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THE FEMININE 4


A dangerous feminization cult becomes more powerful as all divine paths converge in this thrilling conclusion to THE FEMININE series.


CHAPTER 1
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The day had finally come for Sid’s ascension to Chalice Guardian. He was sleepless, pale, sick to his stomach, and filled with waves of various emotions—particularly a strong regret that kept clenching at his heart, reminding him that he’d become involved in something that was obviously crazy… but for some reason, he couldn’t pull himself out of it.

No—it wasn’t just some reason. There was a very good—and a very beautiful—reason: Gertrude. Her soft red hair, her dark freckles, her plump lips, her perky breasts; she was the picture of feminine perfection, and she was—usually—an incredible person. Sometimes her borderline psychotic obsession with that church made hanging out with her a bit awkward, with her constantly quoting (word for word) verses from the Divine Feminine… but usually, she was great fun.

And then, of course, there was the murder. Sid hadn’t exactly looked past it, but he had made some strides to come to terms with it. After spending a great deal of time with Gertrude, and gaining an understanding of how she came to be so loyal to the church, Sid could understand, somewhat, how she was able to justify what she’d done. When she pulled that trigger, she truly believed that she was obeying her god: the Divine Mother, speaking through Erica, who issued the command. And in a proper court of law, surely Gertrude would be given a sentence of temporary insanity, while Erica would be the one to be locked away on murder charges.

No—Sid hadn’t forgiven her for what she’d done, but he truly believed that she was a good person in her heart, and she was capable of redemption, just like Raskolnikov in Crime & Punishment, which he’d read shortly before meeting Gertrude, during one of those long weeks stuck in his house, keeping the fire burning.

When Erica vanished (along with the other girl who ran the church), Gertrude took over. At first, Sid helped out a little bit: getting Gertrude food to eat on days when she was too busy to leave the church. He would stay around after sermons to help clean up. He would show up early to help set up. He found out quickly that there was a lot of work that went into running a church…

And the more he helped, the more Gertrude seemed to like him. Helping at the church was Sid’s way of spending time with Gertrude, and she made sure to return the favour—sexually. After a long night, she would lead him into her private chambers, and she would let him do anything to her; she made it very clear that there was nothing off-limits, and there would be no judgements. Sid enjoyed those nights, listening to Gertrude’s beautiful moans as he pumped and stuffed her.

Though there was the occasional reminder of some of the other dark sides of the church: the occasional residual cum in her ass from her ‘post-sermonal duties’, which was the church’s fancy name for ‘higher ups letting new members fuck them to keep them around while they were properly brainwashed’. Sid could see through the tricks of the church, which he saw as a cult… but even seeing the deceitful tactics, he still found himself falling into the system.

Now, he was dressed as a girl, dolled up with makeup, and tied to an altar. Three dozen young people sat in pews and watched as a large, muscular man came up behind him.

He bit down on his tongue and closed his eyes, feeling the man’s fingers as he lifted up that short lace skirt. Then, he felt the warm, throbbing cock, slipping between his butt cheeks. There was no resistance when the man pushed in: the oil all over his body made clenching hopeless.

It wasn’t the first time he’d been fucked; he let Gertrude penetrate him often, for her pleasure… but this was different; this was a stranger, and he was big. He was thick and veiny, and his hands were rough and strong. He pumped with hard thrusts that made Sid gasp at first—and then they made him scream.

His legs trembled, and his knees began to give in. The man thrusted harder and harder and harder. Sid managed to open his eyes for a moment—just long enough to see Gertrude standing there, looking somewhat pale. This was her idea: to get Sid initiated so that he could help her with duties around the church. Technically, Sid wasn’t allowed into certain areas of the church; he wasn’t allowed in certain meetings. He couldn’t handle money—and he wasn’t allowed to even see the finances or budgets.

But after this initiation, he would get access to all of that, if Gertrude allowed it—and of course she would, because this was all her idea.

Sid just tried not to cry. He tried not to scream. The man carrying out the initiation wasn’t going easy; he was using every single inch, and every ounce of strength. Now, Sid remembered peering through the window and seeing Gertrude on that altar, undergoing the same initiation; that was almost eight months ago. A lot had changed since then…

“Fuck,” groaned the man, and then Sid felt the thick, warm cum of a stranger bursting into his body. He let out a loud cry, and then the man pulled out fast, making cum gush loudly from Sid’s asshole.

The initiation was over. Veil-bearers were untying the shackles and leading Sid over to a throne, so that the veil-bearers could ‘worship’ their newest Chalice Guardian.

Sid was sore for three days from the anal pounding—and the shame of allowing a stranger inside of him laster much, much longer. Gertrude was there for him after it was all done, allowing him to sleep in bed with her. She was soft, gentle, and kind—as always. She asked, “Do you feel any different?”

“Not really,” Sid admitted.

So Gertrude showed Sid passages in the Divine Feminine, which explained various ‘meditations’. “Do these for long enough, and you’ll begin to feel real changes.” She also gave him pills, but didn’t say what they were. “Take one a day.” Sid suspected that they were hormone pills, and that they would change him physically; he’d seen other Chalice Guardians with small breasts and more feminine ‘weight distribution’ that suggested they were all taking hormone pills. Sid didn’t want to change his body…

Still, Sid took the pills. It was his intense desire to appease Gertrude; that seemed to be his reasoning for many of the things that he was doing those days. She was just so beautiful, so gentle, so sweet, so kind… and so feminine. That intense feminineness made her so… alluring.

And he began to see her feminine aura once he started practising those meditations: a soft coral glow that radiated off of her more than anyone else. Sure—he saw it glowing on others, mostly women—but Gertrude’s coral light was brighter.

Sid wondered if he was imagining that glow. He’d read some literature on collective psychosis, particularly concerning cults. Maybe he was just seeing what that ‘bible’ told him to see. Those passages mentioned a ‘coral glow’ many times.

When Sid revealed to Gertrude that he could see her ‘glow’, she said, “If you shed your masculine persona completely, and live as a feminine, I can initiate you to a higher order. Then you can be my partner in running the church.”

But Sid wasn’t ready for that. Sid wasn’t willing to give up his identity; he was willing to give up his reputation and suffer the humiliation, being the laughing stock of Bear Lake.

Sid didn’t have to initiate to that higher order in order to be let into those church meetings. It was a Thursday afternoon when Gertrude brought Sid to the church, along with her three closest devotees, Kara, Elaine, and Sarah. Together, they sat down and discussed the purchase of a church in Chilliwack, BC. “The price is unbeatable, and we need a location in the Vancouver area if we really want to grow our numbers,” said Sarah, who had been researching listings. She showed the group the listing, and Sid gasped when he saw the 1.4 million-dollar price-tag. “We could buy it outright, with cash, by the end of this month.”

“What!?” Sid gasped, though he knew that he shouldn’t be speaking. “You don’t have that kind of money… do you?”

The girls stared at Sid for a long moment. Then, Gertrude smiled. “Not quite. We have 1.3 in cash budgeted for this project, but we’ll have the full amount by the end of the week. We should travel down to see the property, this weekend.”

“I’m already going to meet with the Regina congregation this weekend,” said Sarah. “Elaine is coming with me.”

“I can take Sid and Kara,” smiled Gertrude. “Before we buy this church, we need to make sure the local leader is able to handle the responsibility. This would be our most expensive church yet.”

Sid was floored when Gertrude revealed the income stream: tens of thousands of dollars pouring in weekly. Some weeks they cleared one-hundred thousand dollars. And Sid was about to find out why.

“Sid,” Gertrude blushed. “Technically, as a Chalice Guardian, you have two duties, if you want to remain with the church. First, you need to contribute to post-sermonal duties. We have enough Chalice Guardians here in Smithers that it would only mean one partner after each sermon—two at the most, if the other girls are sick…”

Now, Sid was the one who felt sick. He didn’t want to lay with more strangers; he was still dealing with the trauma of the initiation. But now, he knew that there was some substance to the Divine Feminine; he could see the coral auras, and occasionally, he could feel those ‘energies’. So he bit his tongue and put a smile on his face. “Maybe I could do that.”

“It’s not as bad as it sounds at first,” Gertrude smiled. “Also, you need to find employment, and you need to contribute to the church funds.”

This was almost more of a shock to Sid. He knew about post-sermonal duties. He knew that Chalice Guardians bent over for new members, but he had no idea that they also sacrificed half of their pay to the church; that certainly explained the cash.

“Just a little piece of advice,” Gertrude continued, blushing. “Members who contribute more… financially, are typically expected to contribute less in the post-sermonal department.”

It was only a day later when Sid was interviewing for positions around town: entry-level positions at restaurants and shops. He was offered a couple of jobs, and ended up picking an overnight shelf-stocking gig at a warehouse. He started a day later, earning $19 per hour. He would earn about $150 per night, and he gave $100 of that to the church, which Gertrude appreciated enough to clear him of most post-sermonal duties…

He only had to lay for one veil-bearer every Friday, and Gertrude would usually select the most gentle veil-bearer, so the act was never too traumatic.

Sid went on the long drive to Chilliwack. He was silent, dressed as a girl, as Gertrude and Kara met with the newest church director. He remained silent as they toured the newest facility and signed the paperwork for the offer. He was in the hotel when they celebrated with champagne upon finding out that the cash offer had been accepted. Then, he sat in the back of Gertrude’s car, all the way back to Smithers.

The smell of bleach was still strong in that car, from when Gertrude nervously scrubbed every inch of it, trying to get rid of any evidence of murder… Sid hadn’t forgotten that the gentle, harmless, beautiful redhead driving the car was, indeed, a murderer.

And now, seeing her in charge of so much cash—cash that had no paper trail attached to it whatsoever—made Sid nervous. Maybe she had more reason than he originally thought to carry out that murder.


CHAPTER 2
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Zach felt sick, and that sickness just wasn’t going away. After three weeks of having no energy, he decided to go to the doctor. The doctor ordered a number of tests, which took up the bulk of Zach’s time over the next few days. They took blood, ran scans, took more blood, and then Zach even went for a psychiatric evaluation.

“So you’ve just had… no energy?” the psychiatrist asked.

“None. I wake up tired. I drink coffee, but it does nothing. I have no energy—no motivation. This isn’t like me. I used to only need to sleep for a few hours. I would go to the gym, sometimes twice in a day. I could work a full-time job, do all my schoolwork, and still feel like I had time leftover… But now, I can’t seem to do… anything. Do you think I have that Lyme disease, doc?”

The psychiatrist thought for a moment. “It’s possible, though it’s not very common up here in Northern BC. And you said you came from Toronto; it’s not terribly common there either, but there are deer ticks everywhere nowadays. But we didn’t find any signs of Lyme in your blood tests, so I doubt it’s Lyme. Have you ever had… suicidal thoughts?”

“You think I’m depressed?” Zach asked with a grin; that grin was there because the thought of him being depressed was comical; Zach had always been outgoing, upbeat, with an iron will.

“Have you been feeling anxious lately?”

“I’m not depressed, doc.”

“Why are you so sure?”

“I have nothing to be depressed about. I have a good life. People like to be around me. I graduated with honours. My job pays well. And I have a girl.”

“And things are good with your girlfriend? No big fights? No major tension? Issues with significant others can lead to depression.”

“Yeah,” said Zach. “We’re fine.” But then he paused. Now, he was thinking about Amanda. He’d been with Amanda for months… but things hadn’t exactly been perfectly smooth. For starters, she wasn’t exactly female in the biological sense. She had a penis—because she was a biological male. She’d only been a female for six months, since finding out about that weird church in Bear Lake, which moved to Smithers—not too far from where Zach went to the gym.

She was smoking-hot, even by biological female standards. In just a few months, she’d gained nearly 500,000 Instagram followers—none of them knew that she was male under her skirt. She had sponsors who paid her well; she made more than Zach, and all she had to do was take a picture every couple of days.

In bed, she was wild. She would spread her legs for Zach in a heartbeat; all he had to do was say the word. Her small cock would remain flaccid while he fucked her, and it really was just like fucking a biological girl (and Zach would know, he’d fucked countless)—even when her little cock would accidentally graze his shaft or rub against his hard abs.

But she was attractive enough that other men would often look at her, and they would flutter towards her in clubs to flirt with her. Zach had never felt threatened before with girls, but it was different with Amanda; she always had him feeling on edge, as if she would leave with another guy if he let his guard down. It was something about her demeanour, about the way that she would look at guys when they talked to her. She had a way of leading them on, and sometimes Zach wondered if she was fantasizing about them, and not him.

He wasn’t used to insecurity, but Amanda had a weird way of making him feel insecure. And to ensure that she wouldn’t leave him for someone else, he constantly found himself breaking his own rules; he was constantly contradicting himself. Everything he knew—and all of the wisdom that he gave to Sid—was being thrown out the window.

The doctors prescribed him antidepressants, but he refused to take them; he was positive that he wasn’t depressed. Something else was happening.

He sat at home waiting for Amanda to call. He waited two hours before breaking; he called her. “Are you free tonight?”

“I’m doing a set for Instagram,” she said.

“When do you think you’ll be done?” he asked.

“I don’t know,” she said. “I want it to be perfect. It’s for a new sponsor.”

Zach bit his tongue, waiting for her to invite him over—even just to hang out while she worked. But the invitation didn’t come, so he asked her, feeling like a hopeless puppy, “Can I come over? I can hold the camera for you.”

“Um,” she said. “Maybe later. I don’t know if the distraction will help right now.”

“I’ll be quiet.”

She sighed. “Okay, fine. Come over.”

Zach had no idea why he was being so submissive, why he was giving her so much power in their relationship. It seemed like every interaction would leave him feeling so hopeless, so worthless, like he didn’t deserve her, like he didn’t belong with her, and the only way he could keep her around was by submitting to her.

That night, after sitting quietly while she took photos of herself, he asked her, “Want to have sex?”

“I’m not really in the mood for that,” she said. “I’ve been working all day. I’m tired.” Now, she was in the bathroom, washing her makeup off. Zach watched from a distance, feeling like a loser. Deep down, he knew that he needed to leave her; he needed to get back into his normal lifestyle. He hadn’t even been to the gym in weeks. But the thought of leaving her left him with a terrible gut feeling that without her, he would be alone forever. The fear of loneliness sent him spiralling, ultimately leading him to the conclusion that he needed to keep on submitting to her.

“Are you sure?” he said. “I promise it will feel good.”

“It’s just not any fun if I’m not in the mood,” she said.

So after sitting quietly for a few hours, Zach went home, getting only a small kiss.

Zach hated working for her approval. He felt like a dancing monkey, trying to get his owner’s attention—but failing, because the dancing just wasn’t good enough.

He decided to stop at the gym on his way home, feeling a small ounce of motivation. “You can do this,” he said, even though he was tired. He went into the gym, which was filled with beautiful women working out before heading home for the evening. Normally, he would have been like a kid in a candy store. But now, he just felt shy. He got awkward whenever he made eye-contact with a girl. He would feel small when girls walked by him. Girls normally chatted him up, but now they were all ignoring him.

He did a single set and then packed his things and left, unable to handle the awkwardness.

Something was wrong. Something needed to be fixed. Zach wasn’t himself and he didn’t like it.

That night, he tossed and turned, overwhelmed with a terrible dread that clenched at his heart. His performance at work had declined; the raise he was anticipating never came—it went to someone else. He hadn’t gotten around to putting out college applications… there was just no motivation. His muscle definition was starting to fade slightly: atrophy from weeks of getting no exercise. And worst of all, he couldn’t remember the last time he had sex with Amanda; it had been at least a couple of weeks… maybe three… maybe four. She was rarely in the mood. He was tempted to call her up and beg for it, but the thought of begging made him think of all the loser men he used to think were so below him.

He came to a conclusion that night, after many sleepless hours. He knew what he needed to do, even if it would hurt, even if it meant the possibility of being alone and sad for a long, long time (though deep down, he knew that wouldn’t be the case). He knew that he needed to break things off with Amanda. It was the only way to start regaining his self-worth.

He thought about calling her, but he knew that it was something that needed to be done in person. He decided not to even warn her that he was coming, knowing that she would somehow take control over the situation; he couldn’t give her any opportunity. So at 8:00 AM, he got into his car and headed towards her house.

And as he pulled up, she was leaving, pulling out of her driveway and heading down the road. So he followed her. Smithers was a small town, so he knew she likely wasn’t going far.

She pulled up to that old church. Zach knew what went on in there; he knew it was the new church for those weirdos over in Bear Lake. He didn’t think that Amanda was part of that church, though when he first met her and found out that she was trans, he suspected it. In the months they were together, she never mentioned it; she never went to the church. She didn’t carry around a copy of that book, like the other weirdos did who were church members around town.

Now, she was parking in a secured, fenced lot. Zach parked on the street, hoping to get her attention before she went inside, but she was faster than him. So he went to the front door, which was unlocked. He pushed the door open carefully, feeling a bit embarrassed at the thought of being seen going into that place.

It looked like a normal church, though the Christian symbolism had been stripped away. There were quotes in golden letters along the walls. ‘PRAY TO THE DIVINE MOTHER. PRAY AND BE THE DIVINE DAUGHTER.’ Zach peered around, seeing a few young women in the pews, eyes closed, hands held up in the air. They appeared to be meditating… and some of them were men dressed as women.

Zach crept along the wall, hoping to spot his soon-to-be-ex. She wasn’t among the people praying.

There was a doorway next to the sanctuary; the frame was decorated with gold leaf, and there was a sign: ‘No veil-bearers beyond this point’. The sign meant nothing to Zach, so he pushed the door open, seeing a staircase. It was narrow. There were words on every step, spelling out a sentence as Zach ascended. ‘RID THEE OF MAN’S ENERGY. EMBRACE IN YOURSELF THE DIVINE FEMININE. LOVE HER. WORSHIP HER. BE HER.’ Now, Zach was at the top of the stairs, looking down a narrow hallway. There were closed doors: some with names on them. ‘Courtney B’ was to his left, and ‘Jenna K’ was to his right. Further down, he saw ‘Erica M’ and ‘Karla B’ and ‘Gertrude S’. Then, he paused when he spotted a door with ‘Amanda K’ on it. He was about to knock when he heard voices inside. He listened for a moment.

“Are you sure this isn’t a fracture?” asked an unfamiliar feminine voice.

“It’s the opposite,” said Amanda. “We’re strengthening our energies. We’re making ourselves stronger, and when we’re stronger, we have more influence. There are verses that Erica purposely avoided reading when she was the priestess here—but they’re in the book, as clear as day.”

“You aren’t suggesting that you know more than our priestess, are you?”

“Erica isn’t our priestess anymore,” Amanda said with a grin in her voice. “And Gertrude hasn’t ascended enough to call herself our priestess. We don’t have a priestess.”

“I’m not so sure about that…” said the nervous voice in the room.

“It’s true. The problem is that you aren’t reading the Divine Feminine—you’re just reading the parts that Gertrude and Erica have told you to read. It’s not a fracture to interpret the words yourself, Kara. Trust me; I’ve meditated on this and She showed me Herself. Read the Second Books of Auras. I’ll read it to you, and you tell me what you think:

“As the moon casts its ethereal glow upon the devoted seeker, the essence of destiny unfurls. Behold, for the chosen one walks a path veiled in shadows, akin to a nocturnal entity that feeds not on blood but on the energies that dance in the cosmic tapestry. The aura, a vessel of ethereal sustenance, becomes the elixir of the devout, intertwining with the threads of existence. Embrace this destiny with wisdom, for the one who feeds upon energies is both guardian and harbinger, holding the delicate balance in the cosmic ballet of light and shadow.

“Now, Kara, what does that sound like to you?”

“What part of it?” asked the timid Kara.

Amanda sighed. Zach remained still, wondering if it was his cue to knock and put an end to this relationship. But he was curious to hear more.

“A nocturnal entity that feeds on energies,” said Amanda. “What does that sound like to you?”

“I don’t know,” said Kara. “A vampire?”

“That’s right. It’s clear in the Divine Feminine, Kara: we have to feed. We are vampires. And if you keep reading the Second Book of Auras, there are instructions.”

“Instructions?”

“Step by step: how to identify masculine energy, how to seduce men, how to make them submissive. The instructions are detailed. There’s a whole section on body language and mannerisms. The texts clearly state that you can eternally feed off of a man by making him submissive. And every time you feed, you get stronger and stronger. Every time they beg you for sex, you get stronger. And you can feel it—the divine energies—you can feel them inside of you. Erica and Gertrude—they either don’t know about it or they’re too afraid to talk about it. All of the phoney worshipping that we do during sermons—massaging the feet of Chosen Ones and all of that—it’s all pointless; it’s just some silly ritualized version of what’s clearly laid out in the Second Book of Auras. The church has strayed away from the teachings in the Divine Feminine.”

“Amanda,” Kara said nervously. “I don’t think you should be talking like this. It just sounds… like blasphemy. I like you a lot, Amanda, but I don’t like what you’re saying about our priestesses.”

“I told you—they aren’t our priestesses. There’s no proof that Erica ever underwent a single initiation, and Gertrude has only finished three—maybe four—initiations, and she clearly isn’t well-versed with the Second Book of Auras.”

“I don’t know…”

“Just come with me,” Amanda said. “You’ll know when you feel it. Before I pick you up, I want you to read the Second Book or Auras. It’s only ten pages long. Read it twice. Pay really close attention to it—okay?”

“Okay…”

“You’re going to be more powerful after tonight. You’ll feel it.”

Zach walked back quietly, deciding not to confront Amanda. He didn’t really know what the hell she was talking about, but he gathered enough to realize that she was using him—‘feeding’ off of him as part of some weird cult ritual.

And now, he found himself thinking about all of the concepts he used to believe in, about masculine ‘energies’—though he only ever used the term ‘energies’ for lack of a better term. He used to truly believe in those ideas, and now, he couldn’t help but wonder if this diagnosed ‘depression’ was actually a case of him being drained of all his masculinity by this… trans succubus.

He wouldn’t give her another chance; the relationship was over, and he didn’t feel that she even deserved an explanation—not even in the form of a text message.

Now, Zach had to focus on building his strength back up. He knew it was going to be a long climb; he lost years and years of confidence building to Amanda.

The first stop was the gym. He started a tiresome workout, and then he noticed a pretty girl who was pushing without a spotter. His body tensed up with nervousness at the thought of offering himself up as a spotter—something he would have done so thoughtlessly before. But he bit his tongue and tried to hide his coy embarrassment. He spotted for the girl, and then, after her workout, he fought the urge to give her a compliment. He just needed her to notice him, to think about him, to want a little bit of attention from him.

And he managed to give her nothing, leaving her standing there with a confused look on her face. And Zach felt it: a little tiny rush of adrenaline—or maybe it was something else. But the feeling lasted, like a little shot of energy, like a little glimmer of hope that, maybe, everything was going to go back to normal.


CHAPTER 3
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Gertrude felt good. She finally felt like she had a handle on the church operations. She managed to find her core of girls who were able to help with organizational duties. Sermons were always predictable. There was an initiation schedule. They had the next three months figured out in terms of travel schedule. And the money was pouring in daily: letters from the twenty-two established churches, filled with cash. Gertrude did her best to make sure the cash went to growing church operations, which mostly meant buying properties, paying property taxes, energy bills—and then some travel expenses.

As she tidied up her cute, clean little office, she smiled and thought, ‘I’ve really turned this into a well-oiled machine’. As that thought occurred to her, there was a knock at the door: it was Candace, dropping off her Chalice Guardian dues. Gertrude counted the cash: eight-hundred dollars, and determined that Candace would only have to see three veil-bearers that week for post-sermonal duties. Candace made a little bow, said, “Thank you, priestess,” and she left.

Candace added the money to the box, and then she put the numbers into her spreadsheet. Then, she eyed that locked box, which was kept inside of a safe, which was kept inside of a hidden closet—the door of which blended into the wall. It was still a temporary solution to their financial problem—not being able to open a bank account for tax purposes. It was better than nothing; the cops never found the closet when they came to do their search.

Gertrude’s smile faded as she remembered the investigation… and the murder. Her heart fluttered down into the pit of her stomach. The memory of that day flashed in her mind: seeing Steven standing there, aiming the gun at him, hearing him beg for his life before she gunned him down.

But it had to be done; he was evil. He was actively trying to destroy the church... at least that’s what Erica said.

And where was Erica now? Why did she run away? Was she with Karla? Were they hiding from the investigation?

Gertrude tried to push all of those thoughts away. Those dark days were over. She did what she had to do, and now things were under control. Now, she could serve the Divine Mother without distractions. Worshipping the Divine Feminine could be her main focus.

That night, she delivered one of her finest sermons: an hour-long speech that brought a few devotees to tears. It was always nice when people really connected with her sermons; she put so much work into them. Then it was time for post-sermonal duties. She assigned one veil-bearer to Sid, and she took one on herself. The whole process was seamless, clean, and organized. While being taken by a young devotee, she felt the divine presence, and gladly accepted the cum in her mouth, as a transfer of divine power.

Afterwards, she stood by the door to say goodbye to each member. And it was in this moment that she realized a few Chalice Guardians weren’t present. The most surprising absence was Kara, who had never missed a sermon since joining. Then, the absence of Amanda was a bit off-putting, as she’d now missed more than half of that month’s sermons.

Amanda was rushed through her initiations, by Erica, because of her beauty. She was stunning—a real-life model—and Erica believed that the church would be more appealing to new members with beautiful women in the higher ranks. And it was true; veil-bearers saw Amanda and were left drooling; they wanted to lay with her—and they wanted to be her. She was a shining example of how feminine a non-biological woman could be.

But Amanda wasn’t without her issues. She often refused post-sermonal duties, and she never paid her Chalice dues. She asked many questions, sometimes seemingly questioning Gertrude’s knowledge of the Divine Feminine, and she had never been present at a single church event outside of the church.

The other girls in the higher ranks had all gone through hours and hours of prayer and meditation time. They’d suffered through many hard initiations. They had to prove their devotion. But Amanda got a free pass, simply because she was beautiful.

And now, Gertrude was wondering if it was maybe time to issue a demotion of rank. Erica’s whole plan was to use Amanda to appeal to new members, but Amanda refused to even acknowledge that she was part of the church; she kept her membership a secret.

In a way, this Amanda girl seemed to have come out of nowhere. Her influence over Erica was a bit… annoying at first, but it had only managed to grow in Erica’s absence.

Maybe it was time to weed her out… though Gertrude wasn’t sure she had the ‘heart’ to do it, to tell Amanda that she was going to be demoted, to tell Amanda that she needed to do more for the church if she wanted to keep a high-up position, which included her own office in the Hall of the Ascended Feminine.

What if Erica showed up and saw that Gertrude had demoted Amanda? Would Gertrude be scolded? Would Gertrude be demoted? She knew how valuable Amanda was to Erica…

But Erica was gone now, and Gertrude was expected to be in charge—and that meant being in charge of making difficult decisions.

That evening, she tried to approach Amanda after service. “You have two veil-bearers with your post-sermonal duties tonight,” Gertrude said.

“I can’t,” Amanda said. “I’m on an antibiotic right now and can’t risk a reinfection. You understand.” Amanda had a sly smile, as if she was blatantly lying, and knew that Gertrude couldn’t call her out. She always had some excuse.

“You haven’t contributed to post-sermonal services in… weeks,” Gertrude said softly, feeling Amanda’s presence. There was something about Amanda—an intimidating tension that followed her around. It was hard to confront her, because sometimes her coral glow was just so bright, and that made Gertrude wonder if Amanda was somehow in touch with the Divine Feminine in a way that she just wasn’t, and if she really had the jurisdiction to issue her commands.

But Amanda’s smile just made Gertrude… frustrated. It just seemed like she knew that Gertrude had no power over her. Gertrude didn’t feel right; she didn’t like that feeling, so she backed away and abandoned the idea of calling Amanda out. She had no idea how she was going to issue a demotion—so she just gave up on the idea completely. She decided that Amanda wasn’t doing too much harm; maybe she was annoying, but she wasn’t affecting the church in a negative way. Sadly, some people just seem to get a pass in life—and Amanda was one of those people.

Gertrude finished up closing duties on her own. Sid helped; she always helped. Sid had been working hard on her own feminization; now, she no longer needed help getting dolled up for service, and she would go out in Smithers as a woman. She had clearly been taking her pills; Gertrude could see the soft beginnings of lumps on Sid’s chest, and Sid seemed to be much less nervous about the idea of transitioning, as if she’d accepted her destiny.

And when she channeled her feminine energy, she was undoubtedly better in bed. She would go down on Gertrude, eating her out for up to an hour, and she would spread herself out willingly to be taken by Gertrude; she was submissive, without question.

Plus, she was meditating. She was studying the Divine Feminine. She was on the right path and moving swiftly through her ascensions.

“Should we go back to my place?” Gertrude asked Sid with a small smile.

“Okay,” Sid said with a blushing smile.

Gertrude could imagine a future with Sid, and that image was more clear every day. But there was one issue: priestesses couldn’t be in relationships. It was clearly written in the texts: a priestess can give herself to the devoted, to her congregation, and to the Divine Mother, but not to a partner. Gertrude had spent some time trying to interpret these verses in another way, trying to find some contradiction that she could lean on… but deep down, she knew that she was committing a fracture by allowing the relationship to progress. So, also in the back of her mind, she’d started to plan an ‘ending’; she’s started to think of clean, non-painful ways to break things off with Sid, even though it pained her heart to even fathom those ideas.

And in meditation, the Divine Feminine had sent her that certainty: that it was time to devote herself to the church, and not to Sid.

But that didn’t mean that they couldn’t have just one more night of romantic fun. “Hey,” she said. “Instead of my place… why don’t we go out? We can go… dancing. We can go have fun.”

Sid had that familiar nervous look on his face. He didn’t like showing himself around town. He’d worked hard to become ‘passing’ as a female, but he still didn’t like being female outside of the church. Sure, he would do it from time to time, as part of his initiatory duties, but just for a night of fun? “Please, Sid?” Gertrude asked.

Sid submitted and Gertrude took him to the town’s only nightclub. It wasn’t Gertrude’s scene, but she was excited to have one final ‘adventure’ with her boyfriend. And it was fun at first; they got a drink and they shared a silly dance on the dance floor. A stranger approached Gertrude and asked her if she was single. Another stranger asked Sid the same question. The latter stranger turned dark red when he heard Sid’s voice. A third male approached an hour later, asking Sid to dance, and when he heard Sid’ voice, he said, “For fuck sakes—you people are everywhere. This fucking cult is taking over this town. Bunch of fucking psychos.”

Sid and Gertrude both retreated to their table. Reactions like that were becoming more common. There were so many rumours circulating—rumours about the church, and rumours about its members. People still speculated that Steven Young’s death was to do with that ‘cult’. The rumor had to do with Steven being seen with Karla, who was a known member of the church. And there had been another mysterious disappearance of a young man, who had been last seen at a club with a trans girl, who had never been identified; witnesses were only able to say that she was definitely trans, and he definitely left the club with her before vanishing.

So to the public, it looked like this: two innocent lives ended because of this new religious movement. And worse: there were many furious parents who believed the church had taken their sons away from them. “This cult is brainwashing young men into believing they’re women, and then abandoning their families,” one man said on the news while his wife wept an begged for their son to return home.

Very quickly, the Church of the Divine Feminine was gaining a terrible reputation.

And then there was the recent news, out of Dawson Creek, BC, where a young trans girl had committed suicide; her parents claimed that she’d joined a new ‘church’, where she was ‘raped’. Gertrude couldn’t verify any of the details, because she was too afraid to reach out to the Dawson Creek church leader. She didn’t want to associate the church with the tarnished branch. Dawson Creek, BC wasn’t the only town where rape allegations were surfacing; a few young men across the province had claimed they were forced to dress up within the walls of those churches, and they were forced to have sex with men.

Gertrude had to release a statement to her own congregation: “Everything we do here is consensual. You’re always welcome to leave if you’re uncomfortable.” Maybe the same sentiment wasn’t being shared in other towns…

Now, Gertrude didn’t want to think of those problems. She wanted to just focus on taking baby steps, and ensuring that everything was being done correctly.

But it wasn’t so easy to hide from her problems. There, in that nightclub, she looked to the dance floor and spotted Kara, dancing with a man. The man was grinding up to her and she had a drink in her hand. Is this why she missed congregation?

Gertrude was tempted to chew her out. As a Chalice Guardian, Kara was expected to help with sermons, and ‘going clubbing’ wasn’t a good enough reason to skip out on a congregation.

Then, she saw Amanda, at the bar, with two men leaning close to her, as if they were competing to win her over. Gertrude groaned, seeing the glass in Amanda’s hand. “Antibiotics,” she whispered, shaking her head. Aren’t you supposed to be sober while taking antibiotics?

Gertrude tried not to let it ruin her night.

But Amanda seemed to be determined to ruin it. It was thirty minutes later when Gertrude heard the yelling. Everyone looked over to see the beginning of a brawl: the two men who had been swooning over Amanda were now engaged in a battle. Punches were thrown. One man screamed. The other kicked. They smashed through a table and crashed to the ground. Bouncers rushed in to break the fight up. The men were dragged out, but Amanda stayed to have another drink with a grin on her face, quickly attracting another man.

Then, not even thirty minutes later, there was a pair of men arguing over Kara. The men started to get rowdy, but the bouncers dragged them out before they could fight. And Kara was left… giggling with Amanda about it.

It almost seemed like they were messing with men, pitting them against each other, getting them to fight over the girls for kicks… or maybe for something else.

The pair of girls were back on the dance floor, dancing provocatively, attracting men who were a few beers and a few shots of tequila deep. Amanda looked like a stripped, pulling her shirt up, almost exposing her breasts, and letting her dance partners fondle her. Before midnight, another fight started over the trans girl, and Gertrude knew that this was some sort of evil plot.


CHAPTER 4
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The lights were dimmed. That ethereal, droning music was playing low in the background—the bass was making the walls reverberate slightly. The door crept open, and for a brief moment, the sounds of the congregation filled the chamber, and then the door closed and it was quiet. A figure stood in the room: petite, wearing a small flared dress… but somehow so intimidating.

She approached Sid, who was on the bed, in the position that she knew to take: on her back, panties off, legs spread wide.

The young woman got onto the bed, and now the dim glow of the sconce light brought the details to her face, exposing her lack of femininity.

She was a new veil-bearer; this was her first service, and her first post-sermonal ‘gift’. She had a large grin on her face, exposing her poorly done makeup—particularly that crooked lipstick application. The slight gleam of five o’clock shadow made Sid’s heart begin to race. She knew that this person probably wasn’t actually interested in the church. Like so many new veil-bearers, she was probably just there for the free sex.

Now, her cock was out. There was a smell: the smell of a penis that hadn’t been taken care of, with a questionably white smear under the foreskin. Sid closed her eyes and tried not to gag. Sid took a breath and then opened her eyes. That penis throbbed, growing before her eyes: fat, short, and ugly…

Sid was not attracted to men and found cocks repulsive—and this one was an especially nasty example. She didn’t want it inside of her, but she knew that it was her duty to take it. So she didn’t fight when the newcomer pressed her tip against Sid’s asshole…

No—the person just couldn’t be a ‘she’. Sid refused to think of her as a she, with that stubble, with that bad makeup, with the deep male grunting. Sid had worked so hard on her own femininity before thinking of herself as a woman, and this man had done nothing more than five minutes of careless makeup application.

Now, the man was pushing deep. “Fuck,” he groaned, his voice deepening. “You’re so tight.”

It wasn’t the first time a man had played along for the sex. It happened a lot; it was one of the biggest complaints at every Chalice Guardian meeting. But Gertrude always squashed the complaints and insisted that this was all part of the process. “Yes, they may be here for the easy, free intercourse, but many of them end up staying and finding grace in the word of the Divine Mother.” Maybe that was true, but that reality didn’t make these post-sermonal duties any better.

The man was thrusting his gross cock in and out of Sid’s asshole. Sid just closed his eyes and tried to imagine Gertrude, but it was hard—because Gertrude had a very feminine cock; Gertrude’s shaft was smooth and clean and it smelled like roses. This thing was rugged and lumpy and fat and it smelled like it had already been in someone’s asshole that evening.

“Oh God,” Sid moaned, but that wasn’t a moan of pleasure. In moments like that, she found herself questioning everything. Was this really worth it? Gertrude wouldn’t even see Sid outside of church anymore; she made some speech about being married to the church. Sid was crushed, and she tried to remain positive, convinced that Gertrude would have some epiphany and come back to Sid… but it had been weeks now, and now, Sid just felt like any other member of the church, with no special connection to the priestess.

The man, in his little dress, gripped Sid’s hips and flipped her over. Sid gasped, landing on her stomach, which hurt her chest where her small breasts were very, very tender. Now, the man was mounting her.

“This isn’t how we do this,” Sid tried to say, but the man wasn’t listening. Now, he was burying his fat cock into Sid’s tight asshole again, pinning Sid against that bed.

“Fuck,” he grunted. “I can’t fucking believe how tight you are.” He began pumping. His cock hurt Sid’s asshole.

He fucked hard for the next fifteen minutes, leaving Sid feeling lifeless. Luckily, Sid only had that one partner for the night, because Sid was generous with her paycheque that week. Gertrude accepted most of Sid’s paycheque gracefully, and made sure to only give Sid that one partner for the week.

But still, Sid was left sore and lifeless, and disgusted after swallowing the veil-bearer’s load. That taste lingered on her tongue for many hours.

She stopped at her usual spot on the way home: a public bathroom outhouse next to a hiking trail that was unkept by the provincial park commission. She washed off her makeup and put on her boy clothes, and then did a long check in the mirror to make sure that she looked like a boy before getting back into her car (which she bought used a few weeks earlier).

Sid’s mom was rarely home, but his stepdad was always there. No—he wasn’t his stepdad, even if he tried to act like it. He was just a bum. He sold his place in Halifax and he chased Sid’s mom across the country, and now he was just living like a bum in their house while Sid’s mom spent all of her time at work. He would leave occasionally, taking Sid’s mom’s credit card with him—probably to get drugs. Sid suspected he was seeing another woman in town as well.

Sid’s plan was to get his own place, so he could leave his mom with the lazy bum—but Gertrude had guilted Sid into surrendering more of his paycheque than he would have liked. He barely afforded that car, which he got for just $1,100… and it barely worked.

“Ouch,” Sid groaned, hitting a pothole; the bump sent a painful jolt up his spine, originating in his sore asshole, which that veil-bearer had ruthlessly ravaged as if Sid was some porn star.

“What’s the matter with you?” asked his mom’s boyfriend when he walked into the house. “You’re walking funny. Someone kick you in the ass?”

“I fell on my tailbone,” Sid lied.

“Your mom needs you to run to the store. The list is on the table.”

“What? Why?”

“She has to work a double and we’re out of food.”

Sid looked at the list; it was written in the boyfriend’s handwriting. “Why can’t you?”

“Your mom has the car,” he said. It was his way of saying, ‘I’m a lazy forty-nine-year-old with no car and no job’.

“Did she leave money?”

“There’s hardly a hundred bucks worth of stuff there. You have a job, don’t you? Remember—you ain’t paying rent here.”

“Neither are you.”

“Watch your mouth, kid,” he growled. Sid literally could not see one redeeming quality in the man.

But Sid didn’t feel like fighting; he never won those fights. That ‘free rent’ was always held over his head. So Sid got back into his car and went to the grocery store, and then returned home and put the groceries away (which he paid for). Then, he went to his room and saw his mom’s boyfriend standing there.

“What are you doing in my room?”

“Where do you go at night?” he asked.

“To hang out with friends. Why?” Sid’s heart began to race.

“You wouldn’t be going to hang out with that cult, would you?”

Sid paused. His heart began to race faster. He felt a weakness in his legs. “No,” he lied.

“Because I found this bra, and it ain’t your mom’s, and I never see any girls around here.” He held it up; it was, indeed, Sid’s bra. Now, Sid felt his skin turning white. “Just out of curiosity—let me see your chest.”

“No,” Sid said.

“Show me.”

“No.”

“Then I’ll tell your mom that you dress like a girl and that you’ve joined a cult.”

“No!” Sid gasped. Now, his jaw was trembling.

“Then show me your chest, Sid,” he said.

Sid bit hard on his tongue, and then he showed the horrible man his chest—and there was no way to hide the blossoming breasts, even though they were hardly even B-cups.

“My God,” he grinned. “So I was right. You are part of that frigging cult. It’s like a sex cult, right? You all just fuck each other and shit?”

“No…” Sid said, his voice now hardly a whisper.

The boyfriend eyed Sid’s bag, which was down at his side. “There clothes in that bag?”

Sid nodded slowly, terrified that his mom would find out about all of this. “Open it and put an outfit on for me,” he said.

Sid obeyed his commands. He obeyed every command, heart racing, blood draining from his head, leaving him lightheaded. He got dolled up while his mom’s boyfriend watched. “Makeup too; I want to see the full thing,” he said. “Or I’ll tell your mom everything.”

Now a girl, Sid applied the makeup. He was commanded to spin, so he spun. Then, with an evil grin, the man put on slow music. “Dance—sexy-like.” So Sid did a slow little dance for him. Now, he was sitting at Sid’s little desk where he would do his homework before he graduated.

“Can I stop now?” Sid asked.

“No,” said his mom’s boyfriend. Now, he was unzipping his fly. He fished out his half-erect penis and gave it a massaging, making it stiff. “Keep dancing for me, honey.”

Humiliated and knowing what was coming, Sid folded to the commands. She danced for the horrible man. She even gave him the lap-dance he requested. Then, she got on her knees (as per command) and sucked him for ten long, long minutes. “Bounce on my lap, beautiful,” he said. “Or I tell your mom everything.”

“And what if I tell her about this?” Sid said.

“I’m drunk and you seduced me,” he grinned. “She’ll forgive me; she always does.”

Sid felt hopeless, so she got onto his lap. She cried out in pain when he penetrated her, because her ass was still so sore from her post-sermonal duties. “Was someone else already in your ass tonight?” he asked with a revolted look on his face.

Sid just blushed, humiliated beyond belief. But it apparently wasn’t revolting enough to stop him; he still fucked her; he even ejaculated inside of her before saying, “We’re going to do this every night, baby. You’re my new side bitch. And—don’t tell anyone I said this—but you’re actually hotter than your mommy.”

Sid felt like she’d been reduced to nothingness in a very short period of time.

She prayed that her mom’s boyfriend would wake up with no memory of the night (once sobered up), but he remembered. He was there, waiting, when Sid got home; he made Sid dress up, and then he took Sid right there in the living room, bending her over the couch. Sid allowed it so that her involvement with the church would remain a secret from her mother.

But the hopelessness was growing, and now, Sid had no idea how she was going to get out of this mess. Her life was spiralling. She struggled to get up in the mornings for work, knowing the money would all be gone within minutes of being paid. She hated the idea of going home, to be like a sex slave, but going out usually just meant going to church, which meant… being a sex slave.

After a week of being a fuck toy for her mom’s boyfriend, she decided to go to the church after work. There was no service that night, so she used her key to get to one of the chambers, and she crawled into that bed to sleep, and then she heard footsteps. She froze up, and then there was the knock at the chamber door.

“Y—Yes?” she called out.

The door opened, and then was Kara. Kara was a high-ranked member of the church, though she was usually very quiet. She was close with Amanda, and also close with Gertrude, and seemed to somehow always be where both women were. “What are you doing here?”

“I—I just needed somewhere to spend the night,” Sid said, blushing.

“Trouble at home?” Kara asked. “Technically, we can’t sleep in the post-sermonal chambers. You know that these beds are sacred.”

“I’m sorry,” Sid said. “I—I just can’t afford a hotel room.”

“There’s a couch in my office upstairs. You can sleep there.” She had a warm smile on her face. So Sid accepted the offer, heading up to Kara’s office. Kara had been working; her desk was covered in paperwork, and there were multiple empty takeaway coffee cups. “Just trying to finalize this church sale in Saskatoon.”

“Another one?” Sid asked.

“There’s always another one,” Kara smiled. “So tell me—what’s going on at home?”

“I—I don’t really want to talk about it,” Sid said.

“It’s all confidential, Sid,” she said. “You know that. I’m assuming you’ve already looked to the Divine Feminine for guidance—but I can offer you guidance as well. I am a Covenant Sage, after all.”

Sid hesitated. Her reality was already humiliating enough—the thought of admitting how humiliating it all was was just so… humiliating. “It’s okay,” Kara smiled. “I’m sure I can help.”

“My mom’s boyfriend moved in a couple months ago,” Sid said, clenching all over, bracing for the wave of humiliation that was inevitable. “He found out about my involvement with the Divine Feminine. Now he’s…”

“He’s exposing you?”

“Threatening to,” Sid said. “He said he won’t as long as I… Put out.”

“He’s fucking you?” she asked with wide eyes.

Sid nodded her head slowly. “Every night. And I’m just… tired… and sore. And this isn’t how I saw my life going. I mean—this time last year, I was living in Halifax. I had university aspirations. I had friends. I had… a life. And now, I just…”

“And if you stop going home—if you were to stay here—would he… tell your mom?”

“He says he would.”

“Wouldn’t that mean exposing himself?” she said.

“Of course, but he’s psychotic, and my mom is so… desperate. He would find a way to pin the blame on me, and my mom would probably accept it.”

“Maybe it’s a sacrifice you need to make,” Kara said softly. And it was suggestions like that one that made the Divine Feminine feel like a cult: pushing Sid to distance herself from her family, to spend more time at the church… but maybe it was a fine idea. It did seem… freeing. Sid’s mom had been holding Sid back, sacrificing Sid’s life for her own personal desires. Sid had done so much for the woman, but what had she done for Sid?

“Maybe,” Sid said. “Maybe that is what I should do. Maybe I should just sneak inside, get my things, and never go back…”

“You can spend as much time as you want here, in the office. But it shouldn’t be hard to get an apartment. You work, right?”

“I give my whole paycheque to the church.”

“Just give a bit less so you can afford a place.”

“But then Gertrude will pair me with more veil-bearers on sermon nights,” Sid said.

Kara just smiled. “Is that worse than being with your step-dad every night?”

She had a point. It was very disgusting to think of being penetrated by the same phallus that was entering into her mom. “Maybe you’re right,” Sid said.


CHAPTER 5
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Zach was hardly surprised when he saw the breaking news in the morning: another shocking crime over in Bear Lake. A man was murdered: shot dead in his own home. Zach was sure that it was connected with that crazed feminine cult.

Then, the news station showed the outside of the house, all surrounded with police tape. It was Sid’s house.

“Shit,” Zach said, perking up. He turned up the volume of his television.

He stared, stuck in a stunned silence, as the TV showed the dead body, covered, being pulled out on a stretcher. “Police are asking any witnesses to come forward,” said the news anchor.

“Are you okay?” he messaged Sid. He didn’t get a reply, so he drove to the crime scene, and saw the police officers searching around the house for clues.

“You with the news?” asked a cop.

“No,” said Zach. “My friend lives here. I tried texting him, but he didn’t reply.” Zach now felt guilty; he hadn’t talked to Sid in a long time. He knew that Sid had gotten involved with the crazy cult; it started with that blowjob he got in that old house, before they opened up their church—and then he saw Sid with that same ‘girl’ in that restaurant. He’d been secretly seeing her.

Zach didn’t really care that Sid wanted to see a trans chick; Zach was seeing Amanda, after all. But he knew that those particular trans chicks were psychos; he knew what that church could do to a person. The rumours were true: they were brainwashing people, using sex as bait. And they were going out like vampires, feeding on unsuspecting men for the growth of their own ego. Now, Zach was trying to remember the last time he really saw Sid, aside from spotting him in that restaurant with the redheaded trans girl.

Another cop came over. “Mind if we ask you some questions?” Zach was happy to answer questions, but the police quickly lost interest when they found out that it had been months since Zach had any real contact with Sid. “We kind of drifted apart.”

“Do you know if he has any involvement with that new church over in Smithers?” the officer asked.

Zach hesitated. He didn’t want to get Sid into trouble. “I don’t know—I don’t think so,” he said; it was only a half-lie as far as he was concerned; maybe Sid didn’t have any involvement—though it seemed unlikely. “Does this have something to do with those people?”

“We’re not answering any questions right now,” said the cop.

“Is Sid okay?” Zach asked regardless.

“Your friend is fine. He’s at the station in Smithers. Now get lost—and do us a favour; don’t go spreading rumours, alright?”

“Sure,” said Zach. Zach’s next stop was the police station in Smithers. He went to the front desk, and the lady cop told him that Sid was busy with the officers, so Zach decided to wait. He was worried about Sid, and now, he was realizing that he’d been a lousy friend; he shouldn’t have dropped Sid like he did; he shouldn’t have let him get involved with that insane group of psychopaths.

He waited and waited. An hour went by… then two… and then three. Finally, at 9:30 PM, Sid was released, looking stunned. Zach jumped to his feet. “Over here,” he called out to Sid. When Sid saw Zach there, he just froze. “You need a ride or a place to stay?” Zach offered.

Sid was slow to respond. “I have a car—but maybe a place to stay would be… appreciated. I just… I have to tell them where I’ll be.” Zach felt a sudden pang of worry. Why did Sid need to tell the cops where he would be? Was he a suspect? Was Zach about to let a murder suspect into his apartment?

Sid got into his own car and followed Zach to his place. Then, once inside, Zach asked what happened.

“I have no idea; my mom just found him… dead.”

“Where were you?”

“I didn’t do it,” Sid said suddenly, with a firm tone of voice.

“I didn’t think you did,” Zach said. “I just mean—you’re always home.”

“Well, I was out… I was staying at a friend’s place.” Sid went on to explain that things at home had been awkward since her mom’s boyfriend moved in. “You’ve been to my house,” Sid said. “It’s already small and cramped. It was just too small for us both to be there, so I went to stay with someone else.”

“You could have called me and stayed with me,” Zach said.

Sid blushed. “Someone offered me a couch.”

“Who?”

“Why does it matter?” Sid snapped, and Zach decided to back off. He didn’t know why Sid was so snappy. He was so quick to defend his story… maybe the police had been repeatedly asking the same questions. Maybe he was just sick of having to explain himself.

“You can stay here as long as you want,” Zach said. “What about your mom though… Is she okay?”

“Her work put her up in a motel,” Sid said. “She’s fine. I mean—she’s, like, crying a lot. I would stay with her, but it’s just a lot to handle. I know that sounds bad.”

“It doesn’t sound bad,” Zach said. “You gotta look out for you. And honestly, man… I’ve been worried about you. The last few weeks—I’ve been thinking a lot about you. We used to be best-friends, Sid. But you just… vanished on me. And now… you look so thin. Damn, man, you look thinner than when I met you. No offence, but it really looks like you’ve lost all the muscle we put on together. And you need a haircut. I don’t know that I love the man-bun thing.” Zach laughed. “It works on buff Viking dudes, but not on smaller, thin guys… no offence.”

Sid blushed and turned his face away.

“We’re going to get you back into the gym. We’re going to get muscles back on these arms.”

Sid just stood there, blushing. Zach smiled. He was happy to be with Sid again, even though Sid seemed to be a very submissive person, and Zach usually veered away from weak, submissive people. Maybe he was submissive and weak-willed, but he was a good person; he had a kind personality, and he deserved better than he was getting in life.

Zach pulled all of his spare blankets out from the closet and made Sid a bed on the couch. “I’ve gotta be up early for work,” Zach said. “Feel free to watch TV or help yourself to whatever in the fridge.”

“Goodnight,” smiled Sid.

Zach went to bed, but an hour later, he woke up and realized his bedside water bottle was empty. With a grunt he pulled himself out of bed and left the bedroom to go and fill it, and that’s when he saw Sid, standing topless in front of the living room mirror. Zach thought little about it until he noticed the small breasts on Sid’s chest—and Sid wasn’t quite fast enough in covering himself up.

Zach froze. Sid turned dark red, hands covering his small breasts.

“Sid…” Zach said.

“Look away,” Sid said.

“Why do you… have tits?”

“I don’t. Just… look away.”

“I saw them. You have tits.”

Now, Sid’s face was flushing white.

“You joined that cult, didn’t you?”

“Just leave me alone,” Sid said, starting to tear up.

“I can’t let you do this to yourself. How long have you been taking the pills?”

“Just leave me alone.”

“No,” growled Zach. “They got into your head too. Oh my God, Sid—don’t tell me… Don’t tell me that you killed your mom’s boyfriend.”

“I didn’t!” Sid snapped. “And it’s not… a cult.”

“It is. I know all about it, man. I’ve heard those psychopaths talking. I’ve seen the people who go into that old church. I’ve seen the shit on the news. I can’t let them take you too, Sid.”

“It’s not a cult,” Sid snapped back. “Maybe I should go. Maybe I shouldn’t be here. I knew that you would just humiliate me if you found out.”

“I’m not humiliating you. I’m worried about you, you idiot! You’re taking pills that are changing your body! And are you doing the sex shit too? I know that they make members have sex with each other.”

“I don’t have to answer your questions,” Sid said, now crying.

“Pull it together, man!” Zach said, taking is friend by the shoulders and shaking him. “Look what they’ve done to you.” He looked down and saw Sid’s now-exposed chest, looking like the chest of a teen girl. “You need to get these things removed, bro.”

“Don’t tell me what to do,” Sid cried.

“I have to, because you’ve lost control of your own life.”

“No, I haven’t. I just… I’ve made some mistakes, okay? I’ve made a lot of mistakes. And I don’t really know what I’m doing. Maybe I’m a bit lost, okay? Maybe I got a bit off track, but some things… some things are better.”

“Like what?”

“Like this,” Sid said, pointing at his chest. “Believe it or not, I like this.”

“That’s what they want you to think,” Zach said.

“No, it’s not. I like doing this. I do it for me. Yes—there’s lots of shit that they want me to do that I hate, but this isn’t one of them. Alright? I know you don’t get it. I know that there are lots of people in town who probably don’t actually want this, and they’re just doing it for the church. But for me… this is what I want.”

Zach shook his head. “You have to promise me something, Sid.” He took a deep breath. “You have to make me a real promise.”

“What?”

“I don’t care what you do with your body or whatever. But promise me that you won’t go back to that damned church.”

Sid had a pale, guilty look on his face—as if he was already planning to break his promise before he even said, “Fine.”

Zach had nothing left to say to his friend. He was worried; he was almost sure that this ‘feminization’ thing was brainwashing, but there wasn’t much he could do about it, aside from keeping Sid away from that church. And as he got back into his bed, he thought, ‘Someone needs to put an end to this church altogether.’ It was destroying lives. And now, it was hitting a bit too close to home for Zach’s liking.


CHAPTER 6
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Gertrude couldn’t believe that she was in this position again. This time, she couldn’t tell anyone.

She was a bit more efficient at cleaning up, and much better at covering her tracks. She was smart enough to hitchhike to Bear Lake to do the deed, and then she hitchhiked home. She did it all dressed as a boy (it was very unnatural to not be wearing makeup, but she had to be safe).

She shot him six times and then fled into the forest. She expected an immediate police response, but the gunshots must have gone unheard; it was the start of hunting season, so maybe the locals just assumed someone was out hunting, or target shooting, or setting off fireworks—or maybe that town had just lost all hope and nobody cared that someone was being gunned down.

The police weren’t called until the early morning hours, when Sid’s mom came home and found the body. Only one cop had come to the church in Smithers to ask questions; Kara was there to speak with him. The cop just asked if the dead guy had ever been to the church, or if anyone knew him. Kara shrugged her shoulders, and told the cop she would ask around.

It almost seemed… too easy.

But still, Gertrude felt sick. She’d taken another life—and this time, she wasn’t commanded to do it by a high-ranking priestess. She did it herself; she even got the gun herself, stealing it from the house of one of her old school friends (she knew her friend had moved out and her parents were living in Florida for eight months of the year, and wouldn’t be back for at least six months, not that it mattered because Gertrude had carefully wiped her prints from the gun and placed it back in the glass display case as if it had never been touched).

The murder was justified; she did it to protect a valuable member of the church. She was in her office that night when she heard Kara with Sid; she heard Sid telling Kara the story of being used by her mom’s boyfriend. She heard the hopelessness in Sid’s voice. She could tell that Sid was being pushed to a mental extreme, and she knew that the abuse from her mom’s boyfriend could be the reason Sid leaves the church.

Sid couldn’t leave the church. With Amanda taking more and more devoted Chalice Guardians away from their post-sermonal duties, Gertrude felt like she was exhausting her resources trying to keep sermons from falling to pieces. Sid was taking on a lot of the responsibilities. Sid had become a vital piece of that church.

And the Divine Feminine insinuated that violence was justified if it meant defending the church… Gertrude had to keep reminding herself; she had to keep reading that verse from the texts.

When tempests assail the sacred abode, and shadows of annihilation loom, the guardian's sword may stir from its repose. In the dance between chaos and order, discern the threads woven by the divine loom. Yet, let the seeker fathom the sacred balance, for violence veiled in righteousness must be wielded with discernment. To guard the sanctity, the ethereal scales weigh the cost, and only in the twilight of necessity, the blade of protection may pierce the veiled shroud of threat.



“It’s fine,” she kept saying. “He was a bad person. Sid will be happier now.”

Nobody knew; not even Kara. She left no traces and nobody could possibly squeal on her; it was a perfect crime.

But it was a crime.

Gertrude was a criminal, a two-time murderer. She had to live with that knowledge for the rest of her life, with blood on her hands. Steven Young’s death still made her toss and turn in her sleep; he had family—parents and siblings who loved him. They were probably still crying about his death.

But they both had to die… for the church.

Gertrude couldn’t sleep. She felt a distress in her aura; maybe she lost her energy when she took that life. Maybe that was a price to pay, like a sacrifice. Did that make her a martyr?

She found herself questioning her identity and her femininity, which was very normal when divine energies were low. She stared at herself in the mirror and saw small masculine features that suddenly seemed so obvious. She squirmed and wondered if she was just being paranoid. Then, she began to think about the fact that she wasn’t attracted to men—only women. Usually, she told herself that that just meant she was a lesbian, but sometimes—like now—she found herself wondering if it was a sign that she was really meant to be a man: a straight man. Those thoughts were like a plague, and she couldn’t let them multiply in the silence of her home, so she got into her car and went to a bar.

It was late, but she needed a drink—and she needed some noise to drown out her thoughts. She needed distractions to pull her away from the horrors of her reality. But the bar didn’t turn out to be her dream distraction, because Amanda was there, with Kara, and with two others: a Chalice Guardian named Kate, and a veil-bearer who had only been to a few sermons.

Amanda was up to her old tricks, flirting with men, feeding off of them. Gertrude slid into a dark back booth and quietly ordered a drink. She tried to ignore the antics of Amanda, but it was hard to ignore when the man she’d been flirting with started to throw a fit. His voice became louder and louder. “I bought you four fucking drinks,” he snapped. “How can you say you’re not interested? You were just fucking using me?”

The bartender tried to calm him down. Gertrude knew what Amanda was doing. She knew that Amanda was using the tricks in the Divine Feminine to build up her own feminine energies, but in the most destructive way possible.

The bartender threatened to call the police when the man pushed over an empty glass. “You can’t just pretend to be interested in someone to get free drinks!” he shouted.

The bartender came out and took him by the arm. They had an argument, then the man left on his own frustrated terms. A few minutes later, the bartender seemed to be flirting with Amanda. Amanda’s ‘cronies’ seemed to be testing their own abilities with the few men in the bar. Then, they all left together, like bats in the night.

They showed up for the next night’s sermon. They grouped up together and had their own little private chat. They vanished before the service was over, so they weren’t there to help with post-sermonal duties. Sid was also missing, so Gertrude had to accept four young veil-bearers into her chamber to help with the load. She was sore and exhausted by the end of service. But she still found the energy to go from bar to bar, until she found Amanda and the others, doing the same thing: getting attention from men. Gertrude kept a low-profile. She watched Kate sneak off with one of the men, to the bathroom. So Gertrude went to the bathroom and saw Kate bending the man over; she was fucking him hard over the bathroom sink. Gertrude retreated back, heart racing.

Now, she was left confused; Chalice Guardians were not supposed to use their masculinity like that.

Gertrude found them again the next night, now with two more veil-bearers with them: seven girls in total. Gertrude was disguised this time, wearing a brunette wig over her red hair, and with concealer hiding her dark freckles. She wore fake glasses and a ball cap, tight jeans, and a sweater. She wasn’t there to attract men. Instead, she just tried to get close to Amanda and their crew, to get an idea of what they were up to.

Amanda gave the girls a little speech. “We can learn a lot at church,” Amanda explained. “But we need to learn to navigate the lies and the deceit. Much of the Divine Feminine was fabricated by a liar—someone trying to use the Divine Feminine for her own personal benefit. I know for a fact that there are segments missing from the book too; I saw a note written by the original prophet, Randy. He said that there are pages that exist out in the forest, and they just need to be found. And there are passages in the Divine Feminine that Gertrude purposely overlooks, because there are things she doesn’t want us to know. The texts are very clear about the phallus. It says:

“Reaching fast with opened arms
And open legs, anima or animus
Fertility, phallus or a vagina…
The power is just the same.



“It’s literally written in the First Book of the Prophet. Vagina or phallus—the power is just the same. Yes, we can gain power by spreading our legs, but we all have a special endowment that can be used to gain power as well. Some of you already know this, because we’ve talked about it before. But for those of you who are new here, you need to know this: if you dominate a man with your phallus, you can completely emasculate him, and when you emasculate him completely, you will take his power. The trick is to do it without sacrificing your femininity. You have to believe that you’re still a woman when you’re fucking a man.”

Then, Amanda went on to give her ‘students’ their ‘targets’. They all went off to flirt with men in the bar, and the men were quickly receptive, because the girls were all dressed like whores, for lack of a better term. They were basically wearing lingerie, with full makeup, hair straightened and down. The more experienced girls worked fast, like seasoned vampires. The new girls stumbled but found their stride soon enough. Amanda took a man in the bathroom; his cries could be heard from the hallway as she penetrated him over and over. Kara went home with a man and returned an hour later, smiling. The other girls took a bit more time to warm up their targets, but they eventually scored, heading home with them. Amanda and Kara found new targets before the night was up.

It all seemed so evil, and so against the teachings that she was so familiar with. But at the same time, she couldn’t quite find exact verses in that bible to contradict what Amanda was saying. Amanda had found her own interpretation by cherrypicking certain segments.

“And as for post-sermonal duties,” Amanda went on. “It doesn’t say anything anywhere in the Divine Feminine about having to do anything like that. Literally nowhere. Don’t let Gertrude make you think otherwise; remember that she’s not a real priestess, as she hasn’t even finished the initiations outlined in the texts.” And sadly, it was technically true; there were passages about fasting for fourteen days, and spending time in the woods. There were passages about needed to see certain things during meditations, and even a very awkward passage about the Divine Mother Herself choosing a priestess. Gertrude was never chosen; she hadn’t done any fasting, and she hadn’t done nearly as much meditating as some other members of the church.

But still, Gertrude knew that this new interpretation was dangerous; and it was growing far too fast for her liking. Amanda’s little side-sermons were growing by a member or two every couple of nights, and now, there were only a handful of Chalice Guardians coming around for sermons, making post-sermonal duties both exhausting and painful.

She went to her office and tried to meditate on this new problem. “How can I deal with this before it becomes a serious issue that divides the church?”


CHAPTER 7
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Sid wasn’t sure what was more humiliating: being a sex slave for his mom’s boyfriend for a week (while also providing sexual services for an organization that he knew to be cult-like), or being caught by Zach. For some weird reason, being caught topless in front of the mirror just felt so much worse. Somehow, it felt even worse than when his mom’s boyfriend made him get dolled up.

Now, Sid felt trapped, with nowhere to go; he couldn’t go and live with his mom anymore. He’d come to the conclusion that she was toxic in his life… but it would take a couple of months to get enough money to find his own place. Kara’s office couch was an option, but that meant tying himself back to the church, and the past couple of weeks had made him realize that the church was just as toxic as his relationship with his mother.

Zach really was his only option. And Zach’s attempts to make things less awkward were only making things… more awkward.

It was the day after being caught when Zach came home from work and saw Sid on his laptop, researching apartment rentals, trying to figure out a budget and some goals, to get his life back on track. Zach’s first question was, “Why are you dressed like that?”

“Like what?” Sid asked.

“Like a guy. I thought you said you wanted to be a girl.”

Zach stared. Sid was hit by a truck full of humiliation. He considered becoming homeless, just to escape the awkwardness. “So what?”

“So why are you dressed like a dude?” Zach asked. Sid wasn’t sure if this was some sort of test. He was careful with his answer.

“I wanted to respect your house, or whatever,” Sid said softly.

“If you want to be a girl, just be a girl,” Zach said. “But only if that’s actually what you want, in your heart—because I’m not convinced that church didn’t get into your head.”

Sid felt awkward, and that awkwardness only got worse when he went to the bathroom with a dress and changed. In a way, a relief washed over him as he became her. There was an intense comfort, and then she emerged from the bathroom and saw Zach’s awkward smile. He was trying to be supportive, but it was clear that he truly believed Sid was a brainwashed cultist.

Sid knew that the only way to prove herself was to show Zach how comfortable she was as a girl… but it was difficult to be comfortable under these awkward conditions.

“This is what you want, huh?” Zach asked.

Sid nodded her head slowly.

“Okay. And, uh… what should I call you?”

“I don’t know. Just… Sid, or Sidney,” Sid said, now straining slightly to summon her female voice; it was always hard to get right at first, but after a while it would become more natural—and if she used it for long enough, it would actually become hard to switch back to her male voice.

“I think I’ll use Sidney,” Zach said. “Because when I think Sid, I just think… of you… before.”

“Okay,” said Sid—or maybe Sidney, because Sidney did sound a bit more feminine, and it removed a bit of her old masculinity, making this whole thing feel somewhat like a fresh start.

Zach shuffled away and went on with his evening; he had laundry, dishes, and some other miscellaneous chores to get done. Sidney had nothing to do. The apartment was silent for the next couple of hours as the two avoided each other. Then, Zach asked, “Want to split some Chinese food?”

“I don’t really have the money for that,” Sidney said.

“I thought you had a job,” Zach said, narrowing his eyes. “Haven’t you been working for months? What have you been spending your money on?”

Sidney flushed red with an increasingly familiar embarrassment. She decided to come clean. “I’ve been giving it to the church.”

“Oh God,” Zach groaned. “Please tell me you’re kidding. And what did you get back from it? Special privileges?”

“Sort of…” Sidney admitted sheepishly.

“Look, Sid—Sidney,” Zach said, and then he sighed. “I know a little bit about the church. I’ve even been inside of it, and I spent a good deal of time with a member. I know—a little bit—how that place operates and what those people believe. I’m not saying that I don’t think you’re really a girl, but I do know that the higher-ups prey on weak people. And Sidney—I ain’t saying that you’re weak, but I would say that you’re somewhat of an easy target. You’re vulnerable. You went through some shit in your life, and that makes you an easy target for people like A—like the people who run that church.”

Sidney knew that proving herself would take some time.

Zach bought the Chinese food and let Sidney eat what she wanted. “You’re just so thin and pale. You need nutrition.” And it did feel good to get a proper meal; it had been a long time since she’d eaten properly like that.

Sidney was dressed like a man in the morning—about the head out for work—when Zach stopped her. “Why are you going out like that?”

“Because I’m going to work,” Sidney said softly.

“No,” Zach said. “You need to make a choice. You told me that you want to be a girl; that’s a damned commitment, brother. If you’re going to be a girl, be a damn girl. Quit being a coward. Quit shying away from what you want, if it is really what you want. Because if it is what you want, you’ll make sacrifices for it. Nothing we want in life just comes to us—either fast or slow. You can’t just expect your dream lifestyle to slowly emerge. You have to make sacrifices, Sidney. Now—I’m guessing you’re afraid of what your coworkers and boss will think if you walk in there wearing a dress and makeup. I’m guessing you’re worried about what customers might think or say. And you can either choose to be safe from those worries, and live this double-life—or you can bite your fucking tongue and be a girl. Pick one.”

Zach never issued any ultimatum, but it did seem insinuated. It did somehow seem like he was saying: ‘Go out as a girl or we’re making you back into a boy.’ Sidney felt weak, afraid, and—once again—embarrassed. She went into her room and changed into a small dress, with stockings. She let her hair down and ran some gentle hair styling product into it to give it some volume. She drew on some eyeliner, brushed on some blush, and smeared on a touch of lipgloss.

Zach stood there and watched as Sidney went to the door. Sidney looked at Zach, almost hoping that he would command her back to the bathroom to change back. But Zach only said, “Now go to work.” And maybe it was a test; maybe this was his way of seeing just how serious Sidney was.

Work wasn’t fun.

It wasn’t some movie-like, blissful moment of acceptance. Instead, it was a lot of weird looks from co-workers, and a lot of silence. Sadly, it was what Sidney expected, but she knew deep-down that it would get better, and she was right. When she showed up the next day for work, things felt more normal—slightly. It wasn’t quite as silent, and there weren’t quite as many strange looks. The third day was even better, though not quite comfortable yet--but it was at the end of the third day that Sidney decided to approach Zach after work, to thank him for pushing her.

And the look on Zach’s face was a look of conflict, or maybe some degree of confusion. “What did people say?” Zach asked.

“They haven’t really said anything—at least not to me,” Sidney said, feeling her cheeks turning red.

“I’m just being honest with you, Sidney. They’re definitely saying stuff behind your back. Whether it’s positive or negative, I have no idea, but I just want you to know it.”

“I know.”

Now, Zach was getting ready to leave. “Where are you going?” Sidney asked.

Zach paused before answering, looking almost guilty for a moment before he said, “I’m meeting up with someone—just to catch up.”

“Someone from school?” Sidney asked.

Zach shook his head. “Just someone I know. It’s not that big of a deal. I’ll see you later.” And then Zach left.

With nothing to do, Sidney decided to go for a walk. It was a warm evening, and she still hadn’t fully embraced being a woman outside of work (and she wasn’t counting church in that metric). She went out and began meandering the streets, heading into downtown Smithers. She didn’t get too many looks, because she was convincing as a woman; she’d put in a lot of work to make herself convincing. And now, being surrounded by new people who had no idea of her old reality, she felt more like a girl than a trans-girl. To these people, she was, and always had been, a girl. At work, her co-workers knew the old Sid. At the apartment, Zach knew the old Sid. Even at church, they knew Sid. But here, in the ‘wild’, she was only Sidney.

It was a pleasant evening. A few men even smiled at her. One man asked her for the time, even though he was wearing a watch—and he had a phone in the front pocket of his jeans; he just wanted to talk to her. This was the experience that Sidney wanted. This reinforced what she knew deep-down: that being a girl was part of her essence, and not something that had been brain-washed into her…

Then, she noticed a girl walking by: a girl who wasn’t quite so convincing, wearing a blonde costume wig and poorly drawn-on eyeliner. She was headed towards the Church of the Divine Feminine. Sidney decided to follow, just out of curiosity, just to take a glance at the church with her new perspective. She just wanted to see it; she had no plans of going inside.

A sermon was just starting. Dozens of cars lined the streets. The little parking lot was full of cars: people who had come from miles away to attend that service. Inside, the lights were being dimmed. Young women and young men dressed as women filtered in. Sidney watched from a distance, feeling strange, no longer feeling any connection to the building, or to what was going on inside. Painful memories flooded into her head, and she quickly felt embarrassed about everything she did, trying to win Gertrude’s approval, trying to win the church’s approval.

But at the same time—if it wasn’t for the church, she wouldn’t have discovered herself.

And Gertrude… sometimes, she would still think about Gertrude. Gertrude was, in so many ways, her dream partner. She was beautiful, and she was so comforting to be with. She had her flaws, of course—as all people do… Though maybe Gertrude’s flaws were a bit worse than the average person’s flaws. Maybe her ability to commit murder was worse than someone who makes the odd inappropriate comment, or someone who eats with their mouth open, or someone who had infidelity issues from time to time. Flaws are flaws until they begin destroying lives.

Sidney took in a deep breath. She held her chin high. That church was just part of her life journey, but now… now she was done with it. She could turn her back to it and never look back.

She decided to celebrate her divorce from the church with a drink at the bar. She slipped in, got a seat at the end of the bar. A few men eyed her in her tiny dress. She blushed and returned a couple of smiles.

She was, of course, still familiar with the Divine Feminine and its teachings. She believed in those words, even though she knew that the church had been corrupted by questionable interpretations and, in some cases, greed. She still believed in energies, because she’d experienced them first-hand. She knew hat feeling of energy flowing in, and the feeling of energy flowing out. Now, because she hadn’t been keeping up with a rigid meditation schedule, she couldn’t see the energies as a coral glow, but she knew she would always be able to feel them, now that she knew what they felt like.

After a drink, a man took a seat next to her. He wasn’t her type, but she entertained his conversation. He asked her if she liked sports, and then he complimented her dress and began telling her about his job. From time to time, he would throw in another compliment, and Sidney let them soak in. She allowed herself to take a bit of the man’s energy if he was willing to give it to her.

Then, while he was talking, Sidney noticed a group of women entering the bar. They came in hot and confident, smiling, radiating a certain sense of intimidation that everyone noticed instantly. Even the man talking to Sidney looked at the girls and suddenly found himself distracted. “Uh, what was I saying?” he said.

“Your trip to Maui.”

“Oh right!” he said. “Uh… What about it? You know what? I just remembered that I have to make a call.” He slipped out, and when he came back, he didn’t take the seat next to Sidney, because now, like the other men in the bar, he was mesmerized by the newcomers.

And Sidney knew the newcomers: Amanda, Kara, and about eight others from the church. But they looked… different than Sidney remembered them. They were certainly more beautiful than she remembered—and more convincing. Maybe it was their clothes or their hair or their makeup… or maybe it was just the ‘cheerleader effect’, where a group of people tends to look more attractive as a group, but upon closer inspection, they’re all very much average.

But Amanda certainly didn’t look average when Sidney focussed on her. Her allure was strong; she’d become more attractive in some undefinable way; maybe it was something about her looks, or just a huge combination of little improvements that added up into a massive difference. Or maybe the difference was just a heightened confidence.

One of the girls noticed Sidney, and it was a minute later when Amanda approached Sidney at the bar. “Gertrude’s been freaking out over you not being at sermons,” she said with a curious smile.

“Really?” Sidney asked, eyeing the door. She didn’t want to get lured back into the church; she didn’t want to associate herself with any of those old characters. “She hasn’t reached out at all.”

“Why haven’t you been there?” Amanda asked, still grinning as if about to tell a joke.

“To be honest, I just don’t think it’s for me. I’m… making some changes in my life. I’m trying to simplify and get my shit together.” Sidney smiled and eyed the door again. This conversation was making her uncomfortable.

“It’s the post-sermonal fucking, isn’t it?” Amanda asked. “You got sick of Gertrude letting desperate losers fuck you.”

Sidney blushed. He’d never heard a member of the church speak so poorly of a priestess before. “It’s just not for me.”

“Good,” Amanda said. “She’s used you for long enough. You should be free to do as you wish—as long as you still believe in the words of the prophet.”

“Of course,” Sidney said quickly, feeling the duty to defend the texts, even though she no longer had any reason to do so.

“There is another path, you know,” Amanda said, that grin growing slightly. “I’d be happy to show it to you.”

Sidney eyed the door one last time. “I’m actually supposed to be meeting someone soon, but it was nice talking to you.”

“Wait,” Amanda said, perking up. She stepped in, and her amazing perfume wafted up Sidney’s nostrils. Her perky cleavage suddenly seemed so round and bountiful. Her warm aura was strong and inviting, and she just seemed so… powerful.

“W—What is it?” Sidney asked.

“Me and the girls—we’ve learned to read the book for ourselves, and to make our own conclusions. There’s a lot that the self-proclaimed priestesses don’t want us to know—or maybe they just don’t know it themselves. I’d be happy to teach you a thing or two.” She put a hand on Sidney’s arm, and then a surge of energy pulsed through her body. It was surely some supernatural phenomenon, because it made Sidney perk up, as if she’d just snorted a line. Her body was tingling now, and an intense heat was raging in her spine. Now, Amanda truly seemed alluring: her plump lips, her full breasts, her smooth legs. She was a picture of femininity boiled down to its core meaning. She was everything Sidney wished that she could be. “You have a lot to learn,” Amanda said, and her words seemed to echo in Sidney’s head.

She was doing something to Sidney, though Sidney had no idea what. Her words were so powerful; her allure was so strong. Her presence just made Sidney want to get her things from Zach’s house and run back to the church, with Amanda as her guide, as her mentor, as her priestess.

And now her head was racing with thoughts. It was so hard to convince herself to leave the church, and it seemed like it would be so easy to fall back in. Yes, Amanda was offering a different lifestyle, a different interpretation—but Sidney knew, deep down, that Amanda was just preying on Sidney’s vulnerability. “I have to go,” Sidney said.

And it was a good thing that she did, because that night, a man was stabbed to death inside of that bar, and the man who stabbed him was arrested. The fight was over ‘a girl’, according to the news, and Sidney knew that the girl was Amanda.

But before the stabbing happened—Sidney got home, heart racing, head spinning. She was afraid that she wasn’t going to be able to resist the pull of the church forever; she was terrified that they would find a way to pull her back in. Images of Amanda’s feminine perfection fluttered in her head; she wanted to be just like Amanda… and maybe she wanted to be with Amanda too. Why were these thoughts so confusing?

But she felt something else too: a tingling energy, burning inside of her, as if she took a little tiny ounce of something from Amanda when she managed to reject her offer. Amanda looked a bit stunned when Sidney took off, leaving the bar, and maybe she lost a tiny bit of her feminine energy to Sidney.

Now, Zach was coming out from his room. “You’re home late,” he said. He was topless. His gym-toned body was getting back to its peak condition. He stared at Sidney and Sidney stared back, and then something happened: that bit of allure that Sidney somehow stole from Amanda drew Zach in, and without a single word, their lips were locked. Before the end of a minute, Zach had her dress off, and she was standing topless with her small, perky breasts and puffy nipples out. Zach fondled her all over before lifting her up as if she weighed nothing. He carried her to his bed and threw her down. A moment later, he was on top of her.

“Promise me you weren’t out at that church,” he said with his deep voice.

“I wasn’t—and I’ll never go back there,” sighed Sidney, and then they kept kissing. His tongue explored her mouth, and she explored his mouth with her tongue. She felt his warm, throbbing cock against her leg. He remembered seeing him fucking that beautiful gym model, many months earlier. Now, Sidney was blushing, realizing that she was in the same league as that stunning beauty. A warmth swelled inside of her.

She reached down, grabbed that veiny cock, and pulled it into her asshole. She sighed and Zach groaned. She pushed it slowly into herself, and then she let go so he could do the rest.

He thrusted hard, pinning her wrists down on the mattress. He grunted and she moaned. He thrusted harder. She screamed out. She strained to look down, seeing his long shaft sliding in and out. “Oh God, right there!” she cried. “Right there! Don’t stop!”

Zach grunted louder and plunged harder. It wasn’t long before he was absolutely ravaging her, ploughing into her hard and fast, making her whole body shake, making the whole bed rattle. And Sidney didn’t stop to wonder what was happening or why until he was finishing inside of her, and her own cock was oozing cum onto her stomach; that’s when reality hit.

And it clearly hit for Zach too; his face was pale, and his eyes were wide. The room became silent as they both realized what they’d done.

In that moment, Sidney could feel something entering into her: an energy that was making her realize she was greater than she thought—and she knew, from the teachings of the Divine Feminine, that she was taking energy from Zach.

But instead of letting it happen, she reached out, slipped her fingers behind his head, pulled him down, and kissed him on the lips, showing him that she desired him, and in that moment, she felt something different, like their energies converging together. Now, one party wasn’t stealing from the other. This relationship was symbiotic. The desire was mutual, and their lust wasn’t about the boosting of some ego. They kissed for fifteen beautiful minutes, and then suddenly, Zach was back inside of her cum-filled hole. He began thrusting again, and they picked up where they’d left off.


CHAPTER 8
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It was 3:00 AM and Zach was putting at third creampie inside of Sidney’s asshole. He still felt conflicted about it… but he couldn’t resist her. He’d never had sex like that before, where he could lust over a woman (trans or otherwise) without feeling like she was taking something from him, or without his partner looking like something was being taken from her.

Sidney was different. Their desire for each other was mutual, and Zach found himself wondering if that had ever truly been the case before.

They talked early into the morning. Sidney fell asleep peacefully and cutely on Zach’s bed. Zach watched her sleep for a while, and then he dozed off for about an hour before his alarm went off—but somehow, he woke up with just as much energy as though he’d slept nine hours. He bounced out of bed while Sidney snored peacefully. He looked at her and realized, she wasn’t lying.

She really was happier as a woman. That church really had revealed some true part of herself to her, despite its toxic problems, like corruption, crime, and manipulation.

Zach showered, shaved, got dressed, and then he got into his car. He was ten blocks from home when he heard a loud crack and then felt a sharp pain in his chest. Someone screamed as he looked down to see a redness growing on his chest, seeping through his white top. He placed his hand against it and felt that it was warm and wet… it was blood.

Another crack ripped through his rib making him yelp with pain. He looked up and saw a hooded figure aiming a gun at him. People screamed. He pressed the gas, but it was a moment too late: another gunshot ripped through his torso, and then he started losing consciousness. His car swerved but he hit the gas harder, hoping to get further away from the assailant.

Zach passed out… but he survived. When he woke up, he was on a stretcher, being pulled into an ambulance. Paramedics were frantic around him. “Stay calm, sir!” said one of the paramedics. “We’re getting you to the hospital. You just need to stay calm and keep your heart-rate down.”

He passed back out and came back a bit later, now at the hospital. Doctors were working hard on getting him hooked up to new blood. Doctors were inspecting the bullet wounds. “Am I going to die?” he asked with a groggy voice.

“Let’s induce a coma to calm his vitals,” the doctor said to a nurse, ignoring his question, and he went out again.

But he survived. He was out for almost two full days. When he opened his eyes, Sidney was there, red-eyed, looking exhausted. She perked up and called for a nurse. “He’s awake!” she said.

“So it wasn’t a dream,” he groaned, feeling pain. But the pain was temporary; the nurses got morphine into him quickly.

“I’m so happy you’re alive,” Sidney said, wiping a tear from her cheek.

Zach managed to produce a smile. He was in pain, and the morphine didn’t make all of that pain go away. But now, he felt… happy. He felt a completeness that he wasn’t used to, with Sidney there by him. There was just something different about Sidney—something real, that none of his past girlfriends or flings had provided for him.

But it still seemed weird. Just a week earlier, Sidney was… Sid. Zach never saw Sid as being at all feminine—though maybe a bit skinny and submissive. But it seemed like it was such a small change: an outfit and some makeup, and it was enough to make Sid into a girl, into Sidney, into someone that seemed like a perfect candidate for a life partner—and Zach had never thought about finding a ‘life partner’ before; the term had always been too scary to even consider.

“The police want to talk to you,” Sidney said. “They will probably come by later. They haven’t found the person who shot you.”

“It was a woman,” said Zach. “But… she was wearing a mask. I just know that she was a woman.” And then Zach paused. “Or maybe… maybe it was a man, dressed as a woman. Honestly—it’s impossible to know anymore around here. That’s all I remember.”

Zach tried to search his brain for possible suspects. He tried to think of anyone who might want him dead for any reason. It had been a while since he’d fucked some random girl, though maybe some dude found out Zach had fucked his girlfriend a few months back; girls weren’t generally very honest about their relationship status—at least the girls that Zach would target.

But he hadn’t done that in a while, so if this was the doing of some angry, disgruntled boyfriend, there were just so many possibilities… but it wasn’t a man who shot him; it was a woman.

Now, Zach was trying to think of the women he could have pissed off. Sure, there were many girls he never called after a one-night-stand… but none of them could have been violently disgruntled; they all knew that Zach wanted something casual.

And then there was Amanda; they dated for months, and Zach just left her without properly breaking up with her. Maybe she caught wind of Zach’s little romance with Sidney… but how could she have found out about it? Did Sidney mention it? Had Sidney been going to that church?

The morphine began to make Zach sleepy. Sidney smiled. “Get some sleep,” she said. “I’m going to head to work, but I’ll come visit afterwards.” She gave him a small kiss.

And it all seemed fine—until he woke up in a terrible pain. Machines around him were blinking and ringing. Nurses were rushing into the room. “W—What’s happening?” he asked, feeling weak. He was rushed down the hall, to an operating room. They placed a plastic mask over his face, and then a terrible gas made him lightheaded. He groaned, and then he passed out.

When he came to next, Sidney was there, now with a terrible look on her face. She gasped, seeing that Zach was awake. She called for a nurse, and then she rushed to Zach’s side. “Please tell me you’re better,” she said. “Please. Please…”

But Zach didn’t feel good at all; he felt weak. And now, nurses were coming in to check his various vitals and IV bags. There was a big bag of blood being transfused into his body, and another tube pumping blood out of him.

“What’s going on?” he managed to ask in his groggy state.

“The doctor is on his way. Just try to relax,” said the nurse. Sidney sat quietly, nervous, pale, in the corner.

The doctor came and talked to the nurses quietly for a minute, before going to Zach to say, “I’m afraid we’re struggling to stop the internal bleeding. We’re trying our best, but emergency surgery failed, and your body is just too weak to undergo another surgery; the anesthesia would probably kill you.”

“What?” Zach said.

“One of those bullets tore through more than one vital organ, and the tissue isn’t able to repair itself. Your kidneys are starting to fail. Zach… We’re going to keep trying, but there’s a good chance that we’ve done everything we can do.

Now, Sidney was crying. Zach was too stunned to feel sad; he was just paralyzed with shock. “I feel fine. Just do the surgery,” he said.

“Your blood pressure is unstable. Your heart-rate keeps dropping to dangerously low levels. We need to get you stable before we can put you under. If we numbed you and tried to operate with you awake, the stress would probably force cardiac arrest. Right now, all we can do is wait… and hope.”

Zach couldn’t think of anything to say. The doctor was being as clear as he was allowed to be: Zach was living out his final days… maybe even his final hours.


CHAPTER 9
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Gertrude was visited by the police that morning: six officers, who had a warrant to search her home and the church. “What is this about?” she asked, turning cold.

It was an honest question; she’d murdered two people, and she heard the news about the shooting of the young man who had taken Sidney away from the church. Even the news knew that Zach had been seen with multiple members of that church.

The house of cards was collapsing.

Gertrude was taken to a cop car while the police searched her home. The doors were locked and she was told to wait, alone. Now, her heart was racing, because there was a handgun hiding under one of the floorboards. It seemed impossible that the cops wouldn’t find it—and how would she explain a hidden gun that she didn’t have a licence for the gun? Having the gun alone was a crime that could put her away.

But the cops didn’t find it. They asked if she would go to the station, to answer some questions. She put on a smile and agreed to go. In the back of her mind, she kept thinking, ‘lawyer, lawyer, lawyer’, but she knew that would look suspicious, so when they started asking her questions about the church, she just said, “I just go there to pray. I don’t know anything about it.”

“We’ve had many people tell us that you’re running the church,” the cop said.

She shook her head. “I just go there to pray.”

“And can you tell us about this religion?”

She put on a blank stare. “It’s don’t know much about it. I just feel good when I pray.”

This went on for hours, until the cops started to look visibly frustrated. “And do you know anything about a Zach Paradis?”

She shook her head and shrugged her shoulders.

“Bryan Crystal?”

She shook her head and shrugged her shoulders.

“Steven Young?”

“That’s the guy who was shot out in the woods, right?”

The cops groaned, and Gertrude knew in that moment that they had no evidence; they were just banking on an admission, and she wasn’t stupid enough to give them one.

After all, she had nothing to do with the shooting of Zach Paradis that she heard about on the news… though she had a feeling she knew who was behind it. She’d heard the girls talking about him before, and she knew that Amanda had been involved with him in some capacity—maybe romantically, or maybe she was just ‘feeding’ off of him.

After six hours, the police let Gertrude go. She went straight to the church, which had already been raided by police, but nothing was missing; they hadn’t even found the stash of church cash…

Though when Gertrude counted the cash, she noticed that the amount was vastly less than it should have been: about sixty-thousand dollars missing.

And then she heard Kara entering into her office. Gertrude went to ask Kara if she knew about the missing cash, and then she watched Kara’s face carefully, looking for signs of lying and deceit. Kara seemed genuinely surprised, and genuinely concerned. Then, Kara revealed that she’d been trying to find Amanda for the past twenty-four hours, but nobody could track her down.

Gertrude knew that the culprit was Amanda. She knew, with certainty, that Amanda had shot Zach, stolen the church money, and was probably now in another province. “That bitch,” Gertrude groaned.

But Gertrude wasn’t prepared to let Amanda get away with this. The damage Amanda had done was irreparable.

That night, less than a quarter of the veil-bearers showed up for mass, and there were only a few Chalice Guardians there to handle post-sermonal duties, so Gertrude cancelled post-sermonal duties for the night. Some people looked offended. Then, they heard the shouting and, out the window, saw that a protest had formed. Before leaving, Kara approached Gertrude, blushing, and said, “I think I have to leave the church. It’s just… It’s no good for my mental health. I’ve been suffering, and…”

“You’re leaving me for Amanda,” Gertrude said. “Just admit it.”

Kara looked guilty: wide eyes, red face, silent lips. It was a moment before she was able to produce an obvious lie: “No, I’m not. I’m just going to take a break from all of this.”

Gertrude bit her tongue; she was frustrated. She was quickly losing a grip on everything. Maybe she should have taken Amanda out—before Amanda was able to pull this reckless stunt. Now, everyone in town thought that the church was some corrupted cult; everyone thought that Gertrude was some serial killer. Sid was gone, and Kara was leaving.

But she had an idea. When Kara left, she followed her, from a distance. She knew that Kara would lead her to Amanda—and she was right; Kara went straight from the church in Smithers to a small abandoned house in Bear Lake. Gertrude watched from the street, looking through the windows, and she saw Amanda, and she saw Amanda’s new followers. It appeared that Amanda was giving some sort of sermon. It lasted an hour. Everyone left—everyone except for Amanda, who was seemingly laying low during this murder investigation.

So Gertrude went home, got that handgun, and then, at 2:00 AM, she drove to Bear Lake. She knew that she should be taking more precautions, like she did when she killed Sid’s mom’s boyfriend—but right now, she just wanted to take Amanda out swiftly, to put an end to her crooked interpretation of the Divine Feminine.

She found that the back door was unlocked. She crept in, but the floorboards were creaking, no matter how softly she stepped. Her heart was racing. She knew that she was about to commit a third murder—and this, surely, would be her last. After this, she would have a grip once again on the church, and she could make a few changes to make sure things didn’t spiral out of control again.

She crept up the narrow stairs. She turned the corner. Her palms were sweaty, making it hard to grip that gun. She took a deep breath, turned into a bedroom, and then—crack!

A terrible pain ripped through her chest. She gasped, and then she fired her gun before falling back. The loud crack of her own gun came before a loud cry: a direct hit.

It was a moment before her vision corrected itself and she saw Amanda on the floor, bleeding, trying to reach for her gun. So Gertrude, from the ground, shot again, making Amanda cry out once more. She shot two more times, and then she dropped her gun as the pain in her chest swelled and paralyzed her.

Amanda wasn’t dead; she was staring at Gertrude with wide eyes. “W—Why?” Amanda said.

Then Gertrude looked down and saw that her chest was bleeding profusely. “You shot me,” she said, in shock.

“You shot me!”

“I’m dying.”

“Good,” Amanda said, and then she coughed. “You’re a murderer. You should be dead.”

“Says the murderer!” Gertrude snapped.

“What are you talking about!?”

“I know that you killed that Zach kid!” Gertrude said, and now her vision was going dark. She knew she had only seconds left to live.

“I didn’t kill anyone, you psycho!” Amanda said, and then Amanda’s eyes began to droop.

Gertrude felt a sudden rush of guilt, of regret. She knew that she made a big mistake. But if Amanda didn’t try to kill Zach, then who did?

It only took thirty seconds before both girls were dead.
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Sidney was sitting in the hospital waiting room, hands clasped together, praying for someone or something to save Zach. But with each passing minute, it seemed more hopeless. The nurses wouldn’t even look Sidney in the eye, because they knew that Zach wasn’t going to pull through.

“Unfortunately, you have to go home,” said one of the nurses. “We’re closing the waiting room. We have to keep it open for emergency patients only.” That’s one of the problems with small-town hospitals.

Sidney tried to plead with the nurse, to let her stay, but it was hopeless. She didn’t want to go back to Zach’s home, to be surrounded by happy memories (memories that were created in just a few days). She didn’t want those happy memories to be tainted. So she sat in her car and put her forehead against the steering wheel. Then, she remembered that there was a copy of the Divine Feminine in the glovebox. She hadn’t entertained that religion in a long time… but now, she needed something to lean on.

She took it out. She held it against her heart, and then she prayed to the Divine Mother. “Please… if you’re real… help me,” she said. “I’ll… do anything.”

She remembered what Gertrude taught her, about asking a question, and then flipping to a page—as if the book was like a deck of tarot cards. So she tried it, asking, “What can I do to help?” And she flipped to a random page and read the following:

Sit in silence, letting the breath become a rhythmic dance, a sacred communion with the Divine Mother. Close your eyes, allowing the external world to dissolve into the shadows of existence.
Clear the mind, a canvas awaiting the brushstrokes of cosmic wisdom. In this ethereal space, open the sacred texts of the Divine Feminine with reverence. As your fingers trace the parchment, let intuition guide you to a random page, a portal to revelations.
In the hushed whispers of your soul, pose your query, and let the words on the chosen page unfold like petals of enlightenment. The Divine Mother, in her boundless grace, shall reveal insights, guiding your path with the ethereal light of feminine wisdom.



Sidney groaned; it was just instructions on how to do… exactly what she’d just done. So she tried it again, thinking maybe she’d done it wrong. She closed the book, cleared her mind, waited a few minutes, and then she opened to a random page… which turned out to be the same exactly page.

So she tried it once more, this time with the idea of dropping the book down on the seat and letting it open itself to a page—but it was the same page.

“Why won’t you help me!?” she cried. Then, she went to try once more, and while she was working on clearing her mind, with her eyes closed, she suddenly felt something, like an urge to move in a certain direction. She opened her eyes slowly, holding onto that urge.

Now, she was putting her car in drive. She began to creep slowly, trying to stay partially in a state of meditation—but aware enough that she could safely drive the car.

She drove slowly, for thirty minutes, letting that sensation pull her. It took her to Bear Lake. Then, she had the sense that it was time to stop the car, so she stopped. She found herself looking to the woods. She had no idea how this would help Zach, but she was desperate. She was willing to try anything.

Now, she was hiking into the forest, which seemed totally insane. She walked for thirty long minutes, and that pulling sensation only became stronger and stronger. She started to run, feeling cold as it was now pitch-black, and she was deep in a shady forest.

Suddenly, she lost that feeling. The pull vanished, and she found herself… in the middle of nowhere, surrounded by trees, not even sure how to get back to town. She fell to the ground and wept, feeling more hopeless than ever—and gullible, knowing that she, once again, fell for the cultish tricks of the Divine Feminine. Why was she like this? Why did she let herself get persuaded by that ridiculous religion?

Then, she noticed a curious tree; it had a hole in the side of it. It was too strange to ignore, so she walked up to it and looked down into the hollowed base of the tree. There, she saw rolled up papers. She reached down and grabbed them. They were delicate, having been exposed to moisture and bugs and some degree of rot.

Now, she was carefully rolling them out on the forest floor. She gasped suddenly when she saw what they were: handwritten passages from the Divine Feminine. “Oh my God,” she whispered. She began to read.

To the seeker who stumbles upon these hidden texts in epochs yet to unfold, heed this sacred whisper. Let the ancient words caress the corridors of your understanding, but be wary, for the cryptic tendrils of truth are elusive.
Beware those who proclaim mastery, claiming to unravel the enigma more than others. In the arcane dance of interpretation, no soul possesses absolute comprehension. The Divine Feminine's mysteries are fluid, evading the grasp of the arrogant. Trust the whispers of your intuition, and let the sacred texts illuminate the path to your own revelations.



Now, Sidney’s hands were trembling. She couldn’t believe what she was reading. Were these pages written by Randy? Sidney had briefly met Randy, and knew a little bit about him from stories told by Gertrude, who heard them from Erica.

It was the next passage that left Sidney breathless for a moment.

For those seeking to alleviate the afflictions of the unwell, gather the essence of feminine energy, stored in the sanctum of your being, and let it flow with intention.
Sit in quiet contemplation, connecting with the divine reservoir within. Draw forth the nurturing currents, channeling them through your hands with purpose. Envision the ailing soul surrounded by a tender cocoon of this healing energy, a gentle balm to mend the threads of their vitality.
With each breath, release the potent waves, harmonizing with the recipient's essence. Watch as the transformative power of the Divine Feminine weaves through the tapestry of their ailment, offering solace and restoration. In this sacred exchange, healing unfolds, guided by the benevolent currents of feminine energy.



Sidney stuffed those pages into her pocket and started running, summoning energy she didn’t know that she had. She sprinted though that dark forest. She ran hard, and kept running when her muscles were aching. Amazingly, she stumbled out of that forest right where her car was parked. She got into her car and raced to the hospital, exceeding the speed limit enough that her license would have been immediately suspended if caught.

The hospital was quiet, under-staffed. Sidney knew the nurses weren’t going to let her into Zach’s room, so she had to sneak in. She quietly crept into the emergency room, which had about six sick people waiting. She tiptoed to the hallway and stood by the door until the hall was clear. She quickly shuffled down to Zach’s room. Zach was lifeless and pale on the bed, asleep as blood pumped in and out of his damaged organs.

Sidney dropped to her knees. She took a deep breath and cleared her mind. The words of the Divine Feminine echoed in her head, and she tried to focus. She reached out her hands and gently placed them against Zach’s chest. Now, she was focussing hard, trying to imagine those energies. Now, she was very much wishing that she would have continued her meditations, so she could get into this mindset faster.

But it was working… she could feel it working. She imagined what the texts told her to imagine. Focusing hard, she imagined his insides, and she started to feel them pulling together. She was in there for fifteen minutes before a nurse came in and said, “You can’t be in here!”

“I’m helping him,” she insisted.

But the nurse was already calling for help. There were rumours in the hospital that Sidney was involved with the church, and everyone in town knew that the church was an evil establishment.

They took Sidney out of the room—but she’d done what she needed to do. It was only an hour later when a nurse came to Sidney (who was refusing to leave the emergency room) and told her that Zach’s vitals had stabilized unexpectedly. Sidney almost fainted with shock—and excitement. She jumped to her feet.

“We’re not in the clear yet,” said the nurse. “But the bleeding seems to be stopping. The doctor is looking into booking an operating room while he’s stable.”

But the operation didn’t end up being necessary. Zach had stabilized so much that the doctor no longer thought it was necessary to open him up.

Zach was saved—and he was saved by the Divine Feminine.
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Zach spent the next week in that hospital, mostly just under observation, as he’d made a sudden almost-complete recovery. He could walk, he could use the bathroom without help, and he hardly had any pain. Zach was fairly certain they were only keeping him because they were in awe of his sudden betterment.

He spent a lot of time on his phone, surfing the internet, reading the news. He was surprised to read that one of his former classmates had been arrested in Alberta: Eric, who was now going by Erica. She was stopped at a random check stop, and the officer who stopped her could smell gunpowder on her. The car was described by witnesses who saw the shooting. Police came and showed Zach a picture of Erica. “Recognize her?”

“No,” he said, “but I did know her. She went to school with me.” Then, Zach remembered that girl. “I took some girl out on a few dates, and he was salty about it—back when she was a he, that is.”

Then, there was the discovery of two dead trans girls in Bear Lake, not far from where Zach was living when he was finishing up high school. They were killed in a shootout. Police asked Zach if he knew either of the girls; they showed him the pictures, and he was stunned when he saw Amanda. “I dated her for a while,” he said, stunned.

The police were very interested in Zach, wondering why he was connected to all of these deaths. Zach just shrugged his shoulders. He had no idea what the hell was going on—he just knew that he wanted nothing to do with it.

He got a visit from a young woman on his last day in the hospital. She came in late, with a ball cap on her head. She had a pale, guilty look on her face. “Are you Zach?” she asked quietly.

Zach’s heart was racing. Her nervous look made him think it was another crony from the church, here to finish the job. Instead, she just said, “I wanted to give this to you.” She took out a thick envelope and placed it on the table. “I’m sorry about what happened to you.”

“O—Okay…” said Zach. “Who are you?”

She was quiet. She blinked a few times, and then said, “If I tell you, will you promise not to tell anyone? I’d rather not have anyone from the church coming after me. It’s better that people don’t know where this money came from.”

“So it’s money from the church?”

“Sort of,” she said. “It’s money that… my ex took from the church. And… You should have it.”

She was starting to tear up. “And, uh, I hope that you make a full recovery. I think it’s awful what she did to you.”

“And what’s your name?”

“Karla,” she said, and then she left.

Sidney showed up a bit later and saw the envelope. “What’s that?” she asked.

“Money, I think,” Zach said.

Sidney inspected it. Zach still hadn’t. “My God,” Sidney said. “There’s… like one-hundred thousand dollars here.” Sidney’s eyes were wide. Zach was shocked, but he wasn’t sure keeping the money was a good idea; he knew that it came from some criminal organization; he knew that it was tied to murder and corruption and deceit.

But it was more than enough money to get the hell out of Smithers, and far, far away from the reach of that horrible church, which was still running. According to the news, some new girl had taken over the church in Smithers, and made a statement about bringing the whole church together. It was national news…

The church had grown large in a very short period of time, and it seemed like no corruption controversy was going to stop it; maybe it could be slowed down, but nothing was going to stop it. There were already churches springing up in other countries—fourteen countries, according to the Church of the Divine Feminine’s website. There were followers everywhere, and different churches had different interpretations of the source material.

Sidney had found some pages out in the woods. She’d asked Zach what to do with them, and Zach said to just stash them away, but Sidney insisted that they needed to be taken to the church. Zach didn’t want Sidney going anywhere near that church again, but Sidney did it—just once—to deliver a copy of those pages. She sent copies to additional churches; some apparently adopted them as part of the biblical canon, some claimed that Sidney invented them in an attempt to take out the church. The pages, after all, did say that no single person could be anymore knowing than anyone else familiar with the material. Apparently some people don’t like to hear that when they’re working to amass power.

Before the end of the year, the government stepped in to try to regulate the church, but the church was powerful, and it was hard to pin down; it was hard to determine a point of origin. The church had been fractured into many individual religions, and they were all dealing with cash—making them hard to trace and hard to account for. By the end of that year, the church was constantly in the news cycle, particularly in British Columbia where it all began, and where there was the highest concentration of followers.

But Zach didn’t care about any of it. Now, he was in a new city, with Sidney—but it wasn’t new for her. It was the city where she was born and raised: Halifax. Here, she was happy. She had a few friends from her teen years who accepted her new self, so it was easy to quickly fit in. Zach was able to find work quickly, and that lump of cash that Karla had given Zach was more than enough for a down-payment on a reasonable little house.

Finally, it seemed like life was normal… Until a couple of young trans girls came to the door one day. “Is Sidney home?” they asked, with big eager eyes.

Zach hesitated. He was still nervous, still terrified that Erica was going to finish the job; it was Erica, after all, who had travelled to Smithers to take Zach out. He never really did figure out why, though he had a decent theory, which involved Sidney. It was just a theory: Erica had fled town after the murder of Steven Young; after many months, she ran out of cash, so she returned to Smithers to collect more. While there, she found that the church’s corruption had spiralled beyond what she’d left behind. At a glance, it must have looked like the drama of Sidney leaving the church (and enraging Gertrude, who was running it at the time) had caused a rupture. Or maybe she just never got over that grudge, when Zach ‘stole’ Bristol from her. Maybe that little grudge had been building, and she just wanted a bit of revenge, and felt that she’d become powerful enough to do whatever she wanted without consequence. Well—now, she was in prison, and she had eighteen years left on her sentence.

“Is she home?” the pair of girls asked again.

“Who is it?” Sidney asked from the other room, before Zach could lie and tell them that she wasn’t there.


CHAPTER 12
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Sidney didn’t recognize the pair of girls; they were young, cute, and they seemed innocent, but Sidney knew that the innocent-looking ones were sometimes the most dangerous. Out of instinct, she kept her body slightly behind Zach, knowing that he could easily handle the pair if they tried to do anything.

“It really is you,” gawked one girl.

“We’ve been trying to track you down for months.”

“Why?” Sidney asked, now feeling even more nervous. She instantly knew that these girls were involved with the church. Their trans identity was the first big giveaway.

“We’re from the church in Quebec City. Our priestess always reads from the pages you discovered—the Book of Complete Understanding.”

“Is that what they’re calling it?” Sidney asked with a small smile.

“I’m majoring in forensic sciences in Quebec,” said the taller of the two. “For my thesis, I did an analysis on the Book of Complete Understanding, comparing the handwriting and whatnot to the other books of the Divine Feminine. It’s genuine; I’m absolutely sure of it. So you really found it out there, didn’t you?”

Sidney nodded her head. “Yeah. I did.”

“And She led you to the pages? Is that true?”

“Yeah,” said Sidney, still a bit on edge, even though she’d determined that these girls weren’t dangerous.

“In our church, you’re considered the Second Prophet.”

Then, Sidney shook her head. “Don’t. I don’t want that. I didn’t write those pages. I didn’t even interpret them. I just found them. That doesn’t make me a prophet.”

“But She chose you to find them,” said the shorter girl, whose eyes were still flashing—starstruck. “She picked you to deliver the pages, and those pages have touched so many people.”

Sidney just smiled and nodded her head.

“Would you come to speak at our church? We would pay for your travel and everything.”

Sidney shook her head. “I’m sorry. I don’t involve myself in that anymore.”

The girls looked stunned. “But… Isn’t it true that you saved a dying man using what was written in those pages?”

Now, Zach was looking at Sidney; Sidney had never told Zach about that night; she never told him that the Divine Feminine, which he loathed, had saved him from death. “I think that every story becomes more fantastic the more it’s told,” Sidney smiled. “I appreciate your visit though.”

“You’ll always be a legend, Sidney,” said the tall girl.

The girls turned around to leave, then Sidney stopped them. “Wait.”

The girls looked at Sidney, still bright-eyed.

“Tell me. Does your church do… post-sermonal duties?”

“What’s that?”

“Do you do anything after a sermon?”

“We meditate. On Fridays, we have a potluck.”

Sidney paused for a moment. “And that’s it?”

They nodded their heads.

“And to become a Chalice Guardian… What do they make you do?”

The tall girl smiled and let out a small laugh. “It was really hard, but worth it,” she said. “A thousand hours of community service. I hope I never have to make another turkey sandwich again in my life.”

Sidney breathed a sigh of relief. “Well, I’m glad it’s been positive for you. And… I hope that it always stays positive.”

The girls smiled, and then they took off. Now, Sidney had the awkward task of explaining to Zach what happened in the hospital that night. He wasn’t mad—just a bit shocked. He still ended up giving Sidney a kiss on the lips.

THE END
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