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CHAPTER 1

	 

	Mittens stretched luxuriously, his tabby fur soaking up the warmth of his favourite sunbeam. His emerald eyes lazily surveyed the bustling cityscape below, tail flicking with idle amusement at the frantic dance of humans and cars.

	"Look at those poor bastards," he purred to himself. "Scurrying around like mice in a maze."

	A pigeon landed on the ledge, strutting closer with misplaced confidence. Mittens smirked.

	"Well hello there, featherbrain," he meowed sardonically. "Didn't your mother teach you not to fuck with cats?"

	With lightning speed, Mittens' paw lashed out, batting the bird off its feet. The pigeon flapped away in an explosion of indignant feathers and panicked cooing.

	"And stay out, ya flying rat!" Mittens called after it, settling back into his sunbeam with smug satisfaction. "Amateur hour around here, I swear."

	He yawned, stretching his lean body to its full length. The warmth seeped into his bones, and Mittens felt the familiar contentment of a job well done. Or, more accurately, a job barely started and immediately abandoned in favour of napping.

	"Now that's what I call pest control," he muttered, eyes drifting closed. "Mayor Mittens, keeping the streets clean. One pigeon at a time."

	Mittens slunk through the narrow alleyways behind his favourite deli, his paws silent on the gritty pavement. The scent of garlic and roasting meat wafted through the air, making his whiskers twitch with anticipation.

	"Now that's what I'm talking about," he purred, nose wiggling as he caught a whiff of tuna. "Time to work the old Mittens' magic."

	He paused at a rusty dumpster, ears perked. A scrabbling sound emanated from within. Mittens' eyes narrowed.

	"Hello, lunch," he muttered, tensing to pounce. 

	But before he could make his move, the back door of the deli banged open. Mittens quickly switched gears, adopting his most charming demeanour.

	"Well, if it isn't my favourite human," he meowed, rubbing against the leg of a portly man in a sauce-stained apron.

	"Mittens, you old rascal," the man chuckled, reaching down to scratch behind the cat's ears. "Here for your daily handout, eh?"

	Mittens purred loudly, upping the charm offensive. "You know it, big guy. A growing cat's gotta eat."

	The deli owner laughed, disappearing back inside for a moment before returning with a small plate of deli scraps.

	"Don't tell the health inspector," he winked, setting the plate down. 

	Mittens dug in with gusto, thinking, "Sucker. As if I give a rat's ass about health codes. Actually, I could really go for some rat's ass right about now…I'm still starving."

	After polishing off his snack, Mittens continued his alley prowl, eventually finding himself out back behind Mrs Chen's corner store.

	He sat, waiting patiently, tail curled neatly around his paws. Right on cue, the door creaked open, and Mrs Chen's wrinkled face appeared.

	"Aiya, Mittens!" she exclaimed, her stern expression softening. "You come for fish again, eh?"

	Mittens meowed plaintively, channelling his best 'poor starving kitty' act.

	Mrs Chen tsked, but Mittens could see the amusement in her eyes. "Okay, okay. Wait here."

	As she disappeared back inside, Mittens smirked to himself. "Like taking milk from a kitten," he thought. "These humans are putty in my paws."

	Mrs Chen returned with a small chunk of fish, which Mittens accepted with exaggerated gratitude.

	"Such a good boy," she cooed, stroking his fur.

	Mittens allowed the petting, purring loudly while thinking, "Lady, I'm about as 'good' as a three-day bender in Catnip City. But you keep those fish coming, and I'll be whatever the hell you want me to be."

	Mittens lounged on the sun-warmed windowsill, his tail lazily flicking as he watched the chaos unfold below. Cars honked, humans scurried like startled mice, and the constant hum of the city rose up in a discordant symphony.

	"Fucking humans," Mittens thought, "Always in such a goddamn rush. Don't they know the joy of a good sunbeam?"

	He yawned, showing off an impressive set of fangs, and settled deeper into his perch. The frenetic energy of New Cattington washed over him, but Mittens remained an island of feline serenity.

	A soft jingle announced the arrival of his sister before Mittens even opened his eyes. With a graceful leap, Nala Whiskerfield landed beside him, her pristine white fur practically glowing in the sunlight.

	"Hello, dear brother," Nala purred, her blue eyes appraising him. "I see you're hard at work, as usual."

	Mittens cracked open one eye. "What can I say? Someone's gotta keep this windowsill warm. It's a tough job, but I'm the cat for it."

	Nala's tail swished with barely concealed irritation. "Indeed. Heaven forbid you exert yourself."

	"Hey, I exerted myself plenty earlier. Got a whole plate of deli scraps out of old man Johnson. Being this charming is exhausting. Not that you would get it. You're as charming as an empty can of tuna."

	Nala rolled her eyes, a gesture she'd perfected after years of dealing with her brother. "I'm sure it was a Herculean effort."

	Mittens grinned, showing off his teeth. "You know it, sis. Now, to what do I owe the pleasure of your royal presence? Slumming it with us common alley cats today?"

	Nala settled into a more dignified pose. "If you must know, I've come to discuss matters of great importance. The mayoral election is approaching, and the political landscape is in utter disarray."

	Mittens' ears perked up momentarily, but his gaze drifted to a particularly enticing patch of sunlight. He stretched lazily, his paws kneading the air. "Mmm, fascinating. Tell me more about this riveting world of ballot boxes and campaign promises while I soak up this delicious warmth."

	Nala's tail swishing revealed her irritation. "Mittens, do try to focus. This election could reshape the very fabric of our city. The incumbent is facing serious allegations of catnip embezzlement, while the challenger's platform is nothing but a series of nonsensical meows."

	"Sounds like politics as usual to me," Mittens yawned, his eyes half-closed in contentment.

	"Your cavalier attitude is precisely why our feline brethren remain underrepresented in local government," Nala huffed, her pearl necklace jingling as she shook her head. "One might think you'd show a modicum of interest in the democratic process that affects us all."

	Mittens rolled onto his back, exposing his belly to the sun. "Nala, darling, have you considered that maybe I've transcended such petty concerns? Why worry about elections when there are sunbeams to bask in and pigeons to terrorise?"

	A colourful butterfly fluttered past the window, capturing Mittens's attention. His pupils dilated as he tracked its erratic flight, momentarily forgetting his sister's presence.

	Mittens' thoughts drifted lazily, like a leaf on a warm breeze. Politics? Pah. What did it matter who sat in the big fancy chair when there were so many more pressing issues at paw? Like the eternal question of why humans insisted on closing bathroom doors, denying feline access to the most glorious of thrones. I show them mine, full buttocks open to the air at all times. Why are they so worried about showing me theirs?

	He chuckled inwardly. "Now there's a campaign promise I could get behind. 'Vote Whiskers: Open Litter Boxes for All!'" The mental image of campaign posters plastered with his face and that ridiculous slogan nearly made him snort.

	He pondered the true priorities of life. Sunbeams. The perfect cardboard box. That spot behind his ears that was impossible to reach. Now those were matters of real importance. 

	"You know, Nala," Mittens drawled. "I think I've solved all of New Cattington's problems. Ready for this? More naps. Boom. Catmanity is saved. Nobel Prize immediately, please."

	He rolled onto his side, feeling the warmth of the sun seep into his fur. "I mean, have you ever seen anyone start a war while they were napping? Didn't think so. It's literally impossible." 

	With a contented sigh, Mittens curled into a tight ball, his tail wrapping around to cover his nose. The sunbeam enveloped him like a cosy blanket, and he felt his eyelids growing heavy. 

	"Wake me when they've elected a cat mayor," he mumbled, already half-asleep. "Or when it's dinnertime. Whichever comes first."

	

CHAPTER 2

	 

	 

	The bell over the door jingled as Lucy burst into Whiskers & Whiskey, her favourite cat cafe. The smell of espresso and cat fur hit her nostrils as she stomped to her usual corner table, messenger bag thumping against her hip. 

	"Un-fucking-believable," she muttered, collapsing into the worn leather chair. She yanked out her laptop, fingers flying over the keys as she pulled up the latest campaign finance reports. 

	The barista, a lanky kid with more piercings than sense, sidled up. "The usual?" 

	"Make it a double," Lucy growled. "I need all the caffeine I can get to stomach this bullshit." 

	As the espresso machine hissed and gurgled, Lucy's eyes darted over the spreadsheet, her scowl deepening. Another fat check from Big Oil to that smarmy bastard Thompson. A "donation" from a shadowy SuperPAC to the virtue-signalling hypocrite Robinson. 

	"Corrupt assholes, the lot of them," she grumbled. The laptop screen reflected in her glasses, numbers swimming before her eyes. How had the political landscape of her beloved city devolved into this cesspool? 

	A delighted squeal from across the room snapped Lucy out of her brooding. She looked up to see Mittens, the cafe's resident tabby, prancing across tabletops with feline grace. Visitors cooed and laughed as he batted playfully at a dangling phone charm, his green eyes twinkling with mischief. He had become a bit of a local celebrity. Everyone who came in loved him. 

	At least someone in this godforsaken city had their priorities straight. All he did all day
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