
Table Of Contents


  
    	- Table Of Contents -

    	Chapter 1

    	Chapter 2

    	Chapter 3

    	Chapter 4

    	Chapter 5

    	Chapter 6

    	Chapter 7

    	Chapter 8

    	Chapter 9

    	Chapter 10

    	Chapter 11

    	Chapter 12

    	Chapter 13

    	Chapter 14

    	Chapter 15

    	Chapter 16

    	Chapter 17

  


Chapter 9

I glanced at Boss Tabby beside me, then at the Ferry Van already waiting outside the hotel doors, and slowly shook my head.

Mimi’s voice dimmed. His tail drooped too.

“Then please tell Grandpa Mimi isn’t hurt. Tell him Mimi ran off to chase girl cats.”

“Grandpa always wanted Mimi to find a girlfriend. He’ll probably believe that.”

He looked at me with wet, shining eyes.

“Human, you have to tell Grandpa Mimi is living well now. That Mimi has a big cat bed, big toys, and lots of cat food and treats.”

“Tell Grandpa Mimi went somewhere good.”

Mimi let out a tiny sigh.

“But Mimi still worries about Grandpa. Grandpa’s so old.”

“What if he gets sick with no Mimi around?”

“He never takes care of himself. Last time he collapsed, Mimi was the one who got someone to save him.”

His eyes grew wetter and wetter.

“Mimi misses Grandpa.”

“Human, please don’t let Grandpa keep looking for Mimi. Mimi doesn’t want Grandpa to be sad.”

I swallowed hard against the tears burning in my throat.

“Okay,” I whispered. “I won’t let him keep looking for you.”

The Ferry Van had already pulled up beside him.

Mimi could only keep looking at me as one of the hotel staff cats lifted him into the van.

Just before the door shut, Mimi suddenly stuck his head out through the window.

“Human! One more thing!”

“Tomorrow morning at eight, make Grandpa go collect recycling by the dumpsters in the west-side apartment complex! He has to go!”

The van rolled farther and farther away, and Mimi’s voice scattered into the wind.

I walked to the hotel entrance and stopped beside Boss Tabby.

“Boss Tabby, who hurt Mimi? I’m going to the police.”

He didn’t turn his head. But his voice, for once, was grave.

“This isn’t the first time cats have gone through something like this. We’ve tried asking for help before. It didn’t work.”

“They’re only animals.”

Then his tone hardened, steady and certain.

“But don’t worry. The one who did this will be punished.”

Six in the morning.

Neither Boss Tabby nor I could stop thinking about Mimi’s last words.

My shift wasn’t over yet, but he was already urging me to hurry and find Grandpa.

The old man got up early. By the time I found him, he was already sitting at the entrance to the trash collection point with a huge sack of flattened cardboard slung over his back, bent over and catching his breath.

I took a deep breath, forced brightness into my face, and hurried over. Grabbing his arm lightly, I pulled up the photo on my phone.

“Grandpa, is this Mimi?”

Boss Tabby and I had put that picture together based on what Mimi had looked like when she was alive.

Grandpa took the phone with trembling hands. He squinted at the screen for a long


Chapter 11

“Of course I do. A kitten this small—if I don’t take him in, he’ll never survive.”

He stroked the little cat’s wet fur with infinite care.

“When Mimi comes back someday with his wife, I’ll introduce them.”

He laughed quietly to himself.

“One big brother. One little brother.”

He gathered the kitten closer in his arms.

“They’re both my children.”

After that, a few unusually quiet days passed at the hotel.

Boss Tabby took one look at how idle I was and assigned me a new duty.

Brushing him.

It was shedding season, and he was losing fur at an alarming rate. One stroke of my hand and I’d come away covered in tabby hair.

To protect his image, Boss Tabby had avoided appearing in front of guests for several days straight.

That day, after dropping off kitten supplies for Grandpa and heading back to the hotel, I was surprised to see Boss Tabby sitting ramrod-straight at the entrance like he’d been waiting for me.

He stepped in front of me.

“Something’s wrong, human.”

“Too many animals came in today.”

Only then did I notice the lobby behind him.

It was packed.

Most of them were very young cats and dogs, with only a few larger animals mixed in. Different breeds, different sizes.

But they all had one thing in common.

Every last one of them looked horribly injured.

Judging by the name tags and nice little clothes some of them still wore, at least half the animals in the lobby had been household pets.

I followed Boss Tabby to the front desk.

Before I could even ask what was going on, the moment the animals saw me, they reacted as if something terrifying had just walked in.

They scattered in all directions.

The timid ones shoved themselves desperately into corners. The braver ones bared their teeth at me.

It was an obvious stress response.

I immediately stepped back and crouched a little behind the front desk counter, trying to hide as much of myself as possible so I wouldn’t upset them further.

“Boss Tabby,” I whispered, “they seem scared of me.”

He nodded, then leaped down into the middle of them.

“Don’t be afraid. She works for cats. She won’t hurt you.”

The black-and-white cat at the front was the first to speak up.

“No way! We don’t believe you! She’s human! Humans are the scariest thing there is!”

At once, the others erupted in agreement.

“Yeah! A human did this to me!”

“I got taken away by people too! My mom’s still waiting for me at home!”

“Bad humans! Bad humans!”

The whole lobby dissolved into chaos.

Boss Tabby had no choice but to do his best to calm them down.

“She has a contract with us! If she harms an animal, she’ll be punished!”

“Trust the cat!”

Only after hearing that did the animals gradually settle.
Chapter 12

The ones at the front huddled together and seemed to discuss it among themselves. Then a young border collie puppy was pushed gently forward.

“Human... sorry. We didn’t mean to target you.”

The little collie lowered his head slightly, exposing the wound at his throat, deep enough that I could see bone.

“We’re just afraid of humans.”

Once they stopped shrinking away from me, I finally stepped out of the corner and returned to my place behind the front desk.

The young border collie standing in front of me had a sleek, glossy coat, which only made the gash at the back of his neck look more horrifying.

My chest tightened.

“How did you get hurt this badly?”

The little collie fell silent for a few seconds, then stepped back and revealed an even more badly injured orange kitten behind him.

One of the kitten’s eye sockets was empty. It stared at me with its one remaining eye.

Behind that was a ragdoll cat with a broken leg, a blue-gray cat with no tail, and even several cats and dogs whose bodies looked charred all over.

The collie spoke again.

“We all came from the same place.”

“Dog doesn’t know where it was. Dog only knows it was a big room with lots of cages.”

“The cages were full of animals.”

There was only one phrase that came to mind.

“A puppy mill? Or some kind of pet trafficker?”

A lot of the animals here had clearly been house pets.

My first thought was that maybe they’d been stolen from their people and taken there behind their owners’ backs.

But the little collie shook his head.

“Dog has seen dog catchers before. Dog is smart. Dog didn’t get caught.”

“Dog remembers. Mom sent Dog there.”

As soon as he said that, the other cats and dogs behind him started crying out too.

The loudest was a white odd-eyed cat wearing a tag on her collar.

“Me too—Mom sent me there. Did Mom not want me anymore?”

For a moment, the whole lobby broke into wails.

“Meow! My person abandoned me!”

“Woof! Dog doesn’t believe it, doesn’t believe it!”

“Wer! Wer! Wer!”

Boss Tabby hurried over, trying to comfort the animals as they spiraled deeper into despair.

I shut my mouth at once and turned to deal with their check-ins instead.

By the time we’d settled every animal in the lobby into their rooms, Boss Tabby and I finally got a moment to rest.

He looked completely drained. Eyes closed, he sprawled motionless across my lap.

“Human,” he said quietly, “Cat is very sad today.”

“How can there be so many heartless people who hand over the cats and dogs they’ve raised for years to bad people?”

“Cat can feel how much pain and sadness these souls are carrying.”

“Cat hates them.”

The back half of the night at the Animal Soul Hotel was unusually quiet.

I was so sleepy I could barely keep my eyes open, so I grabbed my phone to kill time with a few videos.
Chapter 14

“3, 5, 10, 20, 50. All available. Breed, size, house pet or stray—you can choose.”

The more I read, the stranger it felt.

First, I sent him twenty dollars to test the waters.

The chat went silent for a few minutes.

Then he sent over a cloud-drive link.

The moment I saw what was inside, the blood in my body nearly turned to ice.

There were dozens of videos in the folder.

Cats. Dogs.

Being abused.

He kept messaging me like this was normal.

“For 100, you can join the VIP group. New videos get posted there regularly. Interested?”

A grinning emoji followed.

After we’d saved the evidence and reported everything to the police, I realized Boss Tabby had been awake for a while.

His own kind had been the ones hurt.

And still, he was the first one trying to comfort me.

“Human,” he said, “you okay?”

I shook my head.

Truthfully, the moment I saw the wounds on the animals in the lobby, I’d already guessed they’d been abused before they died.

“I just didn’t expect...” My voice caught. “I didn’t expect something like this to have such a complete business model behind it.”

And a lot of those animals hadn’t even been strays. They’d been pets. Animals who’d belonged to families.

I stared at the screen, at the videos labeled things like Pest Control and Vermin Removal, and my chest felt so tight it was hard to breathe.

Boss Tabby lifted one paw and pressed it against the screen.

“Human, if it hurts, don’t keep looking.”

He paused, then said quietly, “Cat told you before—every kind has its good ones and its bad ones.”

“You already did what you could. Don’t blame yourself.”

Then he looked up at me, his eyes steady.

“And don’t worry. Animals who do evil won’t get a good ending.”

I blinked. “Animals?”

Boss Tabby held my gaze.

“The Underworld Bureau keeps records,” he said. “Everything they’ve done goes down on the books. They won’t get away from it.”

I stared at him. “Really?”

He didn’t answer. He hopped down from the front desk, then glanced back over his shoulder.

“Come with Cat.”

I followed Boss Tabby up to the top floor of the hotel, where there was only a single door.

He padded to the front of it and pressed one paw against the stone pedestal beside the frame.

The doors slowly swung open.

Beyond them was total darkness, lit only by countless floating points of light in every color.

Boss Tabby went in first.

“Keep close, human.”

“This place is called the Dreaming.”

“Animals with unfinished wishes can pass through here and enter whatever dream they want to reach.”

After a few steps, he stopped and lifted a paw toward one of the lights ahead of us.

“This is the dream that white odd-eyed cat chose.”

The light slowly expanded until it spread out like a hanging screen.

“A hallway?”

On the glowing surface, the white cat was crouched in front of a door.

Her cry was as loud and bright as ever.

A moment later, the tightly shut door was yanked open from the inside.

The person hadn’t even stepped out yet, but his sobbing was already echoing down the hall.
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