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THE FEMININE 2


Randy is gone, but his writings have just begun to influence the town of Bear Lake. Meanwhile, a new character arrives in Bear Lake, making everything for Sid just a little more complicated.


CHAPTER 1
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Christmas in Bear Lake wasn’t anything like Christmas in Halifax. Back in the Maritimes, Sid’s mom would always decorate the house from top to bottom, inside and out. Decorating the tree had always been a big-deal tradition in the house, every year, on December 10th. Then, she would usually get carried away buying gifts, wrapping them meticulously with bows and glitter and cards.

But this year was the opposite: no decorations (most of the decorations were still stuck in storage in another part of the country, sidelined because of bad weather and shit roads). There were no presents; Sid’s mom had spent all of her money on the move. There were no parades to go to or Christmas activities like Craft fairs or Christmas flea markets. Usually on Christmas Eve, they would have a large Scottish feast (Sid’s grandmother was from Scotland), with lots of family members (uncles, aunts, cousins, grandparents). This year, they had a pizza from the freezer. On Christmas morning, Sid’s mom found a radio station playing Christmas songs, to make it feel somewhat festive in the house.

That was the extent of Christmas.

“Next year will be better,” said Sid’s mom as she looked through the fridge to see what she could make for Christmas dinner. Sid watched as she pulled out a bag of freezer-isle Chinese dumplings; she checked the expiration date.

“It’s fine,” Sid said. It was another terrible reminder of what life had become. Bear Lake was nothing like Halifax—and it hadn’t gotten better at all…

Except for Zach; Zach’s arrival in town made life in Bear Lake slightly more tolerable. Zach was like a little beacon of normality. And the fact that he had a car and was always down to go to Smithers, which had a population one-hundred-times Bear Lake—that was a big deal for Sid. Being able to escape that braindead town… that was priceless.

Usually, Zach would just show up and take Sid away; Sid didn’t even have Zach’s number in his phone. Now, as Sid’s mom tried to play out some sad Christmas dinner, Sid sat by the window, waiting for Zach to pull up and rescue him for a few hours—even if it meant going to the gym.

Honestly… Sid hated the gym. Zach seemed to get such a rush from working out, but Sid had a different experience; it was exhausting, the results didn’t seem to be coming, and it was often humiliating, wheezing and struggling to push half of what Zach could lift. Zach was always kind about it; he was always supportive and encouraging, but Sid suspected that, deep down, Zach was fighting the urge to roll his eyes—and maybe even the urge to laugh. Zach just wanted company at the gym; maybe he wanted some sad, pathetic loser to stand next to him, to make him look better. Of course he never said anything to suggest it, but Sid couldn’t help but feel it.

Now, it was past noon, and Zach wasn’t showing up. Sid groaned; maybe there would be no Zach today. Maybe it would be another long day of keeping a fire burning in that small, poorly-insulated home.

“When are they going to put cable in?” Sid asked, looking over at the old television that had been left behind by the previous owner; it still worked: static on every channel—but it functioned.

“They said they can’t run the lines until the ground thaws.”

“I’ve never heard of underground cable wires.”

“I don’t know, Sid, that’s just what they said,” barked his mom. Her face was red, and little outbursts like that one were becoming increasingly common. She always seemed tired—definitely overworked; it had been that way since she came back to the house after spending half a week stuck at work in the whiteout. The smallest comment would set her off; Sid was constantly walking on eggshells around her—one more reason to want Zach to pull up in that old BMW with the Ontario plates.

“I just think it’s weird, that’s all,” Sid said. “Maybe we could get one of those Elon Musk satellite things. I heard they have, like, a rural discount going on.”

“We can’t afford it,” his mom said.

“I don’t think it’s that expensive—like two-hundred bucks for the dish and then one-fifty per month for the service.”

“Then get a job and pay for it!” his mom snapped.

“It’s cheaper than it would cost to get cable and internet through the local provider.”

“Enough, Sid!”

Sid became silent. His mother grabbed a stack of dirty dishes from the counter and threw them into the sink, shattering at least one glass.

“And start cleaning up your dishes, for fuck sakes!”

Sid had no idea what was going on... it had been going on for too long to be her period, but maybe she was going through menopause. Or maybe she was finally realizing that Bear Lake was a shit hole and this whole move was a big mistake. Maybe this was good news; maybe she was going to come to her senses and put the house up for sale; maybe this would be Sid’s ticket back to Halifax.

“I’m going to go for a walk,” Sid said.

His mom looked at him with narrowed eyes, as if he was some sort of traitor, abandoning her on Christmas—but there was no Christmas there to abandon. He grabbed his coat and put on his boots and he trudged out into the snow.

The air was cold, as usual. He had nowhere to go, as usual. He started to walk, hands buried in his pockets. He peered over into Eric’s house and saw that Eric’s car wasn’t there. He walked for half a mile before getting to the next house. Though the window, he saw a family opening presents by a tree; they all seemed happy, and Sid wondered how anyone could muster up happiness in that lousy little town.

The next house was about three-hundred meters away. It seemed to be one of the many abandoned homes in the town. Then, he passed a house with a SOLD sign out front—still nobody living there.

Next, he saw an old, decrepit house that seemed abandoned, but there was a car in the driveway: Eric’s car. Sid paused and stared at the house. He knew that Eric used to hang out in Sid’s house, back when it was empty; maybe this was the new hangout spot.

The wind picked up, biting at every inch of Sid’s exposed skin. So Sid decided to wander up to the house. The front door was boarded up, so he went around to the back. There, he saw that the door was open, swaying on its hinges.

He went inside, stepping into the cold mudroom. The house was silent. Sid remembered Eric spazzing at him a few weeks earlier, when he let himself into Eric’s house after knocking. Not wanting to make the same mistake twice, he reached out a fist to knock on that back door—but he paused.

Eric was probably going to ask him what he was doing there. And what would Sid say? ‘I saw your car and was curious to see what you were doing.’ Sid already knew the answer: ‘None of your damn business.’.

Eric was hot and cold—sometimes perfectly nice, sometimes completely standoffish. When Sid first met him, Eric was nice, offering him a ride. Then, he suddenly became cold and cautious around Sid. Then there was the whole situation with Bristol, which ended with Sid surrendering Bristol to Eric—and for a week, Eric seemed super nice and friendly… then Zach started seeing Bristol, and Eric went cold again, side-eyeing Sid at school, as if Sid had anything to do with it. Eric knew that Sid and Zach were friends, so maybe he really did think that Sid had something to do with Zach stealing his girl.

So maybe it was best for Sid to leave Eric alone.

Before he turned away, a moving figure caught his eye through the old cracked glass door. He paused and looked in, seeing the shape of a young woman. Upon closer inspection, she was in lingerie. Sid’s eyes widened.

Okay, so maybe Eric had moved on from Bristol just fine; maybe he got over her without much drama.

Sid blinked a few times, watching the girl go by, not noticing him standing there. Then, a second girl went by, also dolled up in lingerie—long blonde hair bouncing on her shoulders.

Sid’s lips parted. Was Eric having some sort of Christmas orgy? “Holy shit,” he whispered. Was this some sort of party that Sid wasn’t invited to?

Sid backed out slowly, not wanting to be caught, not wanting Eric to think that he was some sort of peeping tom, or some stalker. He went back to the street. The wind was picking up. It seemed like a storm was coming in.

Randy was recently declared dead, after weeks of searching for his body. They never found anything, but they did find a small camp out in the woods, with clothes belonging to Randy—it was enough for them to determine he was dead, because no one could have survived out in that winter storm.

And now, Sid didn’t want to find himself caught up in a winter storm of his own, so he started his long walk home.


CHAPTER 2
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This was all new to Karl—and still very uncomfortable.

Cross-dressing wasn’t something he’d ever experimented with before, though he’d always considered himself an open-minded person. At first, he was just going along with it because Erica was making it worth his while, giving him her body; it seemed like a very small price to pay for hot sex.

But then, it all started to feel very cultish—especially when Gus showed up: another young guy who was also having sex with Erica, assuming he dressed up as a girl. That should have been Karl’s cue to leave, but Karl stayed.

The promise of sex was too strong. The virginal dread had been consuming, since Karl was thirteen and started having the usual pubescent sexual desires. After nearly six years of relentless hopelessness, he finally had a willing outlet. But at what cost?

This whole ‘new religion’ thing was a lot, but he went along with it. He could tell that Gus was just going along with it too. The ‘sermons’ were always awkward. Then the ‘reading time’, where they would sit in that old, abandoned house for hours, reading photocopies from some weird book… it was all just so… strange.

Then came Harold: the latest member of what Erica called, The First Church of the Divine Feminine. Karl had always thought of himself as shy, and Gus was shy too—but compared to Harold, Karl and Gus were like Dwayne Johnson and Connor McGregor.

Harold was like a timid little church mouse, unable to maintain eye-contact for more than a second at a time, hardly able to muster up a full sentence in conversation, and always meandering away to lonely corners. He looked frighteningly young, though he was indeed eighteen; he apparently had a condition that slowed down his puberty, so while he was eighteen, in terms of physical development, he had the body of a fourteen-year-old.

That uncommon condition made Harold look frighteningly feminine when Erica dressed him up as a girl.

Karl saw many red flags with this new religion; he was fairly certain that he was being initiated into a cult. He’d read about cults and learned that many of them used sex as a bargaining chip with new members. Other telltale signs of a cult include being coaxed away from family and close friends, and being told not to trust the people who used to be closest to you. Now, Erica had insisted that all three men congregate on that Christmas morning—and it was a long drive for Karl, from Smithers to Bear Lake. He knew his parents and sister were enjoying their usual Christmas traditions; they thought that Karl was at the movies with friends.

Erica thought it was necessary to have a ‘girls’ day’. They all got dolled up, as usual: makeup, wigs, lingerie. Erica had it all set up, as if they were going to have a slumber party. “Call your parents and tell them you won’t be coming home tonight,” she said.

“I can’t miss Christmas dinner,” Karl told the leader of that little religion.

Then, Erica gave Karl a look—just a look, which was enough to say, ‘You can leave, but then you won’t get any.’ So Karl invented a lie, and told his parents that he was going to spend the night at his friend’s place. His mom was choked up when Karl told her he would be missing Christmas dinner for the first time ever. “I’ll have leftovers with you guys tomorrow,” he said, trying to lessen the blow.

They watched a romance movie. They gave each other pedicures and manicures. They cooked their own meal in the kitchen, with Taylor Swift playing through a speaker. It was honestly fun—but still very, very strange.

Erica had rules. When in that house, they had to speak like girls, which wasn’t easy. Breaking character was against the rules—no warnings before being expelled from the house for three days.

Later, they all waxed their legs. Then came a Real Housewives marathon. While the show played, Erica took each member into a room—one at a time—and allowed the members to briefly break character. Karl was excited for his turn, even though he was third. Her bum hole was already stretched, with cum sloshing inside of her and dripping out of her, pouring down her thighs—but Karl was still horny enough to push his erection into her, to pump her for a few blissful minutes, and to add his seed to the seed of the other initiates.

And they truly were initiates; Erica made that clear at the beginning of every meeting. “It’s clear in the texts of the Divine Feminine that you must pass a series of initiations before you’re ready to be a proper member.”

Karl had indeed read that verse in his copy of the Divine Feminine:

Seeker of the hallowed path, know this truth — before you can be enfolded into the embrace of the Eternal Matron, a pilgrimage of trials awaits. You must traverse the labyrinth of self, face the guardians of inner gates, and emerge sanctified by the trials of spirit and resolve. Each initiation, a chisel to thy character; each challenge, a verse in the psalm of thy becoming. Only through the crucible of these rites shall you be forged anew, worthy to stand amongst the anointed disciples of the Great Mother's council.



But he hadn’t been able to locate the verse (or verses) that described the initiations. Though they were probably in that hefty tome somewhere; it was all so cryptic, so hard to make any sense of.

While Karl was wiping his cum (and the cum of the other men) off of his cock, Erica turned to look at him. She was smiling. “I appreciate your sacrifice,” she said. “When you release your desire for me, you make me stronger.”

“I’m happy to help,” Karl said, slipping back into character. His character, by the way, was named Karla.

“You’re on the right path, Karla. Your coral energy has grown noticeably since you’ve been here. You may be ready for the first initiation.”

Karl smiled, though he didn’t really care. If anything, he preferred to be uninitiated, because he had a feeling initiation rituals would come with strings attached. He had a feeling that he would gain more responsibilities—meaning this would take up more of his time.

But damn—Erica was good in bed. She was so tight, so energetic, and she was so… hot. She made beautiful moans and moved her hands in beautiful ways on Karl’s body. “What’s the initiation?” Karl asked, in the voice of Karla.

“I’ll prepare everything for Friday,” Erica said with a smile. “Enjoy your final few days as a veil-bearer.”

Karl didn’t know what that meant, but he referred to his copy of his book and found the passage that described a veil-bearer as ‘an acolyte beginning her divine journey’.

It was the next verse that left Karl feeling uncomfortable.

Blessed is the Veil-bearer who seeks the mantle of the Chalice Guardian, for they must embrace the rite of divine penetration. This sacred passage transcends the flesh, piercing the veil of the soul, where the essence of the sacred is imbibed. With heart open and spirit willing, the aspirant shall drink deeply from the chalice of celestial wisdom, allowing the elixir of the eternal to infuse their being. Thus is the covenant sealed, thus is the transformation wrought — not of body, but of spirit, forever entwined with the Divine Feminine's essence."



It was the ‘Divine Penetration’ that left Karl with a churning in his stomach. He had a feeling that it was exactly what it sounded like—and he wanted nothing to do with it.

But still, the thought of losing his access to Erica was strangely more unbearable. He got to be with Erica three times a week, and those three meetings were, by far, the highlights of his week.

Maybe he could endure this ‘Divine Penetration’ if it meant continued access to free, easy sex… and maybe that’s exactly how a cult would want its new, young members to feel.

He was given a task by Erica (as were the other two members): to procure three different outfits to add to the communal wardrobe. Karl had a sister, Cassidy, who was a few years older and often out of the house with friends. Her closet was brimming with outfits, and the basement was filled with boxes containing her old clothes: outfits that had cycled out of her usual attire—so finding three outfits was no problem whatsoever.

He waited until he was home alone. Then, he spent two hours in his basement, trying on outfits to find ones that Erica might like, that would fit properly. At their next meeting, Erica had Karl dress up in his sister’s old skirt and blouse and panties. Then, dressed like his sister, he was tasked with reading pieces of text from the Divine Feminine aloud to the other ‘veil-bearers’. It was a story of a girl named Petra.

In the days of tribulation, Petra, daughter of the veil, journeyed beyond the sanctified gardens, into the vale of shadows, where the light of the Divine Feminine grew dim.
The land was barren, the sky cloaked in sorrow, and the air thick with the silence of lost whispers.
Therein resided the Sovereign of Discord, a deceiver, a mirror of falsehood, adversary to the truth that the Divine Feminine bore.
And Petra beheld the Sovereign, whose eyes were like pits of despair, mouth full of beguiling promises, and form shrouded in enticing darkness.
The Sovereign spoke unto Petra, offering dominion and might, should she lay her fealty at its feet, forsaking the path of the Divine.
But Petra, in her heart, carried the ember of the sacred flame, unyielded by the winds of desolation.
And she spoke, saying, “Thy words are as hollow as the void from whence thou came. I am of the Divine Feminine, and her light I shall bear.”
The Sovereign of Discord, wrathful at her resistance, sought to ensnare Petra within tendrils of shadow, to extinguish the flame she held within.
Yet, from within Petra arose a brilliance, a fire that no darkness could quench, a beacon against which no lie could stand.
She proclaimed the name of the Divine Feminine, and the abyss trembled, the shadows recoiled, and the Sovereign's guise withered before the might of her truth.
Thus was Petra delivered from the chasm of deceit, her spirit tempered like steel in the forge of celestial challenge.



“And let that story be a warning,” Erica said once Karl was finished reading. “The Sovereign of Discord comes to the surface and walks amongst men and women. But you can all resist the Sovereign by growing your coral auras.”

She looked at Karl, as if Karl would have something to add—but Karl was just… confused. Everything about the story was so cryptic and so… preachy. And Karl hadn’t forgotten about tomorrow’s ‘initiation’.

Now, Eric turned to the other two members. “Tomorrow is an important day. I want you all here at 9:00 PM—no later.”

Karl’s heart was pounding, but he was reminded of why he was going along with this. Erica took Karl to a bedroom before the others, and Karl had his way with her for twelve blissful minutes. Then Gus went in (as Gertrude) for fifteen minutes, and then Harold went in as Harley for eight minutes.

Before Karl left, Erica asked him to show up an hour early for the initiation.

Karl did not sleep that night. He struggled to focus through the day, not knowing what to expect. He considered backing out. He couldn’t muster up an appetite, and his parents suspected that he was sick, and urged him not to go out.

And maybe Karl was sick; maybe he had come down with a fever—or maybe it was just horrible anxiety.

He couldn’t let Erica down, so he got into his car at 7:15 PM, and he drove to Bear Lake. He went into that old house and found Erica, who was ready for him.

The initiation had many parts. The first part involved Karl standing naked outside after being shaved all over (save for the head). Then, shivering ankle-deep in snow, Erica poured oil over his head: about two litres of slippery oil. She rubbed the oil into his skin, which included something much like a handjob, which didn’t end in an orgasm—just some rubbing and jerking. Erica explained that he needed to be erect, to ensure that the divine oil would get under his foreskin.

Next, he was taken inside where it was warm. He wasn’t allowed to wash off the oil. Instead, he was told to put on a white gown. Erica explained that it was a holy gown, gifted by the Prophet of the Divine Feminine. This was the first time that Karl learned of the name ‘Randy’. He thought it was strange that the religion’s prophet was a man, and that his name was so… modern and anticlimactic.

The oil seeped through the gown, making it mostly translucent. Harold arrived, and then Gus, and they both looked at Karl, who stood on that makeshift altar, in that see-thru gown. His penis was visible, but he was advised not to cover himself.

Erica put a wig on Karl’s head, and said, “From this day forward, you are not to cut your hair.” Then, she put a crown of flowers on his head.

Next, she explained that she was to ‘briefly hide the masculine. This involved her dropping to her knees, lifting up the oil-soaked gown, and then stuffing Karl’s testicles uncomfortably into his body before folding back his penis and commanding him to close his thighs. It was very uncomfortable, but Karl allowed it, blushing as the other members of the group watched, confusion on their faces.

Next, Karl was commanded to bend over a small table, which was made from heavy milled hemlock wood. There was a rope fastened to one end, which Erica used to tied Karl’s wrists. “Now, we will all witness… the Divine Penetration.”

She stepped away, and then a man stepped out, naked, with a black mask over his eyes—like robbers would wear in old western movies.

“Wait—what?” Karl said, heart racing. The man was gently massaging his erection, which was already glistening with lubrication—not that it was needed with all of the oil on Karl’s body. “Wait,” said Karl—his voice hardly a whisper.

Then, before he could say another word, the man was pushing into him. Karl gasped, and he turned speechless: a lump the size of a fist filling his throat. The man pushed in deep. He began to thrust. Karl cried out. The man spanked him on the ass.

The whole time, Erica stood watching with a smile on her face. Worse: Harold and Gus sat and watched, dressed as girls, with pale horror on their faces, now learning what was next for them if they chose to stick around.

The man pumped Karl harder and harder. Karl tried not to cry, but the man was big, stretching Karl’s anus wide.

“Okay,” the man groaned, nodding to Erica. So Erica smiled and said, “The initiate shall now shall drink deeply from the chalice of celestial wisdom.” And the man came around, putting the tip of his erect, throbbing penis against Karl’s lips. Erica stepped in, reaching down to pry open Karl’s mouth so the man could finish the ceremony: ejaculating into Karl’s mouth.

The cream was thick, and a bit sour. Karl groaned, eyes watering as Erica pushed his mouth closed. “Swallow,” she commanded. Eric wanted to spit, but she was holding his mouth shut—so he caved and swallowed the disgusting, thick goo.

Finally, she let him breathe. He gasped for air as she released his wrists.

“Once a veil-bearer—now a Chalice Guardian,” she announced, raising her arms in the air. “The invitation is complete.” She took Karl’s hand. “Karla—you’re now ready to learn of the deeper mysteries of the teachings of the divine prophet.”

Karl was trembling all over, unable to speak, still shocked that he’d been fucked in the ass and then forced to swallow a fat load. “W—Who was that?” he said.

“A man who desired you, who gifted you divine feminine energy in the form of masculine desire.”

Now, Karl was filled with regret, which only worsened later that night when Erica took the others into a room for sex, but Karl was denied. When Karl asked if he could have a turn, Erica’s eyes narrowed and she suddenly turned red. “You’re not a veil-bearer anymore, Karla. You’ve transcended that stage of your journey.”

Karl thought there was some misunderstanding; he figured it was probably just to do with his awkward, painful, humiliating initiation. But when he showed up the next day, he was again denied access to Erica’s body. And before Erica took Gus away to a room, she asked him, “Would you rather gift your energy to me, or to Karla?” And Gus eyed Karl, as if he was really considering it—but he went with Erica int he end, probably because he saw the look of horror on Karl’s face.


CHAPTER 3
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Zach thought that Bear Lake was a weird place when he first showed up—but it had only gotten weirder since.

The place was like some Twilight Zone episode. Entire days would go by without a single person walking down the street or driving by (Zach was living in a house on the main drag). Then, at night, the place would suddenly be active, as if people suddenly had places to be.

Over in Smithers (where Zach spent most of his free time), most people had never even heard of Bear Lake, and it didn’t even know up on some phone maps when he would go to show a girl where he lived.

And then there were the people of Bear Lake: weird, sheltered people, always with glazed-over looks in their eyes. Zach talked to a woman at a grocery store who claimed she had never left the town before in her life, except for a field trip to Smithers when she was nine. “We have everything we need here,” she said to Zach with a smile, as if it would help him to settle into the town.

But the woman just gave Zach the creeps. The others students in Zach’s class also gave him the creeps. They would stare at him as if he was a space alien. The girls openly drooled over him; Zach was fairly certain they’d never seen a man with a half-decent physique before; he hadn’t seen once since arriving in town. And then the boys all seemed suspicious and threatened, like feral cats hissing in an old barn.

Zach was already counting down the days until he could leave. He legally had to stay with his mother and step-father, as per an agreement made by the juvenile corrections center where he spent six months after getting into some trouble. The other option was to spend a whole year in a real prison.

Long story short—he befriended a bad egg who convinced him to break into a house; Zach thought that they were just messing around, pulling a prank on some old friend; he had no idea that his friend was going to rape his ex-girlfriend with a knife to her throat while Zach was waiting downstairs. Zach was arrested as an ‘accomplice’, and his lawyers managed to talk the sentence way, way down from the original eight years in a maximum security prison, for adults (that’s where the rapist was now, serving twelve years).

He did his six months in juvie. He did his year of community service. Now, he needed to finish high school without any ‘incidents’. Zach’s stepdad sometimes seemed like he was looking for any excuse to call the parole officer and get Zach hauled off. Dave had always had it out for Zach.

Anyway—Zach had all of that under control. He had a B+ average with his six months left before graduation. He didn’t hang out with those bad-boy types anymore, and he had no interest in getting in trouble. And even better—Bear Lake didn’t have a police officer.

Not one single officer.

Every few days, one of the officers in Smithers would drive up to check on the town, but there was (apparently) no criminal activity there, and police resources were better kept in Smithers. So Zach didn’t have to worry about being dinged for pissing in an alleyway or darting across the street during a red light.

Of course, he was still mindful. When driving to Smithers, he stuck to the speed limit. He kept his insurance up to date. He could have used an old fake ID to buy beer, but he decided to keep that old ID buried away under his mattress, with his stack of old Playboys.

Now, he was pulling up to Sid’s house. Sid came out before he even honked the horn. Sid hated that place just as much as Zach, and was just as eager to get away at any opportunity. “Happy New Years Eve,” Zach smiled. “I just checked and the gym is open for two more hours.”

Sid smiled and climbed into the passenger seat. A minute later, they were on the highway, leaving Bear Lake. “It’s been a while,” Sid said.

“Yeah, sorry,” said Zach. “My stepdad’s brother drove up from Prince Rupert. He’s been staying with us… family shit; I haven’t been able to get away. He left this morning.”

“How long have your parents been divorced?” Sid asked, and Zach was taken by surprise by the question. Sid rarely had much to say, and he never asked questions that were so… personal. But maybe Sid was finally starting to open up a little bit; maybe he was breaking out of his shell. Maybe that bit of testosterone from lifting was doing him some good.

“Eight years,” said Zach. “My mom was remarried within four months of my dad moving out.”

“Damn.”

“Yeah.”

“Do you get along with your stepdad?”

Zach laughed. “Why are you so interested all of a sudden?”

Sid blinked a few times. “I just realized—you come to my place, like, all the time. But you’ve never had me over at your place.”

“What are you, my girlfriend? You going to dump me if I don’t introduce you to my mom soon?”

Sid smiled and turned his face away. “It was just something I thought of. I didn’t mean nothing by it.”

“My stepdad’s an asshole,” Zach said. “My mom’s nice, but Dave… Dave’s a prick. I don’t know what my mom sees in him.” Then, Zach turned to Sid. “Your mom is single, right? Did she ever date anyone after your parents split up?”

“Yeah,” said Sid. “That’s why I’m here. Because he was an asshole.”

Zach laughed. “So you get it. Now, imagine your mom married the dude. That’s my situation. But it doesn’t matter; this is all just… temporary. In six months, we can get the hell out of here—and we can go anywhere. We can go somewhere there are actually girls.”

“I saw some girls the other day,” Sid said.

And the comment made Zach pause, because it was so… strange; it was something that would have sounded so bizarre had Zach heard someone say it back in Toronto—but here in Bear Lake, it was actually a curious thing to say. “Girls? Where?”

“Here,” said Sid. “About a mile from my house.”

“Like—real girls?”

“Yeah. In lingerie.”

“Wait—what? Girls in lingerie?”

Sid nodded his head. “I went for a walk. There’s this old house, over on that corner across from the gas station—the abandoned one.”

“There were girls in the house… in lingerie?” Zach said.

“At least two of them, our age, running around.”

“And you saw this… through the window?”

“I was in the house. I went in, and then I saw them,” Sid said, explaining the story with a strangely dull tone of voice.

“So you went in?”

“No. After I saw them, I left.”

“So why did you go in? You said you went in.”

“The mudroom,” Sid clarified. “The front door was boarded up, so I went around back, into the mudroom, and then I saw them through the back door; they didn’t see me. So I left.”

Zach shook his head, trying to wrap his head around this weird Twilight Zone tale. “Back up, Sid. Why were you going into this house?”

Now, Sid was silent—just for a moment, as if he was trying to find the right words to explain his story. “I saw my neighbour’s car in the driveway; I just wanted to see what he was doing.”

Zach strained to understand his friend’s actions. “Don’t fuck around with B&E, man.” Zach turned suddenly very serious. “Just… don’t start walking into houses like that, alright?” Zach’s heart was racing slightly. His parents knew that he was friends with Sid, and if they were to find out Sid had been arrested for breaking and entering, they might start to question what Zach had been doing during the days. Zach couldn’t give Dave an excuse to go pawing around in his room, to start looking through his phone.

But still, Zach wanted more information. “Who were these girls?”

“I don’t know; I’d never seen them before,” Sid went on. “They were good-looking girls. They were just… running around the house in lingerie—like some porno-fantasy slumber party scene. And a guy in our class was there—I think. I mean, his car was there. Eric.”

“Which one is Eric?” asked Zach.

“The guy who took Bristol to the dance.”

But Zach had no idea; he remembered that there was a dance when he moved to town, and maybe there was some drama about Bristol and some guy—but he hardly remembered any of that; it all just seemed like annoying, juvenile drama at the time, and it all blew over just as he expected it would.

“Was Bristol there?” Zach asked curiously.

“I didn’t see her there. Like I said—I didn’t recognize the girls.”

“But they were hot?”

“They were hotter than the girls in our class.”

“No shit…” Zach said. Sid provided more details about the girls’ physical appearance as they drove the highway to Smithers. Then, they arrived at the gym, which was busy. Zach recognized a few of the girls in the gym—including the girl he fucked in the locker room. She smiled at him, and he considered asking her for another round in the locker room, but she hadn’t exactly been… his best sexual partner.

Zach had been with more girls than he could keep track of; some guys keep a head count, but that was too much effort for Zach.

This chick didn’t offer much; she bent over and held her position for ten minutes; Zach could get the same action from a sex doll. If he was going to cut a workout short, he wanted someone who at least had a few moves to bring to the table.

Zach and Sid worked out until the gym owner told them to scram. “We’ll be closed tomorrow,” he said. “Open again on the second.”

On their way out, the girl was waiting there. “You never called me,” she said with a playful giggle.

Zach forced a smile. “School’s been busy,” he said, with Sid standing next to him.

“If you’re not busy now, you could come and check out my apartment,” she said. Then she looked over at her friend, who was waiting by the car. “My friend, Malin, is visiting from Sweden for the week before heading down to Vancouver.” Zach interpreted this to mean, ‘We will have sex and my friend will have sex with your friend.’ And Zach strongly considered the offer—more for Sid’s sake, and less for his own sake. A younger version of himself would have been drooling and wagging his tail like a dog, but Zach considered himself to be mature for his age; he knew that accepting the invite wasn’t quite as simple as ‘free sex’. The girls weren’t just going to strip down and start bouncing on laps. They were expecting an afternoon, maybe drinks, maybe even dinner. They were going to want to be charmed.

Zach looked over at Sid, who was as stiff as a board, with eyes like dinner plates. It would probably be too much for Sid to handle.

“Another time, okay?” said Zach.

It wasn’t easy turning the pair of girls down—even if she was just offering cardboard sex. Turning sex down is never easy, but if there was one thing that Zach understood, it was women.

In Juvie, he’d met a guy named Earl, who was really into ‘pick up culture’. Earl put Zach onto some literature about the feminine brain, about how to seduce girls, about how girls interpreted men and their actions. Zach studied the crap out of those books and then immediately put them to practise when he was let out of Juvie. Rejecting a girl’s sexual advances is a major power play. There was all sort of weird metaphorical pseudoscience about using rejection to build up confidence in the form of masculine energy.

Zach thought about putting some of that material into Sid’s hands, but he knew how powerful it was, and he was worried that Sid might actually grow a pair of balls and turn into real competition in Bear Lake and Smithers. Right now, Zach was enjoying his role of being the only lion in the zebra enclosure.

Sid had a stunned look on his face, which made Zach grin. The girls were equally stunned; Zach was fairly certain his locker room fling had never faced rejection before. Now, it almost seemed like the energy was being drained from her body. All of her confidence seemed to whittle away in an instant. “O—Okay,” she said. “Maybe another time. You have my number.”

“We’ll see,” Zach smiled. “See you later.” Then, he turned away and motioned for Sid to follow him. Sid was frozen for a moment before running to catch up with Zach.

“What the fuck is wrong with you?” Sid hushed. “Do you have any idea what you just turned down?”

“Sex,” Zach said.

“Yes. Sex. For both of us. I—I mean, You—You…” Sid was completely dumbfounded.

“Get in the car,” Zach said, throwing open the passenger door for Sid. “Sit down and let me tell you something about girls.”

Sid followed the command, and he sat totally still and silent while he listened.

“Girls—especially girls like those—feed off of guys… and no offence—but especially guys like you. You see, Sid. There are… let’s call them energies. These aren’t energies that you can see or measure, but every time you drool over a girl, you’re giving her your energy. Do you understand what I mean? If you want girls to drool over you, you need to hold onto that energy.”

“But Zach…” Sid said. “They were already drooling over you. They wanted to have sex.”

“Don’t sound so desperate, man,” Zach said, waving his friend off. “Sure, they put out once, maybe twice, and then they’re satisfied. You’re satisfied. Everyone’s happy, until tomorrow, when we all wake up. Now, those girls have your energy, and you have nothing. Now, girls don’t even look at you. They see you as a sad, depleted little man—if they see you at all. But there are ways to get with girls where you don’t have to give them anything. Do you understand?” Zach felt a bit awkward, giving away these ‘secrets’ for free, but he liked Sid. Maybe he wouldn’t give all of his secrets to Sid, but he could offer up a few freebies.

Sid was silent for a long moment, before saying, “Energies?”

“That’s right. Mana. Aura. Whatever you want to call it. You can feel it when you talk to girls. Here—let’s go to the mall and I’ll teach you something.”

Zach turned off and pulled into the mall parking lot.
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Sid was dumbfounded; he was fairly certain that his friend had lost his mind. He was drunk with the power he had over women. He seemed to think that his charm had something to do with some mystical property, some metaphorical essence—and not just the fact that he was tall, fit, and handsome.

He was, surely, delusional. But Sid was still curious to see what he had to say.

They went to the middle of the mall, which was busy—mostly with women—as it was the final day of ‘boxing week’ sales. “Look around, Zach said to Sid. “Look at all the beautiful women here.”

And it was true; the place was filled with beautiful women. In any direction, Sid could could a dozen women more beautiful than any girl in Bear Lake.

“Let me guess,” Zach continued. “You think that most of these girls are out of your league, right?”

Sid bit his tongue. He thought about it for a moment. He didn’t want to admit it, but he did, indeed, think that the vast majority of the girls in that mall were out of his league. They were mostly fit girls—and even the chubby ones had a charm to them. They all seemed so confident, so pretty, so youthful.

“Herein lies the problem with you, and people like you,” Zach went on. “First, I want you to count how many girls you see who you think are out of your league. Just count, and then give me the number. I won’t judge you. It’s just the exercise.”

So Sid did it. He counted, mentally, and he came up with 33, which was about 85% of the women he could see in the area.

“Okay, that’s a big number. Now, look around and count all of the men you think are better than you.”

“What do you mean, better? More attractive?”

“Women don’t care about attractive the way you think they do,” Zach said. “But just count anyone you think a girl might think is better than you.”

Sid counted. He came up with 7—about 20% of the men in the mall.

“Now think about that, Sid. You picked 33 girls who you think are out of your league, but only seven guys better than you. So that leaves twenty-six girls, assuming the better guys get snatched up by the hottest girls. Who are those girls going for now?”

Sid scratched his cheek. “I don’t know. It’s a mall; it’s mostly women. Men don’t hang out here.”

“Okay, think about every guy in our class; how many are better than you?”

Sid laughed. He thought hard and came up with a figure: “Two.”

“All these girls… two guys,” he said.

“Okay—but these girls go to school here in Smithers, and… there are more guys in their classes.”

Zach sighed. “You’re either in denial, or you’re an idiot, Sid,” Zach said. “You’ve been conditioned to think that a normally-attractive girl should be… put on a pedestal… worshipped. But the truth is, most girls are decently attractive at eighteen-years-old. Like—ninety-percent of them. Okay? And girls are fifty percent of the population, obviously. Now, you’re a good-looking dude, Sid. You’re definitely one of the better-kept guys I’ve met since coming to BC. You’ve convinced yourself that you’re not worthy of an attractive girl, but that’s bullshit. You’ve been conditioned to think that you need to worship women, but really, they should be worshipping you.”

“Why should they worship me?” Sid asked. Though he was starting to understand what his friend was saying. Zach made some good points. Now, as he thought about it, he really wasn’t sure who—besides Zach—was better than him back in Bear Lake. Even here in Smithers, so many of these guys just seemed so… hopeless.

“Well, they shouldn’t yet, because you keep giving them your energy,” Zach laughed. “But if you can learn to keep your energy—to stop giving it away to every girl with a pair of bouncing tits—which, by the way, is all of them—then they’re going to look at you like a god. You’ll feel it, Sid. You’ll get what I’m saying as soon as you try it.”

“And what does this have to do with turning down sex with a Swedish tourist?”

Zach smiled. “Because it has everything to do with getting a threesome with a girl and her twin sister.” He winked.

“I really like your shirt,” a girl said randomly, approaching Zach. She reached out to feel his bicep. It almost seemed staged—the timing was too absurd. Sid’s head was left spinning. Zach didn’t even look at the girl; he gave her nothing back. And the girl paused, waiting for a reply before realizing she was being rejected—maybe for the first time in her life.

And in that moment, Zach’s grin grew, as if he was sucking the energy right out of the poor girl. “Trust me, Sid,” he said, ignoring the woman entirely. “Stick with me, and I’ll teach you everything you need to know. And believe me when I say that it has nothing to do with being tall, with having big muscles—any of that. It’s just a matter of it clicking in your brain.”

The exercise went as follows:

Zach had Sid walk into a bookstore. He was to walk right up to a shelf where a girl was browsing for books. He was to grab a book off of the shelf to read the back casually. “Then, she’ll probably initiate,” he said. “Girls tend to initiate with body language. Men initiate with words. If you see her smile, just smile back—that’s you putting the ball back in her court. Then, when she talks to you, just shut her down.”

“Shut her down?” Sid asked, feeling queasy about the idea.

“Yeah. So, if she says, ‘That’s a good book,’ or something, just say, ‘It’s not for me,’ and then walk away.”

Sid blinked a few times. The exercise seemed… comical. It almost just seemed mean. He was essentially asking Sid to walk up to a girl and to be rude for no reason at all.

But he tried it. He walked up next to a pretty blonde. He picked out a book by Gogol. The girl was smiling at him. He nodded his head with a small smile, feeling his heart fluttering. He was half-tempted to scurry away, shy, and half-tempted to tell her that he liked her hair. But he bit his tongue and stuck to the plan.

“Do you like old Russian literature?” she said—and Sid was instantly stunned by how well Zach had predicted the scenario to go.

Sid took a deep breath. He shrugged his shoulders. “Yeah, I guess so,” he said, and then it took every ounce of willpower to walk away from the girl. He caught a quick glimpse of her shock: a pale look of disappointment as Sid walked away from her. Sid felt something like a jolt of adrenaline… of energy.

No—it couldn’t be… could it?

He returned to Zach. “I did it,” he said quietly.

“You did,” Zach smiled. “And how does it feel?”

Strangely, Sid felt… good. A girl talked to him, without him having to say anything. It was so… unusual. But now, he was on a strange high.

“You can feel it, can’t you?” said Zach.

“I—I think so,” Sid replied.

“Here she comes again. You know what to do.”

Sid looked over his shoulder and saw the cute blonde standing there, clutching a thick book against her chest. “Hey, um… There aren’t a ton of people here that are into this stuff. Me and my friends have this… reading group. We’re doing Dostoevsky next week, if you want to drop in.”

“Reading group?” Sid said, trying not to look too stunned.

She nodded her head. She was prettier than the girls in Bear Lake.

It pained Sid to do it, but he wanted to make Zach proud. “Not really my thing,” he said. “Thanks though.”

The woman’s face turned pale again. She nodded slowly then scurried away, looking almost like she was going to cry.

“That was horrible,” Sid said.

“No, it was great,” Zach smiled. “But you fucked up a little bit.”

“Why?”

“You said thanks. Don’t do that next time. Just shut her down and go on with your day. But it’s all good; you didn’t let her take your energy, and you took some of hers. This is how you reclaim your power in the gender dynamic, my friend.” He gave Sid a wink.

It left him feeling awful… for a moment. Then, he began to notice something: maybe it was an energy, or maybe it was just confidence; maybe he was just starting to understand that he was more valuable than he originally thought. Zach had successfully forced him to make an important observation, counting all of the pretty girls, and then doing the same with men he figured were ‘better’ than him.

Over the next few days, he would find himself ‘counting’. At the gym, he counted the pretty girls, and then he counted the men who were better. The ratio at the gym had him in a more ‘average’ position. But at school, he was undeniably in the top tier. At the mall again, with Zach, he crunched the numbers and found himself realizing more and more that he had value. On the streets of Smithers, he counted people as they passed, and found he had an edge.

And whenever a girl looked at him and smiled, he would practise Zach’s little exercise, even though it felt so unnatural to turn girls down; it was always hard, always awkward. In the back of his mind, he always thought, ‘Maybe this time I’ll just compliment her and see if she might be interested in dating…’. But he stuck to his ‘new’ morals, and he watched as women faced rejection, and he felt something burning inside of him, and maybe that something was the energy of the girls he was rejecting, and he was stealing it from them like some sort of vampire.
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Karl wasn’t sure what to do. He’d been losing sleep. A dread had filled his heart in the form of regret. The humiliation he felt on that ‘altar’ in that old house… it was just as strong now as it was when the stranger was sodomizing him in front of his peers.

Erica no longer put out for Karl. She scolded him whenever he asked—and then, one day, he made the mistake of ‘begging’. “Please give me another chance,” he said after the others had turns with Erica’s body.

“If you want sex, you can have it as a girl,” she said to him. “That’s the only way you’re going to evolve spiritually. Anything else is moving backwards and surrendering your feminine energy.”

All of these terms were starting to irk him. ‘Feminine energy’ and the ‘Divine Daughter Inside’… he was sure that he’d joined a cult.

And now, he had no reason to stick around. He had no reason to stay with that group, because he was no longer being ‘paid’ in the form of fun, sweaty sex with a pretty T-girl. He found himself cursing his ‘fetish’, his attraction towards trans girls that he’d had since he was thirteen. He never wanted to be a trans girl.

So the choice should have been easy enough: just ignore the messages from Erica, telling him when they were meeting. He could just block her number and try to resume life as normal… But he couldn’t bring himself to do it. He kept showing up for those ‘sermons’. He kept sitting through those little lectures, listening to Erica as she read from that book. And then he would take his turn, standing up at the altar where he was fucked by a stranger, reading passages to the group. And at night, he did as he was told by Erica, and he would study a dozen pages of the Divine Feminine.

He felt so stupid. He knew that he was being brainwashed, but he felt like he could do nothing about it. He caught himself grinning a few times as he thought about the fact that he was ranked second in that religious hierarchy. Who cares? There was a new recruit coming to the meetings: Ian, the latest veil-bearer. Ian was short and a little bit chubby, but super cute with eye-liner and a jet black wig. Karl felt a beaming pride when Erica told Ian that Ian was to answer to Karl’s feminine superiority.

And then there were the weekly girls’ nights, where all of the veil-bearers would fawn over Karl and tell him how beautiful he was. He wasn’t sure why he cared at all, seeing as he wasn’t actually a girl… but the compliments felt strangely nice.

During girls’ nights, they would treat Karl like a sort of goddess, sitting her down in a throne, massaging her shoulders, painting her nails, rubbing lotions into her skin. “Worship her,” Erica would command, and the veil-bearers would oblige.

“Your progress is going to be stymied if you never embrace your feminine energy outside of this house,” Erica told her. “You can’t let fear hold you back from spiritual revelation.”

“I can’t do this outside the house,” Karl explained, as Karla. “I know pretty much everyone in Smithers.”

“Then go somewhere else,” Erica said. “Go somewhere you can be free—free to express your feminine self.”

Karl didn’t feel that he really had a feminine self; he was just pretending to make Erica happy—and he wasn’t even quite sure why anymore. And now, he was overwhelmed with anxiety as he considered doing what she was suggesting.

As soon as he said, “Okay, I can try it,” Erica went ahead and set it up. She planned everything. Four days later, Erica pulled up to Karl’s house in Smithers. Karl turned pale when he saw her behind the wheel, and his mom said, “Who is that, Karl? Is that a friend of yours?”

Erica smiled and waved from the car window.

“Um. Yeah. She’s… from school.”

Karl’s mother beamed, biting down on her lip. “Is she your girlfriend?”

“No. Just a friend,” Karl said. “But, uh… I totally forgot we have this homework assignment.”

Karl’s mom didn’t put up a fight; she was thrilled at the thought of her son having a pretty little girlfriend; she had no idea that Erica was trans—and she definitely had no idea that Erica was actually the leader of a cult that Karl had gotten trapped in.

“What are you doing here?” Karl asked.

“Hazelton,” Erica said. “A little day trip—for you to evolve your feminine energies.”

Karl tried not to groan. He got in the car, and Erica commanded him to do his makeup on the way. It was an hour-long car ride to Hazelton, long enough to get properly dolled up. Karl crawled into the backseat to change into the miniskirt-sweater-combo, with the thigh-high stockings, lace panties, and black leather booties. Erica didn’t have a wig for Karl. “Your hair has gotten long enough. Style it in a girly way.”

Karl felt awkward; the wig had been like a mask—something to disguise him from being recognized. He hardly knew anyone who lived in Hazelton… but he did know a few people.

“What are we going to do?” Karl asked.

“We have a whole day. We’re just going to be girls.” She smiled, and she looked cute—but Karl was having doubts. He really didn’t know why he was going along with this, and he was fairly sure that it was time to put an end to it.

“Erica—I’m sorry,” he said, heart racing. “But… I think I might have to stop being part of this… group. I’m not sure this is really… me.”

Erica’s eyes widened. She looked surprised, even though it shouldn’t have come as a surprise at all; Karl’s hesitations hadn’t exactly been bottled up.

“But you’re so beautiful. You have such a strong feminine energy. The Divine Daughter in you is so…”

“That’s the thing,” Karl said, cutting off the trans girl. “I just don’t know if I really… believe in this stuff. I guess I just got into this because I really liked you. And I didn’t really think it all through. But maybe we can just turn around. I’ll pay you for the gas you wasted.”

Erica pulled over. She blinked a few times and said, “How can you not believe in it?”

Karl looked around. Now, they were stopped in the middle of nowhere—not even a tiny town for dozens of miles in any direction. “I just… don’t know if I believe it. I was raised Catholic.”

“But I know you’ve felt the Divine Feminine… I know you’ve felt her energies.”

“Maybe… I don’t know. Not really.”

“During your initiation,” Erica said, and that was Erica’s first mistake: reminding Karl of the initiation.

“Right. That was just… not my thing. Just take me home.”

“Eat me out,” Erica said.

“W—What?” Karl paused, not sure that he’d heard her correctly. Now, Erica was turning to face Karl, spreading out her legs, picking her panties out from her butt crack to expose her butthole under her skirt.

“Come and eat me out.”

“W—Why?”

“You’ll see why. If the veil-bearers failed to make you feel the feminine energies, and you didn’t feel it during the initiation, then I will make you believe in Her right now. So eat me out.” She reached down and grabbed her butt cheeks, spreading her hole open.

Karl was tempted; he’d always had a thing for T-girls, and now, one of Erica’s testicles was falling out from those tight panties—and the tip of her cock was there with it. No—Karl wasn’t gay, but a cock on a girl got him excited. Now, he had to fold, even though he knew that it probably meant playing along with this ‘game’ for at least a few more days. He crawled over the middle bench seat and went down, nestling his face between the thighs of his cult leader.

He began to lick her butthole. She moaned. Then, he eyed the tip of her flaccid penis. He couldn’t help himself; he knew that the cock was off-limits (he’d tried to touch it before he was initiated to the next degree, and she’d scolded him for trying to make her feel masculine). But now, as he licked the tip of her cock, she moaned, and she said, “Yeah—tickle my little clit.”

So he began to lick her tip more and more, making her moan, making her… erect. He reached out and grabbed her small erection (her penis was only about four-inches, fully stiff). He began to jerk it. Then, he began to suck it.

“Yes,” she moaned. “Eat me out, baby. You’re so fucking sexy, you little slut. Eat my fucking pussy.”

Karl massaged her balls, but she didn’t reject him. He sucked her cock for the next five minutes as she moaned, and talked dirty as if the cock was her pussy. He gave her asshole some attention, with his tongue, with his fingers.

Then, she motioned for him to follow her into the back seat, where there was a bit more room. She crawled onto him and sat down on his face. Then, she bent over him and began to suck his cock.

It was blissful and carefree—and then she stopped and said, “I’ll only suck you off if you play along, Karla.”

“What do you mean?”

“Tell me how much you love me licking your cunt.” She grinned. So Karl played along.

“I fucking love you eating my little pussy,” he said in his feminine voice. So she kept sucking. “Oh, baby—that feels so fucking good. Tickle my little clit. Eat my fucking pussy, baby. Fuck! I fucking love your tongue all over my fucking pussy.”

And suddenly, he felt something like a jolt of heat down his spine. He felt it like a beam coming down and filling his body with hot adrenaline. “Yes! Yes! Don’t stop! Make me cum, baby! Lick my fucking pussy until I cum!” Was he still playing along? Now, that peculiar dirty talk was feeling more and more natural. That warm jolt inside of him was becoming stronger. Was this the ‘energy’ she was talking about?

“God, you’re so fucking hot, you slut,” said Erica. “You’re such a bad fucking slut. Cum on my face, slut. Cum on my fucking face. I want you to squirt all over my fucking face, girl. Come on!” She gripped his cock and pumped hard while Karl did the same to Erica. Erica came, ejaculating onto Karl’s chin—and then Karl gave in, ejaculating into the palm of Erica’s hand.

But Erica wasn’t finished. She spun around and thrusted that cum into Karl’s mouth. “Eat it, slut.” Then, she pushed her own cum off of Karl’s chin, into his mouth. She made him swallow all of it. She grabbed Karl by the face and said, “That’s right, slut—swallow it like a slut. Now listen to me—I’m not taking your shit anymore. We’re going to have a girls’ day in Hazelton. We’re going shopping for cute clothes. We’re going to get boys to buy us drinks. We’re going to dance. We’re going to find boys to take us home, and we’re going to let them fuck our brains out like good sluts. And you’re not going to put up any fight, okay? Because if you do, you aren’t quitting this religion—I’ll kick you out. Got it?”

Karla nodded her head slowly, terrified, obedient.
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Erica was still learning; she knew that she didn’t know everything, the way Randy knew everything. Every day, something would come up and she would have to spend hours flicking through those divine pages, trying to figure out the answers to her problems—and the answers weren’t always very clear.

Karla was a real challenge; she had the brightest coral energy in the room. She was so lucky: with a bit of makeup, she was perfectly convincing; she didn’t even need a wig. Yet… Karla just didn’t seem interested, as if she couldn’t feel that energy that was radiating off of her body.

Erica had prayed to the Divine Mother multiple times, begging for guidance on what to do with Karla, but the text kept telling her the same thing: ‘Follow your feminine heart’. And what did that even mean? Well—now, Erica was just feeling frustrated with trying so hard and getting nowhere. Now, her heart was just… frustrated.

At least Karla was submissive; she was obedient. She didn’t seem to have the willpower to say no to Erica—and that was better than nothing. Maybe Erica just needed to pound the Divine Feminine into Karla until she understood it—until she understood just how gifted she was.

If only Karla could see her own coal aura…

So Erica took Karla to the mall. She spent two-hundred dollars buying Karla cute clothes. She bought Karla Starbucks: a nine-dollar Venti Winter Latte. She walked up to some boys and convinced them to approach Karla, to flirt with her. The boys were shy and full of giggles, but they did it—and they had no idea that Karla wasn’t even a biological female.

Then, they went to a bar together. Now, Karla’s energy was bright. How could she not feel it? It was almost blinding! Erica was struggling to even look in her direction at times.

But Karla still seemed so shy and nervous. Boys were approaching Karla without Erica having to even ask them to. A boy bought Karla a drink before Erica managed to get a drink for herself.

“Bitch…” Erica whispered under her breath. She was jealous; Karla was such a natural feminine… but just couldn’t see it.

Now, Karla was on her second drink with the same boy, so Erica sidled up to the boy’s friend. His name was Kurt. Kurt asked Erica, “Are you trans?”

“Is that a problem?” Erica said. “It just means that I know my way around a cock.” She winked and Kurt blushed.

“Wait…” Kurt said. “Is your friend… trans too?”

Erica nodded. The friend gasped. “What the fuck!? You can’t even tell, bro!” Erica was feeling a bit salty. She bit her tongue; it was a bit of an insult, and now she was resenting Karla just a little bit more; Karla didn’t even want to be a girl, but she was the most beautiful girl in the room.

It was three hours later when the boys took the ‘girls’ to their hotel room. They were in town for a hockey tournament. Kurt and his friend were sharing a king-sized bed in their room, so that’s where Erica and Karla took it. They got naked with the men, laid on their stomachs together, and the men mounted them and high-fived each other while ass-fucking the girls.

Karla reached out to hold Erica’s hand during the anal pounding. Erica looked over and saw that Karla was crying. When the boys were cleaning up in the bathroom, Erica said, “We’re going to go for a second round in about twenty minutes. Just try to enjoy yourself, okay? These guys are giving us a gift.”

Karla nodded in her submissive way, still looking like she was going to break into tears again.

And thirty minutes later, the boys were ready for a second round; they all agreed to switch partners. Kurt fucked Karla with his thick cock, and Erica got the friend, whose name was still a mystery to her. “Dude, this is gross,” the friend said to Kurt. “I can feel your fucking cum in there.”

“Don’t pretend like you don’t like it.”

The friend came first. Kurt was struggling to cum; he was struggling to maintain an erection; he, apparently, wasn’t a fuck-twice-in-one-night kind of man. But Erica had an idea to turn him on. She spread her legs and commanded Karla to crawl in. Then, she made Karla eat her out, licking out two loads; Karla gagged and blushed. “Swallow it,” Erica hushed to her friend, and Karla obliged.

Now, Kurt was rock-hard and aroused; he penetrated Karla while Karla was licking Erica’s butthole; he didn’t last two full minutes after that. The boys high-fived, and the girls took off together, tip-toeing down the hotel hallway, back to their car to head back to Smithers to drop Karla off.

Karla was quiet the whole ride home. She kept shifting in her seat. “What’s wrong?” Erica asked.

“My bum is just… sore.”

“You’ll get used to it,” Erica said. “Didn’t it feel good?”

Karla thought for a moment. “At times,” she admitted. “I—I think I had an orgasm… but it just seems so… wrong. It seems weird, giving myself to a stranger like that.”

“But really, he’s giving himself to you,” Erica said. “He’s gifting you his energy, and he doesn’t even know it. He just made you stronger. He just made you a little bit more enlightened. Maybe you don’t feel it now, but you will feel it in the morning, once the booze wears off. And Karla…”

“What?” Karla said.

Erica smiled. “You’ve just ascended your role as Chalice Guardian.”

“I did?” Karla asked with a gleam in her eye.

Erica nodded. “You’re now a Luna Adept.”

“What does that mean?”

Erica smiled. “You can refer to your book; it will explain it better than me. But what it means, to me, is that you’re on your way. And what I need you to do now is… meditate.”

“Meditate?”

Erica nodded. “Meditate with your palms up, until you can see just how much you’ve progressed.”

“O—Okay.”

“Don’t come back for a week. We’ll be fine without you. I want you to meditate every day—outside, if you can. Meditate as hard as you can, dressed up, until it clicks. Okay?”

“Okay.”

Erica smiled.

“I have a question,” said Karla.

“What is it?”

“Why is our group… just men? I mean—biological men. Why don’t we have any women in our group?”

“I’m working on that,” Erica said. It was something Erica had thought a lot about, but getting a girl to join wasn’t easy. Erica understood men—particularly smaller, weaker men who struggled wth women. Erica knew how to appeal to young guys, but women were still largely a mystery to her.

Erica pulled over at a gas station, so Karla could change before she took her home. It was 2:00 AM when Erica started her own journey home, alone, with a sore ass of her own.

She had no idea if she’d gotten through to Karla. She had no idea if all of this effort was for nothing.

She pulled over, on the side of the highway, and took off her feminine clothes. She put on her male clothes, just in case her dad was still up. She used makeup wipes to do away with her makeup. She looked in the rearview mirror, and felt the same emptiness that she always felt when she reverted back to being ‘Eric’.

The next day, Erica went back to Smithers, to a dog park, around 4:00 PM. There, dressed as a girl, she tried talking to young women, hoping to find one who might be interested in learning about the Divine Feminine. She chatted up a couple of girls, and felt like a Mormon missionary every time she said, “There’s this new thing that you might be really interested in.” The girls quickly lost interest, and Erica started to wonder if she would ever be able to pull a girl into the ranks of that religious order.

But at the park, she did spot a young man who fit the bill. And it only took fifteen minutes of chatting to convince him to tie his dog to a tree in the woods so that he could bend her over and get a load off inside of Erica’s rear-end, which was still sore from the night before.

Erica’s sex appeal was her greatest asset; it was a weapon that seemed to work on any man—particularly virgins, like the man who was now stuffing his cock back into his jeans. “I run this little group,” she said to the man. “We meet in Bear Lake. It’s kind of weird at first, but you have to dress like a girl to hang out with us. But if you come, and hang out—I’ll make it worth your while.” She smiled and the man blushed. He laughed nervously and said that it probably wasn’t his thing, but he still gave his name and phone number to Erica and told him to text him more details—and then he was there the very next day: quiet, shy, and obedient. He put on a wig and a minidress, and he listened to a sermon, and then he took his turn with Erica after Harley, Gertrude, and Isla (known previously as Ian) had their turns.

Erica was hardly able to walk after that session: three men fucking her anally: over an hour of being repeatedly penetrated, after two straight days of being penetrated by various men. Her asshole was so sore that going to the bathroom hurt enough that she let out a scream when she tried. She knew that this wasn’t something she would be able to do forever, so she needed to initiate more veil-bearers to share the load.


CHAPTER 7
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Sid was staring to look like a man—at least Zach thought so. “I’m not sure I’m seeing any progress,” said Sid, but that just made Zach roll his eyes.

“I see it,” Zach said. “Just stick to it. Girls can see it too.”

He could tell that Sid was sore. He picked him up at 7:00 PM, and Sid was hardly able to fold himself into Zach’s BMW. “Once we start working out, you won’t feel so sore,” Zach assured his friend.

Then, they started the drive. Zach smiled and turned to Sid. “How has rejecting women been going? Don’t tell me you caved to some chick.”

“I’ve been doing what you told me to do,” Sid said, not producing much of a smile. He seemed to be in a bad mood. Something was wrong. So Zach pulled over and put the car into park.

“What’s up? What’s going on?”

“Nothing.”

“Sid. Something’s going on.”

“My mom,” Sid groaned. “Got into contact with her ex. It’s… It’s a bunch of bullshit. I don’t want to talk about it.”

“Too bad,” said Zach. “We’re not going anywhere until you talk about it. Open up to me, bro. Don’t keep this shit bottled up.”

“It’s just… We left Halifax because my mom wanted to get away from the guy. He was an asshole. He abused her. He would always yell at her and accuse her of cheating, and he spent all her money. He sucked. And after they broke up, he kept messaging her, and he messaged her friends, and he would show up at the house like a psycho. He would try to convince her to take him back, and then she would let him in, and he would do it all over again.

“So we left. We came here, so that he would leave us alone—or so that my mom wouldn’t be tempted to go back to him, or something… I don’t really know. But I found out yesterday that he’s been calling her, and she’s been answering. She’s been talking to him on the phone for hours. She snapped at me when I told her to block his number; she told me that it was too complex for me to understand. But… like—I’m fucking here, man. I’m here in fucking Bear Lake, because of this whole shit-show—so don’t I deserve to have some sort of say in any of this?

“So I said, if you’re going to get back together, can we please go back to Halifax? And my mom threw a big fit about how much she sacrificed to bring us here. She’s poor and spent every dollar she had on the move, and to buy this shitty house. And now, this fucking guy is apparently coming to visit. My mom—the idiot—is paying to fly him out for a week.

“And I’m just supposed to accept this shit. I’m just supposed to accept that I was taken away from my life for… nothing. It was just some frustrated whim. I don’t get to have a say. I’m just stuck here, and this piece of shit dude is still going to be in our lives.”

Zach shook his head. “Damn, dude. You really spilled. That sounds rough.”

“It just is what it is,” Sid sighed.

“You can’t let it get to you. I understand that everything your mom does—and everything this dude does—affects you, and maybe it’s totally out of your control. But how you react to it; how you respond to the adversity—you can control that. These are your cards, brother—and you don’t get new cards, so these are the ones you have to play.

“Here’s the thing: me and you; we’re going to get out of this place together. We graduate in less than six months. Then, we leave. We can go up to Terrace; I was already looking into it; they have camps up there—rig rats. Between working the camp and collecting the Northern Allowance, we can each bank enough money in a year to go halfsies on a place together. Roomies. We do it together, and we break out of this situation that we were both put into.” Zach smiled, and Sid returned the smile.

“Rig rats? You want to be a rig rat?”

“The pay is good. It’s not forever, brother. We do it for a few years, paying down the mortgage. Then, we can sell the house and take the capital; it’ll be enough to buy a condo outright, to pay for university—or to live a good life for a few years with coke and hookers. Whatever you want, buddy. But it all starts here.” He tapped on Sid’s forehead. “It’s all about keeping your damn head up and staying positive.”

Then, Zach noticed that Sid wasn’t even looking at him; he was looking out the window, not even paying attention to his pump-up speech.

“What are you looking at?”

“That house,” Sid said. “That’s the house where I saw those girls. There are people in it now.”

Zach turned to look at the old rundown two-story home. The curtains were closed, but lights were on in many rooms.

“The lingerie girls?” Zach said.

“Yeah,” Sid said.

Figures were moving by the windows: feminine figures, silhouettes against the sheer curtains.

“Oh, buddy—it’s a damn party!” Zach said. “Let’s check it out.”

“Wait,” Sid said, tensing up.

“What’s the matter?”

He pointed at an old car. Zach shrugged his shoulders. “A car. So what?”

“It’s Eric’s car—my neighbour. He’s kind of… bipolar or something.”

“The guy who was obsessed with Bristol—right?”

“Right,” Sid said. “He freaked out at me last time I walked into his place. I mean—I just went to knock and the door was open, so I stepped in.”

“Fuck him,” Zach said, saving Sid off. Zach wasn’t going to let this sour little Eric fellow stop him from dropping in on a party filled with hot girls.

“I don’t think we should go in there,” Sid said as Zach stepped out from the car. “I don’t want people in this town to hate me.”

“Hate you?” Zach said. “Who gives a shit what they think? And it’s not like we’re not invited; didn’t you say that this is some abandoned house that they’re using? It ain’t their house; it’s as much our right to go in as theirs.” Zach’s heart was pounding at the idea of being in a house filled with hot girls.

He went to edge of the property, and then he paused—his senses suddenly returning to him. If this Eric guy really was a spaz, he might call the cops if Zach just lets himself in. A B&E charge would be catastrophic.

“Let’s just go to the gym,” said Sid.

“Let’s go have some fun,” Zach said. “We’ll do it the right way. We’ll be gentlemen.” He eyed the front door, which was boarded up with plywood. Still, he walked up, straightened his back, and knocked his fist against the plywood. He looked back at Sid with a smile. “Come on, brother.”

He knocked again a minute later.

“There’s no door here. There’s only the back door,” Sid said.

“I know that,” Zach said, rolling his eyes. “But if we let ourselves into the backyard—that’s technically trespassing, and we’re gentlemen. Just relax. They’ll let us in.”

He knocked again, then, he heard a squeaking up above. He looked up, and Sid did the same. Now, two girls were poking their heads out from an upstairs window. They were giggling, blushing. “What do you guys want?”

Zach puffed up his chest and turned up his chin. “I heard there was a party happening here!” he hollered up to the girls. “We thought maybe you could use a couple handsome boys in there.”

He looked over at Sid and saw that Sid was dark red, looking like some humiliated little brother.

The girls giggled. Then, a third girls poked her head out. “The tall one is cute,” she said. The girls gasped and giggled and elbowed each other before replying. “It’s not a party. It’s a private girls’ night,” they said with smirking faces.

“Well then,” Zach said, “we’ll be sure to treat y’all like proper girls.” He turned to Sid and winked with a smirk. The girls giggled.

“Hold on,” the girls said. “Let us ask… our friend.”

The girls giggled and vanished, and then Zach turned to Sid. “A couple cuties up there.”

“I’ve never seen those girls before,” Sid said. “They don’t go to our school.”

“Maybe they homeschool. There’s a lot of those weirdos around here too.”

The girls returned. “You guys can come in, but you have to wait a few minutes, okay? We have to clean up.”

“No problem, ladies. Take your time,” Zach called out. The girls vanished, leaving Sid and Zach alone.

“This is weird,” Sid said. “Aren’t we supposed to be turning down women?”

“Absolutely,” Zach said, nodding his head. “But we ain’t monks, brother. We can still enjoy the company of a lady. And look—if one of these girls wants to play with you, alone in her room—I’d say go for it. Every good diet has a cheat day. But look—there’s a way to… be with a woman, without giving her any of your… energy.”

“How?”

“Alright, so… it’s really just a matter of… keeping the control. Don’t dish out compliments. Don’t drool over her. Don’t be a simp. Exercise some control. Do what you want to do with her, and don’t take no for an answer. Now—that’s not me saying to go and rape some chick; I’m not saying that. But if you want her on top, and she only wants you on top, then you have to give her an ultimatum; either the girl is getting on top, or you’re done for the night. It all comes down to having respect for yourself—you know what I’m saying?”

“I think so,” Sid says.

“If you’re making out, and you slip her a little tongue, and she says, ‘I don’t like that.’. Then just smile, give her a peck on the cheek, and say, ‘It’s been a blast.’ And then leave. Don’t let her tell you what you can and can’t do.”

“Alright.”

“And another thing,” Zach said. “She’s going to want you to ogle her. She’ll want you to tell her how beautiful she is, how perfect her titties are, how badly you want to have her. Don’t feed into any of that shit. She can say that stuff about you. In fact, you should even demand it. Tell her: ‘Tell me how much you like my cock, baby.’ Make her say it. I’m not saying to treat her like garbage… but treat her like a slut. Treat her like you’re paying for a service and you have expectations. Let her know that she either gives you what you want, or you’ll find someone else who can. You keep the power. Get it?”

“I guess so. But… I doubt these girls are going to want to have sex. They’re just letting us in as a joke.”

Zach shook his head. “Nah, bro. They’re letting us in; that means that, in the back of their minds, they’re thinking about sex.”

Then, a girl appeared next to the house. “Come on,” she said softly. Her voice was curious; she was hardly projecting more than a whisper. The boys followed her to the back mudroom. She told them to take off her shoes. Now, the house was strangely dark; the girls had gone around turning off lights, and dimming the dimmable lights.

“Where’d the ladies go?” asked Zach.

“They’re just changing.”

“I like it,” Zach said. “So what have y’all been up to tonight? Do you usually throw girls’ nights in abandoned houses?”

The girl giggled. “Sometimes,” she said softly. And Zach heard that curious twang again in her soft, whispered voice. It took a moment, but he knew that she was a dude. The ginger hair on her head was clearly a wig. But all things considered, she didn’t look half bad; her face was remarkably feminine, and she had a petite frame that was actually quite… cute.

“What’s your name?” he asked her.

“Gertrude,” the girl blushed.

“Gertrude, this is Sid. You know—Sid was literally just telling me how much he loves redheads.

Sid blushed.

The girl looked Sid up and down. Zach could tell that Sid was resisting the urge to compliment her; he had no idea that she was a trap. “I like your shirt, Sid,” Gertrude said softly.

Sid hesitated. “Cool,” he said. Good answer—he really did listen when Zach talked.

Gertrude was nervous; Sid had successfully put her on the defence, which was a position girls weren’t used to being on—maybe even trap-girls. Gertrude was absolutely expecting a compliment in return, and now she felt like she had to work for it. Maybe trap girls aren’t so different from real girls. “I’m not sure what’s taking my friends so long.”

“Why don’t you give us the tour?” Zach asked. “Show us around your… crumbling abode.”

She giggled. Her giggle was remarkably feminine.

“Okay. This way. I’ll show you the place.”

“Oh shoot. Hold on. I forgot something in the car. It’s alright, go on the tour without me. I’ll be back.”

He grinned at Sid. Really, he was just having fun now. He wanted to put Sid in an awkward position, just for a laugh. He wanted to see how long it would take for Sid to realize that Gertrude wasn’t really a girl.

Zach walked out to the car, and then he returned to that kitchen area, which was now desolate. He didn’t bother looking for Sid or Gertrude. Instead, he went to the fridge, which was filled with girly coolers. He thought about drinking one, but knew there was nothing attractive about a guy drinking a fruity cooler. Then, he looked up and saw a young, pretty woman with long blonde hair and a nervous look. “Hi there,” she said softly.

“Hi,” he said. And he identified quickly that she, too, was a trap. It was her voice, not her appearance.

“You’re really cute,” she said with that slight masculine twang.

“Thanks, love,” he said. “So are you from here? You live in Bear Lake?”

She shook her head. “I’m just visiting,” she said.

She was strangely tense. Now, Zach was wondering where her friends were—and where Sid had gone. The house groaned, settling slightly as a cold wind rattled against the windows. Suddenly, this place didn’t seem so fun and inviting. It just seemed… creepy. “Where are your buddies?”

“They’re just changing and getting cleaned up,” she said. “You’re, like, really cute.” She walked towards Zach.

“You don’t have any beer here, do you? I’m not really a coolers guy.”

She stopped a few inches short of him. She smelled like a girl, with a beautiful floral perfume. Her hair looked more real—but it was possibly a wig, like her friend’s. She had the feminine figure… but that voice was just a damn giveaway. Now, Zach was trying not to laugh and call her out.

“Maybe you could get me a drink,” the trap said.

Zach thought for a moment. Then he reached out, opened the fridge and gave her the first thing he grabbed. She cracked it and sipped it, letting out a girly sort of sigh afterwards. And Zach knew instantly that the girl was trying her absolute hardest to seduce him.

“I’m serious,” she said.

“What?” Zach asked.

“You’re cute. Do you workout?”

“Yeah. I’m actually just on my way to the gym now.”

“How much can you lift? Would it be weird if I asked to feel your arms?”

Zach shrugged his shoulders. It was a bit weird, having those boyish hands on his arms—even though they felt feminine.

“What do you think of my dress?” the girl asked, desperate, apparently, for a compliment.

“I’ve never been that into the colour blue, to be honest,” he said. “I guess I just don’t see the hype. I should probably go and find my friend.”

“I can help you find him,” she said, perking up.

“Okay.”

Now, Zach just wanted out of that place. It was seeming weirder and weirder by the minute—just like Bear Lake. That place was such a strange place, filled with strange people.

The girl walked uncomfortably close to Zach. She kept brushing him, and she kept commenting on his physique. Zach was over it. He wasn’t going to be seduced by some mid-tier trap. He had three numbers in his phone: girls in Smithers who were down-to-fuck at a moment’s notice.

They turned and looked into an empty room. “No one here,” Zach said.

Then, he felt her hand, between his legs, grabbing at his crotch. Her face was dark red; her nervousness was radiating off of her face. Her body was tense.

“Why are you grabbing me?” Zach asked.

“I—I…” she looked afraid. “I want to suck you.”

“Sorry, doll. Not interested.”

“It will feel good,” she said, and then she dropped to her knees and began to attempt the removal of his belt with her trembling hands. Zach stepped back.

“Cut it out,” he said. “I’m finding my friend and I’m getting out of here.”

“Please,” she said. “Let me suck you. I promise it will feel good. You can cum in my mouth. I’ll swallow.”

“I don’t even know your name.”

“It’s Harley,” she said. “Please—let me suck you off.”

“Cut it out!” Zach hissed. “Have some damn respect for yourself. Get up.”

But she didn’t get up. She crawled over to him and pawed at his crotch again. He had to swat her hand away. “Sid!” he roared. But there was no answer.

He groaned. “Move,” he growled at the trap who was grovelling for oral sex on the floor. He stepped over her and started searching rooms. He pushed open doors. “Sid, you in there? Sid, buddy—where are you?”

A door at the end of the hall opened and two girls poked their heads out. They were giggling. So Zach went to the door, pushed it open, and saw four girls, half-naked—and not really girls at all. “You have my friend?” He asked. One of the girls turned her face quickly away and covered it with her hands, as if she was afraid of being recognized. Zach had no time to care.

He wanted to find his friend.

Then, he found Sid two doors down, with his pants around his ankles. Gertrude was on her knees before him, sucking his erection while Sid moaned. “You’re so fucking hot,” he said.

“Sid!” Zach barked. And then Sid gasped and covered his cock with his hands. “Pants up. Let’s go. Now!”

“Dude! Are you serious right now!?”

“Now!”

Zach stormed into the room, grabbed his friend by the wrist, and dragged him out of the house while girls popped their heads out to watch. ‘Girls’… They weren’t girls. They were all men in women’s clothing, in wigs, in makeup. This was some weird fetish orgy, and Zach wasn’t going to let his friend be a part of it.

Sid was fighting for freedom as Zach pulled him across the lawn. “Dude! What are you doing? So I complimented her a few times! So what? It was totally worth it, man. I—I was getting head!”

“I don’t care if you complimented her,” Zach said. He pulled open the passenger door and forced his friend in. “Pull up your pants and put your dick away.”

“I just told her she was hot. It was pillow talk. I didn’t give her any power. I promise.”

“I don’t give a shit about that, you idiot.”

“Then what!?”

“Gertrude was a fucking man!”

Sid’s red complexion suddenly turned pale. His lips parted. He stuttered. He blinked a few times. Then, he said, “You’re just fucking with me.”

“I’m not. Every girl in that house was a dude in a wig. You just got your dick sucked by a dude.”

“No.”

“Yes,” Zach said. “A fucking man had his mouth on your hard dick. And luckily, I stopped you before you came in a dude’s mouth. Now pull yourself together. Zip yourself up, man. I thought it would be funny to see you flirting with a dude, but I didn’t think it would go that far. I ain’t letting my friend get trapped by a trap.”

“I think you’re mistaken,” Sid said, his voice hoarse now.

“Bro,” Zach said, shaking his head slowly. “I’m not going to tell anyone—but that was a dude.”

Sid looked like he was going to throw up.

“Let’s just get to the gym. Maybe we’ll find a real cutie there for you.” Zach felt horrible; he felt like this was his fault. He sent Sid away with that trans girl and assumed it would be funny… but it just didn’t seem funny now. Now, Sid was probably going to have some legitimate trauma he had to deal with. Even now, he looked absolutely ill, like he was going to throw up in Zach’s car. It was clear that Sid was replaying that moment over and over in his head.


CHAPTER 8
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Sid was uneasy, and that uneasiness didn’t go away. He was humiliated in front of his best friend. Now, every time he saw Zach, he knew that Zach was thinking of that humiliating moment.

He really thought that Gertrude was a girl. She looked like a girl. She smelled like a girl… but after Zach pointed out that she was a guy, Sid put it together: the curious voice was the biggest giveaway.

Sid groaned, remembering the feeling of her mouth around his cock… his mouth. And who was he? Was he a classmate, dressed up? This was a small town—Gertrude could have been right in front of him, every single day. The light in that house was so dim, and Gertrude had so much makeup on.

Sid played sick the next time he saw Zach. Then, the day after that, Zach forced Sid to go to the gym with him, but he said very little. The humiliation was killing him.

“It’s not a big deal,” Zach said when he dropped Sid off.

“What’s not?” Sid said.

But Sid knew what Zach was saying—and Zach apparently knew that Sid knew, because he said nothing else.

It was all so humiliating.

And then there was the mystery of Eric. Eric’s car was parked at that house that night, but Sid never saw Eric in there. Zach said he saw a few girls—all men dressed up as girls. Was Eric going to that house with a bunch of dudes to get dolled up? Sid was fairly sure that Gertrude wasn’t Eric, but maybe Eric was friends with Gertrude. Maybe Eric knew that Sid got his cock sucked by a dude dressed as a girl. At least he didn’t ejaculate…

Did that really make it any better?

Zach came by the house again; it had been a whole week since the incident at the old house. “Gym?” Zach called out from his car, his breath a large plume of humidity in the frigid January air.

“I’m not feeling great,” Sid called back from his window.

“Really?”

“Sorry.”

Zach rolled his eyes. “I’m going to the gym. I’ll come by later—after I’m done.”

Sid bit his tongue. He didn’t want to face Zach, because that meant facing the humiliation of the whole cock-sucking incident. Now, he had to spend the next two hours or so dreading Zach’s visit.

It was only a minute later when Sid heard another car outside his house. He thought for a moment that Zach was back to twist his arm into going to the gym—but it was Eric, getting into his car, letting it heat up for a minute. The windows were defrosting, but Eric didn’t wait for them to full defrost before pulling onto the street—which made Sid think that Eric wasn’t going far.

Sid had a feeling that he knew exactly where Eric was going.

Without thinking too hard about it, he grabbed his coat, his toque, and his gloves. He put a log into the firebox and then he took off on that mile-long hike through snowy streets.

For a week, Sid had been plagued with humiliation and shame… but there was also that nagging mystery: what the hell was going on in that house? Sid needed to know why there was a house in a tiny town that hosted strange meetups for men to dress like women.

Sid was a block from the house and he was already thinking of turning back. It was twenty-eight-below-zero, and temperatures were steadily dropping. Sid still didn’t have a proper winter coat rated for Northern British Columbia. He didn’t even have snow pants like everyone else in town. But he didn’t want to miss this opportunity to get answers.

He did have one useful tool: a balaclava. He pulled his toque down, turning it into a full black face-covering. Then, as he approached that old, abandoned house, just over a mile from his own house, he took off his coat and flipped it inside-out. The inner lining was black, and if he was spotted by anyone in the house, they wouldn’t recognize the blue-toned jacket that he wore everyday.

A light was on in the house. A moment later, another light turned on. Sid slipped off of the sidewalk, trudging through knee-deep snow towards the treeline that was the town’s border. It was a bit warmer in the trees, safe from the cold gusts of the valley, and free from the deep snow, which couldn’t reach the ground because of the needle-foliage cover overhead. Sid trekked through those trees until he was behind the old home, and could see in through a couple of rear windows.

But a feminine figure came to close the curtains, which were sheer, but enough of a covering to obscure sight into the house.

A car pulled up. Two young women got out of the car and hurried around to the back door. They knocked, shivering in short skirts—and then the door opened and they hurried inside. Another car pulled up: another young woman, also in a short pleated skirt and thigh-high socks. She ran in heeled booties to the back door and knocked. She stood bouncing cutely for a minute before being let in.

But Sid knew these weren’t really women… at least, he was pretty sure. It was impossible to tell for sure from that distance…

Another car parked on the street. Then, Gertrude stepped out. She brushed back her pretty ginger hair and jogged around to that back door. She didn’t have to knock before someone let her inside.

Sid’s heart bounced. It was the first time he’d seen Gertrude since he saw her on her knees, with his cock in her mouth. And from that angle, she looked so hot. She sucked so gracefully. She moaned so pleasantly. She batted her long, thick lashes and looked so wonderfully feminine; Sid really couldn’t help himself when he called her ‘hot’, over and over, even though Zach told him not to. She was hot… and that made all of this humiliation so much worse; Zach seemed to think it was so obvious that she was a dude, but even now, with Sid knowing she was a dude, she still seemed… hot.

Sid groaned and stood up. He hopped on the spot for a minute, getting his blood flowing. The frigid air was making his joints and muscles lock.

A final car pulled up. Sid watched from behind the safety of a fallen tree. There was a man in the car, but he wasn’t getting out. He was sending a text message. Finally, the back door opened and a figure came out: a pretty girl with curly blonde hair and a flowing white gown. Her hands were shimmering, as if covered with oil. She waved to the man in the car, so the man got out. He was a big man: toned like Zach, with thick arms and a buff chest. The young woman greeted the man and led him into the house.

Now, it was silent. Downstairs, the lights dimmed. Upstairs, the lights flicked off. Sid waited a couple of minutes, worried more cars would pull up—but it seemed like the activity had died down, so he got up and stealthily jogged across the snowy backyard, panting as he reached the back of the house.

His heart was racing; if that door opened, he had nowhere to hide. But he had to see what was happening.

He spotted an old lawn chair, which he pulled up to the living room window. He strained to climb onto it, wobbling slightly as the old chair groaned under his weight. Then, he peered into the house. He could see the girls, all sitting down on the floor like toddlers about to hear a story at the library. He couldn’t see what they were seeing; he needed to find another vantage point.

So he climbed down and took his chair with him. He went around to the side of the house and spotted another window, which was higher up—but only covered by a sheer curtain. He needed a ladder—and luckily, there was one about twenty yards away, leaning against the neighbour’s house. He trekked over and grabbed it and then huffed it back to the curious house filled with feminine boys.

He quietly propped the ladder against the wall and, one soft step at a time, climbed up to that smaller living room window.

He nearly fell back with shock when he saw her: Gertrude, tied to an altar like some primitive virgin sacrifice, with that man behind her. The man was naked. Gertrude was in a white dress, with the skirt pulled up to expose her naked lower half. She was dripping with something—maybe lubricant, maybe oil… The man was penetrating her asshole while the other femboys watched.

The man pushed in slowly while Gertrude winced in pain. Her body was outstretched, straining. Her legs were trembling. The man managed to get every inch of his erect, veiny shaft into her before he started thrusting.

Now, Gertrude was screaming loudly, as if she was being tortured. And Sid wondered if this was his cue to phone the police. Was she being raped? Was this torture? Was she some sort of… sex slave?

No—she showed up, in her own car, and she let herself into the house, seemingly voluntarily. So why was she now tied with a rope? Why was she screaming and possibly even crying?

Why were these people just… watching?

Sid scanned the room. He recognized nobody… except for one girl, who was standing in a long white robe, which was see-through. The girl had soft brown hair—not a wig, and not quite ‘girl-length’. It was shaggy, just like… Eric—because it was Eric.

Sid gasped.

Eric was wearing makeup—and hell: he didn’t look half bad. But the most shocking sight was Eric’s body, under that sheer white gown. Sid was positive that Eric had a pair of small titties: little pubescent lumps and puffy nipples that couldn’t possibly exist naturally on a man with a petite frame like Eric’s. “My God,” Sid gasped.

Standing next to Eric was another femboy, this one also in a gown—but this gown was white. She was holding a book, which was bound with leather, looking like a bible with its red tassel hanging down.

Eric pointed at the sex show, and then Eric’s partner walked over with a vial of holy water—or something like it. She started flicking drops onto Gertrude, who was still being filled by the man.

Sid wanted to run away, but he hadn’t seen enough to know what the hell this was. It was so strange—and so… cultish.

The sight was so chilling, with a tear streaming down Gertrude’s cheek.

And it got worse. The man signalled to the dolled-up Eric, and then Eric made some sort of command. The man pulled out, making Gertrude gasp in pain. The man came around and put his cock into Gertrude’s mouth. Gertrude closed her eyes and strained as the man threw back his head.

Cum began to fall out from the corners of her mouth, and that seemed to irritate Eric, who flew forward and yelled something. Gertrude then gagged and appeared to be struggling to swallow. Two members of this weird cult came up to help ‘push’ that cum back into her mouth, as if she had no choice but to swallow it.

Now, Sid was wondering again if this was his cue to call the police. But what would he say? ‘I’m trespassing and people in this house are having a weird sex ritual.’? The only lawbreaking there was Sid’s trespassing.

Sid knew he had to leave. He knew that he had to get out of there before he was caught. He’d seen enough to know that there was, indeed, something very, very weird happening in that house. He knew that he wasn’t going to figure it out by sticking around any longer.

He climbed down the ladder and then lugged it back over to the neighbour’s lot. Then, the back door of the house opened, and Sid panicked. He rushed over to the trees and dove into the snow, getting cold snow down the back of his neck and up his stomach and lower back. It was horribly uncomfortable, but he went unnoticed, so it was worth it. He waited a minute before poking his head up, to see if there was someone in the yard. Then, he noticed a figure coming towards him, so he ducked back down. “Fuck,” he whispered. He still had his balaclava on and his coat was still on inside out. If he had to run, he could do so without being recognized.

Now, he heard crying. He heard the footsteps go by him. Then, he heard someone falling to the forest floor before weeping. He carefully turned his head to look back, seeing Gertrude, still in that white robe, now with a jacket overtop, crying into the palms of her hands.

She must have not seen Sid. Now, Sid needed to find a way to sneak away before she did notice him. His heart was racing. If he moved a single muscle, she would notice him.

But he had to go; he had to get away—somehow.

Then, Gertrude spoke. “H—Hello? Is someone there?”

He turned and saw that she was looking at him. Now, her eyes were wide and fear was on her face, as if Sid was about to murder her. Sid’s reaction should have been to run away—as fast as his legs could run in that snow—but instead, he quickly pulled off his balaclava, revealing himself so he could say, “It’s okay. It’s just me.”

He had no idea why he did it or why he said it; his impulse had completely betrayed him and exposed his identity.

Gertrude was just staring at him. She blinked a few times, parted her lips, and said, “S—Sid?”

“I was just… out for a walk.”

“Why? Why are you walking at night in the woods, in thirty-below weather?”

Sid was silent now. He was deeply regretting exposing himself, because now, there were no lies to support his story; he had no choice but to own up to trespassing and spying. “I wanted to see what was happening… in that house,” he admitted.

Gertrude’s face was pale. “Did you… see?”

Sid considered his options. “Yeah,” he admitted.

Gertrude turned her face away. “I can’t believe I went through with it. I’m so… ashamed of myself.”

Sid watched as the femboy wept in the cold. Now, he was starting to worry that Gertrude was going to suffer frostbite.

“I should go back before they come looking for me,” she said, wiping her eyes.

“Why did you do that?” Sid asked—because he needed to know.

Gertrude looked up. “To reach the next level… At least, that’s what Erica said.”

“Erica?” Sid said, his heart skipping a beat.

Gertrude just stared at Sid—and Sid knew that she was talking about Eric. Apparently, Eric had a bigger role in this than he could have imagined.

“The next level in what? What is this?” Sid asked.

“I don’t know if I’m supposed to be talking about it. I—I just… Oh God, this is so embarrassing.”

“I won’t tell anyone anything—if you don’t tell Eric--Erica that I was here. Okay?”

“I—I don’t even know you,” Gertrude said.

“I just want to know what’s going on here.”

Gertrude sighed and wiped her tears with her trembling hand. She was pale now; she needed to get into warmth. “I—I have to go,” she said.

“When are you done?” Sid asked, perking up.

“I don’t know… in an hour.”

“Meet me down the street. There’s an old kids’ playground there. I’ll wait for you.”

Gertrude was silent. She stared into Sid’s eyes, and then she nodded her head. “Okay. Fine.” Sid had no idea why Gertrude was agreeing; she really didn’t know him. But he wasn’t going to complain; he wanted answers, and now, he had a chance to get them.

Sid went home to warm up for thirty minutes. Then, he hiked back to that playground and paced around the old, rusted equipment until he saw her car pulling up. It stopped on the side of the road. Gertrude didn’t get out, so Sid walked up and let himself into the passenger seat. Now, Gertrude’s eyes were red as if she’d spent the past hour crying. But now, she wasn’t crying; she just seemed… lost, and hopeless. “Tell me what I saw,” Sid said.

“It was my initiation. I’m a Chalice Guardian now.”

“A what?”

“I was a veil-bearer. An acolyte of the Divine Feminine. Now, I’ve ascended to Chalice Guardian.”

“What does any of that crap mean?” Sid asked.

Gertrude just stared with a frightened look on her face.

“It sounds like you’re in a cult.”

“It’s not a cult!” she snapped suddenly. Now, she was pale, eyes shimmering. “It’s… weird. I get it. I thought that it was kind of cultish… but then…”

“Then what?” Sid leaned in.

“I noticed some things that… that just couldn’t be explained by anything—anything but the Divine Feminine.”

“Slow down. What’s that?”

“It’s a book. It’s full of all this… wisdom. And it all makes so much sense. It’s helped me to figure out so many of my problems in the past month. I—I feel like I’m finally starting to understand who I am—who I’m supposed to be.”

“But that ain’t right!” Sid said. “They tied you down, and they⁠—”

“Don’t say it. I know what happened,” she said. “And there was a reason for it. I didn’t like it, but I understood why it was necessary, okay? It’s all about feminine experiences. You need to understand the feminine experience to foster the feminine energy.”

And now, Sid thought that he was talking to a complete lunatic.

“Erica challenged me to get with you,” she said. “She told me that, if I could do it, I could skip my initiation. But… you left, and she didn’t approve my ascension.”

“Ascension… initiation. So if it’s not a cult… Then it’s… A religion?”

“I suppose so,” she said.

“And how many people are in this thing?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I only know about our chapter. Erica is the Throne Ascendent of our chapter. That just means that she runs the religion here in this area. I don’t know much about the higher rankings. I’m sure there are lots of people in the big cities.”

Sid tried to wrap his head around all of this. “So it’s a religion where… men dress like women?”

Gertrude was silent for a moment. “No. It’s open to men and women. We worship women. When women join, they get to skip the ranks of veil-bearer and Chalice Guardian.”

Sid was happy that Gertrude was being so open with him—but horrified to find out that he hadn’t just been sucked by a biological male—but also a deranged cultist.

“So some of you are real women?” Sid asked.

“Not in our chapter. The Divine Feminine has a verse about why the teachings are less likely to reach the ears of women—because they’re so used to experiencing the divine feminine, that they take Her divine nature for granted.”

“So in that house—those were all… guys?”

She had a shy look on her face now. “Well…” she said. “I think that I… I think that I’m… a girl.”

“You’re trans?”

“I think so,” she said.

“And this religion… showed you that?”

She nodded her head.

“And you like men?”

Now, she was silent. “I don’t know what I like yet. I thought I did. But the Divine Feminine is clear, that those blessed with the Divine Daughter should lay with men, to appease the divine energies.”

Now, it was starting to sound a little bit like what Zach had been preaching—but on a much crazier level. Zach’s mentality seemed strange—somewhat cruel, somewhat unusual, and somewhat unnatural—but at least Zach wasn’t tying anyone to a makeshift altar and forcing them to take it from behind.

Sid suddenly felt an urge to help Gertrude. “Are you from Bear Lake?”

“No.”

“Where do you live?”

Gertrude was silent—probably not wanting to tell Sid where she lived so that her friends and family wouldn’t find out about this.

“Back home—you aren’t a girl, are you?”

She shook her head with a shameful look on her face. “When I’m here, I get to be a girl. I look forward to this.”

“So are you going to… come out?”

“I think I have to at some point—as part of my initiation into the higher degrees.”

“But do you want to?”

She nodded her head. “I dream about it every night, to feel the euphorias of the divine feminine. Sid?”

“What?”

“Can I… finish?”

“Finish?” Sid said, his heart skipping a beat.

“Finish what we started the other night. I… I want to finish the oral pleasure.”

“The blowjob!?” Sid gasped. “No—No way.”

“I promise it will feel good—and I won’t tell anyone, not even Erica. I just… I want to do it… for me.”

“No way,” Sid said, shaking his head. “We’re not doing that. You need to snap out of this. You need to realize that you—you’re in a cult, Gertrude. You’ve been… brainwashed.”

“I haven’t been. I thought it was all bullshit, and then I felt something. I had a spiritual revelation, and realized that this is all real. And—I just want to feel like a woman, Sid. And you—you can make me feel like a woman. I’ll make you feel like a man. It will feel good—and nobody will know.”

Sid’s heart was racing fast. He knew he needed to turn her down. He knew that Zach was going to be at his house in the next fifteen minutes, wondering where he’d gone. He knew that Zach was expecting him to turn all women down, to ‘steal’ their energies—and maybe Zach and Gertrude were talking about the same energies. Maybe Sid would give up all of his hard work by caving…

But he wanted it. He wanted to feel that pleasure. It felt so good the week before, before it was suddenly interrupted. And now he had a chance to see it through, to feel that amazing ending.

“Nobody will know?” he asked with a shaking voice.

And she smiled. Suddenly, she was bent over, across the middle bench of the car. She unzipped his fly and dug her gentle fingers into his opening before finding her fleshy member. “It’s already half-hard,” she whispered. She looked up with glowing eyes. “You think I’m pretty, don’t you?”

Sid stuttered. He knew he needed to keep his mouth shut, but he couldn’t do it. “You’re hot.”

She smiled and then she began to suck. She made him hard in seconds. She bobbed her head up and down on his lap. “That feels so fucking good,” he said. But he also remembered that her mouth had been filled with another man’s load, just an hour earlier. This was probably… disgusting—but his horniness couldn’t be overpowered. He wanted pleasure, and she was offering it.

She sucked hard, bobbed fast. “I’m going to cum,” he warned her.

“In my mouth,” she said. “I want to swallow it.”

“O—Okay,” Sid said. Then he groaned. The pleasure was intense. He was ejaculating. She was sucking it down, swallowing it with heavy gulps. Then, she rose up and kissed Sid on the lips and his heart fluttered high in his chest.

“Same time tomorrow,” she whispered. “I’ll make it really good.”

“Sure,” Sid said, trembling.

“Make me feel like a girl,” she said, “and I’ll make you feel pleasure you can’t even begin to imagine.”

“Deal.”

She smiled and kissed him again. “I’ve been taking pills. I’ll have boobs soon. My nipples are super sensitive and I can feel them… budding. In a few weeks, you’ll be able to play with them.”

Sid felt a jolt running down his spine. He was venturing into taboo territory, but he just couldn’t help himself.


CHAPTER 9
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Karla was a Chalice Guardian, and that came with big responsibilities. She no longer got to fuck Erica; Erica only gave herself to the new recruits—the veil-bearers.

And losing access to Erica put Karla on the verge of quitting. She was so, so close to walking away from that religion—but then, she gave it one last change. She went out into the woods, freezing her ass off, and she followed the Divine Feminine’s guidelines to meditation. She did that for one hour each day, shivering, thinking that she’d lost her mind… and then something happening. She opened her eyes and felt something: a tingling that somehow felt supernatural.

It was peculiar, but not enough to make her think that the Divine Feminine was truly a product of divinity—and then she got into her car and headed back to Smithers. There, she realized that something had truly clicked.

Now, she could see auras around people—particularly women, but sometimes men too. It was a coral aura that glowed, almost like an illuminated steam. She thought for a moment that she’d lost her mind from cold exposure.

At school, the popular, pretty girls shone bright. The boys were totally dull, except for one boy, named Richard. When Karla told Erica about the coral auras, and about Richard, Erica said, “Get Richard out here. He has potential to go far in the chapter. He will understand why it’s important to worship you.”

And now, Karla was feeling the power that Erica was always talking about, that the Divine Feminine was always alluding to. There really was something to all of this. So Karla’s dread was quickly transforming from dread into excitement. Now, she wanted to know what else was possible. Seeing the auras was just the beginning of so much more—at least according to Erica.

But first, in order to get the next order, Karla had to ‘pay her dues’ in the church. That meant taking over Erica’s role—or at least helping with the load. Now, after each sermon, Karla would go to one room and Erica would go to another. Then, the veil-bearers would take turns: half went to Erica, the other half went to Karla. Karla lay on her back and spread her legs wide, and allowed the new recruits to have their way with her body. To appease the Divine Mother, she swallowed every load, tasting her asshole on every cock that was thrust into her mouth.

At times it was painful. At times it was downright degrading, and even disgusting. But she wanted to appease the Divine Feminine.

Erica had given her pills to take, twice per day. The pills made her sick at first. Then, within a couple of weeks, she began to notice that her pecs were now soft, bulging slightly, but not in a muscular way. Her emotions were overwhelming; she would suddenly burst into tears over small issues. Sometimes she dreaded the hour after sermon—sometimes she was curiously excited about it.

As the church grew, those after-sermon specials became downright exhausting: pleasuring five veil-bearers… then six. Sometimes it would take two or more hours before they were all finished with her. Sometimes she wouldn’t be able to walk. One day she left the house with her hand pressed firmly against her asshole, worried that, if she let go, she would have a prolapse in her panties. She’d done some research online and medical professionals were very clear that having sex with five or six different men every night was not safe long-term.

When she told Erica about her concerns, Erica explained that it was temporary. “We will initiate more girls to the higher orders, and that will lessen the burden. But now, this is how we’re growing our church. This is how we’re helping to spread Her word.”

Now, Gertrude had been initiated, but was apparently not yet ‘ready’ to fulfil that role of pleasing the new recruits. Tonight was Isla’s Chalice Guardian initiation; in a couple of weeks, she would be ready to accept a few recruits each night, taking some of the pressure off.

By the end of January, Karla had lost count of just how many times she’d been fucked. She felt a bit like a cheap sex worker, and wondered if Erica was just using her openness to attract new members… but then she would turn to the Divine Feminine, and she would find refuge in the wisdom of the verses.

Now, with another sermon just one hour away, Karla turned to her book for some comfort:

"Verily, the path of the devout is strewn with the stones of sacrifice, each a testament to the pilgrimage of the soul towards the sanctum of the Divine Feminine.
Know ye, that in the giving of thine own essence, in the surrendering of earthly desires, therein lies the seeds of transcendence.
For it is through sacrifice that the soil of the spirit is tilled, making fertile the ground for virtues to flourish and for the roots of wisdom to take hold.
Be steadfast, for the night that envelops thee in tribulation is but the precursor to the dawn; and all manner of darkness shall retreat before the advancing light.
Thus, hold fast to the promise of the morrow, where the end of suffering is foretold, and the cycle of misfortune breaks, giving way to the rebirth of hope and the enduring embrace of the Divine Feminine."



She let out a sigh of relief. She was sure that the book was telling her that this exhausting, painful stage would soon come to an end.

Before closing the book, another verse caught her eye—one that had always seemed so mysterious to her.

"In the realm of the Divine Feminine, there lies a secret arcana, a path unseen, that transcends the ordained progressions of rank.
For the one who seeks elevation beyond the measured steps, let them look to the convergence of energies, where the masculine might intertwines with the sacred feminine.
The strongest of men, bearers of the primal force, hold within them a power potent and raw, a vigour that the chosen may harness and transmute.
To absorb such force, one must be both chalice and blade, vessel and forge, to alchemize the essence of virility into the subtler, nurturing power of the feminine divine.
This act, neither trivial nor light, demands the equilibrium of the inner cosmos, where the dance of duality gives birth to a unity sublime.
And thus, through this arcane communion, the adept may vault across the chasms of initiation, emerging not with the might of the strongest man, but adorned with the amplified grace of the Divine Feminine."



She had to meditate on this verse, because its meaning was not exactly clear upon a quick glance or even a close second reading. She thought and thought about it, and then she suddenly remembered that man who came into the house, a few weeks earlier. He was strong, tall, fit, and his presence was so… intimidating. He had all of the girls in the house silent, completely lacking confidence. Was he a ‘bearer of the primal force’? The text seemed to suggest that one could absorb that primal force—and alchemize it into divine feminine energy.

And the text also seemed to suggest that such an act would force an ascension through the ranks. And maybe that would mean being tasked with less of the sexual grunt work that Erica had burdened Karla with.

Her curiosity was piqued. She re-read the verse again and again. Then, before the start of the sermon, once she was all dolled up in her newest little minidress and fishnet stockings, she approached Erica. “Erica,” she said. “I was wondering if I could talk to you about a verse in the Divine Feminine?”

“Of course,” Erica smiled. “Come to my chambers.” Erica’s chamber consisted of a bed, a sofa chair, and a desk covered in pages and pages of handwriting. “Remove your clothes and lay.”

This was not a strange request. When speaking with a high-ranking member of the church about matters concerning the sacred texts, the lower-ranked member was to strip naked and lay on the bed. If the lower-ranked member was a biological male, they were to tuck their penis away and press the thighs together.

Erica had a mirror on the ceiling of her chamber, so that Karla could see her naked figure, now with a pair of A-cup breasts and puffy nipples. Erica walked around the naked member of her religious organization. “You’re developing nicely, Karla.”

“Thank you,” Karla smiled.

Erica ran her fingers along Karla’s naked body. “Your skin is softer too.”

“Thank you.”

“Your hair too.” Erica ran her fingers through Karla’s hair.

“Thank you, Priestess.”

“Tell me about your worry.”

“It’s not a worry,” said Karla, naked and stretched on that soft bed. “I was reading the texts earlier, and I re-read the Scrolls of Ascension, Chapter 11, verses five through ten.”

Erica nodded her head. “I’m familiar with them.”

“It talks about a secret arcana,” said Karla. “It talks about transcending the ordained progression of rank.”

“Correct,” said Erica.

“And I’m wondering… Has anyone ever done it? Did you do it? I mean—there are so many ranks, and so many initiations… and I just… I want to feel enlightenment.”

“The verses you’re talking about,” Erica said. “Are about the Obsidian, and conquering the Obsidian. The verses are metaphors—not a real path through the ranks, Karla. They aren’t meant to be taken literally.”

“But why would it say that one can move through the ranks? If it’s meant to be taken metaphorically, why wouldn’t it say so, like it other parts of the book?”

“It’s obvious, Karla. It doesn’t need to be said. The texts are about a metaphorical conquering of masculine forces. They’re saying that, if hypothetically, you could totally overcome the masculine—Obsidian—forces, you have no need to go through initiations, because you already understand the teachings of each initiation. If you can totally absorb the masculine energies and turn them into divine feminine energy, initiations are… pointless. But you can’t do that; no one can do that. It’s just a reference to a hypothetical perfection—an ideal to strive towards.”

“But the verses refer to a convergence of energies—not just an absorption.”

“You’re misreading it.”

“Am I?” Karla asked.

She opened her eyes and saw that Erica was looking annoyed now. “Why are you questioning me? I’m the only one here who ever met the prophet. I spent time with him and discussed these writings—His writings.”

“I—I know,” Karla said. “But I just…”

“You’re trying to make your own interpretations instead of trusting your Priestess, and that—by the way—is a fracture.” A fracture was the Divine Feminine equivalent of a ‘sin’.

“I’m sorry,” Karla said.

“And I’m ashamed in you, Karla,” Erica went on. “You’re looking for shortcuts. You’re clearly not interested in the path of divine virtue.”

“I am,” Karla said, now trying to eat her words.

“You’re falling from Her path, Karla.”

“I’m not—I promise. I—I was just… confused by the wording—that’s all.”

“Tonight,” Erica said. “You’ll take on the post-sermonal duties.”

“A—All of them?”

Erica nodded her head. “As a punishment for questioning the divine insight of your priestess.”

Karla turned pale. She felt sick. She knew she wouldn’t be able to handle it—not without breaking… but she had no choice. That night, after the sermon, the veil-bearers lined up to take turns with her, on her bed in her chamber.

She was brutally penetrated by eleven members, and it took almost four hours. She swallowed every load, and was left almost lifeless, so she spent the night in that house, on that bed, in those clothes. Nobody came to help her, to clean her up. She spent the night like a cheap crack whore, bruised, sore, and sapped of energy, asshole gaping.

She’d learned her lesson: to keep her mouth shut when there was something she didn’t understand—and to never question anything Erica had to say.
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She woke up to a terribly bright light burning against her eyelids. She groaned and rolled away from the night. She had no idea what time it was. At first, she thought that the previous night had been a nightmare—and then she felt the pain in her rear, and she saw her chamber around her, and she knew it was all real.

She strained to sit up, and then she yelped in pain, jumping to her feet. It was too sore to sit.

Dried cum was crusted to her cheek. Her muscles were weak. Those four hours were torture. She fell down to her knees and tried to catch her breath.

Now, she was looking for clothes. There were none in the room. She stumbled forward, and then she saw her reflection in the mirror. She paused, seeing how rough she looked.

So she went to the bathroom and washed herself off in the sputtering shower. The makeup came off easy, but the dried cum took some time. She curled up in a ball and let the warm water sprinkle her body—until it turned cold. Then, she crawled out and dried herself off.

She looked in the mirror again. Her hair seemed longer—almost long enough to look properly girly. She ran her fingers through it. She blinked a few times. Now, even without makeup, her eyes looked surprisingly feminine. Maybe those pills were changing more than just her chest—which also seemed ‘fuller’ today. She cupped her little breasts and gave them a little bounce. A few weeks ago, there was no ‘bouncing’.

She winced as her fingers grazed her puffy nipples. She hadn’t gotten used to the bigger, more sensitive nipples.

She stumbled out from the bathroom and then found herself face-to-face with a man. She gasped and froze, but didn’t have the energy to cover herself up properly. She just stood there, naked, flaccid cock dangling, small breasts out.

The man—she knew the man; it was the man who came to the house a few weeks back, and made that whole scene.

Now, he was looking down at her cock, then at her chest, and then at her face. “This your house?” he asked.

“No,” she said, still not able to muster up the energy to cover herself. “I just… fell asleep here.”

“Are you on drugs?” he asked.

“Drugs? No.”

“I’ve seen chicks on heroin,” he said. “I know heroin when I see it.”

“I’m not on heroin.”

Then, she felt faint. She stumbled and almost fell, but the man rushed over and caught her naked body from hitting the ground hard. He helped her over to Erica’s chamber. “We can’t be in here,” she said weakly. “It’s a fracture.”

“Lay down,” he said, and he placed her down on the bed.

She blinked a few times. “Are you going to rape me?” she asked. “Please—if you’re going to rape me—just be gentle. I’m so… sore.”

“I ain’t raping you,” he said. “We need to get clothes on you, and then we need to get you to detox. I’ll drive you, alright?”

“I’m not on drugs,” she said. “I’m just so… weak… and sore.”

“What happened?”

“I did what I had to do,” she said softly, trying not to cry.

“What? Were you… raped?”

“I wasn’t raped; I did my post-sermonal duties.”

“What does that even mean?”

“Why are you here?” Karla said before coughing. Her body felt like it was shutting down. Maybe she had been drugged. “Who let you in here?”

“I let myself in.”

“Why?” she asked.

“I’m looking for a friend, and I had a weird hunch that he might have come here. I was wrong—but now I’m here because you don’t look so hot, love. I’m worried you’re going to hurt yourself.”

“For the last time—I’m not on drugs,” she hissed.

“You’re not even covering yourself,” he said. “You’re just laying there with your cock out—and your tits. You can’t seriously have such low self-respect.”

She eyed him curiously. “My tits?” she said. “You can notice them?”

“Yeah. You’ve got tits,” he said. “So what?”

“Do you think I’m pretty?” she asked.

He rolled his eyes. “You’re telling me you’re not on drugs?”

“I’m not on drugs.”

“Alright. Well—I was just worried about you. Looks like my friend isn’t here, so I’m going to leave. Sorry about coming in, but the back door was open and nobody wasn’t answering when I was knocking. Just—to be clear—this wasn’t a break in. The door was open, and I just stepped in to see if my friend was here.”

“Okay,” she said. Then, she looked him up and down and felt a strong desire to seduce him. She didn’t want to have sex, because she knew it would be too painful—but if she could seduce him, it would do so, so much for her confidence. If she could seduce a man like him, it would mean that all of her hard work, all of her meditating, all of her studying... it would all have some outcome, some proof that it was all actually doing something.

So she spread out her legs and reached her hand down to cover her penis and testicles. “You’re cute,” she said.

He looked down at her asshole and then back at her. “Your asshole is gaping,” he said. “And it looks… sore.”

She turned dark red, humiliated—and surprised that she was being rejected. She felt a crushing wave, and once he was gone, she began to question everything. Was this all a big mistake?


CHAPTER 10
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Finally, Erica managed to convince a woman to join the church. Her name was Christie. Christie was from Terrace, which wasn’t too far from Bear Lake. Finding Christie and convincing her to join was not easy—which was surprising, because she was essentially joining and being elevated to a goddess status, skipping all of the ranks that the male recruits had to go through.

Erica knew that some of the members might feel sour about Christie’s immediate ascension, but there was a passage in the Divine Feminine that could be interpreted to insist that biological women ascend the ranks as they grow up and go through female puberty… It was a loose interpretation, but it didn’t matter; what mattered was that there was a girl there now.

She was cute, though chubby—about 170 pounds and only 5’5”. She was quiet and shy. She had acne, and a bit of a limp from a malformed femur bone.

Erica had tried many strategies to woo women into the religious ranks of the Divine Feminine. What finally worked was recruiting through an online dating platform. It seemed desperate, and it even seemed a bit scammy—but it worked. Erica had made a profile on an app, as Eric. Then, after matching a number of girls, she spent a great deal of time chatting with the matches. This was, in a way, like an interview process, trying to find a girl who seemed… desperate: a girl who might love the idea of being ‘worshipped’.

Christie had revealed to Erica that she’d never had a boyfriend. No boy had ever flirted with her before. Her limp had given her a lifetime of low self-esteem. Erica, after weeks of talking, finally revealed some information about the Divine Feminine organization. “Our practitioners really just want a woman like you to look up to,” Erica told her. “Someone who is so perfectly… feminine.”

Christie was unsurprisingly hesitant. She was the fifth girl that Erica had tried the same strategy with; the four before her went on to ghost Erica after she sent a similar message. But Christie was different. “I would try it,” she said. Erica picked her up the next day and brought her to a meeting.

The whole place was set up just for her. They greeted her as a goddess, leading her to a comfortable sofa throne, bringing her food and drinks. Two new recruits massaged her feet as Erica explained that Christie was a ‘Chosen One’. This was a new concept to the Divine Feminine practitioners. So Erica read from a verse—a new verse that hadn’t been included in the widely distributed version of the Divine Feminine…

Because Erica wrote it herself. It was a fabricated piece of divine text. She claimed that she’d found it among the documents left by Randy—and she felt terrible lying, but it was a white lie, because creating a class of ‘Chosen Ones’ gave her more flexibility to attract more valuable members, which would increase interest in that religious order. So ultimately, it was for the best.

Christie was a bit awkward at first. She blushed as she was showered with affection for three straight hours. She pulled Erica aside a few times to say, “This is just a bit weird for me.”

“You’re doing great. You’re giving them what they need,” Erica explained.

After everyone left, Erica got changed—back into Eric—and took Christie out on a ‘date’. Together, they went to a movie, and then dinner. Eric treated her well and even kissed her at the end of the night, knowing no boy had ever kissed her before.

“The whole religion thing…” Christie said, looking down at her feet. “It’s all just really… strange to me.”

“It’s not as strange as you think,” he smiled. But really, it was stranger. She didn’t know about the sex rituals or the initiations. “I could teach you a few of the meditations, and you can… experience it, for yourself.” He smiled.

They met again the next day. He took her on a good date: a walk along the frozen river, with her dog, Chippy. He held her hand, and they kissed again. “Come again tonight,” he said to her. “I want them to worship you.”

“It was just awkward last time,” she said.

“It’s not awkward. It’s just new. Please come.”

She came. She saw Eric as Erica again. She sat upon her throne and was treated like a living goddess. She was taken to a room to get a full-body massage. She was given a manicure, a pedicure, and then her body was coated in warm oil, and then the recruits cleaned her off. They brought her food and wine. She was still a bit awkward, but she seemed to relax somewhat.

A few days later, she had settled into her role as a Chosen One with the Divine Feminine. She was coming to all of the meetings, seeing Eric a few times each week on the side. He was courting her, kissing her, fucking her, and making her believe that she was his boyfriend.

She had no idea that Eric was seeing other girls as well—and soon, he would bring them into the Divine Feminine as Chosen Ones.

Yes, it was deceitful, and the Divine Feminine was quite clearly against deceit in any form—including deceit with good intentions. Erica certainly struggled knowing that she was committing a fracture. But she knew that it was temporary. Already, this plan was working. Christie had a best-friend, Carol, who was a bit more attractive, a bit more popular, but just as interested in being treated like a goddess a few times a week.

So Carol started showing up, and she was given a throne and the veil-bearers were commanded to treat the girls like goddesses. And while the girls were being showered with affection, Erica watched as their coral energy grew brighter. Every meeting, the energies in that house were brighter; the girls—biological and transitioning—were growing stronger; their feminine energy was intensifying quickly.

After three weeks, Erica revealed some of the order’s darker secrets to Christie, and then Christie witnessed a Chalice Guardian initiation: twenty minutes of a veil-bearer being tied to an altar, being fucked by a man from behind.

The man was a male prostitute, the same one Erica hired for all initiations. Christie looked sick, but Erica managed to explain the importance of it all to her. Christie had, after all, started studying the Divine Feminine, and had begun to believe in its teachings.

It was a few days later when Erica convinced Christie to take on part of the post-sermon burden. Christie, again, looked pale at first. She went into a room with a new recruit and allowed the young man, dressed as a girl, to penetrate her and then ejaculate into her mouth. She took another that night. A few nights later, she accepted three veil-bearers after the sermon, and then four the night after that.

Then, Erica revealed that she couldn’t be monogamous with Christie, and admitted that she’d been seeing other girls. Christie, once again, looked pale, but she accepted it. She was officially part of the church.

And it was only a week later when Carol accepted a share of the post-sermon burden, after Erica explained that she would no longer be allowed to come to the sermons if she refused. Carol cried through her first few partners, but she came to accept her duties as well.

Then came Janey, a young woman from the same dating app. After Janey came Flora, who was more reluctant than the rest, but Erica convinced her to stay after teaching her to properly meditate, so she could see the coral auras.

Now, the order had grown exponentially: fifteen young men who were working on transitioning into women, and four young women who were ‘Chosen Ones’. Sermons were busy; cars were parked all the way down the street. It became expensive to host the sermons, paying for the supplies needed to worship the Chosen Ones (food, wine, oils, nail polish, and even a pair of massage tables). Erica convinced the members who had suffered their Chalice Guardian initiations to chip in; she ordered them all to get jobs, and to give fifty-percent of their paycheques to the church.

And they did: eight young trans girls were now bringing in a total of around $2,000 each week. Erica saw the money quickly adding up, and she saw the potential. So she found three new veil-bearers to join the church, and she initiated three older members to become Chalice Guardians. She commanded the new Guardians to find work and to sacrifice half the income to the church, and they did. By the end of February, the church was bringing in $3,000 per week, and it only cost about $320 to appease the Chosen Ones each week.

Erica held a meeting with Karla and Gertrude, the highest ranking members of the church. “The arrival of the Chosen Ones has made our religious order much more appealing to new veil-bearers,” she explained. “But with new veil-bearers joining, we simply can’t keep up with the demand of post-sermonal duties. We need four more Chosen Ones, which means we need to turn our focus towards recruitment.”

Erica tasked the girls with going out and finding biological women who would be interested in joining the church. “It’s written in the new pages of the Divine Feminine that, she who can find the chosen, among the unchosen, will ascend to a greater degree than she who cannot.” And she knew that Karla and Gertrude understood that she was offering a rank upgrade if they could find the girls. Erica gave Karla and Gertrude access to the church funds.

Karla found a girl within a few days. She showed up in fishnets and a miniskirt, and was most-certainly working as an escort in Terrace. She laughed through the first couple sermons, and she seemed strangely unfazed by the post-sermonal duties. By the end of her first week, she’d settled in just fine.

Gertrude found a young woman who was absolutely petrified, and questionably young. She was too shy to speak, and was absolutely horrified when the post-sermonal duties were presented to her, but she went through with it. Erica had no idea where Gertrude found the young woman or how she convinced her to join.

By the end of March, Karla had found yet another, and so had Gertrude, so Erica allowed both to ascend to the rank of Throne Ascendant. Two additional initiations saw two new Chalice Guardians assisting with the post-sermonal duties. Now, Erica only had to sleep with one or two recruits after each sermon.

And it had become a sort of honour in the church to be chosen, after a sermon, to lay with Erica. When one new recruit was ordered to go to Erica’s chambers, she broke down in tears and then she looked upwards and said, ‘Thank you, oh Divine Mother, for I am not worthy!” She wept through the sex as well. Erica had her lay on her back while she slowly rose and fell on her erect penis. “Thank you, leader. Thank you,” she kept saying, which Erica quite honestly found to be a major turn-off.

The church was exploding with popularity, beyond Bear Lake. Some days, new recruits would show up, and nobody would have any idea who they were or how they found out about the religious order. Some days, there simply wasn’t enough space in the old house to accommodate everyone.

And then there was the problem of being recognized, even as a male. Eric’s father took Eric to Smithers one day to run a few errands. During the trip, two young men came up and gave gifts to Eric—the first in the form of money, and the second young man paid for Eric and his father’s lunch at a restaurant. “Someone paid for our lunch?” Eric’s father said to the waitress.

“Yes,” she said. “And, uh, they asked me to say… ‘Thank you, dear leader.’.”

Eric’s father looked perplexed. Eric sank into his seat and refused to look over to see who it was. He blushed and bit his tongue and shrugged his shoulders and said, “I don’t know what that’s about.”

Then, one day at school, a man knocked at the classroom door. He was holding a bouquet of flowers. “I have a flower-gram for an Eric McCarthy?”

The class looked perplexed. Eric turned dark red as the flowers were brought to him. “Just put them against the wall,” he said, feeling humiliated.

“What the hell are those for?” asked Roger, who often sat next to Eric.

“I don’t know,” Eric said. Some of the students giggled, but Eric just played it off as if it was all a big mystery.

And to Eric’s house, eager veil-bearers sent money, cards, flowers, and other gifts. Some sent thank-you notes, claiming Eric had completely changed their lives for the better.

Eric knew that he needed to set some boundaries after an incident one night, when a veil-bearer quietly broke into Eric’s house, clad in a wig and lingerie, and went into Eric’s bedroom and offered himself up. “However you want me, leader,” he said. “Do anything to me.”

Eric turned the young man away, and then said, “Are you the one sending me flowers and shit?”

“No,” the young man said. “That wasn’t me.”

Eric was shocked to realize that it was not one person, but many people. Some of the new veil-bearers were commuting to sermons from as far away as Prince Rupert, which was a four-hour drive in good conditions. Neither Karla nor Gertrude knew how the newcomers were finding out about the religious order.

Eric was horrified. Some of these newcomers seemed downright… insane. How were they getting Eric’s real information? How did they find out which school he went to? How did they find out his full legal name? How did they find his address?

Now, he was thinking that he’d let all of this get too far. He showed up late for sermon the next day, dressed as Erica, and saw that the entire street was covered in parked cars. The house of Randy’s uncle was absolutely teeming with people—mostly young men dressed as girls, but also about eight biological women who were enjoying being treated like goddesses.

Erica paused. She hesitated, her skin turning cold. She realized, in that moment, just how big this whole thing had become. It was out of control.

Karla saw her parked on the street and came out. “Are you coming in?”

“I—I don’t know if I can,” she said. “I don’t know if I’m feeling good.”

“We need you to conduct Jasmine’s initiation.”

“I can’t do it… not today. You have to do it.”

“Is the man coming?”

“The man?”

“The initiator?”

Erica knew that she meant the male prostitute. Nobody but Erica knew that he was a hired prostitute. “He wasn’t free,” she said—but really, with the recent stress of being ‘discovered’ had Erica distracted; she’d completely forgotten about tonight’s initiation, and never hired the escort. “One of you will have to do it.”

“One of us?” Karla said, turning pale.

Erica nodded. “Just… go and tie your hair into a man-bun. Wash off your makeup. Put on a dress shirt. Be a man for fifteen minutes.”

“But my feminine energy…” Karla said.

“You’ll only lose it temporarily,” Erica said, heart pounding.

“I—I can’t do it,” Karla said. “I’ve come so far, and…”

“Do it!” Erica snapped. “Just… do it. Okay? I have to go.”

Karla looked pale as she turned back to the house. Erica stared at the house for the next ten minutes, watching the lights going off, watching as the living room became dim. “Oh my God,” she whispered. She could see in through one window, at the crowd that was gathered to watch the initiation. She couldn’t see the initiation now.

For the first time in months, she was realizing just how insane this whole thing had become.


CHAPTER 11
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Zach was on his way to Sid’s house when he saw the insane number of cars lining the street. He saw that old house glowing. He saw feminine figures passing the windows.

He knew they weren’t really girls though.

Zach stopped his car and idled in the middle of the street. “What in the hell is going on?”

He went to get Sid, who wasn’t home. He let himself into Sid’s house and called for Sid, and then he looked out the window and saw that Sid was walking towards the house, coming from the direction of that peculiar old home. He stepped out and waved to Sid. “I was just trying to find you,” he called out.

Sid looked a bit shocked. “You’re early,” he called back.

“Where were you?”

“Just out walking,” Sid said.

“Walking where? It’s ten-below and snowing.”

“I was just walking. I had to get out of the house.”

“You weren’t down at that house, were you?”

Sid had a pale look on his face, and Zach knew something was up. Sid was up to something. Now, Sid was a few feet away, with his hands in his jacket pockets. “Please don’t tell me you’re one of them,” Zach said quietly.

“What? Of course not!” Sid said.

“There must be… fifty of them there. That’s, like, half the population of Bear Lake, inside that one house.”

“I wasn’t at that house,” Sid said firmly, but Zach wasn’t sure what to believe anymore. Sid had been acting funny. This wasn’t the first time that he hadn’t been home before it was time to go to gym. This wasn’t the first time Zach found Sid walking from that same direction, without a half-decent excuse as to why he was out.

It wasn’t Zach’s business, but he still worried about his friend. Whatever was happening in that house—it wasn’t right. “So are we going to the gym or not?” Zach asked.

“Sure. If you want.”

They got into Zach’s car and took off. On their way out of town, they passed that house again. They slowed down as they went by. “How many cars are parked here? At least thirty,” Zach observed.

“It’s weird. I’ll give you that,” said Sid.

“I don’t like it. It’s like… a virus. Whatever the hell is happening in there—it’s spreading around the area like an infectious disease.”

“At least they’re not harming anyone,” Sid said. This comment made Zach pause.

He looked at his friend slowly. “I mean—is that true?”

“Who are they harming?”

Zach still hadn’t told Sid about the day he went into that house. He was nervous to tell Sid, worried that Sid wouldn’t believe his story. But what he saw in that house: that girl, possibly fucked up on drugs, naked, gaping… It was clear that she’d been brutally raped—or maybe it was consensual and just… brutal. Either way, she was hurt. She was in too much pain to walk—so how could Sid say that they weren’t hurting anyone?

“If not physically, then mentally,” Zach said. “The guys they’re finding… they’re vulnerable, desperate dudes. I mean—just look at that Eric guy. Your neighbour… We know he’s been going over there; you saw his car there, didn’t you? He’s been… brainwashed into this craziness.”

“Just to play devil’s advocate—maybe he just likes dressing up like a girl. I mean—it’s not my thing, but who cares?”

“Someone is convincing him to do it.” Zach remembered that naked girl talking about her ‘post-sermonal duties’. It sounded like some sort of cult. “If you join a cult, and that cult convinces you to… stop caring about your life. Maybe it doesn’t hurt you. Maybe it doesn’t make you drink some lethal cocktail, or whatever—but it’s still taking your life away from you.”

“I know,” said Sid. “But, like—if nobody is forcing them to do it, is it really… bad?”

“Are you just playing the devil’s advocate, Sid?” Zach asked with a narrowed gaze.

“Sure,” Sid said, looking red in the cheeks. “I just… I guess I just don’t see how it’s affecting you.”

Zach paused for a moment. “Says the guy who was so curious, he let himself into that house in the first place.”

“So what? I saw my neighbour’s car there.”

“So?” Zach said. “I saw my stepdad’s car parked at a Canadian Tire the other day—I didn’t pull over to go see what he was buying, man.”

Sid’s face was dark red now. Zach watched as Sid turned away and looked down, his body seeming to shrivel under pressure. Zach knew body language; he knew that Sid was exposing an insecurity—but what exactly was he insecure about? This didn’t look like the same Sid who had been emerging from his shell just a few weeks earlier—who had been starting to command attention from pretty girls everywhere they went. This was more like the original Sid: the shy, nervous new kid.

Zach watched him through the evening. At the gym, Sid made himself invisible, staying out of the way of every woman in the place. His gaze stayed to the floor. It was like he’d forgotten everything that Zach had taught him.

And Zach knew that he’d fallen off the bandwagon. He knew that Sid had caved, in some way or another, and started to put women back on that pedestal. Maybe he’d been trying to flirt with some girl, and ended up being a ‘simp’, gushing compliments and becoming a slave to his own desperation.

Zach expected it; he knew that Sid wasn’t going to completely take on that lifestyle without a few hiccups; nobody got it perfectly out of the gate—not even Zach.

But Sid’s condition now was… different. He was so timid, like a little church mouse. He hardly said a word through the entire gym session.

So Zach caved and decided to take Sid to a bar. They weren’t quite old enough to be there, but Zach was able to sweet-talk the hostess after she asked them for ID. She batted her lashes at the handsome jock and then she skirted away to get their waitress.

“I’m pretty tired—and we have class in the morning,” Sid said, gaze down on the table.

“Don’t worry about that,” Zach said. “We’re not leaving here until A—you tell me what’s going on with you, and B—we find you a girl to pump you back back—so you can turn her down.” Zach grinned; it always sounded so cruel out loud, but he respected the process.

“Nothing’s going on,” Sid said. “I’m just tired. And I still think that you’re making a big deal about whatever’s going on in that house.”

“Are you still embarrassed about letting the dude suck your dick?” Zach asked.

Now, Sid was turning red. “She wasn’t a dude.”

“Don’t start that again,” Zach groaned.

“I mean...” Sid was about to dig his heels in, then he went suddenly submissive. “Whatever.”

“I’m not trying to be a dick,” Zach insisted. “I’m just trying to help you, bro. Is it your mom’s boyfriend again?”

Sid shrugged his shoulders. “Yeah, maybe.”

“What’d he do this time?”

Sid shrugged his shoulders again. “I mean—he’s been there for, like, a month. I’ve had to listen to him fucking my mom about… a dozen times. The walls are so thin, and they drink at night together.”

“Okay,” Zach said. “So come and stay with me.”

“I have to keep the fire going. It’s not that big of a deal. Honestly, I’m used to it. They’re out of the house most of the time. When my mom goes to work, he goes out. I hardly see him.

“He goes out where?” Zach asked.

Sid shrugged his shoulders.

“Did he get a job?”

“Not that I know of.”

Zach thought the whole situation was strange, but he didn’t press Sid anymore. He accepted that Sid’s behaviour was likely because of his dysfunctional situation at the house. “We need to get your confidence back,” Zach said. Then, Zach looked around the bar. There were girls—almost a dozen of them. There were more girls than men, which meant that this should have been easy… A big ‘should’.

Zach tried to get Sid to approached a couple of girls, but Sid had no interest. He spotted an older girl sitting alone; she was about thirty-five, with no ring on her milf-ish finger. She was an easy target, but Sid wouldn’t go to her.

“What’s wrong with you?” Zach asked.

“I don’t want to go and talk to some girl, just to turn her down.”

Zach groaned. “It’s not just to turn her down, idiot,” he said. “You need to absorb her energy.” Zach grinned, thinking his choice of words was funny. He was making the art of attracting women sound like a sort of religion.

But Sid wasn’t laughing. Instead, Sid was staring at Zach with big, saucer-plate eyes.

“What?” Zach said.

“When you say… energy…”

“Women are like vampires,” Zach went on, trying not to laugh. “They feed off of the attention they get from men. They hoard that energy, and it makes them overly confident. But men don’t realize—we’re vampires too, and we can take that energy back. We’ve already talked about this.”

“But… Do you really believe it?” Sid asked, looking strangely intrigued.

“Believe what? That we can take the power back from women? Of course I believe it, because I’ve done it many, many times.”

“No—I mean… energies.”

“Why are you so intrigued right now, Sid? This isn’t new information… unless you’ve been ignoring me this whole time.”

“I just… I’ve heard other people talk about these energies.”

“Whatever you want to call them, man,” Zach said. “Pheromones? Is that more… scientific for you?” Zach sighed. He decided to demonstrate, even though he knew Sid would probably just whine and say something like, ‘It’s different for you because you’re tall and fit.’ But he was determined to get Sid to figure this out.

He approached the milf at the bar, returned her smile, let her chat him up for a while. Then, when the bartender came by, the milf eyed Zach, expecting him to buy her a drink. Instead, Zach looked at the bartender and simply ordered himself a whiskey. The milf was taken off guard. She hesitated a moment, and then said, “Want to buy me something?”

Zach narrowed his eyes. “Are you short or something?”

“N—No,” she said. “I just…”

“Hey look, it was nice talking to you. I should get back to my buddy.” And he left her sitting there, stunned. And as he returned to the table, he hoped that Sid had been watching; he hoped that Sid watched her body deflate as Zach left with her energy.

And Sid must have been watching, because now he had a stunned, pale look on his face. “I want you to try now,” Zach said. “On someone else. We can pick an easy target for you.” Zach looked around and found a chubby girl with black hair.

“I don’t want to do that,” Sid said, his voice sounding broken.

“I don’t get it,” Zach said. “You were doing so good. You were making progress. Girls were fawning over you. Now… you’ve just reverted.”

“I don’t care.”

“You want to get laid? Is that it? Well—I did tell you that sex would come. Maybe we just need to get it out of your system. Okay, fine. The chubby chick with the black hair—want to fuck her? No problem; I’ll go after her friend, but first, I’ll go over to her and I’ll reject her. That will knock her confidence and make it super easy to pick her up, okay? Just listen up—it’s an easy game.”

But Sid was now shaking his head. “I’m not interested.”

“Okay, pick a different chick.”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t want to sleep with some random woman.”

“I’m confused. What’s going on with you?”

“Just—do what you want, Zach. I’m going home.”

“I’m your ride…”

“I’ll get a Lyft.”

“Seriously? You don’t just want to stay for a drink?”

But Sid was angry. Zach had no idea why; it was almost like Sid was on his period—and that got Zach wondering if Sid had been going to that house, getting involved in whatever was happening there—and then taking whatever pills that girl was taking (she’d been taking something to make her body look like that, with those small boobs). He was acting hormonal. For the past few weeks, his moods had been unpredictable.

Now, he was leaving, leaving Zach alone at the bar. Zach was frustrated; he’d risked a lot going into that bar; technically, he was breaking the law, using a fake ID, and if his probation officer or his stepdad found out, it could mean a reversal of his original sentencing, which was lenient.

He decided he wasn’t going to let this opportunity go to waste. He was surrounded by drunk girls, so he was going to get some action.

He started with a casual trip to the bar where a couple of girls were having a girl-date. He waited until one of the girls was smiling at him before looking up, returning the smile, going through the usual process of forcing her to ‘lead’. He was careful with his words, keeping her engaged while giving her nothing in the way of compliments. He felt himself absorbing her energy.

Then, once she made her move and he rejected her (she invited him to sit at her table), he moved onto the next girl: his real target. The process was the same; he made her work for his attention, and he waited until he could tell that she was becoming frustrated before offering up a compliment. “I love the colour of your hair. Would you call it blonde or brunette?”

She blushed, absorbing that compliment, feeling, for a moment, like she was getting a bit of the power back in that dynamic. Zach knew he would have to sacrifice a little bit to get into her panties.

They sat together at a table. They had a few drinks. She was starting to act a bit tipsy; Zach didn’t want her drunk; tipsy was perfect. He started asking her about where she lived. She described her apartment. “It sounds nice,” he said.

“It’s alright.”

“I bet it’s comfy.”

“It can be,” she said.

“Good bed?”

“Want to see?”

So they got a cab together, across town, to her building. She was giggling as they went into the elevator. They kissed. Then, Zach decided to take the power back before it was time to get into the bedroom. He looked at his watch and said, “Shit. I—I should probably get home.”

“Really?” she said. “I mean—you don’t have to stay the night.”

“I really should get home, to sleep. I have this test in the morning. Shit—I totally forgot. But it was nice to meet you.”

She took Zach by surprise. Normally, a girl would find some strategy to get Zach to stay; she would amp up her seduction tactics. But now… she was just letting him leave. “Bye. Have a good night.”

Zach wasn’t used to this. She was calling his bluff, and putting him in an awkward position, where he needed to eat his bluff to have another chance—and maybe offer up another compliment. He had to surrender the power to her if he wanted to sleep with her—and now, he had to decide how badly he wanted sex.

He wanted it. So he paused and said, “Maybe I could hang out for just a bit.”

She smiled, but said, “You really should go get sleep.”

Zach bit his tongue. “I know I should. But… You’re so fucking sexy.”

He did it: he caved. He did what he always told Sid not to do… but it was his only way in. They made out in the entryway. He pulled down her dress and saw that she had small breasts: A-cups, with puffy nipples. He’d always had a thing for girls with flat chests, so he started sucking her nipples, and she moaned. Her hands explored his muscular back. She even dug in with her nails, making him tense up. He laughed, she giggled, and they kissed some more.

Then, she got down on her knees and took out his shaft. She gently began to stroke him, but stopped suddenly. “Tell me how hot I am,” she said.

Zach bit his tongue. He wasn’t used to this. “You ain’t bad,” he said. “Just suck it, baby.”

“Not until you tell me how hot I am.”

“You’d be a hell of a lot hotter sucking my cock.”

She let go of his throbbing shaft. “I have to do some meal prep for the week. You’re welcome to hang out and watch.” She walked right by him and went to the kitchen. Topless, she started… preparing to cook.

Zach was baffled. She was going to make him do it. She was going to force him to be the submissive male that he hated. “You’re really fucking hot,” he said. She smiled.

“More,” she said.

“Your body is fucking stunning. Your hair—I want to pull it so fucking badly. I just want to make love to your beautiful fucking body. You’re just so fucking… hot.”

She finally returned. She dropped to her knees. She sucked his cock. And he knew to keep her going, he needed to keep up the compliments. “Fuck, babe. You do that so good. You’re so fucking sexy when you suck my fat cock. Yes—Just like that, babe. You look so fucking good.”

She sucked him for ten minutes, and then she said, “I want you to fuck me as hard as you possibly can.”

“That’s no problem.”

She got on the bed. He got on top of her. She straightened her legs and wriggled her panties down. He got ready to penetrate her. He looked down—and he saw her flaccid cock.

She was a male… or, she was a male.

Zach froze.

But she wasn’t fazed. She giggled. She spread open her legs. She grabbed his erection, covered in her slobber, and she pulled it down, into her anus. Zach stuttered. He felt her ball sack grazing the top of his cock as he was pulled into her. She grabbed him by the hips and pulled herself down, forcing him to penetrate her. “Go ahead,” she said. “Fuck me.”

Zach was trembling now. He was inside of a biological male. Maybe she was even one of those cultists—those deranged, horny t-girls who flocked to that house.

But it felt good. She was now grinding against his lap, massaging his rod with her warm anal walls. He caved; he started thrusting into her. She moaned. He was stunned. How did he not notice? Why was he still going along with this? How did she… seduce him?

“Don’t cum in me,” she said softly. “Pull out and cum in my mouth. I want to swallow it.”

“O—Okay,” Zach said. He looked down and saw her flaccid cock flopping from side to side. He looked away from it quickly as a nausea filled his stomach.

He did what she asked. He pulled out and put his cock into her mouth. He ejaculated onto her tongue with a loud groan, and he watched as she swallowed. She let out a sigh of relief, like it was the first ‘drink’ she’d had in days. “Yes,” she moaned, throwing her head back. “Yes! I can feel it.”

“F—Feel what?”

Then, she looked at him with bright eyes and a beaming face. She suddenly threw herself at him, pressing her lips against his. She kissed, and he awkwardly kissed back, tasting his own cum. Now, he could feel her flaccid penis mashed against his body.

His heart was racing. She had his cock in her hand and she was massaging it, trying to get it hard again. Somehow, she did it. Somehow, she got him erect—so she pushed him back into her anus and started to bounce against him again. “I want more,” she moaned. Zach’s head was spinning.

What was happening?

It took forty sweaty minutes, but he came again—in her mouth—and she swallowed every drop. “I can feel her inside of me,” she moaned.

“Feel who?”

“Mother.”

Zach realized then and there that he’d gone home with a psychopath. But now, she somehow looked more convincingly feminine than ever, even with her flaccid cock slumped over her thigh. She was… pretty. She was hard to look away from, even though she had a dick, and even though she was crazy. “Can we please fuck again?” she asked.

She was insatiable. Zach was exhausted, and after coming twice, he wasn’t sure he could possibly go again… But he stayed around, and after thirty minutes, he was inside of her again, and she bounced on him until she got what she wanted.


CHAPTER 12
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Sid still felt uneasy whenever he got into Gertrude’s car, near that park. They’d been meeting there every couple of nights for weeks. They would get into the back seat, and she would go down on him. It felt so, so good—and she was pretty; she got prettier every time he saw her… but still, it all just felt so… wrong.

Sid had heard her explanation a few times: what she got out of their engagements… but he still didn’t quite understand it. She was convinced that his sexual arousal was making her ‘stronger’, making her more ‘feminine’. And at first, he thought that it was nonsense, but she really was getting prettier and more convincing.

But it was Zach’s ‘vampire’ lecture that had Sid wondering if she was getting more than just confidence from these meetings. Now, he was starting to wonder if she was ‘stealing’ something from him—some sort of essence or mana or life force.

It felt so good to get off in her mouth. Even kissing her felt satisfying. But after they parted ways, Sid always felt… tired, even if he’d gone into the meeting feeling energized. And the exhaustion was getting worse. Now, it was hard to get out of bed in the morning. He found himself snapping at his mom, snapping at his teacher, and snapping at Zach. He was irritable, like a toddler who missed his nap.

Maybe Zach was right; maybe she was sucking away his life-force. Maybe he was giving her more than just cum every time he sat there, telling her how sexy she looked.

And now, it was about to get worse. “Sid?” she asked, looking up from his cock.

“Yeah, beautiful?”

“Would you… fuck me?”

Sid turned cold. He’d thought about penetrating her before, but the idea was horrifying. She was a biological male; her anus was no different than a male anus… then again, her mouth was no different from a male mouth, and he put his cock in that many, many times.

“Why?” he asked nervously.

“I want to feel it inside of me. I want to feel… like a woman.”

Sid was scared, but he did it. He let her sit down on his lap. She reached back and held her ass cheeks apart, parting her anus, and he held his cock as it penetrated her, sinking into her body.

She was tight. She bounced slowly—but she was so tight that, even slowly, he came in about sixty seconds.

She beamed as he ejaculated into her. “I can feel it,” she groaned, clenching. She reached out and dug her nails into his skin, making him gasp.

He pulled out slowly. Her asshole let out a loud wet gush when he exited her. She had wipes ready, for him to clean himself off. Then, he pulled up his pants.

“Sid?” she asked.

“Yeah?”

“Do you live with your parents?”

Sid nodded. “I mean—with my mom, but she’s not really ever home.”

“Is she home now?”

“No,” Sid said. “She’s working. She’ll be home in the morning. She’s asleep when I wake up, usually.”

“Can I come over?” Gertrude asked.

Sid felt himself turning pale. Zach was going to be at his house in about twenty minutes. “Um—I’m going out tonight, with a friend.”

“A friend?” she asked, with a terrified look on her face.

“Not a girlfriend,” Sid clarified. “Just a gym buddy. We go to the gym, in Smithers.”

“Oh. Well… afterwards… What are you doing?”

“Nothing, I guess.”

“Want to meet me here when you’re back? You can take me to your place. We’ll fuck again, and then… we can cuddle.”

“C—Cuddle?” Sid asked. His heart was racing. This was quickly becoming much more than a free backseat BJ a few times a week. But he caved. He agreed to the idea, and then, after Zach dropped him off, he walked down to the park, found her waiting, and they went together to Sid’s house. He had her park down the road, and they walked together. Sid spread her out on his bed and ass-fucked her hard—so hard that her penis ended up ejaculating onto his sheets. They cleaned the mess with a cloth and went to sleep on the small mattress together, with her snuggled up against him.

Sid felt weird about it all—because it all felt so good, and so satisfying, and so right.
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