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About Lost In Darkness

The town of Wayfield holds many secrets, including a coven of witches. 

Veronica has always been a solitary witch, but when her plan to summon the Dark Prince himself fails, she must work with the other witches to bring him to earth. 

Veronica is losing her magic and only he can restore it. But that will take a sacrifice, one Veronica is more than willing to make, no matter what it is.... 
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PROLOGUE
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1704

The wail echoed through the small township of Wayfield, terrifying anyone who heard it. 

Dogs began to howl, as frightened villagers rushed inside to avoid whatever was coming.

Elizabeth staggered into the street, her clothes torn, her hair a mess. Blood stained her clothes, but that was not an unusual sight with her.

I’ve lost them all.

The realization made her shake both with unbridled fury and terror. She was alone in the world and nothing could change that, not even her magic. She had tried, oh how she had tried, but even she wasn’t strong enough to fix this.

Stumbling forward, she saw one woman peeking out through her window. When their eyes met, the woman went pale and quickly closed the shutters.

Elizabeth didn’t have time to worry about what they thought of her. Not that she ever had.

She could barely function at the moment, yet she felt the need to move. If she didn’t, if she stayed still, she would...break.

Heading for the woods, she started to run, smacking away branches, as they cut into her flesh. She needed to get as far away as possible, so she could try and rid herself of the images in her head. 

When she found them...

They deserved better than that. Cut down, left to rot. Left for her to find.

How could this happen? Why couldn’t magic stop this? Or fix it?

Her breathing quickened, but it felt like she wasn’t getting enough air. Her chest tightened as panic set in. It wasn’t a feeling she was familiar with, she always believed she was in control, but now that had changed. It was all spinning helplessly out of her control and she couldn’t stop it.

This is all my fault.

They had fled their home village trying to outrun the witch hunters, all for naught. She truly thought they had left all that behind.

Wayfield was supposed to be different. The power here was unlike any other and she truly thought that they would all be safe. But there were monsters everywhere. She should have known better. They were never safe.

Elizabeth’s foot went out from under her and she fell forward, plunging into icy water. 

For a moment, she was submerged. The cold water felt like a thousand needles piercing her flesh.

The fight went out of her and she was tempted to just let the water take her. At least she wouldn’t have to be alone and the pain would stop. 

Isn’t this how they like to kill witches? Drowning them? Or do they still hang them?

Then something else kicked in. A steely determination she had felt many times in her life but not like this. She was going to survive. And not only that, she would find a way to fix this. Her power made her one of the strongest dark witches in existence, she could find a way.

Breaking the surface, she gasped loudly, taking in the chilly night air. Striking out, she found the bank and dragged herself out of the water. She lay there for a moment, shivering violently.

The cold seemed to seep into her bones. It matched the numbness inside her. But numbness was better than pain. She could live with numbness.

Closing her eyes, she tried to summon the strength to stand. Though she wanted to fix things, she couldn’t think of a single way to do it. That horrible hopeless feeling filled her again, taking her breath away.

“Elizabeth,” a voice whispered.

Her eyes snapped open. Who said that? She thought she was alone out here.

“Help me.”

Sitting up, she looked around for the source, but there was no one around. Yet that voice...

Hope fluttered in her chest. 

“Daniel? Is that you?”

She got to her feet, moving further up the bank, slipping in the mud. 

“Save me.”

It was him. She’d recognize his voice anywhere. But how could that be? He was gone. Unless he was calling to her from the other side.

Is that even possible?

She was no medium, she couldn’t communicate with the dead. At least she had never been able to before. Those that could were few and far between and they kept their ability secret. 

“Elizabeth.”

The voice sounded more urgent. Gathering up her soaking skirts, she hurried toward it. Perhaps she made a mistake. Maybe he wasn’t dead. She knew what she saw, but part of still hoped it wasn’t true. That he had found a way to survive.

“I’m here. Where are you?”

In a clearing, she came to a stop. A white mist hovered in the air before her. 

“Daniel?” 

Moving up to the mist, she stopped in front of it. It didn’t look like a person, what was it? Magic? Something else?

“Help me.” 

His voice was clearer than ever and undeniable. It was him.

Reaching out her hand, she touched the mist, but it sent a shock up her arm. Yanking her hand away, she wondered if this was some kind of trick. She had many enemies, some of them powerful. They could be using this to lure her out here, to try and kill her. It wouldn’t be the first time.

Over the years, she had angered many witches, and not all of them were willing to let it go. She made sure to ward her home against that kind of thing, but look at what good that did?

She turned slowly, searching the clearing for anyone else. It was eerily quiet and she didn’t sense another person nearby.

Doubt gnawed at her, but she still had to be sure. If it was Daniel, she couldn’t just walk away. He deserved better than that. She was the one who got him killed, if he had never met her...

“Daniel? If it’s you, prove it to me.”

Silence.

She backed away. This had to be a trick. Perhaps her enemies were concealing themselves from her. If they came for her, she would happily put them in the ground.

“Elizabeth...open the door. Save me. I love you.”

Door? Was that what this was? A doorway of some kind? If so, to where? The spirit world? That didn’t sound right. The spirit world was another realm adjacent to hers. You entered it upon death. There was no door.

“Running...out of time.”

Those words spurred her into action. She moved up to the mist and held her hands out, trying to make sense of the energy emanating from it. It was powerful, but there was something strange about it. She knew magic and this was...different. Like it wasn’t of this world.

If David was on the other side, she had to know.

There was a spell that might work. Force the door open, temporarily at least. If Daniel was trapped somewhere, she had to free him. He sounded so desperate.

She started chanting the spell, forcing the energy into the mist, trying to part it. 

Separating her hands, she saw the mist widen too as it started to open up. It took effort, the door seeming to fight against her, but she wasn’t giving up. With a cry of rage, she pushed harder, giving it everything she had.

As it opened, white fog poured out, enveloping her. 

Too late she realized her mistake as the fog wrapped itself around her and yanked her inside.
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CHAPTER ONE
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“Damn it all to Hell!” Veronica screeched, smashing her hands into her altar, sending bone fragments flying. 

She felt them slice into her palms, but she didn’t care. She welcomed the pain. It kept her grounded.

Why do I keep failing? Haven’t I suffered enough?

Getting to her feet, she started pacing the clearing, trying to figure out a way to get his attention. She tried everything, animal sacrifices, blood magic, even the O’Carroll girl from down the road. Nothing. 

Why won’t he come to me?

She had been a loyal servant for most of her life, why abandon her now? She had a bad feeling that she knew the answer, but didn’t dare entertain it. There had to be something she was missing, some way to make it happen. 

Tipping her head back, she looked up at the night sky above her, tears in her eyes.

“Why have you forsaken me?” 

The only answer was an owl hooting in a nearby tree. 

Closing her eyes, she forced herself to calm down. She must have missed something. These rituals were supposed to summon him, but they had to be strong to reach across realms. Even then, he could ignore the summons if he wanted. If he thought she wasn’t worthy. That couldn’t be right. She had always been worthy, he made that clear the last time he visited her. It had to be the power behind the spell.

Maybe if there were more witches? 

She preferred to practice alone, but if she could get a coven together, that might be enough to draw him out. He could ignore a single call, but not thirteen at once surely. And there were more than enough witches to choose from in Wayfield. 

Centuries ago, many witch families fled persecution and set up in Wayfield. Over time some lines died out as they mingled with humans. Others only married witches and produced powerful offspring. Veronica was one of them. 
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