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Author’s Note
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I wrote this story because I wanted to mix sex with shadow. Flesh with fear. The occult’s always been a dirty kind of mystery—things older than God, older than man, whispering in the dark. This one’s about what happens when a man’s too alone, too horny, and something from the deep comes knocking. Or smiling. Or spreading open.

Lovecraft never wrote about fucking the unknowable, but let’s be honest—most of us have thought about it. Ghosts. Demons. The beautiful, dangerous thing that shouldn't be real but is. You don’t know if it wants to love you, eat you, or wear your skin. That’s the thrill.

This story’s one of many. If you liked it, dig into "The Acolyte"—an earlier tale where lust and madness hold hands and kiss. And keep your eyes peeled. I’ve got more of these coming. More cursed books. More haunted men. More things that shouldn't be touched—but get touched anyway.

The void’s horny, folks.
And it wants in.
— S.J. Virelli
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CHAPTER ONE
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They gave him a choice: break rocks or live on one.

Six months, they said. Keep the light burning. Report weather if you can. Don’t die. If you do, the next guy’ll find your bones when the ferry comes back. If it comes back. The judge from the city laughed like it was a joke, but Harlan didn’t. He took the deal.

The island had no name. Locals called it the Rock—a black spearhead rising out of the Atlantic, battered by wind and time. Just a spit of basalt and gull shit and sharp edges. A lighthouse like a tooth stood at the summit, stunted and scarred from a century of storms. They dropped him with a trunk, three crates of rations, and a set of iron keys. That was five months ago. 

Harlan Bishop was thirty-six, thick across the shoulders and chest. Hairy, olive-skinned, with hands like shovels and eyes that had forgotten how to smile. He didn’t talk about the thing he did. Didn’t have to. Everyone in the port town of Greywater knew the name. Knew the body count. One fight, three dead. A bottle, a boy-whore, a gang. The choice came after the third trial and the fourth beating. Work the quarries with the rest of the damned, or tend the lighthouse alone.

He’d chosen solitude. It wasn’t hard to survive, not exactly. There were fish. Mussels clung to the rocks. Gulls dumb enough to shoot if he got close and lucky. He boiled the bones for broth. Ate canned peaches like they were treasure. Lit kerosene at dusk and climbed the winding stone stairs to the lantern room, where the great gear-wheel spun and the red eye of the lamp watched the sea.

Nights were hardest. No voices. No music. Just wind and tide, and the throb of his own thoughts chewing the inside of his skull. He read every scrap of paper in the lighthouse ledger. Made up stories for the dead keepers who came before. He spoke out loud just to feel the shape of words again. He remembered how the young man in the brothel felt under him, when Harlan pinned him down—hurt him a little—love him a lot. He stared into the mirror and forgot who the man was, staring back. And sometimes, he saw things. Things he didn’t tell the mirror. A shape in the surf. A figure at the edge of the waterline. Pale, unmoving. Gone when he blinked. He chalked it up to hunger, cabin fever, the way the wind bent the night. But still—he started sleeping with the sword beside him. And sometimes, when the rifle wasn’t too rust-choked to cock, he kept it nearby as well.

The sword had belonged to the last keeper. Long blade, brass hilt. Spanish or Portuguese maybe, old as hell, older than the lighthouse. It hung above the hearth when Harlan arrived, black with soot and salt-rust. He spent three weeks sharpening it with a whetstone and oil from a sardine tin. Something about it made him feel safer than the rifle ever did. The rifle misfired if the wind looked at it wrong. The sword just needed a steady, strong hand and a reason.

Nights grew colder. October came like a bruise spreading down the spine of the world. The wind turned mean. The sea rose and bit at the cliffs like it wanted blood. Harlan wrapped himself in sealskin, boiled tea from dried moss, and watched the lantern’s eye rotate slow and endless. It cast its glow in long, red arcs—like a heartbeat rolling across black water.

He started marking the walls with charcoal. One tick per day. One word per dream. One name scratched over and over: Elias. He didn’t say the name aloud, not even once. Didn’t need to. He could still see the jaw, the collarbone, the way the skin stretched over sinew. The taste of blood in a kiss that never got finished. He kept the memory tight in his chest, like a coal he couldn’t afford to let go cold.

On the twenty-second of October, he saw the man for the first time.

It wasn’t a hallucination. It wasn’t a shadow. Harlan had seen plenty of those. He knew the difference between a trick of light and a body. It was past midnight. He’d gone down to the shoreline for driftwood. The tides had been strong—he hoped something might’ve washed up that burned better than the sodden peat he’d been using.

He climbed down the western slope, past the boneyard of seal skulls and shattered crates, and saw him. A man. Sitting on a black rock where the waves kissed the edge. Naked as the moon, skin ghost-pale in the red spill of the lighthouse beam. He wasn’t shivering. Wasn’t hunched against the wind. Just... sitting. Still. Staring out to sea. Harlan froze. His first thought wasn’t Who’s that?—it was How the hell did he get here? No boats. No ferries. No other light keepers for leagues. The only landing path was sheer and craggy, and the tide had been murder all week.

He didn’t speak. Just backed up slow, heartbeat pounding. He climbed back to the house, grabbed the sword from the hearth, lit a lantern, and came down again. The man was still there.

He came down the rocks slow, sword in one hand, lantern in the other. Wind tugged at his coat. Spray salted his lips. Every step clanged in his chest like a drum. He half-hoped the figure would vanish, like a mirage scattered by light—but it didn’t. The man stayed there, perched on the slick black stone like a statue carved by the sea.

When he was ten paces out, he stopped. The lantern’s glow reached him now—painted him in gold and shadow. The man was young. Maybe mid-twenties. Pale as moon-milk, smooth as marble. Not a hair on him. Not his arms, his chest, his belly. Not even between his legs. And Harlan looked. Couldn’t help it.

The man sat with legs open, one knee slightly raised, the other bent beneath him. Everything on display. His cock hung thick, soft, heavy on the clean swell of his thigh. Long shaft, fat head, foreskin loose over the crown. The kind of cock that made your mouth wet just looking. His body was lean, but strong—roped with light muscle. Pecs high and tight. Abdomen hollowed between the ribs and hips. No scars. No marks. Just smooth, glowing flesh and saltwater beading in the hollows of his throat. His face was sharp but not gaunt—square jaw, straight nose, lips parted just slightly. Seaweed-black hair hung to his shoulders in wet tangles. His eyes caught the lantern light and threw it back green. Harlan felt his breath stick.

He clenched his grip on the sword, suddenly unsure what the hell he was afraid of. Or maybe too sure. The man looked at him. Didn’t move. Didn’t flinch. Just said, soft and low: “I thought you might come.” 

Harlan’s voice came out rough, scraped from weeks without speech. “Who the hell are you?” 

The man blinked slow. “I was on a ship. There was a storm. I woke up here.”

“No ship’s come this way in months,” Harlan said. He edged closer. The sword tip gleamed. “This island’s forty miles from any port. There’s rocks, cliffs, no safe landing. You swim?”

“I don’t know.”

Harlan stepped into the surf. Cold bit his ankles. “What’s your name?” The man stood. Fluid motion. Like a tide rising from stone.

“I don’t know. I don’t remember.” Harlan stared at him. The way he stood, open and unashamed. The sea licked his calves. Water ran in rivulets over the arch of his hips, down the crease of his thigh. Not even a shiver.

“You cold?”

The man tilted his head. “Should I be?” Something stirred in Harlan then. Not just the heat in his gut—that low, heavy throb he hadn’t let loose in months. This was older. Deeper. Like a murmur in the marrow. A pressure behind the eyes, a weight in the blood. It wasn’t a voice, not exactly, but it felt like one. Something ancient and slow, whispering in a tongue older than memory:

Let him in.

Not a command. Not magic. Just a nudge. A breath at the nape of his neck. The kind of suggestion a lonely man doesn’t fight. He looked again at the stranger—this pale, perfect thing the sea had spat out for him, hairless and hard-cut, thick cock swinging in the breeze—and didn’t feel fear anymore. Just want. Just wonder. He lowered the sword. Not all the way. But enough.

“You want to come inside?” The man smiled. Just a twitch of lips. 

“If you’ll have me.” Harlan didn’t answer. He turned and started up the path, lantern swinging in one hand, sword still loose in the other. Behind him, bare feet padded softly on wet stone.
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