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A mysterious disappearance...

...and the cat who must solve it.

Tanzy has vanished outside their new home. With few clues, Scottie, a Tabby, must find and rescue the Calico before it’s too late. 

Out on his own in a strange neighborhood, Scottie vows to brave the dangers of investigating the loss of his missing friend. But nobody wants to talk.

Wandering the dangerous streets alone, will Scottie solve the catnapping or will Tanzy be lost forever?
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THE EVENING AIR TANTALIZED my nostrils. The neighbor’s small mixed breed barked and barked from behind the backyard fence.

Stupid dog, I thought.

He leaped against the chain-link fence, bounding up and down. I sat on the bedroom windowsill, keeping an eye on him and the neighborhood. Some birds flew by so near they rustled the sheer curtain behind me.

“A little closer,” I meowed.

They chirped and soared away. The sun peaked on the horizon. Darkness loomed.

Lisa threw open the bedroom door with a bang. I jumped up and set my claws into the window screen. I turned. She marched in, her iPhone pressed to her right ear. Her left arm flailed as she spoke. Her face red.

“We’ll have to kill him,” she said. “Are you still in? You’re not backing out on me, Bruce? Are you? I need you on this. We can only be together if you’re in. Are you in?” She paused.

Her hand set on her left hip. Her white lips parted and she smiled. Her foot padded the beige carpet.

“Good...What?...Why?...Do I have to keep reminding you? Because of his bank account. I want that money...Right, we need that money. I got him to put me in his will and sole beneficiary of the $260,000.00 he’s saved up. I convinced Jamie to make me the sole heir, not that waste of human flesh daughter of his. She never liked me.”

She wants to murder Jamie–my human. Good God, what can I do? I thought.

“Besides, he told me not to tell her until we got married. A husband’s money should go to his wife and only his wife...Yeah, he still thinks I’m going to marry him. I’d kill him if I married him. Oh wait a minute, I will kill him anyway. I can’t stand him.”

And I can’t stand you.

“He deserves to die...Why? He just does. What a dumb question. If you weren’t so cute, I might have dumped you...No, I’m not going to breakup with you.” Lisa said and mouthed, “Not yet, anyway.”

I turned and peered through the white drapes.

That witch wants to kill my owner, my human. I love Jamie. I love to cuddle with him and rub his leg. I don’t know what to do.

I shook my head.

“What was that? Was someone watching and listening?” Lisa said, turning her eyes to the window. “There’s someone watching me through the window. They could have heard me. Oh, God. What are we going to do if we get caught? I’ll deal with them. That’s for sure.”

She ripped the curtain aside. Her breathing rapid and her eyes wide and full of rage.

“Who’s there?” she asked.

With my back arched and fur standing up, I hissed. My paw darted out, scratched her arm. She yanked her hand back and drew away. A shriek escaped her mouth.

“It’s that cat of Jamie’s–Scottie. I hate that cat.”

Lisa clasped her bloody wound and dropped her cellphone. She swore and picked it up.

“He cut me...That Tabby of his. I’m going to be so happy when I kill him...and Tanzy, too. I swear they’re all going down...Dead.”

I dropped onto the bed and scurried beneath the box spring. I growled. My heart raced. Her feet and ankles were beside the bed. I reached out with my claws and swiped them. I connected again, and she screamed. She dashed away from the bed and up against the dresser. Out of the room, she hurried.

“I’ll get you, cat.”

Lisa returned and knelt down beside the bed. She now wore gloves. Looking under, she said, “There you are, you rotten feline.”

She brought down a wooden spoon and swung it toward me. She missed. I swatted and connected, drawing more blood. This time on her wrist, not covered by the glove. Even though I was enraged, it also delighted me. She got several cat-inflicted wounds.

Pulling her hand back, Lisa sucked in a breath through her teeth.

“You better hide, cat. I will get you. Jamie always showed his cats more love than me. Always kissing and hugging them all day and night. He loved them more than me... Yes, he showed more love to them than me.”

With excellent reason, I thought.

“Meanwhile, I was lucky if I got a touch on the bum. He always put his cats first, worrying about them all the time. We couldn’t go on vacation unless we took the cats with us. He wouldn’t leave them home alone or get a pet sitter. ‘I don’t trust anybody else with my fur babies,’ he’d say. Good God, I hate these cats...”

“Yeah, we don’t like you either,” I said, but it only came out as a “meow.”

“Shut up, Scottie.”

The witch stomped on the floor and kicked the bed. The sound of it echoed beneath the box spring.

“You know what I do to them when Jamie’s not home? I spit on them. And I use the squirt bottle, spraying them in the face. Not when they’re bad but for fun. I love watching them run.”

She laughed.

I hate that bottle.

“Did you get the arsenic, Bruce?...Good.”

She snapped her fingers and grinned.

“I’m making chili tomorrow night for supper. I’ll give him enough to kill a rhino...” She paused and her brow furrowed. “No, I don’t think the cops will find out.”

Lisa rolled her eyes.

“We’ll get rid of the evidence and be each other’s alibi. We can say he was depressed and killed himself. You know, make it look like he wanted to die...Yeah, excellent idea. He kills his cats too–murder/suicide–kinda.”

Her hand smacked her leg.

“I love it...Yes, we kill him first, then he can’t stop us from taking out his mangy pains on my rear end,” she said.

I growled even though my mouth was dry.

“Did you wear a disguise to buy the poison?...A baseball cap and a fake beard?...Good. There’re cameras everywhere.  We don’t want someone identifying you. We’ve got to watch our step. ‘Murder is easy,’ they say. Getting away with it is more complicated...Bring it over tomorrow. Jamie’s gonna be home soon from work, and I have to put on my happy face. Do not tell anyone about this because they will go to the police. Got it?...Great. Bye.”

Her cellphone beeped. She stood still for a few moments.

“Ha,” she said and slammed her right foot on the carpet. The floor vibrated through my paws. She bent down and eyed me sideways. She smirked. Her palm hit her chest and rested on the rug.

I hissed and spit at her.

“You lousy cat. I can’t wait till you’re gone. Or maybe I should kill you now and then the terrible one–Tanzy. Make it look like an accident.”

Saliva escaped her lips as she spoke.

“’He was an old cat. Sometimes they just die,’ I’ll say. He’ll believe me. He’s gullible. Ready to die, Scottie?” Lisa said, her voice low.

She reached under the bed but stopped. I swiped at the miserable excuse for a human being but missed.

“Try me,” I meowed.

“I’m home,” Jamie said from the doorway.

He’s here. I’ve got to warn him. But how? He doesn’t understand me. I’m just a cat.

Lisa pressed herself off the floor with a groan.

“Oh, my knees,” she said. “Too many times getting up.”

“Where’s my kitties?” Jamie said. “Hi, Tanzy. You ol’ feisty kitty. Where’s Scottie?”

Lisa stood and exited the bedroom. I came out from under the bed and raced past her down the hallway. Jamie had bent down to scratch Tanzy, who rubbed his leg. I rushed to him and meowed, loudly.

“Hi, Scottie,” he said and picked me up. He doesn’t pick up Tanzy–she hates it–most of the time. He scratched me beneath my chin. My tension slipped away with a purr.

“Look what your cat did to me,” Lisa said and shoved her wrist beneath his eyes.

Jamie let me down. I landed on my feet, and he took hold of her wrist. He studied the wounds, his brow knotted.

“Tanzy, did you do this? Bad cat,” Jamie said.

Tanzy meowed, “Not me, idiot.”

“No, the other one,” Lisa said.

“Scottie? He’s not like that. I can see Tanzy doing that, but not him. What did you do to him?” Jamie asked, looking her straight in the eye.

“Nothing. I tried to pet him and he scratched me. He’s a bad one.”

“Liar,” I meowed.

“Why do you keep him if he’s like that?”

“I’ve never had Scottie act that way before. He’s usually a gentle kitty,” he said and picked up the spray bottle from the table. “Sorry about that.”

Jamie squirted me in the face, and I ran under the table. Shaking my head, I crouched low. Lisa smiled.

“You need to get rid of both of them. Scottie and the other one–she always swats at my feet when I walk by,” she said.

“Yeah, that’s Tanzy for ya,” Jamie said and bent over to scratch Tanzy behind her left ear. Tanzy turned her head to get the full scratch.

“But I don’t understand Scottie doing that. He’s so docile,” Jamie said.

“She was trying to kill me,” I meowed.

“Wait a minute–you don’t like my fur babies?”

Lisa stared at Jamie. Her forehead crinkled. “I...”

“So, why did you want to pet him?”

Lisa sighed.

“I’m trying to like him. But Tanzy always opens her mouth, looking like she wants to bite me when I go to pet her,” she said.

“Yeah, you gotta watch out for that,” Jamie said. “Hmmm.”

He rubbed his chin.

“Maybe Scottie sensed you’re not crazy about him. Cats can do that. They know when someone doesn’t like them. Don’t you, Scottie?”

Lisa rolled her eyes. I came out after washing the wetness away. I rubbed his leg.

“I don’t know. I guess he’s an okay cat. I can learn to like him,” Lisa said.

“You’ll try then?” Jamie asked.

“Yes, I will. I like him better already.”

“Good. Pretty soon Scottie will be all loves for you–just like I am.”

Jamie kissed her and squeezed her buttock.

“Will you be home for supper tomorrow night?” Lisa asked him.

“Should be. Why?”

“I’m making you a special surprise. So you have to be here,” she said, smiling.

“Don’t, Jamie! She’s trying to kill you. Please, understand me,” I meowed, but he didn’t.

“What are you meowing about, Scottie kitty?” he said and touched my tail.

I reached up, putting my paws on his thighs. I meowed as loudly as I could.

“You’re acting strange, Furface. Is it time to feed you two?” He looked at the clock.

“It will not work,” Tanzy said.

“Nope, too early. Well, I’m sure he’ll get over it. Whatever it is,” Jamie said.

I dropped to the floor. My heart pounded, hard. Fear ran down my spine.

Oh no. He doesn’t understand. He never will. I have to stop her and Bruce. But how? I’m only one cat. God help me.
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“TANZY, I NEED YOUR help,” I said to the Calico.

She stopped walking by and turned to me. She looked me up and down. For several moments, she stared at me. Her mouth opened and closed. A slight meow came out.

“Forget it,” she said, brimming with Calico cattitude. She turned and continued on her way.

“It’s important, Tanzy. We need you,” I said, stepping toward her.

“Who is ‘we’?” she said without looking back.

“Me and Jamie.”

“Then really forget about it.” Tanzy put her nose in the air.

“Lisa wants to kill Jamie.”

She halted and faced me.

“So,” she said.

My eyes snapped wide.

“We have to stop her,” I said.

“Not me.”

“What? Tanzy, I can’t believe you. He’s our human.” I said, pleading.

“He’s your human–not mine.”

She walked over and sniffed her empty food dish.

“I’m hungry,” she meowed.

“Don’t you love him?” I asked.

“No, not really. He’s just another human. I’ve had five humans. Hated all of them. They kept sending me back to the SPCA. They all gave up on me. I’ll tell you this–I’m tired of the SPCA. Being kept in a small cage while humans look you over to decide if you are worthy of their home and their love. Nope. Humans exhaust me.”

“But Jamie’s given you a forever home, even though you’re a feisty kitty. How many times have you scratched and drew Jamie’s blood? And he still loves you, giving you a place to live. He gives you love scratches when you jump on him, doesn’t he?”

I walked up and got in her face. She met me eye to eye and arched her back.

Is she going to swat me? I thought.

“Yeah. But he gets it wrong sometimes and I gotta correct him with a bite or two to make him smarten up. When I jump on him, he ignores me at times. I hate that. Hate it! I want loves when I want loves, not when he’s in the mood, the jerk,” she said.

I lifted my right front paw with claws extended. She drew her paw up too. I blew out a breath and growled. Tanzy gave a slight hiss.

How can I convince her?

I moved away from her and stepped into the living room. She followed, leaping onto the couch.

“Tanzy, I need your help.”

“Nope.”

“I need you.”

She sat down on the top of the sofa and faced the wall. Her paw groomed her face.

“We need you, Tanzy. If he dies, we have no one. What do we do then?”

“When he dies, we’ll find another home. Some human will take pity on us. Two cats made homeless by a murder. They’ll eat it up. They won’t be able to resist us.”

“Are you serious, cat? We have a great home. And I love him. Without Jamie, I wouldn’t have a home. Remember, I was homeless, a stray cat, living in a shed when I got sent to the SPCA. He adopted us. He could have left me to die. Then who knows what would have happened? I could have died. I would have gotten the needle,” I said.

“Right. You wouldn’t have died. Someone else would have adopted you. You’re a great cat. You know how to be cute,” Tanzy said.

“But without Jamie, I’m sure I’d be dead right now. He’s a kind and decent human.”

“’Kind and decent?’ There’s no ‘kind and decent human.’ He brought that witch into our lives. She sprays me with that water bottle–right in the face–and laughs. I didn’t even do anything. I can sit in the living room on the cabinet looking outside and she sprays me. I hate that woman. And I hate Jamie for bringing her into our home. Maybe we’ll be better off without him. When he’s gone, we’ll get a better family. We’re better off with him dead,” the Calico said.

I stared at her–my mouth agape. I couldn’t speak. I turned away from her with my tail low to the floor. Then I snapped back around.

“What? Why? How can you say that?” I said with a spit.

“Simple, he kisses me.”

I stood still. “Hunh?”

“He kisses me–lots.”

She shook like she was shaking off
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