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Chapter 1 - Sasha’s Secret

Sasha was terrified.

Her friend, her confidant, her anchor in the storm of doubt - Bianca - had become something unrecognizable. The girl who once whispered earnest prayers about divine salvation and the sanctity of the nunnery now moaned and squirmed under the touch of Inquisitor Gall. Her breasts had swollen into massive pink cow udders, and the expression on her face was a twisted mix of pain and ecstasy. Sasha’s stomach churned as she watched the obscene ritual unfold, the room thick with the scent of milk and sweat.

Bianca’s eyes rolled back as Gall’s skilled hands manipulated her sensitive teats. Her moans grew louder, her body arching as the first jet of milk shot into his hungry mouth. Sasha’s horror grew with each squirt. Her mind raced to understand how her very Christian friend could find pleasure in such a degrading act. Yet, there it was - the unmistakable look of bliss etched into every line of her face, and the quiver of her body as each orgasm took hold.

Gall looked up at Sasha, his expression one of smug satisfaction. He knew she was watching, knew the conflict raging within her. He had promised to break her, to show her the truth of the Church of Dominion, and this was his opening gambit.

The sound of chains rattling brought Sasha back to reality as Gall stepped away from the dais. His cock glistened with the remnants of Bianca’s pleasure. He approached, eyes dark with lust and power. “Your turn,” he said, his voice low and gravelly. “Are you prepared to give your oath?”

Sasha spat at his feet. “I’ll never give anything to the likes of you!”

“You will.” He said with supreme confidence. “You’ll find I have the patience of a saint when converting those to the Lord’s grace. Between Bianca and myself, we will break you. Of this there is no question.”

His confidence shook Sasha. And though her mind rebelled, her core had other thoughts. Gall was tall, handsome, strong, dark, mysterious, and unmistakably cruel. He was the type the old Bianca would’ve told her to stay away from – exactly the type of advice she would’ve normally ignored. Watching him rail her best friend, and with such graphic detail, stirred something undeniable in her. Despite her cow-like transformation, seeing them both so willing was, well. Hot.

She would never admit that to Bianca, even before all this happened with the cult. Bianca was, or at least had been, hardcore Catholic. Knowing her best friend had feelings for her would’ve made it awkward at best. Especially since Bianca was so close. She had seen her change before, seen her step out of the shower in just a towel, and had seen her in her tunic when she was considering becoming a nun.

She could never say it, but she had fantasized about that a lot. About Bianca wearing those robes with nothing underneath. About doing naughty things under the holiest of clothing. Changing her ‘good girl’ Christian friend into one that craved her sinful touch and the feeling of a woman.

Sasha wasn’t gay. All her (failed) relationships had been with men. She liked men, but also, she was tired of denying who she was. Denying her feelings for the hot-as-fuck nun with unreal, perfect tits. Sasha had a large chest too, certainly the largest in her class, and enough to make even the most pious boys do a double-take. But Bianca’s looked like an actual model from god’s classiest magazines.

She didn’t know Bianca’s cup size, but Sasha could barely fit into DD+ cups, and Bianca’s put her open breasts to shame.

All this to say, as she stared at Bianca’s spent, sweaty form painting on the ground, she wasn’t having the holiest of thoughts.

Bianca’s breasts were even larger now, both from her partial transformation and from apparently being pregnant. Sasha knew that their capture had occurred less than a week ago, and yet, Bianca was showing. It made no sense, just like seeing her friend with the udders of a cow made no sense. It didn’t fit in her mind. And yet, she couldn’t remove it from her mind either. Bianca, with those perfect tits, made even larger through her transformation.

Sasha wondered what the tip of Bianca’s udder would taste like.


Chapter 2 - Sasha’s Oath

Sasha refused to give in.

Day after day, she watched as the girl she had once shared confessions and prayers with was milked. Used by the Church of Dominion. She saw Bianca’s large, pink udders squeezed and pulled, and how her body writhed in pleasure. It was a constant reminder of the fate that awaited her if she just gave in. Yet, Sasha’s resolve remained unshaken. She would never become one of these mindless creatures! No matter how tempting the sweet whispers of acceptance and pleasure sounded. No matter what Bianca said.

But Bianca was loud .

And Bianca hasn’t always been loud. She was a rather quiet and soft-spoken girl, or at least she has been. Now, with her cell next to Bianca’s, she heard in perfect and inescapable clarity, just how loud she could be.

Sasha always figured Bianca would be the type to cum quietly. Maybe squeeze her eyes shut and clutch the comforter, making cute little faces as she squirmed. Christians were always the type to cum quietly. Probably a trait to hide their sinful ministrations from the Lord.

But Bianca wasn’t quiet anymore. Sasha didn’t know she could make those sounds until she was exposed to them, two to three times a day. It was a mix of desperation, pain, surprise, and sublime pleasure.

Sasha tried not to listen. She tried not to fantasize about what was happening just one cell over. She tried not to fixate on Bianca’s whimpered begging that turned into pleased, throaty moans. How she used the Lord’s name over and over. Palm against ass reverberating against the stone. The wet ‘slick’, ‘slick’, of the lewdest acts ever performed in a church just one wall and a scant few feet away.

She could hear when Bianca was orgasming too. Most were loud - Gall tended to do that, forcing those low, guttural sounds out of the poor girl - but not all. Sasha could swear she could sense Bianca’s quiet ones, when everything would fade away and the breath got sucked out of her lungs. That was how she had always imagined it when she thought of her best friend cumming.

Though she hated it, that thought took her to the breaking point.

The walls of the cell were cold and unforgiving. They had nothing but straw to lie on, and it did little to cushion the hard ground. But Sasha found that she liked the stiffness, liked the way it ground into her back. It was cold, it hurt, and it sucked. It took her away from the pleasure happening next door, and from her own treacherous privates.

She tried not to listen. But, as the days continued she found herself craving the sounds of her friend’s pleasure. She felt guilty for it, but she couldn’t deny that it made her wet. And she had no one to confess these thoughts to now, except the devil that had turned her friend into such a creature.

“Are you ready to give your Oath?”

Sasha denied him every time. Vehemently. Sometimes she cursed him, sometimes she spat, but each time he would merely chuckle and remind her that she would break.

It was just a matter of time.

This time, Gall came to visit right after he had fucked Bianca to an inch of her life. Sasha had heard it all. Gall was still undressed, his rod coated in Bianca’s fluids.

He found Sasha there, knuckle-deep into herself as she furiously humped her own hand, trying to find some sense of relief from her arousal.

Gall grinned at her pathetic display.

Sasha flushed at his approach, but it was too late. Not only could she not hide her shameful actions, he had come at just the wrong time. She tried to fight it, but her body had been denied so long that the battle was already lost. Gall grinned as he watched her cum on herself, spraying a bit of fluid against her own fingers and onto the straw below.

“Such debauchery, in the house of the Lord.” He boomed, shaking his head in mock surprise.

Then, he unlocked her cell.

Sasha scurried back, shielding herself and her sopping-wet hole from the psychopath. He had never actually touched her - other than stuffing her into the cell, of course - which Sasha considered a blessing and a curse. He had been so rough with Bianca, especially when he was possessed by that…thing.

And as sassy as Sasha could be, she generally preferred a softer touch in the bedroom. Something that seemed antithetical to the monster that stood nude before her.

What was he going to do to her?

Sasha hated how her body reacted to seeing his stiffness in front of her. She had cum a little earlier, just as Gall had interrupted her, but it wasn’t nearly enough to satisfy.

She wanted this man gone. Locked away. Put in a dark box somewhere just as she had been, where he couldn’t hurt anyone else.

She wanted him between her legs, splitting her apart with that massive cock. To feel Bianca’s wetness as lube as Gall fucked her just as hard as he had fucked her best friend.

Sasha wanted Gall to use her like that. To such and pull on her tits just like he yanked on Bianca’s newly minted udders. Sasha didn’t want to fight anymore. She just wanted to be milked and bred, and to experience the intense, blissful relief her friend experienced.

“Are you prepared to give your Oath?”

Sasha tried to refuse, but she had nothing left. Her body needed this. She needed this.

“Can…can she be here?” Sasha asked pitifully.

Gall stared down at her like a wrathful king. “What did you say?”

“Can, can Bianca be here too?”

Gall smiled his terrible, catlike smile. “Oh yes. You are meant to serve her, after all. She will carry our Lord from her womb into this realm, and you will help her. It is only right that she be with you now, to witness your Oath to the Lord.”

He disappeared, leaving Sasha’s cell unlocked. Before the mostly nude girl had time to even think about formulating a plan, Bianca was there.

She looked exhausted and spent, covered in sweat and bruises, especially around her swollen udders. She grinned up at Sasha with a dreamy, loving expression.

“Are you ready?” Bianca asked delicately.

Sasha nodded, tears stinging her eyes. Bianca, gentle as always, took off her tattered brown robe.

“Say the words,” Gall demanded.

“I swear to serve you and the Lord in all things. For whatever path is asked of me.”

“Do you know what this entails?” Gall challenged. “What will you become?”

Sasha nodded, gesturing to Bianca’s udders. Bianca smiled and rubbed them lovingly.

Gall nodded. “Once your ritual is complete-”

“It’s okay. I will bear Witness.” Bianca offered in a whisper. “We can do it here.”

Gall looked surprised, but then nodded. Sasha wilted under the man’s intense gaze. She didn’t know exactly what Bianca meant, but she could hazard a guess.

“Kneel,” Gall ordered.

Sasha knelt.

Bianca tittered as Gall huffed a frustrated breath. “Towards the North, so you would face the altar, stupid girl.”

There was no altar in the room. Sasha looked at Gall helplessly. Gall grabbed her shins, hoisting and twisting her around until she faced away from him towards the stone wall.

Then, he was on top of her. She felt the heat of his cock press against her wet, sticky folds. She gasped, both from the sudden action and from the deep feeling welling up inside her.

She knew this was North now. She could feel it. She could sense it, just like she could sense the altar through the stonework. She could almost see it, twisted and black and shimmering, ever-changing, and impossible to pinpoint.

“Are you ready for His gift?” Gall demanded in a husky whisper. Sasha tensed, but Bianca was right there at her side offering her a hand. Sasha gripped it like a lifeline as Inquisitor Gall slid inside her.

Sasha squealed. He was enormous, far larger than any boy or toy she had taken in the past. He filled up every inch of her, stretching her to her limits.

Even with as wet as she was, and with Bianca’s wetness to help, he hurt. And Gall did not know how to be accommodating or gentle.

He treated her like he treated all his cattle - brutally. After savoring the feeling of hilting a brand new initiate, he began slamming into her with force. Sasha had to shield her head just to prevent her head bashing into the stone. It was still a close thing, with the force he exerted with each thrust.

The stone in front of her seemed to move and shift, and through it, she could see a world beyond. Of towering black skyscrapers so tall they curved back down to the red earth. She could barely see it as pain shifted into something more as Gall continued thrust after thrust, as if trying to pierce her womb with his cock. Her vision grew foggy as she felt Gall change and shift behind her, becoming something more than man.

She felt something against her lips then. Something cold and foreign, yet strangely hot and pleasant. The sensation cascaded past her folds and to her clit, where she had the strangest feeling. Like she was being pinched, licked, and sucked on all at the same time.

The pain of Gall’s forced intrusion mixed with the undeniable pleasure of the strange, new, sensation. Pain mixed with pleasure as the vision of the altar in the stone made her see double. It felt almost like a headache but reversed. Pulses of pleasure radiated down her skull and spine just as waves of chilling heat lapped at her clit. Her walls contacted Gall’s cock of their own accord, squeezing and spasming as her body prepared itself for another orgasm.

It was all too much. Sasha felt like she was going half-mad. And yet, Bianca was there, holding her hand and stroking her hair.

“This is a gift from the Lord,” Bianca explained, running a hand down Sasha’s cheek. “You must love it as you love yourself, and give yourself to him completely. Only then will you find yourself transformed and reborn through Him.”

Sasha tried to listen, but the pulsive waves of pain and pleasure threatened to overtake her reason. Her hand tightened around Bianca’s as her body started to seize up. She couldn’t take her eyes off Bianca’s bare, pink tits, each almost a finger length long.

“Do you want a taste?” Bianca smiled.

Then, the nun scooted forward and put an inch of those tits right in her mouth.

It was too much. As soon as the creamy taste hit her tongue, she climaxed hard against Gall’s cock. The strange hot/cold sensation intensified, squeezing and coiling around her clitoris like a living thing. Sasha let out a high-pitched whine, something that sounded alien to her ears. Sasha had always prided herself on her own control and agency, and being utterly denied of it now confused and aroused her more than she ever felt possible.

“Harder,” Gall demanded. Sasha barely heard the order as her mind went blank with the pain and pleasure of orgasmic bliss.

Bianca took control, helping Sasha back up to her knees and forearms. Gall still forced his way inside her, but taking him doggy-style was much, much harder. He felt even bigger, like he was trying to pound her into the ground itself with each jackhammer of a thrust.

Bianca began slowly milking herself into Sasha’s open, drooling mouth. She found herself swallowing every drop not of conscious control, but due to the sweet, almost intoxicating taste.

Sasha felt her arms and legs wobbling with the effort to remain upright against Gall’s onslaught. She wasn’t sure she could cum again - she wasn’t the type of girl that usually came with a partner - and two was already pushing it. Her clit hurt. It felt extremely sensitive, almost like it had been mildly burned or even had a touch of frostbite. Her poor pussy was raw and bruised with the force of Gall’s repeated impacts.

Sasha moaned low, her pleasure no longer able to mask the pain of this experience.

“One more.” Bianca urged, gripping her hand tight. “Then you can be a part of our herd. You can be with me forever.”

Sasha felt tears running down her face. Bianca kissed them away, then slowly ran her tongue across Sasha’s lips. Bianca’s other hand found Sasha’s tits, which were now almost twice the length they had been before. Sasha could feel the difference, but in the moment couldn’t piece together what exactly was happening.

Bianca pinched, pulled, and massaged Sasha’s poor, neglected tits. Sasha moaned, and Bianca brought Sasha’s lips to her own and forced the moan into her own mouth.

“There!” Gall roared as Bianca began to climax for a third time, her walls squeezing so hard she thought she might push him out altogether. Sasha could no longer tell if it was sobs or moans exiting her throat.

“Cum! Cum right now, Sasha!” Bianca urged. Gall’s dick pulsed, hardening just slightly more as his orgasm neared. Sasha could feel his cock twitch inside of her, ready to erupt.

And then, he did.

Wave after wave of hot, sticky seed shot into Sasha, filling her to the brim. Gall’s grip tightened around her waist, his thrusts becoming erratic as he emptied himself into her. Sasha’s body responded in kind, her muscles clenching around him, drawing every last drop from his swollen member. The pleasure was intense. Overwhelming. She couldn’t help but let out a scream that echoed through the chamber. She couldn’t recall feeling the exact moment her body had changed, but she now felt a whip-like tail right above her ass. It currently thrashed back and forth as her body convulsed. Bianca pulled at Sasha’s tits, and a small but steady stream of milk began to leak out of her. At the same time, fluid began to spurt out of her pussy, drenching Gall’s cock.

Sasha was in ecstasy. She couldn’t think of anything, even her name. Drool leaked out of the side of her mouth as the transformation continued, and tiny horns emerged from her skull. Black and white fur rippled down her chest and arms. Her screams and moans changed into something that better resembled a low-pitched grown, almost a ‘moo’.

Gall wrenched his cock free, his semen spilling out of Sasha’s pussy in a runny waterfall.

“Did the change occur?” Gall asked. Normally he could tell such things at a glance, but cumming twice combined with Sasha’s extremely tight hole had robbed him of his senses.

“Yes. I bore witness,” Bianca said dutifully.

Gall’s cruel smile returned. “All things are as they should be. I love breaking in new cows.” He smacked Sasha’s ass hard with an open palm, causing her to yelp. “The transformation will fade, but with each ritual, the effects will become stronger and more pronounced. Soon, they will become a permanent part of you.”

“It’s wonderful,” Bianca encouraged.

“Well, no one is like you,” Gall admitted, ruffling Bianca’s hair and feeling the small nubs within. “You are special, child. You were chosen to carry Him, while this one is only good for seeing the final ritual through.”

“That’s still an important job.” Bianca knelt by her friend, who was still trying to recover from that final, massive orgasm. “And I need her to do that job. She’s the only one I can trust completely. Other than you and the Lord, of course.”

“Of course,” Gall answered with a nod. “I’m pleased that your companion broke so quickly. I know not the day our Lord shall make an appearance, but we have much to do before then. Bianca, come with me.”

And just like that, the two left.

Sasha lay there in the damp straw. She was covered in sweat, cum, milk, and other fluids. Her mind felt like it was in a haze. It was nice there, blissful and free. The only other thing she felt was a notable, throbbing pain against her backside and her pussy. It wasn’t bad though, especially not compared to the bliss. She wasn’t sure she could walk, but even if she could, where would she go?

Sasha’s unfocused eyes slowly fell to the iron-barred door of her cage, which was currently unlocked and open.


Chapter 3 - Secrets Revealed

Sasha managed to leave her cell.

It had taken more than an hour to regain her strength, and even now she felt terribly weakened. Her legs also refused to cooperate, giving her a bowlegged waddle as she clung to the wall for support.

“Bianca?” She attempted, her voice coming out like a hoarse whisper after all her screaming earlier. She tried calling out again, then again.

No answer.

Undeterred, Sasha continued. She walked brazenly past other girls in their cells, some begging and pleading for escape, and others looking sedated or blissed out of their minds.

She didn’t try to help them. She wasn’t even trying to help herself. Honestly, Sasha wasn’t totally clear on what she was doing.

A part of her mind screamed that she should be trying to escape, but escape from…what? Her friend was here, and her Master was here. Soon she would be properly introduced to her herd, which was also here. Why would she need to go anywhere else?

Still, she felt compelled to walk. To explore. Maybe she just wanted to look around, she reasoned, and get a handle on her new space.

She liked her cell, but even in her vague, dissociative state, she felt like it could use a few upgrades. A shower maybe, and a bed. Maybe a few leather restraints to lock her in place for breeding time. She really did bonk her head on that wall one too many times.

The memory of the altar, that thing in the stone, called to her.

She faced north. She could just do that now; she had an instinctual, perfect knowledge of where that Altar was. She wondered if Inquisitor Gall or Bianca had it as well.

She wondered what would happen if she got closer to that altar.

With a glazed look and an almost zombie-like gait, Sasha staggered up and down the hall trying to get closer to that strange, otherworldly artifact. And yet, she only knew only the most direct path towards it. It didn’t guide her down hallways or stairs; in fact, the first thing it did was suggest she go through the wall.

It took some time for the transformation to fade somewhat and for Sasha’s faculties to return. She realized the altar was beneath her and she would need to go downstairs to find it.

As she took the stairs, she wondered how long exactly she had wandered back and forth, trying to get to an area she couldn’t quite see. Had it just been a few minutes? An hour? Longer?

It felt like it had been a while. Long enough for her to be able to walk normally at least, though the pain in her core lingered after what Gall had put her through.

She got off on the first floor, or at least what she assumed was the first floor. It wasn’t like the building lacked windows; in fact, there were barred windows just about everywhere. The problem was, they didn’t make sense.

On one floor it was night, or perhaps just extreme overcast. But on the next floor, it was a bright, clear sunny day, perhaps around dawn. Then the next, it was raining, and it was clearly night again.

It made her feel sick in a way she couldn’t express. But not nearly as much as when she saw the second sun out the next window.

It was red. Smaller than our sun. But it was definitely there, hovering in the sky as if everything she knew about the heavens was woefully and laughably wrong. She stared at it, blinking and expecting it to disappear.

It did not.

“Hey! Why are you out of your cell?” A harsh voice barked from behind her. Sasha turned slowly, finding it difficult to tear her eyes away from the impossible sight.

What did it mean? Was she still on Earth? Or was this all in her head?

“There’s… there’s another sun,” Sasha offered, stupefied.

“It’s a reflection, you stupid slut,” The guard snarled, gripping her wrist hard and forcing her back up the stairs.

“No,” she said, not in an argumentative way, just trying to show him the truth, “no matter how it’s viewed through the glass, it remains.”

“It’s not a reflection in the glass, it’s a reflection in one of the skies.”

One of the skies?  Now Sasha felt like she had even more questions. But before she could even ask, the man began pulling her up the stairs. Pain radiated down her arm, though it didn’t hurt like it should. The bliss radiating from her mind, body, and soul blocked much of what would normally be an extremely unpleasant experience. It turned the agony into a type of strange, detached curiosity.

“Where are we going?” Sasha heard herself ask. “This is away from the altar.”

“We’re not going to the altar, you braindead whore! You’re going back to your cell, where I’m cuffing you to the bed where you can’t escape!”

He raised his arm in preparation to backhand her. “Then, I’m going to-”

His threat was interrupted by a steel vice of a grip that stopped the violent motion before it could start. The man looked startled, then furious, then terrified as he realized who had grabbed him.

Inquisitor Gall.

“What is happening here?” Gall asked in a neutral tone.

“I caught this one trying to escape, your holiness!” The man quickly stated. Notably, Gall had not released the man’s arm.

“Is that right?” Gall asked. He took a step forward, causing the man to hiss in pain as he was forced to contort his body to avoid breaking the arm. “Sasha, dear, were you trying to escape?”

Thoughts still felt a bit hazy, but she shook her head. “No, I don’t think so, Master. I was trying to find the altar.”

“The one I told you to face earlier?”

She nodded. “I can feel it, tugging me. Calling me. But I got distracted by the window.”

She pointed at the second, red sun, hovering impossibly in the sky.

Gall grinned, as if a child were asking why the sky was blue. “You were curious? Curious about the sun and the altar?”

“Yes, Master.”

Gall turned to Sasha. The man’s wrist followed, causing Gall to fracture the man’s ulna and radius, the two bones in the forearm responsible for twisting one’s wrist. The man bit back a cry of pain, now totally at the mercy of the towering Inquisitor.

“Sasha, would you like to know why there are two suns? And why the weather seems so erratic floor to floor?”

“And the changing from day to night,” She nodded.

“That’s true. You’re still quite astute.” Gall tilted his head towards her in something resembling respect. The man tried to squirm away, but there was no use. Gall’s grip was like his faith - indefatigable, indestructible, and relentless. “Come, let us visit the altar and I will explain.”

The two walked down the stairs, followed close behind by the man who was now dragged by the wrist. His fracture had now aggravated into a break, and he was trying very hard not to whimper in agony. He thought, in the quiet recesses of his mind, that there was a chance that Gall would forget he was there if he just remained silent.

He was wrong.

“Have you ever had a dream,” the Inquisitor began, “that was so real when you woke up you could not distinguish the dream from reality? A dream so strong that perhaps it drove you to tears as you recognized that life, that experience, was nothing but a mirage?”

Sasha nodded. She wasn’t one to strive for a family, a husband, or children. She had been focused on her career, enjoying the single life and the pleasure it offered.

And yet, there was once such a dream. She had been a mother. A mother to a beautiful baby girl with thick locks of curly, dark hair. She could remember her daughter’s face, the wrinkles her eyes made when she laughed, and the color of her sea-foam eyes. She remembered feeling exhausted. Perhaps after the birth? And the relief and extreme gratitude she felt for her husband, who was always there. He was kind, reliable, and so much more than she deserved. She loved him and their daughter with all her heart.

Then, she woke up. Tears had come unbidden as she had tried to make sense of the life she had lost, of her daughter, and of the man she had loved. Her bed was repulsive, cold, and empty. Her one-bedroom apartment was nothing like the warm, cozy home of the dream.

It was almost like she had woken up wrong, or perhaps reversed. Like her life was the nightmare, and the dream was calm relief where the man of her dreams resided. His calming whispers would reassure her that she had simply had another nightmare, but that she was okay now. Her daughter would be concerned for her mama, but just for a moment. Then she would giggle that cute, babbling laugh that sparked so much joy in her heart.

But it has all been a dream.

It had been a Tuesday. Just another workday. She was forced to dress, put on makeup, and wear her usual jovial mask at her job. As if everything was okay.

As if she hadn’t just lost everything.

Sasha realized she was crying.

Gall looked at her face with satisfaction. “Good. I see you have crossed that veil at least once. Human scientists occasionally describe the act of dreaming in a clinical, detached way. Saying foolishness about ‘clearing chemicals’ and retaining memories. As if the secrets of the mind were so simple.” He laughed a dark, cruel laugh. “No. The realm of dreams is a very real thing, Sasha. And there are far more than one.”

At last, the trio reached the ground floor. Despite himself, the man heard his own blubbering voice begging to be freed. His wrist was turning an unhealthy bluish-black, and he could feel the bone about to break through the skin.

“How have you sinned against me?” Gall asked, turning to look at the man.

“I didn’t mean any disrespect!” The man managed through teeth clenched in pain.

“That wasn’t what I asked. I asked the nature of your sin.”

“I don’t understand!” The man choked back a sob. “Please, Master Inquisitor, I’m truly sorry! I’ll atone in whatever way you require! Please just free me!”

“Forgiveness cannot be earned if you do not know your crime.” Gall shook his head. “You told me she was trying to escape.”

“She was, your holiness! She had escaped from her cell-”

“Tell me, how many of our flock have escaped from the Church of Dominion?”

The man hesitated. His face had long since gone pale, and a sheen of sweat covered his shaking form.

“None, sir,” He admitted, blinking back tears from the torturous grip of the Inquisitor.

“How many have escaped their cells before?”

“None, sir,” The man stuttered, feeling like a rat caught in a trap. He could feel the bar slowly but inexorably moving forward.

“Do you think it was a fluke or an accident that this one was allowed to roam our halls? Do you think that I made a mistake?”

“I’m sorry for questioning you!” The man choked. “Please sir, please let me keep my hand!”

“You need it for the Final Ritual to bring our God into His mortal form. For that, I will allow you to keep your hand.”

“Thank you sir, thank you,” The man blubbered as Gall released his vice-like grip ever so slightly.

“However, you must remember that lies or half-truths told to me are akin to lying to the Lord. A grievous, terrible Sin.” Gall spoke, dragging him forward towards the door. The man shrieked in surprise as the Inquisitor forced his hands through the sight vertical slit where the hinge resided.

“Oh god, oh god!” The man cried, already knowing what was about to happen.

“I need your hands, Clarence. But I don’t need them whole.” The Inquisitor purred with a sardonic, almost sexual satisfaction. He closed the door slowly, pinching the man’s fingers through the crack. The man screamed, though it wasn’t due to the pain.

Not yet.

“Forgiveness comes through confession. Recognition of your sin, and the actions to atone to the best of your ability. I will grant you atonement through pain.”

And then, the monster in human flesh closed the door. And locked it.

Sasha could hear the screams as if she was standing right next to the man instead of through the door. She tried not to stare at the reddening sausage-like protrusions that still lingered in the crack in the door. The crushed things that, from a certain angle, still somewhat resembled fingers.

“Dreamscapes,” The Inquisitor continued, as if his display of extreme violence hadn’t occurred. “Different layers of reality, folding, intertwining, and existing at such a level in which we are, at least, subconsciously aware. These realities can be accessed due to the gifts our Lord has bestowed onto us. But these segments of half-fiction pale when witnessing the greatest of them all; a city blessed with but an infinitesimal fraction of our Lord. A mere tendril of his influence, so that we may hear and understand him. A sacred city called Carcosa.”

The name sent shivers of hot and cold down her back and brought a degree of lucidity to her mind. She hasn’t been scared before, or even concerned about the man that Gall had so ruthlessly maimed. Now she felt just an ounce of those emotions - fear, horror, and confusion - along with an alien sort of revulsion at the name.

“The twin suns…?” She asked, her mouth going dry.

“Did Clarence tell you they were fictitious?” Gall wondered, leading her unerringly through a maze of hallways and corridors. “They are real, but only reflections in the skies of R’lyeh. Few see its skies, as the city rests in an underwater tomb, guarded by worshippers of ancient and terrible secrets. But the twin suns are not of R’lyeh. They are of Carcosa.”

Suddenly they were by the altar. They hadn’t walked here, not all the way. It was as if they had teleported, or perhaps as if Sasha had lost time. She had a vague feeling that Gall had continued talking, but that she had missed a large portion of his explanation. He looked at her expectantly. His sardonic, victorious smile made her shudder even worse than the strange, hot/cold sensation she had experienced.

“Why…why are there two?” She mumbled. Had she already asked the question? Her mind felt different than before, murky and clouded.

“Because, my dear, the strange twisting moons have yet to rise, and we must wait to be graced with the third sun, the black star. Only under its shadows may the Final Ritual be performed.”

Sasha felt tears roll down her face as a terrible dread fell over her heart. Not because she didn’t understand what he was saying, but because she did. Or at least, she was beginning to.

“The skyscrapers that bend and touch the red sands…” She murmured, starting to feel crushed by the oppressive doom that began to weaken her and draw her to the earth.

“Yes. Under their shadows and guidance, we will perform our Last Rite,” Gall confirmed. He caught her before she could fall, and wiped her eyes. “Save your tears, my beloved, sacrificial cow. We will need them for what is to come.”

The altar shone before her. She couldn’t make out the shape or color. It was like trying to see through one’s own eyelids. It wasn’t that the altar changed or shifted; it was a constant and terrible thing that ate at her sanity as it churned while remaining perfectly in place.

“Are we going mad?” Sasha asked quietly, a sob of horror in her throat.

“Many people have called me mad,” Gall said evenly, starting at the altar with something like love in his sick, cruel eyes. “They said what I was attempting was impossible. But, my dear precious heifer, through the Lord, anything is possible.”

Gravity was too intense, and it felt like the room was spinning. Before Sasha passed out entirely, Gall’s terrible, rumbling laugh was the last thing she heard.


Chapter 4 - The Final Ritual

“Bianca. It is time.”

Bianca smiled up at Gall. She could tell when he was about to visit from how wet her loins had become. There was a bond between them now, not born of kidnapper and victim, Stockholm Syndrome, or lovers. It went deeper than the one-sided watered-down relationship she had with her old Catholic god too. This was primal, a knowledge that, without doubt, her Lord was with her. And her utter, complete devotion was shared with the monster before her. The monster she craved.

They had a bond that was almost telepathic. She knew things that she had never learned that seemingly melded into her mind like osmosis. She knew the Dreamlike Planes as well as she knew the black spots on her new furred body. And she knew when he had plans with her, and when he just wanted to blow off steam. Either way, she was always thrilled to oblige.

Today though, his thoughts were all business. It was finally time for the Final Ritual, and her transformation was nearly complete, and permanent.

She was still bipedal, but so much had changed about her that she could hardly recognize herself.

For a start, black and white fur covered her body from head to toe. Her eyes looked different - calmer, kinder, and with a nice glazed look. She had always possessed a curvy body, but that had enhanced since her regular rutting sessions with Gall. That first ritual, followed by the ones afterward, had all but molded her body into something like a cow-hybrid goddess. If she still wore bras, she doubted any store in Italy had something in her size.

Her tits - more like udders really - were a hot pink that blended beautifully into her pale pink skin. Her nipples were each the size of her thumbs. They had always been sensitive, but that sensitivity was nothing compared to what she felt now. Her increased sex drive made her feel like she was always in heat, and the fullness in her chest made the release of her creamy white milk nearly orgasmic.

Her ass would’ve made any man beg to be sat on. She was a straight-up pear, and if she still wore pants, buying them would’ve been just as challenging as getting a bra that fit. She also had a cute little tail now, complete with a tuft of fur at the end. She liked the way it swung when she walked.

She still had hands and feet, but Gall had assured her that those inconveniences would be removed once and for all after the Last Ritual. After tonight.

Gall grabbed Bianca’s hand and led her out of the cell. She smirked, choosing to use the last of her hand’s dexterity to move Gall’s hand from her own to her sensitive stretched-out tit.

He shot her a look of wry amusement. “Very well. But save the majority of your pleasure for the ritual.”

He grabbed her tit hard and pulled her into the hall. Bianca laugh-shrieked and followed. Gall was never ever gentle, which was a trait she had learned to love. His unyielding, unrelenting grip pulled her down the stairs. Bianca couldn’t help the dribble of milk spilling from her chest as Gall continued walking, uncaring towards the pain he caused.

“Um, Master?” Bianca attempted. It felt like he was going to rip off the appendage. Bianca’s mind had long ago fractured to the point that pain and pleasure were totally indistinguishable. She didn’t want him to stop; rather, he was tugging so hard that she was seriously concerned that she was going to cum.

And he had just told her specifically not to do just that.

The ritual required her pleasure. And this wasn’t like the others, where a few mispronounced syllables or ignorant apprentices walking counterclockwise around the circle could be forgiven. This had to be perfect.

Gall did not turn or recognize her plea in the slightest. If anything, it seemed like he was actually speeding up. Buanca’s mind started to blank as day turned to night and back to day as they descended the stairs.

She was going to cum.

Bianca tried to hold it back. She could feel her own fluid begin to dampen her thighs, and little guilty drips followed her as she walked. Tears budded in her eyes as she fought against the rising bliss. Her hands were clenched at her side, and her steps were jerky yet quick. She tried to squish her thighs together the best she could.

“Aaah! Aaah!” She moaned, doing her damnedest to fight her body’s need to release. She was crying now, both from the intensity of it and from the fact that she might’ve already started to orgasm. Did this count? Would her Lord be disappointed? Would Gall hate her?

Then, with one last tug, he flung open the ritual door and threw her into the circle. That last act of brutality broke any semblance of resistance she had. She came in the circle, writhing and clutching her abused sensitive tit. Milk had leaked down her robe, but not nearly enough to satisfy. He hasn’t milked her, deliberately. He had held her so tight so she wouldn’t leak, but Bianca was so overly full she had spilled a bit anyway.

She orgasmed hard, with her robe open to reveal her glistening sex and giant, voluptuous ass. Her orgasm was intense, but also deeply unsatisfying with nothing inside her, and without Gall’s hand rubbing her clit. It was hard and fast, with all the built-up energy of her earlier resistance crashing over her in a single wave, then reseeding.

Sasha was there too, right on the edge of the circle, along with a dozen other disciples. She instinctively reached out to her friend in shock, then quickly pulled it back, fearful of disturbing the ritual.

“You may enter the circle.” Gall encouraged. “Anything may enter, but none may leave until the ritual is completed. But Bianca has chosen you, Sasha, to be with her here at the end. As she was your Witness, you will be hers now, as the planes collide and history is made.”

Sasha rushed in. “I will bear witness!”

Gall nodded as Sasha immediately began to tend to her friend, checking her over and making sure she was alright. Around them, the herd of disciples began a low, ominous hum.

“Are you okay?” Sasha asked cradling Bianca in her arms.

Bianca looked up at her with a small smile, brushing the hair out of Sasha’s face and rubbing the small horns that adorned her head. “You’re beautiful, you know.”

“I would’ve given anything to hear that a month ago,” Sasha chuckled, tears in her eyes. “Did…did you know, back then?”

“Uh. Yeah,” Bianca laughed in turn. “Everyone did. That’s why I always changed when you were in the room, and why I flashed you every time. It was all I could do, since, you know…”

“The nun thing.” Sasha answered.

“The nun thing.” Bianca confirmed, beaming up at her Witness.

The two kissed. Both were practically nude in their sheer, open robes. Despite their tits touching and the heat radiating from Bianca’s core, the kiss was almost chaste. Like it could’ve been platonic.

Then, Gall entered the ring of blood.

The hum around them grew deeper, with a haunting, unnatural undertone.

“I will milk her,” Gall said, with absolute authority. “You will prepare her for what is to come.”

Sasha nodded in understanding, then turned to Bianca. “You’re okay with this?”

Bianca squeezed her hand. “I’m so happy it’s with you.”

Gall disrobed, careful to keep the clothing within the circle. He then knelt by the soon-to-be Mother of Madness, grabbing her tits. Her left tit was still extremely sensitive after the sexual torture earlier, but to her surprise, he did go softer on that one.

Not much, but enough.

He began milking her. Hard.

Bianca instantly started squirming, writhing with every jet of cream that spurted out of her. He was so deliciously rough! His hands gripped her and pulled relentlessly, barely giving her another break before yet another pull. Milk ran down her chest and tummy as she yipped and moaned.

Then, he started sucking.

He never removed his hands either. Instead, he wrapped his lips around her hypersensitive left tit and began licking the tip. The intense, painful pulling combined with the strangely gentle way he lapped and sucked at her began another title wave of pleasure.

Meanwhile, Sasha had no idea what to do. She had never been in a relationship with a girl, except for a one-night stand that hadn’t gone well.

And this was different. She cared about Bianca. And she knew fully well that her sheltered friend had never, never , had experienced sex with a woman.

Sasha put a tentative hand on her best friend’s thigh. Bianca moaned, though Sasha didn’t know if that was from her movement or Gall’s. Either way, she took it as a positive sign and slowly rubbed upwards, admiring the velvet white fur of her friend’s inner thighs.

Bianca was already soaked. Her juice covered the fur near her entrance, so much that it threatened to spill to the floor. Sasha didn’t know that amount of fluid was even possible.

She put her hand against Bianca’s lips, rubbing inside just a little until she found her clit. It wasn’t difficult. Bianca’s little button was swollen to its limit, making grabbing and stroking her easier than any partner she had slept with before.

Now Sasha was certain that Bianca’s high-pitched moans weren’t just from Gall. Her friend was shaking so hard that Sasha almost lost her grip.

“Stay still!” Gall grunted, forcing Bianca still. Her moans hit a new pitch as Gall began biting her tits, milk all but spraying in his face from the effort. He was extremely erect, with his massive wobbling cock dripping precum in preparation for what was about to happen.

“I, I’m going to…!” Bianca attempted as she was double-teamed by both her lovers.

“Cum!” Gall demanded. “Share your pleasure with our Lord!”

He kissed her deeply and forcefully. Bianca tasted her own cream in her mouth, delicious and rich, while Sasha stroked her privates. Bianca didn’t resist, but she couldn’t even if she tried. She came again, explosively, covering Sasha’s fingers in her arousal. Gall didn’t let up, forcing Bianca’s orgasm to continue as he milked her for everything she had.

Sasha spread her friend’s legs apart, finding the right angle for what came next. Her hand glided down to Bianca’s entrance, sliding two fingers inside her tight, needy hole. She rubbed and pressed on that magical spot on the roof of Bianca’s pussy at the same time her tongue made contact with her friend’s clit. She lapped and twirled her tongue across Bianca’s bright red nub, feeling the heat and wetness that she had dreamed and craved for so long.

Her friend tasted almost sweet. Bianca tasted like heaven, like milk and honey, like she had been crafted by God’s own hand to be the perfect vessel. Sasha had never felt more alive than when her tongue danced within those lips.

Bianca’s moans began to change, from high-pitched squeals to a deeper, lower mooing. She kept at it with each lick, and with every tug on her udders.

After a few more moments, Bianca’s back collapsed back on the stone. She was soaked with sweat, and each breath came like a spent, desperate pant for oxygen. Sasha came up for air, and her and Gall’s eyes locked.

“Switch,” He commanded. Sasha obeyed, staying within the circle as Gall moved towards Bianca’s sopping-wet sex. His dick lined up to her entrance effortlessly, like two magnets of opposing poles.

“Fuck me!” Bianca begged, spreading herself with the last vestiges of energy she had left.

Gall didn’t need the encouragement, but he appreciated it. He plunged inside her liquid core just as a familiar darkness began to radiate through his skin. Their God - or, at least, a tendril of his influence - was once again spreading throughout the Inquisitor. His dick, already like a battering ram inside Bianca’s privates, expanded further to fill her entirely. Her moans and sobs melded into pained, bliss-filled moos as Sasha’s lips found hers.

“I love you. I’ve always loved you.” Sasha confessed as Gall obliterated her insides. “Whenever I was with another, I thought about your lips instead.”

“You have me.” Bianca managed, before her back began to arch in preparation for one last massive orgasm.

Sasha’s hands quickly found her friend’s stretched-out pink tits. They were soft and warm. Sasha wasn’t anything like Gall, giving Biamca’s udders soft, tender strokes. It felt like warm clouds of gentle ecstasy after Gall’s savage hands. And in exchange, the blissful, light lapping Sasha had given was nothing like the powerful, pounding intensity that Gall delivered with his steel-like rod. He bashed into her cervix with abandon, heedlessly bruising and battering her sensitive core. Bianca loved it, loved each one, and couldn’t help but clamp hard around Gall as Sasha ran her tongue lovingly across Bianca’s.

Something - a tendril, pressure, or a twin cock - pressed and invaded Bianca’s ass. She cringed as both Gall’s cock and the second began to heat up, feeling like a wildfire and deadly frostbite all at the same time. Her wetness was more than enough lube to slide in and out of her backdoor with ease.

“I can’t, I can’t take much more!” Bianca whimpered into Sasha’s mouth. This sex was more intense than any Gall had subjected her to before. It was incredible, unimaginable in her old life, but there was only so much she could take. “Gall, please! Please!”

Their bond wasn’t exactly telepathic, but he understood her words. It was now or never.

Bianca started to panic as she began to cum, her body all but utterly, completely spent. Gall matched her rhythm, and with three more brutal, devastating thrusts, he released inside her. Bianca mooed with a massive release, both in pleasure and in the knowledge that the ritual had been a success. She had pleased her Master, and she had pleased her Lord.

She had been enough.

She rode that final wave of pleasure, the taste of her best friend’s lips on her own as Gall filled her with warm, gooey bliss. The pressure in her chest was gone. The desperate need in her loins was replaced by wave after wave of ecstatic heat as her pussy squeezed every last drop out of the Inquisitor’s cock.

Then, it was over. Bianca sagged to the floor, utterly spent. She was barely there, unconsciousness already beginning to overtake her.

“You did it!” Sasha whispered excitedly. Even Gall looked pleased, and Gall never looked pleased.

Bianca cracked a smile as she felt the transformation complete and solidify. Her hands had become hooves, as had her feet. Her breasts hardly carried any resemblance to human breasts any longer, now well and truly resembling udders.

She mooed, just the once, low and filled with contentment. She had pleased her friend, her Master, and her Lord. Even without Gall’s explanation, she knew the Last Ritual had succeeded.

“Um, Gall? I mean, Master?” Sasha asked, her voice a panicked hiss. “Is her stomach supposed to be doing that?”

Bianca paid her friend’s worry no heed. As her bleary eyes stared through the window, twin malformed moons twisted in the sky. Each was darker than the void of space, matching the stretching shadows of the featureless, bending skyscrapers on the red sands.

“Gall!?”

Bianca could feel her stomach swell. It was natural, just a part of the process, and the completion of a long and harrowing journey. She was mildly upset that she would miss the birth of her child-god. But, she was so far past exhaustion that she couldn’t resist the pull of sleep any longer.

“Oh, oh Jesus! She’s bleeding! Why aren’t any of you doing anything? Oh god, what the fuck is coming out of her!?”

Bianca smiled as her mind slipped away, content to meet her Lord and child when she awoke.

She was a happy cow.


Author’s Note

Hi! Thanks so much for reading my first series! I stayed up a bit too late writing these, but I had a lot of fun. I hope you liked it too. And if you did, please consider rating and reviewing!

If you want to receive updates about future hucow horror books, you can follow me on Amazon.

I really appreciate you, and I hope you’ll be back for my next series, Domesticated by the Doctor!

Love, Heaven ❤️
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