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Note to the Reader

After finishing my Associates degree and being away for over five years, I have started back to college.

My goal is to be both smart and beautiful… (Just kidding, but I am learning a lot and do seem to get hit on my share of times. At the same time it is a bit strange being one of the older students in many of my classes.)

In doing research for a communications class, I came across an interesting story related to the Salem Witch trials. It theorized that ergot, a fungus that grows in rye and can be poisonous, might have caused hallucinations in some of those involved.

Digging a bit more I found that in 1374 there was an epidemic of people dancing uncontrollably along the River Rhine; some literally dancing themselves to death. And in 1491 at a nunnery in the Spanish Netherlands several nuns were “possessed” acting in strange ways ranging from believing they were dogs to exhibiting a number of unusual sexual deviations.

In fact, the more research I did the more incidents I found. These broadly fall into the classification of “mass hysteria”. While many historical incidents have gone unexplained for decades or even centuries, there has been a lot of recent effort to identify the ultimate cause which can often be tied to specific physical and physiological factors.

Between that research and the fact that I did, in fact, dress as a nun for Halloween several years ago, I felt compelled to write the story that was forming in my mind.

And here, for your reading pleasure, it is…

Xoxoxo,
Syndie

I love to hear your feedback and (naughty) ideas for future stories! Or let me know if you want to be on my mailing list for random thoughts, updates, and short stories. syndie.truelove@yahoo.com


1.

CONFIDENTIAL

As of February 1984, this board has completed a full and careful review of the documents submitted by Ross Gallagher (formerly under vow and in the service of our lord) related to two incidents.

The first occurred at the Shantbury Convent while he was the priest responsible for the spiritual guidance of the sisters of that order. He freely admits that improper sexual contact occurred on the afternoon of October 13, 1943, between himself, the Mother Superior of the order, and one of the nuns in residence. At the time of the occurrence, the church appointed investigating board determined that likely many of the events described by various witnesses were, in fact, the result of hallucinations brought on by some type of food poisoning. Such incidents were not uncommon at that time and were the result of the scarcity of food during that period of the war effort. In fact, the previous Mother Superior had suffered fatal effects from food poisoning just a few months earlier.

In light of the extenuating circumstances, full forgiveness and pardon was issued to those involved in the incident. Through their free choice, then Father Gallagher and Sister Rebecca (the Mother Superior of the convent) asked to be released from their vows expressing a desire to be married. This was granted by the grace of the church in December and they were married in early 1944.

The second incident occurred in the Brookewood area which is part of the New Vail Parish on the night of October 31, 1983. The neighborhood Ross and Rebecca Gallagher resided in experienced an unexplained power outage. Upon visiting a neighbor’s house where a Halloween party was in progress, they found an extremely disturbing scene and both state that they felt compelled to engage in deviant sexual activities.

Investigations by both law enforcement and the church suggests that tainted alcohol of some type was involved and, while neither Ross nor Rebecca Gallagher recalls drinking, it is likely that they did so and simply do not remember.

Ross Gallagher was convinced that a habit present at the original incident was also present at the second. Investigators recovered this habit, but it is the opinion of this board that it is simply a Halloween costume since certain features would never be found in the habits worn by any nun of any order of the church. These features included certain things that could be considered demonic notations, but, again, the board believes this to be some type of misguided Halloween prank.

While not all involved are members of the church, a blanket writ of forgiveness and pardon has been issues since the unfortunate participants were clearly not in control of their actions and were in no position to exercise the restraint and judgement one would expect.

Clearly there are many coincidences, nuances, and unanswered questions regarding these two incidents. Upon a preponderance of the evidence and facts available, the board fully supports the conclusions of the original investigations and sees no reason to suspect supernatural or demonic activity where other, more conventional, possibilities exist.

The review of this board is complete.

All records and a few physical items associated with both incidents are to be sealed in the archives of the church.

This matter is closed.
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It is October 1943…

Sister Rebecca stared out the window of her office, lost in thought.

The beginning had seemed innocent enough.

The convent she had been at was located near an army base. With the start of the war, prisoners had been brought there and there were concerns about the small group of women who lived in isolation less than a mile away. The church had decided that it would be best to at least temporarily shutter the convent and she along with four others had been moved here.

The trip by rail had been a long one and on their arrival they were greeted with the news that Sister Diana, the Mother Superior for the convent, had died—an apparent victim of the all-to-common food poisoning that happened as both rations and medicine became scarcer.

Although there had been almost twenty nuns here already, upon her arrival it had been Sister Rebecca that Father Gallagher had asked to take over the role of Mother Superior.

“All I have heard from Father McGinny gives me faith that you are the right one. Yes, it may have been a smaller group you were responsible for there, but you will do fine.”

Standing only a few feet away, he had reached out and gripped her arms strongly with his hands.

She had felt something with that touch and looking Father Gallagher in the eyes she suspected that she was not alone in that.

Both quickly looked away and Father Gallagher released his grip.

“Of course Father,” she had said. “If it is your wish, I am sure it is for the best.”

That had been a year ago. During that time, Father Gallagher’s lingering glances and brief touches had become more frequent.

In confession a few days earlier, she had told Father Gallagher in the privacy of the confessional booth that she was having thoughts that were not appropriate. Breaking with the ceremonial routine, he had told her that he also had feelings and perhaps it would be best if they discussed them.

Looking at the view out the windows, the sun was setting and the shadows were long. Through the opening she heard the distant rumble of a car and knew it was Father Gallagher.

The meeting was cordial and discrete. In the end the question set between the two of them. Would each be willing to give up their vows for the other? To trade the sanctity of their roles in the church so they could be together as man and wife?

They agreed to give take a week to pray and reflect before making a decision.
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Sister Linda was not your typical nun, having a quirky sense of humor that often left others feeling uncomfortable. The nuns had very limited social interactions as it was, but Sister Linda was kept even further away than the others.

Now she had an idea. For some reason she thought it was the most humorous idea that had ever entered her head. She was setting with needle and thread mending the habits of several of the nuns when it struck her and she had laughed out loud.

Nobody else heard that laugh and if they had they would have been unnerved by a certainty that something was very, very wrong with Sister Linda.

She dug through the pile of cloth and found what she was looking for. The undergarment of one of the younger sisters. It had been that time of month and the silky fabric had become stained with blood.

The blood of flesh that had not known the flesh of another…

Sister Linda cackled at this though and then quietly slipped out of her small room and towards the back of the covenant. There was a barn that had been sat unused for decades. Recently a young man had started using it as a kind of garage to work on the cars, trucks, and farm machinery for those in the area.

He was a nice, quiet lad and the barn sat far enough away to ensure there was no inappropriate temptation to either him or the residents of the convent.

But young men will be young men and Sister Linda somehow knew what she would find as she crept towards the barn and peeked in the door. The young man was there, turned away and with his pants dropped around his ankles.

He was leaning against the wall and she watched his movements. His motions were a blur and there was a quiet thumping sound along with his heavy breathing.

Sister Linda wondered what it would be like to move to where she could see him. Would she have the nerve? What if he caught her? What would it be like to touch…

She shook her head. She knew what she had come for and, now that her eyes had been opened the other experiences she longed for, such things could wait.

She heard the young man emit a loud moan and his back arched. Again, she was certain of what was happening. The young man had reached an orgasm.

It seemed to last quiet long, but Sister Linda did not know much about these things. Now she longed to find out. After her special work was done she would definitely find out. But for now she ducked out of site as the young man pulled up his pants and began his walk towards home for the evening.

As soon as he was gone, Sister Linda rushed to where he had been leaning. There on the dirt of the barn floor was a large puddle of semen.

She pulled the undergarment she had stuffed into her habit out and rubbed the blood stained portion in the wet, sticky mess on the floor. It soaked into the cloth and she rubbed it in the dirt.

Now the blood was joined with the seed of one whose flesh had also never known that of another.

If there had any doubt about Sister Linda’s state of mind, it would have been removed in the following minutes. Once the panties were soaked with cum, she stared at them. Tentatively at first but then with a hunger she licked at them.

She could taste the flavor of cum mixed with dirt. And was it her imagination, or was the salty taste also joined by the sweetness of blood? With an insatiable hunger, she now leaned down and began to lick the ground itself.

“Mmmmm. Uhhmmm…”

The taste! She needed more!

She needed to finish her mission and then she would find the young man. She rose, her face covered in a muddy mix of soil and semen. She licked her lips and then snuck back to her room.

Once there, she took the heavily soiled panties and began to carefully cut them into the shape of a cross. She then took one of the habits she had been mending and sewed the cross on the inside. There were folds of fabric that made it nearly impossible to see unless you were looking for it.

But if one could have seen it, they would have realized that the cross would be upside down and in front of the crotch of the wearer.

Sister Linda took a small spool of thread and began to chant words that meant nothing to her as she pushed and pulled the needle through the fabric. The thread was woven into words and symbols.

The number 6 repeated thrice. The hex symbol. Letters from a language that no earthly soul was meant to read or understand.

Through the night she worked.
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The next afternoon, Sister Linda took the carefully prepared garment to Sister Rebeca’s room.

Sister Linda did not understand why it had taken so long to see Sister Rebeca for what she was. The woman had come here and stepped right into the shoes of the dead Mother Superior. This woman was full of pride.

And full of lust.

Sister Linda had watched Father Gallagher. She had not understood all of the subtle signs until now, but clearly the two had improper feeling for each other.

Somehow it made this evil joke she had prepared all the more appropriate.

The door to Sister Rebeca’s office and rooms was open. The woman was setting at the desk looking over papers and looked up with a smile when she heard Sister Linda shut the door and walk towards her.

“I’ve mended that frayed hem in your habit,” Sister Linda explained as she held out the garment.

“Thank you Sister Linda,” Sister Rebeca said with sincerity. “I wish that I had been blessed with the skill to sew as well as you.”

Exactly how it happened, neither was sure, but as Sister Rebeca reached out and took the garment a glass of water that had been on her desk was knocked over.

With an exclamation of surprise, Sister Rebeca pulled back. The habit she was wearing was soaked.

“I’m so sorry ma’am,” Sister Linda said.

Seeing the look of shocked horror on the other woman’s face, Sister Rebeca laughed lightly.

“No harm done. It will dry.”

“Maybe you had best change into the mended habit and I will hang the wet one out to dry,” offered Sister Linda in a helpful tone.

Sister Rebeca nodded. The garments were difficult to get out of by design and it was not unusual for the nuns to help each other. Sister Linda grasped the shoulders and Sister Rebeca backed out of the habit, wiggling slightly to free herself.

Sister Linda stared. She had never really noticed just how lovely Sister Rebeca was. She remembered licking the semen from the dirt the evening before and wondered what it would be like to lick Sister Rebeca’s forbidden slit this evening. Sister Linda felt another, different hunger awake again.

Sister Rebeca had a sense that something was wrong. She hoped that the older nun was not becoming ill. Quickly she pulled on the mended habit.

And then, literally, all hell broke loose.
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Sister Rebeca had been clad only in her conservative undergarments when she glanced at Sister Linda.

The older woman was flushed and breathing heavily. A trickle of drool rolled down her face from one side of her mouth.

“Sister Linda!” exclaimed Sister Rebeca as she put her arms through the habit she was holding and wiggled her body. The garment fell into place and settled over Sister Rebeca’s body.

At that instant, she felt as if she was grasped in the hand of a giant who was squeezing the very life from her body. She went rigid. Standing on the tips of her toes and with her back arched, it seemed impossible she would not topple over backwards.

There was the feeling of shrinking—of being nothing but a tiny visitor in her own body while someone else took up residence.

A laugh came from her lips. A deep, horrible laugh.

“You dumb cunt,” the voice said and all Sister Rebeca could do was listen to the vile words that came from her own mouth. “You want to know what eating my pussy would be like?”

Sister Linda quietly nodded, unsure of what was happening to either of them. Something inside of her had changed also and suddenly she wanted to trade her vows and serve this powerful and lovely creature who now stood in front of her.

“Yes Sister Rebecca,” she mumbled and there was another laugh.

“Sister Rebecca is gone. You will call me Mistress and you will serve me as slave. Serve well, bitch, because your time is short.”

“Yes Mistress,” the newly dubbed slave said meekly as she watched her Mistress lift the folds of her habit.

Mistress’s body was covered with vivid red welts making shapes and figures that matched those that Sister Linda had carefully sewn into the garment. As Mistress lowered her panties, slave could only watch with some mixture of fear and lust. In her pubic area was an even brighter red sign that matched the inverted cross that slave had sewn into the habit.

Mistress sat in the chair by the desk and beckoned slave. Mistress’s finger would reach out and then somehow draw slave towards her, one inch at a time. Once in front of Mistress, slave leaned forward.

There was a musky scent mixed with other scents. The scent of rotting flesh. The scent of sulfur.

Fear rose inside slaves chest, but she was now bound to serve Mistress through some power beyond her understanding.

She leaned forward and her tongue flicked out tentatively.

Then Mistress’s hands locked behind slaves head and pulled her close. With the breath knocked out of her, slave tried to breathe while using her tongue to pleasure her Mistress. She was afraid she was failing at both and felt like she was about to pass out when the pressure on the back of her head relaxed.

“Feast my slave,” said Mistress.

Somehow the pair made their way to the small cot that was in the chamber.

Mistress shifted and reached between slave’s legs while slave continued licking at her Mistress’s pussy. It was now soaked with something dank with a taste like tar and a scent even worse, yet slave knew she not dare complain.

Suddenly slave felt fingers probing inside her.

“You wonder what cock would be like?” Mistress taunted her. “Let’s prepare you to find out.”

Over the next few minutes, slave’s cunt was spread wider and wider as Mistress worked a hand into her.

Now nearly up to her elbow, Mistress took her other hand and inserted a finger into slave’s rectum.

Now slave was scared.

“You will split me!” she screamed and suddenly some invisible force pushed her face into Mistress’s cunt.

Unable to breathe and feeling her other hole stretched to the point where Mistress’s fist could penetrate her, slave fainted.
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Father Gallagher pulled up in front of the convent building and got out of his car.

As he walked forward, there seemed to be a strange silence.

And then the screams began.

With the site being so remote and so many of the good men gone to war, he had always feared that some less than desirable men might make their way here and that was his first thought.

As he reached the door, it flung open in front of him. Rushing in, it slammed behind him. Turning, he was surprised that nobody was in sight.

How had the door opened and closed?

He could hear pounding and the yells of young nuns from the various doors along the hall.

“The door won’t open.”

“What is happening out there?”

“Why can’t we get out?”

Voices came from behind most doors but the screams came from the end of the hall where Father Gallagher knew the Mother Superior’s office and room were located.

Sister Rebecca!

He rushed forward, filled with fear of what earthy evil might be at work.

The door to the room flung open as he approached and slammed shut as he entered.

Then he stopped in shock and disbelief.

Sister Rebecca was on the cot with her habit pulled up and her panties pulled down while Sister Linda was licking the forbidden folds of flesh. Sister Linda looked up at Father Gallagher and he could see fear in her eyes. She flicked out her tongue and he drew back. The tongue seemed long and distended, but he couldn’t be certain as Sister Linda again buried her face in Sister Rebeca’s flesh and began licking.

But the other shock was what Sister Rebecca was doing to Sister Linda. Both arms were buried up to nearly the elbow in the other woman’s vagina and rectum. Father Gallagher was certain he could see the Sister Linda’s flesh bulging and distended from within.

“What in heaven’s name…” he began.

“Not heaven my love,” said Sister Rebecca. “But a different pleasure than heaven can ever offer you. Come let your cock take the place of my slave’s pitiful tongue.”

Though he tried to resist, some force pulled him forward a small step at a time. It was like tiny hands were tearing at his clothing and, slowly shredded, they fell to the ground piece by piece.

Despite his revulsion, he felt himself getting erect.

“No,” he shouted.

“I think bigger would be nice,” said Sister Rebecca in her deep voice.

Father Gallagher felt blood rush towards his cock and the already stiff member began to swell to unnatural proportions. As he neared the pair of nuns, gravity had overcome all and his huge swollen cock swung between his legs with each shuffling step.

“Fuck me,” said Sister Rebecca.

Sister Linda’s head was now on the floor, unconscious yet still violated by the other woman’s fists which slowly pumped in and out of both holes.

Sister Rebecca’s pussy seemed to swell and gape.

“You have wanted me for so long. Now take me Father. You do want me, don’t you?”

“Yes…”

The strangled words came from his lips as he took the final steps towards her. Her legs spread further and he stepped between them. Her pussy somehow drew his cock inside it while her legs wrapped around his waist and pulled him to her.

And he began to thrust. Long, deep motions that made full use of the huge size of the tool that was now between his legs.

Suddenly Sister Linda was discarded and Sister Rebecca had him grasped in her arms.

Some dark, oily fluid flowed from her gash both lubricating and stinging Father Gallagher.

“Fuck me,” she pleaded.

“Yes,” he could not help himself. He did not want to stop now and would not stop even if he had.

The couple locked together.

“For centuries I have waited for relief!” said the voice that poured from Sister Rebecca’s mouth. “Fill me. Then feed me your next load. Shaheinre hungers!”

Father Gallagher was close to an orgasm and she could sense it.

“Yes! Cum for me. I’m cumming toooo…”

Suddenly Sister Rebecca’s body began to thrash uncontrollably and Father Gallagher felt himself cross the point of no return. His huge cock began pumping its load as he roared from the very depths of his soul.

Minutes later the couple collapsed, their bodies locked together.

Father Gallagher was panting and felt himself growing erect again.

“We will do this over and over,” said the evil voice from Sister Rebecca. “Until both of you have no life left of offer!”

Father Gallagher tried to fight. He tried to think of some way to save the woman he loved as well as himself.

He tried to think of the words that might save them. Suddenly he fought for control and his voice roared in one last desperate struggle.

“Be gone demon! In the name of our savior, I cast you out and command that you return to hell where you belong.”

There was a strangled protest from Sister Rebecca’s lips.

“Nnooo!”

He could not be sure, but Father Gallagher thought he saw some darkness float from within her and then out the window.

Then he blacked out.
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Suddenly the other doors in the convent could be opened and the nuns rushed to see what had happened.

What they found was unexpected and shocking.

Father Gallagher was naked and on top of the Mother Superior. Her body was bruised and still covered with welts from the tainted habit. The habit was pulled up and her panties down, and the large pool of semen between her legs left no doubt to what had happened.

And Sister Linda was on the floor, her habit ripped and torn. Her face was covered with some black, sticky goo and it was clear she had been brutally violated.

An ambulance arrived and rushed the unconscious trio to the hospital.

The local authorities and the church would separately investigate the incident but share the same finding.

Food poisoning causing gastric distress and hallucinations was the final determination they agreed on. Or at least that was all that would be said publicly.

Sister Linda had gone mad from the incident and was shipped away to an institution. She now suffered from an insatiable lust, indiscriminately begging the men and women she came into contact with to allow her to experience the pleasures of their bodies.

While Father Gallagher and Sister Rebecca recovered, both asked to be relieved of their vows. In light of the situation and their wishes, the church agreed and a few weeks later the couple was married.

And the habit? The habit Sister Linda had made and that had started it all?

That was carefully washed by someone at the hospital, returned to the convent, and tucked away in a drawer where it was forgotten.
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Forty years had passed since the crazy stories about the unbelievable incident at the convent.

Few even remembered them and those that spoke of it often embellished the story to the point where it was barely recognizable.

The convent was eventually closed and an auction was held to sell off a few remaining items.

One of these was a small, plain bed side table with several drawers.

A young man named Danny bid $1 on this and won with no other people even bidding.

He put it in the back of his car and took it to his small apartment. There he sat it by the side of his bed.

As he was moving it, the bottom drawer slid out. It was while looking at how to slide it back in that he noticed something that had been jammed behind it.

When he pulled it out, he found it was an honest to goodness nun’s habit.

He looked at it blankly for a few seconds and then smiled.

Halloween was just a few weeks away and that was always a good occasion to indulge his secret crossdressing fetish. Last year he had gone as a buxom nurse. This year he would go as a nun.

He had no idea of the evil that had spent four decades tucked away in a set of drawers while patiently waiting for him.

[image: ]


9.

It is October 1983...

Danny’s secret fetish had always been a harmless one. True, he had rarely dated and had no social life to speak of, but he was okay with that.

Most weekends he would stay in his apartment and dress in a variety of feminine clothes that he had collected over the years.

A few times on something new that was called the Internet, he had posted anonymous pictures of himself dressed. These typically got at least some enthusiastic comments and description of what some guy would like to do to him. Danny had chatted back and forth a few times, but the truth was that he wasn’t sure if he was straight, gay, or somewhere in the middle. He loved checking out attractive chicks, but also was as often as not jealous that he didn’t look as hot as them when he was dressed.

Halloween was the one time of the year when he could indulge himself, go out in public dressed, and enjoy himself. Maybe it was his imagination, but he thought he could feel eyes of both men and women checking him out. Last year had nearly been a turning point with a husband and wife inviting him to join them for a threesome after the Halloween party he had been at. She had even kissed him long and hard while her husband had fondled his cock and ass. It had been so tempting and he had actually driven to within a block of their house after the party.

Then he had stopped, thrown up from being so nervous, and swore he would just spend the rest of his life alone.

But that was a year ago.

Maybe he would work up the nerve this year.

He was carefully shaving his legs and what little body hair he had. He also carefully trimmed his pubic hair into the shape of an arrow pointing down towards his cock.

He carefully applied his makeup. A little bit too much with bright red lipstick for the right effect.

He put on his favorite garter belt and hose along with a bra stuffed with a pair of falsies in it.

He admired himself in the mirror for several minutes. He thought the lingerie looked good on him and then he picked up the habit and unfolded it.

If he had seen the chaos it had caused four decades earlier, he almost certainly would have had second thoughts about putting it on.

But he was blissfully unaware and he quickly wiggled into the habit and then went to the closet to get some thigh high boots with heals.

The final touch was a nun’s veil that he had bought that matched the authentic habit he was so proud and excited to have. Thinking about some woman wearing this for years before it was tucked away to wait for him was incredibly arousing.

He admired himself in the mirror for several minutes and then spent almost twenty more minutes taking selfies to post online later.

Finally he headed out the door and to his car.

It was time to party.
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Danny looked at the address on the invitation a second time as he got closer.

It was pretty much the same group from year to year, but at different houses. What he had not realized until now was that this year’s party was at the house of the couple he had chickened out on the year before.

Part of him suddenly felt nervous, but then a wave of confidence washed over him.

They would beg him. They would serve him until he had taken what he wanted and had his fill of them.

Danny blinked.

He wasn’t sure where that had come from, but he wasn’t nervous any longer.

He parked a few houses away and walked to the door.

When he rang the doorbell, the wife was the one who answered the door. This year she was dressed as a sexy nurse.

She smiled and then waved her finger in front of her face.

“You naughty boy,” she said in a mocking voice. “We thought you were coming over for some fun last year. Such a tease!”

Then she laughed.

“You look sexy as hell in that nun’s custom. Come on in.”

Danny stepped inside and stopped beside her. Then he grabbed her and kissed her roughly. She struggled a few seconds and then began returning the kiss.

“What the hell?” came a man’s voice.

Danny pulled away, suddenly feeling very uncertain. The sight of her husband dressed as pirate with his rippling abs and muscular arms startled him, but then some strange confidence returned.

Danny stepped towards the man.

“You?” the man said in surprise.

The man had his back to the wall and Danny moved forward, pinning him. Then he began to kiss the other man deeply.

“Ooo,” the woman cooed. “He does swing both ways honey. This could be so much fun for all of us.”

Danny pulled away from the man and looked from one to the other.

“We have some unfished business from last year that we can take care of later.”

With that he walked down the entry hall and into the room where the party was taking place.

He had never previously kissed a woman or a man in his life, but decided it was pretty damn fun and wondered why he had never tried it before.

The couple in the entry way looked at each other, but there was now a dull look in both pairs of eyes.

They turned off the porch light, locked the door, and followed the nun back towards the party.

Their final guest had arrived and now things could really begin.
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There were about twenty people at the party.

Danny knew two of the women from the place he had previously worked and they had been the first to invite him to the annual event several years earlier.

At the time, one had told him, “You never get out. It will be fun. Come on.”

He had reluctantly agreed back then. Even since the first, with most of the people being couples he usually felt out of place.

This year was different.

Several looked his way when he entered the room and one lady yelled, “Danny!” and then ran to greet him.

“Nancy,” he said to the woman he had once worked with as she gave him a hug.

When she tried to pull away, she found he was holding her tightly.

“Danny. My husband is watching,” she whispered.

“Let him watch,” Danny said and he kissed her neck while fondling her ass.

“Get a room,” someone yelled and the woman pulled away from Danny.

Danny looked around the room and stood for a while as people mingled around him.

They seemed to avoid him. To take quick looks with curious glances. Then whisper to each other.

Eventually he began walking around. It seemed as if suddenly the rest of the world was in slow motion and he watched as hands of the clock on the wall moved forward towards midnight.

“It is a lot later than I thought,” someone said. “We should be going dear.”

“Nobody leaves tonight,” Danny said in a voice he did not recognize. It was deep and husky, yet feminine in some way.

“It is time,” he continued, “For the worship service.”

There was a nervous laugh by several.

“That is where you each will worship and service me.”

Now several were openly uncomfortable, but Danny beckoned the couple hosting the party.

In the middle of the room was a billiard table and he guided them towards it.

“Begin the ceremony,” he told them as he climbed onto the billiard table and laid on his back.

The couple had no idea what they were to do, but suddenly they found themselves speaking words in a language they didn’t understand.

They circled the table while the rest of the guests drew into a wide circle to watch, draw by both curiosity and some unseen force.

While they weren’t sure what was happening, they no longer wanted to leave.

Danny felt something he had never experienced before. Power. Confidence. Control.

And sexy.

After years of wondering what it would be like to be the most desirable woman in the room, he now knew. Because for some reason every man and woman was suddenly mesmerized by him.

“Not by you, you pathetic slug.”

It was a voice that came into his head suddenly and seemed to speak to him.

He felt like he was drifting into a dream where he could watch but not participate.

“They are here for me. You may watch and enjoy my use of your body for now.”

Danny felt like he was shrinking, relegated to some small corner of his own mind while something else took control.

The coupled continued to chant as the others watched. The body on the table began to shiver and quake. Then its head went back at an odd angle and there was a scream.

It seemed to last minutes and when it was done the figure on the table was panting.

“I am Mistress and all of you serve me.”

There was muttering but, Mistress looked at the man in the pirate costume and told him, “I want to nurse on your cock. Feed me your cum to nourish me.”

The man hesitated and looked around the room and at his wife.

Suddenly the lights went out. All of the other guests seemed frozen in place—unmoving and untalking.

“Now, or she dies.”

The man looked at his wife and saw her eyes were bulging, her head thrust back, and her face pale.

He quickly dropped his pants and approached the table.

“You suck your Mistress, slut,” the figure on the table said as it reached out, drew the man closer, and then began to suck his cock.

Freed from whatever had held her seconds before, the wife also striped without hesitation and now climbed on the billiard table herself. On her hands and knees she pushed the habit upward above the garter belt to expose Mistress’s erect shaft. She then leaned forward and began licking at the swollen member until some unseen force seemed to grip her head and shove her face down, letting the cock slide deep inside her.

She gagged and struggled to breath, but even as the force lessened her desire to serve her Mistress made her devour the throbbing slab of meat just as greedily.

Now Mistress pointed to another man that was standing still in the group that circled the table.

“You fill your Mistress’s other hole,”

The man who was dressed as a lion worked his cock free and climbed on the billiard table between Mistress’s legs. The woman momentarily looked up from Mistress’s cock and spat on the man’s cock. She then stretched to take him into her mouth. Drool dripped from her mouth and around his shaft.

Once he was well lubricated with her saliva, she returned her attention to Mistress’s cock while the man put Mistress’s legs over his shoulders and began to enter her ass.

If he had expected resistance from the tight hole, what he encountered was the total opposite. Once his shaft touched the flesh of her ass, it was as if it gripped him and began to draw him in. Even if he had wanted to, he could not have resisted the undulating motions of her sphincter and other muscles as it tugged and pulled, greedy for his meat.

“You,” Mistress said, point to a woman dressed as a clown. “Service the woman as she pleases me.”

The woman was still on her hands and knees on the billiard table as she sucked Mistress. Now another woman dressed as a clown approached her from begin. The clown’s tongue flicked out and then began to greedily lap at the other woman’s cunt and ass as they began to ooze with a sticky, gooey fluid.

“Mistress is pleased,” she screamed before adding, “But this body must change.”

As she returned to sucking the man’s cock, she drew the habit even higher, exposing the bra and with its stuffed cups. With a strong tug, this was ripped from her body and suddenly her flat chest began to swell. Like balloons slowly being filled, within a few minutes her breasts had grown to an enormous size and were leaking a white, viscous fluid.

The woman and man worked at Mistress’s crotch were the only ones who could see the next change. Already hypnotized by the strength of her presence, they were not surprised to see Mistress’s scrotum begin to contract and then swell in a vertical line. Suddenly there was a second, gaping hole directly beneath Mistress’s cock and well above her ass hole.

“Rejoice in your selection. You will be the first to fill my untouched hole!”

This command went to a man dressed in the uniform of a soldier and he quickly began to strip. To make room for him, the man fucking Mistress’s ass began to shift so that he was lying under her. The woman held the cock high and away as the man got ready to mount Mistress.

Her hole was already flowing with juices and he slid inside.

She was now being serviced with a man in her mouth, one in her ass, and a third in her newly minted pussy. All of this was while the woman still worked on her cock.

Mistress would take much, much more as she fed on this group for the next few hours. But for now she was satisfied.
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12.

Ross and Rebecca Gallagher had turned off the porch light and ended their evening of handing candy to trick-or-treaters.

They had settled into the comfortable routine of spending a few minutes on the back deck before going to bed.

The air was filled with the sound of trick-or-treaters still walking the neighborhood and laughter from a few parties that had spilled into back yards.

And then everything went dark.

“Power failure?” muttered Ross, but Rebecca shook her head. Some remaining link with the being that had once possessed her body told her that this was something more and fear gripped her heart.

There was now nearly total silence.

“So quiet,” she whispered.

Ross nodded. It seemed too quiet. And even if the power had failed, why would there be no light from the few cars that had been moving through the neighborhood.

With a grim look, he stood up and walked through the house with Rebecca close behind.

He opened the front door and stared in disbelief.

Cars were stopped in the middle of the street, dark and silent yet with drivers and passengers setting unmoving in them.

Several people were standing on the sideway, unmoving like statues. Some of those caught in mid-step were in positions where the law of gravity was being defied—they simply should have toppled over, yet they stood frozen in place.

The only sign of life was from one house across the street. Flickering lights and shadows showed from within it.

Suddenly there was an inhuman scream that seemed to come from that same house. Then the loud command.

“Feed me!”

“Oh my god,” Ross said.

Somehow he knew that the evil was back. There was also a certainty in his mind that he was the only one who stood even a remote chance of stopping it.
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13.

The man Mistress was sucking began to grunt and groan.

She knew the signs and that he was close. Her hunger made her suck even more eagerly.

She felt her own orgasm approaching. It was something the young man who had once owned this body could have ever imagined. In fact, no mere mortal could have even began to comprehend the intensity of the pleasure that Mistress was on the brink of.

The cocks sliding in and out of her mouth rubbed across sensitive nerves. Her cock had grown—filled with cum and throbbing in anticipation. And her newly formed pussy twitched as the cock that was hammering it slid across its sensitive cliterous. And even better, there was an audience of willing slaves who she would feed on through the night.

Then Mistress willed it and it happened, Suddenly they all orgasmed at the same instant.

The men’s cocks began to relentlessly pump their seed into her body. Mistress’s cock also began its own eruption—a release she had waited so long for. Even the woman sucking Mistress’s cock came as she experienced the dual excitement of the unending flow of cum in her mouth and the oral attention of the clown woman licking her ass and pussy.

With the orgasm, some type of unearthly scream filled the room. Even with her mouth filled with cum and cock, it still clearly came from Mistress in some unknown way.

After a few minutes, those servicing her were drained.

“Feed me more,” she roared.

The rest of the group that had stood watching now began to strip. Men’s cocks were distended and dripping as they approached Mistress. Even the women were dripping from their breasts and cunts as they undressed.

There was an unending movement of people trying to get their fluids—their very essence—to their Mistress to feed and please her.
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14.

“Stay here,” Ross told Rebecca as he grabbed a flashlight and his bible.

“My place is by your side. You know that.”

Ross did know it, but still didn’t like it. He also knew there was no point in arguing.

Together they headed out the front door of the house and across the street.

As they approached the house that showed orange, flickering light from within the door was suddenly flung open.

Ross’s mind went back to the events at the convent four decades earlier and he shuddered involuntarily.

He worked up his nerve and entered the house, with Rebecca trailing closely behind him.

They walked down the hall and into a large room. The room was dimly lit by a fire in the fireplace and candles scattered about. The flickering light made it difficult to make out details, but still clearly showed the abominations that were happening.

A figure was lying on a billiard table in the center of the room. Around it were more than a dozen men and women who were mostly naked. They were massed around the figure on the table’s head and crotch.

At the head, flowing breasts, vaginas, and penises were offered and the figure greedily nursed at them. Near the crotch, men and women were using their mouths and other parts of their bodies to serve the figure in filthy, twisted ways.

Without looking up or freeing its mouth from the breast it was now nursing on, the figure somehow spoke.

“Mistress has missed you Father Gallagher and Sister Rebecca. Shall we continue what was so rudely interrupted years ago? How about I share the attention of some of my servants with you?”

Standing on each side of the doorway to the room, both Ross and Rebecca felt themselves pressed against the wall. Something invisible tore at their clothes and left them naked and pinned.

A man and a woman left the billiard table and began to approach.

“Don’t,” Ross began.

“You want to play, don’t you?” came the taunting voice.

“Do what you want with me,” Ross plead, “But let her go.”

The voice laughed.

“I will do what I want with you, her, and all the others. And there is nothing you can do. In fact, as repulsive as you find it you will actually enjoy your degrading use at my hands.”

The woman standing in front of Ross was naked and beautiful. A trim figure and perfect breasts. He struggled to push his lust away.

Rebecca had her own struggle looking at the man in front of her. Rippling muscles on his biceps and a cock that was far larger than average.

“You do want to play, don’t you?”

Mistress’s voice demanded an answer.

Both Ross and Rebecca struggled, but at the same time they both could only gasp out, “Yes Mistress.”

The truth was that both lusted for the member of the opposite sex who now stood in front of them, waiting.

There was a laugh.

“That would be too, shall we say, tame?”

With her back stilled pinned to the wall, Rebecca’s feet began to lift from the floor. Her legs now began to pivot from her hips and spread. She hung there against the wall, unnatural and offering herself.

Beside her, Ross felt his knees buckle and he was forced to kneel on the ground.

“Use them well, my slaves.”

Now the man stepped forward, but instead of approaching Rebecca, he approached Ross. Ross felt his mouth involuntarily open and drool dripped down his chin as the man’s cock hovered inches away.

The woman was now kneeling between Rebecca’s legs. She worked a finger into Rebecca and began stroking as her tongue and mouth licked at Rebecca’s exposed clit.

“Variety is good,” the voice teased as the cock slid into Ross’s mouth. Driven by some uncontrollable instinct, he began to suck and lick at the shaft that was offered him. Beside him, the woman was working to get her hand past the knuckles and inside of Rebecca’s overly stretched hole while continuing to nibble and lick.

“Tell me you will worship only me,” Mistress’s voice came.

Rebecca could only moan in a combination of pain and pleasure, but as the cock was pulled from Ross’s mouth he struggled to speak.

“Be gone demon!” he said in as commanding of a voice as he could muster. “In the name of our savior, be gone.”

Suddenly the cock was once more shoved deep down his throat and he returned to sucking and nursing on it.

“Feed him well,” came the voice.

With no warning, the cock began to spew cum into Ross’s mouth. He gasped and choked, but also tried to swallow as much as he could. Despite his hungry efforts, some leaked down his chin.

Beside him, the woman’s arm was buried in Rebecca nearly to the elbow. The woman leaned up and took a breast in her mouth. She bared her teeth and roughly bit the other woman, then she returned to licking Rebecca’s clit.

Out of the corner of his eye he could see his wife’s shudders and knew she was in the throes of an orgasm.

Ross’s mind raced as he savored the cum he was being feed.

The name… So many years ago… What had the creature said? He remembered that a demon could be cast out if you could call it by name. But could he remember the name?

The cock in his mouth was deflated and removed. Another man stood ready and he saw that a second woman had joined the first to torment his wife by roughly nibbling and sucking at her breasts. Rebecca’s breasts were oozing a creamy substance from the attention and her cunt dripped around the circumference of the arm that violated it.

“Are you sure you won’t join the others and worship me?”

His mind flashed back and he could vividly see the scene twenty years ago.

He coughed and choked on the salty goo that covered his face and filled his belly.

Suddenly he fought for control and his voice roared in one last desperate struggle.

“Be gone Shaheinre! In the name of our savior, I cast you out Shaheinre and command that you return to hell where you belong.”

There was a scream that filled the room.

Then darkness.

He heard a thump beside him and knew Rebecca’s body had fallen to the floor.

He struggled to stand up and make his way to the billiard table.

He could dimly make out figures scattered across the floor.

The odd figure on the table writhed. There were welts and symbols on the body similar to what Rebecca had experienced twenty years earlier.

Then Ross recognized the habit. Uncertain of what it meant or what to do, he ripped it from the man-woman who laid on the table.

He flung it into the now darkened fireplace and there was a sudden burst of flames.

It was burning brightly as he collapsed.
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15.

Danny woke up and found himself on a billiard table naked and surrounded by a mass of naked men and women passed out on the floor.

His body hurt and his head throbbed in pain.

He struggled to his feet and made his way to the door.

Realizing he was naked, he pulled a long rain coat from the coat tree by the door and put it on.

His car was only a few hundred feet away.

Things were dark and quiet as he walked.

The keys were in the car and he started it.

At that instant, lights came on and sound began.

He drove slowly and carefully, pulling to the side on those occasions when he passed a police car or ambulance heading back toward where he had left.

At his apartment complex, he struggled to unlock the door and made his way to the bathroom.

He stared in in shock at the mirror. He had breasts.

He grasped them in his hands and massaged them.

They were real and they were on him.

There was suddenly a faint glow in the corner of the bathroom. Although startled, he found he wasn’t scared.

“Curses often have blessings hidden someplace within them. To stay as you are or to return as you were is your choice.”

Danny struggled with his thoughts before answering.

“I want to stay like this.”

“Very well.”

The light faded and Danny staggered to his bed and collapsed.

The next morning he showered and was surprised to discover that in addition to his new breasts, he also had a pussy nestled below his cock.

He spent much of the day exploring his new body and the sensations and pleasures it had to offer.
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16.

When the police and fire arrived on scene, they found people scattered everywhere.

Their first concern was that it might be something like carbon monoxide poisoning and they opened all the doors and windows.

It soon became clear that whatever had occurred, it had not been that straight forward.

Investigators eventually decided to blame the wild orgy and so many people passing out on tainted alcohol.

At first there was one man named Gallagher who argued with them, but when faced with having to explain why he and his wife had been swapping partners while engaging in rough gay and lesbian sex, he dropped any objections and quietly agreed with the bland explanation that was being publicly released.

What they did not know was that Gallagher had discretely requested that the church perform an independent investigation.

And what Gallagher did not know was that one thing the church found was an unscathed habit in the back of the fireplace.

While he had been certain it was burned, the reality was very, very different.
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17.

Two weeks after the incident, Danny (who was now Dani) received a call from the couple that had hosted the party.

The wife expressed concern.

“When we started waking up, you weren’t there. I’m still not sure exactly what happened, but it seemed like things got kind of wild. Jerry and I wanted to make sure you were okay.”

“Um, I’m fine,” Dani said. Along with other things, his voice had changed and was much more feminine.

“Well… Okay. I’m glad.”

Then the woman paused.

“I don’t remember it all, but it seemed like we had a great time together. Would you be interested in coming over and spending some time with Jerry and I this evening?”

Dani hesitated before agreeing. The he remembered the confidence he had experienced and the admiration his new body had provoked. He agreed…

Once the couple saw Dani’s new body, they were both totally smitten.

A few days later Dani moved in with the couple and they would have wild and incredible sex late into most nights.

They and Dani were so happy and fulfilled.

It didn’t matter if the Gallagher’s from across the street gave the trio strange looks when they would run into them around the neighborhood from time to time.
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18.

It is October 2023 (the future)…

Glen Sites was archivist for the great church. Although the title was impressive, the reality was that he was little more than a second-rate librarian and keeper of old boxes of junk.

For several months he had been reorganizing the material in the older building in preparation for a move to a newer facility. In the process he had sorted through piles of material.

The church kept very good records even if they sometimes worked hard to conceal the reality of the past while presenting, instead, a more flattering history of themselves.

Most boxes were of the conventional cardboard type, but there were a few that were different and he was now looking at one of these.

There were seals that he recognized as typically being formalities when items considered damaging or dangerous were locked away. The box itself was made of unpainted wood that had aged to a dull but dark brown.

Glen looked at his watch. It was just after three o’clock.

He had another hour before he went to work out.

Anyone looking at him would never have believed he went to the gym at the nearby university nearly every day.

For that, they could be forgiven.

Typically Glen made a point of being in the locker room when the young men from the college soccer team finished practice and came in to shower.

Although Glen thought his glances were discrete, the young men on the team often joked about him outside the locker room. They would often deliberately walk around naked and brush up against the man. His excitement was so visible with his trembling and the slight bulge in his pants. Afterwards they would laugh about the shy little man who ogled at them.

Glen knew nothing about this as he sighed and decided he had time to open the box.

He carefully read the letter from the investigating board that was on top. Then he read through various other papers and reports that were also included. Below this were a number of items. A pair of plain panties, darkly soiled, was there with a note explaining these had belonged to Sister Rebeca at the time of the original incident. There was a bra stuffed with false breasts along with a note saying they had been found during an investigation of the second incident.

But in the bottom was a carefully folded habit.

Glen carefully unfolded it and looked at it. He ran his fingers over the material and could make out the faint lines of thread that created symbols and markings. Only close inspection showed where the material in the form of an upside down cross had been sewn into the garment.

Running his fingers over this and the soiled panties excited him. He wondered what it would be like to wear the garments. Would it illicit the kind of lust that it had in the earlier incidents.

He sighed again. That was all just rumor and superstition. Without the food poisoning or tainted alcohol, it would probably do nothing.

But it would still be naughty and exciting to try them on.

He rubbed his erection through his trousers. Although erect, he would trade that and anything else to really experience what it was like to be a total slut with the young men he lusted for servicing him and using him.

“Trade anything?”

The voice was inside his head.

It was so vivid that it startled him, but still he muttered a quiet, “Yes.”

“Then your body and soul are mine,” the voice in his head said.

In his excitement, Glen did not care what the voice in his head had to say.

He began to strip.

Then he pulled on the panties and the bra.

Then he lifted the habit and struggled into it.

Suddenly he felt like he was falling back into himself.

Only then was there fear…
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19.

If someone had been outside the old library, they would have hear a scream filled with so many emotions. Anguish. Lust. Rage. Hunger.

And a few minutes later they would have seen a slight figure in a nun’s habit leave the library and head toward the gymnasium.

Or, more accurately, towards the men’s locker room at the gymnasium that was full of virile young males filled with energy and lust.

Once again, it was time to feed.

And with the death of Father Gallagher a few years earlier, nobody would interrupt the feast this time.
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