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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction. The names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the writer's imagination and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, actual events, organizations, or locales is entirely coincidental.

––––––––
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This edition of Catnip Gray: Cat Detective has been lightly revised for clarity, flow, and a few catnip-fueled surprises. Minor edits have been made to enhance the reading experience while preserving the original tone, characters, and charm. If you've read it before, thank you! If you're new, welcome to the alley.
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​Chapter 1-Slim-Fast High



[image: ]




THE DAY BEGAN LIKE any other, with me yawning at the yellow sun. It was noon. I was halfway into a long stretch when someone bumped my cat door. Actually, it’s a doggy door that I had converted for cats only.

“What’s the difference?” you ask.

“The difference is the difference,” I say.

Plus, the mural painted on the flap showing a Cantonese family enjoying a Pomeranian for supper sends a strong message to the pooches.

“Come in,” I meowed in a gruff Slim-Fast soaked voice.

The night before had been long and adventurous with me jumping from tabletop to couch, on top of the china cabinet, to the end table, whereupon I shook my tail and made a pair of fish-shaped Tiffany vases tremble. The pair—presenting such a cool blue steely facade amongst the common bric-a-brac and Norman Rockwell plates—shook as my tail swept their elegant bodies.

They were the kind of vases meant to be looked at and to prove their owners, the Grays, were about something. However, I know their brains were screaming for a Valium and a martini. I’m sure they recalled the days when they were a trio bopping to jazz music blasting from the hi-fi. Yes, there once had been three of them. Memories are like shattered glass. Feet never forget the shards that done them in.

After all of that romping, I had hit this bar called the Kitchen Floor and quenched my thirst with a nightcap of Slim-Fast. Of course, it didn’t stop with one saucer—it never does. I go on mewling for more and slurping saucer after saucer of the stuff as I foolishly try to drown my memories. But memories can’t be drowned.

Reflected in the shiny steel door of the Kitchen Floor’s refrigerator, I saw her. But like a mirage, she vanished. I remembered Electra was dead. The recollection cut like a knife across my tail and drove me to consume saucer after saucer of Slim-Fast until I could remember no more.

I had no memory of getting home or anything until my cat door thumped and woke me up in the middle of the smiling yellow noonday sun.

“Come in,” I meowed a second time.

She sauntered in dressed in black fur and white boots. I thought this was an odd way to be clothed in July, until I caught a glimpse of my twitching tail, and remembered fur was the clothing option for all cats, except those hairless, wrinkled species among us who look like nude senior citizens.

My eye caught the ruby and diamond necklace dangling from her neck.

“Dame is loaded,” I said to myself.

She sauntered around the room, sniffed at the scratched-up divan, and turned her nose up. She sat, and her thick tail swept the air like a hand dismissing an irritating child. Her tail brushed the floor and sent a Slim-Fast cap under the couch. If the clattering noise startled her, she didn’t react. Her green eyes bore into me as I sat nibbling my paw.

I had calmed down after jumping straight up, taking a defensive stance and landing nose to the floor and butt in the air. That Slim-Fast bottle cap had set my nerves on edge.

“Maybe you’re not the cat for the job,” she purred and looked out the window.

Just then the cuckoo clock on the fireplace mantle struck three times as it always does on the hour no matter the time of day or night. She took no notice of the blue cuckoo. I quashed my urge to pounce upon it as I did when no one was around.

“She already thinks I’m a fool,” I said to myself.

“How can I help you, Miss...um...?”

“You’ll know me as Tabitha Davenport.”

“But not the real you?”

“Tabitha Davenport is all you need to know.”

“Rex Gray is the name. All my friends call me Catnip Gray.” I held out my paw. She nodded her head.

“I don’t trust friends.”

“I am a Private Investigator.”

“I discerned as much from the faint orange neon sign glowing in the window. It was a choice between your sign and the well-lettered blue one in the window next door. I admit I did look in that window, but there appeared to be no one about.”

“I’m glad my reputation brought you to me,” I said sarcastically.

“You don’t have to be as brilliant as Sherlock Holmes. Being adequate is all I require of you, Mister Catnip Gray. And being courteous.”

I shrugged and offered her a pinch of catnip. Her pupils brightened for a moment, but she quickly caught herself and turned her nose up at it.

I decided against any myself. My suddenly sprinting after my shadow would have confirmed to her that she should have gone next door to Sneaky Sam’s Detective Agency and waited for his return.

Of course, waiting would have done her no good. This was the day for his vet appointment. I imagined at this moment a woman’s warm fingers were expressing his glands.

“How can I help you today, Tabby?”

The look she gave me could have melted a frozen turkey.

“I’m not at all familiar with you, Sir.”

“Excuse me, Miss Davenport.”

“Misses Tabitha Davenport.”

She whipped a photo out of her purse—your usual wedding photo of a couple about to cut into their wedding fish cakes. The groom was white—all white with pink eyes.

“Albino, snow leopard, white snake,” I thought to myself.

He wore a black bowtie. His red cummerbund resembled a bloody slash across his chest. A diamond tiara sat crooked on Tabitha’s head. Her face was veiled in white chiffon. He grinned like a Cheshire as she smiled standing next to him.

“Friend of yours?” I joked.

She sighed, rolled her eyes toward the ceiling, blinked, and looked off into the distance. I felt like a fool.

“Of course, he’s your husband.”

“Will be ex-husband if you do your job right.”

Tabitha gave me a photo of another feline. The broad in this picture was all gray except for the black stripes above her eyes, which gave her a devilish persona. An emerald green choker decorated with gaudy rhinestones ringed her neck.

She posed in the picture window of a little box-shaped apartment surrounded by other boxy dens. The management of these caves thought they were clever in painting the units hues of orange, yellow, lime, and strawberry. Each unit had a black door. At dusk, this ghetto resembled a mess of flies trapped in sherbet.

I knew the compound well. Lots of single felines call it home. I’ve done some tomcatting at the Cubbyhole Arms myself on more than one occasion.

“Her name is Dorothy Green,” Tabitha hissed. “She lives in those common apartments on Tuna Boulevard. I want my husband and her photographed together.”

“Easy as pie. I’ll photo-shop this wedding picture—replace your mug with hers.”

Tabitha broke down sobbing.

“You’re a cruel fool, Mr. Catnip Gray. I should not have come here.”

She made for the door. I caught up with her just as her nose was about to push it open.

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry,” I said over and over.

It had started to rain. She changed her mind about leaving, turned, and sat down.

“That’s exactly what she wants to do to me—cut me out of my marriage. I think she’s trying to have me killed.” She dabbed her eyes with a silk hanky.

“You should go to the cops.”

“You can’t take suspicions to the police. I already tried anyway. All they did was pat my head and offer me a can of cheap tuna as if I was some kind of homeless stray. I’ve come to you, Mr. Catnip, because I have no one else to turn to. I need hard evidence of them together—something that will stand up in Divorce Court.”

She didn’t wince when I told her my fee. Ten sardines a day plus expenses—five today as a deposit.

She paid the deposit and promised the rest when I had the photo.

This job is too easy, I said as I peered through the Venetian blinds at her swaying hips shimmying from side to side.

I knew the layout of the Cubbyhole Apartments. How hard can it be to spot an albino cat? I could do this job in a night. But I wanted to milk her for at least a week. I needed fifty sardines. Rent was due on the office. My Slim-Fast habit was taking a bite out of my bank account.

Tabitha Davenport stopped at the edge of a flower patch. Suddenly, her whole body lurched forward. I heard a loud hacking as if she was being choked. She heaved up something greenish, stood looking at the mess for a moment, and walked on.

“I’m glad she didn’t leave that in here,” I thought to myself as I watched her approach a red Jaguar.

The door opened, and she hopped in. The car eased into traffic quiet and stealthily, as any dignified cat should.

I jumped on the counter and peered into my cupboard. No Slim-Fast.

I looked at the trash can. Slim-Fast bottles spilled from its gaping jaw onto the floor.

I needed a fix bad. The fools who run this joint I call home wouldn’t be arriving from their jobs for another five hours.
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