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Authors’ Note to Readers: Hera B. Magic is the pen
name for the creative group endeavors of the authors of the Here Be
Magic blog. Various members of the blog have participated in
various projects. The blog is located at http://herebemagic.blogspot.com/. Other
published works by Hera B. Magic are A PIXIE’S TALE (paranormal
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​ About the book:

 


Three splendid short stories full of black cats,
Halloween and even a little romance. Another anthology from Hera B.
Magic and the authors of the Here Be Magic blog. 23,000 words.



“Kit’s Cat” by Cindy Spencer Pape. Kit’s life has
gone downhill and then downhill some more, and she can’t even get a
good night’s sleep. When she realizes the stray cat that’s been
caterwauling outside her window is injured, saving it will take her
life on some ups and downs no one could ever have predicted.

 


“The Tenth Life of Vicky Torres” by Shona Husk. Seth
expected the world to end in wars and bombings, not in a plague.
When he obeys his dying father and heads for their secret cabin in
the mountains, he gets lonely so fast that he’s willing to share
his meager food with the stray kitty that appears in the woods. But
is the cat what it appears to be or is it something else
entirely?

 


“The Night Shift” by Angela Campbell. Hailey Crawford
has finally got her life in order, and it’s unfortunate that it
doesn’t have much space left for sisters, nieces, or boyfriends. It
definitely doesn’t have space for vagrants hanging around her
florist shop...until one night when an accident involving the
vagrant changes Hailey’s outlook on everything. In fact, she wakes
after the tragedy to find her outlook has gotten very close to the
ground. Cat close, in fact.
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“Mrrrrroooowwww.”

For the third night in a row, Kit Montgomery was
wakened by the same loud stray cat howling beneath her bedroom
window.

“Go away.” She pulled a spare pillow over her head.
“I don’t even like cats. I’m allergic.”

The second part was true, the first wasn’t, but she
wasn’t in any position to take in a pet. In the last six months her
life had gone straight to hell. If she didn’t find a new job in the
next month or so, she wouldn’t even have a place to live. Her house
was tiny, but even so, the mortgage was more than she could afford
on unemployment, especially after she’d exhausted her savings last
year during her mother’s final illness. And she loved this house.
It broke her heart to think she might have to leave before
Christmas.

Now it was the night before Halloween. Kit was alone
and too broke to even afford candy to pass out. She’d been dumped
by her boyfriend and fired by his new girlfriend who’d happened to
be Kit’s boss. Not that the asshole and the bitch didn’t deserve
each other, but still, it was humiliating to say the least, as well
as financially devastating.

“Meeeeeyoooowwww.” The damn thing was loud, but the
first two times it had been kind of musical, not screechy like most
cats. Tonight it was sharp, almost like it was in pain. What if it
was?

With a sigh, she rolled out of bed and stuck her
feet into her killer bunny slippers. For the last two nights, she’d
tried to find the stray and see if it needed help. Last night she’d
left out a plate of tuna, which had disappeared. Tonight, all she’d
had was a couple leftover meatballs, but still, she’d put them out,
even though she was still the tiniest bit hungry. One thing about
being broke—it might turn out to be a boon to her waistline.

She stepped out the sliding door to her patio.
“Here, kitty, kitty, kitty.”

This was probably the moment in the horror movie
when the audience all screamed, “Stay in the house, you idiot.”
With all the crap that had been happening lately, she was actually
a little afraid of the dark. She could have sworn something or
someone was watching her.

The answering mew was softer than before. Still,
something about it made the hairs on her neck stand up. She didn’t
know a lot about cats, had never had one, but this sounded like an
animal in pain. Kit reached inside to turn on the patio light,
hoping it wouldn’t frighten the cat away. Then she tiptoed—well, as
much as she could in slippers with heads and floppy ears—toward the
sound.

No movement rustled the bushes, just another
plaintive cry from the peony bush right beneath her bedroom window.
She parted the stalks that she should have deadheaded months ago
and peered into the shadows, praying something wasn’t going to jump
out and devour her.

“Mrow.” Instead, amber-colored eyes blinked at her
and Kit made out the shape of an unnervingly large feline head.

“Maybe I should grab some gloves.” She gulped as her
eyes adjusted to the darkness and the shadows resolved into that of
a dark-colored cat, roughly the size of the neighbor’s Springer
spaniel. “What the hell kind of kitty are you?”

“Mew.” The cat tried to struggle to its feet, but
with another whimper, fell back on the ground.

She just couldn’t leave it there. “You don’t have
rabies, do you?”

Only crazy people talked to cats, but what the hell?
With the way her life was going, crazy cat lady would be an
upgrade. Of course it couldn’t understand her, but she could have
sworn it did, maintaining eye contact and shaking its head.

“Screw it. I still have health insurance for three
more days.” She tentatively reached out a hand and stroked the
silky black head.

The cat purred loudly.

“Can I pick you up and take you inside?” Yep, she
was crazy, all right.

It purred and, she’d swear, nodded.

“Okay. Please don’t bite me.” Weren’t rabies shots
supposed to be extremely painful?

The cat rubbed its head against her hand, as if in
reassurance. One ear was suspiciously wet. Blood? That clinched it.
Kit leaned forward and lifted the animal in her arms.

That proved easier said than done. “You weigh a ton,
you know, Midnight.” The name seemed appropriate. She struggled to
her feet. “What the hell have you been eating?” Still she managed
to stand with it lying perfectly still in her arms, except for the
twitching of a long bushy tail which brushed against her hip.

Once inside, she took a good look and didn’t like
what she saw. The poor beast had blood just about everywhere. “I
need to take you to a vet, buddy.” Not that she had any money to do
so.

“Rrow.” Another decisive headshake.

She was crazy, all right. Midnight couldn’t possibly
understand what she was saying, but she could swear he did.

“Well then, let’s get you cleaned up. I suppose a
bath is out of the question.”

A delicate shudder accompanied the headshake this
time.

“All right.” That’s it, this was either a dream, or
all the stress had driven her around the bend. “Will you lie still
while I get some supplies?”

A crisp, regal nod answered her.

“Fine. Just don’t jump off the counter and hurt
yourself more.” She managed to clean off most of the blood, and, as
it turned out, a fair bit of mud, revealing dark brown fur instead
of the black she’d expected. Fortunately, all she discovered were
scratches and a few bite marks along with a ragged tear on the
right ear that had already scabbed over. Midnight—a he, as she
quickly determined, and not neutered—held perfectly still, staring
up at her with those big, uncannily intelligent gold eyes. The only
time he let out a yelp was when she lifted his left rear leg.

“Sorry.” Here was the real injury, worse than his
ear—a long, deep gash on the inside of his thigh, still bleeding
sluggishly. “This should be stitched, Midnight.”

Midnight shook his head and waved a front paw at the
roll of gauze sitting ready on the counter.

Kit sighed. “All right, if you’re sure. If you’re
infected tomorrow I’m taking you to the vet, like it or not.”

He huffed out a delicate snort and then squeezed his
eyes shut as she spread antibiotic cream on the tear and wrapped it
in a thick layer of gauze and medical tape. After that, she
bandaged his ear and a few of the smaller cuts before offering him
a small bowl of clean water.

Panting heavily and obviously near the end of his
strength, Midnight lapped up the entire bowl and half of a second
before dropping his head back to the tile countertop.

“Wait there for just one more minute.” Kit ran into
the living room and folded an old quilt over the biggest chair.
Then with another herculean effort, she carried the now-sleeping
cat and laid him on the chair, draped with one corner of the quilt
for warmth. Finally, she put away the supplies and washed up. Then,
since her nose had already stuffed up, she took an allergy tablet
and went back to bed.

This time, miraculously, she slept through until
daylight. Maybe Midnight was a good-luck charm. Heaven knew she
could use one.

She didn’t even bother with her robe or slippers
before running out into her living room to check on Midnight.
Hopefully he hadn’t run away—or worse.

There was no cat on the chair—but it wasn’t empty. A
big, naked man with dark brown hair lay sprawled half-in-and half
out of it.

Kit couldn’t help it. She screamed.
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“Ow!” Tom Sylvester clapped his hands over his ears.
Any morning that began with screaming couldn’t be a good one.
Besides, he hurt in half a dozen other places this morning, and he
was cold.

Why was a woman screaming in his bedroom anyway? He
wrested himself fully awake and pried open his gunked-shut eyelids.
Must have been a hell of a fight last night. His vision cleared,
revealing an unfamiliar room and the source of the shrieking, which
now had words.

“Who are you? How did you get in my living room?” A
short strawberry blonde in a Detroit Red Wings jersey and black
leggings loomed over him. She picked up a nearby stone gargoyle
statue and held it over her head.

Tom lifted one hand, palm out. “Please. I’m not
going to hurt you.”

Slowly, as if through
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