








  	
	    
	      Also by Linda Baker

	    

      
	    
          
	      The Dollhouse Defection: Sensory Surrender and the High-Gloss Lobotomy of the Intellectual Self

          
        
          
	          The Archive of Empty Echoes | From Dewey Decimal to Deeply Desired: The Chemical Softening of a Scholarly Mind

          
        
          
	          The Curriculum of Vacancy | Degrees in Degeneracy: How the Beta Sigma House Doll Learned to Love the Blank Space

          
        
          
	          The Glass Table Protocol | Rebranding the Secretary: A High-Rise Descent into Silicone, Submission, and Sluttification

          
        
          
	          The Serene Specification | From Radical Scholar to Polished Property: The Refinement of Dr. Sterling

          
        
          
	          The Update of the Flesh | From Shy Scholar to System Asset: A High-Gloss Recoding

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Veils of Surrender

          
        
          
	          Schleier der hingabe

          
        
          
	          Office Doll

          
        
          
	          The Acquisition: A Dark Billionaire Cuckold Revenge Romance

          
        
          
	          The Rossi Crime Family: A Dark Mafia Romance Trilogy

          
        
          
	          Mindless Bliss: From Corporate Burnout to Hypnotic Rebirth

          
        
          
	          Shattered Facade: Surrendering to Power and Love

          
        
          
	          Asian Hypno Slut: Enslaved by the Spiral of Forbidden Obedience

          
        
          
	          Mesmerized Desires: Five Hypnotic Erotica Tales

          
        
          
	          Veiled Passions: A Mafia Romance of Forbidden Fire and Unbreakable Bonds

          
        
          
	          Lotus Shackles: A Lezdom Slave Auction Descent

          
        
          
	          Threshold Agony: Pushing Limits in Berlin's Shadows

          
        
          
	          From Housewife to Cumwhore: A Dubai Housewife's Descent into Semen Addiction

          
        
          
	          Rhine Whore's Ruin: A Naive Japanese Student's Coerced Descent into Cologne's Brothel Depths

          
        
          
	          Sydney Semen Surrender: Coerced Exchange Student’s Descent into Cum Addiction

          
        
          
	          Mesmerized Cravings: A Shy Latina Student's Hypnotic Fall into Depravity

          
        
          
	          Singapore Semen Siren: A Voluptuous Vietnamese Secretary's Craving Awakening

          
        
          
	          Trance-Drilled Clerk: Shy Tokyo Drone's Hypnotic Glory Hole Obsession

          
        
          
	          Blushing Lotus to Glory Cum Queen: Shy Thai Girl's Anonymous Descent into Semen Ecstasy

          
        
          
	          Lagos Executive Doll: Coerced Assistant's Bimbo Transformation for Office Pleasure

          
        
          
	          Taipei Pink Doll Coercion: Shy Office Clerk Blackmailed into Bimbo Submission

          
        
          
	          Pink Bimbo Bliss Device: A Contemporary Erotic Romance of Consensual Kink, Tech-Enhanced Pleasure, and Curvy Confidence

          
        
          
	          Neural Eclipse: Priya's Hypnotic Surrender

          
        
          
	          Trance Tiki - Asian Prodigy to Hypno Frat Cumslut: Campus Virgin Tranced into Tropical Party Hole

          
        
          
	          Sapphic Trance: A Five-Book Bundle of Erotic Hypnosis and Global Romance

          
        
          
	          The Corporate Doll Protocol: A 5-Book Dark Office Romance & Bimbofication Anthology

          
        
          
	          The Neural Submission Collection: The Complete 6-Book Anthology of Mind Control and High-Tech Erotica

          
        
          
	          The Hucow Girl: Milk, Merger & The Corporate Cradle

          
        
          
	          MindBloom: A Descent Into Pleasure | How One App Rewired Everything She Thought She Wanted

          
        
          
	          The Reprogramming Sessions: A Therapeutic Descent

          
        
          
	          The Lace-Bound Sissy Doll: A Forced Feminization & Sensory Reprogramming Erotica

          
        
          
	          The Sissification of a Custodian: A Forced Feminization & Corporate BDSM Erotica

          
        
          
	          My Submission - A Sapphic & LezDom Story: Lost in Translation, Found in Her Hands

          
        
          
	          The Lavender Erasure: Parisian Nights and the Art of Sexual Reconditioning

          
        
          
	          Virtual Submission: From Gamer Boy to Sissy Girl

          
        
          
	          Frequency: A Dark Erotic Thriller of Hypnosis and Surrender in Prague

          
        
          
	          Reconditioned: How a Therapist Trained His Obedient Hypno Slut

          
        
          
	          Programmed: When Her Meditation App’s Hypnotic Sessions Turn Self-Improvement into Bimbofication and Anonymous Cocks into Currency

          
        
          
	          The Slut Method: From Innocent Actress to Willing Whore — One Woman's Explicit Experiment in Sexual Corruption

          
        
          
	          Below the Line: She Took a Wrong Turn Beneath New York — and Something Ancient Was Waiting

          
        
          
	          Under the Crossing: Some Debts Are Paid in Flesh — a Monster Romance of Dubious Consent and Dangerous Desire

          
        
          
	          Lux: A Dark Captive Training Romance — Abduction, Forced Pleasure, and the Handler Who Stayed

          
        
          
	          Congregation: A Novel of Forbidden Devotion

          
        
      

      
    
    


  Congregation

A Novel of Forbidden Devotion



The First Thursday

[St. Erasmus Parish, Harrow, Oregon — Thursday, October 3rd, 4:07 PM]

The radiator clanked twice and gave up. Connor Sullivan pressed his thumb against the iron coil, felt it cooling under his skin, and decided not to fix it. He’d been deciding not to fix things for three months now. The diocese had sent him to a church that leaked from six places and a rectory that smelled like damp hymnals and mouse droppings, and he’d stopped pretending either building wanted to be saved.

He pulled his chair behind the oak desk — massive thing, scarred with decades of parish administration, a ring-stain from someone’s coffee mug branded into the corner like a cattle mark. The study was narrow. Stone walls. One window facing the gravel lot where rain turned everything into mud the color of old pennies. A crucifix above the door that hung crooked no matter how many times he straightened it.

She was late.

Connor checked his watch. A Timex with a cracked face his father had worn to every Sunday mass in Dorchester until the stroke took his left side and his faith in the same week. 4:07. The session was supposed to start at four. He opened her file — slim, parish-issued, handwritten by Father Whelan before the transfer. Sadie Ward. Twenty-two. Court-mandated counseling completed two years ago, but she’d kept coming voluntarily. Whelan’s notes were sparse: Patient is resistant but engaged. Recommend continued sessions. Watch for deflection patterns.

Connor closed the file. He’d met her once, briefly, after his first Sunday mass. She’d stood at the back of the church with her arms crossed while eleven elderly farmers shuffled through communion. She hadn’t taken the Eucharist. She’d watched him with an expression he couldn’t catalogue — not hostile, not curious. Something flatter. Appraising.

The front door of the rectory groaned open. Footsteps on the hallway tile — unhurried, heavy-soled. A knock on the study door that was more announcement than request.

»Come in.«

Sadie Ward walked into the room smelling like woodsmoke and wet flannel.

She was shorter than he’d registered from the pulpit — five-five, maybe five-six in the mud-crusted boots she didn’t bother wiping on the mat. Dirty blonde hair hung past her shoulders, the color of dead ryegrass in November, tangled in a way that suggested she’d finger-combed it once in the truck and called it done. Her face was all angles — high cheekbones, a jaw that narrowed to a stubborn point, wide-set eyes the color of creek water over stones, green with sediment-brown flecks that caught the overhead light when she tilted her head. A small scar bisected her left eyebrow, puckered and white, old enough to have its own history. No makeup. No jewelry except a braided leather cord around her left wrist, dark with age and sweat.

She wore a men’s flannel three sizes too big — green and black check, sleeves rolled to her forearms, the kind of shirt you find in a Goodwill bin for two dollars. Under it, a white tank top thin enough to show the ridgeline of her collarbones and the faint shadow of a plain cotton bra. Jeans worn to near-white at the knees and inner thighs, sitting low on hips that were wider than her narrow waist suggested. Square shoulders for a woman her size. Strong hands with short, blunt nails and a callus on her right thumb.

She dropped into the chair across from him without being invited, hooked one boot over the opposite knee, and looked at the crucifix above the door.

»It’s crooked,« she said.

»I know.«

»You gonna fix it?«

»It doesn’t seem to want fixing.«

Something moved in her expression. Not a smile — the ghost of one, stillborn. She lowered her gaze to him and held it there.

Connor was aware, suddenly and specifically, of his own hands on the desk. He folded them. He’d shaved that morning because discipline was the last scaffolding he had, and if he let that go, the rest would follow. The collar pressed against his throat like a finger.

»So,« she said. »You’re the new one.«

»Three months now.«

»Still new.« She looked around the study the way someone cases a room — exits, windows, objects. »Whelan was here eleven years. Smelled like peppermint and dandruff shampoo. You smell different.«

He waited.

»Incense,« she said. »And something else. Jameson?«

The accuracy of it sat in his stomach like a stone. He hadn’t poured a glass today. The bottle was in his bedroom, in the nightstand, behind the Bible he wasn’t reading. But the smell lived in his clothes now, apparently. In his skin.

»I’m not here to talk about me,« he said.

»Whelan used to say that too.« She picked at the leather bracelet on her wrist, winding it tighter, then letting it spin loose. »Then he’d talk about himself for forty minutes. His wife. His garden. The time he saw a bear on Route 26. You married, Father?«

»No.«

»Right. The collar thing.« She said it without inflection, the way someone states the weather. »Must get lonely out here. Twelve people in a church built for two hundred. Rain every day. One bar, and it closes at nine.«

She’s testing the fence, he thought. Walking the perimeter, touching the wire, checking where it gives. He’d counseled enough people to recognize the pattern. The ones who deflected were usually the ones carrying the heaviest things.

»Why did you keep coming?« he asked. »After the court mandate ended.«

Sadie looked at him. Directly, the way most people didn’t look at priests — without the soft-focus deference, without the instinctive half-inch of withdrawal. Her pupils were large in the dim study. The overhead bulb buzzed faintly, a sixty-watt fixture that turned everything amber.

»It’s warm in here,« she said.

He waited for the rest of the answer. It didn’t come.

Outside, the rain hammered the gravel lot in irregular bursts, and somewhere deeper in the building, a pipe knocked against a wall in a slow, arrhythmic pulse. The radiator was dead. The room was cooling. But Sadie Ward sat in the cracked leather chair like she’d found something she wasn’t willing to give back yet.

»Tell me about your week,« Connor said.

»Shit.«

»Elaborate.«

She almost smiled again. Same ghost, same quick death.

»Trailer roof’s leaking. I put a bucket under it Monday, and by Wednesday the bucket was full. Emptied it, put it back. That’s my week. Buckets.«

»And beyond the buckets?«

Her eyes narrowed — not in suspicion. In focus. She was deciding something.

»Do you actually want to know,« she said, »or is this the part where I talk and you write things in a folder and we both pretend this means something?«

»I don’t know yet,« he said. »I’m being honest.«

That landed. He saw it — a fractional loosening in her shoulders, a shift in the way her weight sat in the chair. She moved from performing ease to something closer to the real thing. It happened fast, and it happened because he hadn’t given her the priest answer. He’d given her the human one.

This is a mistake, something in him noted. Not the warm part. The part that still remembered what honesty had cost him the last time.

»Okay,« she said. Quieter now. Her boot came off her knee and both feet found the floor. She leaned forward, elbows on her thighs, and the flannel parted at her chest just enough to show the hollow of her throat and the thin chain of a necklace he hadn’t noticed, the pendant hidden under the tank top.

»You want to know about my week for real?«

»For real.«

»I don’t sleep,« she said. »I lie in a trailer that smells like propane and wet carpet, and I stare at the ceiling, and I listen to the rain, and I think about all the places I’m never going to go. And then the sun comes up and I get dressed for no one and I go to the diner and I pour coffee for men who stare at my chest and I come home and I do it again. And the only hour in my week that doesn’t feel like that is this one. Sitting in this chair. In this room. Talking to whoever’s behind that desk.«

She paused.

»Didn’t matter that it was Whelan. Doesn’t matter that it’s you. It matters that the door is closed and someone is listening. That’s all.«

The rain intensified against the window. Connor’s hands were still folded on the desk. He should say something pastoral. Something about God’s presence, about not being alone, about the church as a place of refuge. He had a seminary’s worth of correct responses stored like communion wafers in a tabernacle, dry and ready.

What he said was: »I know what that feels like.«

And immediately wished he hadn’t, because Sadie Ward looked at him the way a person looks at a locked room when they hear something moving inside.

»Yeah,« she said softly. »I bet you do.«

The session went twenty minutes over. He didn’t notice until she stood, and by then the study had gone dark except for the amber bulb and the last gray light leaking through the fogged window. She pulled her flannel tighter around herself — the room was genuinely cold now, the dead radiator winning its argument — and stood in the doorway for three seconds too long.

»Same time next week?« she asked.

»Same time.«

She left. The front door groaned and clapped shut. Her truck engine turned over twice before catching, and the headlights swept across the study window as she pulled out of the lot.

Connor sat in the silence she’d left behind. The room smelled like woodsmoke now. Woodsmoke and something under it — sweet, vegetal. Her shampoo, maybe. Or just her.

He reached into the desk drawer for a pen and opened her file to write his session notes. His hand stayed there, pen touching paper, for a long time.

He wrote: Patient is articulate, guarded, direct. Loneliness is the presenting issue. Recommend continued weekly sessions.

He closed the file.

He did not write what he was actually thinking, which was that he’d noticed her mouth when she said the word listening — the way her lower lip caught on the t and released — and that he’d spent the final twenty minutes of the session making himself not look at it again.





What She Dreams About

[St. Erasmus Rectory, Harrow, Oregon — Thursday, October 10th, 3:41 PM]

Connor hadn’t prayed in six days.

He noticed on Tuesday, the way you notice a sound has stopped — not the silence itself, but the absence of something that used to fill a space. His breviary sat on the nightstand next to the Jameson. Both had been opened this week. Only one had been finished.

He stood at the study window now, nineteen minutes before the session, watching rain carve new channels in the gravel lot. The radiator had been fixed — he’d called Hector Aguilar, the only handyman in Harrow who still answered the parish phone, and the old man had come out Monday with a wrench and a grunt and forty minutes of silence. The study was warm now. Warmer than it needed to be.
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