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Shh! Murder in progress.

The Cherry Hills Library becomes the center of controversy when a cat moves in to keep the building’s mouse problem at bay. But much to everyone’s surprise, Pepe the former stray turns out to be more adept at sniffing out dead bodies than rodents. His first discovery? A corpse in the research alcove.

Unnerved by Pepe’s gruesome find, amateur sleuth Kat Harper takes it upon herself to investigate. She quickly learns the dead woman was disliked by practically the entire town, and nearly everyone she encounters had a viable motive for murder. With not much physical evidence to go on, Kat’s going to need some help to figure out “whodunit.” And help this time might be of the four-legged variety.

All of the Cozy Cat Caper Mystery books can be enjoyed as standalones but will be better appreciated as part of the series. The books are light, fun cozy mysteries featuring an animal-loving female amateur sleuth, lovable and not-so-lovable quirky characters, and a page-turning mystery that needs solving. None of the books include cliffhangers, bad language, or graphic scenes.
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CHAPTER ONE
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Imogene Little’s smile stretched from ear to ear as the petite fifty-seven-year-old eyed the black-and-white cat trying to peek inside the library’s return bin. “How adorable is that?” she said, fingering her auburn ponytail as if to resist the temptation to reach out and pet the feline.

Katherine Harper had to curb her own inclination to scoop up Pepe and plant a big kiss on the top of his fluffy head. Standing on the tippy-toes of his hind feet with his white front paws hooked over the edge of the drop slot, the little long-haired cat looked impossibly cute. Of course, Kat had to concede he would probably look cute no matter what he was doing. With a large black spot that covered his tail and the top half of his lean body, and a second black patch that stretched from the base of his skull up over his ears and around his eyes, he reminded her of a masked, caped superhero.

A very short superhero, she amended, watching as Pepe struggled to lift himself high enough to see what lay on the other side of the drop slot.

Imogene beamed at Charlotte Atkinson, the tall, thin, forty-something strawberry blonde in charge of library operations. “I know this is only his third day here, but he appears to be fitting in quite nicely.”

Pepe lost his grip on the drop slot and began tilting backward. He made a grab to right himself only to snag one of his claws on a flyer taped to the front of the box. It promptly ripped in half.

“He’s certainly making himself at home,” Charlotte commented, a slight frown on her face.

Kat suppressed a giggle. Pepe had been abandoned in her boyfriend Andrew’s neighborhood several months ago. Once Kat had learned about the stray and discovered he was friendly, she had gotten Imogene, her friend and a fellow Furry Friends Foster Families—or 4F, for short—animal rescue volunteer, involved with helping to find him a home.

And now, here he was, the Cherry Hills Library’s first resident feline.

The library’s glass front door flew open, causing Pepe to startle. He dropped all four paws back to the ground, took one look at the young woman sweeping through the doorway, and did a one-eighty before sprinting toward the rear of the building.

Kat sighed. Pepe might be friendly, but months of living outdoors had taken a toll on him. He still had yet to shake his fear of sudden noises and movements. Kat presumed it would be a while before he felt completely comfortable around humans, but after witnessing how quickly he had taken to his 4F foster parents she was confident he would get there.

At least she hoped he did, because she didn’t think he’d last long living inside a public library otherwise.

“Kat!” The cause of Pepe’s sudden departure practically skipped over to where Kat was standing. 

“Hey, Tiffany,” Kat replied.

Dressed all in black with short, spiky, dyed-black hair and dark, heavy makeup, Tiffany Reed looked the same as Kat remembered. Tiffany’s job as a reporter for the Cherry Hills Courant had brought the two of them together back in February, when Tiffany had wanted to interview Kat for an article. The past eight months—and the murder they had solved together—apparently hadn’t changed her one bit.

“It’s been a while, huh?” Tiffany said.

“It sure has,” Kat agreed. “Are you still working the crime beat?”

“As much as there is to work in sleepy Cherry Hills, Washington. But right now my editor has me on some feel-good story.” Tiffany spun toward Charlotte. “So, where’s this new cat of yours?”

Charlotte looked around, two of her fingers sliding along the length of the gold necklace half hidden by the collar of her peach blouse. “I’m not sure. Maybe we could start with the interview portion? Like I told your editor, I’m happy to chat with you about him.”

“Great! Hopefully by the time we’re done the cat will have shown up. Budgets are tight and I’m doing double duty as photographer right now, so I’ll need some pictures of him interacting with library visitors before I leave. You know, kissing on kids, following people around, or otherwise being cuteness personified. Think he’ll cooperate?”

Imogene planted her hands on her hips. “He only moved in on Wednesday. And he’s not a circus animal. After being dumped by his previous owner and forced to fend for himself, it’s utterly ridiculous to expect him to warm up to people again so quickly. He needs time to adjust.”

Tiffany spread her palms. “Hey, I didn’t ask for this assignment, but my editor says furry animals sell papers so I’ve got no choice except to suck it up. Believe me, I’d much rather be sniffing around murder scenes, taking photos of blood spatter and zipped-up body bags. Cats might sell papers, but so does the dark side of humanity.”

Imogene’s lips quirked. She didn’t seem to know what to make of that pronouncement.

“Speaking of cats, how’s Hero doing?” Kat asked. Hero was the orange tabby Tiffany had adopted shortly after their initial meeting.

Tiffany’s whole face lit up. “He’s awesome. Like, the most perfect cat. He always wants to be with me, and he can lay on my lap literally for hours. It’s gotten to be where I’ve almost been late for a few interviews because I don’t want to move him.”

Imogene chuckled. “Sounds like he has you trained quite well.”

Kat was pleased the two had proven to be a good match. Hero had gotten his name after an act of bravery that might very well have saved Kat’s life, and she wanted only the best for the orange tabby.

The door banged open again. A woman around Imogene’s age stormed inside, her thin lips pressed together in a grim line. Ignoring the rest of them, she marched right over to Charlotte, her shoulder-length, rust-colored curls bouncing angrily around her head.

Charlotte’s lips turned up, but the expression on her face struck Kat as more of a grimace than a smile. “Hello, Amelia,” she said. “How may I help you today?”

The woman glared at her. “Charlotte, you really need to do a better job of managing this place. Did you know a mangy cat got into the building yesterday? I caught it staring at me when I was leaving.”

“He’s here to help control the mouse problem.”

Amelia’s eyes widened. “Mouse problem?”

“Now that it’s fall and temperatures are dropping, they tend to move indoors. But don’t worry. It’s all under control.”

“You’re telling me that creature I saw in here yesterday was invited? Why on earth would you bring a wild cat inside?”

“He’s not wild,” Charlotte said.

“Didn’t he come from outside?”

“Yes. And I may not be an expert on cats, but I’ve been doing some reading on them, and this one does not exhibit behaviors consistent with a feral.”

Amelia looked Charlotte up and down, her nostrils flaring. “Well, I’ll have you know, I’ve been doing some reading of my own, and all of my research suggests you had no right to bring a cat into a public establishment without the backing of the community.”

Kat glanced at Tiffany. The reporter looked as if she were dying to document this incident for the Courant. Her fingers were twitching as they inched toward the opening of the charcoal-colored messenger bag draped diagonally across her chest. Kat knew she kept her iPad in there.

Charlotte gritted her teeth. “Amelia, anyone concerned about the new resident cat only has to call and let me know they’re on their way over so I can confine him to my office before they get here. That goes for you too.”

“That won’t solve anything,” Amelia spat. “This place will still be coated with fur and dander. The filth is sure to wreak havoc with my allergies.”

“I don’t see you suffering right now, and the cat was out here minutes before you arrived.”

“I’ll have you know, my eyes are itching like crazy, and my nose is plugged up beyond what any person would consider tolerable.” As if to prove her point, Amelia sneezed, the sound striking Kat as decidedly fake. “Not to mention how strongly this place stinks of cat pee right now. It smells like that filthy wild cat didn’t waste any time urinating all over everything.”

“I thought your nose was plugged up,” Kat said.

Amelia shot her a death glare so sharp that Kat staggered backward a step.

“Well, I don’t smell anything,” Imogene said. “Besides, that ‘filthy wild cat’ you’ve been denigrating was neutered several weeks ago. Since then he hasn’t sprayed once.”

Amelia jammed her hands on her hips. “Why, if it isn’t Imogene Little. I should have known you were behind this madness, you and your crazy animal charity. Some things never change.”

“You’re certainly correct about that,” Imogene replied, ice in her tone.

Kat looked between Amelia and her friend. Clearly there was some history there. And while Kat didn’t know what the story was, she did know Imogene had resided in Cherry Hills her whole life and knew many people in the small town. It would be unrealistic to expect her to be on good terms with all of them.

Without warning, Amelia pinned her laser-like eyes on Kat. “And what’s your role in this?”

Kat froze. “Excuse me?”

“Don’t play dumb. You look like just the type who would support an endeavor as ludicrous as an animal running loose in a public library.”

Kat didn’t know what to say. Amelia’s unexpected attack had left her tongue-tied.

Fortunately, Amelia didn’t seem inclined to wait for a reply. “And what about you?” she asked, swinging her narrowed gaze in Tiffany’s direction.

The venom in Amelia’s tone didn’t seem to faze Tiffany. She stuck her hand out, the trio of black, beaded bracelets linked around her wrist clinking together. “Tiffany Reed, ma’am. I’m a reporter with the Cherry Hills Courant.”

“A reporter, hmm?” Amelia’s features shifted
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