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Chapter One

General Mischief & Mayhem 101

(Not a C.U.M. Approved Course)




Splash! The dollop of sparkling powder was the perfect thing to complete this look. The permanent markers had done a fine job of adding a smile, bushy eyebrows, and villainous mustache to this “commemorative glass statue of some naked old guy but in a real cloth trench coat and hat”. The only thing that could make this statue look sillier was a little bit more of this “make sure you coat the entire statue evenly with it” glitter. The sparkle was just the right amount of silly.

Porter admired his latest work. This wasn’t half bad. It was sure to make the later statue reveal ceremony of this piece fabulously hilarious. A final sassy wink at the statue caused it to crack, right by the nose. This caused Porter, who was already as pale as a ghost, because he was a ghost, to not change color at all (but he was genuinely concerned). The statue shattered into countless pieces, the fragments turned to sand as they fell, sparkly glass wang and all.

A handful of sand on the ground was all that was left of the statue. This was bad, real bad. Time to flee the scene!

Slipping through the door of the Suspicious Statue Storage Shed, Porter vanished into the night. As a ghost, he could do that kind of thing, normally at least. This time he was covered in a fine dusting of exploded statue glitter powder and shone like a beacon in the moonlight. What was the point of wearing his cute, tight-fitting, camouflage, subterfuge outfit, which honestly was spectacular and meant to be not seen, if everyone would be able to see you?

It was well past official school “lights out” hours, but it was not past official school “nocturnal lights on” hours, so Porter wouldn’t be questioned providing he could quickly get to a less suspicious area of the campus. He would only need to be as quiet and stealthy as a cat. Porter’s eyes lit up at the mention of cats in the narrative. He was ready to do cats proud. He would be meowvelous.

Porter crept through the main grassy area of the campus grounds (that was always important for establishing shots) on his tip-toes. Sneaking always worked better when you take careful steps and completely ignore the fact that you can float. He was foiled when a flashlight he had hoped to avoid turned directly in his direction. A blinding light reflected back at the flashlight holder, causing temporary blindness due to the copious amounts of glitter. 

“Porter? What the hell?” 

With great relief Porter noticed who was on the other side of the flashlight. He had been caught by Old Larry, the night watchman. Normally, getting caught participating in a stealth mission around campus would be disastrous, but if it was Old Larry who found you, and you were Porter who happened to be on this mission for Old Larry in the first place, it was fine. 

“Holy crapping Callisto!” Old Larry barked as he scratched behind his ear. “What the crap are you wearing?”

“Camouflage,” Porter replied with a finger gun motion.

“Camouflage from what? Where are you trying to blend in, the magical pony glitter festival?”

Porter brushed off the slander against his amazing “stealth” outfit. He had more important things to worry about, like getting away from Old Larry before Old Larry found out about the botched job. “Yep! Gotta go, see you later!”

“You can’t leave yet. Did you do the job?”

It was time to face the music, which would probably be from some sort of old scratchy vinyl record knowing Old Larry. As nice as ignoring consequences until later were, it was probably better to get it over with.

Porter sighed and pointed at himself. “Sort of, but after, the statue exploded and covered me in glitter!”

Old Larry scratched his beard, “Hmm…so it did work.”

“What?”

“Don’t worry about it. You did good. Consider the mission accomplished. I’ll bring over your reward later. Now get back to your room and wash off that ridiculous glitter before someone mistakes you for a disco inferno and pulls the fire alarm.”

Porter nodded and skipped back into the shadows. He was going to get full payment even though the target of his mischief had exploded into sand. That was amazing news. So amazing in fact that his happy dead heart led the way back to his dorm and helped him to completely avoid all the other obstacles, even though he was shining bright enough to be seen from space.

There was no delivery yet, but that gave Porter time to clean up. He rightly guessed that the glitter would never wash out of his clothes, and that camouflage clothes that could be seen from space were absolutely amazing and should not be destroyed for any reason. A quick spritz of glitter glue would probably make this permanent, it had the right name for such a thing anyway. Now this outfit would be ultra fabulous forever.

There wasn’t a bathroom in his tiny single dorm, or even a sink, but there was one down the hall. The problem with that was it was down the hall and constantly dirty (Pro Porter Tip: Don’t share a communal bathroom with minotaurs). There was another bathroom that was much closer, and it was only a wall away. Walls meant nothing to ghosts, nor did personal space, to this ghost at least. The fact that this bathroom belonged to a quad of guys didn’t really factor into Porter’s reasoning process as to why he shouldn’t use it. You could lock it from the inside, there were always fresh towels, and a place to hide his personal spectral toiletries in the wall. It was perfect and not at all full of minotaurs.

There would be a lot of glitter to clean up tomorrow, but that wasn’t Porter’s problem. His problem was which of his cute kitty-themed pajamas he should wear tonight. The answer was obvious — the orange ones, they complimented his pale blue ghost skin.

A knock on the door made Porter leap for joy. That had to be his payment. Porter phased through the door and released his excitement with a squeal. The knee-high sarcophagus payment was lifted up and torn open to reveal a little sleeping cat wrapped up in ancient bandages and wearing ornate golden jewellery. The cat mummy let out a cute little yawn before opening its big golden eyes, which were framed with heavy mascara and royal purple eye shadow.

“O.M.G.! You’re the cutest thing ever! I love you already!”

The cat replied with a mew which caused Porter’s heart to melt.

“Do you have a name little…” Porter discretely checked, “girl?”

The cat meowed happily and scratched at her engraved pendant collar that coiled around her neck like a snake. There was a name on the pendant.

“Bastet?” Porter read out loud and was rewarded for his troubles by an affectionate kitty bonk to his forehead.

What an absolute darling little undead fur baby! Porter got out his cat supplies from his other less stellar attempts at being a good cat daddy and composed them in a mental numbered list to help keep them organized for any telepaths in the area.



	Porter learned from Mr. Mittens that cats like food or they meow loudly all day when you are not in your dorm room and you get caught and your cat gets taken away by the Headmistress.

	Porter learned from Boots Jr. that cats like water or they scratch on your dorm room door and you get caught and your cat gets taken away by the Headmistress.

	Porter learned from Blink that cats like litter boxes or they phase through dimensions in order to relieve themselves in Plant Therapy’s Garden and you get caught and your cat gets taken away by the Headmistress.

	Porter learned from Wigglebutt that cats like toys or they use their underground gangster connections to formulate a diabolical scheme and become an antagonist in a touching movie musical about the dangers of being a talking mouse that wears clothes and walks on two feet to allow them to use small human objects differently for their own needs in their front paws and complete complex tasks mice could never do and form emotional reactions to the viewers watching while the cat antagonist gets shot out loudly into space and you get caught and your cat gets taken away by the Headmistress, after being retrieved from space as a corpse.

	Porter learned from Chompers that cats like open windows but that if you open them all the way they jump out of them during the full moon and they attack a lot of were-rat ankles and you get caught and your cat gets taken away by the Headmistress.

	Porter learned from Space Zombie Wigglebutt that cats like open doors and will run through them at any cost to start space zombie apocalypses and you get caught and your cat gets taken away by the Headmistress.

	Porter learned from Smokey that cats should not, under any circumstances, be given matches or hellish infernos will be summoned from the dimension of fire to light cat cigarettes and you get caught and your cat gets taken away by the Headmistress.

	Porter learned from Chad that cats do not believe in the concept of luck as it pertains to the fallacy of man. Having faith in the unknown void will inevitably cascade into an inescapable madness of your spirit and drain the life force of all within a 46.2 chakra radius of your personal purgatory and you get caught and your cat gets taken away by the Headmistress.



So many lessons learned from so many gone-to-a-better-place fur babies. (The ones that didn’t go to cat prison for their crimes all had nice homes thanks to the Headmistress.) Ninth’s time a charm for cats, probably.

Bastet had curled up next to Porter’s pillow and had even managed to get under a little bit of the covers. Porter tucked Bastet in properly and stretched out as best as he could on the rest of the bed. He drifted to sleep, hopeful that cat number nine would turn out better.




• • •




Something amazing happened while Porter was asleep—nothing! For the first time his cat had not committed atrocities in the night that had caused it to get confiscated. Nine and a half hours so far and he and Bastet had not been separated, a new personal best! Bastet had to be a good luck kitty.

“You be a good kitty while I am gone Bastet!” Porter smiled.

Bastet turned her head to look at Porter and softly meowed. Today would be the ultimate test, Porter knew that. The reason it would be so hard was that he had to be away from his good luck kitty for the entire day.
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