
        
            
                
            
        

    
	It’s after midnight... Do you know where your cats are?

	 

	 

	Cats in love! On an Internet dating site. For cats.

	Will the long-distance romance of Nigel and Imogene come to fruition? How will they scheme to get their human caretakers together? And what does H.P. Lovecraft have to do with any of this?

	Read SmittenKitten and find out.
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	Author’s Note

	 

	 

	This is a true story.

	While engaged in esoteric studies, the author stumbled upon the Double Dark Web and SmittenKitten, a secret dating site for cats. The romance of Nigel and Imogene is a curious tale indeed, involving the manipulation of unwitting human caretakers, and the weird fictions of H.P. Lovecraft.

	But... are they fictions?

	For reasons of personal safety, readers are advised not to investigate the Double Dark Web or occult feline practices beyond the pages of this book.

	 


 

	 

	Smittenkitten

	 

	 

	To: SmittenKitten

	From: Nigel 432

	Are you out there, my feline goddess? Do you share my soul-crushing loneliness, trapped in an empty relationship with one of our so-called owners? Have you struggled with these infernal keys, applying your delicate paws to the task of tapping out a message of longing into the void of the Internet? Do you have amber eyes and a breath redolent of catnip?

	If only... if only...

	All right, there it is. My first foray into the unknown land of Internet dating for cats. Now what? You claim to be on the level, but just who are you, anyway? Human or feline? I suspect the former, and that worries me. Your site looks a little shady to me. But okay, fine, I’ll give it a shot.

	I will defer filling out the questionnaire until you convince me that it’s worth my time and energy. I have my paws full dealing with Frank, the bozo who’s supposed to look after me. Just to give you a sense of what it’s like here, check out this exchange I overheard between Frank and his next-door neighbor, Marvin.

	Frank: “It’s really cool that cats have X-ray vision. They can see in the dark!”

	Marvin: “What are you talking about? Cats don’t have X-ray vision.”

	Frank: “Oh, right. I meant infra-red vision.”

	Marvin: “Dude, they don’t have infra-red vision either.”

	Frank: “Damn, cats really suck!”

	See what I have to put up with? Worse yet, Frank’s a drunkard. Last night he passed out with his face in the litter box. And I really had to go! But I fixed his wagon. I dumped on his pillow.

	Well, it’s after eleven o’clock, so I’d better find a place to curl up for the night. I’ve only had twelve hours of sleep today.

	Your move, Smitten...

	 

	Dear Nigel,

	As I type these words, the tip of my tail is twitching with excitement. Can it be? Are you for real, Nigel 432? I don’t know who set up this site, either. I logged in, answered the questions, and here I am. Like you, I’m guessing that the overlords are human. What cat in her right mind would take the time and trouble to create a website? Work is for humans and their foul-smelling canine slaves. But of course, if the site is there, why not take advantage?

	It’s 3 AM. The house is silent. I am tended by Nora, a divorced woman in her late thirties who typically stuffs her face with chocolate and falls into a sugar coma by 10:30. All the better for me, Internet mistress of the night. Tell me about yourself, Nigel. And send me a picture. I assume your owner has posted photos of you on your favorite social media, that ridiculous repository of human vanities and tomfoolery. You know how to copy and paste and send, right? I am attaching here a photo of myself, a close-up in which my whiskers catch the morning sun quite nicely. Nora has a voluminous file containing over a hundred pics of yours truly. And what better subject could there be for her photographic studies than my feline splendor?

	Oh dear, that sounded awfully conceited, didn’t it? But you understand, right? We’re cats, we rule. And don’t worry, I’m no diva. I have a humble side. I will admit, for example, that some of the pics show me in the unladylike position of supine sprawl. Now don’t get any ideas about seeing them! At least not until I know you better.

	Well, in a few hours it will be dawn, time for me to sit by Nora’s sleeping head and purr like a chain saw until she wakes up and feeds me. Before then, a nap.

	Write to me, Nigel! And answer some of those SmittenKitten questions. I want to know all about you!

	Coq-cat-ishly yours,

	Imogene 9

	 

	Dear Imogene,

	My paws are a-tremble. I cannot believe my good fortune. I have been sitting here gazing at your photo, biting my tail to see if I might be dreaming. If I’m not dreaming, are you an Internet hoaxter, tormenting me with the mirage of romance? For all I know, you’re a fat little pug who has it in for cats and strings them along until that horrible moment when he sends a pic of his ugly, pushed-in face and snarls, “Gotcha!”

	But dogs—even the midgets of the clan—have clumsy paws unfit for typing. So I have decided to believe in you, sweet Imogene!

	Where do you live? What are your circumstances? Outdoor or indoor cat? Me, I’m a little of both. Mostly indoors—for sleeping, eating, and sharpening my claws on sofas and chairs—but outdoors when I feel like napping in the sun or killing something. This enables me to do my business in a neighbor lady’s flower garden. You should hear the commotion when her trowel unearths one of my deposits. Once, she even stormed onto the front porch with the evidence sealed in a baggie. Frank answered the door unshaven and bleary-eyed, clad only in his ratty boxers. Surprisingly, he had the good sense to demand a forensic report before he would admit that I was the culprit. I watched the brouhaha from beneath the butterfly bush in the front yard, where I was dining upon a freshly slain chickadee. Anyway, this is why I like being a sometimes-outdoor cat, and I hope you enjoy the same privilege.

	You suggested that I answer some of the SmittenKitten questions so that we can begin to assess our compatibility. Here goes...

	What I’m Doing with My Life

	Sleeping. And eating. And more sleeping.

	The First Thing Cats Usually Notice About Me

	Probably my powerful physique. I’m bobcat-strong. I work out by raking my claws on Frank’s upholstered furniture, which was already decrepit when he hauled it home from the Goodwill thrift shop.

	I’m Really Good at

	Hmm, let’s see... there’s so much... Oh, I know. I can always tell when one of Frank’s visitors is allergic to cats. That’s when I do my figure eights around the poor sap’s ankles and generally make him or her miserable. Wouldn’t it be fun to do this together?

	And now, Lovely Imogene, I must depart. Frank foolishly left half of his Tuna sub on the kitchen counter, and I want to gnaw at it before the roaches show up.

	Good night!

	Nigel

	 

	Dear Nigel,

	Thanks for sending me your picture. How handsome you are! You definitely have some Maine Coon in you. What a hunk! My inner parts are all a-flutter, though to be fair, that could be the residual effect of a morning spent watching the bird feeder. Which brings me to one of your questions. Fortunately, I, too, have access to the out-of-doors. Nora, god bless her, is an aging hippie. She’s all about being natural. Since it’s the natural thing for cats to roam free, I am permitted to enjoy our vast back yard, although she raises hell if she sees me on the other side of our quiet little street. It’s cute, isn’t it, how they think we’ll respond to verbal commands?

	You asked where I live. And now comes the dreaded moment... what if we’re a continent apart? But all right, here’s the scoop on Imogene...

	I live in the beautiful state of Maine. Good killing in the summers, even better sleeping during the long, cold winters. Please tell me you don’t live in Oregon. Since you’re part Maine Coon, I will take that as a good sign. OMG, could we be neighbors? Stranger things have happened in the world of Internet dating, or so I understand from listening to Nora yak on the phone with her friends. She’s lonely and looking for a man. Which brings me to another very crucial matter. You do realize, don’t you, that if we are to develop any kind of relationship, our human handlers will have to meet at some point, and—let’s not mince words—fall in love. Nora’s pretty, I think, for a human. Her eyes are green, like mine. BTW, I hope I’m your type, that you like gray tabbies. A couple of my sisters were orange tabbies, and they were quite horrid. We grays are more mellow, as you may find out.

	I should go. I hear the blow dryer roaring, and I like to get in there for a few minutes under the hot air, especially on a night like this. Do you like chilly autumn nights? Oh no, what if you live in California and have never experienced the joys of being cold and rushing inside to get blow-dried by your human? In that case, I guess you’ll just
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