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Nat and Willow find out how the other half lives when a shop owner of the exclusive and
luxurious Cat Hotel winds up shot in the back. It’s a place where pampered cats sleep on velvet
cushions and enjoy perfumed sponge baths and massages. The police are baffled when all the
clues lead nowhere. It will take everything the police cats have to hunt down the truth behind his
murder. Will the ordeal drive Willow out of the police force, or will she awaken to a new destiny
and purpose in her life?This is the third book in the popular Cats on the Prowl Cat detective
series
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coincidental.1Sergeant Carl Ridout closed his notebook and scratched the back of his head. “Do
you really expect me to believe people pay this kind of money just to take care of their
cats?”Detective Naya chuckled and looked around the Cat Hotel. “You’d be surprised.”“I am
surprised,” Carl replied. “Just look at this place. The pink velvet cushions, the leopard print sofas,
food served on silver platters. And the price list. Who in their right mind would spend $500 a day
to have someone pet their cat?”Naya counted on her fingers. “Don’t forget the scented candles,
the crystal chandeliers, the dedicated play gym, and the lavender-scented paddling pool. I
thought it was a treat for Nat and Willow to eat a can of sardines once a week, but this is over the
top.”At the mention of his name, Nat poked his whiskers out from his hiding spot behind a potted
palm tree. “You’re telling me. Does food taste any better on a silver platter?” Nat whispered to
Willow.Willow peered out from the shadows.“Be careful, Nat,” Willow murmured as she crouched
down on her paws. “Stay hidden. You don’t want them to see you.”Carl knelt down by the chalk
outline on the floor near the front counter. “Let’s see here. We have Bill Everson, the owner of this
pet hotel—or whatever you call it. He was thirty-nine years old, and he was shot in the back three
times sometime last Monday. Mandy Cornish the cleaning lady found him early Tuesday morning
when she came in to mop the floors. He had no significant relationships, no wife, no girlfriend,
and no known enemies.”“And no witnesses, either,” Naya interjected.Naya wasn’t interested in
the outline. She stood behind the counter and examined the computer. “Here’s the guest list.
There are only twenty names on it. This is the most exclusive establishment in the city.”“He
wouldn’t need many customers charging that kind of money,” Carl remarked.“According to his
records,” Naya replied, “he made most of his money charging for day care service. Take a look at
his schedule for this month. The same cats kept coming back almost every day of the week. He
was making upwards of five thousand dollars a day just pampering people’s cats while they were
at work.”“That is some kind of racket,” Carl exclaimed. “Where do I sign up?”Naya laughed. “Now
that Bill is out of the business, there’ll be an opening in the market. You could cash in your chips



with the Police Department and take over the Cat Hotel. I'm sure his clients would be thrilled to
bring their posh cats to a man with vast high school football experience. Maybe you could run
some football drills and get their cats into shape?”“You think it’s funny, but I could create mini-
training sleds and have those cats running laps.” Carl laughed and made a face. “But I couldn’t
spend my whole day with cats. That would drive me nuts.”“I could,” Naya replied. “It sounds like
my dream job.”Carl jabbed the air with his finger. “Don’t you dare even think about it. You’re a
homicide detective, and we have a case to solve here. Stick to business. What else can you see
over there?”Naya strolled around the reception area. “None of the shots hit any of the cats, thank
goodness, and there was no one else in the shop when Bill was killed.” She pointed at the
outline. “The three bullets went into his back, but none of them made an exit wound. The gun
must have been low caliber. I would say .22, or maybe .30 at the highest.”Carl grinned and shook
his head. “Keep going.”“So that’s three shots to the victim,” Naya went on, “but we have two other
bullet holes on the scene. One went through that window over there and stuck into the concrete
wall outside. The other one went into the sheetrock behind the counter. Nothing else on the
scene has been disturbed. Nothing has been stolen, so it couldn’t have been a robbery. It looks
like whomever shot Bill came here to do exactly that. It was premeditated murder, plain and
simple.”Nat arched his back and stretched out his legs. “That’s my girl. She can crack any
case.”Willow licked her paw and sniffed. “She hasn’t solved a case without our help for
months.”Naya went to a corner of the room and peered up at the ceiling. “Too bad the security
cameras are all fake. I wonder if the customers know that.”Carl checked his notes. “There were
three cats in residence at the time of the murder.”“According to the schedule,” Naya pointed out,
“they’re all here now. They’re due to be picked up today.”Nat cocked his head. “We’ll have to find
out which cats they are. I’m sure they can tell us something about the murder.”Willow turned her
gaze to him. “Don’t tell me you never spent any time at this Cat Hotel, Nat. I thought you knew
everything about Nelson.”Nat turned up his nose in disgust. “This sort of place is for house cats
and luxury pets that have massages and sleep on satin sheets. This is no place for a police
cat.”Willow peeked out at the two detectives. “And yet, here we are, investigating a murder. What
better place for us to blend into the wallpaper? Not even Naya would notice us here.”“Don’t push
your luck, girl,” Nat growled. “Now come on. Let’s go find those cats and see what they can tell
us.”“Not so fast,” Willow told him. “Take a look at this.”An interior door swung open, and a young
woman approached the reception desk. The amber light illuminating from the sconces caught
the bright pink highlights in her hair and she threw out her hips when she walked. She stopped
next to the front counter and struck a sassy pose. She glared at the detectives who had turned
toward her as she entered. “No need to bring out the handcuffs, I’ll answer any questions you
want.”Naya approached her. “You must be Scarlett Pepperell. I’m Detective Naya Wesley, and
this is my partner, Sergeant Carl Ridout. We do have a couple of questions about the
murder.”“Go right ahead,” Scarlett replied. “I thought you might suspect me. I know Bill didn’t
have anyone else in his life. I don’t know if he ever had a girlfriend. The man was a workaholic. I
probably spent more time with him than any other person.”“Your resume says you’re a cat



specialist,” Naya began. “What were your duties here at the Cat Hotel?”“I run the place,” Scarlett
told her. “I’m the one with a degree in cat health and nutrition. I’m the one certified in pet
massage therapy. I’m the one who does all the work around here. Bill never did anything but
swoop around coddling the cat’s owners. He coddled them better than he coddled the cats.”Carl
and Naya exchanged a grin. Carl passed the back of his hand over his mouth and mumbled into
his wrist. “I’ll bet he did. For that kind of money, I would coddle anybody.”Naya turned back to
Scarlett. “So I guess it’s you who cleans out all the litter boxes, too.”Scarlett frowned at her.
“What’s that supposed to mean? Don’t you realize how important hygiene is to cats? They
require a very high standard of cleanliness. I’m the only person around here who understands
that.”“You say you worked with him every day,” Naya went on, “but you weren’t here when Bill was
shot. Where were you?”“It was my day off,” Scarlett replied. “I take Monday and Tuesday off
every week. That's why Mandy found him and not me.”“What were you doing on your day off?”
Naya asked. “Can anyone confirm where you were?”“I was volunteering in a cat shelter across
town,” Scarlett replied. “I work there on my days off, just to give something back, you know. It’s
not all about the money for me, unlike people like Bill. He sees cats as a meal ticket. I’m here to
make the world a better place.”“We’ll have to confirm your alibi with the other workers at the cat
shelter.” Naya nodded. “Thanks for your time. I am curious about something, though,
Scarlett.”“What?” Scarlett asked placing a hand on her hip.“Were you the one who contacted the
cats’ owners to tell them to pick them up?” Naya asked. “Were you the one who told them Bill
was dead?”Scarlett waved her hand. “Of course I told them. I communicate with the owners all
the time about their cats. I couldn’t let a serious trauma like that go unreported. Bill never cared
about their cats—not the way I do. You ask any of the owners. They'll tell you the same thing. It all
comes back to me.”Nat took a step forward. “We have to act fast. We have to talk to those cats
before their owners get here and take them home.”“How are we going to do that without Naya
and Carl seeing us here?” Willow asked.Nat nodded toward the room. “It looks like Naya and
Carl are wrapping up here. They will be on their way back to the station pretty soon. They’ll be
out of our way. Then we can move around without worrying about them.”Scarlett left the
detectives and returned to her office. Carl put his notebook away. He and Naya strolled toward
the door. “I want to stop by that new barbeque place on the way back to the station. I’m on the
caveman diet now. So, just protein for me, and I’m in the mood for some barbeque ribs for
lunch.”Naya’s eyes widened. “Caveman diet? What about the barbeque sauce? I highly doubt a
caveman ever spread barbeque sauce on his dinner.”Carl glared at her. “That’s too bad, because
it’s delicious.”Naya sighed. “Have you ever done an Internet search on nutrition? Have you done
any research at all on what you should be eating to lose weight?”Carl shook his head and turned
away. “I won’t eat all that weird stuff you bring for lunch. If that’s what it takes, I’d rather stay the
way I am.”Naya patted him on the shoulder. “Okay. You stay the way you are. Forget I said
anything.”2Atall man in a pinstriped suit and tortoiseshell glasses burst into the Cat Hotel
reception area and bumped into the detectives as they were walking out.“Where is she?
Where’s my precious?” the tall man called out running to the counter.Naya jabbed Carl in the



ribs. “I guess your caveman barbeque will have to wait.” Carl frowned and pulled out his
notebook.Scarlett came out of the office. “Thomas Farley, these are the detectives from the
police station. They’re investigating Bill’s death. Thomas is Pepper's owner. He’s a regular client
here at the Cat Hotel.”Carl shook hands with Thomas. “We need to interview all the owners.
Would you mind coming down to the station later to answer a few questions?”Thomas waved his
hand. “But of course. I always cooperate with the men in blue,” Thomas remarked before
blushing when he noticed Naya. “Women in blue, as well. I just need to take my princess home,
we can rendezvous this afternoon.”Scarlett brought out a black and white patterned female cat
from the exercise gym and handed him over to Thomas. Thomas nuzzled his face into the back
of her head. “Did you miss me? Who’s my best girl? Did you play with your friends?”Naya and
Carl watched him with huge grins on their faces. “You really love your cat, don’t you?”Thomas
frowned. “Doesn’t everybody? I never met a person who didn't love cats—not anyone I would
want to know. Come on, my beautiful queen. I have a nice package of chicken livers waiting for
you at home.”Carl waited until Thomas left before he laughed. “I never met a suspect so
enthusiastic to answer questions.”“Maybe he doesn’t realize he’s a suspect,” Naya
countered.The door opened again, and a wrinkled matron with sunshine yellow fingernail polish
entered. She ignored the detectives and the chalk outline of the dead body in the corner. She
screeched at the top of her lungs. “Scarlett! Scarlett!”Scarlett came out. “It’s all right, Phyllis. You
don’t have anything to worry about. I can assure you Garfunkel is completely unharmed.”“Give
me my baby,” Phyllis shrieked.Scarlett fetched a rotund orange cat with tiny ears and a sour face
from the exercise gym. She laid him in Phyllis’s arms. “Here you go.”“I have been worried sick.
Thank goodness you’re all right.” She hugged the cat under her chin.“This is Phyllis Dickerson,”
Scarlett explained to the detectives. “And this is Garfunkel. He’s a Scotch Fold.”Naya and Carl
exchanged glances. Phyllis paid them no attention at all and started for the door. Naya blocked
her path. “Excuse me, Miss Dickerson. We’re investigating Bill’s death, and we would appreciate
your help. Could you come down to the station to answer some questions for us?”Phyllis made a
sour face and hugged Garfunkel closer. “I’m much too busy, detectives, to come down to the
station. A client of mine is signing a contract this afternoon and I will be meeting with my lawyer
all day tomorrow. Next week is full, too. If you have any questions for me, you can send me a
text.” She bustled toward the door.Cats on the Prowl 3A Cat Detective Cozy Mystery
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either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual
persons living or dead, business establishments, events or locales is entirely
coincidental.1Sergeant Carl Ridout closed his notebook and scratched the back of his head. “Do
you really expect me to believe people pay this kind of money just to take care of their
cats?”Detective Naya chuckled and looked around the Cat Hotel. “You’d be surprised.”“I am
surprised,” Carl replied. “Just look at this place. The pink velvet cushions, the leopard print sofas,
food served on silver platters. And the price list. Who in their right mind would spend $500 a day
to have someone pet their cat?”Naya counted on her fingers. “Don’t forget the scented candles,
the crystal chandeliers, the dedicated play gym, and the lavender-scented paddling pool. I
thought it was a treat for Nat and Willow to eat a can of sardines once a week, but this is over the
top.”At the mention of his name, Nat poked his whiskers out from his hiding spot behind a potted
palm tree. “You’re telling me. Does food taste any better on a silver platter?” Nat whispered to
Willow.Willow peered out from the shadows.“Be careful, Nat,” Willow murmured as she crouched
down on her paws. “Stay hidden. You don’t want them to see you.”Carl knelt down by the chalk
outline on the floor near the front counter. “Let’s see here. We have Bill Everson, the owner of this



pet hotel—or whatever you call it. He was thirty-nine years old, and he was shot in the back three
times sometime last Monday. Mandy Cornish the cleaning lady found him early Tuesday morning
when she came in to mop the floors. He had no significant relationships, no wife, no girlfriend,
and no known enemies.”“And no witnesses, either,” Naya interjected.Naya wasn’t interested in
the outline. She stood behind the counter and examined the computer. “Here’s the guest list.
There are only twenty names on it. This is the most exclusive establishment in the city.”“He
wouldn’t need many customers charging that kind of money,” Carl remarked.“According to his
records,” Naya replied, “he made most of his money charging for day care service. Take a look at
his schedule for this month. The same cats kept coming back almost every day of the week. He
was making upwards of five thousand dollars a day just pampering people’s cats while they were
at work.”“That is some kind of racket,” Carl exclaimed. “Where do I sign up?”Naya laughed. “Now
that Bill is out of the business, there’ll be an opening in the market. You could cash in your chips
with the Police Department and take over the Cat Hotel. I'm sure his clients would be thrilled to
bring their posh cats to a man with vast high school football experience. Maybe you could run
some football drills and get their cats into shape?”“You think it’s funny, but I could create mini-
training sleds and have those cats running laps.” Carl laughed and made a face. “But I couldn’t
spend my whole day with cats. That would drive me nuts.”“I could,” Naya replied. “It sounds like
my dream job.”Carl jabbed the air with his finger. “Don’t you dare even think about it. You’re a
homicide detective, and we have a case to solve here. Stick to business. What else can you see
over there?”Naya strolled around the reception area. “None of the shots hit any of the cats, thank
goodness, and there was no one else in the shop when Bill was killed.” She pointed at the
outline. “The three bullets went into his back, but none of them made an exit wound. The gun
must have been low caliber. I would say .22, or maybe .30 at the highest.”Carl grinned and shook
his head. “Keep going.”“So that’s three shots to the victim,” Naya went on, “but we have two other
bullet holes on the scene. One went through that window over there and stuck into the concrete
wall outside. The other one went into the sheetrock behind the counter. Nothing else on the
scene has been disturbed. Nothing has been stolen, so it couldn’t have been a robbery. It looks
like whomever shot Bill came here to do exactly that. It was premeditated murder, plain and
simple.”Nat arched his back and stretched out his legs. “That’s my girl. She can crack any
case.”Willow licked her paw and sniffed. “She hasn’t solved a case without our help for
months.”Naya went to a corner of the room and peered up at the ceiling. “Too bad the security
cameras are all fake. I wonder if the customers know that.”Carl checked his notes. “There were
three cats in residence at the time of the murder.”“According to the schedule,” Naya pointed out,
“they’re all here now. They’re due to be picked up today.”Nat cocked his head. “We’ll have to find
out which cats they are. I’m sure they can tell us something about the murder.”Willow turned her
gaze to him. “Don’t tell me you never spent any time at this Cat Hotel, Nat. I thought you knew
everything about Nelson.”Nat turned up his nose in disgust. “This sort of place is for house cats
and luxury pets that have massages and sleep on satin sheets. This is no place for a police
cat.”Willow peeked out at the two detectives. “And yet, here we are, investigating a murder. What



better place for us to blend into the wallpaper? Not even Naya would notice us here.”“Don’t push
your luck, girl,” Nat growled. “Now come on. Let’s go find those cats and see what they can tell
us.”“Not so fast,” Willow told him. “Take a look at this.”An interior door swung open, and a young
woman approached the reception desk. The amber light illuminating from the sconces caught
the bright pink highlights in her hair and she threw out her hips when she walked. She stopped
next to the front counter and struck a sassy pose. She glared at the detectives who had turned
toward her as she entered. “No need to bring out the handcuffs, I’ll answer any questions you
want.”Naya approached her. “You must be Scarlett Pepperell. I’m Detective Naya Wesley, and
this is my partner, Sergeant Carl Ridout. We do have a couple of questions about the
murder.”“Go right ahead,” Scarlett replied. “I thought you might suspect me. I know Bill didn’t
have anyone else in his life. I don’t know if he ever had a girlfriend. The man was a workaholic. I
probably spent more time with him than any other person.”“Your resume says you’re a cat
specialist,” Naya began. “What were your duties here at the Cat Hotel?”“I run the place,” Scarlett
told her. “I’m the one with a degree in cat health and nutrition. I’m the one certified in pet
massage therapy. I’m the one who does all the work around here. Bill never did anything but
swoop around coddling the cat’s owners. He coddled them better than he coddled the cats.”Carl
and Naya exchanged a grin. Carl passed the back of his hand over his mouth and mumbled into
his wrist. “I’ll bet he did. For that kind of money, I would coddle anybody.”Naya turned back to
Scarlett. “So I guess it’s you who cleans out all the litter boxes, too.”Scarlett frowned at her.
“What’s that supposed to mean? Don’t you realize how important hygiene is to cats? They
require a very high standard of cleanliness. I’m the only person around here who understands
that.”“You say you worked with him every day,” Naya went on, “but you weren’t here when Bill was
shot. Where were you?”“It was my day off,” Scarlett replied. “I take Monday and Tuesday off
every week. That's why Mandy found him and not me.”“What were you doing on your day off?”
Naya asked. “Can anyone confirm where you were?”“I was volunteering in a cat shelter across
town,” Scarlett replied. “I work there on my days off, just to give something back, you know. It’s
not all about the money for me, unlike people like Bill. He sees cats as a meal ticket. I’m here to
make the world a better place.”“We’ll have to confirm your alibi with the other workers at the cat
shelter.” Naya nodded. “Thanks for your time. I am curious about something, though,
Scarlett.”“What?” Scarlett asked placing a hand on her hip.“Were you the one who contacted the
cats’ owners to tell them to pick them up?” Naya asked. “Were you the one who told them Bill
was dead?”Scarlett waved her hand. “Of course I told them. I communicate with the owners all
the time about their cats. I couldn’t let a serious trauma like that go unreported. Bill never cared
about their cats—not the way I do. You ask any of the owners. They'll tell you the same thing. It all
comes back to me.”Nat took a step forward. “We have to act fast. We have to talk to those cats
before their owners get here and take them home.”“How are we going to do that without Naya
and Carl seeing us here?” Willow asked.Nat nodded toward the room. “It looks like Naya and
Carl are wrapping up here. They will be on their way back to the station pretty soon. They’ll be
out of our way. Then we can move around without worrying about them.”Scarlett left the



detectives and returned to her office. Carl put his notebook away. He and Naya strolled toward
the door. “I want to stop by that new barbeque place on the way back to the station. I’m on the
caveman diet now. So, just protein for me, and I’m in the mood for some barbeque ribs for
lunch.”Naya’s eyes widened. “Caveman diet? What about the barbeque sauce? I highly doubt a
caveman ever spread barbeque sauce on his dinner.”Carl glared at her. “That’s too bad, because
it’s delicious.”Naya sighed. “Have you ever done an Internet search on nutrition? Have you done
any research at all on what you should be eating to lose weight?”Carl shook his head and turned
away. “I won’t eat all that weird stuff you bring for lunch. If that’s what it takes, I’d rather stay the
way I am.”Naya patted him on the shoulder. “Okay. You stay the way you are. Forget I said
anything.”11111Sergeant Carl Ridout closed his notebook and scratched the back of his head.
“Do you really expect me to believe people pay this kind of money just to take care of their
cats?”Detective Naya chuckled and looked around the Cat Hotel. “You’d be surprised.”“I am
surprised,” Carl replied. “Just look at this place. The pink velvet cushions, the leopard print sofas,
food served on silver platters. And the price list. Who in their right mind would spend $500 a day
to have someone pet their cat?”Naya counted on her fingers. “Don’t forget the scented candles,
the crystal chandeliers, the dedicated play gym, and the lavender-scented paddling pool. I
thought it was a treat for Nat and Willow to eat a can of sardines once a week, but this is over the
top.”At the mention of his name, Nat poked his whiskers out from his hiding spot behind a potted
palm tree. “You’re telling me. Does food taste any better on a silver platter?” Nat whispered to
Willow.Willow peered out from the shadows.“Be careful, Nat,” Willow murmured as she crouched
down on her paws. “Stay hidden. You don’t want them to see you.”Carl knelt down by the chalk
outline on the floor near the front counter. “Let’s see here. We have Bill Everson, the owner of this
pet hotel—or whatever you call it. He was thirty-nine years old, and he was shot in the back three
times sometime last Monday. Mandy Cornish the cleaning lady found him early Tuesday morning
when she came in to mop the floors. He had no significant relationships, no wife, no girlfriend,
and no known enemies.”“And no witnesses, either,” Naya interjected.Naya wasn’t interested in
the outline. She stood behind the counter and examined the computer. “Here’s the guest list.
There are only twenty names on it. This is the most exclusive establishment in the city.”“He
wouldn’t need many customers charging that kind of money,” Carl remarked.“According to his
records,” Naya replied, “he made most of his money charging for day care service. Take a look at
his schedule for this month. The same cats kept coming back almost every day of the week. He
was making upwards of five thousand dollars a day just pampering people’s cats while they were
at work.”“That is some kind of racket,” Carl exclaimed. “Where do I sign up?”Naya laughed. “Now
that Bill is out of the business, there’ll be an opening in the market. You could cash in your chips
with the Police Department and take over the Cat Hotel. I'm sure his clients would be thrilled to
bring their posh cats to a man with vast high school football experience. Maybe you could run
some football drills and get their cats into shape?”“You think it’s funny, but I could create mini-
training sleds and have those cats running laps.” Carl laughed and made a face. “But I couldn’t
spend my whole day with cats. That would drive me nuts.”“I could,” Naya replied. “It sounds like



my dream job.”Carl jabbed the air with his finger. “Don’t you dare even think about it. You’re a
homicide detective, and we have a case to solve here. Stick to business. What else can you see
over there?”Naya strolled around the reception area. “None of the shots hit any of the cats, thank
goodness, and there was no one else in the shop when Bill was killed.” She pointed at the
outline. “The three bullets went into his back, but none of them made an exit wound. The gun
must have been low caliber. I would say .22, or maybe .30 at the highest.”Carl grinned and shook
his head. “Keep going.”“So that’s three shots to the victim,” Naya went on, “but we have two other
bullet holes on the scene. One went through that window over there and stuck into the concrete
wall outside. The other one went into the sheetrock behind the counter. Nothing else on the
scene has been disturbed. Nothing has been stolen, so it couldn’t have been a robbery. It looks
like whomever shot Bill came here to do exactly that. It was premeditated murder, plain and
simple.”Nat arched his back and stretched out his legs. “That’s my girl. She can crack any
case.”Willow licked her paw and sniffed. “She hasn’t solved a case without our help for
months.”Naya went to a corner of the room and peered up at the ceiling. “Too bad the security
cameras are all fake. I wonder if the customers know that.”Carl checked his notes. “There were
three cats in residence at the time of the murder.”“According to the schedule,” Naya pointed out,
“they’re all here now. They’re due to be picked up today.”Nat cocked his head. “We’ll have to find
out which cats they are. I’m sure they can tell us something about the murder.”Willow turned her
gaze to him. “Don’t tell me you never spent any time at this Cat Hotel, Nat. I thought you knew
everything about Nelson.”Nat turned up his nose in disgust. “This sort of place is for house cats
and luxury pets that have massages and sleep on satin sheets. This is no place for a police
cat.”Willow peeked out at the two detectives. “And yet, here we are, investigating a murder. What
better place for us to blend into the wallpaper? Not even Naya would notice us here.”“Don’t push
your luck, girl,” Nat growled. “Now come on. Let’s go find those cats and see what they can tell
us.”“Not so fast,” Willow told him. “Take a look at this.”An interior door swung open, and a young
woman approached the reception desk. The amber light illuminating from the sconces caught
the bright pink highlights in her hair and she threw out her hips when she walked. She stopped
next to the front counter and struck a sassy pose. She glared at the detectives who had turned
toward her as she entered. “No need to bring out the handcuffs, I’ll answer any questions you
want.”Naya approached her. “You must be Scarlett Pepperell. I’m Detective Naya Wesley, and
this is my partner, Sergeant Carl Ridout. We do have a couple of questions about the
murder.”“Go right ahead,” Scarlett replied. “I thought you might suspect me. I know Bill didn’t
have anyone else in his life. I don’t know if he ever had a girlfriend. The man was a workaholic. I
probably spent more time with him than any other person.”“Your resume says you’re a cat
specialist,” Naya began. “What were your duties here at the Cat Hotel?”“I run the place,” Scarlett
told her. “I’m the one with a degree in cat health and nutrition. I’m the one certified in pet
massage therapy. I’m the one who does all the work around here. Bill never did anything but
swoop around coddling the cat’s owners. He coddled them better than he coddled the cats.”Carl
and Naya exchanged a grin. Carl passed the back of his hand over his mouth and mumbled into



his wrist. “I’ll bet he did. For that kind of money, I would coddle anybody.”Naya turned back to
Scarlett. “So I guess it’s you who cleans out all the litter boxes, too.”Scarlett frowned at her.
“What’s that supposed to mean? Don’t you realize how important hygiene is to cats? They
require a very high standard of cleanliness. I’m the only person around here who understands
that.”“You say you worked with him every day,” Naya went on, “but you weren’t here when Bill was
shot. Where were you?”“It was my day off,” Scarlett replied. “I take Monday and Tuesday off
every week. That's why Mandy found him and not me.”“What were you doing on your day off?”
Naya asked. “Can anyone confirm where you were?”“I was volunteering in a cat shelter across
town,” Scarlett replied. “I work there on my days off, just to give something back, you know. It’s
not all about the money for me, unlike people like Bill. He sees cats as a meal ticket. I’m here to
make the world a better place.”“We’ll have to confirm your alibi with the other workers at the cat
shelter.” Naya nodded. “Thanks for your time. I am curious about something, though,
Scarlett.”“What?” Scarlett asked placing a hand on her hip.“Were you the one who contacted the
cats’ owners to tell them to pick them up?” Naya asked. “Were you the one who told them Bill
was dead?”Scarlett waved her hand. “Of course I told them. I communicate with the owners all
the time about their cats. I couldn’t let a serious trauma like that go unreported. Bill never cared
about their cats—not the way I do. You ask any of the owners. They'll tell you the same thing. It all
comes back to me.”Nat took a step forward. “We have to act fast. We have to talk to those cats
before their owners get here and take them home.”“How are we going to do that without Naya
and Carl seeing us here?” Willow asked.Nat nodded toward the room. “It looks like Naya and
Carl are wrapping up here. They will be on their way back to the station pretty soon. They’ll be
out of our way. Then we can move around without worrying about them.”Scarlett left the
detectives and returned to her office. Carl put his notebook away. He and Naya strolled toward
the door. “I want to stop by that new barbeque place on the way back to the station. I’m on the
caveman diet now. So, just protein for me, and I’m in the mood for some barbeque ribs for
lunch.”Naya’s eyes widened. “Caveman diet? What about the barbeque sauce? I highly doubt a
caveman ever spread barbeque sauce on his dinner.”Carl glared at her. “That’s too bad, because
it’s delicious.”Naya sighed. “Have you ever done an Internet search on nutrition? Have you done
any research at all on what you should be eating to lose weight?”Carl shook his head and turned
away. “I won’t eat all that weird stuff you bring for lunch. If that’s what it takes, I’d rather stay the
way I am.”Naya patted him on the shoulder. “Okay. You stay the way you are. Forget I said
anything.”2Atall man in a pinstriped suit and tortoiseshell glasses burst into the Cat Hotel
reception area and bumped into the detectives as they were walking out.“Where is she?
Where’s my precious?” the tall man called out running to the counter.Naya jabbed Carl in the
ribs. “I guess your caveman barbeque will have to wait.” Carl frowned and pulled out his
notebook.Scarlett came out of the office. “Thomas Farley, these are the detectives from the
police station. They’re investigating Bill’s death. Thomas is Pepper's owner. He’s a regular client
here at the Cat Hotel.”Carl shook hands with Thomas. “We need to interview all the owners.
Would you mind coming down to the station later to answer a few questions?”Thomas waved his



hand. “But of course. I always cooperate with the men in blue,” Thomas remarked before
blushing when he noticed Naya. “Women in blue, as well. I just need to take my princess home,
we can rendezvous this afternoon.”Scarlett brought out a black and white patterned female cat
from the exercise gym and handed him over to Thomas. Thomas nuzzled his face into the back
of her head. “Did you miss me? Who’s my best girl? Did you play with your friends?”Naya and
Carl watched him with huge grins on their faces. “You really love your cat, don’t you?”Thomas
frowned. “Doesn’t everybody? I never met a person who didn't love cats—not anyone I would
want to know. Come on, my beautiful queen. I have a nice package of chicken livers waiting for
you at home.”Carl waited until Thomas left before he laughed. “I never met a suspect so
enthusiastic to answer questions.”“Maybe he doesn’t realize he’s a suspect,” Naya
countered.The door opened again, and a wrinkled matron with sunshine yellow fingernail polish
entered. She ignored the detectives and the chalk outline of the dead body in the corner. She
screeched at the top of her lungs. “Scarlett! Scarlett!”Scarlett came out. “It’s all right, Phyllis. You
don’t have anything to worry about. I can assure you Garfunkel is completely unharmed.”“Give
me my baby,” Phyllis shrieked.Scarlett fetched a rotund orange cat with tiny ears and a sour face
from the exercise gym. She laid him in Phyllis’s arms. “Here you go.”“I have been worried sick.
Thank goodness you’re all right.” She hugged the cat under her chin.“This is Phyllis Dickerson,”
Scarlett explained to the detectives. “And this is Garfunkel. He’s a Scotch Fold.”Naya and Carl
exchanged glances. Phyllis paid them no attention at all and started for the door. Naya blocked
her path. “Excuse me, Miss Dickerson. We’re investigating Bill’s death, and we would appreciate
your help. Could you come down to the station to answer some questions for us?”Phyllis made a
sour face and hugged Garfunkel closer. “I’m much too busy, detectives, to come down to the
station. A client of mine is signing a contract this afternoon and I will be meeting with my lawyer
all day tomorrow. Next week is full, too. If you have any questions for me, you can send me a
text.” She bustled toward the door.22222Atall man in a pinstriped suit and tortoiseshell glasses
burst into the Cat Hotel reception area and bumped into the detectives as they were walking
out.“Where is she? Where’s my precious?” the tall man called out running to the counter.Naya
jabbed Carl in the ribs. “I guess your caveman barbeque will have to wait.” Carl frowned and
pulled out his notebook.Scarlett came out of the office. “Thomas Farley, these are the detectives
from the police station. They’re investigating Bill’s death. Thomas is Pepper's owner. He’s a
regular client here at the Cat Hotel.”Carl shook hands with Thomas. “We need to interview all the
owners. Would you mind coming down to the station later to answer a few questions?”Thomas
waved his hand. “But of course. I always cooperate with the men in blue,” Thomas remarked
before blushing when he noticed Naya. “Women in blue, as well. I just need to take my princess
home, we can rendezvous this afternoon.”Scarlett brought out a black and white patterned
female cat from the exercise gym and handed him over to Thomas. Thomas nuzzled his face
into the back of her head. “Did you miss me? Who’s my best girl? Did you play with your
friends?”Naya and Carl watched him with huge grins on their faces. “You really love your cat,
don’t you?”Thomas frowned. “Doesn’t everybody? I never met a person who didn't love cats—



not anyone I would want to know. Come on, my beautiful queen. I have a nice package of
chicken livers waiting for you at home.”Carl waited until Thomas left before he laughed. “I never
met a suspect so enthusiastic to answer questions.”“Maybe he doesn’t realize he’s a suspect,”
Naya countered.The door opened again, and a wrinkled matron with sunshine yellow fingernail
polish entered. She ignored the detectives and the chalk outline of the dead body in the corner.
She screeched at the top of her lungs. “Scarlett! Scarlett!”Scarlett came out. “It’s all right, Phyllis.
You don’t have anything to worry about. I can assure you Garfunkel is completely
unharmed.”“Give me my baby,” Phyllis shrieked.Scarlett fetched a rotund orange cat with tiny
ears and a sour face from the exercise gym. She laid him in Phyllis’s arms. “Here you go.”“I have
been worried sick. Thank goodness you’re all right.” She hugged the cat under her chin.“This is
Phyllis Dickerson,” Scarlett explained to the detectives. “And this is Garfunkel. He’s a Scotch
Fold.”Naya and Carl exchanged glances. Phyllis paid them no attention at all and started for the
door. Naya blocked her path. “Excuse me, Miss Dickerson. We’re investigating Bill’s death, and
we would appreciate your help. Could you come down to the station to answer some questions
for us?”Phyllis made a sour face and hugged Garfunkel closer. “I’m much too busy, detectives, to
come down to the station. A client of mine is signing a contract this afternoon and I will be
meeting with my lawyer all day tomorrow. Next week is full, too. If you have any questions for me,
you can send me a text.” She bustled toward the door.
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