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THE FEMININE 3


Erica has good intentions as the new leader of the Divine Feminine Church… though some urges are too strong to resist, especially when so many young feminized men are so willing.


CHAPTER 1
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Eric had a big problem; at least half a dozen of his congregation knew his real identity. How they figured it out—Eric had no idea, but the problem seemed to be out of his control now.

He was too afraid to go to conduct a sermon; there were just too many newcomers. Eric had no idea who the newcomers were. He had no idea if he knew them in real life. And he still had absolutely no idea who in that religious group knew who he was.

This had all become too dangerous. Now, it just seemed like a matter of time before his father figured all of this out—or at least started to suspect that Eric was living a sort of double-life as a woman.

His urges to dress up were seemingly gone. None of his girly clothes were kept at his own house; they were all stored in his chambers at the house of Randy’s uncle. And with them so far away (over a mile away), they just weren’t so… tempting.

Was that phase of his life behind him? Did he get it all out from his system? Did he finally wake up and realize how insane all of this was? It really was insane; he’d sat upon a throne and watched as nearly a dozen young men dressed up as girls, got tied to an altar, and were subsequently anally fucked by a male prostitute. In retrospect, it all just seemed so absurd.

And the coral energies—those were fading. Some days he didn’t see them at all. Some days he found himself wondering if any of it had ever been real, or if it had all been some sort of psychosis—maybe some swamp gas that had floated into Bear Lake and made him turn temporarily crazy. Maybe that would explain Randy’s hallucinations and sudden insanity—and maybe it would explain the irrationality of the others, like Karla, who was currently taking over running the church while Eric was gone. Gertrude also claimed that she could see those coral auras. Were they lying? Was it all just some collective psychosis? Doesn’t that happen all of the time with cults?

No—Eric shrugged off those thoughts. He couldn’t let these doubts consume him. He’d come so far. He’d put so much work into this organization. So many people were counting on him…

On her—they knew him as Erica. And for the past three months, he was so sure that he was Erica, and that Eric was the false identity. Now—he wasn’t so sure. Now, Erica just seemed so… distant.

More gifts came to the house, addressed to Eric. One of the cards said, ‘Don’t worry; Your identity is safe with us, Priestess.’ Maybe the sender had good intentions, but all they accomplished was filling Eric’s stomach with more dread. They wouldn’t stop. They idolized Erica as if she was some sort of goddess. Well—technically, that was what they were supposed to be doing; it’s what Erica trained them to do. But this was just going too far; now, it was a total breach of privacy.

Finally, after two weeks away, Eric decided to go back over to the house, a few hours before the sermon. It was empty, but signs of recent sermons were everywhere; the house was trashed, as if a dozen raging parties had been thrown in there. There were outfits everywhere—and panties, soiled with cum. Bedsheets were soiled with the occasionally inevitable anal discharges that happen during rough anal play. The smell in the house was terrible. Lamps were broken. Lights were burnt out from being left on for weeks. The bathroom was thrashed. Used condoms were everywhere. The place just smelled of stale cum and lingering anal sex. Eric had to cover his nose.

This was unacceptable.

Eric turned to look back, and he saw the door opening. His body tensed up; he was ready to run, ready to crash through one of the broken windows. Then, he paused when he saw an older man step in. The man froze with a horrified look on his face. “M—My house.” Then, he saw Eric.

Eric recognized the man; he was a resident of the town, though Eric didn’t know his name. Surely, the man recognized Eric.

“What the fuck are you doing in here?” the man asked. And that’s when Eric realized he was looking at Randy’s uncle, who was supposed to be gone until the end of springtime.

“I’m sorry,” Eric said. “We… We threw a party here a couple of nights ago. I mean—not me. I was invited. I just… left something here, and I came to get it.”

“A party? This is my house!”

“I’m sorry,” Eric said, trying to look as innocent as possible. “I had no idea. Martin Franco said it was his place.”

“Martin Franco? Who the fuck is Martin Franco?”

Martin Franco was a rough-and-tumble kid who used to go to Eric’s school; he no longer attended school, because he was expelled for selling cocaine on school grounds. “You know Martin… Helen Franco’s son.”

“Are you fucking kidding me? My house is trashed!” said Randy’s uncle. “Look at this fucking place!”

“I’m really sorry, sir. I had no idea. Could I help you clean it?”

Eric stayed in character and spent the hour in that house, cleaning it up. Eric collected all of the female clothes and stuffed them into garbage bags. He took those bags to his car. Now, the car was packed to the brim with female clothing.

Then, he went back for his documents: the original manuscript of the Divine Feminine, and the pages that Eric had created. Then, while cleaning out the desk drawers, he found a piece of paper that he’d never noticed before. It was a note, in Randy’s handwriting.

“The final pages of the Divine Feminine exist, out in the woods. Pray to the Divine Mother, and she will help you to find them.”

Eric paused. Then, he heard Randy’s uncle, getting angrier. “Everything is fucking broken!” he roared. “I’m going to kill the fucker who did this!”

Eric collected his pages. He collected anything that could link him to that house. Then, he got out of there—and just in time. He parked down the street and watched as cars began pulling up. First, Karla arrived and went to the door. The old man screamed at her and she retreated. Then came Gertrude, and she got the same treatment. Now, cars were coming every couple of minutes. The old man stood outside, shouting at confused men, dressed as women. Everyone was turned away. Eric’s stomach was turning. How could he have screwed all of this up so badly?

Eric knew he had to do something. He had to pull the broken pieces back together and salvage months of hard work and dedication. He’d sacrificed so much; he’d allowed countless cocks into his body, because he believed in the pages of that divine document. So he drove to Smithers. He stopped halfway to do his makeup, and to let down his shaggy hair, which he now kept in a man-bun whenever he was in ‘boy mode’. He went straight to Karla’s house, and managed to catch Karla before she got changed.

“Erica,” she said with a stunned look. “Where have you been? The house—the owner is back.”

“I know,” Erica said. “I—I spoke with him. We can’t go there anymore. We need to find somewhere else. But…”

“But what?” Karla asked. Then, Karla let Erica inside.

“They know who I am,” Erica said, beginning to tremble as the stress of the past few weeks began to reach a climax.

“Who?”

“The girls—the veil-bearers. I don’t know which ones, but they’ve been coming to my house, to my school. They’ve been leaving notes and gifts—and they’re going to get me in a lot of shit.”

“I—I thought you were totally out,” Karla said with a stunned look on her face.

“Not totally,” Erica admitted. She hated showing weakness in front of her followers. If they thought that she was weak, or not quite the perfect person they assumed she was, then the whole religion could fall to pieces. “It’s complicated—okay? I just… I need it to stop. I need to know who’s doing it, and we need to weed them out somehow.”

“What do you mean?”

“Get rid of them. I don’t know. I don’t know who these people are. I don’t know where half of them are even coming from anymore. Gertrude said she doesn’t know half of them either. Someone is out there spreading the Divine Feminine around—and it’s working.”

“But that’s good, isn’t it? We just need to find a way to protect you--that’s our priority,” Karla said, and Erica smiled; a wave of relief washed over her. She knew that Karla would go to extremes to help Erica. Karla had been through a lot; she’d made big sacrifices to get to that position in that religious order. Erica had watched Karla’s initiation, and she’d seen Karla take countless young men into her chambers. And then there was the initiation when they went to town together, the countless hours studying the pages of the Divine Feminine, and the countless hours of meditation.

“Thanks, Karla,” said Erica. “I knew I could count on you.”

“As for location, I think we need to relocate to Smithers. I’ve been looking into some options of bigger spaces, and it just so happens that there’s an old church for sale. It was a Catholic Church that stopped running about twenty years ago, and it’s just been sitting on the market.”

“With what money?” Erica asked.

“Well,” Karla said. “We’ve got about thirty-thousand right now. The church is up for eighty. We could buy it outright, with cash, in about… ten weeks at our current pace.”

Erica paused. “Wait. We’re making five thousand dollars each week?”

Karla smiled. “Gertrude and I got a few of the new Chalice Guardians working—and I convinced a few others to ask for raises at work. And, with the increase in new veil-bearers, I think we should start collecting money during sermons. Maybe we can turn ten weeks into five. Until then, we can host sermons here. I can get it all organized with Gertrude.”

“I love you girls so much,” Erica smiled. “If there’s anything I can do, just let me know.”

“Just come and conduct your sermon, help with the post-sermonal duties, and help to identify who’s ready to be initiated to Chalice Guardian, so we can get more money coming in.”

Erica blushed. Now, she was feeling guilty for the times she gave Karla a hard time.

Erica spent an hour hauling female clothes into Karla’s small rental. Now, the place looked like a cramped thrift store. “The next few weeks are going to be… tight,” Karla said, looking around.

“We’ll make it work,” Erica said, smiling at Karla. And then a moment later, she leaned in and kissed Karla on the lips: a kiss that lasted over a minute, with fingers nestling into hair, and hands exploring bodies.

A moment later, they were in Karla’s bedroom, where post-sermonal duties would be held for the next month or two. Erica stripped Karla down and exposed her budding breasts. She sucked her beautiful puffy nipples, and then she sucked a hickey onto Karla’s neck before thrusting her cock into Karla’s asshole. Karla cried out as Erica began to thrust hard into Karla’s body.

Erica couldn’t believe Karla’s chest; her breasts were already B-cups. Erica had been taking pills for longer, and she hardly had A-cups. Now, Erica was hypnotized by Karla’s small bouncing tits. She pulled out and ejaculated on them. Karla used the palms of her hands to rub that cum all over her breasts, making her chest glisten with that sticky substance. Then, the two kissed again.

“We’re going to be rich together,” Erica whispered into Karla’s ear. Then, she began to suck Karla’s earlobe. Erica decided then that she would spend the night.


CHAPTER 2
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Karla liked Erica. Erica was adorable, with her little pigtails and her freckled cheeks. And for months, Karla had looked up to Erica; Erica was her priestess; she’d been taught to worship Erica as a goddess… But now, she was beginning to realize that Erica was just… human.

Erica made a concerning comment before they fell asleep together. In her ear, she’d whispered, “We’re going to be rich together,” and Karla couldn’t help but wonder if that was Erica admitting to this whole thing being some sort of scam.

And the comment came shortly after she admitted that she wasn’t even a female full-time; she was leaving those sermons and going back to boy-mode. Even Karla had gone through great pains coming out to her friends and family as trans—and it ruined a number of close personal relationships. Her own father would no longer talk to her. She wasn’t allowed back home. Her sister deleted her from social media. Her friends seemed accepting, but now, she was never invited out to do anything. Maybe they were just nice to her face…

But Erica hadn’t endured the same struggle. Erica was apparently just living two separate lives, and now, she wanted Karla’s help to ensure that they stayed separate, which just seemed so… hypocritical. Karla could remember the meeting in Erica’s chamber, where she told her that she would never ascend the ranks until she was a girl and nothing but a girl.

Karla felt conflicted in more ways than one. Not only did Erica have her questioning the validity of the church, but now, Erica had her feeling things that… were totally fractured. A true, devout worshipper of the Divine Feminine should be seeking the lust of men, not women. But now, she had feelings for Erica—and Erica, the leader of the whole thing, seemed to have feelings for her. There was nothing in the Divine Feminine pages about lesbian relationships—only the power of being worshipped by a man, and made to feel feminine by men. In fact, Karla had managed to find a whole section about it being a ‘fracture’ to draw feminine energy from a woman—especially a woman from the church.

Did that mean that their little budding relationship was a fracture?

Erica showed up for sermon, along with most of the usual congregation. She gave an hour-long speech, reading from the pages and explaining their meaning. She had the whole room captivated. A few of the new veil-bearers were brought to tears, feeling her divine presence, as if she was the Divine Mother herself.

Post-sermonal duties were tricky, because there was only a single room, which was small, with a twin-sized bed. So Erica took the bedroom, and accepted three veil-bearers to enter into her. Gertrude, Karla, and seven additional Chalice Initiates accepted partners out in the open, in front of the whole congregation. The four Chosen Ones who showed up also helped with the post-sermonal duties; they got onto the floor, spread their legs, and allowed veil-bearers to take turns with them. Karla was taking it from a young blonde boy in a short pink dress when she looked around and her heart was filled with a dread as she realized she was taking part in a massive orgy. Before, with the separate chambers and dimmed lights and careful lineups—it all seemed so ordered and proper. Now, with the overflow of complete strangers, the teeming piles of clothes, and the sex-in-the-open… it was just sexual chaos and hellish pleasures.

But they survived the night. Karla ran a collection and amassed almost a thousand dollars in ‘donations’ from new members. Two days later, after another sermon, they made another thousand, and then came the split-paycheques. Karla kept the cash in a safe box, which was stashed behind a loose baseboard. Now, that box was overflowing, so she went to a bank and had all of the bills that were smaller than $100 exchanged for $100 bills.

At the next sermon, she announced a fundraiser. “Every member is expected to raise three-hundred dollars—veil-bearers included. This money will go towards a bigger location.” The task was to drive to thrift shops all over the northern part of that province, buying women’s clothing, and then selling it online and on Marketplace for a profit. This was easy for the more devout girls, because part of their ‘religious’ training involved studying feminine culture, and attire was a big part of that. One girl even raised a whopping $2,650, and said, “I’m happy to keep doing this if you need more money.” She blushed, and Karla went to Erica and they decided together to make the girl the first biologically-male Chosen One as a reward.

As more money poured in, the church felt more and more like a hustle. It only took a few weeks to reach the goal—to have enough cash to buy that old church that was on the outskirts of town. Karla and Erica went together to the real estate agent and made an offer of $60,000, which, to their surprise, was accepted. They paid in cash, and the deed was made out to both of them. In the meeting with the real estate lawyer, Karla learned Eric’s real legal name: Eric McCarthy. Erica blushed and looked away, and Karla promised she wouldn’t remember it or do anything with it.

But… she couldn’t help herself. A day later, she found herself on Facebook. She decided to see if there was an ‘Eric McCarthy’ in the area, and sure enough, there was one, living in Bear Lake.

His picture was so… surreal. He looked like a scruffy guy. In the picture, he was in full-camouflage, hunting, with a rifle. Karla clicked away quickly, not wanting to see more. She felt instantly guilty for looking him up.

The next day, they got the keys to the old church. They got Gertrude to help move everything into the new space, which was triple the size of the old house in Bear Lake, and almost ten-times the size of Karla’s rental.

Two of the huge stained glass windows were broken and boarded. The pews were vandalized. Someone had lit a fire on the ‘sanctuary’, and they’d trashed the altar. Someone had been squatting in the old Sunday School classroom, and someone had been masturbating in the confessional (there was yellowed, dry cum all over the door). But fixing it up took no time at all. Erica and Karla weaponized their followers after the next sermon. The place was cleaned and gutted in a day, and then the handier followers got to work restoring broken drywall, rotten subfloors, hardwood floors. It took only two days for the sanctuary to be restored to its former glory. Karla didn’t have to hire a plumber or an electrician; there were already veil-bearers with those skills, so everything got fixed.

Throughout all of March and April, the church was teeming with girls, volunteering, working hard—and smiling, because for many of them, this was their only opportunity to be girls outside of their real lives. Back home—wherever home was—they had no choice but to be men; they couldn’t risk their relationships, their reputations. But here, their male selves didn’t exist.

Karla, Erica, and Gertrude went to a home furnishings store with a budget of $30,000, to total furnish the five new bed chambers that their followers had made for the new church. They bought huge, comfy beds, beautiful satin sheets, amazing sheer canopies, candelabras, deep-red floor runners that led to those divine beds, and Bluetooth speakers and subwoofers, which they hid in the rooms. Gertrude, who was good with technology and computers and understood programming, set up a system so that those speakers would begin to play ‘music’ at 9:00 PM each night, which was when post-sermonal duties began. No, it wasn’t Marvin Gaye—it was music that Erica had sourced from old recordings in Tibetan temples. Those sounds created a haunting soundscape in those rooms, and when post-sermonal duties resumed the next day, all three girls noticed a difference in the sexual atmosphere. Now, post-sermonal sex felt less pornographic and more… spiritual, as it should have always felt.

By the beginning of May, the Church of the Divine Feminine was established and operating, and the girls decided it was time to focus again on growing the order. And on the days between sermons, Erica drove from Bear Lake to Karla’s house; Karla let her in, and they made love for hours, and cuddled together watching TV, as if they were a totally ordinary couple, and not a duo running one of the biggest spiritual schemes in the country’s history.


CHAPTER 3
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Sid knew that something had changed. The whole town just seemed… quieter, even though the snow was almost all melted away and small flowers were beginning to bloom.

That house was no longer active at night. That group of ‘femboys’ had packed up and left, and now there was just some old man there, who occasionally came out to clean up around his yard. It was as if that strange cult had never been there.

But Gertrude still came by, once a week, while Sid was home alone. She would sneak in and they would fool around together. Sid had noticed many changes to her body. Every week, her breasts seemed a little bit bigger. Her testicles seemed smaller. Her skin seemed smoother. Fat was beginning to pack on her hips and not so much around her midsection, making her frame look more feminine.

Sid knew that she was taking pills. He knew that she wasn’t out as a woman yet; she often complained about having to wear ‘binders’ at school and at home, so people wouldn’t know that she was changing her body.

Their relationship had evolved beyond blowjobs in a car. It had even evolved beyond sex. Sometimes they wouldn’t even have sex; they would just sit and talk and snuggle together by the fire, and then fall asleep together.

Sid’s mom had run into Gertrude twice. Both times, Sid’s heart nearly stopped; his mom came home early from work both times... but she apparently couldn’t tell that Gertrude wasn’t really a woman in the biological sense. Sid’s mom said that she was happy Sid had a girlfriend.

After Sid told Gertrude what his mom said, Gertrude blushed and said, “Want to take me out on a date?”

But for Sid, it was just too much. His mother had only been in a room with Gertrude for a few seconds; she didn’t have time to notice the masculine details—and she hadn’t heard Gertrude’s voice.

Sid didn’t want anyone finding out that his ‘girlfriend’ was trans. He knew that was horrible of him, but he knew that blue-collar small town wouldn’t be accepting. He knew he would be turned into a joke at school. He knew that Zach would probably disown him as a friend—and right now, Zach was Sid’s only friend.

Maybe if Gertrude was actually out as trans, it would have been something to consider. But right now, if they came out as boyfriend and girlfriend, it would only be a matter of time before Sid became exposed, in some way, to Gertrude’s masculine life, which continued to exist. Someone would find Gertrude’s real identity, and they would expose it, and Sid, and people would invent rumours. Life was already hard enough in that small town.

And there was another problem with Gertrude that was holding Sid back from accepting the idea of ‘dating’ her: she was part of a cult.

Gertrude was still going to those cult meetings, and Sid had caught a glimpse of what went on in those meetings. He knew that it was some sort of sex cult. Gertrude didn’t like talking about it; in fact, she had said, “I’m not actually allowed to talk about what happens during sermons.” She often talked about the ‘Divine Feminine’, which Sid had learned was their ‘Holy Bible’. She could talk about the teachings of the texts, and she could talk about the various meditations, which sounded very Buddhist. But she couldn’t talk about the initiations. Sid had to ask her half a dozen times about where they were meeting now before Gertrude finally said, “We relocated to a church in Smithers.”

But she wouldn’t say where. She seemed to want to keep that part of her life a secret from Sid, and to Sid, the whole thing was a huge red flag.

He knew that she was performing sexual acts inside of that church—maybe every single time she went. And maybe she was picking up STIs. Maybe she was putting Sid at risk.

Sid hated not knowing anything about it—because he found himself thinking a lot about Gertrude. He would sit in class and fantasize about the petite redhead, her stunning freckles, her little ski-jump nose, her thin body that was so easy to lift up and toss around. And he loved the way that she giggled when he flipped her and rolled her. Her soft lips… the sensual way that she gyrated her hips when she planted herself on his lap…

Maybe he was falling for her. Maybe he could risk his reputation in that small town to be with her… but not if she was secretly taking it from strangers inside of some twisted cult’s church.

“It would just mean so much if you… took me out to dinner,” Gertrude said with beaming eyes. “It doesn’t even have to be a fancy dinner. We could go get burgers and just… share fries. It could be cute.”

But Sid knew that accepting the proposal meant turning that relationship to a new level; he knew that it meant going from fuck-buddies to boyfriend-and-girlfriend.

Sid still found himself… considering the proposal. He thought about her more and more throughout the days. His fantasies had turned from sexual to more vanilla. Some nights, he would just dream about holding her hand in his. And then he found himself wondering if that cult maybe wasn’t so bad; maybe he just caught them on a bad day; maybe the usual operations were relatively harmless.

“I want to know what you do in that church,” Sid said to her one evening, after she was finished gyrating on his lap, and her anus was filled with a thick filling of Sid’s seed. “I can’t stand the idea of you going there, and I have no idea what you’re doing.”

“You know that I can’t tell you. It would be a fracture to tell you.”

Sid already knew the word ‘fracture’ was their word for ‘sin’. “I need to know. It’s killing me, Gertrude.”

“It’s just part of my spirituality. It’s something I need to do for me.”

“But I need to know,” Sid said. “I just… need to know.”

“And I can’t tell you anything,” she said. “I’ve already given you a copy of the Divine Feminine. You can read it and see what I believe. But what happens in the church—I can’t tell you that.” She went to get the copy of the Divine Feminine that she’d gifted Sid, which had hardly even been opened. She found the verse.

The sanctity of our gatherings must remain veiled to those who dwell beyond the embrace of our sacred circle. Like petals tightly drawn, our sermons unfold their secrets to the devoted, their essence held within the hallowed bounds of our sisterhood. To share these mysteries with the uninitiated is a fracture, to scatter the precious seeds of wisdom upon barren ground, where the fertile soil of understanding has yet to be nurtured. Let the gentle murmurs of our sacred rites be held close, whispered only among those who, in their hearts, cradle the divine coral flame of feminine truth.



Sid fought the urge to roll his eyes. “You understand how this sounds, right? Your leaders are telling you that you can’t talk about what they’re doing. It sounds… illegal.”

“I’m sorry, Sid. It’s just… my religion.”

“And what if I went to the church? What if I just walked in? Would they toss me out?”

“They wouldn’t let you in. You need to be allowed in.”

She found the piece of text supporting her claim:

As the moon invites the tide, so too shall the gates of our sanctuary yield to the guidance of those entrusted with the sacred keys. Seek not entry unbidden, for the threshold of the Divine Feminine is veiled, guarded by the priestesses who weave the tapestry of our sacred rites. Let the aspirant bow before the keepers of the temple, for in their discerning gaze lies the wisdom to discern the fervent from the fleeting. Embrace the grace of invitation, bestowed upon those deemed ready to tread the hallowed halls of our earthly haven, where the divine feminine whispers in every sacred corner.



Sid bit hard on his tongue. But you—you said you’re higher ranking. Can’t you just let me in?

She paused. She looked nervous. “I—I could…” she said. “But only if you’re entering as a veil-bearer. Sid—I… I just think you should stay out of it. I like what we have together. I like being with you. I—I think we should just go out and get a meal together… maybe see a movie. I’ve never been bowling; maybe you can take me bowling.”

“I can’t do that,” Sid said, shaking his head. “Because your life is just too… secret. I’m sorry, Gertrude, but I can’t give you that kind of commitment if I just don’t know what you’re doing. It’s a big sacrifice for me.”

Now, Gertrude looked like she was going to cry. Until then, Sid had just danced around her dating proposals. Now, he had offered her a real rejection. And now, she felt herself deflating. She could feel her feminine energy seeping out of her, and she could even see it in a coral cloud, dissipating into the air around her.

“Are you okay?” Sid asked.

“I should get going.”

“Really?”

She got up, wiped her cheek with her wrist, and she left. Sid felt awful, and a regret quickly filled his bones. Did he just ruin everything with her? Were those fun, easy flings over now?

It was a day later when she came back, without notice, surprising Sid as she stood on the doorstep. Sid let her in, to make sure that nobody would see her there. “What are you doing here?” he asked her.

“Do you really want to know what we do at church?”

Sid nodded his head.

“Then… you can come,” she said. “But—you can’t come in unless you…”

“What?”

“Dress up,” she said. “I’m heading there in one hour. If you want to come with me, I can help you dress up. But you can’t go in as a man; it’s a fracture and I could be expelled for allowing it.”

Sid felt the colour drain from his face. The thought of dressing up was just… humiliating. He knew that he would look like a total fool. “I don’t even have women’s clothing,” he said.

“I brought you everything you need.” She pointed to a stuffed bag on Sid’s doorstep.

Sid didn’t want to do it, but if this was the only way that he was going to get answers… “I promise nobody will recognize you,” Gertrude said. “I’m better than anyone with makeup. It’s one of my divine skills.”

Sid laughed, and then he realized that it wasn’t a joke. He decided that he would entertain this idea under two conditions: One—he would only go if she understood that he was only dressing up to appease her, and two—he would only agree to go if he truly believed that he wouldn’t be recognized.

They went together to an abandoned home at the far end of town. First, Sid took off his clothes. He sat in a chair, and Gertrude spent thirty minutes dolling up his face: drawing on eyeliner, brushing on shadow, and then working meticulously with what she called ‘contouring’. Then came the wig: long, blonde, with bangs. Next came the choker, which was tight: black lace around his throat. Then came the little dress, the panties, which made Sid cringe, and the leggings, which were skin-tone, and hid his leg hair. Finally, she allowed him to look in the mirror, and the sight left him speechless—breathless, even.

He was stunned into a silence, staring at his reflection. It was far worse than looking silly and ridiculous: Sid looked… good. He looked like a girl from every angle. He reached up and gently felt his face. “Sorry,” he said. “I don’t want to smudge your makeup.”

“You won’t be able to,” she said. “Not easily. If you want it off, you’ll need some strong makeup wipes. I think you look so cute.”

Sid felt sick, because he knew Gertrude was right: he looked cute. He looked like the kind of girl that he would have swooned over. Even his frame seemed frighteningly feminine, which made him think that all of his time in the gym with Zach was a waste.

“Are you coming with me then?” Gertrude asked with beaming eyes.

“Nobody is going to try to fuck me, right?”

Gertrude giggled. “No, silly,” she said. “You aren’t being initiated to a higher rank. You’re just coming as a veil-bearer. You won’t even have to speak; you can just listen to the sermon and… see it all for yourself.”

So Sid bit his tongue and went along. His heart pounded hard, beginning him to turn around, but he wanted answers. He kept looking at his reflection, expecting to see some flaw in his disguise. There were no flaws; Gertrude had worked some sort of magic. She’d turned Sid into… a woman.

Now, they were pulling up to the church. Sid had driven by it before, with Zach; it had looked so old and decrepit before, but now it was strangely… renewed. It was glowing. It was clean. Women were scurrying into it—but most of them weren’t really women at all.

“Here we are,” said Gertrude. “Are you ready?”

“Not at all,” Sid said. But he went with her anyway, keeping himself small, staying close to her, keeping his face down whenever someone looked at him. Gertrude insisted they split ways and meet up later, so Sid went to the back of the room, taking a seat on one of the back pews. He kept himself small as young women—mostly men dressed as women—came in. A few very beautiful women came in and went towards the altar. They climbed up onto thrones, and then a number of young men dressed as girls fluttered over to them to hand them food and wine. A few young femboys began massaging the girls’ feet. Some femboys went to massage the girls’ shoulders. Sid had no idea why these girls were so special—but they were wearing sheer dresses, showing their breasts underneath—so Sid figured they were real, biological women.

Then, the sermon started. Eric took the stage, dressed as a girl. He introduced himself as Erica with a shockingly feminine-sounding voice. Sid sunk into his seat so his neighbour wouldn’t recognize him.

The sermon went on for ten minutes, before a young femboy ran to the altar and fell to her knees. “Please, priestess, initiate me to Chalice Guardian!” she cried.

Erica walked over and grazed the femboy with her bare foot. The young femboy sucked on Erica’s toes, and apparently that meant that she would arrange the initiation later.

The femboy took her seat and the sermon continued. After a few minutes, Sid stopped worrying about sticking out like a sore thumb; there were many young men dressed as women—some very convincing, some less convincing, and Sid was somewhere in-between. The lights were conveniently dimmed, giving Sid a sense of security.

The sermon was… boring. It was a long hour of Erica reading from a book: cryptic verses that probably meant nothing at all. Then, after the sermon was over, everyone stood up and started chatting, just as people did after a sermon in a Christian church. The place became loud with chatter, with the false feminine voices of young men—or maybe they were all trans, though that seemed hard to believe, just based on statistics alone.

Some of the femboys (for lack of a better term) lined up at doors. Sid assumed that this was for some Divine Feminine confessional equivalent. He wandered around looking for Gertrude, but she was nowhere to be seen—possibly meeting with the other ‘higher-ups’ of the church. So Sid took the opportunity to just wander around, to observe the followers, to check out the large facility that they’d recently moved into.

The church was impressive, though old and in need of some structural work, particularly the rafters above. Many of the members of that church seemed perfectly… normal. They smiled at Sid as he went by. They were all very polite. Sid overheard a few conversations, which all seemed perfectly… normal. Some of the ‘girls’ were talking about movies, some about music. Some of the girls were setting up ‘dates’, to go to the malls together, to buy new clothes, to hang out.

It all seemed relatively harmless.

Then, Sid turned around a corner and found himself looking up at a woman sitting upon a throne. She smiled at Sid and then she extended her foot towards him. Sid wasn’t sure what to do; now, his heart was racing. He didn’t want to be exposed as a fraud.

He looked over and saw one of the male-born girls massaging the foot of another woman who sat upon a throne, so Sid approached this girl. He felt a bit foolish, but the woman was quite pretty, and she smelled nice. There were various oils on that raised platform, so Sid took one. “Is—Is this okay?” he asked softly.

She nodded her head.

So he put some in his hands and began massaging her foot. She let out a soft moan. He had no idea what was happening; maybe this was the equivalent of going up to accept communion.

He massaged her left foot, and then her right. Then, she stood up and offered him a hand, helping him up to his feet. “Come with me,” she smiled, so Sid followed her, heart still racing. They went into a room together, which had a large bed with pink satin sheets. She pointed at the bed and said, “Lay.” Sid followed the command, now feeling a coldness creeping down his spine.

Next, she climbed up on top of him. She stretched her arms up into the air, and then she brought them back down to part her sheer gown open, exposing her large breasts and her shaved pussy. She reached down to lift up Sid’s skirt.

“Oh,” Sid said. “I—I can’t do this. I… I have a girlfriend.”

The woman paused. She turned suddenly pale. Then, she looked annoyed, frustrated. A dark look came into her eyes. “Are you rejecting a Chosen One?”

“I—I don’t know,” Sid said. He froze up. He realized he’d made a big mistake by massaging her feet. “I’m not. Sorry. I just—I’m new to this.”

The girl smiled. She leaned forward and put her finger to Sid’s lips. “Just relax. Close your eyes.” Sid did as she said. He knew this was bad. He knew this was so, so wrong. She felt her hand on his penis. She massaged him, using warm oils and sensual moves—and a tight grip. Sid moaned; it felt so good, even though it seemed so wrong, so cultish. Sid felt her moving, shimmying forward, sitting down on his lap, accepting his erection into her warm, wet pussy.

She moaned and began to bounce. “I thank you, veil-bearer, for your energy sacrifice,” she moaned. Sid was frozen. He opened his eyes and was stunned by her beauty, her curves, her perky nipples, her pouty, plump lips. But he still felt guilt; he still felt like he was cheating on a girl he truly cared for. This all felt so wrong, but fear of causing a scene, causing a stir, kept Sid from resisting.

Or maybe it was the amazing feeling of her tight pussy sliding along his oiled shaft. “Oh God,” Sid groaned.

“Are you close?” she asked.

“I—I’m coming,” he said, red in the face.

She quickly hopped off and jumped down, getting her lips around his cock, tasting her own pussy before he burst in her mouth. It was something he was used to: Gertrude would do the same thing, always determined to swallow the load, as if it had some magical property to it; and maybe they thought that it did.

Sid felt horrible about what he’d done. He put his penis back into his panties and scurried out of the room. Back out in the main church area, everything still seemed so normal, as if what was happening behind closed doors wasn’t so strange.

Sid lingered for a while longer, and then he slipped outside and retreated away from the church. He took a few minutes to gather his composure. He was still trembling, still in shock. Then, he caught himself grinning as he replayed the sexual encounter in his mind—but he quickly pushed the grin away as he felt the incoming guilt of cheating on his girlfriend.

No—she wasn’t his girlfriend… was she?

Gertrude came out an hour later; Sid waited by her car for her. She was a bit pale, and quiet. “Are you okay?” Sid asked.

“Just tired,” she said. “It was a long night.”

“But you’re… okay?”

“I’m fine,” she said with a weak smile. “I just… I want to go home for the night. How was your first Divine Feminine experience?”

“It was… interesting,” Sid said. “But I’m not sure I’m any closer to understanding what exactly any of this is, or why it’s so… popular.”

“You can always come back with me,” she said. “There’s another sermon on Sunday. Come with me.”

Sid’s stomach turned. He hated the idea of doing this all again. But now, he found himself remembering his romp with that ‘Chosen One’ in that dim room. He tried not to let a smile slip again.


CHAPTER 4
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Erica scheduled a meeting with Gertrude and Karla after Sunday’s sermon. It was late. Erica knew she needed to get home, to sleep; there was a big biology exam at school in the morning, and she’d hardly had a single minute to study for it.

But this meeting was important. Now, they had cash coming in, and they needed to figure out what to do with it.

“How much do we have?” Erica asked Karla, who had fallen naturally into the role of the church’s treasurer.

“A lot,” said Karla. “Enough that… if we don’t start figuring out how to spend it, we’ll probably have to figure out how we’re going to store it.”

“What do you mean?” Erica asked.

“Well, we have a bank account, and some of it is in the bank. But I had a meeting with our account manager, and…”

“And what?” Erica said, still thinking about the biology exam.

“Well, once we hit a certain threshold, the bank is required to contact the CRA, which means they could conduct an audit. Since we’re not incorporated, it gets… complicated. It could mean an investigation, into our organization. The bank manager was asking me a lot of questions that I just couldn’t answer; she seemed suspicious. She asked a few times if we were making the money legally. Of course I said yes, but…”

“Why isn’t it legal?” Erica asked, her heart stuttering.

“I don’t know if it is. It’s not really so clear. There are strict rules about accepting donations as a non-charity, and I don’t think we qualify as a religious entity. Anyway—the short-term solution is…”

“What?” Gertrude asked.

“Well, the money is all in cash,” she said. “So we can just keep it as cash, but that’s obviously risky. There’s nowhere totally safe to keep this much cash. Last night, someone broke into the church and vandalized it.”

“They did?” Erica asked; this was news to her, and the fact that she hadn’t been told was just frustrating. “Why didn’t anyone say anything?”

“We try not to burden you with every issue,” Gertrude chimed in. “We know that you need to focus on your sermons—and bigger issues.”

“What did they break?”

“They just wrote slurs on the walls,” Karla said with dark red cheeks. “We paid a company to have the graffiti removed. It didn’t cost much. But we’ve been keeping the cash stored in the office. We’re lucky the vandals didn’t go in and steal the safe box. They would have walked away with about fifty grand.”

“Fifty grand!?” Erica said, stunned. It was just a few weeks earlier when they spent every dollar they had to buy and restore that old church. “Where did we get fifty grand?”

“Donations, and half of the paycheques of the Chalice Guardians.”

“That’s over fifteen-thousand per week…” Erica said, stunned.

“That’s correct,” Karla said. “And in a month, we’re going to have over a hundred-thousand in cash, and we’re just storing it in a little box in the office. I can’t keep it at my place; I don’t live in the best neighbourhood. Erica—maybe you could keep it somewhere safe.”

But even Erica didn’t want to have that kind of cash in her house, especially knowing that there were followers who knew her identity, who knew where she lived—and she still had no idea who these people even were. “So a bank account is out of the question?” Erica asked.

“I don’t know. That might be a question for an accountant… or maybe a lawyer.”

“We could… spend it,” Erica said.

The room became quiet. Karla had a pale look on her face now. Her eyes were wide and her lips were parted, as if she wanted to say something—but was too afraid to say it. She cleared her throat and took a breath in. “On… what?”

“I don’t know. I mean—we’ve put all of this work into building this thing. Maybe…”

“Maybe what?” Gertrude asked with a similar pale look on her face. Erica knew the scripture as well as Karla, as well as Gertrude. They all knew that it was a fracture to accept money, and to spend it selfishly. In fact, Gertrude now made a point of reading that specific verse from her personal copy of the Divine Feminine:

Let not the sacred coffers be tainted by the stain of worldly desires. For she who accepts the offerings from devoted hearts and veils them in self-indulgence fractures the sanctity of our spiritual bond. Let the currency of devotion flow through the channels of consecration, nurturing the roots of our shared purpose. Be vigilant, O faithful, for the sin of misappropriation befalls those who exploit the trust placed in their hands. May the gifts of the devout be woven into the tapestry of our collective elevation, a testament to the purity of purpose in the embrace of the Divine Feminine.



“Yeah—I know,” Erica said, waving Gertrude off. “I’m not saying we go and buy ourselves a yacht… but…” Erica thought for a moment. “There is an interpretation here that we shouldn’t overlook.”

“What’s that?” Gertrude asked. Now, Karla was the silent one, looking afraid as she listened to the meeting.

“Spending the money on ourselves isn’t necessarily a fracture. It’s not exactly selfish to invest in ourselves if we’re improving ourselves to serve Her better. Do you know what I mean?”

But the other girls didn’t reply.

“Let’s say… We took some money, for example, and bought you a new dress,” Erica said, motioning to Gertrude. “Let’s say this dress made you feel extra-feminine, pretty, sexy, and all of that. If the dress makes you glow brighter, and it increases your abilities as a Throne Ascendant…” This was, partly, a bribe. Erica was slyly offering Gertrude a rank ascension. “If this new dress makes you a better servant of the church, then is it really a selfish endeavour?”

“Breasts,” Karla said softly. “Implants. If… If I had implants, I know that I would feel far more feminine.” Karla looked so nervous as she spoke, like a young child addressing a red-hot mother who just found the walls covered in Sharpie ink.

“Implants,” Erica said, and then she nodded her head. “Our divine energies make us more powerful, and more useful to the Divine Mother. We are, remember, the Divine Daughters.”

The girls were attentive now.

“I would feel better with breasts too,” Gertrude said, blushing all over. “And… facial feminization surgery.”

Karla nodded slowly in agreement.

“Let’s arrange it then. We can go together, to Vancouver. Have the appointments booked together—as closely as possible.”

“And you?” Gertrude asked cautiously. “Would you… get breasts as well?”

Erica felt her face turning dark red. “Maybe… small ones.” She knew she had to keep her feminization hidden from her father, or she would lose her family entirely. “I’ve never been interested in having big boobs.”

The girls all smiled, blushing.

“We could do a shopping day in Vancouver too,” Gertrude said, her face beaming. “We could go to Nordstrom and go down Granville. There are so many cute shops there. I mean—just to help us be more feminine.”

“Right,” said Erica nodding her head. Her heart was racing. “And… this is just an idea… but maybe we could… move.”

“Move the church?” Karla asked, suddenly breaking her silence.

“No, no,” Erica said. “I mean… I graduate in about ten weeks. Once I’m graduated, I can leave Bear Lake. I spend almost all my free time here at the church, and it would really help if I could live closer—maybe even somewhere in this neighbourhood. I mean—focussing on the church, I don’t have time to get a job; I hardly have time for school. And if I could focus all of my time on the church…”

“I think that’s fair,” said Karla. “We want you focussing on growing the church. That’s more important than anything: spreading the Divine Feminine to as many people as possible.”

“In three months, we will have more than enough to buy a nice house for you… or for us. Maybe… we could live together.”

The girls were grinning again. “It would be nice to have a pool for the summer,” Gertrude blushed. “I had this feminine vision of me, sitting by a pool in a cute bikini, tanning…”

“That would be so cute,” Karla agreed.

“Okay, so it’s settled then,” Erica said. “We’ll keep the money as cash for now, and we’ll spend it on our own self-improvement—for the sake of the church.”

The girls nodded their heads. Two days later, Karla had already made the appointments. “They’re normally closed on Sundays, but the doctor is going to open to see us.”

“All three of us?” Erica asked.

Karla nodded. She was blushing, beaming. The girls had appointments to receive breast implants. They got together that afternoon for the remote consult. Erica was so nervous; she could hardly speak. It was a mix of excitement and terror; she wanted the implants (she told the doctor that she wanted cute C-cups)—but she was afraid that her father would somehow find out, or maybe they wouldn’t be so easy to conceal.

But she wanted them so, so badly.

“We don’t usually operate this quickly,” the doctor explained on FaceTime. “But with your generous donation, we’re trying our best to be accommodating.” Erica had no idea just how much this was costing, or how much Karla had given to the doctor to get them ahead in the schedule; she didn’t ask. The girls got right to packing the very next day, and then they drove together: a thirteen hour road trip to a fancy downtown hotel. It was all happening so fast.

Karla ordered room service to their shared room. The room service included champagne, steak, and caviar. The girls all looked guilty (and Erica felt guilty), but there was a verse in the Divine Feminine that Erica found herself reading over and over for reassurance:

In the sacred dance of energies, a whisper echoes through the sanctum. Should the vessel seek sustenance to kindle the Divine Feminine flame within, let the offerings, with discernment, nurture the essence that consecrates her being. For in the pursuit of self-betterment, aligned with the sacred path, the devotee finds strength to serve the higher purpose. Let not indulgence cast shadows on the sanctified journey, but rather, let the discerning heart discern the balance between personal ascension and the collective elevation of the Divine Feminine.



To Erica, this meant that it was okay to use that money for her own needs—as long as they really were needs.

In the morning, Gertrude was put under first. The doctor took Gertrude in while the nurses started to prepare Karla for anesthesia. When Gertrude’s surgery was finished, the doctor allowed Karla and Erica in for a brief moment to see their friend’s new breasts before she was covered up. The rack was impressive—even with the incision scars. Karla was dark red with excitement, but now, Erica was overwhelmed with terror, knowing that this was permanent.

Karla was put under and taken into the operating room. Erica went to the bathroom and puked. She took a few minutes to gather herself. She took off her gown and looked at her chest, which already had a pair of small breasts from the HRT pills she’d managed to source. “They will only be a little bit bigger,” she whispered to herself.

A nurse knocked at the door. “The doctor is wondering if you would like to see your friend’s augmentation before we wrap her.”

“O—Okay,” Erica said. She was led to the operating room. Karla had gotten large breasts—much larger than Gertrude, but not over-the-top. Erica blushed, feeling a bit jealous that she couldn’t go that big without coming out to everyone she knew.

“Let’s get started with your anesthesia, Erica,” said the nurse with a smile. Erica was in full-panic mode. She’d never had surgery before. This was all happening so fast. Just a few days ago, this was just an idea in a meeting. Maybe she should have looked into the doctor a little bit; could he be trusted? Was it even legal to do an operation on someone who had their consult just a couple of days earlier?

Now, they were putting a needle in her arm. Her heart rate accelerated. “Is this safe?” she asked.

“Just try to slowly count to ten, Erica. When you wake up, you’ll have a beautiful pair of breasts, and the body you’ve always dreamed of.” And now, Erica was thinking back just six months, when her ‘femininity’ was just some fleeting interest in crossdressing. How had her life spun so dramatically out of control.

“Count to ten, please, Erica,” the nurse said.

“I—I don’t know if I… I don’t know if I want…” Before she could speak, she drifted off.


CHAPTER 5
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Karla carefully unwrapped her breasts. She hadn’t seen them yet—except for the photo that the doctor showed her when she was laying lifeless on the hospital bed. It had been fourteen long, painful days—but now, the pain was gone, and the doctor had given the green light.

“Slowly,” the doctor said, on FaceTime. “You’re not feeling any tenderness right now, are you?”

“No,” Karla said.

Finally, the wrap came off. She faced her chest to the doctor. She could see herself in the small square in the corner—a pretty girl with boobs. She gasped.

The doctor nodded his head. “Wow—the scarring is already almost unnoticeable. I’m very happy with your progress, Karla. I think you can keep the wrap off now.” He spent twenty minutes running her through some care tips. “Be gentle for the next month or two. You underwent a big operation, and you need to give your body plenty of time to heal fully.”

“Yes, doctor,” Karla said. When she was finally off of the call, she ran to the bathroom and gasped at her reflection. She had boobs. She did a light bounce, just to see if there would be any pain, and she was delighted to watch her breasts bouncing—and taking a moment to settle afterwards. She ended up crying tears of joy.

She bounced again, but this time she felt some soreness, so she knew to stop. She knew there would be lots of time to play with her new titties. Now, she opened her vanity to take another pill; every pill she took brought her closer to absolute femininity.

She went to her closet, now thrilled to try on the dresses she bought in Vancouver. She spent about $3,000 on outfits while there, but hadn’t had a chance to try much on with her chest so aggressively wrapped. Now, she was seeing herself in a dress—with cleavage—and the sight made her cry out with joy. She spun around and blushed and fell on her bed where she grasped her breasts gently with her hands and—very, very gently—squeezed.

Her computer dinged: an email from her real estate agent. There was a new property on the market: a six-bedroom mansion, with a pool, for sale on the same block as the church. It needed some renovations, but the price was good. They didn’t have the cash for it yet—especially with the plan of buying it outright, and not getting a mortgage—but they were on track.

A mortgage wasn’t out of the question. Gertrude had been hired by a marketing firm a few months earlier, after she graduated high-school early, with honours. She’d recently announced to Erica and Karla that her bank had pre-approved her for a mortgage.

Either way, they had options. They had money coming in—more each week than they expected.

Bethany, the church’s only biologically male Chosen One, would continuously donate huge sums of money. Her devotion to the church was intense. Some days, Karla would go in to sort out paperwork in the office, and Bethany would be in the pews, reading from her tattered personal copy of the Divine Feminine (Gertrude had given her a key after coming to the church many times and finding her praying on the steps, in the cold).

Now, as Karla walked towards the office, Bethany stood up and said, “I have money for you.”

Karla smiled. “Do you want me to take it now, or tonight, at sermon?”

“You can take it now,” she said, taking it out from her purse. It was in a thick envelope.

Karla paused. “That’s… a lot of cash, Bethany.”

“It’s from my education fund. It was released to me this week, and I’m not planning to go to college anymore. I want to devote myself to the church.”

Karla froze, now holding the huge wad of cash.

“It’s thirty-six thousand,” Bethany said. “I want the church to have it. I want to help this movement grow.”

Karla stuttered. “I—I don’t know if we can accept this.”

“You must,” Bethany said. “I asked the text what to do with the money, and this is what She told me to do. I prayed, and then I meditated. Then, when I flipped to a page in the book, this was the page.” She opened the book to show Karla.

As wealth flows, a gentle river, let thy abundance be delivered to the church. In the shared bounty, the circle completes, echoing the grace of the Divine Feminine in whispers sweet.



Karla felt uneasy. It was one of the new additions to the book, from the pages that Erica had found, which had been previously unconnected. Karla trusted Erica… usually. But there was something about the new verses that just left her feeling conflicted.

“I’ll take it to the office,” Karla said. “But I’ll discuss the matter with the priestess before we accept anything.”

“Thank you, Ascendant,” said Bethany, nodding her head before taking her seat in the pews to continue her worship.

Upstairs, Karla put the cash with the rest of the cash; even after spending almost fifty-thousand dollars in Vancouver (on clothes, hotel, travel, and surgery), they somehow had over sixty-thousand saved up. The money was just coming in so quickly.

Erica came in a couple hours later, and Karla showed her the cash. “She wants us to have it all,” Karla whispered, knowing Bethany was still downstairs in the pews.

“Then we should take it,” Erica said. “It’s a donation.”

“It’s twenty years of savings,” Karla said, feeling pale. “Her parents saved it for her education. Now she’s not going to college so she can study the Divine Feminine full-time.”

“So?” Erica said. “That’s good, isn’t it? Isn’t that what we want?”

“It just seems…” Karla was afraid to say it. “I feel conflicted about it, Erica.”

“Don’t. We will reward her. We will gift her a spiritual experience… tomorrow. I’ll have Gertrude set it up.” Karla knew what Erica was referring to; they’d done it once before for a veil-bearer who made a heft donation when they were buying the church.

Gertrude got to work right away.

It was a special ritual with a small group of high-ranking church members, very similar to the Chalice Guardian initiation, but done outside on a ‘nature altar’, and without bondage. Bethany’s naked body was covered in warm oil and they set her down on a bed of leaves. The air was cool, so a veil-bearer stood by to constantly drizzle warm oil down on her naked chest, legs, and penis. Then, a pair of veil-bearers descended on her to massage her body before a male appeared to perform a sexual act. But in this case, there was no ‘dubious consent’. Bethany, excited, spread her legs wide for the man, and he entered into her gently.

Veil-bearers massaged her breasts, thighs, and shoulders as the man thrusted into her. She moaned in ecstasy. But Erica had Gertrude ensure that this would be a special event, so there was a second man, and then a third.

When the second man entered Bethany’s body, Erica commanded the veil-bearers to, “Give attention to the phallus.” The goal was to maximize pleasure. Two veil-bearers massaged her smooth erection with lots of dripping, warm oil.

When Bethany ejaculated during her third partner, it was a full-body experience. She screamed with joy and convulsed on her bed of leaves, and then she was gently cleaned and massaged by the veil-bearers, who also brushed and braided her hair before placing a crown of flowers upon her head.

Next, she was given a sheer white lace robe and brought to her feet. The veil-bearers took turns approaching her to compliment her beauty. She blushed through each compliment, and then the ceremony was over…

And the church took her money from that white envelope and placed it into the safe box where the rest of the cash was kept. That night, at the church, after Gertrude left for the evening, Erica found Karla, took her by the hand, and led her to a bedroom chamber. She locked the door and then she took off her clothes, exposing her adorable pair of C-cup breasts, and her already-erect penis. “I want to take you,” Erica said softly. “Right now.”

“Okay,” Karla smiled.

“I bought that lingerie for you. Put it on.” Now, Erica was motioning towards a small satin nightgown, red, which was on the bed. Karla stripped down and put it on; it was tight around her large breasts. They kissed. Erica went down on Karla, sucking her penis until she was erect—which Erica had never done before. Then, she pushed Karla down onto the bed and mounted her. For ten minutes, Karla was in heaven, taking it hard from her religious leader. After Erica ejaculated inside of Karla’s anus, she folded over her and said, into Karla’s ear, “Let’s run away together—for a week. We’ll go somewhere warm, where nobody will find us.”

“Where?” Karla asked.

“There’s a resort. Turks and Caicos. I already booked it. We’ll leave tomorrow. Our own little chalet, on the ocean… our own private beach. And I will fuck you three times a day, like you’ve never been fucked before.”

Karla let out a whimper. She knew that it was so wrong. She knew they were venturing into dangerous territory, using the church funds for their own vacation… for their own clothes, their own lodging, their own enhancement surgeries. Karla knew better than to question it; she’d made that mistake before.

Erica commanded Karla to tell Gertrude that they would be gone for a week. “Just don’t tell her where, or why. Tell her it’s an important trip; that’s all she needs to know.”

A day later, they were on a flight to Turks and Caicos.


CHAPTER 6
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Sid hadn’t seen Zach in weeks, so he was surprised when he walked into a restaurant in Smithers and he saw Zach at a table, drinking with a young woman.

Sid froze, and then he turned to Gertrude. “Maybe we should go somewhere else,” he said quietly, feeling his heart starting to race.

“What’s wrong with here?” Gertrude asked. She was wearing an adorable yellow floral minidress and strappy heels. She looked better than ever—mostly because of her newest addition: her breasts.

Her breasts looked amazing. They were so round, so plump, and so… distracting. They totally changed her frame for the better. They looked so natural, so pristine. Even now, as Sid stressed about being seen by Zach, he caught himself taking a glance down at her chest.

“I just think we should go somewhere else. I—I know someone here, and I don’t want to have to explain anything.”

Gertrude looked upset. Then, she smiled and said, “There’s a bar just down the road; they don’t check IDs. Want to go there? They have good nachos.”

So they went to the bar instead. Sid relaxed; they had a beer together. They ordered nachos. Then, while Gertrude was using the bathroom, Zach came in with his date. Sid turned his head back to his table. His heart began to race. He bit down on his tongue and tried to think of some sort of solution. He didn’t want to be seen by Zach—even though his relationship with Zach had fizzled out somewhat; they weren’t going to the gym together anymore, and Sid rarely even saw Zach at school, since Zach had come to an agreement with the faculty that he would do most of his schoolwork from home (they agreed to this request because his grades were so stellar).

Sid didn’t even necessarily care if Zach saw that Sid was with a trans girl; he wasn’t so worried about Zach telling other people, because Zach hadn’t settled into any friend groups at school, and he mostly kept to himself, spending all of his free time in Smithers.

But Sid was worried about Zach seeing him with Gertrude, because Zach knew that Gertrude was part of that strange cult. And if Zach realized that Sid had been romantically involved with the girl who seduced Sid in that house, that would surely be the end of their friendship.

Sid peered back when he saw Gertrude returned from the bathroom. He was tense, bracing for Zach’s reaction. But now, Zach was gone; he’d left with his date. Or were they somewhere else in that bar? Sid peered around; it was dimly lit; there were many little ‘nooks’. Was Zach in one of them?

“Everything okay?” Gertrude asked.

“Huh? Yeah,” Sid said, tense. “What do you, uh, think about just… heading back to your place?”

“Already?” Gertrude asked. “Didn’t you just order another drink?”

“Yeah—it’s fine. I don’t think I want it. Let’s go to your place.”

Gertrude had a blank expression on her face. She blinked a few times and then grabbed her coat. “Okay. Let’s go.”

That night, before having sex, Gertrude looked Sid in the eyes and said, “I want you to see what I see in the Divine Feminine.”

“That’s really not my thing,” Sid said, biting his tongue, trying to keep a ‘polite’ tone to his voice.

“But it’s so important to me,” Gertrude said. “And I think you could understand it, if you just… kept an open mind.”

Sid’s stomach churned. “Okay. Sure. Do you just want me to read the book?”

“I just want you to… feel the divine feminine energies.”

Sid hated when Gertrude talked like this. Sometimes, she seemed so normal, so cute, so harmless, talking about music, movies, goals, travelling… and then she would get into these Divine Feminine ‘rhythms’, and it seemed like it was all she could think or talk about. It was a frustrating reminder that Sid was getting involved with a cult-member, someone who had potentially been deeply brainwashed; and it made Sid wonder if the transformation she was going through was something she truly wanted, or if it was something that was being pushed on her by this religious institution.

“I just want to start… slow. I don’t want to force anything on you,” Gertrude said. “But maybe—just for tonight—you could…”

“What?”

“Dress up for me.”

“W—What?”

She went to her closet and pulled out a small negligee. “I want you to feel… sexy. I want you to feel it.”

Sid tried to talk his way out of it. He tried to convince her that it wouldn’t be fun, that he would just be uncomfortable, and his discomfort would make the sex lousy. But she was so insistent that he eventually folded. He figured it was harmless enough; she’d already seen him dressed up. What did he have to lose?

She did his makeup, got him a wig. He put on the little piece of blue lingerie. Then, once they started kissing, he managed to forget how he was dressed. But after a minute, she said, “Look over there.” She pointed at a mirror. “Look how cute you are.”

Sid blushed. He didn’t say anything. He went back to kissing her. Every couple of minutes, she had him turn to look at his reflection. “Just look how sexy you are,” she moaned.

Sid entertained her by looking at his reflection, and then he went back to making love to her. He got her naked. He sucked her nipples. They rubbed together. Then, he penetrated her, and it felt good, and normal. He pumped her for a few minutes—and then he noticed something unusual: Gertrude was erect.

Normally, when Sid fucked Gertrude, she was flaccid. She would moan blissfully, but her cock would stay soft and small, slumped over, looking cute. But now, it was rock-hard and throbbing. She was aroused, and Sid’s mind suddenly filled with a terrible dread.

Was Gertrude even attracted to men? Was it really women that she desired? And if that was the case… was she really ‘trans’? Or was she just a straight young man who had been manipulated into going along with these extreme body changes?

Sid kept fucking her, but that erection was distracting: constantly touching him—and even leaking globs of clear pre-cum.

Gertrude’s state of bliss was on a whole new level. She was moaning loudly, squirming, reaching out for anything to hold onto. Sid looked at her cock again. Now, he was overwhelmed by a terrible curiosity—one that sent a shiver down his spine.

Carefully, he pulled out from Gertrude’s anus. Trembling, he pushed her thighs together and moved forward. He took her cock, closed his eyes, and sat down gently on it. He just wanted to know how it could feel. He wanted to know what she was feeling when she was squirming and crying out in absolute ecstasy.

He groaned, sitting slowly on her shaft. She put her hands on his hips and guided him down. Then, she gently began to thrust upward. Sid froze. It wasn’t painful, but it was… strange. He felt so full, so stuffed—in a place that just didn’t seem like it was meant to be stuffed.

“Oh my God,” he groaned. Then, he looked to the side. He could see himself in the mirror now, with a long, glistening cock sliding in and out of his feminine body. He couldn’t see Gertrude’s body in the mirror, because of the angle—so it just looked like he was being fucked by… a man.

And in that moment, Sid went totally submissive. He fell forward and moaned, nestling his head into Gertrude’s shoulder; she did the rest: pumping his anus—faster and faster… until she bellowed out and ejaculating inside of him. He felt it: the warm, thick gushes. Sid gasped loudly, realizing suddenly what he’d done, what he’d reduced himself to.

Gertrude reached out and grabbed him by the face, and forced him to look at the mirror. “Look at yourself,” she moaned. “Look how fucking sexy you are.”

Sid stared for a long moment, frozen, filling with a newfound confusion. He had a knot in his throat. It seemed like his whole reality had been flipped on its head. For a brief moment, he felt like he could see what all the hype was about; he could see why Gertrude liked being a woman. And for that brief moment, he felt a surge of excitement as he wondered about the possibilities.

Then, he returned to reality, and felt sick when he realized what he’d done.


CHAPTER 7
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Erica was in her office in the church when she received a curious letter. It was an invitation.

Dear Erica,
May the divine essence of the Feminine grace your presence as this letter reaches you. It is with reverence and warmth that we extend an earnest invitation to join our sacred congregation in the city of Prince Rupert.
In the hallowed halls of our sanctuary, the teachings of the Divine Feminine reverberate, creating a symphony of spiritual enlightenment. Your wisdom and devotion would undoubtedly enrich our spiritual tapestry, fostering a harmonious journey toward profound understanding. You would be treated properly as a priestess during your stay here. All accommodations would, of course, be arranged.
We recognize and honour your role in illuminating the path of the Divine Feminine. Your presence would be a blessing, and we eagerly anticipate the possibility of sharing this sacred space with you.
May the blessings of the Divine Feminine guide your decisions, and may your journey be filled with serenity and purpose.
In divine sisterhood,
Divine Daughter Elizabeth.



Erica found five-thousand dollars in the envelope, and the letter went on to explain that the cash was from their past eight collections. Erica reread the letter a few times, half in a state of disbelief.

Later, Erica showed the letter to Karla. Karla read it over a few times. “They started their own congregation?”

“Any idea who Elizabeth is?”

“No. Are you going to go?”

Erica thought for a moment. “Not without you,” she said. “I’ll go… with you.”

Karla smiled. “This could be good. If they made five-grand in collections in two months—they must have quite a few members.”

After that night’s sermon, Erica had Karla arrange the trip, for the three girls to visit the newest church of the divine feminine. Their trip was made for that coming weekend.

That night, Erica and Karla stayed together in the church and made love in Erica’s personal chambers. Erica penetrated Karla and could feel the seed from her post-sermonal duties still inside of her. After sex, she said, “I don’t want you to partake in post-sermonal duties anymore.”

“Why?” Karla asked.

“I don’t want to share you. It kills me to think of you with others.”

“But isn’t it our duty? Isn’t it written that we must partake?”

“It’s written that every member must pay their dues. You’ve paid yours. I’m removing you from post-sermonal duties. Myself too.” Erica felt a bit uneasy, knowing it would look questionable to the church’s followers. But Erica really did hate seeing Karla, after sermons, going into her chambers with other devotees. The thought of someone else taking Karla—and the thought of her possibly enjoying it… Erica couldn’t stand those thoughts.

The girls went by plane to Prince Rupert: a small chartered Cessna, which was much more expensive than driving, but much faster. They were put up in a nice downtown hotel, penthouse suites; the Prince Rupert church booked them three rooms. After Gertrude retired for the night, Karla snuck over to Erica’s room and they made love.

After brunch the next morning, they travelled to the new church, which was just a rented basement in a multi-use complex. The ‘church’ was comprised of a main room, a small bathroom, and a small windowless chamber with a small bed, where post-sermonal duties took place.

The girls met with Elizabeth for two hours. “We started with four members,” Elizabeth explained. “We now have forty-two. We’ve been operating for twelve weeks.”

Erica did not recognize Elizabeth from any past sermons, but it was hard to say for sure that she’d never been there; their own church had a constant stream of new members, and it was impossible to keep track of everyone.

But Erica was sure that she would have remembered Elizabeth, because Elizabeth was quite stunning—and she was, by all appearances—a biological female. In fact, more than half of the Prince Rupert congregation was biologically female.

“The Divine Feminine texts are powerful,” Elizabeth explained. “The girls here—it’s really resonated with them. It’s helping women to truly understand their worth, to truly believe that they’re divine beings, and not just second-class citizens. And for the young men—embracing their feminine auras… I’ve watched so many people just becoming so enriched.” Elizabeth seemed so calm, so satisfied.

Erica remembered feeling that way too. She remembered that amazing enlightenment, back when she first started experiencing the powers of the divine feminine, back when she was still seeing coral auras, and feeling the Divine Mother guiding her. Now, thinking about those days… she felt a coldness inside of her. How had she fallen so far away from all of that? She couldn’t remember the last time she saw a coral aura—or if those auras had even truly existed.

“I want to discuss a serious matter with you,” Elizabeth continued. “We’ve collected a good deal of money, and we’re happy to send it to you, to make sure it’s all going to the institution. But…” She blushed and took a deep breath. “Running sermons out of this space has become tricky. We need more chambers for post-sermonal duties. We need… a proper space, like you have in Smithers.”

“We can probably arrange something,” Erica smiled. “If it’s going to help to grow the church and spread the word. Let us handle that for you.”

Elizabeth let out a deep sigh of relief, and then she hugged Erica. “That means so much to hear. We truly feel blessed to have you here, Erica—and Karla and Gertrude too. To be in the presence of a priestess—and two Throne Ascendants. It’s… humbling.”

Erica and her partners stayed to witness their sermon. The sermon was good; Elizabeth was well-spoken, and she knew the texts inside and out. The followers were beautiful; they were all so feminine and so focussed, so devoted. Again, Erica remembered a time when she felt just as devoted, just as engaged by the word of the divine.

Erica took Karla and Gertrude before post-sermonal duties. They left together to get dinner. Truly, Erica wasn’t sure she wanted to stick around for the post-sermonal tradition after seeing the looks on the faces of some of the newest veil-bearers: looks of shock and horror and discomfort.

Post-sermonal duties were a result of Erica’s own interpretation of a vague piece of text. It was a convenient interpretation, to attract new followers. But deep down, she knew that there was nothing in the Divine Feminine chapters that said they were necessary, or even morally correct. In fact, there were many verses in the texts that completely contradicted that practise, and Erica was shocked that nobody had pointed them out yet.

Before they left town, Elizabeth delivered an envelope full of cash. Collection was another practise that Erica knew, deep down, was a fracture in the eyes of the Divine Mother. Those verses that apparently called for collections were obviously (obvious to Erica) about giving the church one’s heart and one’s faith—and not one’s money.

But still, Erica took the money, and later that day, added it to the growing stack that was kept in the church office. Later that evening, the group of girls looked into facilities in Prince Rupert. They found a couple of options: old churches that were in need of repair, being sold for next to nothing. It would be a large initial expense, but it would allow them to grow their congregation, and thus accept more money. Ultimately, it was a no-brainer investment.

“We can afford this one in about four weeks if we’re conservative with our spending here,” Karla said, crunching some numbers.

“How much would it cost to renovate it, and get it operational?”

Karla did some more research and came up with some figures. Then, Erica had an idea that could speed the process along: announcing an emergency collection. The girls were a bit apprehensive about the idea, but decided to go through with it the next night. During sermon, Erica told everyone that they needed to pitch in ‘everything’ that they could spare, to help a church-in-need. The next day, money poured in from devotees. Erica stared in disbelief at just how much cash came in, and she realized just how powerful she was; she hardly had to speak a few sentences, and her followers were willing to empty their bank accounts.

Nobody questioned it. The money was handed over by smiling churchgoers. And the very next day, another curious letter came in the mail, with another curious stack of cash: twenty-thousand dollars and a message from another church, in Prince George. The Divine Feminine was spreading faster than anyone could believe.


CHAPTER 8
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Money was coming in almost every day. After getting that first letter from Prince Rupert, the floodgates seemingly opened. Now, churches were opening every week—and they were all sending their collections to that first church, to Erica, in Smithers.

Now, weekends were all about travelling, meeting with the leaders of the new churches, and discussing growth, which usually meant discussing properties. Karla went to each meeting and listened as Erica promised each new church leader a new church—as long as the devotees would promise to give as much as they possibly could.

And during each trip, Erica, Karla, and sometimes Gertrude would get rooms in the city’s nicest hotel, up in the most expensive suite. They would order the most expensive room service. They would have massage therapists sent to their rooms. New church leaders would arrange for the trio to get VIP tickets to concerts, plays, and nightclubs. Then, when the weekends were over, it was back to school for the trip—back to Smithers for Karla, where life was so quiet and… lifeless.

Karla had become invisible at school since coming out as trans. Her male friends dropped her as soon as she came to school dressed as a girl. Some of the more progressive students were kind to her, but not interested in taking her on as a friend. Most students just looked at her as if she was some freak, some anomaly. One student told the teacher that she couldn’t be in the same assignment group as Karla; “… or my mom will pull me out of school.”

It was such a stark difference: being like a celebrity during the weekends (and during weeknight sermons), and then being a loser during schooldays. Sometimes Karla just wanted to stand up on her desk and tell everyone that she was the second-highest ranked member of a fast-growing church. Sometimes she wanted to brag to everyone that she had access to more money than they would ever see in their life. Sometimes she wanted to boast about all of the veil-bearers who would drop to their hands and knees to kiss her feet, as if she was a living goddess. But graduation was coming up fast: six more weeks. She only had to survive six weeks…

And she assumed it would just be six weeks of hell during the weeks, and then relief during the weekends. She was even trying to find time to get ahead of the class with assignments, to finish a few weeks early, to reduce the remaining of her ‘sentence’. She had no plans of actually attending graduation or going to prom…

Until one afternoon, while she was at her locker, and a young man walked up to her. “Karla?” he said.

Karla knew the young man but had never talked to him before. His name was Steven Young. He was friends with the popular kids, and he played on the first line of the high-school hockey team. Now, he was pushing his scruffy brown hair off of his face.

Karla was surprised that he’d called her Karla. Most people still called her Karl, refusing to accept her feminine identity. “Yeah?” she said.

“I was, uh, wondering if… maybe—I don’t know—if maybe you’d like to go to prom with me.”

Karla stood still, stunned, thinking at first that this was part of some sort of prank. She looked around for snickering friends. Then she looked back at Steven. “Prom?”

He nodded his head. “Maybe you could be my date.”

“Why would you want to date me?” she asked, hardly able to produce those words in that stunned state.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. I… I think you’re cute.”

“I’m trans.”

“I know,” he said. “I don’t really care. That doesn’t really bother me.”

“Your friends will make fun of you,” she said, starting to blush.

“Yeah, they already did when I told them I was going to ask you. But they’re already pretty much over it.”

“What?” Karla said. Her heart was racing.

“You can think about it, if you want.”

“I hardly know you,” Karla sputtered, tensing up all over.

Steven smiled, blushing. He looked around and then he said, “We can go out for a milkshake or something first, if you want. I’m free tonight.”

“Is this like a prank or something?” Karla said.

“No,” Steven said. “Why is it so hard for you to believe that I like you?”

“Because… you don’t know me.”

“I want to get to know you. Look—the offer is on the table, alright? Let’s get a milkshake, and if that goes well, you can let me take you to prom.”

“O—Okay,” Karla said. In her stunned agreement to the date, she’d completely forgotten about her ‘relationship’ with Erica.

And now, as she made her way home, she remembered Erica, and a shock of guilt clenched inside of her. She paused and considered her ‘relationship’ with Erica. Was there a relationship? When they were together on weekends, they would kiss and make love… but they’d never talked about what any of that meant. Erica had never really made any commitments. Was that just no-strings-attached fun? They’d been fooling around like that for months, and Erica had been strict about their ‘relationship’ remaining a secret.

So if Erica wasn’t willing to be open about their relationship, did that mean that Karla was free to see other people?

Steven came to Karla’s house that evening. “How did you get my address?” she asked, blushing.

“I’ve seen your car here before,” he said. “It’s a small town. Why are you so surprised? Want to get a milkshake?”

It seemed so juvenile—so lame. But it was… fun. They went to an ice-cream shop and ordered milkshakes. They sat at the bar and Steven asked Karla some questions about her being trans. “Why’d you come out so close to the end of high-school?” he asked. “I mean—if you knew that people were going to be pricks about it, why not just wait a few more months?”

Karla didn’t tell Steven about the church. She didn’t tell him about the teachings of the Divine Feminine. She didn’t tell him that the texts said to be as openly feminine as possible in order to mature properly as a daughter of the Divine Mother. Instead, she just shrugged her shoulders and said, “It just seemed like a good time. I don’t really care about what anyone thinks.”

“I think that’s why I like you,” Steven smiled. “You really don’t care what people think about you. People mock you, but you’re still just… you.” He smiled.

Karla blushed. “I’ll go to prom with you,” she said to him softly. “But you need to know that people are going to make fun of you, and they’re going to judge you and make assumptions.”

“Well,” he said. “I kind of thought of that, and then I decided to be more like you—and not care. After all, we only live once, right?”

The date was only an hour long. Steven took Karla home and gave her a hug. Then, the next day after school, he found her at her locker. “Apparently some guys saw us at the ice cream place last night,” he said.

“Did they make fun of you?” Karla asked.

“Yeah, a bit,” he said. “But it’s not a big deal. Me and a couple of friends are going to see that new Exorcist movie. Want to come along?”

“O—Okay,” Karla said softly, and then ten minutes, she found herself in a van with Steven and three of his friends. They went to the movie theatre. The whole time, Karla waited for them to pull some prank, dump some bucket of pig blood on her head… but they were strangely polite. One of them asked her if she still had her penis, which made the others laugh, and then they all became quiet when Steven said, “Cut it out, guys.” When they saw that the jabs didn’t get under his skin, they just… lost interest. Suddenly, Karla found herself feeling normal.

After the movie, Steven took Karla away to a local Montanas for dinner. It wasn’t a super-romantic spot, but the food was good and it all just felt so… normal.

Karla found herself once again thinking about Erica. There was a sermon that night, and Karla was missing it. “There’s this thing I need to get to,” she said, eyeing the clock before they were finished dinner. “I really shouldn’t miss it.”

“What is it?” Steven asked.

“It’s just this thing…” She took a deep breath. “I guess it’s like a… club.”

“For trans girls?”

“Sort of,” Karla said.

“Like a support group?”

She blinked a few times and then nodded. “A little bit.”

“Want me to go with you?”

She shook her head quickly. “No—I don’t think that’s a good idea. I just… I’m kind of supposed to help out with stuff there.”

“You can go. I’ll get the bill here. It’s not a big deal.”

Karla knew that Erica was probably wondering where she was. But maybe Karla could just… pretend that she was sick. She didn’t want this date to end; for the first time in so long, she felt normal. Sure, when she was at the church, she felt accepted—and feeling accepted (and praised) was amazing—but there was just something so, so satisfying about feeling normal.

Steven wasn’t involved with the church. He didn’t know about the Divine Feminine or any of the teachings in that book. Therefore, he had no interest in discussing textual interpretations, and he didn’t want to talk about how to grow the church, or what to do with church funds. For Karla, he was like a glimpse into the real world, into what could be without the craziness of the Divine Feminine.

“I’ll stay,” she said. That night, walking down the town’s Main Street, Steven held Karla’s hand, and then he kissed her on the lips. The kiss was special—different than when her lips met with Erica’s. With Erica, there was a fiery passion, but this was different. With Steven, she felt safe, she felt special, she felt wanted—on a level that wasn’t just sexual.

“Are you free Friday?” he asked.

“I have…” Karla almost said sermon. “Church.”

“On a Friday?”

Karla nodded. “But I’m free Saturday.”

“We should go out—maybe camping, or something,” he smiled.

“Okay,” Karla said.

And together they went camping. Karla had to rush home Sunday afternoon to make it to sermon. Erica was there when she rushed into the church. “There you are. You missed our meeting,” Erica said.

“I did?” Karla asked.

Erica looked Karla up and down. “Why do you smell like that?”

“Like what?”

“Like… smoke… and B-O.”

Karla blushed. “Sorry. I was just camping.”

“With who?” Erica asked.

“Just some friends,” Karla lied. She didn’t want to tell him that it was just her and one other—and she definitely didn’t want to tell Erica that they did a whole lot more than just camping. In a tent, in the woods, Steven penetrated Karla; he lost his virginity, sinking his erection into Karla’s anus, and they made love. And that sex was far more sensual than any sex Karla had had before—much more meaningful than the rough and dirty romps in hotel penthouse suites with Erica, and certainly more meaningful than sex with veil-bearers, before Erica put an end to Karla’s post-sermonal duties.

In fact, after Steven climaxed inside of her, he said, “I love you,” and then, after a moment, Karla said it back.

Now, Erica looked suspicious. “You need to get cleaned up before service,” Erica said. “I want you to do the sermon.”

“Me?” Karla asked. “Why me?”

“Because it’s the next stage in your development.”

“I—I’ve never done that before.”

“You’ll be fine. I’ll be watching,” Erica smiled. “And then after, we can sneak away—to celebrate. I bought us something.”

“What?” Karla asked.

“I’ll show you later.”

That night, Karla did the sermon. She accepted the ‘gifts’ from the veil-bearers. She let them massage her and feed her and give her drinks. She read from the book. She commanded Chalice Guardians to chambers and selected the veil-bearers who would lay with them. Then, she found Erica and they snuck away together. Erica was grinning, blushing. She took Karla a block away and then showed Karla a pair of sleek black SUVs parked in a quiet parking lot. “What’s this?” Karla asked.

“They’re ours. One for me, one for you.”

“With what money?” Karla asked, her voice soft and broken.

“What money do you think?”

“I thought we were saving to buy that property in Prince George.”

“They can wait,” Erica said. “After all—the texts say that we need to take care of ourselves, so we can be more efficient for the church.”

“But…” Karla stopped herself, remembering how fierce Erica could get when questioned. “It’s just a lot for me. I—I already have a car.”

“You have a piece of junk. This is a real car. When you pull up to school in this, everyone will know that you’re better than them. They will know how much harder you work than them, and how much more clever you are. When they’re all applying for minimum wage jobs to cover the rent in their shit-hole apartments, they’ll see you driving in this, and they’ll know that they were idiots to ever mock you.”

Karla’s throat was dry now.

Erica put her hand on Karla’s side and then slid it up to her breast. She gently squeezed. “Why are you so down, baby?” Erica said.

“I’m not. It’s just—I’m surprised. And… I don’t know how I’m going to explain this to people. That car must be worth…”

“$140,000,” Erica smiled.

“Erica!” gasped Karla. “That’s so much money!”

“It’s our money,” Erica said, now looking frustrated. “We worked hard for it. We deserve to have things too. It doesn’t say anywhere in the Divine Feminine that we should live like… peasants. It doesn’t say we should suffer and be poor. The church is growing. What do you suggest we spend our money on? Churches are popping up everywhere, and we’re perfectly on track to get them outfitted.”

Karla could hear Erica’s intensity growing. She knew that she needed to deescalate the argument. So she just produced a smile and said, “You’re right. Sorry. I’m just surprised—that’s all.”

“Now come on, I’ll show you the interior. The seats fold down, so there’s plenty of room to have some fun.”

They fucked in the car, Erica penetrating Karla and pumping her fast and hard. It felt good… but the sex was lacking. There was no spiritual connection, and maybe there had never been. Karla still had a sick feeling in her stomach about the car; she didn’t want to be seen driving around a car worth $140,000. She didn’t want devotees thinking that there was corruption in the church. She didn’t want her peers at school to think that she was involved in some shady business, like prostitution.

She took the car and parked it away from her home, in a secured garage, at her own expense, and she decided to leave it there, unless it was time for church. Then, she took her old car to go and meet with Steven. He took her to the mall and bought her a prom dress, even though it is unusual for the man to buy his date a prom dress. They got milkshakes again, just like their first date, and then they went back to Karla’s house and spent the night together: cuddling, watching movies, talking about the future, together—thinking that there was going to be a future together.

But there would be no future together—and there wouldn’t even be prom together, because two days before prom, Steven was found dead in a lake just outside of Smithers.


CHAPTER 9
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Sid was waiting for Gertrude. She was late—over an hour late, which was unusual. He tried calling, but her phone was turned off. Bad thoughts crept into his mind; he considered the possibility that she’d gotten into some trouble. It seemed hard to believe that she’d forgotten their date, which she’d planned.

For that long hour, Sid sat there, dressed as a girl, getting odd looks from the people in that bar. It was supposed to be a surprise: Sid dressed up as a girl; he’d watched hours of YouTube tutorials and even went out to buy the makeup. He felt so weird, doing it himself, in his house, while his mother was out. He felt even weirder going out and getting on the bus to Smithers, which only came once each day. Now, he would either have to hitchhike home or find a hotel to spend the night before the next bus to Bear Lake—and for what? The date was clearly not happening.

Sid’s makeup work wasn’t nearly as masterful as Gertrude’s. She knew how to do things with those products; she knew how to completely change the shape of a face, but Sid had only managed to figure out how to put on eyeliner and eyeshadow, and some lipstick. He was fairly sure that he still looked like a man, even though he didn’t think that he’d done a terrible job.

A young man, with a grin on his face, came to Sid’s table. “Excuse me, sir, do you mind if we steal a chair for our friend?” He was clearly trying to get a rise out of Sid. One of his friends had his phone out, recording just above the table as if Sid couldn’t see the gleam of his phone’s camera lens. They wanted the next ‘It’s ma’am’ viral video. Sid just smiled and nodded and sunk into his seat.

His surprise for Gertrude was turning into a humiliating disaster.

“Another drink while you wait?” asked the waitress. Sid nodded his head and she brought him another drink, which he sipped slowly. He eyed the clock. Now, Gertrude was nearly two hours late. It was obvious now: she wasn’t coming.

So he got the bill, paid, and scurried out of there, feeling like a complete idiot. He thought about hitchhiking home; many truckers were happy to pick young people up between Smithers and Bear Lake. But Sid wasn’t sure that he could handle the humiliation of being seen like this by a trucker. Maybe he should have brought some boy clothes and some makeup wipes; he’d just assumed that he would have ended up at Gertrude’s house for the night, and then she would have driven him home in the morning.

Now, Sid was on the street. It was a busy Friday night downtown, with young people heading out to the bars and clubs. A few people glanced over at Sid before nudging their friends and giggling. Sid could feel the last bit of his confidence fluttering away. Now, he was regretting all of this. He knew that Gertrude wanted a guy who could do this for her: dress like a girl and be perfectly happy… but it was seeming obvious that Sid wasn’t going to be her ‘girl’. And every moment that Sid was out like this, he was risking his reputation. If kids at school found out about this, then his mother would surely find out. Or maybe one of his mom’s friends would see him and relay the information.

When Gertrude was doing his makeup and picking out his outfits, it was different. She knew how to make him look like a girl; nobody ever looked at Sid strangely when Gertrude dolled him up. When Gertrude did her magic, people really thought that Sid was a girl. And when he really looked like a girl, he understood what she saw in all of this; he understood what that book was talking about—about feminine energies and divine powers. At times, he could feel it, like a warm power building up inside of him.

But now, in a single night, all of that momentum seemed to be sucked out of him.

He reached into his small purse and pulled out his debit card, and wondered if he had enough cash to pay for a night in a hotel room. He had no job, and after paying for those drinks at the restaurant, he was pretty close to being broke—not to mention the cost of the makeup, and of the outfit that he was now wearing.

He walked the streets, still not terribly familiar with the layout of Smithers. At least it was a warm night. He just wanted to get away from the odd looks.

He made eye-contact with a middle-aged man. The man paused and nodded to him, as if he had something to say, so Sid stopped. “Are you part of that cult?” he asked.

“Cult?” Sid said softly.

“The one that took over the church—down there,” he said, pointing down the road. Now, Sid recognized the street; he wasn’t far from that church.

“No…” he said, and it wasn’t technically a lie; he wasn’t part of the church… he just went to congregation from time to time.

“You lying?” the man asked. “Because if you are part of that cult, do me a favour and tell your cult-leader something for me. Tell her—or him, or whatever—to get the fuck out of this town. We don’t want cults in our city. I don’t care what kind of fucked-up shit you’re into in your personal time, but take it out of my town, alright?”

“I—I’m not part of a cult.”

“It’s a cult,” he said. “And you weirdos are going to have to answer for what you did to Steven Young.”

“Steven Young?” Sid said.

The man spat in Sid’s face and walked away. Sid felt like collapsing. He wanted to run and hide. He’d heard about Steven Young: the high-schooler who was murdered and found in a lake. He didn’t know much about it, and certainly hadn’t heard anything about the Divine Feminine having anything to do with it.

Was Steven a member of the church? He certainly could have been; almost everyone in that room was in a disguise of makeup and wig hair.

Now, Sid wondered if Gertrude was at the church; it wasn’t a sermon night, but he knew that she spent a lot of time there between sermons, working with Erica. So Sid started towards the church, wiping spit off of his face.

There was a new fence around the church, with security cameras mounted on the posts. There was a parking lot with a gate and a keycard box to allow in higher-up members. The church was dark and that parking lot was empty. Still, Sid went up to the front door, which was the only part of the church accessible without getting through that fence. He tried the handle before knocking, but nobody answered.

Then, as he walked away from the church, she noticed a black SUV coming up the street, seemingly in a hurry. Sid jogged across the road and watched from behind a parked car as the black SUV pulled up to the keycard access. The gate opened for the driver, and then the SUV went into the private parking lot. Erica emerged from the vehicle and headed inside in a rush.

Sid stood for a minute. Now, another car was coming: Gertrude’s. Side perked up and thought about waving her down. He wondered if she even wanted to see him, or if she had skipped out on the date because she wanted a break from him. Now, she was pulling up to the same keycard entry before being allowed in.

Sid thought about calling to her when she got out from the car, but decided to let her go on with her business. She seemed flustered. From across the street, Sid could see that she was pale, and trembling.

Sid waited, with nothing better to do. He decided he would just hang around the church until Gertrude was finished for the night, because he really had nowhere else to go for the night. He was banking on being able to sleep at Gertrude’s house.

Over the next hour, the girls emerged occasionally from the church, with papers, with bed sheets, with filled boxes. They filled Gertrude’s car, and then she drove off for fifteen minutes before returning. Then, they worked together to clean her car, scrubbing it with soapy water, inside and out. They were working fast, in a rush—and it really did seem awfully suspicious to Sid.

It was an hour later when a police cruiser pulled up to the church. Two officers got out of the vehicle and approached the door. They knocked and it was a full two minutes before Erica came to the door. She wouldn’t let the cops in at first—and then they produced a sort of permit, and she moved aside. Two additional cruisers came. More cops poured into the church. Two cops searched the vehicles of the girls: the expensive SUV and Gertrude’s old sedan. The search went on for the next two hours. Now, it was late, and cold. Sid wondered if there was ever going to be an end to this.

Finally, the police left. Then Erica left in her SUV. Finally, Gertrude emerged, still pale, now wearing different clothes. She went slowly to her car, and Sid decided to approach.

She froze when she saw him, then she relaxed when she realized who he was. “Sid—what are you doing here?” she asked, looking left and right.

“I was at the restaurant, waiting for you,” Sid said, trying to hide his frustration. “You didn’t show up, so I came to see if you were here.”

She covered her mouth with the palm of her hand. “Oh my God, Sid, I’m so sorry. I totally forgot; it’s just been so busy. We—We had some things come up that needed our attention. The last few days have just been so hectic. I’m sorry.”

“It’s fine,” Sid said. “Is everything okay?”

Gertrude was silent now, her eyes wide and her skin pale. “Yes,” she said softly. “It’s fine. It’s all taken care of, more or less.”

Sid couldn’t help but think of what the stranger said to him, about Steven’s murder being somehow involved with the church. Now, there was clearly some sort of investigation happening; the police were very, very interested in that church, and Gertrude had spent the past two hours aggressively trying to hide something.

“I kind of have to go,” she said.

“Oh,” Sid said. “Where are you going?”

“I just have to…” She paused for a minute. “Do some chores.”

Gertrude left after an awkward goodbye, but Sid wasn’t satisfied. He knew it wasn’t his business, and he knew he was risking coming off as a stalker, but he had to investigate for himself. So he walked the twenty blocks or so to Gertrude’s house, and saw that her car was parked there. He saw that the windows were all closed, so he went around, into the alleyway, and peered over her fence. He saw piles of garbage bags, mops, and many rolls of used paper towels and empty bottles of bleach and floor cleaner. She was trying to hide some sort of evidence—in a hurry.

She came out with a bundle of bed sheets and dumped them down into a fire pit. She wiped her forehead and took a moment to catch her breath. Her eyes were red; she’d been crying. Then, as she went to grab a bottle of fire-starter, she noticed Sid. She gasped. “Why are you here!?” she barked.

“What the hell are you doing?” Sid asked. “It looks like you’re trying to cover up some murder!” And as he said it, his body tensed up, and he saw the pale look on his girlfriend’s face, and he knew that something truly, truly terrible had transpired.

She took him inside. She broke down. She fell to her knees and cried. “She made me do it,” she said. “She didn’t give me a choice. I—I had to do it to protect the church.”

“Do what? What did you do?” Sid was stunned. His heart was racing. A nausea was filling up his stomach. He had to sit down before his knees gave out. “Did you… kill someone?”

“I had to,” she cried. “Please—please don’t tell anyone. I—I didn’t have a choice. It was my… duty.”

And in that instant, Sid realized that the Divine Feminine truly was a cult, just as its accusers said it was. The devoted members of its congregation were brainwashed, and Sid’s own girlfriend was in deep—more brainwashed than any of them.

“Erica made you kill someone?” Sid asked, stunned. “Steven Young? W—Why? What did he have to do with any of this?”

“He got his hands on church secrets,” she said. “He was going to expose them, with twisted lies, to take down the church. He—He was going to expose our members and ruin their lives.”

“Wasn’t he just some high-school kid?” Sid asked.

Gertrude wiped her eyes. “He’d been infiltrating the church for months. He got access to financial records. He had personal dirt on many of our members. He was going to take it all down—but it was all founded on lies. He was going to expose lies, to make us look bad. He was going to ruin my life by claiming that I was stealing money from devotees. He—He was going to ruin Erica’s life by outing her to her family.”

“How did you find this out?”

“Erica did,” she said, her voice broken.

“And she showed you the proof?” asked Sid.

Now, Gertrude was silent. Her face was pale. “N—No, but I have no reason to doubt her.”

“No reason!?” Sid gasped. “She commanded you to kill someone! You probably should have asked for fucking proof!”

“You can’t tell anyone—nobody, not even members of the church. This is between me and Erica—not even Karla knows about this, okay? We handled the matter quietly, and… and it’s done, okay? Now I need to go and burn those sheets before the police get here. They—they might have cells on them. They—They might have a hair on them or something; they can detect the smallest amount of—of blood on anything. I’m forgetting something. What am I forgetting? Oh God… I’m going to go to prison. Please, Sid—I don’t want to go to prison!”

She was bawling now; she was totally out of sorts. Her admission had Sid cold to the bone. He couldn’t believe that he’d… loved this person. She was insane; she was a blind follower of a deadly cult. And now, Sid was like an accomplice; he was hearing her admission, and he wasn’t doing anything about it. He knew that he needed to go to the police, but all he wanted to do was to go home. There was now evidence that he was there: fingerprints on the church door, and now fingerprints in her house—shoe prints, skin cells—and maybe even a few hairs.

“No, no,” Gertrude said to herself, taking a deep breath. “They have no proof. They won’t find proof. There is no proof. They searched the church and found nothing—so it’s fine. They won’t even come here. But if they do, I don’t want them to find a speck of anything.” Then, she looked at Sid. “And you… you have to be quiet about this, okay? I—I shouldn’t have told you anything. But Sid… I told you because I trust you. This Steven guy was really bad, okay? He wanted us all to suffer, just because we’re different. I just did what Erica told me to do; it’s in the Divine Feminine texts, Sid. It says that I have to do as commanded by my priestess. Please, Sid. I need you on my side right now. I need you to promise me that you won’t say anything. You can help me clean up and make it look like normal… okay?”

“O—Okay,” Sid said. He was struggling to process all of this. He was tempted to run to the police, but afraid of the consequences. He didn’t want them to take Gertrude away from him… and he didn’t want to end up involved in any sort of police business—especially if Erica was ruthless enough to have people killed.

So instead of ratting Gertrude out, Sid stayed to help her clean. They burned everything, and kept that fire going into the morning, so that there wasn’t a shred of evidence. They didn’t just scrub the whole house down; they painted the walls, the ceilings, and all of the wooden furniture—even though the murder didn’t take place in that house.

Gertrude told Sid everything. She told him that she’d followed Steven for three days, from a distance. She had a handgun that Erica had given her. She saw her opportunity one afternoon when Steven went out to a remote lake to go fishing, then she shot him and let his body fall into the water. She took the handgun 100km away and ditched it in a hole, deep in the woods. That was three days earlier; and those three days had been spent viciously cleaning every inch of her vehicle and every inch of everywhere she spent any time, to ensure there wasn’t a single blood cell that could have gotten on her and then onto some other surface—in her car, in her house, in the church.

She had no idea how the police even started to think that the Divine Feminine had anything to do with the murder.


CHAPTER 10
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Eric had his doors locked, curtains shut. He had his dad’s shotgun nearby, in case he needed it. He had no idea how anyone tied him to the murder, but people were asking questions, and police were snooping around the church.

And now, heart racing, Eric couldn’t believe what he’d done. No—he didn’t do it; he got Gertrude to do it… but still—he placed the command.

He didn’t actually think that she would go through with it! Or maybe he did. What else did he think? He gave her the gun. He gave her the target. He gave her the ammunition. He even found out the guy’s address, license plate number—everything. The only thing he didn’t do was pull the trigger.

But it had to be done… Steven was taking Karla away from the church. Karla was one of the church’s most important assets; she was one of the most devoted members they’d ever had. The church couldn’t afford to lose Karla. And Eric had spent a great deal of time turning to the texts for guidance; he spent hours with the Divine Feminine bible, asking it what to do, and then reading the sacred passages. And it said, in Randy’s writings:

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.



Eric read that passage again now; he was sure that it was saying that violence could be justified, if it meant saving the church. And if Karla was taken away from the church, the church would surely fall to pieces. She’d taken on the bulk of the duties; without her, it would have never grown so large, so fast. Eric needed Karla.

And he… loved Karla. Seeing her with another man made his blood boil. He sat in his car and watched from two blocks away as she held hands with the man, and kissed him on the lips. She missed multiple sermons, and lied about the reason of her absence.

He couldn’t understand how Karla could be seeing someone else behind his back. Did Karla not love him back? Did their romantic getaways mean… nothing?

Thinking about her infidelity now brought tears to Eric’s eyes. It wasn’t fair; he wanted Karla, but Karla wanted to be with a man. Eric could be a man for her—but not without losing the church; he had to be a woman for the church.

An approaching car made Eric jump to his feet. He rushed and grabbed his father’s shotgun. He peered out the window and watched as a truck drove slowly by. Why was it driving so slowly? Who was driving? Were they looking for Eric?

Now, Eric found himself wondering about those mysterious ‘fans’ who had been sending him gifts—before he had Karla tell the congregation to stop. He never did find out who those mysterious people were, and now he couldn’t help but wonder if they weren’t really ‘fans’, but instead intruders, gathering intel, letting Eric know that they’d successfully infiltrated the church and knew his personal information. Maybe they were even related to Steven Young somehow. Maybe this whole thing was a big plot to take Eric out.

No—Eric wasn’t going to let them take him out. He’d come so far; in just six months, he turned a congregation of three into a religious organization that spanned the entire province—and it was growing every day. The church was pulling in five figures every single day—cash, under the table, tax-free. He had dozens of loyal followers: people who would literally kill for him, and maybe even people who would die for him…

For her—they wouldn’t do it for Eric, but they would do it for Erica.

As Eric, he was at risk. As Eric, he had no army. Now, he needed to become Erica, and he needed to stay as Erica. He rushed over to a bag and pulled up that old floorboard. He packed what he could: makeup, a few outfits, and as much cash as he could carry.

Now, he needed to leave town. He needed to leave the area entirely—even if it would look suspicious to the police. The police didn’t tell him to stay in town; they never explicitly said that the was under investigation… and maybe he needed to bounce before they had the opportunity to.

That night, he got into his SUV. He made only two stops—the first at a gas station in Smithers. He filled up with gas and changed in the bathroom. He became Erica and ditched his male clothes in a bin.

His second stop was at Karla’s house. He knocked at her door for ten minutes. She answered half-asleep. “You have to come with me,” he said.

“W—Why?” she asked, checking the time on her phone. It was now 2:45 AM.

“We have to leave. It’s not safe here.” Erica knew that the police were going to find evidence, one way or another. “Gertrude is going to take over the church; we just need to get out of town.”

“For how long? Where are we going?” Karla asked. Erica could sense that she was apprehensive. Maybe she even suspected that Erica had something to do with Steven’s death.

“We’ll talk in the car. Pack a few things. Be fast.”

He gave her five minutes, and not a minute more. She brought only a backpack. They got into Erica’s black SUV and they left the city. They drove for sixteen hours, only stopping for gas. Erica drove slowly and carefully so she wouldn’t be pulled over, because she had a fake license plate on her SUV, so that CCTV footage wouldn’t tell police where they were going.

Their final destination was Medicine Hat, Alberta, where a church of the Divine Feminine had recently been established, with only four members. They knocked at the door and a young woman answered. “Can I help you?” she asked, looking at the luxury SUV and then at the pair of dolled up trans girls.

“We’re the priestesses of the Divine Feminine,” Erica said. “And we’ve come to help you set up your church. First, you need a proper location. This week, we’ll go together and look at the options.” They didn’t have access to all of the church’s money; that was sent daily to Smithers. But they did have about eighty-thousand in cash—enough to lease a proper church for at least a year or two while they got established once again. “There’s just one little detail that we need to discuss with you.”

“What is it?” Asked the star-struck devotee who had established the Medicine Hat church of the Divine Feminine.

“It’s best that you don’t tell anyone we’re here. Our goal is to… operate undercover.”

The girl asked no questions. She was perfectly submissive, like a good devotee of the Divine Mother.

Erica and Karla got themselves a discreet hotel room at a nearby hotel—not a luxury penthouse suite, but not on the main floor either, as Erica believed it was too risky. Once checked in, Karla finally demanded an explanation. “I just left my entire life behind,” she said. “And I don’t normally ask for much—but I am going to ask for you to explain what the hell is going on.”

Erica took a breath. She blinked a few times. “They were getting ready to arrest you,” Erica said bluntly. “One of our devotees works at the police station, and she caught wind of the arrest warrant that they were working to finalize.”

“W—What?” Karla said, now pale.

“They think you killed that Steven Young,” Erica said. “I don’t know why. I doubt you even know the guy. But, apparently, you were the last person seen with him, and they apparently found your DNA at the crime scene. I don’t believe any of it, Karla; I know you. I bet this whole thing is some sort of attack on our church. But I couldn’t let them put you in prison for life. I had to get you out of there.”

Karla was frozen. Her eyes were watering, but she was too paralyzed to even cry.

“You’re safe here,” said Erica. “Here’s how I see it… If they were able to arrest you today, they would have just stopped the investigation, thinking they had their person. But now, while they look for you, they’ll keep the investigation going, and maybe they’ll find evidence linking the murder to the real murderer. We just have to… stay here, until things blow over.”

Still, Karla was able to say nothing. She was entirely stunned. That pale complexion was now turning green. She was going to be sick.

“You’re safe here,” Erica said again.

She knew that lying was a fracture in the eyes of the Divine Mother, but if violence can be justified (as the text seemed to suggest), then lying could surely be justified for the sake of protecting the church. And that’s all this was: protecting the church; Erica kept telling herself that, every time she began to have doubts.

Karla spent the night ill in the bathroom. When she wasn’t throwing up, she was crying. She didn’t sleep; she just cried and puked. And in the morning, she’d come to accept the reality of her situation. Looking exhausted beyond belief, she got to looking into properties for lease in the area, and by that afternoon, they had a few leads on old churches.

Erica was sick with guilt. That dread just wouldn’t leave her stomach. Was this the Divine Mother’s punishment for what she did? Was this guilt and shame ever going to go away, or would it haunt her for the rest of her life?

Lori was the leader of the Medicine Hat church. She accompanied Karla and Erica as they went to walk through potential locations. The choice was quite obvious: a 2,600 square-foot church, which had previously been used as a Baptist church until the membership declined to nothingness. The lease was $2,200 per month; the girls made the lease out in Lori’s name, and paid for a full year upfront. “Before the end of the year, we’ll make a cash offer to the owner to buy it out,” Erica said, wearing a large pair of sunglasses.

She was still on-edge. Every passing car made her flinch. Every passing cop cruiser made her heart sink deep into her stomach. Once they settled the lease, Erica insisted that they stay in their hotel room, never leaving for any reason. The plan was to move into the church, at the beginning of the month when they got the keys.

So for two weeks, they stayed in the hotel room, never leaving. Erica spent that whole time sitting by the window, peering out, watching as cars pulled into the parking lot, wondering if any of them were undercover cops investigating the murder of Steven Young. They lived off of room service, pizza, and Chinese food—the only options that would deliver to their room. They passed the time by watching reruns on television. Erica spent a majority of her time on her laptop, watching the news, constantly refreshing to see if there were any updates in the search for Steven Young’s murderer.

It was only a week before Erica and Karla were both listed as missing. One news article had an interview with Erica’s father, pleading for ‘Eric’ to come home. The article mentioned the suicide of Randy six months earlier, and insinuated the vanishing of Erica and Karla could be suicide-related; it also motioned Steven Young, and the fact that there hadn’t yet been any arrests made in the search for his killer.

“I want to go out,” Karla said, a few days before the first of the month.

“We cannot,” Erica said. “It’s not safe.”

“I don’t understand. Nobody knows us here.” Karla picked up a wig that had been delivered to their hotel a week earlier. “We bought wigs. We have disguises. We can wear sunglasses.”

“It’s not safe,” hissed Erica. Her heart started racing. She knew that the police had new technology; she knew that their CCTV systems could identify people with as little as a clear shot of an earlobe. She still had no idea who those church devotees were—the ones who found her real identity and sent her those presents; if they could find her real identity so easily, maybe they could track down her location in Alberta. “We just… have to lay low.”

At night, after having a few drinks from the minibar, Erica would try to initiate sex with Karla. Sometimes, Karla would go along with it (though when she did, it was always awkward and… lifeless), but usually, Karla would turn Erica down. “I’m just… not in the mood for that.”

“I want to be close to you,” Erica said.

“I know. I just… I’m not happy here right now. It’s hard to think about sex.”

“Your feminine energies are weak,” Erica said. “You need me to give you my energies. You’re beautiful. You’re feminine. Let me make you feel like a woman.”

Karla went along with it reluctantly. She stripped down and bent over and allowed her priestess to sink her long, thick shaft into her tight, clenched anus. Erica grunted as she pumped her ‘partner-in-crime’. Karla made almost no noise at all.

“C’mon, baby—moan for me,” Erica grunted.

But Karla just wouldn’t make any noise.

“Tell me how much you like it, baby,” Erica said, thrusting harder and deeper. She used every inch of her cock, pumping, pounding. Karla let out a little moan—maybe pain, maybe pleasure. So Erica went harder—as hard as she could, flattening Karla against the bed and pinning her firmly with a clawed grip. “Fucking moan for me!” Erica shouted.

But Karla didn’t. Instead, she let out a whimper… maybe pain, maybe pleasure.

Erica came, but it wasn’t satisfying; it was never satisfying anymore. Maybe Karla was still thinking about Steven; maybe his damage had been done before she managed to take him out of the equation.

“That Steven guy,” Erica said, wiping the anal sex off of her cock. “Did you know him?”

Karla was pale, sitting up slowly as cum oozed from her anus. “Did I know him?” she repeated nervously. “Um… I met him, a couple of times.”

“You never mentioned him,” Erica said.

“It never seemed relevant,” she said, turning her face away with a guilty look.

“You didn’t kill him, did you?” Erica asked—obviously knowing the truth.

“Of course not!” Karla gasped.

Then, after a pause, Erica asked, “Did you love him?”

Now, Karla was pale and silent. Her eyes were wide as she stared at Erica. Erica said nothing… and Karla remained silent as well.

And that silence told Erica everything she needed to know.
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