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There was smoke all around the haunted house, with flickers of green and red light shining and illuminating the room alternatively. It was a scary sight to see as the witch circled around the room, chanting the spells. She looked rather pleased as she continued to chant her spells. She had a broad smile on her otherwise wicked face. She was finally getting back everything she had once lost.  

“Soon, I shall have my own coven. I will be invincible,” she announced wickedly before cackling loudly. She then threw a big fistful of spices in all the corners of the room, chanting the spell, and slowly, the room grew smokier. Through the smoke, dark-cloaked figures arose, roughly as big as her. She then waited for those figures to stand up and gain some consciousness.  

“Arise my coven! It is great to have you back! We shall now rise and serve the purpose of the great witch who raised thee from the dead!” she announced. All the witches dropped to their knees, bowing before her. She smiled wickedly, enjoying the view. She had long waited for this day. All the lives she took and the people she turned dark were the sacrifices she needed to birth her coven. Now, she had a coven of fifteen able and powerful witches who would serve her and work with her to wreak havoc on everyone who had given her trouble. She knew now no one could stop her. No one was powerful enough to stop sixteen of them. 

“You shall remember who you serve! You shall serve the purpose I created you for! To wreak havoc and create chaos and reclaim this world for the dark lord in my name and for me to reign!” she screamed as the witches that stood before her shook their heads and bodies for her, agreeing to her still bowing in front of her.  

Bridget had a flashback of the times she would get bullied by her friends when she was a weak human and a little girl. She vowed to herself that once she got to have any power, she would take revenge on everyone who brought pain and misery upon her. She picked on the bullies first and then on whoever would help her victims. She would not stop at anything. She was here to take over the world and claim it as her own. With her coven back from the dead, she was more powerful now than ever.  

“Now I want you to take to take an oath to serve me, your one true queen, in wreaking havoc on the humans for ending our kind for the way they did!” the witch exclaimed, gritting her teeth. The rest of the witches nodded their heads, chanting, 

“Aye, aye, Queen Bridget!” the whole house echoed with their chants. The animals in the streets stayed restless as the dogs wouldn’t stop barking, and the cats hissed and meowed loudly, causing a lot of commotion.  

“Spread into town, my children. Make the humans pay, ruin their peace, and avenge our ancestors!” Bridget screamed as the witches left the house for the town on their brooms. They cackled and chuckled loudly as they went, riding around town on their brooms. They had small black velvet pouches in their hands, filled with purple dust. Once they flew to the very top and then emptied those pouches onto the town, the dust once sprinkled in the air reached into the sleeping townsfolks' beds and slowly went into their system via nose and ears, giving them scary nightmares; they wouldn’t wake up from.  

The dust in pouches was one of the deadliest potions known to man. The only remedy from this spell was in a plant that had gone extinct a couple hundred years ago; the only pot remained in Bridget’s custody, and she would only be kind enough to share it with the one she deemed worthy of remedying. And that we know would never happen.  

The townsfolks screamed and cried, their eyes closed as they dreamt about horrible, wicked things. They were paralyzed, couldn’t wake up, nor could they move. The only answer was death, which would only come upon them if someone killed them. Since all of them were captivated in the trance of the potion, no one could rescue them from the wrath of Bridget and her minions as they dreadfully dreamt and slept for all eternity—the most horrible of all deaths.  

Many of them begged to be left alone from whatever was chasing them, while some tried to fight it. Bridget and her minions sat on their walls and watched them as they fought their worst fears come to life. They cackled and laughed at the helpless humans as they begged for mercy and fought their fears while Bridget rose to the highest tower, looking down at the havoc her minions had wreaked with a satisfied smile on her face. She closed her eyes to take all of the screams in and remembered how her ancestors begged the same way, how she begged her bullies the same way to stop, but they didn’t listen. This was far more satisfying to her than killing Father Ben. She could see them live in hell while they begged and pleaded for death. It was a perfect revenge for the horrible species that took away everything and everyone she ever loved.  
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The city was under attack and well within the grasp of the witch, who couldn’t be happier and prouder of her coven. Her newly born witches served the purpose of their birth well, gripping the city and holding them hostage at the hands of their worst fears, trapped within their own nightmare. There was no waking from this nightmare, not until someone from outside could come and save the people. Which was least likely to happen. However, someone that fateful night had escaped the witches’ attack and was now calling Paul. It was none other than the newly appointed Father, Father Carl. He was Father Ben’s protégé, and he knew how to hide from the witch’s attack and who to call for help.  

Paul got a call from Father Carl in the middle of the night. It was a weeknight, and Paul was determined to get a full eight hours of sleep before his class early in the morning. Rubbing his eyes, Paul received the call. 

“Hello, what’s up?” Paul asked groggily. He could hear frantic breathing and screaming in the background.  

“Paul, it is me, Father Carl. The witch has attacked the city. This time, she has cast a spell, bringing her all coven back from the dead. She has now trapped all the townsfolk in their sleep, capturing them in an endless nightmare. I don’t know for how long I shall be safe, but you have to do something,” Father Carl explained in a rush as he breathed heavily. 

“Well, I don’t know, Father Carl, I don’t think I can do anything this time,” Paul argued.  

“No. Only you and your friends can save the town from the witch,” Father Carl argued. He heard Father Carl pray loudly as a loud cackle followed. Soon, the phone went dead. Paul wasn’t sure what to do. Shall he wait till morning to tell the gang? Or shall he just call them now? He chose the latter.  

Paul called Gina and Clara; Sam didn’t sound good enough to be added to another witch adventure list. He needed some time away from all the drama, or maybe he could be called once they had figured out what the line of action was.  

Gina and Clara decided to come right away to his dorm room as they heard the news; they couldn’t stand the news of their families being tortured by the witches.  

“Looks like Witch’s adventures won’t be stopping anytime soon,” Gina commented, sighing.  

“Yeah, with Mark’s blood still fresh, she had summoned her minions like she had planned. She won’t be easy to take down, and I think if it is even a good idea trying to take her down,” Paul wondered, looking longingly into the distance.  

“Well, whether you like it or not, we have to help our families. We just can’t opt out of it; we have to save the town,” Clara pressed. Paul shook his head.  

“It is not just one witch now, Clara. It is an entire coven. We won’t stand a chance. She would end us and our town. We can’t just walk into it without having any idea how it might end,” Paul argued.  

“We have already lost a lot. We have almost lost Sam. We have lost Father Ben and Mark, and we cannot let their sacrifice go to waste. We have to come up with a plan to defeat the witch and her minions. We have to do it for our family and our friends,” Gina added. Clara nodded. Paul just shook his head in disbelief.  

“This is stupidity, you guys. We aren’t even prepared. How are we going to defeat her? With our salts and put her back in a bottle? We are already outnumbered,” Paul remarked.  

“So, you won’t be going with us?” Clara asked, looking at him with a straight face. 


“Going where?” Paul asked, confused.  


“Back home. If you aren’t going, that’s alright. Gina and I are going to go and see what we can do to help our families,” Clara added. Gina nodded her head, looking at Clara. Paul ran a hand through his hair, frustrated.  

“Why would you put yourself through that? We won’t stand a chance. I can’t defeat the witch anymore, but I know she wants me dead. We won’t last,” Paul added. 

“Okay, so you are not coming,” Clara commented as she stood up. Paul got up, holding her hand.  

“Wait. No. I am coming, but let’s leave tomorrow, shall we? Meanwhile, we need to recuperate and rest before we take on another storm,” Paul suggested. Clara and Gina nodded their heads. They decided to stay over at Paul’s before they left for town tomorrow.  

Paul dug out the mini prayer book that Father Ben had given him as he prepared the necklaces for the girls and the bottle for the witch. He wasn’t sure if he would be able to put an end to the witch this time, but if there was anyone who could do it after Father Ben, it was him. He put together everything that he thought he would need while fighting the witch off.  

Clara and Gina prepared in their own ways. Clara got her protective necklace and the bath salts and put them in a bag to take with her. She packed a bag of metal screws and arrows; she read somewhere witches—especially the ones brought back from the dead—don’t like being touched with iron and salts. Gina was busy picking out the crystals she would like to wear while fighting the witch.  

Once prepared for the reunion with the witch, the gang decided to call it a night and go to sleep. They needed all the energy they could get to fight off the witch in town. 
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After losing Mark, the gang found it hard to continue. It was difficult. Mark—as annoying as he was at times—was the truest friend a person could want. He knew how to lighten up the mood and help everyone ease up a little in a stressful situation. They missed him even more at this moment when there was nothing but chaos around. He sacrificed himself for them without even thinking twice.  

Gina, Paul, and Clara missed him and were very much mourning him, but they really needed to focus on the bigger picture here: stopping the witch. They were trying to build their
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