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Chapter 1 - Guilty Pleasures

It was a Saturday night, so late that the clergy would’ve considered it Sunday, the day of the Lord. But what Bianca was doing couldn’t be considered holy by any metric.

Bianca was currently sitting at her computer desk, naked, scrolling through different pictures and trying to find the best one to put her in the mood.

It was difficult for her to find that place of blissful surrender, but she had a few times in the past. That faint, fluttery feeling in her core that always burned for more.

The picture she had seen online (on Facebook of all places!) was of a woman, scantily clad, in a field. She wore a white and black spotted bikini, and was bending over as if about to eat grass. Behind her, a muscled farmhand stood with his pants slightly unzipped, reaching for her ass.

It wasn’t particularly explicit. They were both clothed, and to anyone else, it would be another strange ad in a slew of useless social media slop. But to her, the image made her heart race.

I would give anything to be used like that.

It was everything she craved. To be a pet, or even a cherished , like a well cared for farm animal. To be loved, caressed, petted. Milked. Fucked. To have all her choices pre-made, and her only responsibility to bask in the sun or the shade. And, of course, to pleasure her owner. Her Master.

Bianca found the picture. It was even hotter than she remembered. The girl looked so happy, so willing, so excited that her Master had finally decided to relieve his need in her. She could feel the woman’s  adrenaline as the farmhand pulled at her panties. He was just on the cusp of pulling them to the side and revealing what lay underneath.

Touching herself was sinful, she knew, but she had no other way of quelling that delicious, needy fire that burned inside her. When she looked at that picture, it was impossible to feel anything but the desperate, aching need to touch herself down there, in the spot that was meant for her husband. Or, if she became a Sister, a place never meant to be used at all.

But she wasn’t a nun yet, and that special place yearned to be touched, stroked, and explored. A hesitant hand explored down her tummy, passing her belly button and lower stomach as her eyes fixated on the lewd image on the screen. Blue light shimmered on her naked, pale flesh as she reached her virgin lips, tracing the outline of herself. She felt dirty and ashamed, but also thrilled. Her heart pounded as moisture collected on her fingertip, obvious proof of her indecent thoughts and sinful desires.

It’s okay if I don’t go inside. I’ll just play with my clit a little, just enough so I can focus.

With guilt and arousal warring in her mind, she gently slipped her index finger under her clitoral hood. The feeling was intense, warm, and insistent. She thought about that farmhand removing her panties, and rubbing her clit just like she was doing now. Checking to make sure she was wet and ready for him.

She could imagine the farm hand spreading her wide and staring at her most private, intimate parts. She couldn’t help her moist lips from dripping in anticipation. He’d tell her she was a good girl for being so ready to take his cock, and how much he was going to enjoy her. Then, he’d hold her by the hips and slide his thick manhood deep inside of her, and she would feel every inch of him until he bottomed out.

Her pussy throbbed with need at the thought, and she could feel her body readying itself to be filled by her imaginary partner. She could almost hear the farmhand’s grunts in her ears, could feel him stretching her to the limit. And he would reach underneath her to play with her clit just like she was doing now. He would fill her completely, and it would feel so good that she would have to just-

“M…moo.” She muttered quietly to herself, in the privacy of her room.

She didn’t dare moan louder, lest her roommate seriously question her mental state. But the moo, a quiet, soft, almost pitiful sound escaped her anyway. It was the noise she imagined the girl in the bikini would have made in that situation. It was the noise Bianca wanted to make when she finally surrendered her life to a Master that would love her and fuck her and care for her.

A master that would milk her.

The fantasy was too much, and Bianca could feel the muscles in her thighs tensing and could feel her orgasm building in her core. It was the first orgasm she’d had in months, the first time she’d allowed herself to indulge her fantasies. As she rubbed herself, she remembered the first time she had pleasured herself: accidentally, at least at first, with a detachable shower head in a hotel. Feeling the warm buzz against her clit, forbidden and alluring.

The sensation on her clit was bliss, but it wasn’t enough. She wanted to feel something inside her, something her walls could clamp down around. She wanted to be filled, to be bred. But her religion forbade her from doing so, even with her own fingers. She was destined to become a Sister, and she couldn’t risk falling in love with a man, or the sensations a man could bring. She had to remain pure.

But the temptation was so great, and the need to feel full so strong that she couldn’t help herself. Maybe just once.

Just this once I’ll feel the inside. It’s not like I’m a Sister yet. Maybe just this once…

Her fingertip grazed her virgin entrance, feeling the wetness, the warmth, and the softness of her untouched womanhood. It would be so easy to just give in and feel it once. Just a little bit. Just to see what it was like. Her fingertip was slick with her juices, and it was so easy to just slide the tip of a finger inside. She wanted it so badly, that feeling of something inside her, filling her, stretching her.

I can’t. I must remain pure! If I do that, I could never become a nun. I might as well be a cow, a slave to my own desires.

But she could still play outside, couldn’t she?

She rubbed her needy clit, painfully aware of how empty she felt, like she was impatiently waiting for her Master to gently slide his member in between her thighs. She was so close. She was aching with need. Her pussy throbbed with desire, and her clit was so swollen that she was desperate for a release. She needed to cum so badly.

The farmhand was going to make the woman in the bikini cum. Bianca could feel it. He was going to push his massive cock deep inside her, and she was going to moo in pleasure. She’d be bred, filled, and milked. She would be his cow.

She came, her walls squeezing around nothing. It felt hollow and incomplete, and her body screamed for more sensation, more intimacy, and something to fill her. She was so desperate to feel something inside of her that she cried out, her thighs clenching around her hand as she shuddered. Her clit burned with the fire of her release as she fell forward onto the desk in front of her. Her legs twitched uncontrollably as she orgasmed. Her breathing was heavy and ragged, and her heart raced as she came. Her body shivered in pleasure, and she moaned quietly in the dark of her room.

I’m such a slut.

The thought wracked her with guilt, but she didn’t stop. It was too good, and she was too far gone now anyway. Her right hand continued rubbing her clit in fast, insistent strokes, and her left squeezed her ample right breast. In her fantasy the farmhand was now milking the girl’s tits, collecting the rich, delicious milk that flowed from her breasts. Bianca’s back arched in the ecstasy of her fantasy. She would be a perfect cow, bred and milked and fucked until the end of her days.

She would give anything to live a life like that.

She continued to rub her clit, her previous orgasm still lingering like it was about to become a second. Her fingers glided across her sensitive bud, and her hips bucked in rhythm with her strokes. Her mind raced as her body continued to burn with pleasure. Her thighs clenched around her hand as she continued her frantic rubbing.

She was so close. She could feel her body aching for release. The sensation was so powerful and delicious that she could barely breathe. She could feel the pressure in her core building until she felt that she would burst. And when the farmhand squeezed the woman in the picture’s clit, and her milk gushed forth into a bucket, she could feel it like she was the one being milked. Her body shook, and she could feel the pressure in her loins build even further. Her body shuddered in pleasure as her pussy throbbed and her juices soaked the chair underneath her.

She was so close, she was going to cum. And when the woman in her fantasy came, the farmhand would grab her hips and fuck her like the beast that she was. She would moo in delight and pleasure, and that moo would echo in the night, and the stars and the sky would hear it and would know that she belonged to her Master.

She needed something inside her, and she needed it now.

She cried from the intensity of it, trying to refuse her own biological need and the lust burning through her body. The need to cum subsided as her body trembled, unused, discarded, and unwanted.

She was still so close, but there was no relief in sight.

“I’m such a sinner,” she murmured, ashamed.

But it was so worth it. She didn’t stop rubbing herself, just lightly at first. Her fingers continued their work, and her body responded in kind, her hips rocking in rhythm to her strokes. Her mind was lost to the sensations, in the fantasy of that image, and her body took control. Her body wanted release, and she would have it.

Maybe, maybe I could just rub the outside…that would still be okay, right?

She could feel the warmth and wetness of her pussy on her fingertips, and her body responded with an aching need that could only be filled by one thing. She was so close, she was going to cum. She continued to stroke her clit, and she could feel the orgasm building. Her body was on fire.

She was so close.

Her finger found her entrance, rubbing the outside, teasing herself with the most delicious, tempting torture. She was so close, she was so close to cumming. Her body was on fire, and her pussy throbbed and pulsed with need. Her body was so sensitive that the slightest touch sent shockwaves of pleasure through her.

She was so close her hips rocked in rhythm with her stroking fingers. The bottom of her computer chair was wet with her fluid. She was going to cum soon.

What she was doing was sinful, but her body didn’t care. Her body wanted - needed - release and was going to have it.

I’m going to hell. I’m going to hell and I’m taking all the farmhands with me.

Her hips bucked in rhythm to the farmhand’s cock in her fantasy, and her body shuddered in pleasure as her orgasm built in her body. Her nipples were hard and erect, and her pussy was wet and throbbing. She was going to cum.

What if I just slid one finger in, just a little, to see what it felt like?

She was so close to cumming that tears budded on the edge of her eyes.

She couldn’t take it anymore. The temptation was too strong, and the need in her core was too great. She couldn’t stop her hands from moving faster and faster. She couldn’t stop herself from giving in to the pleasure, and the need to cum.

Her finger teased her entrance, rubbing and circling, and she cried out as she came.

But this time, she didn’t pull back or stop.

She inched her finger inside her, just a little, just enough to press on that special, magical spot on the roof of her walls. Tears ran down her face from relief and shame as her walls compressed her finger. She pressed hard against her g-spot as she orgasmed. Her thighs clenched, and her hips humped empty air. She had cum before, but never, ever, like this.

I’m such a whore. I’m a whore and a sinner.

She came, imagining that Farmhand’s cock buried deep inside her. Milking her with his hands, and sucking sweet cream from her tits. He fucked her like the animal she was, and she loved every moment of it. He came inside of her, and she mooed  with bliss and pleasure, her mind and body consumed by the ecstasy of her release.

A jet of warm fluid spilled out of her, quickly followed by another as she yelped in surprise and pleasure. She had squirted before, that time in the shower, but she was always too afraid to do it again. What would she think of herself, if she was a squirter? But this time, she gave in to her urges, and let her body do as it pleased. A third and forth spray of her fluid arched out of her, spurting against the bottom of her desk before dripping down her desk.

Her body shook and trembled as her orgasm continued, her walls clamping and squeezing her single intruding digit. For a bliss-filled moment she lost herself completely. She was that cow, that happy, cum-filled animal. She had done it, she had pleased her master and earned his warm, gooey seed. She was a good cow, a good pet, and she had everything she ever wanted, there on the farm.

She gasped, collapsing in her chair, soaked in sweat and other fluids. The bottom of her desk dripped into the embarrassing puddle between her feet. She felt spent, exhausted, and completely satisfied. She had never cum so hard before.

She was also completely mortified  and disgusted with herself. She had given in to her desires, and she had enjoyed every second of it. Her body was still tingling from the aftershocks of her orgasm, and her mind was a mix of pleasure and guilt. She had done something forbidden, something sinful, and it felt so good. It felt so wrong, and yet, she could feel herself wanting to do it again.

She could never do something like that again. Ever, ever again. She had gone way too far, and obviously couldn’t be trusted with her own body.

The word slut entered her mind, and she started to cry.

She hasn’t been strong enough to resist temptation. She had sinned and asked for more. She looked down at the wetness on her thighs, and the mess she had made.

In a fury, she deleted the picture and emptied the recycle bin on her computer. She grimaced as the way her mouse stuck to her hand, a reminder of her recent indiscretion.

I’ll confess.  She reasoned, trying to reason her sins away. I’ll confess to Father Carlassare, and I’ll never, ever do something like this again. I won’t even touch myself. Even if I really, really have to. I’ll push it down, deep down, and never do it again. My relationship with God comes first.

She was still on the fence about taking the veil - being a Sister was a massive commitment - but she was certain that she wanted to live a life free of sin. Choking back her shame and guilt, she cleaned up her workspace and took a blistering hot shower, as if the heat could burn away her guilt.

But when she went to sleep, she dreamed of that farmhand, and what he could do to her.


Chapter 2 - Confession of Sin

The next day she awoke at dawn. Her dreams were a confusing haze of images of sex, milk and the farmhand, but she couldn’t remember the specifics. She took another scalding shower and scrubbed her body raw with a washcloth, trying to rid herself of her sinful thoughts. But her skin was still sensitive, and she could feel the heat of the shower and the roughness of the washcloth on her skin. She could still feel the warmth of the farmhand’s touch on her body.

She was disgusted with herself.

I am such a whore. I need to visit the chapel today to confess, to lift this darkness from my soul.

After her shower, she dressed in a modest, plain skirt and a black button-up blouse. She tied her auburn hair back in a bun and applied only the most modest of makeup. Her reflection in the mirror was of a young woman who was ready to face the world. She was a good, god-fearing woman. She was a decent, upstanding member of society.

But she could still feel the heat of the shower on her skin, and the memory of her fantasies still lingered on her body. She had to fight to keep her hands from wandering under her skirt and between her legs.

Never again.  She thought resolutely, rejecting those alluring thoughts.

She left her apartment in the dormitory complex, taking a brisk walk to the church where she would confess her sin. She barely even registered her roommate, Sasha, asking her what was wrong. They had been best friends for as long as she could remember, but she didn’t want to burden her with this. Sasha had her own secrets and past history, and didn’t need the weight of Bianca’s sin on top.

Soon Bianca would be free of her darkness. She would be cleansed of her sin. She would confess her lust, her wanton thoughts, and her sinful acts.

The church was empty as she arrived, and the priest was not yet in the confessional. She took a seat in a pew and waited, her hands folded in her lap, her head bowed in prayer. The quiet of the church was soothing to her, and she felt at peace in this holy place. It was a place of comfort, a place where she could be free from her sin and her temptation.

When the priest entered the confessional, she rose and followed him. She didn’t catch a good glimpse of him, but he could only be Father Carlassare, as he had his build. She knew each of the priests at her church, after all.

She entered the confessional and knelt before the wooden screen.

“Father,” she said, “Forgive me, for I have sinned.”

She could feel her cheeks flush as she said the words. She felt sick saying them to him. But she had to. She had to confess her sin, her lust, her desire, and her need.

“What is your sin, my child?”

She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “I…I have touched myself. In a sexual manner.”

“Do you know why what you’ve done is wrong?” The priest challenged.

His voice was different than what Bianca remembered. Her mouth went dry, but she forced herself to continue.

“It is a sin against the Sixth Commandment. It violates-”

“What violates?” The priest demanded. “Name the action.”

“Masturbation.” She squeaked, doing her best to keep her voice steady. Confessing to such a thing, especially to an unfamiliar priest, was mortifying. “When masturbating, it violates the sacred bond between man and woman. Instead of an act of giving and grace, it is selfish and self-serving.”

“So, you know of your sin, yet temptation still drove  your hand.”

The priest sounded disgusted. It was different from Father Carlassare’s gentle, fatherly guidance. Instead, the priest made her feel like an ant caught between a magnifying glass and the burning, ever-present truth of the Lord. Each word felt like a terrible, burning accusation straight to her soul.

“What drove you to commit such a salacious, sinful, self-indulgent act?” the priest asked.

The priest’s unusual, deep voice reminded her of an organ playing its lowest notes. He almost sounded demonic, and within the confessional booth, she felt trapped and scared.

“It was a picture I saw online. It caused sinful thoughts, and I fantasized about it.” Bianca squirmed in her seat.

“It caused the sinful thoughts?”

“Err, no Father, I was the one who sinned.”

He paused for a moment. “What did the picture portray?”

“A farmhand, and a…woman.” She answered evasively. “I imagined that he was doing…things to me. And I came. I, um, orgasmed more than once.” She could feel the heat in her face as she spoke, and she could feel the tears welling up in her eyes. She hoped the explicit details of her indiscretion would shield her from needing to provide any other details. Like exactly what her perverted mind felt so attracted to in that picture.

But Bianca was not so lucky. Like a shark smelling blood, the priest seized on her hesitation.

“Describe the photograph to me.”

“I-I already confessed, is that really pertinent to the-”

“Are you questioning the will of God?” he demanded.

Bianca shrunk in on herself, like a kicked dog. “No, Father. I am sorry.”

“I ask to know all the details. Only in truth can our sins be purified. You may keep things from me, but never the Lord. Thus, in order to find salvation, you first must confess the totality of your sins. Only then can amends be made.”

“The photo,” Bianca hesitated, “depicted a strong looking farmhand standing behind a woman wearing a bikini. It had a cow-print pattern-”

“I’m not interested in pointless details like the color of their clothes.” the Priest said, then seemed to reconsider, tilting his head. Bianca could barely see the outline of the man, like he was a living shadow. “Unless that’s somehow relevant?”

“Yes, Father.” She mumbled. She was in it now.

“Very well.” The priest sounded amused. “Continue.”

“In the picture, he was grabbing the edge of her underwear, as if to pull them off or to the side, and breed her.”

“What kind of things did you imagine him doing to you?” The priest’s voice was harsh, almost lascivious.

Bianca’s face burned. She couldn’t say the words out loud. She shouldn’t have to. The priest knew what she had done, what she had thought. At least mostly. She had told him, after all. She had already confessed her sin, her lust, her desire. Why was he keeping her trapped like this?

“He…” Bianca’s voice trembled as she spoke. “He was using me, Father.”

“That doesn’t explain why you felt so fascinated with the cow-print on the woman’s undergarments.”

Bianca swallowed, praying for this to end. She had never been more humiliated in her life. “I…I imagined him treating me like a cow, Father. Rutting me like an animal, milking my swollen breasts, and petting my soft, black and white fur.”

There was a long, heavy silence.

She could almost hear the priest’s grin. “You fantasized about being bred like a cow?”

“Yes.” She admitted. Her voice was hoarse and strained, and the tears in her eyes threatened to overflow.

“And when he ‘used’ you, did he treat you like a person?” The priest pressed. “Or like the  farm animal?”

“An, an animal.” She could barely speak. The shame was crushing, and she could feel her heart pounding in her chest. “But not just any animal, a beloved-”

“So you imagined being a cow, and you imagined that he was fucking you?” The priest demanded.

“Yes, Father.” Bianca whispered.

“And this aberrant, disturbing fantasy somehow excited you?” He asked. “Are you excited now? Does the mere act of describing these disgusting, sinful fantasies arouse you?”

“No, Father!” She said quickly, hoping he would believe her.

But he didn’t. His voice was laced with contempt.

“Do you lie to your priest, too?” He sneered.

She didn’t respond. She couldn’t. She was ashamed and humiliated. She wanted to crawl under a rock and hide, but she knew she couldn’t. She had to confess, she had to repent, she had to atone.

She had to fix this. She needed to fix this. To fix herself, and the deep knot of sin burning in her loins.

“Are you aroused right now? Right in this holy, sanctified place?”

“Father, please. I-”

“Tell me, child. When you described your salacious acts, are you aroused even now? Imagining being used, like a common farm animal? Or is it specifically a cow, being milked and bred like a beast of burden?”

Bianca was trying very hard not to cry.

“Father, I-”

“Are you aroused? Have you sinned again?” The priest’s voice was a hissed accusation now, disgusted and righteous.

“Yes.” Bianca admitted.

What else could she say? She didn’t dare lie to him again. And even if she was disgusted with herself and her sinful nature, it was her nature. She could feel her arousal stick to her panties. She had never hated herself more than in that moment.

“Show me.” The Priest commanded. His voice was cold and hard.

Bianca was sobbing, her tears falling down her cheeks and her nose running.

“I’m sorry?” She gasped, her voice barely a whisper. Surely she had misheard the holy man.

“You have sinned.” He said, and his words were like a knife in her chest, “Now show me.”

Show him what? The picture? She had deleted it, lest it tempt her again. But his lurid, rumbling tone suggested something else, something deeply forbidden. Surely he didn’t mean…?

“I deleted the photo, Father.”

“I wasn’t referencing the photo, child.”

There it was.

Was she willing to debase herself in this holy place, with this sardonic priest she didn’t even know? This stranger?

Something deep inside her compelled her to go through with it. Even if he was cruel, and much more fire and brimstone than Father Carlassare had ever been, maybe that was what she needed. She didn’t want to be coddled right now, she wanted to be scolded and punished. She wanted to serve out whatever sentence she had to in order to atone and regain the Lord’s good graces.

And she would do anything necessary to earn that atonement.

With a deep sense of foreboding, she left her chair and exited the confessional. She walked around to the other side, reaching for the door. It felt wrong to just go in, especially since she certainly wasn’t a priest. She wasn’t even a nun.

So, she knocked politely.

“Come in.” Came the priest’s amused response.

She did so.

The priest was certainly not Father Carlassare. This man was taller, with dark hair and darker eyes. It was difficult to tell where his robes ended and where the shadows in the confessional began. There was a sick sort of joy in those black eyes, like a predator savoring the hunt.

“Don’t make me repeat myself.”

Bianca trembled, slowly lifting her skirt. There was a small but noticeable wet spot right on the middle of her light gray panties. Her underwear was in no way sexy; they were utilitarian, cost-efficient, and came in identical packs of six. And yet, feeling his eyes study that small, revealing spot, she wasn’t sure if she would die from shame or arousal first.

Oh god, it’s getting bigger…

The unknown priest stared at her for longer than could ever be considered proper. He was a statue, and only his eyes moved, studying her body, her face, her panties.

“Drop your skirt and your soiled underwear.” He said, finally. “You’ve demonstrated your depravity and the depths of your sinful affliction. Now let us move forward with your atonement.”

“Yes, Father.” Bianca whispered, for what else could she say? Here, alone in the dark with this man? She was terrified of being assaulted, or worse, but he made no move to force her or remove his own clothing. “Um, what… what will you do to me, Father?”

The strange, dark priest began to speak, his deep voice a soothing balm on her soul. “Your sin is not unique. Many people fall victim to their own desires. It is easy to give in to temptation, to sin. And once one starts, it is more challenging to stop.”

He drew something out of a side-panel she hadn’t even seen, something that melded perfectly with the wooden walls. It was a piece of wood, oddly shaped, with holes on one side, and a wooden handle on the other.

It was a paddle.

He was going to spank her.

Bianca’s face burned with indignation. Was he seriously about to spank her bare bum like she was a disobedient child? Bianca barely remembered the last time she had been spanked, likely before she had even turned six.

But she couldn’t deny the excitement that bubbled in her stomach at the thought. This priest was strong, and he was handsome (in a severe kind of way), and he was going to punish her, to chastise her. He was going to humiliate her and treat her like a child, and that thought made her body burn with desire. She had always been a good girl, a model student, and she had never really been punished. But now, she was going to be treated like a naughty little girl, and that thought made her wet.

“Why are you still clothed?” The priest asked, patting his lap. “Disrobe. Now. And lay on your stomach, right here on my leg.”

Bianca affirmed she would do anything to get in God’s good graces, reluctantly shimmying out of her skirt. She then looped her despoiled gray panties around her thumbs and slid them off. For a humiliating moment, a thin trail of arousal linked the wet cloth to her most private of areas, before it disappeared as her panties hit the floor.

She assumed the position. It hurt, with all her weight on her stomach, and her ass dangling in the air. She felt helpless and exposed, especially in front of this stranger.

“Other leg.” The man growled. Or, perhaps he merely spoke, and the depth of his voice made it rumble as if it was a growl. Either way, Bianca shuffled quickly to comply. She tried to be as graceful as possible given the circumstances, and not flash the priest, but she wasn’t sure she succeeded.

“I’m left handed.” The priest explained, putting the paddle against her bare ass. “Do you know why this paddle has holes?”

“No, Father.” She wheezed, unable to get a good breath in at the awkward angle her chest and stomach pressed against the man’s leg.

“It’s so when it swings through the air, it moves more quickly, and strikes with greater force.”


Chapter 3 - Sinful Confessional

He struck without warning. The pain was instant and incredible, almost dizzying. Bianca gasped, stunned.

He struck her again. Her behind burned and buzzed with stinging pain. She felt humiliated and mortified, but even more so, extremely and incredibly aroused. She had never been spanked as an adult, and had never even considered  something like that. And yet, she could feel her core burning for more, to be toyed with and spanked, and to be used by this unknown priest. To have him spread her legs, and to be completely at his mercy.

As if reading her mind, the man did indeed force her legs apart. She gasped as her wetness was on full display, her lips parting and revealing her moist pink insides. It was undeniable now how aroused this made her; no way to lie or downplay it. She was a whore in church, a pain slut that got off on humiliation and degradation. As he prepared another strike, Bianca realized he was about to use that paddle right on her most sensitive area.

“W-wait!” She balked, unable to stop herself.

“Yes?” The man asked dryly.

“C-can I know your name, Father? Just so I may address you properly?” She fumbled, buying time.

“You may. I am Inquisitor Gall, and you are a perverse whore in need of discipline, Bianca.”

Her surprise that he somehow knew her name was instantly obliterated from her mind as the paddle struck her unprotected pussy. She cringed in pain, yelping as her lips reddened from the impact. He struck again and again, hard, but not as hard as he could’ve. Bianca felt vulnerable and oddly thankful that he was staying his hand, even as he rained blows on her poor virgin pussy.

The pain was unbearable, but she could feel her body betraying her. She was close. So terrible close to actually orgasming from this, in full view of the priest. Her clit was swollen and throbbing, begging for relief, and she could feel the juices leaking out of her pussy, dripping down her ass and onto the cold stone floor.

But she couldn’t cum. Not yet. Not here.

Inquisitor Gall must’ve noticed her arousal, because he stopped abruptly.

The silence was deafening.

“Do you wish to cum, little cow?” He asked, his voice a dark caress in the confined space.

“N-no, Father.” She lied, her voice quivering. “I want to repent.”

“But your body says otherwise.” He pointed out, and she could feel his hand trace the curve of her spine, making her shiver. “Your body craves it, does it not? The addiction to self-pleasure? We shall break that habit, and replace that sensation with agony.”

He slammed the paddle down again, this time on her ass cheeks. The impact made her jolt and she bit back a scream, her hips bucking as she felt the orgasm retreat ever so slightly.

“Your body craves to be used.” He said, his voice a whisper in the darkness. “But it shall be used for His will, and not the perverted plaything you pretend to be.”

Bianca felt a strange mix of fear and excitement, and she didn’t know how to process it. This was wrong. This was so, so wrong.

But it was also the most erotic thing she had ever felt.

“Father, please! She begged, not sure if she was asking him to stop or continue.

“Your mind may be conflicted, but your body knows what it wants.” He said, stroking her ass with the paddle. “You want to be a good girl, don’t you?”

“Yes, Father.” She whispered, her voice breaking.

“But you know you’re not.” He said, his voice a soft, sadistic purr. “You just want to be a dirty little cow, don’t you?”

“No, Father.” She protested, but the words felt empty.

“Your body says otherwise.” He said, and she could feel his hand moving lower, dangerously close to her pussy. “Do you want me to stop?”

“No, Father.” The words came out guiltily. “Please…please don’t stop.”

And then, without warning, he slammed the paddle down again, right between her legs. The pain was blinding, and she screamed, her body wriggling in an attempt to escape the punishment.

But she didn’t cum.

“Good.” He said, and she felt his hand slip under her, his thumb brushing against her clit. “I intend to simulate you, and you will now attempt to resist. If you orgasm, or I sense you are about to orgasm, you will experience a pain you have never before experienced.”

Then, he gently nestled her clitoris until it stood erect, in perfect view of the priest. He caressed it with the paddle, leaving no doubt what he would do if she disobeyed.

But poor Bianca was almost beyond words, already teetering on the brink of bliss just from him threatening and toying with her secret button. No one had ever touched her like this - well, no one but herself, that is - and the sensation combined with the sadistic promise of pleasure threatened to take her over the edge.

Her thoughts were a whirlwind of confusion and desire. She didn’t know if she wanted this to stop or if she was depraved enough to beg for more.

“Father,” she whispered, “I can’t, I can’t hold it…!”

Inquisitor Gall chuckled darkly. “That’s what we’re here for, isn’t it?”

The paddle descended once more, but this time it wasn’t aimed at the outside pussy. Instead, with her opened up and exposed, he slammed it directly against her clit.

The pain shot through her like a bolt of lightning. She screamed, her body writhing in a mix of pain and pleasure so intense it was hard to tell them apart.

She came to, unsure of the passage of time, but it had likely just been seconds. She had a dull realization that in that black abyss of agony, she might have accidentally orgasmed.

She wasn’t sure. All she knew was that she was still painfully close, and that her arousal was so intense it was getting on the man’s robes.

“Please, Father, I…I need…”

“What do you need?” He asked, his thumb now rubbing her clit in a slow, deliberate circle.

What did she need? A break? An escape? A single, gentle orgasm, just for a chance of pace?

“I need…I need to cum.” She confessed, her voice strained.

He paused, his hand lingering on her clit. “You need to cum?”

“Yes, Father.” She nodded, her eyes squeezed shut as he, stunningly, began to slowly and gently pinch her clit.

“But you’re not allowed.” He said, his voice a sweet torment. “You’re a dirty little cow, and dirty cows don’t get to cum. Not unless they’re milked properly.”

The paddle hovered, and she could feel the anticipation building in the room. The air was thick with the scent of her arousal and the promise of pain.

Then, with a cruel smile, he began to spank her again, close to her clit, but not hitting it. Each spank moved closer and closer to her clit until she was sure she couldn’t take it anymore.

Bianca’s body was a taut string, ready to snap at any moment. She could feel the pressure building, the need to release it threatening to consume her.

But she didn’t dare. She couldn’t! Not in church!

The priest’s hand was like a maestro conducting an orchestra of pain and pleasure. Each slap was timed with the rhythm of her pulse, bringing her closer and closer to the edge without ever letting her fall over.

Her ass was on fire, the sting of the paddle leaving a trail of heat that seemed to spread through her entire body. Her pussy was so wet that it was practically gushing, and she could feel the sticky mess running down her thighs, leaving a trail on the priest’s robes. She was certain more than a polite amount was actually on the paddle itself.

“Beg for it,” he whispered, his breath hot in her ear. “Beg for your release, little cow.”

“Please, Father,” she begged, her voice trembling with need. “Please let me cum.”

He chuckled again, a sound that was both terrifying and thrilling. “Not yet, my pet. You must be broken first.”

He paused, the paddle resting against her burning skin. “But I will give you something to remember.”

And with that, he slammed the paddle down on her clit with the full force of his arm.

The pain was so intense that for a moment she didn’t know if she was alive or dead. Her vision swam and she felt herself going lightheaded, her body bucking uncontrollably as she tried to escape the agony.

But she didn’t cum. Not yet.

Instead, she felt something else. Something…strange. Something that made her pussy clench and her body shiver in a way that had nothing to do with the pain.

It was like a door had opened somewhere deep within her, revealing a chamber of dark desires she never knew existed. Desires that were now demanding to be filled. A yearning for something more than just another orgasm.

“You see,” he said, his voice filled with triumph. “Your body knows what it truly craves. And I will be the one to give it to you.”

The paddle began to move again, but it was now accompanied by the priest’s other hand, which had found its way under her dress. His fingers were rough and unyielding as they invaded her, pushing deep into her pussy and pulling out, only to push back in again.

He was fucking her with his hand as he spanked her! The dual sensation sent her spiraling into a vortex of pleasure and pain that she had never experienced before.

“Fuck,” she gasped, the word slipping out before she could stop it. “Fuck, Father, please, please…!”

He didn’t respond, except to increase his pace, his hand moving in and out of her with a rhythm that matched the slaps of the paddle.

It was too much. She couldn’t take it anymore. She was going to cum, she could feel it, building up inside her like a storm ready to break. She couldn’t hold it back any longer.

“Fuck, please, I need to cum Father, I can’t, I can’t hold it back anymore!” Bianca stammered, rapidly losing the fight as she felt herself start to squirt from the effort of holding back the tide.

“Will you be true to only me, and our Lord?”

“Fuck, yes, please, anything!”

“Will you vow to become a Sister, and join us in the Ritual of the Cloth?”

“Yes! Yes!” She begged, crossing that sacred line as her mind began to turn blank.

“Welcome to the Church of Dominion, Bianca. Now, cum before the Lord.”

Her body convulsed as the orgasm ripped through her, so powerful that it stole her breath away. She screamed out her release, her pussy clamping down on his fingers as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her.

It went on and on, until she thought she might pass out again from the intensity of it.

She had never cum like this before. She wasn’t sure if she was squirting or screaming. It felt like her body had been obliterated, replaced only by the highest high she had ever experienced.

When it was over, she lay there, panting and trembling, her body a bruised wreck. She was dimly aware that she had pissed herself at some point.

But the priest wasn’t finished with her yet. He pulled his hand out of her, the sound of her wetness echoing through the confessional like a perverse symphony.

“This is only the beginning,” he said, his voice low and filled with promise. “Tomorrow, you will return, and we will reaffirm your vow.”

Bianca nodded, unable to speak. She knew she should be horrified, that she should be running as far away from this place as possible.

But instead, she was eager.

Eager to see what other depravities the Church of Dominion had in store for her. Eager to find out just how much more she could take.

Eager to become whatever it was he wanted her to become.

Him and her new Lord.


Chapter 4 - Mark of His Favor

She didn’t remember leaving the church, or how she got home. When her awareness returned, she realized that she was wearing clothes that weren’t her own, along with fresh, clean panties.

Had he changed  her?

It was such an enormous violation, and yet, compared to everything else, it seemed almost trivial. Bianca even found it sweet, albeit in a twisted sort of way.

Bianca’s room was a mess, with clothes and books thrown everywhere. Still, she didn’t have the energy to care about it now.

She collapsed in her computer chair, only to immediately spring back up with a yelp of pain.

Her ass burned like it had been struck by that sadist all over again. She pulled down her sweats and looked over her shoulder to get a better view of her ass.

Well, it’s not bleeding at least.

But damn was it red. Dark red. Her poor pussy was the same color, red, swollen, and hot to the touch.

She looked up to see Sasha there, standing in the hallway. Her roommate stared at her bare ass and plump red pussy. Sasha’s face went as red as Bianca’s bum as she blinked at the supposed soon-to-be nun.

“…Are…are you okay, B?” Sasha asked, concern and arousal causing her voice to warble.

“I’m fine. D-don’t worry about it.” Bianca said, pulling up her pants and rushing past her towards the bathroom.

She grabbed some ibuprofen, downed some with water, then grabbed a bit of antiseptic ointment and began tending to her painful, raw butt.

Fuck me, that really happened, didn’t it?

The whole experience with the priest felt surreal. Otherworldly. Like she had seen it in a movie, or through someone else’s eyes.

Had she really begged him for more?

Her hand slipped down to her pussy, rubbing the soothing balm on her stinging lips and abused clit. She was clinical and efficient - not really touching herself, nope, just tending to a wound.

And yet…

The stinging pain as she massaged the ointment against her poor bruised clit brought the memories surging back. His fingers inside her, the first person to ever touch her like that.

She withdrew her fingers, startled to find herself wet once again.

This is wrong , she thought. This is all so wrong. What is wrong with me?

But it didn’t stop her from touching herself, reliving the sensations of his cruel touch.

This isn’t what I wanted, she whispered to herself, her eyes welling with tears.

But it’s what I need.

The next day, she went to church. She sat dutifully, feeling the weight of her sins pressing down on her, and the burning from her ass like the fires of hell judging her from beneath the pews.

But she didn’t pray for forgiveness. No, she prayed for something else entirely.

She prayed for strength. Strength to endure whatever the Church of Dominion had in store for her.

Strength to become what she was meant to be.

A Sister? A cow? A creature of pleasure and pain? Whatever Inquisitor Gall had meant when he made her swear that vow.

She needed him. Craved him. She couldn’t get him out of her mind. The way he had hurt her, caressed her, struck her, debased her, brought her to hell just to bring her to heaven.

It was all she could think about.

When the service ended, she waited for the priest to come out. She had to talk to him. To find out what the next step was. To confess again, and to be punished once more.

But he didn’t come out. Instead, she saw the same young altar boy who had been there before, smirking at her from the back of the church.

He approached her, and she felt a mix of fear and excitement. “Follow me,” he said, his voice unusually cold. “Inquisitor Gall is waiting.”

With trembling legs, she did as she was told. She followed the boy through the winding corridors of the church, down into the basement, and into a room she had never been to before.

The walls were lined with shelves of ancient tomes, and the smell of incense hung heavy in the air. But it wasn’t the frankincense and myrrh she was used to. This was something darker and heavier, like charcoal and wine. A rich, dry red. Expensive, exotic, like something to be savored.

In the back of the room, there was a stone altar, and on it lay an object that made her heart race: an effigy of a golden calf.

Almost like she was in a trance, she found herself walking to the chair in the center of the room. It was a recliner of some variety, a mix of a chiropractor’s table and a therapist’s chair. There were thick leather straps on the armrests, along with a belt near the center and two more near the bottom.

She took a step towards the device, before a familiar dark voice cleared his throat.

“You must be cleansed before you enter the circle.”

Inquisitor Gall emerged from the shadow of a doorway, carrying a large silver jug. It sloshed with a dark liquid that Bianca couldn’t immediately recognize.

Bianca had so many questions, but in the moment, seeing him again so close to her, she couldn’t recall even one. Did they even matter?

“Strip.” He commented.

She complied. She pulled off her top, exposing her large, ample pale breasts. Her face burned as she also took off her skirt, a modest thing that reached nearly to her shoes. She swallowed her pride, wiggling out of her panties and dropping them to the floor.

The air was cold. It almost felt like she was in a cave. Goosebumps traveled up her arms, and her nipples hardened into pink points. She made a conscious effort to not shield her nudity from the fully dressed priest. She knew her red ass and pussy were visible, at least a bit, but he already knew that.

After all, he was the cause.

He walked forward and poured the liquid over her head and shoulders. For a moment Bianca thought the substance was blood, but then she smelled the rich, pleasant scent of wine. He poured it through her hair, over her face, down her breasts, across her back, and down her outer and inner thighs. Once he was done, he collected a portion of it and began wiping it on all the small patches of skin that weren’t soaked in the expensive, dark, alluring substance.

“Now you may enter the circle.”

Bianca hasn’t even noticed it before - a thin, red circle around the ominous, chair-like device. Shivering, more out of anticipation than the cold, she entered the circle and stood by the contraption.

“Sit.”

She obeyed, fitting the belt around herself, then slipping her limbs into each of the restraints. The straps for her legs forced them apart, once again making her heart flutter with vulnerability. He hasn’t even touched her, not really. And yet, with her lips already parted, she felt every part like a creature on display. A prized cow, waiting to be judged.

As she lay back, the cold leather of the chair sent shivers down her spine. She realized, blinking through drops of wine, that she was already wet.

The priest appeared before her, eyes sparkling in delight at the sight of her, trembling and exposed.

“Good,” he said, his voice like a caress. “You’re ready.”

He approached her, his hand reaching for her face. He touched her cheek, his thumb brushing a line of red wine against her lips.

“Open,” he ordered, and she obeyed, parting her mouth for him.

He pushed a small metal object into her mouth, something that tasted faintly of metal. It was cold and hard, and she realized it was a bit. She had seen them before, in movies and pictures, but never thought she would wear one herself.

He buckled the straps around her wrists and ankles, securing her to the chair. The leather was surprisingly comfortable against her skin, but she knew it was there to keep her in place. To keep her from moving or struggling. From escape.

But she didn’t want to run. Not anymore.

He tightened the belt around her waist, then surveyed his work.

He began to speak in a language she didn’t understand, words that sounded ancient and powerful. She felt a strange energy in the room like the very air was alive and crackling.

Her heart raced, and she could feel her body responding to his words. Her nipples had gone rock hard, and her pussy was pulsing with need.

With a gesture, the priest called forth the altar boy. He brought over a large, heavy-looking device. It looked like a cross between a milking machine and a dildo, and she could see the gleaming metal of the contraption glinting in the candlelight.

Bianca honestly had no idea what it was. And she was quite familiar with milking machines. From the four suction tubes, the deliciously smooth o-rings, the bason for collection, and the generator to power the thing, she had always been perversely fascinated by the things. Secretly, she had always wondered how they felt, both being hooked up to one and how it would feel to actually be milked by it.

Still, this variety was nothing like she had ever seen. The basin started in a traditional shape - conal top, cylindrical base - but there the similarities ended. The top of the cone turned into what really did look like a large black phallus. The suction tubes were uneven, with two traditional collection cups, and a third that more resembled some sort of tendril than anything meant to collect liquid.

The priest began to attach the suction cups to her breasts, and she felt a strange mix of excitement and fear.

This was really happening. This was really going to happen.


Chapter 5 - The Device

He turned the device on, and the whirring of the engine started, sending a vibration through the chair. The cups latched onto her, and she felt a gentle suction begin to pull at her nipples. It was oddly comforting, and she couldn’t help but moan around the bit.

He then bent down to her pussy and began to rub the phallic tip against her slit, teasing her.

Bianca realized she was about to lose her virginity, not to a man, but to whatever this new thing was.

She was a little  wet - just from being nude in front of the Inquisitor and being exposed and restrained, but certainly not enough to handle such a device.

The Priest, however, was not concerned. He pressed it against her.

Bianca’s eyes rolled back in her head, and she let out a muffled moan through the bit. The sensation was like nothing she had ever felt before. It was nothing like her finger had been, and it also wasn’t as metallic or cold as she had expected.

It was warm, wet, and immediately arousing. It was hard, but also flexible and pliable like an appendage. The thing rubbed, or perhaps lapped at her entrance. Bianca writhed against the restraints, enjoying the teasing, but wishing it would start with her clit instead of immediately trying to penetrate her tight virgin hole.

Just like that, as if it could read her mind, the thing rubbed past her entrance and grazed her clit. It rubbed up and down her lips, and Bianca found herself moaning and drooling through the bit.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his breath hot against her skin. “You are pleasing to the Lord.”

Bianca didn’t really understand what he meant, but his breath against her neck combined with his chilling, powerful presence behind her sent shivers right to her core.

“You’re going to take it all.” He whispered.

Bianca moaned as the thing twisted against her clit, pinching and pulling at the same time. It never stopped, catching the base of her tiny pleasure spot at the same time a different part was released. Another section lapped at her entrance, providing a different type of wetness - warm, gooey, and immensely pleasurable.

“He is ready for you. Prepare yourself.”

And with that, he pushed the phallus inside.

It was the first time she had ever felt something like that. It slipped in easily, almost like it had become smaller, then ballooned inside of her until it took up all the available space inside her tight virgin pussy. The phallus - no, the entity  - began to fuck her, slow at first, but picking up speed. The suction from the device also increased. The third, tendril-like tube wrapped around her clit, and she screamed into the bit as it began to suck and pulse.

The pain was intense, but it was also extremely pleasurable. So much so that she began to scream into her bit . Her hesitation and thoughts that she might disappoint the priest by not being in milk were obliterated by the intense and unyielding suction and pressure.

The priest chuckled darkly and tightened the belts holding her down.

“Now, let’s see if you are truly worthy of the attention of our Lord.”

The device began to work in earnest, the suction increasing until she felt like her breasts were going to pop. She drooled as her tits were stretched to their limits, pinched and tugged like the entity intended to pull them off entirely.

Bianca felt the intense wave of her first orgasm about to crash into her like a tsunami. She tried to turn, to beg for release from Inquisitor Gall, but she couldn’t quite turn to look at him, nor could she speak. It was all the same; she was helpless to resist, and couldn’t stop the orgasm any more than she could identify whatever was doing this to her.

“Pleasure, from a promised disciple.” The Inquisitor intoned, his voice reverberating across the stone room. “The first of three gifts given willingly to you.”

Bianca came hard, clenching around the entity. The orgasm was the height of bliss as her clit was sucked and massaged at the same time her pussy was pounded with the largest cock she could take. She was crying and screaming but didn’t realize she was doing either. She couldn’t even recognize her own voice. It sounded animalistic, needy, and desperate for more.

The orgasm just didn’t end. After twenty seconds she was still trapped by it, riding high in the abyss between consciousness and total blackout. In those stygian depths she felt something, some writhing twisted mass that promised absolution, redemption, and to cleanse her soul of guilt and sin.

She accepted it fully.

The thing became one with her as her mind orgasmed along with her body as she became more and also less than the girl named Bianca.

“The virgin body of the prophesied sacrifice.” She heard Inquisitor Gall intone.

The word sacrifice slid off her mind, losing any sort of meaning or ominous undertone. In fact, she was having a hard time understanding any of his words. Her thinking had permanently altered, and language was beginning to lose all meaning. A part of her screamed - something was happening to her! - but the rest was lost in that black abyss. The sane, rational girl was being consumed, the cocoon for a new, gestalt entity of human and Other.

White fur rippled across her arms and legs. It grew across her exposed chest, her belly, and her back, leaving everything but her pussy untouched until that too was subsumed.

She felt her skull deform as two little numbs emerged from her forehead, slowly enlarging into miniature horns. A small, whip-like tail jutted out from right above her ass, immediately thrashing back and forth in pleasure.

Her breasts became  engorged and her tits elongated into something unrecognizable, a mix of what used to be a woman’s breast combined with an udder.

Her tits were now stretched almost like they were pinkies, and they felt raw and sensitive, far past the point of painful . Her tits felt even worse, swollen and full in a way they had never felt before.

Suddenly, something shifted. Her breasts grew heavier and heavier, and she felt the pressure building in her nipples. The suction was unbearable, but she didn’t want it to stop. She didn’t want the pleasure to end.

And then, with a gush, her milk began to flow. She could feel her cream starting to let down, and she moaned in pleasure around the bit as the cups began to fill. She started to tremble and orgasm again, though the sensations no longer had names in her mind. She was so wet it would’ve dripped  to the floor if not for the sucking tendril latched to her privates.

The sensations were so overwhelming that she began to squirt, just a little at first, and then much more as the tendrils eagerly drew in all they could.

The priest stepped back and watched, his eyes burning with something that was definitely not holy.

“Three alluring liquids, collected to earn your favor.”

She moaned in pleasure around the bit, her body spasming with every pulse of milk that shot from her breasts.

It was so much more intense than any orgasm she had ever had, and it was happening all over. Her mind was a black canvas of bliss. Her creamy milk spurted out of her, filling the cups and overflowing, the excess running down her chest and stomach.

Her pussy was being milked as well, the tendril-like tube wrapping around her clit and suckling it like it was a man’s tender lips.

Bianca didn’t know how long it lasted, but it felt like an eternity. Her body was a wreck, writhing and squirming under the onslaught of pleasure and pain.

And when it was over, she lay there, panting and trembling, her breasts sore and blissfully empty. Her body was coated in a sheen of sweat.

The priest leaned over her, his eyes gleaming. “You see, my dear? You truly are a creature of the Lord. A cow, made to be milked and used.”

Bianca could only nod, unable to form words or understand them. She felt…changed. Different. Like she had been born for this. Made perfect by the Lord for this very purpose, to be born anew.

She didn’t think this, of course, but she felt something like this, deep in her mind.

“You performed spectacularly, my dear.” The Inquisitor purred, cupping her face in his hand. His touch felt warm against the soft fur that covered her face.

“Nothing like those other, defective whores.” The boy from before sneered.

“ Now now , all may be of use to the Lord.” Gall reproached, gesturing to the occult circle. “Their blood provided us a more suitable conduit to contain and collect his essence as he entered this vessel.”

He undid her restraints, then removed the wet, slobbery bit from her mouth.

“Within months he shall be born; given mortal form by this beautiful, aberrant creature before us.” He smiled a terrible rictus of a smile. “What do you say, Sister Bianca?”

Bianca was beyond words or human thoughts, but on some level, knew she was being discussed. She smiled up at her master, her owner, and purred her in the only way she knew how.

“Mooo.”


Author's Note

Thank you so much for reading!

This was, by far, the most blasphemous and arousing thing I’ve ever written - I definitely needed to stop a few times and cool off! I hope you liked it as much as I did!

If you enjoyed it too, please consider rating me and writing a review!

To stay in touch and get updates for my latest erotic horror hucow stories, please follow me on Amazon!

Keep an eye out for the next book in the Church of Dominion series - Submitting to the Herd .

I really appreciate you for reading, and I hope to keep you entertained and hungry for more with each story.

Love, Heaven ❤️
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