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	First Edition

	
Chapter 4

	My CEO said a bunch of random things to me.

	The gist: please do not disrupt me during meetings. Go play somewhere. It looks bad in front of subordinates.

	"If you understood that, give me a thumbs up."

	You wish, buddy.

	I gave him a flat, devastating MEOW.

	"That'll work."

	Apparently he was thrilled with my response.

	That night we watched a romance movie inside the camper.

	I don't know what watching movies does for a cat, but I cried.

	Apparently if you're a person who cries easily and you get reborn as a cat, you become a cat who cries easily.

	For the record — he cried too.

	Equally pathetic, the two of us.

	He sobbed into a tissue and tried to comfort me at the same time.

	"Drill Sergeant! Boohoo… why… why does she have to die — boohooooo—"

	His grip got a little tight.

	Like… choke-hold tight.

	I couldn't take it. I squirmed out of his arms.

	I trotted out of the camper, bored, looking for adventure.

	A firefly drifted past my nose.

	My true cat nature could no longer be repressed.

	I went FERAL chasing it.

	I would catch it. I WOULD.

	It dive-bombed me.

	ATTACK!

	POW! Right roundhouse!

	POW! Left front kick!

	POW! Five-strike combo!

	Pulled the punches at the last second. Didn't actually connect.

	The firefly I was chasing suddenly turned into my CEO's enormous hand.

	I slammed the brakes. He gave me a mysterious little smile and slowly opened his fingers.

	I pounced gleefully — pounced — directly onto NOTHING.

	His hand was empty!

	I literally spat in his direction.

	The Cat Empress retreated to her bed with great dignity. The cat dad just stood there looking up at the sky.

	To be fair, the sky was beautiful tonight, especially this far from any city pollution.

	But this cat suspects… that he was just thinking about his mystery girlfriend again.

	A small glass jar appeared beside my cat bed.

	Inside it: three or four fireflies.

	"Meow!"

	I lifted my chin in satisfaction, dragged the jar back to my bed, and curled around it.

	


Chapter 5

	My cat dad took me to Portland!

	I'd always heard the flower markets there were dirt cheap. I'd loved flowers in my last life. I'd always wanted to go see.

	Heheh. Imagine my surprise when my cat dad took me there.

	The downside: I'd been sneezing recently. He took me to the vet, then put me on no-leaving-the-camper restriction. A little sad.

	So whenever he was out, I would sneak attack the goldfish.

	I never thought he'd actually catch me at it.

	Listen, it's a cat instinct, okay?

	I don't even WANT to mess with the fish. But it just swims around in there all day, taunting me!

	I got scolded thoroughly. He then moved the goldfish into some tall, skinny glass cup he'd found somewhere.

	My paws couldn't reach in.

	Ugh.

	What was he even doing all day? Why couldn't he play with me?

	I quietly opened his laptop.

	If he could see me right now, he'd realize I was the smartest cat in the world.

	But my paws weren't great at clicking. After a while of mashing around, I somehow opened a video call.

	My adorable cat face popped up on the screen.

	"Meow!" I yelled a few times.

	On the other side, it looked like a hospital room. A few nurses were moving around in the background.

	The bed was empty. The patient must have stepped out.

	I could hear some humans on the other end gossiping about my beauty while they waited for my CEO.

	"You're going to be disappointed," I told them. "He's not coming."

	I wiggled my nose at the camera.

	Then a man in a hospital gown appeared on screen and turned the camera toward himself.

	He looked weirdly familiar…

	


Chapter 13

	Why was my cat dad crying again?

	Why was he hugging me AND that stone, and crying?

	I batted at the stone — weird, it looked familiar too…

	He held me tighter than he had ever held me before. He must have been afraid I'd leave him.

	Silly cat dad. I wasn't going anywhere.

	I wanted to stay here in our little camper with him forever.

	My body grew weaker each day…

	I started rubbing against everything. Driver's seat. Passenger seat. Tires. Doors. Blanket. Pillow. Shoes. Jackets. Him. Everything had to have my scent on it.

	Because a cat dad can throw away the cat's bed, throw away the cat's toys, even throw away the cat's treasured possessions — but he cannot throw away the marks the cat left on his world.

	I want him to remember me. To remember me. To never forget me.

	I only got three of his thirty-three years. But he is the only one in my one cat lifetime.

	He seemed happy today. He held me, gently combing through my fur.

	He said the road was open. Cars could get through.

	He said I was saved.

	He told me to hold on a little longer.

	He said when I was better, he was going to buy me so many giant balloons — enough to fill the camper, enough to fill our home.

	My cat dad really loves me. I was very satisfied.

	If I get another life, I want to be his cat again.

	I leaned into him and licked his palm.

	


Chapter 14

	He drove toward the nearest vet. I watched the endless country road slowly turn into buildings.

	My hope was here.

	But this cat was tired. This cat had given it her all.

	I'd wanted to die in his arms — because he was my cat dad, and I was his only cat.

	But then I remembered — my grandma used to say it's bad luck to have a living thing die in your hands.

	So I dragged my exhausted body back to my cat bed. I pulled out the crumpled ugly drawing he'd made of me. I pulled out the little glass jar of dead bugs. I pulled out the dried flower I'd secretly hidden from Portland…

	The flower didn't come out in one piece. The petals had crumbled. The stamen was gone.

	It didn't smell sweet anymore. It wasn't pretty anymore. Just an oxidized brown stalk.

	It made me so sad. I hadn't been able to hold on to Portland's spring. I wouldn't get to hear the cicadas in June, either.

	Suddenly I realized: I couldn't hold on to any of the things I'd loved.

	My balloon. My flower. My fireflies. My drawing. My cat dad. Not even myself.

	But I had to be the happiest, luckiest cat in the world — because I had my cat dad.

	I curled alone in my cat bed, licked my fur one last time, and let my heavy eyelids close.

	I died on a road trip.

	BONUS 1

	I was a pathetic corporate slave. But my pathetic-ness index had dipped recently.

	Because I was dating the CEO of my company.

	That's right. Office romance.

	He was twenty-nine. Three years older than me.

	I loved him so much.

	Our cursed connection began a year ago…

	I'd pulled all-nighters for a month working on a proposal. He shut it down in under five minutes.

	Look, I had feelings about it. So every time I made a few tiny edits, I'd submit it again. And again. And again.

	Eventually he snapped.

	"You sure your brain's workin' right?"

	"Thank you for your concern, sir. My brain's just dandy."

	My brain wasn't the problem. I was trying to make HIS brain malfunction.

	Apparently he didn't catch the sarcasm. He literally sent me to the company doctor for a brain checkup.

	After that, I escalated my campaign against him.

	Boss reaches for a dish at dinner, I spin the lazy Susan. Boss is giving a speech, I'm chatting in the back. Boss holds open a door for someone, I cut in. Boss does karaoke, I skip his song. Boss raises a toast, I refuse to drink.

	Anyone with eyes could see I had a problem with the man.

	People warned me to tone it down. I was going to get fired.

	But if I'd been worried about getting fired, I wouldn't have started.

	My dad was sick. He needed money.

	I was making a few thousand a month, and the contract I'd signed with the company meant quitting early would cost me a steep penalty.

	So when the CEO started killing my proposals, I figured — why not act out enough to get fired? At least then I'd skip the penalty.

	Then one day, a project with very high commission landed on my desk.

	Money money money. Suddenly motivation. I couldn't slack now.

	But high commissions don't come easy.

	In the middle of negotiating with the client, a guy got handsy with me.

	What I didn't expect — my Texas CEO came to my rescue.

	I was, frankly, kind of stunned. I'd always assumed he had zero respect for me.

	"Y'all think since you can sass me, you can push me around? You think I'm an easy mark?"

	"No, sir…"

	I fumbled for the right words. He didn't follow up.

	After that, I stopped trying to provoke him. The air between us thawed a little, but we also crossed paths less.

	Until one night I saw him getting beaten up.

	The guys roughing him up were yelling about something — sounded like it had to do with that project of mine.

	What? The deal closed. I got my commission. Why was anyone hitting people over it?

	I didn't get a chance to ask. He was hurt badly enough to be hospitalized…

	The CEO said it had nothing to do with me. He'd gotten himself into something separately.

	But I felt guilty anyway. I ran between his hospital room and my dad's every day.

	We got closer. He recovered.

	Then he said he wanted to date me…???
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