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🩶🧡🩶

Triple sat in her new cage. Triple really hoped she wouldn’t be in the jail cell much longer.

“So slaves? What were you thinking?” She said after watching the cat woman pace far too long.

Triple stared at her captor beyond the glowing laser bars of her jail cell. It had been two hours since she crawled out of the bed, and it was about 30 minutes of staring from the woman.

Triple said nothing. Instead she kept pacing. This hairless woman was driving her crazy. She had seen these hairless types before and they always looked at her weird.

“Hey? I’m talking to you. I’m trying to be kind,” a slight anger bubbling under her voice.

Triple smiled. Let her captor be furious. She kept pacing. Not sure how to make the woman erupt in anger.

“My name is the Professor,” she said.

What an entitled name. Triple thought.

“You’re in my Niobe. I’m Kepleyan.”

Triple was weirded out by the sudden giving of information. Her kind never spilled their guts out like this. This woman in front of me is insane.

I’ll never tell you my peoples secrets. Triple argued silently with this Professor woman.

“You, I believe, are from Tyo. An Earth-like planet full of jungles and cat-like people,” the Professor told her.

What is this idiot on about. Tyo lost its jungles long ago to fires from my people. She thought.

“Of course that was 500 years ago when your planet still had forests. That’s probably why most of your people left.”

Fuck. This woman knew her and her people’s secrets.

“I have no idea how to get you to open up. I’m sorry about your brother. We left him in your ship. Only you could be saved. The seas of Europa will probably claim his remains and be fish food.”

“Fuck you, bitch!” Triple said. She was furious with this heinous woman. “How dare you talk of Double! He was an honorable warrior!”

“Ah. There’s that cat voice of yours. Perhaps you can now tell me your name as well. Now that I know Double’s name,” the Professor said.

She had been cornered.

“I know your people like to remain silent. I was surprised by that diary you left. You must’ve knew you were dead,” she said. “I’m sorry for stirring up your emotions. Using your brother, Double, in that way was rude of me.”

“He was a good man,” Triple said.

“Ha. I’d call neither of you good. You wanted slaves. Tyoans don’t need slaves.”

“They wouldn’t have been for us. They were a quick money trip,” Triple felt cornered. “Double is the greatest man I know.”

“Knew... now... sorry,” the woman said. Triple knew she could take this bitch on in a fight. Those ridiculous heels would land her a descent face plant.

“Bitch. I could knock you on your ass for that comment,” Triple said. Anger was rippling out of her.

“Ya. I probably would deserve that. Can you tell me your name? Mine is the Professor. I’d prefer not being called bitch, but then again that’s possibly a kink of mine,” she was rambling.

Cease this rambling, woman.

“My name is Triple. I’m from Tyo, as you stated. My brother and I were orphans.”

“Oh. Orphans. Your diary didn’t mention that,” the annoying woman said.
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