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He Who Waits in the Dark

When Malakay Veynor, twenty years old, follows his mother into a decaying manor at the edge of a vast forest, he tells himself it’s only temporary. His father works overseas, and his mother insists they stay here until she can join him. But when she leaves for several months to be with his father, Kay finds himself alone in the crumbling house—cut off, surrounded by woods the villagers refuse to enter.

They only give him one warning: never go into the forest after dark.

At first, Kay ignores the whispers. He dismisses the creak of footsteps outside his window, the faint tapping at the walls. But then he wakes to find his name scratched into the frost, the sound of a low breath in his room, and a figure watching him from the tree line.

And then he meets him.

Tall. Hauntingly beautiful. Wrong in ways Kay can’t name. Eyes like molten gold that see straight through him. A voice that bends his will, both terrifying and intoxicating.

The creature has waited. Now that Kay is alone, it steps closer, night after night, until fear curdles into fascination—and fascination into hunger. The monster doesn’t just want blood. It wants surrender. Devotion. Love, twisted into a chain that binds.

By the time Kay realizes he’s been chosen, it’s already too late. Because the forest doesn’t just keep secrets. It keeps what belongs to it.

He who waits in the shadows. 
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​Prologue 
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Kay
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THE ENGINE PURRED UNDER my hands as I steered us along the winding road, but my stomach still did little flips with every bend. Mom sat beside me, fingers drumming nervously on the dashboard, scrolling through the radio stations like she could force the world to be normal. Indie music filtered through the speakers, soft and melancholic, but I swear it did nothing to calm my nerves.

“This is it, Kay,” she said, voice bright, almost too bright. “Our new home. Fresh start, remember?”

I shot her a look. “Fresh start? You mean moving to the middle of God knows where, surrounded by dead trees and creepy shadows?”

She frowned. “Kay...”

“Don’t give me that tone,” I said, throwing up my hands. “I’m serious. This forest? It’s... alive. I can feel it. And you’re just like ‘it’s fine, trust me.’”

Mom sighed, finally giving up on the radio. “You’ll get used to it. The house is beautiful, and it’s quiet... the quiet will help you think.”

“Think?” I laughed, though it came out a little hollow. “Yeah, nothing like twenty years of city noise to prep me for the sound of literally nothing. And don’t even get me started on the locals—they act like the woods are alive.”

“They’re just superstitious,” she said, but she didn’t sound convinced even to herself.

I leaned back against the seat, trying to ignore the weight in my chest as the trees arched over the road, black and looming. Shadows stretched across the asphalt, flickering with the last streaks of sunlight. I could almost feel them moving with us, like something in the forest was tracking our every turn.

“You’re imagining things,” I muttered under my breath. “It’s just trees. Just shadows. Jesus, I need a cigarette.”

Mom raised an eyebrow. “We talked about this—no smoking in the car.”

“Yeah, yeah,” I said, shrugging. “I know.”

The road narrowed, tight and twisting. My hands tensed on the wheel, knuckles white, and for a moment the car felt too small for the world outside. Then a branch scraped against the windshield with a hollow, sharp tap, and I swear I jumped an inch.

“Kay?” Mom’s voice was suddenly sharp, anxious.

“Relax, Mom. It’s—nothing,” I said, though my voice betrayed me. My chest was tight. My stomach churned. Something about the forest felt... wrong. Alive in a way that wasn’t supposed to be alive. Watching us. Waiting.

I slammed on the brakes a little too hard as the road curved unexpectedly. “Shit!”

“Kay!” Mom yelled, grabbing the dashboard like it was going to save her.

I exhaled, leaning back, heart hammering. “I said relax. We’re fine. Just... adrenaline.”

She didn’t answer. She was staring out the window, eyes wide, lips pressed together. Probably wondering what the hell I was thinking moving her halfway into a horror movie set.

And then, at the crest of the hill, the house appeared.

It was massive. Elegant. Falling apart. Windows catching the last light like accusing eyes. The paint was chipped and weathered, the roof sagging slightly, but there was a strange grace to it, like it had been standing there long before anyone remembered the town, long before anyone dared walk these roads after dark.

I swallowed hard. “Well... shit. That’s... something.”

Mom tried to smile. “Beautiful, isn’t it?”

I didn’t answer. The forest behind it loomed like a wall, black and impenetrable. I could feel it pressing forward even from the road, like it had been waiting for us to arrive. My chest tightened. Something in me knew we weren’t the first to feel this, and we certainly wouldn’t be the last.

I leaned forward, peering through the windshield. There was a flicker of movement between the trees, something tall, just a shadow, and I blinked—and it was gone.

“Kay? What is it?” Mom asked, voice small.

“Nothing,” I muttered, though my voice was shaky. “I just... thought I saw something. It’s probably—”

“Don’t,” she said quickly, cutting me off. “Don’t start with that. Not here. Not now.”
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BY THE TIME WE PARKED in front of the house, the sky had started to bruise—a dull, purple-gray bleeding into the treetops. The air felt heavy, like it had been holding its breath all day, just waiting for us.

“Looks worse up close,” I muttered, shoving the car door open.

Mom ignored me, keys jingling as she rushed toward the front steps. “It’s charming! It just needs a little love.”

“Or an exorcism,” I mumbled under my breath, dragging one of the boxes from the back seat.

The house loomed over us, tall and silent, its windows clouded with dust. The porch groaned as I stepped on it, wood bending under my weight like it hadn’t been touched in years.

Inside smelled like old wood and something faintly sweet—decay mixed with lavender, like someone had tried to cover the scent of something dead.

Mom opened all the curtains, humming nervously. “See? Not so bad once you let the light in.”

I looked around at the peeling wallpaper, the faded portraits staring down from the hallway, and the way the floorboards creaked like footsteps behind me. “Yeah. Real cozy.”

We worked in silence for a while, unpacking boxes and sweeping dust into piles. The light outside dimmed fast, the sky bruising darker. Somewhere in the distance, thunder growled.

Then came the first raindrop—soft, almost apologetic. Then another. And another. Within minutes, it turned into a downpour.

The house shuddered under the sound.

Mom sighed. “Well, that’s perfect. Guess we’re stuck inside for the night.”

“Awesome,” I said. “Exactly how I wanted to spend my evening—haunted mansion, thunderstorm, no internet.”

“Kay...”

“I’m kidding.” Mostly.

The storm rolled closer, lightning flashing across the forest line through the tall windows. For a second, the entire living room lit up white—and in that flash, I thought I saw something at the edge of the trees.

Tall. Still. Facing the house.

The thunder came a beat later, loud enough to make the windows tremble. When I blinked again, whatever I’d seen was gone.

Mom didn’t notice. She was kneeling by a half-open box, pulling out picture frames and smiling faintly at a photo of Dad. “He’ll love this place,” she murmured. “Once it’s all fixed up.”

“Yeah,” I said softly, still staring out the window. “He’ll love it.”

Rain streaked down the glass, blurring the forest beyond. But for a moment, just before I turned away, I swore I saw movement again—something darker than the trees, shifting between the trunks.

Watching.

Waiting.

I told myself it was nothing. The wind, maybe. The shadows.

But that night, when I tried to sleep, the storm didn’t let me.

And somewhere past the crash of thunder and rain, I could’ve sworn I heard something else—

A low hum. Almost like a voice. 
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The Thing
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THE FOREST DREAMS, and I am what leaks between its teeth.

Rain threads through the branches like veins—pale, trembling, alive. The air hums with wet roots and rotting leaves, and the sound of a thousand heartbeats that do not belong to me.

Yet I feel them.

I always feel them.

Something stirs far beyond the treeline—metal sighs, rubber moans against gravel, and the scent of arrival bleeds into the storm.

It tastes human.

It tastes like before.

I move, though I am not movement.

I glide through bark and bone, a thought dragging a body behind it. My shape forgets itself with every step. The forest remembers me anyway.

The rain speaks in fragments. Names. Pleas. The echo of laughter that was never mine.

Then—the tremor of small life.

A deer, half-collapsed in the mud, legs twisted like roots that lost their way. Steam coils from its open mouth, silver against the cold. I crouch beside it, listening to the noise its heart makes—fluttering, terrified, beautiful.

I press my fingers to its throat.

It doesn’t resist. None of them do.

They look at me like they remember something they shouldn’t.

The warmth spills, slow and obedient, soaking into the earth, into me. For an instant the world exhales—and I swear I can taste color, taste memory.

A child’s voice. A window left open. Hands that once prayed.

Then it’s gone.

I am hunger again.

The forest folds itself quiet
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