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Three cats, two dogs, and one dead body.

Kat Harper isn’t the only one with a knack for stumbling upon crime scenes. This time she’s led to the corpse du jour by her adventurous cat Matty and one determined dachshund. It doesn’t take long before the dead man is identified as local dog walker Jeffrey Parr—and his doxie client could be the only eyewitness to this latest Cherry Hills homicide.

Kat doesn’t set out to investigate, but what can she do when the task of reuniting the dachshund with his owner introduces her to more suspects than she can count? Between Jeffrey’s disgruntled clients and his angry exes, Kat has her hands full trying to determine “whodunit.” That might be a blessing in disguise though. As the amateur sleuth soon learns, success often comes with a price. And when Kat finds herself in the killer’s crosshairs, it might just be up to her furry feline friends to save her from becoming the next murder victim.

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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“Matty, no!”

Katherine Harper raced out of her apartment after the tortoiseshell cat. Matty moved with surprising speed, turning into a tawny-colored blur as she streaked down the hallway. No one watching would have guessed that just two minutes ago she had been sound asleep, snoring contentedly.

At the other end of the corridor, the elevator doors parted. Kat’s lone third-floor neighbor stepped out.

“Kat, hi!” Lucy Callahan waved as best she could around an armload of canvas grocery bags.

“Lucy, don’t let Matty in the elevator.”

“What?” The redhead looked around, but the bags blocked her view of the cat darting right past her legs.

“Matty!” Kat yelled again, but she was too late. Already the elevator doors were closing.

Matty sat down in one corner of the elevator and hooked her tail around her paws. The tilt of her chin suggested she knew she had just done something bad and her human couldn’t do anything to stop her.

Kat reached the elevator just as the metal doors fused shut. “Fiddlesticks!” she said, smacking her palm against the seam.

She jabbed the button a handful of times. When the doors didn’t part, she realized someone must have already called the elevator to another floor.

Her gaze shifted to the stairwell.

“Matty’s out here?” Lucy lifted her bags in an attempt to see what was going on below knee level.

Kat sprinted to the stairwell, leaned against the bar handle, and shoved the door open with her shoulder. “She escaped from the apartment.”

Before Lucy could ask for details, Kat ducked into the stairwell and pounded down the steps. Luckily, she lived on the top floor so there was only one way for Matty to go. And if she hurried, she just might make it to the ground floor before the elevator.

She burst into the lobby, groaning when she saw William Peterson standing there with his hands on his hips.

The older man scowled. “Kat Harper, was that your mangy animal?”

Kat’s eyes swept across the lobby. “Where did you see her?”

“It was in the elevator.” Mr. Peterson glared at her. “You ought to keep it in your own unit. I don’t want to be riding around with flea-carrying vermin.”

“She doesn’t have fleas, Mr. Peterson.” Kat’s brow furrowed when the item in his arms caught her attention. “Why are there naked people on your tote bag?” The picture on the side depicted a shirtless man and a cleavage-baring woman engaged in a steamy embrace.

Mr. Peterson shoved the bag behind his back. “That’s none of your business.”

Kat shrugged, figuring he was right. She shifted her focus to the more urgent matter at hand. “Where did Matty go?”

Mr. Peterson scratched his head as he looked around. “It was here just a moment ago.”

A yellow-and-brown ball tore past them then, rocketing toward one of the windows that someone had left open a crack.

Kat’s heart lurched. “Matty!” She ran for the exit, knowing she wouldn’t be fast enough.

By the time she flung the lobby door open, Matty was almost around the building. Kat caught sight of the tortoiseshell’s gray-striped tail seconds before it disappeared.

She feared Matty would be gone before she could catch up, but as soon as she cleared the corner of the building she spotted the cat sniffing at a patch of grass.

Kat halted, resting her hands on her knees as she worked to catch her breath. “Matty, you’re a bad kitty.”

The reprimand rolled right off the feline. She turned her nose up and sauntered away. When she found a patch of sunlight, she sat down. It was almost as if she knew this might be her only chance to relish the warmth before October turned to November and cold weather came to Cherry Hills, Washington—or Kat dragged her back inside.

Kat took a step toward Matty. “You know you’re not supposed to be out here.”

A dog barked, halting her in her tracks. Her gaze drifted a few feet away, her skin tingling when she saw a brown dachshund watching them. She scanned the area in search of the dog’s owner, but nobody else was around.

Her thoughts shifted from getting Matty inside to the cat’s safety. The little dog only stood slightly taller than ankle level and looked harmless enough, but his bark struck her as fairly threatening and she didn’t want to take any chances.

“What are you doing out here all by yourself?” she asked the dachshund.

He barked twice, bouncing farther backward each time.

Kat stepped closer. Although he was wearing a harness, it didn’t have a leash or any identification tags attached to it. Maybe, like Matty, he had escaped. From where, she couldn’t say. Kat didn’t recognize him as belonging to one of the neighbors. Still, she figured he must live nearby. Despite the green space around the perimeter of her apartment building, nobody would come over here just to walk their dog.

Kat gave Matty a sidelong glance that hopefully communicated the cat’s need to stay put. Matty hunkered lower in the grass as if she understood.

Refocusing on the dog, Kat crept toward him. When she got within two feet she could see his body quivering. Some of the pressure in her chest eased. Perhaps he hadn’t been trying to threaten Matty after all. Perhaps the show of bravado was only to mask his fear.

The dog twisted around and bounded off. Kat watched him for a second, torn between chasing after him to make sure he returned home safely and getting Matty back upstairs.

But Matty clearly didn’t want to go back inside. She darted after the dachshund.

“Matty!” Kat shouted.

The dog wove through several backyards. Matty stayed behind him, and Kat brought up the rear. With the dog in the lead instead of Matty, Kat didn’t have to exert herself nearly as much. The dachshund kept up a steady pace, but his stubby legs couldn’t compete with Matty’s long strides. Plus, he kept pausing to look behind him. It was almost as if he wanted to make sure he didn’t lose them.

He turned right a few houses down and made his way toward a chain-link fence, heading for one of the door-sized entryways cut into it.

Kat surveyed their surroundings as she and Matty followed. From the open space and organized layout of the trees dotting the area, she figured they were in a small park. Straight ahead on the other side of the fence was a much larger and lusher golf course. Both the park and the golf course were devoid of people this Tuesday morning.

The dachshund stopped midway through the park. He waited for Kat to catch up before releasing a whimper.

Kat’s heart clenched. “Are you lost?”

The dog wagged his tail.

Matty ambled over, and Kat scooped her up. She wasn’t going to give her any more chances to run off again.

Matty didn’t protest, letting Kat cradle her in one arm. Assuming she remained this docile, perhaps Kat could carry the dachshund in her other arm. She hated to leave him out here by himself when he sounded so distressed.

She was just reaching for the dog when something at the base of a nearby tree diverted her attention. It looked like a pile of clothes with a couple shoes beside it.

Alarms went off in Kat’s brain. What were the odds that someone would choose to lie in the grass without a blanket to shield their clothes from the dirt?

She forced her feet forward, her worst fears coming true. A man lay prone on the ground, unmoving. His eyes stared blankly up at the sky. Kat could clearly see what looked to be a dog leash cinched around his pale neck, his hands preserved in his final act of trying to pull it away from his throat.
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​CHAPTER TWO
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“His name was Jeffrey Parr,” Andrew Milhone said.

Kat watched as the breeze tousled Andrew’s sandy blond hair. It was hard for her to believe she had been out on a date with the handsome police detective less than twenty-four hours earlier, given the more dire circumstances that had prompted her to phone him ten minutes ago.

“Did you know him?” Kat asked.

Andrew lifted one shoulder. “Jeff and I didn’t socialize, but I knew him from around town. He was a preteen when his parents moved to Cherry Hills, about five years after you left.”

Kat looked at the tree where she had found Jeff’s body. Although she couldn’t see him with the response team crowded around, a shiver still shimmied down her spine.

Andrew pushed a hank of hair off of his forehead. “He was a dog walker. I doubt the doxie was his.”

“I’ll take him into custody on behalf of 4F.” She had yet to deal with a found pet since volunteering to serve as treasurer of the Furry Friends Foster Families nonprofit organization, but she figured the other board members would know what to do.
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