

    
        
          Puppy Gras: Coco de la Croquette

        

        
        
          Puppy Gras, Volume 2

        

        
        
          QuirkyJoe

        

        
          Published by ~^~ QuirkyJoe ~^~, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      PUPPY GRAS: COCO DE LA CROQUETTE

    

    
      First edition. March 21, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 QuirkyJoe.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230996460

    

    
    
      Written by QuirkyJoe.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

The Grand Bead Heist: A Coco de la Croquette Mystery

The Phantom of the Biscuit Opera

The Lavenderbone Case

The Case of the Missing Macarons

Also By ~^~ QuirkyJoe ~^~

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To the brilliant minds who love fashion,
 mystery, and the perfect biscuit—
May you always solve your problems with flair,
 unmask villains with confidence, 
and never let a stolen accessory 
ruin your grand entrance. 
The world is yours to conquer 
(dramatically, of course).
Stay fabulous. 
Stay clever. 
Stay dazzling.
~^~ QuirkyJoe ~^~
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​The Grand Bead Heist: A Coco de la Croquette Mystery
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It was the morning of the Grand Bead Parade, the most extravagant event of Puppy Gras, and Coco de la Croquette was poised to make her grandest entrance yet. Her ensemble? A custom lavender velvet cape, a pearl-encrusted collar, and—most importantly—her iconic bejeweled glasses, which had long cemented her place as the festival’s undisputed queen of fashion.

Except... they were gone.

The moment Coco realized this, her shriek echoed through the festival grounds, sending pigeons into flight and rattling lesser canines to their very cores.

"SACRILEGE!" she howled, flinging silk pillows off her chaise lounge. "I HAVE BEEN ROBBED!"

Miffy, her ever-loyal Papillon companion, skidded into the tent. "Coco, breathe! Maybe you just misplaced them?"

"Misplaced? Miffy, I am a visionary, not a scatterbrain! Someone has stolen my legacy! My essence! My—!" Coco swayed dramatically, nearly fainting onto a passing Basset Hound, who wisely fled before being caught in the theatrics.

There was only one possible course of action: a full-scale investigation. Coco was no ordinary diva—she was also a detective of unwavering determination (when it suited her). And so, she set off through the bustling streets of Puppy Gras, determined to retrieve her beloved glasses before the parade began.

Coco’s first suspect was Gaston le Snorf, the French Bulldog fashion rival who had long sought to dethrone Coco as the reigning Puppy Gras icon.

Coco stormed into Gaston’s lavishly decorated parade float, where he was preening before a mirror. "Ah, Coco," he drawled, adjusting his velvet ascot. "I assume you have come to admire my superior outfit?"

"Silence, you pompous pooch!" Coco snapped. "Where are my glasses?!"

Gaston gasped with theatrical offense. "Moi?! Steal from you? Please! If I were to wear such glasses, they would, of course, be twice as fabulous. I would never resort to theft—I have taste. Unlike some..." He cast a glance at her lavender cape, nose wrinkled in disdain.

Coco considered launching into a twenty-minute tirade about Gaston’s own questionable fashion choices (that ascot? In this century?), but time was of the essence. If Gaston hadn’t taken them, then who had?

Her next suspect was Jacques Le Sneak, a notorious raccoon with a penchant for shiny objects.

"Jacques!" Coco barked, cornering the raccoon near the parade’s snack carts. "You’ve been known to acquire things that don’t belong to you. Confess at once!"

Jacques Le Sneak took a slow, deliberate bite of a stolen biscuit and grinned. "Ah, Mademoiselle Coco, you wound me! Oui, I enjoy the finer things in life, but your glasses? Non. Too gaudy for my taste. Besides, I heard whispers of something... darker at play."

"Darker?" Coco’s ears perked. "Spill, you rogue!"

Jacques leaned in. "There is talk of a secret Puppy Gras society—a group of the true elite, who wish to control all things fabulous. Perhaps, they see you as... a threat?"

Coco shuddered. Of course she was a threat. But who would dare—

"Wait," Miffy interrupted. "Jacques, if you didn’t take the glasses, then what’s that?"

She pointed at something poking out from the raccoon’s tail fur: a single, unmistakable, glittering purple bead.

Jacques gulped and swore his innocence, but the bead was a clue. Following a suspicious trail of purple and gold glitter, Coco and Miffy found themselves outside a towering oak tree, where a small yet furious figure was perched atop a stolen hoard of Mardi Gras treasures.

"Squirrelly LaRue!" Coco gasped.

The infamous rogue squirrel cackled. "So, the queen of Puppy Gras finally finds me! You never noticed me, Coco, but I noticed you. Year after year, you and your fancy outfits stole the spotlight while I was ignored—just another background rodent! No more! Now, I am the center of attention!"

Coco gasped in horror as she saw her glasses dangling precariously from Squirrelly’s tiny paws. "Unhand my legacy at once!"

"NEVER!" the squirrel shrieked, preparing to flee.

But he underestimated Miffy, who, despite being an airhead, had the reflexes of a caffeinated hummingbird. With a perfectly timed pounce, Miffy sent the glasses flying through the air—right into Coco’s waiting paws.

Squirrelly wailed in despair as festival security (led by Sergeant Nutters, a particularly grumpy Border Collie) arrived to haul him away. "You’ll never silence me! The rodents of Puppy Gras will rise again!"

Coco ignored him, inspecting her reclaimed treasure. "They have suffered mild distress, but they remain perfect. As do I."

With seconds to spare, Coco sashayed onto her parade float, her glasses perched magnificently on her nose. The crowd erupted into cheers, and all was right in the world once more.

"A triumph!" Coco declared, tossing beads to her adoring fans. "Order has been restored! Justice has prevailed! And most importantly, I look fabulous!"

Miffy, exhausted but victorious, sighed. "Can we go one Puppy Gras without a crisis?"

"What would be the fun in that, darling?" Coco replied, throwing one last dramatic wink.

And with that, the Grand Bead Parade rolled on, Coco at its dazzling center—exactly where she belonged.
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​The Phantom of the Biscuit Opera
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The grand Golden Biscuit Competition—a culinary event so exclusive that only the crèmè de la crème of Puppy Gras society receive an invitation—was poised to begin in the illustrious Puppy Gras Opera House. Chandeliers sparkled, chefs sharpened their knives, and the air was thick with the tantalizing aroma of butter, cinnamon, and intrigue.

Coco de la Croquette, the festival’s undisputed queen of fashion and expert biscuit connoisseur, was poised at the judges' table, her lavender cape immaculate, her pearl collar glistening. All was perfection... until the screams began.

"THE RECIPE! THE SECRET RECIPE HAS VANISHED!" howled Lord Biscuitson, the esteemed (and highly temperamental) head judge.

Gasps of horror rippled through the theater. The competition's top-secret winning biscuit recipe, handed down for generations, had been stolen! The greatest bakers in the land turned on one another, accusations flying as wildly as flour in a kitchen brawl.

And then, from the shadows of the upper balcony, an eerie howl rang out.

"You foolish canines," a haunting voice echoed through the grand hall. "The Biscuit Council shall pay for their sins! The truth shall crumble like an overbaked scone! Beware... the Phantom of the Biscuit!"

From above, a masked figure in a flowing velvet cloak appeared momentarily before disappearing into the rafters, leaving only a single golden biscuit on the edge of the stage.

Coco gasped. "Oh, how deliciously dramatic. I must be involved."

Miffy, Coco’s ever-loyal (if slightly frazzled) Papillon companion, skidded to her side. "Coco, a masked criminal just stole a sacred recipe! Shouldn’t we be concerned?"

Coco adjusted her iconic bejeweled glasses. "Concerned? Darling, we should be thrilled. A mystery this grand deserves only the most fabulous detective."

Sergeant Nutters, the eternally grumpy Border Collie and head of security, stomped onto the scene. "This is an outrage! Puppy Gras law forbids the theft of culinary secrets!" He turned to Coco. "Tell me you had nothing to do with this."

Coco gasped, scandalized. "Sergeant, please! I would never steal a recipe. I am a judge, not a common kitchen thief! Besides, my talents lie in critique, not creation."

"Then help us find the Phantom before this event is ruined!" Nutters huffed.

Coco smirked. "Oh, Sergeant, you had me at ‘Phantom.’"

Coco and Miffy embarked on a whirlwind investigation, questioning the competition’s elite chefs. Madame Éclair, the temperamental Poodle pastry chef, who had long feuded with the Biscuit Council over their refusal to consider her "Triple Butter Biscuit" a masterpiece. Barkley Ramsniff, the angry Corgi chef, known for his fiery temper and suspiciously large collection of cloaks. Jacques Le Sneak, the ever-devious raccoon, who was found hiding in the pantry surrounded by a suspicious amount of crumbs.

But none of them had an alibi as airtight as a perfectly baked biscuit.

Then, a mysterious note arrived at Coco’s dressing room, written in an elegant pawprint script:

"Meet me at the grand chandelier at midnight... if you dare."

Miffy gulped. "Coco, are we sure
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