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Dedicated to the seekers, the brave-hearted souls

who listen to the wind, trust their visions, and

know that magic lives within us all.
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Introduction

[image: ]




Where secrets begin

The town she calls home was not always called Willow Wick. Long ago, it was Salem, a place marked by trials, dark magic, and secrets buried deep underground. The name may have changed, but the shadows never left. Strange tunnels twist beneath the streets. Creepy, demons crawl up from below to stir chaos. And the local library is not just about books, its basement doubles as a meeting place for the witch's coven, where powerful spells and ancient manuscripts are carefully guarded.

Willow Wick is a town where the past never really dies. Witches are still learning their craft. Vampires and demons stalk the night. And the coven stands between the people and the things that would destroy them.
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True Hero Is a Witch
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Newspaper scares

Kat Corwin was not expecting her morning jog to change anything. Sneakers laced, dog in tow, she only planned to grab the newspaper for her dad. But Willow Wick had other plans.

Her family’s house loomed behind her, a Gothic mansion that everyone in town swore was haunted. With its sharp gables, leaded windows, and that creepy granite wall, it looked like something straight out of a horror movie. Kids never trick-or-treated there. Tourists always stopped to snap photos. And the Corwin’s? They just laughed off the ghost rumors. But even Kat could not ignore the way the place seemed to breathe with secrets. By the time she reached the town square, the morning sun sparkled on the cobblestones. The Gazette headline snapped her out of her thoughts:

“TRUE HERO IS A WITCH.”

Kat’s stomach flipped. Around her, the entire town buzzed with fear and disbelief. People clutched their papers like they might burst into flames.

“Witches are ancient history!” the boot-maker barked.

“Then explain this!” shouted Dr. Boarhound. “They’re back!”

The words spread like wildfire: The witches are back.

Kat knew the history better than most. The Salem witch trials were not just town legend, they were family. Judge Jonathan Corwin, her own ancestor, was involved. No wonder Willow Wick had changed its name to escape its past. But what if the past was not finished with them?

Trying to shake off the chill creeping down her spine, Kat saw and called out to her best friend, Amanda. They made plans for a hike the next day, but before Amanda left, she spotted someone strange, a figure moving with an odd shuffle, face hidden under a worn blue cap. His cardigan sagged, his pants were filthy, and his presence felt... wrong.

Amanda followed. One second, he was there, the next he had vanished into a side street. Gone, like smoke. Amanda froze, her pulse pounding. Whoever that was, they were not just passing through town. They were here for something. For someone.
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Secrets To Hide
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Peculiar town folk

Kat thought Amanda’s unyielding enthusiasm for unsolved mysteries and her relentless fascination with detective novels were incredibly entertaining. She often joined Amanda in crafting fictional tales about their town’s more peculiar residents or those they suspected had secrets to hide. 

They concocted a tale about Mr. Thompson, the quiet librarian, who was rumored to have a secret basement under his house filled with rare and forbidden books. According to their story, Mr. Thompson was a guardian of ancient knowledge, and his basement held mysteries from lost civilizations. He conducted meetings with a clandestine society of scholars dedicated to solving historical puzzles.

The girls were also fascinated by Mrs. Elwood, the elderly woman living in the dilapidated house on Elm Street. They imagined her as a lonely spirit whisperer who could communicate with the town’s former residents. Her home was thought to be a portal to the other side, and she spent her nights helping lost souls find peace when mysterious lights can be seen flickering through her windows.

Then there was Ms. Jensen, new to town and the high school’s art teacher, who was at once subject of the girls’ wild imaginations. They decided she was an undercover agent posing as a teacher while investigating a secret art theft ring. Her assignments took her on dangerous adventures, and the sketches she assigned to her students were coded messages to her fellow agents.

Of course, Mr. Patel’s antique shop, being a treasure trove of oddities and artifacts, Kat and Amanda spun a tale about him being a time traveler who collected items from different eras. Each piece in his shop had a story, and Mr. Patel could recount the tale of how he got it from the past or future. The girls would often dare each other to go into the shop and ask about a random item, hoping to catch Mr. Patel in a slip-up that confirmed their suspicions.

Another story the girls concocted was Mrs. Greene, known for her award-winning roses. She was imagined having a hidden garden where magical plants and flowers with healing properties grow. The girls envisioned her as a modern-day witch, brewing potions and remedies for those in need, sworn to secrecy about her gift. Her greenhouse, always locked and shrouded in mist, was said to be an enchanted realm. 

Whenever Kat and Amanda swapped stories, their quiet town shifted into something darker and neighbors became suspects, strangers turned into legends, and every corner hid a secret waiting to be uncovered.
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The Forbidden Occult 
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New moon spell 

Ancient grimoires, books of spells and magic, are locked safely in the town’s library basement.

An often checked out book, mostly for the the amusement of the unbelieving villagers, is a book of spells. The most popular and dog-eared one was a straightforward way to focus your will and intention, working within the natural flow of energy and the universe to manifest positive change.

New Moon Wish Spell


Items Needed:

• A piece of paper

• A pen

• A candle (white for purity and new beginnings)

• A small bowl of water (for emotional clarity)

• A pinch of salt (purification)

Instructions:

1. Prepare Your Space: Find a quiet and comfortable space where you will not be disturbed. You may cleanse the area by spreading the smoke of burning sage. 

2. Cast a Circle: Cast a circle to create a sacred and protected space.

3. Light the Candle: As you light a candle, focus on the flame and take a few deep breaths. The candlelight brings warmth, energy, and clarity to your intentions.

4. Write Your Wish: On a piece of paper, write down your wish and be as specific as possible. Know your wish is already here and believe this with all your heart. 

5. Fold the Paper: Once you have written your wish, fold the paper into quarters and realise it is done.

6. Purify with Salt and Water: Sprinkle a pinch of salt into the bowl of water. Dip your fingers into the salty water and then lightly sprinkle some on the folded paper. 

7. Burn the Paper: Carefully, hold the paper over the candle and allow it to catch fire while holding above a bowl. As it burns, under this fortuitous new moon, know that your wish is now real.

8. Close the Circle: Now is the time to close the circle, thanking any spirits or elements you may have invited to aid in your spell.

9. Dispose of the Ashes: Once the ashes have cooled, dispose of them by burying them outside, scattering them to the wind, or letting them flow away in a stream of water. This act releases your magic to the universe bringing its manifestation from intention into reality.



The town had not stopped buzzing since the headline dropped that morning. 

True Hero Is a Witch.

Kat could not get it out of her head. By the time she reached the library steps, her curiosity burned hotter than her nerves.

The mahogany doors towered above her, carved with strange patterns that always felt older than the town itself. She pushed one open and slipped inside.

Silence. Comforting, but not empty.

Thomas, the library’s greeter, sat at his desk facing the entrance, dressed as neatly as always, a warm smile tucked beneath his round cheeks. “Right on time, Kat,” he said, as if he had been expecting her.

She waved and headed upstairs.

Martha was waiting. She always was. The woman had been librarian longer than anyone could remember. Kat often pictured her unlocking the library at dawn, climbing those endless steps, slipping into her office with a mug of tea and her parrot, Polly, perched nearby.

“G’day... Wiccan way... won’t you say?” the bird squawked from its stand, voice sharp enough to echo.

Kat jumped. Martha chuckled. “Ignore him. He has been rehearsing that one all morning.”

But Kat did not ignore it. Wiccan way? Her pulse quickened.

“I need books,” Kat blurted. “On witches. Real ones. Not fairy tales.”

Martha studied her, eyes narrowing just slightly, then softened. “I read the paper too. Nonsense, most likely. But...” She rose, reached for a heavy key ring, and motioned for Kat to follow.

Down a narrow staircase they went, into the basement. The air grew cooler, damp with secrets. Shelves towered around them, filled with books bound in leather and cloth, their spines faded with age.

“These aren’t for everyone,” Martha said, her voice low. She pulled volumes at random titles Kat did not recognize, some in languages she could not read. The covers were cracked, symbols etched deep into their leather.

One book seemed to hum when Martha set it on the table. Kat felt it in her bones.

“Start with these,” Martha said. “Careful. They remember more than they reveal.”

Kat swallowed, gathered the stack into her arms, and forced a smile. “Thanks, Martha.”

Her sneakers squeaked on the stone as she headed back up the stairs, books pressed tight against her chest.

Outside, the shortcut through Greenwich Forest beckoned. The path was clear, the sky bright. But with every step deeper into the trees, Kat could not shake the feeling that something, or someone, was already waiting for her.

Kat jogged the last stretch of the path that curved around Greenwich Forest, Sophie trotting at her side. By the time she pushed through the back porch door, her voice echoed through the kitchen.

“Mom? You here?”

No answer.

She glanced out the window and spotted her mother kneeling in the garden, hands deep in the soil, surrounded by neat rows of herbs and vegetables. The same ones that flavored every dish at Mary’s Café, the town’s favorite restaurant.
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