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It’s a race against the clock as Cherry Hills amateur sleuth Imogene Little rushes to solve her latest mystery.

Imogene Little is looking forward to a day off from investigating murders when she attends the wedding of her friend Martina. She’s especially looking forward to seeing Chopin, Martina’s rescue cat, serve as ring bearer. But when the bride’s heirloom ring ends up missing before the ceremony is set to begin, Imogene soon finds herself drawn into another mystery.

Martina insists someone in attendance must have stolen the ring. Could it have been her sister Carmen, who wanted the family heirloom saved for her own wedding day? Or perhaps the groom secretly pocketed it, hoping for an insurance windfall.

Whoever the culprit, Imogene doesn’t have much time to solve this case. If she fails to locate the ring soon, this marriage might just be called off for good.

This 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 Malice, Matrimony, and Murder anthology.
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​CHAPTER ONE
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Imogene Little beamed as she slid into the pew next to Kenny Davenport. “What a beautiful venue.”

The inside of the Cherry Hills Community Church had been transformed into a wedding wonderland. Soft classical music piped through hidden speakers, and flower garlands adorned the wood-stained walls. Sunlight streamed through the stained-glass windows abutting the high ceilings, creating a breathtaking collage of intermingling colors as the light landed all along the white fabric runner that stretched down the main aisle. The scene looked like something straight out of a movie.

Kenny, however, didn’t look nearly as awestruck. “Can’t imagine why anyone in their right mind would get hitched in the middle of winter,” he grumbled. “Took me a good twenty minutes to chisel all the ice off my windshield this afternoon. My fingers are frozen solid.”

Imogene rolled her eyes. “Maybe Martina and Doug are so in love they didn’t want to wait until spring just so you wouldn’t have to brave the cold for one day. Or maybe they wanted to be the first couple in Cherry Hills, Washington, to marry in the new millennium.”

“I don’t reckon that’s anything to brag ’bout. So it’s the year 2000 now. So what?”

She twisted in her seat to face him better. “What are you so grumpy about?”

“Dunno.” Kenny sighed. “The lack of sunshine must be getting to me.”

Imogene could understand that. January days were short in Central Washington, and this winter in particular had felt unusually long.

Of course, that might have had something to do with all of the crimes Imogene had found herself involved in these past couple of months. Between being held at gunpoint, attempted murders, and actual murders, she was more than ready for spring to arrive.

She shook the memories away. Today was a day to forget about her troubles and to focus on the positive.

“Have you ever seen so many roses?” Imogene asked. “And they’re such a gorgeous array of colors. Why, I didn’t even know green roses existed before today.”

Kenny scrunched up his nose. “Green, red, white. Who gives a fig?”

Imogene smacked his arm. He winced, but Imogene was pretty sure it was only for show. As big and burly as Kenny was, she doubted her slap had registered as little more than a mosquito bite.

But just because they were physically mismatched didn’t mean she had to put up with his sour attitude. “I don’t know why you even came today if your plan was to just sit there and complain all afternoon,” she said.

“You didn’t give me a choice. If I recall correctly, you threatened to dissolve our friendship and never bake me another batch of cookies ever again if I refused to be your plus-one.”
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