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Chapter 1
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“Breaking news,” said the Calgary Global Television newscaster with the blonde hair and a gleam in her blue eyes. She stared into our living room.

Alley Cat sat on the floor in front of the t.v. – her neck cranked up, watching. Her tail flicked back and forth. I rolled onto my back. Ignoring the reporter, I licked my round belly.

A little dirty. Can’t have that. Must groom, I thought.

“Edmonton Police have issued an Amber Alert for an alleged child abduction. Police are urgently searching for a five-year-old girl named Jenna Richardson. She stands three-and-a-half feet tall and weighs forty pounds. She has light blonde hair and was wearing a blue long sleeve shirt, red pants, white sneakers and a pink coat when she disappeared from her family’s front yard early this morning.”

Jenna’s photo appeared on the screen. I glimpsed it out of the side of my eye.

“This is a recent photo of Jenna holding her favorite toy – a stuffed Siamese with a custom-made tag that says, ‘Sam the Siamese.’ The little girl takes the toy with her everywhere and it’s missing, as well.

Police are asking for the public’s help and to be on the lookout for a red Dodge Caravan, late 1990s model, with a damaged right front fender that was seen in the area at the time of the abduction. A young couple – a man in his early thirties and a woman in her late twenties – are believed to be suspected in the disappearance.

“If you see the vehicle or anyone matching the descriptions, please call 9-1-1 immediately. Do not approach the suspects, as they are considered dangerous. Please call the police if you see Jenna, the suspects, or the van. Police want to stress: do not approach. Call the police.

“We hope they find her safe and sound,” the news anchor said. “Now, onto to Jill for the weather.” She smiled with shining eyes.

I rolled over and stretched my left back leg out and kept grooming.

Can never be too clean.

“Hey, a girl got kidnapped,” Alley said, turning to me.

I inhaled the aroma of Jamie’s spaghetti sauce – heavy on the garlic. A secret recipe he inherited from his long-lost mother. His lips smacked.

“Sarah’s gonna love this,” our human said. “She should be here soon.”

Jamie and Sarah started dating recently after four years of him being alone. He had we three cats, so he wasn’t lonesome. But he longed for another girlfriend. I don’t blame him for refusing to date for such a long time. After his last girlfriend cheated on him and tried to kill him with the witch’s secret boyfriend. Lisa and Bruce really did a number on him. Even though they were locked up, Jamie was still leery. When the woman you love tries to murder you, it tears you up inside. He hasn’t fully recovered, but he’s gotten along.

And Sarah seems to be a good fit for him. She loves cats. So, she was okay in our books. Even Tanzy, being the feisty half Tabby and half Calico, she kinda liked Sarah, too. The woman scratched around my Tabby ears when she visited.

I went to the kitchen and meowed. Jamie snapped his gaze from the spaghetti sauce that simmered on the stove.

“Scottie?” he said.

I meowed again and looked at my empty dish.

“Oh yeah. Dinner time,” my human said, calling the cats.

He retrieved the big bag of Cat Chow out of the cupboard and poured one scoop into each of our bowls. We rushed over to eat.

Tanzy started gulping down before I could get a mouthful – even though I was within inches of my dish and she was in the next room when Jamie called. It’s amazing how fast that fat cat can move. I guess for food, she’s doing what she loves best – eating. Her second love – attacking with claws and teeth – would rear its head from time-to-time.

Alley settled in beside me and crunched her food. The little Tuxedo Cat had grown since joining our family over four years ago – both upward and outward. But she wasn’t as near as big as Tanzy.

We finished munching and ended up in the living room, licking our chops. A sumptuous meal, it was. The doorbell rang. The large saucepan of water boiled and was ready for the noodles.

“Come in,” Jamie yelled from the kitchen of his new home. We moved across town last spring. He wanted to move earlier, but financing kept him from buying a new home until this year. The larger house was strange to us at first, but we adjusted. Jamie made the sunroom out back into a cat room for us. If that wasn’t cat love, I didn’t know what was?

Time for me to get outside, I thought, and headed for the front door. I waited in the entranceway. The front door opened.

A black-haired beauty entered our home. A blast of cool air came in with her. She smiled and pushed the door to close it. I rushed to the closing exit, but Sarah picked me up with a quick hand beneath my midsection. My supper almost spilled out of my mouth with the pressure she put on my stomach. I swallowed it back down. The lady squeezed me with a hug and scratched beneath my chin. It was so good.

“Hi, Scottie, you handsome puss,” she said, rubbing her face into mine. I purred and joined in on the affection. Soon, I tired of it and squirmed to get down and outside.

We moved into our new house a few months ago. Jamie started letting me out because we did not live on a busy road like before. He didn’t have to worry about me being hit by a car. Tanzy and Alley remained indoor cats. I had been an outdoor cat before Jamie adopted me from the Langston Falls SPCA. He knew I could handle it. Experience and all.

Tanzy and Alley were never outdoor cats. Our human did not want them getting hurt by a dog or coyote or disappearing – like Tanzy did. But I could handle anything in this neighborhood.

Sarah closed the door with me inside.

“Let me out, please,” I meowed.

She ignored me.

I meowed again.

Jamie came out of the kitchen, moving toward Sarah, then kissing her. Their eyes closed.

“Hi, Honeybuns. You made it,” he said.

He wrapped his arms around her waist and nuzzled her neck. She held him close.

“Am I late?” she asked.

I meowed longer and louder.

“Nope. I am about to boil the noodles,” he said.

Alley pussyfooted over to the doorway. The two humans parted with another kiss and together went to the kitchen.

“Are you going out for the night?” Alley asked me.

I nodded and stretched.

“I wish I could get out,” the Tuxie meowed.

“Maybe soon. But I wish he’d let me out,” I said. “Now.” My meow carried to the kitchen.

“Are you going to look for her?” Alley asked.

“What are you talking about? Look for who?” I replied.

“The girl.”

“What girl?”

She sighed and shook her head. “The kidnapped one,” she meowed.

“From Edmonton?”

“Yes. It was on the news.”

“You know, I don’t watch television like you do,“ I told her.

“Her name is Jenna, and some evil humans took her. Are you going to look for her?”

I stared forward in disbelief. “She could be anywhere,” I said.

“Yeah, but she could be somewhere near here,” Alley said.

“I highly doubt it. Edmonton is too far away for them to be here.” I scratched my neck. A few fur strands flew away from my hide and floated in the air.

“But they could be.”

“Ridiculous,” I said to her.

“Let me out,” I meowed to Jamie and sat on the mat by the door.

“Sarah, can you let Scottie out, please? But not Tanzy or Alley. You gotta watch Alley. She tries to escape,“ Jamie said while cooking.

Sarah walked around the corner to the entranceway. She picked up Alley and held her with one arm. The Tuxie wriggled to get away.

“I want out, too,” she said and wiggled some more.

The five-foot-four woman with a protruding rear end opened the steel door. Alley struggled to get away and out of the house. Sarah held her tight.

I stepped onto the cold concrete step. Looking back, I watched the door close with Alley still attempting to get away from Sarah.

“Find Jenna,” the Tuxedo feline said. The door shut.

I shook my head and moved down to the sidewalk and the still lush lawn on this early October evening. The sun hung low on the horizon. Brown and red leaves swirled in the breeze and a slight chill pushed through my coat. Nothing I couldn’t handle. I raised my nose and smelled the air.

I caught Frenchie’s scent. The neighbor’s garbage had been taken out recently, and a fresh smell caught my attention.

What is that? It’s not human, I don’t think.

I left our lawn and made my way into the gentle gust that carried this strange scent. I stepped onto the sidewalk, passed the Smith’s bushes and over a tall, brown fence. A dog barked. A single woof. A noise I hadn’t heard in this neighborhood before.

Where did that come from? We don’t need another dog around here. Frenchie and the Smith’s two yappy miniatures – whatever they were – are enough.

Another couple of barks and I saw a positive to a new mutt – another dog for me to aggravate. I loved teasing the Smith’s noisy toy mongrels. I knew I had to find this mutt and teach it that cats rule this neighborhood.

Maybe I can get him to bark so much his owners will get rid of him...or her...whatever, I thought.

It woofed some more, and I listened. My ears pricked up and turned toward that irritating racket.

Got it.

A few yards over, some new movement. No dog lived there before. Could be visiting. Didn’t matter. I had to do it.

“Time for some fun.”
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Chapter 2
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The barking drifted on the wind from a few houses away, and I progressed my way to the noisy mutt. Pussyfooting down the walk, I turned to my right and moved closer. I breathed in the crisp, night air – fresh and invigorating. The Smith’s yippy yappers yapped.

I walked across the Jones’s lawn. A few pumpkins with evil smiles and angry, triangular eyes decorated their front porch. Candlelight flickered from the hollowed-out orange fruit. I passed them on my way toward their backyard. Scaling their tall, green picket fence, I got a good look at the loud, barking son of a bitch.

A large, brown and black dog with a thick, muscular shape and pointed blue eyes sniffed the grass on the other side of the fence. He hadn’t noticed me or he would have been barking up a terror – stupid dog.

He lifted his left hind leg and let loose a torrent of urine onto the fence. Some of it sprayed through the space between the pickets. On the ground, I would have been a disgustingly wet kitty. He turned and kicked some grass, then headed to the home’s back door where he found a rawhide bone. He lay down on his stomach and took the chew thing in his paws, lifting one end of it up. The dog gnawed on it. Drool ran down his jaw. Gross.

I walked the fence, then sat, watching him. He seemed to enjoy that bone. Time to ruin his fun.

“Hey, dog, you new to the neighborhood?” I asked him.

His eyes widened, and he stopped chewing his bone. His head snapped up and his eyes zeroed in on me. He gave a growl. With unneeded urgency, the mutt scrambled to his feet and rushed the wooden fence, barking. Above the noise, I sat, peering down.

“You’re an idiot, dog,” I said after listening to him carry on.

He stopped woofing, slobber drained from the corners of his mouth. He glared at me.

“What did you say, cat?” he asked me with a rumble in his voice.

“I said, ‘You’re an idiot.’ Stupid.”

“Why do you call me that?”

“Because you are as about as bright as this dark night. Barking at something you can never get to. You make a lot of noise but you are no threat. What a joke,” I said.

The mutt paced back and forth along the fence, never taking his eyes off me. He stopped, looking up at me.

“Come down from there and you’ll see what kind of threat I am. I will rip you to shreds,” he said.

“Really? What’s your name?”

“I am Thor,” he said with heavy machismo.

“Thor? What a pathetic name,’ I said, stretching my neck down with my face just out of his reach. He jumped and snapped at me but missed.

“It’s a tough name. Why would you say that?” the mutt asked.

“I don’t know. It just sounds like a name you give a dog who’s supposed to mean and tough...but isn’t. You know?”

“I’ll get you, cat. And you’ll be dead.” He put his paws against the fence, snarling.

“Okay, you son of a mongrel, let me see you ‘get me’,” I said.

He leapt at the pickets and barked twice. I swiped my claws at his muzzle, but didn’t connect. He hadn’t jumped high enough for me to land a claw and scratch him.

“My mother wasn’t a mongrel. She was a Rottweiler,” he said, baring his canines.

“Oh, okay. Your father was a mutt then.’

“Hey, my father was a Pit-bull. So you better not mess with me.”

“I see. So you are ‘the mutt.’”

“I am not a mutt. I’m a mix – a dangerous mix. Not fixed either. Making me more aggressive, my owners said.”

He growled and clawed the fence.

“You seem to be a pacifist to me. A real candy ass,” I said.

With that, he sprung up the fence, scraping his front claws on the slats, barking loud enough to wake a deaf man. Someone came out the back door in a rush, slamming it open.

“Thor, stop,” he said over Thor’s barking, but the mutt kept on with the noise.

“Who is he barking at, Kurt?” a woman asked, looking out the doorway.

“A cat, Ellen. A damned cat,” the tall, black-haired man said.

“Well, get him to shut up or someone will call the cops with all that noise,” Ellen said.

“Thor. Thor! Quit it,” Kurt said and rushed to the still barking mutt. He took hold of Thor’s leather collar and yanked him away from me. The dog’s front feet left the ground as he struggled to get me while Kurt pulled him back. The man swung his palm at me but missed by a long shot.

“Shoo, shoo,” Kurt said to me. He waved his hand as he controlled Thor.

Kurt turned the mutt around and led him back to the house. The dog’s breathing was heavy and rumbling. The two returned inside the home, shutting the door.

“See you again,” I meowed.

I straddled the length of the fence toward the alley. Strutting into the evening, I dropped to the gravel alleyway behind their double garage. Parading down the dark passageway, I added a jump to my step.

I reached the Jones’s fence, smelled the post and drew the scent up and into my nose and above it into my Jacobson’s organ. The smell and aura filled the cavity, and I grimaced, studying the stink of another cat. Some feline had sprayed over my mark – in my territory.

How dare he? Some cat’s looking for trouble, I thought.

A little child cried from a distance.

The kid probably doesn’t want to go to bed. Humans are strange that way. I love to get a good nap in.

With my rump to the desecrated post, I released my pungent piss, spraying the wooden shaft. I finished with a quiver of my tail. To make sure I covered the offending scent, I smelled my mark. Satisfied, I walked down the dark way with my nose held high.

I stopped beside some white pickets and sat on some dying weeds that grew along the fence. The cool wind rustled my fur. It had been a pleasant night to torment some mutt.

A dog woofed right behind me. I sprung five feet straight up in the air with my legs and toes and claws spread wide apart. My tail fluffed out and the fur on my back stood upright. I landed on all fours and sprinted down the alleyway, kicking up sand, dirt, and gravel. The barking became laughter – dog laughter. I stopped running and turned, going back to the white picket fence.

On the other side, a black Labrador and Poodle mix – another mutt – barked her laughter.

“Frenchie! Hilarious,” I said to the mixed breed.

“I got you. You should have seen it. I laughed so hard, I’m out of breath,” she said, panting.

“I felt it. Remember?” I said, sending an angry blast of air out my nostrils.

“Fur and feet all out – all over. That was terrific.”

Frenchie’s dark nose pressed between the slats and sniffed, drawing in short, deep breaths. I whapped her snout, clawing her nostril. She snapped back away from the fence with a
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