her closer to him.

"Okay, watch this." Oliver crept closer to a camera, his movements precise and silent. He flicked on the flashlight on his phone, aiming it directly into the camera's lens. Instantly, the blue light atop the camera winked out, replaced by a blinking yellow.

"Gotcha," he whispered triumphantly.

Lulu looked on in confusion. "What's that? What did you do?"

"When I shined my light into the lens, it made the camera think it was morning. A glitch in the default software reported the change to the whole system, so now every camera is metering for daylight. Which means they can't see shit in the dark. The manufacturer issued a patch to fix it months ago, but rich clowns like Dominic don't keep current on their updates."

"Wow," Lulu breathed, a mixture of relief and admiration in her voice. "So they're useless now?"

"Yeah, but only for five minutes. That's the default delay between light meter refreshes."

"Only five minutes?"

"Enough time if we move fast. You with me?"

"Let's do it." Lulu's response was immediate, her playful demeanor edged with determination.

Oliver took a moment to relish the sight of her, ready to dash through the darkness alongside him. He felt alive, electric with purpose and desire. This was more than just a run-of-the mill penetration test; this was a dance with danger, with the most beautiful dancing partner by his side.

"Follow my lead."

Together, they darted across the open space, two fleeting shadows against the backdrop of opulence and power. Oliver knew the clock was ticking, and yet, time seemed to stretch, each second pulsating with the shared beat of their racing hearts. The back door loomed before them, a secure slab that seemed out of place amongst the lavish exterior fixtures of Dominic's mansion. Lulu reached for the knob, her delicate fingers trembling slightly. The handle refused to turn, and her eyes widened with fear.

"Oh no! It's locked!"

"I suspected it would be." Oliver's voice was calm, a stark contrast to the pounding of his heart. He observed the keypad nestled beside the door, its digital face glowing faintly in the night. "We just need the unlock code."

Lulu's breath caught in her throat. "But we don't have it! And the cameras—"

"Trust me." Oliver's hand was steady as he produced his phone, holding it up to the keypad. With a tap, he engaged the NFC and began establishing a connection.

"What did you do?" Lulu asked, her curiosity piqued despite the tension.

"NFC—Near Field Communication. It lets devices talk to each other when they're close. I've created a program that can exploit vulnerabilities in keypads like this one. Just watch." As he spoke, he managed to hack a connection between his phone and the device. As soon as he did, one of his custom programs sprang to life, digits cascading across the screen in a blur. A few seconds later, the numbers stopped, revealing a six-digit combination on his phone. He grinned and showed it to Lulu. "Your door code, my good lady."

Lulu grinned back, impressed. "Thank you, my good sir." She hammered the code into the pad, its light blinked green, and the door unlocked. "Quick, inside!"

She yanked the door open, and they slipped through, shutting it just as the light on the camera outside blinked back to the vigilant blue of night vision. Oliver looked around at his new surroundings in awe. Inside Dominic's mansion, opulence reigned even in the dark. Moonlight through the windows revealed sleek, modern furniture, abstract art adorning the walls, and high-tech gadgets on standby looming in the shadows. The air was still, scented with the subtle musk of expensive cologne, mingling with the elusive aroma of success and secrets.

Lulu squeaked and pulled Oliver back, pressing him to the wall. "Look! There are cameras in here too! That one definitely spotted us!"

Oliver looked up at the motionless camera and shook his head. "In a default configuration the interior cameras won't activate unless the outside cameras detect an intruder. It's meant to provide more privacy for the user inside their own home. And considering Dominic hasn't updated his systems, I'm guessing he hasn't changed the settings either."

He stepped out of the shadows and slowly walked past the lens, his head swiveling to watch it. The motorized camera, however, stayed facing toward the door, deactivated and inert. Lulu let out a relieved breath and rushed to catch up.

"That was amazing! How do you know all this stuff about Dominic's system?"

"This brand of security hardware is very popular." Oliver chuckled. "Though I'm not sure why. It kind of sucks." He flashed a grin at Lulu. "Okay, let's find that laptop, get some incriminating secrets, then send Dominic Blaze to a place with very excellent security. Not to mention bars on the windows."

Lulu smiled, but it was uneasy. "Are you sure there's nobody else here? There are probably servants, right?"

"Good point," Oliver agreed. "We can't be sure we're alone. Stay quiet, and stay alert."

Treading lightly, Oliver and Lulu crept through the grand foyer towards the sweeping staircase. At the base of the stairs, an ornate crystal chandelier hung like a glimmering icicle, refracting shards of moonlight across the walls.

Oliver and Lulu crept up the staircase, their footsteps quietly creaking the wood. At the top, a long hallway stretched before them, lined with closed doors. Oil paintings in gilded frames adorned the walls, their subjects staring down with disapproving looks.

Lulu shivered. "I feel like those paintings are watching us."

"Just don't make eye contact," Oliver joked. He led the way down the hall, pausing at each doorway to listen. All was silent behind the polished wooden doors. At the end of the hall sat a set of double doors hanging slightly ajar. "Over there. Let's go check it out."

Lulu nodded, lips pressed together nervously. As Oliver's hand raised to push the door open, a loud crash echoed up from downstairs, followed by a yowl. Lulu and Oliver froze, eyes wide. Lulu clutched Oliver's arm. "Someone's here!"

Oliver held a finger to his lips, gesturing for quiet. They waited, hearts pounding, ears straining. After a few tense moments, they heard the pitter-patter of small feet racing up the stairs. A fluffy white cat darted down the hallway towards them, tail puffed up in alarm. It saw them and let out a surprised hiss before darting off the other way.

Oliver sagged against the wall in relief. "Oh jeez. It's just a cat."

"Ugh." Lulu shuddered. "Those things still freak me out."

"Why? You're part cat."

"Exactly. Imagine how you'd feel if you got sent to a world where there were little hairy naked things with human faces grunting at you and pooping in your shoes."

Oliver blinked. "Yeah, okay. I can see why that would be unsettling." He shook his head. "Forget the cat. We have to move."

"Right, sorry. Let's go."

They pushed through the doors to reveal a lavish master bedroom. Dominic Blaze's private suite was a testament to wealth and carnal indulgence. In the center was a massive bed with mirrors overhead and blankets so plush they begged to be touched, a love nest crafted for pleasure and conquest.

"Yes! Over there," Lulu pointed towards a stately desk, her voice a wisp of sound. "We found it!"

Dominic's laptop sat on a leather blotter, its screen showing a padlock above a password field that looked very secure. Oliver knew better. He pulled out a USB stick and jabbed it into a port, inserting it right-side-up the first time in a way that only a top-level hacker possibly could. Characters rolled through the empty password field, clicking into place like the wheels of a slot machine. Oliver watched as the password was hacked digit by digit, revealing the phrase "TheDomConquersAllSubs".

The computer unlocked, revealing a desktop with a screencap of KittyKisses from one of her streams. Lulu gasped. "That's me!"

"Looks like 'the Dom' is a bigger fan than we thought." Oliver cracked his knuckles and went to work. His fingers flew over the keyboard, the soft clicks merging with the rhythm of his racing thoughts. Under his guidance, his spider algorithms infiltrated Dominic's digital fortress. He needed to find something damning, something unequivocal that would put him away and shield Lulu from his predatory grasp.

Lulu leaned over Oliver's shoulder, the reflected light of the screen glinting in her eyes. "Is it working?"

"It could take a minute," Oliver admitted. "Why don't you take a look around for any physical evidence of wrongdoing while I search for digital dirt? "

"Good plan. I'm on it."

As Oliver worked his magic, he felt the stirrings of something beyond adrenaline—something warm, soft, and tantalizingly close. But duty called, and his fingers danced across the keyboard, his gaze locked onto the glowing screen. His heart thrummed in his chest, a silent metronome timing the heist—a ballet of bytes and bits.

In the shadows behind his back, Lulu sucked a gasp and whispered, "Oh my gosh."

"What? What did you find?"

"I don't know, but it smells amazing."

Oliver turned to see Lulu investigating the objects on Dominic's nightstand. There were a few stuffed mice, as well as a laser pointer, and a feather tied to a stick with a length of string. But Lulu wasn't paying any attention to the cat toys. She was holding a round tin canister and sniffing at its open top. Oliver's brow raised.

"Okay, I'm sure Dominic can afford the very best top-shelf potpourri, but I'm gonna need you to be a little less Martha Stewart and a little more Sherlock Holmes, all right?"

Lulu clenched her eyes shut. "Right. Sorry. I'm supposed to be looking for dirt. Not leaves." She took another sniff. "No matter how completely incredible they smell…"

Shaking his head with a smile, Oliver turned around and refocused his attention on the laptop. Lulu had been through a lot lately. There was no harm in her enjoying the simple pleasures while he worked. As his custom algorithm chiseled away at Dominic's digital defenses, Oliver used his victim's own login to access the mansion's security system. He manually activated all the interior cameras, and a grid of live feeds spilled out across the screen. If there was anyone in the mansion, Oliver would know about them long before they knew about him.

He perused the rooms that he could now see. The kitchen was a chef's paradise, with gleaming stainless steel appliances, marble countertops, and cabinets made of rich mahogany. A massive island dominated the center of the room, with various pots, pans, and utensils hanging neatly above it. The double ovens looked like they could bake a hundred cookies at once, while the huge refrigerator hummed quietly against the back wall.

In the next feed was an elegant dining room, with a long oak table that could easily seat twenty people. Next to that, was a lavish living room with a large flatscreen over an ornate fireplace, masquerading as a painting as it showed a gently fading slideshow of art pieces. All of the rooms were opulent, and all of them were devoid of people. But before Oliver could tell Lulu that they were alone, a subgroup of private feeds caught his eye. He clicked to expand it and his nose wrinkled in disgust.

"Hmm. When this creep had the cameras installed, he really spared no expense."

Oliver clicked through the hidden feeds to see strategically placed cameras in each of the mansion's many bathrooms. As he checked each one to make sure the house was truly empty, he found a cache of old recordings. He hesitantly clicked one, and the icon expanded to a video of a housekeeper in the shower, her full curves embraced by the steamy cascade of water. She was stunning, every droplet of water tracing paths along her dark skin with an intimacy Oliver felt wrong witnessing. He flushed with discomfort and hastily closed the file.

"Find anything juicy yet?" Lulu's voice purred.

A slight blush warmed Oliver's cheeks, and he cleared his throat. "Not yet. How about you? Find anything good?"

"Oh, I found something better than good."

"What is it?" Oliver asked, turning around.

"This blanket. It's spectacular," Lulu's voice purred, tinged with wonder and mischief. The catgirl was sprawled on the opulent bed, her body luxuriating in the softness of the expensive fabrics. Her blue hair spilled around her like a sapphire halo. As much as Oliver appreciated the show, this was not the time to be enjoying the view.

He pinched his eyes with his fingers. "Could you please focus? What's the matter with you?"

"Nothing's the matter," Lulu said dreamily. "Nothing at all. Everything is so soft and so… so…"

Her words trailed off into a contented purr as she took another sniff of the tin she had found next to the cat toys. Next to the cat toys! Oliver drew a gasp of realization.

"Wait… Oh shit, what's in that canister?" He jumped out of his chair and darted to Lulu, snatching the tin from her hand. A quick sniff confirmed his fears. "Catnip!"

"Aww, gimme." Lulu reached up from the bed, longing on her face. "Gimme gimme the smelly thing."

"I think you've had enough of the smelly thing for now." Oliver snapped the lid back on the tin and returned it to the nightstand. "You're high as a kite. You need to pull yourself together before—" His thought was interrupted by a chime from the laptop. His algorithm had broken through the firewalls into Dominic's most private files. Oliver squeezed Lulu's shoulder. "I'm gonna check that. If my algo hit pay dirt, we can get out of here. Just sit tight for a minute, okay?"

Lulu purred dreamily and pressed her face into the soft blankets, lost in a world of drugged-up bliss. Oliver darted back to the computer and eagerly tabbed through the files, looking for something he could use to put the rich asshole away. But there was nothing of any use. Oliver scowled. Could it be that Dominic really was clean? He couldn't believe it. Nobody was this rich without some skeletons in their closet, and on their hard drive. He performed a deep analysis on the file structure and realized that some data was missing. Looking at the digital fingerprints, his highly trained eye could tell that some files had been deleted hastily and securely.

Oliver shook his head. "Hey Lulu, I think I'm onto something here, but I'm going to have to dig a little deeper into…"

His words trailed off as he turned around to face her. The catgirl was rolling languidly atop Dominic's king-sized bed, clad only in her cute little bra and tight jeans. Her movements were slow and sensual, like a sexy housecat rolling in a warm sunbeam. Her pale skin glowed in the dim light of the laptop's screen, contrasting deliciously against her black bra. As she moved, the fabric gave a tantalizing glimpse of her hard nipples, which poked out through its lace. The skintight jeans hugged her slender curves as she writhed, accentuating her toned thighs and round ass.

"Mmmm… these blankets are so soft…" she purred. "Like playing on cotton candy."

"Lulu, what the hell are you doing?" Oliver hissed, his voice hoarse with confusion and desire. "And why is your shirt off?"

"I can't help myself. I feel so nice. So waaaarm," Lulu groaned. "I just can't resist the feeling of soft things rubbing against my skin." She looked at Oliver, her large eyes half-lidded and smoldering. "Your hands look soft, Oliver. I bet they'd feel nice on my skin too."

Oliver's jaw dropped. His voice was a stammer. "What… here? Now?!" His mind reeled on a whirlwind of shock and fantasy come to life. He gestured at the laptop. "I mean, we've got to…"

"I know, I know." Lulu bit her lip, a playful glint in her amber eyes. "Maybe it's a bad idea. But this bed is just soooo soft. And you're so kind. And so cute. It all just makes me feel so… frisky."

Oliver's breath hitched. Frisky? This sexy tripping catgirl was frisky, for him? If his heart was racing before, it was now a full-blown stampede. Dreams of KittyKisses, his secret crush, blurred into this surreal reality. His hands ached to touch her, to explore the softness she was offering him. As his mind raced, his eyes just stared in disbelief. Lulu's brow raised.

"Oliver?" She reached out a hand. "Are you coming?"

"Practically," Oliver thought. "Right in my pants."

He blinked and shook his head, pulling himself together. This was no time for a roll on the soft blankets, no matter how badly he wanted to. But at the same time, his spider algorithm worked just as efficiently without him monitoring it. There was no harm in going AFK for just a few minutes. Just to help Lulu pull herself together…

Oliver stood, his knees weak with the rush of blood that thundered through his veins. Across the room, Lulu lay on the bed, a vision plucked from his most daring dreams. He approached, feeling like every step was a leap over the chasm between reality and fantasy. She reached out, her fingers grasping his, electric with anticipation. With a gentle tug, she pulled him closer, placing his hands on her smooth, pale face.

Lulu's skin was softer than anything he had ever touched; warm, alive, inviting. He traced the line of her jaw, the curve of her cheek, marveling at the silken feel beneath his fingertips. Lulu closed her eyes, leaning into his touch with a contented purr that sent shivers down Oliver's spine.

"More," she whispered. She lifted his hands and guided them down the smooth expanse of her bare sides and onto her hips. Her breath hitched as his fingers slid across her bare skin, and so did his. With each inch explored, he felt his control slipping, his desire for her igniting like dry tinder exposed to flame.

"Pet me, Oliver," Lulu moaned, rolling onto all fours. Her blue hair cascaded around her shoulders. Her feline ears twitched. "Pet me so hard. I want your pets."

"Lulu, you're high on catnip. You don't know what you want right now."

"Then I need your pets, Oliver. I need them right meow."

Oliver knew it was the wrong time for this, for so many reasons, but he couldn't resist. What was the harm in a few innocent pets? People did it to normal cats all the time, right? His hand trembled as he placed it between Lulu's delicate shoulder blades and slowly stroked it downward to the small of her back. "Like this?"

"Exactly like that," she groaned. "Yes, this kitty needs pets. She needs pets so bad."

Oliver obliged, stroking her back in long, smooth motions. The purr that vibrated through her body was almost too much for him to bear. It was primal, a sound of pure pleasure that resonated within him and awakened something raw and animalistic.

"God, you're amazing," he breathed, his gaze fixated on the rise and fall of her lower back, on the tantalizing curve of her jeans' waistband that offered a glimpse of soft skin and the fluffy base of her tail. It stirred within him an arousal so acute that it bordered on pain.

"Oh, Oliver. Your pets are so good I… I…" Lulu's voice trailed off into a whimper of bliss as his hand continued to caress the sleek curve of her back. He was lost in the moment, the sensation of her silky blue hair under his touch, the sight of her yielding to his strokes. In that moment, there was nothing else in the world except for him and this beautiful, perfect catgirl reveling in erotic bliss under his—

A shrill alarm from Dominic's laptop sliced through Oliver's desire, jarring them both back to reality.

Lulu hissed and tumbled away, her tail fluffed and her back arched. "What the hell was that?"

"Shit!" Oliver spat. He leaped to the computer. The live security feed showed an impeccably handsome man at the front door, key in hand, unaware of the trespassers upstairs. "Dominic's home!"

"Oh no! No-no-no!" Lulu slurred with panic. "What are we gonna do?"

Oliver grabbed Lulu's shirt and coat and stuffed them into her arms. "You're gonna get dressed. I'll handle this."

She awkwardly yanked on her clothes, her movements clumsy in her catnip stupor. Oliver's heart pounded as he ejected his USB stick from Dominic's computer. Had his spider algorithms downloaded anything useful while he was… indisposed? There was no time to check now. He pocketed the drive and quickly cleared his digital tracks from Dominic's machine. Lulu pulled the beanie over her ears and grabbed Oliver's arm.

"He's gonna catch us!" she squeaked.

"Don't worry. I've got this," Oliver growled. "You straighten up that bed. I'll find us a way out.

Lulu did as she was told, quickly flattening the luxurious blankets until the evidence of their weirdly tender moment was gone. Oliver hammered the keys, then logged out.

"I initiated a hard reset on the security system. All cameras and sensors will be down for five minutes before it comes back up again."

"Can we make it out of here that fast?" Lulu's eyes met his, wide with fear.

"Only one way to find out." He grasped her hand, their fingers intertwining like pieces of a puzzle that fit together perfectly. "Do you trust me?"

"Always," she replied.

Lulu leaned forward and pressed her lips to his—a fleeting kiss, but one filled with the promise of what might be if they escaped the mansion without getting caught. And for a heartbeat, they were not just partners in crime but something more—something far deeper.

"Let's go," Oliver said, pulling Lulu towards the door.

They slipped out of the bedroom and into the darkness of the hallway, the mansion around them silent except for their own breaths. They crept down the grand staircase, wincing at every creak of the wood under their feet. At any moment, Dominic could emerge to discover the intruders in his home. As they reached the foyer, the sound of heels clicking on hardwood sounded like gunshots in Oliver's ears. He grabbed Lulu's sluggish body and pulled her behind a marble column, pressing her body against the cold stone with his own.

Dominic's steps echoed through the cavernous room as he strode through, obliviously humming to himself. Oliver held his breath. Dominic stopped, as if noticing something amiss.

"Oh god damn it. Not again." He stalked forward and stooped to pick up a jagged piece of a shattered vase that lay on the floor. "That fucking cat." He dropped the broken pieces and shouted up the stairs. "The next thing that's gonna get broken around here is your neck, Princess Pussypants!"

Dominic stomped up the stairs, in search of his mischievous cat. The moment he was out of sight, Oliver grabbed Lulu's hand. "Now! Let's go!"

Hands clenched together, the pair burst from their hiding place and sprinted on silent feet toward the front door. They rushed onto the porch and leaped off, diving into a hedge just as the security cameras finished their reset procedure and came back online. The scanning eyes searched, but did not find them in the dense foliage. Oliver let out a tense breath. Lulu cuddled up beside him in their leafy hideaway.

"We did it!" she whispered with a giggle. "You can blind the outdoor cameras like you did before. We're home free!"

Lulu was right. Against all odds, they had slipped in and out of Dominic's mansion unseen. But their mission was far from over. Oliver knew that this was no longer just about hacking files or exposing corruption. It was about protecting the woman who had become his everything, no matter what it took. He fingered the USB drive of files in his pocket and smiled.

"Let's go see if our fishing trip caught anything tasty."


CHAPTER EIGHT

The morning sun through the window cast a warm glow on the stainless steel and granite of Oliver's kitchen. Standing at the stove, he hummed a tune while whisking eggs in a bowl with a precision that echoed his coding skills—meticulous and thorough. He drizzled olive oil into the pan, the sizzle a prelude to the culinary symphony about to unfold.

"Ah, now for the pièce de résistance," he murmured, folding diced chicken breast into the eggs. The room filled with the comforting aroma of cooking meat, mingling effortlessly with the subtle spices he had sprinkled—a hint of garlic, a dash of paprika. As the omelet cooked, he lifted the edge with a spatula, ensuring the underside turned a perfect golden brown before flipping it with a deft flick of his wrist. A taste test confirmed the sublime balance of flavors, savory chicken meeting the fluffy, buttery eggs in a harmonious dance on his palate.

"Breakfast fit for a kitty queen," he said with a chuckle.

He plated the omelet, garnishing it with a sprig of parsley from his windowsill garden. His attention then drifted toward the bedroom, his eyes drawn to Lulu, the catgirl who had snuck into his life and his bed.

She lay on her side, sprawled out with one leg stretched languidly while the other bent at the knee. Her chest rose and fell with the gentle rhythm of deep sleep. Strands of her wavy blue hair splayed across the pillow, partially veiling her serene face. Even in sleep, she maintained her alluring feline grace.

Her boots lay discarded on the floor where they had been thrown the night before. Oliver's gaze wandered to Lulu's bare feet—the soft arches, the delicate toes uncurling slightly as if she dreamed of chasing scurrying mice. Heat crept into his cheeks as he watched her, entranced by the blend of innocence and sensuality she exuded even in sleep.

"Damn," he thought, shaking his head to dispel the racy images igniting his imagination. "Focus, Oliver. Breakfast first, fantasies later."

He took a moment to admire her once more, the way her body shifted ever so slightly, a subconscious stretch that hinted at awakening. How could someone so enchanting be so alone in this world? It was a problem he was eager to solve, one breakfast at a time. He turned back to the kitchen, pouring himself a glass of orange juice and taking a sip. The cool, tangy liquid contrasted the warmth he felt from watching Lulu sleep.

"Today," he said with a smile spreading across his face, "is going to be a good day."

He thought back on everything that had happened the previous night. It had taken him many hours to sift through the digital spoils his algorithms had stolen from Dominic's laptop. Bleary-eyed but determined, he had poured over all the data, piecing together bits of information like an intricate puzzle.

Oliver hadn't found what he had been looking for, but he had found something. And he couldn't wait to share the good news.

He cradled his warm mug of coffee between his hands, savoring the robust scent. He took a sip, the flavor bold and invigorating on his taste buds, each gulp chasing away any lingering fatigue. The strong, dark roast was his lifeline. In the bedroom, the heavenly aromas of Oliver's cooking made their way to Lulu's sensitive feline nose. She stirred, her body instinctively reacting to the promise of a feast. Oliver watched from behind the counter as she gracefully extended her limbs, her back arching in a lazy stretch that rippled through her supple form.

Unaware that she was being watched, Lulu preened herself with delicate licks to the back of her hand, using her wrist to smooth down the disarray of her blue locks in a gesture so quintessentially catlike that Oliver couldn't help but chuckle. The simple act was enchanting in its innocence, yet charged with an allure that drew him in, captivating his attention completely.

With a yawn that showcased her petite, pointed canines, Lulu padded barefoot into the kitchen. Her jeans hugged her curves in all the right places, and the way her cute lace top was crumpled from the previous night's adventures only added to her charm.

"Uggh, morning already?" she groaned.

"I think you've had enough of a catnap," Oliver said cheekily. "Breakfast is ready whenever you are."

"Something smells amazing," she growled, a grumble of her stomach punctuating her words.

"Chicken and egg omelets," Oliver revealed, flipping one onto a plate with practiced ease. "Figured it's a nice change from your usual dollar-store tuna."

Lulu's eyes sparkled with appreciation. She perched on a stool at the kitchen counter, hunger adding an urgency to her movements.

"Gimme gimme gimme!" she said, reaching for a fork. "Thank you, Oliver. This looks incredible!"

"Only the best for my number one cat burglar," he teased, sliding the plate in front of her.

She laughed but rolled her eyes. "One more cat pun and I'm gonna catwalk right outta here."

Oliver grinned and held up his palms in surrender. "That would be a cat-astrophe."

Lulu shook her head. "That's it. I'm leaving…" She gave a coy smile as she pulled the plate toward her. "Just as soon as I fill my catgut."

"Now I feel like you're just trying to get a response out of me by providing all of these verbal cat-alysts."

Lulu groaned at his terrible pun and stuffed a bite of omelet in her mouth. Pleasure lit her features, and a satisfied moan became a rumbling purr in her throat.

"Oh my freakin' god, this is amazing. I don't care how lame your jokes are. As long as you keep feeding me, I'm never leaving," Lulu murmured between mouthfuls. Oliver drew a breath to speak, and she held up her fork. "And yes, I know that's a cliché about stray cats, and I don't even care."

Oliver laughed and joined Lulu at the counter. "It's nothing. It's just breakfast."

But this moment wasn't "just" anything, and they both knew it. It was a dance of care and appreciation. Of teasing and laughter. It was a connection forming between them with each bite and laugh and coy glance.

"Here," Oliver continued, presenting her with an empty bowl, a jug of milk, and a box of sugary cereal. "This meal has a second course, if you're still hungry."

Lulu's eyebrows raised with joy. "Oh! My favorite!"

She poured the milk into the bowl, leaving the cereal untouched. Holding it in both hands, she dipped her head, her pointed tongue flicking out to lap at the milk. Her movements were deliberate and sensual, and Oliver leaned against the counter, a lopsided smile playing on his lips as he watched the catlike display. It was endearing, it was funny… and yes, undeniably sexy.

"I guess that works too," he chuckled.

As the warm food and cold milk brought the groggy catgirl back to the world of the living, a shadow of concern crossed her face. "So, uh… I hope this isn't… I mean. This is awkward, but I need to ask…" Her eyes ticked to the open bedroom door, and the messed-up bed. "What, uh… what happened last night?"

Oliver raised a brow. "You don't remember?"

Embarrassment flushed Lulu's cheeks. "Just bits here and there. It's like… I feel like somebody drugged me or something."

"Well, somebody did. And that somebody was you. A certain catgirl discovered Dominic's stash of catnip and went to town on it."

"Catnip?" Lulu's hand flew to her mouth, and her eyes went wide. "Oh no, I'm so sorry, Oliver. I didn't know. I mean, I've heard of catnip, but I've never… I didn't know what would happen if…"

"Hey, it's okay," Oliver assured her, holding up a hand to stop her awkward apology. "You were loopy, sure, but it was harmless. I brought you here to keep you safe." His tone was gentle, reassuring. "I put you down to sleep in my bed. I took the couch."

"Thank you, Oliver. I'm so lucky to have you." Lulu's face twisted into a blend of gratitude and guilt. Her exposed tail twitched with remorse. "I can't believe I ruined our mission last night. I'm so sorry. "

Oliver pushed his glasses up the bridge of his nose. "Don't be, because you didn't ruin anything. We might not have gotten the incriminating dirt we were after, but we didn't leave the mansion empty handed…"

Lulu's amber eyes glittered with curiosity as she leaned in closer. "What did you find?"

With a conspiratorial grin, Oliver opened his laptop. "I didn't find what I needed to really take Dominic Blaze down, but I sure found enough to take him down a peg."

He tapped at the keys, and a window opened showing a recording of security camera footage from Dominic's mansion.

"A video of an empty bathroom?" Lulu's voice was laced with confusion. "How does this help us?"

"Because Mr. Perfect isn't so perfect after all," Oliver explained, a smirk playing at the corners of his mouth. "Dominic installed hidden cameras in his bathrooms to spy on his staff, which is disgusting. But it's not the most disgusting thing he does behind closed doors."

Lulu's gaze was glued to the screen as Dominic himself strolled into the bathroom, a far cry from the suave figure she was used to. He wore stretched-out boxer shorts and a stained T-shirt, looking like he'd just rolled out of bed. His cheeks were stubbly, and his messy hair and dull eyes made him look like he was hung over.

"That's… him?" Disbelief colored her tone as she watched Dominic in his less-than-immaculate state.

"Yep. Apparently our boy leaves the bathroom creeper cams running 24/7 to make sure he catches everything. And boy did he catch everything."

Oliver pointed at the screen as Dominic approached the mirror, scrutinizing his reflection before attacking a pimple with gusto. With a squeeze, he sprayed a small splatter of pus on the immaculate mirror.

"Ugh, gross!"

Lulu pressed a hand over her mouth, her expression a mix of horror and fascination. Her reaction intensified as Dominic continued with his very private business. He dropped his boxers, revealing a sad, flaccid and spotted manhood that hung lifelessly between his hairy thighs. He sighed, then sat down on the toilet, a look of constipation contorting his face. He clenched his teeth, grunting and grimacing as if trying to pass a watermelon. After several painful minutes, he finally relieved himself with a gruesome splash and an audible groan of relief. Lulu looked away, a retch caught in her throat.

"That's… That's too much information!" She looked to Oliver, flush with nausea. "Oliver! Why did you think I would feel better if you showed this to me?!"

"I didn't. I thought you would feel better if I showed it to everybody."

Oliver's eyes gleamed with mischief as he navigated to a viral video site. An anonymous upload of the video was at the top of the page, with its view count ticking upward faster than the heartbeat of a nervous hummingbird. Below the video, memes sprawled across the page—a photoshop of Dominic's head on a baby's body mid-diaper change; another with a mock perfume ad: 'Defecation by Dominic Blaze.'

Lulu couldn't suppress a snort of laughter despite herself. "Oh my gosh, that's terrible… but kind of hilarious?"

"Yep, the internet works fast, and it works very, very immaturely."

Oliver chuckled, scrolling through the comments bursting with poop emojis and shitty puns. He clicked a link, and a news clip played, featuring a polished female anchor trying to keep a straight face.

"In a turn of events for FanFavorites CTO Dominic Blaze—"

"More like a flush of events," interjected her co-anchor, struggling not to laugh. "Seems there's been quite the data leak… and well, that's not the only thing leaking."

Oliver glanced at Lulu, her cheeks rosy with giggles. He felt a warmth spread through him. It wasn't just the thrill of their shared victory—it was the closeness, the camaraderie, the sense that together, they could take on any challenge. And maybe, just maybe, this partnership could blossom into something more.

He put a hand on Lulu's shoulder and gave it a gentle squeeze. "This isn't going away any time soon. Dominic will be so preoccupied with damage control, he won't have the bandwidth to bother you anymore."

"Oliver, I… I can't believe you did this for me," Lulu's voice was a melodic blend of astonishment and gratitude. In a swift motion that seemed to defy gravity, she leapt into his arms, her tight catgirl body pressing against him in an embrace that sent waves of warmth cascading through his veins. The tender crush of her soft lips against the nape of his neck sent a shiver down Oliver's spine, electrifying every fiber of his being.

"Thank you, thank you so much," she purred, her breath tickling his skin, making it hard for him to focus on anything but the closeness of her.

"Hey, it's what friends do, right?" Oliver managed to choke out, trying to keep his composure while his heart tap-danced against his ribcage. Her touch ignited a fire within him, a desire he had never known before.

"You've shown me such kindness, Oliver," Lulu whispered, her amber eyes locking onto his with feline intensity. "I want to share something with you, something personal."

The offer made Oliver's voice quiver with anticipation. "I'd like that. What is it?"

"It's not a what. It's a where." Lulu grinned, her tail flicking playfully as she squeezed him tighter. "And it's a date."


CHAPTER NINE

"Keep your eyes closed," Lulu whispered, her breath warm against Oliver's ear. He did as he was told, following her as she tugged him forward by the hand. "It'll be worth it."

Oliver's feet plodded up yet another set of stairs in the darkness of his closed eyes. "Are we almost… wherever we're going?"

"Patience, Ollie," the catgirl teased.

After another dozen stairs, they finally stopped. A cool breeze brushed against Oliver's face, carrying with it the scent of earth and wildflowers.

"Now," Lulu said, squeezing his hand. "Open your eyes."

Oliver did as he was told to find an enchanting sight. They were standing on a rooftop, surrounded by drab concrete buildings. But it was no ordinary rooftop. Foliage consumed it, turning this bit of run-down city into a strange oasis. The space was a mesmerizing autumn wonderland. Leaves in shades of red, orange, and yellow adorned the foliage that blanketed the sky. Broken benches lay scattered amidst tall grasses that swayed in the crisp autumn breezes. Graffiti stained the crumbling walls, its harsh scrawls clashing with the serenity of nature reclaiming its space. It was chaos and calm rolled into one secret garden at the top of the world.

"Wow," Oliver breathed, captivated by the raw beauty of it all. "Where are we?"

"It's the rooftop garden of an old apartment building, way down on the west side of the city. I guess it was really fancy back in its day, but around the turn of the century the factories all moved in and choked it out." The catgirl waved at the windowless buildings moldering all around them. "Then a few decades later, all the factories shut down too, and the neighborhood was completely abandoned."

Oliver looked around in awe. "How did you ever find it?"

"When Emily took me in, it took a long time for her to nurse me back to health. So by the time I had my strength back, I had serious cabin fever. I had to get out of that little apartment, but I didn't know where to go. I did some searching online, and I discovered a historical website with beautiful pictures of this building and its neatly kept garden. At the time I was still pretty new to this world, and I didn't realize the photos were antiques. So I went to the address and instead of a thriving building, I found this ruin." Lulu smiled, running her hand along the edge of a cracked stone bench. "This beautiful, overgrown ruin."

"It really is beautiful," Oliver agreed.

"More than that, it's private. It's safe." Lulu pulled off her ever-present beanie, letting her ears go free. They flicked in the cool autumn air as her tail lowered from under her coat. "It's the only place in the city outside my apartment where I'm free to be a catgirl. Where I'm free to be me."

They ventured further in, fallen leaves crunching underfoot as they walked along the path, admiring the vibrant colors and taking in the crisp autumn air. Here, hidden from the prying eyes of the city, Lulu danced and played with feline energy, excitedly showing Oliver all of the treasures she had discovered on her visits. An old fountain, now dry, served as a stage for Lulu, who hopped onto its edge and performed an impromptu pirouette, her laughter floating in the air like a melody.

"Your turn," she challenged, beckoning Oliver with a playful smirk. "Come on, show me what you've got."

"Uh, I don't think the world is ready for my dance moves," Oliver joked, but he climbed up beside her anyway. He attempted a clumsy spin, nearly losing his balance before Lulu caught him, her hand steady on his arm.

"See? You're not just a big brain and a pretty face," she quipped.

Oliver couldn't help but laugh, feeling a warmth in his chest that had little to do with the physical exertion. As they explored, they discovered a mural partially hidden by foliage, the painted figures seeming to come alive in the shifting shadows of the trees. There was an undeniable charm here, in the way nature intertwined with human expression, each whispering stories long forgotten.

"Look at this," Lulu pointed, drawing his attention to a small, resilient flower blooming through a crack in the concrete. Oliver bent down, marveling at its delicate petals against the harshness of its surroundings.

"Life always finds a way, doesn't it?" he mused aloud.

"Always," Lulu agreed softly.

"Thank you for bringing me here, Lulu. It's like stepping into another world." Oliver considered his words and shrugged. "I assume. I mean, it's not like I've actually done that. Unlike some people…"

Lulu laughed and intertwined her fingers with his, squeezing gently. "Stepping into another world is much better when you don't have to do it alone."

Oliver gazed into her eyes, realizing that the real treasure wasn't the garden around him, but the woman who stood by his side within it. "As long as I breathe, you'll never have to face anything alone again." He had intended the words as a comfort, but Lulu's playful smile faded, replaced by a faraway look. "Hey, what's wrong? Something I said?"

"No, no. Well… yes." Lulu's ears flicked sadly. "I'm sorry. It's just… Emily also promised me I'd never be alone, and then…"

Oliver squeezed her hand. "Emily didn't abandon you. She was taken from you against her will."

"I know that. But she's still gone, and…" The cat girl shook her head as if to dispel the gathering clouds. "Her medical bills are piling up so fast. I don't know how I'll ever get on top of them."

Oliver's chest tightened. "Lulu, I said you wouldn't have to face anything alone, and I meant it. I don't have much money saved up, but everything I have… it's yours. I want you to have it."

"Oliver, no." Lulu's eyes shimmered. "I know how important money is in this world. And I know how much it sucks to not have it. I hate not having enough, but the answer isn't to take your money too. I can't pull you down with me."

"You're not pulling me down. I'm lifting you up. You and Emily both."

Lulu shook her head. "No matter how you put it, you still end up broke. Maybe you could buy me and Emily another month or two, then what? Then we'd all be broke and you'd hate me for ruining your life."

"I could never hate you. But I do hate seeing you suffer. And maybe there's a way I can make your money troubles go away…" His voice lowered to a whisper as the temptation to cross lines he never thought he'd cross loomed large in his mind. "I could hack into some big corporation's financial systems. It wouldn't be hard to set up a slow-drip transfer that leeched money from their account into yours. They have so much money it would be nothing more than a rounding error to their bookkeepers. It would be untraceable, and they'd never know—"

"I would know," Lulu said firmly. Her amber eyes turned piercing. "You won't steal for me, Oliver. That's not who you are."

"Isn't it though?" he countered, his brow creased in conflict. "I broke into Dominic's mansion for you. What I took from him was far more valuable to a rich man than his money. How is taking some funds from a faceless corporation any different?"

"Because I care about the man standing in front of me," Lulu said firmly. "The one who laughs at silly puns and marvels at nature thriving in concrete. You're a good man, and I know it. I knew that back when you were only a faceless fan called JollyOllie. Don't change that for me or anyone else."

Oliver's heart raced, torn between desperation to help Lulu and the fear of losing the connection they shared. "But—"

"No buts. Promise me," the catgirl interrupted, her voice hard with conviction. "Promise me you'll only use your powers for good. For justice. Don't become a black-hat. Especially not for me. That's not what I want, Oliver."

Oliver looked at her, really looked at her, and saw the truth behind her words. She wasn't kidding. Stealing to help her would only push her away, and tarnish everything genuine between them. "I promise," he sighed, feeling both defeated and strangely liberated. "I will only use my amazing skills for good."

"Good. I'd hate to think KittyKisses is a bad influence on you." She gave him a playful wink, but there was a somber edge to it. "Seriously though. Thank you for understanding."

"Always," Oliver replied.

Their hands found each other, fingers interlocking as naturally as intertwining vines. They shared a smile, enjoying the serenity of their sanctuary in the sky. Suddenly, the tranquility was shattered by the shrill melody of an alarm. Lulu fumbled with her phone, silencing the disruption. A flicker of regret crossed her features.

"Time flies," she sighed. "I've gotta get back home so I can do my daily stream. Those bills aren't going to pay themselves." She pointed a slender finger at Oliver. "And crime isn't going to pay them either."

Oliver laughed. "Okay, I get it. I promise. You go do what you need to do." He pulled out his phone and gave it a wag. "I'll be right here, watching your show as always."

"Actually…" Lulu hesitated, biting her lower lip in a way that made his heart skip a beat. "Would you… like to come with me? To watch it live?"

"Really?" Oliver's pulse quickened at the invitation.

"Of course!" She beamed, playful and flirty, the embodiment of every dream he hadn't allowed himself to fully imagine. "Dancing for names in a chat box isn't nearly as satisfying as dancing for a real live audience."

"Then I'm in," Oliver declared, feeling a rush of excitement. This was uncharted territory, a step closer to her world, a chance to bridge the gap between online fantasy and genuine intimacy.

They left the sanctuary of the garden, descending the rickety stairs hand in hand, their hearts light with the prospect of shared moments yet to come.


CHAPTER TEN

Oliver slumped into the plush chair that Lulu had pointed to, a throne of comfort sitting just outside her webcam's field of view. The catgirl's bedroom was infused with an ethereal glow from the fairy lights that hung like constellations across the ceiling, casting a gentle shimmer on the gauzy fabrics that adorned the walls. He had seen this room a thousand times on his computer screen as KittyKisses' stream backdrop, but today it was so much more. It was Lulu's bedroom, with all the warmth and joy that brought with it.

The catgirl flashed him a grin. "There. Are you comfortable?"

"Yes. Kind of…" Oliver gestured off to the side. "But I'm a little creeped out by the banana dong staring at me."

Lulu blinked in confusion and turned to see a bright yellow dildo in a strap-on harness hanging from a hook beside the chair. She snorted a laugh. "That's Emily's so called 'pencil'." Her cheeks blushed. "Spoiler alert, she does not use it for writing."

Oliver laughed. "I can imagine."

"Well stop imagining it right now, you pervert." Lulu snatched the well-hung harness off the wall and tucked it under her arm. "Just sit there and think pure thoughts like a good boy. It's almost showtime and I need to look purrfect!"

She dashed off to the bathroom, her bare feet making soft pat-pat sounds on the wooden floor. Oliver sank deeper into the soft cushions, his smile only growing bigger as he relished every bit of this special moment. He was the chosen one, permitted entry into KittyKisses' domain—not just some virtual follower. Not JollyOllie. Oliver Mitchem. Confidant and friend.

His gaze swept over the large bed, where a legion of stuffed animals stood guard amongst fluffy pillows. To his right, the oversized scratching post loomed, its hemp rope coiled tightly around the stout post. Oliver had always assumed it was just a prop to go with the alleged cosplayer's character, but now he wasn't so sure.

Lulu's voice snapped Oliver out of his reverie. "Ready or not, here I come!"

She emerged from the bathroom, and time seemed to stretch and warp around her. Lulu was a vision, her long blue hair cascading down from her cat ears, which twitched ever so slightly, as if attuned to his every heartbeat. Oliver's eyes traced the curve of her shoulders down to where the long, baggy sleeves of a hoodie began—and ended abruptly. It was a strangely impractical crop top sweatshirt, zipped over her chest to a bottom hemline that hung loose just below her breasts. The cut revealed the creamy skin of her taut, toned midsection. His gaze lingered, noting the delicate indents of her hips before diving along her shapely legs, which were both accentuated and caressed by the tiny denim shorts clinging to her like a second skin.

"Wow, Lulu… you look, uh—"

"Meow-velous?" She twirled, a flirtatious sparkle in her amber eyes, her fluffy blue tail swishing in harmony.

"I thought we weren't doing cat puns anymore."

"No. You're not doing cat puns anymore. It's cute when I do it."

"Yes, it definitely is," Oliver stammered, his brain struggling to keep up with his racing pulse.

The sight of her was overwhelming; she was sexy without trying, her natural charisma magnified by the confidence in her posture and the playful tilt of her chin.

"Your followers will go wild," he managed to say, his voice sounding distant to his own ears. "They have no idea how lucky they are."

"Well, let's just see who gets lucky tonight, shall we?"

Lulu gave Oliver a fang-toothed grin and a wink that made his brain short circuit. It was all he could do to restrain himself and stay in the chair as he watched her turn on Emily's computer. She fidgeted as she waited for the old machine to boot up, her fingers brushing against her shorts, drawing attention to the way the snug fabric hugged her lean, muscular thighs. The outfit was a paradox of innocence and allure, much like Lulu herself.

The old computer finally ground its way to KittyKisses' creator profile, and Lulu adjusted her camera and started the stream. She padded backwards on her soft, bare feet, giving a little spin as she allowed her ravishing body to fill the frame. The jingle of her intro music spilled into the room, and Lulu got into character.

"KittyKisses is on the prowl." Her voice took on the purring smolder of her online alter ego as she addressed her virtual audience. Her eyes, framed by sweeps of blue hair, sparkled with playful mischief. "Are there any tomcats out there to keep this little kitty company today?"

BootyBandit: Meow! You're hotter than a ghost pepper!

SirDuction: Strut that fluffy tail for us!

GoldenGod: Let's see those purr-fect moves, queen!

"You know your pretty kitty won't keep you waiting," Lulu purred, blowing kisses at the camera before swaying into her dance.

To Oliver, seated out of the camera's view, the performance unfurled like a dream. Lulu moved with the grace of a velvet-pawed huntress, every dip and arch an echo of feline allure. The denim shorts clung to her hips, hinting at the forbidden contours beneath. The cropped-off hoodie, loose yet revealing, danced along with her, offering teasing glimpses of what lay underneath without ever fully surrendering its secrets.

Oliver's throat went dry. Watching Lulu dance in person, he could feel the palpable energy of desire thrumming off her, the electric current that connected every viewer to her hypnotic rhythm. The chat box softly chimed as comments continued to stream in.

BanginBen: Your makin' my pants tight <+10 tokens>

ShrinkyDink: this kitty can climb my tree <+5 tokens>

LoveGun: Stop teasing. Get 'em out or GTFO

Lulu ignored the scroll. She was lost in her performance. Her movements were a choreographed seduction, each step and pivot an invitation to the senses. The way she arched her back, the sinuous curl of her blue tail—it was a dance charged with silent promises and fantasies waiting to be fulfilled. Oliver watched, entranced, as the short shorts contended with her gyrations, the friction between cloth and skin sparking an invisible flame. Her midsection, bare and toned, flexed with a dancer's precision, an enigma of hard strength beneath soft allure.

VelvetVoyeur: Dang Kitty, you are on fire tonight! <+25 tokens>

ThrobMaster: How many tokens to get dat ass?

JuicyJax: Do you want it all, or just the tip <+30 tokens>

Oliver's pulse raced as he watched Lulu sway to the hypnotic rhythm, her body a beacon of desire. Her every movement was an alluring blend of innocence and provocation; she prowled with the grace of a cat, yet there was nothing timid in her performance. She twirled, and the delicate fabric of her hoodie fluttered like a teasing whisper against her skin. When she bent over, her shorts hugged her curves so perfectly that Oliver felt a pang of longing to trace the contours himself.

"Who wants KittyKisses to be a little naughtier tonight?" Lulu's voice purred, her amber eyes locking onto the camera. "Put your tokens where your mouths are."

WildWilly: Shut up and take my money! <+50 tokens>

KingKongDong: My wallet's open. How about your legs? <+75 tokens>

WaterSprite: This one wants the flesh! This one must be sated! <+200 tokens>

The electronic sound of tokens raining into her digital tip jar drew Lulu's attention to the screen. Her eyes ticked over the increasingly agitated comments and she bit her lip in coy indecision.

"You want my show to get a little more risqué tonight, eh? Hmm. I don't know. Should I or shouldn't I?" Lulu put a finger to her lips as she pantomimed her uncertainty. "Shouldn't I… or should I?"

As Oliver watched her playful act, he realized she wasn't looking into the camera. She was looking at him, as if asking his permission. It suddenly became clear to him that her question was meant for an audience of one. With an almost imperceptible nod, Oliver made his opinion known. Lulu bared her fangs as her lips spread in a sultry, mischievous smile.

"Okay, then. I think perhaps I should."

Oliver's heart raced as he watched her slender hands reach for the little zipper on her hoodie. Time seemed to slow as the enchanting catgirl teasingly pulled it down, inch by tantalizing inch. As the shirt slowly opened to unveil the soft swell of her cleavage, it became obvious she wore nothing beneath it. After what seemed like an eternity, the zipper pull reached the bottom of the teeth. The fabric parted, releasing the delicate, creamy white mounds of Lulu's pale, exquisite breasts. They were beautiful, perfect in their natural form, capped with rose-tinted peaks that begged to be touched. To be savored. Oliver imagined running his fingers along her delicate skin, feeling the subtle rise and fall as she breathed. His mind was ablaze with visions of caressing and worshipping every inch of her flawless body, his desire growing with each passing second.

EagerEnchanter: OH MY GOD IT'S HAPPENING. <+350 tokens>

Firecrotch: Kitty, you are a goddess! I worship at your temple of tits! <+500 tokens>

FeralFancy: I can now die a happy man. <+525 tokens>

A cascade of tips thundered into KittyKisses' virtual jar, thrusting her token counter higher than it had ever been thrust before. A genuine smile spread on Lulu's face as she blushed and pulled the flaps of her shirt closed with a giggle.

"I feel so naughty! But so… sooo grateful. Thank you, my precious tomcats. You made this little kitty very happy tonight." She blew a kiss at the camera. "Until next time, stay frisky!"

With that, she flicked off the stream and jumped up and down, squeaking and screaming like she had won the lottery. Oliver just watched the bouncy, jiggling catgirl, paralyzed with awe.

"Wow, that was… incredible," he managed breathlessly.

Lulu rushed over, bubbling with nervous energy. "Oh my god I just made so much money!" She grabbed Oliver's hands, and yanked him out of his seat. With a whip of her wiry body she spun him around and around at the end of her outstretched arms. As she did, her hoodie fell open again, revealing the majestic treasures within. "And it's all because of you, Oliver!"

The catgirl wrapped Oliver in an embrace that was both exhilarating and suffocating. The warmth of her bare breasts against his chest was soft and inviting, their contact electrifying.

"Me? I just sat there."

"That's all you have to do." Lulu's eyes, wide and sparkling, held Oliver's gaze with an intensity that seemed to pierce right through his very soul. "When you're with me I feel so confident and so safe. With you here, I'm not afraid. Of anything! You make me feel unstoppable!"

"Well you make me feel—hmph!"

Oliver's reply was cut off as Lulu's lips met his in a passionate kiss. He closed his eyes, lost in the sensation of her mouth moving against his without a hint of shyness. She tasted sweet as wild berries as her tiny pointed fangs grazed his bottom lip, sending shivers down his spine. The nibble was playful yet assertive, a feline marking her territory with gentle bites.

The heat between them grew, the kiss deepening, tongues tentatively exploring. It was everything Oliver had fantasized about and more—kissing this enigmatic catgirl who once danced through his dreams and now clung to him in reality. He marveled at how perfect she felt in his arms, how right it seemed to be this close to her. And as Lulu nudged him toward her four-poster bed, Oliver suddenly realized how much closer she wanted to get.

His heart pounded in his chest, thudding loud enough to drown out all other sounds. That is until the shrill ring of Lulu's phone sliced through the room. The catgirl broke off her passionate kiss, and a flash of annoyance crossed Oliver's face.

"Ignore it."

Lulu shook her head, her lusty eyes suddenly clouded with apprehension. "I can't. I'm sorry, Oliver. Only one place ever calls me, and… I have to take it."

She clenched her shirt closed over her bare chest with one hand and grabbed her phone with the other.

"Hello?" she answered, her voice tight with anxiety.

Oliver watched helplessly as the light in Lulu's eyes dimmed. The vivacious energy that had radiated from her only seconds ago was snuffed out, replaced by a fear that twisted his gut. Silent tears welled up and spilled over as she listened to the caller's somber news. With a few whimpered words, she hung up.

"It was the hospital. Emily's condition has worsened," she choked out, her vibrant amber eyes now drowning in sorrow. The dreamlike warmth of their first kiss was extinguished by a cold gust of reality. Oliver took her in his arms, and held her close as she wept, her body shaking with grief and fear. He wished more than anything that he could take away her pain, but all he could do was be there for her.

"I'm so sorry," he murmured, stroking her hair. "I know how hard this is. But you're not alone. I'm here with you."

Lulu clung to him, taking deep breaths to try to calm herself. "I can't lose her, Oliver. I don't know what to do."

"You should go to the hospital," he said gently. "She'd want you there."

Lulu wiped her eyes and nodded. "Will you come with me?"

"Of course," Oliver replied without hesitation. "I'll be right by your side. Always."


CHAPTER ELEVEN

Oliver stood by the door of Emily's hospital room, his eyes tired and dry. The clinical white walls seemed to be closing in on him, smothering him with the unpleasant tang of industrial antiseptic. The beeping machines attached to the comatose girl kept a melancholy tempo as the hours ticked away.

He approached the bedside and looked at Emily's limp body. Her dull blonde hair framed her face in gentle waves against the stark white pillowcase. There was a dried-out quality about her, as if her past beauty had desiccated into this withered husk of who she once was. Lulu sat beside her, holding her thin, useless hand. Oliver's own hands felt useless. He wanted to fix this. He wished he could rewrite Emily's code to destroy the illness, to eliminate the bug in reality that had left her trapped in her own body. But life wasn't something he could hack.

"Her immune system… It's struggling," Lulu's voice broke through his thoughts. "This new infection, it's made her so weak, and…"

"Shh, I know." Oliver placed a comforting hand on her shoulder. "The doctors are doing everything they can. This new medication is supposed to work miracles."

"But it costs so much," Lulu whispered, despair seeping into her words. "It took all the money I just earned in my stream to pay for one single dose. Even if it is effective, how can we get more? What do we do?"

"We figure it out, and we keep fighting," Oliver said, though doubt gnawed at him. "Because Emily is going to keep fighting until she's back to us."

They sat there, enveloped in the room's somber stench, as they had for an endless string of hours. Oliver noticed the weariness etching itself into Lulu's delicate features. He heard a low growl from her flat belly.

"You need to eat something," he said softly. "You'll feel better."

The catgirl shook her head, the motion almost imperceptible. "I can't leave her, Ollie. What if when I'm gone she gets worse? What if she…"

Her words trailed off, and Oliver squeezed her shoulder. "You don't have to leave. Stay with her. I'll run to the diner across the street and bring something back for you. Okay?"

Lulu gave a sad but gracious nod. "Thank you, Ollie. You're…" she paused, searching for the right word. "Wonderful."

As Oliver turned to leave, she stood up and reached for him, planting a soft kiss on his cheek. It was a mere brush of lips, but it ignited a warmth that spread through his chest, a stark contrast to the bleakness surrounding them.

"Be right back," he whispered. "Stay strong."

***

Oliver slipped on his coat and exited, the click of the closing door punctuating the moment. In the sterile silence of the hospital room, Lulu found herself alone with Emily's motionless form. The beeping of the machines was a monotonous lullaby, punctuated by the occasional shuffle of nurses' feet beyond the closed door. She grasped Emily's hand, its coolness a stark reminder of her fragile condition.

"I wish you could meet Oliver," she whispered. "I think you'd like him. With that cute face and those glasses, he's got this… geek boy charm, you know? But he's more than cute. He makes me laugh, and god, he cares, Em. Really cares. About both of us." Behind her, the door creaked open. Lulu flushed with embarrassment, wondering if Oliver had heard her talking about him. "Back already? Did you forget your…"

She turned and sucked a gasp. The imposing form of Dominic Blaze filled the doorway, casting a threatening shadow into the room. He was dressed impeccably in an expensive black suit, his cold eyes regarding Lulu with predatory calculation beneath his slicked back hair. Everything about him radiated power, like a viper ready to strike.

"Ah, Lulu. So we meet again."

Lulu shrank back instinctively, her cat ears flattening against her head beneath her beanie.

"Dominic! How did you know I was here?"

"I didn't," Dominic replied, his voice cool and detached. "I came to check in on Emily and see if she was still… out of commission."

"Why do you care?" Lulu growled.

"I don't. But I had a hunch she might have been responsible for leaking a very private video that was stolen from my laptop."

Lulu's stomach churned at the accusation. Oliver had hacked into Dominic's laptop and released the humiliating viral video of him in the bathroom. But there was no way Dominic could know that. Oliver was too good at covering his tracks. None of this made sense. Why in the world would he suspect it had something to do with Emily?

"It wasn't Emily. Emily has been in a coma for months. How could you even accuse her of such a thing?"

"Because our darling SmartiePanties here is a little too much of a smartie for her own good. She has a history of sticking that cute little nose where it doesn't belong." Dominic's tone dripped with disdain. "I know she stole my password, and I know she used confidential user data to boost her own FanFavorites channel. But I turned a blind eye to it. After all, she was showing impressive initiative for a camwhore, and the company does get a cut of every girl's earnings. More money for her meant more money for me. But then she pushed too far."

"Pushed what?" Lulu's voice quivered. "What are you talking about?"

Dominic snuffed. "Let it go, Lulu." He stepped closer, his silhouette casting a shadow over both women. "Or you might just find yourself in a dark alley with an unfriendly stranger, just like dear Emily here."

Lulu gasped, terror seizing her throat. "What do you know about—"

"Questions can be dangerous," he hissed, now mere inches away, his breath a mix of mint and malice. "Don't push me, Lulu. Perhaps I can't fuck you, but I can still fuck you up."

Panicking, Lulu stumbled backward, her heel catching on the tangle of cords by Emily's bed. She felt the tug, heard the dislodging of a plug, and then a shrill alarm pierced the air. Doctors burst into the room, a flurry of white coats and urgent voices converging around Emily.

"She's crashing!" shouted the lead doctor, immediately taking charge of the situation. The team surrounded Emily's bed in a whirlwind of controlled chaos.

"We're reading no pulse! Start compressions!" A nurse grabbed a set of paddles from a machine. "Charging the defibrillator!"

"Wait, stop!" Lulu squeaked. "I just bumped the equipment! Don't hurt her!"

While Lulu grabbed at the nurse's arms, a stern-faced woman with a stethoscope slung around her neck turned to Dominic. "Hey! Visiting hours are over. Only the patient's designated medical decision maker can be here. You need to leave. Now," she commanded.

Dominic stepped back, allowing the feisty little doctor to shove him out of the room. But as he was ushered out, he shot Lulu a final venomous look. "Watch yourself, KittyKisses. Curiosity killed the catgirl."


CHAPTER TWELVE

Afternoon sunlight spilled through the half-drawn curtains, casting hazy shadows across Lulu's apartment. Beside a cold and stale cup of coffee, Oliver hunched over his laptop, fingers poking at the keys. The room was quiet except for the clatter of keystrokes and the occasional sigh from Lulu, who paced anxiously.

Her blue hair fell in tired tangles around her face. She wore low-cut velvet sweatpants that hugged her form and a tank-top that had seen better days. Her amber eyes, normally alight with mischievous energy, were dulled by fatigue and shadowed with worry.

"I still can't believe Dominic threatened me last night. And I'm sure he was the one who attacked Emily! I can't just sit here and let him get away with it. We have to go to the police!"

Oliver shook his head, pushing his glasses up the bridge of his nose. "They won't listen to you without any proof."

"Proof?" Lulu's hands clenched into fists. "He basically confessed to me, Oliver! Isn't that proof enough?"

"I'm sorry, but it's not. Dominic's got the kind of money that hires teams of lawyers who twist the truth like balloon animals. He'll deny everything. It's the word of a rich man against the word of a very vulnerable secret catgirl. If we go to the authorities, you could be exposed. He'd walk free, and you…" He trailed off, the unsaid words hanging heavy in the air.

"I'll end up in captivity. Or worse," Lulu whispered, the mere thought sending a shiver down her spine. She clutched her tail and scowled. "Ugh! Sometimes I wish I could just take this stupid thing off and be a human!"

"But you're not human. You're a wonderful, special catgirl, with a pure heart. And I won't let this world make you want to be anything else." Oliver tilted his laptop so Lulu could see the screen. Lines of code cascaded down, interspersed with flickering video feeds. He pointed to a section of the screen where his algorithm was tirelessly probing the digital defenses of countless systems. "I've got my best penetration algorithms working on breaking into every traffic and security camera within a half mile of the alley where Emily was attacked. If anything caught a glimpse of Dominic hurting her, I'll find it."

Lulu leaned closer, her breath hitching as hope sparked faintly in her eyes. "You can do that?"

"Probably," Oliver admitted. "If Dominic was careless enough to be caught on video, we'll have the hard evidence we need. I can take it to the police, so you don't have to endanger yourself with the exposure."

Lulu's vision blurred as tears traced shimmering paths down her cheeks. She squeezed Oliver's hand, anchoring herself to his steadfast presence. "I don't even know how to thank you, Ollie. You're… you're incredible. I've never met anyone like you."

"No need for thanks." His thumb brushed over her knuckles in a comforting sweep.

"Still…" Lulu sniffed, wiping away her tears with the back of her other hand. She stood up abruptly, moving towards a small collection of trinkets and treasures on a shelf. "In the past few days you've come to mean a lot to me and I want to give you something… special."

Oliver waved it off. "You don't need to give me anything. Just being with you is enough of—"

He was interrupted by an alert tone chirping from Lulu's phone. She silenced it and sighed. "Time for KittyKisses to make her daily appearance for her adoring fans."

"Maybe you should skip today?" Oliver's voice was tentative. "With everything going on, I think you've earned the break."

Lulu shook her head, the waves of her messy hair cascading over her shoulders. "No, I can't. This is something I have to do." Her voice carried the weight of her conviction, each word a brick in the dam against the flood of helplessness that threatened to drown her. "I can't stop Dominic, and I can't heal Emily. This stream is the one and only thing within my power. I've got to do it. For Emily." She took Oliver's hand, her touch as tender as a petal caught on the breeze. "And for you too."

Without another word, she turned and flitted into the bathroom with an air of determination. Moments later, she emerged, transformed. Her sweet face had been made up with an erotic glamor. Her eyes, usually doe-like and innocent, now smoldered with dark, smoky eyeshadow, long lashes, and winged eyeliner. Sultry red lipstick emphasized the fullness and curve of her lips, and her cheeks were dusted with a shimmering blush, giving her an ethereal glow. Curiously she still wore her wrinkled sweatpants and tank top, but she had added a black leather belt slung high over her hips.

Oliver peered over his glasses, gazing at her in awe. "You look… incredible."

"Good, 'cause it's time for KittyKisses to strut her stuff." Lulu flashed a coy smile, the performer in her rising to the surface like a siren from the depths. She began the stream, and purred a greeting over her intro music. "Hello, my dearest tomcats. I hope you're not catnapping, because today's show is going to be purrfectly unforgettable."

Oliver watched, admiration mingling with a touch of awe at her effortless transformation from the sweet Lulu into the sultry KittyKisses. Her velvet-clad hips swayed like the pendulum of a clock, rhythmic and hypnotic. Her fingers trailed along the hem of her tank top, inching the fabric upward with a languorous tease that had her audience holding their breath in anticipation. She lifted the shirt, revealing the soft curve of her stomach, then whipped it over her head in a fluid motion that left her upper body clad only in a delicate, lacy bra.

"It's getting hot in here," she whispered, her voice a sultry melody. "Too hot for this…"

Oliver's gaze was fixed on Lulu as she arched her back slightly, her hands reaching behind to unclasp her bra with languid grace. The straps slid off her shoulders, a tantalizing promise suspended for a heartbeat before the garment fell away, revealing the full, natural allure of her breasts. They were perfect—a masterpiece sculpted by nature's own hand, moving with her in a dance that was as beautiful as it was seductive.

ShaftCranker: My god, you're so f'ing beautiful! <+100 tokens>

TailChaser88: You're everything, KittyKisses! <+175 tokens>

Lulu continued to move, each step choreographed to stoke the flames of desire. Oliver was riveted to the sight of her supple, unrestrained breasts gently jiggling with her movements. His algorithm churned unattended on his screen as his heart raced, not just from the carnal display but from the sheer bravery and vulnerability Lulu exuded. She was doing this to help a friend in need—her courage as naked as her skin.

DeezNutz: Yes, shake them kitty titties! <+200 tokens>

StinkyPinky: It's getting a bit nipply in here. <+150 tokens>

"Keep those tips coming, my darlings," KittyKisses purred into the camera. "I told you tonight's show was going to be unforgettable, and a kitty never lies." The dim light accentuated the curves of her body as she swayed, the soft fabric of her sweatpants clinging to her hips. With deliberate slowness, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband, allowing the velvet material to slide off her smooth, sleek thighs and all the way down to her bare feet.

As the sweatpants pooled at the floor, Lulu stepped out of them, one delicate bare foot after the other, her movements fluid like a bewitching melody. She now stood in her cute little panties, her entire pale, tight body exposed to the world except for the most private of her treasure. Her fluffy blue tail swayed gently, curling against her creamy thighs, an intimate dance partner to her sensuality.

"Tonight, is about sharing," she whispered, letting the words hang in the air like a sacred vow. "Sharing myself in a way I never have before."

The chat box continued to scroll with fevered intensity as the tips kept piling up. Oliver watched Lulu, his throat tight with emotion. He marveled at the contrast between her playful stage persona and the steel-edged bravery it took to bare herself this way. His fingers sat numb on the keyboard, his hacking completely forgotten.

Lulu's hands traced the outline of her panties, teasing the edges before sliding them down with exhilarating grace. As the fabric descended, it revealed her perfect little pink slit, an intimate blossom of softness and vulnerability. The sight was pure artistry, an erotic revelation that held Oliver spellbound.

"Your love…" she said breathily, "it gives me strength."

Her fans roared their approval in the chat, but KittyKisses wasn't looking into the camera. She was looking past it, directly into Oliver's eyes.

HoneyDipper: Take all my money, Kitty! You're enchanting! <+200 tokens>

PokéMan: Oh fuck, I'm gonna nut so hard <+250 tokens>

Lulu's eyes lingered on Oliver's as she slowly turned her back to the camera, offering a mesmerizing view of her beautiful round ass. His gaze followed the sweep of her cheeks to the one stitch of fabric that still clung to her body. He now realized the strange leather belt Lulu wore was Emily's legendary strap-on dildo harness. Lulu wore it backwards with her tail threaded through the empty toy-hole, creating the clever illusion that her real cat tail was nothing but a belted-on prop. Oliver clucked a surprised chuckle in his throat as his admiration for her soared.

CuriousGorged: Take off the tail too! <+100 tokens>

CockTroll: Shut up, dipshit! The tail is hot! Leave it on! <+300 tokens>

The majority of the commenters echoed the sentiment, dropping tips and shouting emoji-filled praise for Lulu's sexy, allegedly fake cat tail. Oliver's pulse hammered in his veins. His cock throbbed in his pants. Lulu was a vision of raw sensuality, her every move an enchanting spell woven through movement. But a knot tightened in Oliver's chest as he watched. This striptease was a radical departure from Lulu's comfort zone. He knew she would do anything to get the money Emily needed, but was the otherworldly beauty before him just acting out of desperation?

"Lulu, you don't have to do this," he whispered, concern lacing his hushed tone. "You don't have to do anything that makes you uncomfortable just to get money."

Lulu paused mid-twirl, her tail momentarily still. She glanced towards Oliver, her amber eyes penetrating. "I'm not uncomfortable, Oliver. Not with you here."

Her hands reached out, warm and inviting, grabbing Oliver and pulling him out of his seat and into the camera's view. A wave of confusion crashed through the chat box, the virtual crowd clamoring for explanations.

LittleWillie: Wait… Who the fuck is this guy?"

TheShocker: Is that a new prop or a real guy?

HeBop: Get your paws off my Kitty, jackass!

"Tomcats, I'd like you to meet my number one fan," Lulu announced, her smile illuminated by the soft glow of her computer screen. "And I'm his number one fan too." She placed a hand tenderly over her chest. "KittyKisses belongs to all of you. But KittyKisses' heart belongs only to him." The naked catgirl gazed into Oliver's eyes. "You've been my rock, my safe place in the wildest storm. You truly see me. The girl behind the cat ears. And I want to show you, and the whole world, how much that means to me."

Oliver's heart hammered in his chest as Lulu, her eyes glinting with tenderness, reached for his glasses. "You won't be needing these," she whispered, and the room beyond her stunning face became a blur as she gently lifted them from his nose. She leaned in and her lips grazed his with profound intimacy, as if they were alone, secluded from the world.

Which they very much were not.

Spankenstein: Whoa, is this really happening?

PleasurePilgrim: That guy is one lucky bastard…

OtherWhiteMeat: OMG, KittyKisses is giving real kisses! I'm there for it! <+100 tokens>

The chat box kept chiming, but Oliver's self-consciousness melted away under Lulu's affectionate caress. Her hands moved to the hem of his shirt, tugging it upward with delicate urgency. The cool air hit his skin, contrasting with the heat of her touch as the fabric whispered up and over his head, leaving him exposed.

"That's more like it," Lulu said playfully, tracing a finger down his chest, lingering over the palpitations beneath his skin. "But I think you're still a bit overdressed for the occasion."

She knelt, unlatching his belt with deft fingers, then slid his pants down with a teasing slowness. He groaned as he felt her hand slide up his thigh, grazing the bulge in his underwear. His heart hammered in his chest as she pulled down his boxers, freeing his throbbing cock from its confines. It sprang out eagerly, standing tall and proud. With his naked body standing before hers, his vulnerability turned into raw desire. Lulu smiled and licked her lips.

"It looks like somebody is eager for some pets," she whispered breathlessly.

Lulu purred as her soft hands stroked up and down his throbbing cock, teasing it with her gentle touches. She leaned forward and lapped at his head with her little tongue as if it were a saucer of milk, sending shockwaves of pleasure coursing through him. Oliver moaned and touched her cheek, tracing the soft contours of her face as she licked and kissed his rock-hard member.

TotesScrotes: This is unreal! #LuckyOliver <+550 tokens>

CountCoitus: This is it! This is the show we've been asking for! <+1,000 tokens>

After a moment of playful licking and teasing, Lulu slowly rose to her feet, keeping her eyes locked on Oliver's. She whispered in his ear. "Now it's my turn. Pet me, Oliver. Pet me everywhere."

As if living out a fantasy, Oliver's hands reached out to explore the catgirl's slender, naked form—the dip of her waist, the rise of her hips, each curve to be cherished and savored. He marveled at the firmness of her ass, the subtle give of her round breasts, and the tautness of her belly. As his fingers brushed over her blue tail, he found it astonishingly soft, like silk spun from dreams. Her ears twitched beneath his touch, velvety and warm.

Oliver and Lulu's bodies moved together in a sensual symphony, an erotic dance guided by instinct and deep affection. Oliver savored the heat of her soft skin as he kissed along her collarbone. Her breath was a rhythm, setting the pace as they explored each other's bodies. As Oliver's hands tangled in Lulu's hair, he pulled her closer to him, tasting the sweetness of her lips. Her tongue danced against his, teasing and taunting, sending shivers down his spine. She moaned softly, grinding her hips against him, and Oliver could feel the wetness between her legs against his bare hip.

"Remember when I said I wanted to give you a very special gift?" she whispered. "It's time to deliver."

Lulu took Oliver's hand and guided him to her four-poster bed. Pushing aside the plush toys, she climbed onto the mattress on all fours. A deep purr rumbled in her throat as she spread her knees and lifted her tail, presenting her soft, wet opening to him. Her blue hair fell over her shoulder as she looked back at him with sultry eyes and murmured, "This pussy is yours, Oliver. She needs your pets."

In Oliver's lust-fevered mind, there was nothing else in the world but this beautiful, sexy catgirl and the precious treasure she had offered him. His pulse raced in anticipation of the moment he'd been dreaming of for so long. He stepped close and put his hands on Lulu's firm, warm thighs, positioning himself behind her. The scent of her arousal was intoxicating, a feline musk that drove him wild with desire. His cock nestled against her wet entrance, teasing and probing as he admired the curve of her ass cheeks, trembling with excitement.

With a long, smooth push of his hips, Oliver entered Lulu's eager sex. The catgirl closed her eyes and moaned loudly as he penetrated her soft, pink folds, filling her completely. He continued to move in and out of her wetness, each stroke eliciting a new moan of approval from the randy feline.

Oliver's hands gripped her waist tightly, and Lulu arched her back, offering herself to him completely. With each thrust, he felt the walls of her feline pussy contract around his cock, pulling him deeper inside. His hips slapped against her ass, echoing the wet sounds of their lovemaking. Unseen by either of them in their blissful state, KittyKisses chat box blew up like a mine full of dynamite.

Fappuccino: OMFG this is what I've been waiting for! <+2,500 tokens>

SappySlut: This is the good shit! Finally! <+3,000 tokens>

BeefThruster: WTF are those fireworks on the tip counter? <+2,500 tokens>

As Oliver and Lulu moved together, sweat beading on their pounding bodies, the sound of digital tokens slamming into an overflowing tip jar was joined by the pop of fireworks. Pixel pyrotechnics exploded across the computer screen as a badge appeared above the tip counter, reading "FanFavorites Top Earner." The rain of tokens continued to fall in an avalanche of electronic currency as the two lovers lost themselves in each other.

Deep in the FanFavorites servers, the deluge of comments and transactions caught the attention of the site's content recommendation algorithm. It automatically elevated the trending stream to the top of the homepage and sent out push notifications. Within minutes, thousands of curious users discovered KittyKisses for the first time.

PoundCake: Whoa! This catgirl is smokin' hot! <+750 tokens>

BoneZone: This kitty is going in my TopFaves! <+1,000 tokens>

Thrust'n'HowlTheThird: Oh shit, I've gotta tell my boys about this RIGHT FUCKING NOW. <+1,200 tokens>

In the bedroom studio, the air was heavy with the musk of sex and passion as Oliver completely lost himself in the moment, thrusting into Lulu with wild abandon. The catgirl mewled in pleasure as he drove into her harder and harder. "Yes, Oliver! Yes, pound your sexy little pussy! Pound her!"

The scroll of user comments became a blur as thousands of new users poured in. At the same time, buzzing error messages began to appear on KittyKisses creator dashboard.

Bad gateway: Server struggling to handle requests

Data spike detected: Throttling bandwidth

Capacity Limit: Reallocating resources

The buzzers caught Oliver's attention just long enough to get him to spare a glance at the screen. His naked eyes widened at the spill of errors. "Holy shit. Lulu, you're breaking the internet!"

"Oh Oliver! Don't stop! You're so good…" Lulu cried. "I… I can't… Oh god!"

The catgirl's fingernails gripped the blankets, extending into short claws that tore straight through and dug into the mattress. The walls of Lulu's love canal clamped down on Oliver's throbbing cock, squeezing him tightly as her orgasm overtook her. She cried out his name, every muscle in her body shuddering with the force of her release. Her tail twitched violently behind her, slapping against Oliver's chest. Her eyes rolled back into her head, revealing the whites, and she let loose a long, low mewl that rattled the windows.

Oliver knew better than to stop now; he thrust harder, faster, deeper into Lulu's lithe feline form. His own climax built inside him as he felt himself swell inside her tight heat. Lulu's insides gripped him as she rode waves of ecstasy, her soft walls rippling around his cock in a rhythmic pulse that sent him over the edge. With a primal roar, Oliver pushed deep into the catgirl one last time before filling her with his hot, raging seed.

GirthyGuru: That was epic! All time legend! <+6,000 tokens>

NaughtyNacho: #BreakingTheInternet #KittyKisses <+5,500 tokens>

OrgasMike: Who knew true love could crash a porn site? <+6,500 tokens>

Oliver slowly withdrew his pulsing member from Lulu's dripping sex, and she tumbled over onto the bed in a blissful heap of smooth skin and wild hair. With trembling legs, Oliver crashed down beside her, and the naked catgirl snuggled up against him, purring hard enough for him to feel it vibrating against his ribs. He squeezed her close and whispered into her pointed ear.

"I love you, KittyKisses."

She nestled against his neck. "And I love you too, JollyOllie. Forever and for always."

The two lovers lay there for a moment, content in each other's arms, listening to the quiet chime of digital tokens raining into KittyKisses virtual tip jar. But the cascade of coins was interrupted by a harsh tone that sliced through the haze of pleasure. Lulu blinked.

"What was that?"

A smile spread on Oliver's face. "Something good. Something really good."

He rolled out of bed, wrapping a blanket around his naked body as he darted to his laptop. The readout of his video search algorithm blinked a message. Requested Time Stamp found AND Requested Camera Location found. Boolean search complete. Beneath it was a single video file. With excitement trembling his fingers, Oliver clicked it open and scrubbed through it. His eyes went wide.

"What is it?" Lulu asked.

"Oh my god. You have to see this." Oliver grabbed his laptop. "No… everybody needs to see this!"

He restarted the video and angled the live webcam towards the screen, broadcasting the fruits of his labor. It was a security video. Lulu wrapped herself in a robe as she scrambled to his side. She looked at the screen and gasped.

"Oh my gosh. That's Emily!"

The security camera's eye was unblinking as it rendered the past moment in vibrant HD clarity. The alley's walls were canvases of grime. Piles of refuse lay scattered in derelict heaps. Emily darted to the brick wall at the alley's dead end as if running away from somebody. Even from the unflattering high angle, her form was still arrestingly beautiful. Despite her obvious fear, her shoulders were squared, her stance defiant. A voice slithered through the video in a digital hiss, but it did not belong to Emily.

"There's no need to run, SmartiePanties. I just want to talk."

Dominic Blaze strolled into the alley, looming and dark with menace.

"We have nothing to talk about. I know what you've done, and I've got the proof. I stole it from your computer." Emily scowled. "Protip: If you're going to embezzle millions of dollars from FanFavorites, don't leave your password on a post-it note like a grandma with an AOL account."

Dominic strolled forward, giving his meaty hands a sarcastic slow clap. "You are a spicy little thing, aren't you? So what if I've been dipping into the company coffers a bit to fund my lavish lifestyle? Most of you camwhores are impressed by my wealth. The money has opened a lot of doors for me, and a lot of thighs."

Emily glared defiantly. "Well those days are over, Blaze. Forever."

The crooked CTO sighed. "All right. What is this going to cost me? Name your price to put this little skeleton back in the closet and we'll be done with it."

"I don't want your dirty money. I want justice," she shot back, her voice steady despite the clear danger. "I'm going straight to the executive board to rat you out and get your slimy ass fired!"

Dominic shook his head. "I'm afraid you are not. If I can't silence you with money, then I'll have to do it with muscle." He picked up a length of rusted steel pipe that leaned discarded against the wall of the dirty alley. "I guess SmartiePanties isn't so smart after all."

Lulu gasped. "No. No! Emily, run!"

But the catgirl's reflexive cries couldn't change the past. With an animalistic roar, Dominic drew back the pipe and smashed it down on Emily's shoulder. A scream tore from the girl's lips as she went down, crashing to the stained concrete. He swung again and again, breaking bone and drawing blood. Lulu looked away.

"Turn it off, Oliver," she choked, a hand fluttering to her mouth. "Please… I can't…"

Oliver closed his laptop lid, snuffing out the brutal assault, but the image lingered in his mind. "Yeah, I think we've all seen more than enough."

With the video closed, the room went silent except for the catgirl's ragged, tortured breath. She closed her eyes, and a forced smile spread on her face as Lulu receded and KittyKisses rose to the surface.

"Well, that was quite a show, was it not?" She addressed her audience, her tone a mix of warm charm and cold resolve. "If any of my precious tomcats are law enforcement officers, I would be ever so grateful if you could assist a girl in need. Please go pay our dear Dominic Blaze a little visit, and when you do…" Her voice dropped an octave, silk over steel. "Use the same delicate touch he used on my best friend."


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Two months later, Lulu sat in a plush chair by the side of Emily's hospital bed. But it wasn't the antiseptic-smelling mess of tubes and wires she had become accustomed to. All the funds Lulu and Oliver had earned with their new series of lusty streams had gone directly toward Emily's medical bills. And with a huge boost in money came a huge boost in the quality of her care. Now the spicy blonde was not only in a plush suite on the hospital's top floor, but she was finally awake to enjoy it.

The pungent aroma of garlic and herbs wafted through the air as Emily wolfed down a styrofoam container of loaded mac and cheese. Lulu watched her with a smile, her cat ears twitching freely atop her head. After her FanFavorites channel had gone viral, there was no point in hiding them anymore. Everywhere she went, people recognized her as "That catgirl cosplayer who broke the internet." Ironically, Lulu had secured her secret by making a spectacle of herself.

Oliver looked at Emily and shook his head in mock disgust. "Slow down there, SmartiePanties. It's macaroni. It's not going to get away."

"Don't tell me what to do," Emily growled through a full mouth. "You're not the boss of me, Mitchem."

Oliver laughed. The color had returned to Emily's cheeks, and the sass had returned to her spirit. Lulu gently stroked her friend's soft blonde hair. "Seriously though, your body is still getting used to solid food. You'll make yourself sick."

"Ugh. Fine, Mom." Emily put down her fork on the tray table on her lap. It was crowded with take-out containers of comfort food. A mountain of steaming hot wings was beside a heap of miniature grilled cheese sandwiches, each one toasted to gooey perfection. A bowl of tater tots balanced on a plate of crispy chicken tenders, their juicy insides beckoning to be savored. On the side were plates of warm, pillowy cinnamon rolls, adorned with a generous drizzle of cream cheese frosting. A brigade of chocolate chip cookies stood at attention, their gooey centers peeking through cracks in their golden exteriors.

Oliver shifted his glasses up the bridge of his nose as he leaned against the foot of the bed. "Sometimes I think the only reason you're happy to see us is because we bring you your take-out orders."

"Aww, you know I love you both… almost as much as I hate hospital food." Emily grinned as she speared a chicken tender with her fork. "Almost."

"I don't care if you are just using me as your personal delivery girl," Lulu teased, her tail swishing behind her. "I'm just thrilled you're finally awake to eat what I bring you!"

Emily chuckled. "I still can't believe you really took care of me all this time. Hell, I can't believe you took care of you. My naive Lulu making her way in the big city all by herself."

Oliver's heart swelled with pride. "Our little catgirl is a lot more capable than you think," he said, fondly scratching Lulu between her ears. "When she was left to her own devices, she didn't just cope—she thrived. She started her own FanFavorites channel, and became the top-earning creator on the whole site."

"Uh uh." Lulu wrapped her arms around Oliver warmly. "Technically we're the top earning creator. Together." She looked to Emily. "All of your advanced medical treatment and this majestic suite were paid for by our… shall we say, 'on-screen chemistry.'"

Emily grinned and shook her head. "My god. Is there anything that can't be accomplished with a little good old-fashioned fucking?"

Her laughter rang out, contagious enough to sweep up Oliver and Lulu in its wake. But the friends' shared amusement was abruptly silenced by the click-clack of polished shoes on the tile floor outside. A man appeared in the doorway, his presence commanding, clad in a sharp, dark suit and darker tinted glasses.

The man reminded Oliver of Dominic Blaze. Could he be one of the disgraced CTO's goons, come for revenge? His protective instincts flared, and he positioned himself between the stranger and the girls.

"Who the hell are you?"

The man's hidden eyes lingered on Oliver. "It's a pleasure to meet you too, Mr. Mitchem. My name is Shade."

Emily gasped, her loaded fork suspended midway to her mouth. "As in, Thomas Shade?"

"Ah. I see SmartiePanties really is as smart as everyone says." He gave Emily a respectful nod. "Few of the creators have ever heard of me."

Lulu looked to her friend. "Em, who is this guy?"

"He's the notoriously reclusive president of FanFavorites. Like, Bigfoot level reclusive. I've never even seen a picture of him."

"By design, of course. I prefer to operate behind the scenes and let my underlings be the public face of the company. Men who have a passion for it, like that pretty boy Dominic Blaze." Shade smoothed down his impeccable suit. "Incidentally, I am quite impressed that your little clique outed the man who was stealing millions from my company with your acute sleuthing skills."

"I don't have acute sleuthing skills. I just have acute rear end," Emily punned. "All I did was accidentally find some dirt while I was rummaging around in Dominic's files. It was these two that really brought that douchebag down with their mad computer skills."

"I don't have mad computer skills," Lulu snuffed. "I don't know how to fix the internet, I just break it, remember?"

"I couldn't forget," Shade said evenly. "Your channel alone has raised my personal quarterly earnings by almost a full percentage point." He peered at Lulu's head. "If I were you, I'd never take those cat ears off either. But your particular talents are not the ones that interest me."

The mysterious president stood stock still, the embodiment of corporate intrigue with his immaculate suit and unreadable eyes. Oliver cleared his throat with unease. "So what exactly are you interested in, Mr. Shade?"

"You, Mr. Mitchem. Your talent for manipulating the digital realm and all that resides within have not gone unnoticed. Since Dominic's incarceration, FanFavorites has been operating without a Chief Technical Officer." He paused, allowing the words to sink in. "If it pleases you, I would like you to take up the role."

Oliver's heart skipped a beat. Was this man really offering him a chance to head the tech department of a huge, multinational web company? An offer like this was the stuff of dreams—his expertise recognized, his skill set valued. He glanced at Lulu, her amber eyes wide with anticipation, her tail twitching ever so slightly.

"Are you serious?" Oliver asked. "I mean, I don't have any fancy degrees or anything."

"Degrees are irrelevant compared to skill," Shade affirmed. "The position comes with a generous salary. Not quite as generous as Dominic made it, but it is… substantial."

"Wow, Ollie!" Lulu squeaked, breaking through his shock. "This is perfect for you!"

Emily nodded with vigor, a cookie halfway to her lips. "Hell yeah. If you can navigate that website's back end as well as you navigate Lulu's you're golden."

Lulu blushed and gave her friend a playful punch in the arm, but Oliver was too lost in his own manic thoughts to notice. The job itself was a golden ticket, but it was more than just the position. It was the affirmation of his worth beyond the shadowy keystrokes of his past. The chance to step into the light and use his amazing skills for good. Just like he had promised Lulu.

"Mr. Shade," Oliver said boldly. "I accept your offer."

"Excellent choice." Shade extended a hand, which Oliver shook firmly. "I'll take care of the formalities, and you can join us first thing Monday morning."

With that, Shade excused himself, leaving the three friends alone. Oliver turned to Lulu, reaching out to brush a lock of blue hair from her face. "Looks like we're moving up in the world, KittyKisses."

Lulu's laugh was melodic, carefree. She leaned into him, her head against his shoulder. "Together," she whispered, her breath warm against his neck. "Forever."

Oliver reveled in the softness of her touch, the sincere joy in her eyes. This was love—not the hollow voyeurism of cyberspace, but something deep and real.

"Thank you, Oliver," Emily said, her voice tinged with an emotion that went beyond gratitude. "For everything."

"Hey, I should be thanking you two," Oliver responded, feeling a rush of warmth. "Before I met you, I was just an underpaid rent-a-hacker. You've given me a reason to fight, to protect, to love." He pulled the catgirl closer. "And I do love you, Lulu. With my whole heart."

"I love you too, Oliver."

As the catgirl purred contentedly against his body, Oliver realized how far they'd come. From digital anonymity to true love. With Lulu he'd found a purpose greater than codes and screens. He'd found a family—a quirky, unconventional, yet perfect fit for a man who once believed he was destined to walk alone.

"Here's to new beginnings," Oliver said.

"To best friends," Emily added, raising a milkshake.

"And to love," Lulu concluded, her cat ears perking up in happiness.

And with those words, Oliver Mitchem, once a mere shadow in the vast web of data, embraced a future bright with promise, knowing that with his sexy catgirl by his side, reality was better than any internet fantasy.

***

Thanks for checking out My Catgirl Broke the Internet! Did you love this story? Send a screencap of your Amazon review to qwc-catgirl@gradysparks.com and I'll send you some NSFW pics of the lovely Lulu the catgirl.

***

Amazon's new-release emails can be sketchy, especially for steamy authors. If you want reliable notifications of my new releases, join my email list. You'll also get a free haremlit novella when you sign up.

***

If you love my Quickies with Cuties, you'll also love Romance 4 Men - Fantastic Love by my good friend Peter North. Check out these hot romance tales about men finding the women of their dreams—no matter how fantastical those dreams might be!
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