
  
  
      
        
          Scitches and Witches

          
		      
          Linda Maye Adams

        

        
          
          Bad Gnome Press

        

      

    


  
  Copyright © 2026 by Linda Maye Adams 
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.
Cover art by Irina Kashaeva. Licensed through Depositphotos .
Cover design by Linda Maye Adams. 
This is a work of fiction. All witches, familiars, magical scritches, and everyday enchantments are inventions of the author. Any similarity to real people, living or dead, is coincidental.







  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Scritches and Witches
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Companion Tales from This Magical World
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Chapter one
Scritches and Witches


We’ze escape artists. 
‘Course Mine thinks we’ze s’ploring. She always says in her whispery voice, “The dogs are following each other. How can they actually get anywhere? And I locked the gate!”
That’s ‘cause of the cat, Sky Eyes. His fur looks like he rolled in the dirt and his teeth are evil. Mostly, we’re not friends, ‘cause, well, cat.
But when we smell magic, we all protect Mine.
The thought makes my tail droop. Mine’s smiles stopped brightening her face. Not even a tail wiggle or a nose bump helps.
All the familiars knew what happened. A night-color cat passed the story to Sky Eyes. One of witches, an ugly man—we called him Sour Roses, after his magic—arrived at the Council with hunger and challenge. He wanted to be top dog.
Mine had been ready. The cat said her fire-jasmine flared, and she sent him running with his tail between his legs. If he had one, anyways.
But not before he glared at Mine. And his cloud of hunger turned darker, thicker, if that was possible. He stalked out, slamming the door.
He’d be back.
So Sky Eyes patrols, ranging through all the yards. No one notices a cat. Bark Face and I guard Home.
The morning is already bright from sunup when Mine lets us out into the yellow grass behind Home. She stands in the doorway a moment, her fire-jasmine wavering.
I pick up Squeaky Ball, giving her a hopeful wag of my feathery tail. Bark Face jostles me, trying to grab the ball.
“Not now, my sweet lady,” she says, voice breaking. “Go on now. Have fun.”
The whine rises in my throat as she retreats inside, pressing the door closed. Mine always throws Squeaky Ball so we can chase it.
Bark Face twists back, brown eyes wrinkling. “We have to do something, Happy Tail.”
What could we do? Bark Face climbs in Mine’s lap and I get on the bed with her. We both use our magic, sending warmth into her. But there’s a cold place, deep within Mine that refuses to heal.
Claws scratch at the wood fence blocking off the yard as Sky Eyes runs along the top. Bark Face jumps up, barking. ‘Cause, well, cat. We’ze required to bark at cats.
Sky Eyes sits, his long tail swishing like a rope. I drop Squeaky Ball and eye the tail.
“Don’t you even think about it,” Sky Eyes says, his voice raspy. “And you—don’t you have anything better to do than bark?”
I huff out a sigh. “You’re talking to Bark Face. What do you expect?”
Bark Face’s folded ears rise. “Hey! Someone has to let Mine know when intruders come.”
“Like when the lady brings our peanut butter box?” I say.
“So Mine can bring it in before the other dogs steal it.”
“What about when the leaves fall off the tree?” Sky Eyes says.
Bark Face bounces. “That’s important, too.”
Sky Eyes gives him the Cat Stare. Bark Face instantly scoots back. We might all work together for Mine, but Sky Eyes still has claws and evil teeth.
The wind ruffles the grass, making it shiver. Smells from the yard on the other side of the fence come with it. Mine calls it a “vacant lot.” She owns it, too. Men reeking of hunger have visited Mine, wanting her to sell it. She refused.
“I’m not giving up my fortress,” she told us later.
Layer after layer of protection spells cover the vacant lot. We’ze patrol it if we could, but the fence keeps us out. Sky Eyes climbs the fence and does a nightly patrol. Twice a night now since the fight with Sour Roses.
Why was I thinking of him again? He only makes Mine feel sad. I start to push the thought away.
Then…
The wind smells of Sour Roses. A growl rumbles in my throat. I bolt for the fence, barking an alarm. But I see nothing between the openings.
Bark Face joins me. “What is it, Happy Dog?”
He doesn’t smell it. How can he not smell it? But my nose is better than his.
“Sour Roses is out there.”
Sky Eyes slinks along the fence top, tail tip twitching. Hisses. “I’ll be back.”
He jumps down into the vacant lot, dry grass crackling. We watch between the slats as he disappears.

      ***Sky Eyes travels far enough away that his scent fades. The silence makes Bark Face and me uneasy. How would we’ze know if he needed help?
“He is a cat,” Bark Face reminds me, though his eyes crinkle with worry.
“He’s Mine’s familiar,” I say, trying to reassure myself.
As the sun climbs, the air warms so much that we’ze retreat under the old tree. The cool shade smells both like lemons and lime and nutty. Mine left a bowl of water for us, cold chunks floating inside. Bark Face and I drink our fill and sprawl out close to Home’s walls.
Mine’s voice floats through the open window, talking to someone. Bark Face stands on his hind legs, gazing up at the window.
“Is she talking to us?” he asks.
I smell grass and storms. The magic belongs to a man who’s been visiting Mine. He always throws the Tennis Ball.
His singing voice drifts closer. Maybe he’ll give us treats later. As Mine talks, her swirl of fire-jasmine settles, turning around to find the perfect nest.
Bark Face drops to all fours, pacing restlessly. “Even if we chase Sour Roses away, how do we keep him from coming back?”
And he would come back. He wouldn’t stop unless we stopped him.
Stretching my neck, I pull The Stick over to gnaw. It fell off the old tree after a storm. Mine’s face had lit up with a smile when she saw me carrying it.
“Too big to throw,” she’d said.
Perfect for chewing and thinking and, especially, carrying around.
“We’ze have to make it hurt like when Sky Eyes clawed me,” I say.
“Can we do that with our magic?” Bark Face asks.
We use our magic to spread warmth and comfort. Sky Eyes’ magic is different; he doubles the power of Mine’s spells.
Could we join our magic together?
Maybe. We were all linked by Mine. What did it give us, though?
Bark Face’s head jerks, ears up. He’s on his feet before I blink, kicking dirt in my face as he zooms to the fence. His bark is higher than normal, the tang of fear riding under it.
The grass moves, stealthy, careful. Not Sky Eyes; he doesn’t need to sneak.
Then the wind brings a new scent: sour roses mingled with cat.
A familiar.
The familiar shouldn’t have been able to cross the protection spells.
Fear makes me launch at the fence, joining my voice with Bark Face. A yowl erupts from the lot, and the grass jerks. Pale leaf-color eyes glare from a sunset-color face. The cat hisses, a low growl rumbling, and bares his teeth. With a snap of his tail, he darts into the grass.
Bark Face’s folded ears droop. “Sky Eyes…”
We’ze crowd to the fence, watching now. Even gnawing on The Stick won’t help me feel better. I want to call out for Sky Eyes, but don’t dare. The other familiar could hear. Might give Sky Eyes away.
It’s forever waiting. I feel a whine rising in my throat and I force it back down. He can’t be hurt, can he?
Bark Face voices my thoughts. “I don’t like cats, but if I had to pick one, it’d be Sky Eyes.”
“Don’t tell him that. He’ll never let us forget it.”
The grass shakes again, and a dark tail rises above it, hooked in a question mark. Sky Eyes!
Bark Face starts leaf-barking. Sky Eyes emerges from the grass with the pressed fur he gets after visiting the Silver Place with the sharp things.
We stay silent, knowing better than to disturb Sky Eyes until he’s ready. Even though we’re helping Mine, he’d still scratch our noses.
Claws clattering, he climbs the fence and jumps into our yard. He begins a vigorous washing round, stroking his paw over his forehead. One ear flips inside out, showing white tuffs.
I drop on my belly, pressing my nose closer to Sky Eyes. Bark Face nudges in, wagging his tail. Just close enough so he knows we’ze there. Not close enough to get scratched.
Finally Sky Eyes sits up, stilling his paw. “Sour Roses threw a rock at me.”
“Did it hit you?” I ask.
Sky Eyes shows his fangs in a cat-grin. “Missed.”
“You are fast,” I say, making him preen. “Did he know you were a familiar?”
Sky Eyes nibbles between his toe pads. “No.”
Cats are common as familiars. But not the color of Sky Eyes. Most are night-color or sunset-color. I think it has more to do with how the humans pick. “Tradition,” Mine says. She’s never been traditional. Otherwise, she wouldn’t have picked us either.
“His was here,” I say.
Sky Eyes hisses. “Did you show him?”
“We’ze barked.” Bark Face’s tail lifts proudly. “Ran him off.”
“At least the barking was good for something,” mutters Sky Eyes. “Don’t think I won’t complain about your barking in the future.”
“How did he get through?” I ask. “Shouldn’t the protections have kept him out?”
Sky Eyes spreads the toes on his front foot, inspecting his claws. “There’s a crack in the protections.”
A cold shiver rolls through my body. “How big?”
“For me to get through. Maybe Bark Face.”
Cracks could be widened like a broken slat in the fence. Big enough for Sour Roses to get through.
Mine is in danger, and I don’t know if we can stop it.

      ***We’ze don’t have a plan. Or know what we’ze doing. But it’s time to be escape artists.
Bark Face and I wait at the back gate to the vacant lot. Sky Eyes climbs down to the latch. He takes a long time of twisting and turning his paw to lift the latch. I’m jealous. My

      ***
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