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      About The Masque of the Red Cat

      There’s no mystery a sharp mind like Mr. Poe’s can’t solve. He’s saved the soul of a dead warlock and taken down a murderous, knitting vampire. When he begins having visions of devastation around Haven, he’s prepared for the fight.

      Unfortunately, Mr. Poe’s family still thinks he’s an ordinary black house cat, and they’ve become intent on ensuring he’s an indoor cat. Thanks to a magical collar, he can no longer leave the house.

      When his visions of disaster strike, Mr. Poe must use his brilliant mind to solve the mystery—without ever leaving his favorite sunbeam.
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        Those who dream by day are cognizant of many things which escape those who dream only by night.

        Edgar Allan Poe
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            Dear Reader…

          

        

      

    

    
      Welcome back to Haven, the retirement home for immortals. It’s a beautiful small town populated by vampires, faeries, demigods, and titans, all of whom share an uneasy detente. The violence they can’t use against one another is fully invested in gossip and trying to get a better deal on turnips at the farmer’s market.

      In the heart of it all naps Mr. Poe, a magical cat who can shapeshift into a human boy, read minds, and solve mysteries with the best of them.

      If this is your first dip into my universe, welcome! If this peek into The Descentverse is interesting and not too frustratingly confusing, you may be interested in trying one of my many free books.

      If you’re a Descentverse regular, welcome back! I hope you brought your yarn bowl.

      Happy reading.

      ~ Sara, May 2020

      http://smreine.com/
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            Mr. Poe’s New Powers

          

        

      

    

    
      There are numerous advantages to being a magically endowed feline, the primary of which, of course, is the fact that I’m a feline. To speak in generalizations, cats are graceful, clever, and beautiful. To speak specifically to myself, I am all those things and more.

      Becoming a psychic did little to improve upon me. How can the best become better? My magical qualities are simply another attribute of my existence. I have some white hairs between the pads of my back paws, though I’m otherwise totally black. I am capable of crying in an exact pitch that ensures my food bowl will be filled within the hour. I am a psychic who reads minds, ferreting out lies from the most dastardly villains. I also sleep twenty hours a day. And so on.

      I became psychic shortly after swallowing the Ring of Bau, the same artifact which allows me to shapeshift into a human. Until the week before the masquerade, I did not know that my psychic powers also included visions of the future.

      The first of them struck after my mummies ate lunch on Sunday. I was sitting in the living room, adjacent to the dining room where they chatted, then suddenly found myself sitting nowhere at all. It was as though I had been instantly dropped into a waking dream.

      I floated amidst a world blooming with growth. The cottage I lived in became an overgrown, chilly rain forest. The walls rotted away to reveal trees. Everything smelled like apples.

      There were people moving among those trees.

      It came to my attention that my vision wasn’t reality when I heard Suzy laughing at me.

      “He’s yowling at the corner, Izzy. Look at him.”

      With some concentration, I pierced the veil to see what I was doing in reality.

      I was crouched in the corner of the living room, staring up at the roof, where there was nothing of any consequence. I had been vocalizing unconsciously.

      “My mom used to call that ‘hunting for ghosts,’” Izzy said fondly.

      Suzy and Izzy are my mummies: two non-feline women, varying shades of immortal, who took me from my birthplace under their porch and into their bosom as son. Suzy is an angel. Izzy is a zombie, and a very beautiful one at that. Neither will ever die. Their endless existence, therefore, is consumed by the need to please me.

      Upon realizing that I had been, almost literally, seeing ghosts, my instincts alarmed and seized my body. I tore across the floor, between the ankles of my mummies, underneath the couch, and through the cracked bedroom door.

      The world still looked normal to me, crammed underneath the family bed with Izzy’s favorite boots. There were a considerable number of dust bunnies, but no jungle of moss and rocks.

      Not for the first time, I considered that the gifts from the Ring of Bau might not make life better at all, but much, much worse.
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      Normally I wouldn’t tell you this part of the story, but I must address the rumors of my poor judgment, which are categorically untrue. There is never a time that I am not fully cognizant of my limitations. Of my surroundings. I am the grandson of jungle panthers bestowed with the most genius mind humanity’s magic could produce, and I am excellent in all ways.

      I knew that I would not be able to get out from underneath the family bed when I hid there. Before shooting into the safety of shadows, I calculated my recent growth spurt and understood that I would not be able to make a return journey.

      This was my plan all along.

      Of course I hoped that I’d be able to get out. That was why I kept jamming and twisting my head at the foot, and when that failed, pawed the floor repeatedly beyond the edge of the blanket. Hence, when Suzy and Izzy came looking for me some hours later, removing a drawer to free me, I didn’t get out immediately. Because I meant to be there all along.

      “Oh come on, you fat lard,” Suzy said.

      “He is not a lard,” Izzy said. “How dare you!”

      I washed my face vigorously in the rear corner, against the wall, until I was good and satisfied. At that point I stood, stretched, yawned, and ambled my way into Izzy’s arms. I did not allow Suzy to hold me. Of course she didn’t really mean that I was a fat lard, but I am a man of dignity.

      “You’re a big boy now,” Suzy said, stroking a hand along my flank. I was pudding against Izzy’s chest. “You can’t hide under there like when you were a baby. You’ve been eating way too much wet food.”

      I could have projected my voice into their minds psychically to inform them of how wrong they were. But even though I am a man of dignity, I am also a man of secrets. My mummies will never know that I can take human form. They will never know of my mind-reading powers. I am perfect in their eyes, as evidenced by the fact both couldn’t stop petting me for an hour.

      But again, to be clear: If you hear anyone claiming that I get into ridiculous accidents because I’m skittish, know this is untrue.

      I never do anything I don’t intend to do.
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