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        While scouting possible wedding locations on Presque Isle, Samantha and Kathy cast a spell to prevent a man from driving his boat right onto shore. Shrugging it off as a close call, the sisters return their focus to their lives: Samantha’s upcoming wedding, and Kathy’s struggling personal and professional life.

      

        

      
        However, their little diversion spell ignites the fury of Heather, a siren who lives to sway men in loving relationships into a fiery betrayal that results in their death. She turns her attention to the men in the witches’ lives as payback for foiling her plan on Presque Isle. After several close calls, Samantha and Kathy force their boyfriends to coexist in one house so they can protect them, but the siren’s attacks keep hitting closer to home.

      

        

      
        With tensions rising in the overcrowded house and everyone almost at their breaking point, the witches must find a way to stop Heather before she can succeed in her mission to kill their men.

      

        

      
        Siren is the second book in the Coven series, which serves as a prequel series to the Under the Moon series.
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          - JULY 1988 -

        

      

    

    
      The truck rocked back and forth as Justin pulled onto the rough gravel parking lot of the Presque Isle Marina. Beside him, his girlfriend Nancy clung to the handle above the door as they maneuvered over the potholes before coming to a resting spot where Justin put the truck in park.

      “All right, here we go,” he said. “You ready?”

      She smiled at him. “I’m going to put on some sun lotion. You should too.”

      “I will,” he promised. “But first I need to run to the locker room and change into my trunks.”

      “You didn’t put them on before you left the house?” she asked, still with a smile.

      “Sorry,” he said. “Was in too much of a rush to see you.” And Sandy wouldn’t have bought my story that I was going in to work today if I left dressed for a day at the beach.

      Justin crossed the parking lot with his backpack slung over his shoulder and went to the locker room. Inside, he began to undress but stopped when he noticed his wedding ring still resting on his finger.

      His heart began racing and he quickly replayed every moment he and Nancy had since he picked her up. She hadn’t given any indication that she noticed the ring. And it was his left hand, and she was sitting to his right.

      With some force and a good measure of twisting and turning, he pulled the ring off and slipped it in the side pocket of his backpack, zipping it back up for safe keeping. It would need to go back on before he went home to Sandy.

      Back outside, Justin tossed his bag in the back of the truck cab and absently rubbed his bare finger.

      “What’s the matter?” Nancy asked.

      “Nothing,” he said quickly. “You ready?”

      “Don’t you need to put lotion on?”

      He smirked. “Bring it. You can rub me down when we’re on the water.”

      She laughed and rolled her eyes, but slipped the lotion in her bag.

      Together, they walked out on the dock and Justin stepped onto the boat. The Thunderbird was his grandfather’s, but it was left to Justin after he passed. He made an effort to get out on it as much as he could—twice as much if he counted his outings with Nancy too.

      Justin extended his hand and helped Nancy onto the boat. They’d both been on enough times that they fell into an easy routine of disengaging from the dock, starting the engine, and slowly backing out into the water.

      When they emerged into Presque Isle Bay and were far enough away from the shore and other boaters, Justin kicked up the throttle and drove out toward the Erie Harbor Channel that led to the rest of Lake Erie. Every time he took Nancy out in public he was always careful to make sure that nobody spotted them.

      Not that the Thunderbird was a unique boat or anything.

      Once they got through the channel, Justin slowed the engine. Nancy tapped him on the bare shoulder.

      “Put something on before you burn,” she said. “Do you want me to do it?”

      “Sure.” Behind his sunglasses, Justin’s eyes darted back and forth to the other boats and scanned along shore too. He liked to think he was just being careful, but he knew he was really just being paranoid.

      Behind him, Nancy rubbed the lotion on his shoulders, along his arms, and down his back. He obliged as much as he could while still keeping the boat in motion.

      Nancy leaned over and said into his ear over the roar of the passing wind, “What’s your rush?”

      “Want to make sure we get a good spot.” Justin steered the boat around Gull Point and toward the west side of Presque Isle. There would be fewer eyes there and fewer chances of being caught.

      His heart hadn’t stopped racing since he took off his wedding ring.

      He finally slowed the boat as they approached Budny Beach along the western shore of Presque Isle. Slowing to a crawl, he pulled in as close as he dared to the shore without getting in the way of anyone else. It would be easier to swim in shallower water. And if they were swimming, there would be less of a chance of someone spotting him.

      Nancy pulled off her T-shirt once Justin cut the engine and stood in a tiny pink bikini.

      “Oh wow,” he said.

      She smiled and turned for him, modeling. “Oh, this old thing?” She laughed and stepped to the back of the boat. “Come on, let’s get in the water!”

      Justin tossed his sunglasses on the seat and jumped off the side of the boat. When the cold water hit him, he finally felt his heart rate begin to return to normal. He and Nancy splashed each other—he even tried to carry her over his shoulder, but the sandy floor was just a little too deep for him to maintain his footing.

      When they got tired, they both crawled back onto the boat and lay in the sun, fully embracing the heat that had been plaguing Erie for over a month now.

      “Did you pack any snacks in that bag of tricks of yours?” Justin asked.

      Nancy sat up and made a face. “I think so, but let me check.” She got up and bent over her bag to inspect, pulling out a towel, the sunscreen, and a couple bottles of water and piling them on the seat.

      Justin came up and wrapped his arms around her from behind, planting kisses along her shoulder.

      She laughed. “Babe, not here.”

      He pulled away and leaned on the edge of the driver’s seat. “But you look so—”

      “Shoot!”

      “What is it?”

      “I know I packed some granola bars, but I must’ve left them in my other bag,” she said. “Back in the truck. They’re probably all melted!”

      Justin shrugged. “So what? They’re wrapped.”

      “Yeah,” she said with a sigh, then patted her stomach. “I’m just getting kind of hungry.”

      “Me too,” he admitted. He hoped to be able to stay out on the lake all day. Another trip back to the marina would mean more opportunity for them to be seen. But baking in the sun all day without any food didn’t add up to anything good.

      “Do you mind if we go back?” Nancy asked. She looked around and added, “There aren’t too many boats out here. Maybe we can get a good spot when we come back.”

      Justin looked toward the shore, then down at Nancy’s pleading eyes. “Yeah, I suppose that’s okay.”

      She kissed him. “Thanks babe! Can’t wait to get back out here and spend more time with you!”

      He couldn’t keep the smile off his face as he started the boat back up and slowly backed away from the swimming area. When he was clear away, he kicked it into high gear, glancing over at Nancy as her long, wet hair blew in the wind.

      As he rounded Gull Point and sped back across Thompson Bay, his ears tuned in to something that sounded absolutely beautiful. A woman’s voice, singing. Somewhere along the shore. It was mesmerizing.

      Who was it?

      The song sounded familiar yet entirely new, all at the same time. It was almost…magical, the way it took him out of himself. He felt as if he was floating above himself and watching as he directed the boat toward the shore. As Nancy stared at him with panic. How she tried to pull him away.

      All the while, the beautiful voice sang the song that completely took him in its grasp.
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      “So, what do you think?” Cheryl Anderson extended her arms out to showcase the location she picked out. Her salon-created blonde hair fluttered in the breeze.

      Samantha stepped further onto the grass with Steven and Kathy trailing behind. “It’s nice.”

      “Nice?” Kathy said. “Sam, this is gorgeous!”

      They were on Presque Isle scouting possible wedding locations. For the ceremony, at least. Samantha was insistent on having a wedding on the water. She could picture the wedding photos in her head and she intended to make that vision a reality.

      “Look, you can set up an archway here and get married with the city in the background.” Cheryl moved to a spot near the water. “Or, you can shift it over there and have a more lush, green backdrop.”

      Samantha glanced over at her green option. It was another picnic area with a pull-off from the road that served as a makeshift parking lot. It was just like the one they stood on, where families could picnic and fish and spend a weekend. Just as she and Kathy had done when they were younger.

      “Yeah…”

      Steven hooked his arm around her waist. “You don’t seem sure.”

      Cheryl stepped closer and continued to sell the location. “There’s plenty of parking for guests. It’s not too far into the park where people could get lost. I think this is a fantastic option.”

      Samantha bit her lip and looked around. The area was beautiful, but it was also littered with geese poop, interrupted by passing cars, and had the audience of other picnickers. Would they be able to have a sense of privacy on their wedding day?

      Just as the thought came to her, a motor boat loudly came around the bend from the Presque Isle Marina from the other side of the peninsula. Nope. No privacy, whatsoever.

      “Maybe we should keep looking,” Samantha finally said.

      Cheryl let out a heavy sigh, mourning her “perfect” suggestion. By time they all piled back in the car and she was behind the wheel directing them back toward the rest of the park, Cheryl seemed to forget all about her first suggestion.

      “Oh, this next one is just breathtaking,” she said as she navigated the winding roads through the marshy peninsula. The open windows made it hard to hear her, but the July breeze wafting off the lake felt nice in the sunshine.

      As they passed another pull-off, Cheryl waved at it. “That over there looks out across the water to where we just were. You were right to turn it down, Samantha, you wouldn’t have been able to enjoy your special day without an audience from a bunch of strangers. Nope, your wedding should include only the people you invite.”

      Samantha looked out the window and watched as the road weaved through the park with paved bike paths and other picnic areas. For one stretch, they had a beautiful view of the city across the bay.

      “This is gorgeous,” Kathy said from the backseat.

      Samantha nodded. Something was off with her today. She was excited to start wedding planning, but today she was just not in the mood to fill up her day with to-dos. She wanted to be able to enjoy the sunshine, like everyone else in Presque Isle seemed to be doing. Scouting for wedding locations seemed like a chore.

      Cheryl pulled into a parking lot at the bend of another curve. “Now, this one is another excellent option.” She parked the car and went to turn it off before she caught the look on Samantha’s face. “What’s the matter?”

      Samantha shook her head as she looked around. At the pavilion just off the parking lot, the boat advertising tours of the bay docked nearby, and the number of people swarming along the sidewalk leading to the Perry Monument. “Not here. This isn’t the right place.”

      “Why don’t we just get out and look?” Steven suggested.

      “Yeah, there are a lot of amenities here. Plenty of parking for guests, bathrooms, beautiful views.”

      “Beautiful views?” Samantha blurted. “Isn’t that a smokestack I see over there?”

      “Well, there are plenty of other views to see from out there,” Cheryl countered. “If you want to get out I can show—”

      “No, I’d rather just move on to the next place.”

      “Sam,” Kathy said. “You didn’t even give this a try.”

      “Look, Kathy, this isn’t where I want to get married,” Samantha snapped. “End of discussion. Now, can we please move on?”

      Tension-filled silence swept over the car. Kathy glared up at her sister, not liking the person she was becoming as a bride. She looked across to Steven and could tell he had similar thoughts, but he gave a shrug that said, “What are you going to do?”

      Cheryl quickly recovered from Samantha’s outburst. Likely due to the fact that she was used to working with demanding brides. “Well all right then, on we go!” She put the car in drive and continued up the road through the park.

      Not far down the road, Cheryl slowed and pointed. “The Lagoon picnic area is nice, but there’s not much of the view you said you wanted. We can take a look, but—”

      “That’s okay,” Samantha said. “What else is there?”

      Cheryl pulled back onto the road. “Well, I have a few more options. They’ll take bit more work, but it’s still manageable.”

      “This pull-off here has a nice view,” Kathy suggested from the backseat. “Doesn’t look like there’s anyone here, either.”

      “And how many different camera angles are we going to be able to get from there?” Samantha fired back. “Besides, that’s a gravel parking lot. My dress would be ruined.”

      Kathy bit down on her lips to hold in her retort.

      “No, of course you’d want to preserve your dress as best you can,” Cheryl said. “So I suppose that rules out a beach wedding?”

      Samantha rocked her head back and forth. “I’d be open to that.”

      “Oh, super!” Cheryl turned off into a parking area that was swarming with cars and people in swimsuits and bags with sand toys.

      “This isn’t what I was thinking—”

      Cheryl held up a finger to Samantha. Kathy and Steven smirked from the back. “Hold on before you start saying no. This place is a little bit off-the-beaten-path, if you will, but it is definitely a contender. Would certainly make for a unique wedding location!”

      She kept driving away from the parking lot and along Horseshoe Pond with the various houseboats floating on the water. They passed the Coast Guard with the barbed wire chain link fence along the road keeping trespassers out.

      “Where are you taking us, Cheryl?” Steven asked.

      “Just you wait a see!” she said with a smirk.

      Finally, they came to the end of the road and she parked in a small lot along a concrete pier that led to a lighthouse.

      “Oh,” Samantha said, surprised. Both at the location and the fact that despite a hot July afternoon, there were few people out at this end. She wondered if that was just luck, though.

      “Look, there are bathrooms right here,” Cheryl pointed out. “Only a few parking spots, so that’s something to consider. Maybe you could encourage your guests to carpool, or hire a driver. Maybe a bus or a limo.”

      “Easy with the expenses, Cheryl,” Steven said with a chuckle.

      She swatted him playfully. “Come here, you have to see the lighthouse. I thought this would be a beautiful spot for your ceremony. Or at least some pictures.” She led them toward the pier as she talked. “Now, this lighthouse is old and a little rusty, but if you put enough distance from it so it’s prominent, but the details can’t be seen, you’ll never even know the difference!”

      The trio followed her onto the concrete pier and they started toward the lighthouse.

      “Doesn’t this pose safety concerns?” Kathy asked.

      Cheryl seemed to just notice the water. “Oh yeah, well, maybe. But this view! Oh my gosh, I can’t get over it! It’s simply gorgeous! Honestly, Samantha, you’re going to look stunning standing here in your wedding gown.”

      Kathy wasn’t sure how practical this spot was, but Samantha seemed excited for the first time all day so she didn’t burst her sister’s bubble just yet. They could have their reality discussion later at home, without the presence of Cheryl egging her on.

      Funny how the tables had turned and now Kathy needed to bring her sister back to reality.

      Kathy leaned in closer to Steven and muttered, “Perhaps you should see if you can reel in some of Cheryl’s suggestions while I try to get a feel for what’s going on with your future wife?”

      He nodded. “Hey, uh, Cheryl. Can I have a word?”

      Kathy nudged her sister’s arm as Steven stepped forward to keep walking with Cheryl. The sisters hung back long enough to put some space between them for private conversation.

      “So what do you think?” Samantha fussed with her hair being whipped around in the wind. “This is pretty cool, huh?”

      “Cool, yes, but not that realistic.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “Samantha, seriously?” Kathy said. “This isn’t a wedding venue. It might be a place to take pictures, but even that has its challenges. The Coast Guard would never allow a wedding up here.”

      The hum of a motorboat droned in the distance, growing closer.

      “They might make an exception,” Samantha said. “With enough…persuasion.”

      “No, you’re not using your magic on them and unless you suddenly came into a large sum of money to bribe them or you’ve thrown away all your morals about selling yourself, then you’re fresh out of options.”

      Samantha shot her sister a look, not appreciating the jab. “What’s calling this off is this damn wind.” She gathered her hair once again and held it on the side of her neck. “I’m not going to pay a fortune to have my hair done only to have it undone in a matter of minutes out here.”

      The drone of the motorboat got louder as it came into view in Thompson Bay.

      “And you were complaining about boats before,” Kathy pointed out. “There are boats here too. And could you imagine describing how to get to this place to all of your guests?”

      Samantha stared out into the water.

      “Are you even listening?” Kathy asked.

      “He’s going awfully fast.”

      “Who is? What are you talking about?” Kathy rolled her eyes, frustrated.

      Samantha pointed to the motorboat, who was still zooming full-speed across the bay toward the beach filled with people.

      “Yeah.” All annoyance evaporated out of Kathy as she noticed the man in the motorboat. “He is going fast. He needs to slow down. The waves from the boat alone could make the swimming hard for the people on the beach.” On the boat beside the man was a woman tugging at his arm.

      “I’m more concerned about what he’s driving toward,” Samantha said. “Or rather, who. Look.” She pointed to a spot along the beach, closer to the pier. A woman stood in a lavender dress with her arm outstretched toward the driver of the boat. She was down the shore away from the swimmers on the beach, making it clear that she was the boat’s destination.

      “You think he’s charging toward her?” Kathy asked.

      “Certainly looks that way, doesn’t it?” Samantha cast a look in Steven and Cheryl’s direction. They were standing at the lighthouse deep in conversation, both facing toward the city, away from the charging motorboat.

      “It almost looks like she’s drawing him to her.”

      “Sure,” Samantha said dismissively. “We need a spell. Fast.”

      “Uh, okay, give me a second.”

      “We don’t have a second!”

      “You’re not helping!” Kathy watched as the boat came closer into view. The driver didn’t seem to be aware of his surroundings, only his destination and getting there as quickly as possible. What he needed was a rude awakening and maybe the spray of the lake would do the trick. “Okay, repeat after me.”

      Together, they recited:

      
        
        Magic spirits,

        hear our call:

        Raise the water,

        build a wall.

        Stop this man

        from ending it all!

      

      

      In a rush, the water from the shore shot up like a geyser, sucking the water from around the bay and spraying it in all directions. The man seemed to regain his rightful mind and eased up on the throttle and quickly tried to steer the boat away from the geyser and the shore. The woman in the boat beside him fell into a nearby seat and held on to the handles with a firm grip.

      When the water rained back down, it created a wave that sent water splashing up along the edges of the bay, crashing against the pier and drenching the sisters in the process. The sisters clung to each other as they stumbled back, but managed to keep themselves from falling over the other side of the pier from the force of the wave. With one quick check, Kathy confirmed that nobody else had fallen into the water.

      “Looks like it worked.” She looked out at the bay. The water was still lapping up against the shore and the swimmers on the beach were all retreating further up the sand.

      “Yeah, but now I’m soaked,” Samantha complained. “Good thing it’s warm today. Too bad it can’t get out the stench of algae.”

      Steven and Cheryl hurried up the pier, both of them wet, though not as bad as the sisters.

      “Are you guys okay?” he asked, taking Samantha in his arms.

      “Just peachy,” she said. “How are you so dry?”

      “We hid behind the lighthouse,” he said.

      “Maybe this isn’t such a good spot to have the ceremony,” Cheryl said, stating the obvious.

      “Let’s just get back to the car and go home,” Samantha said. “I want to change into dry clothes.” She sniffed her arm, then added, “And take a shower.”

      “Come on, let’s go,” Cheryl ushered them back to the car. “We’ll pick up the venue hunt another day.”

      Kathy let the rest of them pass by as she took another look out into the bay. Something about the whole situation didn’t sit well with her. The man in the boat was completely out of it and the woman with him seemed to be scared. Almost as if he was under a spell. And that woman on the beach—

      Kathy nearly stumbled backward when she finally spotted the woman in the lavender dress. She was scowling in Kathy’s direction, soaking wet. The way she stared at Kathy made it seem like she knew Kathy was the one who cast the spell that caused the geyser.

      Turning, Kathy jogged to catch up to the others, hoping they didn’t just gain an enemy they knew nothing about.
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