
        
            
                
            
        


The King of Cats

 

De Kenyon


Table of Contents:

Copyright Information

Start Reading

Read a sample of Exotics #1: The Floating Menagerie


Also by This Author

About the Author


Copyright Information

The King of Cats

Copyright © 2019 by De Kenyon

Cover image copyright © Kris Cole | Depositphotos.com 

Cover design copyright © 2019 by DeAnna Knippling

Interior design copyright © 2019 by DeAnna Knippling

Published by Wonderland Press

All rights reserved.  This books, or parts thereof, may not be reproduced in any form without permission from the author.  Discover more by this author at www.Wonderlandpress.com.


The King of Cats

The Capital of Dreams was shockingly old-fashioned, small, and rather ordinary. A little village in the middle of the great Forest of Dreams, it seemed the last place one would expect for a capital. There were no castles, no shimmering, fairylike architecture, just a picturesque town, the kind of place one might see in toy Christmas models.

The streets were filled with cats, both in their natural and two-legged forms, all impeccably dressed; dogs, the same, if somewhat shabbier in fashion; various pleasant dreams, looking kindly and tidy and well-wrapped against the winter chill; even nightmares of several types.  These were not enemies, but allies to be trusted rather than feared—at least, hypothetically. 

I, Ferntail the Cat, was dressed in a powder-blue suit with a plum waistcoat, lace cuffs, and pale gold cravat.  I wore no hat, as I find it neither fashionable nor convenient to cover the silky, blue-gray fur of my ears. 

As the three of us—myself, a pug named Nodoji, and the spiderlike nightmare called the Aranea, who is my friend—walked, we encountered a tall, elegant, red-skinned, horned, and somewhat imposing demon dressed in a tuxedo that split to reveal a curling lizard’s tail. 

He tipped his hat to me, and I crossed the street to speak to him.  Being an honest and humble cat, I should note that I had visited the capital only once previously, and thus was glad to see a familiar face, as scaly, red, and toothed as it might be. 

“Ferntail!” the demon exclaimed.

“Tartuffe.” I bowed, somewhat extravagantly.

Nodoji, who was dressed in trousers, vest, jacket, and bowler hat to match his fur, began to growl, but then, at my look, swallowed it back: he was young, and as yet a bit closed-minded on the subject of demons. 

“I see you have acquired a guardian of the home as a companion,” Tartuffe said.  While cats guard the dreams of individual dreamers, dogs guard the dreams of one’s home itself. 

I said, “Tartuffe, may I introduce Nodoji? Nodoji, this is Tartuffe, who is a most puissant—that is, a highly powerful—demon. The Aranea you both know, of course.”

The Aranea was a small, spiderlike nightmare who was able to move seamlessly between dreams and the waking world.  At the moment, she was sitting upon my shoulder, for the ease of whispering sarcastic comments about all sorts of subjects in my not unappreciative ear. 

The Aranea waved her forelegs.  “Tartuffe…it has been too long.”

The demon bowed low from his waist.  “My lady. It has indeed.”

I said, “Nodoji, the Aranea and I met Tartuffe when he had, er, arrived at the family house in order to torment my ward, Jaela, when something rather more dangerous arrived, intending to make a meal of us all: child, cat, and nightmares alike. It was only with Tartuffe’s assistance that we were able to repel the horrible thing.”

“What was it?” Nodoji asked.

“At the time none of us had the slightest idea,” Tartuffe said, with a polite shrug. “But I have since determined that the creature was a chernobog.”

I shivered, my fur suddenly standing on end. The Aranea dug in her claws through the fabric of my coat and through my fur, scratching me painfully.  Chernobogs were supposed to be powerful nightmares who spread madness, darkness, and shadow; they were commonly thought to be only stories. 

 “Not the Chernobog,” Tartuffe added quickly. “But still, nothing to be sneezed at.”

Nodoji tilted his head to the side. “I have not yet seen a chernobog.”

“Pray that you do not.”

I coughed lightly into my hand. “We have come, Tartuffe, in response to a summons by the King of Cats, and may not delay in reporting to him at meeting hall.”

“I, too, have been summoned,” said the demon.  “Let us then travel together, with no delay.”

This plan having been agreed upon, we soon put it in place, chatting amiably as we went.  

The meeting hall, or Rathaus—an unfortunate name taken from one of the human languages as a bit of a joke—was a two-story building with a stout clock tower at one end.  The roof was decorated with brightly-colored tiles in a flower pattern, and the balconies were painted teal and bright green.  Dozens of banners, both of our own land and those of our allies, fluttered in the chilly breeze. 

We entered through the front doors, where a pair of grizzled cats lounged in the winter sunlight, looking for all the world as though they had nothing better to do—but of course they were guards, of deadly skill and experience.  I should not have liked to try my hand against either of them in a fair fight.  

The entrance hall was not large.  Its walls were covered with portraits and trophies, with tasteful brass plaques underneath each.  The carpets, though luxurious, had seen better days.  The throne room, which we entered at the permission of another set of guards, was arranged like a stage theater, with seats arranged in tiers, each slightly above the next so that all should have a view of the proceedings.  The king’s throne, a simple, but heavy wooden chair with fat cushions, sat upon a raised dais at the bottom of the hall.  

When we entered, the throne had been pushed to the side, the carpets had been rolled up, the velvet hangings pulled back with ropes, and a dueler’s square chalked upon the floor.  
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