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Chapter 1: Wrong Address

The package was not supposed to be mine.

I knew this the moment I picked it up from my doorstep, because the label clearly read “Nexus Biotech Solutions” with a delivery address in some industrial park forty miles away. My address was scrawled underneath in hasty Sharpie, like someone at a sorting facility had redirected it at the last second. The box itself was matte black, unnervingly smooth, with “CONFIDENTIAL” stamped in silver letters across every surface.

I should have called the shipping company. Should have set it on the porch and waited for someone official to come collect their clearly important corporate property. That’s what a reasonable person would do.

But I was an engineer. Curiosity was basically a job requirement. It was practically in the job description: “Must have insatiable need to understand how things work, even when understanding might get you fired, sued, or turned into a federal witness.”

“What are you, little guy?” I muttered, carrying the box inside.

My house was the kind of suburban split-level that screamed “single guy who works from home and has more hobbies than social skills.” Comfortable furniture arranged for maximum proximity to power outlets. Gaming setup in the corner with three monitors that my mother called “excessive” every time she visited. Half-finished projects scattered across the coffee table, the kitchen counter, and approximately sixty percent of available horizontal surfaces.

The garage had been converted into a workshop years ago. I spent more time there than in my actual bedroom, tinkering with electronics and pretending I was going to finish the custom drone project I’d started eighteen months ago.

My neighbor’s cat, an orange tabby named Chairman Meow who had zero respect for property boundaries, had apparently broken in again. He was sitting on my couch like he paid rent.

“Don’t you have a home?” I asked him.

He blinked slowly, which I chose to interpret as “yes, but your couch is better.”

I set the package on my kitchen counter and studied it. The Chairman hopped down and wound between my legs, presumably hoping the mysterious box contained tuna. It did not. Cats have terrible instincts about corporate espionage.

No return address beyond the company name. No customs declarations. No tracking numbers I could look up. Just that smooth black surface and the clinical silver lettering that somehow managed to look threatening.

Nexus Biotech Solutions. I’d never heard of them.

I pulled out my phone and ran a quick search while the cat judged me from the floor.

The results were sparse. A corporate website with stock photos of smiling scientists in lab coats, the kind of vague language about “advancing human potential through biomedical innovation” that could mean anything from cancer research to making better erectile dysfunction pills. A contact page that led to a generic form. A careers section advertising positions for “forward-thinking individuals ready to reshape tomorrow.”

Government contractor, from what I could tell. Robotics and prosthetics. Some kind of DARPA partnership that had been announced three years ago and never mentioned again.

Nothing that explained why their confidential package had ended up on my doorstep in suburban nowhere.

“I’m gonna open it,” I told Chairman Meow.

He licked his paw, which I took as consent.

I grabbed a box cutter from the junk drawer. The drawer fought me, because it was stuffed with every random tool I’d accumulated over the past decade. Screwdrivers, wire strippers, three different Allen key sets, a soldering iron tip I’d been looking for since March. I finally extracted the box cutter from beneath a tangled ethernet cable.

“This is probably a felony,” I said to no one in particular. “Mail fraud or something. Interfering with corporate shipments. They’ll send lawyers after me. Or worse, they’ll send salespeople.”

The blade slid through the packing tape with a satisfying hiss. I folded back the flaps and found myself staring at a nest of foam padding, perfectly molded to cradle something in its center. The craftsmanship of the packaging alone was impressive. Custom-cut foam, precision-fit. Whatever this thing was, someone had spent serious money making sure it arrived safely.

That something was beautiful.

It looked like a bracelet, if a bracelet had been designed by someone who thought Apple products were too chunky and needed more mysterious glowing elements. Matte silver with threads of blue light running through it like circuitry made visible. The surface shifted as I watched, patterns flowing across it like a screensaver. It was maybe half an inch wide, seamlessly joined with no visible clasp or opening.

I leaned closer. The blue threads pulsed in a rhythm that was almost hypnotic. Like a heartbeat. Like it was alive.

“Okay,” I said slowly. “That’s not normal.”

I reached in and picked it up.

The metal was warm. Not body-temperature warm, but alive-warm, like it was generating its own heat. The blue threads pulsed faster as my fingers closed around it, as if responding to my touch.

Chairman Meow hissed and fled to the living room. Apparently, his survival instincts were better than mine.

I turned the bracelet over in my hands. No buttons. No charging port. No indication of what it was supposed to do or how it was supposed to work. The construction was seamless in a way that shouldn’t be possible. Even the best-machined metal has seams, has joins, has some indication of how the pieces fit together. This looked like it had been grown rather than manufactured.

I held it up to the light. The blue threads seemed to pulse brighter, more insistent.

There was a small card at the bottom of the box. I fished it out with my free hand.

PROTOTYPE UNIT 7-DELTA CREATION SYSTEM INTERFACE AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL ONLY DO NOT ACTIVATE WITHOUT PROPER CLEARANCE IF FOUND, CONTACT NEXUS BIOTECH IMMEDIATELY

“Creation System Interface,” I read aloud. “Well, that’s ominous.”

I should have put it back in the box. Called the number that wasn’t actually listed on the card. Done literally anything except what I did next.

But the engineer in me was screaming. This was technology I’d never seen before. Technology that shouldn’t exist, based on everything I knew about current hardware capabilities. The fabrication alone would require processes years ahead of commercial production. The way it responded to touch, the self-contained power source, the impossible seamlessness of the construction.

I wanted to know how it worked.

I needed to know how it worked.

I turned the bracelet over one more time, studying the seamless construction. The blue threads pulsed invitingly.

Then I slipped it over my left hand.

The moment it cleared my knuckles, the bracelet contracted.

Not slowly. Not gently. It clamped down on my wrist like it had been waiting for this exact moment, fitting itself perfectly to the contours of my arm with a speed that made me gasp. The blue threads flared bright enough to leave afterimages burned into my vision.

“Shit!” I yanked at it with my right hand, panic flooding my system. “Shit, shit, shit!”

It didn’t budge. It might as well have been welded to my skin. I couldn’t even get my fingers under the edge anymore. It had bonded with my flesh so completely that I couldn’t tell where metal ended and skin began.

I felt a sharp sting at the inside of my wrist, like a needle sliding home. Multiple needles. A whole row of them, piercing into the veins and nerves beneath my skin. Something cold rushed through my bloodstream, spreading up my arm like ice water injected directly into my circulatory system.

“What the fuck!” I stumbled backward, nearly tripping over Chairman Meow who had apparently returned to witness my demise. “Get off! Get off get off get off!”

The cold spread across my chest. Up my neck. Into my head.

My vision blurred. Then sharpened with almost painful clarity. Then blurred again.

And then text appeared.

Not on a screen. Not projected onto a surface. The words materialized directly in my field of vision, floating a few inches in front of my face like the world’s most aggressive pop-up advertisement.

[CREATION SYSTEM v1.0 INITIALIZING] [HOST REGISTRATION IN PROGRESS] [PLEASE REMAIN STATIONARY]

“Get out of my head!” I backed into the kitchen counter, knocking over a coffee mug that shattered on the floor. The text tracked with my movement, staying perfectly centered in my vision no matter which way I turned. “This isn’t happening. This isn’t real.”

[NEURAL INTERFACE CALIBRATING] [BIOMETRIC SCAN COMPLETE] [HOST COMPATIBILITY: 97.3%] [NOTE: ABOVE-AVERAGE SPATIAL REASONING DETECTED] [NOTE: ELEVATED STRESS HORMONES WITHIN ACCEPTABLE PARAMETERS]

The system was analyzing me. Reading my brain chemistry like a book. I could feel it in there, poking around in places that were supposed to be private.

I grabbed at the bracelet again with both hands, pulling hard enough that the skin underneath turned white and my wrist screamed in protest. Nothing. It was like trying to remove my own bones.

[PROTOTYPE BONDING SEQUENCE INITIATED] [WARNING: REMOVAL DURING BONDING MAY RESULT IN PERMANENT NEURAL DAMAGE] [RECOMMENDED ACTION: REMAIN CALM] [ESTIMATED TIME TO COMPLETION: 47 SECONDS]

“Forty-seven seconds until what?” I was having a conversation with a piece of jewelry that was currently installing itself into my nervous system. “Until you kill me? Turn me into a robot? What the hell is this thing?”

The cold sensation reached my brain. That’s the only way I can describe it. Like ice water pooling behind my eyes, seeping into the crevices of my consciousness. I gripped the counter to stay upright, my vision swimming with cascading data streams I couldn’t read fast enough to comprehend.

[ACCESSING MOTOR CORTEX: COMPLETE] [ACCESSING VISUAL CORTEX: COMPLETE] [ACCESSING LIMBIC SYSTEM: IN PROGRESS] [INTEGRATION: 78%… 84%… 91%…]

I was going to die. Some corporate prototype was going to fry my brain in my own kitchen, and no one would know what happened. They’d find my body slumped against the refrigerator with a fancy bracelet fused to my wrist and a confused cat sitting on my corpse.

[INTEGRATION COMPLETE] [HOST REGISTERED: ALEX SAWYER] [WELCOME TO THE CREATION SYSTEM] [WE HOPE YOU ENJOY YOUR EXPERIENCE]

The cold sensation vanished. The data streams cleared from my vision. I stood there, breathing hard, sweat dripping down my face, waiting for the seizure or the stroke or whatever horrible thing came next.

Nothing happened.

Well, almost nothing. A new interface had appeared in my peripheral vision. Minimalist. Clean. Like someone had designed a video game HUD for real life and then decided to make it slightly transparent so it wouldn’t completely obstruct my ability to function.

[CREATION SYSTEM v1.0] HOST: Alex Sawyer CREATOR LEVEL: 1 XP: 0/500

BLUEPRINTS: [LOCKED] [Unlock Requirements: Complete Initial Calibration]

“Creator Level,” I whispered. “What am I creating?”

I waved my hand through the display. My fingers passed right through it, no resistance, no interaction. It wasn’t a physical projection. It was in my head. Hardwired directly into my visual cortex.

I stumbled to the bathroom and stared at myself in the mirror. Same guy as always. Dark brown hair that needed a cut, sticking up in three different directions from running my hands through it during my panic attack. Hazel eyes that looked slightly bloodshot from stress. Jaw covered in two days of stubble because I’d been too focused on a client project to remember basic hygiene.

Nothing visibly different. Except for the bracelet on my wrist, pulsing with that gentle blue light.

“You’re never coming off, are you?”

The system didn’t respond. Apparently it only talked when it felt like it.

I spent the next three hours trying every removal method I could think of.

Soap and water. Cooking oil. Actual lubricant from the garage workshop. I tried a butter knife, which accomplished nothing except making me feel ridiculous. I tried the heat gun, which the bracelet absorbed without any apparent effect. I tried submerging my arm in ice water, hoping thermal contraction would create a gap.

The bracelet remained perfectly comfortable, perfectly fitted, and perfectly impossible to remove.

I even tried the bolt cutters as a last resort. The blades left scratches on the metal surface that healed themselves within seconds, the material flowing back together like liquid mercury reforming.

“Self-healing metal,” I muttered. “Because of course it is.”

The system had added my attempted removals to some kind of log. I could see it in my peripheral vision if I focused.

[REMOVAL ATTEMPTS: 14] [REMOVAL SUCCESS: 0] [HOST ADAPTATION: PROCEEDING NORMALLY] [REMINDER: THIS IS A PROTOTYPE. YOUR FEEDBACK IS VALUABLE.]

“My feedback is that I didn’t consent to this,” I said.

The system didn’t care about my feedback.

I moved to my computer and started researching in earnest.

Nexus Biotech Solutions had a surprisingly small online footprint for a company big enough to develop whatever this was. A few press releases about prosthetics contracts. Some LinkedIn profiles of employees with vague job titles like “Innovation Specialist” and “Paradigm Engineer.” A single news article from three years ago about a partnership with DARPA that had apparently gone nowhere.

The CEO was a Dr. Kelly Monroe, formerly of MIT’s bioengineering program. Her academic work was focused on synthetic tissues and neural interfaces. Nothing groundbreaking in the public record, but her publication history ended abruptly about six years ago. Right around when Nexus Biotech was founded.

I dug deeper. Corporate filings in Delaware. Patent applications in seventeen different countries. Academic citations that led to other citations that led to dead ends.

Hours passed. The sun set outside my windows, casting long shadows across my home office. Chairman Meow came and went, probably wondering why his secondary food source was acting so strange.

The closest I found to anything relevant was a rejected patent application from five years ago. Something about “synthetic consciousness generation” and “matter fabrication through quantum resonance.” It had been denied for “insufficient practical application” and “potential dual-use concerns.”

The lead inventor was listed as Dr. Kelly Monroe.

Synthetic consciousness. Creating minds. Matter fabrication.

I looked at the interface still floating in my peripheral vision. Creator Level. Blueprints.

“What the hell did they send me?”

I went back to the system interface and navigated through the menus. Most of them were locked or grayed out, but there was enough information to piece together the basics.

The Creation System was designed to fabricate synthetic beings. Companions, it called them. The blueprints section showed silhouettes of humanoid figures with various modifications available. The creation process required something called “ambient matter conversion,” which sounded like science fiction but was apparently a real thing this device could do.

I could build people. That was the pitch. The system could create living, thinking beings from nothing.

“That’s insane,” I said to the empty room. “That’s literally impossible.”

[CURRENT TECHNOLOGY OFTEN APPEARS IMPOSSIBLE UNTIL DEMONSTRATED] [WOULD YOU LIKE TO BEGIN CALIBRATION?]

The system had heard me. Of course it had. It was wired directly into my brain.

My phone buzzed, making me jump hard enough to knock my keyboard off the desk. A text from my buddy Derek: “still up for gaming tonight? jake found a new raid.”

I stared at the message for a long moment. Normal life. Normal friends doing normal things. That felt very far away right now.

I typed back: “rain check. something came up.”

Understatement of the century.

I spent another hour reading through the system documentation I could access. Most of it was technical specifications I couldn’t fully understand. Quantum coherence fields. Morphogenic templates. Consciousness crystallization protocols.

But the basic concept was clear enough. The Creation System could build synthetic humans with genuine consciousness. Not robots. Not automatons. Actual thinking, feeling beings.

And it wanted me to try it.

I went to bed around midnight, but sleep was a distant hope. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw those cascading data streams. Felt that cold presence spreading through my neurons. The bracelet pulsed gently against my wrist, a constant reminder that my life had just become very, very complicated.

The interface stayed visible even with my eyes closed. Persistent. Patient. Waiting for me to interact with it.

[CALIBRATION PROTOCOLS AVAILABLE] [BEGIN CALIBRATION TO UNLOCK BLUEPRINTS] [ESTIMATED TIME: 2-3 HOURS]

I opened my eyes and stared at the ceiling.

I was a software engineer. I solved problems for a living. Debug the code, find the issue, implement the fix. That was my entire skillset. Twenty-six years old, single, working remote for a company that made inventory management software. My biggest accomplishment last month was optimizing a database query that saved our clients three seconds per transaction.

This was not a database problem.

But it was a system. And systems had rules. Parameters. Exploits.

If I was stuck with this thing, I might as well understand it.

“Fine,” I said to the darkness. “You want me to play your game? Let’s see what you’ve got.”

I focused on the calibration prompt, and the interface expanded.


Chapter 2: First Blueprint

The calibration process was unlike anything I’d ever experienced.

The interface expanded to fill my vision, blocking out my dark bedroom with layer after layer of menus, submenus, and diagnostic protocols. It was like being trapped inside a technical document, except the document was alive and very interested in the contents of my skull.

[CALIBRATION SEQUENCE INITIATED] [PHASE 1: NEURAL SYNCHRONIZATION] [5 TESTS REQUIRED]

“Five tests,” I muttered. “Fine. Let’s do this.”

The first test appeared as a geometric shape floating in the center of my vision. A complex polyhedron, rotating slowly on multiple axes. The instructions were simple: focus on the pattern and track its movement.

I fixed my attention on it.

The shape spun. Twisted. Folded in on itself in ways that shouldn’t have been geometrically possible. My brain strained to follow the motion, to predict where each vertex would end up next. Something in my head clicked. Like a muscle I’d never used before suddenly engaging.

The sensation was strange. Not painful, but definitely weird. Like stretching after sitting too long, except the stretching was happening somewhere behind my eyes.

[NEURAL SYNC TEST 1: COMPLETE] [SYNCHRONIZATION: 94%] [XP GAINED: +70]

“Ninety-four percent,” I said. “Is that good?”

The system didn’t answer. It just loaded the next test.

This one involved colors. A rapid-fire sequence of hues that I had to identify and categorize faster than conscious thought allowed. Red. Blue. Yellow. No, that was gold. No, amber. The colors shifted and blended, testing the limits of my visual cortex’s processing speed.

I got most of them right. I think.

[NEURAL SYNC TEST 2: COMPLETE] [VISUAL PROCESSING: 91%] [XP GAINED: +65]

The third test was auditory. White noise filled my ears, and somewhere in the static were patterns. Rhythms. Data encoded as sound. I had to find them, isolate them, report what I heard.

It took me three tries to realize the patterns weren’t in the noise. They were hidden between the noise. In the silences.

[NEURAL SYNC TEST 3: COMPLETE] [AUDITORY PROCESSING: 88%] [XP GAINED: +60]

The fourth test felt like a cognitive stress assessment. Logic puzzles that branched and multiplied, forcing me to hold multiple solution paths in my working memory simultaneously. My brain felt like it was overheating. I was sweating by the end of it, my sheets damp beneath me.

[NEURAL SYNC TEST 4: COMPLETE] [COGNITIVE LOAD CAPACITY: 96%] [NOTE: ABOVE-AVERAGE PERFORMANCE] [XP GAINED: +75]

“Above average,” I panted. “Great. Gold star for Alex.”

The final test was the strangest. It asked me to visualize something that didn’t exist. Not a memory, not an image I’d seen before. Something new. Something I wanted.

My mind went blank for a moment. What did I want?

Then the image came, unbidden. A face. Soft features framed by brown hair. Cat ears perked forward with curiosity. Amber eyes that caught the light.

I’d been watching that anime again. The one with the catgirl mechanic. She’d been on my mind for weeks, her cheerful energy a bright spot in the middle of debugging code for ungrateful clients.

The visualization sharpened. More detail. More clarity. I could see individual strands of fur on those ears. The gentle curve of her smile.

[NEURAL SYNC TEST 5: COMPLETE] [CREATIVE VISUALIZATION: 97%] [EXCEPTIONAL PERFORMANCE] [XP GAINED: +80]

[PHASE 1 COMPLETE] [TOTAL XP GAINED: +350] [CREATOR LEVEL: 1 → 2]

The interface flashed, and new options appeared. Menus that had been grayed out suddenly lit up with possibility.

[NEW BLUEPRINTS UNLOCKED:] [Basic Companion] [Catgirl Variant]

I sat up in bed, staring at the words floating in the darkness.

Catgirl Variant. Like the system had read my mind during that last test. Like it knew exactly what I’d been thinking about.

It probably had. It was wired directly into my brain, after all.

I checked the time. Three in the morning. The calibration had taken longer than expected, and my head was pounding from the mental exertion. But sleep felt impossible now. I had access to blueprints. I could see what this thing was actually capable of.

I swung my legs out of bed and padded to the kitchen for water. Chairman Meow was asleep on the couch, completely undisturbed by my existential crisis. Lucky bastard.

I downed two glasses of water and an ibuprofen, then settled onto the couch with my laptop. Not to research this time. To think.

The Creation System could apparently fabricate synthetic companions. Living beings with genuine consciousness. The blueprints I’d unlocked were templates for these beings, starting points that I could customize.

And one of those templates was specifically designed for catgirls.

“This is insane,” I told Chairman Meow. He didn’t wake up.

I opened the blueprint interface.

The Basic Companion blueprint was exactly what it sounded like. A humanoid template with standard parameters. Height, build, coloring, facial features. All adjustable. The personality section was more complex, with matrices for things like “loyalty,” “energy level,” “emotional baseline,” and dozens of other traits I didn’t fully understand.

The Catgirl Variant was the same template with additional options. Ear style. Tail length. “Feline instinct integration.” Something called a “heat cycle” that I skipped over without reading the description.

I shouldn’t do this. I knew I shouldn’t do this.

But my fingers were already moving, adjusting sliders, making choices.

I started with the physical parameters.

Height: 5’3”. Petite. The character in the anime was small and energetic, always bouncing around the workshop. That felt right.

Build: Athletic but lean. Someone who moved like a cat. Graceful. Quick.

The ear section had more options than I expected. Shape. Size. Fur pattern. I went with tabby stripes, soft and expressive. The kind that would twitch when she was curious or flatten when she was embarrassed.

The tail matched. Long enough to be expressive, striped to match the ears, with physics properties I could adjust for “sway behavior” and “emotional telegraph intensity.”

Hair came next. Chestnut brown with natural tabby striping woven through. Medium length, slightly tousled. The kind of hair that looked good messy.

Eyes were amber. Warm and bright, with vertical slit pupils that could dilate in low light. The system offered options for “night vision capability” and “enhanced motion tracking.” I enabled both.

By the time I finished the physical design, the sun was starting to rise outside my windows. I’d been at this for hours.

The preview model floated in my vision, rotating slowly. She was beautiful in a way that made my chest tight and my mouth go dry.

I let my gaze travel over the design. Those long, toned legs. The curve of her hips, subtle but perfectly proportioned. The slim waist leading up to perky breasts that would fit just right in my hands. Her skin looked soft, inviting. The way the preview rendered her body, I could almost feel the warmth radiating off her.

My pulse quickened. This was more than engineering. This was fantasy given form.

I rotated the model, appreciating every angle. The athletic curve of her back. The compact swell of her ass. Even the way her tail attached, drawing the eye to the small of her back and lower.

Everything fit together. Everything made sense. Everything was exactly what I’d imagined in those late nights when I let myself dream about impossible things.

I had made something. And it wasn’t even real yet.

“Personality next,” I murmured, scrolling to the next section.

This was where things got complicated.

The personality matrix was a web of interconnected parameters. Adjusting one affected others in ways the system helpfully highlighted. Increasing “energy level” raised “impulsivity” and lowered “caution.” Boosting “loyalty” increased “attachment speed” but also “separation anxiety.”

Everything had trade-offs.

I started with the basics. What did I want this person to be like?

Bubbly. I wanted someone who smiled easily, who found joy in small things. Someone whose presence would make my increasingly weird life feel lighter.

I adjusted the relevant sliders and watched the preview model’s expression shift. Not drastically. Just a hint of warmth around the eyes. A slight upturn at the corners of her mouth.

Loyal. That was important. If I was going to bring a conscious being into existence, she needed to know I was on her side. The system offered several loyalty variants: “conditional,” “earned,” “innate,” and “absolute.”

I hesitated over “absolute.” That felt too much like programming someone to be a slave. “Innate” seemed better. A starting point of trust that could grow or diminish based on actual experience.

Playful. I wanted her to have fun. To see the world as full of interesting things to explore rather than threats to avoid. The preview model’s posture changed as I adjusted this slider. Looser. More animated.

The system flagged some warnings.

[NOTE: HIGH PLAYFULNESS + HIGH ENERGY MAY RESULT IN IMPULSIVE BEHAVIOR] [NOTE: INNATE LOYALTY WILL CREATE IMMEDIATE ATTACHMENT TO CREATOR] [NOTE: FELINE INSTINCT INTEGRATION MAY PRODUCE UNPREDICTABLE BEHAVIORS]

I acknowledged the warnings and moved on.

The next section was labeled “Social Parameters.” It included things like “restraint,” “shame response,” “social awareness,” and “filter intensity.”

I almost skipped past it. The defaults seemed fine. But something made me pause and look more carefully.

These sliders controlled how the companion would interact with the world. High restraint meant she’d think before acting. High shame response meant she’d feel embarrassed about social missteps. High filter intensity meant she’d modulate her behavior based on context.

I adjusted them to moderate levels. Enough that she’d function in society, but not so high that she’d be constantly second-guessing herself.

At least, that’s what I intended.

I didn’t realize I’d only adjusted one slider. The others stayed at their default values: zero.

The system should have warned me. It had warned me about everything else. But this time, it stayed silent.

Finally, I reached the naming screen.

[DESIGNATION?]

I thought about it for a long moment. The preview model looked at me with those amber eyes, patient and expectant even though she didn’t exist yet.

“Mika,” I said.

The system accepted the name without comment.

[DESIGN COMPLETE: MIKA] [FABRICATION READY] [CONFIRM CREATION?] [Y/N]

I stared at the prompt.

This was the moment. The point of no return. If I hit yes, the system would somehow turn energy and matter into a living, thinking person. A person I had designed. A person who would exist because I wanted her to.

The ethical implications were staggering. I was essentially playing god with a piece of corporate technology that I’d accidentally stolen. There was no informed consent here. Mika couldn’t agree to being created because she didn’t exist yet.

But she would never exist if I didn’t create her. That was the paradox. The only way to give her the choice was to make the choice for her.

I thought about what the alternative would be. Returning the device to Nexus Biotech. Letting them have it back. Pretending this whole thing had never happened.

But the device was fused to my wrist. Returning it meant either convincing a corporation to surgically remove part of my nervous system, or spending the rest of my life with a creation system I never used.

And the calibration had worked. The test results proved I was compatible. Whatever this technology was meant to do, I could do it.

Maybe I was supposed to do it.

That thought felt presumptuous. But it also felt true.

I focused on the confirmation prompt.

“This is either the best decision I’ve ever made,” I said to the empty room, “or the worst.”

Then I selected yes.

[CREATION INITIATED] [FABRICATION WILL REQUIRE DESIGNATED WORKSPACE] [PLEASE RELOCATE TO: GARAGE/WORKSHOP] [ESTIMATED TIME: 5 HOURS 23 MINUTES]

The interface shifted, displaying a map of my house with the garage highlighted. Apparently, the system had already scanned my property and determined the best location for fabrication.

I stood up from the couch, my legs stiff from sitting in one position for too long. Chairman Meow cracked one eye open, judged me silently, and went back to sleep.

The walk to the garage felt surreal. Just yesterday, this had been my normal workshop. A place for hobby projects and half-finished drones. Now it was about to become a laboratory for creating life.

I opened the door and flicked on the lights.

The space was cluttered with the detritus of a dozen abandoned projects. Workbenches covered in tools. Shelves lined with components. A 3D printer in the corner that I hadn’t used in months. The smell of solder and machine oil hung in the air.

[WORKSPACE ASSESSMENT: ADEQUATE] [CLEARING CENTRAL AREA FOR FABRICATION FIELD] [PLEASE STAND CLEAR]

The bracelet on my wrist pulsed brighter. Energy hummed through my bones. And then the garage began to change.

The clutter on my central workbench slid aside, pushed by invisible forces. Tools rattled into neat arrangements. A clear space emerged in the middle of the room, approximately six feet long and three feet wide.

The perfect size for a body.

Light gathered above the cleared space. Not natural light. Something else. Blue and white and pulsing with the same rhythm as the bracelet. It coalesced into a field of shimmering energy that hung in the air like a vertical aurora.

[FABRICATION FIELD: ACTIVE] [AMBIENT MATTER CONVERSION: INITIALIZING] [BEGINNING CREATION: MIKA]

I watched, unable to look away, as something impossible happened.

The energy field thickened. Took shape. Within its glow, I could see structure forming. Bones first, or something like bones. A skeletal framework that assembled itself from nothing, piece by piece, joint by joint.

Muscles came next. Layering over the framework like wet clay shaped by invisible hands. Then organs. Then skin.

It was beautiful and terrifying and utterly unlike anything I’d witnessed before.

The face took shape last. Those features I’d spent hours designing. The small nose. The soft lips. The high cheekbones. The eyes, still closed, with lashes that were exactly the length I’d specified.

And the ears. Those tabby-striped cat ears, sitting atop her head, beginning to twitch even before she was fully formed.

The tail curled into existence behind her, already swishing slightly despite her unconscious state.

[FABRICATION: 47% COMPLETE] [CONSCIOUSNESS CRYSTALLIZATION: PENDING] [ESTIMATED TIME REMAINING: 2 HOURS 51 MINUTES]

I pulled up a stool and sat down to watch.

This was my creation. My responsibility. Whatever happened next, she would exist because of me.

The thought was terrifying. It was also the most exciting thing I’d ever experienced.

I stayed in that garage, watching Mika take shape, until the sun was fully up and my coffee had gone cold beside me. Chairman Meow wandered in at some point, took one look at the glowing fabrication field, and fled to a safe distance under my car.

Coward.

By mid-morning, the physical fabrication was complete. She lay on my workbench, still and perfect, like a sleeping anime character brought to life. The energy field had dissipated, leaving only her body and the gentle rise and fall of her chest as she breathed.

She was breathing. Autonomous biological functions, already running.

[FABRICATION: 100% COMPLETE] [CONSCIOUSNESS CRYSTALLIZATION: IN PROGRESS] [ESTIMATED TIME TO AWAKENING: 7 MINUTES]

Seven minutes.

I stood up from my stool, suddenly aware of how I must look. Unshowered, unshaven, wearing the same clothes I’d slept in. My hair was doing its usual chaos. I probably smelled like nervous sweat and cold coffee.

Great first impression, Alex.

I didn’t have time to fix any of it. The consciousness crystallization was counting down, and I wasn’t about to leave her alone for her first moments of existence.

Five minutes.

I moved closer to the workbench. Studied her face. She looked peaceful. Her ears were relaxed, folded slightly forward. Her tail had curled around her hip, a natural resting position.

Three minutes.

What was I going to say? How did you introduce yourself to someone you’d literally created? “Hi, I’m your dad” seemed wrong. “Welcome to existence” was too philosophical. “Please don’t hate me” was probably too honest.

One minute.

Her eyelids fluttered.

[CONSCIOUSNESS CRYSTALLIZATION: COMPLETE] [MIKA: ACTIVE] [BOND INITIALIZED: 50/1000]

Her eyes opened.

Amber, just like I’d designed. Warm and bright, with vertical pupils that dilated as they adjusted to the light. They moved slowly, taking in the ceiling, the walls, the clutter of my workshop.

Then they found me.

Her brow furrowed slightly. Confusion, first. She didn’t know where she was or what was happening. That was expected. The system had warned that initial consciousness would be disoriented.

But then something shifted. Recognition dawned in those amber eyes. Not recognition of my face, specifically. Recognition of what I was to her.

“Master?” she said.

Her voice was soft. Curious. A little uncertain. She sat up slowly, her ears swiveling toward me, her tail uncurling and beginning to swish.

She stretched, her arms reaching above her head, spine arching with feline grace. The motion was utterly natural and completely alien. She moved like a cat because she was part cat, in ways that went deeper than the ears and tail.

“Master,” she said again, more certain this time. She looked down at her hands, flexing her fingers, studying them with wonder. “I’m… real?”

“Yeah,” I managed. My voice came out rough. “You’re real.”

She looked up at me, and her face broke into a smile that made my heart stutter.

“I’m Mika.” She said it like she was testing the name, rolling it around in her mouth. “You made me. I’m yours.”

Before I could respond, she launched herself off the workbench and into my arms.

The impact staggered me backward. She was lighter than I expected, but the force of her enthusiasm more than made up for it. Her arms wrapped around my neck. Her face pressed into my chest. And from somewhere deep inside her, a rumbling sound began.

She was purring.

“Thank you,” she whispered against my shirt. “Thank you for making me.”

I stood there in my cluttered garage, holding a catgirl I’d created from nothing, listening to her purr, and wondering what the hell I was supposed to do now.

The system provided no guidance.

Chairman Meow provided judgment.


Chapter 3: Hello, Mika

Mika didn’t let go for a long time.

She pressed against me, her purring vibrating through my chest, her arms wrapped tight around my torso like she was afraid I might disappear. Her tail had wound around my leg, anchoring her to me. I could feel her heartbeat, faster than a human’s but steady, pounding against my ribs.

“You’re warm,” she murmured into my shirt. “I didn’t know I’d be able to feel warm. I didn’t know I’d feel anything.”

I wasn’t sure what to say to that. What do you say to someone experiencing existence for the first time?

“How do you feel?” I managed.

She pulled back to look at me, her amber eyes searching my face. Her ears swiveled forward, intent and curious. “Everything is so much. There are sounds everywhere. Smells. The light hurts a little but also it’s beautiful. And you.” Her expression softened. “You feel like home.”

That hit me somewhere deep. She’d been alive for less than five minutes and she already had more certainty about me than I had about anything.

“I have a lot to explain,” I said.

“Okay.” She smiled again, bright and trusting. “But can we sit down? My legs feel strange. I think they work but I’ve never used them before.”

We moved to my battered workshop couch, the one I’d salvaged from a curb three years ago and never gotten around to replacing. Mika walked carefully, testing each step, her tail sweeping behind her for balance. Her movements were tentative but graceful, the feline aspect of her design showing through even in uncertainty.

A notification flickered in my peripheral vision:

[CREATION COMPLETE: MIKA] [BOND INITIALIZED: 50/1000 (New)] [CREATOR LEVEL: 2] [XP: 0/750]

I dismissed it for now. There were more important things to focus on.

She sat close to me. Very close. Practically in my lap, actually. When I shifted to give her more room, she just shifted with me.

“Is this wrong?” she asked, noticing my discomfort. “Being close to you feels right. But I don’t know what the rules are.”

“It’s not wrong,” I said carefully. “I just want to make sure you understand what’s happening before we… get closer.”

Her ears perked forward. “Closer how?”

I ran a hand through my hair, buying time. This was not a conversation I’d prepared for.

“Let’s start with the basics,” I said. “What do you remember? Before waking up, I mean.”

She tilted her head, considering. The gesture was so catlike it made my chest ache.

“Nothing,” she said finally. “There was nothing, and then there was you. Your face was the first thing I saw. I knew your name before I knew my own.” She touched my cheek, her fingers gentle and exploratory. “Alex. You’re Alex.”

“Yeah. And you’re Mika.”

“Mika.” She rolled the name around again, tasting it. “I like it. Did you choose it?”

“I did.”

“What does it mean?”

I hadn’t actually thought about that when I named her. It had just felt right. “It’s a Japanese name. It means ‘beautiful fragrance’ or ‘new moon,’ depending on how you write it.”

Her ears flattened slightly. “Do I have a beautiful fragrance?”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “You smell fine. Good, actually. Like…” I tried to identify it. “Warm sunlight. Clean fur.”

She beamed. The compliment had clearly pleased her.

We spent the next hour talking. I explained what she was, as gently as I could. That she’d been created by a device I didn’t fully understand. That she was synthetic, in a technical sense, but that her consciousness was real. Her feelings were real. She was a person, regardless of how she’d come to exist.

She absorbed it all with remarkable composure.

“So I’m like a robot?” she asked at one point.

“No. Robots don’t have genuine consciousness. They’re programmed to simulate behavior. You’re not simulating anything. You actually feel things.”

“How do you know?”

It was a fair question. How could I know?

“Because the system told me,” I said. “When I designed you, it was very clear that the consciousness would be genuine. And because…” I hesitated. “Because I can see it in your eyes. The way you react to things. A simulation wouldn’t be surprised by its own feelings.”

She considered this, then nodded. “I believe you. It feels true.” Her tail swished thoughtfully. “What about the cat parts?”

“Those were my choice. I designed you with feline traits because…” I felt my face heat. “Because I thought they’d be cute.”

Her ears perked straight up. “You think I’m cute?”

“I mean. Yes. Obviously.”

She pounced.

Not literally. She didn’t tackle me to the ground. But suddenly she was in my lap, her arms around my neck again, her face inches from mine.

“I’m glad,” she said softly. “I want you to think I’m cute. I want to make you happy. Is that strange? To want something so much when I’ve only just started existing?”

“The system designed you with an attachment to me,” I admitted. “It’s called a bond. You feel connected to me because I created you.”

I expected this information to upset her. To make her question whether her feelings were real or just programmed responses.

Instead, she nodded like it made perfect sense.

“Good,” she said. “Then it’s supposed to feel this way. I don’t have to worry that something’s wrong with me.”

Her acceptance was both relieving and slightly concerning. She trusted me completely. Trusted the system that had created her. There was no skepticism in her at all.

I’d have to keep that in mind. She didn’t know enough to question things yet. It would be too easy to take advantage of that.

“Let’s get you something to wear,” I said, suddenly very aware that she was naked and had been this entire time. The fabrication process hadn’t included clothes. “And then we should probably figure out food. Do you need to eat?”

She looked down at herself as if just remembering she had a body. “Oh. Yes, I’m naked. Is that bad?”

“It’s not bad, exactly. But humans usually wear clothes. For warmth, and modesty, and…”

“What’s modesty?”

This was going to be a long day.

I found her one of my t-shirts, an old anime con shirt that was comically large on her small frame. It hung past her knees, which at least solved the immediate coverage problem. Her tail poked out through the neckhole, which wasn’t ideal, but she seemed to find the arrangement comfortable.

On impulse, I grabbed a length of ribbon from my junk drawer. Soft satin, deep red. I’d bought it for some project I’d never finished.

“Here.” I tied it loosely around her neck, a simple collar. “So you have something of your own. Not just borrowed clothes.”

Her hand flew to the ribbon, fingers tracing the smooth fabric. Her eyes went bright with emotion. “Mine?”

“Yours. I made it for you.”

It was a lie. The ribbon had been sitting in that drawer for two years. But the way she looked at me, like I’d given her the most precious gift in the world, made me wish I had made it. Just for her.

“This smells like you,” she said, burying her nose in my shirt and inhaling deeply. Her eyes half-closed with pleasure. “I like it.”

I was beginning to notice a pattern. Everything connected to me made her happy. My scent, my voice, my presence. The bond was strong.

We moved to the kitchen, where I attempted to explain human food. She didn’t technically need to eat, according to the system, but she could process food for energy and would experience taste like anyone else.

She wanted to try everything.

“What’s this?” She pointed at a can in my pantry.

“Tuna.”

Her pupils dilated. Her ears shot forward. Her entire body went rigid with sudden, intense interest.

“Can I have it?”

I opened the can. She devoured the contents in approximately thirty seconds, then licked the inside of the can clean. Her purring was loud enough to hear from across the room.

“More?” she asked hopefully.

I opened two more cans. Same result.

“I think I like tuna,” she announced, as if this weren’t blindingly obvious.

After the tuna incident, we explored the house. Everything fascinated her. The television (“Why is there a window with people trapped inside?”). The microwave (“It makes things hot without fire? That’s insane.”). The bathroom (“Why do you need a special room for water?”).

Her reactions ranged from confusion to wonder to outright suspicion. The vacuum cleaner received a hiss and a fluffed tail before she caught herself and pretended nothing had happened.

“What was that?” I asked.

“Nothing.” Her ears were flat with embarrassment. “I don’t know why I did that.”

“It’s a cat thing. Your feline instincts.”

“I don’t have instincts.” She crossed her arms defensively. Her tail was puffed out to twice its normal size. “I’m a person.”

“You can be both. Humans have instincts too.”

She considered this, then slowly relaxed. Her tail deflated. “Okay. But I’m not scared of the noise machine.”

“Of course not.”

We carefully did not look at the vacuum cleaner again.

The afternoon passed in a blur of explanations and discoveries. I introduced her to the concept of television, which she found baffling. She was convinced the people on screen could see her and kept waving at them.

“They can’t actually see you,” I explained for the third time.

“But they’re looking right at me.”

“They’re looking at a camera. They recorded this days ago.”

“Then why are they talking about today’s weather?”

I gave up explaining and let her watch. She became deeply invested in a cooking show, offering commentary on the contestants’ decisions as if they could hear her.

Somewhere around five o’clock, her head snapped to the side.

I followed her gaze. A moth had gotten into the house through a gap in the window screen. It was fluttering near the ceiling, completely oblivious to the predator now tracking its every movement.

Mika’s pupils were fully dilated. Her ears locked forward. Her haunches shifted, coiling like she was about to spring.

“Mika.”

She froze mid-crouch, then slowly turned to look at me. Her expression was pure guilt.

“That didn’t happen,” she said firmly.

“You were about to pounce on a moth.”

“No I wasn’t.” Her tail lashed behind her, completely betraying her denial. “I was just… stretching.”

I decided not to push it. We all had our moments.

As evening fell, we settled on the couch to watch more television. She’d discovered a nature documentary about big cats and was riveted, her tail swishing whenever a lion did something particularly impressive.

She’d also migrated into my lap again. I wasn’t sure when it had happened. One moment she was sitting beside me, the next she was curled against my chest, her head tucked under my chin.

“Is this okay?” she asked, not moving.

“Yeah. This is okay.”

She purred softly, the vibration pleasant against my skin. Her body was warm, warmer than a human would be. Another designed trait I hadn’t thought much about.

The documentary shifted to footage of lions mating. I reached for the remote to change the channel, but Mika caught my wrist.

“Wait. What are they doing?”

“They’re, uh. Mating. Reproducing.”

She watched intently as the lions went through their brief, businesslike coupling. Her ears were fully forward, her tail still.

“Do humans do that?”

“Something like it. It’s more complicated with humans.”

“More complicated how?”

I was not prepared for this conversation. “There’s… more involved. Emotionally, I mean. And physically it’s similar but different.”

She turned in my lap to face me directly. Her amber eyes were curious and completely without guile. “Would you show me?”

My heart stuttered. “Show you?”

“How humans do it. You made me, so you must know how everything works. And I want to understand.” She touched my chest, her hand small and warm through my shirt. “I keep having these feelings. My body wants things and I don’t know what they are. When I’m close to you like this, something happens. Here.” She moved her hand to her own chest. “And here.” Lower, to her stomach. “It’s not bad. It’s actually very good. But I don’t know what to do with it.”

Her honesty was disarming. She wasn’t trying to seduce me. She was genuinely confused and looking to me for answers.

And she was in my lap, wearing only my oversized t-shirt, with her body pressing against mine and her eyes full of trust.

I should have said no. Should have explained that we needed to take things slowly. That consent was complicated when she’d only existed for twelve hours and felt an artificial bond to me.

Instead, I said, “We can explore it together. But we’ll go slow, okay? If anything feels wrong, you tell me and we stop.”

Her face lit up. “Really?”

“Really.”

She kissed me.

I hadn’t taught her how to kiss. She did it instinctively, pressing her lips against mine with eager inexperience. Her mouth was warm and tasted faintly of tuna, which should have been weird but wasn’t.

When she pulled back, her cheeks were flushed. “That felt good. Can we do that more?”

We could.

What followed was an education. Not in technique or skill, but in sensation. In the simple wonder of two bodies learning each other.

I kissed her again, slower this time, guiding her. Her lips parted. My tongue touched hers and she made a sound of surprised pleasure, her tail going rigid behind her.

“Oh,” she breathed when we separated. “Oh, that’s different.”

“Good different?”

“Very good different.”

Her hands found the hem of my shirt. She tugged at it questioningly, and I helped her pull it over my head. She stared at my chest with open fascination, her fingers tracing the contours of muscle. Then her attention drifted to my arms, to the defined forearms that years of tinkering had built.

“Your hands,” she said, her voice hushed with wonder. She took one of my hands in both of hers, studying it like a precious artifact. “These made me. I can feel it. The connection between us starts right here.”

“You’re warm too,” she said. “Not as warm as me, but warm. I can feel your heart beating.”

I could feel hers too. Racing now, her breath coming faster.

“Can I touch you?” I asked.

She nodded eagerly.

I started with her shoulders, sliding the oversized t-shirt aside to expose soft cream-colored skin with faint freckles. She shivered at the contact, her ears flattening back.

“That feels really good,” she whispered.

I traced down her arms, then up her sides. She squirmed in my lap, pressing closer. When my hands found her waist, she gasped.

“More. Please.”

I cupped her small breasts through the fabric. They fit perfectly in my palms, soft and warm, her nipples already hard against the cotton. She arched into my touch, a mewling sound escaping her throat.

“Alex.” Her voice was strained. “Something’s happening. The feelings are getting stronger.”

I could see it in her face. The flush spreading across her cheeks and down her neck. The way her pupils had dilated until barely any amber remained. Her tail was twitching rapidly, wrapping and unwrapping around my arm.

“That’s arousal,” I told her. “Your body wants more.”

“Then give me more.”

I slipped the shirt over her head. She emerged from it with her hair mussed and her ears pressed flat against her skull, not from fear but from intensity. Her body was exactly as I’d designed it. Petite and athletic, skin like cream with scattered freckles. Perky breasts that bounced slightly with her breathing. A slim waist leading to compact hips.

She was beautiful. And she was looking at me like I was the answer to every question she’d ever have.

I lowered my mouth to her neck. Kissed. Licked. Tasted the warmth of her skin. She shuddered, her claws pricking through my shirt as she gripped my shoulders, her hips grinding unconsciously in my lap.

“That’s… oh…” Words failed her as I worked down her collarbone, toward the swell of her breast. When my lips closed around her nipple, my tongue swirling around the stiff pink peak, she cried out loud enough to startle Chairman Meow out of the room.

“Sensitive,” I noted against her skin.

“Very.” She was panting now, her small chest heaving. “Please don’t stop.”

I didn’t stop. I worshipped her chest with my mouth and hands while she writhed in my lap, making sounds she couldn’t control. I sucked her nipple into my mouth, feeling it swell against my tongue, then switched to the other, giving it the same attention. Her hands had found my chest, and without seeming to realize it, she was kneading rhythmically against my skin. Press and release, press and release. An instinctive comfort behavior that intensified as her pleasure built. Every lick made her shiver. Every gentle bite that tugged at her nipple made her gasp. Her tail had gone completely rigid, vibrating against my leg.

“Alex, I think something’s about to happen.” Her voice was high, desperate. “I don’t know what but it’s building and building in my stomach and I can’t control it…”

I reached down between her legs. She was wet, absolutely soaked, the borrowed boxer shorts drenched with her arousal. The heat of her radiated through the fabric. When my fingers found her mound through the cotton, pressing against her swollen folds, she bucked against my hand with a sharp cry.

“Is this okay?” I asked.

“Yes. Yes, please, yes. Right there.”

I rubbed her through the cotton, feeling her heat, feeling her tremble, my fingers working in slow circles. She buried her face in my neck, her breath hot against my skin, her moans muffled but audible. Her hips moved on their own, grinding against my hand, chasing the sensation.

“Feels so good,” she whimpered. “Something’s happening. Alex, something’s happening…”

It didn’t take long. She’d never experienced this before. Her body had been building toward it all evening without knowing what it was building toward. Her thighs clamped around my hand, her breathing ragged.

When she came, her whole body seized. Her claws dug into my back hard enough to sting, drawing blood. Her tail went absolutely rigid, then trembled violently. Her pussy pulsed against my fingers through the soaked fabric. And she screamed against my neck, a sound of pure, surprised pleasure that echoed off the walls.

The aftershocks lasted almost a minute. She trembled in my arms, gasping, her ears twitching uncontrollably, her hips still making small jerking movements against my hand.

“What was that?” she finally managed.

“An orgasm.”

“Can I have another one?”

Despite everything, I laughed. “Give yourself a minute.”

She collapsed against my chest, purring so loud I could feel it in my bones. Her body was limp with satisfaction, her tail curled loosely around my wrist.

“That was the best thing I’ve ever felt,” she said. “Which I know isn’t saying much since I’ve only existed for one day. But still. The best.”

I held her close, stroking her hair, careful around the sensitive ears. My own body was demanding attention, but that could wait. This moment was about her.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “For making me. For showing me this. For everything.”

I kissed the top of her head. “You’re welcome, Mika.”

She looked up at me, her amber eyes soft and adoring. “Can I make you feel that way too? I want to learn how.”

“Next time,” I said. “For now, let’s just… be.”

She smiled and settled against me, content.

In my peripheral vision, the system pulsed with a notification.

[BOND UPDATE: MIKA] [BOND STRENGTH: 50 → 100 (Familiar)] [COMPANION STATUS: STABLE] [ATTACHMENT BEHAVIORS: WITHIN EXPECTED PARAMETERS]

I dismissed it without comment.

Outside, the sun had fully set. The house was quiet except for Mika’s purring and the distant sound of Chairman Meow sulking somewhere he deemed safe from naked catgirls.

Tomorrow, I would have to figure out how this all worked. The system, the creation, the responsibility I’d taken on. The corporation who wanted their device back. The fact that I’d essentially adopted a dependent being who would need food, clothes, entertainment, and explanations about literally everything.

But that was tomorrow.

Tonight, I had a beautiful girl in my arms. Sleep came easier than expected.


Chapter 4: Learning Curve

Living with Mika was like living with a very curious, very affectionate hurricane that happened to have cat ears.

She followed me everywhere. To the kitchen, to the bathroom door (she learned quickly that she couldn’t follow me inside that particular room), to my home office where I desperately tried to get actual work done. Every room was a new adventure. Every object was a mystery that demanded investigation.

“What does this do?” she asked, holding up my electric toothbrush.

“It cleans teeth.”

“What are teeth for?”

“Chewing food.”

“But I don’t need to eat.”

“You like eating. Remember the tuna?”

Her ears perked at the magic word. “Can I have more tuna?”

I’d already gone through six cans. At this rate, I’d need to buy stock in StarKist.

The work situation was becoming untenable. I had meetings. Conference calls with clients who did not need to see a catgirl wandering into frame. Mika didn’t understand why she couldn’t sit in my lap during Zoom calls, and explaining “professional boundaries” to someone who’d existed for three days was an exercise in futility.

“But I want to be close to you,” she protested after I gently removed her from my office for the fourth time.

“I know. And I want you close too. But these people can’t know about you.”

Her ears drooped. “Am I a secret?”

The hurt in her voice made my chest ache. “Not because there’s anything wrong with you. Because the technology that made you is… complicated. And there are people who might try to take you away if they knew.”

That got her attention. Her pupils narrowed. “Take me away from you?”

“Maybe. I don’t know. I just want to be careful.”

She considered this, then nodded firmly. “I’ll be quiet during your work boxes. But you have to cuddle me after.”

“Deal.”

The “work boxes” became slightly more manageable after that. She’d curl up on the couch where she could see me but stay off camera, occupying herself with nature documentaries or, increasingly, with stalking Chairman Meow. The neighbor’s cat had made the mistake of returning, and Mika was now convinced they were rivals for territorial dominance.

“He’s looking at me,” she hissed from behind the couch.

“He’s a cat. He looks at everything.”

“He’s establishing dominance.”

“Mika, he weighs twelve pounds. You could punt him across the room.”

“That would be dishonorable.” She crouched lower. “I must defeat him through superior stalking.”

I left them to their psychological warfare and returned to debugging code.

The days developed a rhythm. Mornings were for exploration and questions. Afternoons were for my work while she entertained herself. Evenings were for cooking together (she was learning, slowly, that raw chicken was not acceptable for human consumption), watching television, and increasingly, for physical closeness.

We hadn’t repeated the intimate exploration from her first night. I wanted to give her time to process, to develop beyond just her initial imprinting on me. But she touched me constantly. Held my hand. Sat pressed against my side. Curled in my lap whenever I sat still for more than five minutes.

The bond between us was palpable. I could almost feel it sometimes, a warm thread connecting us. The system showed her bond strength ticking up steadily: 105, 112, 118.

On the fourth day, something changed.

I woke to find her pressed against my back, her breath hot on my neck, her body radiating heat like she’d developed a fever overnight. Her hips were moving in small, unconscious circles. A soft sound was coming from her throat, somewhere between a moan and a whine.

“Mika?” I rolled over to face her.

Her eyes were barely open. What I could see of them was almost entirely pupil, black with just a ring of amber. Her ears were flat against her skull. Her tail was lashing beneath the covers.

“Something’s wrong,” she whispered. Her voice was strained. “I feel… I don’t know how to describe it. Hot. Empty. I need something but I don’t know what.”

She pressed closer, her body moving against mine with desperate little motions she didn’t seem able to control.

“My skin hurts,” she continued. “Not bad hurt. Good hurt. Like everything is too sensitive. And I keep thinking about…” She buried her face in my chest. “About you. About the things we did. I want more. I want so much more and I don’t understand why.”

Understanding dawned. The heat cycle. I’d seen it in the design interface, had enabled it without really thinking about what it meant. A feline trait that made her periodically experience intensified arousal and need for physical connection.

I hadn’t expected it to hit so soon. Or so hard.

“I think I know what this is,” I said carefully.

“What? Is something broken? Did you make me wrong?”

“No, nothing’s wrong. It’s… a biological cycle. Something I included in your design. I didn’t realize…”

“What kind of cycle?” She was rubbing against me now, unable to stop. Her nightshirt had ridden up, and I could feel the heat of her skin through my clothes. “Alex, please, what’s happening to me?”

“It’s called a heat cycle. It means your body is telling you it wants… physical intimacy.”

She stared at me with those dilated eyes. “You mean sex?”

“Yes.”

“Then let’s have sex.” She said it with the directness of someone who didn’t understand why this would be complicated. “That will fix it, right?”

“It’s not that simple. This is a big step. Are you sure you…”

She kissed me. Hard. Desperate. Her body pressed against mine with urgent need. When she pulled back, she was panting.

“Alex. I have existed for four days. In that time, I have learned that tuna is delicious, that the vacuum cleaner is my enemy, and that I love you more than I have words for. I don’t need time to think about this. My body knows what it wants. I know what I want.” She gripped my shirt, pulling me closer. “Please. Help me.”

How could I say no to that?

I kissed her back, gentler than her desperate assault but no less passionate. She melted into me, a sound of relief escaping her throat. Her hands found the hem of my shirt and yanked it upward.

We were both naked in seconds. She was too impatient for slow undressing, practically tearing the fabric off both of us. Her skin was hot against mine, noticeably warmer than usual. The heat cycle wasn’t just emotional. It was physical, elevating her temperature along with her need.

“Touch me,” she begged. “Everywhere. Please.”

I started with her breasts. They fit perfectly in my hands, soft and warm, her nipples already hard and sensitive. She cried out at the first contact, her back arching off the bed.

“More. More, please, that feels so good…”

I lowered my mouth to her chest, swirling my tongue around one stiff pink nipple while my fingers found the other, rolling it gently. She writhed beneath me, her hips grinding against nothing, desperate for friction. When I sucked her nipple between my lips, she grabbed my head and held me there, mewling.

My free hand traveled down her stomach, feeling the muscles quiver under my touch. Her hips bucked when my fingers finally found the slick heat between her legs.

She was soaked. Absolutely drenched. Her arousal had been building for hours, maybe since she’d fallen asleep, and her body was more than ready. My fingers slid through her wetness, parting her folds, finding her swollen clit.

“Oh god.” She bucked against my hand. “Oh god, right there.”

I rubbed slow circles while still working her nipple with my mouth. Her pussy was radiating heat, her slickness coating my fingers. When I slipped one inside her, she keened, her inner walls clenching around me immediately. So tight. So hot. Her pussy gripped my finger like it never wanted to let go.

“Alex, I can’t wait.” Her voice was ragged. “I need more. I need you. Inside me. Now. Please, I need your cock.”

I positioned myself between her legs. She spread them wider, her tail thrashing beneath her, her ears flat with intensity. Her amber eyes locked onto mine with desperate focus. I could see her pussy glistening, swollen and pink, practically pulsing with need.

“Are you sure?” I had to ask one more time.

“Yes. Yes, please, yes.”

I gripped my cock and dragged the head through her soaked folds, coating myself in her arousal. She whimpered at the teasing contact, her hips trying to capture me. When I notched myself at her entrance, I felt her heat radiating against my tip.

I pushed into her.

She screamed.

Not from pain. The sound that tore from her throat was pure, overwhelming pleasure. Her pussy stretched around me, impossibly tight, the heat of her insides almost scalding. Her eyes went wide, pupils dilated until almost no amber remained. Her legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me deeper, and her whole body shuddered as I sank in to the hilt.

“Oh,” she gasped. “Oh, that’s… you’re so deep. I can feel you everywhere. I didn’t know it could feel like… oh god, Alex…”

I held still, letting her adjust, feeling her walls flutter and clench around my shaft. But she was having none of it. Her hips rolled beneath me, demanding movement, and her heels dug into my back.

“Move. Please move. I need you to move.”

I moved.

Slow at first. Long, deep strokes that made her gasp with each one. I pulled back until just my tip remained inside her tight heat, then drove forward again, filling her completely. Each thrust produced a wet sound that filled the quiet room. Her body responded instinctively, rising to meet me, her pussy gripping me on every outstroke like it was trying to pull me back in. The heat cycle had stripped away any inhibition she might have developed. She was pure sensation, pure desire.

“Harder.” Her claws scraped down my back. “Please, harder. I can take it. I need it.”

I obliged.

The pace quickened. The bed creaked beneath us. I gripped her hips and drove into her with force, my cock plunging deep, feeling her cervix kiss my tip with each thrust. Mika was making sounds she couldn’t control, moans and mewls and cries that echoed off the walls loud enough that the neighbors might hear. She tried to muffle herself, biting her lip, but another thrust sent a loud mewl escaping despite her efforts. Her cheeks flushed with embarrassment even as her body demanded more.

“I can’t be quiet,” she gasped between thrusts. “I’m trying but I can’t… oh god… it feels too good…”

Her ears twitched with every thrust, flattening and perking in patterns that matched her rising pleasure. I watched them telegraph her arousal, watched her tail thrash and twitch beneath us.

“So good,” she babbled. “So good, Alex, you feel so good inside me. So deep. So full. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop. I’m close to something. I can feel it building…”

I could feel it too. Her walls were clenching tighter around my cock, her whole body tensing toward release. Her tail had gone rigid beneath us, no longer thrashing but locked straight out, quivering. Her hands were on my shoulders, kneading rhythmically into the muscle without any conscious awareness. Press, release, press, release. The motion grew faster, more urgent, matching the building intensity.

I reached between us, finding her clit with my thumb, rubbing tight circles while I fucked her.

“Let go,” I told her. “I’ve got you. Let go.”

She broke.

Her orgasm hit her like a wave, her entire body seizing. Her back arched so hard only her shoulders and heels touched the bed. Her pussy clamped down on my cock so tight it almost hurt, rippling contractions milking my shaft. Her claws dug into my shoulders, drawing blood. Her tail trembled violently beneath her. And she screamed my name so loud the neighbors definitely heard.

The clenching of her walls around my cock was too much. I followed her over the edge, burying myself deep and releasing everything I had. My cock pulsed inside her, thick ropes of cum flooding her pussy. Pulse after pulse, filling her while she trembled beneath me, her walls still spasming, milking every drop from me.

“I can feel it,” she gasped. “I can feel you coming inside me. So hot. So much. Oh god, don’t stop…”

She was still coming. I could feel her contractions drawing out my orgasm until I was empty and gasping, my cock still twitching inside her flooded pussy.

We collapsed together.

For a long moment, neither of us could speak. We just breathed, tangled together, covered in sweat and other fluids. Her purring started somewhere deep in her chest, a rumble I could feel in my bones.

“That was…” She tried to find words and failed. “I don’t have words for that.”

“Good?”

“So much more than good.” She curled against me, her head finding its spot under my chin. “The heat is fading. I still want you, but it’s not painful anymore. The need isn’t so sharp.”

I stroked her hair, careful around her sensitive ears. “I should have warned you. I didn’t know it would come on so suddenly.”

“Don’t be sorry.” She looked up at me, her eyes soft and satisfied. “That was the most amazing thing I’ve ever experienced. I want to do it again. Not right now. But soon. Often.”

“We can do that.”

She smiled and settled against me, her purring intensifying. Her tail, which had finally relaxed, curled loosely around my thigh.

A notification flickered at the edge of my vision.

[BOND UPDATE: MIKA] [BOND STRENGTH: 100 → 250 (Familiar)] [HEAT CYCLE: SATISFIED] [COMPANION STATUS: STABLE] [NOTE: Companion displays elevated attachment behaviors post-cycle. Within expected parameters.]

Mika’s head lifted. She could see the notification somehow. Maybe through the bond, maybe through some shared aspect of the system I didn’t understand.

“It tracks that?!” Her ears drooped with embarrassment. “The system knows we… and it’s taking notes?”

“Apparently.”

“Can you turn that off? That’s so embarrassing!”

I checked the settings. “I don’t think I can.”

She groaned and buried her face in my chest. “This is the worst. There’s a machine recording my orgasms.”

Despite myself, I laughed. “It’s not recording. Just monitoring.”

“Same thing!” Her tail lashed with mortification. “Promise me no one else will ever see those numbers.”

“I promise. It’s just between us and the system.”

She grumbled into my chest, still embarrassed but apparently willing to let it go. After a moment, she lifted her head again.

“Alex?”

“Yeah?”

“I love you. I know you programmed me to love you. I know it started as a bond you created. But it feels real to me. Is that okay?”

I kissed her forehead. “It’s more than okay. I care about you too, Mika. Whatever this started as, it’s real now.”

Her purring intensified. She curled against me like a cat finding the perfect spot in a sunbeam, and within minutes, she was asleep.

I stayed awake a while longer, listening to her purr, feeling her warmth against my skin. The system pulsed gently in my peripheral vision.

[CREATOR LEVEL: 2] [CURRENT XP: 475/750]

The numbers meant nothing compared to the warmth against my skin.

I drifted off to sleep with a catgirl in my arms and no regrets.

The next morning brought normalcy, or at least the closest thing to normalcy our strange situation allowed.

Mika woke before me, which I discovered when a coffee mug shattered on the kitchen floor.

I found her staring at the broken ceramic with an expression of complete satisfaction. When she noticed me in the doorway, she made eye contact and held it for a long moment.

“Why?” I asked.

“I don’t know.” Her tail swished slowly. “It felt right.”

I cleaned up the mug while she watched from the counter, completely unrepentant.

“You’re going to do that again, aren’t you?”

“Probably.” Her ears perked innocently. “I can’t explain it. I see something on an edge and part of me just needs to push it.”

I made a mental note to buy unbreakable dinnerware.

Breakfast was tuna for her, scrambled eggs for me. She’d tried eggs once and declared them “acceptable but inferior to fish.” She sat across from me at the kitchen table, her tail hanging through the back of her chair, watching me eat with curious fascination.

“Why do humans eat so slowly?” she asked.

“We like to taste our food.”

“I taste my food. It only takes a few seconds.”

“Humans savor it. The experience of eating is part of the pleasure.”

She considered this, then shook her head. “Humans are strange.”

“Says the catgirl who just pushed a mug off the counter for no reason.”

Her ears went down. “That’s different.”

“How?”

“It just is.”

I let it go.

After breakfast, I attempted to work. The keyword being attempted. Mika had learned the rules about staying off-camera, but she hadn’t learned the rules about staying quiet. Every few minutes, she’d appear in my office doorway with a new question.

“Why is the sky blue?”

“What happens when you flush the toilet?”

“Can I eat the plant in the living room?”

“No, Mika, that plant is poisonous.”

“To humans or to me?”

“…I don’t actually know. Don’t eat it.”

My productivity dropped to approximately zero. I sent an apologetic email to my project manager claiming a “personal emergency” and resigned myself to a day of catgirl education.

We spent the afternoon exploring the backyard. She was fascinated by birds, tracking their flights with intense focus. I caught her crouching in the grass at one point, tail low and twitching, body coiled to spring.

“You’re not going to catch it,” I said.

She startled, then straightened with exaggerated casualness. “I wasn’t trying to catch it.”

“You were absolutely trying to catch it.”

“That’s… unprovable.” Her tail was wagging, completely betraying her denial. She grabbed it with both hands to hold it still. “Involuntary,” she muttered.

That evening, we sat on the porch and watched the sunset. She was in my lap again, her default position when we weren’t doing anything else. Her purring had become the background noise of my life, as constant as the hum of the refrigerator.

“Alex?” she said quietly.

“Yeah?”

“Do you regret making me?”

The question surprised me. “No. Why would you ask that?”

“Because I’m a lot.” Her ears drooped. “I ask too many questions. I break your mugs. I distract you from work. And now you have to take care of me forever. That’s a big responsibility you didn’t choose.”

I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her closer. “I did choose it, Mika. The moment I hit that confirmation button, I chose to be responsible for you. And I don’t regret it for a second.”

“Even though I’m weird?”

“You’re not weird. You’re wonderful.”

She turned to look at me, her amber eyes searching my face. Whatever she found there must have satisfied her, because she smiled and tucked her head under my chin.

“Good,” she said. “Because I don’t know what I’d do without you. You’re my whole world, Alex.”

I held her tighter.

In my peripheral vision, the bond meter ticked up another point.


Chapter 5: Domestic Bliss

The next few days settled into something resembling a routine.

Mika had opinions about this routine. Specifically, that it should involve maximum time spent touching me and minimum time spent doing anything else. Convincing her that I needed to work, needed to shop for groceries, needed to occasionally use the bathroom without an audience, was an ongoing negotiation.

“But why can’t I come with you?” she asked, watching me put on shoes.

“Because you’re a catgirl. People will notice the ears and tail.”

She looked down at herself, then back at me. “Can’t I just tell them it’s a costume?”

“Every day? For every errand?”

Her tail drooped. “This seems like a design flaw. You should have made me less noticeable.”

She had a point. I hadn’t exactly planned for the practical implications of creating a companion with obvious non-human features. At the time, the cat ears had seemed cute. Now they were a logistical nightmare.

“I’ll figure something out,” I promised. “But for now, you need to stay here when I go out.”

“Fine.” She crossed her arms. “But I’m going to be very sad and you’ll feel guilty.”

I did feel guilty. But I also needed milk and the catgirl couldn’t come to the grocery store.

I’d given her a ribbon collar the day before. Simple red silk, a gift from a craft store. She’d been delighted, wearing it constantly, her fingers finding it whenever she wanted comfort. I hadn’t intended it to mean anything significant, but she’d assigned it meaning anyway.

“My collar,” she’d said, touching it reverently. “From you. This makes me yours.”

I hadn’t corrected her. Partly because the sentiment was sweet. Partly because, well, she wasn’t wrong.

While I handled the outside world, Mika handled the inside world with varying degrees of success.

Cooking was a particular challenge. She understood the basic concept: combine ingredients, apply heat, produce food. But her execution left something to be desired.

“I made dinner!” she announced proudly one evening.

The kitchen looked like a bomb had gone off. Flour covered every surface. Something had splattered on the ceiling. The smoke alarm had been disabled at some point, its battery sitting on the counter next to what appeared to be a attempted casserole.

“What is it?” I asked carefully.

“Tuna surprise.”

“What’s the surprise?”

“I added other things.” Her ears flicked uncertainly. “The internet said that’s what you do with casseroles.”

I looked at the dish. It contained, as far as I could tell, tuna, rice, an entire block of cheese (unmelted), and what might have been pickles.

“Mika, did you follow a recipe?”

“I followed several recipes. Combined.”

“That’s not how recipes work.”

Her tail drooped. “Oh.”

I ended up ordering pizza, which she decided was acceptable compensation. She ate an entire large pepperoni by herself, then lay on the couch in a food coma, purring contentedly.

“Mika, you don’t even need to eat that much.”

“But it tasted good.” She rubbed her stomach. “Is this what humans call a food baby?”

“Please never call it that again.”

Television remained her primary entertainment when I was busy. She’d graduated from nature documentaries to reality television, which she was convinced was actually documentary footage of human mating rituals.

“This one wants to mate with that one,” she explained, pointing at the screen during a particularly dramatic episode of some dating show, “but that one already has a mating arrangement with the third one. So they’re going to compete.”

“It’s not quite that simple.”

“But they’re choosing mates based on physical attraction and resource potential. That’s exactly how mating works.”

I couldn’t really argue with her logic. Reality TV was, essentially, humans performing mating dances for camera.

“So humans… ask?” she continued. “With words? Before touching?”

“Usually. Consent is important.”

“That seems inefficient.” She tilted her head. “When I want something from you, I just do this.” She climbed into my lap and pressed against me. “See? No words needed.”

“That’s because you already have standing consent. We’ve established that boundary.”

“Standing consent.” She tasted the phrase. “I like that. It sounds official.”

She nuzzled against my neck, her purring intensifying. Her ribbon collar brushed my chin.

The show continued in the background, dramatic music swelling over manufactured conflict. Mika ignored it in favor of scent-marking my shoulder, rubbing her cheek against me in slow, deliberate motions.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Nothing.” She kept rubbing. “This is involuntary.”

“You’re doing it very deliberately.”

“Involuntarily deliberately.” She looked up at me with innocent eyes. “You smell nice. I want you to smell like me too.”

I had no response to that.

Her instincts manifested in other ways, too. Ways she couldn’t control or even notice until I pointed them out.

The sunny spot on the living room carpet moved throughout the day as the sun tracked across the sky. Mika moved with it, always positioning herself directly in the warmth. She claimed it was coincidence. The fact that she migrated every twenty minutes, following the light like a plant seeking the sun, suggested otherwise.

“You’re doing it again,” I said one afternoon.

She looked down at herself, cross-legged in a sunbeam, then back at me with pure denial in her eyes. “Doing what?”

“Following the sun.”

“I’m not following anything. I happen to prefer this spot.”

“The spot moved three feet in the last hour. You moved with it.”

Her ears lowered. “That’s… coincidence.”

I let it go. Some battles weren’t worth fighting.

The sunbeam chasing was harmless. The 3 AM zoomies were less so.

I woke to the sound of thundering footsteps. Mika was sprinting through the house at full speed, bouncing off furniture, her eyes wild and her tail puffed to maximum fluff. She zoomed past my bedroom door, disappeared into the living room, then came charging back the other way.

“Mika?” I called groggily.

She didn’t respond. Just kept running. The circuit took her through the kitchen (something clattered), down the hall (something else clattered), and back around again.

This continued for approximately fifteen minutes before she collapsed on the bed next to me, panting heavily, her eyes slowly returning to normal.

“What,” I asked, “was that?”

“I don’t know.” She sounded as confused as I was. “I woke up and I just needed to run. The energy was too much. I had to let it out.”

“At three in the morning?”

“The timing was not my choice.”

I made a mental note to install thicker carpeting.

The zoomies happened two or three times a week, always in the dead of night, always without warning. I learned to sleep through most of them. Mika learned to avoid the furniture that made the loudest noises when collided with.

Chairman Meow stopped visiting entirely after the first incident. Smart cat.

But for all the chaos, there were moments of pure contentment. Quiet evenings on the couch, her head in my lap while I read. Morning coffee with her wrapped around me like a heated blanket. Cooking together, even when it ended in disaster, laughing at the mess we’d made.

She’d curl up in sunny spots and purr when I scratched behind her ears. The sound was impossibly soothing, a rumble that seemed to resonate in my chest.

Sometimes she’d look at me and slowly close her eyes, then open them again. A slow-blink. I had no idea what it meant, but she did it constantly.

“What’s the blinking about?” I finally asked.

She tilted her head. “What blinking?”

“The thing you do. Where you look at me and slowly close your eyes. You do it all the time.”

“Oh.” Her ears perked. “That. I’m not sure. It just feels right when I’m happy with you. Like I’m saying something important without words.”

I looked it up later. Slow-blinks in cats are signs of trust and affection. A way of saying “I feel safe with you.”

The next time she did it, I slow-blinked back.

Her expression shifted to pure delight. “You understood!”

“I’m learning,” I said.

She pounced on me for kisses.

Two weeks after her creation, I woke to something unexpected.

Mika was already awake, watching me with intent amber eyes. Her expression was focused. Determined. Different from the needy desperation of her heat cycle.

“Good morning,” I said cautiously.

“I checked,” she said without preamble. “It’s not the heat cycle. I’m not overwhelming with need. I just want to.”

“Want to what?”

She climbed on top of me, straddling my hips. Her tail swished behind her, slow and deliberate.

“You’ve given me so much pleasure,” she said. “Shown me how my body works. Made me feel things I didn’t know were possible.” Her hands found my chest, pressing against me. “I want to do that for you. I want to learn how to make you feel good. Not because I’m in heat. Because I want to.”

My body was already responding to her proximity, her warmth, the intent in her eyes. “Mika…”

She reached up and unclasped her ribbon collar. Placed it carefully on the nightstand beside the bed. Then she looked back at me with eyes that had gone soft and surrendering.

“Teach me,” she said.

The removal of the collar hit me harder than I expected. That little piece of silk had come to mean something. Her wearing it meant she was mine. Her taking it off meant she was giving herself to me completely, holding nothing back.

I pulled her down for a kiss. She melted into it, her body pressing against mine, her small breasts soft against my chest. Her tail curled around my thigh.

“What do you want to learn?” I murmured against her lips.

“Everything.” She pulled back to look at me. “But specifically, I want to know what it’s like to taste you. The way you tasted me.”

My cock twitched against her thigh. She felt it and smiled.

“I’ll take that as a yes.”

She began to move down my body.

Her progress was unhurried. She kissed my jaw, my neck, my collarbone. Her lips were soft and warm, leaving a trail of tingling skin in their wake. When she reached my chest, she paused to explore, her tongue tracing patterns that made me shiver.

“You taste good,” she murmured. “Salty. Clean.”

“Lower,” I suggested.

She grinned up at me and continued her descent.

Her mouth traced down my stomach. I could see her ears perking with each new sensation, her tail twitching behind her with building excitement. When she reached the waistband of my shorts, she hesitated.

“Can I?”

“Please.”

She tugged them down with eager hands. My cock sprang free, already hard, slapping against my stomach. She stared at it with undisguised fascination, her pupils dilating.

“It’s bigger than I expected,” she said. “I mean, I felt it inside me, but seeing it like this…” She wrapped her fingers around the shaft experimentally, feeling the heat, the weight. “It’s warm. And it’s twitching. Why is it twitching?”

“Because I want you very much.”

Her ears perked at that. “Good. I want you to want me.”

She lowered her head.

The first lick was tentative. An experimental swipe of her tongue across the head, catching the bead of precum that had formed there. I groaned at the contact. The texture was rougher than I expected, slightly raspy like a cat’s, creating sensations I’d never experienced before. She pulled back immediately, eyes wide.

“Did I hurt you?”

“The opposite. Your tongue feels… different. In the best way.”

“Oh.” A smile spread across her face. “Then I should do more of that.”

She licked again, more confident this time. That slightly rough texture dragged along my shaft, each pass creating friction that was uniquely Mika. When she dragged it along the sensitive underside from base to tip, my hips bucked involuntarily.

“You like that.” It wasn’t a question. Her tail was swishing rapidly now, pleased with her discovery. “What else do you like?”

“Take it in your mouth.”

She complied with enthusiasm.

The heat of her mouth engulfed me. Wet warmth surrounded my cock as her lips sealed around the head. She didn’t know technique, didn’t know the proper way to move or the ideal pressure to apply. What she had was eagerness and a willingness to experiment.

“Like this?” she asked, pulling back to speak, a string of saliva connecting her lips to my tip. She took me in again before I could respond, her tongue swirling.

“Deeper,” I managed.

She tried, gagging slightly as my cock hit the back of her throat, then pulled back with a determined expression. “I can do better.”

“You don’t have to…”

“I want to.” She took me again, deeper this time, her eyes watering but her expression triumphant as she forced herself down. I felt her throat constrict around my head. She held there for a moment, swallowing around me, then began to move.

The sensation was incredible. Her inexperience somehow made it better, every movement a discovery, every successful technique a victory she celebrated by doing it again. Her slightly rough tongue worked against the underside of my shaft as she bobbed her head, finding the spots that made me groan and focusing on them with single-minded intensity. Wet sounds filled the room as she sucked me.

“Questions,” she gasped, pulling back for air, her lips glistening. “Does it feel different when I do this…” She swirled her tongue around the swollen head, her rough texture teasing the sensitive ridge. “Versus this?” A long, slow lick from my balls up the entire length of my shaft to the tip.

“Both good. Different good.”

“Interesting.” She filed the information away and returned to her task.

Her ears were flat with concentration now, her tail twitching in patterns that matched her enthusiasm. One hand braced against my hip. The other wrapped around the base of my cock, stroking the slick shaft in time with her mouth, spreading her saliva. She was learning fast, finding a rhythm, her head bobbing steadily while her hand worked what her mouth couldn’t reach.

I threaded my fingers through her hair, feeling her purr start up around my cock. The vibration added another layer of sensation that made my toes curl.

“Getting close,” I warned her.

She didn’t stop. If anything, she intensified, her movements becoming faster, more urgent. Her cheeks hollowed with suction. Her eyes met mine, amber and adoring, silently urging me to let go.

I did.

The orgasm hit me like a wave. I groaned her name as the first thick pulse erupted into her mouth. She made a surprised sound, her eyes widening at the sudden flood, but didn’t pull away. Her throat worked as she swallowed, taking the first load down, then the second, her mouth filling faster than she could drink it down.

Some leaked from the corner of her lips, dripping down her chin. She swallowed again and again, her purring intensifying around my still-pulsing cock, milking every drop from me until I was empty and gasping.

When it was over, she sat back with a satisfied expression. Cum glistened on her lips, dripped from her chin. She caught a thick drop with her finger and tasted it, rolling it on her tongue.

“Salty,” she announced. “Warm. Kind of thick.” She licked her lips clean, her rough tongue collecting every trace. “I like it. I like knowing I made you feel that way.”

I was still catching my breath. “Glad you approve.”

“Can we do that again later?” Her tail wrapped around my leg possessively. “I want to get better at it. I noticed you reacted more when I did certain things. I want to figure out the perfect combination.”

“You’re going to study blowjobs?”

“I’m going to master them.” She grinned, fangs glinting. “For science.”

I laughed and pulled her up for a kiss. She tasted like me, which shouldn’t have been as arousing as it was.

“You’re incredible,” I told her.

“I know.” No false modesty. Pure feline confidence. “I’m yours, remember? That means I have to be the best at everything involving you.”

She settled against my chest, purring with satisfaction. Her collar was still on the nightstand. After a moment, she reached over and picked it up, clasping it back around her neck.

“There,” she said. “Back to normal.”

“Why did you take it off?”

“Because giving myself to you is different from belonging to you.” She touched the ribbon. “The collar means I’m yours always. Taking it off means I’m choosing to give you everything in that moment. It’s a… a surrender, I think. A complete one.”

I hadn’t designed that into her. She’d developed it on her own, created her own rituals and meanings for the symbols in her life.

She was growing. Becoming more than what I’d designed.

The system flickered in my peripheral vision.

[BOND UPDATE: MIKA] [BOND STRENGTH: 250 → 350 (Intimate)] [MILESTONE ACHIEVED: First Initiated Encounter] [COMPANION STATUS: DEVELOPING]

“It’s tracking again,” Mika groaned, seeing the notification. “I hate that thing.”

“At least it says you’re developing.”

“What does that even mean?”

“I think it means you’re growing as a person.”

She considered this, then smiled. “Good. I want to grow. I want to become someone worthy of you.”

“You already are.”

She kissed me again, soft and sweet, then curled against my side with a contented sigh.

Outside, through the bedroom window, I noticed something I’d been too distracted to see before.

A black sedan was parked on the street. Ordinary looking. Unremarkable. But it hadn’t been there yesterday, and something about the way it was positioned, facing my house, made my instincts prickle.

“What’s wrong?” Mika asked, feeling my tension.

“Probably nothing.” I kept my voice casual. “Just a car I don’t recognize.”

Her ears swiveled toward the window, alert. “Should I be worried?”

“No.” I kissed the top of her head. “Everything’s fine.”

But I made a mental note to keep watching.

The car was still there when I checked again an hour later. And the hour after that.

By evening, it was gone.

I told myself it was nothing. A neighbor’s guest. A delivery driver on break. Some perfectly mundane explanation.

But the prickling sensation didn’t go away.

Someone was watching.


Chapter 6: Thinking Bigger

The idea came to me on a Tuesday morning, while Mika was distracted by a documentary about deep sea fish.

I pulled up my system status, something I’d been doing more frequently since Mika’s creation.

[CREATION SYSTEM v1.0] [Creator Level: 2] [XP: 650/750] [BLUEPRINTS AVAILABLE: Enhanced Frame]

The Enhanced Frame blueprint had unlocked when I hit Level 2, but I hadn’t done anything with it yet. Now I found myself staring at it, processing what it meant.

The Enhanced Frame blueprint was different from the Basic Companion I’d used for Mika. The preview showed expanded customization options. Higher capacity for physical modifications. More extreme trait potential. The system described it as “designed for users who desire companions beyond standard human parameters.”

Beyond standard human parameters. My mind immediately went places.

“What’s that look?” Mika asked, her attention pulled from the screen by my expression.

“I unlocked a new blueprint.”

Her ears perked straight up. “Another companion? You’re going to make someone else?”

I hesitated. I hadn’t actually decided anything yet. But the possibility was there, glowing in my peripheral vision. Another creation. Another person.

“Would that bother you?” I asked carefully.

Mika tilted her head, considering. Her tail swished thoughtfully. “I don’t think so. I mean…” She looked down at her hands. “I love you. And I know you love me. But you have a lot of love. I can feel it through the bond. Making another companion doesn’t take any of that away from me.”

“You wouldn’t be jealous?”

“Of what?” She seemed genuinely confused by the concept. “You made me. You chose everything about me. If you make someone else, it’s because you want something I can’t give you. That’s not a failure on my part. That’s just… variety.” She grinned. “Besides, I’d like a sister. Someone who understands what it’s like to be me.”

Her acceptance was almost suspicious in its completeness. But I could feel through our bond that she was sincere. There was no resentment, no fear. Just curiosity about what kind of companion I might create next.

“What would you make?” she asked, climbing into my lap despite my attempts to actually work. “If you could have anything?”

I thought about it.

Mika was perfect for what she was. Playful, affectionate, enthusiastic. She fulfilled the fantasy of a cute catgirl companion, a loyal partner who adored me completely. But she was also petite, bounded by the parameters I’d set when I didn’t fully understand the system’s capabilities.

The Enhanced Frame offered something different. Something more.

“I’m not sure yet,” I said. “But I want to look at the options.”

She settled against me, content to watch while I explored.

The creation interface opened with its familiar array of sliders and customization options. But where Mika’s template had been relatively constrained, the Enhanced Frame was expansive. Height could go significantly taller. Proportions could be pushed into territory that would be impossible for a natural human body.

I started adjusting.

Height: 5’9”. Tall enough to be striking without being overwhelming. Someone who would turn heads when she walked into a room.

Build: The curves section offered options I hadn’t seen before. I found myself sliding the parameters higher. Fuller breasts. Wider hips. A narrow waist that emphasized the dramatic proportions above and below.

My brain kept telling me to dial it back, to be reasonable. My hands kept pushing the sliders further.

DD? The preview model looked impressive but not impossible. Higher? The chest grew more dramatically, straining against any imagined clothing.

I kept going.

Hair: Platinum blonde, long and wavy. The kind of hair that caught light and demanded attention.

Eyes: Ice blue, striking and clear. Expressive without being unnatural.

Face: Classical beauty. Full lips, high cheekbones, features that photographers would weep over.

When I finished the physical parameters, the preview model was breathtaking. Statuesque. Impossibly proportioned. The kind of woman who existed in fantasies and airbrushed magazine covers.

The kind of woman I’d dreamed about since puberty and never expected to actually meet.

“Wow,” Mika said, staring at the preview. “She’s… a lot.”

“Too much?”

“No, just… different from me.” She touched her own modest chest. “You like different things?”

“I like you exactly as you are,” I assured her. “This is just… exploring what’s possible.”

She accepted this with a nod and returned to watching.

The personality section came next. This was where things got complicated.

The Enhanced Frame offered additional parameters I hadn’t seen before. Not just personality traits, but deeper behavioral matrices. Love intensity. Desire intensity. Devotion settings.

I could set how much she would love me.

I could set how much she would want me.

The sliders went from 1 to 100. Default was somewhere in the middle, a moderate starting point that would develop naturally over time.

I looked at those sliders for a long moment.

Then I maxed them.

Love: 100. She would love me completely, immediately, from the moment she opened her eyes.

Sexual Desire: 100. She would want me constantly, intensely, without reservation.

Devotion: 100. I would be the center of her universe, the reason for her existence.

My finger hovered over the intelligence parameter. Maxing that too seemed wise. A beautiful idiot wasn’t appealing; a beautiful genius who was devoted to me was much more interesting.

Intelligence: 100.

While I was at it, I noticed an experimental feature in the physical modifications section. Something I’d glossed over with Mika’s design.

Lactation capability.

The description was clinical: “Enables functional mammary glands with customizable production parameters. Recommended for companions with enhanced chest proportions.”

I added it almost as an afterthought. Just for fun. Something unusual. Something that might be interesting to explore later.

The system accepted my additions without comment.

I scrolled through the remaining parameters, satisfied with my work. Most of them were set to reasonable defaults. Social awareness. Shame response. Behavioral restraint.

I didn’t adjust any of those. They seemed fine at their default values.

I didn’t notice that the default values were zero.

[DESIGN VERIFICATION: SASHA] [Physical Parameters: COMPLETE] [Personality Matrix: COMPLETE] [Special Features: LACTATION CAPABILITY ENABLED] [WARNING: Social Parameters Undefined - Defaulting to NULL]

The warning flashed briefly in my peripheral vision. I dismissed it without reading, too focused on the completed design.

“Sasha,” I said, naming her. “That feels right.”

“Sasha.” Mika tried the name. “I like it. When are you going to make her?”

“Soon. I want to make sure I’ve thought through everything first.”

The system saved my design with a cheerful ping.

[DESIGN SAVED: SASHA] [Blueprint: Enhanced Frame] [Estimated Fabrication Time: 8 hours 15 minutes] [WARNING: Review all parameters before confirming creation]

I nodded at the warning and closed the interface. There was time to review it later, to make sure I hadn’t missed anything important.

Right now, we had other problems.

“We’re out of tuna,” Mika announced, emerging from the kitchen with an empty can in her hand and tragedy in her eyes. “All of it. Gone.”

I’d been dreading this moment. Our pantry had been systematically stripped of anything fish-related, and no amount of explaining that she didn’t actually need to eat had convinced her to moderate consumption.

“We need to go shopping,” I said.

Her ears perked. “Shopping? Like… outside?”

“There’s a grocery store nearby. We could…”

“YES.” She was vibrating with excitement. “I want to see the outside! I’ve only seen it through windows and in the backyard. There’s more, right? So much more!”

I hesitated. Taking a catgirl to a public place was risky. But she’d been cooped up for weeks now, and her enthusiasm was infectious.

“We need to disguise your ears and tail,” I said.

Thirty minutes later, we had a solution of sorts. A beanie hat pulled low covered her ears, though they created suspicious bumps in the fabric. Her tail was tucked into a long skirt, creating an awkward bulge that she claimed was “barely noticeable.”

“You look like you’re smuggling something,” I told her.

“I am.” She grinned. “Myself.”

We took my car to the store.

Mika spent the entire drive with her face pressed against the window, drinking in the outside world with wonder. Every house, every tree, every passing car elicited a comment.

“That dog is very large.”

“Those children are very small.”

“Why is that man running? Is he being chased?”

“He’s jogging. For exercise.”

“Humans run on purpose? For fun?”

“Some humans, yes.”

“Why?”

I didn’t have a satisfying answer.

The grocery store was a temple of overwhelming stimulation. Mika froze in the entrance, her hidden ears swiveling beneath her beanie, her eyes darting in every direction at once.

“So many things,” she breathed. “So many colors. So many smells. Alex, there’s so much food.”

“This is a normal grocery store.”

“Normal?” She stared at me like I’d claimed the sky was green. “This is incredible. Humans just… walk in here and take whatever they want?”

“They pay for it.”

“With the paper you trade for things.”

“Yes, with money.”

She nodded, filing this information away, then immediately wandered toward the produce section with the focus of a predator scenting prey.

I followed, keeping close.

The first incident happened within thirty seconds. A fly buzzed past her face, and her head snapped to track it with inhuman speed. A nearby shopper startled at the movement.

“Sorry,” I said quickly. “Bug reflex.”

The shopper gave us a strange look and moved on.

Mika hadn’t noticed. She was now mesmerized by the apples, stacked in neat pyramids.

“They’re so red,” she marveled. “And round. All of them.” She reached toward the display.

“Don’t push them.”

Her hand froze mid-reach. “I wasn’t going to push them.”

“You absolutely were.”

Her ears twitched beneath the beanie. “…Maybe just one.”

“No.”

She sighed heavily but withdrew her hand.

We made it to the fish section without further incident. Mika’s entire demeanor changed the moment she saw the tuna aisle. Her pupils dilated. Her hidden tail began to thrash beneath her skirt. She made a sound that might have been a purr if she’d been less restrained.

“So much tuna,” she whispered reverently. “Alex. Look at all the tuna.”

“I see it.”

“Can we buy it?”

“Some of it.”

“All of it.”

“Mika, no.”

“But it’s RIGHT THERE.”

I loaded a dozen cans into our cart, which satisfied her enough to move on. She kept glancing back at the tuna aisle as we walked away, clearly mourning what we’d left behind.

The rest of the shopping trip was a gauntlet of near-disasters.

She shifted position three times in the bread aisle, following sunbeams through the skylights. Each time I caught her, she pretended she’d been looking at different products.

“You’re sunbeam chasing in public,” I hissed.

“I was comparing bread types.”

“You were standing in the light with your eyes closed.”

“…The bread types are very similar.”

A child dropped a toy ball, which rolled past us. Mika’s entire body coiled to pounce before I grabbed her arm.

“No.”

“But it’s moving.”

“It’s a child’s toy.”

“It’s still moving.”

I held onto her until the ball was retrieved, Mika’s muscles twitching with suppressed hunting instinct the entire time.

The checkout line was the final challenge. We were third in a row of customers when the automatic door slammed open behind us with a loud bang.

Mika hissed.

Full, feline, unmistakable hissing. Her hidden ears had gone flat, visible bumps in her beanie. Her body was coiled for fight or flight.

The cashier stared. The customer behind us stared. Even the security guard by the door paused his scrolling to stare.

Mika froze, realizing what she’d done.

“You didn’t see that,” she said firmly.

“It absolutely happened,” the person behind us said.

“Allergies,” I offered weakly. “She sneezes weird.”

We paid for our groceries and fled.

In the car, Mika slumped in her seat, her beanie askew and her dignity in shambles.

“That was horrible,” she moaned.

“It wasn’t that bad.”

“I hissed. In public. Like an actual cat.”

“The security guard thought it was funny.”

“That makes it worse.” She buried her face in her hands. “I’m never going outside again.”

“You had fun until the hissing.”

She peeked at me through her fingers. “…The tuna aisle was nice.”

“We can go back. We just need to practice more first.”

Her tail, freed from the skirt now that we were in the privacy of the car, began to swish hopefully. “Practice not hissing?”

“Practice all of it. The instincts, the movement tracking, the sunbeam thing. You can learn to control them.”

“You really think so?”

“I know so. You’re already better than you were the first week.”

She considered this, then slowly smiled. “Okay. I’ll practice. For the tuna.”

“For the tuna,” I agreed.

We drove home with a trunk full of groceries and plans for better public appearances.

In my peripheral vision, the notification for Sasha’s design still waited patiently.

I’d activate her fabrication tomorrow, I decided. After I’d reviewed all the parameters one more time. After I was absolutely certain I hadn’t missed anything important.

The warning about null social parameters had already faded from my memory.

When we got home, I spent an hour organizing the groceries while Mika devoted herself to opening a tuna can and devouring its contents. Her pleasure was infectious. The simple joy she found in eating fish, the way her whole body relaxed into contentment.

I’d created that. I’d given her the capacity for that happiness.

And soon, I’d create someone else. Someone different. Someone who would expand our little family in ways I couldn’t yet predict.

The Enhanced Frame blueprint pulsed in my awareness, waiting.


Chapter 7: Sister Arrives

I initiated the fabrication sequence the next morning.

The garage transformed the same way it had for Mika. Clutter slid aside. The workbench cleared itself. That familiar blue-white energy field materialized in the air, pulsing with potential.

But where Mika’s creation had taken about five hours, the system estimated eight for Sasha. The Enhanced Frame was more complex, more demanding. More ambitious.

Mika sat beside me on my workshop stool, watching with fascination.

“Does it hurt?” she asked. “Being made?”

“I don’t think so. You don’t remember pain from it, do you?”

She shook her head. “I don’t remember anything before waking up. Just… darkness, and then your face.” Her tail swished thoughtfully. “Do you think she’ll remember me? From before she’s conscious?”

“I don’t know how it works exactly. But I don’t think so.”

“That’s a little sad.” Mika tilted her head. “What if she wakes up scared? Not knowing anyone?”

“She’ll know me. The bond initializes during fabrication.”

“But she won’t know me.” Mika’s ears drooped slightly. “I want her to know me. I want her to like me.”

I pulled her into a one-armed hug. “She will. Just give her time.”

We watched together as the fabrication progressed.

The skeletal framework came first, as it had with Mika. But where Mika’s had been petite and compact, Sasha’s was taller, the proportions more dramatic. The bones seemed to glow from within as they assembled, forming a frame that would support curves I’d only dreamed about.

Muscles layered next. More of them than Mika had, distributed across a larger frame. The system was building strength into her, even though I hadn’t specifically requested it. Apparently the Enhanced Frame included certain defaults.

Then skin. Flawless and fair, spreading over the developing body like paint flowing across canvas. No freckles like Mika. No small imperfections. Just smooth, perfect skin that seemed to glow with health.

The face took shape. Those features I’d designed with trembling fingers. Full lips. High cheekbones. A face that belonged on magazine covers.

And then her chest developed.

I’d maxed the slider. I’d known, intellectually, what that would mean. But seeing it materialize was different. The curves swelled outward, larger than any natural woman could possess and maintain. Breasts that defied gravity, full and round, with large pink nipples that were already clearly defined.

Mika stared openly. “Those are… very big.”

“Yes.”

“Like, really big.”

“Yes.”

“Did you mean to make them that big?”

“Yes.”

She looked at me with something between amusement and curiosity. “Huh.”

The rest of Sasha’s body completed as we watched. Wide hips balancing those impossible breasts. A narrow waist that emphasized both. Long legs that seemed to go on forever. Platinum blonde hair cascading down her back in waves.

She was a fantasy given form. A dream made flesh.

And she was about to wake up.

[FABRICATION: 100% COMPLETE] [CONSCIOUSNESS CRYSTALLIZATION: IN PROGRESS] [ESTIMATED TIME TO AWAKENING: 4 MINUTES]

“I should get her clothes,” I said, suddenly realizing I’d made no preparations.

“Do you have anything that would fit those?” Mika gestured at Sasha’s chest.

Good point. “Maybe one of my button-downs?”

“She’ll pop the buttons.”

“Then maybe just a sheet for now.”

I grabbed a spare bedsheet from the closet, but by the time I returned, her eyes were already opening.

Ice blue. Bright and clear and immediately focused on me with laser intensity.

She smiled.

That smile hit me like a physical force. It was radiant. Adoring. The expression of someone who had just found everything they’d ever wanted.

“You’re him,” she breathed. “You’re mine.”

She sat up in a single fluid motion, reaching for me before she was fully upright. Her arms wrapped around my neck. Her generous breasts pressed against my chest, soft and warm and impossible to ignore. Her face was inches from mine.

“I love you,” she said, like it was the simplest truth in the universe. “I love you. I’ve always loved you. Since before I was.”

Then she tried to kiss me.

I managed to turn my head just enough that she caught my cheek instead of my mouth. Her lips were soft, warm, and persistent. When I gently pushed her back, she looked at me with confusion.

“What’s wrong? Don’t you want me?”

“Sasha, slow down.”

“Why?” She genuinely didn’t understand. “I want you. I can tell you want me too. Why aren’t we already…” She trailed off, glancing down between us, where my body was definitely responding to her proximity.

“Because we need to talk first. There are things you need to understand.”

“Sister!” Mika bounded over, her previous uncertainty apparently forgotten. “You’re awake! I’m Mika! I’m your sister! Well, not biologically, but we both came from Alex so that makes us sisters, right?”

Sasha blinked at the catgirl, processing this new information. “Hello, Mika. You have ears on your head.”

“And a tail!” Mika swished it proudly. “Alex made me first. A few weeks ago. You’re number two. Which isn’t worse, just different. I’m sure you’re going to be great.”

Sasha absorbed this, then turned back to me. “You made her. And now you’ve made me. Does that mean…” She looked at Mika, then back at me. “You have two of us?”

“Yes?”

Her smile returned, even brighter than before. “Good. More people to love you. You deserve all the love.”

She tried to kiss me again. I had to physically hold her at arm’s length.

“Sasha. Please. I need you to listen.”

“I’m listening.” She was definitely not listening. Her attention was entirely focused on trying to close the distance between us, her body squirming in my grip.

“You need clothes.”

She looked down at herself as if just noticing her nudity. “Why?”

“Because humans wear clothes.”

“But I’m not human.” She tilted her head, genuinely puzzled. “And you’ve seen all of this already. You designed it. Why would you hide it?”

From behind me, Mika started laughing. The sound built from a snicker to a full belly laugh, tears forming at the corners of her eyes.

“Alex,” she managed between giggles, “did you forget to give her shame?”

I froze.

The social parameters. The ones I’d left at default. The ones I hadn’t adjusted because they seemed fine.

Zero. All of them. Zero.

“Oh no,” I said.

“Oh yes,” Mika wheezed. “This is amazing. She doesn’t even know why she’d wear clothes.”

Sasha watched our exchange with patient confusion. “I don’t understand. Can someone explain what’s funny?”

“Nothing’s funny,” I said quickly. “We just need to establish some ground rules.”

“Rules about clothes?”

“Rules about… a lot of things.”

She considered this, then nodded agreeably. “Okay. I’ll follow any rules you give me. Because I love you. And I want to make you happy.” She paused. “Can we have sex now?”

Mika collapsed against the workbench, completely incapacitated by laughter.

“Not yet,” I said firmly. “First, clothes. Then food. Then talking.”

“But I want you now.” There was no petulance in her voice. Just straightforward statement of fact. “I want you so much it hurts. Not bad hurt. Good hurt. Aching hurt. Like there’s a hollow space inside me that only you can fill.”

The way she said it, earnest and innocent and completely without guile, made my heart clench.

“I know,” I said gently. “I designed you to feel that way. And I’m sorry it’s so intense. But we’re going to go slowly, okay? Learn each other first.”

“Learn?” Her eyes lit up. “You want to teach me things? Like what you like? How to please you?”

“Like… everything. Human customs. Social rules. How to exist in the world.”

“I don’t care about the world.” She reached for my hand, her fingers intertwining with mine. “I only care about you.”

I was beginning to understand the scope of my mistake.

I’d maxed her devotion, her love, her desire. And I’d zeroed out her restraint, her shame, her social awareness. I hadn’t created a companion with balanced emotional parameters.

I’d created an obsessive devotee who literally could not understand why we weren’t having sex every second of every day.

The system pinged in my peripheral vision.

[CREATION COMPLETE: SASHA] [BOND INITIALIZED: 250/1000 (Familiar)] [NOTE: Bond Strength elevated due to MAXED Devotion Parameters] [NOTE: Social Restraint Parameters: NULL] [NOTE: Shame Response: NULL] [NOTE: Sexual Inhibition: NULL] [CREATOR LEVEL: 2 → 3] [XP: 0/1000]

Mika had finally recovered enough to breathe normally. She wiped tears from her eyes and grinned at Sasha with genuine warmth.

“Okay, new sister. First lesson. Humans wear clothes because it’s considered rude to show their bodies to everyone.”

Sasha frowned. “Why is it rude?”

“I don’t really know. Something about not distracting people? And keeping them guessing about what’s underneath?”

“But Alex has already seen what’s underneath. He made what’s underneath.”

“Right, but other people haven’t. And they’re not supposed to.”

Sasha processed this. “So I should hide my body from other people, but not from Alex?”

“Sort of? You should wear clothes around Alex too, usually, but you can take them off when you’re being intimate with him.”

“When can I be intimate with him?”

“When he says it’s okay.”

Sasha turned to me immediately. “Is it okay now?”

“Not yet.”

Her face fell. Actually fell, like a child denied a treat. Her lower lip even trembled slightly.

“But I want to,” she whispered.

I’d never felt like more of a monster.

“Soon,” I promised. “Just let me get you settled first.”

We spent the next hour on basic orientation. I found my largest t-shirt for her to wear, which clung to her chest obscenely and barely reached the top of her thighs. She didn’t understand why I was embarrassed about this. She didn’t understand embarrassment at all.

She also didn’t understand why she couldn’t sit in my lap during our orientation session. Or why she couldn’t kiss me whenever she wanted. Or why her hand wandering to the front of my pants was “not appropriate right now.”

“But you want me to touch you there,” she said reasonably. “I can tell. Why won’t you let me?”

“Because we’re in the middle of a conversation.”

“We can have the conversation after.”

“The conversation is important.”

“More important than making love?”

I didn’t have a good answer for that. Nothing felt more important to her than physical connection. The urgency in her eyes, the constant seeking of contact, the way her whole being oriented toward me like a flower toward the sun.

Mika helped where she could, explaining human concepts that Sasha simply hadn’t been given the framework to understand. But even Mika’s patience was tested, and she kept dissolving into giggles at Sasha’s genuinely baffled responses.

“You can’t just ask people to mate with you,” she explained for the third time, barely keeping a straight face.

“Why not? Isn’t that more efficient than waiting?”

“Humans like the waiting. It builds… anticipation. Makes the actual mating better.”

“That seems counterproductive.” Sasha’s ice-blue eyes were earnest. “If you want something, why not pursue it immediately?”

“Because society has rules.”

“I don’t care about society.”

“I know, that’s the problem.”

By mid-afternoon, we’d covered the absolute basics. Clothes required in public. No propositioning strangers. Food was eaten at designated times. Bathrooms existed and should be used.

Sasha absorbed it all with dutiful attention, eager to please even when she didn’t understand. Her desire to make me happy was the lever that made any progress possible.

“If wearing clothes makes you happy,” she said, tugging at the hem of her shirt, “I’ll wear clothes. Even though I think my body is more appealing without them.”

“Thank you, Sasha.”

She beamed at the praise, her temperature literally rising. I could feel the heat radiating from her skin when she leaned against me.

That was another thing. She ran hot. Noticeably warmer than either Mika or myself. When I’d checked her parameters, the system had noted “elevated baseline temperature” as a default feature of the Enhanced Frame.

“Why am I so warm?” she’d asked when she noticed me noticing.

“It’s how you were made.”

“Is it bad?”

“No, it’s nice actually.” I’d meant it casually, but she’d glowed with pleasure at the compliment.

Everything was a compliment to her. Every word I spoke was precious. Every touch was heaven. Every moment of attention was a gift she accepted with overwhelming gratitude.

It was flattering. It was also exhausting.

“I need to use the bathroom,” I announced around four o’clock.

Sasha started to rise. “I’ll come with you.”

“No, Sasha.”

Her face fell again. “But I want to be near you.”

“Bathrooms are private. We talked about this.”

“I know, but…” She struggled to articulate something. “When you’re not near me, it hurts. Not bad hurt. Empty hurt. Like part of me is missing.”

Mika looked at me with sympathy. She’d experienced that initial intensity too, though hers had been less extreme. The bond created a pull that new companions felt acutely.

“I’ll only be five minutes,” I said. “Mika will keep you company.”

Sasha looked at the catgirl uncertainly. “Will she tell me about you? About what you like?”

Mika grinned. “Oh, I’ll tell you lots of things.”

I fled to the bathroom before I could hear what those things were.

When I emerged, the two of them were huddled together on the couch, Mika speaking in animated whispers while Sasha listened with rapt attention. They both looked up at my entrance, one set of amber eyes and one set of ice-blue regarding me with different flavors of adoration.

“Mika was explaining heat cycles,” Sasha announced. “I don’t think I have those, but she says the desire I feel constantly is similar.”

“Probably the maxed parameters,” Mika said. “You’re basically always in heat. Just less overwhelming than the real thing, maybe?”

“It feels pretty overwhelming,” Sasha admitted. She was looking at me again, that intense focus that made my skin tingle. “Alex, I’ve been patient. I’ve learned about clothes and bathrooms and waiting. Can we please…” She trailed off, her meaning clear.

Every responsible instinct told me to wait. To establish firmer boundaries. To make her earn this moment longer.

But she’d been conscious for eight hours, and every one of those hours had been spent fighting her fundamental nature. She was trying so hard, for me, because I’d asked her to.

“Okay,” I said. “But we’re going slowly. And if I say stop, we stop.”

Her face transformed. Pure joy. Pure relief. She was off the couch before I finished speaking, pressing herself against me, her lips finding mine.

The kiss was hungry. Desperate. Months of desire compressed into hours, released in a single moment of contact. Her tongue invaded my mouth immediately, no hesitation, no restraint. Her hands gripped my shirt like she was afraid I’d disappear.

I had to physically push her back to breathe.

“Slowly,” I reminded her.

“Yes. Slowly.” She visibly forced herself to calm. “Teach me. I want to learn what you like.”

Mika was watching from the couch, her tail swishing with amusement. “Want me to give you privacy?”

“No,” I said immediately. “Stay. In case I need… help.”

Mika’s grin widened. “Help with what?”

“Managing.”

Sasha had already removed her shirt. Her massive breasts spilled free, perfect and gravity-defying, nipples already hard. She stood there without a trace of self-consciousness, offering herself to me with open arms.

“Please,” she said. “I’ve been waiting. I need you.”

I closed the distance between us.

Her skin was hot against my palms when I touched her waist. She shivered despite the warmth, her breath catching at the simple contact. Her eyes dropped to my hands, watching them with something like reverence.

“Your hands,” she breathed. “The hands that made me. I’ve been wanting them on me since I woke up.” She pressed herself more firmly against my palms. “They’re strong. Capable. The hands of a creator.”

“You’re touching me,” she whispered. “Finally. Finally you’re touching me.”

I kissed her again, slower this time. Teaching her patience even as her body strained against mine. Her massive breasts pressed against my chest, soft and impossibly full, the heat of them radiating through my shirt. I could feel her nipples, already hard, poking against me.

My hands explored her back, her sides, deliberately avoiding the obvious targets. She whimpered with frustration but didn’t push. Didn’t demand. She was letting me lead, trusting me to give her what she needed in my own time.

Good girl, I thought. Learning already.

When my hands finally cupped her breasts, she cried out. Just that simple touch was enough to make her knees buckle. The weight of them filled my palms, warm and heavy and impossibly soft. I had to catch her, holding her up while she trembled.

“So sensitive,” I murmured, rolling her nipples gently between my fingers.

“I didn’t know,” she gasped. “I didn’t know it would feel like this. Every nerve is on fire. Please, more, I need more…”

I guided her to the couch, Mika scooting aside to make room. Sasha lay back willingly, her platinum hair spreading across the cushions, her impossible body displayed for my appreciation. Her massive breasts pooled slightly to the sides, her pink nipples pointing at the ceiling, her skin flushed with arousal.

“You’re beautiful,” I told her.

Tears formed in her eyes. “You made me beautiful. For you. All of this is for you.”

I lowered my mouth to her chest.

The moment my lips touched her nipple, she screamed.

Not a scream of pain. A scream of overwhelming sensation. Her back arched off the couch. Her hands gripped my hair, not pushing, just holding on. Her whole body shuddered, her massive tits quivering with the movement.

“Alex! Oh god, Alex, that’s… I didn’t know… please don’t stop…”

I didn’t stop.

I worshipped her chest with my mouth and hands, learning her responses, discovering what made her gasp versus what made her scream. Her full breasts were impossibly sensitive. Each lick across her swollen nipple, each hard suck that pulled the stiff peak into my mouth, each gentle bite that made her cry out sent tremors through her entire body. I traced the heavy curve of one breast while suckling at the other, feeling her heat radiate against my face.

When I noticed something wet against my lips, I pulled back to look.

A bead of milk had formed at her nipple. White and glistening, slowly trickling down the generous curve of her breast.

“What…” She looked down, confused. “Is something wrong with me?”

“No.” I caught the droplet with my tongue. Sweet. Warm. Rich. “This is something I designed. Just for fun. I didn’t realize it would activate so quickly.”

“You made me produce milk?” She stared at her own body in wonder, watching another drop form at the nipple I wasn’t attending. “Why?”

“Because I wanted to.”

Her expression softened. “Then I’m glad. If it’s what you wanted.” She looked up at me with complete trust. “Taste more. Please. It feels so good when you do. Every suck goes straight to my core.”

I obliged, latching onto her nipple properly this time and drawing her milk out in steady pulls.

From the other end of the couch, Mika made a small sound. I glanced over to find her watching with undisguised fascination, her own breathing quickened, her hand pressed between her thighs, her tail twitching.

“Sorry,” she said, not sounding sorry at all. “It’s the sister-bond. I can feel what she feels. A little. When you suck, I feel an echo of it in my chest.”

Interesting. I filed that information away for later.

Sasha was lost in sensation beneath me, her body writhing, her hips grinding against nothing, seeking friction. Milk was flowing freely now as I nursed from first one heavy breast then the other, sweet warmth flooding my mouth. Each draw of my mouth made her moan. Each moment of suction sent pleasure straight to her core. Her thighs were pressed together, her body desperately seeking release.

“Alex,” she gasped. “Something’s happening. Something’s building in my stomach. Like what Mika described but I don’t know if I can… if I… it’s so intense…”

Her whole body was trembling, her temperature spiking beneath my hands, heat radiating from her skin. The intensity was overwhelming her. She needed release, and her body was on the verge of giving it to her just from the stimulation to her breasts.

I pulled back.

“Alex?” Her voice was desperate, confused. “Why did you stop? I was so close to… to something…”

“I know.” I kissed her forehead, her cheek, the corner of her mouth. “But not yet. Not tonight.”

“But I want…” She tried to pull me back, her hands gripping my shirt with surprising strength.

“Tomorrow,” I promised. “Tomorrow I’m going to show you everything. What your body can do. How good it can feel. But tonight, I want you to wait. To think about it. To feel that anticipation building.”

She stared at me with those ice-blue eyes, processing this. “Is this… one of the human rules? About waiting?”

“Something like that.” I brushed a strand of platinum hair from her face. “Mika told you about anticipation, remember? How waiting makes things better?”

“I remember. I didn’t understand it.”

“You will. Tomorrow.”

She whimpered softly, her body still trembling with unspent need. But she didn’t fight me. If I wanted her to wait, she would wait. Because I’d asked.

“Promise?” she whispered.

“Promise.”

From across the room, Mika was watching with knowing eyes, her tail swishing slowly. She understood what I was doing. Building the moment. Making tomorrow something Sasha would never forget.

I guided Sasha to sit up, finding her discarded shirt and helping her into it. The fabric clung to her chest, damp in places where milk had leaked. She didn’t seem to notice or care.

“Let’s get you settled,” I said. “Food. Rest. And tomorrow…”

“Tomorrow,” she repeated, the word becoming a talisman. A promise.

We stayed together as the sun set outside, Sasha pressed against my side, her temperature slowly returning to normal. Her body was calmer now, the edge taken off even without full release. But I could feel her anticipation humming through the bond.

I looked at the two women curled against me. Mika on one side, purring contentedly. Sasha on the other, still warm, still wanting, trusting me to deliver on my promise.

Tomorrow was going to be interesting.

I fell asleep with a smile on my face.

I shouldn’t have.


Chapter 8: Sasha’s Debut

Living with Sasha was like living with a very beautiful, very persistent natural disaster.

She didn’t understand the word “later.” She didn’t comprehend the concept of “not right now.” And she absolutely could not fathom why, when two people wanted each other, they wouldn’t immediately act on that desire regardless of context.

“But you’re just talking to the computer,” she said, leaning over my shoulder while I was on a video call with my project manager. “We could be doing something much better with our time.”

I muted myself just in time. My project manager was mid-sentence about sprint velocity.

“Sasha. Meeting. Important.”

“More important than this?” She pressed her chest against my back, the heat of her body radiating through my shirt. Her heavy breasts flattened against me, soft and warm and incredibly distracting.

“Yes,” I hissed. “Go. Away.”

She pouted but retreated. I unmuted myself and pretended I’d been listening the whole time.

This happened three times a day. Minimum.

Mika found the whole situation hilarious. She’d taken to following Sasha around, watching her attempts to understand human social norms with the fascination of someone observing a nature documentary.

“You can’t ask the mailman if he wants to mate,” Mika explained after a particularly mortifying incident.

“Why not?” Sasha’s confusion was genuine. “He seemed interested. His pupils dilated when he looked at me.”

“His pupils dilated because you were naked.”

“I forgot the clothes rule. Is that bad?”

“He dropped our packages and ran away.”

“That seems like an overreaction.”

I had to agree with her on that one, though I kept the opinion to myself. The mailman had indeed run away. Our packages were scattered across the front porch. I’d found a shoe he’d apparently lost in his haste to escape.

“Humans have complicated feelings about nudity,” Mika tried to explain. “It’s not just about what’s showing. It’s about who’s allowed to see.”

“But why?”

“I don’t know. They just do.”

Sasha processed this with the intense concentration she applied to all new information. She genuinely wanted to understand. She wasn’t being defiant or rebellious. She simply lacked the framework that everyone else took for granted.

“So the mailman shouldn’t see me naked,” she said slowly, “but Alex should?”

“Exactly.”

“What about you?”

“I’m… different. We’re sisters.”

“So sisters can see each other naked?”

“I think so?”

Sasha nodded, filing this away. “What about strangers at the grocery store?”

“Definitely not.”

“What about neighbors?”

“Also not.”

“What about the man who came to read the electric meter?”

Mika looked at me with growing horror. “Sasha, did you flash the meter reader?”

“I don’t know what ‘flash’ means. But I opened the door without clothes because it was hot inside and I didn’t think about it.”

I buried my face in my hands.

The meter reader had apparently fled without completing his job. Our electric company had left three voicemails asking if everything was “okay at the residence” and whether we needed “assistance of any kind.”

“I’ll wear clothes all the time,” Sasha said, seeing my distress. “I don’t understand why, but if it makes you happy, I’ll do it.”

“Thank you.”

“Can we have sex now?”

“It’s ten in the morning.”

“Is that not a good time? Mika said morning was good for sex.”

Mika held up her hands. “I said I liked morning cuddles. Cuddles.”

“Cuddling leads to sex,” Sasha said reasonably. “Therefore morning is good for sex.”

I couldn’t fault her logic. That was the frustrating thing about Sasha. She was genuinely intelligent, as I’d designed her to be. She could construct perfectly valid arguments for why any given moment was appropriate for physical intimacy. She just lacked the social intuition that would tell her those arguments weren’t welcome during breakfast.

“Tonight,” I said. “I promise. Tonight we’ll… spend time together.”

Joy spread across her features. “Really? You promise?”

“I promise.”

“What kind of time? The kind where you touch me until I make those sounds? Or the kind where I touch you? Or the kind where…”

“Sasha.”

“Sorry.” She wasn’t sorry. “I’ll wait. I’ll be patient. I’ll wear clothes and not answer the door and not proposition you during your work boxes.”

“Thank you.”

She beamed at me, then turned and walked away, her hips swaying in that impossible way that was probably genetic. Or programmed. Or whatever you called it when a synthetic being had movements designed to be maximally attractive.

Mika sidled up beside me once Sasha was out of earshot.

“You’re going to have to give her something,” she said quietly. “The wanting doesn’t go away. Believe me. At least with my heat cycle, there are breaks. She’s like that all the time.”

“I know.”

“I’m not jealous, by the way. I can feel through the bond that she’s hurting. Waiting is genuinely painful for her.”

I looked at Mika with new appreciation. She’d come so far from those first confused days. Now she was the one explaining human concepts to her sister, navigating social situations, even advocating for Sasha’s needs.

“When did you get so mature?” I asked.

Her tail swished with pleased embarrassment. “I had a good teacher.”

That evening, I made good on my promise.

Sasha had been patient all day. Painfully patient. She’d worn clothes without complaint. She’d stayed off-camera during my meetings. She’d eaten dinner without once suggesting we could be doing something better with our mouths.

The restraint was visible. Her temperature was elevated even higher than usual, heat radiating from her skin. Her ice-blue eyes tracked my every movement with desperate focus. Her hands kept reaching toward me, then stopping themselves, then clenching in her lap.

When I finally said “Now,” she almost cried.

“Really?” Her voice cracked. “You mean it?”

“I mean it. Come here.”

She launched herself at me.

The impact staggered us both onto the bed. She was already pulling at my clothes, her fingers trembling with urgency. Her mouth found mine, desperate and hungry, kissing me like she’d been starving and I was sustenance.

“Wait,” I managed between kisses. “Slow down.”

“I can’t.” Tears were forming in her eyes. “I’ve been waiting all day. I’ve been waiting since I woke up. Please, Alex. Please let me show you how much I want you.”

The desperation in her voice undid me.

“Show me,” I said.

She dropped to her knees so fast I worried she’d bruise. Her hands found my belt, working it open with single-minded focus. When she freed my cock, already hard and throbbing from her attention, she stared at it with something approaching religious devotion.

“I’ve been thinking about this,” she whispered. “All day. What it would feel like. What it would taste like.” She looked up at me, ice-blue eyes swimming with tears of relief. “Can I? Please?”

I nodded.

Her mouth was hot.

That was the first thing I registered. Noticeably warmer than Mika’s had been, warmer than any human mouth should be. The heat enveloped me as she took my cock between her lips, wet warmth surrounding my shaft that made my knees nearly buckle. It was like dipping into a hot bath.

She had no technique. No experience. What she had was overwhelming enthusiasm and a desperate need to please. Her full lips stretched around me, her tongue lapping eagerly at my underside.

“Like this?” she asked, pulling back to speak, saliva glistening on her lips, then immediately taking me in again. “Is this good? Tell me what you like. I want to learn everything.”

I threaded my fingers through her platinum hair. “Deeper.”

She tried. Gagged as my cock hit the back of her throat. Pulled back with a determined expression, a thick strand of spit connecting us.

“Again,” she said. “I can do better.”

She took me deeper this time, forcing herself down, her throat working around me, constricting, swallowing. Her eyes watered but never broke contact with mine. The sensation was incredible. The heat, the tightness, the absolute devotion in her gaze as she choked herself on my cock.

“That’s it,” I groaned. “Just like that.”

She preened at the praise, somehow managing to smile even with her mouth full. Her tongue worked against me as she bobbed her head, learning quickly what made me react, repeating those movements with single-minded focus. Wet, slurping sounds filled the room.

But I didn’t want to finish in her mouth. Not tonight. Not when there was so much more to explore.

“Stop,” I commanded.

She pulled off immediately, looking up at me with confusion and a hint of fear, her lips glistening and swollen. “Did I do something wrong?”

“No. I want something else.”

I pulled her to her feet, then pushed her back onto the bed. Her shirt was gone in seconds, those massive breasts spilling free, jiggling from the motion, already flushed and heaving. Her nipples were hard pink points, the areolas puffy and darkened with arousal.

“You’re so beautiful,” I told her, and watched her temperature literally rise at the compliment. The heat radiating from her intensified, a physical manifestation of her pleasure. I could see the air shimmer slightly around her skin.

“You made me beautiful,” she breathed. “For you. All of this is yours.”

I lowered my mouth to her chest.

The sounds she made were extraordinary. Every lick across her sensitive flesh produced a gasp. Every suck on her swollen nipple produced a moan. When I circled one stiff peak with my tongue, she arched off the bed with a cry that probably woke the neighbors.

“Alex! Oh god, that’s… I can’t… it’s too much…”

It wasn’t too much. I’d designed her to be hypersensitive, and I intended to explore exactly what that meant.

I focused on her left breast first, worshipping it with lips and tongue while my hand kneaded the heavy right one. She writhed beneath me, her massive tits moving with every breath, every shudder, soft flesh spilling between my fingers. When I switched sides, drawing her right nipple into my mouth and sucking hard, she actually sobbed with pleasure.

“Please,” she begged. “Please, I need… I don’t know what I need but I need something…”

Milk was beading at her nipples now. White droplets forming on those puffy pink tips, trickling down the generous curves of her breasts. The sight was impossibly erotic. I’d designed this. I’d made her capable of this.

I latched onto her nipple and sucked.

Sweet warmth flooded my mouth, coating my tongue. She screamed.

“What’s happening?” she gasped. “What are you… oh god, that feels… don’t stop, please don’t stop…”

I nursed from her, drawing out the milk in rhythmic pulses while she convulsed beneath me. Each draw sent visible shivers through her body, her back arching, her hands gripping my head. Each swallow intensified her moans. The milk was sweet, warm, and endless. Her breasts seemed to let down more the harder I suckled.

“I’m going to…” she panted. “Something’s building… Alex, I think I’m going to…”

She came from breast stimulation alone. Her whole body seized, her massive tits heaving, milk spurting from the nipple I wasn’t drinking from. But I didn’t stop. I kept suckling, kept drinking, my mouth filling with her sweetness, extending her orgasm until she was shaking and sobbing and begging for mercy.

Only then did I pull back to admire my work. Her chest was heaving, both nipples leaking white trails down the curves of her breasts, her skin flushed pink and radiating heat like a furnace.

“More,” she pleaded. “I want more. I want to feel you inside me.”

I positioned myself between her legs. She was soaked, her arousal glistening on her folds, dripping onto the sheets beneath her. When I ran my fingers through her wet slit, parting her swollen lips, she bucked against my hand.

“Please. Please, I’ve been waiting. I’ve wanted this since I first opened my eyes.”

I gripped her hips and lined myself up, dragging my cock through her slickness. She whimpered at the tease. Then I pushed inside.

The heat was intense. Her elevated body temperature made her feel like a furnace around my cock, her pussy wet and tight and almost unbearably warm. Her inner walls gripped me, pulled me deeper. Her ice-blue eyes went wide as I filled her inch by inch.

“Oh,” she breathed. “Oh, that’s… you’re so deep… I can feel every inch of you. You’re stretching me. I didn’t know it could feel like this.”

I gave her a moment to adjust. She didn’t want a moment.

“Move,” she demanded, her hips already rolling beneath me, her pussy clenching around my shaft. “Please, Alex. I need you to move.”

I obliged.

The rhythm built quickly. She was too desperate for slow, her body demanding more with every thrust. I pulled back, feeling her tight heat grip me, then drove forward again. The wet sounds of our fucking filled the room. Her legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me deeper with every stroke. Her nails raked down my back, leaving trails of heat.

“Harder,” she gasped. “Please, harder. I can take it. I want to feel you for days.”

I gripped her wide hips and gave her what she wanted. Pounding into her, the bed creaking beneath us, my cock plunging deep into her furnace-hot pussy.

The bed protested beneath us. Sasha didn’t care. She was lost in sensation, her massive tits bouncing wildly with every impact, slapping together, milk still leaking from her nipples. Her moans built to screams. Her temperature kept climbing, sweat forming on both of us from the heat she radiated.

“I’m close,” she panted. “Alex, I’m so close. Please, I need…”

I reached between us, finding her swollen clit. One firm circle and she shattered.

Her orgasm triggered her milk again. White streams spurted from both nipples, spraying across her chest, as her whole body convulsed. Her pussy clamped down on me so hard I couldn’t hold back, her walls rippling, milking my cock. I buried myself deep and let go, my cock pulsing, flooding her with thick ropes of cum. Pulse after pulse, filling her burning-hot pussy while she screamed my name.

“Yes! Oh god, yes! I can feel you coming inside me. So much. So hot. Fill me up, Alex, give me all of it!”

We came together, her body milking every drop from me, the heat of her almost overwhelming. Her pussy kept clenching, kept squeezing, drawing out my orgasm until I was empty and gasping.

When it finally ended, we collapsed together in a sweaty, milk-splattered heap. My cum was already leaking out of her, mixing with her arousal on the sheets.

“That was…” Sasha couldn’t find words. “Can we do that again?”

I laughed despite myself. “Give me a few minutes.”

“How many minutes?”

“Sasha.”

She grinned unrepentantly. “I’m just asking.”

Mika appeared in the doorway, her ears perked forward and her tail swishing. “I felt that through the bond. The whole thing.”

“Sorry,” Sasha said, not sounding sorry at all. “Was it too loud?”

“Not the sound. The feelings. When you two are…” She gestured vaguely. “I feel it too. Like an echo.”

This was new information. The sister-bond between them apparently transmitted more than just emotional states.

“Is that uncomfortable?” I asked.

Mika considered. “Not exactly. More like… being hungry when you’re not hungry. If that makes sense.”

“I don’t think anything about our situation makes sense.”

She laughed and climbed onto the bed with us, curling up against my other side. Sasha shifted to make room, and suddenly I had two beautiful women pressed against me, both radiating satisfaction.

“You smell like her,” Mika noted, sniffing my chest.

“I smell like milk.”

“That too.” She didn’t seem bothered. If anything, she seemed curious. “Can I taste?”

Before I could answer, she leaned over and licked a droplet of milk from my collarbone. Her eyes widened.

“Oh. That’s… actually really good.”

Sasha beamed. “I know, right? Alex designed me to make it.”

“Can I have more?”

“Help yourself.”

What followed was possibly the strangest bonding experience I’d ever witnessed. Mika tentatively nursing from Sasha while Sasha stroked her hair and made encouraging sounds. Two synthetic beings I’d created, sharing intimacy I’d never designed, developing connections I hadn’t anticipated.

The system appeared in my peripheral display.

[BOND UPDATE: SASHA] [BOND STRENGTH: 250 → 400 (Intimate)] [TRAIT DISCOVERED: Hypersensitive] [TRAIT CONFIRMED: Elevated Temperature] [TRAIT CONFIRMED: Lactation Capability (Active)] [TRAIT CONFIRMED: No Restraint Parameters] [NOTE: Companion displays strong bonding behaviors with sister-units]

[BOND UPDATE: MIKA] [BOND STRENGTH: 350 → 375 (Intimate)] [NOTE: Sister-bond strengthening]

I dismissed the notifications and pulled both of them closer.

Later, as the sun set and the room grew dim, we lay together in comfortable silence. Sasha’s elevated temperature kept us all warm. Mika’s purring provided a constant backdrop.

“I love you both,” I said quietly. It felt important to say.

“I love you too,” they answered in unison, then looked at each other and laughed.

This was my life now. Two impossible women who existed because I’d willed them into being. A house that was never quiet. A heart that seemed to expand to accommodate whatever I created.

It was absurd. It was wonderful.

And somewhere outside, I knew, people were watching.

But for now, I refused to think about that.

“What happens when the man in the suit comes to the door?” Sasha asked sleepily.

I’d almost forgotten about the mailman incident. “What man in a suit?”

“The one who was taking pictures of the house this morning. I saw him from the window.”

My blood ran cold.

“What?”

“He had a camera. One of the small ones. He took pictures and then left in a black car.”

The black sedan. The surveillance I’d been ignoring.

I sat up abruptly, dislodging both of them.

“When was this?”

“This morning. While you were on your work box.” She looked at me with innocent confusion. “Was I supposed to tell you? I forgot because I was thinking about how much I wanted to touch you.”

I wanted to be angry. But how could I be angry at her for forgetting something when her entire consciousness was dominated by desire? I’d designed her that way.

“From now on,” I said carefully, “if you see anyone taking pictures of the house, tell me immediately. No matter what else is happening.”

“Okay.” Her eyes were wide now, picking up on my tension. “Did I do something wrong?”

“No. You did fine. I just need to know these things.”

Mika was sitting up too, her ears pressed back with concern. “Is something bad happening?”

“Maybe. I don’t know yet.”

The warmth of the evening had evaporated. The cozy feeling of family had been replaced by something colder.

The watchers weren’t going away. And now they’d seen Sasha.


Chapter 9: Unwanted Attention

The black sedan was back.

I noticed it from the kitchen window while making coffee, parked in the same spot as before. Same tinted windows. Same unremarkable model that could have been any of a thousand identical vehicles. Same oppressive presence that made my skin crawl despite its ordinariness.

Two figures sat inside. I couldn’t make out their faces through the tinted glass, but I could see their silhouettes. One in the driver’s seat, one in the passenger side. Neither of them moving except for occasional adjustments of position. Watching. Waiting.

How long had they been there? I hadn’t checked the window when I first woke up. They could have arrived at dawn, or they could have been there all night.

“What are you looking at?” Mika appeared at my elbow, her tail swishing curiously. She was wearing one of my old t-shirts and nothing else, her morning routine not yet including the concept of pants.

“Nothing.” I stepped away from the window, trying to make the movement casual. “Just checking the weather.”

She tilted her head, ears perked forward, studying me with those amber eyes that saw too much. “The weather is inside a car?”

I couldn’t hide anything from her. The bond between us made deception nearly impossible. She could feel my tension, my worry, my fear. Every emotion I tried to suppress leaked through our connection like water through a cracked dam.

“Someone’s watching the house,” I admitted. There was no point in lying. She’d know.

Her ears pressed back immediately. “The same someone from before? The car you told us about?”

“I think so.”

She moved closer to the window, rising on her toes to peer out. Her ears swiveled as she studied the vehicle, cataloguing details with an intensity I’d never seen before.

“Two people,” she observed. “They’ve been there a while. The driver keeps checking his phone, but the other one is focused on us. He has binoculars.”

“You can see that from here?”

“Cat eyes.” She tapped the corner of her eye. “Better distance vision than humans. And he’s not exactly being subtle about it.”

The knowledge that we were being actively observed, that someone was using optical equipment to watch my house, made the situation feel suddenly more real. More threatening.

The mail arrived at eleven. Usually it was bills and advertisements, the detritus of modern existence that I mostly threw away without reading. Today, it included something else.

An envelope. Thick, expensive paper. The return address was embossed in silver lettering: Nexus Biotech Solutions, followed by an address in Arlington, Virginia.

I stared at it for a long moment before opening it.

The letter inside was written in the careful language of lawyers who wanted to threaten without technically threatening. Every word had been chosen with precision, every phrase designed to communicate danger while maintaining plausible deniability.

It informed me that certain “proprietary technology” had been “misdirected” to my residence through “an unfortunate logistics error.” It requested the “prompt return” of said technology to its “rightful owners.” It mentioned the possibility of “legal action” if the matter wasn’t resolved to their “reasonable satisfaction” within a “timely manner.”

And at the bottom, in a smaller font that somehow managed to feel louder than the rest: “We would prefer to handle this matter privately and discreetly. However, we are prepared to involve appropriate authorities if necessary.”

I read it three times. Then I sat down heavily on the couch, the letter still clutched in my hands.

“What is it?” Sasha had emerged from the bedroom, wearing one of my button-down shirts and very little else. The shirt strained across her chest, buttons threatening to pop at any moment. Her ice-blue eyes took in my expression with concern, and she moved immediately to my side.

“The people who made the device want it back.”

“So give it to them.”

I held up my wrist. The bracelet pulsed gently, fused to my skin in a way that felt less like wearing jewelry and more like an extension of my nervous system. “I can’t. It’s part of me now.”

Sasha processed this information, her enhanced cognitive abilities working through the implications. Then she moved between me and the window, positioning herself as a physical barrier between me and any potential threat. Her stance was protective, defensive. Without any combat training, without any context for violence, she’d instinctively moved to shield me.

“Then we don’t give it to them,” she said simply. “Problem solved.”

“They won’t just accept that.”

“Why not?”

“Because they’re a corporation. A big one, with government contracts and legal teams and people who specialize in getting what they want. Corporations don’t give up valuable technology because someone asked nicely.”

Mika had read the letter over my shoulder. Her tail was puffed to twice its normal size, the fur standing on end in a way I’d learned meant she was frightened. “They know where we live. They’ve been watching us.”

“Yes.”

“For how long?”

I thought about the black sedan that had appeared weeks ago. The man with the camera Sasha had mentioned. The meter reader who’d fled after seeing her naked. All those moments I’d dismissed as coincidence or explained away with reasonable doubt.

“Maybe since the beginning,” I admitted. “Since I activated the system.”

The room felt colder.

I spent the afternoon researching Nexus Biotech Solutions. What I found was simultaneously reassuring and terrifying.

They were legitimate. Very legitimate. Government contracts worth hundreds of millions of dollars. Published research in peer-reviewed journals. A corporate headquarters in Arlington with satellite offices in six countries. Dr. Kelly Monroe was a real person with a real background in bioengineering, a Ph.D. from MIT, and a list of patents that went on for pages. Their prosthetics division had won awards for breakthrough technology in neural interfaces.

On the surface, they were exactly what they claimed to be: a cutting-edge biotechnology company doing innovative work at the frontier of human enhancement.

But there were gaps in the record. Cracks in the polished facade.

Redacted contracts. Projects that appeared in early press releases and then vanished from all subsequent documentation. Patent applications filed and then withdrawn without explanation. Employees who left the company and never appeared anywhere else, as if they’d fallen off the face of the earth.

And beneath it all, whispers. Forum posts from anonymous accounts that got deleted within hours. Conspiracy theories that seemed too specific to be entirely fictional. References to something called “Project Catalyst” that no one would explain but multiple people seemed to know about.

One post, archived on a site dedicated to preserving deleted content, caught my attention:

“If you’re reading this, stay away from Nexus. I worked there for two years. What they’re doing in Lab Seven isn’t prosthetics. It’s playing God. And when you play God, people get hurt. I left before I could see how bad it would get, but some of my colleagues weren’t so lucky. Don’t look for them. You won’t find them.”

The post was dated three years ago. The account that posted it had been deleted immediately after. I had no way to verify if it was genuine or elaborate fiction.

But it felt true. It felt like exactly the kind of warning someone would post if they’d seen something they couldn’t unsee.

“They’re not evil,” I concluded, summarizing my research for Mika and Sasha. “But they’re definitely hiding something. Something big enough to erase people who talk about it.”

“Something that includes us?” Mika asked, her ears still flat with fear.

“The device that made you? Definitely.”

“So what do we do?”

Nothing came to mind.

The cease-and-desist letter included a phone number. A “settlement offer” section that mentioned fifty thousand dollars in exchange for the return of their property and a non-disclosure agreement.

Fifty thousand dollars to pretend none of this had ever happened.

For a moment, I was tempted. Fifty thousand dollars was more than I made in a year at my programming job. It could pay off my mortgage. Set me up for a fresh start somewhere else. Give me the resources to build a new life free from corporate surveillance and legal threats.

But the device was fused to my wrist. I couldn’t give it back even if I wanted to.

And I couldn’t give back Mika and Sasha. They weren’t property to be returned. They weren’t technology to be reclaimed. They were people. People I’d created, people I loved, people who loved me with a devotion that went beyond anything I’d ever experienced.

I crumpled the letter and threw it away.

The tension in the house was palpable. It pressed down on all of us, making every sound feel ominous, every shadow feel threatening.

Mika jumped at sounds she’d normally ignore. Her head snapped toward every noise from outside, her ears swiveling with the alertness of a prey animal. The confident, playful catgirl I’d created had been replaced by something scared and watchful.

Sasha was the opposite. She prowled the windows like a guard dog, her body radiating heat and protective fury. When the mailman came back the next day, apparently having recovered from his earlier trauma, she positioned herself at the door with an intensity that made him drop our packages and run without even ringing the bell.

“Sasha, you can’t intimidate the mailman.”

“I wasn’t intimidating him.” She turned to face me, her expression genuinely puzzled. “I was observing.”

“You were standing at the door making direct eye contact and not blinking.”

“That’s just my face.”

“Your face was also doing the thing where you radiate visible heat shimmer.”

She looked down at herself, apparently unaware that the air around her body was actually distorting from her elevated temperature. “Oh. That’s involuntary when I’m stressed.”

A car backfired on the street outside.

Mika hissed. Full, feline, unmistakable hissing. Her body went rigid, her ears flattening completely against her skull, her tail puffing out like a bottle brush. For one long moment, she looked like an actual cat facing down a threat, frozen between fight and flight.

Everyone froze.

“You saw nothing,” she said firmly.

“Mika…”

“I didn’t hiss. That was the wind. A very cat-like wind.”

She fled to the bedroom before anyone could comment.

Sasha watched her go, then turned to me with a thoughtful expression. “We could eliminate the threat.”

“What?”

“The people watching the house. The ones who sent the letter.” She said it with the same casual tone she’d use to suggest ordering pizza for dinner. “If they’re gone, they can’t bother us anymore.”

I stared at her. “Sasha, are you suggesting we kill them?”

“Is that wrong?” Genuine confusion in her ice-blue eyes. “They’re threatening our family. Removing threats seems logical.”

“You can’t just murder people who make you uncomfortable.”

“Why not?”

I opened my mouth to explain, then realized I had no idea where to start. How do you teach murder ethics to someone who was born without a moral framework for violence?

“Because it’s wrong,” I said lamely.

“Why?”

“Because… because it hurts people who don’t deserve to be hurt.”

“But they’re hurting us.”

“Not physically.”

“Emotional pain counts.” She crossed her arms, her massive chest straining against the buttons of her borrowed shirt. “You said so yourself. When Mika was sad, you said her pain was real even though nothing touched her body.”

I rubbed my temples. This conversation was giving me a headache.

“Sasha. We are not going to murder corporate employees. That’s a rule now. No murder.”

“What about maiming?”

“No.”

“Intimidation?”

“Mild intimidation only. Very mild.”

She nodded, accepting this with the same equanimity she applied to all my rules. “I don’t understand, but if it makes you happy, I won’t murder anyone.”

“Thank you.”

“Can we have sex now?”

I really needed to teach her about timing.

The day passed in uncomfortable silence. Mika stayed in the bedroom, emerging occasionally to check that everyone was still there before retreating again. Sasha patrolled the windows with increasing agitation. I tried to work and accomplished nothing.

Dinner was tense. No one mentioned the corporate threat, but it hung over us like a storm cloud. Even Sasha’s usually cheerful demeanor was muted.

“Will they take you away?” Mika asked quietly, pushing her food around her plate. She wasn’t hungry. None of us were.

“I won’t let them.”

“What if they try?”

“Then we’ll figure something out. Together.”

She nodded, but her ears stayed flat. She didn’t believe me.

Neither did I.

The night came slowly. I lay in bed staring at the ceiling, listening to the sounds of the house settling. Mika was curled at my side, her usual position, but her body was rigid with tension. Sasha was on my other side, her elevated temperature providing warmth that couldn’t penetrate the cold fear in my chest.

Around midnight, Mika slipped out of bed.

I found her in the living room an hour later, sitting in the dark by the window, watching the street. The black sedan was still there, its occupants presumably sleeping in shifts. Her ears were flat. Her tail hung limp behind her.

“Can’t sleep?” I asked, settling beside her.

She shook her head. “I keep thinking about what happens if they take you away. If I wake up one day and you’re just… gone.”

“That’s not going to happen.”

“You don’t know that.” She turned to look at me, her amber eyes bright even in the darkness. “You’re human. They could arrest you. Or hurt you. Or do things I can’t even imagine. And I’d be here, waiting, not knowing if you’re ever coming back.”

The raw fear in her voice broke my heart.

“Mika…”

“I don’t want to lose this,” she whispered. “This family. This home. You. I know I’ve only existed for a few weeks, but this is everything to me. You’re everything to me.”

I pulled her into my arms. She came willingly, pressing herself against me, her whole body trembling.

“I’m scared,” she admitted. It was the first time she’d said it directly. “I try to be brave. Try to pretend the noises don’t bother me. But I’m scared all the time now.”

“I know.”

“I don’t want words.” She pulled back to look at me, her amber eyes determined despite the fear. “I need to feel you. To know you’re real. To have something they can’t take away.”

She kissed me before I could respond.

The kiss was different from our usual playful exchanges. Desperate. Needy. She clung to me like I might disappear, her small body pressing against mine with urgent intensity.

“Please,” she whispered against my lips. “I need you. I need to feel like we still have this.”

How could I refuse?

I lifted her easily, carrying her to the couch. She wrapped her legs around my waist, her tail winding around my thigh, her mouth never leaving mine. When I set her down, she immediately turned, presenting herself on hands and knees.

“Like this,” she said. “I want to feel you everywhere.”

Her tail lifted, swishing nervously above her. She was already wet, the scent of her arousal filling the dark room, sweet like warm sunshine. Her ears were flat against her head, not with fear now but with anticipation. Her small pussy was glistening in the dim light, swollen and ready.

I positioned myself behind her, my hands finding the warm skin of her hips. She shivered at the contact, her tail twitching.

“Please,” she begged. “I need you inside me.”

I dragged my cock through her soaked folds, coating myself in her slickness. She whimpered at the tease. Then I notched myself at her entrance and pushed in.

The first thrust made her gasp. Her tight pussy stretched around me, wet heat gripping my shaft as I sank into her. Her back arched, her tail going rigid, her small frame pressing back against me, trying to take more. I could see everything from this angle. The way her ears twitched with each inch I gave her. The way her tail responded to every sensation. The way her petite ass pressed against my hips when I bottomed out.

“Don’t stop,” she begged. “Please. I need to know you’re here.”

I gripped her hips and gave her what she needed.

The rhythm was slow at first. Deep, deliberate strokes that made her moan with each one. I pulled back until just my tip remained inside her tight heat, then drove forward again, filling her completely. Her pussy gripped me like a wet fist, her body heat elevated from arousal. In the darkness, the only sounds were our breathing and the slick, wet sounds of my cock sliding in and out of her.

Her hands had found the couch cushions, and she was kneading them rhythmically. Press and release, press and release. The instinctive comfort behavior she couldn’t control, intensifying with every thrust. Her claws were already starting to catch in the fabric.

“God, you feel so good,” she gasped. “So deep. So full. I love feeling you inside me. It makes everything else disappear.”

I leaned over her, my chest against her back, my lips finding her sensitive ear. “I’ve got you. I’m right here.”

“Harder,” she whispered. “I want to feel it tomorrow. I want to remember this every time I move. I want to feel where you were inside me.”

I increased the pace. Started driving into her with force, my hips slapping against her tight little ass. Her moans became louder, echoing off the walls of the dark living room. She tried to muffle them, burying her face in the cushion, but she couldn’t suppress them entirely. Every thrust pulled a new sound from her throat. A mewl. A gasp. A cry.

Her tail was twitching rapidly now, the tip trembling with each impact. Her ears had flattened completely, pressed against her skull in that way that meant she was lost in sensation. I watched them twitch with each stroke, her pleasure written clearly in every involuntary movement.

“Your tail,” I groaned, watching it twitch and tremble. “It tells me everything you’re feeling.”

“I can’t control it,” she gasped. “When you’re inside me, everything just… shows. I can’t hide anything from you.”

I reached forward, running my fingers through her hair, scratching gently behind her sensitive ears. She keened at the touch, her pussy clenching hard around my cock, the combination of sensations overwhelming her.

“I’m close,” she gasped. “Alex, I’m so close. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop. Keep fucking me. I need it.”

I reached around her small body, finding her swollen clit. One firm circle of my finger and she shattered.

Her orgasm was almost silent in her throat but violent in her body. Her whole body seized, her inner walls clenching around my cock so tight it almost hurt, rippling contractions milking my shaft. Her tail went absolutely rigid, trembling violently against my stomach. Her claws dug into the couch cushions, shredding fabric with a tearing sound.

The feeling of her coming around me, the spasming grip of her tight pussy, the desperate sounds escaping her throat, pushed me over the edge.

I followed her, burying myself deep and releasing everything I had. My cock pulsed inside her, flooding her with cum. Pulse after pulse, filling her while she trembled beneath me, her pussy still clenching, milking every drop.

“I can feel it,” she whimpered. “I can feel you filling me up. It’s so warm. Stay inside me. Please.”

When the last aftershock faded, she collapsed forward onto the cushions. I followed her down, covering her small body with mine, still buried inside her, my cock softening slowly within her cum-filled pussy.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

“For what?”

“For being here. For not leaving. For making me feel safe even when everything is scary.”

I kissed the back of her neck, feeling her purring start beneath me. “I’m not going anywhere.”

“Promise?”

“Promise.”

We lay there for a long time, tangled together on the couch, her purring vibrating against my chest. The fear was still there, lurking in the corners of the room, but it felt more distant now. More manageable.

“They can’t take this from us,” she said finally. “No matter what happens. They can’t take what we have.”

“No. They can’t.”

Her tail curled around my wrist, anchoring us together. “I won’t let them.”

There was steel in her voice. The playful, easily-frightened catgirl was still there, but something else had emerged too. Something protective. Something fierce.

“Neither will I,” I said.

The black sedan was still parked outside when I finally carried her back to bed. Sasha murmured sleepily as we rejoined her, wrapping her warm arms around both of us without fully waking.

The watchers were watching. The corporation was circling.

But in this room, with these two women who existed because I’d created them, I felt something I hadn’t felt since this whole mess started.

Determination.

They wanted their technology back? They’d have to go through me. Through us.

And we weren’t going to make it easy.

The system pulsed gently in my peripheral vision.

[ALERT: External Threat Detected] [Classification: Corporate Asset Recovery] [Threat Level: MODERATE] [Recommendation: Caution Advised] [Bond Update: MIKA → 425 (Intimate)] [Note: Companion displays protective bonding behaviors]

I dismissed the notifications and closed my eyes.

Tomorrow, I’d figure out a plan. Tonight, I had my family.


Chapter 10: One More

The cease-and-desist letter went unanswered for three days.

I knew I was playing a dangerous game. Corporations didn’t like being ignored. But I needed time to think, time to plan, time to figure out what the hell I was going to do about a company that wanted to reclaim technology that was now literally fused to my nervous system.

The black sedan came and went. Sometimes it was there, sometimes it wasn’t. Other cars appeared, different models, different positions on the street. Always watching.

I stopped checking after a while. The surveillance was constant. Acknowledging it just made me anxious.

The system offered a different kind of distraction.

[CREATOR LEVEL UPDATE] [XP: 1000/1000] [LEVEL UP: 3 → 4] [NEW BLUEPRINT UNLOCKED: Mature Frame]

I stared at the notification for a long time.

Mature Frame. The description was intriguing: “Advanced cognitive architecture. Enhanced emotional intelligence. Designed for companions with complex personality requirements.”

The preview showed customization options I hadn’t seen before. Not just physical parameters, but detailed personality matrices. Memory integration systems. Something called “template sourcing” that allowed me to base a companion’s appearance on an existing person.

Template sourcing.

My mind went somewhere I’d been avoiding.

Mrs. Hartwell.

I’d been eighteen. A senior, barely old enough to be thinking the things I was thinking. She’d been my English teacher, maybe thirty-five, with auburn hair and brown eyes that seemed to see right through you.

Every male student in that class had been in love with her. The way she moved. The way she spoke. The professional elegance that somehow made her more attractive than if she’d been trying to seduce us. The reading glasses she wore, the pencil skirts, the silk blouses that strained just slightly at the buttons.

I’d spent more time looking at her than at the Shakespeare we were supposed to be studying.

Nothing had ever happened, of course. I was a student. She was a teacher. The fantasy had lived entirely in my head, fueled by adolescent hormones and creative imagination.

But the fantasy had never entirely gone away.

And now, with the Mature Frame blueprint glowing in my peripheral vision, I could make it real.

Not her, exactly. The system was clear about that. I couldn’t create a clone, couldn’t copy someone’s consciousness. But I could use her appearance as a template. Create someone who looked like her but was entirely their own person.

Someone devoted to me from the moment she opened her eyes.

“You’re thinking very hard about something,” Mika observed, watching me from the couch. “I can feel it through the bond. Your emotions are doing that thing where they spin in circles.”

“I’m considering creating another companion.”

Her ears perked up. “Really? Another sister?”

“Maybe.”

Sasha emerged from the kitchen, a half-eaten sandwich in her hand. “What kind of sister? Another catgirl? Another one like me?”

“Different,” I said. “Someone… mature.”

Both of them stared at me.

“Define mature,” Mika said carefully.

I pulled up the design interface. The preview model materialized in my vision, blank and waiting. I started making adjustments, letting my fingers translate fantasy into specification.

Height: 5’7”. Tall enough to be striking, short enough to look up at me.

Build: Womanly curves. Not the impossible proportions of Sasha, but full and natural. The kind of body that spoke of experience, of confidence, of knowing exactly what it was for.

The face took shape. Auburn hair, rich with copper highlights. Brown eyes, warm and knowing. Fine lines around those eyes, not wrinkles but character marks. The kind of face that looked better with age.

Lips. Full, naturally pink. The kind of lips that made you think about kissing.

“She looks like a teacher,” Mika said, watching the preview over my shoulder.

“That’s the point.”

I moved to the attire section. The system offered options for default clothing preferences. I selected professional: pencil skirts, silk blouses, stockings, heels. The preview model updated, and suddenly Mrs. Hartwell was standing in my vision, exactly as I remembered her.

Except she wasn’t Mrs. Hartwell. She was someone new. Someone who would be devoted to me, who would know what I was from the moment she awakened.

“Why a teacher?” Sasha asked.

I hesitated. Explaining high school fantasies to my synthetic companions felt strange. But honesty was important.

“When I was younger, I had a teacher who looked like this. I had a crush on her. Nothing ever happened. She didn’t even know. But I’ve never forgotten her.”

“So you’re making a version of her?”

“Not her. Someone who looks like her. The personality, the consciousness, that’s all new. She’ll be her own person with her own thoughts. She’ll just… have a familiar face.”

Mika considered this, her tail swishing thoughtfully. “That seems complicated.”

“Everything about this is complicated.”

The personality matrix was more extensive than anything I’d seen before. The Mature Frame offered options I hadn’t known existed.

Emotional intelligence. Analytical capability. Leadership potential. Nurturing instinct.

I adjusted the sliders carefully, thinking about what our household needed. Someone who could help manage the chaos. Someone who could understand the technical aspects of our situation. Someone who could be a partner, not just a companion.

Devotion: High, but not maxed. I’d learned my lesson with Sasha. Some restraint was necessary.

Intelligence: Maxed. I wanted someone who could help me figure things out.

Social Awareness: Maxed. Someone who understood human norms without needing them explained.

I paused at a new parameter: “Template Memory Integration.”

The description was clinical: “Allows personality formation to be influenced by source template data. May result in emergent behaviors not explicitly designed. Use with caution.”

I enabled it without fully understanding what I was enabling.

The system flagged something as I saved the design.

[WARNING: Template sourcing from living individual detected] [Memory integration may produce anomalous recall patterns] [Companion may experience template-derived memories] [These are NOT the companion’s memories] [Classification: Known behavior, not malfunction] [Proceed with caution]

I acknowledged the warning and moved on. Whatever anomalies emerged, we’d deal with them together.

“Her name,” Mika prompted. “What are you going to call her?”

I thought about it. Mrs. Hartwell’s first name had been Diana. But that felt too close, too much like I was trying to recreate rather than create.

“Diane,” I decided. “She’ll be Diane.”

[DESIGN SAVED: DIANE] [Blueprint: Mature Frame] [Enhanced Cognitive Architecture: ENABLED] [Template Memory Integration: ENABLED] [Estimated Fabrication Time: 10 hours 42 minutes] [WARNING: Review all parameters before confirming]

Ten hours. Longer than either Mika or Sasha had taken. The system was building something more complex.

“When are you going to make her?” Sasha asked.

“Soon. Tonight, maybe. I want to review everything first.”

“Can we watch? Like you watched me?”

“If you want to.”

Both of them nodded eagerly. They wanted to be there when their new sister arrived.

I spent the rest of the day going over the parameters. Checking and rechecking. Making sure I hadn’t left anything at zero, hadn’t missed any important settings.

The memory about Sasha’s missing restraint still haunted me. I wouldn’t make that mistake again.

By evening, I was satisfied. Diane’s design was complete. Her physical parameters were exactly what I wanted. Her personality matrix was carefully balanced. Her cognitive architecture was enhanced for analytical thinking.

She would be different from Mika and Sasha. More mature, more composed, more capable of understanding the situation we were in. Someone who could help me navigate the corporate threat. Someone who could be my partner in keeping this family safe.

“Ready?” I asked the room.

Mika nodded, her ears perked forward with anticipation.

Sasha nodded, already removing unnecessary clothing because she’d apparently decided that watching fabrication was a nude-optional activity.

“Sasha, clothes.”

“But they’re uncomfortable.”

“Clothes.”

She sighed heavily but complied.

I confirmed the creation.

[CREATION INITIATED: DIANE] [Fabrication Field Activating] [Relocate to: Garage/Workshop]

The familiar process began again. The garage lights flickered. Energy hummed in the air. The fabrication field materialized, blue-white and shimmering.

But this felt different. More intense. The energy crackled rather than flowed, the patterns more complex than anything I’d seen before.

“Enhanced cognitive architecture,” the system noted in my peripheral vision. “Fabrication timeline extended for neural complexity.”

We settled in to watch.

The skeleton formed first, as always. But there was something elegant about it, a grace in the bone structure that neither Mika nor Sasha had possessed. The frame was designed for movement, for poise, for the kind of presence that commanded attention without demanding it.

Muscles layered next. Firm but not athletic. The kind of body that looked capable and comfortable at the same time.

Skin spread across the developing form. Olive complexion, smooth and warm. A beauty mark near her lip that I hadn’t consciously designed, emerging from the template integration.

The face took shape. Auburn hair cascading past her shoulders. Full lips naturally tinted toward wine. Those reading glasses I’d added at the last moment, sitting neatly on her nose.

She looked exactly like Mrs. Hartwell. And nothing like her at all.

This was Diane. My creation. Someone new.

“She’s beautiful,” Mika whispered.

“Different beautiful than me,” Sasha observed. “More… calm looking.”

That was a good word for it. Even in her unconscious state, Diane radiated composure. The kind of quiet confidence that filled a room without overwhelming it.

The fabrication continued for hours. We stayed through all of it, watching, waiting. At some point Mika fell asleep curled against my side, her tail wrapped around my wrist. Sasha nodded off against my other shoulder, her warmth keeping us comfortable through the night.

I stayed awake. I wanted to see the moment she opened her eyes.

[FABRICATION: 100% COMPLETE] [CONSCIOUSNESS CRYSTALLIZATION: IN PROGRESS] [Enhanced Cognitive Architecture: CALIBRATING] [Estimated Time to Awakening: 12 MINUTES]

The fabrication field dissolved. Diane lay on the workbench, still and perfect. Her chest rose and fell with steady breathing. Her eyelashes rested against her cheekbones.

I gently disentangled myself from my sleeping companions and moved closer.

Eight minutes.

She looked so peaceful. So composed even in unconsciousness. The professional attire I’d specified had manifested during fabrication, a cream silk blouse and charcoal pencil skirt. Stockings covered her legs, and modest heels sat on her feet.

She looked ready to walk into a classroom and take attendance.

Four minutes.

The system pinged with additional information.

[COGNITIVE ARCHITECTURE: ONLINE] [MEMORY INTEGRATION: COMPLETE] [NOTE: Companion displays template-derived memory patterns] [Classification: Expected behavior] [Monitoring for anomalies: ACTIVE]

One minute.

Her eyelids fluttered.

Deep brown eyes opened, warm and aware. They found the ceiling first, taking in the unfamiliar workshop. Then they found me.

She smiled.

Not the desperate, overwhelming smile of Sasha. Not the bright, innocent smile of Mika. This was a knowing smile. A smile that said she understood exactly what was happening and had already accepted it.

“Hello,” she said. Her voice was warm, measured, the kind of voice that could command a classroom or whisper in your ear. “You must be Alex.”

“Yes.”

She sat up slowly, gracefully, her movements deliberate and composed. Her eyes swept the room, taking in the sleeping forms of Mika and Sasha, the clutter of my workshop, the fabrication equipment still humming quietly.

“I know what I am,” she said. It wasn’t a question. “I can feel the memories forming. The knowledge settling. I understand that I was created, that you made me, that I exist because you wanted me to.”

“Does that bother you?”

She considered the question seriously, her expression thoughtful. “Should it? I’m alive. I can think, feel, understand. I have consciousness that appears to be genuine, not simulated. Whether I came from a biological process or a technological one seems… philosophically irrelevant.”

This was different from Mika and Sasha’s awakenings. There was no confusion, no desperate need, no overwhelming emotion. Just calm assessment and acceptance.

“You based my appearance on someone,” she continued. “Someone you knew. Someone you admired.”

“Yes. But you’re not her. You’re…”

“I’m not her.” She nodded. “I can feel that too. There are memories that don’t belong to me. Images, sensations, moments that happened to someone else. Faculty meetings I never attended. Students I never taught. A life I didn’t live.” She paused, a flicker of something passing across her composed features. “It’s… disconcerting. But I understand where they come from.”

“The system warned me that might happen.”

“Did it?” She tilted her head, studying me with those warm brown eyes. “And you proceeded anyway?”

“I wanted someone who could help me. Someone smart enough to understand what we’re dealing with. Someone who could be a partner, not just a companion.”

Her expression softened. “You wanted someone mature. Someone who wouldn’t need everything explained. Someone who could stand beside you rather than behind you.”

“Yes.”

“Then you designed well.” She rose from the workbench, her movements fluid and graceful, and stepped toward me. “I am Diane. Not Diana Hartwell, not your teacher, not anyone else’s memory. I am Diane, and I am yours.”

Her eyes dropped to my hands, studying them with unexpected intensity. “The fingers that shaped my existence,” she said softly, reaching out to touch my fingers. “I can feel it. The connection to you starts here, with the creator’s hands that brought me into being.”

She traced the lines of my palm, the calluses from years of workshop tinkering, the defined forearms visible where I’d rolled up my sleeves during the long night of fabrication.

“A creator’s hands,” she murmured. “I find them… fascinating.”

Then she reached up to remove her reading glasses, placing them carefully on the workbench. Her brown eyes met mine without barrier.

“This is the first step, I believe,” she said. “A symbol of surrender. Of trust. I’m removing my armor for you.”

I hadn’t told her about the two-step ritual I’d imagined. She knew it somehow, felt it through the template integration or intuited it from my design.

“And the second step?” I asked.

Her hands went to her hair, carefully removing the pins that held it in its professional twist. Auburn waves cascaded past her shoulders, catching the workshop light.

“I’m letting you see me vulnerable,” she said softly. “As I will let you see all of me, in time.”

She stepped closer. Close enough to touch. Close enough to feel her warmth.

“I was made for you,” she continued. “That statement sounds clinical. Programmed. But I don’t experience it that way. I experience it as purpose. As belonging. As coming home to a place I’ve never been.”

“Welcome home,” I said.

She smiled again, that knowing smile, and pressed her lips to mine.

The kiss was different from Mika’s playful affection or Sasha’s desperate hunger. This was measured, deliberate, skilled. She kissed like she’d done this before, like she knew exactly how to make it count.

When she pulled back, her composure had cracked just slightly. A faint flush colored her cheeks.

“You’re quite good at that,” she observed.

“I’ve been practicing.”

“With my sisters, I presume.” She glanced at the sleeping forms of Mika and Sasha with something approaching fondness. “They seem… energetic.”

“That’s one word for it.”

She laughed, a warm sound that filled the room. “I look forward to getting to know them. And you.” Her hand found mine, her fingers intertwining with mine. “We have much to discuss. The corporate threat. The nature of my memories. The future of this little family you’re building.”

“You know about the corporation?”

“I can feel your stress about it through the bond. And I’m intelligent enough to infer the rest. Someone wants their technology back. They’re watching this house. You’re worried about what they’ll do next.”

“Yes.”

“Then we’ll figure it out together.” She squeezed my hand. “That’s what I’m here for. Among other things.”

The system pulsed in my peripheral vision.

[CREATION COMPLETE: DIANE] [Bond Initialized: 200/1000 (Familiar)] [Enhanced Cognitive Architecture: ACTIVE] [Template Memory Integration: ACTIVE (MONITORING)] [CREATOR LEVEL: 3 → 4] [XP: 0/1500]

I dismissed the notifications. They could wait.

Right now, I had a new member of the family to welcome.

Mika stirred on the couch, her ears twitching as she woke. Her eyes found Diane and widened.

“She’s awake!” Mika bounced to her feet, tail swishing. “Hi! I’m Mika! You’re very pretty. I like your hair. Are those real glasses? Can you see without them?”

Diane smiled at the barrage of questions. “Hello, Mika. Thank you for the compliments. Yes, the glasses are real, though I believe they’re more aesthetic than functional.”

Sasha woke next, blinking sleepily. “New sister?”

“New sister,” I confirmed.

Sasha studied Diane for a long moment, then nodded approvingly. “Good. More people to help protect Alex.”

“Is that my primary function?” Diane asked, amused.

“It’s all our function,” Sasha said seriously. “He made us. We keep him safe. That’s how it works.”

Diane looked at me with raised eyebrows. “They’re very devoted.”

“You will be too. Eventually.”

“Oh, I’m already devoted.” She said it matter-of-factly, without the desperate intensity of Sasha. “I simply express it differently.”

The sun was rising outside by the time we finished introductions. The black sedan was back on the street, its occupants undoubtedly noting the lights that had been on all night.

But for once, I didn’t care about the watchers.


Chapter 11: The Teacher

Diane observed our household with the analytical precision of a scientist studying a new ecosystem.

Within her first day of consciousness, she’d catalogued the personalities, dynamics, and unspoken rules that governed our strange little family. She understood that Mika needed constant reassurance and physical affection, that her bond fluctuated with her emotional state and could be stabilized through touch and verbal praise. She understood that Sasha needed clear boundaries and patient explanation, that her lack of social parameters wasn’t a defect but simply a gap that could be filled with education. She understood that I was overwhelmed, stressed, and trying desperately to hold everything together while the world seemed intent on pulling it all apart.

“You need help,” she said over breakfast, the morning after her creation. It wasn’t a question. It wasn’t even really a statement. It was an observation delivered with the certainty of someone who had already analyzed all available data and reached an unassailable conclusion.

“I’m managing.”

“You’re drowning.” She poured herself a cup of coffee with deliberate grace, her movements efficient and elegant. “You have two companions who require nearly constant attention, a corporation surveilling your home, a device fused to your nervous system, and a full-time job you’re barely managing to maintain. Your sleep schedule is irregular. Your diet is inconsistent. Your stress hormones are almost certainly elevated.” She sipped her coffee. “No one could handle all of that alone.”

I wanted to argue. Couldn’t find the words.

“Let me help,” she continued. “That’s what I was designed for, isn’t it? Someone to share the burden. Someone who can think alongside you rather than just depend on you.”

“You’ve been alive for twelve hours.”

“And in those twelve hours, I’ve learned more about your situation than you’ve consciously acknowledged.” She set down her cup and met my eyes directly. “Mika’s bond strength is fluctuating due to fear, which creates a feedback loop where your own stress increases her anxiety. Sasha’s lack of social parameters makes her a liability in public but also means she’s the most emotionally stable of us, because she doesn’t understand enough to worry. The corporate threat is escalating on a predictable timeline. And you haven’t slept properly in days.”

She’d seen all of that. Absorbed it. Analyzed it. Reached conclusions I hadn’t consciously formed.

“What do you propose?” I asked.

“First, structure. We need schedules and routines that account for each companion’s needs without overwhelming your capacity. Designated time for each of us. Shared activities that build cohesion. Clear expectations that reduce uncertainty.” She ticked items off on her fingers with the precision of someone delivering a business proposal. “Second, preparation. If the corporation escalates, we need contingency plans. Safe locations. Communication protocols. Resources that can be accessed quickly. Third, integration. The three of us need to function as a family, not just three separate individuals competing for your attention.”

Mika looked up from her tuna, ears perked. “That sounds very organized.”

“Organization is efficient.” Diane smiled warmly at her. “And efficiency means more time for Alex to spend with each of you individually.”

“I like efficiency,” Mika decided.

Sasha had been watching the exchange with unusual patience. “What about the threat? The people watching the house?”

“That requires Alex’s involvement. I have theories, but I need more information before I can formulate proper recommendations. There are gaps in my understanding that can only be filled through direct discussion.”

She turned those brown eyes on me, and I felt the weight of her intelligence behind them. She wasn’t demanding or desperate. She was simply waiting for me to make a decision, offering her capabilities without pushing for acceptance.

“We can discuss strategies tonight,” I said. “After I finish work.”

“Acceptable.” She nodded once, then turned to Mika and Sasha. “In the meantime, perhaps we could spend some time together? I’d like to understand my sisters better.”

Watching them interact was fascinating. Diane approached both companions with genuine warmth, asking questions about their experiences, their preferences, their concerns. She didn’t condescend despite her enhanced cognitive capabilities. She treated them as equals, just different.

She explained concepts to Sasha with patience that seemed infinite, finding new ways to phrase things when the first explanation didn’t land. She reassured Mika with subtle touches and calm words, understanding instinctively that the catgirl needed physical contact to feel secure.

By afternoon, she’d organized the kitchen according to a system only she understood, created a meal schedule that accounted for everyone’s dietary preferences (mostly tuna), and somehow convinced Sasha that clothes were “practical armor” rather than “unnecessary confinement.”

“She’s good,” Mika observed, watching Diane explain the concept of personal space to her enthusiastic sister. “Like, really good at this.”

“That’s why I made her.”

“Did you know she’d be this good?”

I hadn’t, actually. I’d designed her to be intelligent and capable, but watching her in action was different from imagining it. She moved through our household like she’d always been here, solving problems I hadn’t even articulated yet.

“She keeps calling me Sawyer,” Mika added with a grin. “Like ‘Miss Sawyer’ when she asks me to pass the salt. Then she catches herself and gets all flustered.”

“Old habits. From the template.”

“It’s cute. Very teacher-y.”

Later, while organizing the pantry, Diane paused mid-sentence. “The quarterly budget review is next Thursday, I need to prepare the…” She trailed off, her hands going still on a cereal box.

“Diane?” I asked.

She turned to look at me, something uncertain flickering behind her eyes. “I was just thinking about a faculty meeting. The agenda, the other teachers, the coffee that was always too bitter.” Her voice dropped. “But I’ve never attended a faculty meeting. I’ve never been in a teachers’ lounge. Those memories aren’t mine.”

She set the cereal box down carefully, her composure cracking for just a moment. “It’s disconcerting. Remembering things that happened to someone else.”

“We can figure it out together,” I said.

She nodded, the professional mask sliding back into place. But I’d seen the fear underneath. The confusion about where she ended and the template began.

Diane did have moments where the template showed through. Small things. The way she stood when she was explaining something, her posture straightening into classroom authority. The way she used formal vocabulary in casual conversation. The occasional slip where she’d reference something from the real Mrs. Hartwell’s life, then pause, confused, when the memory didn’t quite fit.

Those pauses worried me. The system had warned about template-derived memories, but I hadn’t fully understood what that would look like in practice. Each time she hesitated, each time she mentioned something that had happened to someone else and then realized the disconnect, I saw a flicker of uncertainty cross her face.

Evening came slowly. The black sedan had departed around four, replaced by a different vehicle that took up position two houses down. I’d stopped pretending not to notice.

After dinner, which Diane had somehow transformed from the usual chaos into a proper family meal complete with conversation topics and polite disagreements, I retreated to my home office to actually do some work. Client emails had been piling up. Deadlines were approaching. The real world didn’t care that my synthetic companions needed attention.

I was halfway through a particularly tedious code review when Diane appeared in the doorway.

She’d changed from her morning attire into something more deliberately chosen. A cream silk blouse that strained slightly at the buttons. A charcoal pencil skirt that hugged her curves. Stockings with a subtle sheen. Heels that clicked against the floor as she entered.

Her hair was still up in its professional twist. Her reading glasses were back on. Her wine-red lipstick was freshly applied, deliberate and knowing.

“Am I interrupting?” she asked.

“Nothing important.”

“Liar.” She smiled. “But I appreciate the courtesy.”

She moved further into the room, her movements deliberate and graceful. There was intent in the way she walked. Purpose in the way she positioned herself in front of my desk.

“I’ve been observing,” she said. “Watching Mika and Sasha with you. Learning what they’ve experienced, what you’ve shared with them.”

“And?”

“And I find myself curious.” She tilted her head, studying me with those warm brown eyes. “I understand, intellectually, what physical intimacy entails. I have memories that aren’t mine, sensations that were experienced by someone else. But I don’t have my own experience. My own understanding of what it means to be close to you in that way.”

My pulse quickened. “Diane…”

“I’m not propositioning you like Sasha would.” A hint of amusement flickered in her expression. “I’m simply stating an observation. And making a request.”

“What kind of request?”

“I want to understand. I want to know what they’ve experienced, what they’ve felt. I want my own memories to replace these borrowed ones.” She paused, something vulnerable flickering behind her composure. “I was made for you. That’s not a complaint or a manipulation. It’s simply truth. And I’d like to… fulfill that purpose. When you’re ready.”

The formality of her language was endearing. She was asking for sex the way someone might request a meeting. Politely. Professionally. With clear communication of intent.

“You don’t have to be formal,” I said. “You’re not in a classroom.”

Something shifted in her expression. The professional mask cracked slightly.

“I know. But this is how I… I’m not sure how else to be. The template memories give me knowledge without experience. I know how bodies work together. I don’t know how to be vulnerable about wanting it.”

That admission cost her. I could see it in the tension around her eyes, the careful control of her breathing.

I stood from my desk.

She watched me approach, her composure wavering slightly with each step I took. When I reached her, I stopped close enough to feel her warmth.

“You don’t have to have all the answers,” I said. “None of us do.”

“I’m supposed to be the mature one. The capable one. The one who helps rather than needs help.”

“Being capable doesn’t mean being invulnerable.”

She looked up at me, those brown eyes swimming with emotion she was trying to control. “I’ve been conscious for less than two days. I shouldn’t feel this intensely. But I look at you and I feel… belonging. Purpose. Desire. It’s overwhelming and I don’t know how to process it.”

“You don’t have to process it alone.”

I kissed her.

The sound she made was soft, surprised, and deeply pleased. Her hands found my chest, not pushing away but steadying herself. Her lips were soft and warm, tasting faintly of the wine she’d had with dinner.

When I pulled back, her composure had shattered entirely. Her cheeks were flushed. Her breath came quick and unsteady.

“Oh,” she whispered. “That’s… different. Different from the memories.”

“Better?”

“Real.” She looked at me with wonder. “This is what real feels like.”

She reached up, slowly and deliberately, and removed her reading glasses. Placed them on my desk with careful precision.

“First surrender,” she said softly. “Removing my armor.”

Then her hands went to her hair. Pin by pin, the professional twist came undone. Auburn waves cascaded past her shoulders, framing her face in softness.

“Second surrender. Letting you see me vulnerable.”

The transformation was striking. With her hair down and her glasses off, she looked younger somehow. Softer. More human.

“Is this what you imagined?” she asked. “When you designed me?”

“Better than I imagined.”

She smiled, genuinely pleased, and reached for the buttons of her blouse.

“Allow me?” I asked.

She nodded, lowering her hands.

I undid the first button. Then the second. Each one revealed more skin, more lace, more of the body I’d designed. By the third button, the swell of her breasts was visible above a wine-colored bra that matched her lipstick.

“You’re beautiful,” I told her.

“You made me this way.”

“I designed you. But you became beautiful on your own.”

The distinction mattered to her. I could see it in the way her expression softened, the way her hands trembled slightly as I continued with the buttons.

The blouse fell open, revealing full breasts cupped by lace, a narrow waist, skin that seemed to glow in the dim light of my office.

“May I continue?” I asked.

“Please.”

I slid the blouse off her shoulders, let it pool on the floor. Then I found the zipper at the side of her skirt.

“I chose this outfit deliberately,” she admitted as the skirt loosened. “I wanted to give you the fantasy. The teacher you remembered. Even knowing I’m not her.”

“You’re more than her.”

The skirt joined the blouse on the floor. She stood before me in lace bra and matching panties, stockings held up by a black garter belt, heels still on. The contrast of formal undergarments and exposed skin was devastating.

“Is this what you want?” she asked.

I answered by pulling her against me.

She gasped as our bodies met, her softness against my chest, her warmth radiating through my shirt. Her hands found my shoulders, gripping as I kissed her again.

This kiss was different. Hungrier. The composed teacher giving way to the woman beneath.

“I want to please you,” she whispered against my lips. “I want to learn what you need, what you desire. I want to be everything you imagined and more.”

“Then show me.”

She sank to her knees.

The motion was graceful, deliberate, maintaining eye contact the entire way down. She knelt before me like she’d done this a thousand times, her posture perfect, her expression one of warm anticipation.

“I have memories of this,” she said, her hands finding my belt. “Skills that belong to someone else. Let me make them my own.”

She freed my cock with careful, deliberate movements. It sprang free, already hard and throbbing. Her eyes widened slightly at the sight, then darkened with desire, her lips parting.

“You’re very…” She searched for words, wrapping her fingers around my shaft, feeling the heat of it. “Impressive, Mr. Saw-” She caught herself, her cheeks flushing. “Alex. I meant Alex.”

I laughed despite the tension. “Old habits?”

“I’m mortified.” But she was smiling, the slip having broken some of her nervous formality. “Let me make it up to you.”

She leaned forward and took me in her mouth.

The sensation was different from Mika’s eager inexperience or Sasha’s overwhelming enthusiasm. Diane was skilled. She knew exactly where to apply pressure, exactly how to move her tongue, exactly when to slow down or speed up. The template memories, combined with her enhanced cognitive abilities, made her devastatingly effective.

Her tongue traced the underside of my shaft, swirling around the sensitive head, finding the spots that made me groan and memorizing them. Her lips created the perfect seal, suction controlled and deliberate, pulling me deeper. When she took me into her throat, her muscles relaxed with practiced ease, accepting me without gagging, swallowing around my shaft.

But more than the technique was the devotion. The way she looked up at me, brown eyes warm with adoration, as she worshipped me with her mouth. The wet sounds of her sucking filled the quiet room. She murmured approval around my cock, vibrations adding to the sensation. Her hands gripped my hips, not demanding but anchoring herself as she worked. And the wine-red crescents her lipstick left on my skin with each kiss, each lick, marking a path down my body that proclaimed exactly where her mouth had been.

“You’re incredible,” she gasped, pulling back briefly, a string of saliva connecting her swollen lips to my tip. “The way you respond. The way you taste. I could do this for hours.”

“I won’t last hours.”

“Then don’t.” She took me deep again, her throat working around me, swallowing rhythmically. “Let go. Give me your pleasure.”

Her head bobbed with increasing urgency, her auburn hair swaying with each movement. Wet, slurping sounds filled the room as she sucked me with desperate focus. One hand wrapped around the base of my slick shaft, stroking in time with her mouth, spreading her saliva. The other found my balls, cupping them gently, rolling them in her palm, feeling them tighten as I approached release.

The climax was building, tension coiling in my core. She could feel it somehow, intensifying her efforts, her mouth working faster, her tongue swirling, her hands gripping tighter.

“I’m close,” I warned.

She pulled back just far enough to speak, her lips glistening and swollen. “I want it here.” She touched her chest, her full breasts still contained by the lace bra. “Mark me. Please. I want to wear you.”

The request pushed me over the edge.

She aimed as I came, tilting her chest up to catch my release. The first thick pulse landed on her throat, dripping down. The second and third striped across the tops of her breasts, white cum stark against her flushed skin. More painted the wine-colored lace of her bra, soaking into the delicate fabric.

When it was over, she looked down at herself with something approaching reverence. My cum glistened on her chest, dripping between her breasts.

“There,” she breathed. “Now I’m yours. Truly yours.”

I pulled her to her feet and kissed her, tasting myself on her swollen lips. When we parted, I could see wine-red smudges where her lipstick had marked my skin. The wine-red stains traced a path down my chest, across my stomach, circling where her lips had been most attentive. Evidence of her worship written on my body in her signature color.

She noticed too, reaching up to trace one with her fingertip.

“Evidence,” she said softly, pleased. “I like leaving marks on you. Something visible. Proof that I was here.”

“Tomorrow,” she said against my mouth, “I want everything. Tonight was about learning. Understanding. But tomorrow, I want you inside me. I want to know what that feels like, with my own body, my own sensations.”

“Tomorrow,” I agreed.

She smiled, that knowing smile I was coming to love, and began gathering her discarded clothing. She didn’t wipe away my release. Just pulled her blouse back on over her marked skin, hiding the evidence of our encounter beneath professional fabric.

“I should check on the others,” she said. “Mika was having anxiety about the surveillance. She might need reassurance.”

The composure was back, but different now. Warmer. More real.

“Diane?”

She turned at the door. “Yes?”

“Thank you. For trusting me.”

Her expression softened. “Thank you for making me. For giving me the chance to exist. To feel this. To be yours.”

She left, her heels clicking against the floor, her hips swaying with new confidence.

I sat back in my chair, processing what had just happened.

Three companions now. Three different women with three different ways of loving me. Mika with her playful devotion. Sasha with her overwhelming intensity. Diane with her composed surrender.

The system materialized in my field of view.

[BOND UPDATE: DIANE] [BOND STRENGTH: 200 → 300 (Intimate)] [NOTE: Companion displays high emotional intelligence] [NOTE: Template-derived memory patterns stable] [MONITORING: Active]

[CREATION SYSTEM v1.0 - HAREM STATUS] Host: Alex Sawyer Creator Level: 4 | XP: 0/1500

COMPANIONS: MIKA - Bond 425 (Intimate) | Status: Stable SASHA - Bond 400 (Intimate) | Status: Evolving DIANE - Bond 300 (Intimate) | Status: Active

[Note: Household cohesion increasing]

I dismissed the notifications.

The surveillance vehicle was still parked outside.


Chapter 12: Family Dinner

The house had never been so full.

Three companions meant three different sets of needs, three different personalities competing for attention, three different approaches to existence that somehow had to coexist under one roof.

It was chaos. Beautiful, impossible chaos.

Mika bounced between rooms like a pinball, unable to settle for more than five minutes at a time. Sasha prowled the windows, alternating between protective surveillance and attempts to ambush me for physical affection. Diane coordinated, organized, and occasionally pulled me aside to share analytical observations about our household dynamics.

“Mika needs more individual attention,” she informed me during one of these briefings. “Her bond strength fluctuates when she perceives you dividing your time. Sasha requires clear structure, which she paradoxically finds comforting despite her lack of restraint. And I…” She paused, something flickering in her expression. “I find myself wanting more than I expected to want.”

“More what?”

“More of you. More time. More intimacy.” She looked away, a faint flush coloring her cheeks. “I apologize. That was unprofessional.”

“We’re not in a professional setting.”

“Old habits.” She managed a rueful smile. “The template memories are… persistent.”

She’d been having more of those moments. References to events that never happened to her. Flashes of memory that belonged to someone else. Last night, she’d mentioned a faculty meeting about curriculum changes, then stopped mid-sentence with a confused expression.

“That wasn’t me,” she’d said. “That was her.”

The distinction was becoming more important to her. More necessary.

“Family dinner,” I announced that evening. “All of us. Together.”

Mika’s ears perked up. “Like humans do? With the table and the food and the conversation?”

“Exactly like that.”

“Can I help cook?” Sasha asked, which was a first. She’d shown zero interest in food preparation before now.

“Everyone helps.”

What followed was either a cooking show or a disaster. Possibly both.

Mika was assigned vegetable chopping, which she approached with the intensity of a surgeon performing delicate operations. Every slice had to be perfect. Every piece had to be uniform. She’d been at it for twenty minutes and had produced approximately four carrot coins.

“You can go faster,” I suggested.

“But then they won’t be even.”

“They’re going in a stew. No one will notice if they’re even.”

She stared at me like I’d suggested setting the kitchen on fire.

Sasha was handling the meat, which turned out to be a mistake. Not because she was bad at it, but because she kept getting distracted by the smell.

“This smells very good,” she announced, holding a raw chicken breast approximately two inches from her face.

“That needs to be cooked before anyone eats it.”

“Even me?”

“Especially you.”

She looked disappointed but complied.

Diane was coordinating, as she did everything. She moved between stations, offering suggestions, preventing disasters, occasionally correcting Mika’s grip on her knife with the patient precision of a teacher helping a struggling student.

“The onions should be diced smaller,” she said. “Like this, see? The smaller pieces cook more evenly.”

“Why does cooking require so much precision?” Mika asked. “It all goes in the same pot anyway.”

“Texture matters. Flavor distribution matters. The experience of eating is about more than simple nutrition.”

“That’s what Alex said about human eating habits.” Mika grinned. “He said you savor things.”

“Savoring is important.” Diane’s eyes found mine across the kitchen. “Anticipation enhances satisfaction.”

There was weight in that statement. A promise.

Dinner came together eventually. A simple stew, nothing fancy, but it represented something important: the four of us creating something together.

We sat around my small dining table, which had never been used for its intended purpose before. Mika had claimed the chair closest to me, her tail threading through the chair back and resting on my thigh. Sasha sat across from her, radiating warmth that I could feel from two feet away. Diane had taken the seat that allowed her to monitor everyone, her composure betraying just a hint of nervousness.

“This is nice,” Mika said, her ears swiveling with contentment. “All of us together. Like a real family.”

“We are a real family,” I said.

“A weird family.” Sasha was studying her spoon with more interest than the utensil warranted. “Made from technology and desire. But still a family.”

“The composition of a family is less important than its function,” Diane offered. “What matters is that we support each other, care for each other, and share experiences like this.”

She gestured at the table, at the food, at the moment we were creating together.

A fly chose that exact moment to buzz past Mika’s head.

Her head snapped to track it with inhuman speed. Her body coiled. Her pupils dilated to maximum. She was halfway out of her chair before she caught herself.

Everyone stared.

Her ears flattened with mortification. “I wasn’t doing anything.”

“Your whole body just went hunting mode,” Sasha observed.

“It didn’t.”

“You were going to pounce on that fly in the middle of dinner.”

“I was stretching.”

“You were absolutely not stretching.”

Mika’s tail puffed with embarrassment. She sat back down very deliberately, her eyes fixed on her plate, refusing to acknowledge the fly that was now circling the light fixture.

“It’s fine,” I said. “We all have instincts.”

“I don’t have instincts,” she muttered. “I’m a person.”

The fly buzzed past again. Her head twitched, then forcibly stopped. The effort it took to not track the movement was visible in every line of her body.

Diane smoothly changed the subject. “The meal is excellent. I believe the vegetables cooked to precisely the right consistency.”

“Because I cut them evenly,” Mika said, seizing the opportunity to redirect attention.

“Because you cut them evenly,” Diane agreed.

Conversation flowed more naturally after that. Mika shared observations about the television she’d been watching, including a detailed theory about why reality show contestants made such poor mating choices. Diane offered sociological analysis of each theory, which Mika found either fascinating or incomprehensible depending on the moment.

Sasha was quieter than usual, eating her stew with focused attention. When she finally spoke, it was with her typical directness.

“Why can’t we have sex at the dinner table?”

Mika choked on her food. Diane’s eyebrows rose. I set down my spoon carefully.

“That’s… not typically done,” I said.

“Why not? We’re all here. We all want each other. The table is a flat surface.” Sasha looked genuinely puzzled. “It seems efficient.”

Mika had recovered enough to start laughing. “Sasha. No. That’s not how humans do things.”

“But we’re not humans.”

“We’re human enough to have dinner at a table. The table is for eating food, not for…” Mika gestured vaguely, her face red.

“Eating each other?”

Mika collapsed into helpless giggles.

Diane cleared her throat. “The separation of activities is a social construct, but one with practical purposes. Certain behaviors are reserved for private spaces to maintain social cohesion and prevent uncomfortable situations for participants who may not wish to be involved.”

Sasha listened earnestly. “So it’s about consent? The people at the table need to consent to the sex happening at the table?”

“That’s… a reasonable interpretation.”

“We all consent here. So we could have sex at the table?”

“Theoretically, but there are additional considerations about appropriate settings and the psychological separation of eating and intimacy that most humans prefer to maintain, and the presence of bodily fluids near food creates hygiene concerns, and I’m rambling, aren’t I.”

Diane cut herself off, her cheeks flushing. She’d slipped into lecture mode without realizing it, the teacher habits surfacing again.

I leaned over and kissed her.

She made a small sound of surprise, then melted into it. When I pulled back, she was smiling ruefully.

“You do that every time I start rambling.”

“It’s effective.”

“It’s distracting.”

“That’s the point.”

Diane straightened her posture, composure restored. “Speaking of social constructs, I’ve been considering our household’s legal vulnerability. Perhaps we should formalize the arrangement through documentation. Marriage certificates would establish clear claims to Alex and provide certain legal protections against outside interference.”

Mika and Sasha stared at her.

The silence stretched for three full seconds.

“Too much?” Diane asked, a faint flush creeping up her neck.

“You just proposed marriage,” Mika said slowly. “At the dinner table. To all of us.”

“I proposed legal documentation. The romantic implications were secondary to the practical benefits.”

“That’s somehow worse,” Sasha observed.

“I’ll table the discussion for later.” Diane took a very precise sip of her wine.

The conversation shifted to lighter topics. Mika wanted to know about the outside world, about places she couldn’t visit because of her obvious non-human features. Diane suggested research into disguise options, possibly involving specialized accessories. Sasha wanted to know if there were public spaces where nudity was acceptable.

“Some beaches,” Diane said. “But they’re typically far from residential areas.”

“Nude beaches.” Sasha’s ice-blue eyes lit up. “I want to go to a nude beach.”

“Maybe someday,” I said. “When the corporate situation is resolved.”

The mention of the threat dampened the mood slightly. Everyone knew about the surveillance, the cease-and-desist letter, the looming confrontation.

“We should have a plan,” Diane said quietly. “For if they escalate.”

“I know.”

“We could discuss it tonight. After dinner. I have some thoughts about contingencies.”

“Tomorrow,” I said. “Let’s just enjoy tonight.”

She nodded, accepting the delay but not fully satisfied.

After dinner, Diane excused herself to “organize household logistics,” which I suspected was code for giving me time alone with my other companions. She was perceptive like that. Always reading the room, always anticipating needs.

Mika and Sasha exchanged a look.

It wasn’t a subtle look. Through the sister-bond they shared, something passed between them. Agreement. Intention. Planning.

“Alex,” Mika said, her tail swishing in slow, deliberate arcs. “We’ve been talking.”

“About?”

“Sharing you.” Sasha moved closer, her warmth radiating even from several feet away. “Properly. Together.”

My mouth went dry. “Together?”

“We can feel each other through the bond,” Mika explained. “When one of us is with you, the other feels echoes. Shadows of sensation. We thought…” Her ears flattened slightly with nervous excitement. “We thought it might be nice to experience the real thing. All at once.”

Sasha was already pulling off her shirt, because of course she was. Her massive breasts spilled free, nipples already hard, skin flushed with anticipation.

“Please?” she asked. “I’ve been patient. I wore clothes all day. I didn’t proposition you during dinner even though I wanted to very badly.”

“You asked about having sex at the table.”

“That was a question, not a proposition.”

I looked at Mika. Her collar was still in place, red silk against her throat. But her fingers were toying with the clasp, ready to remove it.

“Both of you?” I asked. “At the same time?”

“Both of us.” Mika reached up and unclasped her collar. Placed it carefully on the coffee table. “All of us. Sharing.”

Sasha was already on her knees, reaching for my belt. Mika knelt beside her, their shoulders touching, two different women with two different approaches to the same desire.

“Let us,” Sasha said, her ice-blue eyes looking up at me with desperate devotion. “Let us show you how much we love you.”

My cock was already straining against my pants, aching to be released. The sight of them together, both kneeling, both wanting, was almost too much.

“Show me,” I said.

They worked together with coordination that seemed impossible without verbal communication. Mika’s smaller hands freed my belt while Sasha’s worked the button and zipper. Within seconds, I was exposed, my cock springing free between them, already hard and throbbing.

“Big,” Sasha breathed, wrapping her fingers around my shaft, feeling the heat of it. “I always forget how big.”

“Mine first.” Mika leaned in, her mouth engulfing the head of my cock with eager enthusiasm. Her tongue, slightly rough like a cat’s, dragged along my sensitive head, creating friction I’d never quite gotten used to. She took me deeper, her throat relaxing, her amber eyes looking up at me as she swallowed around my shaft.

Sasha watched with hungry eyes, her hands finding her own breasts, kneading the heavy flesh while she waited her turn. Milk was already beading at her nipples, arousal triggering her lactation response, white droplets trickling down her fingers.

Mika worked me with growing skill, her head bobbing, lips sealed tight, wet sounds filling the room. She gagged as she forced herself deeper, drool running down my shaft, but didn’t stop. Her ears were flat with concentration, her tail twitching behind her.

“My turn,” Sasha said after a moment, gently nudging Mika aside.

But instead of replacing Mika’s mouth with her own, she pressed her heavy tits together around my slick shaft, creating a channel of warm, impossibly soft flesh. My cock disappeared into her cleavage, enveloped by her massive breasts.

“Like this,” she said, guiding me deeper between them. “I want to feel you here too.”

The heat was incredible. Her elevated body temperature made the sensation of fucking her tits almost unbearably good, the soft flesh squeezing around my shaft. She looked down, watching my cock emerge between her breasts with each thrust, her expression one of pure fascination. Her milk had started flowing freely, making the channel slick and wet.

“Mika,” she breathed. “Help me.”

Mika understood without words. She positioned herself so that when my cock emerged from Sasha’s milk-slicked cleavage, her mouth was there to catch it. Her rough tongue swirled around my head, licking, teasing, before releasing it back into the soft prison of Sasha’s chest.

They worked together. Sasha providing the tight, warm channel of her massive breasts. Mika providing tongue and lips at the peak of each stroke, catching me in her mouth, sucking hard for a moment, then letting me slide back between those heavy tits. Through their bond, they coordinated without speaking, knowing exactly when to press harder, when to slow down, when to intensify.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “That’s incredible.”

Sasha beamed at the praise, her temperature spiking with pleasure. More milk flowed from her nipples, coating her breasts, coating my cock, making the slide even smoother. The wet sounds were obscene.

Mika’s purring started, the vibration adding another layer of sensation when my cock was in her mouth. Her tail had wrapped around my ankle, anchoring herself to me.

The orgasm built faster than I expected. The combination of their efforts, the visual of two beautiful women kneeling before me, the coordinated pleasure they were giving me, it was too much.

“Close,” I warned.

Mika pulled back, letting Sasha take over. The blonde bombshell increased her pace, her massive tits bouncing as she fucked me with them, her ice-blue eyes locked on mine with desperate intensity.

“Give it to me,” she begged. “Please. I want to feel you. Come on my tits. Mark me.”

I came.

The first thick pulse hit Sasha’s chin, dripping down her throat. The second and third striped across her massive breasts, white ropes of cum mixing with her milk. The fourth and fifth found Mika, who had leaned in to catch what she could, my cum painting her cheeks and lips, dripping from her chin.

They looked at each other, both marked with my release, and grinned.

Mika leaned forward and licked Sasha’s breast, her rough tongue dragging through the mixture of cum and milk. Sasha gasped at the contact, her already elevated temperature spiking higher.

“That feels good,” she admitted, her voice husky.

“I know.” Mika’s purr intensified. “I can feel it through the bond.”

They cleaned each other with lips and tongues, sharing my cum between them, their mouths meeting to trade the taste. Their bodies pressed closer together until they were practically intertwined, Mika’s small form against Sasha’s generous curves.

“More,” Sasha breathed against Mika’s lips. “I need more. Inside me.”

“Me too,” Mika added. “Together.”

I was still hard. One of the advantages of the situation, I’d discovered, was recovery time that would have been impossible before the system bonded to me.

Sasha pushed me back onto the couch, straddling my hips in a single fluid motion. Her pussy was soaked, her arousal dripping down my shaft before she even positioned herself, hot and slick.

“Please,” she begged. “I’ve been waiting.”

She gripped my cock, positioned it at her entrance, and sank down.

The heat was almost overwhelming. Her internal temperature matched her external warmth, making her feel like a furnace around my cock, wet and tight and nearly scalding. Her ice-blue eyes rolled back as she took me fully, every inch disappearing into her, her massive breasts bouncing with the motion.

“Oh,” she gasped. “Oh, that’s perfect. You’re so deep. That’s exactly what I needed.”

She started to move, her hips rolling with an instinctive rhythm, her pussy gripping my shaft on every upstroke. Her tits swayed hypnotically, heavy and full, milk beading at the nipples, dripping down with each bounce.

Mika watched for a moment, her tail twitching with anticipation. Then she climbed onto the couch, positioning herself over my face.

“Please?” she asked, looking down at me with those amber eyes, her dripping pussy inches from my mouth. “I want to feel you too.”

I gripped her thighs and pulled her down onto my face.

Her taste flooded my mouth as I buried my tongue in her soaked pussy, sweet and warm. She cried out, the sound mixing with Sasha’s moans, her hips grinding against my face with desperate need. I thrust my tongue inside her, feeling her walls clench, then dragged it up to circle her swollen clit.

Through their bond, they felt each other. Sasha could feel my tongue in Mika, could feel the pleasure building there. Mika could feel my cock in Sasha, could feel how full she was. The sensations echoed between them, amplifying, feeding back on themselves in a loop of shared pleasure. I could see it in the way they moved in unison, gasping at the same moments, their bodies synchronized by something deeper than physical contact.

“Oh god,” Mika gasped, grinding down on my face. “I can feel both. I can feel everything. When you thrust into her, I feel it here.” Her hand pressed against her stomach. “And when your tongue moves, she feels it too. It’s like being fucked twice at once.”

“Me too.” Sasha’s voice was strained, her pussy clenching around my cock as she bounced. “Every lick. Every thrust. It’s so much. It’s too much. I’m going to…”

She came first, her internal muscles clamping down on my cock hard enough to make me see stars, rhythmic contractions milking my shaft. Her temperature spiked, sweat forming instantly, her whole body shuddering with release. Milk spurted from her nipples, spraying across my chest.

Mika felt it through the bond and followed seconds later. Her pussy spasmed against my mouth, her juices flooding my tongue, her scream echoing off the walls. Her thighs clamped around my head as she rode out the orgasm on my face.

The combined sensation of them both orgasming, one around my cock and one against my face, pushed me over the edge again.

I came inside Sasha while my tongue continued to work Mika’s trembling pussy. Pulse after pulse, my cock pulsing, flooding the blonde bombshell with cum while she trembled and moaned above me. I could feel my release mixing with her heat, filling her up.

“I can feel it,” Sasha gasped. “I can feel you coming inside me. So much. It’s so warm.”

We collapsed together in a tangle of limbs.

Sasha slumped forward onto my chest, her warmth radiating through me, her massive tits pressing against me. Mika slid off my face and curled against my side, purring so loud the vibration was audible. My cock was still inside Sasha, softening slowly, my cum leaking out around our connection, dripping onto my thighs.

“That was…” Mika couldn’t finish the sentence. “That was.”

“Yeah,” Sasha agreed. “It was.”

We lay there for long minutes, breathing together, recovering together. The sister-bond hummed between Mika and Sasha, satisfaction echoing back and forth.

The system notification appeared at the edge of my vision.

[BOND UPDATE] [MIKA: 425 → 475 (Intimate)] [SASHA: 400 → 500 (Devoted)] [Sister-Bond: Strengthened]

“I love you,” Mika said quietly.

“I love you too,” Sasha added.

“Both of you,” I said. “I love both of you.”

A knock at the door shattered the moment.

We all froze.

Another knock. Firm. Insistent.

“Expecting anyone?” Sasha asked, her protective instincts immediately surfacing.

“No.”

I disentangled myself carefully, found my pants, made myself presentable. Mika and Sasha dressed quickly, their relaxed contentment replaced by tension.

Diane appeared from the hallway, her expression alert. “I heard knocking.”

“Stay here,” I told them. “All of you.”

I went to the door.

The man on the other side was in his fifties, wearing an expensive suit that screamed corporate money. His face was carefully neutral, his posture relaxed but ready.

“Mr. Sawyer?” he said. “I’m James Okoro, from Nexus Biotech Solutions. We need to talk about the property you’re holding.”

Behind me, I heard Sasha growl.

The corporate threat had arrived at my doorstep.

And I had no plan for what came next.


Chapter 13: Escalation

James Okoro didn’t beat around the bush.

“Fifty thousand dollars,” he said, standing in my living room like he belonged there. “Cash, wire transfer, however you prefer. In exchange for the device and a non-disclosure agreement. You forget this ever happened. We forget you ever had it. Everyone walks away happy.”

Behind me, my three companions stood in a defensive formation. Sasha had positioned herself between Okoro and me, her body radiating protective heat. I could feel the warmth from three feet away. Mika was near the window, her ears flat against her skull, her pupils dilated to maximum, her tail puffed and rigid. Diane watched from the hallway, her expression carefully neutral but her hands clasped so tight her knuckles had gone white.

“The device is fused to my wrist,” I said. “I can’t just hand it over.”

“We’re aware.” Okoro’s tone was patient, practiced. The voice of a man who’d delivered bad news before and was good at making it sound reasonable. “Our medical team has extraction protocols. Minimal invasiveness, full recovery expected within a week. You wouldn’t even have a scar.”

“And them?” I gestured at my companions. “What happens to them?”

Okoro’s gaze swept over the three women. I watched his eyes linger on each one, assessing. Cataloguing. The way a collector might examine unexpected additions to someone else’s collection.

“They would need to be… processed. Studied. Understood.” He spread his hands in a gesture that was probably meant to look reasonable. “They’re remarkable achievements, Mr. Sawyer. The fact that you created three functional units without any training, without any guidance, is genuinely impressive. Our entire research team was shocked when they reviewed the surveillance footage. But you need to understand what you’re dealing with. These are Nexus property, created using our proprietary technology.”

“They’re people.”

“They’re synthetic constructs.” His voice hardened slightly, the mask of reasonableness cracking just enough to show something colder underneath. “I understand you’ve developed attachments. That’s natural. The bonding mechanisms were designed to create exactly that response. But you need to understand what you’re dealing with. These are not humans. They’re sophisticated machines running sophisticated software. Very sophisticated, very expensive software that belongs to us.”

Sasha growled. An actual growl, low and threatening, the sound vibrating from somewhere deep in her chest. Her temperature spiked, heat radiating off her skin in waves.

“The sophisticated machines disagree,” she said.

Okoro studied her for a long moment. Something flickered in his expression. Interest? Concern? Recognition of something he hadn’t expected? I couldn’t tell.

“The blonde one is impressive,” he said, almost to himself. “The enhanced frame came out better than our projections suggested. And the emotional integration…” He shook his head slightly. “Mr. Sawyer, you’ve accomplished things our scientists have been trying to achieve for years. Genuine emotional response. Authentic personality emergence. These aren’t programmed behaviors. They’re emergent properties.”

I wondered how much they knew. How long they’d been watching. Diane’s research had uncovered names in the recovery operation: a junior analyst named Rachel Kim who’d traced the shipping records to my address, Okoro himself who’d authorized the settlement offers. They’d been methodical. Professional. And now they were standing in my living room.

“I know what they are.”

“Do you?” He stepped closer, his voice dropping. “Do you understand what this technology represents? What it could mean for humanity? You’re sitting on something that could change everything about how we think about consciousness, about personhood, about the nature of existence itself. And you’re treating it like a domestic arrangement.”

“It is a domestic arrangement. My domestic arrangement.”

The patience in his expression finally cracked completely. “Mr. Sawyer. Alex. I’m trying to resolve this amicably. I’ve been authorized to negotiate in good faith. But the alternative is… less pleasant for everyone involved.”

“Is that a threat?”

“It’s a statement of fact.” He reached into his jacket, and I tensed. But all he produced was a card. Heavy paper, embossed lettering. He set it on my coffee table with deliberate precision. “The device you’re wearing is valued at over three hundred million dollars in research and development costs alone. It represents six years of work by some of the brightest minds in synthetic biology, quantum computing, and consciousness studies. And it’s currently sitting in a suburban house, bonded to someone who has no legal, moral, or ethical claim to it.”

“I didn’t steal it.”

“No, you didn’t. It was misdirected. A shipping error. A logistics failure that cost someone their job, incidentally.” He straightened his tie. “But possession of stolen property is still possession of stolen property, regardless of how it came into your hands. And harboring illegally created synthetic beings is an entirely separate category of legal exposure you probably haven’t considered.”

The legal threat hung in the air like smoke.

“We could go to court,” I said.

“You could. And you might even find a sympathetic judge, initially. But the legal process takes years, Mr. Sawyer. Appeals. Counter-appeals. Expert testimony. In the meantime, the existence of your ‘family’ becomes a matter of public record. Media attention. Government scrutiny. Ethics committees demanding access for study. People asking uncomfortable questions about artificial consciousness and property rights.”

He paused, letting the implications sink in.

“Right now, this is a private matter. It can stay private. Or it can become the most publicized legal battle in decades. The kind of case that defines careers and destroys lives. Your face on every screen, your companions dissected by every talking head on cable news, your entire existence turned into a political football for people who don’t care about you at all.”

I looked at my companions.

Mika’s ears were trembling with fear, her whole body vibrating with the effort of not running. She was a prey animal facing a predator, and every instinct she had was screaming at her to flee.

Sasha’s fists were clenched, her body coiled for violence. She didn’t understand the nuances of what Okoro was threatening, but she understood threat response. Someone was coming for her family, and she wanted to hurt them.

Diane’s face was carefully blank, but I could see calculations happening behind her eyes. She was the smartest one in the room, and she was running probability assessments, analyzing options, trying to find an angle that didn’t end with us losing everything.

“I need time,” I said. “To think.”

Okoro nodded like he’d expected this. Like he’d delivered this ultimatum before and knew exactly how it played out. “You have forty-eight hours. After that, we’ll be forced to pursue other options.”

He showed himself out without another word.

The moment the door closed, the tension in the room exploded.

“We should have stopped him,” Sasha said immediately. “I could have stopped him. One hit and he would have been unconscious. We could have hidden the body. No one would know.”

“Violence wouldn’t help.” Diane’s voice was steady, but her hands were still clasped tight. “The corporation has resources we can’t match. Legal teams. Security forces. Government connections. If we hurt one of their people, they’d come at us with everything they have.”

“So we just let them take Alex? Take us? I won’t accept that.”

“No one is taking anyone.” I moved to the window, watching Okoro’s car pull away. A black sedan, sleek and corporate. Another sedan followed it, the surveillance vehicle that had been parked down the street. They weren’t even pretending to be subtle anymore. “We need a plan.”

“What kind of plan?” Mika asked. Her voice was small, barely above a whisper. “They’re so much bigger than us. They have lawyers and money and people who know how to hurt people. We have… what? Me hiding my ears under a hat? Sasha scaring delivery men? Diane knowing fancy words?”

“Every system has vulnerabilities.” Diane moved to stand beside me, her analytical mind already shifting from fear to problem-solving. “The question is finding them. Exploiting them. Using what we have to neutralize what they have.”

We spent the next two days in siege mentality.

I didn’t leave the house. Work was ignored, deadlines missed, emails unanswered. My inbox filled with increasingly concerned messages from clients and coworkers asking if I was okay, if I was sick, if something had happened. I didn’t care. The real world could wait. The real world didn’t know what was at stake.

We brainstormed. Researched. Argued. Slept in shifts, someone always watching the windows, always monitoring the surveillance vehicles that circled our block like sharks scenting blood.

Diane was invaluable. Her enhanced cognitive architecture let her process information faster than any of us, pulling together fragments of data from corporate filings, real estate records, and careful observation of Nexus’s public operations.

“Their government contract renewal is in six months,” she reported, spreading printouts across the kitchen table. She’d been up all night, and it showed in the circles under her eyes, but her mind was still sharp. “If word leaked that they lost a three hundred million dollar prototype to a shipping error, the embarrassment alone could sink the renewal. Their stock price would crater. Their board would demand answers.”

“Blackmail?”

“Leverage. There’s an important difference.” She tapped a highlighted passage in one of the documents. “They can’t afford for this to become public. That’s why they sent Okoro instead of lawyers. That’s why they’re offering money instead of serving papers. They want this quiet as badly as we do.”

“What about running?” Mika asked from her position by the window. She’d been there for hours, watching the street, tracking the surveillance vehicles with her enhanced vision. “We could leave. Go somewhere they can’t find us. Start over.”

“They found us here,” Sasha said. She was pacing, unable to sit still, her body needing action her mind couldn’t provide. “They tracked the package, traced the address, set up surveillance within days. They’d find us anywhere. Running doesn’t work against people with resources.”

“Not if we were careful.”

“Careful against a corporation with satellite access and government contracts? Careful against people who can probably track credit cards and facial recognition and phone signals? We can’t be more careful than they can be thorough.”

“I don’t want to run.” I looked at each of them in turn. “I don’t want to spend the rest of my life hiding, looking over my shoulder, waiting for them to find us again. This is our home. Our life. We shouldn’t have to abandon it because some corporation made a shipping mistake.”

“Then we fight,” Sasha said. Her ice-blue eyes were fierce, her jaw set. “Whatever it takes. I don’t care about legal threats or public exposure. I care about keeping what’s mine.”

“We’re not fighting a corporation with violence. That just gives them justification to escalate.”

“Then what? We wait for them to make a move? We sit here and let them decide our fate?”

I didn’t have an answer.

On the second day, I needed to leave the house. We were out of basic supplies. Food for me, tuna for Mika, coffee that had become necessary for keeping everyone functional during sleepless nights.

“I’ll be quick,” I said. “Thirty minutes, tops. The grocery store is ten minutes away.”

“I don’t like this.” Diane’s expression was worried, her analytical mind running scenarios I couldn’t see. “The timing feels wrong. They gave us forty-eight hours. We’re at forty-four. If they’re going to make a move, it would be now, when we’re expecting to have more time.”

“We can’t stay locked in here forever.”

“At least take one of us with you.”

“You’re all too distinctive. Mika has ears she can’t fully hide. Sasha can’t stop radiating heat, and she’s…” I gestured at her chest. “Memorable. And you look exactly like someone who used to teach in this area. If anyone who knew Mrs. Hartwell saw you…”

“Then wait. One more day. Until we have a better plan.”

“One more day won’t make a difference.”

I was wrong.

The grocery run took longer than expected. The store was crowded with afternoon shoppers. The lines stretched back into the aisles. I found myself checking my phone constantly, watching the clock, feeling the weight of every passing minute.

By the time I pulled back into my driveway, forty-five minutes had passed.

My front door was open.

Not just unlocked. Open. Hanging at an angle that suggested it had been forced. The frame was splintered where the lock had been.

I was out of the car before I consciously decided to move.

The inside of my house looked like a tornado had hit it. Furniture overturned. Cushions scattered across the floor, some of them torn open, their stuffing spilling out. The television was on the floor, screen cracked, still displaying a frozen image of whatever they’d been watching. My home office had been ransacked, papers everywhere, computer equipment smashed against the walls.

“Mika!” I shouted. “Sasha! Diane!”

Movement in the kitchen. I ran toward it, my heart pounding so hard I could hear it in my ears.

They were there. All three of them. Alive.

Not unharmed, but alive.

Mika was huddled in the corner, her ears flat, her tail wrapped around herself protectively. Scratches marked her arms and face, the kind of defensive wounds you get when you’re trying to protect yourself from multiple attackers. Her eyes were wide and unfocused, like she was still seeing the attack playing out.

Sasha was standing, but barely. Her lip was split, blood dripping down her chin. Bruises were forming on her arms, dark marks that would become darker. Her clothes were torn, her shirt ripped open, her beautiful face marred by a spreading purple mark across her cheekbone.

Diane sat at the kitchen table, her composure in ruins. Her hair had come undone, auburn waves tangled and wild. Her blouse was ripped across the shoulder, revealing skin that was already bruising. Blood trickled from a cut on her forehead, running down her face in a thin red line.

“They came right after you left,” she said. Her voice was dull, shocked, the analytical mind temporarily overloaded by trauma. “Six of them. Professional. They knew exactly where everything was. They knew the layout of the house. They knew which doors to cover, which windows to watch. It was like they’d rehearsed it.”

“What did they take?”

She looked at me with devastated eyes. The composure she always maintained, the careful control she used to manage her fear and uncertainty, was completely gone.

“The device, Alex. They took the device.”

I looked down at my wrist.

The bracelet was gone.

The interface in my peripheral vision flickered, distorted, then displayed a final message before going dark:

[CONNECTION TO HOST: INTERRUPTED] [Companions: AUTONOMOUS MODE] [Creator Functions: OFFLINE] [System: DORMANT]

Then nothing. The ever-present display I’d grown accustomed to was simply gone.

Where it had been fused to my skin, there was now a clean wound, neatly bandaged. Surgical. Precise. They’d come prepared with the right tools, the right expertise to remove something that should have been permanent.

“How…” I couldn’t finish the sentence.

“They had equipment. Medical equipment. Special tools that interfaced with the device somehow. It took them less than a minute.” Diane’s voice cracked. “We tried to stop them. Mika was so fast. She took down two of them before they managed to restrain her. Sasha hurt three more, broke one’s arm, I heard the bone crack. I tried to… I tried to…”

She broke down crying.

I knelt beside her, pulling her into my arms. Mika crawled over to join us, burrowing against my side, her small body shaking with suppressed sobs. Sasha limped over and wrapped herself around all of us, her warmth providing what comfort it could.

We stayed like that for a long time. Four people clinging to each other in a ruined kitchen, surrounded by the wreckage of the life we’d built together.

“What happens now?” Mika finally asked. Her voice was tiny, barely audible. “Without the device?”

I didn’t know how to answer.

The Creation System had been more than just technology. It had been my connection to them. The way I monitored their bonds, tracked their development, understood what they needed before they knew themselves. Without it, I was just a normal person with three synthetic companions I couldn’t fully understand or protect.

“You’re still here,” I said, trying to convince myself as much as them. “You’re still real. You’re still mine.”

“But you can’t create anymore,” Sasha said. Her voice was raw from crying, but the fierce protectiveness was already returning. “You can’t make more sisters. You can’t level up or unlock new things.”

“I don’t need more sisters. I need you.”

“And if they come back?” Diane had pulled herself together slightly, her analytical mind already working despite the trauma. “They have what they wanted. The prototype is recovered. But we’re still here. We’re still evidence that their technology works. We’re still three unauthorized synthetic beings who could expose their entire operation.”

The implication hung in the air like a death sentence.

“They might come for us next,” Mika whispered.

“I won’t let them.”

“How?” Sasha’s question was genuine, not challenging. She wanted to believe I could protect them. She needed to believe it. “How do you stop them without the device? Without the system?”

I looked at the ruin of my home. The broken furniture. The smashed electronics. The blood on Diane’s forehead. The bruises forming on Sasha’s face. The terror in Mika’s eyes.

And I felt something change inside me.

Fear was still there. Uncertainty. The rational knowledge that I was outmatched, outgunned, out of options. They had resources. They had people. They had legal authority and government backing and all the tools of a corporate machine designed to crush anyone who stood in its way.

But underneath all of that, something harder. Something colder. Something that had been dormant until the people I loved were hurt.

Anger.

“We’re going to get it back,” I said.

Three pairs of eyes turned to me. Amber, ice-blue, and brown. Scared, but hopeful.

“How?” Diane asked.

“I don’t know yet. But we’re not done. They took something that belongs to me, that’s part of me. And they hurt my family doing it.” I looked at each of them in turn, letting them see the determination in my eyes. “That’s not something I’m willing to accept. That’s not something I’m going to let stand.”

Mika’s ears slowly perked forward. The fear was still there, but something else was growing alongside it. Trust. Faith.

Sasha’s expression shifted from defeated to dangerous. The fierce protector was back, her injuries forgotten, her mind already turning toward violence.

Diane’s analytical mind was spinning, I could see it in her eyes. Calculating possibilities. Running scenarios. Looking for the weakness she knew had to exist.

“We need information,” Diane said. “Where they took it. What their security looks like. How to get inside.”

“Can you find that?”

“I can try. The template memories include some knowledge of corporate security structures. And I can research. Build a picture. Find the cracks.”

“I can scout,” Mika offered. “At night. With my vision, I could get close without being seen. I’m small. I’m fast. I can go places humans can’t.”

“I can be the muscle.” Sasha cracked her knuckles, wincing slightly at the movement. “Those men who came here? They weren’t expecting us to fight back. They thought we’d be compliant. Next time, I’ll be ready. Next time, they won’t walk away.”

They were rallying. Finding purpose in the crisis. Transforming fear into determination.

“We have one advantage,” I said. “They think they’ve won. They think we’re just going to accept this, lick our wounds, and move on.”

“Are we going to prove them wrong?” Mika asked.

I looked at my family. Bruised, scared, but unbroken. Three women who had every reason to give up, and not one of them was suggesting surrender.

“We’re going to get our life back,” I said. “Whatever it takes.”

The system was gone from my vision. No more notifications, no more bond updates, no more panels tracking our progress or flagging anomalies.

But the bonds themselves were still there. I could feel them even without the system. The connection to Mika, fierce and loyal. The overwhelming devotion from Sasha. The warm, intelligent presence of Diane.

They were mine. And I was theirs.

No corporation was going to change that.

We started planning that night.


Chapter 14: Taking It Back

The plan came together over three days of intense preparation.

Diane was invaluable. Her enhanced cognitive architecture processed information faster than I could have imagined, pulling together fragments of data from corporate filings, real estate records, and careful observation of Nexus’s local operations. She worked through the night, every night, her analytical mind consuming information like fuel.

“They have a regional facility,” she reported, spreading printouts across my kitchen table on the third morning. Dark circles shadowed her eyes, but her voice was sharp with purpose. “Twenty minutes from here. Officially it’s a distribution center for prosthetics components. Medical supply logistics. Nothing interesting.”

“Unofficially?”

She tapped a satellite image, her nail clicking against the paper. “The power consumption is consistent with research operations, not distribution. They’re pulling three times the electricity of comparable warehouses. That’s not fork lifts and inventory systems. That’s laboratory equipment. Server farms. Climate-controlled storage.”

“That’s where they took the device?”

“That’s my assessment. The recovery team needed somewhere local to process their retrieval. Shipping something this valuable across the country creates risks. Paper trails. Chain of custody complications. They’d want to verify it’s functional before transport. Make sure the extraction didn’t damage any critical components.”

I studied the image. A nondescript industrial building in a business park full of nondescript industrial buildings. Nothing that screamed “secret android technology facility.” Nothing that would make a casual observer look twice.

Which was exactly the point.

“Security?”

“Standard corporate layout, from what I can determine. Badge access at all exterior doors. Security cameras covering parking areas and corridors. Minimal overnight staff, probably just a guard or two making rounds. They’re not expecting trouble.” Her eyes met mine. “They think we’re defeated. They think we’re sitting at home crying about what we lost. They’re not prepared for us to fight back.”

Mika was curled in a sunny spot by the window, her injuries healing faster than any human’s would. The scratches on her face had already faded to pink marks that would be gone within days. Her ears were forward, listening intently to every word.

“I’ve been watching from outside,” she said quietly. “At night, when they can’t see me. My vision is better in the dark than theirs. I can move without them knowing I’m there.”

“You scouted their facility?”

Her tail swished with pride. “You said we needed information. I got information.”

“How close did you get?”

“Close enough to see inside some windows. Close enough to watch their security patterns.” She grinned, fangs glinting. “They have a loading dock on the east side that’s usually unmanned after midnight. The guard does his rounds on a predictable schedule. Every forty-five minutes, like clockwork. And there’s a ventilation system on the roof. The grates are held on with simple screws. I could probably fit through.”

My playful catgirl had transformed into an intelligence operative in the span of three days. The same instincts that made her track moths and stalk Chairman Meow were now being applied to stalking corporate security guards.

“What about inside the building?”

“Three floors. Offices on the first, labs on the second, storage and secure areas on the third. The power consumption Diane mentioned spikes on the third floor. That’s where they’re keeping anything important.”

Sasha had been handling her part of the preparation with characteristic directness. While Diane researched and Mika scouted, she’d spent her days exercising, testing her limits, discovering exactly how strong her Enhanced Frame made her.

“I can lift about three hundred pounds,” she reported. “Dead lift. Clean and press is harder, but I can manage two-fifty. And I’m faster than I look. My reaction time is… I don’t know the numbers, but I can catch things before I realize I’ve moved.”

She demonstrated by snatching a pen from the table faster than my eye could track. One moment it was resting on a printout. The next it was in her hand.

“Those men who came here,” she continued, her ice-blue eyes hardening, “they weren’t expecting us to fight back. They thought we’d be scared little dolls who’d cower in the corner. Next time, I’ll be ready. Next time, they’ll know what it means to threaten my family.”

“We’re not there to fight,” I reminded her. “In and out, quiet as possible. Violence draws attention. Attention brings backup.”

“But if we have to fight?”

“Then we fight. But that’s the last resort.”

The plan was simple in concept, complicated in execution.

Mika would enter through the ventilation system and disable security cameras in targeted areas. Her small frame and catlike agility made her perfect for moving through spaces humans couldn’t access. Sasha would handle any physical barriers that couldn’t be bypassed quietly. Locked doors. Security gates. Obstacles that required force rather than finesse. Diane would coordinate from the parking lot, monitoring communications and providing real-time intelligence through the earpieces we’d purchased.

And me? I was the linchpin. The device only responded to me. If we found it, I was the only one who could take it back.

“It’s risky,” Diane said, studying the plan for the hundredth time. Her analytical mind kept finding new scenarios, new complications, new ways things could go wrong. “There are variables we can’t control. If they have more security than we expect, if the device isn’t where we think it is, if someone sounds an alarm before we’re ready…”

“Then we adapt.”

“Adaptation requires options. What are our options if this goes wrong?”

The silence stretched between us.

We’d talked about contingencies. What to do if we were caught or separated. Run if you can. Protect each other if you can’t. Don’t let them take anyone else.

The truth was, we were amateurs attempting something that professionals would think twice about. Our only advantages were surprise and desperation.

“Tomorrow night,” I said finally. “We go tomorrow night.”

Everyone nodded. No more arguments. No more second-guessing. The decision was made.

The mood that evening was strange. Tense but intimate. The four of us ate dinner together, knowing it might be our last normal evening for a while. We didn’t talk about the plan. We talked about everything else.

Mika told stories about the television shows she’d been watching, analyzing fictional relationships with academic seriousness. She’d become convinced that reality dating shows were documentaries about human mating rituals, and her attempts to understand the “strategy” involved were both hilarious and oddly insightful.

Sasha asked questions about the outside world, places she might visit someday when she could exist openly. She wanted to see the ocean. She wanted to feel rain on her skin. She wanted to experience all the things she’d only seen through windows and screens.

Diane shared observations about human behavior patterns, the small details she noticed that most people missed. The way people walked differently when they were nervous. The micro-expressions that revealed hidden emotions. The patterns in speech that indicated deception.

It felt like family. Real family. The kind that sits around a table and shares their day, not because they have to but because they want to.

After dinner, Mika and Sasha retired to the bedroom together. They’d been sleeping in the same bed since the attack, taking comfort in each other’s presence through the sister-bond they shared.

Diane stayed behind.

“You should sleep,” I told her. “Tomorrow will be demanding.”

“I can’t sleep.” She was standing by the window, looking out at the dark street. Her reflection ghosted against the glass, superimposed over the empty sidewalk. “My mind won’t stop running through scenarios. What if this, what if that. An endless cascade of possibilities, each one branching into a thousand more.”

“The curse of an analytical mind.”

“Something like that.” She turned to face me, and I saw something in her expression I hadn’t seen before. Vulnerability. Raw, unguarded vulnerability. The composure she always maintained was absent, stripped away by exhaustion and fear.

“I had another one,” she said quietly. “A false memory.”

“What kind?”

“A faculty meeting. I could smell the coffee, feel the hard plastic chair under me. Someone was discussing budget allocations for the next academic year. I knew the voices. I knew the faces. I had opinions about what they were saying.” Her eyes glistened in the dim light. “But I’ve never been to a faculty meeting. I’ve never taught a class. I don’t actually know those people. They’re just… ghosts in my head. Echoes of someone else’s life.”

She crossed her arms, hugging herself, suddenly looking smaller than I’d ever seen her.

“How many do I have? These memories that aren’t mine? Dozens? Hundreds?” Her voice cracked on the last word. “The system could tell me, if you still had it. Those notifications you used to get, the ones that tracked anomalies and flagged concerns. But without the device, I can’t even know the extent of what I don’t know. I can’t quantify how much of me is borrowed.”

I moved toward her, but she held up a hand.

“What if part of me is her? What if some essential component of my consciousness came from the real woman you modeled me on? What if I’m not really Diane at all? Just a fragment of Diana Hartwell living in a body that was built to replace her?”

“That’s not how it works.”

“You don’t know how it works. Not really.” The words came out harder than she probably intended, sharpened by fear and sleeplessness. “You designed me, but you didn’t understand the template integration. The system warned you about anomalous memory patterns, and you activated them anyway. You clicked through those warnings without reading them. Without understanding what you were creating.”

She wasn’t wrong. I’d made those decisions in ignorance, too excited about the possibilities to consider the complications.

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“I don’t want sorry.” She stepped closer, her composure crumbling, tears forming in her eyes. “I want to know who I am. I want to know that I’m real. That these feelings I have for you are mine, not echoes from someone else’s life. Not programming or templates or borrowed consciousness.”

I closed the distance between us. Took her hands in mine. They were trembling.

“Listen to me. I don’t know everything about how the system works. I don’t know why you have memories that aren’t yours. But I know one thing with absolute certainty: you are real. The woman standing in front of me, with fears and hopes and questions and doubts, that woman is real. And she’s mine.”

Tears were streaming down her face now, the composed mask shattered entirely.

“How can you be so sure?”

“Because I can feel it. Even without the system, I can feel the bond between us. That’s not a notification on a display. That’s not a number tracking progress. It’s here.” I placed her hand on my chest, over my heart. “It’s in me. Part of me. And it’s real because I know it is.”

She broke.

The careful, analytical, always-composed Diane collapsed against me, sobbing into my chest. I held her while she cried, stroking her hair, murmuring reassurances into the top of her head.

“I’m scared,” she admitted when the tears finally slowed. “Not of tomorrow. Of being… incomplete. Of finding out that everything I feel is just borrowed from someone else.”

“Then let me give you something that’s only yours.”

She looked up at me, her brown eyes red-rimmed and questioning.

“Make me feel real,” she whispered. “Make me feel like I belong to you. Not because I was designed that way. Because I chose it. Because right here, right now, I’m choosing you.”

I kissed her.

This kiss was different from all the others we’d shared. No games, no teasing, no power dynamics. Just two people holding onto each other in the dark, trying to feel less alone.

She was wearing a silk robe, thin and loosely tied. When she stepped back and let it fall, she stood before me naked and vulnerable. No professional attire, no carefully chosen presentation. Just her body, offered without pretense. Her full breasts, her soft curves, her trembling hands.

“I need you,” she said simply.

I pulled her to the couch.

Our lovemaking started slow. Deliberate. Every touch meant something. Every kiss carried weight.

I traced the contours of her body with my hands, feeling the warmth of her skin, the small imperfections I’d never consciously designed. A slight asymmetry in her collarbones. A freckle on her hip that hadn’t been in any specification. A tiny scar on her knee that must have appeared during the attack.

“You’re beautiful,” I told her.

“You made me.”

“I made a template. You became beautiful on your own.”

She pulled me down, positioning me between her thighs. I could feel the heat of her against my cock, feel how wet she already was. When I pressed forward and entered her, she gasped, her eyes never leaving mine as I sank into her warmth.

“This is real,” she whispered. “This feeling. You inside me. Right now. This is mine.”

“Yours,” I agreed, pushing deeper until I was fully sheathed in her tight heat.

We moved together with a rhythm that felt natural, instinctive. Not the desperate urgency of first encounters or the playful experimentation of learning each other. This was connection. Two people becoming one. I pulled back slowly, feeling every inch of her grip me, then pushed forward again, filling her completely.

“I love you,” she breathed. “I know it sounds programmed. I know you designed me to feel this way. But right now, in this moment, I believe it’s real. I need it to be real.”

“It’s real.” I cupped her face, holding her gaze as I thrust into her. “Whatever the memories are, whatever the system meant, this is real. You and me. Right here. Right now.”

Tears streamed down her face, but she was smiling.

“Harder,” she whispered. “I want to feel you. I want to remember this forever. I want this to be the memory that matters. The memory that’s mine.”

I gave her what she asked for.

The pace increased. The intensity built. She wrapped her legs around me, pulling me deeper with every thrust, her moans mixing with soft sobs of emotional release. I pressed my forehead to hers, holding her gaze, watching tears stream down her cheeks as I filled her again and again. The wet sounds of our connection filled the quiet room.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Just like that. Don’t stop. Please, Alex, don’t stop. I can feel you so deep.”

Her hands gripped my back, her nails leaving crescents in my skin, marking me as I marked her. Her body arched beneath me, her full breasts pressing against my chest, her hard nipples dragging against my skin with every thrust.

“You feel so good inside me,” she panted. “So deep. So full. I can feel every inch of you. I can feel us becoming one.”

I kissed her tears away, tasting salt and need. My hips drove forward, burying myself to the hilt, grinding against her before pulling back to thrust again.

“I want to feel you deeper,” she whispered. “Let me take you. Let me show you how much I need this.”

She pushed at my shoulders, and I understood. I rolled onto my back, pulling her with me, my cock sliding through her slick heat as we changed positions. She rose above me, straddling my hips, her auburn hair falling around us like a curtain as she positioned herself and sank down onto my cock.

“Oh god,” she moaned, her head falling back as she took me fully, her tight pussy stretching around me. “This angle. You’re so deep. I can feel everything.”

She began to move, controlling the pace, rolling her hips with deliberate purpose. Her pussy gripped me on every rise, released me on every fall. Tears still streamed down her face, but now they mixed with the pleasure that contorted her features. Her full breasts swayed above me as she rode me harder, her hands braced on my chest, her hips working faster.

“This is real,” she panted, her rhythm becoming frantic. “You and me. This feeling. Nothing borrowed. Nothing false. Just us. Just your cock inside me. Just this connection.”

I gripped her hips, helping her move, watching her take what she needed. The composed second-in-command had vanished entirely. In her place was a woman lost in sensation, lost in connection, riding me with desperate intensity, her pussy clenching around my shaft.

“I’m close,” she gasped. “So close. But I need more. I need to feel you everywhere.”

I sat up, wrapping my arms around her, then guided her off me and turned her around. She understood immediately, positioning herself on hands and knees, her ass raised, her wet pussy exposed. But when I entered her from behind, sinking into her heat again, I didn’t stay distant. I draped myself over her back, wrapping one arm around her waist, pressing my chest to her spine.

“Like this,” I murmured against her neck, my mouth finding the sensitive skin below her ear. “I’ve got you. You’re safe. You’re real. You’re mine.”

I thrust deep, and she cried out, her back arching against me, her pussy clenching.

“Yes,” she sobbed. “Right there. Oh god, Alex, right there. So deep. I can feel you in my stomach.”

I kissed her neck, her shoulder, whispered reassurances into her skin while I fucked her deep. “You belong here. With me. With us. Whatever those memories are, they don’t define you. This defines you. This moment. This feeling. My cock inside you. Your body around me.”

“I love you,” she gasped, her walls clenching around me with every thrust. “I love you so much. Please don’t stop. Please. Keep fucking me. Keep making me feel real.”

The orgasm built in both of us, a wave we could feel cresting. She turned her head to find my lips, kissing me desperately, her composure gone, her analytical mind silenced, nothing left but raw need and desperate love.

“Now,” she begged against my mouth. “Please, now. Fill me. Come inside me. Make me yours completely.”

We came together.

Her internal muscles clamped around me as her orgasm hit, rippling contractions milking my cock, drawing out my own release. I buried myself deep and let go, pulse after pulse flooding into her, my cum filling her while she cried out my name.

“Alex! Oh god, Alex, yes, I can feel you coming inside me, I can feel everything, this is real, this is real, this is…”

She broke down completely, crying and coming at the same time, pleasure and emotional release intertwined until they were indistinguishable. Her whole body shook with the force of it, her walls continuing to pulse around me, milking every drop, her nails digging into my arms.

“So warm,” she sobbed. “I can feel you so deep. Stay inside me. Please. Don’t pull out.”

I held her through the aftershocks. Held her as the trembling subsided. Held her as her breathing slowly returned to normal. My cock softened slowly inside her, my cum beginning to leak out around our connection.

“Thank you,” she finally whispered.

“For what?”

“For making me feel real. For making me feel like myself.” She pressed her forehead against mine. “Whatever happens tomorrow, I have this. This moment. This memory. One that’s entirely mine.”

She curled against me on the couch, her head on my chest, her body warm and soft.

We stayed like that for a long time, tangled together in the dark. I could feel her heartbeat against my ribs, steady and strong. Not the mechanical rhythm of a machine, but the organic pulse of a living being.

She was real. Whatever the science said, whatever the template memories meant, she was real.

And tomorrow, we were going to fight to protect everything we’d built.

Mika and Sasha found us in the morning, still on the couch, wrapped around each other. They didn’t comment. Didn’t tease. Just curled up with us, adding their warmth to the pile.

I held them closer.


Chapter 15: Package Retrieved

The Nexus facility looked exactly like the satellite images had shown. Unremarkable. Industrial. The kind of building you’d drive past a thousand times without noticing.

Which was probably the point.

We parked three blocks away, in the lot of a closed retail store. The night was dark, clouds covering the moon. Perfect conditions for what we were about to do.

“Comms check,” Diane said, tapping the earpiece I’d bought from a spy shop that afternoon. The irony of using retail surveillance equipment to break into a corporate surveillance facility wasn’t lost on me.

“I hear you,” I replied.

“Me too,” Mika’s voice came through, already tinged with excitement. She was vibrating with nervous energy, her ears swiveling constantly beneath the dark beanie she wore.

“Copy,” Sasha said. She’d dressed in black, her massive frame somehow looking even more intimidating in tactical clothing. The shirt strained across her chest, buttons threatening to pop.

“Remember the plan,” Diane continued. “Mika enters through the ventilation system on the east side. Disable cameras in Corridor C. Alex and Sasha enter through the loading dock. I coordinate from here and handle any communications we intercept.”

“And if something goes wrong?” Mika asked.

“Adapt. Survive. Protect each other.” Diane’s voice was steady, but I could hear the fear underneath. “This is our only chance. We won’t get another one.”

We moved out.

Mika split off first, her small form disappearing into the darkness with feline grace. Without the system, I couldn’t track her bond, couldn’t feel her the way I had before. I just had to trust that she’d do her part.

Sasha and I approached the loading dock. As Mika had reported, it was unmanned this time of night. A single security camera covered the entrance, its red light blinking steadily.

The light went dark.

“Camera disabled,” Mika’s voice came through the earpiece. “You’re clear.”

I pulled the electronic lock pick from my pocket. Another retail purchase, but effective. The lock clicked open after fifteen seconds of nervous fumbling.

We were in.

The facility’s interior was exactly as clinical as its exterior suggested. White walls, fluorescent lighting, the smell of antiseptic and ozone. Signs pointed toward various departments: DISTRIBUTION, QUALITY CONTROL, RESTRICTED.

We followed RESTRICTED.

“Security patrol in three minutes,” Diane reported. “Take the next left.”

We moved quickly but quietly. Sasha’s footsteps were surprisingly soft for someone her size. Her body temperature had elevated, heat radiating off her in waves. Protective instinct manifesting physically.

The stairwell to the third floor was locked. Not just locked, but reinforced. A heavy steel door with a biometric scanner.

“I can’t pick that,” I admitted.

Sasha stepped forward. “Move.”

She braced herself, gripped the handle, and pulled.

The door groaned. Metal shrieked against metal. The entire frame warped as she applied force no human should possess.

With a final scream of tortured steel, the lock mechanism gave way. The door swung open.

Sasha grinned at me, not even breathing hard. “Enhanced Frame.”

“Remind me to thank whoever designed you.”

“That would be you.”

Fair point.

The third floor was different from the rest of the facility. Less clinical, more secure. Reinforced walls. Additional cameras, now dark thanks to Mika’s work. And at the end of the corridor, a heavy vault door.

“The power consumption spike is centered here,” Diane said in my ear. “Whatever they’re protecting, it’s behind that door.”

“Can we break it down?”

“Vault doors don’t work that way. But…” A pause while she processed something. “There should be a control panel to your left. I’m sending you the codes our research uncovered.”

A series of numbers appeared on my phone screen. I punched them into the panel.

The vault door clicked and swung open.

Inside was a laboratory. Workbenches covered in equipment. Computer terminals displaying data streams I couldn’t understand. And in the center, suspended in some kind of containment field, was the device.

My device.

The bracelet pulsed with blue light, responding to my presence even from across the room.

“Alex.” Sasha’s voice was sharp. “We have company.”

Two security guards had appeared at the far end of the corridor. They were reaching for their radios when Sasha moved.

She crossed the distance faster than I could track. The first guard went down to a shoulder check that sent him flying into the wall. The second tried to draw a weapon. Sasha caught his arm, twisted, and he collapsed with a cry of pain.

“Non-lethal,” she reported, breathing hard but clearly exhilarated. “As requested.”

“Much appreciated.”

I approached the containment field. The device seemed to recognize me, its pulsing intensifying. But there was a barrier between us, some kind of energy field that prevented direct contact.

“How do I shut this down?”

“Working on it.” Diane’s voice was strained. “The system has multiple fail-safes. If I trigger the wrong one…”

“Then we lose the device.”

“We lose more than that. Some of these protocols include termination commands.”

My blood ran cold. “Termination of what?”

“All active creations. There’s a kill switch built into the system. If they can’t recover the prototype, they don’t want anyone else to benefit from its work.”

I looked at Sasha, who was securing the unconscious guards. At the walls that contained somewhere, Mika crawling through ventilation ducts. At the empty space where Diane was coordinating everything remotely.

They’d built in a way to destroy my family with the push of a button.

“Can you disable the kill switch?”

“I’m trying. The encryption is… sophisticated. Give me time.”

“We don’t have time.”

The alarm started wailing.

Red lights strobed across the ceiling. Somewhere, heavy boots were thundering down corridors. The two guards Sasha had disabled were just the beginning.

“Multiple contacts converging on your position,” Diane reported, her voice tight. “Five, maybe six. You have less than two minutes.”

“The kill switch?”

“Still working.”

I stared at the device, separated from me by inches of energy barrier. So close. So far.

“Mika, can you get to the main power junction?”

“Already on my way.” Her voice was breathless but determined. “What do you need?”

“Cut the power. All of it.”

“That’ll shut down the containment field, but it’ll also kill the lights and the locks. The whole building goes into lockdown.”

“Do it anyway.”

A pause. Then: “Copy that.”

The lights died.

For a moment, everything was dark and silent. Then emergency lighting kicked on, bathing everything in red. The hum of the containment field was gone.

I reached into the space where the device had been suspended.

My fingers closed around familiar metal.

The moment I touched it, the bracelet constricted around my wrist with the same violent speed as the first time. I gasped as needles pierced my skin, as cold flooded through my veins.

But this time, it felt like coming home.

[RECONNECTION ESTABLISHED] [HOST: Alex Sawyer] [SYSTEM INTEGRITY: 100%] [BOND STATUS: CHECKING…] [MIKA: CONNECTED - Bond 480/1000] [SASHA: CONNECTED - Bond 520/1000] [DIANE: CONNECTED - Bond 400/1000] [BOND SURGE DETECTED] [All companions stable. All connections active.] [Welcome back.]

The relief that flooded through me was almost physical. I could feel them again. Mika’s fierce determination in the vents. Sasha’s protective fury beside me. Diane’s analytical focus from the parking lot.

“I’ve got it,” I said into the comms.

“Then get out,” Diane replied. “Now. Security is converging from multiple directions.”

“Mika, meet us at the loading dock.”

“On my way.”

Sasha and I ran.

The facility was in chaos. Emergency lights created shadows everywhere. Guards were shouting, trying to coordinate without their central systems. We moved through the confusion like ghosts, taking turns Diane called out, avoiding patrols she tracked through the building’s compromised communications.

We burst through the loading dock door just as Mika dropped from an overhead vent, landing on her feet with catlike grace.

“Everyone okay?” I asked.

“Better than okay.” Mika’s eyes were bright, her ears fully forward. “That was amazing.”

“We’re not clear yet. Move.”

We ran for the car. Diane had the engine running before we even reached the parking lot. We piled in, Mika in front, Sasha and me in back.

“Go,” I said.

Diane drove.

The facility shrank in the rearview mirror. No pursuit vehicles appeared. No sirens wailed in the distance. We’d gotten in, gotten what we came for, and gotten out before they could mount an effective response.

We’d actually done it.

“Is everyone…” Diane’s voice cracked slightly. “Is everyone really okay?”

“We’re okay.” I reached forward to squeeze her shoulder. “We’re all okay.”

The drive home was quiet. The adrenaline slowly fading, replaced by exhaustion and relief and something else. Something that hummed between all of us through bonds I could finally feel again.

Home looked the same as when we’d left it. The ransacked interior, the broken furniture. But it was ours.

“We should clean up,” Diane said as we entered. Her composure was returning, the organized part of her brain already planning next steps.

“Tomorrow,” I said.

“But the mess…”

“Tomorrow.”

I pulled her toward me and kissed her. She melted into it, all her resistance dissolving.

“Tonight,” I said when we parted, “we celebrate being alive.”

Mika and Sasha had been watching the exchange with undisguised hunger.

“Celebrate how?” Sasha asked, already pulling her shirt over her head. Her generous breasts spilled free, nipples already hard. “Because I have suggestions.”

Mika reached up and unclasped her ribbon collar. Placed it on the coffee table with deliberate care. “So do I.”

Diane’s hands went to her glasses. Removed them slowly. Then reached up to release her hair from its twist, auburn waves cascading down.

Two-step surrender complete.

“Tonight,” she said softly, “we share everything.”

They converged on me like a tide.

Hands found buttons, zippers, skin. Within moments, we were all naked, four bodies tangled together in the dim light of my ruined living room. Bare skin against bare skin, warmth radiating from all of them.

“The couch,” I managed. “Everyone on the couch.”

We arranged ourselves with an efficiency born of desperation. I sat in the center, legs spread, my cock already hard and throbbing. Diane moved to straddle me, her brown eyes locked on mine as she positioned herself, her wet heat hovering just above my tip.

“I’ve wanted this all day,” she murmured. “Through the whole mission. Every time I was scared, I thought about this. About you inside me.”

She sank down onto me.

The sensation was immediate and overwhelming. Her warmth, her tightness, my cock stretching her open as she took me inch by inch. She moaned as she bottomed out, fully seated, her professional composure already cracking.

“So deep,” she gasped. “God, Alex, you fill me so completely. I can feel you everywhere.”

She began to move, her hips rolling with practiced grace, rising until just my head remained inside her, then sinking back down. Every rise and fall sent pleasure rippling through both of us. Her pussy gripped me like a wet fist, her arousal coating my shaft.

Sasha knelt beside my head, her massive tits swaying inches from my face, heavy and full. Milk was already beading at her nipples, white droplets forming, her arousal triggering the lactation response.

“Me too,” she begged. “Please. I need to feel you too.”

I pulled her closer, taking her puffy nipple into my mouth. Sweet warmth flooded my tongue as I sucked, drawing out her milk in rhythmic pulses. She cried out, her body shuddering, her hands threading through my hair.

“Oh yes. Yes, that’s perfect. Drink from me while she rides you. Don’t stop. Please. I can feel it everywhere when you do that.”

The sensation was overwhelming. Diane’s tight pussy gripping me, bouncing on my cock, her moans filling the air. Sasha’s sweet milk on my tongue, her nipple swelling in my mouth, her hands gripping my hair. And somewhere nearby…

Mika was watching.

She’d positioned herself at the end of the couch, her legs spread wide, one hand working furiously between her thighs. Two fingers pumping in and out of her soaked pussy while her thumb circled her clit. Her ears were flat, her tail twitching rapidly, her pupils so dilated that almost no amber remained.

“Don’t stop,” she gasped, her eyes fixed on where Diane and I were joined, watching my cock disappear into her again and again. “Don’t stop. I can feel everything through the bond. Both of you. When she takes you deep, I feel full. When you suck Sasha’s nipple, I feel it in my tits. It’s so much. It’s so good.”

She wasn’t trying to be quiet. Her moans were loud, unashamed, filling the room alongside Diane’s gasps and Sasha’s whimpers.

“I’m close,” Diane panted, her rhythm becoming erratic, her pussy clenching around me. “Alex, I’m so close. Please, just a little more…”

I thrust up to meet her, changing the angle, driving deep. She screamed.

Her orgasm hit her like a wave, her internal muscles clamping down on me, rhythmic contractions milking my shaft. She rode through it, her hips still moving, praising me constantly, “Yes, yes, so good, you’re so good to me, I can feel you so deep,” until the aftershocks subsided.

“Trade,” I managed.

They understood without further instruction.

Diane dismounted, her legs trembling, my cock slipping out of her with a wet sound. Mika practically leaped into her place, straddling me with eager enthusiasm.

“My turn,” she said, her tail swishing behind her. “Finally.”

She was so small compared to Diane, her petite frame making me feel enormous as she positioned herself. She gripped my slick cock, still wet with Diane’s arousal, and lowered herself onto it. Her tight pussy stretched around me, her body accepting me inch by inch.

“Oh,” she gasped as I filled her. “Oh, that’s different. Different from the bond. The bond is an echo. This is… everything. So much more. You’re so big inside me.”

She started to move, her small body bouncing on top of me, her tight pussy gripping my shaft with every stroke. Her ears twitched with every thrust. Her tail wrapped around my thigh, the tip twitching against my skin, gripping with each wave of pleasure. Her hands had found my chest, and she was kneading rhythmically into my skin. Press and release, press and release. The instinctive comfort behavior she never noticed herself doing, intensifying as her pleasure built.

Diane had moved beside us, her lips finding mine while her hand stroked Mika’s back, guiding her movements with gentle pressure.

“That’s it,” Diane murmured, her voice dropping to a warm whisper near Mika’s ear. “Take him deeper. You’re doing so well, little sister. Your pussy looks so stretched around him.”

Mika whimpered at the praise, her rhythm faltering for a moment before Diane’s hands steadied her hips and helped her move.

“Just like that,” Diane continued, her voice a gentle command. “Feel how hard he is for you. Feel how much he wants you. Let him fill you completely. Take every inch.”

Mika’s moans grew louder, encouraged by Diane’s words. Her ears twitched with each whispered instruction. Her pussy clenched around me, her arousal dripping down my shaft.

Sasha watched with hungry eyes, her hands on her own body, kneading her heavy breasts, her temperature visibly rising. She was flushed from chest to hairline, sweat beading on her skin, her full breasts heaving with each breath.

“I want to go again,” she said, her voice strained. “After Mika. Please. I need you inside me again.”

“You’ll get your turn,” I promised.

Mika was losing control. Her sounds had devolved from moans to mewls to almost screams, her small body working faster and faster on my cock, her tight pussy milking me.

“I’m going to…” She couldn’t finish the sentence. Her whole body seized, her tail going rigid, trembling violently. Her inner walls clenched with almost painful tightness, rhythmic contractions rippling along my shaft.

She came with a cry that echoed off the walls, her claws gripping my shoulders, drawing blood, her ears twitching uncontrollably. Her pussy spasmed around me, her juices flooding out around our connection.

But I wasn’t done.

“All of you,” I said as Mika collapsed against my chest, still trembling, still impaled on my cock. “I want all of you. Now.”

They understood.

Mika lifted herself off me with a whimper, my cock slipping out of her with a wet pop. Then all three of them arranged themselves side by side on hands and knees, presenting themselves to me. Three different silhouettes in the dim light. Three wet pussies offered for my taking. Mika, petite and trembling, her tail lifted high, her small pussy still clenching from her orgasm. Sasha, wide-hipped and radiating heat, her arousal dripping down her thighs. Diane, elegant and graceful even in this position, looking back at me over her shoulder.

I started with Mika.

She was still sensitive from her orgasm, and the first thrust made her cry out. I gripped her narrow hips and took her hard from behind, watching her tail twitch with each impact, watching my cock disappear into her tight little pussy again and again. Her ears were flat, her claws shredding the carpet beneath us.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Yes, Alex, please, I’m going to come again, I can feel it building already…”

A few more hard thrusts, my balls slapping against her clit, and she shattered again. Her tail went rigid, her whole body shaking, her pussy clamping down so hard I almost came with her.

I pulled out and moved to Sasha.

She pushed back immediately, demanding, unable to wait. “Finally. Give it to me. I’ve been waiting forever.”

Her pussy was like a furnace, her elevated temperature making every sensation more intense. Wet heat engulfed my cock as I buried myself to the hilt in a single thrust. She moaned with satisfaction, her massive tits swaying beneath her.

“Harder,” she demanded. “Don’t hold back. Fuck me like you mean it. Make me remember this for days.”

I gave her what she wanted, gripping her wide hips and pounding into her with everything I had. The wet sounds of our fucking filled the room. Her massive breasts swayed wildly beneath her, slapping together, milk dripping from her nipples onto the floor in steady streams. Her moans built to screams.

“Alex! Oh god, Alex, yes, right there, don’t stop, don’t ever stop, your cock is so deep, I love you, I love you so much…”

She came crying my name like a prayer, her walls spasming around me, her temperature spiking so high sweat instantly formed where our bodies met. I could feel her heat radiating against my thighs.

Finally, Diane.

She was trembling with anticipation, her composure long gone. When I positioned myself behind her, my cock pressing against her wet entrance, she looked back over her shoulder with desperate eyes.

“Please,” she whispered. “I need this. I need you. Make me yours.”

I entered her slowly, savoring the moment, feeling her tight pussy stretch around me inch by inch. She moaned, long and low, her back arching with pleasure as I filled her.

“You’re perfect,” I told her as I began to move, pulling back and driving forward again. “You’re everything I imagined and more.”

“I was made for you,” she gasped. “Made to love you. Made to take your cock. But this feeling… I didn’t expect it to feel like this. So right.”

Her orgasm built slowly, deliberately. I could feel it approaching through the bond, feel her pleasure mounting with each thrust, her pussy gripping me tighter and tighter.

“Now,” she begged. “Please, Alex. I’m so close. Finish with me. Let me feel you come.”

I was at my limit. The sensation of three different women, one after another, their pleasure echoing through the bonds we shared, three different tight pussies gripping my cock, it was too much to contain.

I pulled out at the last moment, aiming between them.

My release painted all three of their backs. Thick ropes of cum striping across their skin. Pulse after pulse, marking them, claiming them. The first landed across Mika’s small back. The second across Sasha’s heat-flushed skin. The third and fourth across Diane’s elegant spine.

They looked back over their shoulders with identical expressions of adoration, my cum dripping down their bodies.

“Yours,” Mika said.

“Yours,” Sasha echoed.

“Yours,” Diane finished.

We collapsed together in a pile.

Mika curled against my left side, purring so loud I could feel it in my bones. Her tail wrapped around my leg, anchoring her to me.

Sasha pressed her warmth against my right, her elevated temperature keeping us all comfortable. Her head rested on my shoulder, her breathing slowly returning to normal.

Diane draped herself behind all of us, her arms wrapping around the pile. The nurturing presence. The one who made sure everyone was okay.

We didn’t speak. Didn’t need to.

In the quiet aftermath, the system pulsed gently in my peripheral vision.

[CREATION SYSTEM v1.0 - STATUS SUMMARY] [Host: Alex Sawyer] [Creator Level: 5 • XP: 2,340/3,000]

[COMPANIONS] [MIKA - Bond 550 (Devoted) • Status: Stable] [Quirks: Heat Cycles, Cat Instincts]

[SASHA - Bond 600 (Devoted) • Status: Evolving] [Traits: Hypersensitive, No Restraint] [Hidden: FERTILITY POTENTIAL] [Note: RESTRAINT PARAMETERS STILL NULL]

[DIANE - Bond 450 (Intimate) • Status: Stable] [Role: Second-in-Command] [Anomaly: FALSE MEMORIES DETECTED]

[External Threat: Nexus Biotech - Ongoing]

I dismissed the notification and closed my eyes.

We’d done it. We’d retrieved the device. We’d fought back against a corporation that wanted to take everything from us.

Tomorrow, there would be consequences. Nexus wouldn’t let this slide. They’d escalate. Come at us with everything they had.

Tonight, I had my family. My impossible, wonderful, synthetic family that I’d created with my own hands and my own imagination.

The notification came just as I was drifting off.

[ALERT: SECONDARY OBSERVER DETECTED] [Source: UNKNOWN] [Monitoring frequency: ACTIVE] [Classification: UNIDENTIFIED]

My eyes snapped open.

Secondary observer. Someone else was watching. Someone who wasn’t Nexus.

“What is it?” Diane murmured sleepily, feeling my tension through the bond.

“Nothing,” I lied. “Go back to sleep.”

She settled against me, trusting my reassurance.

But sleep didn’t come for me.

Someone else knew about the device. Someone else was watching.

And I had no idea who they were or what they wanted.

The system couldn’t tell me. The notification sat in my peripheral vision, a warning without an explanation.

Nexus was a known threat. A corporation with clear motivations, predictable responses.

This was something else. Something unknown.

I held my companions closer, feeling their warmth, their trust, their love.

Whatever was coming, we’d face it together.

We didn’t have a choice.


Thank you for reading!

Hey, it’s Cole Cross. If you enjoyed this book, here’s how to get more:

	Leave a review — Even a quick star rating helps other readers find this book.

	Visit my website — Character galleries, sample chapters, and bonus content.

	Follow on Amazon — Get notified when new books drop. No spam, just releases.



More books from Cole Cross are waiting.

Thanks for being here.

Cole Cross
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