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Chapter 1. A New Tale Begins






[image: ]




In this 1930’s Noir style story, an anthro cat detective named Dean Whiskers, casts shadows over sharp, inquisitive eyes. This cat is on the prowl for clues in the dimly lit, rain-slicked streets of a city that never sleeps. He lives in a city called " Meowtropolis". Whiskers’ backstory is as intriguing as his cases. He was an orphan, raised in the back alleys by a clowder of streetwise cats and foxes. He learned the ways of the city from the whiskers up, developing a network of informants and allies among the city’s many strays and gangsters. His natural curiosity and cunning made him a natural at solving the unsolvable, and soon, his reputation grew.

"You've got the wrong tail, pal," the alley cat hissed as Dean Whiskers approached. Rainwater trickled down the grimy brick walls behind him, creating a soft rhythm that seemed to echo his own tense heartbeat.

Dean's eyes narrowed, the glow from the distant streetlamps reflecting in his green irises. "I'm looking for a gray tom, goes by the name of Sly. Seen him around?" His voice was smooth, like velvet pulled over gravel, a stark contrast to the harshness of the alley.

The alley cat, a ragged tabby, took a cautious step back. "What's your angle, Whiskers?" Suspicion clung to him like the wet fur on his back. The Tabby is slowly reaching a stick to him with.

Dean leaned against a wet trash can, his trench coat dripping rainwater onto the cobblestone. "Just want to ask him a few questions," he replied, flashing a badge that glinted under the faint light. "It's about the job at the Catnip Casino last night." " A lot of shady business has been happening there."

The tabby eyed the badge warily, then nodded towards a shadowy corner. "If you're looking for Sly, he might be holed up at the Cat's Meow Hotel. Top floor, room 305. But be careful, he's got claws and he's not afraid to use 'em."

Dean's tail twitched in appreciation. "Thanks for the tip," he said, flicking a wet cigarette butt into a puddle. "You're not so streetwise, after all." He turned and padded away, his footsteps silent on the wet pavement.

In Meowtropolis' damp alleyways, detective Dean Whiskers questions a suspicious ragged tabby about a gray tom named Sly, who is a suspect in the Catnip Casino heist. The tabby, after some reluctance, informs him that Sly might be at the Cat's Meow Hotel on the top floor in room 305, noting his dangerous nature.

The Cat's Meow Hotel loomed above him, its neon sign flickering like a beacon in the night. The rain had picked up, turning the city into a blur of dark shapes and shimmering lights. He darted across the street, dodging the occasional car that splashed water onto the sidewalks. The hotel's lobby was warm and smelled faintly of catsnip and cigar smoke. A sleepy-eyed clerk barely glanced up as he sauntered in, his fur slick with rain.

"I'm here to see a friend," he told the clerk, tipping his hat. "Grey tom, goes by Sly?" The clerk's eyes widened slightly, but he played it cool. "Room 305, but he's not taking any company tonight."

Dean's whiskers quivered as he took the elevator to the third floor. His paws tapped impatiently on the floor as the ancient contraption groaned its way up. When the doors finally opened, he stepped out into a hallway that was as quiet as a mouse in a room full of cats. The carpet was threadbare, and the walls were stained with the memories of a hundred spilled whiskeys.

Room 305 was at the end of the hall. He could hear the faint sound of jazz seeping from under the door, the saxophone's mournful wail a stark contrast to the silence outside. He took a deep breath, pulled out his trusty .38, and knocked firmly. "Sly," he called, "It's Dean Whiskers. We need to talk." " May I come in, please?"

Detective Whiskers arrives at the Cat's Meow Hotel seeking Sly, who is possibly connected to the casino job. Despite the clerk's reluctance, he obtains room 305's location and heads there, encountering a sleepy lobby and an aged elevator before reaching the quiet, jazz-filled hallway where the room is located.

The music stopped abruptly, followed by the sound of shuffling footsteps. The door creaked open a crack, and a wary gray eye peered out. "What do you want?" Sly's voice was as rough as the alleyways he called home.

Dean slipped a paw into the room, pushing the door open. "Let's not make this complicated, Sly," he said, his voice low and measured. "I just need to ask you about the Catnip Casino job. Did you get your paws on the loot?"

The grey tom's eyes narrowed to slits, and he stepped back, revealing a small, cramped room with a single bed, a dresser, and a chair with a half-eaten can of tuna on it. Raindrops pattered against the window, casting shadows that danced on the stained wallpaper. "What makes you think I'd be dumb enough to tell you anything?"

Dean stepped in, closing the door behind him. "Because, my friend," he said, his voice a purr of steel, "you know I can make it worth your while." He flicked his tail, and a small bag of money and coins fell onto the floor. "Or I can make it very unpleasant for you if you don't cooperate."

Sly's gaze darted to the bag, then back up to Dean. He licked his chapped lips. "What's in it for me?"

"Let's just say," Dean began, his eyes never leaving Sly's, "that I know a few people who would be very interested in your...acquaintances. And I might be able to help you stay off their radar."

Inside room 305, Whiskers confronts Sly, the potential suspect in the casino heist. He offers a deal involving information on Sly's associates and protection in exchange for details about the job, leaving the outcome uncertain as Sly considers his options.

The tension in the room thickened like the scent of rain-soaked fur. Sly looked at Dean, then at the bag of money. Finally, he sighed and gestured to the chair. "Okay, Whiskers. Have a seat. But if you're playing games, you'll be leaving without your tail."

Dean sat down, placing his gun on the bedside table within easy reach. He pulled a notebook and pencil from his pocket, flipping to a clean page. "Start from the beginning. Who approached you?"

Sly lit a cigarette, the smoke curling around his ears like a shroud. "It was a dame," he began, his voice dropping into a whisper. "A real class act, fur softer than a cloud. She said she had a job for me, something big, something that'd make me purr all the way to the bank."
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