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You’re never too old to be murdered . . .

An unexpected floral delivery sparks panic when Kat Harper spies lilies within the mix. She’s well aware that lilies kill cats, but she never dreams her decision to donate the lethal bouquet to a retirement home will thrust her into another murder investigation. That’s exactly what happens though when one of the elderly residents is found dead shortly after Kat’s arrival—and Eugenia Pierce’s passing isn’t from natural causes. 

With the surviving residents acting as though they’re part of an unscripted Murder, She Wrote episode, Kat has her hands full trying to figure out “whodunit.” Luckily, the amateur sleuth’s tortoiseshell cat Matty proves to be a big hit in her undercover role as therapy animal. While the seniors are busy fawning over their four-legged visitor, they’re also filling Kat in on all of the latest gossip, including Eugenia’s romantic interest in the home’s most eligible bachelor.

But despite how the feisty widows may have been eager to eliminate their prime competition for the affections of the octogenarian “house hottie,” they’re not the only ones with motive. As it turns out, Eugenia exchanged some harsh words with the staff shortly before her death. And Kat can’t discount Eugenia’s daughter Ingrid either, not when the unemployed technology guru is due to inherit all of her mother’s assets.

The abundance of suspects won’t deter Kat though. She’s determined to figure out who, exactly, is guilty. And when she does, she’d better hope she doesn’t become the next victim.

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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Katherine Harper had barely gotten home from her programmer analyst job at DataRightly when an unexpected knock on her apartment door sent her leaping off the couch, startling both of her cats. Matty and Tom watched Kat with huge, green eyes as she swung the door open. They looked as if they expected the boogieman to come waltzing inside.

But it wasn’t the boogieman standing in the corridor outside of her third-floor unit. It was her boyfriend, Andrew Milhone. He held his hands behind his back, twin dimples bracketing the huge grin spread across his face.

“Andrew! What are you doing here? I thought our date wasn’t until tomorrow.” Kat frowned. “Today is Thursday, isn’t it?”

His smile expanded. “It sure is.”

“Then why are you here?” In spite of her confusion, Kat couldn’t resist a smile of her own. The sight of Andrew always cheered her. “And what are you so happy about?”

He pulled his hands in front of him, revealing a huge bouquet of flowers. “Happy anniversary!”

A delighted string of meows followed Andrew’s announcement. Tom had joined them by the door, and the black-and-brown cat now had his front paws braced on Andrew’s knee to get a better look at the floral arrangement. He must have liked what he saw because he released another long series of meows without even pausing for air. The way he was going on, anyone would think Andrew had brought the flowers for him.

“Why, hello there, Tommy.” Andrew handed the flowers to Kat before reaching down to pet Tom. “I missed you too.”

Tom rubbed his cheek against Andrew’s fingers, a purr starting up from deep in his chest. Once Tom was satisfied he’d marked Andrew with his scent, the big cat dropped his feet back onto the floor and began twining between Andrew’s legs. He seemed too excited by the unscheduled arrival of one of his favorite people to sit still.

Kat smirked. “The way you two carry on every time you see each other, you’d think you’d been separated for months.”

“Hey, Tommy and I are best buds. A couple days is a long time to go without the company of your best bud. Right, Tommy boy?”

Tom chirped his concurrence before head-bumping Andrew’s knuckles in what Kat presumed was an act of feline-to-human male solidarity.

Unlike Tom, Matty didn’t seem nearly as affected by Andrew’s arrival. The yellow-and-brown tortoiseshell took her time sauntering toward them, making sure to stop and stretch along the way in case anyone was under the mistaken impression she was in a hurry. Matty tended not to care much about visitors—or if she did she certainly wouldn’t stoop so low as to show it. In fact, she wasn’t even looking at Andrew as she drew closer. Her eyes were trained on the flowers in Kat’s hands.

Matty sat down by Kat’s feet, her penetrating gaze still locked onto the bouquet. Kat wasn’t sure if she was more attracted to the colorful flowers or the cellophane wrapped around them. Every time the cellophane crinkled, Matty’s pupils dilated as if she thought someone might be ripping open a bag of her favorite cat treats.

“These are anniversary flowers,” Kat told Matty. “Except apparently my boyfriend has forgotten our one-year anniversary isn’t until next month.”

Andrew gave Tom one last pat before straightening back up. “Believe it or not, I know that.”

Tom yowled at Kat as though to stick up for his best bud. His outburst prompted Matty to turn around and swat his face.

“If you know we didn’t start dating until August, why did you bring me anniversary flowers in July?” Kat rotated the bouquet around. “Were these on sale or something?”

Andrew rolled his eyes. “CHPD may not pay me much, but I’m not that cheap. And I’m crushed you don’t remember.”

“Remember what?”

“One year ago today is the day we first ran into each other again after you moved back to Cherry Hills.”

Kat sucked in a breath. How could she have forgotten? She had come slinking back to her small Central Washington hometown a little over a year ago, feeling rather foolish for going against her word fifteen years prior when she’d fled Cherry Hills and swore never to return. And then she had run into Andrew, her old childhood friend, for the first time since their high school graduation. She had been stunned when he had shown up in the corridor outside her apartment.

She shuddered, the circumstances of their first meeting flooding back to her. Today was not only the one-year anniversary of their reunion, it was also the one-year anniversary of her former neighbor’s murder. That was the real reason for Andrew’s appearance on her doorstep last summer. She hadn’t known he was a detective with the Cherry Hills Police Department when she’d phoned 9-1-1 after discovering Hilda Tinsdale’s body next door.

That was also the day Matty had come to live with Kat. It always gave Kat chills to think about what Matty might have seen that day. Had she actually witnessed Mrs. Tinsdale gasping her dying breath? Had Matty had a chance to hear her previous owner tell her she loved her one last time?

Kat reached out and stroked Matty. Were the tortoiseshell’s memories of last July as vivid as hers were?

If so, Matty didn’t appear to be dwelling on them at the moment. Right now she was busy sniffing the bouquet in Kat’s hands.

Something centered in the arrangement caught Kat’s eye. “There are lilies in here.”

“Yeah,” Andrew said. “So?”

“So, lilies are toxic to cats. The pollen can kill them.”

Kat glanced at Matty and Tom, her stomach squeezing in fear. A quick scan didn’t reveal any pollen on their fur, but she wasn’t confident she would be able to detect one of the microscopic particles with her naked eye.

She lunged toward the door as a sudden urgency seized her. “I need to get these out of here.”

She rushed out of the apartment and into the corridor. She was tempted simply to hurl the flowers as far as she could—the mere thought of touching them now making her skin crawl as though she were the one in danger of perishing from the lilies—but she stopped herself. Matty and Tom sometimes wandered into the common hallway, and her next-door neighbor also had a cat. She needed to dispose of these flowers someplace where there was no danger of a curious feline finding them.

Andrew shoved his sandy hair off his forehead as he shuffled into the hallway after Kat. She took one look at his slumped shoulders and dejected expression, and her heart pinched. Here he was trying to do something nice on the anniversary of their reunion, and she was making him feel like a villain.

She touched his arm. “Thank you for the flowers. I really do appreciate the gesture.”

He mustered up a smile, his dimples conspicuously absent. “I’m just glad you noticed the lilies before anything happened. I never would have forgiven myself if Matty or Tom had died because of me.”

“You didn’t know.” She eyed the flowers, an idea forming. “You know, just because I can’t enjoy these doesn’t mean somebody else can’t.”

“What are you suggesting?”

“That we give these to some people who might appreciate a spontaneous floral delivery. What do you say we make a stop by that assisted living facility near the Italian place we like? I’m sure they’d love these. And then we can grab a bite to eat on the way home. It’s almost six o’clock now. I’ll be starving by the time we reach the restaurant.”

This time, Andrew’s smile was genuine. “That’s a wonderful idea. And lilies aren’t bound to kill anybody at an assisted living facility.”

The word kill brought Mrs. Tinsdale’s murder back to the forefront of Kat’s mind. She pushed it away. She should be associating this day with Andrew, not murder. After all, Mrs. Tinsdale’s death was a one-time thing—never mind all the other bodies she’d found since then. Regardless, it was ridiculous to think another murder might happen today just because Mrs. Tinsdale had died exactly one year ago.

Still, she couldn’t completely banish the niggling sense of foreboding that tickled the back of her brain as she started locking up the apartment.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Paradise Assisted Living occupied a one-story redbrick building situated on a large, grassy plot of land. It looked to have been built around the turn of the century, and Kat wondered what the structure had originally been used for. In her opinion, it looked like the perfect old-fashioned schoolhouse.

Andrew parked in the spacious lot and surveyed the grounds as he stepped out of the car. “Must take them all day to mow this lawn,” he said, starting toward the entrance.

Kat fell into step beside him, hugging the flowers to her chest. “I’ve never seen grass so lush and green.”

“Judging by how wet everything is, I’m guessing they run the sprinklers fairly often. I’d hate to see what their water bill looks like.”

“Well, I’d say the expense is worth it. This place is so idyllic. With the birds chirping and the sun shining, I’m surprised nobody’s sitting in that gazebo over there.”

“That gazebo is a decent hike, and I imagine mobility would be an issue for many of the people living here.”

“Right.” Kat couldn’t prevent her tone from falling flat. How sad to be surrounded by such beautiful grounds and be too frail to enjoy them to the fullest.

They reached the entrance, and the automatic doors whooshed open to let them in. The building layout was simple enough, with a reception counter straight ahead and long corridors that extended both right and left. The interior’s undecorated
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