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It had been a few days since Father Michael
Harrington had fallen from grace by allowing himself to be seduced
by the feminine wiles of the charismatic but wickedly wanton
Vivienne Mercer. He had been plagued with both horrific guilt for
his carnal sins and intensely erotic dreams that had him waking up
drenched with sweat and hugely aroused.

 


The sexual desire that had been kept
repressed for so long had been awoken by Miss Mercer and he didn't
know how to quell it. He imagined himself to be like Jesus in the
wilderness being tempted by the devil. But whereas Jesus had
resisted, he had fallen into sin because the temptations of sex
were too much for him to resist. Without God's grace, he was weak.
This realization made him bow his head in shame as he stood alone
on the altar in church.

 


As tears of guilt and regret started to run
down his face, he fell to his knees and clasped his hands in
prayer. Feeling as if the Devil was on his shoulder reminding him
that he could indulge in further pleasures with Miss Mercer, he
tried to block out sinful thoughts and images from his mind. He
started reciting lines from the Lord's Prayer to help stabilize his
emotions.

 


"Forgive us our trespasses as we forgive
those who trespass against us.....lead us not into temptation but
deliver us from evil....." he intoned, his anguished voice
echoing around the cavernous vastness of the church. He was able to
gradually feel his composure returning after this emotional release
though his soul still felt in turmoil.

 


He told himself he had to be strong for his
parishioners, that the whole town of had descended into sins of the
flesh and he was their only hope for redemption, through getting
them to accept Jesus into their lives and making them feel bad
about sex.

 


It was only two days till he had to give Mass
and he had yet to choose a relevant passage from the Bible, but he
knew what the subject matter must be once again. He needed to prove
to himself that he still had the conviction to convince his church
goers that the sinful life was not desirable, even though he
desired it.

 


Though he was loathe to admit it to himself,
the sexual experience he'd succumbed to with the voluptuous
Vivienne Mercer was the most exciting thing that had ever happened
to him.

 


He managed to pull himself out of his
psychological slough and worked into the early hours on the Friday
and Saturday, trawling his bible for the most inspiring quotations
about resisting sexual temptation. The thought of Vivienne Mercer
attending his Mass on Sunday hung like a lurking shadow in his
mind, and the fact he’d already succumbed to temptation with her
meant her potential presence had a profound and powerful effect on
him.



He awoke early on Sunday morning, wanting plenty of time to prepare
for his sermon. He ran through his notes and felt pleased with the
various quotations he had culled. He’d had a dream about Miss
Mercer attending completely naked and him being completely unable
to speak because of it. This played on his mind as he unbolted the
church doors and opened them wide.



In Leighton, he’d usually opened the doors to a bright morning sky
and sometimes sunshine, but somehow the weather of Blackmoor was
perpetually cloudy and somber as if even the weather was affected
by the immorality of the town. He could see people entering the
church gates and felt pleased that at least he wouldn’t be talking
to an empty church.



As he made his way towards the pulpit he said a prayer asking for
strength to get through his sermon and that these sinners might
listen to him. Looking out from the pulpit, he was pleased to see
most of the attendees from the week before here this week as
well.

 


As the congregation took their seats he
couldn’t help but notice three very attractive looking young women
who were sat on the front row by the altar. They were all
strikingly pretty and he found it a little distracting as the
congregation looked up at him. He found it curious that they were
all dressed in black cloaks, as if attending a funeral.



He made the sign of the cross then performed the Greeting and the
Penitential Act, where everyone exclaimed they were sinners and in
this case they truly were. He couldn’t take his eye off the three
ladies as they chanted the words, “I have greatly sinned in my
thoughts and my words...”. He nearly lost his train of thought
but focused himself for the sermon ahead.



He began talking solemnly about the nature of sin and how its
allure had power of us all. He talked about how our body is a
temple or a church and that we must keep that holy place pure and
sacred just as we would with a temple or church. He had a flashback
to his debauchery with Vivienne Mercer in the confession both and
faltered....he had not even kept his church pure and sacred, let
alone his body.



He looked down at the three young women and noticed they were
hanging on his every word. He coughed and began quoting
Thessalonians 4:3-5: “For this is the will of God, Your
sanctification; that you abstain from sexual immorality; that each
one of you know how to control his body in holiness and honour, not
in the passion of lust like the Gentiles who do not know
God”.



He looked briefly at them again and they looked at him as if in
awe. Could these young women actually be listening to what he was
saying? Had they been sinning and seen the error of their ways?
Perhaps they had come here in desperation, seeking redemption and
salvation.



They looked so innocent that he wondered whether they had fallen in
with a bad crowd, possibly the influence of Miss Mercer. He had
been told she had been leading both young men and women astray,
amongst others. He quoted Corinthians 15:33 off the top of his head
just for their benefit: “Bad company ruins good
morals....”.



He looked at them knowingly and they all looked at the stone floor
in shame. He carried on the rest of the sermon with great fervour,
feeling inspired by the effect he appeared to be having. In
Leighton, it often felt like he was going through the motions but
in Blackmoor his work felt absolutely vital. Half an hour later he
brought his sermon to a close. They sang a hymn of praise and then
it was time for holy communion.



Being on the front row by the altar rail meant the first to receive
it would be the three young women. He climbed down from the pulpit
and took the bowl of communion wafers. The three women were already
lined up waiting and he tensed up, knowing what an intimate ritual
this was.



The first young lady with long blonde hair in curls walked forward
with her hands together then bowed slightly. She was stood directly
in front of him and looked straight in his eyes and she put out her
tongue. What should have seemed so innocent suddenly felt very
erotic and Father felt his loins stirring.



“Body of Christ” he said, then placed the communion wafer on
her outstretched tongue.



“Amen” she said.



The next young woman had long black hair that Father found
captivating. She was just as beautiful and he felt his hand shaking
as he offered her the wafer.



“Amen” she said and returned to her seat.



The final young lady had lustrous red hair that reached halfway
down her back. She was enchantingly pretty, with an almost angelic
face. Overwhelmed by the feminine beauty before him, combined with
the erotic nature of seeing them put out their tongue, he gave the
final wafer with a raging erection under his cassock. He felt
flustered for the rest of the holy communion and was relieved when
it was over.



The congregation gradually dispersed with several thanking him for
such a powerful sermon. The three women were now nowhere to be seen
and he wondered to himself if he’d had any effect with his words
after all. He was glad they were away from his sight though, as he
knew they had a hold on him in a similar way to Vivienne Mercer. He
wondered if they had come under her spell in some way.



That evening he noticed it was a full moon and a mysterious mood
seemed to pervade the night air. The moon was shining so brightly
through his curtains that he couldn’t sleep. He decided to open his
window to at least enjoy the majesty of the moon for a while, until
tiredness took over.

 


His room overlooked the graveyard which
looked particularly eerie with the moonbeams reflecting off the
headstones. He thought about the sermon that day and how peculiar
the three young ladies had been. Maybe he’d never see them again
and would always wonder about those enigmatic beauties and how
genuinely affected they seemed by his sermon.

 


Were they fallen women? Seeking salvation?
He’d never know now, he thought, and felt melancholy. So far he’d
felt he’d achieved very little since being sent to Blackmoor to
save it.



As he ruminated and basked in the bright moonlight, out of the
corner of his eye he thought he saw something moving in the
graveyard. It seemed to be four shadowy figures moving towards the
church. He suddenly became alert and focused his eyes on the
figures, closing his window so he could observe them without being
noticed. He lowered his head to the lower part of the window and
peeped over the ledge.



He ascertained correctly that whoever it was appeared to be heading
towards the churches’ side entrance. Had some people come to cause
him harm? It was certainly possible, he was an outsider in this
town which was overwhelmed with sin and vice.

 


Maybe some people liked how things were and
had decided he was surplus to requirements? He also knew from
experience that some people were very affected by a full moon,
especially women. When he heard the side entrance being opened he
realized he better enquire what was going on. He felt apprehensive
but gave himself strength by making the sign of the cross.



His living quarters were situated so that he was able to access the
whole church including the upper floors where he could observe what
was going on beneath. There was only one staircase to these floors
so knew he couldn’t be reached except by that route.

 


He opened the door that separated his
quarters from the main church and stealthily walked towards the top
of the staircase in case whoever it was intended to come looking
for him. There was a balcony which gave him the perfect vantage
point to see the ground floor and he could make out the shadowy
figures in black speaking in whispers to each other.



They then began lighting candles, having only had the moonlight
entering through the stained glass windows up until then. The small
flames from the candles seemed to spread an amazing amount of light
and Father Michael watched mesmerized by these mysterious figures.
One of them stood in the center by the altar and three stood round
in a semi-circle.



Father Michael looked down from above then watched in mute
astonishment as the figure in the centre removed their hood and
then their black cloak entirely. He recognized the long red hair
immediately. It was Vivienne Mercer. As she removed her cloak, he
saw she was naked underneath but with symbols drawn on her
body.

 


He realized that these were occult symbols
and she was using the church to perform some sort of worship
ritual. He made the sign of the cross again, then the three figures
in the semi-circle began removing their cloaks. They too were
completely naked underneath and their identity became clear at
last. It was the three beautiful girls who had attended mass and
now his mind was truly reeling.



Had they been there for salvation or to have a look at the place
they would be worshipping false idols? Were they under Vivienne’s
wicked influence or were they just like her? Father Michael felt
gripped by what was taking place before him, entranced by the
sensuous beauty of Vivienne’s body. Suddenly, she began chanting,
her powerful voice echoing around the cavernous church. She
stopped, then the three young women repeated her words. It sounded
like Latin or some ancient language.



He caught the word Inanna, and realized they must be worshipping
the Sumerian goddess of sex. He felt himself becoming aroused
against his own will again, just like as had happened with Vivienne
in the confession booth. The sight of four stunningly beautiful
naked women rejoicing in worshipping an occult figure was indeed a
potent image, especially as Vivienne cupped her full breasts as she
led the next chant.



The chorus of acolytes repeated her every word and Father Michael
was wondering where this was leading. He didn’t have long to wait.
Vivienne went up to the altar and sat on it with her legs spread
wide. She motioned one of the three girls forward and the woman
with long jet black hair began crawling towards her on her hands
and knees.

 


He could see Vivienne smiling as the young
woman began kissing the inners of her thighs, then let her tongue
roam over her cunt. Vivienne let out a moan of satisfaction and
Father Michael audibly gasped, then ducked down, fearing he might
be spotted.



Vivienne was too consumed with lustful pleasure to have heard his
reaction, rubbing her fingers through the girl’s lustrous hair.
Once she’d satiated her tongue she crawled back to the
semi-circle.

 


Next, the pretty girl with long blonde curly
hair started crawling towards Vivienne and Father Michael dared to
raise his head over the balcony again. He
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