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Criminals don’t take weekends off.

Kat Harper doesn’t expect to arrive at Jessie’s Diner one Sunday morning only to discover somebody broke into the popular Cherry Hills, Washington restaurant. A bit of snooping soon reveals the culprit could be anyone from an opportunistic thief, to an angry ex-employee, to a dark-haired stranger with a dangerous crush on the restaurant’s single owner.

With no other clues to go on besides a few dozen broken eggs left behind by the careless intruder, Kat’s not sure how she’ll ever solve this case. And the amateur sleuth’s two cats can only assist so much when they’re busy solving a mystery of their own concerning a missing treat bag hidden in an unknown location. But, with or without her feline sidekicks, Kat knows she has to wrap up her investigation soon. When the restaurant becomes the target of another unwelcome attack, it quickly becomes apparent the guilty party plans to escalate his criminal behavior until he finally gets what he wants.

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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CHAPTER ONE
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Andrew Milhone twisted sideways, an incredulous look distorting his handsome features. “You’re joking, right?”

“No joke,” Katherine Harper said from her seat beside him on her living room sofa. “It was right there on display at the front of the store.”

“Pumpkin spice cat treats?” Andrew shook his head, a gesture that disrupted a hank of his sandy hair and sent it flopping over one eye. “I’ve never heard of anything so ridiculous.”

“It’s not any more ridiculous than you or me drinking a pumpkin spice latte.”

Andrew made a face. “Blech. You won’t catch me putting something like that anywhere near my mouth.”

“Have you ever even had a pumpkin spice latte? They’re good.”

“I’ll take your word for it. Personally, I don’t understand the craze. What’s wrong with plain old black coffee?”

Kat reached over to brush the hair out of his eyes. “Don’t tell me you’re refusing to be seasonally compliant.”

He grabbed her hand and gave her knuckles a kiss. “Hey, I’ll eat my fair share of pumpkin this month, same as everyone else. But pumpkin spice beverages? Worse, pumpkin spice pet food? It’s bad enough what should solely be a pie ingredient has made its way into coffee, but now we’re subjecting innocent creatures to it too? It’s an abomination.”

Tom seemed to have a different opinion. From his spot on Andrew’s lap, the big black-and-brown cat struggled to his feet so he could look Andrew in the eye as he meowed his thoughts on the matter. Then, in case mere commentary wasn’t sufficient enough to drive home his point, he stuck his pink tongue out and made a show of licking every inch of his lips.

“I don’t doubt the spice part is a gimmick,” Kat said. “But I’ve heard pumpkin is good for cats. It’s chock-full of fiber as well as several vitamins and minerals.”

Tom gazed at her with pleading eyes, as if to communicate that he could use a nutritional boost right about now.

Kat gave the perpetually hungry feline an affectionate pat atop his head. “I’m curious whether this one will like them,” she said to Andrew. “He’s much pickier than Matty when it comes to what he puts in his mouth. Hopefully I didn’t just waste five bucks.”

“Don’t tell me you actually bought some of these treats.”

“Well, duh. How else will I know if Matty and Tom like them?”

Andrew shook his head. “And here I thought you had more sense than to fall for a silly marketing ploy. So much for willpower.”

“Hey, I have willpower.” She bit her lip. “Although I admit, my decision might have been influenced a teeny-tiny bit by the packaging. The model cat on the bag looks almost exactly like Matty.”

Matty, Kat’s yellow-and-brown tortoiseshell, chose that moment to come trotting down the apartment’s short hallway. Her brisk pace suggested she had been eavesdropping on their conversation all the way from the bedroom and didn’t want to miss out on an opportunity to gorge herself should some of these treats be freed from their oh-so-adorable packaging. Sure enough, when she reached the living room she sat down right next to Kat’s feet, the perfect spot from which to peer up at her human with expectant green eyes.

Kat rose from the couch. “It looks like the moment of reckoning is here. Time to find out if you’re right about me wasting my hard-earned money by caving to the pumpkin spice craze.” She extended her hand toward Andrew. “Would you care to join us in the kitchen?”

He pointed at the furry lump in his lap. “I would love to, but I don’t believe this one plans to let me up anytime soon.”

Kat studied Tom, who had lapsed into a kitty coma now that he’d said his piece. Andrew was one of Tom’s favorite people, and the feline always seemed extra content when he had the opportunity to nap in Andrew’s lap.

“He might look dead, but don’t let him fool you,” Kat said. “He can get up in a hurry when he thinks he might receive an edible reward for his efforts. You watch how fast he comes running when he hears me crinkling the treat bag.”

Kat started toward the kitchen, Matty bounding after her. She had barely set foot on the kitchen’s linoleum floor when Matty hopped onto the counter and sat down beneath the cabinet containing the cat edibles. The impatient tortoiseshell began tapping her gray-striped tail against the counter as if to ask what was taking so long.

Kat gave Matty’s head a scratch. “What’s this? No foraging in the cat cabinet yourself today? Did you know the pet supply store started stocking these special clamps that supposedly make it impossible for determined kitties like you to open those reclosable seals? I thought about picking one up until I got distracted by all the treats on display. But I might buy one the next time I’m there.”

Matty’s eyes glinted as if to communicate she was up to the challenge.

Tom must have finally registered what they were up to. He came sprinting into the kitchen so fast he had to skid to a stop to avoid a collision with Kat’s legs.

Andrew trailed behind at a more leisurely pace. “How do these two know you’re about to feed them?” he asked.

“They think all my trips to the kitchen center around catering to their needs. You should see how their little faces fall whenever I head for the refrigerator instead of the cat cabinet.”

“Cat cabinet?”

“This cabinet here, where I keep the treats and wet food,” Kat said, pointing. “You’ve seen the cat cabinet before.”

“Yes, but I didn’t realize it had a name.”

She swung the cabinet door open, prompting Matty and Tom to jerk to attention. Tom released a succession of sharp meows, not even pausing for breath, while Matty took a quieter approach, twining between the countertop appliances in an exuberant dance for food.

The pumpkin spice treats came packaged in a bright orange bag, Matty’s doppelgänger posing front and center. Kat yanked it off the shelf and held it up high. “Here we are!”

Tom stood on his hind feet, his meows increasing in urgency. Matty raced over to the edge of the counter and began pawing at the bag as though to urge Kat to open it posthaste. The way they were behaving, anyone would think Kat never fed them.

“All right, all right.” Kat tore open the bag, reached inside, and plucked out a handful of treats. The felines’ eyes widened as she placed a few in front of each of them. Matty devoured hers almost before they touched the countertop. Tom, on the other hand, stopped to give his a cautious sniff.

It wasn’t until Matty hopped off the counter and began making a beeline for Tom that he realized he would need to act fast or forever miss out on this opportunity. He had only barely wolfed down his share by the time Matty reached him. With no more treats in sight, both animals sat down and tipped hopeful faces up toward Kat.

“I guess that settles it,” she said. “Andrew is the only creature here opposed to pumpkin spice.”

He smirked. “I suppose not everyone can have a palate as refined as mine.” 

“Thank goodness, or we’d miss out on a lot of good stuff.”

Kat gave the felines a few more treats each, then pinched the bag shut, stuck it behind a stack of cat food cans, and closed the cabinet door. By the time she turned around again, Matty and Tom were licking their lips, nary a treat in sight.

Andrew clapped his hands together. “Well, now that the wee furry ones are full and happy, what do you say we head on out and stuff our own faces? It’s been a while since I’ve indulged in Sunday brunch at Jessie’s Diner. Sound good?”

“Sounds wonderful. I’ve been craving a pumpkin spice latte since the beginning of October. Jessie had them on the menu this time last year, and they were a huge hit.”

“Or you could skip the ridiculous lattes and order a slice of pumpkin pie instead.”

“Pie? For breakfast?”

“It’s brunch, not breakfast.”

Kat held up her palms. “I stand corrected.”

He chucked her playfully on the chin. “And I’ll have you know, pie makes an excellent meal any time of day.”

Kat couldn’t argue with that. Secretly, she agreed.

A bang forced her to spin around. Matty had jumped back onto the counter as soon as Kat’s back was turned. With her gaze fixed solidly above her, the tortoiseshell stretched one paw into the air and used it to thwack the door of the cat cabinet.

“What’s she doing?” Andrew asked.

“Trying to get at her treats. She’s not big on impulse control.”

Matty smacked the cabinet again. The door bounced open a fraction before swinging shut, prompting Matty to hit it harder the next time.

“Okay, that’s enough.” Kat plucked Matty off of the counter, gave her an affectionate scratch, and set her on the floor before making a face at Andrew. “She can do that for hours.”

“Has she ever gotten inside?”

“Yeah, a couple of times. She’s even managed to pop apart a few zip seals.”

Andrew looked impressed. “Smart kitty.”

It was all Kat could do not to beam, as if Andrew had just paid her a compliment instead of Matty. “That she is. She’s the reason why I make sure to hide any open bags way in the back behind the canned cat food.”

Not one to be left out, Tom leaped onto the counter, sat down, and stared at Kat with his penetrating green eyes.

Andrew chuckled. “That look he’s giving you is intense.”

“That’s his guilt-trip look,” Kat said. “I’m quite familiar with it.”

“And I’m sure you cave more often than not.”

As much as Kat wished she had adequate grounds to protest, he wasn’t wrong. “You ready to head out?” she asked. “I’m starving.”

“We
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