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🩵🤍🩵

“It isn’t worth going home to Tyo,” she said to the trio. It was for Walt and the Professor’s benefit, but it looked like she was trying to convince herself as well. “There’s nothing there for me anymore. The only thing that ever made me want to go back was Double.”

There a minute of uncomfortable silence as the young cat woman, Triple, mentioned her dead brother.

“That’s fine with me,” Walt finally said. He then visibly reddened due to his shy tendencies. The human boy had been working on his shyness since The Professor had revealed herself to him.

“Tyo is a shell of the planet it used to be,” the Professor said bluntly. “I don’t understand why you would ever want to go there again.”

Triple looked like she wanted to punch her for the comment. Then her body visibly settled. Fist going from clenched to unclenched and it drooped to her side.

Walt however looked slightly perturbed. “Hey, Professor, that’s not nice to say.”

“Sorry, Triple. It’s the truth though. I knoa your planet means something to you. Kepleya will never be worth going back to for me. Some asshole royally fucked and left it to rot in a cyber heap,” the Professor said. Her hands rested on the Niobe console. Desperately thinking about where she could take the trio. If it was Earth then she’d have to sort out Triple’s appearance.

“It’s fine,” the cat woman said bitterly. “I don’t know where I want to go, but not Tyo.”

The Kepleyan eyed the cat woman imagining her as a human. Same militaristic clothing style, a furless face, furless breasts... In France or something.

💚🗼💚

“Pick a time. Any time in Paris,” the Professor said specifically to the young human man.

The cat woman shifted about. Probably anxious about her place in the Niobe group.

“...um. Paris France? I don’t Paris. I don’t what year be perfect... that’s too hard a decision,” Walt said. A little nervous of his place in the Niobe dynamic as well. “...Early 2000s? Wo...would that be interesting?”

Walt felt like he had when she first chose him in class. Same shy energy. Same shy fear. Paris? Wouldn’t the city be full of people? Can I replace 2000s with a year without people?

Maybe 2021? Height of a new pandemic? Empty streets. Everyone wearing masks and everyone staying out of each others business. The young man from 2025 America thought quietly.

Speaking of masks... “how the hell are we gonna disguise Triple? She’s a giant gray flag. She’ll cause mayhem in that everyone... will want to pet her?”

Triple glared at him. Perhaps she didn’t like pets or perhaps the cat woman didn’t like espionage. Walt didn’t know.

The Professor probably didn’t know either, or at least she looked confused for second. There was a slow glance at him and then at Triple... And then a glance at him and back to Triple.

Triple shifted uncomfortably under the gaze. Looking like a cat who did something. Actually he had never seen an act like that.

Realization clicked in place. The Professor, Walt considered, was a very smart individual. And there was still moments, little moments, like this where you could tell she was a different planet, or at least very extremely socially awkward.

“Oh. I simply forgot there aren’t cat girls walking the Earth,” the Professor said.

Walt and Triple stared at each other in the eye for a moment. Was that supposed to be a joke? She of course Triple had no idea what he was thinking, so he placed his eyes back on the awkward Professor.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





