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Chapter 1
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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 a disgusting chill.

“So? What’s that got to do with it?” I asked. My tail sunk low.

“I hate kisses–that’s what,” she said.

“Oh, God. They’re just kisses. And he hardly kisses you, anyway.”

“One is too many–way too many.”

“He kisses me too. I don’t mind it. In fact, I kinda like it. But sometimes it gets to be too much. He will pick me up and repeatedly kiss me on my whiskers, which can be a bit much. But that’s no reason to let him die.”

“That’s you–not me.”

“Okay, fine,” I said.

I marched to the covered litter box in the bathroom and released my pent up crap. I buried it with hard strokes of clay. Stepping out of the box, I shook the litter off my feet and onto the mat. I sighed.

I went out of the washroom and to my food dish. Flowers, paw prints and my name ornate the bowl. A few bits of hard, dry morsels lay in the bottom of the small basin. I crunched the food, finishing it off. Sitting beside the dish, I licked my chops. Cat Chow is always good.

I returned to Tanzy. She lay on the living room rug with her enormous belly in the air. The warm sunrays beat down on her. I sat beside her in the sunlight, one of my favorite things to do. I stayed silent for sometime. Tanzy rolled about, exposing herself to the heat.

“What do you think will happen to us if she kills him?” I asked her.

“A new home, I suppose,” she said and licked her paw.

“No. She wants to kill us too.”

With a struggle, Tanzy got up.

Too fat, I thought.

She looked at me, and her whiskers twitched.

“I can take her on,” she said.

I stood up and surveyed her. My right eye blinked, and I drew in a deep breath.

“Are you serious? She’s an evil witch and her ‘brother’ is helping. We are two cats. What can we do? What are we going to do? She will poison him with his favorite food. Tanzy, please.”

“I don’t think there is anything I can do. Too risky. Best we let Jamie figure it out,” Tanzy said.

“No. We have to try. We can’t warn him. How—”

“Don’t let him eat the chili then. What do you want from me?”

“Your help is what I want,” I said.

I groomed my left side with vigor. Moving over to the rope post, I scratched out my frustrations.

Damned Tanzy. Fat Tanzy. She’s just too lazy to help. That’s it.

“Tanzy, if she murders him, it will probably be a long time until some human finds him dead. If we survive, who will feed us if he’s killed? It could be days or longer.”

“We’d find something. I’m sure.”

“Do you want to chance it? Nothing to eat. No food for even one day is a long time,” I said.

“We gotta stop that battle-ax!”
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Jamie snored, gasped, and flopped onto his back. I lay beside him when he smothered me with his round belly. I squeezed out from under him and blasted hot air out of my nose.

I hate it when he does that. I was sleeping so soundly.

I sighed. My stomach growled. We hadn’t eaten since 6:30p.m. last night–a quarter cup of food each. Breakfast was coming up fast–we hoped.

Tanzy sat by the bedroom door, listening. Nothing. Not even the neighbor’s noisy dog. We stayed near Jamie, in case Lisa and Bruce tried something. The fat cat moved from the door to her favorite napping spot–the laundry basket full of clean clothes. Yesterday, Jamie brought his laundry upstairs and left the basket on the floor. The clothes were now wrinkled and covered in Tanzy’s fur.

Would there be an attempt on Jamie’s life tonight? It didn’t look like it. So we slept some more, but with both ears up.

Tanzy awoke and climbed out of the basket. She stretched and yawned with a meow. I raised my head and looked at her.

“I’m hungry,” she meowed, but Jamie slept through it. She said it again–louder. He didn’t move, continued to snore, sleeping through the noise.

Tanzy jumped onto the bed beside our human. She sniffed about his face, her whiskers causing his cheeks and upper lip to twitch.

“Wake up,” she said.

He did not.

“He’d sleep through exploding dynamite,” Tanzy said.

I stood up and meowed in his face. My paw pressed against his head. His noggin turned, but that was it.

“I’m hungry,” she meowed once more. “I guess I’ll have to do it. Stand back.”

I took a few steps to the rear and nodded.

Tanzy dropped to the floor and strutted to the door. In the morning sun, the room glowed. She turned and sprinted across the room, around the side of the bed, and leapt onto the mattress. Bounding into the air, she landed with all four feet onto Jamie’s stomach, bringing all her weight onto him.

His eyes snapped open and he let out a “Hunh!” He grabbed his gut as Tanzy ran down to the floor.

Jamie bounced up, gasping with the wind being knocked out of him. He struggled, then caught his breath.

“Tanzy!” he yelled and sat up, placing his feet on the carpet. He rubbed his face and shook his head.

“Geez, Tanzy, don’t do that. I do need to breathe, cat. Can’t a guy get any sleep around here without you cats waking him up?”

He glanced at his clock/radio.

“Quarter after seven? Time to get up anyway.”

He stood and looked back at the bed.

“Where’s Lisa? I guess she slept at her brother’s again last night. She’s been doing that a lot lately, Scottie. I wonder what’s going on. Maybe she doesn’t want to be here anymore.”

Jamie fished out a pair of shorts and white t-shirt from the laundry and got dressed. He yawned.

“Nah, she still loves me. She just wants to spend time with her long-lost brother. Although, does she really need to spend the night there?”

He shrugged.

I meowed at him in a feeble attempt to tell him, “She hates you. She wants to murder you.” But he didn’t understand me. I rubbed his hairy leg and said it again.

“Alright, I’ll feed you,” he said.

I walked behind him to the kitchen and Tanzy stepped in front of him, almost tripping him as she scooted to her food dish.

“Look out, Tanzy. You almost tripped me up. I can’t feed you if I fall and hurt myself, you fur-faced fluff.”

Jamie stumbled and righted himself. Tanzy meowed and swatted his left foot. She skittered off. Jamie sighed.

“Jeez, Tanzy,” he said.

She came back after her food hit the bottom of the dish. Jamie fed me, too. We crunched our hard food. The chicken flavor tantalized my taste buds. We ate until we could eat no more because we emptied our dishes.

Jamie clicked on the radio. Music danced around the room until the disc jockey came on.

“It’s 7:35 in the AM. Looks like it’s going to be a bright and sunny spring day. Make sure you get out today and enjoy that sunshine. Don’t forget to take your radio and keep it tuned to Langston Falls’ number one classics station CJCY FM. Here’s another one from the vaults–‘Your Mama Don’t Dance’ by Loggins and Messina. Your first of nine in a row.”

The tune played and our crazy human skipped across the kitchen floor, singing his own lyrics to the song.

“Your Tanzy don’t dance / And your Scottie don’t rock-and-roll.” He serenaded us.

Dancing and singing his own lyrics, Jamie cleaned out our water bowl, filling it with fresh water. Tanzy lapped some up. Our human made himself an Iced Java and settled into his favorite La-Z-Boy in the living room. I licked my chops and purred.

“Was that good kitty food, Scottie?” he said.

I wish I could answer him, I thought.

The feisty one entered the room and vomited half her breakfast up.

“Aww, Tanzy. I just had the rug cleaned,” he said.

So that was the noise all morning three days ago when he locked us in the downstairs bedroom. He’d had the carpet cleaned. I hated that noise. Scared the purr out of me.

Jamie got up and fetched a roll of paper towels and a wet washcloth. He knelt down beside Tanzy’s mess and draped some paper towels over it, soaking up the puke. After cleaning up as much as he could with the paper towels, he rubbed the spot with the dishcloth.

“Tanzy, you ate too much too fast again. How do you stay so fat when you barf up almost every time you eat?” he asked.

Jamie finished wiping up the throw up, got up and threw the disgusting paper towels in the trash. He tossed the washcloth in the laundry basket. Opening up the fridge, he bent over, searching.

“There must be something easy to eat in here before I have to go to work.”

Taking the lids off plastic containers of human food, he hummed with each opening until he pulled out a large green bowl with a snap lid. He popped off the top and stuck his nose in it, drawing in a deep breath.

“Chili,” he said. “Lisa must be making it for supper tonight, I hope, because I love chili. Right, Scottie?”

He poked the mixture and licked it off his finger.

“Umm, that’s good. She knows what I like.”

He noticed the clock on the stove. “Ten after eight? I’ve got to get going or I’m gonna be late for work.”

He snapped the lid shut on the chili and shoved it back in the fridge, closing the door. Rushing into the bathroom, he brushed his teeth, shaved and showered. Soon, he was out the door and we were alone – but not for long.

*          *          *
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A key slid into the front door lock. Lisa turned the deadbolt and entered with Bruce behind her. They removed their shoes and boots and proceeded up the stairs. Lisa came first. She went into the kitchen holding a plastic shopping bag that said Freeman’s Hardware Store on the side.

Tanzy greeted Bruce at the top of the stairs. Several quick swipes from her front claws into his sock feet led to him pulling away from her and crying out.

“Oww, oww, oww, oww,” he said.

“What’s wrong?” Lisa said, turning around.

“That cat scratched me. Ooh, it hurts,” Bruce said.

He pulled down his sock and examined himself.

“It’s bleeding. She cut me.”

Two lines of red splotches colored his pale skin.

“Good,” I said, getting closer.

“Awful humans–both of them. I hate ‘em,” Tanzy said.

“Suck it up, you baby. It’s only a scratch,” Lisa said.

“It’s really painful though,” Bruce said and hobbled over to a chair and sat down.

Taking the squirt bottle, Lisa pointed it at Tanzy and pulled the trigger. The water sprayed onto her face and my feisty friend ran behind the couch, hissing. Lisa laughed, then turned a stream of water into my face. I darted down the stairs.

“I hate water,” Tanzy said, panting.

Shaking my head, I sent the offending liquid away in droplets. I can tolerate getting wet more than Tanzy, but I still don’t like it. After a few moments, I returned upstairs to see what they were up to.

Lisa placed the bag on the counter beside the sink. Something moved inside it when it hit the hardwood.

“Did you use Jamie’s MasterCard to pay for it?” she asked him.

Bruce lowered his wounded ankle, sighing.

“Yes. You act like I’m an idiot,” he said.

“Oh, come on.” Her eyebrows shifted upward. “I’m making sure this goes right so we don’t get caught. If the charge is in his name, it looks like suicide, doesn’t it?”

Lisa took his face and kissed his lips, hard.

“No. He’s not her brother–as I thought. She’s cheating on Jamie, telling my human Bruce is her brother. Why hasn’t Jamie seen through her? How many sisters stay at their brother’s place overnight as much as she does? Maybe he doesn’t want to accept it,” I said to Tanzy.

“That woman is full of mouse droppings,” Tanzy said.

“Jamie’s bound to smell her for what she is, I hope,” I said.

Lisa left Bruce’s mouth and licked her lips.

“Better, honey?” she asked.

Bruce nodded and retrieved the green bowl of chili from the refrigerator and put it on the counter beside the bag.

“I made this yesterday. He loves my chili.”

“So do I. Can I have some?” Bruce said.

“Nooo.”

“Damn. Maybe later?”

“Only if you’re ready to die.”

“Forget it,” he said.

“A little of our purchase and he’ll keel over.”

Lisa took one hand high in the air and brought it down, smacking her other hand.

“I can’t wait,” she said with an open mouth smile.

“Won’t he taste it in the chili?” Bruce asked.

She shook her head.

“I’ve heard of other arsenic poisonings where the husband had no idea he was being poisoned,” Lisa said.

“I’m nervous. What if he doesn’t die?”

“He will. I looked it up. I’ll put enough poison in his bowl to drop a 400-pound gorilla. He’ll hit the floor and we’ll be done with him.”

“I’m still worried he’ll taste it and not eat it,” Bruce said, his eyes on hers.

“If he says it tastes funny, I’ll tell him I’m trying something new. ‘It should taste like that,’ I’ll say. If I can convince him to change his will, leaving out his precious daughter, I can get him to do anything,” she said with a flail of her arm.

“Good.”

Bruce grinned, and Lisa surveyed her watch.

“You better go. He’ll be home from work soon. I don’t want you here in case he gets suspicious. The less he sees of you–the better.”

“But I’m your ‘brother.’ What would be suspicious about that?” Bruce asked and shrugged.

“If you’re around too much, he might start thinking. And we don’t want him thinking. Right?” Lisa said.

“Right.”

Bruce tugged her close and kissed her heavy on the lips. He let go of her and headed toward the steps of the bi-level, crossing Tanzy’s path. That feisty feline let loose a volley of claw swipes to his left ankle. She yowled in anger and he yelled in pain. His white sock grew some red dots of blood.

“Stay away from me,” Tanzy said with a hiss.

“Ouch! Damned cat. I didn’t see her there. I hate that cat,” Bruce said, holding his ankle and limping toward the stairs. His right foot kicked at Tanzy, but it missed her. Tanzy backed away, hissing. Lisa took hold of the spray bottle like a weapon and pointed at my furry friend. She squirted, but the water went wide. Tanzy escaped to the protection of the aisle behind the sofa. Lisa growled.

“I’ll get you yet, you rotten cat,” Lisa said.

She went to Bruce.

“Are you okay?”

“Fine. I think,” he said.

If cats could laugh, I’d’ve been rolling around the floor holding my guts.

Bruce rubbed his wounds and hobbled down the stairs. He slipped his shoes on and said his goodbye. After he left, she headed right to the fridge. She retrieved the green dish and placed it on the counter. A large pot came out next. Removing the lid, she plopped the chili into the pot. The chili splattered and spilled over the side onto the glass surface of the stove. Lisa said some words I won’t repeat.

She wet a cloth and wiped up the bits of chili. After turning on a burner, she placed the saucepan on it. Looking about the kitchen, she found the plastic bag. The witch opened the sack and removed a white bottle with large red lettering that said, “Arsenic.”

“Soon, Jamie,” Lisa said through her grinning teeth.

She twisted off the bottle cap, pulled off the safety seal and poured some poison into a bowl. Opening a cupboard door beneath the sink, Lisa hid the bottle behind the various containers of cleaners, garbage bags and rubber gloves.

Taking out a scoop, she measured the noxious substance and put it aside.

I growled.

I’ve got to find a way to stop her. But if I get some of that poison on me, I might–unknowingly-groom myself and ingest the toxin, then I’m dead. I have to groom. I can’t do half a day without cleaning myself. I must be careful. 

*          *          *
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I dropped down from the dining chair and ventured into the living room to find Tanzy. I slipped behind the couch where she sat cleaning her face.

“I sure got him,” she said.

“Sure did,” I said.

“It was beautiful.”

“He had it coming. But so does she,” I said.

“I’d scratch her too, but she’s got that bottle. I cannot handle getting wet. Maybe I should knock off her precious dog statue. I like pushing fragile things off the shelf to break into so many pieces on the floor. Remember her teacup that day. Boy, she was ticked. I loved it.”

“She deserved it. That would make her so mad,” I said.

“Then I’m for it.”

“Not now, Tanzy. I need your help. We need to save Jamie. Or she will kill him. We’re all he has.”

“I could knock the pot of chili off the stove and watch it splatter all over the floor. That would be a glorious mess. It would ruin dinner. I enjoy ruining dinner so long as it’s not mine.”

Tanzy grunted a purr.

“That might work...but you could burn your paws. And if it was bad enough, they would have to put you to sleep,” I said.

“And I don’t want that,” Tanzy said.

“We have to do something that won’t get us killed, too.”

The front door squeaked and Jamie came in.

“Honey, I’m home,” Jamie said, raising his voice with a chuckle.

“There he is,” I said.

We marched to the stairs, and I meowed a long, forceful voice.

“Look who’s happy to see me. Hi, kitties,” he said.

Jamie stepped up and took hold of me. He squeezed and kissed me on my whiskers. I face bonked him and rubbed his nose. I pushed against him until he put me down.

“Oh, Scottie, you’re such a kitty. So lovey today.”

He took a step over me, reached down and scratched Tanzy’s whisker puff. She leaned into his fingers with a slight purr in her throat.

“Hi, Sweetheart,” Lisa said, smiling. A fake grin–no doubt.

“Oh, look who’s here. My girlfriend. I’m surprised you’re not at your brother’s,” Jamie said.

Jamie approached and kissed her. She turned a cheek and stirred the soon-to-be poisoned chili.

“I know I’ve been there a lot lately. I haven’t seen him in such a long time. I missed him. But I’m willing to make it up to you. Look, I made you some chili.”

She wrapped her arm around his waist. They embraced, and he kissed her again, this time on the mouth.

“Supper’s almost ready. Would you like a beer to go with it?” she asked.

“Yes, that’d be great.”

She slipped away from my human and retrieved a can of Budweiser from the case in the fridge. Lisa popped it open with a “psst.” Taking his hand, she placed it in his palm. Jamie took a sip.

“Aahh, that’s good. Work was a pain today. I can’t wait to quit,” he said.

“What happened?” she asked, smiling and gazing at the pot on the stove.

“Everything. My boss doesn’t know what the hell he’s doing and when I suggest something, he scoffs at it. He’s such an ass.”

The chili bubbled; its delicious smell filled the house. Not my kinda thing, but I was hungry.

Will Jamie feed us before he eats? I hope so.

Jamie went and sat in his recliner and switched on the TV newscast. I followed him and meowed.

“She’s trying to kill you,” I said.

How I wish you could understand me.

I crept into the kitchen, light on my feet. The dish of poison rested on the laminate beside the stove. Lisa removed two bowls from the cupboard and scooped some chili into each. She looked over at Jamie. His attention was fixed on the television. I meowed again.

“What is it, Scottie?” Jamie said without turning his head.

He drank from the can of beer, and I turned back to his murderous girlfriend. She placed one bowl on the table by her seat. Lisa returned to the counter and looked over at Jamie. Her eyes narrowed. His eyes studied the weather girl.

She picked up the poison and took hold of a tablespoon. She measured three spoonfuls of the arsenic, pouring each into the other bowl of chili. The witch stirred the deadly mix together.

“Something smells good,” Jamie said from the living room.

“Dinner time,” Lisa said.

She put the poisoned dinner bowl on the kitchen table where Jamie sits, smiling. Setting herself down behind her clean dish of dinner.

“Jamie, it’s ready,” she said, her voice cheery.

Leaving the television news on, he stood up and brought his beer with him to the kitchen.

“I’m so hungry. Chili and a Bud–a great combination. Thank you, honey,” Jamie said, approaching the chair. I moved between his legs and he stumbled over me past the table.

“Scottie?” he said.

His feet fumbled, and he fell toward the kitchen cupboards. Taking some short, quick steps, he tried to right himself. He lunged forward, extended his hands and stopped his fall by slamming his palms onto the laminate. He yelped.

Jamie stood up straight and said,”Oww, that hurt. Scottie, are you trying to kill me? Yeesh, cat.”

He rubbed his hands together.

“Are you okay?” Lisa asked.

“Yeah, I think so.”

“Good. Sit down and eat. It’s getting cold. And it’s so good.”

She took in a spoonful. “Mmmm.”

My human took his seat and picked up his spoon.

Tanzy came into the room. I put my front paws onto Jamie’s thigh and let out a long yowl.

“Don’t eat that. It’s poison. You’ll die!” I meowed.

He looked down at me and shook his head.

“What is with you, Scottie?”

Jamie brushed my feet away and dipped his spoon into the noxious substance. I circled the area, meowing.

What can I do? I don’t –

“Tanzy, go break something,” I said.

“What? You want me to break something?” she said.

“Yes. Now.”

“But what?”

“Her dog figurine. Go!”

My human stirred his chili and arsenic and brought a spoonful out of the mixture. He opened his mouth.

Tanzy ran and bounded front feet between hind feet into the living room. She leapt onto the couch and onto the bookcase next to the shelf of Lisa’s collectibles. I returned to Jamie and jumped up onto the table. Jamie put his spoon down into the bowl and pointed to the floor. Lisa sighed.

“Scottie, get down,” he said.

SMASH!

The dog hit the floor. Tanzy ripped around the corner and into the bedroom.

“What the hell was that?” Jamie asked and pushed away from his dinner.

“Honey, eat your supper,” she said.

“I have to check this out,” he said and strode toward the noise. Lisa slammed her palm on the table.

“Lisa, I think you need to see this.”

She let out a growl.

“What is it?”

She stood and went to him.

“My dog. Oh, no. Tanzy broke my Dalmatian. That cost me over $300.00. It’s irreplaceable. That rotten cat. She needs to go to a shelter. Both of them do.”

“I’m not getting rid of my cats. I know you’re upset so I’ll let that slide. Here, let me help you clean it up.”

Lisa muttered, and they picked up the pieces. I sniffed Jamie’s chili–a toxic stink.

Time to add to it.

I turned around and backed up to the bowl. I moved my rear end to the right height so I could fill it. Relaxing my bladder, I let loose my pee into the dish. A little shiver after I finished. I sat beside the poisoned, pissed on mess.

Jamie and Lisa returned to the kitchen and deposited the broken statuette into the garbage. They sat back at the table.

“Get off the table, Scottie,” Jamie said, and I dropped to the floor.

“Let’s eat,” Lisa said.

“What’s that smell?” Jamie asked.

“I don’t smell anything,” she said.

“It stinks like cat pee. Did one of them go on the floor? It’s really strong.”

“It’s nothing. Come on, eat.”

Lisa put a spoonful of her meal into her mouth and chewed. “Mmm,” she said and nodded.

Jamie shrugged and scooped out some chili. He opened his lips and pushed it in. His spoon emerged, and he chewed for a split second. Then out it came. Jamie spit the foul combination back into the bowl, onto the table, and covered Lisa’s white blouse with brown discharge.

He gagged and held his lurching stomach. He had no vomit on an empty stomach. Lisa snapped back in her chair. Her arms flailed about and shook her hands.

“Gross. What’s wrong with you? I worked to make you your favorite meal and you spit it all out? All over me,” she said.

“I think Scottie went in the chili. Gross is right.”

Jamie gagged some more and went to the sink. Filling a large glass with water, he swished the liquid over his teeth and tongue and gums. He spewed the water out and did it again.

“That’s awful,” Jamie said, his breathing fast and deep. “Oh my God, it tastes like someone pissed in it. Scottie, did you pee in my chili?”

I meowed with my head held high.

“That’s disgusting. That cat is repugnant. It’s a good reason to take those cats to the pound,” Lisa said.

She retrieved a washcloth, got it wet and wiped at the chili bits staining her shirt.

“I won’t be able to get that out,” she said.

“What the hell possessed you to piss in my supper, Scottie?” he said.

I purred and rubbed his leg.

“Not now, Scottie.”

He pushed me away with his foot. Spitting the last of the water and chili and urine into the sink, Jamie wiped his lips and chin.

“I think I’m going to be sick. Scottie, how could you?”

“Hey, I just saved your life,” I meowed.

“Uhhh, that’s awful.”

“There’s something wrong with a cat that would do that,” Lisa said, pointing at me.

“Point at yourself, scum,” I said.

“He’s trying to tell me something. Whenever a cat messes on something outside the litter box, he’s attempting to get a message across. We have to figure it out. I wish he could tell me what’s wrong,” Jamie said.

“There’s nothing wrong. He’s a cat. Cats don’t have a reason,” she said.

“Remember when he peed on me while I was sleeping. That night he was trying to tell me not to lock him in the bedroom overnight with no way to get to the litter box. I got the message then, I’ll figure it out now.”

“But did he have to go on you?” Lisa asked.

I should have gone on you, you slime.

“It got the message across. I hate to say it. He was right then. But is he right now? I don’t know.”

“You’re reading too much into him. He could just despise you. Could be anything.”

Lisa glared at me.

Jamie stuck his tongue out and wiped it with a wet paper towel.

“Belch.”

“Jamie,” she said, her eyes on his. “I know you love Scottie and Tanzy, but have you thought of the trouble they give you? He ruined your bowl of chili and Tanzy destroyed my figurine. Plus, Tanzy swipes at your feet when you get too close.”

“She’s a little feisty. Be careful around her. Besides, she does come up and cuddle with me, looking for a scratch, Lisa.”

“They should go.”

“Okay, I’m tiring of hearing about how you don’t like my cats. If something happens to me, how can I be sure you’d take care of them? I changed my will so I would have you take care of them if something happens to me. Remember? You promised. You’re not backing out on me now, are you?” Jamie said.

She paused and said, “No, of course not. I did promise.”

Jamie turned away and hung a cloth on the tap. Lisa rolled her eyes and stuck her tongue out as if she was dead.

“She’s lying,” I meowed and rubbed Jamie’s ankle. “She wants to kill us, too. Please understand me the way I understand you.”

“I’m going to brush my teeth–no, not just my teeth but my entire mouth,” he said and exited the area.

“Do you want some more chili? There’s still some in the pot,” Lisa said and stood up. She picked up his bowl and went to the sink. Squinting and holding her nose back, she rinsed the awful mix down the drain.

“Damn cat.”

Jamie reappeared with a toothbrush in his mouth.

“No,” he said between brushings. “Not at all. I don’t think I’ll be able to eat chili again for a long time.”

Returning to the bathroom, my human rinsed his mouth out. Lisa smacked her fist onto the stainless steel and swore beneath her breath.

“Do you want to go out to eat?” Jamie said, spitting toothpaste from his mouth.

She sighed.

“So much for that,” she said, and her shoulders drooped. Taking her dish, she dumped the contents into the garbage and cleaned out the sink. Lisa’s fingers gripped the sink and her nails scraped the sides, making a terrible screech.

“What was that?” Jamie asked from the bathroom.

“Nothing,” she said, her voice sweet.

Extending her arms outward, she pretended to wrap her hands around his neck, squeezing and shaking his life’s breath away. Jamie came back to the kitchen, and she snapped her hands to her sides.

“What’s going on?” he asked.

She shrugged.

“Honey, I know you’re upset. Scottie ruined supper,” he said.

You don’t know the half of it.

He slipped his arms around her waist and hugged her.

“C’mon, I’ll take you anywhere you want to go. How does that sound? Good?” Jamie said.

“I guess so.”

“How about Chinese food? We could go to the Ming Tree. You love it there.”

“Okay.” She nodded.

“All right, let’s go then. We should change out of our chili stained clothes and get going. I’m getting my appetite back. But not for Scottie’s special brand of chili.”

Jamie laughed, and she giggled a little. They changed their clothes and were soon out the door, talking and laughing. I ran into the living room and up the cat tree by the picture window. Jamie slapped her bum, and she shook her head. She smiled when he kissed her. Getting into Jamie’s Volvo, they drove away.

“She faking it,” I said.

Tanzy leapt onto the other cat tree and peered outside.

“She’s going to try again,” I said.

“Yes, I’m sure she will,” Tanzy said.

“We have to be ready.”

“We will be. I say, ‘Bring it on, witch.’”
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Chapter 4
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“That was close,” I said to Tanzy.

“I loved–I mean, I loved–breaking that dog. It should be my mission in life to break dogs and get Lisa ticked off. Great fun,” she said.

I purr-meowed and Tanzy’s tail quivered.

“Now I want to kick the crap out of the catnip stick. It’s just like wasting a rat. A rat like Lisa,” Tanzy said.

“She’s bigger than a rat and worse than one,” I said.

“Hey, I can fantasize, can’t I?”

Tanzy bounded to the Kitty Kick Stix that lay on the rug. She flopped down beside it and grasped it with her front paws. Unsheathing her deadly claws, she abused the toy with her hind feet. She kicked it, stopped, licked it and kicked it some more. Biting the stick, she ripped at its exterior with her teeth. Catnip bits escaped the plaything and sprinkled onto the carpet. She was out for blood, even on a toy. Typical Tanzy.

I leapt to the top of the couch and lay down. I tucked my feet under me so I looked like a ball of fur as Jamie would call it. Closing my eyes, I drifted into sleep until my back twitched. My nose crinkled and my eyes snapped open.

“Tanzy, what if she tries to kill him outside the house? What could we do then? We can’t get outdoors,” I said, standing up.

Tanzy stopped her assault on the Kitty Kick Stix. She let go of it and rolled over. Facing me, she shook her head.

“I don’t think she will,” she said.

The Calico sat and groomed her face.

“She might,” I said.

“I doubt it.”

“Why?”

“Because she needs to get away with it. She needs to control the murder and inside this house, she can control everything.”

“Except the two of us,” I said and stretched out my front legs.

“I hope she tries again,” Tanzy said.

My eyes grew wide.

“Tanzy?!”

“So I can lay down a full Tanzy attack. Full teeth and claws. Kicking and biting. I would start with her ankles and then right to her face, drawing as much blood as possible. I might even go for her eyes. I can’t wait.”

“Don’t do it until you have to. If you attack without a good reason, Jamie might pick her over you and back to the SPCA you’ll go,” I said.

“Nah. He loves me too much. Even without my so-called feistiness, I’m his favorite. I can do anything I want.”

“Maybe, but why chance it?”

Tanzy licked her lips.

“Besides, I’m the favorite,” I said.

We stared each other in the eyeballs for several minutes. I approached her, my nose held low. She swatted me three times on my head. I hissed and backed away.

“We cannot be fighting with each other now with everything that’s going on,” I said.

I ran and jumped up the cat tree, waiting for some birds to fly by. Some kids played across the street and an elderly couple strolled past. A blue car pulled up. Lisa and Bruce got out of the Camry–each slamming the doors. The neighbor’s dog barked at them. Walking up the driveway, they came to the door.

“They’re back.”

*          *          *
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“I can’t believe it didn’t work,” Lisa said, closing the front door. “It should have worked. Those darn mats of fur ruined it. He should be dead.”

They advanced up the steps.

“I don’t get it. Why don’t we get rid of the cats before we try again?” Bruce asked and scratched his nose.

“Because he will know it was me. I made a mistake. I told him those cats have to go. This upset him so I’ve got to be careful. Besides, if the cats are gone, he’ll take me out of his will and leave everything to his darling daughter. I managed to convince him I would take care of his cats if something happened to him. He bought it. And now we’re in this situation. If I had it my way, the cats would be dead right now. Right, Scottie?”

My ears flattened, and my fur bristled.

Try it.

She made coffee, and they sat at the table. Bruce rubbed his temple.

“So what are we going to try next? We could shoot him and end it just like that.”

He snapped his fingers, and she shook her head.

“No. Too messy. Too much evidence that could be traced back to us. Besides, the neighbors would hear the gunshots. We need it to look like it wasn’t murder–like suicide or something. Maybe...,” she said.

He stared at the ceiling.

“What about an accident? We could push him down the stairs, he’ll break his neck and we can say he fell,” he said.

Lisa glanced at the stairs.

“Not enough steps for a good fall. He may not die and then we’ll be caught. But it looking like an accident is an excellent idea.” She smiled.

Bruce rubbed his cleft chin, and Lisa ran her boney fingers through her black hair.

“Think, think, Bruce. What’s a good accident?” he said.

They sat in silence and sipped their coffees. She drummed her nails on the table. Bruce slammed his palm down, making a loud noise. Lisa started, and I ran for the bathroom.

“I got it,” he said.

I padded back to them.

“Well, what is it?” Lisa said, impatient as ever.

“We could get him drunk, then push him down the stairs,” he said.

“You’re obsessed with the stairs.”

He shrugged.

“Drunks have accidents. I always come home with cuts and bruises when I get really drunk. And I can’t remember where I get them from. One time, I needed stitches. Here, look at the scar.”

Bruce stood and turned away from Lisa. He dropped his pants and underwear to reveal a three-inch scar on his butt. Something I didn’t want to see. I knew the sight would keep with me the rest of my furry life.

“See it?” Bruce asked.

“Yes, Bruce. Pull up your pants,” Lisa said.

“Accidents, I tell you.”

He put his pants back on and sat down.

Lisa grinned.

“Splendid idea.”

Puffing out his chest, he said, “Thanks. I knew it was a good one.”

“If we get him stone drunk, we can create almost anything to look like an accident,” she said.

Bruce slammed his fist onto the table.

“Like falling down the stairs. He’d break his neck. That’d be so awesome,” he said.

Lisa rolled her eyes.

“Again, Bruce, not enough stairs. Falling down six stairs would hurt, but probably not kill him.”

She scratched her scalp.

“He could accidentally stab himself,” he said.

“Again, too messy. There would be blood evidence. It needs to appear like an accident and nothing more. We can’t let the police get suspicious. We can’t have them pointing the finger at us.  Think.”

I sat beneath the table. Lisa’s skinny, hairy legs looked ripe to bite. I opened my jaws and leaned toward her. My whisker brushed against her shin. She bent down and rubbed the spot. I backed away.

Later.

“Think, Bruce. What do drunks die of?”

“Cirrhosis of the liver?”

“We might be dead before he dies of that.”

“How about pushing him off a cliff? We could say he was so drunk he stumbled off the edge and fell.”

“No, too much chance of witnesses it has to happen somewhere no one else will see. Right in this house seems right. We close the blinds and no one would see. We’d get away with it, too. An accident in the home? We could do that,” Lisa said, crossing her arms and smirking.

“I got it. He could trip and hit his head into the corner of the table and we say he was drinking and fell over,” Bruce said.

“Yeah, we could get him drunk and bash his head good and say it was his own fault for being so drunk...Great idea, but...”

“But what?”

“It would split his head open, leaving blood evidence,” she said.

“Damn. Are we ever going to figure this out?”

“It’s not easy killing someone. I think...anyway. It’s my first time trying.”

“Me too.” Bruce rubbed his chin. “What about the bathtub? He could slip in the bathtub,” he said.

“Hmmm, there is less chance of blood splatter with the shower curtain closed. But any blood is not good,” Lisa said.

She slurped her coffee and her finger tapped the table. She smacked her hand down, hard. My heart leapt a few beats and raced. I darted down the hall, caught my breath and sat by the fridge.

“He could drown,” Bruce said.

“Why, yes, he could. Exactly what I was thinking,” Lisa said, her voice sly.

“No
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