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When DVM stands for Dead and Very Murdered . . .

Kat Harper discovers murder and mayhem when she accompanies her boss Maura O’Malley to a local veterinary office. This time the victim is one of the vet techs, and somehow Kat finds herself involved in yet another homicide case.

It isn’t long before the police peg the practice’s beloved veterinarian as the suspected killer. But is Dr. Mark truly guilty? There’s no chance, according to one vocal staff member. Then again, he was found holding the purported murder weapon. Or could he simply have been in the wrong place at the wrong time?

It will take some amateur sleuthing to find out what really happened. Luckily, Kat and her two feline sidekicks are up to the task. Kat had better hope the killer doesn’t get wind of her investigation though, or she might soon be Dead and Very Murdered herself.

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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Maura O’Malley’s fingernails danced a staccato beat on the conference room tabletop. Her gaze swung from the clock hanging on the wall to the window overlooking the parking lot one story below DataRightly headquarters and back again. The only place her eyes failed to land was her laptop monitor.

Katherine Harper watched all this from her seat across the table. “You seem distracted,” Kat said. “Big plans this weekend?”

Maura’s head jerked in Kat’s direction. “What?”

“Just wondering if you were looking forward to having the next two days off.” Kat glanced out the window. “It’s supposed to be gorgeous the next two days. Sunny, upper sixties. The perfect May weekend here in Central Washington.”

“Huh.” Maura looked at the clock again, showing no interest in the weather.

Kat wondered if her boss had a date tonight. Maura had never mentioned a boyfriend before, but with her bright green eyes, lovely olive complexion, and thick, dark hair, Maura was pretty enough that she wouldn’t have any trouble attracting the attention of a man. And a date would help to explain why she was so fidgety this afternoon.

But no matter what was going on in Maura’s personal life, right now they had a Monday close-of-business deadline looming.

Kat nodded toward Maura’s laptop. “Have you looked at the code I sent you yet?”

“Code?” Maura echoed.

“The programming code I’m modifying for Billy Bob’s Sporting Goods. I made some adjustments to accommodate those new accounting checks they’re putting into place.”

“Oh, right.”

Kat waited for her boss to pull up the program in question, but Maura didn’t even glance at her laptop, let alone reach for the mouse.

“All right, Maura.” Kat closed her own laptop and pushed it aside. “Something is obviously on your mind. Spill it.”

Maura sagged in her seat. “It’s Stumpy.”

“Your cat?” Maura had adopted the gray Manx six months ago, after another DataRightly employee and Stumpy’s previous owner had been murdered.

“Stumpy is at the vet’s.” Maura snapped her chair forward and started drumming her fingers against the table again. “The vet said he had to be put down.”

Kat’s heart lodged in her throat. “Put down?”

“I mean put under. Under anesthesia. He’s having his teeth cleaned.”

“Oh.” Kat breathed out a sigh of relief. “Well, that’s standard procedure. Unfortunately, the vet can’t explain to Stumpy what’s going on, so the only way to do a proper dental cleaning is to sedate him during the procedure.”

“I know, but I’m worried about him.”

“I understand.” Kat would be worried too, if it were one of her cats. Matty and Tom were like her children. No wonder Maura couldn’t concentrate.

“The vet’s office was supposed to call when Stumpy was ready to be picked up.” Maura’s eyes flicked toward the clock. “Except they should have been done by now.”

“They’re probably just running late. Sometimes they have emergency procedures they have to fit in between all the scheduled surgeries and whatnot.”

“I don’t know. Wouldn’t they have called if that were the case? They have to know I’m flipping out here.”

“On the contrary. I’m sure they would have called if something had gone wrong with Stumpy’s procedure, but if they haven’t gotten to him yet they’ll likely hold off on phoning you until he’s ready to go home, just as they told you they would.”

“I guess.” But Maura didn’t sound convinced.

“Which vet did you take him to?” Kat asked.

“Ritter Veterinary.” A flicker of concern crossed over Maura’s face. “They’re reputable, aren’t they?”

“Yes. Dr. Mark takes great care of several of the animals we have in 4F’s care.” Furry Friends Foster Families, or 4F for short, was a local nonprofit organization that placed homeless animals with foster families until they found permanent homes. Kat served as their treasurer, which was more a label of convenience than indicative of her responsibilities on the board.

“Maybe I should try calling them,” Maura said.

“You might as well.” It was obvious they wouldn’t make any progress on their client’s program until Maura set her mind at ease.

Maura snatched her cell phone off the table and punched a few buttons before pressing it to her ear. Kat couldn’t help but notice the way she kept rubbing the fingertips of her free hand together, and she wondered if her boss were wishing she had a cigarette right now. Maura had resolved to quit for the umpteenth time back in February, and she had yet to slip up. Kat was pretty sure she’d know otherwise. Given a nonsmoking Maura’s propensity for mood swings, the past few months had been an excruciatingly painful time for everyone working at DataRightly.

Right now though, Maura looked more troubled than crabby.

“There’s no answer,” Maura said, pulling the phone away from her ear.

“Then they’re probably busy with emergencies,” Kat surmised. “Just as I suspected.”

Maura tossed her cell phone between her hands before jumping out of her chair and heading for the door. “I should go down there and make sure Stumpy’s okay.”

“You’re leaving now?” Kat frowned at the clock. “It’s only three.” They typically didn’t get off work until five.

Maura paused by the door. “Come with me. If something’s happened to Stumpy . . .” She swallowed. “I might need the comfort.”

Kat figured there was no point in arguing. They obviously weren’t going to get any more work done this afternoon, Monday deadline notwithstanding.

“I’ll come,” Kat said, “but I’m sure everything is fine. You’ll see.”

She said it with confidence, but it would turn out to be an empty assurance.
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“Stumpy!” Maura yelled.

Kat’s heart lurched as Maura swerved into the Ritter Veterinary parking lot. A black-and-white police cruiser was angled sideways across three spots, its lights flashing blue and red. Two uniformed officers and Andrew Milhone, Kat’s boyfriend and a detective with the Cherry Hills Police Department, stood chatting beside it.

Maura slammed on the brakes. Her car screeched to a stop, and Kat’s head swung perilously close to the windshield. Maura was out of the car before Kat even managed to get her seat belt off.

“What’s happened?” Maura cried, running up to the police officers.

Andrew turned around, blinking when he saw Kat emerging from the car’s passenger seat. She offered him a sheepish smile and a small wave. No doubt he was mulling over her uncanny ability to pop up whenever tragedy struck in Cherry Hills.

Maura grabbed Andrew’s arm. “Is Stumpy okay?”

His brow furrowed. “Stumpy?”

“My cat. He’s here having his teeth cleaned.”

One of the officers cleared his throat. “The staff are working on capturing the escaped animals now,” he said.

“Escaped animals?” Maura’s voice had risen to a high-pitched squeak.

“We secured the building as soon as we arrived,” the other uniformed officer said. “However, some of the animals that were released have yet to be returned inside.”

“Released?” Kat echoed, joining them. “The animals in Dr. Mark’s care were released?”

Andrew nodded, the gesture sending his sandy blond hair flopping into his eyes. “We believe they were let loose to deflect attention away from the murder.”

Maura’s face went white. “Murder?”

Andrew looked first at Maura, then at Kat. “You didn’t know?”

Kat shook her head, a sick feeling developing in the pit of her stomach. “We came here to check on Stumpy.” She paused. “Who was murdered?”

“Xander Holliwell, one of the vet techs.”

Kat knew Xander. Her volunteer work for Furry Friends Foster Families often required her to deal with the local veterinarians and their staff. Xander had been employed by Dr. Mark Ritter for as long as his practice had been in business. Quiet and unassuming, it was difficult to imagine why anyone would want to bring him harm.

“Who killed him?” she asked.

“That remains an unknown at this time,” Andrew replied. “Dr. Ritter is being taken down to the station for questioning.”

Maura’s jaw dropped. “You think Dr. Mark murdered somebody?”

“Dr. Mark didn’t do it!” a blond woman in blue scrubs yelled across the parking lot. She shook her fist at the cops.

“Is that Ivy?” Maura asked.

“Yep,” Kat said, recognizing the forty-something veterinary technician. “She looks upset.”

“She is,” Andrew said.

Ivy must have had supersonic hearing. She strode across the parking lot and jabbed one index finger into the center of Andrew’s chest. “Of course I’m upset. You’d be upset too if your boss were arrested for something he didn’t do.”

Andrew took a step back. “Your boss isn’t under arrest. We’re merely taking him down to the station for questioning and fingerprinting.”

Ivy’s eyes narrowed. “What on earth do you need his fingerprints for?”

“He was found holding the syringe believed to have contained the substance that killed your coworker. Assuming he’s as innocent as you claim, having his prints on file will enable us to eliminate them from any we pull off the syringe.”

Kat thought that sounded reasonable—and diplomatic—but Ivy snorted.

“That’s a load of hogwash,” Ivy spat. “You’re trying to pin this on him. Don’t deny it. I know how you cops operate. Why, I bet you’re doing this out of spite. You’re retaliating because Dr. Mark wouldn’t drop everything and talk to you when you stormed into his practice, aren’t you? What did you call it? Refusal to cooperate with the authorities?”

Kat arched an eyebrow. Dr. Mark had always struck her as mild-mannered and soft-spoken. It was difficult for her to imagine him butting heads with the police.

Ivy stamped her foot. “This is a prime example of police brutality. Why, I ought to file a complaint with the chief. Let him hear about this gross abuse of power.”

“I’m happy to fetch you the proper form from my car,” Andrew replied.

Ivy glared at him before turning to look at something. “I have half a mind to go over there and let him out
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