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The woman who answers the door is wearing a sheer black gown with a red bra and panties clearly visible underneath; her hair is dyed pitch black and teased into a dense, curly mane, her lips and fingernails are painted crimson, and she’s wearing what appears to be a silver pentagram on a chain around her long, pale neck. I’m really glad it’s Kyle’s turn to speak first, because she absolutely terrifies me.

“Good evening, ma’am,” Kyle begins, already holding a pamphlet out to her. “Do you have a few moments to hear about the wonderful plans that God has for you?”

A woman’s voice calls from inside, “Deedee, who’s at the door? Is it Murphy?”

“No,” the woman – Deedee, I guess – shouts back, “it’s the Mormons.”

“Oh, no ma’am,” Kyle says quickly, “we’re not with the Church of Latter Day Saints, we’re with the Glory to God Revival Mission; and if you have just a moment, we promise it won’t take but a moment, we would like to share the good news of salvation – “

“Not the Mormons!” Deedee yells over her shoulder. “I think it might be the Moonies?”

“Glory to God Revival Mission,” I say, almost yelling, and then catch myself, “ma’am.”

We’ve been on this mission for three weeks now, Kyle and me, living at the Happy Traveler lodge out by the highway and driving into town every morning in Kyle’s beat up old Corolla. We live on two cheeseburgers and an order of fries a day, we don’t have enough change to put in the pay box by the TV in our room to watch more than the weather forecast in the morning, and so far we have saved a grand total of zero souls. Pastor Mike says that the Glory to God Revival Mission is a poor but righteous church, and that we should be sustained by the fervor of our love for Jesus, but you can’t eat the love of Jesus. I’m not saying that I’ve lost my faith, but I am saying that the Lord is definitely using this mission trip to test my faith.

“Whatever,” Deedee says, opening the door wider. “You boys look famished, and I’ve got some time to kill, so come on in.”

Kyle looks back at me, and I shrug. We’ve been invited into two houses so far – once by an old lady who mistook us for her grandsons and fed us homemade cookies that tasted like sawdust, and once by a man who tried to convince us to buy into his company’s health shake sales program. At least he gave us a few free sample shakes, each one with enough calories and nutrients to get you through half a day, and they tasted a little better than the sawdust cookies. I adjust my backpack and my necktie and we follow Deedee into the house.

It’s dark inside, and it takes my eyes a few seconds to adjust. When I can start to make out details, I feel like I’ve stepped onto the set of one of the Hell House events our church puts on every year to teach about the dangers of Halloween. Black crepe and silk fabrics are draped on every surface, the bookcase in the entryway is filled with dusty old books with red and green binding and a collection of human skulls, and there are candles flickering on stands all around the living room. The furniture has been pushed to the edges of the room, and the entire floor is covered by  a red rug woven with a black pentagram with a goat’s head in the middle, with black and red velvet pillows scattered on it. In the far corner by the window is a black statue, an actual unholy idol, in the shape of a goat-headed man beckoning with fingers twisted into strange shapes.

“I’d offer you a chair,” Deedee says, “but as you can see we’re doing a little rearranging for tonight so the furniture is all in a tizzy. But you’re welcome to have a seat on one of the pillows.” She waves her hand toward the pentagram rug.

Kyle looks like he might take the invitation, but clearly this is the first step in a battle for our immortal souls – sitting on the Devil’s rug is the first step on a slippery slide to damnation. I grab Kyle’s arm and say, “No ma’am, that’s fine, we can stand.”

“Suit yourselves,” Deedee says and flops down cross legged onto a black pillow. From where we’re standing I can look right down the neck of her gown and into the cleavage between her breasts, and I quickly look away. Kyle doesn’t appear to be so quick to recognize that the stage is being set for celestial warfare, so I jab him in the ribs with my elbow to get his attention.

“Hey Becky!” Deedee calls. “We’ve got visitors, can you bring some cookies out?”

“Oh, are people arriving already?” asks a woman’s voice. The woman – Becky – comes in with a silver platter of cookies, a golden crown on her head,and nothing covering her breasts but her long, blonde-white hair. When I look below the platter I see that she’s got nothing at all covering her privates except a curly tangle of pubic hair the same blonde-white color. Kyle nudges me in the ribs and grins at me – but I think his intention is to draw my attention to the naked woman, not to urge me to don the armor faith and the blinders of purity. I may be in this battle alone.

“Nah,” says Deedee, “just some nice Mormon boys who came to the door to try to save my soul.”

“Glory to God Revival Mission, ma’am, not Mormons,” I say.

“Did someone say glory hole?” says a man’s voice behind me. I turn and almost jump out of my skin. It’s as if the wicked idol had come to life: a tall, muscular, ebony-skinned man is striding into the room, completely naked, wearing a furred and horned goat’s head on his shoulders. He stops in the middle of the pentagram, lifts the goat’s head off, and leans down to kiss the blonde naked woman – Becky – on the lips.

Becky giggles and says, “Don’t be disrespectful, Kevin, these boys are here to tend to Deedee’s soul. And eat cookies. Cookie?” She holds out the tray to us.

Kyle reaches for a cookie – they look like chocolate chip, and smell fresh baked – and I almost slap his hand away. We don’t know what these Satanists might have put in the cookies – razor blades? Rat poison? LSD? But they do smell divine, and we haven’t eaten since noon and probably won’t be eating again until breakfast at the motel, and it seemed like Becky was going to offer them to people she expected as guests, so how dangerous could they be?

Kyle has already eaten two cookies while I was deliberating, so I snatch one myself. It tastes as delicious as it smells.

“Well, while they’re tending to her soul,” says Kevin, sitting down next to Deedee, “I’ll tend to her body.” He leans into her and cups one of her breasts in his large, long-fingered hand and starts to nibble at her neck. Deedee laughs and turns her head to kiss his mouth, and I see their tongues dancing against each other between their lips.

“Slow down, baby,” Deedee purrs, “the guests haven’t even arrived yet, and we’ve got civilian visitors.”

“It’s hard to slow it down around you,” Kevin says, running a finger inside the cup of her bra. “This could be a very quick ritual …”

So there’s a ritual here, a Satanic rite – are they planning a sacrifice? Do they sacrifice puppies, or baby goats? Or baby humans? Last year our church youth group did a production of a play based on “Michelle Remembers,” the book about Satanic ritual sacrifice, and it was absolutely terrifying and riveting.

Wait – oh God – are they planning to sacrifice us ?

“What – “ I clear my throat and close my eyes to help me concentrate and to block out the temptation of Becky’s cookies and curls – “what kind of ritual are you doing?”

“Oh,” Deedee says, “it’s like our church service, you know? We gather to pray, and share fellowship, and do a … a ritual …”

“Do you …” I take a deep breath and set my shoulders back. “Do you partake in …blood sacrifice?”

Becky guffaws, causing her breasts to jiggle free of the hair that was just barely covering them. Her nipples are a rich shade of brown and very hard not to look at. “Goodness, no! How messy!”

“Well,” says Kevin, sidling over to Becky on his knees and sliding a hand up her leg, “there will be bodily fluids, but probably no blood, as long as we’re careful.” He runs a long tongue up her thigh to her buttocks and pulls at a curl of her pubic hair. She slaps his hand away, giggling, and almost drops the tray of cookies.

The doorbell rings, and Deedee stands to answer it. I try not to look at her plump buttocks, barely covered in red fabric, but perhaps that’s safer to watch than Becky’s uncovered buttocks, which are now propelling her back to the kitchen, so I do watch Deedee’s bottom until it disappears.

“More Mormons?” Kevin calls. “I mean, sorry, Glory Hole Kingdom Missionaries?”

“Glory to God Revival Mission,” I hiss under my breath.

“No, it’s Susan and Murphy.” Deedee returns to the room followed by a middle-aged couple, the man wearing a black overcoat and the woman in a long gray skirt and yellow blouse. They look incredibly normal, and I breathe a sigh of relief.

“Hey Sue, Murph!” Kevin says from the floor where he’s sitting cross-legged, his large penis resting on his heels. “How’s it going?”

“Happy to be here for Ostara,” the man – Murphy – says. “It’s been a long, cold winter, hasn’t it?”

Ostara I’ve heard of – it’s a pagan or Satanic feast of some kind, with fire and chanting and sacrifices, a terrible mockery of the pious observances at our church.

“That it has,” says Deedee. She reaches out to take the man’s coat, and I am shocked and horrified to find that not only is he naked underneath it,but that his entire body is covered with intricate tattoos – dragons and devils, vines and ropes, coiling up from his ankles to his legs and across his back and chest. His pubic hair is shaved to reveal a dragon’s head and when he turns to the side it appears that instead of breathing out fire the dragon is breathing out his penis.

“Who are your friends?” the woman – Susan – asks. She’s undressing as well, and Deedee takes each piece of clothing and drapes it carefully over her arm. The woman is also tattooed, though not quite as intricately as the man – I see mostly hummingbirds and flowers, with a tangle of rose buds stretching beneath her belly to her shaved vulva. I cover my eyes and look down, but then I’m staring at Kevin’s penis, so I look up at the ceiling. This place is not safe for Christian eyes.

“Deedee’s missionaries,” says Kevin. “They’re apparently saving her soul.”

“Well, welcome!” the man says, smiling and extending a hand toward us. I see that there are tattooed coils like a snake wrapped around each finger when I take it for a weak shake. “Strangers are just friends we haven’t met yet, right?”

The doorbell rings again, and again, and the room is now looking like the naked Satanists’ United Nations assembly (which may be redundant, considering what Pastor Mike teaches about the United Nations and the Illuminati): in addition to Deedee, Becky, Kevin, Susan, and Murphy, there are now two Asian men, a Black woman, and a man (I think? He has a penis) with skin painted a coppery red with black and green stripes on their torso, arms, and legs and black hair piled on top of their head like a beehive run through with glittering silver ribbons. I am well past remembering any names at this point, and starting to feel a little dizzy, I don’t know if from the heat of so many people in this increasingly small space or from the strangeness of the assembled group or from some diabolical miasma that the Father of Lies is causing to spread. I look over at Kyle and see that he is openly staring, slack jawed and over-awed, at this terrifyingly demonic congregation.

There’s a loud buzzing sound in the air from all of these people greeting each other and chatting; they hug and caress, laughing and smiling; except for the nudity and flagrant blasphemy, it reminds me of before Sunday service at my church when everyone is getting together after a long week, and for a moment I feel a little homesick. Then Deedee claps her hands, hops up on a little raised platform that I hadn’t noticed before – maybe someone dragged it out while all the people were arriving? – and puts her pinkies in her mouth to issue a shrill whistle. The buzzing stops and everyone turns their attention to Deedee.

“Hello, Covenant of Baphomet and friends!” she says. “Welcome to our home, and to Ostara! I know we’re all really happy to be here after this long winter – “ there’s a low hum of assent around the room – “and looking forward to a really good time. Before we start, just a little housekeeping: there’s food in the kitchen, you’re welcome to as much as you want, it’s all clearly labeled – nut free, vegan, gluten free, whatever you freaks put in the survey form for your dietary restrictions “ – there’s general laughter – “Becky made all the fresh stuff – “ Deedee motions toward the blonde woman who’s standing near me, and she smiles and curtsies – “and I shopped for all the decadent stuff. And there’s a big plastic bin by the back door full of water bottles – gotta stay hydrated, people!” There’s more general laughter. “Remember your manners – always ask, don’t assume, and feel empowered to speak up any time something is uncomfortable or icky. If there’s any kind of problem, find me or Kevin, you can interrupt whatever we’re doing, and we’ll deal with it. Also feel empowered to speak up if something is especially yummy, or you’ve got a hankering to try a certain something new – we all have fun if we all have fun, right? There’s lube in the basket in the bathroom – hypoallergenic,we don’t want a repeat of Candlemas!” – there are some nervous laughs – “-- and fresh towels. Use as much of both as you want, lube is the path to joy and fresh towels just make you feel cozy and loved.” There’s a general hum of assent again.

“Oh!” Deedee says before she steps down from the dais. “Also, I’ve got some visitors today who weren’t on the guest list, but I asked them in for cookies. They’re from a different sort of communion, and they’re welcome to observe or participate or leave at any time. I’m sorry, guys, I didn’t catch your names?”

“Uh, Kyle,” Kyle says meekly. I try to keep my voice steady when I say, “Billy.”

“Great, Kyle, Billy, I’m so sorry we didn’t get a chance to talk before, but maybe you can talk to me about whatever was on your minds after? You’re welcome to more cookies, of course.”

“Or ‘cookies,’ if you know what I mean!” Kevin says, pinching Becky’s bottom. Becky squeals and lightly slaps Kevin’s face.

Deedee shakes her head and smiles, saying, “Let Ostara begin!” as she steps down.

Someone has drawn the shades and dimmed the lights, so the only illumination in the room is from the candles scattered around the room and some daylight sneaking in under the curtains. I don’t know what time it is, but it was late afternoon when we got here and it seems to be approaching dusk. There’s music coming from somewhere, a droning chant and softly beating drums. Everyone has taken a seat on the Satanic rug, lounging on pillows, leaning on each other, rubbing arms and legs, but all focused in anticipation on the dais that Deedee was on.

Suddenly Kevin steps onto the dais, wearing the goat devil mask again, and there’s a loud gong sound as he raises his arms up over his head. “Hail Satan!” he yells, a little muffled in the mask. “Hail Ostara! Let the ritual begin!”

Becky and Deedee step onto the dais from opposite sides and approach Kevin. They’re rubbing their arms up and down his body, caressing his chest and buttocks, and I can see that his penis is starting to get hard. I feel that mine is, too, and I squirm uncomfortably and look over at Kyle, whose eyes are locked on this demonic show.

“As the long winter ends,” Kevin intones, “the forces of light and dark must be brought back into balance. As we enter the warmth and joy of summer, we welcome the return of the sun but we do not fear the continued presence of the night.”

I think Deedee, with her black hair and black gown, must represent the night, and golden-crowned, blonde-haired Becky must symbolize the sun, but it’s hard to think about symbolism because they’re both kneeling on either side of Kevin, holding his penis and testicles in their hands and smiling at each other. “We welcome both the sun and the moon to the feast,” Kevin says, “and ask them to join us at our bounteous table.”

As if on cue – it’s a ritual, that must be the cue – Deedee and Becky lean forward and kiss with Kevin’s erect penis between them. They start to nibble and lick up and down its length as it gets harder and thicker, and mine is getting harder too. I should probably interrupt this wicked display, throw open the curtains to let in the light of day and Jesus’ wrathful love, but I feel frozen in place.

“Oh shit, baby, slow down,” I hear Kevin mumble when Becky swallows half of his penis into her mouth. She smiles and looks up at him, and I can see her cheeks draw in before she releases Kevin’s penis; it glistens in the candle light.

“Where was I?” Kevin says, shaking his giant goat head.

“Preparing the fields for sowing,” Deedee whispers. She’s holding his penis and stroking it up and down. I’m resisting with all my might the urge to mirror her actions on myself, trying to draw to mind images of Jesus on the cross, the many-headed beast of Revelations, the ascent to Heaven that God promises us in the Rapture. A real man holds his Bible, not his penis, but when I try to think of that I picture myself lovingly stroking my Bible the way Becky and Deedee are lovingly stroking Kevin’s penis.

Kevin must have been talking, because I’m aware of him saying, “... and we scatter our seeds into the plowed fields and beckon the warm rains to fall and bring forth green shoots.”

And then he says, “Oh fuck, baby, get the cup, I’m just about there!”

Deedee reaches behind her and lifts up a silver chalice with red and green gems around the rim. While Becky and Deedee hold the chalice, Kevin holds his own penis, his fist a blur around it, and he thrusts his hips at the chalice and roars as he orgasms. Some of the semen shoots out past the chalice and onto the dais, but Becky and Deedee adjust the cup and catch most of it. There appears to be a lot. The women pass the cup back and forth between them, sipping at the semen. Kevin lets go of his penis, holds his arms over his head again, and yells a triumphant, “Hail Satan!”

The people seated on the rug erupt in applause and cheers; Deedee and Becky wipe their mouths, kiss, and then take a bow, hand in hand. Murphy approaches the dais and holds out his hand to Becky, who takes it with a smile and jumps down into his arms, kissing him passionately. The two Asian men help Deedee down, and then suddenly lift her off her feet and carry her to a pile of pillows, where they fall upon her with caresses and kisses while Deedee laughs.

The scene on the rug has suddenly devolved into a hedonistic display of immorality as I never imagined possible; Pastor Mike’s sermons about the decadence of Sodom and Gomorrah, the whoredom of Babylon to precede the Great Tribulations, never even hinted that such things might happen in the world. There’s no place where I can look without seeing an erect penis, an open vagina, an anus presented for buggery, no place on the Devil’s rug that isn’t a glistening, writhing, hell-born tangle of mouths and limbs, buttocks and feet. It is having a terrible effect on me – I cannot deny the extreme arousal I feel at this assault on my senses, the sights and sounds and even smells on display, but I also feel desperate danger to my immortal soul.

I look over at Kyle, hoping to find some salvation in his fellowship, but I find instead that he has fallen into his perdition. His trousers are undone, his penis is in his hand, and he is staring at the writhing carnality with glassy-eyed wonder. Since I’ve been sharing that little room at the Happy Traveler with him, I ‘ve heard Kyle wrestling at night with the demons of lust that invade all of our minds from time to time, especially unmarried men away from home; but we’ve prayed on it together, we’ve tried to turn our lustful thoughts toward increased vigor in our mission work, and it pains me more than I can say to see him like this.

Susan, the tattooed woman, comes up beside him and places a hand on his shoulder. “Hey, handsome,” she says, fingers caressing his back, “do you want some help with that?”

Kyle responds with a sort of guttural moan and leans his weight against her naked side. She places her hand on top of Kyle’s, controlling and slowing his rapid strokes, and nuzzles his neck. Kyle’s breathing becomes more regular, and I fear that I’m going to lose him forever to this temptress.

“Kyle!” I shout.

Susan stops her stroking and looks at me. “I’m sorry,” she says, “I don’t mean to step in without an invitation. If you’re together, may I join you?”

“No! I …we … “

“Do you want to join us ?” she asks with a wicked smile, and resumes her ministrations to Kyle’s penis.

“No! Kyle! Don’t do this, it’s evil!”

Kyle looks at me for just a moment, then looks back at Susan and starts kissing her, working his mouth down her neck to her chest until he’s suckling at one of her breasts. I can’t look, and I can’t not look, so I cover my eyes with my hands and watch through my fingers.

“It seems like he’s OK with this,” Susan says to me, and starts to lead Kyle toward the mad bacchanal. “Don’t yuck someone’s yum, just because it’s not your scene.”

“Yeah,” Kyle says breathily over his shoulder, ”my yum … my yum …”

He’s pulled down into that tide of flesh and I turn away to find that Deedee has been watching everything that just happened. Her black gown is long gone, as are her red bra and panties; her breasts are round and pillowy, and I press my face between them and sob while she strokes my hair, cooing into my ear, “There there, Billy, there there … it’s going to be alright …”

“It’s not!” I shout into her cleavage. “It’s not! It’s wrong!”

“No,” she says, “not wrong, just different. It’s a big world, Billy, full of wonderful things; some of those things you might like, some of those things you might not, but you need to see all the things to make up your mind.”

She pushes me off her breasts and holds my face in her hands. “Do you want to come join us? Or maybe go someplace private with me? We can just talk if you want, it seemed like you had a lot on your mind when you rang our doorbell.”

It seems like years since I rang the doorbell of Deedee’s house, since Kyle handed her a tract – I wonder where that tract has gone? “No,” I say, sniffling while a tear falls off the end of my nose. “No, I … I need to go, I need to go do some thinking.”

“That’s fine,” Deedee says, putting an arm on my shoulder and guiding me past the rug and toward the front door. I’ve lost sight of Kyle, and I don’t know if I want to find him again. “Let me pack you up a plate to go, and you can come back any time you want to talk. Do you have any food allergies?”
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