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Valentine’s, a day for romance and . . . murder?

Cherry Hills animal lover Imogene Little would like nothing more than to spend Valentine’s Day at home with only her cat Cleopatra for company. Instead, she finds herself on a double date at the urging of her good friend Kenny Davenport. But even Kenny can’t guess just how disastrous this evening is about to become.

Things first turn awkward when their restaurant server turns out to be Imogene’s date’s ex-girlfriend. But is their waitress to blame when Imogene’s date collapses from an allergic reaction? Or is the unfortunate incident merely a tragic accident?

Before the night ends, Imogene is determined to uncover what really happened. And then the amateur sleuth might just swear off love forever.

This holiday short story is meant to be a shorter peek into the world of Cherry Hills, Washington, and the Cozy Cat Caper Mystery series. It was previously published as part of the Festive Mayhem 4 anthology.
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​CHAPTER ONE
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“You want me to what?” Imogene Little said as she stared down Kenny Davenport. Given how petite she was and how well-built he was, she didn’t imagine she struck him as very intimidating. 

As expected, Kenny didn’t look fazed. He stretched his muscled arms along the back of Imogene’s couch and said, “Join me on a double date this Monday.”

“And why would I do that?”

“Because it’s Valentine’s Day, and so far your year 2000 social calendar has been as action-packed as that lazy cat’s.”

Cleopatra, Imogene’s brown mackerel tabby, hopped onto the couch next to Kenny and stretched her jaws into an incredible yawn. Imogene didn’t know if the cat had taken offense to being dragged into their argument, or if she were predicting how this date would go if Imogene were to accept Kenny’s offer.

Technically, Cleopatra was Imogene’s foster cat. The abandoned feline had been one of many taken in over the years as part of Imogene’s never-ending animal rescue efforts. But as others had come and gone, Cleopatra had stayed. If Imogene were being honest, she had stopped actively looking for a home for the cat months ago. But she had yet to admit, even to herself, that she had permanently adopted the tabby.

Kenny scowled at the cat before shifting his attention back to Imogene. He snapped forward, his arms dropping off the couch back as he rested his elbows on his knees, effectively shouldering Cleopatra out of his line of vision. “Look, I rather fancy this gal, and she won’t see me on Monday unless this brother of hers can tag along. I reckon he’s just survived a really rough split, and she’s afraid to leave him to his little lonesome on what’s supposed to be the most romantic day of the year. Sounds like he’s been moping ’round the house, sobbing his eyes out like a faucet on the fritz for the past few weeks.”

Imogene flopped onto the sofa opposite Kenny with a snort. “This man you want to fix me up with sounds like a real catch.”

“I’m not aiming to fix you up. It’s just one dinner, so I can see Val.”

“Val? Your Valentine’s Day date is named Valentine?”

“Valerie,” Kenny corrected.

Cleopatra sniffed, clearly not appreciating the difference.

“And what is her brother’s name, pray tell?” Imogene asked. “Cupid?”

“Daniel.”

That sounded normal enough. Still, a normal-sounding name wasn’t sufficient to convince Imogene to agree to this ill-fated date.

“Sorry,” she said, “but I have to pass.”
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