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        This is a work of fiction.

        The story of Madeline Bavant and the demon Dagon is real.
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      The History of Madeline Bavant & Earl Dagon

      

      In 1647, a convent chapel in Louviers, France was struck by a mass demonic possession. Sister Madeline Bavant prompted the possession of eighteen nuns who, according to her confession, were believed to be under the spell of Mathurin Picard, the former — and deceased — director of the nunnery, and Father Thomas Boulle, the vicar at Louviers.

      Bavent asserted that Picard's bewitchment from ‘beyond the grave’ was causing the nuns to become possessed. She further attributed this to certain dubious spiritual practices that had been linked to the convent.

      Bavent disclosed to authorities that the two clergymen had taken her to a witch’s Sabbat, where she met and wedded the demon, Earl Dagon, and committed grotesque and indecent acts with him on the altar.

      In response, the bishop of Evreaux ordered for Picard's body to be exhumed and destroyed, in an attempt to stop the possessions.

      But, Madeline Bavent had lied.

      It wasn’t the deceased Picard or Father Boulle who were responsible for the demonic possession, it was Madeline herself, under the spell of the evil Earl.

      Subsequently, the Earl brought his new bride, Madeline, to Castle Point, where they established their bloodline.

      I am the last surviving descendant of their evil blood.

      Not my best trait.

      And it gets worse…

      You’ll just have to keep reading to find out…

      

      Alexandra Heale.
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      ALEXANDRA

      Earl Dagon was chasing me.

      I couldn’t see his face, but I could hear him. His heavy footsteps were closing in on me. My breath quickened as I slipped in and out of the dark corners of Castle Dagon, desperately trying to find a place to hide. I could almost feel his breath, hot and putrid, as he huffed and puffed with the pace of his footsteps. His voice, a fleeting thought..

      “You can’t hide from me, Evelyn. I know you’re here. I will find you, my darling. You will be mine again.”

      I opened my mouth to scream “No!” but nothing came. Chilly spikes of fear stabbed every part of me. I lunged forward, into another dark corner, heading toward the castle door. The Earl, hearing me, quickly shifted and closed in on me once again.

      Every step I took felt like running through sludge. My feet, heavy with fear and tired from running, threatened to fail me before reaching the door. With all my energy, I took the last lunge towards the door. Pulling back, like a cat about to pounce, with heavy legs leaped forward, willing the voluminous sludge to release my feet. I lunged for the door.

      Earl Dagon snarled, his footsteps right behind me. A large, clammy hand clasped around my neck, forcing me back, then spinning me around, toppling me to the ground…

      I woke up when I hit the floor.

      Relief flooded my body as I looked around, recognizing my bedroom. I was wrapped in a burrito of blankets and sheets, laying on the floor. Sticky sweat dampened the sheets and my hair, now clinging to my face and wrapped around my neck…like a large hand, choking me.

      It was a dream. A really terrible, terrible dream.

      They were coming more frequently now, since my daring jaunt to Castle Dragon to get a peek at an ancient book sequestered under lock and key in the library. Blackjack and I had taken a wee nap in an off—tour bedroom, waiting for everyone to skedaddle. I had my first dream of the Earl then. He seemed to mistake me for his Evelyn of Cumbria—the witch he professed to love, who broke his heart and ended up burning on the castle pyre.

      The Earl Dagon wasn’t after me. He wasn’t even alive. He was a piece of my history, my ancestry long since dead.

      Thank the Goddess.

      Blackjack sauntered into the room as I attempted to free my arms from their tangled position. He jumped up on my chest and sat.

      “Havin’ some troubles, woman?” His silky voice floated through my mind.

      “A bad dream, Blackjack.”

      Blackjack lay where he sat, curling his paws under his chest. “I heard a thump. Did you fall off the bed? Or have you taken to sleeping on the floor?”

      I peered at him, my arms still trapped in the blankets, gobs of hair masking my face. “I fell off the bed, you goober.”

      “Oh, what fun.” Blackjack’s emerald green eyes, a match to my own, glistened. “You should probably get off the dusty floor. You’re not the best housekeeper, you know. Your dust bunnies have dust bunnies,”  he pulled out a paw and licked it.

      “Ever so helpful, as always, you mangy brat.” He was far from mangy, but I knew what ‘piss-him-off’ buttons to push. His fur, also a match to my hair, a luxurious jet—black from hours of incessant cleaning, shone in the sun now beating through my bedroom window.

      I rolled, tossing a surprised cat onto the floor. His legs splayed out, momentarily gripping the blankets before he recovered and sat, casually licking the same paw he’d been busy with a moment earlier.

      Blackjack stopped licking long enough to stare up at me as I shook the sheets from my body and stood. “You’re pre-caffeine personality leaves much to be desired.”

      “Back at ya you little demon.” I gathered the blankets, tore the fitted sheet from the bed, and piled them on the floor in the hall to put in the laundry after my shower. Blackjack strutted from the room, tail high in the air. For a twenty—something cat with attitude, I couldn’t imagine living a day without him. Luckily, I wouldn’t have to. He was a gift from my mentor, Waldo Cress, before ‘Cressy’ continued his mentoring from the other side. Blackjack was a kitten when Cressy gave him to me. A magical familiar that was bound to be mine until the day we both crossed over and joined Cressy on the other side.

      In the meantime, I had to put up with his snobbery and blasphemous back end.

      I mean, the farts that cat could conjure…

      A giggle—snort escaped my lips just thinking about it.

      I didn’t really mind. Other than a handful of friends, I had no other relationship in my life, so Blackjack filled the cuddling void—when he was in the mood. He was family, in the absence of my own. Well, not a complete absence. My mother was still alive but sequestered in a mental institution one county over, suffering from a severe case of Demon’s Curse. One I’ve never been able to solve. I got further along in that quest when my best friend Penny helped me a few short weeks ago. Mom sort of came out of her ‘stupor’ for a bit and started writing—some ancient text that I have no translation of. But I had seen the text earlier, both from a spirit I was trying to help and from an ancient, very large book in Castle Dagon, now a museum and shrine to the late and not—so—great (at least to me) Earl Dagon.

      I shuddered, my earlier dream sifting through my mind as I got out of the shower, dressed, and headed downstairs to launder my sheets and concoct my morning ritual; Caramel Macchiato. Blackjack was waiting by his dish when I stepped into the kitchen.

      “Jeez, woman. What took so long? I’ve been hovering over my dish for hours.”

      “Ok, Mr. Over-exaggerator. If you want food faster, grow some opposable thumbs and open the can yourself.” I pulled the easy top off the tin of cat food and shook it over Blackjack’s dish. It landed with a wet plop. Blackjack sniffed, then delicately licked the fishy goop.

      “You’re welcome.”

      “Mm—hmm. Good human.”

      I finished creating my macchiato to perfection and took a sip, dismantling the wacky coffee foam art as I did so. Today I attempted a tree. It looked more like a blobby stick with a couple of branches, but it was better than the usual genitalia that had recently become my specialty since I gave up trying to pour a simple heart.

      I checked my phone. My best friend and psychic witch Penny, and Teddy, my apothecary shopkeeper, group texted me. We made a date to meet in the back room of the apothecary later today, to plan for Samhain, the Feast of the Dead, which also happened to be my birthday. Also, there were packages of ritual herbs and potions to create and send out to the underground witch population of Dagon County, so witches everywhere could celebrate as they always had; in solitude.

      Although we had only recently formed a coven, celebrating in large groups was definitely not on the agenda. Calling attention to a group of witches while living in a world where witchcraft was illegal was definitely a ludicrous idea.

      One that would certainly end with us burning on the Castle Dagon pyre.

      We could thank Earl Dagon for that honor.

      The bane of a witch’s existence, not just in Dagon County, but beyond. His 400-year-old law against the practice of witchcraft spread to the far reaches of the earth, thanks to the Order of the Witch Hunters, devout followers of Earl Dagon, and his Dark Lord; the Demon Vine.

      Spreading the hate and belief that witches are pure evil was Earl Dagon’s legacy.

      One I’m ashamed to be part of. As one of the last of the Earl’s unfiltered lineage, his blood runs through my veins.

      Hence the no relationship part.

      I didn’t need to pass that legacy on, no way.

      A self-imposed do-gooder, I preferred my witchy side.

      If only there was a way to tear down the law and end the Witch Hunter’s reign, then witches would be free to practice and meet and celebrate together.

      Kind of like what Penny, Teddy, and I were doing for Samhain.

      We planned to celebrate—just the three of us—in the privacy of the back room of the apothecary. That wouldn’t raise any alarm bells should the non-mage population of Castle Point see Penny, Teddy, and me together. Just three friends, hanging out in my shop.

      No big deal.

      Nothing to see here, folks. Go about your business and stay out of mine.

      I clung to that wish as I tossed back the last of my macchiato and got ready to leave.
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      ALEXANDRA

      The town of Castle Point was its usual Sunday quiet. I savored the peace as I walked from my home on Ocean View Drive, into town a few short blocks away, Blackjack running in spurts beside me. The crisp autumn air sent a pleasing chill through me, but I zipped my jacket a little higher, stuffing my hands into the pockets.

      I nodded at the few people I passed on the way and received their ‘hello’s’ and ‘good days’ gratefully. Many people in the community were clients of either my apothecary or my therapy practice.

      None of them knew I was a witch.

      Except one.

      Chief Deputy Blake Sheraton.

      The hot, dreamy Sheriff had a list of flaws that could circle the sun. His looks were not one of them. Just thinking about Blake’s biceps caused gooseflesh to break out all over my body—including my nips. Pointy nip bumps rubbed the inside of my bra. Damn that man. I hadn’t seen him in days, ignoring his calls after he attempted to kiss me. I needed time to slough off the titillating craving my disobedient body had for the man. Getting involved with a cop sworn to uphold the law, especially ancient laws against witchcraft and witches, was definitely not a great idea. Thinking of him clearly spurned a jolt of heat through my uncooperative body.

      Although he had promised not to turn me in after using my witchy abilities to save him from a demon attack, I still didn’t feel like I could trust him. Then, when he made a move on me, I pushed him away. Because, how could I be attracted to a man who did—and could—make my life a living hell?

      He was the high school football all-star athlete, but he was also my tormentor in high school. Pretty sure I saw the inside of my locker more than I did my classes. Blake had recently apologized for being such a big meanie, but I still held a cautious grudge. His relentless torment caused my evil Dagon blood to boil one fateful Friday afternoon, resulting in a shredded high school, an injured football team, a long-term forgetting spell, and a stint in Juvie.

      For me, that is.

      Thanks to a fast-thinking Cressy and his powerful spell over the principal and students, my fate could have been so much worse.

      Burning on the pyre in Castle Dagon.

      I mean, how much worse could it get?

      I reached the Castle Point Apothecary—a shop handed down to me by Cressy himself—and unlocked the front door. Penny and Teddy were already inside. Today being Sunday, there was little in the way of open shops, mine included. The exception was a couple of small diners, both in town and on the seaside.

      The front of the shop was stark white, shelves filled with handmade bath products either Teddy, me, or other artisans produced. Penny was busy unscrewing the tops of bottles and taking a deep sniff.

      “Good Goddess, that smells divine.” She screwed the cap back onto one bottle before snatching another and repeating the process, leaned over, and drew a deep breath. Her long, curly red hair fell around her curvy body.

      Teddy giggled, her multicolored pigtails shaking. “Buy before you try, lady. Howdy Doody Alex!”

      “Hi, Teddy. Nice Tat!” Teddy’s knowledge of the craft started with Glamor 101. A simple talent she mastered almost immediately, and one she used to ‘glamor’, a change to her hair, makeup, and tattoos almost daily. They—and her colorful use of the English language—added a dash of delight to her black clothing palette. Today’s choice depicted a whale chasing a porpoise, chasing a penguin. “Got a little ocean theme going, I see.”

      Teddy looked at her arms. “Yessiree-bob, I watched a whale breach earlier today when I took the hell hounds for walkies up to the castle.”

      “You did what now?” Penny paused, mid sniff at Teddy’s mention of Castle Dagon.

      “The best views of the ocean are up there on the point,” Teddy explained. She wasn’t wrong. The Castle sat on the highest point—hence the name of the town, Castle Point. Views of the ocean, the town below, and beyond, were absolutely stunning.

      Too bad it was the birthplace of great evil.

      Gosh darn it.

      “Just be careful you don’t work on any spells or glamors outside your own home or the back room of the shop, Teddy,” I warned. “I mean, you’re already taking a chance by changing your glamor tattoos and hair. If anyone noticed a daily difference, you could be in deep kaka.” Teddy was a little new to Castle Point and the witch game. I was happy to be her mentor and felt responsible for her. A job I didn’t take lightly.

      Teddy nodded. “I know, I know. I’m careful—pinky-swear promise.” She stuck out her pinky, encircling mine for a quick shake. “I always revert to the same-old same-old before work every day, boss lady.” I smiled and gave her a quick hug before shuttling the gals to the back room of the shop.

      A stark opposite the front of the shop, the dark wood floor, walls, and shelves in my secret witchy storeroom smelled of rich, earthy herbs. Penny stood in the center of the room, arms outstretched, head back, and took a deep, long breath. “Ahhhh, it just smells so amazing.”

      My lips curved into a wide smile. “You’re all about the smells today, hey Pen?”

      “Just taking it all in. Life, that is. It’s so wonderful, isn’t it? I mean—we’re alive.” She grabbed my shoulders and pulled me in for a tight squeeze. My breath left my body and refused to return.

      “Pen, what’s got into you?” I huffed out, using the last remaining air in my lungs.

      She released me, holding my shoulders. “I’m just happy to be alive, is all.”

      I quirked a brow. “Sure, Pen. Being alive is great.”

      She bobbed her head in agreement, red curls floating around her shoulders, before releasing me and reaching for Teddy. Teddy squeaked and ran to the other side of the desk in the center of the room. “You’ll crush me!”

      Penny, arms still outstretched, swung over to Teddy’s hell hounds instead. Glamored as Bull Mastiffs’, the hounds gratefully accepted Penny’s love. “Who’s a good Lucius, huh? Who’s a good Draco? Who’s a good boy,” she purred before getting on the ground and laying between the hounds, who cheerily lapped at her face and arms.

      I could understand Penny’s excitement at being on the top side of the soil. Or the not—burned side of the pyre. She had a scare a while back when she thought Blake found out she was a witch. I convinced him otherwise.

      At least, I think I did.

      Neither Penny nor I were on the pyre, so I guess it worked.

      For now, anyway.

      A tiny chill ran through me, coiling the muscles in my belly.

      Shaking it off, I turned to the gals. Penny was still rolling around on the floor with the hounds. Teddy was sitting on top of the desk, watching and laughing.

      A warmth spread through me, coating the previous chill.

      “Well, ladies, shall we get the party plans started?”
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      ALEXANDRA

      After a fun evening of planning, laughing, and a wee bit too much wine, I woke to the sun streaming through my bedroom window, hitting me squarely in the eyes.

      No dreams, thank the Goddess.

      Perhaps copious amounts of wine were the key. I could get on board with that if it meant not being chased in my dreams.

      Blackjack sauntered into the room. “Stayed off the floor last night, I see,” he pounced onto my chest, taking up his usual morning seat.

      I stroked his head. “No dreams last night Blackjack. All is good in my world.”

      “You say that now, but just wait until you see what’s waiting for you outside.”

      I stopped, mid-stroke. “What you talkin’ ‘bout kitty?” He hated the moniker and narrowed his eyes at me. “Did someone break the protection jars again?” Hairs rose on my arms and back of my neck as I propped myself up on my elbows, staring up at Blackjack. My jars had been uprooted and broken only a few weeks ago.  I still had no clue who the culprit was, but it definitely wasn’t an animal.

      Well, perhaps an animal of the demon variety.

      I made a mental note to have security cameras installed. It was one of about twenty mental notes I’d made in that regard since the jars were first broken, but few of them made it to actual note paper.

      “Yes. And as a bonus, someone thought it would be fun to decorate the trees with Poopy Paper.”

      “What?” I bolted up and out of bed, tossing Blackjack onto the floor. Taking huge strides to the window, I could see the trees surrounding my large, unfenced yard. They were covered in reams and reams of white toilet paper, fluttering mindlessly in the breeze. “What the actual crap?” I looked over at Blackjack, who was turning in circles on the unmade bed, prepping to lie down for his first nap of the day.

      “Good pun, woman. Well done. Also, I don’t know,” he snuggled into the blankets.

      I glared at him, hands on my hips. “You’re a big help. Didn’t hear anyone? See anything?”

      Blackjack lifted his head long enough to give me a long look. “Yes, I know. Nope, and Nope.”

      Shaking my head, I pulled on some jeans, a sweater, and socks, yanking them on as I navigated the stairs and out the front door.

      The large oak trees, currently void of leaves in their pre-winter phase, were covered in a coat of white toilet paper. I walked around the perimeter of the large,  stark white Victorian home I grew up in. A blanket of t.p. was swathed over every tree and shrub around the house. On the four corners of the yard, my protection jars had been dug up, the glass smashed, the contents now a whisper on the breeze.

      Just beyond the backyard, the ocean churned against the rocky cliffs in the early morning tide. The sea air blew the paper, bellowing in and out, as if the trees were drawing breath, then blowing out again. They were so well wrapped, however, that nothing floated away. The chill of the ocean air smacked my face, jolting me from a pre-caffeine slump. A shiver rushed through me. I grabbed at the tiny vial of Cressy’s ashes dangling from my earring and gently tugged.

      Who did this?

      My first instinct was to use magic to free the trees of their paper bonds, but thought better of it. It was early, but not that early. Several of my neighbors would be up and about, so using magic out in the open would be too risky.

      Besides, I should really report the vandalism.

      Which meant calling Blake.

      I rushed inside and retrieved my cell phone. Mammoth butterflies swooshed through my belly with each ring. I tugged on my tiny vial earring with my free hand.

      Blake answered a little too jovially. “Alex! An early morning call? You are; either about to ask me over for foamy genitalia coffee or something is up.”

      My small smile threatened to crease the corners of my mouth. I’d been avoiding his calls lately, so I was kind of grateful he was in a good mood. “Hey, Blake. I actually need you…”

      “Another demon to vanquish? I’m your guy.”

      “Ha. No, thankfully. Actually, something happened at my place…”

      “I’ll be right over.” the line went dead. I stared at the phone for a moment, then dashed up the stairs to brush my hair and put on some makeup. Blackjack was fast asleep on the bed, a sputter of farts escaping his back end. He snored on despite the ruckus I was making rushing around the bedroom.

      Familiar, he had down. As a watch-cat, he completely sucked.

      “Don’t worry about a thing, Blackjack, I’ve got this.” My teasing fell on deaf sleepy kitty ears.

      The doorbell rang. Good Goddess, he was fast. Was he watching my place? A cool shiver tickled the hairs on the back of my neck. Was he responsible for the broken jars and the t.p.?

      I brushed off the idea as I skidded down the stairs, gripping the railing to keep from falling on my rump.

      It didn’t work.

      Feet slipping out from under me, I took the last four steps on my ass. I straightened up, smoothing my hair and sweater before opening the door. The glorious scent of Blakes’s Brut cologne and lavender mint shampoo—my personal creation sold in my shop—hit me with the fall breeze and I breathed it in. My knees quivered.

      “Hey, Blake. Thanks for coming over so quickly. You must have been in the neighborhood.”

      Blake’s enormous frame blocked my view of the front yard. He was standing with his back toward me, hands on his hips, stetson tipped far back on his handsome head, gazing at the white-covered trees. He spun toward me
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