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To my beloved wife, Carrie,

For over 40 years, you have been my muse, my unwavering source of inspiration, and my guiding light through the darkest of creative journeys. This book, “Shadow of a witch” is a testament to your unwavering support and belief in my storytelling.

Your encouragement, patience, and love have fuelled my imagination and given life to the characters and worlds within these pages. It is your strength that echoes in the resilience of the heroes and heroines who face the malevolent forces of Ravenwood Manor.

As we embark on yet another chapter of our own adventure, I dedicate this book to you, my rock, my partner, and my love. Your unwavering presence in my life is a story of love and inspiration that transcends the pages of any novel.

With all my love

Blake
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“Where on earth is Father Thomas?” Sister Edith exclaimed as she walked briskly down the corridor of the orphanage. “It feels like I’ve been looking for him forever!”

in a frustrated tone. Her black habit flowing like a dark troubling river behind her as she quickened her pace.

She heard a noise at the end of the corridor and almost felt relieved to have eventually found him. As she reached the door the corridor was silent once more. She reached for the handle and pushing it slowly open she gasped as she took in the scene before her.

Father Thomas was nailed to the wall in a crucifix position and obviously dead, blood slowly seeping from deep wounds across his forehead, his eyes staring lifelessly directly at her. Sister Edith screamed, turning around immediately and started running back down the corridor. She ran to the office and picked up the phone dialling 999, the phone shaking in her hand. 

“Which emergency service do you require?” the automated voice came through the handset. 

“Um, ambulance, no police, I don’t know, just someone”. The call rang through to the ambulance service. 

“Ambulance service, is the patient breathing?”, 

“No, he’s been nailed to a wall!” Sister Edith wailed.

In what seemed like an eternity, Sister Edith felt relieved on seeing the blue flashing lights of the Emergency services on route to her. The ambulance screeched to a halt outside the massive front doors of the Orphanage, with the lights still flashing now illuminating the children’s faces in the first-floor windows, who had been awoken by the loud sirens.

“Where is the patient?” a young-looking paramedic shouted to Sister Edith. “I’ll show you” she replied. They both ran down the corridor to the bizarre scene. 

“Bloody hell” the astonished paramedic blurted out. He had not seen anything like this before in his fairly short two-year career. He ran to Father Thomas, grabbing a chair as he raced across the floor. He clambered up on the chair and immediately felt for a pulse, nothing.

He slowly climbed off the chair staring up at the Priest’s body, his legs wobbling a bit from the shock. He pulled at his shoulder mike, “2 Alpha, the patient is deceased, can you call the police, better have CID”. He turned to see Sister Edith on her knees, sobbing into her hands.

20 minutes later, Ds Karl Cushnahan arrived at the scene.

A young bobby was standing at the front doors holding a clipboard.

“Who else is here, John?” “Just me and Jack Warner, who is taping the corridor off, the Sister and a bunch of kids upstairs. The DS strode up the steps in turned right into the long corridor, where he saw Pc Jack Warner tying police crime scene tape across from one side to the other to prevent any unauthorised access. 

“Jack, what have we got? “. 

“Dead body of the Priest in the room at the far end, weirdest thing I ever saw Sarge, I can guarantee you’ve never had one of these before!”

Ds Cushnahan walked down the corridor and pushed the door open with his toes. “Jesus” he exclaimed. It was like a scene out of some horror movie. He turned back and walked back to where Pc Warner waited. 

“Told yer” said Jack.

“Where’s the Sister?” he asked Jack. 

“In the office just past the entry doors”. He walked to the office and on entering was faced with a red eyed nun. 

“I’m sorry for your loss” was all he could muster. “What happened?” he asked, “I was looking for Father Thomas for about half an hour but couldn’t find him. I then heard a noise from the room at the end of the corridor and that’s where I found him.”

“Did he say anything?”,

“No, he was already dead, who would do such a thing?”

“I’ve no idea but I plan to find out. We will need a statement from you, if that’s okay?” 

“Of course, officer”.

Of all the children staring out in wonder at the scene outside, one had a slight smirk on his face.

DS Karl Cushnahan paced around the crime scene, his thoughts racing as he tried to make sense of the gruesome tableau before him. The room seemed to radiate an eerie chill, and the crucifixion-style murder of Father Thomas was unlike anything he had encountered in his years on the force.

Chris Corbett, a CSI officer was busy snapping pictures of the crime scene. Every click of the camera felt like a gunshot in the oppressive silence of the corridor.

“Chris, make sure you capture every angle,” Karl instructed, his voice low and steady. “We need to document every detail, no matter how macabre.”

As they continued their grim task, Karl couldn’t shake the feeling that this case was going to be unlike any other. The manner of Father Thomas’s death was not only horrifying but also deeply symbolic. It hinted at a darkness that reached far beyond the walls of the orphanage.

Turning to Sister Edith, Karl approached her gently. Her eyes were swollen from crying, and her hands trembled as she clutched her rosary beads.

“Sister Edith,” he began, “I know this is a difficult time for you, but we need your cooperation to understand what happened here. Can you think of anyone who might have had a grudge against Father Thomas?”

The nun shook her head, her voice quivering. 

“Father Thomas was a kind man. He never harmed anyone. I can’t imagine who would do such a terrible thing.”

Karl nodded sympathetically. 

“We’ll do everything we can to find out who did this, Sister. In the meantime, we’ll need you to provide a formal statement to our officers. It will help us piece together the events leading up to this.”

As Sister Edith composed herself to give her statement, Karl couldn’t help but notice the children upstairs, their faces filled with a mix of fear and curiosity. Among them, one child stood out, staring at the policemen intently. Karl made a mental note to speak with that child later; something about his expression didn’t sit right.

The investigation into Father Thomas’s gruesome murder took an unsettling turn as DS Karl Cushnahan delved deeper into the case. He spent hours interviewing the staff and children at the orphanage, searching for any leads that might shed light on the motive behind the horrifying crime.

The children’s stories varied, but one thing was clear: none of them had witnessed the murder or knew who could have committed such an act. As Karl questioned them, he couldn’t help but feel a growing unease about the whole situation. It was as though the orphanage held dark secrets that were buried deep beneath its walls.

The child from earlier, named Samuel, caught Karl’s attention once again. He decided it was time to speak with the boy in private, away from the prying eyes of the other children.

“Come with me, Sam,” Karl said, gesturing for the boy to follow him down the quiet corridor. They entered an empty room, and Karl closed the door behind them.

“Now, Sam,” Karl began, crouching down to the boy’s eye level, “I couldn’t help but notice that you had a peculiar expression on your face when we found Father Thomas. Do you know anything about what happened?”

Sam hesitated for a moment, his gaze shifting to the floor.

Then, in a small voice, he replied, “I saw something, but I don’t know if it’s important.”

Karl leaned in closer, his voice gentle. “Sam, every detail matters in a case like this. Please, tell me what you saw.”

The boy took a deep breath and finally spoke. “I saw a shadowy figure, like a woman, standing by Father Thomas’s body. She had long, dark hair and a black cloak. She looked at me, and her eyes...they glowed red.” If he was honest, Sam didn’t really know what happened, one minute Father Thomas was shouting at him, for what he couldn’t quite remember, and the next Father Thomas was on the wall. But he wasn’t sad about it, he was rather pleased. Father Thomas had made his life hell in the past couple of months, so good riddance.

Karl’s heart raced as he listened to Sam’s description. A shadowy figure with glowing red eyes? It was as though the orphanage’s dark secrets were beginning to unravel, and the horror of what they would discover sent shivers down his spine.

The chilling revelation from young Samuel about the shadowy figure with glowing red eyes sent shivers down DS Karl Cushnahan’s spine. It was a detail that added a layer of the supernatural to an already horrifying murder.

Karl decided to dig deeper into the history of the orphanage. He needed to uncover any hidden secrets that might provide a clue to the identity of the mysterious figure Samuel had described.

Sister Edith, still shaken from the traumatic discovery, sat in the office with Karl as they went through old records and documents. 

“Sister,” Karl began, “have there been any unusual occurrences or legends associated with this place? Anything that might explain what Samuel saw?”

Sister Edith hesitated before responding, “There have been rumours, stories passed down through generations of nuns who have served here. They speak of a witch, an evil presence that haunts the orphanage. But I never believed such tales.”

Karl furrowed his brow. 

“A witch? It seems far-fetched, but we can’t dismiss anything at this point. Do you have any records or writings about this supposed witch?”

Sister Edith nodded and retrieved an old journal from a dusty shelf. It belonged to a nun who had served at the orphanage decades ago. As Karl flipped through the pages, he found entries detailing strange occurrences, unexplained deaths, and sightings of a shadowy woman with glowing red eyes.

“This is disturbing,” Karl muttered. “It appears that there’s more to this place than meets the eye. We need to find out if there’s any truth to these stories.”

As night fell and the orphanage seemed to grow darker,

Karl and his team continued their investigation. They couldn’t ignore the possibility that a centuries-old curse or black force was at play, and it was up to them to unravel the truth before more lives were claimed by the shadow of the witch.

DS Karl Cushnahan delved deeper into the chilling history of the orphanage, uncovering more disturbing accounts of the shadowy figure with glowing red eyes. The pieces of the puzzle were slowly coming together, revealing a connection between the past and the horrifying murder of Father Thomas.

Karl summoned Sister Edith once more, her eyes heavy with exhaustion. “Sister, these journal entries suggest a pattern of unexplained deaths and sightings of the shadowy woman. Can you think of anyone who might have more information about this? Perhaps an older nun who has been here for a long time?”

Sister Edith nodded slowly. 

“There is one nun, Sister Agnes, who has been with the orphanage for decades. She might know more about the history and the stories surrounding the witch.”

Karl wasted no time. He and Sister Edith sought out Sister Agnes, a frail and elderly nun who had witnessed decades of history within the orphanage’s walls. Their journey led them to Ravenswood Manor, home of the Carrington family, a large estate comprising of a large manor house with several annexes.

In one of those annexes Sister Agnes sat in a dimly lit room, a sense of foreboding hanging heavy in the air.

“Sister Agnes,” Karl began, “we need your help. We’ve discovered journal entries that speak of a witch and strange occurrences here. Can you shed some light on these stories?”

Sister Agnes’s trembling hands reached for Karl’s outstretched hand, her eyes clouded with a mixture of fear and uncertainty. She knew that the secrets of Ravenwood Manor ran deep, and the journal entries he spoke of hinted at a darkness that had long been shrouded in mystery.

Taking a deep breath to steady herself, Sister Agnes nodded slowly. 

“I can tell you what I know,” she replied, her voice quivering.

“But you must promise me that you will be careful, for there are things within these walls that should never be awakened.”

Karl exchanged a glance with his fellow officers, recognising the gravity of the situation. “We promise, Sister Agnes,” he assured her. “We’re here to uncover the truth and bring justice to those who may have been wronged.”

With a sense of resolve, Sister Agnes led the detectives through the dimly lit corridors of Ravenwood Manor, her footsteps echoing in the silence. The walls seemed to hold their secrets close, the very air imbued with an unsettling presence.

As they reached the heart of the manor, Sister Agnes entered a small, candlelit room filled with ancient tomes and artifacts. It was a room that had been off-limits to most, a place where the history of the Carrington family was meticulously documented.

Sister Agnes’s trembling hands reached for a weathered leather-bound journal, its pages yellowed with age. She carefully opened it and began to read aloud, her voice filled with a sense of foreboding.

“In the year 1692, a darkness descended upon Ravenwood Manor,” she began, her eyes scanning the faded ink. “The Carrington family was said to possess a power—an ancient magic that had been passed down through the generations. But with that power came a curse, a malevolence that could not be contained.”

Karl and his fellow detectives listened intently as Sister Agnes continued to recount the history of the Carrington family. She spoke of rituals, incantations, and a sorcerer who had sought to harness the family’s magic for his own dark purposes.

“Legend has it that the sorcerer’s power grew so great that he could manipulate reality itself,” Sister Agnes whispered, her voice barely above a breath. “He used his dark magic to commit unspeakable acts, and Ravenwood Manor became a place of fear and despair.”

As the words hung in the air, a chill settled over the room, and the flickering candle flames cast eerie shadows on the walls. Karl couldn’t help but feel that they were on the cusp of a revelation— a revelation that would unearth the truth behind Father Thomas’s murder and the forces that had long haunted Ravenwood Manor.

Sister Agnes’s trembling hands closed the journal, its secrets once again hidden from view. 

“There is much more to the story,” she said, her gaze fixed on the detectives, “but I fear that the darkness that once plagued this place may still linger. You must be cautious in your pursuit of the truth, for some secrets are best left undisturbed.”

Karl nodded solemnly, his determination unwavering. 

“We will uncover the truth, Sister Agnes,” he vowed, “and put an end to the evil that has plagued Ravenwood Manor for far too long.”

With those words, the detectives and Sister Edith left the candlelit room, their path set on a treacherous journey into the heart of darkness. The secrets of the Carrington family and the sorcerer’s legacy awaited, and they would stop at nothing to uncover the truth, no matter how perilous the path ahead.

In the following years, Ds Karl Cushnahan’s pursuit of the truth led him down countless winding paths and through numerous dead ends. The mysteries of Ravenwood Manor and the forces that had plagued it remained elusive, like shadows that slipped through his grasp.

Despite his unwavering determination and tireless efforts, the detective found himself facing insurmountable challenges. The secrets hidden within the walls of the manor were guarded by a power beyond his comprehension, and the darkness that had once consumed Samuel Carrington had receded into obscurity.

As time passed, Ds Cushnahan grew frustrated and disheartened. The case of Father Thomas’s murder continued to haunt him, a relentless reminder of the unsolved mystery that had driven him to Ravenwood Manor in the first place.

But Ds Cushnahan was not one to give up easily. He vowed to find the priest’s killer, to bring closure to the case that had consumed his thoughts and his career. He poured over old case files, revisited witnesses
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