
        
            
                
            
        

    
Prologue: The Binding of Eleanora Blackwood

Blackwood Manor, Cornwall

October 31, 1897

The storm had raged for three nights without cease, as though the Atlantic itself sought to batter the manor from its cliff. Rain lashed the tall, narrow windows; wind howled through the chimneys like a living thing. Inside the east wing, far from the servants’ quarters, Eleanora Blackwood worked alone by candlelight.

She was thirty-eight, widowed young, and beautiful in the way that made villagers cross themselves when she passed—pale skin, raven hair, eyes the color of winter sea. Society had long ago turned its back on her after the scandal of her marriage to Professor Alistair Blackwood, the disgraced occult scholar. But Eleanora had never needed society. She had needed answers.

And tonight, she believed she would finally have them.

The ritual chamber had once been a grand bedroom. Now its walls were draped in black velvet, its floor inscribed with a perfect circle of chalk and vermilion. At the four cardinal points stood silver bowls of seawater mixed with her own blood. In the center lay an ancient grimoire bound in unfamiliar leather, its pages whispering when turned.

Eleanora wore only a robe of midnight silk, open at the throat. Her bare feet were cold against the stone, but she welcomed the discomfort; it kept her sharp. Around her neck hung the amulet Alistair had brought back from his final expedition—a smooth, oval stone shot through with veins that pulsed faintly, like capillaries beneath obsidian skin.

She had spent years preparing. Years translating fragments, corresponding with madmen and mystics across Europe, testing smaller summonings until the walls of the manor themselves seemed to breathe with anticipation. Tonight was All Hallows’ Eve, when the veil thinned. Tonight, she would call the thing Alistair had only glimpsed.

The Shroud Beneath.

She began the invocation at the stroke of midnight.

Her voice was steady, low, the Latin rolling off her tongue like smoke. The candles guttered though there was no draft. The temperature plummeted until her breath fogged the air. The grimoire’s pages flipped of their own accord, stopping at the final incantation.

Eleanora drew the bone-handled knife across her palm, letting blood drip into the central bowl. The seawater hissed as though boiling.

“Come,” she commanded. “I offer passage. I offer sustenance. Bind thyself to this house, to these walls, to me.”

The floor trembled.

From the cracks between the flagstones—thin at first, then widening—something emerged.

Not shadow. Not smoke.

Tentacles.

They were translucent at the edges, deepening to an oily violet-black toward their bases. Suckers lined their undersides, each glowing faintly with inner light. They moved with intelligence, tasting the air, sliding across the chalk lines without disturbing them. Dozens poured forth, then hundreds, filling the circle until the stone was no longer visible.

Eleanora did not flinch.

One thick tendril rose before her, its tip hovering inches from her face. It pulsed, curious. She felt its regard like a physical touch—ancient, vast, hungry.

“I know what you need,” she whispered. “Vital essence. The fire of life released in ecstasy. Take it from me, and in return, grant me your knowledge.”

The tentacle brushed her cheek, cool and slick. A shiver ran through her—not of fear, but recognition. Alistair had written of this: the entity fed not on pain or death, but on pleasure. The more exquisite the release, the more it thrived.

Another tendril slipped beneath her robe, coiling around her waist. The silk fell open. Eleanora let it drop.

The tentacles moved with reverent slowness at first. One circled her throat—not squeezing, merely holding, a reminder of power. Others traced the curves of her body, leaving trails of warm, viscous oil that tingled against her skin. Where it touched, sensation sharpened unbearably.

She gasped when suckers latched gently onto her nipples, pulling with rhythmic insistence. The pleasure was immediate, shocking. Her knees weakened, but the tentacles supported her, lifting her slightly so her feet no longer touched the floor.

A thicker limb slid between her thighs, parting them. It did not rush. It teased, gliding over slick folds, secreting more of that oil until she ached with emptiness. When it finally entered her, it was slow, deliberate, stretching her with exquisite care. Another followed, filling her from behind, the two moving in counterpoint.

Eleanora’s head fell back. The tentacle at her throat tightened fractionally—just enough to make her breath catch, to heighten every sensation.

She came quickly the first time, crying out into the storm-lit room. The entity drank it in; she felt the energy leave her like a tide, only to be returned amplified as pleasure. Again and again it brought her to the edge and over, until she lost count, until her voice was hoarse and her body trembled with aftershocks.

In the height of one climax, vision blurred, she saw glimpses: stars that were not stars, vast shapes moving in lightless oceans between worlds, knowledge that burned behind her eyes.

And then—hubris.

In her ecstasy, Eleanora tightened the binding words. Not partnership. Dominion.

The tentacles stilled.

The temperature plummeted further. The glowing suckers dimmed.

The thick limb inside her twisted—not painfully, but possessively. The one at her throat constricted until black spots danced in her vision.

You seek to command what cannot be commanded.

The voice was not sound, but pressure inside her skull.

Eleanora tried to speak the counter-words, but the tentacle in her mouth silenced her. Others pinned her arms. The entity withdrew from her body slowly, deliberately, leaving her empty and shaking.

It did not kill her.

Instead, it sank back into the walls—seeping into the very stone and mortar of Blackwood Manor like ink into paper. The cracks sealed behind it, leaving only faint seams.

Eleanora collapsed to her knees, robe clutched around her, gasping.

The binding had worked—but backwards.

The Shroud Beneath was trapped within the house.

And the house, in turn, was bound to feed it.

Forever.

Years later, when consumption took her at last, Eleanora Blackwood’s final act was to will the manor to the only living relative who might understand: a great-niece she had never met, an artist with hungry eyes and an empty purse.

In her last journal entry, written in a trembling hand, she penned a warning—and a promise.

“She will fight at first. They all do.

But the manor knows its mistress.

And in time, she will come to love the embrace

as I did.”

The storm that night raged harder than any before.

And deep within the walls, something ancient stirred in its sleep, waiting for new blood to walk its halls.


Chapter 1: The Unexpected Inheritance

The letter arrived on a rainy Thursday in March, tucked between a final eviction notice and a credit card bill Ivy couldn’t pay.

She almost threw it away with the rest of the junk mail. The envelope was heavy cream stock, addressed in elegant copperplate handwriting she didn’t recognize. No return address except a wax seal—an ornate letter B entwined with what looked like seaweed.

Ivy Harper, twenty-one, art student, part-time barista, full-time broke, sat cross-legged on the sagging futon in her tiny Brooklyn studio and slit it open with a butter knife.

Inside was a single sheet of matching paper, folded once.

Dear Miss Ivy Harper,

It is with regret that I inform you of the passing of your great-aunt, Miss Eleanora Blackwood, on the 14th of February. As her solicitor and executor, I am writing to advise that you are the sole beneficiary of her estate, including Blackwood Manor in St. Agnes, Cornwall, England, along with its contents and remaining funds.

Please contact me at your earliest convenience to discuss arrangements.

Yours sincerely,

Mr. Reginald T. Penrose

Penrose & Associates, Truro

Ivy read it twice. Then a third time, out loud, as if saying the words might make them real.

She had no memory of a great-aunt Eleanora. Her mother, gone since Ivy was twelve, had rarely spoken of family. There’d been vague mentions of “some old money on your father’s side,” but Ivy’s father had vanished long before she could ask questions. She’d grown up assuming she had no one.

Yet here was proof of someone—someone wealthy enough to own a manor.

She googled “Blackwood Manor St. Agnes Cornwall” on her cracked phone screen.

Images loaded slowly: a sprawling Victorian gothic pile perched on cliffs above the Atlantic, all steep gables, tall chimneys, and narrow windows staring out like suspicious eyes. Overgrown gardens tumbled down to the sea. The house looked abandoned in most photos, paint peeling, ivy—real ivy—climbing the stone walls as if trying to pull the place back into the earth.

A listing from a defunct real estate site called it “a unique restoration opportunity” and noted it had stood empty for decades.

Ivy’s pulse quickened. Empty manor. Sole beneficiary. Even if the house was falling apart, the land alone had to be worth something. Enough to pay off her loans? Finish her degree without drowning in shifts at the coffee shop? Maybe even paint full-time?

She called the number at the bottom of the letter before common sense could talk her out of it.

Three weeks later, she was on a red-eye to London, then a rattling train to Cornwall, clutching a backpack with everything she owned that mattered: sketchbooks, charcoal, a few changes of clothes, her tablet, and the letter.

Mr. Penrose met her at Truro station—thin, gray, impeccably polite. He drove her the rest of the way in a spotless old Jaguar, narrating local history in a soft Cornish burr she could barely follow. Ivy nodded along, staring out at windswept moors giving way to dramatic coastline.

When they turned onto the private drive, her stomach flipped.

Blackwood Manor looked even more imposing in person. Three stories of dark stone, turrets at each corner, a widow’s walk crowning the roof. The cliffs dropped sharply behind it to a churning gray sea. Gulls wheeled overhead, their cries the only sound.

Penrose parked on cracked gravel. “The electricity is on, water runs, though the boiler is temperamental. I’ve had a cleaning service air the place and stock basic provisions. You’ll want a proper surveyor, of course. Dry rot, asbestos concerns, structural issues likely. But the title is clear.”

He handed her an iron ring heavy with old keys. “Take your time deciding what to do with it, Miss Harper. There’s no rush.”

Ivy thanked him, barely hearing her own voice. The front door—massive oak banded with iron—creaked open under her push. Dust motes danced in shafts of weak afternoon light. The air smelled of salt, old wood, and something faintly floral, like dried roses.

She stepped inside.

The entrance hall soared two stories high, a grand staircase curving upward. Portraits lined the walls: stern men in Victorian dress, women with pale faces and knowing eyes. The last portrait, nearest the stairs, was Eleanora. Younger than Ivy had imagined—perhaps thirty—with the same sharp cheekbones and dark hair Ivy saw in her own mirror. Those eyes seemed to follow her.

Ivy shivered, though the house wasn’t cold.

She explored room by room, heels echoing on warped parquet floors. A music room with a dust-sheeted grand piano. A library stacked floor to ceiling with leather-bound books, many in languages she didn’t recognize. A conservatory overgrown with dead vines. Kitchens with ancient ranges and copper pans still hanging.

Upstairs, bedrooms stretched along dimly lit corridors. She chose the largest on the second floor—clearly the mistress suite. A massive four-poster bed dominated it, carved with twisting vines and strange blossoms. Heavy velvet curtains framed tall windows overlooking the sea. A fireplace big enough to stand in. An adjoining bathroom with a claw-foot tub.

Everything was layered in decades of dust, but intact. Beautiful, even.

Ivy set her backpack down and opened the windows to let in the salt air. The roar of waves filled the room. For the first time in years, the knot in her chest loosened.

She showered—hot water miraculously worked—changed into leggings and an oversized sweater, and unpacked her sketchbook. Sitting cross-legged on the bed, she drew the view: turbulent sky, jagged cliffs, the house’s reflection in rain-streaked glass.

Hours passed. The light faded to bruised purple. Her stomach growled; she found bread, cheese, and wine in the kitchen, courtesy of Penrose’s cleaners. Ate standing at the counter, too wired to sit.

Night fell fast on the coast.

Back in the bedroom, Ivy lit a fire with logs stacked beside the hearth. Flames crackled, throwing shadows across the walls. She changed into an old t-shirt and panties—her only sleepwear—and crawled into the enormous bed. The sheets smelled of lavender and age.

Exhaustion hit like a wave. Jet lag, emotion, the sheer strangeness of it all.

She fell asleep to the sound of the sea.

And dreamed—or thought she dreamed—of something cool brushing her ankle beneath the covers. A whisper, like silk dragging across skin. A faint pressure against her wrist.

She stirred, half-woke, saw only firelight flickering on the canopy overhead.

Just the house settling, she told herself.

Just nerves.

She rolled over, burrowed deeper into the pillows, and slept again.

In the walls, something ancient shifted.

Listening.

Waiting.

The new mistress had come home.


Chapter 2: Whispers in the Walls

Ivy woke to the sound of gulls and the low, relentless roar of the Atlantic.

Sunlight slanted through the tall windows, painting stripes across the four-poster bed. For a moment she lay still, disoriented by the vastness of the room, the unfamiliar creak of old wood, the salt-heavy air. Then memory returned: the inheritance, the flight, the manor. Her manor.

She stretched, expecting the usual ache from her lumpy Brooklyn futon. Instead, her body felt… strange. Sensitive. Every brush of the sheets against her skin sent small shivers through her. Her nipples tightened against the thin cotton of her t-shirt, and between her legs there was a warm, lingering dampness she couldn’t quite explain.

Just jet lag, she told herself. Or the sea air.

She pushed the thought away, threw back the covers, and padded barefoot to the window. The view stole her breath again: cliffs plunging into churning pewter waves, a narrow strip of beach far below littered with black rocks, the horizon lost in mist. No neighbors. No traffic. Only the cry of seabirds and the wind.

Perfect for painting.

Downstairs, she brewed coffee in an ancient electric kettle that wheezed like an old man. The kitchen was huge and gloomy, copper pans gleaming dully on hooks. She ate toast standing at the counter, then set out to explore properly in daylight.

The house was even larger than it had seemed the night before. She wandered through dusty drawing rooms with faded wallpaper—deep greens and burgundies patterned with twisting vines that almost looked alive. A conservatory at the back was choked with dead plants, their skeletal leaves rattling in the draft. In the library she found shelves sagging under leather-bound volumes: botany, astronomy, folklore, and—curiously—many in languages she didn’t recognize. One slim book, bound in dark blue cloth, caught her eye: Legends of the Cornish Coast. She tucked it under her arm.

Outside, the gardens were wild. Overgrown rose beds, a crumbling fountain shaped like a mermaid holding a broken shell. Ivy followed a flagged path down the cliffside to a small ruined chapel—little more than three walls and a stone bench carved with another mermaid, her tail curling possessively around a sailor’s leg. Local legend, probably. She sketched it quickly in her notebook, the wind whipping her hair across her face.

Back inside, she chose a bright upstairs room with sea views as her temporary studio. She unpacked her tablet, charcoals, and a small set of oils she’d splurged on before leaving New York. For the first time in months, excitement overrode exhaustion. She spent the afternoon painting the view from the window: storm clouds gathering over the water, the cliffs stark against the sky. The work flowed easily, better than anything she’d done in ages.

As dusk fell, she noticed odd things.

A faint knocking sound from inside the walls—like distant hammering, or fingers tapping stone. She paused her brush, listened. It stopped. Started again a minute later, farther along the corridor. Old pipes, she decided. Or mice.

Then the smell: a brief whiff of seaweed and brine, sharp as low tide, though the windows were closed against the evening chill.

She shook it off, cooked pasta in the cavernous kitchen, opened a bottle of red from the surprisingly well-stocked cellar. Ate in the library by lamplight, flipping through the folklore book.

There were stories she half-remembered from childhood books: knockers in the tin mines, warning miners of cave-ins with their tapping; piskies leading travelers astray on the moors; the Mermaid of Zennor who lured a chorister to the sea. And Bucca.

Bucca was older, wilder. Fishermen spoke of him in two breaths: Bucca Gwidden, the fair one, who filled nets and calmed storms if offered a share of the catch; and Bucca Dhu, the dark one, who drove fish away and raised tempests when crossed. Some said he lived in sea caves beneath the cliffs, a great merman with eyes like phosphorescent weed. Others claimed he could take the shape of wind or shadow. Always, the stories ended the same way: leave an offering—a fish on the shore, a crust of bread—or risk his anger.

Ivy smiled at the quaintness of it. Superstition clinging to the edges of the modern world.

She read late, wineglass in hand, until her eyes burned. Upstairs, she showered again—the hot water felt incredible against her oddly sensitized skin—and crawled into bed.

The knocking started almost immediately.

Soft at first, like knuckles on wood. Then sharper, rhythmic. Tap-tap-tap… pause… tap-tap.

Ivy sat up, heart thudding. “Hello?”

Only the wind answered.

She lay down again, pulled the covers to her chin. The room was cold despite the fire she’d banked earlier. Her skin prickled.

Something brushed her ankle beneath the sheets.

She jerked her foot away, breath catching. Nothing there. Just imagination.

But the sensation returned—cool, smooth, deliberate. A slow glide up her calf, as though tracing the curve of muscle. Another joined it, whispering across her inner thigh.

Ivy froze.

Not fabric. Not a draft.

Something alive.

She threw back the covers, scrambled for the bedside lamp. Light flooded the room: empty, shadows dancing on the walls from the dying fire. No one. Nothing.

Yet the air felt thick, watchful.

Her legs trembled. Between them, she was slick—embarrassingly so. The same warm ache from the morning, only stronger now. She pressed her thighs together and felt a throb of need that made her gasp.

This house is getting to me, she thought. Too much isolation. Too many ghost stories.

She turned off the lamp, lay rigid in the dark, listening.

The knocking had stopped.

But deep in the walls, something shifted—like a slow exhale.

And from a hairline crack above the headboard, a single drop of clear, viscous fluid welled, glistening in the firelight before it slid down the wallpaper and vanished into the shadows.

Down the corridor, in the ruined chapel, the carved mermaid’s stone eyes seemed to gleam a little brighter.

The manor waited.

Its new mistress was home.

And Bucca Dhu—trapped, hungry, patient—was already tasting her.


Chapter 3: The First Claiming

The third night.

Ivy had spent the day trying to outrun the unease that clung to her like damp sea mist.

She painted furiously in her makeshift studio, layering stormy grays and violent blues onto canvas until her shoulders ached. She walked the cliffs in the afternoon, wind whipping her hair, telling herself the fresh air would clear her head. She even drove into St. Agnes village—ten minutes along winding lanes—to buy groceries and ask casual questions at the tiny post office about the manor’s history. The postmistress, a woman with iron-gray curls and sharp eyes, had only said, “Blackwood place? Best left alone, maid. Old stories cling to it like barnacles.” Then she’d changed the subject.

By dusk, Ivy was exhausted but determined not to let the house win. She cooked a proper meal—fish pie from the village shop—opened another bottle of wine, and soaked in the claw-foot tub until the water cooled. The sensitivity that had plagued her since arrival hadn’t faded; if anything, it had sharpened. Every touch of water, fabric, even air felt amplified, as though her skin had thinned overnight.

She told herself it was stress. Or hormones. Or the change in climate.

Anything but the truth creeping at the edges of her mind.

She went to bed early, leaving only the bedside lamp on, its weak bulb casting a golden pool across the counterpane. The fire was dead; the room smelled faintly of ash and salt. Outside, the sea growled against the cliffs.

Ivy wore the same oversized t-shirt and panties, too tired to dig for anything else. She lay on her back, staring at the carved canopy overhead—those twisting vines that seemed, in the lamplight, to shift when she wasn’t looking directly at them.

Sleep came slowly.

And then it came all at once.

She woke—or thought she woke—to darkness.

The lamp had gone out. The room was pitch black except for the faint glow of starlight through the curtains. Her heart stuttered. Power cut? But no—the digital clock on the nightstand still glowed red: 2:17 a.m.

Something moved at the foot of the bed.

A soft, wet sound—like seaweed shifting on wet rock.

Ivy tried to sit up and found she couldn’t.

Her wrists were pinned to the mattress above her head, ankles spread and held fast. Not ropes. Not hands.

Something cool, smooth, and impossibly strong.

She gasped, twisting. The holds tightened just enough to warn her, then eased again—patient, deliberate.

From the walls—cracks she had never noticed in daylight—tendrils emerged.

They were pale at first, almost translucent, deepening to a bruised violet as they thickened. Suckers lined their undersides, each glowing faintly with cold blue light, like foxfire on the sea. They moved with eerie grace, sliding across the sheets toward her.

Ivy’s breath came in panicked bursts. “Let me go,” she whispered. Then louder: “Let me go!”

The only answer was a low, rhythmic sound—like waves far below, or something breathing through gills.

One tentacle curled around her left ankle, another her right, spreading her legs wider. Cool air kissed the damp cotton between her thighs. A third coiled loosely around her throat—not squeezing, just resting there, a living collar. The touch sent a bolt of pure sensation through her: fear, yes, but also a treacherous heat that pooled low in her belly.

Another tendril traced the inside of her arm, leaving a trail of warm, viscous fluid that tingled on contact. Where it touched, her skin woke fully—every nerve singing.

She arched involuntarily when suckers latched gently onto her breasts through the thin t-shirt. The fabric was no barrier; the pull was direct, rhythmic, insistent. Her nipples hardened instantly, aching as they were twisted and tugged with exquisite precision.

“Please,” she gasped, not sure if she was begging it to stop or continue.

The tentacle at her throat tightened fractionally—just enough to make her head swim, to remind her who held the power. Breath play without cruelty, controlled to the edge of panic and back again.

Lower, a thicker limb slid up her thigh, pausing at the edge of her panties. It didn’t tear the fabric. Instead, it secreted more of that warm oil, soaking the cotton until it clung transparently to her folds. The fluid seeped through, coating her most sensitive skin, amplifying every sensation tenfold.

Ivy whimpered.

The tentacle pressed forward—slow, relentless—pushing the soaked fabric aside and entering her in one smooth glide.

She cried out, back bowing off the bed.

It was impossibly slick, textured with soft ridges that dragged against her inner walls. Not cold now—warm, almost feverish. It filled her slowly, deliberately, until she felt stretched beyond bearing, then retreated just enough to make her clench desperately around it.

Another joined it—thinner, probing her ass with the same patient care. The oil made the breach easy, almost pleasurable, burning sweetly as it opened her.

Ivy’s mind fractured. Terror warred with a pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. The suckers on her nipples pulled harder, twisting in perfect rhythm with the deep, steady thrusts inside her. The tentacle at her throat pulsed gently, controlling her breath, heightening every sensation until the world narrowed to touch and fullness and the wet sounds of her own body.

She came suddenly, violently—hips bucking against the restraints, a choked scream tearing from her throat. The orgasm rolled through her in waves, stronger than any she’d ever known, her pussy and ass clenching around the invaders as she squirted helplessly into the sheets.

The entity drank it in.

She felt the energy leave her like a sigh, only to be returned as another swell of pleasure. The tentacles didn’t stop; they slowed, drawing out the aftershocks until she sobbed.

A second climax built almost immediately, coaxed by the relentless rhythm, the oil that kept her nerves alight, the gentle constriction at her throat that made every breath a gift.

When it crested, she shattered again—louder, longer, tears streaking her temples.

Only then did the tentacles withdraw—slowly, lovingly—leaving her empty and trembling. The holds on her wrists and ankles released. The one at her throat lingered a moment longer, almost a caress, before sliding away.

The cracks in the walls sealed silently.

The lamp flickered back on.

Ivy lay sprawled across the ruined sheets, chest heaving, body glistening with sweat and that strange, pearlescent oil. Between her legs she was soaked, swollen, aching with echoes of pleasure.

She stared at the canopy overhead, tears cooling on her cheeks.

It hadn’t been a dream.

The house had claimed her.

And some terrified, shameful part of her already wanted it again.

Outside, the sea roared its approval against the cliffs.

Deep in the walls, Bucca Dhu settled back into patient waiting—sated for now, but far from satisfied.

The offerings had only just begun.


Chapter 4: Secrets Unveiled

Morning light filtered through the heavy curtains, weak and gray, as though the sun itself was reluctant to enter Blackwood Manor.

Ivy woke slowly, body heavy, sheets twisted around her like restraints. For a disorienting moment she didn’t know where she was—then memory crashed in: the tentacles, the impossible fullness, the shattering orgasms that had left her sobbing into the pillow.

She sat up too fast, head spinning. The room looked ordinary in daylight: dust motes dancing in the air, fire long cold, bedclothes rumpled but intact. No cracks in the walls. No glowing suckers. Only the faint, lingering scent of brine and something sweeter, like warm honey mixed with ozone.

Between her thighs she was sore—deliciously, traitorously sore—and still slick. The sheets beneath her were damp in a way that made her cheeks burn.

It had happened.

She stumbled to the bathroom, turned the shower as hot as it would go, and stood under the spray until her skin reddened. Scrubbed herself twice, as if soap could wash away the evidence. But the sensitivity remained: every touch of water on her breasts, her clit, even the curve of her neck sent small aftershocks through her. The strange oil, whatever it was, had soaked into her skin and refused to leave.

Wrapped in a towel, she stared at her reflection. Same dark hair, same sharp cheekbones inherited from the woman in the portrait downstairs. But her eyes looked different—wider, pupils still slightly blown. Her lips were swollen, as though kissed for hours.

She dressed quickly—jeans, thick sweater, boots—like armor against the house itself.

Downstairs, she made coffee with shaking hands and took it to the library. The folklore book from yesterday still lay open on the table. She ignored it, pulling instead a leather-bound journal she’d noticed wedged between larger volumes. The cover was embossed with the same intertwined B as the wax seal on her inheritance letter.

Eleanora Blackwood’s handwriting—elegant, slanted, urgent.

The first entries were dated 1895: accounts of séances, automatic writing, experiments with mesmerism. Eleanora had been searching for proof of life beyond death after her husband’s disappearance at sea. Pages of grief turned gradually to obsession.

Then, October 1897.

Ivy read with growing dread.

Eleanora described summoning something older than spirits—something from the deep water beneath the cliffs. She called it Bucca Dhu, the dark aspect of the old sea god the fishermen feared. She wrote of offerings, not of fish or bread, but of “vital fire—the ecstasy of the body released in surrender.”

Ivy’s stomach twisted.

The ritual had worked too well. Bucca Dhu had come, manifested as living tentacles of shadow and salt. Eleanora described their touch in feverish detail: cool at first, then warming; suckers that pulled and twisted with impossible precision; a secretion that heightened every nerve until pleasure became transcendent.

She had welcomed it at first. Fed it willingly. Night after night.

But ambition overtook her. She tried to bind the entity fully—to command it, to draw its ancient knowledge into herself permanently.

The binding reversed.

Bucca Dhu sank into the very fabric of the manor—walls, floors, foundations—trapped but alive. It could no longer leave, but neither could it fully manifest unless fed regularly. The “offerings” became necessity, not choice.

Eleanora’s final entries were scrawled, ink blotched with what might have been tears.

It takes what it needs now. I am too weak to deny it. The house is its body; I am its voice. When I am gone, another must come—one of blood, one who carries the hunger in her veins. She will fight. She will fear. But in time, the embrace will feel like home.

Forgive me, child. It is gift and curse both.

The journal ended there.

Ivy closed it with trembling fingers.

Her body still hummed with after-effects: nipples tight against her sweater, a low ache between her legs that flared every time she shifted in the chair. She hated how part of her—buried deep—craved more.

She spent the rest of the day in frantic motion: opening windows to air rooms, wiping dust from furniture, anything to feel in control. But the house watched. She felt it in every creak of floorboards, every flicker of shadow at the edge of vision.

In the village that afternoon, she stopped at the tiny pub—The Driftwood Inn—for lunch and information. The barman, a weathered man named Trevithick, poured her cider without being asked.

“Blackwood place giving you trouble already?” he asked, wiping a glass.

Ivy forced a laugh. “Just old-house noises. And stories. People keep mentioning Bucca.”

Trevithick’s eyes narrowed. “Old ways die hard round here. My gran said never anger Bucca Dhu—leave a fish on the tide line if the sea turns rough. Storms come quick off these cliffs.”

He leaned closer. “Some said Miss Eleanora tried more than leaving fish. Called things up in that house. After she died, fishermen swore they saw lights in the windows on moonless nights. Shapes moving.”

Ivy’s skin prickled. “Just stories.”

“Aye,” he said slowly. “Just stories.”

Back at the manor as dusk fell, she stood on the widow’s walk, watching the sea turn ink-black. Wind carried the smell of salt and something else—deeper, wilder.

She should leave. Sell the place sight unseen. Go back to New York, to debt and deadlines and ordinary life.

But the thought of leaving made her chest ache in a way she couldn’t name.

Downstairs, in the walls, something stirred again—patient, listening to her heartbeat through stone and mortar.

That night, Ivy didn’t go to the bedroom.

She curled on the library sofa instead, wrapped in a blanket, lamp burning bright. The journal lay closed on the table beside her.

She told herself she would stay awake.

She lasted until the fire burned low.

In her dream—or not-dream—a single tentacle slid from a crack near the hearth. It didn’t restrain her this time. It only brushed her cheek, leaving a warm trail of oil that sank into her skin like a promise.

Her body responded instantly, heat blooming low and urgent.

Ivy woke with a gasp, alone in the lamplight.

But the ache between her legs was worse than ever.

And deep in the house, Bucca Dhu waited—knowing the next offering would come, willing or not.

The manor had its mistress.

Now it would teach her what that truly meant.


Chapter 5: Reluctant Exploration

The days began to blur.

Ivy told herself she would leave. She even packed a small overnight bag and drove into St. Agnes with the intention of booking a room at the bed-and-breakfast above the Driftwood Inn. But when she reached the village, the sky was low and threatening, the sea a bruised slate. Something—pride, curiosity, or the low thrum of need that hadn’t left her body since the first claiming—turned the car around.

She returned to Blackwood Manor as dusk bled across the cliffs.

The house welcomed her like a lover. Doors creaked open as she approached. The air inside felt warmer than outside, heavy with salt and that faint, sweet undertone she now recognized as the entity’s secretion.

She tried different rooms to sleep in.

The second night after the journal discovery, she chose a smaller bedroom on the ground floor—far from the four-poster, far from the cracks she now watched for. She barricaded the door with a heavy oak chest for good measure. Exhaustion dragged her under quickly.

She woke spread-eagle again, wrists and ankles pinned by cool, living restraints. The tentacles had come through the floorboards this time—sliding up from below like roots seeking water.

They were gentler than before. Almost teasing.

One traced lazy circles around her nipple through her sleep shirt, leaving a trail of warm oil that soaked the fabric and made her skin burn with sensitivity. Another slid between her legs, pressing firmly against her clit but not entering—just rocking slowly, rhythmically, until she was panting and grinding against it without conscious choice.

They edged her for what felt like hours: bringing her to the brink again and again, then retreating. Each time she hovered on the edge of climax, the tentacle at her throat tightened fractionally—controlling her breath, heightening the desperation until tears of frustration wet her temples.

When they finally allowed release, it was cataclysmic.

She came with a broken cry, squirting hard against the thick limb pressed to her pussy, body convulsing in waves that left her limp and sobbing. A second orgasm followed almost immediately, coaxed by the relentless suckers on her breasts and the slow, deep probing that began only after the first peak.

When it ended, the tentacles withdrew as quietly as they had come, leaving her curled on the narrow bed, sheets soaked, body trembling with aftershocks.

Morning found her sore, sated, and furious.

She stormed through the house, shouting at empty rooms.

“What do you want from me? Tell me!”

Only silence answered—but the walls seemed to hum, as though listening.

That afternoon, she returned to Eleanora’s journal, reading deeper. Between the increasingly fevered accounts of ecstatic nights, there were practical notes:

The entity grows restless without regular offering. Three nights at most before it seeks on its own. Willing surrender strengthens the bond and calms it longer. Force feeds it, but poorly—like bread without butter.

Ivy slammed the book shut, cheeks burning.

Willing surrender.

She tested the boundaries.

The next evening, she chose the conservatory—glass walls, moonlight streaming in, dead vines rattling overhead. She didn’t try to barricade anything. Instead, she sat on the cold stone bench in just her t-shirt and panties, heart hammering.

“I know you’re there,” she said to the empty air. “If you want something, come and take it. But I’m not running anymore.”

The response was immediate.

A single tentacle emerged from a crack in the tiled floor—thinner than the others she’d felt, almost delicate. It approached slowly, tip swaying like a sea anemone in current. It brushed her bare foot, then coiled gently around her ankle—not restraining, just touching.

Ivy’s breath caught.

Another joined it, sliding up her calf, leaving that familiar warm trail. Her skin ignited under the contact. She didn’t move away.

More came—slowly, reverently. They wrapped her waist, her arms, lifting her slightly so she floated inches above the bench. One circled her throat loosely. Suckers latched onto her breasts, pulling with that perfect rhythm she already craved.

She let her head fall back, eyes closing.

The thick one came last—pressing between her legs, soaking her panties instantly with oil. This time she didn’t wait. She rolled her hips forward, inviting.

It entered her in one slow, deep glide.

Ivy moaned, loud in the empty conservatory.

They took her gently at first—long, deliberate strokes that built pressure gradually. Another breached her ass, stretching her with exquisite care. The oil flowed freely, heightening everything until even the brush of air on her clit felt like a tongue.

She came twice—once from the deep thrusting alone, once when a cluster of tiny tendrils latched directly onto her clit and vibrated in waves.

Afterward, they held her suspended in moonlight, stroking her trembling body like soothing a beloved pet.

When they released her, she sank to the bench, boneless and glowing.

For the first time, fear was absent.

Only wonder remained—and a dangerous curiosity.

Later, in her studio, she sketched what she remembered: tentacles curling possessively around pale limbs, suckers glowing like foxfire, a woman’s face lost in ecstasy. The drawing was raw, erotic, better than anything she’d produced in years.

She stared at it a long time.

The house had given her something, even as it took.

And Ivy Harper—starving artist, reluctant heiress—was beginning to wonder what else it might offer if she stopped fighting and started asking.

Outside, the sea whispered against the cliffs.

Inside the walls, Bucca Dhu pulsed with satisfaction.

The mistress was learning.

The offerings were only beginning to taste sweet.


Chapter 6: The Sensitivity Lingers

The oil refused to fade.

Five days had passed since Ivy’s deliberate offering in the conservatory, and her body still hummed like a plucked string.

Every moment was edged with awareness. The brush of her sweater against her nipples kept them perpetually hard, aching for pressure. Sitting too long made her thighs slick; standing too quickly sent a rush of heat to her core. Even the wind from an open window felt like fingers trailing across her skin.

She tried everything to dull it.

Cold showers—only made her gasp and arch as water struck oversensitive places. Loose clothing—cotton dragged like silk, teasing unbearably. Distraction—painting, cleaning, long walks along the cliff path—but her mind wandered to memories of cool suckers pulling at her breasts, thick ridges dragging slowly inside her.

Masturbation was worst of all.

She attempted it twice, desperate for relief that wasn’t forced upon her.

The first time, in the shower, fingers circling her clit with frantic need. Pleasure built fast—too fast—but when the edge approached, it plateaued. She rubbed harder, slipped fingers inside, chasing the peak the entity had shown her was possible. Nothing. Only frustration and tears as the ache deepened without release.

The second time, late at night in bed, she used the handle of her hairbrush—thick enough to mimic the stretch she craved. She fucked herself with it slowly, imagining glowing tentacles, whispering pleas to empty air. Climax hovered, tantalizingly close, then slipped away again. She came eventually—a weak, fluttering thing that left her shaking with unspent need.

The entity was denying her solitary release.

It wanted the offerings on its terms.

Ivy hated how much that knowledge aroused her.

She began avoiding mirrors. Her reflection showed flushed cheeks, dark eyes, lips bitten red. She looked like a woman in the grip of constant desire—and she was.

On the sixth day, she drove to St. Ives—farther along the coast—to buy more art supplies and escape the house’s influence. The shop was bright, filled with tourists and the smell of turpentine. She lingered, chatting with the owner about pigments, pretending normality.

Her phone buzzed as she loaded bags into the car.

Lena.

Hey stranger. You vanished off the planet. Still alive in that creepy mansion? Call me.

Ivy stared at the screen. Lena Moreau—her old roommate from sophomore year, fellow art major, the one person who’d always called her on her bullshit. They’d stayed in touch sporadically: late-night texts, occasional video calls. Lena was in London now, doing graphic design, dating someone new every month.

Ivy’s thumb hovered. She wanted to confess everything—the tentacles, the pleasure, the terrifying addiction growing inside her. But how did you even begin?

She typed instead:

Alive and inspired. House is incredible (and yes, creepy). Miss you.

Lena replied instantly:

Video call tonight? I need details. And wine.

Ivy agreed before she could think better of it.

That evening, she set up her tablet in the library—neutral territory, bright lights, fire roaring. She poured a large glass of red and waited.

Lena appeared on screen: short blonde hair freshly dyed lavender, eyebrow piercing glinting, grin wide. “There you are! You look… different.”

Ivy forced a laugh. “Cornish air. Or isolation. Take your pick.”

“Bullshit. You look like you’re getting the best sex of your life and not telling me about it.”

Ivy choked on her wine.

Lena’s eyes narrowed playfully. “Spill, Harper.”

“It’s the house,” Ivy said carefully. “It’s… inspiring me. I’m painting again. Really painting.”

“Show me.”

Ivy hesitated, then flipped the camera to the easel behind her. The newest piece: a woman suspended in moonlight, pale tentacles curling possessively around her body, face lost in ecstasy. She’d painted it from memory—her memory—in bold strokes of indigo, violet, and pearl.

Lena whistled low. “Holy shit, Ivy. That’s… intense. Erotic as hell. You’ve been holding out on me.”

“It’s just the house’s atmosphere,” Ivy muttered, flipping the camera back. Her cheeks burned.

Lena studied her. “You’re flushed. And not just from wine. Something’s going on.”

Ivy opened her mouth—closed it. How could she explain Bucca Dhu? The oil that kept her wet and desperate? The way she now ached for the next touch?

“I’m just… adjusting,” she said finally.

Lena didn’t push, but her expression said she wasn’t fooled. “Well, when you’re ready to talk about whatever’s got you glowing like that, I’m here. And I’m coming to visit. Soon. No excuses.”

After the call ended, Ivy sat staring at the dying fire.

The ache between her legs had sharpened during the conversation—every shift in her seat a reminder. She pressed her thighs together and felt how soaked her panties were.

Upstairs, the walls waited.

That night, she didn’t resist.

She walked deliberately to the mistress bedroom—the four-poster with its carved vines—and stripped naked before climbing into bed. She lay on her back, legs parted, arms at her sides.

“I know you’re listening,” she said to the darkness. “If you want it, take it.”

The response was swift and eager.

Tentacles poured from the walls—more than before, glowing brighter. They lifted her into the familiar spread-eagle, but this time added new bonds: coils around her waist, her thighs, holding her completely open.

The oil flowed freely, coating her skin until she glistened. Suckers latched everywhere—nipples, clit, the sensitive spots behind her knees, along her spine. One thick tentacle entered her pussy in a single deep thrust; another her ass. A third pressed into her mouth, pumping slowly, letting her taste the sweet secretion.

They fucked her steadily, relentlessly, varying rhythm to keep her teetering on the edge for what felt like hours. When they finally allowed climax, it was endless—wave after wave, squirting hard around the invaders, body convulsing in the restraints until she saw stars.

They didn’t stop until she was limp, voiceless, drifting in afterglow.

When they withdrew, one tentacle lingered—brushing her cheek almost tenderly before vanishing into the wall.

Ivy slept deeply, dreamlessly.

Morning brought no shame—only a bone-deep satisfaction and the lingering throb of sensitivity.

She painted again that day: another erotic scene, bolder than the last.

And when she uploaded it anonymously to her neglected online shop, it sold within minutes—for more than she’d made in months.

The manor was feeding her in more ways than one.

But the hunger—hers and its—was only growing.


Chapter 7: Deeper Into the Journals

Ivy could no longer pretend she was merely enduring the manor.

She was feeding it—and it was feeding her.

The erotic paintings sold faster than she could produce them. Anonymous buyers on dark-web art forums and private collectors paid sums that made her blink: enough to cover the manor’s overdue taxes, hire a discreet accountant, even begin quiet renovations. She bought new canvases, oils, brushes—luxuries she’d denied herself for years. The work poured out of her: bold, explicit depictions of pale limbs entwined with glowing tentacles, faces lost in rapture, bodies arched in impossible suspension.

She signed them only with a small, intertwined B in the corner.

During the days, she explored the house with new purpose. She traced the faint seams in the walls where the tentacles emerged, pressed her palms to cool stone and felt the faint thrum beneath—like a distant heartbeat. She left windows open to the sea air, lit candles in every room, began speaking aloud to the emptiness.

“I’m still here,” she’d say while painting. “I know you’re listening.”

Sometimes a cool brush against her ankle answered. Other times, silence—but the sensitivity in her skin flared, as though the entity approved.

She returned obsessively to Eleanora’s journals.

There were five volumes now uncovered—hidden behind false panels in the library, wrapped in oilcloth. The later entries grew fevered, ink smudged, words looping larger as Eleanora’s health failed.

Ivy read them by firelight, glass of wine in hand, body still humming from the previous night’s offering.

Eleanora had not merely submitted. She had courted Bucca Dhu.

She described decorating the mistress bedroom with mirrors—tall, gilded antiques positioned to reflect every angle. She wrote of watching herself taken: legs spread by living bonds, breasts pulled and twisted by glowing suckers, thick tentacles plunging deep while thinner ones teased her throat and mouth. She had begged—aloud, shamelessly—for more. For harder. For deeper.

The entity had learned her preferences. Varied its touch. Some nights gentle and drawn-out, edging her until dawn. Others fierce and overwhelming, forcing climax after climax until she blacked out.

In return, it granted her visions: glimpses of ancient seas, drowned cities, knowledge that fueled her own occult writings. She had grown younger in appearance, stronger, sustained by the exchange.

But the more she demanded, the stronger the binding grew—until she could no longer leave the manor without pain. Until the entity’s hunger matched her own.

The final volume contained practical advice, almost tender.

The Bucca thrives on willingness. Offer freely and it will protect as fiercely as it claims. Deny too long and it takes by force—less satisfying for both. Multiple voices feed it richer—consider inviting another of blood or bond. The house remembers. The house keeps.

Ivy closed the book, pulse racing.

Multiple voices.

She thought of Lena’s impending visit—texts flying daily now, Lena booking train tickets for the following week.

She thought of the mirrors gathering dust in the attic.

That afternoon, she dragged three of them downstairs—heavy, ornate things with tarnished silver backs. She positioned them around the four-poster bed: one at the foot, two angled at the sides. Cleaned the glass until it gleamed. Stood back and surveyed her work.

The room looked like a stage.

Or an altar.

Evening fell early, clouds rolling in from the Atlantic. Thunder rumbled far out at sea.

Ivy showered, shaved carefully, oiled her skin with something unscented—though she knew the entity’s secretion would overpower it anyway. She chose a thin silk slip from Eleanora’s wardrobe: black, slipping off one shoulder, hem brushing mid-thigh.

She lit candles on every surface. The mirrors multiplied the flames into infinity.

Then she climbed onto the bed, knelt in the center, and waited.

The walls responded immediately.

Cracks widened with a soft sigh. Tentacles emerged—slow, deliberate, glowing brighter than ever as though sensing her intent.

They lifted her gently, arranging her on her back, legs parted wide, arms stretched above her head. Additional coils wrapped her waist, arching her back to display her fully to the mirrors.

Ivy turned her head—and saw herself reflected from every angle: silk rucked up to her hips, nipples visible through thin fabric, thighs already trembling.

A thick tentacle approached, tip glistening. It didn’t enter immediately. Instead, it painted her with oil—long strokes over breasts, belly, inner thighs—until she shone like pearl.

Suckers latched on, pulling rhythmically. The one at her throat tightened just enough to make her gasp.

Only then did it enter her—slow, inexorable, filling her pussy to the hilt. Another mirrored it in her ass, stretching her wide.

Ivy watched it all.

Watched her own face contort with pleasure as the tentacles began to move in perfect synchrony. Watched her breasts bounce with each thrust, suckers twisting her nipples until they ached deliciously. Watched clear fluid squirt from her when the first orgasm hit, arcing in the candlelight.

She didn’t look away.

The second climax built slower, coaxed by a cluster of tiny tendrils vibrating directly on her clit while thicker ones pulsed deep inside. She came screaming, body convulsing in the bonds, mirrors capturing every angle of her surrender.

They drew it out for hours—varying pace, adding new touches: a tentacle sliding between her lips to muffle her cries, others wrapping her hands so she could feel their texture even as they held her helpless.

When they finally released her, dawn was graying the windows.

Ivy lay spent among tangled sheets, body glistening, mirrors reflecting her ruined, radiant state.

She smiled at her own reflection.

“Thank you,” she whispered to the empty room.

The walls pulsed once—warm, approving.

Bucca Dhu was pleased.

And Ivy Harper, once broke and fleeing her life, had found her muse.

Her lover.

Her purpose.

Lena would arrive in five days.

There would be mirrors enough for two.

.


Chapter 8: Midnight Surrender

The storm arrived the night before Lena was due.

Thunder rolled in from the Atlantic like distant artillery, lightning flickering through the tall windows of the mistress bedroom. Rain lashed the glass in sheets. The sea roared below the cliffs, a counterpoint to the wind howling through the eaves.

Ivy stood naked in the center of the room, candle flames dancing in the mirrors she had positioned so carefully. The reflections multiplied her: pale skin, dark hair loose over her shoulders, nipples already tight from anticipation and the chill draft sneaking through old panes.

She had prepared all day.

Fresh sheets on the four-poster—deep crimson silk that slid cool against skin. Candles in silver holders on every surface, their light warm and golden. The mirrors cleaned again, angled perfectly to capture every detail. A bottle of good red wine and two glasses on the bedside table—one for her, one waiting for Lena tomorrow.

Tonight was for her alone.

A final surrender before everything changed.

She climbed onto the bed, knelt facing the largest mirror, and spoke aloud to the empty room.

“I’m ready. No more holding back. Take everything you want.”

The walls answered immediately.

Cracks widened with a soft, eager sigh. Tentacles poured forth—more than she had ever seen at once—glowing with cold blue fire that lit the room like moonlight on water. They moved with purpose, coiling around her ankles, wrists, waist, lifting her into the air until she floated spread-eagle above the bed, completely exposed to her own reflected gaze.

Ivy watched herself in the mirrors and felt no shame—only a fierce, humming excitement.

The first touch was the oil.

Thinner tendrils emerged, tips secreting warm fluid in steady streams. They painted her body methodically: long strokes over breasts and belly, circling her nipples until they gleamed; down the insides of her thighs, coating her pussy and ass until she dripped with it. The familiar sensitivity flared into something sharper, almost painful in its intensity.

She moaned, head falling back.

Suckers latched on—dozens at once. Large ones pulling rhythmically at her breasts, smaller clusters vibrating directly on her clit and the sensitive bundle of nerves deep inside her ass. One ring of suckers circled her throat, tightening and loosening in perfect control of her breath.

Then the penetration began.

A thick tentacle—ridged, as wide as her wrist—pressed into her pussy in one slow, inexorable thrust. She watched it disappear inside her reflected body, watched her own folds stretch around it, watched the ridges drag in and out as it began to move.

Another, equally thick, entered her ass—stretching her wide, filling her completely. The two moved in counterpoint, rubbing against each other through the thin wall inside her until sparks exploded behind her eyes.

A third slid between her lips, pumping gently, letting her taste the sweet secretion as it fucked her throat.

Ivy surrendered fully.

She didn’t fight the bonds. She didn’t close her eyes. She watched every thrust, every pull of suckers, every bead of oil and sweat rolling down her skin. She watched her face contort with pleasure, mouth stretched around living flesh, eyes glazed.

The first orgasm hit like lightning.

She came hard, squirting in forceful arcs around the tentacle buried in her pussy, body convulsing in the restraints. The mirrors caught it all—fluid glistening in candlelight, her back arched impossibly, throat working around the invader.

They didn’t pause.

The rhythm intensified. The tentacle in her pussy swelled slightly, ridges catching her G-spot with every withdrawal. The one in her ass twisted, probing deeper. Tiny tendrils branched off inside her, stroking every inner wall in perfect synchrony.

The second climax built slower, deeper—coaxed by the breath play at her throat, the relentless suction on her clit, the mirrored vision of her own utter abandon.

When it broke, she screamed around the tentacle in her mouth—sound muffled, raw, desperate. Her body shook violently, squirting again, tears streaming down her cheeks from the sheer overwhelming force of it.

Still they continued.

Hours passed—or minutes; time lost meaning. They varied the pace mercilessly: slow and deep until she begged wordlessly for release, then fast and hard until she shattered again. They added new sensations—a tentacle wrapping her hand so she could feel its texture pulse; another sliding between her breasts, suckers pulling at already-abused nipples.

The fourth orgasm left her voiceless.

The fifth reduced her to trembling sobs of pleasure.

Only when dawn began to pale the storm-black sky did they slow.

The tentacles withdrew gently, one by one—leaving her empty, aching, utterly spent. The bonds lowered her to the crimson sheets. One final tendril brushed her cheek, almost tender, before vanishing into the wall.

Ivy lay there, body glistening with oil and her own fluids, chest heaving, mirrors reflecting her ruined beauty from every angle.

She smiled at her reflections—languid, satisfied, powerful.

No fear remained.

No resistance.

Only a deep, bone-marrow certainty.

This was where she belonged.

The storm had passed. Sunlight crept through the curtains, gilding the room.

Tomorrow, Lena would arrive.

There would be wine, and laughter, and questions.

And when night fell again, there would be mirrors enough for two.

Ivy closed her eyes, still smiling.

The manor hummed around her—content, possessive, waiting.

Bucca Dhu had its mistress fully now.

And the mistress had claimed her darkness in return.


Chapter 9: Artistic Awakening

Lena’s train was due at 3:17 p.m.

Ivy spent the morning in a fever of preparation.

She cleaned the guest bedroom she had chosen for Lena—airy, sea-facing, fresh sheets scented with lavender from the overgrown garden. She stocked the kitchen with wine, cheeses, fresh bread from the village, and the expensive dark chocolate Lena loved. She even drove into St. Agnes to collect her friend from the station, heart thrumming with a mix of excitement and nerves.

When Lena stepped off the train—lavender hair tied back, duffel bag slung over one shoulder, grin wide—she looked exactly the same and entirely new. City polish over her old bohemian edges.

They hugged fiercely on the platform.

“You look incredible,” Lena said, pulling back to study her. “Like you’ve been eating sunshine and secrets.”

Ivy laughed, cheeks warming. “Cornwall agrees with me.”

The drive back was filled with chatter: Lena’s latest breakup (“He was allergic to ambition”), Ivy’s careful half-truths about the manor (“It’s creepy but inspiring”). Lena’s eyes widened as they turned onto the private drive.

“Holy shit, Ivy. This place is straight out of a Brontë novel.”

Inside, Lena dropped her bag in the entrance hall and spun slowly, taking in the soaring ceilings, the portraits, the faint smell of salt and candle wax.

“It’s perfect,” she declared. “Haunted, atmospheric, sexy as hell. I get why you’re painting again.”

Ivy showed her the studio first.

Canvases lined the walls—dozens now, in various stages. All erotic. All tentacle-themed. Women suspended in ecstasy, limbs entwined with glowing limbs, faces lost in pleasure. The colors were richer than anything Ivy had done before: deep indigos, violets, pearls, touches of foxfire blue.

Lena walked the room slowly, silent for once.

“These are… extraordinary,” she said finally. “Raw. Powerful. You’re selling them, right?”

“Anonymously online,” Ivy admitted. “They’re paying the bills. And then some.”

Lena turned to her, eyes sharp. “This house did this to you.”

Ivy met her gaze. “Yes.”

That evening they cooked together—pasta with clams from the village, too much garlic, more wine. They ate in the cavernous dining room, candles flickering, storm clouds gathering again outside.

Lena listened as Ivy told her fragments: the noises in the walls, the dreams that weren’t dreams, the way the house seemed alive. She left out the full truth—for now.

“It’s just old-house stuff,” Ivy finished lamely.

Lena raised an eyebrow. “Bullshit. But I’ll let you tell me when you’re ready.”

They stayed up late, talking about art, life, everything and nothing. When Lena finally yawned and headed to her room, Ivy felt the familiar thrum in the walls—Bucca Dhu stirring, curious about the new presence.

She went to her own bedroom—the mirrored one—and left the door ajar.

Just in case.

The next day was bright and blustery. They walked the cliffs, sketched the ruined chapel mermaid, drank coffee on the widow’s walk. Lena flirted with the idea of staying longer—“Remote work is a thing, you know”—and Ivy’s heart leapt.

That afternoon, Ivy painted while Lena explored the library. She came back with one of Eleanora’s milder journals—the one with pressed seaweed and sketches of mermaids.

“This place has history,” Lena said, flipping pages. “Hot history.”

Ivy’s brush stilled.

By evening, the atmosphere shifted.

They opened a second bottle of wine in the sitting room, fire crackling. Lena stretched out on the sofa, feet in Ivy’s lap.

“So,” she said lazily. “When do I get to see what’s really inspiring you?”

Ivy’s pulse spiked. “What do you mean?”

Lena grinned. “Don’t play coy. Those paintings aren’t from imagination alone. Something’s happening here. And I want in on the secret.”

Thunder rumbled outside—another storm rolling in.

Ivy took a breath. “It’s not… normal.”

“Good,” Lena said. “Normal is overrated.”

They moved to the mistress bedroom without discussion. Candles already lit—Ivy had prepared again. The mirrors waited.

Lena’s eyes widened as she took in the setup: the four-poster, the crimson sheets, the reflections.

“Jesus, Ivy. This is…”

“An altar,” Ivy finished quietly. “Or a stage. Depending on how you look at it.”

Lena stepped closer, running fingers over a mirror frame. “And tonight?”

“Tonight, you watch. If you want. Or leave. No judgment.”

Lena’s gaze met hers in the glass. “I’m not leaving.”

Ivy undressed slowly—silk slip falling to the floor. Naked, she climbed onto the bed and knelt, facing the mirrors.

“Lena… meet the house.”

The walls sighed.

Tentacles emerged—cautious at first, sensing the new presence. They coiled around Ivy’s ankles, wrists, lifting her gently into the familiar position.

Lena’s breath caught.

Ivy watched her friend’s reflection: eyes wide, lips parted, a flush rising on her cheeks.

The entity began.

Oil flowed, suckers latched, thick limbs entered her slowly. Ivy moaned, head falling back, but her eyes stayed on the mirrors—on herself, and on Lena.

Lena didn’t move. Didn’t speak. Only watched, transfixed, as Ivy was taken thoroughly: deep thrusts, breath play at her throat, climaxes building and breaking in waves.

When Ivy came the first time—squirting hard, body arching—Lena’s hand drifted unconsciously between her own legs, pressing against denim.

The second orgasm left Ivy sobbing with pleasure.

Only then did a single thin tentacle detach—curious, exploratory—and brush Lena’s ankle.

Lena gasped, but didn’t pull away.

Ivy smiled through her aftershocks.

“It’s okay,” she whispered. “It won’t hurt you. Not unless you want it to.”

Lena’s eyes met hers in the mirror—dark, hungry.

“Show me,” she said.

The storm broke overhead.

And the manor welcomed its second voice.


Chapter 10: The Friend’s Arrival

Lena stayed.

She had planned a long weekend—four days, maybe five. But after the first full day at Blackwood Manor, she texted her boss some vague excuse about family matters and extended her remote work indefinitely.

Ivy wasn’t surprised.

They fell into an easy rhythm, as though no time had passed since their shared Brooklyn apartment. Mornings: coffee on the widow’s walk, watching fishing boats dot the horizon. Afternoons: painting side by side in the studio—Ivy on her increasingly bold erotic canvases, Lena experimenting with digital sketches inspired by the manor’s gothic lines. Evenings: long dinners by candlelight, wine flowing, stories stretching late.

But underneath ran a current of anticipation.

Lena had watched that night—stood frozen in the mirrored bedroom as Ivy was taken apart and rebuilt by living tentacles. She had felt the first curious brush against her ankle, seen the glowing suckers, heard Ivy’s raw cries of pleasure. She hadn’t fled. She’d pressed her thighs together and stayed until the end, eyes dark with something between shock and hunger.

They hadn’t spoken of it directly the next day.

Instead, they circled it.

Lena asked questions about the house’s history, lingering over Eleanora’s journals with new intensity. Ivy answered carefully—sharing pieces: the summoning, the offerings, the way willingness changed everything.

Lena listened, nodding slowly, fingers tracing the carved mermaid in the ruined chapel during their walks.

On the third evening, they cooked seafood paella—clams and mussels from the village, saffron Ivy had found in the pantry. They ate in the conservatory, moonlight filtering through cracked glass, dead vines rattling overhead like bones.

Lena set her wineglass down.

“Okay,” she said. “I need to know. All of it. No more half-truths.”

Ivy met her gaze. “You already know most of it. You saw.”

“I saw you come harder than I’ve ever seen anyone come in my life,” Lena said bluntly. “And I felt… something. Touch me. Like it was curious.”

“It was,” Ivy said softly. “Bucca Dhu—the thing in the walls. It’s old. Tied to the sea, to this house. It feeds on pleasure. The more willing, the better it feels—for everyone.”

Lena leaned forward. “And you’re okay with it? Not just okay—addicted?”

Ivy considered. “It’s changed me. My art. My life. I was drowning in New York. Here… I’m alive. More than I’ve ever been.”

Lena was quiet a long moment.

“I want to feel it,” she said finally. “Properly. Not just a brush on the ankle. But I’m scared.”

Ivy reached across the table, took her hand. “You can say no at any time. It listens. Especially if I’m there.”

Lena’s smile was small, nervous, excited. “Then be there.”

They moved to the mistress bedroom without hurry.

Candles already burned—Ivy had lit them earlier, half-hoping. The mirrors waited, reflecting the storm gathering outside.

Lena undressed slowly, folding her clothes on a chair. She was shorter than Ivy, curvier, skin warm olive against Ivy’s pale. Her lavender hair caught the candlelight.

Ivy stripped too, then climbed onto the bed, patting the space beside her.

They sat cross-legged, facing each other, hands linked.

“Ready?” Ivy asked.

Lena nodded.

Ivy spoke to the room. “We’re both here. Willingly. Come to us.”

The walls sighed.

Tentacles emerged—cautious, almost polite. Two thinner ones approached Lena first: one coiling gently around her wrist, another brushing her cheek. She gasped but didn’t pull away.

Ivy watched her friend’s face: eyes widening, lips parting as the warm oil began to flow. The tentacle left a glistening trail on Lena’s skin, and she shivered violently.

“God,” Lena whispered. “It’s… warm. And it tingles.”

More came.

They lifted the women gently, arranging them side by side—legs parted, arms above heads, bodies arched slightly for the mirrors’ view.

Lena laughed nervously. “This is insane.”

Then the suckers latched.

One ring circled her left breast, pulling rhythmically at her nipple. Another found her clit almost immediately, tiny vibrations starting slow.

Lena’s laugh turned into a moan.

Ivy felt her own familiar bonds: thick tentacles entering her slowly, suckers twisting her nipples, the beloved pressure at her throat.

But her eyes stayed on Lena.

Watched her friend’s face flush deep red as the entity explored her—learning her body, her responses. A tentacle slid between Lena’s legs, coating her with oil before pressing inside.

Lena’s back arched sharply. “Oh fuck—oh fuck—”

She came fast the first time—harder and louder than Ivy expected, hips bucking against the intrusion, a shocked cry echoing in the room.

Ivy smiled, even as her own climax built.

The entity adjusted—gentler with Lena, giving her time to breathe between peaks. For Ivy, it was deeper, more intense, rewarding her role as guide.

They came together the second time: Lena squirting for the first time in her life, eyes flying open in astonishment; Ivy sobbing with the force of it, body convulsing in the bonds.

Afterward, the tentacles held them cradled side by side, stroking sweat-damp skin with tender care.

Lena turned her head, eyes glassy.

“That was…” She laughed, breathless. “I have no words.”

Ivy kissed her forehead. “Welcome to the manor.”

Outside, the storm broke fully—rain hammering the windows, thunder shaking the cliffs.

Inside, Bucca Dhu pulsed with rich satisfaction.

Two voices now.

Willing.

Eager.

The offerings had never tasted sweeter.

And the night was far from over.


Chapter 11: Shared Ecstasy

The storm that night was the worst of the season.

Wind screamed around the manor, rattling windows and howling down chimneys. Rain hammered the roof like thrown gravel. Lightning flashed white through the curtains, turning the mirrored bedroom into a strobing cathedral of shadows and candleflame.

Ivy and Lena didn’t care.

They had prepared together—wine drunk slowly, clothes shed piece by piece, laughter turning to hushed anticipation. Now they lay side by side on the crimson sheets, naked, skin already gleaming with nervous sweat.

Ivy took Lena’s hand. “We call it together.”

Lena nodded, eyes bright. “Together.”

They spoke in unison, voices steady.

“We offer ourselves freely. Come to us.”

The walls exhaled—a long, hungry sigh.

Tentacles erupted from every crack, glowing brighter than Ivy had ever seen, as though the storm itself fed Bucca Dhu’s excitement. They swarmed the bed, coiling around limbs, lifting both women into the air until they floated face-to-face, bodies parallel, only inches apart.

Ivy watched Lena’s expression as the first bonds tightened: wonder, a flicker of fear, then pure, open desire.

The oil came in rivers.

Thinner tendrils painted them both, coating breasts, bellies, thighs until they shone like seals. The familiar sensitivity flared—sharper with two bodies feeding the entity at once.

Suckers latched everywhere.

Large ones pulled rhythmically at their nipples; smaller clusters vibrated directly on clits. Rings circled both throats, syncing breath play in perfect unison—tightening together, loosening together, making every gasp shared.

Lena moaned first—a low, broken sound that made Ivy’s core clench.

Then the penetration.

Thick, ridged tentacles pressed into both women simultaneously: one deep into Ivy’s pussy, another into Lena’s. They moved in mirror rhythm—thrusting when the women’s hips rolled forward, withdrawing to make them chase the fullness.

Smaller ones entered their asses, stretching sweetly, twisting inside until both cried out.

A third pair slid between their lips—gentle at first, then deeper, pumping in counterpoint so the women’s muffled moans vibrated through the living flesh.

They were fucked in perfect synchrony.

Ivy could see everything in the mirrors: their bodies suspended, tentacles glowing as they plunged in and out; breasts bouncing with each thrust; faces flushed and lost. She could see Lena’s eyes—glazed, rolling back each time a ridge caught her G-spot.

The first shared orgasm hit like a thunderclap.

Lena came first—screaming around the tentacle in her mouth, squirting hard in pulsing jets that splashed Ivy’s belly. The sight and feel of it pushed Ivy over: her own climax exploding, pussy clenching desperately, squirting in answer until the sheets below were soaked.

The entity drank greedily, glowing brighter.

But it didn’t stop.

It adjusted—learning two bodies, two rhythms. For Lena, still new and overwhelmed, it slowed, drawing out sensations with long, teasing strokes. For Ivy, deeper and harder, rewarding her willingness with intense pressure.

They came again and again.

Sometimes together—bodies convulsing in unison, cries mingling.

Sometimes staggered—Lena watching Ivy shatter, then Ivy watching Lena reduced to desperate, sobbing pleas.

New variations emerged.

Tentacles brought their bodies closer until breasts pressed together, nipples dragged against each other by suckers. One thick limb slid between them, coating their bellies as it thrust in the tight space.

Another innovation: a tentacle entered Ivy’s pussy, then branched—part remaining inside her, part extending to tease Lena’s clit from within the shared space. The women felt each other’s pleasure echoed through the entity.

Lena lost count of her orgasms.

Ivy stopped trying.

Hours blurred. The storm raged outside; inside, a different storm—wet sounds, muffled screams, the rhythmic slap of living flesh against human skin.

At the peak, the entity orchestrated a final, devastating crescendo.

Every tentacle swelled slightly. Suckers pulled hardest on clits and nipples. Breath play tightened to the perfect edge.

They came together—one long, endless climax that left both women shaking violently, squirting in unison, tears streaming, voices raw.

Only then did the tentacles slow.

They lowered the women gently to the bed, cradling them face-to-face, limbs tangled. Thinner tendrils stroked sweat-damp hair, traced trembling backs, offered gentle aftercare.

Lena’s voice was hoarse. “I… I didn’t know it could be like that.”

Ivy kissed her softly—salt and wine and something deeper. “Welcome home.”

They fell asleep entwined, tentacles still loosely coiled around wrists and ankles like living blankets.

Outside, the storm began to ease.

Inside the walls, Bucca Dhu pulsed with rich, sated power.

Two voices now—strong, willing, harmonious.

The manor had never been so alive.

And the hunger, far from satisfied, had only grown sweeter.


Chapter 12: Revelations and Risks

The morning after the storm, the manor felt different.

Sunlight poured through the windows for the first time in days, gilding dust motes and turning the sea below to molten silver. The air was clean, washed by rain, carrying only the faint brine that never truly left Blackwood Manor.

Ivy woke first, tangled with Lena in the crimson sheets. Their bodies were marked: faint circular bruises from suckers, skin still faintly glistening where oil lingered. Lena’s lavender hair fanned across the pillow; her face, even in sleep, held a new softness—sated, wondering.

Ivy slipped from bed carefully, pulled on a robe, and padded downstairs to make coffee. The house hummed around her—content, almost purring. She felt Bucca Dhu in the walls like a second heartbeat: stronger, more present.

Lena joined her an hour later, wrapped in one of Eleanora’s old silk dressing gowns, hair wild.

“Coffee,” she croaked. “And answers.”

They took mugs to the library, curled on the window seat overlooking the cliffs. The sea was calm now, deceptive.

Lena spoke first. “Last night was… beyond anything. I get why you stayed. But I need to understand the rules. Is it safe? What happens if we stop? Or if we feed it too much?”

Ivy had been waiting for this.

She fetched the final journal—the one Eleanora had kept until weeks before her death. Its pages were fragile, ink faded in places.

“Eleanora wrote about the balance,” Ivy said. “The more willingly it’s fed, the stronger it gets. But strength has consequences.”

She read aloud:

The Bucca grows bold. With two voices it would be richer still, but riskier. Three or more and it may manifest fully—step beyond the walls into true form. Beautiful, perhaps. Terrifying, certainly. It would no longer be bound solely to the house. Storms would answer its mood. Tides might shift. The old fishermen’s tales of Bucca Dhu raising tempests would become truth again.

Yet the temptation is great. The pleasure deepens with numbers. The visions sharpen. I feel younger, stronger. But I am also less able to leave these rooms without pain. The binding tightens both ways.

Lena listened, expression shifting from wonder to concern.

“So if we keep this up—just us two—it stays… manageable?”

Ivy nodded. “That’s what she implies. Regular offerings keep it calm and contained. Starve it too long and it takes by force. Overfeed with too many people…” She trailed off.

Lena exhaled slowly. “And you? Can you ever leave?”

Ivy looked out at the sea. “I haven’t tried. Not really. Part of me doesn’t want to.”

Lena reached for her hand. “I get that. But I have a life in London. A job. Friends. I can’t stay forever.”

The words hung between them.

Ivy felt a cold twist in her gut—not fear of losing Lena, but something deeper. The manor shifting around them, listening.

That afternoon, Lena announced she’d extend her stay another week—“Just to be sure,” she said lightly. But Ivy saw the conflict in her eyes.

They painted together in the studio. Lena’s digital work took on new edges: abstract forms that echoed tentacles, glowing lines wrapping human silhouettes. Ivy’s canvases grew bolder—now featuring two women entwined with the entity, faces recognizable if you knew them.

Sales continued to pour in. An anonymous buyer—a gallery in London—offered to show Ivy’s work under a pseudonym. The money was life-changing.

But that night, the entity was restless.

They called it together as usual, offering willingly. The tentacles came eagerly—more aggressive than before. The pleasure was sharper, almost overwhelming. Orgasms came faster, harder. Lena screamed through one climax so intense she blacked out for seconds.

Afterward, cradled in the bonds, Lena whispered, “It felt… hungrier.”

Ivy felt it too.

The next day brought signs.

During their cliff walk, the sea—usually calm after storms—grew choppy without wind. Fishermen in the village hauled boats early, muttering about “queer tides.”

In the manor, cracks appeared in new places: hairline fissures in the conservatory glass, a split in the library paneling that hadn’t been there before.

Ivy found a new entry in Eleanora’s journal—pressed between pages like an afterthought:

When the walls begin to weep seawater, it is a warning. The binding strains. One more rich feeding and it may step free.

That evening, Lena packed slowly.

“I need to think,” she said. “In London. Away from… this.” She gestured at the house, the mirrors, their marked bodies. “It’s incredible, Ivy. But it’s also terrifying. I don’t know if I can live like this.”

Ivy nodded, throat tight. “I understand.”

They made love one last time—human touch only, slow and tender, no tentacles. Tears mixed with kisses.

Lena left the next morning.

The train pulled away at 11:42. Ivy stood on the platform until it vanished, then drove home through sudden rain.

The manor felt emptier.

That night, Ivy didn’t call the entity.

She lay alone in the four-poster, mirrors dark, and listened to the storm return—unseasonal, violent.

Water began to seep from the walls: thin streams of brine running down plaster, pooling on the floor.

In the deepest part of the house, something vast stirred.

Bucca Dhu was no longer content with one voice.

The binding was fraying.

And Ivy, for the first time in months, felt true fear.


Chapter 13: The Entity’s Hunger

The manor had become a predator.

Four nights without willing offering, and Bucca Dhu’s patience had eroded into raw, clawing need.

Ivy felt it in every breath.

The constant sensitivity that once simmered now burned. Her nipples throbbed against the lightest fabric; the seam of her jeans was agony against her swollen clit. She was perpetually wet, thighs slick no matter how many times she showered. Sleep brought no relief—only dreams of being filled endlessly, waking on the edge of climax that never came.

She tried to deny it.

She barricaded herself in the library, lights blazing, Eleanora’s journals clutched like a shield. She drove to St. Ives, checked into a bland hotel with white walls and no history. But even there, in sterile anonymity, cool tendrils found her beneath the sheets—sliding up her legs, coating her with warm oil, teasing her entrance and clit until she writhed and begged aloud to an empty room. They edged her mercilessly, bringing her to the brink again and again, then withdrawing before release.

She checked out at dawn, shaking, soaked, and drove home through thick mist.

The manor greeted her like a jealous lover.

The front door swung open before she touched it. A single thick tentacle uncoiled from the banister, brushing her cheek possessively as she stepped inside.

Ivy fled to the studio, locked the door, and painted until her hands bled—violent canvases of storms and drowning figures, tentacles erupting from canvas like living things.

But the entity waited.

On the fifth night, it took her by force.

She had collapsed on the studio chaise, exhausted, still clothed in paint-smeared jeans and sweater. She woke pinned to the floor amid scattered brushes and tubes—wrists yanked above her head, ankles forced wide, back arched over a dropped canvas.

The tentacles were different: darker, almost black at the base, suckers glowing angry crimson. They tore her clothes away with impatient rips, fabric shredding like paper.

Oil poured over her in scalding waves—thicker than before, sinking into her pores until her skin felt fever-hot.

Suckers latched brutally: large ones engulfing her entire breasts, pulling with vacuum force that made her scream; smaller clusters clamping directly on her clit and the exposed bundle inside her ass, vibrating with punishing intensity. The ring at her throat constricted hard—allowing only sips of air, turning every breath into a desperate gasp.

A massive tentacle—thicker than her forearm, ridged like knotted rope—rammed into her pussy without warning. The stretch burned, bordering on pain, ridges scraping her G-spot with every savage thrust.

Another, equally huge, forced into her ass—splitting her open, filling her beyond capacity. The two pounded in brutal alternation, rubbing against each other through her thin inner wall until sparks exploded behind her eyes.

A third choked her mouth, pumping deep into her throat, secreting thick streams of sweet fluid that forced her to swallow or drown in it.

There was no buildup, no mercy.

They fucked her like punishment—hard, fast, relentless. Her body betrayed her instantly, climax slamming through her in seconds: violent, squirting arcs that soaked the floor, pussy and ass clenching desperately around the invaders.

But they didn’t stop.

They forced another orgasm immediately—overstimulating her clit while pounding deeper, the throat tentacle swelling to block her screams. She came again, harder, body convulsing, tears streaming.

The third was agonizing pleasure—every nerve raw, clit throbbing under merciless suction, inner walls battered by ridges.

The fourth broke something in her.

She sobbed uncontrollably, hips still bucking against her will, squirting in endless pulses as the tentacles swelled inside her, locking in place and pulsing hot fluid deep.

Only then did they release her—withdrawing with wet, obscene sounds, leaving her sprawled and ruined on the paint-smeared floor.

Water wept from the walls in steady streams, pooling around her trembling body.

In the silence, the voice returned—deeper, rougher than before.

MORE.

The pressure in her mind was a command, not a request.

NEED MORE VOICES.

Ivy curled into herself, shaking with aftershocks and terror.

She understood now.

Denial hadn’t weakened Bucca Dhu.

It had enraged it.

The next days brought chaos.

The village buzzed with omens: fishing nets shredded by unseen teeth, a sudden riptide dragging a swimmer under, tides rising to lick the manor’s foundations. Cracks spider-webbed across windows; saltwater poured from ceilings in thin waterfalls.

Ivy found the final warning in Eleanora’s journal—a page glued shut, pried open with shaking fingers:

One great offering, given at the storm’s peak, may reseal the binding. All must be surrendered—body, breath, will—freely and completely. Alone may not suffice. The second voice is needed. Fail, and Bucca Dhu walks free in flesh and storm.

Ivy called Lena that night.

The phone rang once.

“Ivy?” Lena’s voice—strained, as though she’d been waiting.

“It’s breaking loose,” Ivy said, tears choking her. “I can’t hold it alone. Please come back. One more time. For the storm.”

Silence. Then: “I felt it pulling. Every night. I’m already on the train.”

The storm arrived with her.

Lightning cracked the sky as Lena’s taxi crunched up the gravel drive. Rain fell in sheets, wind screaming like something alive.

They didn’t speak.

They went straight to the mirrored bedroom—candles already lit, sheets fresh, mirrors gleaming.

Lena undressed with steady hands. Ivy followed.

They knelt facing each other on the bed, naked, marked by previous nights, eyes locked.

“We do this together,” Ivy said. “All of it. Freely.”

Lena nodded. “Freely.”

They spoke the words in unison.

“We offer everything—body, breath, will. Take us. Seal the binding.”

The walls roared.

Bucca Dhu answered.


Chapter 14: Eternal Bond

The storm struck at midnight.

Waves crashed against the cliffs like battering rams. Wind screamed through every crack, rattling windows and tearing at the roof tiles. Lightning split the sky in white-hot veins, thunder answering instantly, shaking the manor to its foundations.

Inside the mirrored bedroom, the air was thick—charged, electric, heavy with salt and candle smoke.

Ivy and Lena knelt naked on the crimson sheets, facing each other, hands clasped. Their bodies already trembled with anticipation and fear. Rain hammered the glass behind them; the sea roared its fury below.

They had prepared as Eleanora’s journal instructed.

Candles burned in a perfect circle around the bed—black wax, sea salt scattered at the base. Mirrors angled to reflect infinity. No clothes. No barriers. Only willingness.

They spoke the words together, voices steady despite the chaos outside.

“We offer everything—body, breath, will, pleasure. Take us fully. Seal the binding. Keep the balance.”

The walls answered with a roar.

Cracks exploded open—wider than ever—seawater spraying through as tentacles erupted in a torrent. They glowed blinding white-blue, suckers pulsing like hearts, thicker and more numerous than Ivy had ever seen.

Bucca Dhu was at the edge of manifestation.

The tentacles swarmed them—lifting both women high into the air, arranging them face-to-face, bodies pressed close, legs intertwined. Additional coils wrapped their waists, arching their backs to offer everything to the mirrors and the storm.

Oil poured in scalding rivers—coating every inch until they glistened like seals caught in moonlight. The sensitivity ignited instantly, nerves screaming awake.

Suckers latched with desperate hunger: engulfing breasts entirely, pulling with vacuum force; clustering on clits in vibrating rings; circling throats in perfect, choking synchrony.

Then the penetration—brutal in its intensity, exquisite in its precision.

Massive tentacles—ridged, swollen, hotter than blood—rammed into their pussies simultaneously. The stretch was immediate, overwhelming, filling them to the hilt and beyond. Another pair forced into their asses, splitting them wide, pounding in counterpoint.

Smaller ones breached their mouths, pumping deep, flooding throats with thick, sweet fluid that forced swallow after swallow.

They were fucked without mercy.

Every thrust synchronized—driving deep when lightning flashed, withdrawing as thunder rolled. Ridges scraped G-spots relentlessly; inner walls battered by pulsing girth. The throat tentacles swelled, cutting air to perfect, dizzying edges.

The first shared orgasm hit like the storm itself.

Lena screamed first—muffled, raw—squirting in violent, endless arcs that splashed Ivy’s belly and thighs. Ivy followed instantly, body convulsing, squirting in answer until fluid rained down on the sheets below.

The mirrors captured it all: bodies suspended, tentacles glowing as they plunged in and out, faces contorted in agony-ecstasy, fluid glistening in candlelight.

But the entity demanded more.

It escalated.

Tentacles swelled inside them—locking in place, pulsing hot secretion deep. New ones branched off: wriggling into urethras with thin, burning precision; others sliding between their pressed bodies to fuck the tight space between bellies and breasts.

One innovation: a thick limb entered Ivy’s pussy, then extended—part remaining buried in her, part pushing into Lena’s alongside the existing one. They felt each other internally—thrusts echoed through shared flesh.

The second climax was deeper, slower—built by breath play that brought them to black edges, by clit suction that never paused, by the mirrored vision of their utter ruin.

They came together—shattering, screaming, squirting in synchronized pulses that soaked everything below.

Still more.

Hours compressed into eternity.

The entity varied torment and bliss: slow, grinding thrusts that edged them for ages; sudden savage pounding that forced instant climax. It deposited warm, vibrating eggs deep in wombs and asses—pulsing internally, triggering mini-orgasms that never ended.

Tentacles wrapped their hands, forcing them to feel the texture pulsing. Others wove through hair, tilting heads to watch mirrors.

The third wave was endless.

Overstimulation turned pleasure to something transcendent—pain and ecstasy braided so tightly they became one. They sobbed, laughed, begged in broken voices for more, for mercy, for everything.

At the storm’s absolute peak—lightning striking so close the manor shook—the entity demanded the final surrender.

Every tentacle swelled to maximum. Suckers pulled hardest. Breath play tightened to the precipice.

They came one last time—cataclysmic, world-ending.

Bodies convulsed in perfect unison, squirting in forceful, glowing arcs that lit the room like bioluminescence. Vision whited out; voices gave out entirely.

In that moment, they gave everything—will, fear, love, self.

Freely.

The entity drank it all.

Light exploded from the walls—blinding, seawater spraying in sheets.

Then—release.

Tentacles withdrew slowly, gently, cradling the women down to the bed. Thinner ones stroked trembling limbs, wiped tears, offered tender aftercare.

The cracks sealed.

Seawater evaporated into mist.

The storm quieted—suddenly, utterly—as though a hand had calmed the sea.

Dawn crept gray and peaceful through the windows.

Ivy and Lena lay entwined, bodies marked beautifully, breathing synced.

Lena spoke first, voice hoarse.

“It’s… quiet.”

Ivy felt it too.

Bucca Dhu—sated, balanced, bound anew—pulsed warm and content in the walls.

Protected, not imprisoned.

Loved, not feared.

They slept through the day, tangled together.

When they woke, the manor felt renewed: cracks gone, air fresh, sunlight pouring in.

Lena stayed.

Not forever—London called eventually—but often. Weekends lengthened into weeks. Her job went fully remote. Her art shifted, darkened, flourished.

Ivy’s paintings reached galleries. Money flowed. The manor was restored slowly—lovingly—its secrets kept.

They fed the entity regularly—willingly, joyously—sometimes together, sometimes alone. The pleasure deepened, visions sharpened, but the balance held.

Years later, when age began to touch them softly, they felt younger—sustained by the exchange.

And when the time came, Ivy wrote her own journal—passing the gift forward, as Eleanora had.

The manor waited for its next mistress.

But for now, it had two.

Eternal.

Bound in pleasure.

Bound in love.

The sea whispered approval against the cliffs.

And Blackwood Manor—cursed no longer—stood guardian over its secrets.

Forever.


Chapter 15: Mistress of the Manor

Years slipped by like tide pools reflecting the moon.

Blackwood Manor stood restored—paint fresh on the stone, windows gleaming, gardens tamed into wild beauty rather than neglect. Ivy had hired local craftsmen with the proceeds from her art: anonymous exhibitions in London and New York under the pseudonym “E. Black,” prices climbing into five figures. The money rebuilt roofs, replumbed pipes, and installed discreet modern heating beneath Victorian grates.

But the heart of the house remained unchanged.

Ivy Harper, now thirty-one, moved through its rooms with the quiet authority of absolute belonging. Her hair was longer, often loose and dark against pale skin that rarely saw full sun. She painted in the studio every day—canvases larger now, bolder: swirling storms of tentacles and female forms, faces sometimes her own, sometimes Lena’s, sometimes anonymous women lost in rapture. The work was celebrated in certain circles as visionary erotic surrealism.

Lena came often.

Her London flat had become more storage than home. She kept clothes in the manor’s guest room—now permanently hers—and worked remotely from the library or the widow’s walk. Her own art had evolved: digital pieces that layered glowing tentacles over Cornish landscapes, subtle enough for commercial clients, explicit enough for private sales.

They fed Bucca Dhu regularly—joyously, creatively.

Some nights alone: Ivy in the mirrored bedroom, offering slow and deliberate surrender while Lena watched from the doorway or painted the scene live. Other nights together: bodies pressed close, tentacles weaving between and through them, climaxes synchronized like waves on the shore.

The entity never grew restless again.

Willingness kept the balance perfect. The offerings were rich, varied, loving. In return, Bucca Dhu protected: storms veered away from the cliffs, tides stayed gentle, the manor’s structure held strong against the Atlantic’s battering.

They aged slowly—sustained by the exchange. At thirty-five, Ivy looked twenty-five; Lena joked about “tentacle skincare.” Their bond deepened beyond friendship, beyond lovers—something ancient and wordless, like the house itself.

Visitors came rarely.

A discreet gallery owner from London, sworn to secrecy after a private viewing. A local historian who sensed the house’s power but asked no questions. Young artists Ivy mentored briefly, sensing potential but never inviting deeper.

The secret stayed safe.

One autumn evening, ten years after Lena’s return, they sat on the widow’s walk watching the sun bleed into the sea.

Ivy rested her head on Lena’s shoulder.

“It’s time,” she said quietly.

Lena knew without asking.

They had discussed it for years: the journal, the tradition, the gift and curse.

Ivy had written her own volume—bound in deep blue leather, pages filled with her elegant script. Accounts of pleasure, of balance, of love. Warnings and invitations. A list of signs to watch for. And, at the end, a name and address.

A distant cousin—twenty-one, art student, struggling in Manchester. Blood of the line.

They would send the letter soon.

The manor would wait.

That night, they made love one last time as the sole mistresses: slow, human touches first—kisses, fingers, tongues—then calling Bucca Dhu to join them. Tentacles cradled them gently, filling them deeply, drawing out pleasure in long, rolling waves rather than storms.

They came together quietly, tears mixing with smiles.

Afterward, cradled in living bonds, Ivy whispered to the walls.

“Guard her as you guarded us. Teach her gently. Love her fiercely.”

The entity pulsed warm agreement.

Years later—decades, perhaps—another young woman would arrive at the manor: broke, curious, carrying hungry eyes and an empty purse.

The door would open before she touched it.

The mirrors would wait.

And the eternal embrace would begin anew.

But for now, Ivy and Lena ruled.

Mistresses of the manor.

Lovers of the dark Bucca.

Keepers of the balance.

The sea sang below the cliffs.

The house breathed content around them.

And in the walls, something ancient and vast rested—sated, bound, beloved.

Forever.


Epilogue: The Next Heir

Manchester, Autumn 2042

The letter arrived on a rainy Thursday, tucked between overdue bills and a rejection from yet another gallery.

The envelope was heavy cream stock, addressed in elegant handwriting. Wax seal: an intertwined B entwined with seaweed.

The young woman—name of Rowan Harper-Blackwood, twenty-one, final-year art student drowning in debt—slit it open with a paint-crusted thumbnail.

Inside, words that would change everything.

Dear Miss Rowan Harper-Blackwood,

It is with regret that I inform you of the passing of your great-aunt, Miss Ivy Harper, and her partner, Miss Lena Moreau…

She read on, heart pounding.

Blackwood Manor.

Sole beneficiary.

The sea called from pages away.

And deep in Cornwall, something ancient stirred in its sleep.

Waiting.

The cycle turned.

The embrace eternal.
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