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Cat-astrophe

A note from Liv Rider

Matthew looked over the scribbles in his notebook once again, running through the spells he was combining. He’d been working on this teleportation spell for a while, and he hoped it would impress his boss once he completed it. He worked for a security company catering to shifters, vampires, Fae, and anyone else who needed magical security on top of their regular security. 

Security cameras were great, but they didn’t tell you if the raccoons going through your garbage cans were actual raccoons, or raccoon shifters acting the part. 

Matthew did protective spells to make sure criminals wouldn’t get into the house. But protective spells weren’t perfect, which was why he was working on his teleportation enchantment. He wanted to enchant an item that teleported the wearer to a pre-set, safe location if something was wrong. If it worked, he was certain there’d be interest.

Plenty of their clients were more worried about their kids or their non-magical partner. A ring, watch, or necklace that teleported the wearer to the grandparents at the first sign of trouble would be a welcome addition. 

Creating an enchantment like that was tricky. He had to combine a teleportation spell with several other spells. One for protection, one for safety, one for the destination, and a few others. He used a spell about feeling unsafe as a safeguard against the wearer setting it off outside of an emergency. Whether that would work in practice remained to be seen. They’d need to do a lot of testing once he had it finished. 

Besides, he still needed to create an enchantment to let the client set up a safe destination.

He was close, though, and planned on spending the morning on it. A few uninterrupted hours of work were just what this project needed. 

He got up to get another cup of coffee. Distracted by movement outside, he headed over to his front windows. His cat Josie was sitting on the windowsill. They’d given her the name at the animal rescue he’d adopted her from. While he wasn’t too familiar with the Josie and the Pussycats comics, the name had made him smile. 

“Been keeping a close eye on things?” He scratched her head, and the calico meowed up at him. “Good girl.” 

A large, white van with a local garage’s logo on the side stood parked outside with the back doors open. Two guys, both Black and wearing the same dark blue tank top, stood behind it. The taller one was gesturing at whatever was inside while the other shook his head. A third man hopped out of the driver’s seat to briefly join the discussion before ducking inside the back of the van. 

When he pulled out a kitchen chair and handed it to the taller guy, Matthew realized what was going on. 

Mrs. Johnson’s apartment, two floors below his, had been empty for a few weeks now. One of these guys must be the new tenant. Or maybe two of them? Mrs. Johnson’s apartment had the same layout as his, so there were two bedrooms. 

“We’re getting new neighbors, girl,” he told the cat. “Or only one. What do you think?” 

Josie meowed again, then hopped off the windowsill to walk over to her drinking fountain. 

“Yeah, I have better things to do than watch people move house.” 

The apartment building was created especially for shifters and other magical types. The building housed twelve apartments across four floors, and Matthew lived on the third. He’d been living here for about three years, moving in a few months after finishing his training as a mage. He wouldn’t trade it for the world. 

Well, sometimes his upstairs neighbor, a pegasus shifter, would shift in her apartment. The apartment building was supposed to be soundproof, but there were limits to it. 

He was the only mage in the building, and he wondered what the new tenant or tenants would be. More shifters? Fae? Would Fae bother getting a van to move their belongings? 

They were out during a sunny day with no signs of discomfort, which ruled out vampires. That was probably for the best. A vampire couple lived on the fourth floor, and vampires could get pretty territorial. They were easy-going, but a new vampire in the building would set them on edge. 

Probably a shifter, then. Apart from the two vampires and himself, everyone else in the building was a shifter. Matthew hoped the new guy wasn’t a noisy kind. 

He went back to his notes, checking if he’d combined the spells correctly. The wrong connecting spell could give the whole enchantment a wildly different outcome. His teachers had compared it to writing. Whether you used ‘and’ or ‘but’ between two sentences mattered. It was one reason why creating new spells was such tricky work. 

Matthew made a few more notes, then put down his pen. Reading through it once more wouldn’t fix anything. The only way forward was by trying the spell. He grabbed an old bracelet he often used for testing.

Josie wound her way around his ankles, meowing for attention.

He petted her on the back. “In a minute, Josie. You still have food in your bowl.” 

She slipped under the table, and Matthew double-checked his notes again. 

It was silly to worry about failure when it wasn’t for a grade and no one at work knew about this. The only person who’d know he’d messed up with the spell was himself. 

“Failure is a chance to learn,” he muttered, repeating one of his old teachers. He’d never fully embraced it. Failure, as far as he was concerned, was proof you hadn’t prepared well enough. 

Time to try. He focused on the bracelet on the table as he said the spell, careful with his pronunciation. He felt the magic flow through him and smiled. It seemed to work, or at least do something.

“Mrow?”

He started when Josie jumped onto the coffee table and head-butted his hand just as he finished his spell. He felt a familiar warmth inside, so the spell had done its work. Time to test the bracelet. “Josie, no, we’ve been over this.” He picked her up and put her on the floor. “The table isn’t for you.” 

She rubbed her head against his shins, purring and meowing. 

“Oh, feeling affectionate?” He picked her up again, this time placing her in his lap. Her purring became louder, and he petted her with one hand while taking the bracelet with his other. It didn’t look any different, but then, he hadn’t added a spell to change its appearance. 

He put it down again, making a note to add a color change to the spell. How was he supposed to know if the spell had done anything to the bracelet otherwise? 

For now, he’d assume it was fine and do some further testing. He still needed to set a safe location for the bracelet to teleport him to. 

Once he had finished his own initial testing, he would ask Gwen to try it as well. She’d helped him before and she was always curious about the spells he was working on. She was a vet, specializing in shifters. They healed fast, but there was a limit to what shifter healing powers could do. He’d met the wolf shifter through work, when she’d come in to teach them about poisons and antidotes for shifters. He’d contacted her afterwards for some follow-up questions, and the friendship had grown from there. He was sure she’d see how useful this bracelet could be. 

He was also sure she would spot plenty of potential issues. All part of the testing process, he reminded himself. 

He gently put Josie next to him on the couch and got up. She gave him an unimpressed look and hopped off the couch. “I’ll pet you later.” She wandered back to the windowsill and hopped on, staring at the street again. 

He tried to use his bedroom as a safe location, but he couldn’t attach it to the spell he’d cast on the bracelet. Should he try a location further away from where he’d cast the spell? Had he been specific enough with the location spell he’d used? 

He headed into the second bedroom that he had turned into a library to double-check the spell he’d used. 

All the while, Matthew tried to ignore the growing ball of nerves in his stomach. Failure. He’d made a mistake and messed up and failed at the spell. He was a terrible mage. His boss would find out soon enough what a mistake he’d made hiring Matthew and fire him. He’d be out of a job. 

He closed his eyes, taking a slow breath in and a slow breath out. Failure is a chance to learn. This was a complicated spell. It was only his first attempt. He’d known something would go wrong. Now it was a matter of figuring out what.  

Using his books, he ran through the spells he’d combined and his notes, but couldn’t find why the bracelet wasn’t doing anything. His stomach rumbled, and he was surprised it was nearly two o’clock.

He closed his books, deciding he’d think better after having lunch. 

As he opened the fridge, he reflexively called out to Josie. “Not your lunch time!” She was convinced that any time Matthew ate, she got to eat.

But there was no meowing or cat paws padding over to him. 

That was weird, but he wouldn’t complain about getting to make himself a sandwich without Josie winding around his ankles and meowing as if she hadn’t had kibble that morning. 

She didn’t come out while he ate either, and after finishing his sandwich he checked Josie’s usual napping spots. 

On the windowsill in the corner, just behind the curtain. Underneath the couch. A different area underneath the couch. Underneath his blankets on the bed. The balcony. The windowsill again. 

He called her name and opened the bag of treats. Usually, the scent would have lured her out of whatever hiding place she’d chosen this time.

Nothing.

His hands were getting clammy, but he told himself there was a perfectly good explanation. Maybe Josie wasn’t in the mood for a treat.

Yeah, right. 

He opened the hallway to check his front door. It was still locked, and he hadn’t left his apartment since the last time he’d seen her. She’d been sitting on the windowsill, keeping a close eye on the goings-on outside. 

Where had she gone?

His heart stopped when he heard meowing from somewhere downstairs. It couldn’t be Josie. There was no way she could have gotten out of his apartment. 

He grabbed his keys and opened his front door, stepping into the hallway and closing it behind him again. If Josie was still in his apartment somewhere, he wouldn’t give her a chance to escape. The meowing came from two stories down, and he walked down the stairs. The noise sounded familiar, but then again, plenty of cats sounded alike, right? 

“Who’s a pretty kitty, then? Is it you? Is it you?”

He stopped halfway down the stairs. 

One of the guys he’d seen carrying furniture that morning was standing in front of his own apartment, cooing over Josie and cradling her in his arms. 

His very nice arms, emphasized by the dark blue tank top he was wearing. 

Josie’s purring was loud enough that Matthew could hear it from ten feet away. Of course she was purring. Matthew would purr too if he was being held by a hot guy like that. 

Still, Josie was his cat. 

He coughed awkwardly
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