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Terrence never  intended to kill Mister Whiskers. Till his dying day, he would swear to that. 

Would he have shed a tear to learn the little allergen factory had suddenly passed on? Not in the slightest. But Terrence—as much as he disliked more or less everyone and everything—was not a truly violent person. 

Besides, Mister Whiskers’ death ended up being such an ungodly hassle.

Terrence hated hassles almost as much as he hated cats.
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“Well, isn’t that just the cutest,” Mrs. Milkins cooed, pointedly ignoring Terrence’s misery as she gazed adoringly at the giant ball of fur and dander curled up in his lap. 

Terrence had to disagree, even if he was forced to keep that opinion to himself. As far as he was concerned, the cat’s face was one only a mother could love—a face not entirely unlike Mrs. Milkins’ in that regard, if he wanted to be completely honest about it. He didn’t know one breed of cat from another (and had no particular desire to learn) but, whatever this one might be, he could only surmise that somewhere in the distant past one of its ancestors had been hit in the face so hard with a shovel that the look had stuck, and that then passed from generation to generation, all the way to the fluffy black…thing…currently looking up at him. Staring with disconcertingly different-colored eyes—one blue and one green. And wheezing with every breath it forced through its smashed-in little nose. 

“Aaaah-choo!” was Terrence’s only answer to Mrs. Milkins, his own breathing—if anything—even wheezier than the cat’s. He desperately needed a tissue. And an antihistamine. And to get the damned animal off of him. But he didn’t have either of the first two and couldn’t do the third for fear the “birthday girl” might take offense. Not offending Mrs. Milkins was the only reason he’d come to the party in the first place, sacrificing his evening to go to his boss’s house and socialize with the same people he did his level best to avoid during the eight hours of each day when he was more or less obligated to be in their company.

“Cats are psychic,” Mrs. Milkins droned on. “They can be in a room full of people, and if just one of them is not a cat person, why, that’s right where they’ll go. And if they really like you, they might even bring you a little present, if you can believe that.” 

Terrence could believe it, though he suspected that “liking” had little or nothing to do with it.

Mrs. Milkins reached out to ruffle the head of the beast. “Isn’t that right, Mister Whiskers?” she asked, in the sort of voice usually reserved for talking to idiots and babies. “Isn’t that right? You just want everyone to like you, don’t you?”

“Reeooww,” Mister Whiskers answered.

There had never been a Mr. Milkins to go along with Mrs. Milkins, at least as far as anyone at the office had ever seen evidence of, and there was much speculation as to his whereabouts. The consensus was that, in a fit of pique, she had likely devoured the poor fellow like a black widow spider does its mate or like…well…like a cat does a mouse. 

Unbidden, an image popped into his head of a very catlike Mrs. Milkins, hunched over the gnawed-upon remains of some half-eaten carcass, casually licking its blood from her paws. To Terrence’s horror, for a number of reasons, she chose that exact moment to lean in close and give Mister Whiskers a kiss on top of its head. It took every ounce of willpower he possessed not to squirm out from underneath the both of them. 

And to not sneeze again, right on the back of Mrs. Milkins’ overly-coifed head this time. The chemical stench of her hairspray was almost as bad for his allergies as the cat.

Everyone else at the party studiously ignored what was going on, looking almost anywhere but Terrence’s direction and, to him, seemed to be stifling laughter. If he were being generous (at that moment he was not in a particularly generous mood), he might at least be willing to believe they were simply relieved it wasn’t them sitting there with their boss’s head lowered into their lap, looking for all the world like she was…well…that.

Not the most perceptive person, Mrs. Milkins.

Though she did have one thing right. 

Terrence was definitely not a cat person. 

To be fair, he also wasn’t much of a dog person. And, if you got right down to it, he wasn’t overly fond of people either. He associated with others only to the minimum degree necessary to get through each day. Most of the time, all Terrence really wanted was to be left alone.

Cats, though. 

Terrence loathed cats. 

“Aaaah-choo!”

His grandmother—a miserable little shrew of a woman—had been a cat person and, as a child, Terrence had been forced to suffer those animals on all the major holidays, when his mother would drag him along on the obligatory visits. The horrid creatures were everywhere, coming and going whenever and wherever they wanted, leaping onto kitchen counters while Nana Gertrude cooked, sprawling out on the dining table to lick themselves in the most disgusting of places during meals, or—somehow worst of all for Terrence—following him into the bathroom to sit there and watch while he did his business. 

And, just when he thought he had finally accounted for them all, another one would inevitably appear out of nowhere, as if by magic. They singled him out, attacking at random and without warning, launching from behind furniture or from around corners to sink needle-like claws and teeth into his ankles as he walked by. One sickly looking creature with patchy fur and milky-colored eyes simply hissed whenever Terrence so much as glanced in its general direction.

The smell had been beyond description. 

Over time, Terrence had become convinced that, if his grandmother should die alone in that house, not a full day would go by before all those cats would begin to eat whatever was left of her and, for days after each visit, he would suffer a recurring nightmare in which her visibly chewed ghost came back to haunt him with all of her cats in tow. 

In the dream, she would ignore him where he cowered beneath the covers.  She would sit at the foot of his bed, waiting patiently for her little herd of cats to stop weaving around her feet and settle down. When they were all finally sitting quietly, looking up at her, she would reward them by carefully plucking her remaining eyeball from its socket (the other was always missing when the dream began—Terrence could only assume it had already been snacked upon), and hold it down for them till one of the cats reared back on its haunches, took the treat from her fingers, and began to eat. 

The rest would go into a frenzy as they all tried to nose their way in for a taste, but there was never enough to go around and, eventually, they would leap up onto the bed and stalk towards the corner where Terrence huddled, and…
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