
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Pledged to the Sin-Eater: A Paranormal Dark Romantasy Shifter Series

        

        
        
          Pledged to the Darkness

        

        
        
          RYSA BLAE

        

        
          Published by RYSA BLAE, 2025.

        

    



  	
	    
	      Also by RYSA BLAE

	    

      
	    
          
	      Milked & Marked Series

          
        
          
	          The Alpha's Mate

          
        
          
	          The Auction Cow

          
        
          
	          The Breeding Code

          
        
          
	          The Dairy Heat

          
        
          
	          The High Herd

          
        
          
	          The Hive Breed

          
        
          
	          The Monster Milk

          
        
          
	          The Omega Dairy

          
        
          
	          The Rancher’s Cow

          
        
          
	          The Space Dairy

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Pledged to the Darkness

          
        
          
	          Pledged to the Alpha’s Mark: A Paranormal Dark Romantasy Shifter Series

          
        
          
	          Pledged to the Hex Queen: A Paranormal Dark Romantasy Shifter Series

          
        
          
	          Pledged to the Moonlit Pack: A Paranormal Dark Romantasy Shifter Series

          
        
          
	          Pledged to the Sin-Eater: A Paranormal Dark Romantasy Shifter Series

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      THE BOSS'S BABY TRILOGY

          
        
          
	          Baby for the Boss

          
        
          
	          Bonded to the Boss

          
        
          
	          Bride for the Boss

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Hucow Conversion Program

          
        
          
	          Compliance Formula

          
        
          
	          Conversion Chambers

          
        
          
	          Creaming Trials

          
        
          
	          Dairybound

          
        
          
	          Dr. Steele’s Dairy Room

          
        
          
	          Harvested Desires

          
        
          
	          Her Final Condition

          
        
          
	          Lactation Directive

          
        
          
	          Lactation Protocol

          
        
          
	          Milked in the Clinic

          
        
          
	          Obedience Trial

          
        
          
	          Patient Hucow #23

          
        
          
	          Reassigned Protocol

          
        
          
	          The Herd Induction

          
        
          
	          Yield Threshold

          
        
      

      
    
    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Copyright & Disclaimer

[image: ]




Copyright © [2025] [RYSA BLAE]. All Rights Reserved.

This book is a work of fiction. All names, characters, places, and incidents are purely the product of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or reallife events is purely coincidental.

This book contains mature themes, explicit content, and adult situations intended for readers 18 years and older. By purchasing or reading this material, you confirm that you are of legal age in your country or region.

All characters depicted in this book are consenting adults aged 18 or older. None of the characters are biologically or legally related. This work does not promote or condone nonconsensual activities, illegal relationships, or any form of reallife harm. It is solely a work of fiction intended for entertainment purposes only.

This book is protected under international copyright laws. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without prior written permission from the author, except in the case of brief quotations used in reviews or articles.

The author and publisher assume no responsibility for misuse or misinterpretation of the content. Reader discretion is advised.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Table of Contents

[image: ]




Prologue

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]
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The room had the hush of a chapel and the smell of spilled rain. Elias stood beside the narrow cot, palms up, bread on one hand, a chipped cup of red wine in the other. A city attendant had left the door on its heavy hinge, and the corridor beyond exhaled that municipal cold particular to buildings that house sorrow—bleach, old paper, a thread of carnations. The man on the cot was alive, but his life had the gray edges of a photograph left too long in a window. He stared at the ceiling as if it might answer.

“Say what you can,” Elias said, voice low enough to be mistaken for a draft.

The man’s throat worked once, twice. “I didn’t mean to,” he whispered. “Not like that. The words just... I wanted them to stop looking at me like I’d done it on purpose.”

Elias nodded. He set the cup on the metal tray and broke the bread in half. The crumbs jittered in his palm like birds. “What do you want to release to the world that can carry it?”

“Blame,” the man said. “Not the consequence. I’ll take the fine, I’ll do the service. I just—” His voice cracked. “I’ve slept three hours in five days. Every time I close my eyes I see the face of her kid. The way she looked at me. Like I’m a monster.”

Elias held out the bread. The man touched it, then drew his finger back as if the crust had burned him. Elias raised the bread to his own mouth and ate. He chewed slowly, head bowed. He didn’t pretend to swallow anyone’s pain; he didn’t announce angels. In the quiet, the ritual gathered the scattered shame and made it something that could be set down between them.

“Say her name,” Elias said, when the bread was gone and the wine’s circle had stopped trembling.

The man swallowed. “Lia.”

Elias nodded. “And the child?”

“Ravi.”

“May their names be a shelter,” Elias murmured. He lifted the cup and drank, not as medicine, not as magic, but as witness. The man wept then, not like someone drowning, but like someone who had found a shore and was startled to be allowed to stand on it. Elias tucked the blanket around his shoulders and waited until the heaving slowed.

“Sleep now,” he said. “You’ll still be responsible in the morning. But you don’t have to be unforgivable.”

The man’s eyes slipped closed. The city attendant checked a box on a clipboard without looking at either of them. The door clicked. On the hallway wall, a clock troubled the air with its small, persistent ticks.

Elias cleaned the tray, rinsed the cup, dried it with a lintless square of cloth. His hands shook only when he was alone. He pressed his knuckles to the cool tile until the tremor flattened. Then he turned the room over to silence and stepped into the corridor.

Downstairs, the night desk had a bell with a crack through the brass. It rang like something from another century. The attendant there pushed a paper across the counter to him without meeting his eyes. The line read: Wake, South Annex, Family of Gianna Perrone. A scribble: volatile, media attention likely. He signed his name—E. Vale—at the bottom, the ink haloing slightly where the paper had soaked earlier.

The city had turned a private superstition into public contract. It paid him to sit with the guilty and the grieving, to eat the bread, to drink the wine, to be a body that could absorb the blame, not because it vanished inside him, but because he could say out loud what people feared they weren’t allowed to admit: regret, remorse, the raw unsorted edges. He was not a priest. He was not a judge. He was a hinge between someone and a night they couldn’t bear alone.

He buttoned his coat and stepped out into air that tasted like metal. Somewhere, a delivery truck sighed as it reversed. The city’s river ran black over rock. The neon script of a diner hummed to itself in electric cursive: open all night.

A kitchen two blocks away answered with a hiss.

Aria leaned her hip against the steel counter and tasted the spoon. Citrus blooming. Heat like a heartbeat. She closed her eyes and let the soup hit every place inside her that had gone quiet in the winter and not dared to make a sound since. She had found the recipe on a reporter’s food blog six years ago and rewritten it fifteen times until it tasted like relief tied to the idea of a fresh start. The broth held ginger, garlic, chili, and lemon rind. The brightness cut through fatigue like a window flung up.

Steam licked her face. The vents muttered. Her night crew had left at eleven with paper cups of chai and sleepy grins and a threat from Jae to text him if anyone gave her trouble on a delivery. “I’m feral when woken,” he’d warned, which meant he was a lamb who owned a bat.

“I’m fine,” Aria had lied gently, smiling so it wouldn’t count as a lie.

She ladled soup into thermoses until the smell of it filled the room and began to feel like a promise. She added bread wrapped in linen, lemon wedges tucked into waxed paper like secret letters, small cups of a strawberry compote she’d simmered because she wanted sweetness in the first hour after crying. On the corner of every tray she taped a hand-scribbled card—For the watcher—and on the back of each card she wrote a line she would have wanted to hear if the night had refused to end. You’re allowed to eat. You’re allowed to want. You are not alone in this building.

The knife rack gleamed. Her apron was stained with a constellation of old sauces. She wiped her hands and took up a pen. The list on the wall read: South Annex, East Chapel, Harborview. She underlined South Annex. Someone at the municipal office had called late, voice too careful. We’re expecting a crowd. The widow is... fervent. We’d be grateful if your kitchen could—

“We can,” she’d said, before the sentence could finish turning into pity.

Her phone buzzed twice, then went still. She didn’t look. She knew without checking what the news app would be showing: a low-resolution photo of a car at an angle you couldn't tell was before or after. A winter headline. A photo of her parents’ smiles that the internet had declared “sweet” like that was a weather report. She had taken all those words and built a wall out of them. It stood now, solid enough to lean against. She kept it trimmed with herbs.

She raised the tray and felt the familiar tug of weight in her shoulders. Her wrist bones were strong as knots in old rope. She turned off the lights and left the string over the small altar on in the corner—a shelf with two candles and a folded recipe notebook with scorched edges. She had lit both candles the night her lawyer said the words settlement and closure in the same breath. She had blown one out when she realized she could still taste strawberry cake and not cry.

In the alley behind the kitchen, the city pressed its body heat against brick. A cat darted under a dumpster and paused, eyes gold coins, before vanishing into shadow. Aria locked the door and checked it twice. Her van purred awake like a tired beast admitting it remembered how.

She drove with her window cracked, wind doing its low electric comb through her hair. The radio gave her static and then a song she didn’t care about. She turned it down and let the engine and her own breath be the only instruments. At a light, a couple crossed with their hands not touching, but close enough that the space between them looked like a wire.

At South Annex, the night guard waved her through almost shyly. He’d learned her name in spring. He had, after months of practice, stopped calling the trays “donations.” She called them late service, like in a kitchen with a chef who wouldn’t let anyone go home hungry.

“You’re a saint,” he muttered anyway.

“I’m a cook,” she said, not unkindly.

The vigil corridor was a spine with many ribs. Doors, doors, doors. A woman was sitting on one of the benches with a child pressed to her side, both of them staring straight ahead in perfect imitation—the city taught stillness like a class. A reporter stood with a camera he hadn’t lifted yet, guilt smoking off him like rain off asphalt. Aria kept her eyes on the cart and moved soft. She left two trays by reception for whatever room couldn’t afford appetite yet. She rolled the third toward the end of the hall where a brass plate read: SPARE ROOM THREE, because the city had run out of names.

You don’t have to be strong with me, she wished she could say to every door.

She set the tray on the hallway table, arranged the cups so the labels faced forward—the lemon wedges always at east, because she liked the joke. She pulled a card from her pocket, For the watcher, and taped it to the handle of the thermos. The steam made the tape lift at one corner. She pressed it back down with her thumb until it held.

When she turned to leave, she caught a shape in the frosted glass of the spare room window—a silhouette of a man standing beside a cot, his head bowed, hands careful. The line of his shoulders looked like attention practiced into a habit. She felt, so quickly she had to grip the cart, a kind of quiet recognition, like catching the scent of something you loved as a child and realizing you hadn’t forgotten after all. She did not open the door. She had a superstition about mid-ritual interruptions. They snapped the thread.

On the other side of the door, Elias felt the temperature shift when the hallway opened. Not colder, not warmer. Just—the barometric pressure of being no longer alone. He finished wiping the glass, closed the metal cabinet gently, and let his breath out. He didn’t believe in omens. He believed in the discipline of small mercies repeated until they made meaning. But the air smelled like lemon and something green and bright he could not name.

He stepped into the hall.

The cart was there. The thermos sat, steady and dignified despite its steam. A card on the handle. For the watcher. The handwriting curved on certain letters like someone who’d taught themselves to be neat and then, on days when nobody was looking, let their pen run wild. He touched the corner with his knuckle as if greeting a cat.

“Who brought this?” he asked the attendant—young, sullen, chewing something that made his jaw click.

“Night kitchen,” the attendant said. “The chef.” The way he said chef made it sound like a minor criminal. “She does late trays. Says no watcher should go hungry.”

Elias wanted to say, Yes, but you have to survive long enough to be hungry. Instead, he poured himself a paper cup of soup and lifted it to his mouth. Heat rose. The first sip filled his chest with a brightness that landed like a hand between his ribs and steadied everything underneath. Citrus, yes. Ginger, yes. And something stubborn and kind threading through, like a voice that had learned how to tell the truth without tearing.

He sipped again and tasted a memory he didn’t recognize—sun on a cutting board, voices in a courtyard, a woman laughing as she peeled a fruit. He named the feeling quietly—relief—and then set the cup down because he didn’t want to cry in a hallway with a cracked bell and a stack of municipal forms.

In the elevator’s dark mirror he saw his own face, and for a moment it startled him, the earnestness in it, the fatigue he wore like a scarf he’d forgotten to take off. He pressed the button for the lobby and then, on impulse, for the basement. He dropped the empty bread wrapper into the compost and rinsed the cup as if there were time to do things properly. When the doors opened again, the mouth of the corridor held the last curl of steam and something else, a tread, light but certain, receding.

He almost said wait. He almost ran the length of the hallway like a foolish boy, because some nights the simple fact of being alive rushed him like a dare.

Aria pushed the cart faster than she usually did, not because she was scared, but because she didn’t trust what her chest was doing, the way her breath had learned a new triplet rhythm without permission—inhale, heat, name. The elevator creaked her down a floor. The door fought two inches and then decided to be civilized. In the lobby the guard bent over a crossword like he was trying to save it.

“Everything okay?” he asked, eyes flicking up. He saw too much. Everyone in this building did.

“Soup’s hot,” she said, which answered nothing and everything. She signed out. Outside, the night had shifted from rain to that clean-afterward smell where the world felt wiped and wrung. She loaded her cart, climbed into the van, and sat with her hands on the wheel while a part of her she hadn’t visited in months stood up inside and cleared her throat.

Enough, the part said, not cruelly. Enough hiding in the heat. The living need feeding too.

She drove back toward the kitchen with the window open, and when the light hit her face in a way that made her think of the old house—the one with the lemon tree her mother had convinced to survive a winter by wrapping it in every scarf she owned—she didn’t look away from the memory or press it down. She let it be a passenger for the length of the block. At the corner, she whispered the two names she saved for when the night was mostly kind.

“Ma. Baba.”

The names steadied her more than any ritual she’d been offered in the long gray months people called grieving as if it were a place she could check out of with the right paperwork. She turned the van and laughed once, the sound startling, like finding a ten in a coat pocket you forgot you loved.

Back in Spare Room Three, Elias logged the vigil’s end-time and initialed the line. He wrote in the notes section—Bread and wine accepted; confession spoken; names said. He added, against protocol, Soup provided, and then, because he could not help himself, in a margin where no one would look, Thank you.

The bell at the night desk rang then—sharp, breaking a quiet into pieces. A wake in the South Annex had begun to lift its grief and shake it by the shoulders. Elias felt the call in his bones in the old way, a pull that was less summons than covenant. He put on his jacket. He checked the small linen-wrapped loaf in his satchel and the bottle he’d refill upstairs. He had done this long enough to know the ways a room could turn on a breath. He had done this long enough to know when to stand very still and let someone else’s storm rain through.

At the lobby, reporters had multiplied. Their lenses wanted shapes of suffering they could take home and sell. Elias lifted a hand not to refuse them, but to slow them, as if they were cars approaching a crosswalk where someone tender was learning to walk again. He stepped around them and into the stairwell that smelled like dust and effort.

On the landing, his phone buzzed in his pocket. A message from a number the city had assigned to the night kitchen—delivered, with a checkmark. He didn’t know the sender’s name. He didn’t know yet that he would someday learn the exact way she tied her apron strings when she needed courage, or the rhythm her laugh hit when she wanted to cry but knew she wouldn’t.
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