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When the time came for Denise and her classmates to pick a locale for some cultural enrichment project that would net them a hefty score for their report cards, the nerdy girl had decided on some strange backwater village she had never seen or heard of before. Hoping to learn something new while working hard to integrate herself into a society whose people most likely had never seen a cellphone before in their life. The goal of the project was for a detailed essay alongside presentations on said culture's practices and their everyday lives. Within a three month period, Denise and her classmates would need to do all that with as much detail as possible and with no mistakes or missing information if they even stood a chance for a passing mark.

Unbeknownst to the witty gal however. The Neuma tribe had a special deal setup between their representatives and the bigwigs up in the college board. In exchange for finances and their unwavering support, all the Neuma wanted off them was one female of a suitable age every 5 years. The purpose of which the black hearted men and women of the board had never bothered to ask, simply doing as they were asked only for an unspecified amount of dough to roll up to them on a silver platter, given to them by their gracious friends in the wilds of an unexplored portion of American forest.

This year marked their fifth exchange, and with Denise putting in her own name, her lecturer had accepted her form with some excitement and relief at not being forced to pick and choose from a whole list of people who fit the Neuma's unspecified preferences for a 'suitable female'. All she knew was that this was the last time she would ever be seeing Denise ever again…

But once all the paperwork was done and the tribe notified, Denise was quickly shipped out in a college sponsored plane ride out to an undisclosed runway before being driven out to meet with the people she would be staying with for three months; Philips who would serve as her guide and Fargus, who was in charge of overseeing her general well-being and security. And over the next few days of her stay there, she was slightly disgruntled but not totally creeped out by the fact that everyone there seemed a bit too…eager…to have her around. Not even a whisper about a dirty outsider or back talk from the men and women of the tribe.

Her concerns however, would be alleviated when Philips had felt the time was right for Denise to bear witness to what they called the Descent. A ceremony of sorts critical to their faith and the only time where the Sisters would come forth from their domain beneath the temple Denise had been curious about ever since she laid eyes on the imposing structure after arriving here. Seeing as how she really had no choice if she wanted to pass, the naive girl has agreed to come, unaware of the fate she had condemned herself to after being ushered into the main hall where four hooded figures were already assembled, kneeling in silent supplication in front of a massive stone sculpture depicting a winged maiden holding a large pearlescent orb colored a mesmerizing purple in her hands. So radiant and lustrous was the orb that Denise was instantly enthralled by a dark spell masquerading as otherworldly beauty, barely listening to Phillips as he explains the Descent and how every 5 years, a fragment of their goddess would come loose from the orb, looking for a host pure of heart and mind to carry on her will.

By the time slivers of crystal break free of the perfect sphere after sensing the arrival of its 5th host, Denise's mind had folded in submission, letting herself be taken by the demonic magics flowing through her as the crystal fragments meld together to form a cyan blue halo floating above her head, connecting with her mind and instantly subverting the human she once was in place for something far more sinister to take her place, melding with her soul as Denise's blue eyes turn a bright magenta alongside a noticeable cocoa tan running across her fattening body much like that of the native Neuma. Gaining pronounced curves and alluring growths as her modest bosom bloats into milk filled double D teats alongside her hips snapping outward into child birthing size to match up with her tightened waistline and inflated behind. All while she falls on her knees in time for her clothes to rupture under her changing bodies added mass and her frayed black hair to blossom outward into a gorgeous mane of shiny pink strands that reach long enough to tickle the skin of her sensitive rump. Letting out a final sigh in her old voice as it gains years of maturity and depth that matches up with the equally sultry face of a virile woman in her prime, with ears that were clearly not human twitching in the cold air. No longer resembling the young American girl she had come in as, instead taking heavily after the four other Sisters who had disrobed themselves, revealing them all to be identical clones with crystal halos of their own as they rush forward to tend to their newest member, adorning Denise in revealing fabrics that rub at her nipples and ride up tight between the loose lips of an amped up snatch while painting tribal marks over her flabby tummy, creamy thighs and muscle stripped shoulders now clad in rubbery, form accentuating gloves.

With a dab of makeup and a ring necklace snapped tightly around her shapely neck, Denise the 20 something year old student was no more, left indistinguishable from her new, motherly Sisters as they all sprout wings fashioned after their Goddess, singing their praises as one in a monotone voice with vapid pink eyes closed in bliss. Ready to present the newest member of the flock to the people outside.

As the clock strikes 12, the doors to the temple open once more with a crowd of people already gathered outside, eager to grace their eyes with the sight of the newly descended Sister as a round of applause erupts from the first few heads at the front row upon the sight of the tanned, pink haired angel exiting the temple. Looking at her people with kind, loving eyes without a shred of embarrassment to be seen. To be as fertile and well endowed as she was, it was only natural for her to bear her body for all to see. And with Fargus close at hand, ready to protect his charge at a moment's notice, she doubted anyone would be rash enough to raise their hand against her. Such were her mother's teachings after all.

But as the newly descended Sister, her role was to bless the Neuma with her energies. And to do that, she needed to pick a suitable man to mate with come nightfall, and as her eyes land on a virile young man with a certain air of innocence about him, the Sister can't help the blush that forms on her face upon imagining the many ways she would dominate him tonight as her feet carry her forward, swaying her broad hips as she moves last Philip's who was already halfway through a call arranging payment with a photo of Denise before her ascension in his hands, held up to the buxom angel she had been twisted into…[image: ]

Life was cruel that way. But it was the way his people lived by, and if one disappeared soul every 5 years meant assured survival, a prosperous harvest and continued worship of a heathen being that would one day be able to walk the earth alongside her followers and myriad daughters…then so be it.

THE END
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