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Kat (Katherine) and her adopted dog (Kit), 

short for Scaredy Cat - are just trying to 

mind their own business in their strange 

new town. Her Yoga Mom and new ridiculous 

stepfather move them here and she hates 

it. For fun, Kit and Kat take nose or scent 

classes for something to do. Surprisingly 

Kit, who’s shy and afraid of everything, 

has an exceptional talent.

A super-powerful smeller!

Book 2 of this funny and exciting pet 

series, once again finds Kit and Kat dig-

ging up trouble by detecting a lost object, 

and rescuing a lost dog from disaster. 

However, what she and Kit want to solve 

is who committed that horrible murder in 

their creepy and mysterious house. Kat 

and dog on it!
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Chapter 1

I want a dang hot dog!” Mark bellowed from the kitchen. 
Obviously, that earthshaking voice woke me right up. 
Let me remind you, nothing Mark ever does is dainty. I 

wonder how my health food-fanatic, yoga-hippie Mom will 
respond to this outburst.

Silence. That’s how.

Really?

“With French fries and extra salt.” Mark continued at an 
earsplitting level. “Not those ridiculous kelp granules!”

Uh oh. He dissed kelp granules. That’s Mom’s favorite sea-
soning. She won’t let that pass.

“That’s it.” Her voice was raised. Uh-oh, I thought. “Now 
you’re making me as mad as a mule chewing on bumble-
bees!”

That’s one of my favorite southern Grandma’s phrases.

Mom slammed a drawer for dramatic effect. “Under threat of 
death, I will never have mystery animal meat in my household!”

Then, I swear, the house shook with a loud hee-hawing. No, 
a donkey did not just trot into the kitchen. That was Mark 
laughing. Then Mom started giggling too.

“
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I put the pillow over my head while Kit crawled deeper under 
my covers. Among hundreds of other things, Kit is scared 
by loud voices. He’s still afraid of everything, actually. At 
the shelter, they called him Scaredy Kat or Kitty. When we 
adopted him, I kindly changed his name to Kit.

I don’t like to hear arguing either, but I guess it’s normal. 
I’ve come to think that disagreeing is a part of life. Looking 
back, I don’t remember Mom ever arguing with Dad. But 
I suppose that’s because he died when I was too young to 
remember much of anything. Sometimes though, when I’m 
lonely, I imagine that Dad is still here, and we still live in 
that nice little house in our old normal neighborhood. And 
I’m playing with Jack and Evie. Thank you, Mark, for mar-
rying Mom and dragging us away to this unfriendly, weird 
town and creepy house with secrets. Matt next door said 
some kind of bad thing happened here, but he wasn’t sure 
what. I asked Ella, my only almost-friend at school, about it 
but she said she didn’t know much more than that.

Oh well, I’ll find out soon.

As I try to close my eyes to get back to sleep, I hear clomp-
clomp-clomp sounds coming up the stairs. Great, here comes 
Mark. And now there’s a bang-bang-bang pounding on my 
bedroom door. Is that necessary? It’s like the police beating 
on your front door in the middle of the night to arrest you.

Well, I think that what it would be like. I read detective nov-
els, so I know about police beating on doors.

Without waiting for an invitation, Mark charged right in.

“I just wanted to say hi, honey. Are you enjoying your day off?”

I was. Until now.

I managed a smile. School was cancelled today. We got a 
message last night that a main pipe had burst under the gym 
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and the whole property was flooded.

“Yes, I was asleep until a few minutes ago,” I said softly 
while trying not to stare at the glob of toothpaste on his 
T-shirt.

“I’m sure I’ll have a nice day,” I managed to say.

“Sounds good, Kat,” he said and gave me a thumbs up.

He turned, closed the door, and proceeded to clomp-clomp-clomp 
back down the stairs. That’s Mark. But I must admit, I am 
liking him more than I used to. He’s the reason I have a dog, 
and he’s been very generous to me. But he’s still annoying.

A few moments later I hear lighter footsteps approaching. 
Yep, Mom is coming. This time, not even a knock as the door 
swung open.

“Good morning, Kat. How’s your blister?” She gave me a 
concerned look.

“It still hurts, Mom. But I think I’ll be all right.”

I got this big blister on my foot last weekend when Kit and I 
were searching for Matt’s brother Trevor in the woods. The res-
cue was a success, but we must have walked six million miles.

“Let me take a look,” Mom said as she pulled back the covers 
and sat on the bed.

I lifted my foot. And put it in her face.

“I don’t see it. Where’s the blister?” she asked, turning my 
foot over and over.

“Here,” I responded in a pained voice. I showed her a mark on 
one side.

Mom squinted her eyes to look at it. “Well, I think you’ll live.”

Very funny. To be honest, I’ve never had a really high pain 
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threshold. I wonder what I would do if someone was going 
to torture me for valuable information. I’d probably immedi-
ately sing like a canary.

“Come on, Katherine, it’s time to get out of bed!” Mom 
announced sharply. “Hurry if you want me to make you 
breakfast.”

On purpose, I didn’t move.

“I’m sure Kit is starving,” she added.

She might be right. I looked over at Kit, though he didn’t 
really look malnourished. But I knew I needed to get up and 
take him out, at least. “Thanks, Mom. I’ll get up soon. And 
I’ll make myself breakfast, no problem.”

“Okay, honey. I’ve gotta go. I didn’t plan for you to be home 
today. I have some errands and an important meeting for my 
new business. Unfortunately, I may not be home until after 
lunch.”

I thought, Is that bad news?

“I do hate to leave you. Please be safe. Don’t answer the 
door and don’t walk Kit until I get home.”

I nodded okay.

With that, she smiled, blew me a kiss, and skipped down the 
stairs.

“Ah, peace and quiet,” I mumbled.

But after a few seconds, I forced myself out of bed. I had a 
few things to do this morning. “First,” I said to Kit, “I want 
to finish writing up the chapter of my book describing your 
amazing nose and rescue heroics.” At this point it’s just a 
short story, but maybe someday I’ll have enough material to 
publish a real book.
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“Second, I need to make progress finding out the mystery of 
this house.” So far, I had gotten nowhere.

I opened my nightstand drawer and pulled out the keychain 
I found during Kit and my rescue of Trevor. It’s just so weird 
to me that one key fits my front door. I looked at the initials 
CG. They were written in such swirly lettering, like callig-
raphy. Very unusual, I thought. I didn’t think the keychain 
belonged to the family who used to live here because their 
last name was Davenport. And that would be a capital D. But 
I knew I needed to figure out this mystery.

“Oh, third, and way down on my list,” I told Kit, “I have to 
do my homework.”

“Kat!” Mom shouted from the kitchen, “I left you an organic 
tempeh wrap with kelp noodles for lunch.”

“Thanks, Mom,” I called back. I guess it’s three bowls of 
cereal for me today. I kissed Kit and whispered, “What I’d do 
for a dang hot dog.
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