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About the Story:

RAZIEL HAS EVERYTHING a cat could want – her own house, her own human, and lots of tuna and cuddles. When her soft, wonderful human is seduced by a hairy, dog-scented male, Raziel  does what any smart cat would do and resists the change, unwilling to give up her human’s attention and the best spot in the bed. 

Her stealthy resistance comes to an abrupt halt, however, when the humans try to introduce a dog into the household, and Raziel is forced to escalate her resistance into a literal campaign of terror. Have the humans been brainwashed by canine tail wags and fawning obedience, or can Raziel save the day?

Note: This is a short story and it is not for children unless you like to read cuss words to children.
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That giant, reeking human, the one who keeps stealing my soft petter, has brought me a new scratching post. Well, they call it a “couch,” but it’s for me. The two of them wrestle it through the door, laughing, and settle it against the wall where my old scratching post used to be.

I do not break for the great outdoors, though I could. I totally could. Instead I watch from the kitchen counter, as my petter smiles up at the large male and doesn’t even say hello to me, after being missing for eons. 

The food is half gone from my bowl. By Bast, I could have starved.

They head back outside, for what I don’t know, and I approach the offering. Large, brown, plump, like the world’s biggest lap. I sniff the corner. Reach for the arm with my front paws. And dig in.

Oh, my. It is a delight. A pleasure to my claws—supple and slick and so meaty smelling. A nip confirms it isn’t edible, not without effort, so I rub my face and body all over it, marking my ownership. 

My new precious. I love it. I will thank the man, perhaps, if he doesn’t smell too strongly of dog tonight.

I hear their feet on the porch and leap onto the kitchen counter as if I haven’t noticed the gift. The memory of it causes me to knead the marble—but only with one paw, because I have control of myself. The man invites my human to try out the new furniture.

Mew, I say politely, reminding her of the food situation.

But she’s entranced by the scratching post. She runs her hand along the backrest and hums. 

I suppose I can’t blame her. The big stink watches her admiring the leather with a...well, it’s the way I watch the birds outside the window. Threateningly. I would eat them if I felt like it. 

I hop off the counter and trot across the wooden floor. Meow, I warn her. This one is starting to get ideas. 

But she ignores me, sinking into the cushions and extolling their virtues. He slumps beside her, and they draw closer and closer, uttering talky blah blah noises, sniffing each other as if they’re in season, until I am forced to worm between them and stop the man from putting his mouth where it doesn’t belong.

He is not the one. He smells of the forbidden, and he never tells me I’m pretty or admires my lovely butthole. I won’t have it.

“I really appreciate your help moving the sofa,” my petter says. She places her fingers on her knees, tapping them. Morse code for men are stupid, I’m guessing. 

“It was nothing.” The man slips his arm along the back of the couch and widens his stance, trying to nudge me into the floor. One more bump and he’s getting bit. “What are friends for?”

“Friends,” she says awkwardly. “Is that what we are?”

He doesn’t answer right way. I purr. Big purrs so he can feel the vibrations, and I close my eyes nearly all the way. He thinks this means I am sleeping, but I am reading his mind through my whiskers.

He hopes to mate with my petter. He is a fool. My petter has neither wanted nor needed a man during my time with her, as I fulfill her completely. 

He loses points with her when he avoids the friend question and refocuses on the scratching post. “Your cat isn’t gonna ruin your new couch, is she?”

“She’s a good girl.” My woman scoops me up, holding me close to her pliable chest, the part of her I most love to knead. Ahhhhhh. I watch the man slyly, now that I am where he wants to be. “She would never do that.”

He watches me back. Does he know how ugly his brown eyes are? My petter loves sunshine yellow eyes, like mine, not brown ones. She prefers to stroke silky cat fur, not curly roughness like the mess on his face and head. “Your old couch looked like a Brillo pad because of that cat.”

“My vet said she’s less likely to scratch a leather couch.” She tickles me under the chin in just the way I like, and I can’t help it. I go limp and let her cradle me like a baby. “Besides, it’s just furniture.”

“Cats are so much more trouble than dogs,” he opines.

She stifles a laugh. “Because Princess never gets out of the yard, never digs up Ms. Cathy’s dead guinea pig, never chews—”

“She was a puppy then,” he says defensively.

“She’s not even your dog. She’s Falopia’s,” my petter snaps, burrowing her fingers into my fur a little too vigorously. 

I flatten my ears and growl softly. She doesn’t notice. I don’t want to bring the pain yet, for she might shut me away, and then I won’t be able to stop the man from slobbering on her.

Then again, the mention of dogs and Falopia might harden my petter’s heart toward the man just as surely.

“Actually, ah.” The man rubs the back of his luggish neck. “I’ve been meaning to talk to you about that.”

“Let me guess. She’s jealous again. Thinks there’s something going on between us.” Her lips tight, she leans away from him, gentling her hold on me. I purr. “Did you remind her we’re just friends and...what was it you said that night? Nerds aren’t your type?”

The skin over his cheekbones reddens the same way it would if I swatted it. I should test that some day. “Still sorry about that.”

She’s not touching any part of him now, not with her legs, not with the top part of her arm, not even with her luscious, poofy hair. She’s only touching me. As it should be. “The use of your pickup and your muscles to fetch my new couch makes up for it. Some.”

“Anyway.” His neck properly rubbed, he runs a hand over his bristly face. “We, ah. We broke up.”

“You broke up.” She quits petting me for a moment before she scritches her way to my chest and my perfect white belly, not looking at him. “When?”

“Few weeks ago, I guess.” The man eyes her hands in a way that makes it obvious he wishes she was scritching him and not me. 

But she is mine, like this leather scratching post. If he continues to have designs upon my petter, imagining tangled sheets and sweaty, naked bodies, I will have to scratch him out. 

Also like this leather scratching post.

“And you’re just telling me now?” she asks, voice high. 

Uh-oh. The high voice. Does he realize what that means?

“I didn’t want to text it, and you hate talking on the phone.” He reaches out, brushes some of her nestling hair out of her face. “I thought it was something I should explain in person.”

She grows quiet. Her hands freeze in my fur. “What needs to be explained? Your love life is none of my business.”

“It could be,” he says gruffly. “I mean, I think it has been for awhile.”

She leans toward him infinitesimally. He might not notice, but I do, because her chest pushes into me, as if she’s shoving me away. 

“Since that night,” she breathes, ruffling my fur.

“Before,” he admits. “The time with Princess.”

She bites her lip. His gaze drops to that, and then to me. I open one eye all the way and send him a message. No. Nope. Nada. You are not the one.

“Yet it took you three more months to—”

“I haven’t slept with her since I kissed you,” he blurts. 

She leans more. He leans. His gaze softens. Her lips part. I don’t like where this is going. 

That’s why it’s a fabulous time to be in another room. Right now.

I spring into action, thrust off my petter’s boobs, and land heavily on the man’s legs. He howls like the dog lover he is. With extra claw, I launch myself to the arm of the couch. 

“Raziel!” my petter exclaims. “Bad kitty.”

“I think I’m bleeding.” He flails at me, and I float to the floor with a chortle. “She got me through my damn jeans.”

Tail fuzzed, I head for the dark under-bed. No, the cat box. No, the upstairs office. I fly across the room like a lithe tiger. None can match my speed. I am a super cat. I am divinity. I am...

Wham!

The front door slamming is not what I expected to hear. I cut a U-turn and dash back into the living room. 

They’re both gone.

Perhaps I miscalculated the exact moment I needed to be in the other room. She didn’t even fill up my bowl.

Socks will die tonight.

# # #
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HE’S ALWAYS HERE NOW, smelling of dog, removing her clothing, smearing his nakedness on the couch, putting food he doesn’t share with me onto her plate, kicking me off the bed. My pets-to-swats ratio is way, way out of whack, and the bowl is rarely full anymore, the cat box rarely scooped. The injustice of it burns like a frothy vomit held down too long. 

Sometimes...sometimes...she comes home smelling of dog. 

My petter. Touched. A dog.

Because of him.

That night I pee in the man’s shoes and hide when he yells, my campaign of terror only just begun. 

# # #
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I’VE CLEANED MYSELF vigorously for three days in a row. My beautiful, sleek grey fur shines with health, and my stomach is uncomfortably knotted. I wait until he chases her into the bedroom, flinging items of clothing to the floor—no, no, I will not sniff them!

Okay, I do some sniffing, a little writhing, but I need to wait until the time is right. 

That time is 3 a.m. The hairball is placed wretchedly at the threshold of the bedroom, where he steps, barefooted, half asleep, trying to track down “that weird noise.” 

When he screams, it is too dark for him to see, and I have no need to run far. I zap his naked leg and bound onto the back of the scratching post, blending into the dark leather.

“What’s wrong?” she asks, bumping into him from behind. “Is she blowing up your phone again?”

“No, it’s the damn cat,” he snarls. “She barfed right where I’d step in it, and then she scratched me. On purpose.”

“Don’t be silly.” She winds around him the way I used to wind around her legs at dinnertime, rubbing her soft nakedness against his. “She’s a cat. Animals don’t have that kind of intelligence. You think she’s like Falopia, trying to break us up?”

“Yes,” he says sulkily. He’s right, but unlike the human they’re discussing, my revenge is justified. The man has disrupted my perfect life.

My human scoffs. “You probably scared her. Raziel? Are you sick, baby?”

She can’t see me, and I don’t respond. My unhappiness with her is all the man’s fault. He’s the one I plan to punish until this untenable situation is resolved. He will leave. He may return to the other human, the one who keeps sending messages to his metal toy, and he may just disappear. According to my petter, they all leave eventually.

I am her faithful one, her reason for coming home at night, her cuddlekins, her snack buddy. Me.

“Princess doesn’t give us a hard time when we stay at my place,” he complains. “She’s a good dog.”

“Raziel
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