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Introduction

 


THE WITCH WITHIN HER is the second book in
the long and complex story of Babcia Michalina Sapalski, a witch
born in 11th century Poland who suddenly finds herself living in
mid-twentieth century America. If you’ve read the first book,
Taken By Witches, feel free to dive right into this story.
If not, you can still jump ahead. The story tries to fill you in on
previous events as it goes along. Or you can go through the summary
of the previous work at the back of the book before you read this
one.

Here’s a link:

Summary


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


The Witch

Within Her


Prologue I

Zakopane Poland




 


Walter Sapalski began riding in the nighttime. The
year was 1177, certainly not a safe era to be night riding, and yet
he did. And, if ever his friends would ask him why he had
undertaken such a dangerous practice, with all the brigands that
were on the roads and all the wild beasts in the forest and the
witches too, he would answer with one of three reasons.

The first was his horse, Arra. Won in a lottery at
the village fair, she was surely one of the finest horses in the
countryside, finer in fact then her owners knew when they had
offered her up as a prize. Surely, Arra would let him outrun any
evil creature who set out to do him harm.

The second reason was his daughter, little Michalina,
taken by witches in only her sixth year of life. Much of it was his
own fault, and he knew it. He had not watched closely enough, had
not seen as she had slipped out the door of their cottage to gather
firewood so that her father could be warm on that blustery night, a
night when witches were surely about.

The third reason for the night rides, which Walter
might admit to no one but himself, was the absolute despair of it
all. For, in those dark moments, he was certain that he had forever
lost his little girl, the one person he had lived for after her
mother had died in childbirth.

Everyone he loved had been taken from him, it seemed.
So, why not be caught by brigands, destroyed at their hands, suffer
the punishment that he knew he deserved for his carelessness in
losing his daughter. Better to pay the price in this world than
face eternal punishment in the next.

“A rough night,” Walter grumbled to his horse as he
pushed the bit into her mouth and pulled the reigns around her
head. Arra didn’t seem to care. She was eager for the run.

“Will you find her for me tonight?” he asked his
horse, “Or will it be evil and destruction in her place?”

Arra whinnied, shook her mane, and pawed the
ground.

“It’ll be somethin’, I wager,” he added. “Now let’s
be off.” And he flung himself up onto his steed, and together they
charged from the stable.

“Michalina!” he cried as they burst into the open
air. “Find me, sweetheart!”

But Michalina had already found him. She stood only
yards from the entrance to the stable. She watched her father
astride Arra bolt from the door and charge off into the night. And
almost as quickly as he, she ran through the forest alongside him.
A girl who was somehow more than that, a girl with the power of the
animals she lived with; strong, young, twelve years old now,
drawing nearer to womanhood, and as beautiful as the moonlight that
spun through the swirling mists.

Michalina was with her father, but he could not know
it. For she was a witch, converted to the ways of the coven and
hated for it by everyone, especially by the Polish church. The
institution sought to exterminate her kind and anyone who cared for
them. Walter was in mortal danger, should he ever be known to come
in contact with his beautiful daughter. And so she chose not to
allow it.

But oh, how she yearned for that reunion.


Prologue II

The Forests outside of Zakopane Poland -
1970




 


Twenty young witches made their way around a huge
marble circle that had been set into the base of a quarry many
centuries before. Above the circle, narrow rows of stone seats
looked down, turning the place into what must have been an ancient
amphitheater. To the right of the circle, a freshly pressed velvet
cloth covered a low, flat surface, perhaps some hidden altar. To
the left, a great, unlit bonfire stood dark awaiting only a torch
to set it aflame.

Starlight, the only illumination at that midnight
hour, offered a magical glow to the setting. The stars seemed huge,
brilliant... so close that it felt as though they were pressing
down upon the circle and its attendants. And all around, giant
trees hunched like ogres standing guard on all those present and
the evils they had come to commit.

In the background, the sharp, snow-covered ridge of
the Carpathian Mountains sliced up into the night, rising higher it
seemed than the stars. Much closer, an enormous tower jutted
equally tall into the blackness.

The witches wore coarse, black robes that reached
their ankles but were unbound at the waist so that every step
exposed a glimpse of thigh, a peeking breast, a hip, or a delicate
ankle.

Most of the girls were Polish, and their white-blond
hair and pale blue eyes glistened in the starlight. Only one of
them was over the age of nineteen, an ebony girl from the inner
city of Los Angeles who was long-fingered, bright-eyed, skinny, and
almost invisible in the dark except, that is, for the bright whites
of her enormous eyes and ivory teeth that bit her lower lip while
she tried to navigate the trail up from the circle and into the
seats.

Twin highborn sisters had come from England to join
the preparations. Their chatter made them sound like royalty, and
their turned-up noses and haughty gaze seemed to offer a harsh
judgment on all that was happening around them. Still, they were as
stunning as the other young witches, as though beauty itself was
one of the principle requirements for becoming a member of this
coven.

Some of the witches rushed in excitedly, seemingly
anxious to have a hand in whatever great evil was about to begin.
Others giggled and chatted, appearing unaware of why they had been
asked to attend. But there were also those who seated themselves
slowly, fearing this night and all it would bring.

Eventually, all found places on the cold stone and
fell silent as a keen sense of anticipation filled every young
woman at the gathering.

“He’s here,” one of the girls whispered, and it was
true. Wicktor the Warlock had arrived.

 


He made a dramatic entrance, leaping high into the
air, spinning around three times, and coming down in the middle of
the circle.

The warlock stood then and surveyed his helpers. They
were all so youthful, so childlike. All he could really see were
wisps of the blondest hair, eager eyes, and smiles of
anticipation.

He flashed his left hand, and an enormous fire
exploded in the great pyre that had been built at the very back of
the clearing. The flames illuminated his muscular body and the
thick black hair that covered it. He strutted out into the crowd,
up the stairs, and into the first row. The young women
instinctively pulled back from his animal presence.

“There is no time to waste, my young witches,” he
said. “SHE is coming very soon, and we must be ready.”

“Babcia is coming?” gasped one of the highborn, young
witches who expressed the hope of every member of the youthful
coven... that they would soon meet Michalina Czarownica: Babcia,
the greatest of all witches.

“And what is your name?” the warlock asked.

“Megan Cummings,” she answered.

“And I’m Morgan,” said the twin who sat beside
her.

“Come all the way from England, then?”

The girls nodded.

“Well, if you’ve come to meet the great witch, then
too bad for you, because Babcia has other business. She has left a
very delicate task to us, and we must complete it successfully.
Still, don’t worry, ladies, there will be plenty of evil doings to
satisfy you, believe me.”

The twins looked at each other and giggled at the
news. And then the warlock turned and looked across the crowd to a
sweet, round-faced, Polish girl who had just made her way to the
very edge of the gathering.

“Can you guess who is coming, Matryoshka?”

The shopkeeper’s daughter stood and smiled
flirtatiously at the warlock. She had been dreaming of joining his
coven for years and had just now managed to escape a possessive
father who had warned her incessantly about the dangers of Wicktor
and his brood.

“Is it Holly Madonie?” she asked.

“Ah,” answered the warlock. “Mistress Matryoshka
knows much of this story. Holly Madonie is the wife of Niko,
beloved grandson of the great witch.”

Matryoshka smiled proudly and began to inch her way
past the other girls until she was right beside the warlock.

“But if you know so much, how could you be so
stupid?” he jeered and, with a wave of his hand, sent Matryoshka
sprawling right on her backside with her heavy apron, skirt, and
half a dozen petticoats thrown embarrassingly up around her
waist.

The other girls might have laughed except for the
fear that such humiliation might also happen to them. And so they
remained silent.

“Anyone else care to venture a guess?” asked the
warlock.

The young, black woman raised her hand.

“And what is your name?”

“Chantel, sir. Chantel Brown.”

“Stand up, Chantel Brown, and tell us who you think
it is that we must prepare for?”

Chantel stood. The front of her robe fell open and
revealed large, youthful breasts that were completely bare. The
warlock watched them rise and fall more quickly as the girl drew in
one nervous breath after another. Finally, she turned to him and
whispered, “Marla... Marla Morrison.”

The assemblage fell silent. Most of the women thought
they knew the story of Babcia and her battles with Marla. It was a
war for Niko’s very soul.

“She’s dead,” Matryoshka called. “Babcia killed her.
She can’t possibly return.”

There was yet another long pause as most of the young
witches nodded in agreement. This made the warlock look unhappily
from one to the other to the other.

“Well, you’re almost right, Chantel Brown,” he said
at last. “But almost is never quite enough is it?” And he let out a
wicked laugh startling a flock of ravens that had gathered at the
darkest edges of the circle. The birds launched themselves skyward
in a single, ominous cloud. They flew in a great arch around the
high tower and roosted on its topmost parapet. Their motion set off
the braying of goats and horses penned in a nearby coral.

“I don’t understand,” murmured Chantel. “Tell us
what’s going to happen?”

“You’re such a great storyteller,” sighed Matryoshka.
“You have to tell us.”

Flattered, the warlock smiled and may have even
blushed beneath the darkness of his coat.

“There’s work to be done, young witches,” he said.
“But perhaps you will work harder if you have some understanding of
what we’re about... and there will be time enough to get things
done... though you may end up working far into this night and the
next and the next.”

“Oh, we’ll work gladly, Sir, for a bit of the story,”
said Megan. And the others echoed the sentiment.

“All right then,” he answered. “I have your
commitment, and believe me I’ll make sure you honor it. But now,
let me spin a tail as wicked as any you’ve ever heard... a
cautionary tale to be sure: one that is not quite yet finished, and
one in which you all may soon play a part.”

The women in his coven murmured in astonishment.
Illuminated as they were by starlight and firelight, they gazed in
rapt attention at the warlock as he returned to the center of the
circle, sat cross-legged in front of them, and began to tell his
story.


 


Part One

Saint Joseph’s





Chapter 1

The Birthday




 


Little Joy Madonie’s face was crazy, comical with
eyes bulging and cheeks puffed out. She looked like one of those
suckerfish that attach themselves to the sides of glass aquariums.
But that was only because she had pushed herself up against the
opaque little window beside the front door to her home while she
waited for her father. It was, after all, her eighth birthday.

Niko Madonie stopped on his way to the front door to
inspect the stucco on the northeast corner of the house. It seemed
to be coming loose. When he looked even closer, it appeared that
part of the foundation was somehow beginning to crumble. It was
something he’d need to take care of. He’d made the devil’s deal,
and he knew it. But he hadn’t really agreed to anything, had he?
He’d just accepted it all.

Niko sighed and walked up the three small steps to
the front door. And that’s when he caught sight of the silly face
of that suckerfish girl pushed up against the window. He could see
that his daughter was wearing a white party dress, white knee
socks, and white tennis shoes. She was a miniature version of his
wife, Holly, he thought, complete with long, blond hair, a pretty
little nose, brilliant eyes, and that spectacular (though at the
moment slightly twisted) smile.

Joy began to jump up and down with excitement.
“Daddy’s home!” she cried, and when Niko came through the front
door, she ran up to him, threw her arms around his knees, and
hugged him tightly for a long moment before looking up.

“Where’s my present, Daddy?”

“Were you supposed to get a present today?” Niko
teased.

“Daddy, this is my day, my birthday, and I want my
present.”

“But I thought that you were supposed to give
presents to other people on your birthday.”

“Daddy, did you get me the kitten or not?” Joy asked.
“I want to know, now!”

“There’ll be presents later,” Holly said as she came
walking in from the kitchen. “Now, get ready for supper,
sweetie.”

“Okay, Mommy,” Joy answered, and she turned back into
the suckerfish girl and swam her way out of the room.

“You’re a bigger kid than she is,” Holly said as she
walked up to her husband.

“And you like kids, right?”

“Love 'em. I’d like to see a little more of this one,
though.” And then she put her arms around her husband and gave him
a long, sexy kiss.

“Whoa,” he gasped as he stumbled backward, “Is that
what I’ve been missing?”

“That and more,” Holly answered with a sigh.

“I don’t get to play with Joy as much as I’d like to,
either,” he added wistfully.

“Did you get the kitten?”

“Got her. Put her in the garage.”

“Great,” Holly said and then she turned and led Niko
into the kitchen where she immediately went to the stove and turned
the Italian sausages that sizzled in a pan on the front burner.

“So why don’t you put on something a little less
business-like while I finish up with the birthday spaghetti?”

“Can’t,” Niko answered, and he couldn’t help but turn
a deep guilty shade of red. “Gotta go back right after the
party.”

Holly frowned. “For the fourth night this week?”

Niko walked up and wrapped his arms around his
wife.

“It’s gonna give us that swimming pool we’ve always
wanted.”

“I’d rather have you,” she answered putting her arms
around her husband and giving him another kiss. “Can’t you at least
stick around on Joy’s birthday?”

“Only till eight thirty.”

“I don’t think it’s enough for Joy... or for me,” she
sighed, and then she turned away from her husband rather decisively
and gave her complete attention to the spaghetti.

 


#

 


Joy gobbled up the last of her licorice ice cream
and banana birthday cake, which had been her choices. “Can I have
my present now, Daddy?”

Holly jumped up and pulled a small, soft package from
the cupboard behind her. “Here you are, sweetie,” she said.

“Okay, Mommy,” Joy looked a little unhappy. “It’s not
the right shape.”

“It’s the perfect shape for a T-shirt,” Holly
answered.

Joy let out a cheer when she opened the package and
found a shirt with the words “Give a Friend a Hug” printed across
the front. Above the lettering, CatMan Due, the famous
saxophone-playing cat from the cartoons, was reaching out for an
embrace.

“I like it, Mommy,” Joy responded. “Can I put it
on?”

“Of course.”

Joy scrambled into the shirt and gave her mother a
big hug. Holly hugged her back, and as she did she eyed her husband
sadly. “Why couldn’t you stay tonight?” she seemed to be
asking.

Joy now turned to her father and stared him right in
the eyes.

“Well?”

Niko looked from his little girl to the clock hanging
on the wall behind her and saw that he had to leave in fifteen
minutes.

“Don’t know what you’re talking about,” he said.

“It’s my birthday,” Joy answered. “I wanted a kitten,
and it was your job to get me one. Now, did you do your job or not,
Daddy?”

“Let’s find out,” he answered with a grin and he led
Joy into the garage leaving Holly to herself. She took another sip
of champagne and noticed Niko’s glass. It was almost completely
full. Any party she planned for this evening was just about
over.

She sighed and reached into her apron pocket. She
pulled out a small piece of folded paper and read the note written
in a very neat hand.

 


Please meet me tomorrow evening, Holly.

Sheraton Universal – Room 209 – 7:30

We were meant to be together, and

I know that I can end your loneliness.

John

 


Holly bit her lip and was about to read the words
again when Joy came barreling through the double doors carrying a
very sweet, but also very full-grown, gray and white cat that was
almost as big as she was.

Holly just had time to crumple the note and jam it
back into her pocket. She was blushing bright red by then, feeling
guilty for just reading the message. Of course, Niko wouldn’t
notice her expression; she was sure of that. And, hopefully, Joy
would be just too excited about her new gift.

“Mommy, look at Emmy!” Joy called.

“Emmy?”

“Yes, Mommy,” she said. “I decided to call her Emmy
because… look.”

Joy hoisted the cat right up before Holly’s eyes. For
all the rough handling, the cat seemed quite content.

“See the letter ‘M’ in the fur over this eye? And
here’s another one. Two ‘M’s. That’s why I want to call her Emmy.
Okay, Mommy?”

“I think it’s a great name, don’t you, Daddy?”

“I do,” he answered.

“But don’t you think she’s a little large for a
kitten?” Holly forced herself to ask if only to get her mind off
the crumpled note in her pocket that felt as large and explosive as
a hand grenade.

“The people at the shelter said that she was the
sweetest cat they’d ever seen,” Niko said, totally missing Holly’s
expression, as usual. “They said that she would be better for a
little girl than a kitten, and besides....”

“Besides what, Daddy?” Joy asked.

“Besides,” Holly answered. “They’re right. A friendly
cat is probably a far better pet for a little girl.”

“She’s a kitten, Mommy.”

“Anyway, I have to get back to work,” Niko told Joy.
“I’m sorry, sweetie. But the boss has things for me to do
tonight.”

“I see,” the little girl answered sadly as she slung
the cat over her shoulder. Emmy let out a soft meow and started to
purr.

“Well, I don’t see,” Holly blurted out suddenly and
rushed from the room.

“Holly, listen,” Niko called but she was gone.

“You’d better stop this, Daddy,” Joy told her father.
“It’s making Mommy very sad.”

“I know that, sweetie,” he answered. “But I have to
go to work.”

“Well, go then!” Holly shouted from the kitchen and,
after a moment, added very softly... hopefully, “I’ll wait up for
you.”

“I wouldn’t do that,” Niko said. “It may be two in
the morning before I get home.”

A long silence followed. Holly did not answer. Niko’s
expression was so pained that even Joy could feel it.

“Just go, Daddy,” she said at last. “I’ll talk to
her.”

“And what will you say?” he asked.

“That I love Emmy,” she answered. “And that Mommy
should find someone to love too, because she’s very lonely
now.”

“No! For God’s sake, don’t say that!”

“Okay,” Joy said with a shrug that almost dropped the
cat from her shoulder. “I’ll think of something nicer. Anyway,
thanks for the kitten, Daddy.”

“You bet,” And he patted his little girl on the head
before turning to the kitchen door. “Goodbye, Holly!”

Again, there was nothing but silence.

At last Niko gave up, gave Joy a kiss on the top of
her head, and walked out the front door. As he did, he happened to
glance at the corner of his home once more.

Yes, he thought to himself, somehow it’s beginning to
crumble.


Chapter 2

Joy’s Room




 


Joy pounded up the stairs and made a sharp right
into her room. It was painted soft pink with a white twin bed.
Vines sprouting little blue flowers were painted up the bedposts
and across the headboard. There was a matching white desk with a
knick-knack shelf full of statues holding her favorite TV
characters, and a dresser with a large mirror hanging above it.
Huge posters from Niko’s TV shows were pinned to all the walls.
Above her bed, a teenage Gretel spread her arms graciously,
inviting viewers to tune in and watch how she and her brother
outwit the wicked witch. The TV show had deviated quite a bit from
the original story but had been a tremendous success for Niko and
his boss, Chuck Vaughn.

Other posters celebrated Snow White and Rose
Red, another of Niko’s successes. And then there was CatMan
Due, jamming away on his sax. Chuck Vaughn himself, Niko’s boss and
the cat’s creator, had signed this poster.

A bookcase at the far end of the room overflowed with
every kind of children’s book imaginable, many by Dr. Seuss, but
there was also the Doctor Doolittle series, Charlotte’s
Web, The Hobbit, and the complete Lord of the
Rings. Most importantly, tucked away in a far corner almost out
of sight was THE book, Grimm’s Fairy Tales.

It was a strange additive book that Joy’s late
grandfather had found in England during World War Two. Its gruesome
illustrations had terrified Niko as a little boy. And yet Joy found
it amazing, fantastic… especially the story entitled “Witch Girl”
that told of an ancient witch who so loved her grandson that she
took over the soul of his daughter so that she could be with him
every day.

 


The books and posters were the furthest thing from
her mind at the moment, though, as Joy scurried into the room and
lay Emmy on the huge dresser across from her bed.

Emmy was not quite as relaxed now. She stretched out
across the top of the dresser, raised her head, and looked at Joy
with an expression that seemed almost anxious.

“Too bright in here for you, Emmy?” she whispered.
“I’ll turn the lights off.”

Emmy meowed in what Joy took to be agreement. And so
the little girl scooted over to the doorway and flicked off the
lights. The room was now very dark except for the sliver of light
from downstairs. It cut sharply across the center of the room
leaving the space on either side very shadowy indeed.

“Would you like me to make a bed for you, Emmy?” she
asked. The cat did not respond, just got to its feet and jumped
from the dresser to Joy’s bed where she lay down.

“Rather just sleep with me, huh?” Joy asked.

Emmy began to purr. Maybe it was the darkness that
relaxed her or the thought of a nice place to sleep at the foot of
Joy’s little bed. But her closed eyes didn’t detect the image that
was forming in the darkness behind the little girl. It rose up out
of the gloom, hideous and awful, an ancient crone, with saucer
eyes, long, claw-like fingers, and a great pointed nose jutting out
from under a dark gray hood.

Joy was still fascinated by the kitten, but something
made her pause. She felt a chill and glanced at the mirror above
the dresser where she saw her own reflection and behind her the
hideous being. She blinked her eyes and shuddered.

“Babcia!” she called. “Grandma.”


Chapter 3

Room 209




 


John Hunter lit the candle and placed it in front of
the mirror in the hotel bathroom. Then he took a good long look at
himself.

He had to admit he was handsome, with a strong jaw,
bright blue, dreamy eyes, and broad shoulders. At six foot two in
his stocking feet, he was the perfect figure of an ironman athlete.
All he was wearing really was his white dress shirt and nothing
else, not even socks. And his shirt was unbuttoned half way down
the front.

Sexy!

He smiled as he ran his hand across his smooth face.
Very close shave. Perfect! A perfect guy for a perfect gal! And
this was a perfect place for their rendezvous: the Sheraton
Universal Hotel on top of the mountain at the edge of the Universal
Studios lot.

Why hadn’t he ever brought his wife here? He
wondered, and then he knew. In an instant, he flashed on that
deadly conversation they’d had only two weeks earlier.

Susan had come into the kitchen wearing her shaggy,
pink bathrobe. It was as though she didn’t want to look attractive.
Her hair was still in curlers; she had yet to “put on her face,” as
she liked to say.

“Good morning,” Hunter had said as warmly as
possible, he thought.

Susan just sighed. Her eyes still showed the effects
of a night of lovemaking that was more labor than love.

“John,” she said rather nervously while she sat down
beside him and dumped some cornflakes into the bowl he had set out
for her. “We have to talk about last night.”

“We weren’t at our best,” Hunter answered quickly. He
reached across for the coffee pot, grabbed it, and poured her
morning’s brew. “It happens.”

“Well,” she answered, and now there were tears in her
eyes. “It’s not going to happen again.” She measured his reaction
as she measured her words.

“What do you mean?”

Susan took a long swallow of black coffee, grimaced,
and continued.

“I’m giving up sex.”

Hunter almost dropped the coffee pot.

“What?”

“I don’t need it,” she answered quickly, as though
she just had to get the message out there. “It’s messy and
uncomfortable.”

“But we’re married. We’re husband and wife.”

Susan’s look turned cold. “I don’t really love you
anymore.”

There was a long dead silence.

He was stunned. “Are you asking for a divorce?” he
finally managed to stammer.

“Not at all,” she said. “I don’t want a divorce. I
just don’t want to sleep with you anymore.”

“But it’s my right!” Hunter insisted. He was now
becoming furious. Why was she bringing it up this morning when he
was getting ready for a very important day of work?

She laughed. Her tone was amazingly cruel.

“Don’t talk to me about rights,” she sneered.
“Because I haven’t had any for years!”

Hunter flinched; here came the same old shit all over
again. But Susan didn’t pursue the argument. She had a more
immediate message.

“You have the right to live with me in this house if
you want. I’ll make a nice home for you. I’ll do all those wifely
duties that you take for granted. I just refuse to, you know, do
it any longer.”

Hunter was flabbergasted by the finality in his
wife’s voice. He tried to speak but really couldn’t. (Why now? Why
was she telling him this now?)

“You can keep swooning over those cheerleaders,
secretaries, and teachers-aides of yours,” she continued. “Don’t
think I haven’t seen the way you look at them. Well, let me tell
you, Mr. Principal, they’re all yours now, as long as you can be
discreet about it. Jimmy can’t know, not even for a minute. He has
to feel that his home is safe and secure and normal.”

Hunter’s head was reeling. He didn’t know what to
say, so he just mumbled, “Gotta get to work.”

“Yes, go ahead, Mr. Principal,” she answered. “Go off
to your crazy little empire, and when you get back here, you’ll
find all your things in the guest room. It’ll be YOUR room from now
on.”

Hunter stood, and it crossed his mind to kiss her
while he tried to think of something to say, but her energy was so
negative that he just lowered his head and slunk out the door.

 


What the hell was wrong with her? Hunter wondered
while he sat in the Sheraton Universal Hotel. It couldn’t be his
fault. Not John Hunter, principal of Mid-Valley Elementary School.
He hadn’t cheated on her, not yet anyway. She was frigid; that was
all.

Bitch!

“Just don’t embarrass the boy,” she’d said. “Be
discreet.” And so he would be. Hell, no one was going to see him at
this ritzy Hollywood hotel. It was the perfect getaway.

The problem was that he didn’t need a getaway, some
quickie, some roll in the hay just to prove that his wife’s
frigidity wasn’t his fault. He needed a relationship with an
intelligent and beautiful woman, someone worthy of a man as
successful as he.

There was yet another reason for discretion: his
career path. Next stop the school board. Everything was moving
along nicely, he thought. So he’d play the faithful husband, just
as Susan would play the perfect wife. And their son, Jimmy would
probably never know. The school board would never know, his staff
and teachers would never know, except for his new Librarian, of
course.

He moved through the room one more time, checking the
candles on each end table and the champagne chilling in the ice
bucket beside the bed. He checked the slightly erotic Picasso print
on the wall. Then he went back into the bathroom and checked his
handsome face, his dreamy eyes, and the way he hung neatly under
that white dress shirt of his: just a little bit of an erection to
tease her.

AND WHERE THE FUCK WAS SHE, ANYWAY?

Hunter moved back to the bedroom and adjusted the
little radio, re-dialed the soft sensuous mid-'70s rock station
that he had been listening to. And in that moment of silence
between stations, he heard something, a sound coming from right
outside the door, the sound of a sigh or even of someone
weeping.

He readjusted the music, keeping it very soft,
readjusted his shirt to make sure he was properly covered up and
went to the door to open it.

Holly Madonie was standing there sobbing. When she
saw him, she blushed, smiled sadly, and reached for him as she
stumbled in through the doorway. Hunter immediately closed the door
behind her as she grabbed his face with her gentle hands and began
kissing him on his lips, his cheeks, his eyes.

“John,” she whispered softly and just pushed him
backward onto the bed.

He fell easily, and she slipped off her shoes and
climbed on top of him... still kissing him. She struggled to her
feet on the bed and stood above him while she pulled off her
dress.

Hunter looked up and could see her smiling through
her tears above her beautiful breasts as she slid off her lacy,
pink bra.

She brushed back her hair nervously. All she was
wearing now were those panties. Hunter reached up to pull them
down, and when he did a reservoir of her love spilled onto him. It
splashed onto his shirt, seeping through it and trickling down
between his legs.

Holly knelt so that she was sitting astride him. She
began to slide herself up and down, feeling the sweet tingle of his
touch while releasing more and more of her love.

“Oh, John,” Holly whispered in a sadness filled with
lust. And so the Principal of West Valley Elementary School rolled
Holly over and gave her what she had been missing.

And when they were through...

The bed was soaking wet.


Chapter 4

Her Trip to the Store



 


“I’m going to draw you a sad nose,” Joy said as she
sat at the kitchen table with her father, and she did a quick
circle for a face and then scratched a great hook into the middle
of the circle creating a nose that did resemble Niko’s large
Polish-Italian beak.

“Why is it sad?” Niko asked.

“’Cause you are, Daddy,” she answered with her usual
directness.

“Maybe I am. But that shouldn’t make my nose
sad.”

“Sure it should,” she responded, and she drew a
series of circle faces with sad noses on all of them. And then she
asked, “Where’s Mommy?” with a tone of great concern.

“She went to the store,” Niko answered. He was
sketching faces too, and all of his were frowning. “She’ll be back
soon.”

“The store closed two hours ago,” Joy said. “Is that
why you’re sad, Daddy?”

“Nope,” he answered with a wistful smile. “Just
trying to show you how to draw sad faces. Look...” He pulled her
paper over to him and drew a circle face, two round eyes with lines
pointing up above each eye to indicate eyebrows pulled up in
sadness. “See,” he said. “Sad eyes...”

“Or you can make a sad mouth.” He added a frown to
suggest a sorrowful set of lips. “But noses pretty much stay the
same. They show who you are, not how you feel. So does your
hair.”

“Cool, Daddy,” Joy giggled, and she grabbed the paper
back and drew a series of images with different kinds of noses and
hair but the same sad expression. Then she drew another face with a
big frown, but the eyebrows turned down in the center.

“Now you look mad, Daddy,” she said.

“Right. But turn the frown into a smile and what do
you have?”

Joy drew another face with eyebrows arching down
almost forming a V above the eyes, and then she drew a big
smile.

“Wow!” said Joy. “Now you have someone who likes
being mad.” She drew the hooked nose into the middle of the face.
“It’s Babcia,” she said.

Niko laughed. “You’ve seen her?”

“Of course, I have a mask of her in my bottom drawer,
remember?”

And he did remember how Joy had somehow gained
possession of the Mask of Babcia that had scared him so the first
time he’d seen it at Leland University. But Joy had never told her
father that Babcia appeared to her frequently in her mirror.

“Now, I’ll make you happy, Daddy,” Joy said
matter-of-factly while she drew a classic happy face with the
hooked nose she’d first created for him.

“Like it?”

“I do.”

“Then why aren’t you happy?”

He sighed. “I’m very happy when I’m with you.”

“Actually, you’re more like this, I think,” she said,
and she drew a sad pair of eyes over a slightly smiling mouth with
the same hooked nose. The result was wistful. “That’s you, Daddy,
happy and sad at the same time.”

The drawing caught Niko by surprise and made him
laugh. He took the paper from his daughter and continued to chuckle
while he scribbled out a whole series of creative sketches of his
daughter’s face: happy, sad, laughing, crying with tears flying out
in all directions, sneezing, singing, giggling. They gave Joy the
giggles, and the two were almost falling out of their seats with
laughter when Holly walked in the door.

“What’s this?” she said with a smile of her own.

“Look at these pictures,” Joy said. “Here’s Daddy,
sad and happy the way he looks right now, and here’s me....”

Holly looked at the pictures and smiled. “Very nice,”
she said. “But it’s way past your bedtime, miss.”

“I know,” Joy answered. “Thanks for letting me stay
up with Daddy for so long.”

“Now, off to bed,” Holly commanded.

“Right,” Joy said with a smile, and then she ran up
to her father and hugged him. Next, she hugged her mother, and then
went to the corner and picked up Emmy the cat as though the
creature was a bag of beans. She slung the cat over her
shoulder.

“Night - night,” she called as she headed upstairs to
her bedroom.

Holly smiled. She turned to Niko, but he wasn’t
smiling at all. That was because he noticed the hours printed on
the large striped shopping bag that Holly had set down right in
front of him on the table.

 


Zodie's - Open 8 AM to 8 PM

 


It was now 11.

“Where have you been?” Niko asked with as much
restraint as he could.

“I ran into Ginny Randolph at Zodie’s,” Holly
answered. “So we just went over to the Pancake House and had some
coffee, that’s all.”

Her quick response surprised him. “How is Ginny?” he
mumbled at last.

“Oh, she’s fine,” Holly answered. “But, if you don’t
mind, I’ve had a rough day. I’d like to turn in too. Are you
coming?”

“No,” answered Niko with a finality that surprised
him. “I think I’ll just watch TV for a while.” He moved slowly to
the set and turned it on. Holly came up to him, gave him a quick
kiss on the cheek, and left.

The more Niko thought about Holly’s response, the
more logical it seemed, so that when he finally did go to bed,
nearly an hour later, he had convinced himself that his concerns
were groundless. It was Joy who had planted the idea that Holly was
out far later than she should have been. It was Joy who told him
that he should be concerned about it. What did a little girl know
about adult hours and adult feelings? Holly actually seemed happy
when she returned home, far happier than he had seen her in weeks.
So, everything was really fine, he decided. Until that is, he
opened the hamper to toss in his grubby sweatshirt and saw Holly’s
clothing bundled tightly together. He lifted the bundle out of the
hamper, and her pink panties fell out onto the bathroom floor. They
were still sopping wet, and they smelled of her lust. As her
husband, he knew that smell. It was one of the rare and special
things about Holly that was such a turn on, that wetness and that
scent of sex. But he and Holly hadn’t had sex.

So what was going on?


Chapter 5

The Dream




 


The enormous, angry men snatched at Joy and chased
her around the little cottage. Their faces were cold and evil. One
of them seemed to be a priest because he wore that kind of collar,
but he was the worst of them. He feinted toward her sending her
scrambling away from him around the little table in the middle of
the room and right into the clutches of another evil-looking
man.

They were grunting at each other now in a language
that Joy didn’t understand. The man grabbed her, tossed her high
into the air and then let her fall like a rag doll onto the hard,
earthen floor of the cottage. She felt terrible pain explode
through her shoulder and her hip when she pounded into the ground,
and yet she tried to scramble to her feet in spite of it.

But the priest was too fast. He caught her leg and,
jerking her up into the air; he flung her across the room to one of
the other men. They were cheering each other on. The second man
reached to catch her but pulled his hands away at the last moment
so that the little girl fell and hit the floor again. Her face
slammed hard into it. She felt her teeth shatter; her lips tear.
Blood was pouring into her mouth now. Still, she was snatched up by
one of the men who held her high in the air.

She was upside down, feeling the blood pouring out of
her mouth, looking at the priest who had gone to the fire where a
great caldron was burning. Beside it lay the battered and torn
remains of her father with his throat cut and his blood spilled on
the hearth and across the floor.

“No, Daddy!” she screamed hysterically, but that only
incensed the men even more.

The priest grabbed a skewer from the fire, a long,
thin spike and, still babbling in that strange tongue, he moved
toward her. The fire-red iron reflected in his eyes and across his
hideous smile. He pushed it toward Joy, toward her battered face.
She screamed. Her heart was pounding. She could feel blood-fear
coursing through her veins. The priest was bringing the poker
closer and closer to her. She tried to jerk away but suddenly
another pair of hands grabbed her face and held it fast making her
look directly at the skewer while the evil man brought it toward
her eye. The heat radiating from it, scorched her cheeks, and
seared into her eyeballs. The priest cursed her in whatever
guttural language he was speaking and pulled the poker back so that
he could thrust it into her eye, into her face, into her whole
body, and drive it all the way through her.

Suddenly, a horrifying, mind-tearing ROAR split the
air!

Joy jumped up in bed. Awake!

She was still trembling; her clothes, face, arms,
hands, hair, and all the bedding were drenched with her sweat and
tears. She could still hear that roar, that banshee wail, which
tore through her mind like an earthquake. In the mirror was that
sight again, too: the witch, Babcia, now even more of a monster
while she took on the gray coloring of a beast, her fingers
twisting into claws, her teeth growing and glistening into the
fangs of a wolf.

“Babcia!” Joy cried. “Babcia, stop it! Stop it! Oh,
please stop it!” And the little girl broke into a flood of tears
and collapsed onto the bed still trembling, heart still racing, and
sweat still pouring from her.

 


After a long moment, Joy pushed herself up with her
arms and looked back into the mirror. The witch was still there,
but her expression had changed. The grayness of the wolf had
drained from her. Her eyes were no longer filled with rage, but
with love.

“So sorry for dreams,” Babcia whispered from the
mirror.

“Horrible dreams, Great Grandma,” Joy sighed.
“They’re killing me.”

“But is not you,” Babcia whispered softly.

“I know,” Joy answered. “You told me. I’m dreaming
your dreams, of when the witch-hunters killed your baby.”

“Moj piekny chlopczyk,” Babcia murmured. “My
beautiful little boy.” And suddenly the rage flooded back into her
eyes and that gray wolf visage began to spread across her face.

“Stop it, Great Grandma, STOP IT!” Joy cried. “Your
anger HURTS me.”

A look of sorrow and fear now gripped the witch’s
face. What was she doing to her granddaughter?

“I fix,” Babcia whispered. “I find way to go way from
you at night time. Let you be little girl, alone. Let you dream
little girl dreams.”

Joy sat up in the bed.

“I’d like that, Babcia,” she said still not daring to
smile. “But how can you?”

“I find way; leave you alone,” she said. “But not
always.”

“No,” Joy answered. “Sometimes I like having you with
me. You make me feel safe. Sometimes it’s even cool, you know, so
cool.”

The image in the mirror smiled. That hideous old
crone, a face that seemed impossible to look upon, let alone love,
smiled, because this was a little girl who could look at her and
did love her.

“But the dreams, Great Grandma,” Joy whispered.

“I fix,” Babcia responded. “Find somewhere else to go
night. Let you dream as little girl, not as witch. Not horrible
memories.”

“But where can you go?”

At that moment, Emmy began to stir. She had been
sleeping soundly at the foot of the little bed, but now she
stretched and yawned. It was a funny, wide, cat’s yawn.

Joy giggled and sighed a great soulful sigh for a
little girl, and giggled again.

The witch was smiling too.


Chapter 6

Humiliation


 


Niko didn’t want to be here; that was sure. Not on
his first free Saturday in weeks. And yet it was so important to
Holly.

“It’ll be fun,” she’d said. “You know Tracy?”

He nodded yes, even though he didn’t. No point
getting into another argument.

“It’s the wedding of the sweetest, young teacher in
my school. How could you not enjoy it?” Holly asked.

That was easy; he wouldn’t know a soul there.

Holly had been acting very distant lately, and he was
convinced that it was his fault, the fault of those long hours that
he was spending away from her at work. So he would make this little
sacrifice for her, why not?

They made their way into the entry to the little hall
behind St. Finbar’s church. She was wearing a navy polka-dot dress
with a wide, white collar to match the dots. It was surely as short
as the law or their Pastor, Father Rodriguez would allow. Just the
thing to show off her perfect legs, though, Niko thought.

He followed along behind his wife carrying a huge box
wrapped in white and silver wedding paper and topped with a silver
bow. He could hardly see where he was going, and so, when he
stepped into the entryway, he ran right into Father Tim Brennan,
assistant pastor at the church.

Father Tim was young and handsome with short-cropped
hair and the friendliest kind of Irish face. He wore
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