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  This is dedicated to every single reader who picked up a copy of Legacy and asked, "Is the cat the main character?" and then said, "Because I'd buy this if it is."
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  Chapter one
ONE


My name these days is still Sir Ginger, although my human, Chad, calls me Gingee. Gin, like the drink, and gee, like gee whiz. Sometimes, he calls me Sir G, only he runs it together: Sirgee.
How far have I fallen.
My original name was Sir Ginger, the… and this is the problem, my friends. It was the brave cat of Woolslayer city or the fantastic companion of whatever my first human’s name was.
But that same human put me in a dumpster to get rid of me. I was little more than a kitten, maybe a catten, and I was decreed to be feline garbage.
The nerve.
I am not garbage, and the only things I wound up being rid of were that first human and that dignified name.
So now I am Gingee. Or Sirgee.
Truly, how far have I fallen.
The good news is that Chad was otherwise immediately good to me, adopting me, getting me to the vet and treating me for the fleas I must have picked up in his dumpster, and playing with me—a lot. We’ve turned into a pair, me and Chad. I love him in ways I didn’t get to love my first human, sleeping on his bed and keeping him company and winding through his ankles in the kitchen, trying to trip him so I can get on the counters and steal food while he’s trying to stand up.
I don’t know if I’d have made it without Chad, and so I want to give back to him however I can.

      ***Today’s story begins in the last bits of winter. Chad was getting ready to go somewhere with his latest girlfriend, Lorelei. He had on black jeans and a pair of brown work boots that he wrongly thought made him look more authentic to our working-class neighborhood, and a sweatshirt over a t-shirt, and he was on his hands and knees, peering under his bed in case his glove had somehow gotten shoved underneath.
He was lying on his belly as he peered, so I was strutting around him, stepping on his legs and in between them, pacing, my tail whipping.
“Sir Ginger,” Lorelei said to me, “give him space, will you?”
I wouldn’t. First off, I don’t like it when Chad lies down like that. Bad things happen—like he wants to stuff me in the carrier and take me to the vet. Secondly, his emotions were high, which meant mine were too. And over what? A glove?
Who cares about a glove?
Well, who other than Chad?
I might have even mewed a bit and pawed at him, but he just shook his leg. “Gimme a sec,” he said. “It’s cold out there.”
“Well, we’re going to be late,” Lorelei said to him. She crossed her arms over her chest and glared at him.
Glaring at him was never a bad idea, even if he couldn’t see me doing it.
“I know, and I’m sorry. If it’ll make it faster, I’ll drive us over there.”
“I’ll drive,” she said in a put-upon voice. “I’m blocking the driveway anyway.”
“Oh, okay,” Chad said. He pulled up and away from the edge of the bed, which made me stop messing with him. He glared at me.
I lashed my tail and sat down, glaring back. I pulled my ears back even though I’m not convinced Chad knows what I mean when I do that.
“Cut me a break, would you?” he said to me, then turned to Lorelei. “Those were Grandad’s gloves, and I only started wearing them because…”
“Let me guess,” she said, and I could tell by her voice that she wasn’t any more amused by this than I was.
Now, I like Lorelei well enough. She’s very calm, like most of the women Chad brings over, and she’s kind to me. She even calls me by my actual name, and when she and Chad sit on the couch, she pets me and doesn’t mind if I sit with them. I’ve even sat on her once or twice, and she told me she was happy about that.
She smells like something metallic, though, and I hate that part. It seeps out of her. It’s not nice.
“Fine,” Chad muttered, slapping at the dust he’d picked up on his black jeans. He pushed to his feet without using his hands; I know that’s a trick not all humans can do because he likes to brag and ask if I saw him.
I trotted out of the room first, pausing in the doorway to look over my shoulder at him and Lorelei. I blinked once.
“Are you—” he said to me, his voice thick with some negative emotion. Indignance, maybe. Like I’d never done this before?
He and Lorelei followed me downstairs. I stopped in front of the coat closet.
“Are you kidding me?” he demanded, his face turning red. “I already looked in here, Gingee! This was the first place I looked. But it wasn’t there.” He held up his hands. “Two hands. I need two gloves.”
“Chad. We’re late.”
“I know,” he snapped, throwing his hands in the air.
She wasn’t quite glaring at him anymore. It was more like she was giving him an appeal to get moving, but he just turned in a circle, shaking his head like he did when he didn’t know what to do next.
I sat down and began grooming, starting with my shoulders and deciding to work my way down my body to my back haunches.
“Let’s go,” he said to Lorelei and stomped to the door, which he held open for her, then let it swing shut firmly behind him.
That, of course, was my cue.
The back of the couch is my favorite place to people watch until I get tired enough to take a proper nap, and then the back of the couch is the perfect spot for a nap.
And that was exactly what I did.






  
  Chapter two
TWO


Chad brought Lorelei home after they were wherever they’d been. I wasn’t so glad about that. It was one thing to sit on the couch with them, but another to try to fit the three of us in Chad’s bed. On those nights, I spent the night downstairs, on the couch, curled up with my tail over my nose, feeling rejected and hoping this was only temporary. Chad was my person. I was supposed to sleep with my person. 
So even though I liked Lorelei well enough, I didn’t want her to stick around. She came between me and Chad.
When they walked in the living room, I got up from my comfy spot; I’d moved from the back of the couch onto the cushion closest to the door. It was where Chad liked to sit to watch TV, and I often sit on him and doze while he stares. His whole body could slow, almost like it did when he was sleeping. Sometimes, he’d pet me until the lethargy took hold and he’d sit there with a hand on me, staring like his brain had turned off.
After long, delicious stretches of my back legs, each one in turn, I sauntered over to Chad and Lorelei. I sniffed at her, then Chad. He smelled a lot better than she did.
“Hey, look who came to say hi,” Chad said. He bent and I let him scoop me up, his arm immediately coming under my belly, his hand between my front legs and two fingers going up my chest. I like to be carried this way, cradled and supported, especially when he presses my side against his body. 
I looked at Lorelei, unable to keep from giving her a smug look. I am Chad’s and he is mine in ways she can never be.
Very carefully, she reached to tickle the top of my head. I hate that, so I jerked away, half expecting Chad to yell at me. But he didn’t and she pulled her hand back, offering it to me to sniff. Then I let her touch my head.
Everyone has to let me sniff first. That’s the rule.
“I hate that his previous owner didn’t know his name,” she said. “Wasn’t he the one who gave it to him?”
I wanted to bare my teeth at her, just because I could, but I knew Chad wouldn’t like it if I did.
Still, I wanted to.
We don’t talk about That Guy. He wasn’t a very good human; he’s the one who put me in the dumpster.
“You’d think,” Chad said, adjusting the way he held me slightly.
I squirmed just enough to let him know I wanted down. Unless he was angry, he had a habit of setting me down gently, and he did that now, although once on the ground, I grabbed his pant leg with my teeth and tugged at it, just because I could. Chad sighed and bent down to stop me. “Let go, Gingee,” he told me, tugging on his jeans to tell me to let go.
I refused, so he looked up at Lorelei. “When the vet traced his first owner through his chip, the guy said he’d changed it so many times, depending on his mood and how much Gingee was biting, he forgot what it was supposed to be. And the vet he’d taken Gingee to had only written down Sir Ginger as his name.”
I let go of Chad’s pants, content he’d told the story properly. Or maybe just consistently.
All of this name stuff had happened when I was too young to remember it. I don’t remember much before being in Chad’s house, to be honest, and the vet said I was about eight months old when Chad found me.
Maybe I learned to dissociate. I learned about that from a show on Chad’s TV one night. He was busy on his phone, ignoring the TV, but I kept hearing that word, and, curious, I stopped and listened and tried to learn. I’m not sure I fully understand it, but I’m a cat, so kind of whatever, but I like the idea of blocking out ugly things.
Right now, though, I twined around Chad’s ankle and then left him and Lorelei to do whatever they were doing while I used my litter pan. I had a glove to find, and I wanted to start by poking through the coat closet. 
I went over there after I was done in my pan, hoping Chad and Lorelie hadn’t already hung up their coats. I was determined to sneak inside when he opened the door. 
None of that was going to happen, I saw. They’d hung their coats over the post at the foot of the steps and moved into the living room. Just my rotten luck!
I went to sniff around at the coats and maybe bite Chad’s just on principle. His coat was on the bottom, buried under Lorelei’s smelly one. I adjusted my head and opened my mouth for a good long stinky face smell, half expecting Chad to laugh at me.
He loves when I am stinky face smelling something. 
But he wasn’t looking, too absorbed in Lorelei to pay proper attention to his cat. That cannot stand, so I marched myself back into the living room and chomped his leg. Hard.
“Ow! Gingee!” He squirmed and flailed, but I’d already darted away and so he didn’t step on me or kick me.
I lashed my tail and went back to the coats, although the smell coming from Lorelei’s was too strong. Clearly, Chad’s glove wasn’t in her coat and I assume even he would have found his glove if it had been in his coat pocket, so instead, I walked over to the coat closet, flopped down on my side, and jammed a foot under the door, catching it with my toenails and giving it a good shake, just in case it would come open that easily.
It didn’t. I’d tried this plenty of times before, usually when I’d lost a spring or other toy underneath because there’s a big gap between the door and the floor. Chad says that’s how old houses are.
The last time I’d tried to open the closet door, I’d had to work at it for days before Chad had finally caught on. By that time, there were two more springs underneath and a string that I knew he’d never have let me have if he’d known about it.
Chad worries I’ll eat the string and make myself sick.
I hate to break it to him, but strings don’t taste good, and I may be a ginger cat, but I am not so dumb that I don’t know the difference between toys and food. I’ve also been inside long enough that I don’t feel like I need to keep my hunting skills at their sharpest, either. There’s nothing here worth hunting. Not really. And Chad keeps saying that there won’t be while he and I live here. So what’s the point?
Overall, I like that Chad worries about me, but let’s be honest. He should have been worrying about me—and helping me find his glove—instead of sitting on the couch with Lorelei in his arms.
My rattling the coat closet door got no results and was starting to get boring, so I gave up. I took a drink in the kitchen and nosed around in there, wondering if any cabinets would magically come open. Maybe Chad’s glove was somewhere in here. Maybe it had fallen when he’d been putting food away. I’d have to investigate somehow.
A yawn overtook me, and I decided that could wait until I had Chad’s attention.
Just in case, I ran upstairs and made myself comfortable on his bed. 
One thing I’d learned was that if people were over, my job was to get to the bedroom first. Even if I was kicked out later, I was taking a stand and sleeping in my bed.
But first, a bath.






  
  Chapter three
THREE


Chad came to bed alone. I was thrilled, but he didn’t seem to be. “Gingee,” he sighed, “there’s got to be someone out there for me. Right?” 
I had no answer to that. Cats don’t care about things like that. Give us a warm bed, enough food, toys, and a good clean litter pan and we are living our best lives.
Truth be told, sometimes, I wonder what it would be like to have another cat here with me.
Maybe we could get the coat closet open if we worked together.
Chad was petting me. Chad is very good at petting me. “I mean,” he sighed, “I’m not nearly as awful as Mack makes me out to be. Am I?”
His pets felt good. I started to purr, and I squirmed, turning on my head and rolling so my belly was exposed.
I have trained Chad not to touch the belly, although I can always see it in his eyes when he’s considering trying.
“Roll back over,” he said to me, and I decided that since he was already glum and needed some cat therapy, I would make him feel like he was being listened to. I flopped onto my side, my feet facing him. If I needed to grab him and stop him from unwelcome pets, I wanted to be ready.
But he gave me cheek rubs and some scritches, then attacked my shoulders with nice, heavy strokes, and I purred and he finally
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