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Chapter 1 - Born Again

Bianca didn’t quite wake up. She was already awake, staring at a misshapen cobbled brick wall. She was conscious, but in such a way that she didn’t see or register the rock until now. She regained a bit of lucidity, and that brief clarity caused her mind to begin to panic. The adrenaline helped clarify things, and she regained herself.

She was in prison. No, she was in a  prison. The damp musk and leftover smell of incense led her to believe she was still in the church, or rather, far, far below it.

Fragments of memories returned to her. Her sinful desires, and her confession. Inquisitor Gall thrusting  his paddle against her bottom and her most private of areas. The ritual. The thing that had entered her and impregnated her. Her transformation, and the way her spotted fur felt as it rippled across her skin. Cuming with a partner for the first time. The pain and pleasure of being milked and brutally fucked.

It all felt like a heavenly dream, or the most wicked of nightmares.

Her breaths grew shallow, and her heart raced as she took in her new form. Her once modest clothes had been replaced with a tattered, torn robe that left her body exposed. Her breasts had swollen and were sensitive and tender to the touch. Her skin, once pale and unblemished, was now covered in a soft spotted fur.

The sting of reality slapped her harder than any whip could. This was her fate now.

And yet, that strange mental bliss she had experienced towards the end of the ritual was absent. Her breasts were certainly larger - much larger - and her tits were swollen and elongated, but they weren’t quite udders like they had been before. Bianca rubbed her head, noting that the tiny nubs of her horns were gone as well. Did something happen during her transformation that caused her to regress?

Bianca didn’t know how to feel. Ecstatic that she was once again herself? Disappointed in the possible rejection of whatever dark entity that had its way with her? Ashamed that she had let down Inquisitor Gall?

But her thoughts were interrupted by the sound of approaching footsteps. The heavy boots echoed through the chamber, and she knew who it was.

Gall.

He had been the one to bring her here, and she knew he was the one that would be coming to check on her.

The door to her cell swung open, and he stepped in. He was as tall and imposing as she remembered, his black eyes burning with a fiery intensity that sent shivers down her spine.

“You’re awake,” he said, his voice a mix of grim satisfaction and something else she couldn’t quite place. “Good.”

He stepped closer, and she could feel the heat radiating off his body. The fur covering her skin suddenly felt extremely sensitive to the touch.

Bianca hesitated a moment, then forced herself to look into those blazing eyes. “What do you plan to do to me?”

“You’ll find out soon enough. Now, be silent. This procedure does not require you to speak.”

He reached out a hand and brushed aside her cloak, then gripped one of her swollen breasts. They felt tight and heavy, and she couldn’t help but let out a small whine as he reached out and touched them. His hand was firm, yet gentle, as he began to squeeze her hard, stretched nipples.

“You see, my dear, the transformation is not yet complete. It’s a process, one that requires…maintenance.” He leaned in closer, his breath hot against her neck. “You’re going to learn to serve the church in a way you never imagined.”

Bianca’s mind raced with questions and fear. What did he mean? What else would he do to her? But before she could ask, he bent down and took one of her sensitive teats into his mouth. She gasped, the sensation overwhelming, a mix of surprise and pleasure that she had never felt before.

He suckled on her, his tongue swirling around the tip, and she could feel her body responding. She knew that she was being milked once again, and she could feel it flowing out of her into his mouth. It was a strange feeling, one that made her feel both humiliated and aroused. Like that girl in the picture she had seen a lifetime ago.

When he pulled away, her nipple was red and sore, but she found herself craving more. She still had more milk to give after all. Why had he stopped?

He smiled at her, his teeth gleaming in the dim light. “You’re going to be a good little cow for me, aren’t you?”

Her mind rebelled at the thought - she had more questions, and she was more than just an animal, damn it! - but her body seemed to have a will of its own. She nodded, unable to speak back against those cold blue eyes. Gall chuckled, and she felt his hand on her neck, guiding her to her knees.

He unbuckled his belt, and she knew what was coming next. The fear and anticipation built up inside her, her heart pounding in her chest. Was this what it meant to serve the Church of Dominion? To be used and degraded by the very man who had been her confessor? To become the sex-starved animal she had fantasized about?

As he freed his cock, she stared at it in a mix of awe and dread. It was larger than any she had ever seen, and she knew that it would hurt. But she also knew that she would find some twisted pleasure in it.

He pushed it towards her face, and she had no choice but to take it in her mouth. She had never done this before. She began to suck, tentatively at first, then with more confidence as she felt his grip tighten on her hair.

The taste was strange, a mix of salt and something else, something primal. He groaned above her, his hand moving her head and guiding her movements. She felt his cock twitch in her mouth, and she knew she was doing something right.

Her eyes watered as he forced her to take him deeper, her jaw aching from the stretch. But she didn’t stop. She couldn’t. He used her body like it was made for this, to serve her new master’s desires. And as she served him, she felt the beginnings of a change within herself. A hunger that was more than just physical, a need to be used, to be filled, to be owned.

It terrified her, and yet, it excited her beyond anything she had ever felt. This was the reason she existed, to serve her new Lord, and by extension, her new Master. It was what she swore. As she knelt there, her mouth full of his cock, she realized that she was no longer just a nun in training. She was something else entirely. Something that craved the very things she had once shunned. Something that craved the touch of Inquisitor Gall.

Her eyes searched for his  as she worked her mouth over him, hoping for some sign of his approval. And when he finally looked down at her, she saw it. The glint of satisfaction in his gaze, the slight smirk on his lips. It was all the encouragement she needed. She sucked harder, taking him deeper, feeling the power she had over him. Her body, her mouth, her very essence, brought him pleasure, and that knowledge was intoxicating.

Gall’s hand tightened in her hair, pulling her closer as he began to thrust into her mouth. Her teeth scraped against his shaft, but she was careful not to bite down. The noises he made were animalistic, and they only served to spur her on.

Those primal groans became more frequent, more unrestrained, and his hands more forceful against her scalp. She knew that he was close to climax.

And then, without warning, he pulled out of her mouth and stood her up, turning her around. He pushed her against the wall, and she felt the cold, rough stone bite into her sensitive skin. She knew what he wanted, and she was eager to give it to him. Her body was a vessel for his desires, and she was more than willing to be used.

He didn’t bother removing her robe. Instead, he simply hiked it up, exposing her plump, fur-covered ass and her small, underdeveloped whip-like tail. The sound of his belt being unbuckled was like an anvil had dropped in the small cell. She felt the head of his cock press against her tight, unprepared hole. She took a deep breath and braced herself for the pain.

The first thrust slid against her folds, but the second found its mark. She cried out, her body fighting against the sudden intrusion, but he didn’t stop. He pushed in deeper, filling her completely. She felt his hands on her hips, holding her in place as he began to move. The pain soon gave way to something else, something more primal. A need to be filled, to be claimed.

Her own body seemed to respond to his rhythm, pushing back against him, her swollen tits bouncing with each thrust. She could feel the beginnings of a strange new pleasure building within her, something that went beyond the physical. It was as if she was being reborn in this moment, a creature of desire and submission. Regaining her purpose with every thrust.

The sound of his hips slapping against her ass filled the air, mixing with her muffled moans. The friction between them was exquisite, and she could feel the heat building in her belly. Her thoughts grew hazy as the sensations overwhelmed her.

When he finally came, it was with a roar that echoed through the chamber. He filled her with his seed, marking her as his property. And as she felt the warmth spread through her, she knew that she was truly his.

Her mind swam with the reality of her situation. She was no longer future Sister Bianca. She was on her way to becoming a human cow, a being of lust and servitude for her Lord and Master. And she liked it. She liked it more than she ever thought possible.

The Inquisitor pulled out, and she felt empty without him inside her. She turned to face him, her eyes glazed with need. He smirked, wiping his cock off on her fur-covered breasts. “You’re going to make a fine addition to the herd, my dear.”

Bianca dropped to her knees, her eyes never leaving his. “Thank you, Master,” she murmured, her voice thick with lust and submission. The hunger inside her had been partially sated, but she knew it would return. And when it did, she would be ready to serve again.


Chapter 2 - In the Lion’s Den

After Inquisitor Gall left, Bianca had been left to her own devices. She had no way of telling time, but estimated it had been hours. At least, that’s what her stomach guessed, as her stomach rumbled like she had missed a meal.

There wasn’t a whole lot to do in her cell. There was a cot, a hole half a foot wide, and that was it.

Bianca had thought to masturbate - Gall hadn’t quite finished the job earlier - but it felt wrong somehow, especially in this place. She was his, and she would cum when he commanded it. Or when he forced her to, she supposed.

Bianca tried looking out her cell, but her head was slightly too large to wedge through the iron bars. Still, she strained as much as she could. She saw two guards far down the left corridor, both facing away from her.

She thought she recognized the first guard as the young man who had participated in the strange ritual from before. She felt awkward drawing attention to herself, especially in her state of undress, but what else was she going to do? Hunger was annoying, but the thirst would get worse.

“Um, excuse me?” She asked. Both guards whipped around, drawing metal weapons that looked like a cross between a baton and a mace.

An aspergillum?

Bianca couldn’t quite tell from this distance. What she could tell is that she now has both of the guards’ undivided attention.

“Could I get something to drink? And maybe some food?”

It occurred to her that she could’ve asked other questions like, exactly where she was, and what the fuck was happening to her, but those questions seemed unimportant somehow. She knew enough, after all. She was in and a part of the Church of Dominion, serving as a vessel for her Lord and Master. That was enough.

Wasn’t it?

“You haven’t been fed?” One of the guards asked, the one Bianca thought she recognized.

Bianca shook her head.

The man walked up and began to unlock the cell door.

“It could be a trap!” The second guard warned, a wiry man with stringy black hair.

“She’s not like the others. Inquisitor Gall assured it, and I witnessed the ritual firsthand. She won’t try anything.”

It was true. Even if they left the cell door open and left, Bianca had no intention of leaving. What would the world do to a pregnant Catholic girl with no job prospects? To a failed nun?

No, her home was here now. Her mind, body, and soul belonged to her new Lord, and to Inquisitor Gall. Her Master.

The guard entered the cell, then looked around.

“Shit. The bitch before this must’ve ripped the feeding bottles out of the wall and tossed them in the hole.”

“Cunt. She got what she deserved.”

A bubble of a thought wormed up from Nianca’s mind, a gentle sort of curiosity that wondered what exactly happened to the woman that came before her. Had she really been so upset that she tore out her own food and water? And destroyed it so completely that it left no trace?

But wait, that wasn’t right. Bianca blinked, watching the guard examine the damaged metal rungs that had held the bottles.

How had she not noticed those before?

In fact, now that Bianca had noticed those torn metallic rings, there were other disturbing details in her cell as well. For one, dark coppery bloodstains coated the walls, floor, and three iron bars of the cell.

The rings were one thing, but how on earth had she missed the blood? She had been in the cell for hours with nothing else to occupy her time. How was  it possible she hadn’t seen it before now?

The troubled thoughts slid off her mind, but not before one last disturbing notion bloomed in her mind.

Has my mind been transformed as much as my body? Can I even rely on my own senses?

“Let’s get you some food and water.” The first guard offered, patting her head.

Bianca felt a strange sense of comfort from his touch. It felt…good. Right, in a way she couldn’t express.

He stepped aside, and the second guard handed her a bowl of gruel and a cup of water. She took it greedily, slurping down the thick liquid. It was sweet, like cornbread before it had been baked. It made her even more thirsty, and she guzzled down the water in seconds.

There was a time that Bianca would’ve been embarrassed to eat like this, without silverware or a table, or anything resembling manners. But eating like this felt right too. She felt lucky to get this food, and it tasted sweet and nourishing.

As she ate, the first guard spoke up again, “Good. This has the nutrients and…other ingredients your body needs right now. I’m glad you said something. You’re going to have to be inspected soon, and it wouldn’t have done well if you were underfed beforehand. Now we can make sure you’re ready for it.”

Inspected?

The word brought back memories of the ritual and the creature that had penetrated her. The thing that took her virginity, and made her cum in church. That had transformed her not only into this, but more.

The thing that had impregnated her.

“What does that mean?” She asked, trying to keep the tremble from her voice.

The guard sighed, his eyes softening a bit. “You’re going to be checked to ensure your transformation is progressing as expected. Gall doesn’t tolerate failure.”

Bianca nodded, her heart racing. What if she hadn’t changed enough? Would Gall be disappointed? Would he…

No, she couldn’t think like that. She was here to serve, to be the best she could be for her new Lord. Inquisitor Gall was a hard man to please, but she had done it before. She had a feeling few women had ever had the privilege of seeing that sadistic sparkle in his eye as he climaxed, and heard the way he roared when he came.

No, she was a good cow, and she had nothing to fear.

Once she had finished eating, the guards left her to her thoughts. She sat on her cot, feeling the fur on her body and the fullness of her breasts. The hunger and thirst were gone, but a new need was growing. A need to be filled, to be used.

As the hours ticked by, she could feel her milk beginning to build up as well. Her nipples were sore from the last milking, but they were already hardening, begging for attention.

She considered sleeping, but the fullness of her breasts was uncomfortable almost to the point of being painful. Her arousal was also dizzying and intense, far past the point where she would’ve considered ‘taking care of the issue’ had she been back in her apartment. But as it was, she wanted to save her needy hole for Gall, and whatever inspection he intended for her.

Maybe this time she would award her with an orgasm. Though whether it would be his or hers seemed somehow immaterial now.

The door to her cell creaked open, and she looked up to see a figure silhouetted in the dim light. It was a nun, dressed in the same tattered attire as Bianca had worn earlier. She looked different, though. There was something off about her.

The nun stepped closer, and Bianca saw the fur on her body, the way her breasts were swollen and elongated into udders. Her eyes had a glazed look to them, a look of mindless contentment.

The nun stepped closer, and Bianca felt a hand on her chin, tilting her face upward. The nun leaned down and whispered into her ear, “You’re going to love it here. The pleasure is divine.”

With that, she turned and left.

Had the nun used a key?

Was her cell actually unlocked?

Instead of thoughts of escape though, Bianca felt a strange sense of relief. Not all the nuns before her were dead, then. Plus, Inquisitor Gall had said he wanted her to join the herd. It would’ve been quite the meager herd if she was the only surviving member, and Gall didn’t seem the type to tolerate anything half-assed.

Bianca felt a thrill of anticipation mixed with dread. She didn’t know what would happen to her, but she knew she was going to find out soon. And no matter what it was, she would have to accept it.


Chapter 3 - The Leviathan’s Caress

Her thoughts were interrupted by the sound of bootsteps, and the door opened once again. This time, it was Inquisitor Gall who entered, his eyes gleaming with cruel excitement.

“Ah, you’re awake. Good. It’s time for your first inspection.” He said, a rictus of a smile playing on his lips.

Bianca felt a knot in her stomach, but she knew she wouldn’t resist. She was his to command.

He reached out a hand and helped her to her feet, then led her out of the cell and down the corridor. The air grew colder and danker, and the smell of something unidentifiable and alien grew stronger. Like the wine, but older somehow. Refined. Ancient.

Each of the windows was covered as they descended a dizzying series of stairs. Eventually they entered a large chamber filled with nuns, all of them transformed like the one that had visited her. They were all on their knees, heads bowed towards the center of the circle.

In the center of the room, there was an altar, and on that altar was the Thing from before. The Creature that had taken her. It smelled like that strange wine, and even a hint of incense, as if it had absorbed the frankincense of the church above.

Or was it the source of the church’s smell all along?

Bianca felt her legs wobble, but Gall’s firm grip kept her upright.

“Don’t worry, my dear,” He whispered into her ear, “You’re going to be perfect.”

The Thing on the altar turned as if to look up at her, its tendrils writhing with a hunger that made her want to run. But she couldn’t. Her body and will were his to command.

The inspection had begun.

Inquisitor Gall led her once again to the center of the circle. Bianca found herself shuddering as Gall removed her robe, leaving her nude in front of all these witnesses. Just a few days ago she would’ve been mortified to the point of tears being so exposed, but now she just felt a sort of naughty, giddy delight.

She enjoyed being the center of attention. The prized cow doted upon by her master. She liked being shown off.

Being presented.

Surely Gall wouldn’t have gone to such lengths if he believed she wasn’t worthy.

Right?

“Lie in the center of the ring.”

Bianca obeyed. She was cold, and lying on the cold stone floor made goosebumps ripple across her skin, and made her elongated tits hard as glass.

She looked at Inquisitor Gall, standing above her. From her vantage point he was between her legs, glaring down at her like a mighty foreboding statue.

“Face the Lord, not me.” Gall caught her with his boot, spinning her around until she faced the Amalgamation pussy-first.

She wasn’t sure how she had forgotten about the Thing. It was bigger than last time, and when she tried to look at it, her eyes just sort of slid off, as if she could never get a good look. For the first time, she realized the writhing mass of tentacles and teeth wasn’t the creature. What she saw - or, at least, what she was able to glance - was just an extension, like a finger, or the fruiting body.

The real creature was so much more. Vast, in a way that wasn’t related to size. She could feel its alien intent in the way it gazed at her without eyes, and knew that a part of it now lived in her.

The nuns around her watched with a mix of envy, fear, and awe. Their eyes gleamed with a strange hunger that mirrored her own. They whispered among themselves, their voices a cacophony of anticipation that sent shivers down her spine.

Bianca felt the creature’s attention upon her, and she couldn’t help but quiver. It was as if it could see straight through her, into the depths of her soul. It was a terrifying feeling, but also exhilarating. Was this what Gall had meant by ‘inspection’?

Inquisitor Gall stepped back, and she felt a sudden jolt of cold as something wet and slimy brushed against her ankles. The creature was moving towards her, its tentacles reaching out to caress her fur-covered skin. She whimpered, unable to look at or away from the writhing mass before her.

One of the tentacles slithered up her thigh, and she felt it probe at her swollen labia. The sensation was utterly foreign, yet also strangely arousing. She felt her body responding, her pussy growing wet with need.

The tendril had no suction cups, or really anything that could have an earth-like counterpart. It almost rippled, like pieces of it were only half-real, and others were rigid and dense. She felt it prod and lap at her lips, and she suddenly understood that this, what she was experiencing now, was the real inspection.

The creature’s tentacle pushed into her, and she gasped at the intrusion. It was cold, so cold, but it filled her completely, stretching her in a way that was both painful and pleasurable. The nuns around her moaned in unison, their own desires feeding off of hers. Two of them started masturbating openly, their tunics partially unfurling to reveal their dripping pussies. With a sharp word from Gall, however, they managed to restrain themselves for the moment.

Her eyes rolled back in her head as the creature began to pump its tentacle in and out of her. Once again, Bianca could feel herself transforming. Her large, cantaloupe-sized breasts swelled even more, once again resembling the pink, stretched udders of a cow. Her nubby horns returned. Even her nose began changing shape, resembling more of a snout. The process was painless, and even erotic. Her Lord was changing her from the inside. Rewriting what made her her on the most fundamental level. Bringing her desires into reality.

The pain grew as the pseudopod grew larger and pressed into her harder, but so did the pleasure. Her breasts felt ready to burst with milk, and she could feel her nipples tightening with each thrust.

And then, with a final, violent push, the tentacle pushed as hard as it dared, and she screamed in ecstasy as it bashed into her poor cervix over and over. The nuns moaned around her, some taking to their knees as liquid dripped from their cores. None dared touch themselves, but it was obvious it was all they could do to resist.

Any one of them would’ve done anything to be her at this moment, she realized. They were chosen to be witnesses, while she was the one who was to be inspected. To see if she alone was worthy.

Bianca felt herself being pulled closer to the creature. Its tendrils wrapped around her legs and lifted her up onto the altar. She was now at eye level with the creature’s gaping maw, filled with teeth and hungry for her offering. Gall stepped back, watching with a sadistic smile as the creature began to feast on her. The tentacle withdrew from her pussy, and she felt a moment of relief before more replaced it, tasting her and writhing around her thighs, labia, and pelvis.

The creature’s mouth opened wide, and she could see the darkness beyond it. An endless void that seemed to pulse with malevolent energy. She somehow knew what was expected of her. It had given her the body she desired, and she was to give the fruits of that body back to the creature.

She grabbed a tendril. One of the nuns gasped, but Inquisitor Gall merely nodded. She pulled, causing the growth to elongate until the black mass was able to latch onto one of her swollen udders.

Immediately, it began to feed. The milk spurted out and into the creature’s strange, tube-like growth. It was a strange feeling, the sensation of being milked by something other than human, something that didn’t care about the pain it inflicted or the pleasure it gave, only the sweet nectar she provided.

And it did hurt. The creature tore at her like the worst cupping she had ever received, directly on the most sensitive part of her chest. It slurped at her like it had never tasted anything like her before. It most certainly bruised her poor sensitive udders as milk gushed out of her.

The relief and the pain mixed into something truly spectacular. Around her, the other half-transformed nuns were moaning and mooing in pleasure. One looked close to climaxing and was backhanded by Inquisitor Gall. Bianca flinched at the sudden violence, especially since she was so close herself.

“None shall cum until our Lord shows his pleasure.”

Bianca tried to restrain herself, but it was challenging. The creature was only sucking her breasts at the moment, but the way its smaller tendrils moved and rubbed near her pussy and bumped against her clit threatened to send her over the edge.

The nuns around her had fully succumbed to their desires now, their robes cast aside as they touched, licked, and finger-fucked each other without mercy. The room was a symphony of wet sounds and animalistic moans. The creature’s feeding had turned into a blasphemous orgy, and she was the star. The creature’s gaze, though it had no eyes, bore into hers, and she felt a strange connection. It was as if it could see her soul, and through it, see the creature she was becoming. And it liked what it saw.

The creature penetrated her. It was everything she could do not to ruin the ritual - was this a ritual? - by orgasming on the spot. Her mind grew cloudy as she fought back against her own rising tide of pleasure.

The tentacle in her pussy grew larger, and she felt herself stretching to accommodate it. Her body was being remade, reshaped to better serve her new purpose. Her mind spun at the thought, but her body didn’t protest. It was eager for the transformation, eager to be used by this alien being. As the creature fed, she felt her thoughts slipping away, replaced by a primal need to be filled and emptied.

The room grew hazier as the creature’s feeding grew more intense. The air was thick with the smell of sex and the sweet, creamy tang of her milk. The other nuns watched in rapture, their own desires reflected in their eyes as they touched themselves. The creature’s movements grew erratic, and she knew it was close to climax. Her own orgasm was building, a crescendo of pleasure that threatened to overwhelm her.

Her body tightened around the tentacle, her muscles clenching as she approached the peak. She could feel her walls beginning to spasm even as she tried her hardest to control the tsunami that threatened to overwhelm her senses.

Suddenly, Gall was there, gripping her shoulders as the creature pounded. Gall’s grip on her shoulders was the only thing keeping her in place as the creature’s sucking grew more frantic. Her eyes rolled back in her head, and she could feel the creature’s excitement building. It was going to happen. She was going to be claimed by her new Lord.

Gall’s hand tightened on her shoulder, pushing her down onto the altar, and she felt the creature’s bulk press against her.

The tentacle at her pussy grew, becoming thicker and thinner as it split apart, and she felt something else pressing against her. It was a smaller tentacle, but just as hard, and it was pushing against her anus. It was wet, and she felt the strange hot/cold sensation as it breached into her.

The pain was sharp, but she bore it, knowing that this was her destiny. The creature was going to take her fully, claim her as its own.

She had never felt anything back there before, and equally had never been double-penetrated in her life. Just yesterday she had been a virgin!

Or had that been today? Had  all this happened in the last twenty-four hours?

Just as she began losing control entirely, Bianca felt the creature’s orgasm start to wash over her, its tentacles spasming as it filled her with its seed.

“Good little cow.” Gall’s low voice rumbled across her neck. Louder, he boomed, “Now, you all may cum.”

The nuns around her were all climaxing now, their cries of pleasure joining the creature’s strange, otherworldly sounds. Her own climax washed through her, a tide of pleasure so intense it was almost painful. The world was a black canvas of sensation, from the dual throbbing from her pussy and ass to the harsh sucking at her tits.

As the creature finished, it let out a low, contented moan, and she felt its tentacles withdraw from her body. She was left gasping for breath, her body trembling with the aftershocks of her climax.

Her udders were red and swollen, and her holes leaked a viscous black fluid. She felt used and spent in every way. The world was blurry and distant, but also warm and deeply comforting.

She did it. Even without Gall’s words, she knew she had been successful.

Gall stepped forward, a look of triumph on his face. “You see, my dear, you truly are a gift from and for our Lord. Your transformation is almost complete.”

Bianca looked up at him, her eyes glazed over with lust. She knew what was happening to her, and she knew she was powerless to stop it. And that made her happy. All she wanted was to serve, to be used by this creature, to give her body to the Church of Dominion.

The nuns around her began to clean her up, their gentle touches almost a comfort as they wiped the creature’s fluids from her body. They whispered to her, welcoming her to the herd, and congratulating her on a job well done.

As she was led away from the altar, she couldn’t help but feel a sense of belonging. This was her new life, and she was eager to embrace it fully. The inspection was over, but her service had just begun.


Chapter 4 - Savior

At some point, Bianca had lost consciousness. When she came to, she was back in a cell, albeit not her cell. This cell had a bed, a window, and a pretty gold and pink chamberpot. It also had smooth white marble bricks instead of the mismatched sharp gray stone from before.

Looking out the barred windows, she could see the courtyard of the church far below. The sun felt warm and pleasant on her skin. She idly noticed that she was clean - no sweat, no oily runoff from the Lord’s expulsions. Someone had bathed and dressed her while she was unconscious.

The thought didn’t bother her. She hoped it was Inquisitor Gall, and that her prone form had excited him.

Bianca was dressed, not in the tattered tunics of the other herd members, but in a fine black sheer tunic that almost touched the floor. It was pretty and expensive, and felt right on her nude body.

She also had a mirror. She wandered closer to it, curious about her new body.

She had kept her horns! She squealed in delight, rubbing the small nubs and wagging her thin tail like a puppy. She had lost a bit of her transformation, just like last time, but most of it remained. Her fur had grown more pronounced, and her black and white pattern was more vivid and visible. Her breasts were also enormous, nearly reaching her belly button, but weren’t quite udders any longer. Her nose had also annoyingly gone back to normal.

No cute snout, and no blissed-out mind. Frustrating.

What she did have, however, was a belly. She hadn’t been with the Church of Dominion long enough to be showing any signs of pregnancy, but sure enough, it looked like she might be two or three months along.

If gestation is this fast, I wonder if the transformation will be too. Bianca considered.

She was thrilled with the chance to bear her Lord’s child, and to give it a mortal form within reality. It was her purpose, after all.

But for the moment, her body demanded food. She was with child after all - or at least, something like it - and she had also been pretty active the last few days. She wasn’t sure if transforming back and forth burned calories, but if it did, she was at a major deficit.

Luckily, this time she didn’t have to rely on the good will of random guards. Right above her bed were two feeding tubes, much like one would use for a hamster, albeit much larger. One was likely water, and the other was that strange, oatish-cornbread-looking mixture from before.

The bottles were positioned right above her bed, in a remarkably awkward position. She couldn’t reach them from the side, and she wasn’t quite tall enough to sit on the bed and enjoy her meal. Standing on the bed also made her too tall.

Only one position really worked. She got on her knees on top of her plush new comforter, then began to suck. She started with the water, feeling the refreshing cold liquid soothe her throat. The motion reminded her of when Gall had demanded the use of her mouth, and the way she eagerly slurped on his large, imposing cock.

She switched to the food, and the creamy sweetness was intoxicating. Inquisitor Gall hadn’t finished in her mouth, but she could almost imagine it now; the warm, viscous liquid, and the way his dick would twitch and pulse in her mouth as she pleasured him to orgasm.

The thoughts made her core tingle as she continued drinking her meal, and she noticed her furry thighs beginning to feel wet and sticky. She hoped Gall would come soon, unsure if she wanted to please him with her mouth or her pussy. Or if she was the one that wanted to be pleased. Her thoughts were getting a bit hazy on the exact details.

She ate longer than she typically would, then lay down in bed with a full belly. The bars on her window and door made the room feel more like a cage than a chamber, but it was a comfortable cage. She imagined herself in a barn or a field back when she had fantasized about all this before, but the aesthetic was beginning to grow on her.

Content and fed, she drifted to sleep with the hope that Gall might wake her with some midnight fun, or a request from their Lord. Her body, after all, was theirs to defile.

“Holy fuck. Holy fuck.”

Bianca woke up to the sound of whispered cursing. She looked around, but from her vantage point she couldn’t make out anyone near her. It was night, and her stone cell was nearly black as pitch.

She stood up from bed, her feet making a strange clicking noise on the tile. She looked down, and sure enough, her feet were smaller and harder, resembling something like hooves. The thought made her smile - even now, her transformation was coming across nicely.

“Holy fuck. Bianca…is that you?”

Bianca recognized the foul-mouthed feminine voice. Her old life, the life she led before pledging herself to Inquisitor Gall and her Lord, felt like, well, a lifetime ago. But Bianca recognized the voice from that previous life. That was Sasha’s voice, her black-haired friend and old classmate that was always getting in trouble, either by teachers, her parents, or boys.

But why was she here?

“Bianca!” Sasha implored. This time the human-cow hybrid could see her old friend, a shadowy presence at the caged door of her room. “Jesus, can you still speak?”

Bianca nodded, her voice low and thick with sleep. “Sasha? What are you doing here?”

Her friend was dressed in the same torn garments like the kind that had been originally provided for her.

Sasha was paler than normal, shaking as she clutched the bars. Her eyes were wide with fear and fury. “What the fuck have they done to you!?”

Bianca felt a strange warmth fill her. Not pleasure, but…anger? Her new form wasn’t something to be ashamed of, but rather a sense of pride. She brushed aside her sheer tunic to reveal the beautiful nude form  underneath. She brushed aside her anger just as easily, resolving to speak to her old roommate with kindness. “We were chosen, Sasha. To serve our Lord in this new way. To bring our deepest fantasies to life.”

Sasha stepped closer, her body pressing against the bars. Her hand reached through to grip the fur of Bianca’s forearm. “Chosen? I don’t think anyone would choose this.”

“You didn’t agree to this?” Bianca asked, her sleep-fogged brain beginning to clear. “Wait, why are you here?”

“To break you out of here, B!” Sasha hissed. “You mumbled something about heading to church, then just never came back! I came to investigate when I got ambushed by two freaks dressed up as priests.”

“You didn’t submit?”

“I didn’t buy a stun gun so I could be a toy to imaginary priests.” Sasha said with a savage grin, showing off the electrical device. Her grin faded though as her eyes returned to Bianca’s, and she was again reminded of what happened to her.

“It was so much worse than I thought,” Sasha said weakly. “They have cages filled with women down there in the basement, B!”

Bianca stepped closer, feeling a kinship that she hadn’t felt since her transformation. Her friend was scared and confused, like she had been at first.

She understood those feelings.

“It’s okay, don’t be scared.” Bianca encouraged. “It’s different here, but it’s good. The highest good. We’re serving a greater purpose for the Lord.”

The anger in Sasha’s eyes grew. “Fuck that! I didn’t hear you agree to be a cow for some fucked up religious cult! You were going to be a nun, not…not whatever the hell this is! Human trafficking? Genetic mutation? Gods, what have they done to you?”

Bianca felt a flash of irritation return. “It’s not like that, Sasha. We’re special. We’re blessed.”

Sasha’s grip tightened, her nails digging into the fur. “Blessed? They’re using you! They’re turning you into animals!”

Bianca took a step back, the warmth draining from her body. “We’re more than animals. We’re  sacred, used for His pleasure and purpose.”

Sasha’s face fell. “You’ve drunk the Kool-Aid and asked for seconds, haven’t you?”

Bianca didn’t respond. She had felt the power, the euphoria of serving her Lord. How could Sasha not see that?

“Look, B,” Sasha’s voice grew softer. “I know this is fucked up, and maybe it fucked you up a bit too. I know  it’s not what you thought you’d be doing when you signed up. You remember that, right? You can’t just…accept this.”

Bianca felt a pang of doubt, but it was quickly replaced by the warmth of her newfound purpose. Her faith was strong, and she would remain steadfast in her devotion.

“It’s true I didn’t come into church that day seeking this,” Bianca admitted. “But I also didn’t come in to become a nun. In my heart, I was still having doubts, and I came here seeking confession for my sins.”

Sasha snorted. “You’re the most straight-laced person I know. Have you ever kissed a boy, or had a sip of alcohol? What would you confess, loving the Lord too much?”

Bianca smiled. “Actually, before my conversation, I had issues with lust. Though I knew such feelings were given by the Lord to be shared between a man and woman, I was tempted to desecrate that sacred bond through the work of my own hand-”

“You… masturbated?” Sasha blinked, trying to parse out Bianca’s words. “That’s not a sin. At least, I think that’s not a sin. You wanted to be a nun, and that’s, like, a full lifetime commitment, right? They wouldn’t want you to never orgasm again just because you were a holy woman or whatever. God made pussies after all. Why wouldn’t he want us to enjoy them?”

“They aren’t meant for our enjoyment, Sasha. They serve a holy purpose, to bring forth pleasure and life, and give form to the Lord.”

“I need to get you out of here,” Sasha said, her voice filled with desperation. “We can find a way out of here. We need to get you  help.”

“You don’t understand, Sasha. I chose this.” Bianca clarified. “I met with the most wondrous of priests during my confessional, and he stuck the truth into me and forced me to bare my very soul. He freed me from my sins, and showed how even a tempted sinner like me could serve his holy path.”

“Bianca. You’re turning into a cow.”

“I’m turning into me, Sasha.” Bianca couldn’t help but smile. “I didn’t want to live a life in servitude to menial labor, and truth be told, I wasn’t sure I wanted to be a nun either. I was caught between forces I couldn’t control. I always wished for something greater, to be a part of something truly extraordinary. The Inquisitor showed me that. He forced me to confront what I truly wanted.”

“…To be a cow?”

“To be a vessel,” Bianca answered, a warm smile spreading on her lips as she rubbed her tummy. “To bring forth the Lord anew into this broken world, and to bring light, happiness, and pleasure to others of the Church of Dominion.”

“You’re…” Sasha looked at Bianca’s furry, pregnant belly. “It’s been less than a week. How…?”

“The Lord works in mysterious ways.” Bianca shrugged. “I don’t know why I was chosen, why of all my peers that I was blessed with the honor of being bred by the Lord. Why he deemed me worthy of the gift of this marvelous form, and of his seed that grows within my womb.”

“You were… fucked…by god?” Sasha asked, incredulous.

“It was not by God as you understand him. Certainly nothing so crass as an entity that resembled my previous form.” Briana’s eyes grew distant in recollection of that first, fateful ritual. “He has arms that stretch to the horizon, and fractal mouths that always hunger. His tendrils latched to my chest to drain me dry, and to feel him cum was to stand in a monsoon of torturous pleasure. He cannot fit within our world, not until the world gives a bit of itself to him.”

“This is so  fucked, Bianca.”

The words echoed through the corridor, and for a brief moment, the warm glow of her faith wavered. But she steeled herself. Sasha didn’t understand. She couldn’t see the beauty in this divine transformation.

“You can’t stay here,” Sasha said, her voice tight with urgency. “You’re not a cow. You’re a person .”

“I am what I am, and what I am is what the Lord made me to be,” Bianca replied calmly, stroking her swollen belly. The thought of the Lord’s power inside her brought a shiver of pleasure down her spine.

“I can’t leave,” Bianca continued. “This is where I belong now. This is where I’m needed.”

Sasha’s eyes searched hers, desperation etched into her features. “What if I won’t leave without you?”

Bianca’s smile grew sad. “You must, Sasha. This is not your path. I’ve found my purpose, and it’s here, serving the Church of Dominion.”

Her friend’s grip on the bars loosened, and she took a step back, the stun gun hanging limp at her side. “I don’t get it. I don’t get how you can just accept this. Doesn’t a part of you know that this isn’t right? That you’re not right?”

“I know it’s hard to understand,” Bianca said gently. “But the Lord’s plan is not for our mortal minds to unravel. He’s shown me that even in the most depraved of places, there can be purity.”

Sasha took a deep breath, then nodded, the anger in her eyes fading to something softer. “Okay. If this is what you think you really want, I guess I can’t convince you.”

“Thank you,” Bianca murmured, feeling a strange mix of relief and disappointment. She had hoped Sasha would see the light, but perhaps that was not to be. “I appreciate you respecting my agency in this.”

“Come here.” Sasha beckoned her closer to the cage. Bianca wasn’t sure what she wanted - was she trying to hug her through the bars? - but walked forward all the same.

WHAM!

Bianca reeled back. Sasha had grabbed her robes and pulled her forward, smashing her head into the bars! Her head spun, and her nose felt like it was either badly bent or broken. In her stunned state, she wasn’t sure if it was an accident or if her friend was trying to kill her.

“Damn you, B! You’re the one that’s meant to talk sense into me, not get yourself into these situations.” Sasha cursed, fumbling with her robe until she drew something metallic out of an unseen pocket.

A knife!?

No, Bianca realized, it was a key. Sasha plunged the silver key into the lock, then ripped the door open. Bianca shielded her face, but Sasha wasn’t interested in further violence. Her friend half-carried, half-dragged her out of her cell and towards the end of the hall.

“What are you doing?” Bianca asked blearily . Her head swam, and her vision was covered in spots of white light.

“I’m rescuing you, dumbass.” Came Sasha’s hushed, clipped response.

Bianca tried to consider that through the haze in her head. Rescue? Why would she want to be rescued?

No, she realized. This was all wrong. She didn’t want to leave. Here, in this twisted space, she could be herself. The authentic, unapologetic cow she was always meant to be. Going with Sasha meant abandoning Gall, turning her back to the Lord, and betraying her oath.

Betraying herself.

“Help!” Bianca croaked. She gained more conviction as her head began to clear. “Help! Please! I’m being kidnapped!”

“Shut up!” Sasha hissed, forcing the sleeve of her robe into her friend’s mouth. “They’ll hear us!”

Bianca spat out the robe defiantly. “Help! She’s trying to-”

Sasha shoved her hand over Bianca’s mouth. Bianca bit her. Sasha grunted in pain, her hand flinching back.

“What is wrong with you!?” Sasha demanded, taking a step back.

She bumped right into Inquisitor Gall’s chest.

“She understands the truth of desire,” Gall began, clutching onto Sasha’s arm with a vice-like grip. Sasha attempted to break the hold with a self-defense martial art move she learned when she was younger, but couldn’t quite manage it. His hand and arm had no give, not even slightly. “The Lord does not wish to deprive us of what we seek. But, we must do all things through him to gain his holy guidance.”

“Let go of me!” Sasha demanded. She tried striking his groin, but couldn’t get a good angle to inflict any real damage. “You’re sick! You’re a pervert and a freak! You’re like some crazy cult leader who’s brainwashed all these people!”

“I am perverse.” Gall agreed, lifting the squirming woman into the air with one hand. She kicked and punched, but there was no real strength behind her blows now. She could barely reach the man. “But my perversions were also made by the Lord, so he could use me and my talents to further his awakening into our world. Should I release you, I have little doubt you would put our work in jeopardy. Luckily, your blood can still be used for our future rituals after you are disposed of.”

“Wait!” Bianca said.

Gall regarded her coldly. He had never once shown a hint of mercy, but Bianca had to try. “Please, Master, perhaps she could join our herd? She is my friend, and I would wish for her safety, even if she has wronged us.”

“I’d rather die!” Sasha shrieked. Both Bianca and Gall ignored her.

“She is not a good candidate,” Gall said.

“Please, Master? We can work to break her together.” She pleaded. Gall didn’t look convinced. Bianca fell to her knees, starting to kiss the outside of his pants, just under his belt. “I beg you, Inquisitor. She is my friend. Any inconvenience she causes I will repay tenfold.”

For a few torturous moments, Gall was silent. Then, he cracked a terrible, toothy smile.

“Very well.” He relented. “I suppose pregnancy can be a challenging time, and I do think you should have friends. We’ll put her in a cell for now.”

He forcefully pulled Sasha back into the hall.

“Let go of me! Fuck you! Fuck you both!” Sasha screamed, to no avail. She slipped free at the last moment right before Gall could get her into a cell. Instead of trying to snag a hold of a limb, this time he just reached out and grabbed a fistful of the black-head’s hair in one vice-like grip. Sasha screamed as she was pulled back, and again as she was unceremoniously tossed into the cell. She didn’t stop screaming as the terrible reality of the situation dawned on her. She sprang up and shook the iron bars of her cell as Gall locked her inside. “No! You can’t do this to me! I’d rather die than turn into whatever you’ve turned Bianca into! I’ll never break, you fucking sicko! You hear me? You’ve messed with the wrong fucking chick!”

She continued screaming as Gall and Bianca headed away, back to Bianca’s room.

“I’m proud of you,” Gall said, putting a hand on her shoulder as Sasha’s screams faded into the distance. “You could’ve chosen to escape, or to grab a weapon. Instead, you proved your loyalty to the Church of Dominion by warning us of the threat. You have performed very, very well.”

“Thank you, Master. I’m very grateful you spared her. I know she may be difficult at first, but together and with the Lord on our side, I have confidence she will see the light.” Bianca nuzzled the dark priest’s bulge and began unbuckling his belt. “May I show my gratitude to you, Master?”

Gall smirked, his eyes cold and ruthless.

“You may.”


Author's Note

Hi! Great to see you again, and thanks for reading!

I really hope you enjoyed the story, and if you did, please consider rating me and writing a review. And feel free to recommend me to all your god-fearing friends!

(Just kidding - please don’t!)

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

Thanks so much for your support, and I hope to keep you entertained in my next book in the Church of Dominion series, Betrayed by Temptation . I promise it’ll be the most dark and twisted yet!

Love, Heaven ❤️
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