

    
        
          Voices in the Dark

        

        
        
          Liddell Rayne

        

        
          Published by Liddell Rayne, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      VOICES IN THE DARK

    

    
      First edition. September 16, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Liddell Rayne.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232117573

    

    
    
      Written by Liddell Rayne.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Liddell Rayne

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          Blood Sap

          
        
          
	          The Doll-Maker

          
        
          
	          Voices in the Dark

          
        
          
	          Where Madness Sleeps

          
        
          
	          Where the Creek Runs Cold

          
        
          
	          Skies of Steel and Fire

          
        
          
	          The Spectergraph

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Liddell Rayne’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Voices in the Dark 
––––––––
[image: ]


By Liddell Rayne 

Table of Contents

Chapter 1: Shadows and Whispers

Chapter 2: Whispers from the Past

Chapter 3: The Separation

Chapter 4: Desperate Measures

Chapter 5: The Voices Take Over

Chapter 6: Fractures in the Ranks

Chapter 7: The Thin Blue Line

Chapter 8: A line in the Sand

Chapter 9: Into the Unknown

Chapter 10: The Delicate Balance

Chapter 11: Through the Shadows

Chapter 12: The Weight of Words

Chapter 13: Practice and Preparation

Chapter 14: Into the Lion’s Den

Chapter 15: The Weight of Truth

Chapter 16: Decisions for the Future

Epilogue: A New Beginning

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: Shadows and Whispers 
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Eli’s fingers traced the faded edges of the comic book, his eyes drifting over the vibrant panels, though he wasn't really reading. The bank lobby buzzed with the low hum of adult conversations and the occasional clatter of a printer from behind the counter. The fluorescent lights overhead flickered, casting fleeting shadows that danced across the polished floor. Eli didn’t like shadows—they made him nervous, like they were alive, watching him. But today, they seemed quieter, less threatening, as long as he kept his focus on the brightly colored heroes on the page.

Beside him, his mother, Sarah, stood in line, her purse slung over her shoulder, fidgeting with the clasp. She glanced at her watch, then down at Eli. "Almost done, sweetie," she said, offering him a tight smile. She could see the strain in his small face, the way his eyes flicked toward the corners of the room, as if he was waiting for something to emerge from the shadows. She reached out and gently ruffled his hair, trying to reassure him, trying to keep her own worry at bay. The meds had been wearing off faster lately, and the doctor hadn’t been much help. "We’ll be out of here soon," she promised, but even to her own ears, the words sounded hollow.

Eli nodded, but the voices were starting to stir. Just a whisper at first, like a breeze rustling through dead leaves. Did you see that? one of them asked, sly and soft. No one else saw it, but we did. Didn’t we, Eli? The other voice was sharper, more insistent. Look closer, it urged, look at the shadows—they’re moving again. Eli’s breath caught in his throat. He squeezed his eyes shut, trying to block them out, but it was no use. They were waking up, stretching their dark tendrils through the cracks in his mind, and he knew that soon, they would demand more than just his attention.

Sarah’s fingers tightened around the strap of her purse, her pulse quickening as she noticed the subtle change in Eli’s demeanor. His shoulders tensed, and his eyes, which had been scanning the comic book, now darted anxiously around the room. She knew that look all too well—it was the beginning of another episode. Sarah had learned to recognize the signs, the way his gaze would fix on something that wasn’t there, the way he’d start to murmur under his breath as if having a conversation with someone only he could hear. The doctors had warned her about this, about how the stress of new situations could trigger a spiral. She swallowed hard, pushing down her fear, knowing she had to stay calm for both their sakes.

"Hey, Eli," she whispered, kneeling beside him and placing a gentle hand on his arm. "Remember what we talked about? Focus on your breathing, okay? In and out, just like we practiced." She spoke softly, trying to anchor him in the present, to pull him away from whatever dark corner of his mind the voices were trying to drag him into. Her heart ached as she watched him, a little boy fighting battles no child should ever have to face.

But Eli’s mind was already slipping, the voices growing louder, more insistent. They’re here, Shadow hissed, its voice a sinister purr. They’re watching you. They’re waiting. Whisper followed, its tone more deceitful, more coaxing. Don’t listen to her, Eli. She doesn’t understand. We’re your friends, we’ll keep you safe. Eli shook his head, trying to silence them, but the effort only made them stronger. The shadows on the walls seemed to stretch and twist, forming shapes that his mind couldn’t quite grasp but feared all the same.

And then, as if summoned by his darkest thoughts, the bank door slammed open with a force that made everyone jump. Four figures burst into the room, their faces hidden behind ski masks, guns raised. The leader, a tall man with a rough voice, barked orders at the crowd, demanding everyone get on the ground. Screams filled the air as panic spread like wildfire. Sarah’s hand clamped down on Eli’s arm, pulling him down to the floor with her, her heart pounding in her chest. But all Eli could hear were the voices, now roaring with excitement, feeding off the chaos around him. See, Eli? they taunted. We told you they were coming. And now, it’s time to play.

Eli pressed his hands over his ears, trying to block out the voices that were now screaming inside his head. But it was no use. Look at them, Eli, Shadow snarled. They’re weak, just like the others. You’re stronger than they are. Show them! Whisper chimed in, its tone slick with deceit. This is your chance, Eli. No one can stop you now. Not even her. Eli’s eyes darted to his mother, her face pale with fear, and something inside him twisted painfully. He didn’t want to listen to them, but the pressure in his skull was building, a storm ready to break.

“Stay down, Eli, just stay down,” Sarah whispered urgently, her voice trembling. She wrapped an arm around him, holding him close, her breath coming in quick, shallow gasps. The robbers were shouting now, their voices harsh and filled with panic as they barked orders at the frightened hostages. The leader, his mask pulled tight over his face, was pacing back and forth, the gun in his hand shaking as he tried to keep control of the situation. One of the other robbers, a woman with wild eyes, was growing increasingly agitated, waving her weapon dangerously close to the hostages. Sarah could sense the situation slipping further out of control, but all she could do was cling to Eli, praying they would get through this.

She’s in the way, Shadow growled, its voice taking on a more sinister edge. You can’t do what you need to do with her holding you back. Eli squeezed his eyes shut, willing the voice to go away, to leave him alone. But she’s your mother, Whisper countered, sly and smooth. She wouldn’t want you to suffer, Eli. She’d understand. Let us help you. The voices were pulling him in different directions, tearing at his mind, and he felt a tear slip down his cheek as he fought to hold on to what was real.

Before Eli could respond, a sudden commotion erupted near the entrance. The wild-eyed woman snapped, her fraying nerves giving way as she swung her gun toward the hostages. Sarah moved instinctively, shielding Eli with her body. "No, please!" she cried, but the woman’s finger twitched on the trigger, and a deafening shot rang out. Sarah gasped, a sharp intake of breath that was cut short as she collapsed onto the floor, clutching her side where a dark stain was rapidly spreading. The room exploded into chaos. The robbers yelled at each other, the leader desperately trying to regain control, while the hostages screamed and scrambled to get away.

In the confusion, Eli was torn from his mother’s grasp, the shock and horror freezing him in place. He stared at her, lying on the cold, tiled floor, her hand reaching out for him, her eyes wide with pain and fear. Run, Eli, Shadow commanded, its voice booming in his mind. This is your chance! Run! Whisper, ever the manipulator, whispered insidiously, She can’t protect you anymore. You must do it yourself. But all Eli could do was stand there, trembling, torn between the voices in his head and the overwhelming need to help his mother. The fear, the guilt, and the sheer weight of the moment pressed down on him, suffocating him. And then, in a blur of movement and sound, someone bumped into him, knocking him off balance, and Eli stumbled backward, away from his mother, away from safety.
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Chapter 2: Whispers from the Past
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The world around Eli seemed to blur, the frantic movement of bodies and the echo of gunfire fading into a distant hum. He felt as though he were underwater, his thoughts sluggish, the voices inside his head the only clear sound. She’s gone, Shadow sneered, its voice cold and triumphant. You’re alone now. Whisper followed, more insidious, weaving its words into the fabric of his fear. No one to protect you, Eli. It’s just us. It’s always been just us.

Eli’s gaze drifted to the floor, where a dark red stain was spreading across the tiles. The sight of it tugged at something deep within him, a memory buried beneath layers of pain and confusion. He tried to push it away, but the past had a way of surfacing when he was most vulnerable, like now. The voices echoed in his mind, but their tone shifted, becoming something younger, more innocent. He wasn’t in the bank anymore—he was somewhere else, somewhere familiar, and yet terrifying in its own way.

He was six years old, sitting on the floor of his bedroom, surrounded by toys that no longer brought him comfort. The room was bathed in the soft glow of a nightlight, but the shadows were there too, lurking at the edges, waiting. Eli clutched his favorite stuffed animal, a worn teddy bear with one eye missing, his small hands trembling as he tried to ignore the whispers that had begun to invade his thoughts. At first, they had been faint, like a breeze brushing past his ear, but they grew louder, more persistent, until they were all he could hear.

“Mommy?” Eli had called out, his voice small and frightened. He didn’t understand what was happening, why the voices were telling him things, dark things that made his stomach churn. He could hear his mother’s footsteps approaching, the sound of them grounding him in the real world, but the voices didn’t stop. They grew louder, more demanding, drowning out everything else. And then, just as the door creaked open and Sarah stepped into the room, the voices fell silent, retreating into the corners of his mind, waiting for the next time they could strike.

Sarah knelt beside Eli, her eyes full of concern as she gently stroked his hair. "Eli, sweetheart, what’s wrong?" she asked, her voice soft and soothing. But Eli couldn’t find the words to explain the storm raging in his mind. The voices had gone quiet when she entered the room, but the echoes of their whispers still lingered, like shadows at the edges of his thoughts.

She can’t help you, Shadow murmured, its voice slipping back into his mind like a serpent slithering through tall grass. She doesn’t understand. She doesn’t see what we see. Whisper followed, its tone light and mocking, She’s afraid of us, Eli. Afraid of what we’ll do. But you’re not afraid, are you? The words wrapped around him, squeezing tight, making it hard to breathe.

"Mommy, they’re talking to me," Eli finally whispered, his voice barely audible. He looked up at her with wide, tear-filled eyes, searching for some sign that she could make it stop. "They keep talking, and they won’t go away."

Sarah’s heart broke at the sight of her son’s fear. She pulled him into a tight embrace, her voice firm but loving. "There’s no one here but us, Eli. It’s just you and me, and nothing can hurt you as long as I’m here." But even as she said the words, a flicker of uncertainty passed through her. She had noticed the way Eli sometimes stared at the corners of the room, as if seeing something she couldn’t. The doctors had said it was just his imagination, but this felt different, more real.

She’s lying, Shadow hissed, its voice rising in intensity. She says she can protect you, but she can’t. We’re the only ones who can. Whisper’s tone turned sly, almost playful. Tell her, Eli. Tell her what we say. Let her know she can’t stop us. Eli whimpered, clutching his mother tighter, trying to push the voices away, but they were relentless. She won’t believe you, they continued, their voices intertwining like a dark lullaby. No one ever believes.

"Eli, honey," Sarah whispered, pulling back just enough to look him in the eyes. "What are they saying? You can tell me. I’m here to help you." But Eli couldn’t speak. The words stuck in his throat, tangled in the fear and confusion that gripped him. The voices were watching, waiting for him to betray them, and the thought of their anger terrified him more than anything else.

She wants to take you away from us, Shadow warned, its voice dark and menacing. But we won’t let her. We’ll always be here, Eli. Always. Whisper’s voice softened, almost like a lullaby. Don’t worry, Eli. We’ll protect you from her. We’ll make sure nothing bad happens to you. The conflicting tones of the voices tore at him, pulling him in different directions, until he felt like he might tear apart.

"I don’t want them," Eli finally choked out, tears streaming down his face. "I just want them to go away." His small body trembled with the effort of fighting against the voices, and Sarah held him close, whispering reassurances, but inside, she was terrified. She didn’t know how to fight something she couldn’t see, couldn’t hear. All she could do was hold her son and hope that somehow, she could find a way to keep him safe from whatever darkness was trying to consume him.

The weeks that followed were a blur of doctor’s appointments, new medications, and sleepless nights. At first, the voices faded to a whisper, drowned out by the pills the doctor prescribed. Eli seemed to improve—he laughed more, played with his toys again, and even started to sleep through the night. But as the days passed, the medicine began to lose its potency, and the voices returned, stronger and more insistent than before.

It was a late autumn afternoon when Sarah first noticed the change. The leaves outside had turned a deep, fiery red, casting a warm glow through the windows of their small house. Eli had been quiet all day, too quiet. Sarah found him sitting in the backyard, near the old oak tree, his back to the house. The sight of him sitting so still, staring at something in the dirt, sent a chill down her spine. She called his name, but he didn’t respond, didn’t even turn his head.

As she walked closer, she saw what he was holding—an injured bird, its tiny body trembling in his hands. Eli’s face was a mask of concentration, his fingers tightening around the fragile creature. Sarah’s heart leaped into her throat as she rushed forward, her voice sharp with panic. "Eli! What are you doing?" She reached out to grab him, but before she could, he looked up at her, his eyes dark, empty.

Do it, Eli, Shadow commanded, its voice a harsh whisper in his ear. End it. You have the power to make it stop. You’re stronger than it is. Whisper joined in, its tone soft but relentless. This is what we’ve been telling you, Eli. This is what you need to do. No one can stop you now. Not even her. The voices filled his mind, drowning out everything else, wrapping around his thoughts like a vice.

"Eli, please," Sarah pleaded, her voice trembling as she knelt beside him. She could see the battle raging in his eyes, the way his hands shook with the effort to resist the voices. "You don’t have to do this. You don’t want to hurt it, do you? Just let it go, sweetheart. Please." Her words seemed to reach him, but only for a moment. Then, Shadow’s voice cut through the haze, cold and commanding. She’s lying again, Eli. She doesn’t understand. This is who you are. This is what you’re meant to do. Prove it to us. Prove it to her.

Eli’s grip tightened on the bird, his fingers twitching as the voices urged him on. His breathing grew ragged, his heart pounding in his chest. The pressure in his head was unbearable, like a drumbeat that wouldn’t stop. He could feel the darkness closing in, wrapping around him like a blanket, suffocating him. He didn’t want to hurt the bird—he didn’t want to, but the voices were so strong, so convincing. This is what we want, Eli, Whisper crooned. This is what you were made for. Don’t disappoint us.

Just as his hands began to squeeze, Sarah
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