
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Cat Who Saw Too Much

A Cozy Mystery with Secrets in the Shadows

Book One

By Rama
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Prologue: The Thing on the Stairs

The cat saw it first.

Not the body—that would come later. No, he saw the thing that lingered beside the body, hovering like breath on a cold morning.

Three AM. The kind of hour when fog rolled off the river and wrapped itself around the bones of Hidden Falls like a shroud. The cat sat motionless on the back fence, his gray-striped fur damp with mist, his amber eyes fixed on the darkened bakery across the street.

Something was wrong.

He'd known it since dusk, when the usual smells of the town had curdled into something else. Fear, maybe. Or the particular metallic tang that preceded death. He'd smelled it before—twice, in fact—and both times, he'd been too late to do anything but watch.

Not tonight.

The cat leaped from the fence, landing without sound on the cobblestone alley. He moved through shadows like they were his birthright, which they were. Eight years of surviving this town had taught him everything: where the loose boards creaked, which drainpipes could be climbed, whose windows stayed cracked open in summer.

But tonight, he wasn't looking for shelter or a warm lap.

Tonight, he was hunting.

The bakery's back door stood slightly ajar. Not unusual—old Henry often forgot to lock up—but the cat sensed something different in the air that seeped through the gap. Not bread or cinnamon or the yeast that usually perfumed the place.

Blood. Faint, but there.

And something else. Something that made the fur on his spine rise straight up.

He slipped inside.

The kitchen was dark, the enormous ovens cold and silent. Moonlight filtered through the high windows, casting everything in shades of silver and shadow. The cat moved past the massive mixing bowls, the rows of cooling racks, the sack of flour that had tipped over sometime in the night, spilling white across the floor like snow.

That's when he saw the footprints.

Not fresh. Not human, exactly. More like impressions that glowed faintly, as if someone had walked through starlight and left traces behind. The cat blinked, and the impressions faded. He blinked again, and they returned.

He was the only one who could see them.

He'd always known this about himself. Other cats saw mice and birds and the occasional curious shadow. But the cat—who had never been given a name, not one that mattered—saw through things. Through walls sometimes, or through the masks people wore. Through time itself, on certain nights when the fog lay heavy and the veil between then and now grew thin.

He followed the footprints through the kitchen, past the walk-in cooler, to the swinging door that led to the front of the bakery. He pushed through with his head, and the smell hit him instantly.

Copper. And something floral, like the perfume his second-favorite human used to wear. The one who'd left town three years ago without saying goodbye.

The body lay crumpled behind the main counter, half-hidden by the cash register and a display of day-old scones. An older man, white hair spread around his head like a halo, arms thrown out as if he'd been reaching for something. His eyes were open.
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