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Nick is in love with Ann. Unfortunately, Ann is totally not into him. It is a shame given that they have known each other since childhood. Once puberty set in, Ann kept getting prettier and prettier until it was obvious to Nick that she was out of his league. Still, the old friends didn’t part ways. Nick spent a lot of his time driving Ann around to her various social gatherings. They were still “friends”, but with only benefits for Ann.

All that remained true until their senior year in high school when a cat joined their lives. Cat wasn’t a feline, but a strange girl with a strange name that insisted on wearing cat ears all the time. There was no way a high school senior named Cat that wears cat ears 24/7 was going to make a lot of friends in a new school. That’s the way Nick saw it. At first Nick was right on the money as Cat looked destined to be an outcast. However, Cat turns out to be a quick friend maker. First, she made friends with Nick without him being sure he wanted to be her friend. Even more shocking, Cat made friends with Ann of all people. Before he knew it, Cat had wormed her way into his heart. Only there’s a little secret Cat has, and Cat’s secret fancy gets poor Nick bicurious in the worst way. Can a man end up with two girlfriends? Never underestimate what can happen with a Cat in your life.


Chapter 1

Nick sat in his Camaro. It was his baby. He’d rescued it from the junkyard and put it back together nearly all by himself. He had it purring like a kitten now. The last touch was the paint job which he could finally afford this summer after working two shifts a week at his summer job. Now the Camaro looked like it just came off the showroom floor. It was a man’s car. It was that fact that meant the most to him. Not that he was insecure in his masculinity, but it was nice to have a car that reinforced it. High school girls could be a bit shallow after all, so driving the point home with them felt important to Nick..

Nick parked at the curbside and checked the time on the dashboard. He had plenty of time before school started. He would need it because she was always late. The she referred to in that last sentence being, in this case, Ann Wagner. Nick had known her since pre-school. They had played together in and out of school right up until the point boys stopped playing with girls because they had cooties. Not that they stopped seeing each other. Her parents were best friends with his parents. She was like the sister he never had in some ways.

Only a girl’s case of cooties eventually cleared up and then they caught something else much more easily spread to boys. Sure, Ann was like a sister to him. But it was a fact that one didn’t want to boink one’s sister. Well, at least in normal families the answer is no. Nick’s family was as normal as they came. That was the thing about Ann, though. Puberty eventually hit her, and she kept getting prettier in his opinion every passing year. It was sort of obvious her appearance had advanced well beyond Nick’s expectations for a girlfriend. She was absolutely going to be the prom queen and Nick was just an ordinary guy. There was nothing wrong with being ordinary so long as you didn’t grow up with someone like Ann constantly in your life.

The front door opened, and Ann left her house dressed immaculately in her school uniform. Nick’s car wasn’t the only thing that looked like it just came off the showroom floor, Ann looked perfect in every way. She knew it too and she knew Nick knew it, and she didn’t care. She came over to the car, popped the passenger door open, and tossed her bag inside. Then she climbed in and slammed his door.

“I hate the first day of school,” she grumbled.

“Why? This year should be fun. We’re eighteen and seniors, what could be better?” Nick asked.

“If I had my own car, it would be way better,” she replied.

“Maybe you will get one for graduation.”

“Doubt it, my parents seem to be under the impression you’re my personal chauffeur.”

“I sort of am.”

“Don’t remind me of this fact.”

“You know that I’m always happy to drive you around,” assured Nick.

“Of course, it’s good for you to be seen with me.”

Nick frowned. The implications of the opposite not being true were obvious even if not spoken. Well, maybe she’ll change her mind after she hears his sweet engine roar. He turned the ignition and pumped the gas.

“I hear that your car is as noisy as ever,” she grumbled.

“Maybe, but do you like the new look of the car?” he asked.

“New look?”

“I just had her painted,” he explained.

“Nick, no one cares about your junk pile. Cool is a new car, lame is driving a painted wreck and pretending it is a new car,” she explained.

“Are you kidding me? This car is a classic,” corrected Nick.

“So is my grandfather. Do you think anyone is impressed by him these days? Trust me, not even my grandmother is impressed by him.”

Okay, he gave in. The car was not going to impress her. It never did. She was too used to Nick and his car to ever be impressed by it. He took off down the road. Ann put in her airpods and became oblivious to the world around her. The school was only a few miles away. It was a little comical to think Ann needed to be entertained for a five-minute drive. It was more likely she just didn’t want to talk with him further.

After a short while, Nick started to pull the car into the school’s parking lot. That sprung Ann back into the world around her. She shouted, “Get down, I don’t want to be seen by my friends driving to school with you!”

“Since I’m the one driving, shouldn’t you be the one to get down?” he asked.

“Huh?” she replied.

“I said . . .” He paused at the uselessness of the situation. He reached over and yanked an airpod from her ear. He then continued, “I’m driving, so why don’t you duck.”

“And ruin my hair,” she lamented.

It was too late anyway. They were pulling into a parking space. Nick spied Cherry and Becky waiting for Ann on the sidewalk. They were all part of the same pack of girls. They were all attractive, all knew it, and none of them were particularly interested in Nick. Well, sans his ability to get them around town in his car even if they thought his car wasn’t cool.

He pulled the car into the nearest parking spot and killed the engine. Ann turned to him. “Give me a five-minute head start so we don’t look like we’re an item.”

“I think all our friends know we’re absolutely not an item.”

“My friends, not our friends,” she corrected. “Oh, and you need to take me home at five today.”

“Five, why so late?”

“We are having a girls-only meeting tonight after-school. We need to plan the school year. We need to decide who gets on the cheerleader squad, who we are to date, ignore, torment . . .  You know the important business of being a cool kid. Oh, I forgot, you don’t know.” She flashed him a wicked grin of satisfaction and then left his car.

Well, that was Ann. She was just about perfect in every way, but her attitude. Nick wished he could change that, but he didn’t know how. It would take a miracle to change Ann. He was fresh out of those. It really didn’t matter anyway. A bad personality was an easy thing for a teenage boy filled with hormones to overlook if you were a girl that looked like a fashion model. Nick watched her team up with her pals. He’d take any one in the cool pack, really. Well, it wasn’t to be.

Nick took out his class list. He mentally went about arranging his day. He had five minutes to kill. While he wasn’t paying attention to the outside world, there came a knock on his window.

Nick glanced up to see Principal Wilson staring through his driver’s side window. Nick’s curiosity peaked. It hadn’t been five minutes yet, but there were people you had to acknowledge. Nick climbed out of his car.

“Ah, Nick my boy, you are just the person I needed to see,” said the principal.

“What’s up?” asked Nick.

“You are part of the cheer committee, right?” asked the principal.

“Yeah, I suppose, but it’s a little early for fall dance prep. We won’t even meet for the first time until later this week,” replied Nick.

“You people on the cheer committee also help welcome new students,” pointed out the principal.

“Sure, but that’s for in-year transfers and it’s the first day of school,” said Nick.

“We have a new student and you’re just the person I need to show her around this morning. She’s a bit . . . Well, and you are just the man to help with that.”

“Her?”

“Is there a problem?”

“We have girls on the committee too. Wouldn’t it be better to ask one of them to show her around?” asked Nick.

“Normally, but this is a special case,” explained the principal.

“Special in what way?” asked Nick.

“For starters, she lives quite near you. And for another . . . Well, let’s just meet her, okay.”

“I guess that’s okay,” agreed Nick, who was more than slightly puzzled.

The principal led him back to his office. Nick was wondering what this could be all about. He’d welcomed a grand total of one other kid ever since being on the cheer committee. Normally the cheer committee head liked doing that work herself. Particularly if the person being welcomed was female. Always before the Principal asked one of the girls to do it if the new student was a girl. They were more verbose and more likely to bond with the new student than Nick was. The principal had said that this girl was special, or so he had said. Okay, but in what way? Nick figured he was about to find out.


Chapter 2

Nick followed the principal to his office door. They went inside. Once inside, the principal said to Nick, “Wait here, Nick, I’ll go get her.”

The first bell rang out. Nick wasn’t worried about being late to homeroom. If the Principal ordered you to do something, then his orders meant more than a bell. Nick searched for signs of a new student, but there was just his secretary typing away at a computer to keep him company. She wasn’t paying Nick a lick of her attention. He was feeling a little awkward just standing about. Nick heard the shuffling of feet outside as other students made their way to homeroom. He thought, everyone asks me for favors. I’m just a “do me a favor” type of guy. It was feeling more and more like he was just being used. He was starting to get annoyed by that feeling.

The principal returned after a minute. He wasn’t alone. He introduced the student that was with him, “Nick this is . . . Ah, Cat.”

“Please, to meet you Nick,” Cat said. Well, one thing for sure, funny name or not, she was a petite Asian wearing a pair of cat ears to go along with her school uniform and not an actual cat. It felt a touch odd to wear something like that on her head given her age. It certainly wasn’t what Nick would wear on his first day as a senior that was for sure. He was smart enough to ignore the obvious weirdness and pretend he didn’t see those cat ears.

The principal waved his arms at them. He added, “Well, introductions over, now show her the ropes, Nick.” He paused and looked at Cat. He added, “You do use the pronoun her, right?”

“Yes . . .” replied Cat with a hint of sarcasm.

“Great, out you two go!” ordered the principal.

If there was a hint as to why Nick was chosen to show Cat around school, it wasn’t obvious to him. If there was a reason not to use the pronoun her around Cat, then that was even less obvious. She can’t believe she’s a real cat, right? He glanced at Cat again. Nah, she couldn’t be that weird. Nick took the principal’s hint and escorted Cat from the office. The halls were nearly empty by now due to the first bell. That made the going quicker. As they walked, he said to her, “Cat, that’s an unusual nickname.”

“My official name, I’m afraid.”

“You mean that is what is on your birth certificate and everything?” asked Nick in disbelief.

“No, but I legally changed it. I don’t use my dead name,” she explained.

“Dead name?” That sounded ominous. Maybe she does think she’s a cat. There was only one way to know for sure. “You . . . You aren’t one of those people that think they’re an actual cat, are you?”

“Oh no!” exclaimed Cat.

“What?”

“I’m afraid you’re one of those boys that are terminally stupid. You aren’t, are you?”

“I have excellent grades,” assured Nick.

“Well, then I’m sure you will figure it out on your own.”

Nick didn’t get further clarification from Cat to her feline status as Ann stormed up to them. She ordered Nick, “Change in my plans, pick me up at four thirty sharp. There is one of those in school now. We are having a meeting at Debbie’s house that I just cannot miss. We must know what to do about them.” She paused and looked Cat over. She added, “Who is this girl?”

“I’m Cat,” said Cat, adding a little wave of her left hand.

Ann snickered. Nick figured he better come to Cat’s defense before Ann went all mean girl on her. It was her first day after all. He explained, “She’s new to the school. The principal asked me to show her around.”

“Make sure to point out to her where the litter box is,” replied Ann, and then she left.

“She’s just lovely, how do we know her?” asked Cat.

“We grew up together.”

“And you have the hots for her?”

“We’re just friends,” balked Nick.

“I knew that. I didn’t ask how it is, I asked how you wanted it to be.”

“I . . . I don’t think we need to get into the subject of Ann,” said Nick, hoping to end the conversation about Ann.

“Shame you two can’t hit it off, she’s smoking hot. She is just absolutely the type of subject you should want to get into a couple of times a week. I mean if you are into that type of thing, and I totally am,” said Cat.

Nick coughed. Then he announced, “And this is your locker!” When subtly failed sometimes heavy-handed tactics were needed to bury a subject. It wasn’t any business of Cat’s if or if he did or didn’t care about Ann. He certainly didn’t want to know more about Cat’s sexual interest. The name itself was weird, the ears were weirder, and if she was into other girls was totally not Nick’s business. It would explain why the principal didn’t want another girl showing Cat around, though. He had an answer at last, probably.

Cat asked, “And your locker is where?”

“Just a few down this way,” he replied.

“Good, I like to know where my friends are.”

“Oh well, I’ll be just over there,” he reaffirmed. He sort of doubted the whole friends thing. Cat didn’t act like she was going to make too many of those at this school. They were a sophisticated crowd here and not immature kids that wore cat ears around. Besides, Ann thought Nick was uncool enough. Hanging out with someone like Cat would totally cramp his lack of style.

“And you’ve a car, yes?” ask Cat.

It was an odd follow up question. He immediately worried about the reason for the question. Nick replied, “Yes, but . . .”

“But nothing, you can drive me home after school then.”

“You heard Ann I need to . . .”

Cat interrupted again, “She wants to be picked up at four thirty. That leaves you plenty of time to drop me off and still come back to get your precious Ann.”

“She is not my precious Ann.”

“Good, then it doesn’t matter if you’re late picking her up. All the more reason to drive me home.”

“I suppose that is true.”

“Do you smoke pot?” asked Cat.

What? Nick was thrown for another loop. This girl bounced around subjects like a rabbit in the library. Nick shook his head.

“Drink?”

“Just chocolate milk and soda,” replied Nick.

“You sound like a very straight-laced boy. I like straight boys almost as much as I like girls. I lie, I like them better.”

“Thanks, I think.”

The second bell sounded. A large male teen in a letter jacket ran by them in a hurry to get to his homeroom. Cat let out a whistle. She asked, “Who was that?”

“Charlie Newton, basically your star athlete on any team and a complete dunce at classwork.”

“Sounds like he needs a study partner.”

“I don’t think you are his type.”

“Yet, Nick, yet,” she corrected him.

Nick did admire her optimism. Given everything, he knew about Charlie, she was going to need more than that, but that wasn’t his problem. He said, “Should I show you where the cafeteria is or the girl’s bathroom.”

“No need. If you have seen one bathroom, you have seen them all. This is my fourth school in three years. After a while, you figure out that they’re all the same. The only difference is the level of panic I cause the principal.”

“Panic?”

“I’m just kidding,” she elbowed him in the ribs. “You’ll find out fast that I’m a huge kidder. Well, ta ta for now, Nick.”

“But I'm pretty sure the principal wanted me to show you around all day,” pointed out Nick.

“I am a big girl, Nick. I can look after myself. See you in the parking lot after the final bell for that ride home.”

“About that . . .”

Cat went off not hearing a further word that he was saying. That was typical of women in his experience. Great, first I have Ann to worry about and now this Cat person. Of the two, he wasn’t sure who was going to cause the most trouble for him.

“Nick, all you have is women related problems and yet you have no girlfriend,” he said to himself.


Chapter 3

Nick didn’t see Cat again all day. He wasn’t exactly wondering about how her day went. He could guess already. You don’t walk around high school wearing cat ears and make a ton of new friends. Nick’s day was typical. He reacquainted with everyone he didn’t have time to see while working his summer job, met briefly with Susan, the head of the cheer committee, and discovered most of his classes didn’t seem too hard. Nick walked back through the parking lot to his car ready to call it a successful first day back. He got too much homework, but nothing he couldn’t handle while waiting to pick up Ann.

He reached his car and was just about to get inside when he remembered Cat. She had wanted a ride home. That was hours ago, and probably she didn’t even remember their brief meeting. He scanned the parking lot. There was no Cat within sight. She probably forgot all about him and his car. He checked his watch. He still had plenty of time to go home, do his homework, and then rush back to drive Ann around. How long should he wait for this Cat person before declaring her a no show. Probably not too long. It is not like he really knew her at all. He gave one last survey of the parking lot. No sign of Cat. He shrugged. He hadn’t really offered to drive her home so he wasn’t obligated to wait longer, right?

He climbed into the driver’s seat. He cranked the engine. It purred just like a cat. He started to back out and slammed on the brakes. He saw Cat come running out of the school. She looked a little frazzled. The closer she got to the car, the more he could appreciate why. The thing was, she was clearly running straight toward his car so he couldn’t just abandon her now. He turned off the engine and popped his door locks. Cat reached the car. She appeared to wipe some tears from her eyes with the sleeve of her school uniform, then she climbed into the passenger seat. She put her hand over her face so he couldn’t see her face clearly. He could still see clearly that her cat ears were missing.

She said, “No questions, just drive.”

“Where?”

“Home.”

“Where is that?”

She turned to face him. She said, “123 Elm.” Nick didn’t reply. He was studying the growing black eye on her face. It had the shape of a fist. She scowled at him, “Do you have a problem with hearing me?”

“No,” he replied. He started up the car and started to pull out.

“She purrs like a cat!” exclaimed Cat.

“Yeah, I thought I was the only one that noticed.” Nick started heading to her house. He knew the area of town with Cat’s address like the back of his hand. He only lived a few blocks away. They drove the streets in silence. Nick was wondering if he should ask about the eye. The obvious answer was yes, he should ask. He was supposed to guide her today and she had ended up punched in the face. Not exactly a good showing on his part if the principal asked about it. He should not have let her refuse his further tour of school. He could have pointed out the bad areas where troublemakers hang out. Not that he expected anyone to punch a girl. Even troublemakers don’t hit girls. Guilt was getting the better of him. He better ask.

“Want to tell me about it?” asked Nick.

“No.”

“Are you sure?”

“I’m used to it,” Cat replied.

“Used to black eyes?”

“It happens to Cats; we get into scrapes rather easily.”

“You could tell the principal who did it,” suggested Nick.

“I’m a cat and not a rat. I can give as good as I got, trust me. It is just . . . I don’t want to get in more trouble by hitting back so in a way I have to take it for now. That’s just how it is for us Cats. If you hit back, it is so much worse,” assured Cat.

“I know we got some mean girls at school, but punching in the face a new student on their first day of classes, it seems downright reportable. If you don’t want to tell me or the principal, you can tell my friend Ann. She will put this girl in her place,” assured Nick.

“You really believe that?” asked Cat.

“Of course.”

“Her friends did it,” replied Cat, with a smug tone.

“I don’t believe it.”

“They claim that I used the wrong bathroom and then one of them slugged me.”

“Wrong bathroom?”

“Yup.”

“Huh, that is a new one for me.”

“Typical stuff for us cats I’m afraid.”

Nick was a little puzzled. Well, women were always more toilet totalitarian than men. They had that whole seat up and down thing that they went to war over. There were some things men didn’t understand and probably never would. Women and their territorial demands in the bathroom were one of them. He was okay with not understanding the issue. Bathrooms weren’t among the mysteries of life Nick wanted to solve. At least, they weren’t high on his mysteries list.

“I must apologize on behalf of the rest of the school,” he replied.

“That’s silly.”

“Really?”

“I find those hostile to me at first end up licking milk from the palm of my hand soon enough.”

“Really?”

“Yes, they have a name for it, bicurious.”

“What’s that?”

“It means that they have two curiosities. One never likes to realize that at first and many become quite hostile to the idea.”

“Oh,” replied Nick, now thoroughly confused by the situation.

“Oh indeed.” She paused and looked at him. She asked, “You’re not inflected by it, are you?”

“I should say not,” he insisted. He didn’t rightly understand what she was talking about, but he knew enough to know he wasn’t about to punch anyone over her. The whole idea felt rather silly. As silly as him trying to apologize for the actions of the whole school. But he had tried to be a gracious member of the cheer committee. That’s what counted, he was sure. Nick pulled to the curb. He announced, “Here we are.”

“Pull into my driveway, please.”

Nick didn’t see the point, but seeing Cat was nursing a black eye, he’d humor her.

After the car came to a rest. “You give good car service,” praised Cat. She leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. Then she offered him a weak smile. She didn’t need to kiss him like that. Ann certainly never did. Did she . . . Like him? The idea was more frightening than pleasing.

“It was nothing,” assured Nick.

“Good, then you can pick me up tomorrow morning and bring me to school.”

“Well, I drive Ann . . .”

“I’m sure she’s always late. Thus, you will have plenty of time to pick me up first. I think you will find that cats are very punctual animals,” said Cat.

“I guess I can pick you up tomorrow morning. I mean, no one is going to start something with you while I’m around.”

“So, then you are to be my protector?” she asked.

“I wouldn’t go that far.”

“Give me your cell phone.”

“Why?”

“Encase I need to get in touch with you, duh!”

Nick saw her point. He had somehow been manipulated into not only picking her up but being her on-call bodyguard. That felt like a stretch, though. Girl-fights, they weren’t like guy fights. Girls always ended up kissing and making up. Cat was in no danger of further altercations. Still, it couldn’t hurt to give her his number. He slid his cell phone out and handed it to her. She typed on it and then called herself.

“Now I have you in my pocket at all times,” she said. She slid her cell phone into her front pocket. She said, “I like the idea of you being right here.” She patted her upper thigh. Then she popped the door and left. He watched her head up to her porch and then disappear into her house. He didn’t feel like her protector. He certainly didn’t sign up for the role. Still, if Ann’s friends had punched Cat, then he could put in a good word with Ann at four thirty. If Ann was on Cat’s side, then she’d be fine at school.


Chapter 4

Nick finished his last calculus problem and then checked his watch. It was nearing five o’clock and still no sign of Ann.

His cell phone buzzed. Good, Ann was messaging him to tell him what was what. He checked it. He was all wrong. It had been Cat that had text him.

Is she standing you up?

How could Cat know? Only Ann was hardly standing him up. It wasn’t a date. He was only her car service. Yeah, that might be the truth, but it sounded worse. He wasn’t texting that message back to Cat. He frowned and shoved the phone in his pocket. He wasn’t texting her back at all. Why should he? What went on between him and Ann wasn’t Cat’s business in any way, shape, or form. She wasn’t even his close friend. They had just met after all.

His phone buzzed again. He shook his head. I’m not interested in Cat and her opinions on my relationship that doesn’t exist. Nope, nope, nope. Of course, what if it was from Ann and not Cat? He got angry at the thought. Then he reluctantly took his phone back out. It was another text from Cat. The words read,

Which do you prefer?

Then his phone buzzed again. Cat had sent him two photographs. They were backside shots of a shapely female bottom. One was wearing only a white thong panty and the other was a photograph of that same bottom in a pink thong panty. He stared at them for a solid minute. As female backsides went, it wasn’t half bad. Nick had never been sent a text of a better one. That was certain. Cat text him another message.

Well!

He rolled his eyes. He quickly text her back.

You can’t send me things like that.

Cat replied almost immediately.

Oh, thank God you replied, I thought you might be dead or worse occupied with other activities.

He text her back, what other activities?

Oh dear, maybe you are dead after all.

He frowned and looked at the two photos again. No, he wasn’t dead. Indeed, certain parts of him were very much alive.

“Are you ready to beat it?” asked Ann.

Nick glanced at the erection in his pants. Was he ready to beat it? Nick’s phone nearly jumped from his hand. He quickly shoved it into his pocket before Ann could see anything. He was hardly going to masturbate to sexting messages from a cat. Of course, it wasn’t what Ann meant anyway. She wanted to go home. He replied, “I am at your service.”

“Open the car door for me and let’s split before anyone cool sees me with you,” Ann ordered.

Nick’s phone took that moment to buzz again. He tried his best to pretend he didn’t just get another text. Instead, he nonchalantly opened the door for Ann. She didn’t climb inside his car. While his hands were occupied by holding the car door open, she fished out his cell phone.

“Let’s see who is attempting to bother my car ride home,” said Ann.

Nick tried to snatch it back. “Looking at other people’s messages is rude.”

Ann laughed at him. “Me rude?” Her eyes froze on Cat’s messages. Nick dreaded not putting a screen lock on his phone. She held the photos up for Nick to see as if he hadn’t seen them. “Who is this pervert called Cat that is sending you filth like this?”

“They . . . They . . . Are quite tastefully done.”

“Tasteful?”

“I mean, I don’t know.”

“Then why is their number saved on your phone?”

Nick snatched the phone and Ann let him take it. Why not since she knew the damage was already done. He shoved it in his pocket. He tried to blow the whole thing off. “Okay, I do know. She’s just that new girl the principal made me show around today. You know, no one. I don’t even know how she got my phone number.”

“Do you know why she’s sending you lewd photos?”

“Of course not!”

“Well, if you like looking at guy’s asses, that explains a lot.”

“Cat is hardly a boy.”

“Wrong! He is the boy Cherry Landers punched because he used the girls’ bathroom,” announced Ann.

“No, there must be some mistake. Cat is a girl. Look at that ass, that’s a girl’s butt.” He showed the photos again to Ann.

She shook her head. “Nope sorry, she has a dick. Total boy there. He is one of those shemales,” explained Ann.

Nick turned the phone so he could study those photos more closely. He didn’t see any penis. He asked, “Are you sure?”

“Positive.”

That would explain a lot, he thought. “I don’t think they use that term anymore.”

“Who the fuck cares? He’s a freaky fag. Block that number and never get near them again is my advice.”

“I’m not sure . . .”

“It was an order,” said Ann, putting a firm foot down.

Nick mumbled, “I sort of . . . Kind of . . . What I mean to say is that I told her already that I was going to pick her up and take her to school with us tomorrow morning.”

Ann slapped him across the face. She added, “How dare you associate me with a pervert!”

She then got into his car and slammed the door. Nick rolled his eyes. He had really done it this time. Only he didn’t feel bad about being nice to Cat. She was weird, yes. But she did nothing to be punched in the face in Nick’s opinion. He was starting to worry his perfect Ann was a bit of a bigot.

He climbed into his car and started it up. Ann ignored him the whole trip home. She was texting friends the whole time instead. There would be no surprise what she was texting them. Poor Cat, the whole school was not meant to see her panty pictures, only Nick. Well, the whole school wouldn’t see them, but Ann’s description of them would be bad enough. Ann had to see hurting a new kid on their first day was wrong.

Nick said to Ann, “Look, I think we should give Cat a chance.”

Ann glanced from her phone. “Have you gone fag?”

“No!”

“Then why was that fag sending you those dirty pictures?”

“I don’t know. Maybe she likes me. That doesn’t mean I like her back.”

“You promised her a car ride.”

“As a member of the cheer committee, and not for any other reason.”

“Bah, you are so weak. Call her and tell her tonight there are to be no free rides from you or you and I are through.”

Through? They weren’t a thing to begin with. Nick gave her the silent treatment. That remark didn’t dignify a proper response. He couldn’t believe it, he was actually mad at Ann.

He pulled the car into Ann’s driveway. She said to him, “No Cat now or ever, or we are through.”

“I will think about it,” grunted Nick.

Ann was suddenly all smiles. She blew him a kiss. “Love yah.” Then she exited his car.

He sat in Ann’s driveway stewing. Ann had given him an ultimatum. Cat had given him a kiss on the cheek. One felt a lot better than the other. 


Chapter 5

Nick rubbed his eyes. They were still filled with sleep. He chided himself that he should have gone to bed on time. The problem with that thought was that he had absolutely gone to bed on time last night. Thus, it wasn’t his fault that he was tired. After going to bed at a perfectly reasonable time, he had spent several hours lying in bed thinking about Cat instead of sleeping. That made his tired nature this morning all Cat’s fault. She had sent him those pictures. He couldn’t get them out of his mind as he tried to fall asleep. No other woman had ever sent him sexy photos before. Why did she have to send them? Of course, the obvious reason would be that she liked him. He wasn’t ready for that type of relationship. No, he wasn’t ready at all for that type of relationship. Still, he had thought about the photographs too much for him not to be considering it. Those damn photographs bothered him.

Worse, now Ann thought Cat was a complete pervert due to them. It might be worse than that as Ann thought Cat was a pervert before seeing the photographs. Yup, there was no doubt that Ann already disliked Cat just for being transgendered. Nick had to admit he didn’t really know much about girls like Cat. She was a he, but she didn’t look like a he. More to the point, she didn’t claim to be a he. You only had to look at those two photographs to know using the term he with Cat was moronic. Cat was a girl. That was that in Nick’s opinion. He might not be attracted to her, but she was a girl. And he absolutely wasn’t attracted to her even if he saved those photos before deleting them from his text messages. Even if he thought about them for hours last night. Nope, Nick wasn’t into Cat one bit. 

Cat came out of her house wearing her cat ears on her head. Nick’s heart skipped a beat. She had a bounce in her step and Nick watched every bounce. He had to admit that she was sort of exotic. Was exotic an attractive trait? Luckily, there was no time to worry about it now. She skipped down to his car and let herself into the passenger seat. She beamed Nick a smile, leaned over and kissed him on the cheek, and said, “Good morning.”

He couldn’t help but smile back. Even though he knew this morning didn’t feel so good. That fact was mostly due to what was still to come this morning. He suggested to her, “You might want to sit in the back seat.”

“Why?”

“Well, Ann normally sits . . .”

“Nick, fuck that bitch.”

Nick put his foot down. “Now I will have none of that. While in my car I will have no unnecessary tension between my passengers.”

Cat rested her hand on his upper thigh. She asked, “Do I bring out unnecessary tension in you?”

“I . . . You . . . Us . . .  I mean, no.”

She removed her hand. She used it to ride her school skirt up revealing the bright yellow panties that she had been hiding beneath it. She said, “Yesterday I wanted you to choose which color panty I should wear today. That gesture appears to have been completely misinterpreted by you. As you can see, I went with yellow over those other two so no worries.”

Nick relaxed. “Oh, I wondered why you sent me those pictures.”

“Why else?”

“Well, ah . . . I thought maybe you were into me or something.” Nick faked a laugh at the end of that to help sell that he thought it wasn’t a big deal. It didn’t feel all that convincing, but if it really was no big deal then it would be convincing, right?

“Look, when I say fuck Ann, I meant that I think you should totally fuck Ann. You’d be surprised how a good solid penis going over can warm a frigid bitch up. Ann really could use a good going over. You did show her the photographs, right?”

“She might have seen them.”

“Good. Then you’re on your way with her.”

Cat’s logic was a bit dizzying to understand. “If only things were so easy,” replied Nick.

“They can be, Nick, they can be.”

“If you say so Cat.”

“I get it. You’re a doubter. Well, I’m not. I’m a believer.”

“What do you believe?” asked Nick.

I believe that we better hurry if we are going to pick up Ann on time,” interrupted Cat.

“We still have plenty of time to get to school,” replied Nick.

“True, if you don’t expect a big event at Ann’s house, but we both are expecting one,” corrected Cat, as she shoved her skirt down.

She was correct about that remark. She knew Ann pretty well. That was girls for you, they could read other girls. Only Cat wasn’t really a girl. Nick looked at her. He missed being able to see all of her legs. She had long smooth legs. She looked perfectly normal, so to speak. Trans-girls were just girls, he assured himself again. Maybe.

He started up the car. Cat exclaimed, “I just love how your engine purrs.”

Nick smiled. It was so nice to have someone that appreciated it. Yeah, Cat in many ways was so nice.

It wasn’t going to be long before they reached Ann’s place. His plan of defiance of Ann hadn’t factored in the loss of the front seat. Well, if they were through before they ever started, then she could hardly claim that passenger seat. Yeah, that was right. Those seats were all his and if she forfeited any claim to them, then that was her fault. He felt confident in that logic. Only, he doubted Ann would see it that way.

He pulled the car into the driveway. “Well, here goes,” said Nick.

Cat leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. She assured him, “No worries, I got your back.”

Ann came out of her house. She was wearing a frown already. No doubt because he didn’t do his usual routine and arrived here early just to wait ten minutes for her. Her frown didn’t improve as she noticed Cat in the front seat. She grabbed the handle to the passenger seat and flung the door open. She scolded Nick as if Cat wasn’t sitting there too. She shouted, “How dare you bring that freak to my house! That’s it we are through. I’m calling Charlie and having him pick me up from now on.”

Ann slammed the door shut and took her cell phone out of her backpack. Cat said to Nick. “That was easy, shall we go.”

Nick smirked a little. Then he replied, “Better not.”

“Oh?”

“Ann is hot, but also cold. She isn’t Charlie’s thing no matter how much she wants him to be,” explained Nick.

“Good to hear as he is so my type of thing,” said Cat. She then paused to rub his upper thighs again. She added, “Not that you aren’t cute as well.”

Ann slammed her cell phone in her backpack. She scowled at Nick through the window. Then she opened the door to the back seat. She got inside. She put her hand over her face. She lamented, “This cannot be happening to me.”

“Problems with Charlie?” asked Cat.

“Freak, you just duck down so no one sees you with me,” replied Ann.

“I have a paper bag in my backpack you can wear if you don’t want to be seen with us,” suggested Cat.

Nick put a stop to that. He said, “Cat, that is not helping.”

He started up the car and headed off to school. He couldn’t help noticing the look of satisfaction on Cat’s face as they drove. He was happier to see that look on her face than her black eye from yesterday. Yeah, he was feeling pretty good about himself. He’d done the right thing. He checked his rear-view mirror. Ann was crouching down to avoid being seen. It was hard to know what to do about a person like Ann.

They arrived at school. Nick decided to park in the back of the parking lot. From there, it would at least allow Ann an opportunity to run from the car with as much of her dignity intact as he could manage to save her. Nick parked. He announced, “When do people need rides home?”

“I have cheerleader tryouts after school, so not until after that,” replied Ann.

“Cheerleader tryouts, maybe I should give it a go,” added Cat.

“You, you cannot be a cheerleader. No way,” replied Ann.

“I didn’t say I wanted to be a cheerleader, I said I wanted to try one out. I swing both ways.”

“Pervert,” said Ann. She then left the car in a bad mood.

Nick rolled his eyes. “Cat, you are not helping things.”

“She definitely saw my photographs?”

“I told you, yes.”

“And she hated them.”

“Thoroughly.”

“Excellent.”

“Look, those girls are mean girls, you best avoid them.”

“Do worry, I know just what I’m doing,” she assured him. She opened the door and got out. She blew him a kiss. Then she shut the door and went off.

In many ways, nothing had really changed for Nick. He was now just a shuttle service for two girls instead of one. The one thing he wasn’t was tired anymore. A car ride and a show to go along with it will wake you up. Girls, if nothing else at least they were very entertaining.


Chapter 6

Nick sat at an outdoor table enjoying the late afternoon sun. This time of year, the school had plenty of outdoor seating. He figured he might as well take advantage of the weather while it lasted. He was finishing up his homework. It felt like a sensible thing to do when waiting on girls.

“Hey Nick, how is it going?” called out the principal.

Nick looked up from his work to see the principal headed his way. The problem with staying after school was that you might run into the staff. Not that Nick was worried about being in any sort of trouble. No, he was more worried the principal had another wayward soul to pass off on him. One Cat in your life was enough. Nick waved to the principal hoping that would sedate him. No chance of that. He seemed determined to discuss something.

“I want to ask you how Cat was doing?”

“How should I know?” asked Nick.

“I heard you two were thick as thieves.”

“I just gave her a ride to school. There’s nothing more than that.”

“I’m glad to hear it. A lot of people don’t like that kind of stuff here. I worried she might not make any friends at all.”

“You know me, principal, I’m an animal lover. Cats, dogs, it doesn’t matter to me.”

“Right, right. Excellent. Just so long as Cat is making a few friends.”

That appeared to be a load off the principal’s mind as he left Nick alone again and headed off toward his car. It was hard to tell if he actually cared if people were accepting Cat or if he was just relieved the hostility toward Cat was contained enough so that he could ignore it. Either way, in the phrase a few friends the word few was doing a lot of heavy lifting. Cat had one friend at the moment and Nick wasn’t even sure he was really Cat’s friend.

Nick checked his watch. It was nearly time for tryouts to be over with. The idea that they had tryouts at all was hilarious. The same handful of girls since middle school made the squad. The tryouts appeared to be more for show than anything. Well, maybe this year will be different. Cat hadn’t shown yet which probably meant she’d gone to the tryouts just as she had threatened too. Nick didn’t like the idea one bit. When you’ve received one punch in the eye going back into the devil’s den didn’t feel too wise.

He carried his backpack to his car. He popped the truck and tossed his bag in the back. He caught sight of Ann storming his way. It was good to see her mood had lightened up since this morning. Well, maybe not lightened up, but she sure looked like she was lit.

“That . . . That . . . Fag!” shouted Ann as she neared Nick.

“I suppose we are talking about Cat again.”

“Suppose! That freak had the nerve to try out for the cheerleading squad and she . . .”

“Made the squad!” shrieked Cat. She ran up and hugged Nick. She added, “Isn’t it amazing.”

“Amazing isn’t the word,” grunted Ann. Then she proceeded to open the passenger door. As soon as she got the door open, Cat squeezed past her and into the passenger seat.

“Thank you, fellow cheer sister for opening the door for me,” said Cat.

“Open the door for you?” Ann tossed her head in anger and then slammed the door shut out of frustration. She turned to Nick. She scolded him, “I am never going to forgive you for this. You let this freak into my life and now it is ruined! I might as well quit school and become a nun.”

Nick tried to reassure her. “Ann, we both know you don’t look good in black.”

“True,” replied Ann. Then she climbed into the back seat.

This was going to be a great drive home. Nick climbed into the driver’s seat. He started up the car and headed out. The question was, who should he drop off first?

Before he could decide, Cat started talking. She said, “Ann, I am sure you can hold onto your spot on the team. The coach would never drop you.”

Nick glanced up at the rear-view mirror. Ann was scowling. How is it possible that the most beautiful girl at school could miss making a team she’d been on for years?

Cat loosened her seat belt. She leaned over the seat. She asked Ann, “Did you hear me?”

“Don’t talk to me, freak,” ordered Ann.

Cat turned around again. She beamed a smile Nick’s way. Then she informed him, “Ann was apparently warned about her grades last year.”

“Her grades?” repeated Nick, knowing Cat would likely tell him a lot more without much prompting.

Cat continued, “Sure, they’re not good at all. They are putting her in danger of being demoted from the team this season unless they show marked improvement.”

“I didn’t think they cared about that stuff in cheerleading,” said Nick.

Cat replied, “Apparently, they do. I have all As, so I have nothing to worry about. Ann, though, had an F in math last year. Until the coach sees improvement in that . . .”

“No one needs math once they leave school!” protested Ann.

“Wrong, you need math to make the cheerleading squad. I’m sure an A on this week’s math quiz could warm the coach up to your intention to improve your situation,” explained Cat.

“Just how am I going to get that A?” replied Ann.

“By studying with me. I’m so good at studying. I heard you were too,” said Cat.

“If I was good at studying, I wouldn’t have an F moron,” replied Ann.

“Not true, Nick told me you thoroughly studied my photographs yesterday. That means you can study, just as long as I am the one motivating the activity.”

Ann didn’t reply to that. They reached a stop sign. Nick checked his rear-view mirror. The scowl was no longer on her face. She looked deep in thought.

Cat added, “We could study together at my house. That way no one will see you hanging out with a freak.”

“We won’t do anything freaky, right?” asked Ann.

“We’ll only do what comes natural to math studying,” assured Cat.

Ann shifted uncomfortably in her seat. Then she gave in. She agreed, “I like that idea if you can get me my A.”

“Trust me, getting your A is exactly what I do best,” assured Cat.

“Fine,” agreed Ann.

“Nick, drive to my house. We’re all going to study together.”

“I did my homework already,” said Nick.

Cat placed her hand on his upper thigh. She said, “Trust me, you still have a lot to learn.”

“About math, right?” asked Nick.

“One plus one plus one is so much fun,” replied Cat.

He looked at Ann in his rear-view mirror. Ann seemed happy for the moment. Maybe Cat was right. “Okay, we will all study together.”


Chapter 7

Cat burst through her front door. She seemed higher energy than normal and that was saying something. She bounced up a staircase that led to the second level of her suburban home. Nick was barely in the door when Cat announced from the top of the stairs, “Hurry up, the introductory tour will now begin.”

Nick headed up the stairs. Cat was already talking about her house. She guided them through a tour of her house. She was laying on a lot of detail. Not that Ann seemed to be paying attention. Nick for his part was interested in the photographs on the wall. While Cat went on and on about her entertainment center, Nick studied the pictures more closely. They were mostly from the military. They featured one man dressed in a uniform.  

Nick finally decided he had to ask Cat the obvious. He asked, “Who is the soldier in the uniform?”

Cat paused in her explanation of her gaming station. She grabbed the photo from the wall and gave it a hug. She replied, “Oh, this is just my dad, the general. He’s just the greatest.”

“Your dad is a general?” questioned Nick.

“Yeah, he’s why I am always changing schools. He is in such high demand that they send him everywhere to clean up messes. Where he goes, I go.”

“Could we, please, skip this nonsense and get to the process of getting me my A. If I miss out on cheerleading, I will just scream,” said Ann.

“She’s quite right, of course. It is time I got her A,” agreed Cat. She then turned to Nick and ordered, “Nick, go to the kitchen and make some tea for us.”

“Tea?” wondered Nick.

“I find tea stimulates the learning of math,” assured Cat.

“Nick, your homework is done already so just do what the freak says. I want my A,” said Ann.

“I want her A too, so shoo and do what the freak says, Nick,” ordered Cat.

Cat and Ann went off together. Nick shook his head. Great, now he has two women ordering him about and no girlfriend to show for it. He glanced at the general’s picture. He appeared to be one tough dude. Nick would hate to get on the general’s bad side.

He stumbled around the house until he located the kitchen. Cat must like her tea as she had several tea sets inside of a glass case. He spied an electric water kettle and filled it up. It would take a while to get the water warm, so he had time to get out one of those tea sets. As the water warmed, he retrieved a tray from the glass case and placed three tea cups on it.

He wondered if people needed cream and sugar to go with their tea. He was not a tea expert. Indeed, he never drank the stuff. It seemed reasonable to think people might take cream and sugar with tea the same they used it in coffee. The sugar was easy enough for him to find. It was right by the tea bags. There were a lot of different teas. He instantly knew something about Cat he’d never have guessed. She liked teabags. Huh? He grabbed a handful and dumped them on the tray. He went to the refrigerator. There was a saucer of cream in there. It made sense, Cats loved their cream. He set everything proper on a tray. All he needed was the hot water. Finally, the little red light on the water warmer went red. It was about time!

He had the tea and now was the time for him to set off in search of Cat’s room. Oddly the guided tour hadn’t shown him that. He went down a hall, glancing through each open doorway as he went by them. Nothing, nothing, nothing, where had those two gone off too?

He reached the last door in the hallway. Naturally it was closed tight. Here he was, his arms filled from holding that tea tray and the door was closed tight. It was just like girls to make everything harder than it had to be. He spied a hallway table and placed the tray down. He went over to the door. He popped it open and went inside.

His mouth was wide open ready to announce that the tea had arrived. His lips had stopped moving, though. He froze in place. Ann was lying on Cat’s bed among her countless cat stuffed animals. Ann’s skirt was up, and her panties were down. Her whole everything below was exposed to the world. She was shaved, perhaps completely. Nick couldn’t see it all and he was trying. His view was blocked by Cat’s head. He wasn’t one hundred percent sure what Cat was doing to Ann down below, but he sure knew Ann was enjoying the heck out of it. Cats did like to use their tongue, Nick thought. Apparently, Cat was good at it.

Ann squealed, “More, more.”

Cat let up. She asked Ann, “Are you sure you want more?”

“All of it, now!” begged Ann.

Cat stood up and dropped her own skirt to the floor. Nick got a great view of Cat’s backside. Those photographs she had texted him really didn’t do it justice to it and from Nick’s perspective it deserved justice. It deserved more than that. Cat hooked her fingers onto the side of her yellow panties. Nick knew they were about to go down. Then they went down, and Cat went up. It wasn’t that big. She had just a few inches down below, but those inches looked eager to please Ann. Ann clearly wanted every inch inside her. It didn’t seem real. Ann, of all people, she thought Cat was a pervert. She didn’t really like Cat. More than like, she didn’t desire Cat. Obviously, he was fucking wrong about that.

It occurred to Nick that the whole situation was about to grow very awkward for one of three inside the room and that one was him. He slowly backed out of the room. After all, two was company and three was something that only happened in poorly written porn. He took one last look at Ann. She was in ecstasy as Cat moved on top of her. Did trans-girls have dicks that worked just like boy dicks? It felt like a stupid question to wonder given everything he saw. Still, he hadn’t seen . . . Stop! He ordered his brain. He didn’t want to know. Cat wasn’t his type of thing. She was Ann’s type of thing apparently. Lucky, Ann to have found love. He thought that, but he wasn’t sure he meant it. All those years being subservient to Ann, and Cat had laid her in a few days. What kind of alpha man was Nick if a true beta took his girl?

He didn’t have any answers. He only had questions as he nervously made his way back down the hall. His mind was trying to grasp what it just saw. In no way was Ann a lesbian. She had never hinted at being one before. Still, she was protesting those photographs Cat had texted Nick. Did she perhaps protest too much? Had she liked them more than even Nick had? Well, technically if she was with Cat, she wasn’t doing lesbian stuff. Cat after all was . . . What? Certainly not a man. Boys do not have breasts. Why was modern sexuality so confusing? That wasn’t the key question. The key question was why Nick was so envious. But was he envious of Cat or Ann? It was both wasn’t it. It was an odd answer. The question, though, was an odd one that no man probably thinks he’s going to have to wonder about, so what could he expect? He had two girls in his life, and they were more into each other than him.

The only certainty at the moment was that Nick had a steel pipe in his pocket and no way to utilize it. He better walk off the stiffy. He made his way back to the kitchen. He wondered what the right thing was to do now. He should probably go home and let them have their fun. Only if he left then they’d know that he knew about them doing the deed. He shouldn’t let them know, right?

“Hello there,” said a deep voice.

Nick turned to see a large man dressed in his uniform. It was the general! If he found Ann sleeping with his daughter . . . What? Probably most dads would love the idea of their son nailing a blistering hot chick like Ann. Of course, Ann was also sleeping with his daughter. The rules of sleeping with your daughter were clearly blurred here. Nick started to shake a little. It still probably held that the general wouldn’t want to know if Nick had fondled his daughter. Not that he had. But he might think that he had!

He offered back, “Hi, I’m Nick, Cat’s new friend.”

“New friend?”

“From school,” Nick quickly clarified.

The general put out his hand. Nick extended his. The man had a vice grip for a shake. He said to Nick, “Glad to see my little girl making friends; a male one at that, she often has trouble making male friends. There are a lot of men who are afraid of her. Men, so many are such sissies.” He laughed at his own remark.

“Oh, she’s very popular at school,” said Nick.

“Really, I thought that black eye . . .”

“New kid hazing. Happens all the time, particularly to the popular kids. Trust me, she’s getting more popular by the minute.”

“Really?”

“Sure, at this very moment she’s getting in with the in-crowd. Indeed, she is inside the in-crowd as we speak.” Nick stopped himself from giving it all away.

The general let go of Nick’s hand which was a welcome relief. “Glad to hear it. And what brings you to my home today?”

“Cat is tutoring Ann in math and I’m helping,” explained Nick.

“Who is Ann?”

“Head cheerleader, she’s helping Cat get on the squad.”

“Really, this school must really be different from the others. You do know Cat is trans, right?”

“Who doesn’t know? And it doesn’t matter.”

“Really?”

“Oh, it doesn’t. Cat is a regular gal at our school. Cat is helping Ann at math and Ann is helping Cat with cheerleading. Very normal girl’s stuff because Cat is a very normal girl.”

The general chuckled. “This Ann must have pretty poor grades to need tutoring from a C plus student in math like Cat is.”

Wait, Cat was actually not good at math? This was all a setup to get Ann in bed . . . Oh, of course it was. Nick, you’re so stupid at times.

“Daddy!” shouted Cat. She then ran into the kitchen and hugged her father. She looked over at Nick with a twinkle in her eyes.

“What is that smell? Have you been eating fish again?” asked the general.

“Sort of,” replied Cat. She adjusted her skirt and then she grabbed a tin of biscuits and started running off again. She stopped and said to Nick, “Are you coming, Nick?

“Yeah, I will be right there.”

Cat replied, “Oh good, I solved the hardest math problem already, but you might help with some of the others. Isn't it funny how the hardest problems can sometimes turn out to be so easy? And I mean, man, did this one turnout easy.”

Nick looked over at the general. He seemed to have lost interest in the situation. It was probably good he didn’t know the real situation. Only, Nick did, and he didn’t feel exactly good about it. Cat had turned Ann out. Which seemed weird given Cat was trans, so it wasn’t really a lesbian thing, probably. Probably Ann still liked boys. He still had a chance with her. What was he thinking? He never had a chance before now, why would he now that Ann was banging trans-girls? He was such an idiot.

Nick slowly walked back to Cat’s room. He noticed the tea tray was gone. He followed the odor of tea right to the bedroom. Ann was sitting on the bed. She was decent now. She still had that afterglow on her face. It was a look Nick longed to have put on her face himself. Only Cat had beaten him to it. How did she do it?

Nick looked around for Cat. He saw the biscuits and the tea tray, but not a single feline. Cat emerged from her closet. She walked over to Ann and placed a pair of cat ears on her head. She said to Ann, “Congratulations on becoming a sister in the cathood.”

Ann beamed back at Cat. Nick said, “Perhaps, we should start on the math.”

“Start on the what?” muttered Ann, still lost in the afterglow.

“The math,” repeated Cat, with disdain in her voice. Then she opened up her textbook and stared at it with a puzzled look.


Chapter 8

It was a touch hard to know what this morning would bring. The only one that learned any math yesterday was Nick. He learned one plus one didn’t always equal the two you hoped for. Only, he wasn’t sure which two he hoped for anymore. He was turned on by seeing Ann turned out. He was also turned on by Cat. Although, he was, perhaps, not as turned on by Cat as Ann was. This was complicated business, that much was certain.

Cat’s front door opened and she strutted out of it with confidence in her stride. Did she know that Nick knew about her and Ann or not? He hoped not. Yes, it was better to pretend he knew nothing about that spring in her morning step.

Cat opened the car door. She sat down in the passenger seat. She gave Nick a look. Nick ignored the look. He asked, “Shall we move on to pick up Ann?”

“Before we pick her up, I want to apologize,” said Cat.

“About what?”

Cat slid her dress up. She was wearing crisp white cotton panties. She answered, “For getting into Ann’s panties before you did.”

“I . . . I don’t know what you mean.” Nick hoped that denial sounded convincing.

“See these lovely panties?”

How could he miss them or her smooth bare legs that led from her feet to those lovely panties? His eyes were glued to them. It hurt to admit it, but he sort of was getting the hots for Cat. Only, he wasn’t gay. Yet the attraction he felt for her felt so normal. She was a girl, right?

Cat explained, “These panties were the same pair Ann wore yesterday and I know you know how I got them. I saw you come through the door. I think you earned an award for not messing things up for me yesterday.”

Okay, she knew. That made this morning so much more awkward. There was nothing he could do about it, though. He replied, “I’m good without a reward.”

“But don’t you want to touch Ann’s panties?”

Nick shook his head.

“Don’t you want to snuggle your face in and lick every inch of them?”

Nick shook his head.

“Don’t you want to peel them down and take Ann and make her yours?”

He shook his head again. He did it out of fear. The fear that he really wanted to even if Cat was wearing them. Cat grabbed his hand and pulled it to her lap. She placed it against those crisp white panties. Then she pressed his hand down.

“You have such rough hands,” she said.

“What are you doing?” he asked innocently. He tried to pull his hand back. She held it tight. Then she started to grind her hips against his hand. He could feel her mound start to grow. She had a hard little mound packed into those tight panties. Why did he like feeling it? Was it the idea that with a girl like Ann you never knew if she had the hots for you, but a girl like Cat wore her attraction in her panties. Yeah, you couldn’t hide a girl-cock stiffy. Not that Cat was trying. That little rod of steel she was packing told him plenty. Its message scared him.

“Nick don’t move your hand,” she begged as she ground down on it. Her legs clenched around it. Even if he wanted to retrieve his hand, it was too late now.

She was hard as a rock. Her cock wasn’t that big, but it was in his hands. He was his hard rock to fondle through Ann’s panties. Oh no, this was turning him on. Why did this have to turn him on? He liked girls. He found himself leaning toward Cat. He wanted to kiss her so badly. Please, kiss me Cat, he wondered. But would she?

Cat asked, “Did Ann and I together in bed make you jealous?”

“I don’t know,” he replied. It was an honest answer. His locking onto her lips after answering her was also an honest answer. They kissed as he felt the wetness against his hand.

Cat let go of his hand. She reached over and turned the ignition. “I just love to purr inside your car, Nick. Let’s go get Ann.” Nick was a little confused. He was still in the moment. But apparently it was over. Did that hand job count as having sex? A hand job through panties, it was sort of like sex, right? Cat noticed his lack of action. She insisted, “Come on, let’s go or we will be late for school.”

Nick put the car in gear and set off down the road. As he drove Cat took off her soiled panties. She dropped them on the floor of his car. He didn’t get a good look at her . . . Not that he wanted to. Only he did, didn’t he. Oh, he did now. She turned him on.

Cat took a fresh pair from her backpack. She had planned that little hand job. She knew more about him than he knew about himself. But how could she have known? More important, was Cat and Ann a thing or did Cat have the hots for him? It couldn’t be both and yet it seemed to be both.

“Eyes on the road,” she ordered. He did as told, while she changed into her fresh panties.

They pulled to the curb outside Ann’s house, he immediately said, “I’m not gay.” He felt dumb for having said it, but yet, he felt it needed to be said. He wasn’t gay. He was sure of it.

Cat giggled. She replied, “Nick, do you want to hear a little Cat secret.”

“Okay.”

“I’m totally gay.”

Ann came out of her house. Cat bounded out of the car. She bounced up to greet Ann. They embraced and kissed. Right there on Ann’s front lawn. Nick failed to notice their making kissy face as he was busy staring at his hand. What had his hand just done and why did he want his hand to do more of it? He swiped it on his shirt, but the guilty feeling of enjoying getting Cat off couldn’t be wiped off.

Cat and Ann climbed into the backseat. They were giggling. That broke Nick’s attention away from his hand. Nick asked, “What’s so funny?”

Ann replied, “That’s our little secret.”

Nick didn’t have the heart to explain to Ann that Cat let her secret out of the bag. That didn’t matter so much. In an instant Nick realized Ann and him finally had something in common. They both were attracted to Cat. Maybe, just maybe, that was something that would finally land him Ann. He shifted his eyes from Ann to Cat. The question was, did he care if he landed Ann anymore. The truth was he was into cats now. Cats purred like his car. From that instant on, Nick was sure he was a cat man. Still, Ann was so pretty . . . You can’t like them both Nick, he told himself.

For the moment it didn’t matter what he liked as they were making out on his backseat. He turned over his car’s engine and headed for school.


Chapter 9

The final bell for the school day had sounded over an hour ago. Nick was still at school helping put up the fliers. That was all part of his cheer committee work. The posters were advertising the fall dance, not that everyone at school didn’t know about it already. Nick put up the poster with thumb tacks. He stood back to make sure he had put it up correctly. He clearly did, but he was staring at it anyway. The poster depicted a man and woman dancing among the fall colors. Nick could swear the woman was wearing cat ears. He rubbed his eyes. He had to be seeing things. Indeed, the ears were simply a trick of the light. It was strange how the mind plays tricks on you.

Susan, the committee head, walked by. She said, “Looking good.”

“Yeah,” was all Nick could reply while lost in thoughts of Cat.

“Are you thinking of asking someone to the dance?” asked Susan.

That snapped Nick out of his haze. He shot her a glance, while hoping she hadn’t meant to know if he would be asking her. He sure hoped not. It was silly, though. Susan was dating the class president. Whatever he saw in her, Nick failed to see it. Not that he was shallow . . . Jeepers, was he shallow? Maybe, because Susan was no Cat. Once you’re into cats, you’re into cats.

“Earth to Nick,” said Susan, waving her hand in front of his face.

That did the trick. He replied, “I was thinking . . .”

“Of asking your beloved Ann to the dance.”

“No.”

“She treats you mean to keep you keen, Nick. You’d be better off forgetting her. Even Charlie won’t touch her. She is too full of herself.”

Nick didn’t like anyone trashing his friends to his face. Even if Susan was speaking some truths here, she shouldn’t trash Ann to Nick. Now he remembered that Susan lacked besides looks. She was like school on Sunday, no class. It was a fatal combination. He said, “As a member of the cheer committee, I was thinking of asking the new girl to the dance.”

“You mean the weirdo tranny?” asked Susan.

Nick disliked the word. Particularly because it was meant as a slur. Besides, Cat was more woman than Susan would ever be.

Nick replied, “I welcome everyone to our community, not just people you find acceptable.”

“Oh.” That was all Susan managed before losing interest in the subject and heading off. Weirdo tranny, ha, Susan wished she looked half as good as Cat. And Cat was normal in most respects. Much more normal than anyone that wanted to be a class president. Only the most vain and disinterested people ran for those positions.

He was done with his job for the moment, and he headed to the parking lot. Cheerleading practice would be over soon. He wondered what they practiced. Looking pretty and wearing revealing outfits didn’t feel like it needed much practice. Ann and Cat both seemed like naturals in both departments.

He must be late as the cheer squad was out already and waiting at the curb. They were in the middle of girl talk. Cat was in the group. No fists seemed to be being thrown. Indeed, Nick spied a pair of cat ears on Cherry. Given how one earned them, it would appear Cherry’s name wasn’t exactly appropriate anymore. That idea gave Nick a chuckle. He wondered where and when Cat had time too . . .

“There’s our ride!” announced Cat. She came over and dragged Nick into the girl mob. She messed with Nick’s hair. Then she added, “Isn’t our Nick just the cutest.”

“Cuter than me?” asked Cherry.

“No one could be cuter than you,” said Ann, as she kissed and hugged Cherry.

Nick wondered what the other girls thought about all this. Maybe they didn’t know what those cat ears meant. Then again, maybe he was imagining what they meant.

Becky asked Nick, “Who are you asking to the fall dance?”

“As if we didn’t know,” added Cherry.

Cat announced, “Nick has kindly agreed to drive Ann and myself to the dance.”

“I have?” he replied. Cat elbowed him in the ribs. He quickly corrected his reply. “I meant; I have.”

“So, in a way, he is taking both of us,” said Cat.

“Ann, that must be a dream come true,” said Becky. All the girls snickered at that remark.

“Whatever,” said Ann, with an added bratty girl eye roll.

On that remark, the cheerleading squad broke up. Cat grabbed Nick by the hand and dragged him toward his car. He noticed Cat had Ann by the other hand. As they walked, Cat talked. “Won’t it be so much more fun to all go to the dance together?”

“Just as long as people don’t think Nick and I are a thing,” said Ann.

“Would it be better if they thought you and I were a thing?” replied Cat.

Ann nervously laughed. She added, “Everyone knows that would be impossible, right?”

“Of course, impossible,” agreed Nick.

“Since it is impossible, perhaps Nick should drop you off at home first,” suggested Cat.

“But I thought we might study more math,” said Ann.

“I think it is very important I talk this dance thing over with Nick one on one. A lot of people get mixed up with who is with who when you’re trans,” explained Cat.

“Really?” replied Ann.

“Oh yes, you’d be surprised at the odd things people think about trans people. Some people think it is better to be Voldemort than trans,” explained Cat.

“That’s crazy,” assured Nick.

“Exactly, Cat had a much cuter nose,” assured Ann.

“I think so too,” agreed Cat.


Chapter 10

“I don’t think I should come inside your house,” said Nick.

“That is the kind of attitude we need to work on today,” replied Cat.

“Come again?”

“Now that is more the spirit I’m after. Let’s cum again and again.”

“Cat, you shouldn’t joke about things like that.”

Cat snatched the keys from the ignition and bolted for her front door. Nick didn’t understand what they needed to work on as he had been driving Ann around for years now. Driving the two of them to the dance seemed easy enough. Any sexual feelings Cat expressed toward Nick would only seem to complicate things between Cat and Ann. He sighed. Cats, they were complicated creatures.

He left the safety of his car and walked to her front door. Nick found himself shaking. It was silly. What was he afraid of?

Cat popped her head out her door. “Hurry up!”

The answer was right there in the doorway. It was Cat he was afraid of. Not because she was trans. He was afraid of her because he liked her. There was more than that, though. He was afraid that he was just a plaything to her. He looked for the general’s car, but it wasn’t in the garage.

Nick went through the front door. He said, “You know, Cat, I think that I shouldn’t be home alone with you.”

She called down from the staircase, “What is the big deal? You’ve been inside here before.”

“But with Ann, not alone, just you and me,” he explained.

“I fail to see the difference,” she said.

“The difference is that people might get the wrong impression about our relationship,” he explained.

“Oh, I didn’t know we were having a relationship.”

“But in the car this morning . . .”

“Nick, a hand job is hardly a relationship.”

Now what did she mean by that? Nick climbed the staircase. He didn’t find Cat at the top of the stairs. Where had she gone off to?

“Cat, where are you?” He called out.

“You know where.”

Nick walked down the hall toward her bedroom. He didn’t reach the room’s door before he stopped in his tracks. There were a pair of panties lying on the floor at the door entrance. He took a step back. He knew he needed to leave. Cat had seduced Ann. If she could do that to a woman . . . He needed to leave. If he got involved with Cat too, it couldn’t end well.

“Are you coming inside or not?” Cat asked.

“I promised my mom I’d clean the . . . Ah, garage tonight. I better leave,” he said.

“Nice try, but I still have your keys.” Nick frowned. She continued, “I want you to come inside my room and then cum inside me.”

Nick took a deep breath. He didn’t want to do this. He didn’t. He winced. He knew he was lying to himself. He wanted to do this. He took a step forward and picked up those panties. He then went into the room.

“I think you dropped these,” said Nick.

Cat was lying naked on her bed. The only thing she was wearing were those cat ears, those wonderful little pair of cat ears. He blinked. He was wrong on that point. He could see a puffy cat tail attached to her backside. She must have noticed he noticed it, because she swayed her ass side to side and the tail followed suit.

He said, “I . . .”

“Need to learn how to treat a woman. You saw how easy a girl like Ann really is. You just need some confidence. Come over to the bed and let me make you the man Ann needs.”

He knew he shouldn’t. He knew it would make him gay. And yet, he still had the hots for Ann. Yeah, even seeing Cat and lusting for every inch of her, he still liked girls. There had to be more than straight or gay. He’d been a virgin so long, why would he hesitate and not jump on this offer to lose it?

“It won’t be weird, will it?” he asked. She didn’t reply verbally. She waved a finger at him. It was begging him to approach the bed. Of all those stuffed cat plush toys on the bed, she was the cutest. He walked to the edge of the bed.

She reached out and unzipped his pants. His soldier was standing at attention already. It made it easy for her to fish out. She giggled a little and then she sucked it down. Her mouth was warm and wet. She could take a cock like a champ. There was no choking. She swallowed it right down to his balls with ease. He placed his hands on her head. He played with her hair as she sucked him. A good cat deserved to be petted. As he petted her his eyes ran over her body. She really was so feminine. That tail, he wanted that tail more than anything. Unfortunately, she had him by the balls at the moment.

She went off his cock and looked up at him with big round almond eyes. A man could get lost in eyes like that. She gave him a wink. Then she spun around on the bed. She picked up a large stuffed cat and placed it on her chest.

For the first time he looked down at her girl cock. It was erect. It wasn’t such a large cock. She was clean shaven right down to her balls. That little girl cock, it was kind of cute.

“Do you want to play with it?” she asked. It was a good question. Did he? He sort of did. He knew how good it felt to touch it. He knew how good he could make her feel by touching it. He slowly nodded his head. She smiled a cat like smile. Then she reassured him, “Go for it. She likes you.”

He got down on his knees. He pulled her towards him. Her feet went over his shoulders. He was face to face with her little member. He licked it. It was just a quick dart of his tongue to see how it tasted. It was stupid. How else did he think it would taste? He went for it. He sucked on its fathead.

“Oh nice,” she assured him.

He got a little braver. He sucked on her bald balls. While stroking her wetted member. His stroking got more and more fevered. That tail of hers sticking out of her ass kept tickling his nose.

“Easy, Tiger, I don’t want to go too soon,” she said. Oh, he was hoping she would. It turned him on to make her cream. She said, “Go ahead and pull my tail.”

She rolled over and arched her back, just like a cat stretching. That bushy tail poked him in his face. He grabbed it and yanked. The butt plug it was attached to came out revealing her true Cat’s eye. Her pink treats were properly stretched already. She clenched her sphincter muscles and that cat’s eye seemed to wink at him. He forced his engorged member toward it. It gobbled his cock up. He thrust a few times driving his cock deeper and deeper. With each thrust her bottom yielded to him.

“Fuck me hard and put me to bed wet,” she begged.

He was in no position to allow that pleading to go unanswered. He placed his hand firmly on her feminine waist. He held on tight and forced her toward her cock as he trusted. Then he eased up allowing his member to start to slide out. It wouldn’t escape, though. Before it could he repeated the action.

“Does it feel good?” she asked.

He couldn’t think of a dumber question. He replied, “It feels incredible.”

“There’s nothing like your first time. Now fuck me harder, harder, harder.”

He tried to obey, but he didn’t think he could grind down on her any harder than he was. She was so warm and inviting inside. He wanted to reward that ass. He knew exactly what it deserved.

“Oh,” she squeaked. Then he felt her anal muscles working. He knew she was climaxing. Her hot steamy load made a little splattering sound as it gushed all over her cat themed bed sheets. He wouldn’t be as sloppy. He had a perfect place to land his load. He came. He blew his wad deep into her ass. He made sure every ounce of his love seed was inside her before letting up.

He pulled out. He was so sweaty and tired. He was actually panting. He sat down on the edge of the bed. He felt Cat snuggle up next to him. She leaned in. He kissed her on the lips. It wasn’t a quick kiss either.

She praised him “You’re a better lay than I thought you’d be. Ann is going to be one pleased girl when she finally gives it up to you.”

Ann, why did she have to bring her name up? Ann was so yesterday, and Cat was so right now.

“What does Ann matter?” Nick asked.

Cat stood up from the bed. Nick wished she stayed where she was. He loved the feel of her naked body next to his. She walked to the closet. As she walked, she said, “Because we both have a thing for her.”

“But you and I . . .”

“Had to be. I knew we couldn’t keep Ann satisfied without getting your manhood graduation.”

“I’m confused, do you want Ann or me?”

“What a silly question.”

“Is it?”

“You know that I’ve had you both already.”

“But you can’t date us both.”

“I already am,” she insisted.

She exited the closet. She was carrying a pair of cat ears. She came over to the bed and placed the ears on his head. Then she sat on his lap. He liked having a lap cat like her. He slowly began to pet her, and she purred prettier than his car’s engine. He had cat ears now and he couldn’t be happier. Then again, maybe he could be.

“You don’t really think you, Ann, and I could work, right?”

“Just pet me you silly boy,” she replied.


Chapter 11

Nick nervously spied the front door to Cat’s house. Well, you don’t take a girl out to a dance by staying in the safety of your car. He got out and headed for the porch. The past few weeks had been odd. He was dating Cat, but also not really dating her. In other words, they had quite a hot and heavy secret romance going. Meanwhile Ann and Cat’s romance seemed more out in the open than ever. Well, to those that knew what they were looking at. If Ann had any new secret ideas of showing interest in Nick, they were heavily guarded secrets. Nick was pretty sure Cat would have to decide between having a girlfriend or a boyfriend. The idea of keeping both going at the same time seemed impossible to Nick. He knew which way his heart was weighing in on the decision, but unfortunately it wasn’t his decision to make.

He had reached the porch. He knocked on the front door. The general opened the door. “Good evening, Nick,” he said.

“Same to you, Sir,” replied Nick. He added, “Is Cat ready?”

“You know women, they always keep a man waiting.”

“Tell me about it.”

“I expect you to have the best of intentions about tonight’s dance,” the general added. Nick’s heart skipped a beat. Did he know what Cat and he had been doing together? The general burst out laughing, breaking the tension. “Don’t go all pale on me. I was young once too.” He batted Nick in the shoulder.

“Ready,” announced Cat, as Nick felt relieved to hear those words.

The two men turned to face the stairs. Cat descended dressed in a satin red dress. She had a glow about her Nick had never noticed before. She reached the bottom of her stairs, and her father took her by the hand. “You reminded me of your mother.”

“Awkward, dad,” replied Cat.

“Well, I’m allowed to be awkward. That’s a dad’s job. Now you be a good girl tonight and don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.”

“So, pee standing up tonight. Got it dad.”

The general rolled his eyes. Then he gently kissed her on her forehead.

“I’m always a very good girl,” assured Cat.

The general shot Nick a glance. Nick reassured, “And I have the best of intentions, Sir.”

The general laughed and said, “Okay, now get out of my house, you two.”

Nick hurried ahead to open the car door for her. She paused at the door before getting inside. She asked, “What do you think of my dress?”

“Cat, you look amazing tonight.”

“Of course I do.” She kissed him quickly on the cheek and sat down. Nick closed the door and hurried to the driver’s seat. He started the car up and they were off to fetch Ann.

Nick asked, “About tonight?”

“What about it?”

“I don’t understand how this is all going to work out.”

“That’s why Ann is with me and not with you.”

“But you’re both with me tonight.”

“You know what I mean.”

“Maybe you should drive her to the dance then.”

Cat leaned over and kissed Nick on the cheek again. She added, “Don’t be like that.” It was hard to stay mad at her after that. He wasn’t really mad at her as jealous of her. That was an emotion that wasn’t exactly helpful. It was also an emotion Nick never felt he’d feel. How many guys are jealous of their girlfriend’s girlfriend? 

Nick pulled his car to the curb. Cat bound out of the car and bounced toward Ann’s front door. It opened and Ann stepped out dressed in a pink dress. It figures women only make men wait on them. When your real date was another woman, you were ready on time.

Cat opened the back door for them. They both took no time in sitting down next to each other. “Thanks again for taking us to the dance, Nick,” said Cat.

Ann didn’t say a word to him. He got back inside and put the car in gear. Their next stop was the school gym. He spent each stop sign spying on them with the rear-view mirror. There was nothing weirder than spying on the woman you loved as she made kissy faces with the other woman you probably loved too. Why did life have to be so hard?

He parked the car at the high school. He could hear the music blasting out of the gym from the parking lot. He spied the squad waiting at the curb for Cat and Ann. They all had dates with them. They also all had cat ears of their own on their head now. Had Cat and Ann gone through all of them, or was it a copycat world and it girls did what other it girls did? Both things could mean the same thing in Nick’s opinion. It didn’t matter as only Cat was doing it with him. He couldn’t get jealous of the whole school, could he?

Ann opened the door and left. Cat flashed him a smile in the rear-view mirror and then took off as well. There was nothing like taking two girls to the dance but ending up alone at the dance.

Nick exited the car and headed for the gym. Susan was by the entrance. He had spent last night with Susan and the cheer committee decorating the gym with colored paper. She waved to Nick. She said, “Just the person I wanted to see. I need someone to guard the punch bowl. We don’t want a repeat of last year’s dance.”

“And it has to be me?” he asked.

“Most people have dates,” explained Susan.

“I have a date too. In fact, I have two dates.”

“Yeah, but no one expects Ann to hang out with you. You’re basically the wheels of the couple.”

“I’ll have you know I’m also here with Cat.”

“The trans-girl?”

“Yes, the trans-girl.”

“Well, dances bring out the freaky in us all.” She paused and then burst with excitement. She shouted, “Charlie!”

She then ran over to Charlie and draped herself around him. He and Susan went inside together. Huh? Maybe Susan was correct. A school dance did bring out the freaky in people because no one would ever think about her being with Charlie.

Nick shrugged and went inside. The music was blasting, and everyone was either dancing or standing around gabbing. Nick spied the punch bowl and went over to check it out. He dipped the ladle in and poured some into a paper cup. He gave it a try. He immediately regretted it. It was too late to save it as someone had gotten to it already. Whoever got to it had no sense of proportion. Nick gave the gym a quick going over to find Susan. She was on the dance floor with Charlie. They were dancing cheek to cheek or at least both his hands were all over her cheeks. It seemed like she wouldn’t care too much about the punch after dancing like that. He casually placed his mostly full cup on the punch table and decided to give up on guard duty.

“Try some punch, I added some flavor,” said Cat.

Of course, who else would spike the punch, but Cat. “I tried it,” replied Nick, turning around to find Cat standing behind him.

“Good, then you have the liquid courage to ask Ann to dance with you,” said Cat.

“I didn’t swallow that much of it.”

Cat poured out a full cup of punch and handed it to him. “Then go ahead and knock yourself out.”

“Look, it tastes awful, and I don’t even see Ann to ask her to do anything. I’m pretty sure she’d rather dance with you.”

“She’s not going to dance with me in public. Ann is a lot of things, but brave like that is not one of them. You on the other hand . . .” Cat grabbed him by the hand. She added, “As usual I have to lead the blind by the hand.”

She pulled him across the dance floor. Just as they reached the middle of the floor, Cat stopped and spun him around. Then she put her hand around his back. She started leading him around the dance floor.

“Dance on your own two feet, not mine, please,” ordered Cat.

“Sorry, I wasn’t expecting to dance.”

“You’re not dancing until you start holding me like Charlie is holding Susan.”

Nick glanced over his shoulder. He confirmed Charlie was all over her. Everyone had to see it. Particularly the class president that until tonight Nick was pretty sure was dating Susan. Nick said, “I’m not sure that’s a good idea.”

Cat led him around the dance floor. She said, “Why? Because then everyone will know you’re dating a trans-girl?” After she said that she drew him in close with a bear hug. Then she drove her tongue down his throat. They spun around the dance floor locked like that. Just when he was getting into it, she pulled away from him. She added, “Now what is everyone going to think about you?”

Nick didn’t really care about that. He was more worried about what one particular person thought than everyone. He whispered, “Why did you do that? What is Ann going to think about us being together?”

Cat smiled that cat-like smile of hers. Then she added, “Let’s find out.” She twirled him hard on the dance floor. When he stopped twirling, he didn’t end up face to face with Cat. No, he ended up face to face with Ann. Ann looked about ready to blow her top.

She screamed at him, “What are you doing with Cat!”

Nick’s mind raced. It wasn’t his idea. Cat and him and Cat and her, it was all Cat’s doing. Ann wouldn’t believe that. He knew he wouldn’t if he were in her place.

“Lady problems?” asked Susan, as Charlie and her danced by. The two immediately burst into laughter.

Oh great, everyone knew about him and Cat. Everyone thought he was a fag. Only everyone was wrong. He liked girls. There was only one thing to do and that was to act like a cat. He’d earned his ears the hard way. It was time to show it.

He took Ann up in his arms. She protested. “What are you doing?”

“Dancing,” he replied.

“Let go of me.”

“Why?”

“I don’t want to be seen with you.”

“Too late. I know everything. Everything about you and Cat.”

“She . . . She is good at math and cheerleading and that’s it,” balked Ann.

“She’s your lover.”

“I . . . I don’t know what you mean.”

“You do.”

“Are you implying I’m a lesbian?”

“You told me yourself that Cat is a man.”

“I was wrong.”

“I know, trust me I know.”

“Then you are a fag.”

“Would a fag kiss you in the middle of the dance floor?” Nick didn’t wait for an answer. He did as promised. He pulled her into him, and she yielded easily. He kissed her on the lips as Ann melted into his arms.

Nick heard Charlie shout out, “Watch out girls, we have ourselves a lady killer.”


Chapter 12

“Does anyone else want to pull the car over and fuck each other’s brains out or is it just me?” declared Cat.

The dance ended up being fantastic. Ann and he had been together on the dance floor spinning around for over an hour. All of that romance had been, in some ways, thanks to Cat. Now, though, it really felt like time to drop Cat off. When you’ve just had a moment with the love of your life and you want to finish that off, a third wheel wasn’t what you needed. Unfortunately, cats are noisy and inappropriate when they want their way. It was clear which way Cat wanted it. She didn’t see herself as a third wheel.

Nick was a little busy driving home to reply to Cat. Not that his mind was on the road. The question of who did he drop off first was occupying his mind. If he dropped off Cat, then that was it for his fledgling relationship with her. If he dropped off Ann, then tonight’s breakthrough was all for naught. He wanted Ann for forever in a day, so the answer was obvious. But he was with Cat right now and she was the first to claim him. No, he was certain that he wanted to drop Cat off. He did, he did, he did. Only he also didn’t. Still, didn’t Cat want their relationship to be over and done with? Why else did Cat want Ann and him together? It didn’t really matter what the answer was. Cat had brought them together on the dance floor on purpose, and now Ann and him, it was a thing. And what Cat was suggesting they do about it all was impossible. Cats, they are impossible to understand.

“I didn’t hear anyone’s answer to my burning question,” said Cat.

Ann replied, “Oh Cat, we can’t . . . There’s no way. . . It just isn’t a thing.”

Exactly, thought Nick. A guy, a girl, and a Cat were just not possible in a relationship. Clearly Cat had to understand that. She could have had Ann or him and she had chosen to bring them together and, in the process, have neither for herself. Maybe she didn’t understand that, but the choice had been made.

“Pretty sure it is a thing,” said Cat.

“Cat, poor dear Cat, after Nick drops you off, he and I . . . We’re going to do it. There I said it. But it needed to be said. We obviously have connected on a cosmic level. I’ve never felt more . . .  Well, more. There’s nothing else to say about it.”

“Well, obviously you two feel that way,” added Cat.

“But that means me, and you are over,” assured Ann.

“I mean, sort of and sort of not,” said Cat.

“There is no sort of about it. My fascination with trans-girls phase of my life was clearly just a passing phase. I am straight again,” explained Ann.

Cat planted a wet one on Ann’s lips. Ann didn’t exactly move her lips away. Indeed, she seemed to mash her lips harder. Nick was pretty sure tongues were involved. He was only pretty sure because the road needed at least some attention. Cat’s hands were all over Ann. Ann was quite willing to yield to Cat’s touch. If Ann’s trans-girl phase was over, she had a funny way to end it.

Finally, their lips parted. “You’re right, we’re definitely through,” assured Cat.

“Oh,” said a rather shocked Ann.

Nick was getting a touch uncomfortable. Okay, his girlfriend clearly had a thing for his former girlfriend. And he sort of liked watching them together. He paused in that thought because he wasn’t one hundred percent sure which way that statement flowed. Which one was his girlfriend? Finally, he said, “Look ladies, I don’t understand all of our feelings for each other. Maybe none of us do. Perhaps we should all sleep on it.”

“As long as it means we also sleep with each other, then I agree,” replied Cat.

Ann protested, “Cat, we simply can’t.”

Cat explained, “Sure we can. Nick pulls over to a nice quiet place. He gets inside you and then I get inside him and before you know it, we’re a happy couple of cream filled couples.”

“You get inside Nick?” balked Ann.

“You heard me.”

“But you can’t fuck Nick, he’s not a fag.”

“Trust me, we’ve done some pretty fag stuff together.”

“Really?” asked Ann.

“I don’t think we should mention anything about what we’ve done together,” balked Nick, feeling a touch embarrassed.

Cat mentioned them anyway. “Sure, he’s sucked my dick, fucked me in the ass, and even once licked my cum off my tits after I squirted.”

“Nick, you didn’t?” asked Ann.

“I might have done just a little of that stuff,” he admitted.

“That . . . That’s kind of hot,” muttered Ann.

“Told yeah, Nick is a real stud. You’re going to like him,” added Cat.

Ann ordered, “Nick, pull this car over at once and let my girlfriend fuck you in the ass.”

“I don’t want to be fucked in the ass,” insisted Nick.

“Trust me, you do,” added Cat.

Nick looked in his rearview mirror. He saw Ann’s rather horny eyes staring back. He shifted over to Cat. Damn, she looked confident. She knew he was going to pull over. He wanted Ann that badly all these years, if this was the only way, he’d do it wouldn’t he? When you have girlfriends, you need to figure out how to satisfy them both at the same time, right? They say happy wife, happy life. They never talked about happy wives. Right or wrong, he’d know in a few minutes if he could satisfy them both.

He pulled his car into the bank’s parking lot. He circled around back. At this time of night there wouldn’t be any customers here. Then again, the bank might have outside cameras. Anyone that monitored those was about to be in for a show. Nick opened his door.

“Looks like Nick decided to make a deposit,” announced Cat.

By the time Nick opened the door to the backseat, Cat and Ann were back at it. Cat had her paws all over his woman. Good, he knew how much both his women liked it. He had installed new shocks in his car this summer. It looks like it was time to test them out.

He shimmied onto the backseat and closed the door. He said, “I hope I’m not interrupting anything.”

Ann and Cat paused in the heavy petting long enough to pull him in closer. Cat and Nick sandwiched Ann. It didn’t take long for the flimsy dance dress Ann was wearing to pull off over her head. Cat tossed it over the back of the front seat. Ann undid her bra. In front of Nick were her breasts like fresh peaches ready to be plucked. Cat knew what Nick knew and moved in fast to suck on the left one as Nick attached to the right nipple. Nick’s hand worked their way south. He slid his hand under Ann’s satin panties. His hand met Cat’s paw. They were both aiming on plundering Ann’s wet gold. After giving her mound a good finger spanking to moisten things up, he sank a finger inside. His finger was soon greeted by Cat’s. Soon there were four fingers plumbing away on Ann’s hot box. Two of those fingers were Nick’s and two were Cat’s. It was nice when you shared something in common with your girlfriend, particularly if that thing in common was your other girlfriend’s hot box. Confucius probably said that and if he didn’t, he probably meant to but forgot because he was two fingers deep in female gold at the time.

Nick shot Cat a glance. They came off Ann’s breasts and started kissing as Ann slumped lower and lower in her seat. Their lips parted long enough for Cat to whisper to him, “She’s wet enough for your cock, how about you? Are you moist enough for my cock?”

He whispered back, “I am as ready as I will ever be.”

“Panties off, Ann,” announced Cat. Those satin beauties headed for the front seat as fast as Ann could yank them off and toss them. There wasn’t any doubt Ann was ready for Nick. The question was, was Nick? He wasn’t a virgin now, not after playing around so much with Cat. Still, this was virgin territory in more ways than one for him. If you ever told Nick he was to be the center in a girl sandwich, he’d have laughed it off as crazy talk. Now all he had to do to make that a reality was get his pants off. On that part, Cat and Ann were helping him already. Before they knew it, they were tugging off his dress pants. Needless to say, they didn’t need to encourage things down below. All the Viagra in the world wouldn’t make him harder. Ann had taken Cat’s little trap dick, but she’d never experienced a real man’s manhood.

Cat ordered Ann, “Turn around, face down, ass up, like a good little girl, please.” Ann obeyed like the eager wet girl that she was. Planting a cis-girl already stirred up was way easier than planting a trans-girl. Nick sank his manhood inside her hot box easily. Ann moaned in delight due to Nick’s efforts. It wasn’t time to test his car’s shocks just yet. Out of the corner of his eye he saw Cat’s dress go sailing over the car seat. Her panties soon followed it.

Nick felt her naked body press against his back. She whispered to him, “Lean forward just a bit.”

He put his center of mass over Ann’s back. He could feel that trap dick of Cat’s pressing around his pink hole. Then the wetness of the lube joined it. He could feel Cat grinding down on his backside as her worm snaked into him. It felt . . . It felt . . . Amazing. He understood why Ann was moaning. To be penetrated by your girl, it was pure ecstasy. Why didn’t health class ever cover pegging? They must not want men to know how good it felt. The they in that last sentence being who? Big anal, was that a thing? No, it was all those beta men too afraid to experience real masculinity. They kept what being a man was all about to themselves. Those fags. In Nick’s opinion you weren’t a man until you’ve let your girl take you from behind. A man that died an anal virgin was no man at all.

Cat pounded on his backdoor and Ann’s front door ground on his stiff knob. There was only one thing that could ruin the moment, but it wouldn’t exactly ruin it. It would top it off, only when you were in bliss, you wanted to stay in that place forever.

Ann let out a sigh. He knew she’d climaxed. She went limp and Cat pounding away on him started to get harder and harder. That allowed him to plumb Ann’s gold harder and harder. It wouldn’t be long now. He felt his loins start to climax. Cat’s massaging of his anus during it only heightened the experience. He never knew cumming could feel this good. Then he pumped Ann full of his man seed. His climax was amplified by that cock deep in his ass. He’d never experienced a better load delivery. He knew he never wanted to cum again without some type of anal stimulation. Last to pop was the much more experienced Cat. She worked him over but good. Those shocks were finally getting the work out he bought them for. He’d have trouble sitting down tomorrow when this was over. It was worth it, though. He wanted to feel her explode inside him. His seed had claimed Ann and Cat, now he wanted Cat to return the favor. Finally, he felt a warm sensation in his backside. He knew she planted her seed in him. He never felt more connected with a human being.

Cat pulled out of him. Nick pulled out of Ann. The three of them were spent. But they weren’t ready to give up on making memories. Nick and Ann were soon sitting side by side in the backseat naked.  Nick knew he would do more than drive her car from now on. Cat crawled on their lapse. Instinctively both of them began to pet her. It was like she was their pet cat. Only did the owners really own their cat, or did she own them? No one said a word, they just all enjoyed the moment while it lasted.


Chapter 13

Nick and Ann went to the same college after high school. They were a thing and just knew they were never going to part again. They weren’t so sure about Cat. After all, Cat went to West Point, of all places, after graduation. After college Nick and Ann settled down and got married much to the delight of their parents. They both got jobs, moved into a suburban house of their own, and eventually had two wonderful kids together.

To their neighbors, their relationship must have appeared to be perfectly normal. Certainly, Nick never felt himself to be abnormal. Sure, Ann learned to peg him and both of them dreamed of those days back in high school when they were a threesome, but adulthood does get in the way of things like that. They had kids to bring to school, sport, and over classes.

However, when you have a Cat in your life, adulthood won’t stay dull forever. One day they were happy to find out Cat had bought a house in the neighborhood. The kids quickly got around to calling her auntie Cat. And no one told the kids what the three of them got around to when kids were away on parents’ night out.
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