
The Cat in the Mad House

A Cozy Cat Crime Caper

(Cozy Cat Thriller Book 2)

by

Peter Scottsdale

Copyright © 2023 by Peter Scottsdale

All rights reserved.

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.

Contents

One

Two

Three

Four

Five

Six

Seven

Eight

Nine

Ten

Eleven

Twelve

Your Next Book Is Waiting

Thank You

Other Books by Peter Scottsdale (Fiction)

Other Books by Peter Scottsdale (Nonfiction)

About Peter Scottsdale

Would You Like to Help Out?

The Cat in the Mad House

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

One

[image: image]


“Let me out! Let me out. Let. Me. Out,” I meowed at Jamie, along with Tanzy and Alley cats.

“Where are you taking us? Not to the vet, I hope. He’s a bad human – always poking and prodding for no good reason,” Tanzy meowed to our human, driving the Camry.

We went down some streets and around several corners until Jamie pulled up to the curb at our final destination.

“We’re here, kitties,” he said, turning off the ignition.

“Where is here?” I meowed between the spokes of the carrier’s gate.

“You can stop all that meowing, you guys. You’re driving me nuts. Meow. Meow. Meow. We are at your new home,” our human said and got out of the Toyota.

He opened the back door and unbelted and grabbed hold of two of three cat carriers – one with Alley in it, the other with me in it. Tanzy sat on the front seat in her cage, still seat-belted to the seat.

“Can’t be too safe,” Jamie had said when he strapped us in the car at the old house.

“Let me out of this prison,” Tanzy meowed.

Our man carried us across a lush lawn. Sunlight beamed down upon us on this hot summer day. Jamie placed the two cat cages on the front step and unlocked the door.

“You guys are going to love it here. Just you wait to see what I have in store for you furry felines,” he said, bringing us inside.

The immediate stink of dog pee assaulted our breathing. He put us on the living room rug. The room housed our furniture from our old, small home. Mixed in with the dog urine smell was the scent of cleaning chemicals.

“Is there a dog in here? Did you get a dog, human?” Alley asked.

“Oh, God, I hope not,” I said.

Jamie’s cellphone rang. He dug it out of his pocket and slid the answer icon.

“Hi, Sweetheart. How’s my girl?” Jamie said to his adult daughter. A special human. “Yeah, we’re all moved in...Just bringing the cats inside...I still can’t believe I got this place at such a good price. I’m still surprised...Unuh, the living room smells like dog pee...and it’s a yellow shag rug...Yep, kinda ugly and stinky...Yes, I am getting new carpet as soon as I can afford it. And, no, I’m not getting a dog to match the smell.”

“Whew!” Alley mewed.

Relief waved over me. No dog – so good.

“There’s someone here,” Tanzy said from the Toyota.

We could hear her with our sensitive cat sense, but we couldn’t see what was going on outside. Being stuck in these cages on the floor, we couldn’t look out the window.

“She’s opening the door.” Her voice was panicky.

“What’s happening out there?” I meowed.

Jamie shuffled into the kitchen and kept yammering to Paula.

“Jamie, something’s happening outside,” I meowed, loud.

“Yes, Sweetheart, I’m looking at it right now. I’m going to make the back sunroom into a cat room. The kitties will love it.”

He peered out the rear window. Meanwhile, Tanzy was in trouble out front. Alley and I meowed with sounds, volume and fury.

“Tanzy needs help. Something’s happening to her,” I meowed.

“Help Tanzy,” Alley added.

“She’s taking me out of the car. Help me! I can’t get away,” Tanzy yowled.

The car door clicked shut with little noise.

“Jamie! She smells bad,” Tanzy said.

“Jamie, let us out. We need to get to Tanzy. I think she’s being catnapped,” I meowed, but he didn’t understand me or take notice.

“She’s wearing a stained, ugly, blue and white dress. And she has dark and grey and greasy hair. She stinks so bad. Help! She’s taking me away,” Tanzy said with quick meows. Her voice getting quieter as the woman took her away.

“You’re coming to your new home. Where you belong,” the abductor said to our mostly Calico, part Tabby feisty feline.

“I’ve got big plans for the cat room,” Jamie said into his iPhone.

“Jamie!” Alley shrieked.

He turned and said, “What’s up with these cats? I guess they hate being locked up for so long.”

Tanzy’s pleading meows for help diminished and soon faded from our sensitive ears. Being stuck in these carriers, we weren’t able to see what happened or rescue her. Jamie could if he’d only looked out the front picture window.

“She’s gone.”
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“Tanzy’s gone. Some woman took her,” I meowed to Jamie. “Let us out.”

“Well, I better go, Sweetheart. I’ve got to bring Tanzy in. I almost forget her in the hot car...Yeah, the windows are open...Alright, I love you, my girl. Bye.”

He hung up his cellphone and came into the living room. We meowed. He didn’t understand. But we continued – loud and with urgency. Our human looked outside.

“Better get out there and get Tanzy. Can’t leave her in a hot car even though I rolled down the windows,” he said.

Leaving us locked up, he opened the screen door and went outside, letting it slam shut behind him.

“Tanzy? Time to come inside,” he said.

“She’s gone. You have to find her. She may be a feisty, crotchety Calico, but she’s ours. And we want her back,” I meowed.

Opening the car door, Jamie stayed silent, then said, “Where is she? She’s not here. Did I bring her in already?”

He returned to the house and searched the living room and kitchen.

“Where is she? She’s gone,” he said.

“Some woman took her,” Alley meowed and turned around in her cage.

“Oh, God. Where is she? Did someone take her? Where can she be?” he said, looking side-to-side out the picture window.

“Yes, she was taken,” I said. I wished he could understand.

Our frantic human rushed outside, slamming the screen door.

“Tanzy! Tanzy!” he called out.

His footfalls took him out to the street and down the road, yelling her name. No cat meowed. Jamie knocked on the neighbor’s door. His breathing was fast and deep. A woman answered.

“Yes?” she said.

“I just moved in next door and lost one of my cats. She was in the car and now she’s gone. Did you see anything in the last five or ten minutes?” he asked the neighbor. His voice was almost shrill.

“No. I have seen nothing,” the woman said.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, I’m sure,” came her stern reply.

“I’m sorry. I’m in a panic mode right now,” Jamie said, catching his breath.

“Okay, calm down. Take a few deep breaths,” the neighbor lady said.

“I need to find her. She was in a carrier in my car. And now she’s gone with the carrier. Someone took her.”

“I hate to tell you this, but she may be gone for good. Outdoor cats around here disappear and are never seen again. No one knows why. You should keep your cat inside – if she comes back,” she said.

“Oh no.”

“I will keep an eye out for her.”

“If you see anything, please let me know. I live in the next house. I’m Jamie, and she’s a Calico with some Tabby. Her name is Tanzy,” Jamie said.

“I’m Andrea. And I will. If you think she’s been stolen, you should call the police. Also, check with the people across the street and up the road. They may have seen something,” Andrea said.

“I will. Thank you,” Jamie said, leaving her house.

He crossed the street and knocked on several doors, asking if anyone had seen Tanzy. He was out of luck. No one saw anything. He came home and paced the floor.

“Let us out. We can help,” Alley meowed.

“Be quiet, cats. I need to think,” he said.

“Yes, let us out,” I said.

Our human retrieved his iPhone and dialled 9-1-1. He put the call on speaker.

“Come on, answer.”

Jamie marched to the window. His head darted back-and-forth, searching.

“Hello, 9-1-1. What’s your emergency?” a woman said.

“Yes, my cat just got stolen. I don’t know who took her. I’m so worried. Please send the police. We have to find her,” Jamie said.

The operator asked for Jamie’s name and address, which Jamie gave.

“Sir, did you see your cat get stolen?”

“No, but she’s missing. She was in a cat cage and they’re both gone,” Jamie said.

“Jamie, I know you’re upset, but a missing cat is not an emergency. I will contact the police, and they’ll send someone out when they can. It shouldn’t take too long.”

“Okay. The sooner the better,” our human said.

“Maybe you should call Langston Falls Animal Control. They may end up finding her,” the operator said.

“Okay, sure, bye,” Jamie said and hung up. He put his iPhone on the end table.

“What am I going to do?” he said.

“Let us out,” we meowed.

Jamie searched outside the picture window again for any sign of her. Nothing. After more minutes of us hollering to get out, he opened up our carriers, setting us free. I stepped out with caution. This was a strange new house, and I didn’t know what to expect. Especially with Tanzy being gone. Alley bounded out of her cage, meowing.

I knew one thing: I needed to get outside. It was a strange new neighborhood, already proving to be dangerous for cats. But I needed to find Tanzy and get her home. No matter what it took.
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