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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?

You’ll enjoy this cozy cat mystery because everyone loves a compelling page-turner with some laughs.

Get yours today. It’s free!

Just Click Here to get your free ebook.
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Chapter 1
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“The murderous witch is back,” I meowed through my nose with a blast of air.

She stood in the dark of her home, watching our home through a pair of binoculars. My cat night vision gave me extra insights to her suspicious activities.

What is she up to? I thought.

Four years ago, the cheating scum and her idiot other boyfriend tried three times to kill our human, Jamie. She wanted his money and we three cats dead – along with him.

And now she was back.

Out of jail and back for vengeance, no doubt. I better get back inside and warn Tanzy and Alley. No telling what she’ll do.

After staring at her for a few minutes from the roof of our house, I moved to climb off the shingles. Below and to the left, across the street, Thor, the half Rottweiler, half Pitbull cross mutt, came down the road. I stopped halfway up the roof and kept my attention on him.

We don’t need this, too. A vengeful witch and a dangerous dog – each out for our blood, I thought.

Ever since we stopped him and his child abducting owners from selling the little girl to the human traffickers, he’s been roaming the neighborhood. I’ve stayed high on roofs and fences to keep safe. One day, Jamie called Animal Control about a stray dog, but the inept morons haven’t caught him yet. Not even close – for what I saw.

Thor went from house to house, eating whatever he could find. He mostly ate garbage meals, but some dog-loving people fed him table scraps. They left buckets outside their door, and he kept coming back for more. Yet Animal Control keeps losing him. It’s a wonder some of the dog people didn’t adopt him. Nope, they feed him, leaving the dog outside. That mongrel needs to go.

Thor sniffed door-to-door, checking for food, peeing on bushes and fence posts, marking his so-called neighborhood. Snow crunched beneath his four feet.

This is my territory – not his.

But I couldn’t take him on. His body was thick and muscular. Too much for any one cat, except maybe Tanzy. Or did she get lucky last time, attaching her claws and teeth to his unneutered privates?

He followed his nose, digging into some thin snow, and taking himself in every direction until he trudged through the freshly fallen flurries at the end of the street and left our road.

Why hasn’t Animal Control picked him up yet? It’s been three months since we saved little Jenna, and the mutt ran off, I thought.

I climbed up the shingles, over the ridge and down the other side. Jumping down, I landed on the roof of the cat room, formerly a sunroom, with a thud. I bounded onto the green garden shed, then down to the frozen backyard ground. Approaching the sliding glass door, I put one paw on it.

“Let me in,” I meowed to Jamie. “Now! It’s cold out here.”

Jamie’s girlfriend, Sarah, appeared at the kitchen window and peered outside.

“Scottie wants in,” she said and disappeared from my sight.

“I’m cold. Open the door,” I said.

The kind woman opened the backdoor to the cat room and stepped to the sliding door. She slid it open, and I slipped in.

“About time,” I meowed.

Sarah reached down and scooped me up by my midsection. Her face went fully into my fur. She took a deep sniff of my coat.

“Oh, you smell so fresh, Scottie, whenever you come in from the cold,” she said, taking me inside after closing the door.

I wiggled to be free, and the woman let me go. I plodded through the kitchen and into the living room. Jamie sat watching C.S.I., and Sarah joined him on the couch. Going to the register, I sat on the heat delivering opening. The vent blew warm air onto my freezing feet and abdomen. I enjoyed getting outdoors in the winter, but I liked the heat even more. Alley came to me.

“Don’t hog all the hot air. Leave room for me,” the Tuxedo cat said.

“Get your own vent. There’s more than one,” I said.

Alley turned away, going toward the television.

“Wait,” I said.

She stopped. Turning back around, Alley faced me.

“I have news. She’s back. Lisa’s back,” I meowed.

“Wait? What? This Lisa who tried to kill Jamie...and us?” Alley said.

“Yes. Her.”

“Are you serious? It’s not nice to tease a Tuxie,” Alley said.

“Yes, I am serious. What are we going to do?” I meowed.

“Better tell Tanzy.”

“Tanzy!” I called.

“What do you want?” Tanzy said from the spare room where she liked to nap.

“Come out here,” Alley meowed.

“No.”

“It’s important,” I meowed.

“Nope. I’m busy,” the Calico said.

“What are you doing?” Alley asked her.

“I’m curled up into a ball – a Calico ball. That’s what I’m doing. Leave me alone,” the part Tabby but mostly Calico meowed.

Having warmed up, I left the vent and went to Tanzy. I hopped onto the bed and landed on the cat comforter Jamie’s mother made him for Christmas. Tanzy lifted her head from the bed covering. Alley joined us.

“What’s going on?” Tanzy asked, stretching.

“She’s back. Lisa is back,” I said, sitting down.

Tanzy sprang to her feet. Her eyes were wide.

“Where? I’ll get that witch,” she said, looking about in a jerky motion.

“She moved in down the street,” I replied.

“Whew! I thought she was in the house. Don’t scare me like that. Better she stays out of here. I will tear her apart. She’ll be rendered to bits,” Tanzy meowed.

“Why is she here?” Alley questioned me.

“I’m not sure. But she was watching the house through binoculars for a long time. She’s probably watching now,” I said.

“Our house?” Alley asked.

“Yes,” I said, dragging out the “e” sound.

“She’s up to something,” Tanzy said.

“Yes, but what?” I said.

“Wait. Wasn’t she supposed to be in jail?” Tanzy asked.

“Maybe she escaped,” Alley meowed.

“Maybe, maybe not.”

“I think she wants revenge. It wouldn’t be for Jamie’s money, like before,” I said.

“Why not?” Alley asked.

“Because Jamie changed his will back to Paula getting his property if he dies. I guess he feels more secure giving it all to his daughter than another girlfriend,” I said.

“I love Paula. And Sarah’s okay, too,” our Tuxie said.

“Lisa wants something. Otherwise, she wouldn’t be here,” I meowed.

“I think she still wants to kill Jamie. After all, he sent her to prison, and she didn’t get his money,” Tanzy said.

“We sent her to prison when we saved him,” Alley said.

“Then she wants to kill us, too, maybe,” I meowed and licked my left side.

“Don’t worry about her. I can take her down all by myself. She’s so skinny, it’d be no problem,” Tanzy said, paused, then continued. “She’s still skinny, right? Did she muscle up in jail?”

“She’s still skinny,” I said.

“Whew. Then I will deal with her,” the Calico mix said.

“Don’t jump the gun, Tanzy. We have to find out why she’s here. Then we can act. So, what are we going to do?” I questioned them.

“Too bad we can’t get in her house and see if we can find out what she’s up to,” Alley said, and scratched behind her right ear.

“Can we get inside her house?” Tanzy asked.

“Hmm, I think I can. Especially since Tigerboy showed me how to open unlocked doors and windows. I’ll watch her and when she leaves to do...whatever...one of us will go into her place,” I said.

“Let me do it,” Alley said.

“Why you?” I asked her.

“I’m young – and faster. If there’s any trouble, I can escape real quick. Besides, I’m mostly black and won’t be seen in a dark house,” the Tuxedo cat said.

“Sounds good to me,” Tanzy meowed and sat down.

“I don’t know. It should be me,” I said.

“Oh, you always play the hero. We’ve saved everyone together as a team,” Tanzy meowed.

“Okay. You can get me inside and then watch from the outside, making sure everything’s all right. That sounds like a team effort,” Alley said.

“What about me?” Tanzy asked.

“You can do what you usually do – lay about the house. And if Lisa comes in, attack,” Alley said.

“That seems okay,” I meowed.

“Seems okay? It’s a brilliant plan,” Alley said with her tail in the air.

“Don’t get too confident. Lisa’s dangerous. She hates cats. If she catches you, she will kill you,” I said to the Tuxie.

“I’ll be careful. If she comes home, I’ll make a run for it. I’m fast. Besides, you’ll be watching, Scottie,” Alley meowed.

“Yes, I will. But will it be enough?” I asked. I whipped my tail to one side.

“Let’s do this,” Tanzy said.

“All agreed?”

“Agreed!” the three of us meowed in unison.

“Time for treats,” Jamie called, shaking the Temptations container.

“After treats,” Tanzy said.

“Agreed.”

We bolted to the kitchen.
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We munched on the treats with Alley stealing the ones next to me. I lifted my paw to swat her, but she backed away with her mouth full. I relaxed my foot. We licked our chops and went out of the kitchen and back into the living room.

“We better have a long look at Lisa. Keep an eye on her,” I meowed.

Each of us felines moved to the table by the picture window. We jumped up and took a place on the surface, peering out the glass at Lisa’s house. The moon drifted behind some clouds. We settled in for a staring with the unwanted woman. She moved about her home with lengthy stretches of stopping and observing us through her spy glasses. Lisa leaned forward whenever Jamie shifted his body on the couch, leaning into Sarah.

After an hour or so of watching us, Lisa lowered the binoculars and left our range of vision.

“Where’d she go?” Tanzy asked.

“I don’t know,” Alley said. “Maybe she’ll come back.”

“Be ready. She could do anything,” I said.

The villainess reappeared in her kitchen window. She put on a winter coat and switched off the lights. Exiting out of the side door, she wrapped a scarf around her neck and slipped her hands into some gloves.

“Here she comes. Be ready for anything,” I meowed.

“I’ll take care of her with these blades of vengeance,” Tanzy said, lifting a paw and popping her claws.

Lisa pulled her keys out, opened the Kia Rio’s driver's door and got in. Soon, she drove down the street and out of sight.

“This is it. Hopefully, she didn’t lock the door,” I meowed.

“Let’s go,” Alley said.

“I’ll stay here and keep watch,” Tanzy said.

“I thought you wanted to get her,” the Tuxie said.

“She’s not there – and it’s cold out,” the Calico meowed.

“Okay, then,” I said.

“Don’t worry. If you need me, I’ll get her,” Tanzy said.

“Let’s move. We don’t know how long she’ll be gone,” I said.

Alley and I leapt off the table. We rushed past the two humans who curled up together on the sofa glued to the t.v. Getting to the door, we raised our voices.

“Let us out,” I meowed.

“Out! We want out,” Alley added.

We kept it up until they noticed.

“I think the cats want out,” Jamie said to Sarah.

“Yes, we do,” I meowed.

“Now!”

Jamie removed his arm from Sarah’s shoulder and neck. He stood and stretched, groaning.

“C’mon, hurry,” Alley meowed.

He came to the doorway. We continued our onslaught of meows. The man opened the front door and unlatched the screen door, letting us out. We stepped onto the cold concrete step and sat down. We searched the area with our night vision.

“I don’t get you cats. You meow like your life is in danger if you don’t get outside. Then you sit there and do nothing,” Jamie said, closing the screen door.

“Come in and close the door. I’m cold,” Sarah said. Jamie did as he was told.

I took in a few deep breaths, allowing the brisk air to tantalize my nostrils. I turned to Alley.

“Are you ready for this?” I asked the Tuxedo cat.

“Yes, I am,” she mewed with a shake in her voice.

“You nervous?” I asked her.

“Maybe. But I’m ready. Let’s go” Alley replied.

We stepped down and took the shovelled walk to the slippery street. With caution, we crossed the road and got down to the correct house. Arriving at Lisa’s side door, I surveyed the situation.

“Nothing to worry about,” I said to my feline partner.

“Open the door. I want to get in there and find out what’s going on,” Alley meowed.

“Okay,” I said and got into position next to the closed door. I lifted my front feet up to the doorknob. My paws grasped the cold, round steel on each side. Pushing up and pulling down, the door clicked open. She hadn’t locked it. Good for us.

“You got it,” Alley said.

“Yeah. Thanks to Tigerboy for showing me how to open unlocked doors,” I said and dropped back down to the landing.

Alley raised her nose to the door opening and sniffed the warm air escaping the interior.

“All right, I’ll keep an eye
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