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This small-town criminal isn’t playing around.

Travel back to 1999, to a point in Cherry Hills history when Imogene Little makes a disturbing discovery upon opening her front door. Someone placed a doll on her doorstep with a knife stabbed through its torso.

Imogene doesn’t know who left her the ominous gift, but she has a sneaking suspicion it was meant as a threat. And if she’s right, she’d be wise to find out who has it in for her sooner rather than later.

This short story is meant to be a brief peek into the world of Cherry Hills, Washington, and the Cozy Cat Caper Mystery series.
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​CHAPTER ONE
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Imogene Little was having trouble hearing what the person on the other end of the phone was saying over the chorus of barks coming from her living room.

“What?” she said, pressing the phone receiver closer to her ear.

The animals must have thought she was talking to them. In response to her inquiry, Rufus and Dufus released another string of frantic woofs. The two terrier mixes were making such a racket they even riled up the normally unflappable Cleopatra. It didn’t take long before the brown mackerel tabby was chiming in with her own distressed yowls.

“I said . . .” The rest of Careen Bisset’s words were drowned out by two sharp yaps and an indignant meow.

“You’re going to have to speak up,” Imogene shouted.

The animals immediately amped up the decibel level.

Imogene gritted her teeth. Figuring she wouldn’t be able to hear a response from Careen even if she did receive one, she yelled, “Call me back in five minutes, okay?” then slammed the phone receiver back into its cradle on the kitchen wall.

She spun around so quickly her auburn ponytail smacked her in the face. “What’s all the fuss about?” she demanded, jamming her hands on her hips as she faced the animals.

Rufus and Dufus tried to jump on her, both of them clearly worked up over something. Cleopatra stayed seated on the coffee table, but she did contribute another meow or two of her own. At least, Imogene thought she did. She could see the tabby’s mouth opening and closing, but the dogs’ nonstop barking made it impossible to hear any sounds coming out of the feline’s mouth.
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