
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Cat Who Saw Too Much

A Cozy Mystery with Secrets in the Shadows

Book Two – Final Part

By Rama

—-

[image: ]




	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Prologue
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The well should have stayed closed.

That was what Eleanor Vance wrote in her journal on the night of October 15th, 1957—the last entry before she disappeared from Hidden Falls forever.

For sixty-seven years, the well sat silent beneath the weeping willow at the edge of Blackwood Farm, its stones covered in moss, its depths hidden by a wooden lid that no one dared remove. The town children whispered stories about it. The old folks crossed themselves when they walked past. And the secret festered like a wound that refused to heal.

But secrets have a way of climbing out of the dark.

And this one had claws.
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Part One: The Unraveling


Chapter One: The Thing in the Fog
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The fog came early that November.

Nora Hartley woke to a world erased. Her bedroom window showed nothing but gray—no trees, no fence line, no mountains in the distance. Just the soft, swallowing whiteness that made Hidden Falls feel like a town floating between worlds.

Jasper sat on her chest, amber eyes glowing faintly in the dim light.

"You're heavy," Nora whispered, but she didn't push him off. His warmth had become the only thing that felt real these past three weeks. Ever since they'd found the photographs. Ever since she'd learned that her grandmother hadn't simply "gone away" like her mother always said.

Ever since Jasper had led her to the well.

The cat blinked slowly, then turned his head toward the window. His tail flicked once—sharp, deliberate.

"What is it?"

He jumped down and walked to the door, looking back over his shoulder. Waiting.

Nora pulled on her bathrobe and followed. She'd learned not to ignore his summons. Three weeks ago, she'd ignored him when he'd scratched at the floorboards in the attic, and she'd almost missed the leather-bound journal hidden beneath the insulation. Last week, she'd almost ignored him when he'd hissed at the basement door, and she'd walked into that cold darkness without knowing what waited.

She didn't make those mistakes anymore.

The stairs creaked beneath her bare feet. The old farmhouse—her grandmother Eleanor's farmhouse, though she hadn't known that when she'd moved here six months ago—settled around her like a living thing. Every groan of wood, every rattle of pipes, every whisper of wind through the cracked window frames felt like a conversation she was only beginning to understand.

Jasper led her to the back door.

"Outside? In this?"

He sat. He stared. He did not move.

Nora sighed and grabbed her coat.

The fog swallowed her the moment she stepped onto the porch. The gravel path to the well was invisible. The willow tree was a ghost. Even the old barn, which stood fifty feet away, had vanished into the white.

But Jasper walked forward with the certainty of someone who had made this journey a thousand times before. His gray-striped fur blended with the fog, making him look like a creature made of smoke and memory. If she blinked, she almost lost him.

"Don't go too fast," she said, her voice muffled by the thick air.
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