
  
    [image: Meow-ter Space Matchmaker]
  


  
    
      MEOW-TER SPACE MATCHMAKER

      
        CATS IN THE COSMOS

      

    

    
      
        DIANE JONES

      

    

    
      WRITE FROM THE HEART PUBLICATIONS

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        1. Casper the Cat

      

      
        2. Rissa the Witch

      

      
        3. Casper the Cat

      

      
        4. Airen the Alien

      

      
        5. Casper the Cat

      

      
        6. Rissa the Witch

      

      
        7. Airen the Alien

      

      
        8. Rissa the Witch

      

      
        9. Rissa the Witch

      

      
        10. Airen the Alien

      

      
        11. Casper the Cat

      

      
        12. Casper the Cat

      

      
        13. Rissa the Witch

      

      
        14. Casper the Cat

      

    

    
      
        About the Author and Freebook

      

      
        Other Books by Diane Jones

      

      
        Other Books by Di Jones

      

    

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2021 Diane Jones

      www.dijoneswrites.com

      

      Meow-ter Space Matchmaker is a work of fiction. All characters in the book are fictitious, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

      

      All rights reserved. Except for text references by reviewers, no part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission from the author.

      

      Cover Design by Jocelyn Dex of Dexpress Covers

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            1

          

          
            CASPER THE CAT

          

        

      

    

    
      Common wisdom has it that dogs are a man’s best friend, right? We could debate the saying, but something is certain, whomever first said it had obviously never had a feline. If they’d owned one, the saying would have been quite different. The word ‘dog’ would never have been part of it.

      If dogs are man’s most loyal companions, then undoubtedly cats are a woman’s best friend. What woman can’t appreciate something cute, and fluffy, and warm? All women do, but most especially witches. Every enchantress has a cat, but most people don’t appreciate just how close the relationship is between a witch and her pet. People call us ‘familiars’, but the truth is not what people assume. Yes, we serve our witches, but not with supernatural abilities. Those powers belong only to our mistresses and our job is to provide them with affection and companionship, the same way normal cats do for normal women.

      This is the way it’s always been with me and my witch, Clarissa, or “Rissa” as she’s known.

      She’s bubbly and bright, but her personality has changed recently. Lucky in most things, she’s cursed in love, and her latest boyfriend has left her self-confidence in tatters. She cries all the time, isn’t eating properly, and these behaviors have a knock-on effect on me.

      Usually Rissa tends to me carefully, making me her priority of the day. She feeds me well, conjuring up special suppers of hot salmon and omelet, but lately it’s all she can do to drag herself out of bed and feed me that terrible wet food from a can mixed with dry biscuits. It might be hard for her getting up, but it’s even more of a drag for me to eat those horrible kibbles which resemble—and taste like—reconstituted cardboard.

      Feeling beyond annoyed at the feeding situation, I complained to her, something I hardly ever do. I sat on the end of her bed and meowed in a pained tone. “Why do you give me cat biscuits? Surely giving me that awful store-bought food requires more effort than snapping your fingers to get me five-star meals?”

      She looked at me as if she understood. Then she shook her head, her dark ringlets bouncing against her heart-shaped face. “I bet you’re missing my cordon bleu meals, sweetheart, but I don’t have the get up and go to make them for you. Magic is harder than you think. It requires clean energy and creative concentration, and I have neither of those now. This disaster with John has left me drained.” Tears tracked down her cheeks and I imagined the pleasure I’d get from scratching her boyfriend’s self-satisfied face. It had always surprised me that Rissa was inept at reading his aura. If she had been able to, she would have known he wasn’t the man for her with his mean spirit and lies.

      I’d warned her so many times, hissing each time he arrived at our cottage. She’d ignore me, apart from the distracted frown on her face. She sensed the truth about him, surely she did, but she didn’t want to hear it. She couldn’t have missed that he hissed back at me when she’d turned her back, and the way he sought to lock me out when he stayed the night. Thank goodness he wasn’t coming for sleepovers anymore.

      As to her malaise over her breakup, I hoped she recovered soon because I wanted to get back to my regular delicious, nutritious meals. I hated being treated like a normal, dumb animal. I mean, only someone stupid would put up with a lifetime of cat biscuits, right?

      This morning had been one of the worst. She’d been sitting by the phone for days waiting for his call, but it never came. Then she’d heard from a witchy friend, Patty, that she’d seen John kissing a human woman. I thought his moving on was an encouraging sign—after all, everyone understood that humans and witches didn’t make the best pairing, and John would be better to be with his own kind.

      John, I could tell, was insanely jealous of Rissa’s abilities. In the beginning, when they first became intimate, he manipulated her to use her magical talents for his advantage. He wanted her to magic up many things for him and I don’t mean meals, which she was always happy to do. No, greedy man that he was, he’d asked for a new car, a new house, and tons of money.

      Rissa didn’t even try to conjure up those frivolous things.

      An ethical witch, she told him in no uncertain terms she couldn’t use her powers foolishly. She wouldn’t, she explained, use her magic for his—or her own—financial benefit. That’s why she’d chosen to live in a modest cottage instead of a mansion.

      John didn’t take kindly to her refusal and he sulked for days. When he realized his childish behavior wouldn’t convince Rissa to do his bidding, his tone turned snide, and he undermined her.

      Over time, my mistress lost her self-esteem. She walked on eggshells when John was with her, waiting for the next put-down from the man who should have adored her. I tried to tell her, but Rissa and I didn’t share a common language and I wished, not for the first time, that whomever was in charge of the universe had given cats and witches the same form of speech.

      When Rissa didn’t get up to feed me, I leapt onto the bed and nestled into her side, hoping my purring would comfort her to the extent that she’d get up. But it had the opposite effect, and she closed her eyes and slipped back to sleep. I nudged her with my nose, knowing she’d be less depressed if she got dressed, but she murmured and turned over. Eventually I jumped off the coverlet and moved to the kitchen and sniffed the leftover cat kibble from the night before. I took a bite and spit it back out, deciding a fresh field mouse might make a better breakfast. At the very least, a small, delectable rodent would surely cheer Rissa up. Or maybe not. Rissa was strange—she didn’t like me bringing my kill into the house.

      Outside, a cool, fresh breeze stirred the branches of the bare oak trees. Soon it would be spring, but for the moment the last of the snow lay in drifts around the outside of the house.

      I picked my way through the snow, lifting my paws high and bouncing between the windowsill and the path. I hated the cold, but I’d overlook that and find something outside to cheer my mistress up and make her see the pleasures in life beyond John. Okay, so perhaps a field mouse wouldn’t make her smile, but the meadows around our home held many treasures if one had the patience to look long and hard. Being gifted with the quality of persistence, cats are stalkers, so I had every reason to believe I’d find a treat for Rissa.

      There was an exciting possibility I’d find something for me, too. A cute tabby cat with a pixie face and ringed tail had moved into the area recently with a family from the city. I’d tried to strike up a conversation with the newcomer, but she’d ignored me on every occasion. I’d reminded myself that tenacity was paramount: cats have reserved natures, but even in the unlikeliest of situations, love can blossom. It’s the same with humans: dreams are important.

      I sighed. If only Rissa believed in hope, both of our lives would be happier.

      I skirted the side of the house and bounded into the fields, but the odd mouse I saw eluded me. My fault entirely: my preoccupation with my witch and her predicament eroded my concentration on the task at hand.

      After an hour of wandering aimlessly, I gave up and headed into the village. Perhaps flirting with the new cat would distract me for a short while and then clear-headed I’d decide on a strategy to help my mistress.

      I loved mooching around our cute hamlet, with its hundred-year-old houses, cobbled streets, and quaint shops. The tantalizing aroma of buttery pastry wafted out of the Blue Door Tea House, and my nose twitched appreciatively. The owner didn’t like cats inside, so I stopped to sniff around the milk bottles on the doorstep. A quick look told me their seals were intact, so I wouldn’t be able to lick the thick layer of cream off the top of the fresh milk. I swished my tail in annoyance and carried on with my reconnaissance.

      When I passed by the newsagent shop, I saw the pretty tabby walking into the back alleyway. The village tomcat hung out there, and I worried for my potential lady friend. I started down after her, but the two cats were already touching noses, and when I strutted toward them provocatively, they both ignored me. If there was one thing I hated, it was arrogance, and this tomcat was sure of himself. The tabby, however, gave me a look as if to say she’d gotten the cream and I knew she wanted alone time with the tom who was yowling impatiently. Inside, I died just a little. Rissa always told me how handsome I was, so I couldn’t figure out why the tabby preferred the scruffy tomcat.

      After my rejection, I stalked down to the church. I adored jumping from gravestone to gravestone. That probably sounds ghoulish to most people, but when you’re a witch’s companion, you spend a lot of time in churchyards, where covens hold many of their Wiccan ceremonies.

      Nothing was happening in the churchyard, so I went and walked around the library twice. This was another place Rissa frequented, and it was then that I wondered if I might find her a nice man there. Someone like her who was intelligent and kind: perhaps a warlock. That would certainly be better than a human like John, who was an unmitigated disaster. I’d never actually met a wizard before, but they had to exist, didn
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