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History’s shadows are thick with tales of dark ceremonies, whispered only by flickering candlelight for fear the very walls might have ears. There is a foul swarm of legends and persistent rumors surrounding cults whose secrecy is matched only by their depravity. People speak in hushed tones of bloody rites dedicated to the goddess Lilith, mother of demons and sleepless nights, or of unspeakable sacrifices offered to the devouring inferno of Moloch. These are acts of groveling devotion to subterranean entities, fallen deities, or lords of the abyss from religions so ancient they’ve been wiped from maps and memory alike, leaving behind nothing but the stench of sulfur and upturned earth.

Yet, amidst this bestiary of horror and these impious prayers, there remains a far less famous legend—a faint trace that even the elders eventually stopped passing down. The old ones, sensing the weight of the threat, chose to wall themselves in silence to let it slip into total oblivion. They chose silence to stifle a truth too heavy to bear, hoping that the absence of words would finally dissolve the evil attached to it.

And you, Sissy, you’ve already felt it deep in your bones. You must have felt that visceral unease, that icy certainty nestled in the pit of your stomach screaming that in a previous life, something horrific happened to you. It’s a dizziness that seizes you without warning, a shadow passing behind your eyes when you stare into the void—the phantom memory of a dark, almost demonic touch that still makes the hair on your arms stand on end. Your body holds this raw memory, this instinctive loathing for a horror you cannot yet name.

Now, listen to me closely and let me tell you what you really lived through. Let me take you back there, a long time ago, to one of your distant lives—one you have no conscious memory of, but whose invisible scars still mark your soul.

Together, we travel back through time to the thirteenth century, to the heart of a small Transylvanian village nestled between jagged peaks and impenetrable forests. It was a land where the very soil seemed soaked in ancient terror, a remote region where superstitions weren't mere stories, but truths capable of chilling the blood of the bravest men. The air was heavy, thick with the scent of damp earth and fear.

Every year, as autumn cast its gray veil over the valley, the food supplies the peasants had struggled to build up were systematically plundered, emptied by invisible hands. Desperate, the villagers exchanged shifty looks, blaming hideous monsters—foul spawn created by a malevolent being whose name alone was enough to silence children: Sărut. They said he was half-demon, half-sorcerer, an entity lurking in the shadows of caves. Though no one had ever laid eyes on these creatures or on Master Sărut himself, the certainty of his existence was anchored in every mind, fed by empty bellies and the darkness of misty nights.

In your own village, Sissy, the onset of the first cold winds didn't herald harvest festivities, but sheer dread. Granaries were guarded with a feverish paranoia, everyone fearing the inevitable famine that would decimate the elderly and the weak. Then, one morning, a peasant whose field bordered the woods came back screaming. He had unearthed a dark stone, a massive stele etched with unholy inscriptions.

The stone appeared to be a monument of devotion dedicated to Sărut. At the center of the slab was a hideous representation of what the elders identified as the demon’s mouth: a hollowed, gaping orifice, a throat of stone ready to swallow whatever was thrown inside. The runic characters, translated with terror by the village elder, were unmistakable. To appease Sărut’s wrath and safeguard the crops, a carnal tribute had to be offered. The body of a beautiful sissy was to be used relentlessly, broken by the labor, and every drop of dripping seed gathered from their limbs had to be poured into the statue’s gaping maw to seal the pact of protection.

It was for this very reason that one evening, as darkness fell over your modest home, your life was upended. You were alone, busy running your straw broom over the packed-earth floor, listening to the wood crackle in the hearth. Suddenly, the door burst into splinters.

"Catch him! Don't let him slip away!" barked a hoarse voice you recognized as the blacksmith's.

"Let me go! What do you want? What the fuck are you doing!" you screamed as you fought back, your heart hammering against your ribs.

Several men, their faces distorted by savage fervor and the fear of starving, lunged at you. Their rough hands clawed at your arms and shoulders, hoisting you off the floor like a piece of meat.

"Shut up, Sissy! It’s for the village’s salvation—for all of us! We don't have a choice. Sărut demands his due, and you’re the one paying the debt!"

"No! I'm begging you, let me go! You’ve lost your minds!"

They didn't listen. Dragged violently outside, you were hauled to the public square where the entire community waited in a dead, heavy silence. You were wearing a long black gown that clashed violently with the paleness of your skin. Under the flickering glare of torches and bonfires, your long red hair flared like a fire in the dead of night. The eyes fixed on you were greedy, stripped of any mercy. The cold metal of the chastity cage already clamped between your thighs reminded you with every step how powerless you were against the coming ritual.

An icy panic seized your gut as your eyes, wide with terror, scanned the crowd. In that square, bathed in flickering orange light, there wasn’t a single woman to show mercy, nor a sister to scream at the injustice. There was only a sea of men with features hardened by hunger and superstition—faces you knew, but no longer recognized. Your blood ran cold and your heart skipped a beat when you saw the pillory looming in the center of the clearing. It was a raw wooden structure, dark and weathered, waiting for you like a starving beast.

Without a word spoken, in a leaden silence broken only by the crackling flames, they dragged you toward the instrument of torment. Your hands were violently shoved into the side holes and your head was forced into the center notch. The wooden yoke snapped shut with a sharp, final click, trapping your flesh against the rough, pungent grain of the oak. They adjusted your position on a slightly raised bench that supported your chest, forcing you to arch your spine and offer your body to everyone’s gaze.

The horror of the situation hit you like a physical blow. In this degrading pose, your face and your ass were held at the perfect height—an obscene invitation meant to serve every one of the cocks belonging to the men who now formed a tight, greedy circle around you. The air grew thin, heavy with the scent of male sweat and the mounting, muffled lust rising from the crowd.

The Burgomaster, his expression grave and his eyes shifty, stepped slowly toward you. He placed a hand on the frame of the pillory, as if to apologize for the barbarism he was about to sanction.

"Forgive us, Sissy," he whispered, his voice barely trembling. "This is a terrible decision, but we have no other choice. The granaries are empty and the wolves are already howling. This is the only way to satisfy Sărut’s appetite and spare our families from the coming famine. Accept your fate for the good of the community."

While he spoke, two men set to work with ritual precision. One of them placed a large earthenware bowl just under your chin, where your lips quivered with terror. The second slipped behind you, unceremoniously shoving aside the folds of your black dress to wedge an identical vessel between your spread thighs, right beneath the opening of your metal cage.

The first man of the village then stepped forward, his calloused fingers unlacing the cord of his wool trousers with brutal haste. The garment fell to his ankles, and you found yourself face-to-face with a massive cock, already gorged with blood and throbbing, seemingly defying you from just inches away.

"C’mon, open that little sissy mouth wide and drain my fucking balls! I want your filthy spit and all my cum pouring into this bowl. I want it overflowing, you hear me? We aren’t wasting a single drop. This bowl and the one between your legs have to hold enough juice to fill the maw of that stone to the brim, so you’d better work hard if you want this to be over!"

The man grabbed your red hair with a brutal hand, twisting the strands around his fingers to jerk your face back. Under the pressure, you had no choice but to open your mouth, offering a gaping, defenseless passage to his eager cock. Without the slightest hesitation, he lunged into you, fucking your little sissy mouth with a violence that stole your breath. The thrusts were so blunt, so deep, that your pretty eyes quickly began to glaze over, drowning under a veil of tears and forced submission. The bastard was openly taking advantage of the situation. Under the sacred guise of a sacrifice for Sărut, he unleashed all his frustration and bestiality by pounding your throat, making sure you felt every inch of his manhood hitting the back of your gullet.

"Open wider, you little bitch! I want to feel your teeth part to make room for me! Don't scream, suck! It's for the village, Sissy, so do your job and don't waste a single drop of what's coming!"

While you were choking at the front, you suddenly felt the cold night air bite at the skin of your thighs. Someone had just hitched up your long black dress with feverish haste before ripping off your panties with a sharp tug. You shivered with shame and cold, but the sensation was short-lived. A warm, viscous, heavy liquid began to trickle slowly down the crack of your buttocks. You realized immediately what it was: oil. They were greasing your anatomy to prepare the ground, smoothing the way into what they now considered your sissy
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