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        While at a conference in Upstate New York, Samantha seeks out Danielle Bowen, another witch who specializes in divination. The newlywed Samantha has been thinking about when she and her husband could start a family. But the reading erupts in a different vision—a prophecy.

      

        

      
        Secrets are revealed as Danielle explains how the Pentad, an evil supergroup related to the magical elements, is growing more powerful to the point that they may become unstoppable. Fueled by the need to prevent the Pentad from coming to fruition, Samantha returns to Erie to search for members who may be looking to join this demonic supergroup.

      

        

      
        There, Samantha finds Olivia, who is considering joining the Pentad. Thinking it could be a lead to bring down this growing enemy, Samantha follows her. Only, Olivia doesn’t want to be bothered and makes it very clear. Worse, when another demonic faction arrives to stop Olivia from joining the Pentad themselves, Samantha learns very quickly that she may have bitten off more than she can chew on her own.

      

        

      
        Witch is a short story in the Coven series, which serves as a prequel to the Under the Moon series.
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          - FRIDAY, JANUARY 27, 1989 -

        

      

    

    
      If I die out here, nobody will even know where to look for me, Samantha thought as she lurked behind a stack of wooden pallets.

      She was outside an abandoned warehouse on an unlit side street in Salem, NY, which was essentially right on the border with Vermont. She had been attending an accounting conference in nearby Saratoga Springs when she decided to take the detour east to find one witch in particular. When she arrived, however, she stumbled on something else brewing.

      Inside the abandoned warehouse, Samantha could sense a negative energy. She didn’t know what it was, but she didn’t dare enter. Danielle Bowen, the witch she had come to Salem to see, was currently standing on top of another stack of pallets beside the warehouse, peeking through a hole in the metal siding where an air vent had fallen out. Samantha thought it was best to hold her hidden position until something else happened.

      It didn’t take long. Danielle slipped on the pallets and her knee slammed against the metal siding, sending echoes ricocheting down the length of the wall.

      Samantha further retreated into the shadows as Danielle struggled to regain her balance before she climbed down. When she finally did, two figures approached her from the front of the building. Likely the ones Danielle had been eavesdropping on.

      From her hiding spot behind the pallets, Samantha could make out that it was a man and a woman as they came closer. The man looked like a typical demonic thug: dark hair, tribal tattoos up and down his arms, and broad shoulders that she figured he often used to intimidate everyone he came in contact with.

      The woman with him, on the other hand, was most notable for her bright green hair. She wore body armor and bracelets on both wrists. Over her shoulder was a fur shall to keep her warm in the cold.

      “I suppose I need to work on my hiding places,” the woman said. She stepped closer to Danielle, who was pressed against the stack of pallets. “While you’re here, I’d like to introduce you to my husband, Dragonox.”

      “Husband?” There was surprise in Danielle’s voice.

      “I’ve just been telling him all about your family and what your grandmother did to me all those years ago, and I seem to have gotten him riled up.” The woman now had one hand leaning on the pallet just above Danielle’s shoulder, further pinning her in place.

      Samantha watched, waiting for the perfect time to step in and help Danielle. For the moment, though, it seemed she had the element of surprise and she didn’t want to ruin that.

      “And what a surprise that you’re here,” the green-haired woman went on. “Unfortunately for me, I have plans with Dragonox, and I can’t kill you myself.”

      Samantha looked around to make sure nobody was sneaking up on her. She would be no help to Danielle if she was jumped herself.

      “I have some friends that can take care of you themselves.”

      The woman raised her free hand, and water rose up from the frozen ground, puddling in three different places around her. The puddles stretched upward and from them, bodies formed into three distinct figures. Within seconds, the puddles had come alive, and each took on the form of a person.

      “Enjoy!” The green-haired woman smiled and patted Danielle’s cheek. Turning, she walked off with her brute of a companion.

      Samantha searched around her for something to use as a weapon. Finally, she noted a loose board that had fallen from one of the pallets and she ran around to assist Danielle, but she was gone.

      Looking around, Samantha tried to lay eyes on her in the darkness, but the sound of her groaning gave away her location from the back of the warehouse.

      Breaking into a run, Samantha dashed down to the back wall of the building and came around the corner, where Danielle was blocked into a dead-end by a broken-down utility truck.

      Soon after Samantha rounded the corner, the water creatures had overpowered Danielle, knocking her to the ground, where she gargled on the water being forced down her throat.

      Quickly, Samantha thought up a simple, two-line spell:

      
        
        From the liquid you were born,

        I turn you now to solid form.

      

      

      The creatures lurched as their bodies turned gray and solidified. Sensing the change, Danielle delivered a satisfying kick into the stomach of one.

      Samantha ran up and smacked one on the back of the head, where it splashed back into a puddle and fell to the ground. Spinning around, Samantha kicked the third figure in its side, where it hit the metal siding of the building and splattered like a water balloon bursting.

      Turning down to Danielle, Samantha offered her hand to help the witch up.

      Back on her feet, Danielle turned back to the creatures, who had all reformed. She extended her palms to them and ice crystals shot out of her open hands, freezing the creatures in place. Samantha wound up her swing with the plank and shattered them to pieces.

      “Thank you!” Danielle said breathlessly. “I was a little scared for a minute.”

      Samantha smiled and tossed the plank aside. “My pleasure.”

      Danielle extended her hand. “I’m Danielle Bowen. Who are you?”

      “I’m Samantha Harper.” Samantha could tell that Danielle seemed nervous about the introduction, but she quickly tried to hide it.

      “Nice to meet you.” Danielle brushed off the dirt from her jeans. “Are you from Salem?”

      “Oh, no. I actually came here to see you.” Samantha moved her hair out of her face as a cold breeze moved through.

      “Me?”

      She nodded. “You do readings, right?”

      Danielle looked at her watch and Samantha realized just how late it was: Going on ten o’clock at night. She had wanted to get here earlier, but she and the other staff members from Darius Wilcox, CPA, had gone to dinner together, then out for drinks, which Samantha abstained from. It was nearly nine before she had gotten on the road.

      “Uh, yeah,” Danielle said. “But this is a little after my typical business hours.”

      “I know,” Samantha said quickly. “I’m sorry. But you’re the only psychic that I could find who I suspected was an actual witch. I need a very definitive answer.”

      It was the line she had practiced to herself on her drive over. Help Danielle bring her guard down by asking her for something innocent like a psychic reading. Then she could move in with the real reason she wanted to see her.

      Plus, she really did have a question she wanted answered. Something that had come up on her honeymoon earlier in the week.

      Danielle nodded. “Um…okay.” She hesitated, then added, “Why don’t we head back down to my shop?”

      Samantha followed her to Thomas Street, which connected to Main Street. There, the streetlights provided the safety both witches were looking for. Samantha also noted that her car was the last one parked on the street. She hoped there were no parking curfews. The last thing she needed was a ticket from a town on the whole other side of New York.

      When they got to the shop, Danielle unlocked the front door and flicked on the lights. Once they were inside, she locked the door behind them. Samantha initially thought she was being paranoid, but the woman had also just been attacked down a dark street. She was probably more than a little shaken.

      The shop was larger than Samantha had anticipated. The building was definitely old, that was for sure, but it had an antiquated beauty in it that Samantha appreciated.

      In the center of the room sat a round table with a white tablecloth. Lining the walls were shelves filled with the typical stock of most occult shops that Samantha had seen back in Erie. Dried herbs and books on spells, divination, and centering oneself. There were also trinkets and talismans and tokens that would seem like fun tchotchkes to anyone unfamiliar with the world of magic.

      “Take a seat.” Danielle pointed to the table. “I have to make a phone call.” She disappeared through a door behind the checkout counter.

      In her absence, Samantha looked around at the items in the shop. She was surprised to see a collection of athames, which were ceremonial knives used in rituals and other spells. At Mystic Treasures in Erie, Samantha knew that the owners kept those items behind the counter for safekeeping, and yet here Danielle had hers on full display.

      She had just moved on to examining the dried herbs in the jars when she heard the door squeak, signaling Danielle’s return.

      “You have an impressive stock here,” Samantha said. “I wish I had a store like this back in Erie.” It was her way of slipping in her location into the conversation. A way
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