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Dedication

For those who loved deeply, 

even when love asked for more 

than it should have. 




Disclaimer

This novel is intended for adult readers. 

It contains themes of emotional intensity, psychological darkness, and complex relationships. All characters and events are fictional. 




Introduction

Love is often spoken of as something that saves. 

This story asks a different question. 

Vowed to What Lives in the Dark explores intimacy formed in silence, devotion shaped by fear, and the cost of choosing connection over safety. It is a story about desire, consequence, and the fragile boundary between love and possession. 

This novel does not offer easy answers. 

It offers truth. 
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Chapter One – The Place That Waited

The forest no longer had a name. 

Once, long ago, it had been called Elderwood, a word that suggested age without menace, something venerable and patient. Over time, the name faded from use, worn thin by whispers and half-remembered warnings. Now people spoke of it only as the dark, lowering their voices as though the sound itself might carry. 

Evelyn Cross stood at its edge while rain slipped steadily down the back of her neck. 

The night was cold in that quiet, intimate way that worked beneath the skin rather than against it. Her coat was already damp, the wool heavy with water, clinging faintly to her shoulders. She barely noticed. The village lights behind her flickered weakly, small yellow squares that felt unreal, like a memory she had already stepped away from. 

Ahead of her, the forest waited. 

It did not loom or threaten. That was what unsettled her most. The trees stood close together, their branches interwoven so tightly they seemed less like individuals and more like a single, breathing thing. The darkness between them was thick, layered, deeper than the absence of light should have allowed. 

Evelyn had lived near this forest her entire life. She had never crossed its boundary after dusk. No one did. 

Until tonight. 

She drew a slow breath and tasted rain and earth and something older beneath it—a scent she could not name, only recognise. Her heart beat faster, but not with fear alone. There was something else beneath it, something quieter and more insistent. 

Loneliness had brought her here. 

It had not arrived suddenly. It never did. It crept in, patient and thorough, filling the spaces grief left behind. The empty chair at the kitchen table. The silence where another person’s breathing used to be. The long nights where sleep came easily but rest did not. 

Evelyn shifted her weight, boots sinking slightly into the wet ground. She could still turn back. The village was close enough that she could reach the first house in minutes. Warmth. Light. Familiarity. 

But familiarity had not saved her. 

She lifted her gaze to the treeline, following the dark seam where forest met sky. Rain slid down her lashes. She wiped it away with the heel of her hand, her fingers trembling now despite her resolve. 

“I don’t know what you are,” she said quietly.

Her voice sounded small, swallowed almost instantly by the night. 

She swallowed and tried again, forcing the words past the tightness in her throat. 

“But if something lives here… hear me.”

The rain softened. 

Not stopped—just eased, as though someone had turned down its urgency. The forest seemed to draw inward, the space between the trees narrowing by degrees so subtle she might have imagined it. 

Evelyn’s breath caught.

She had expected fear if anything answered. Terror. Panic. The instinct to flee. 

What she felt instead was attention. 

It settled over her like a held breath, heavy and deliberate. The hairs along her arms lifted. Her skin warmed despite the cold rain. Every part of her became acutely aware of itself— her pulse, her breathing, the fragile, undeniable fact of her own existence. 

She was no longer alone. 

The realisation should have sent her running. 

Instead, she stood utterly still. 

The darkness deepened—not by advancing, but by focusing. It felt as though the forest had turned its face towards her, though she could see nothing change. Her chest tightened, not unpleasantly, but with the strange intimacy of being observed without judgement. 

“You came willingly.”

The voice was not sound in the usual sense. It did not echo through the air or reach her ears. It emerged inside her, low and resonant, as though it had always been waiting behind her own thoughts. 

Evelyn gasped, her hand flying to her chest. 

She staggered back a step, boots sliding in the mud. Her heart hammered now, fast and unsteady. 

“I didn’t—” Her voice faltered. She drew a breath, steadying herself. “I didn’t know anyone would answer.”

Silence followed, stretching long enough that doubt crept in. Perhaps she had imagined it. Grief did that, after all. It blurred edges, softened reality. 

Then the presence returned, closer this time. 

“I always answer,” the voice said, “when the call is made from need.”

The air thickened around her, pressing gently against her skin. It was not suffocating—if anything, it felt almost protective, as though the night itself were sheltering her from something unseen. 

Evelyn’s fear shifted, reshaping itself into something she did not have a name for. Awe, perhaps. Or recognition. The uncanny sense of standing before something vast and patient that had existed long before she had learned to speak. 

She wrapped her arms around herself, more for grounding than warmth. 

“What are you?” she asked.

The darkness did not rush to answer. 

Rain pattered softly against leaves. Somewhere deeper in the forest, something moved —not an animal, she sensed, but the subtle adjustment of a larger presence, settling itself. 

“I am what remains,” the voice said at last. “When belief fades. When promises are forgotten.”

Evelyn frowned, trying to make sense of the words. “That doesn’t tell me what you are.”

A pause. Almost thoughtful. 

“It tells you what I need.”

Her breath caught again. She should have felt threatened by that admission. Instead, it resonated uncomfortably close to home. 

“And what is that?” she asked.

The darkness drew nearer—not physically, but in focus. The space around her seemed to narrow until the forest, the village, even the rain fell away, leaving only her and the presence that regarded her so intently. 

“Devotion,” it said.

The word settled into her chest with a weight that felt both foreign and familiar. 

Evelyn laughed softly, the sound brittle. “You’ve chosen the wrong person.”

“I chose no one,” the voice replied. “You came to me.”

She could not argue with that. 

Her gaze dropped to her hands, pale in the dim light, fingers marked by faint scars from a life lived carefully. She thought of the promises she had made once, long ago, with certainty and hope. How easily they had broken. How quietly. 

“What happens if I leave?” she asked.

The question trembled more than she intended. 

“Nothing,” the darkness said. “You will continue as you are.”

The truth of it struck her harder than any threat could have. 

She lifted her head again, rain streaking her face, and met the unseen gaze she felt upon her. 

“And if I stay?”

The forest seemed to inhale. 

“Then you will no longer be alone.”

Something inside her gave way at that. 

The loneliness she had carried for months—years—rose sharply, pressing against her ribs until she could barely breathe. Tears burned her eyes, hot and sudden, blurring the dark shapes of the trees. 

“I don’t want to be saved,” she whispered. “I just want… something to stay.”

The presence shifted, the air warming further, closer now than it had been before. She felt it at her back, her shoulders, the fragile hollow at the base of her throat. Still not touching. Never crossing that line. 

“Then speak,” the voice said, softer now. “And be heard.”

Evelyn hesitated. 

Some instinct—older than fear, older than reason—warned her that words spoken here would not fade. That this place did not forget. 

Her hand trembled as she lifted it, palm facing upward. Rain pooled in its hollow, mingling with the faint sheen of sweat. 

“If I speak,” she asked, “can I take it back?”

The pause this time was longer. 

“No,” the darkness said.

Her heart pounded painfully. She stared at her open palm, watching rain spill over her fingers and fall to the ground. 

She thought of empty rooms. Of silence that pressed too close. Of nights spent reaching for someone who was no longer there. 

Slowly, deliberately, she closed her fingers into a fist. 

“Then listen carefully,” she said.

The forest grew utterly still. 

“I don’t know what you are,” Evelyn continued, her voice steadier now than she felt. “But I am tired of carrying this alone. I am tired of being forgotten.”

Her breath shook as she drew it in. 

“If you will take me,” she whispered, “then do so honestly. No lies. No half-promises.”

The darkness waited. 

Evelyn swallowed, the finality of the moment settling over her like a shroud. 

“I offer myself,” she said. “Not because I am weak—but because I choose to.”

The words fell into the silence and did not disappear. 

Something shifted deep within the forest, ancient and precise. Evelyn felt it lock into place with the certainty of a door closing behind her. 

