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Chapter 1
Marrying The Man in The Dark Novel Chapter 1 about a woman named Cherise
who agrees to marry a blind man named Damien, despite rumors that he is cursed
and has killed his previous fiancées. Cherise is motivated by her need to pay for
her grandmother’s medical expenses, and she believes that marrying Damien is the
only way she can do so.

After they are married, Cherise begins to care for Damien, despite her initial fear of
him. She learns that he is intelligent, kind, and gentle, and she comes to believe
that the rumors about him are false. However, Cherise’s happiness is threatened
when a series of mysterious deaths occur, and she begins to wonder if Damien is
not all that he seems.

As Cherise investigates the deaths, she uncovers a dark secret about Damien’s past.
She also learns that she is in danger, as Damien’s enemies are determined to stop
her from uncovering the truth.

Cherise must decide whether to trust Damien and continue her investigation, or to
run away from him and the danger he poses.

Marrying the Man in the Dark is a suspenseful and exciting novel that will keep
you guessing until the very end. It is a story about love, betrayal, and the power of
secrets.

The ancient city of Ashwood was shrouded in perpetual twilight, its narrow
cobblestone streets perpetually cloaked in an impenetrable veil of shadows. Amidst
this perpetual dusk, a grand manor stood as an imposing silhouette against the
darkening sky, its spires piercing the gloom like defiant sentinels. This was
Thornwood Manor, the ancestral home of the enigmatic House of Blackwood, a
lineage steeped in mystery and whispered secrets.



Within the manor’s depths, a young woman named Seraphina Blackwood stood
poised on the threshold of an uncertain future. With her heart pounding against her
ribs like a frantic drumbeat, she gazed upon her reflection in the tarnished surface
of an antique mirror. Her sapphire eyes, usually bright with an untamed spirit, were
now clouded with a mixture of anticipation and dread. Tonight, she was to be wed
to a man she had never seen, a man shrouded in as much darkness as the city that
bore his name.

Seraphina’s impending marriage was a result of a long-standing arrangement
between the Blackwood and the Ravenwood families, two noble houses bound
together by an ancient pact. The Ravenwoods, a family as mysterious and powerful
as the Blackwoods, were rumored to possess a connection to the very shadows that
enveloped Ashwood. Their patriarch, Lord Corvus Ravenwood, was a man of
enigmatic allure, his face perpetually concealed beneath a mask of obsidian
darkness.

The marriage was a political alliance, a strategic move to strengthen the bond
between the two families. Seraphina, a pawn in this grand game, was to be
sacrificed for the sake of her lineage. Her heart ached with a sense of resignation,
yet a flicker of curiosity ignited within her. Who was this man she was to marry,
this enigmatic figure hidden behind a veil of shadows?

As the first notes of the wedding march echoed through the grand hall of
Thornwood Manor, Seraphina took her place beside her father, Lord Blackwood.
With each step towards the altar, her heart pounded in her chest, a mix of anxiety
and anticipation coursing through her veins.

At the altar, a tall, imposing figure awaited. Dressed in a midnight-hued suit, his
face obscured by an ebony mask, he exuded an aura of power and mystery. His
eyes, the only visible part of his face, were like twin pools of obsidian, their depths
unfathomable.

As Seraphina stood before him, she felt an inexplicable pull towards this enigmatic
man, a strange connection that transcended the physical realm. Despite the



darkness that enveloped him, he radiated an aura of strength and intrigue, piquing
her curiosity in a way she never thought possible.

The ceremony was a blur, the words of the priest echoing in Seraphina’s ears like a
distant melody. As she exchanged vows with the masked man, she couldn’t help
but steal glances at his hidden features. His eyes, those mesmerizing pools of
darkness, seemed to hold her captive, their gaze penetrating her soul.

When the ceremony concluded, Seraphina found herself standing beside her
masked husband, now her husband in name only. As they turned to face the
gathered guests, she couldn’t help but feel a surge of anticipation. The future was
uncertain, shrouded in as much darkness as the man she had just married.

Yet, amidst the uncertainty, a flicker of hope ignited within her. Perhaps, within
this marriage of convenience, there lay a spark of something more, something that
could illuminate the shadows and reveal the man hidden beneath the mask.

Chapter 2
Marrying The Man in The Dark Novel Chapter 2 Damien and Cherise story started
turning very interesting from the begining itself. Here is What Happened Next in
Chapter 2. “marrying the man in the dark novel chapter 2” is a novel written by
British author Fiona Walker. It is a story about a young woman named Cherise
Shaw who is forced to marry a blind man named Damien Lenoir in order to save
her family from financial ruin. Damien is a ruthless businessman who is rumored
to have killed his biological elder sister and three fiancées. Cherise is terrified of
him, but she is determined to make the best of her situation.

marrying the man in the dark novel chapter 2
As Cherise and Damien get to know each other, she begins to see a different side to
him. He is intelligent, charming, and surprisingly kind. Cherise starts to fall for
him, but she is afraid to admit her feelings because of his dark past.



Meanwhile, Damien is also developing feelings for Cherise. He is drawn to her
beauty, intelligence, and spirit. He begins to believe that she is the one person who
can see him for who he really is.

However, Damien’s past is not so easily forgotten. His enemies are still out there,
and they are determined to destroy him. Cherise finds herself caught in the middle
of a dangerous game, and she must decide where her loyalties lie.

“Marrying the Man in the Dark” is a suspenseful and romantic novel that will keep
you guessing until the very end. It is a story about love, betrayal, and the power of
forgiveness.

Cherise stood before the imposing Lenoir Mansion, her heart pounding like a drum
solo in her chest. She had arrived just hours ago, her life turned upside down in a
whirlwind of events. Her aunt, Sarah Miles, had arranged for her to marry Damien
Lenoir, a man shrouded in mystery and rumors.

The mansion’s imposing facade, with its dark stone walls and towering gargoyles,
did little to ease Cherise’s anxiety. It loomed over her, casting a shadow of
uncertainty over her future. Taking a deep breath, she stepped through the grand
oak doors, their heavy hinges creaking ominously.

The interior of the mansion was as imposing as its exterior, with dimly lit corridors
and high ceilings that seemed to stretch endlessly into the darkness. Every creak
and groan of the old house echoed through the halls, amplifying Cherise’s growing
sense of unease.

As she navigated the labyrinthine hallways, Cherise’s mind raced with questions
about her enigmatic husband. What was he like? Why had he agreed to marry a
complete stranger? Was he as dangerous as the rumors suggested?

Her thoughts were interrupted by the sound of a deep, masculine voice. It came
from a room down the corridor, its tone commanding and authoritative. Cherise
paused, her heart pounding in her chest. Was this Damien?



Cautiously, she approached the room, her footsteps echoing in the silence. She
hesitated at the doorway, her hand hovering over the ornate doorknob. Should she
enter? What if he was in a bad mood?

Taking a deep breath, Cherise pushed open the door, revealing a richly furnished
study. Behind an imposing mahogany desk sat Damien Lenoir. His face was
partially obscured by the shadows cast by the fireplace, but Cherise could make out
his sharp features and piercing blue eyes.

He looked up from his work, his gaze meeting hers. Cherise felt a chill run down
her spine. His eyes were cold and calculating, devoid of any warmth. It was as if he
was looking through her, seeing into her very soul.

“You’re here,” he stated, his voice a low rumble.

Cherise nodded, her voice caught in her throat. She felt small and insignificant in
his presence, his aura of power overwhelming her.

“Well,” he continued, rising from his chair and approaching her, “it seems we’re
finally married.”

His words hung heavy in the air, their meaning sinking in like a stone. She was
married to this man, a man she barely knew, a man shrouded in mystery and
darkness.

Damien stopped in front of her, his towering presence casting a shadow over her.
He looked down at her, his eyes scrutinizing her every feature. Cherise held her
breath, unsure of what to expect.

Suddenly, Damien reached out and cupped her face in his hands. His touch was
surprisingly gentle, sending a jolt of electricity through her body. He leaned in
close, his breath warm against her cheek.



“Cherise,” he whispered, his voice a seductive caress, “I’m going to make you
mine.”

His words were like a promise, a threat, a seductive invitation all at once. Cherise
felt a mix of fear and excitement coursing through her veins. She didn’t know what
the future held, but she knew one thing for sure: her life would never be the same
again.

Chapter 3 of “Marrying the Man in the Dark” unfolds in the context of a Filipino
romance novel, featuring Cherise Shaw, a 20-year-old medical student, and
Damien Lenoir, a enigmatic and affluent businessman surrounded by rumors of
being both blind and perilous. Faced with the looming threat of bankruptcy to her
family, Cherise, in a desperate move, consents to marrying Damien, striking a deal
for his crucial financial support.

Despite the swirling rumors surrounding Damien, Cherise finds herself captivated
by his kindness and intelligence. As their time together deepens, an undeniable
love blossoms within her. Unbeknownst to Cherise, Damien grapples with a
shadowy past he keeps concealed.

When Cherise uncovers Damien’s hidden secret, shock and heartbreak flood her.
Trust wavers in the wake of revelation. Undeterred, Damien resolves to
demonstrate his unwavering love and commitment to Cherise, pledging to do
whatever it takes to ensure her happiness.

“Marrying the Man in the Dark” unfolds as a narrative woven with love, betrayal,
and redemption, promising a heartwarming journey that keeps readers guessing
until the very end.

The morning after, Cherise awakens, her body sore and fatigued. A groan escapes
her lips as she stretches, the events of the previous night flooding her memory. She
had wedded a man shrouded in mystery, a man robbed of sight.



Regret briefly nips at Cherise, but she pushes it aside, determined to stand by her
choice. Rising from the bed, she approaches the window, gazing out at the city
bathed in sunlight. A renewed sense of hope fills her.

Descending to the kitchen, she discovers Damien preparing breakfast. Tall and
handsome, he exudes kindness and gentleness. Cherise feels a flutter in her chest,
captivated by his presence.

“Good morning,” Damien’s deep, resonant voice greets her. “I made you
breakfast.”

Grateful, Cherise smiles, and they eat in silence. Damien, though sightless, exudes
calm and intelligence, setting him apart in Cherise’s eyes.

After breakfast, Damien guides Cherise through the opulent mansion, showcasing
its grandeur. The contrast to her modest apartment leaves Cherise impressed yet
slightly disoriented.

In the master bedroom, Damien designates the space as hers. Cherise expresses
appreciation, and as Damien embraces her, a sense of security envelops her.

“I want you to be happy here,” Damien murmurs, and Cherise, leaning into him,
replies, “I will be.”

A gentle kiss on her forehead follows, leaving Cherise feeling a profound peace. In
Damien’s arms, she senses she has made the right decision.

Chapter 4
Tension crackled in the air like a live wire. Damien’s icy voice had chilled the
dining room as June knelt, tears brimming in her eyes. Frances, usually composed,
mirrored June’s fear. Even Cherise watched, wide-eyed. Continued reading
Marrying the man in the Dark Novel Chapter 4.



marrying the man in the dark novel chapter 4
Damien, known for his gentle demeanor, wasn’t always a pushover. His anger
could be a chilling storm. To Cherise’s surprise, this storm wasn’t aimed at her, but
at June for disrespecting her.

“So, you decide who cooks in this house?” Damien’s smile was razor-sharp as he
spoke. June trembled, stammering excuses about sparing Cherise the burden. The
smile vanished, replaced by a glacial sneer. “Don’t play house, June. This isn’t
your domain.”

Frances, quick to understand, followed suit, kneeling instantly. Shame painted her
face as she begged forgiveness. Cherise, caught between a whirlwind of emotions,
felt compelled to intervene.

“Damien, she meant well,” she stammered, blushing under his intense gaze. “I’ll
make breakfast….”

Before she could reach the kitchen, his hand on her wrist stopped her. The familiar
minty scent sent a tingle up her spine. He pulled her gently onto his lap, his voice
low and husky.

“Hubby?” he teased, savoring the blush that bloomed on her cheeks. Cherise
stammered out a menu for her “hubby,” each item punctuated by deepening
crimson.

Damien chuckled, a warm sound that softened the harsh lines of his face. He
pecked her forehead, the gesture strangely intimate. “Tomorrow, then. Sleep in.”

As Cherise rushed upstairs, his eyes, hidden behind the black cloth, followed her
with an unreadable glint.



Later, after Cherise left for university, the storm in the dining room subsided.
Frances, having reported back to Damien, stood stiffly. His voice, cold and
calculating, pierced the silence.

“You understand your task, Frances?” he inquired, a faint smirk playing on his lips.

She paled, kneeling once more. “Yes, Mr. Lenoir. I will observe and report
accurately.”

A satisfied smile curved his lips. “Good. For now, June’s departure should suffice.
Remember, discretion is key.”

Meanwhile, on campus, Cherise’s arrival caused a stir. Her classmate, Lucy, stared
in disbelief. Despite rumors of a luxurious marriage, Cherise looked untouched,
unchanged. No designer clothes, no makeup, just the same old Cherise in faded
jeans and a ponytail.

Lucy’s mind raced. A blind, rich husband meant… forbidden desires, right? Yet,
here was Cherise, seemingly unscathed. The lack of evidence gnawed at Lucy’s
curiosity. Could Damien be physically incapable?

Driven by this bizarre theory, Lucy hatched a plan. She messaged her cousin, an
andrologist, seeking “medicine for men who can’t do it.” Her concern for Cherise,
or rather, her insatiable curiosity, knew no bounds.

The day unfolded with unsettling whispers. Cherise, oblivious to the speculation
swirling around her, immersed herself in a novel about a passionate CEO romance.
The scene reached a fever pitch, the lovers poised for intimacy.

Suddenly, a familiar voice shattered the moment. “Cherise?”



Startled, she dropped her phone, the screen glowing with the forbidden scene.
Looking up, she met the unexpected gaze of Ian Philips, her high school crush,
now a dashing doctor in a white coat.

Mortified, the phone clattered to the floor once more. Her heart hammered against
her ribs as she stammered out a greeting, cheeks burning hotter than any fictional
romance scene.


