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    Introduction 
 
    Empath Rising is the first book in a series that tells the tale of a lonely orphan who rescues a Minotaur girl only to have her fall madly in love with him. 
 
    WARNING: This is a work of erotic fantasy, there is nudity, swearing, a bit of violence, and plenty of naughty sex between man (and woman) and monster girl/girls. If that isn’t your cup of tea please give this book a pass! 
 
    Otherwise please enjoy! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    This book is dedicated to the one who wrote it, because that guy is fucking awesome.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Prologue:  
 
    A Brief History lesson 
 
      
 
      
 
    Eons ago, in an age lost to myth and legend, man and monster met for the first time. 
 
    Their interactions were peaceful at first; the tribes of girls man initially encountered were gentle and curious creatures that wanted only to please their new friends. But man was selfish and eventually sought to enslave them. The gentle creatures had never known such cruelty and had no defense against the violent predilections of man. 
 
    But they were not the only breed of monster. And their sisters were very angry with man. 
 
    He learned to his detriment that not all girls would bow before him. The magic of the spirit breeds, and that of the temperamental elementals, and even the elusive Witches, tore the primitive humans asunder to free their enslaved sisters. Man fled before the preternatural fury of the magic tribes, but as he fled he encountered the warrior breeds, the Wolfen, Amazons and Valkyrie to name a few, who set upon him with great vengeance.  
 
    Man survived but was forgetful, he remembered only the rage of the monsters and not what caused it. He bore a dreadful grudge. He was also cunning; he founded an empire, and rallied all of his brothers to his side with promises of riches, slaves, and conquest. 
 
    Now we step out of myth and into history. 
 
    This empire was known as The Divine Republic. All of man’s ingenuity united with one common cause. Ancient engineers produced wondrous machines and engines of convenience rarely seen in the world today. They also produced weapons to match the destructive capability of their ancient foe, the countless tribes of the monster girls.  
 
    The inevitable war was terrible.  
 
    Eldritch energies and electrical currents battled across the sky as the mortal enemies sought to end each other. Wondrous cities vanished along with all of their technology as the ground itself turned against them, while whole monster villages were incinerated by man’s mastery of fire. 
 
    Millions perished, many monster girl breeds were lost forever.  
 
    The turning point in the war was when the noble Valkyrie fell; in a snow covered field outside of a defenceless village they stood their ground against the dreadful war machines of man, their sparkling shields blunting the alchemical blasts created by man’s cunning, sparing their helpless sisters and giving them a chance to flee. When the smoke cleared only one Valkyrie stood, her body torn, her lifeblood spilling into the earth. When she saw that all of the other Valkyrie had perished she stumbled off into the snowy wilderness, her still-glinting shield hung low, heavy on her arm.  
 
    With the loss of the Valkyrie, the fury of the Amazons was unleashed; they were the closest friends of the heroic Valkyrie and in their rage and grief they tore through the defenses of the capital city of The Divine Republic and struck down the human emperor. It was no victory though, for with his dying breath he ordered a devastating counter attack: the entire arsenal of man was unleashed and the magic users of the monster tribes could only counter with their own destructive might. 
 
    The world was shattered. 
 
    In the aftermath, ash rained from the sky for years, no crops grew; countless humans and monsters starved while huddled together for warmth, enmity forgotten in the face of the bitter cold caused by the absence of the sun.  
 
    It was just after this terrible time, after the fall of man and monster alike, that a hero emerged. Her name was a mystery. She was a war orphan, her parents killed in the calamity, but beyond that, little was known of her origins. 
 
    What was readily apparent was that she wielded the shield of the last Valkyrie, something that no human could ever do, and yet she did. One legend claims that she came upon the dying Valkyrie and comforted her while she bled out in the snow. It is also said that the Valkyrie saw the goodness in the heart of the human girl and gifted her with her shield and the strength of arm to bear it. This was all supposition; the girl herself never told the story of how she acquired the shield and in the end, it was what she did with it that mattered.  
 
    When the last of the ash from the calamity fell, she set to work.  
 
    Whenever conflict arose between man and monster, she was there. She would leap between them and stop them from fighting, stop the cycle of hatred from continuing. To the shock of all, she did this by directing her brilliant shield at man, and only at man; her back exposed to the tooth and claw of what should have been her natural enemy, but the monsters never struck. Unlike man, monsters were not forgetful; they recognized the shield that she bore, and they remembered the sacrifice of the Valkyrie. Wherever she appeared, the monsters would invariably lower their arms. 
 
    Man, on the other hand, remained a stubborn creature. Many times she would break up a fight only to come under attack herself, but no weapon of man remained that could best the shield of a Valkyrie. Both sides were forced to listen to her words of peace; and perhaps unsurprisingly, it was the broken tribes of the Amazons who were the first to rally to her banner, to rally for peace. 
 
    Inevitably, man did as well. 
 
    This striking figure led man and monster alike in the efforts to rebuild the world, indeed to build a better one, and she attracted countless followers: people who had known only war and were sick to death of it. Eventually an agreement was struck. It had long been the nature of the monster girls to seek out worthy mates and confer upon them their heartstones, spherical gemstones no bigger than a marble. This trust was what man first exploited, so if they were to live together in peace then someone had to prevent this from happening again. 
 
    They turned to the nameless woman. 
 
    Her human and monster girl allies conferred upon her a title that all deemed fitting: The Aegis. And with that title she swore an oath that reverberated throughout history:  
 
      
 
    I swear to safeguard the hearts of the innocent; 
 
    For their peace is my prosperity, 
 
    Their bond is my sacred trust,  
 
    Their love is my eternal joy. 
 
    Any who will join hands with these devoted girls will forever earn my protection.  
 
    Any who will seek to harm them will incur my most terrible wrath.  
 
    In this I am the shield, and I am the sword.  
 
    I am The Aegis, and this I swear upon the blood of the Valkyrie. 
 
      
 
    These words became known as The Aegis Covenant, and by the end of her lifetime the oath was spoken by thousands of humans and monster girls alike.  
 
    It is the duty of all Aegis members to not only safeguard monster girls, but control access to what little remains of the lost technology of the Divine Republic. Weapons, they destroy, wisely not trusting in the destructive nature of man. Engines of convenience, they excavate and refurbish to make people’s lives easier, but by and large the needs of the living were seen to by the peaceful collaboration of man and monster.  
 
    For their part, monster girls are roughly divided into three categories: the tamed, the untamed, and the bonded.  
 
    The tamed girls have entrusted their heartstones to humans, who then care for them in exchange for their service. It is the instinct of the monster girls to submit to the owners of their heartstones. Most orders tend to be followed: “Please stand there, pick that up, rub my shoulders.” But tamed girls cannot be ordered to do anything their heart knows is wrong and they can never be ordered to have sex. The humans who hold the heartstones are monitored by the Aegis and are required to have proper training and licenses to be allowed to handle them. 
 
    Unfortunately, many ‘tamed’ girls have had their heartstones stolen, either by trickery or by force. And unscrupulous humans can always find ways to manipulate these vulnerable girls to get what they want. Such is the greed of man. 
 
    As for the untamed, there remain many wild monster girls who will only confer their heartstones upon a human who they deem worthy, or who they have formed a bond with. These girls are fiercely independent and only the bold will attempt to tame them. Because their autonomy is protected by Aegis law, if a human is too persistent or too stupid to understand that no means no, they may find themselves in a shallow grave or in the belly of a Dragon while the Aegis simply stand by and watch. 
 
    And then there are the bonded, these are monster girls who have formed a permanent connection with a human. Tamed and untamed alike allow humans to handle their heartstones, all in the hopes that they will find a bond-mate. 
 
    Bonded monsters are the very embodiment of devotion, willing to do anything to please their loves, their husbands, and ultimately their masters. Although the form this devotion takes differs wildly from breed to breed: A bonded Amazon behaves very differently than a bonded Truffle! Every member of the Aegis has at least one girl bonded to them, and, while not a rare occurrence, the bond is regarded as sacred and inviolable by all monster girls, indeed most humans. 
 
    Sadly, the dark nature of man can never truly be conquered, and though the Aegis stand resolute in the face of it, they cannot be everywhere. It is a weakness of the monster girls that by trusting their heartstones to man they leave themselves open to his darker urges. If a human is abusive enough, or cruel enough, a girl’s heartstone will dim, until the light of her crystal eventually goes out and darkness takes its place. 
 
    These girls become beings of rage and hatred: Lost Ones, Dark Ones, Tenebrae, all names for the same thing. No man survives the birth of a Lost One, because if the girl does not kill him then the terrible vengeance of the Aegis will. The creation of a Tenebrae, accidental or deliberate, is a crime punishable by death. That being said, it takes years of abuse for a tamed girl to succumb to the darkness, and usually the Aegis steps in long before it gets that far. 
 
    However, a bonded girl can fall to the darkness in as little as a day. 
 
    They are particularly vulnerable because their hearts are completely open to their bond-mates. Their master cannot hide any emotion from a bonded girl as they can sense it through their heartstone. Fortunately it is a rare occurrence, as monster girls tend not to bond with humans with such hateful dispositions. 
 
    This has been the state of the world for nearly a millennium; the heartstones of countless breeds of monster girl are traded openly under the watchful eyes of the Aegis. The long war was a distant nightmare and the world enjoys an easy peace, with man and monster living (mostly) in harmony.  
 
    Having said that, peace rarely makes for a good story. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 1:  
 
    Crossing Paths 
 
      
 
      
 
    Nameless the orphan woke with a start, he had been dreaming about a shadowy figure in terrible agony. This was not the first time he had such a dream so he wasn’t as disturbed as others might have been by the nightmare, but he was still drenched with sweat and couldn’t stop shaking. 
 
    She had been in so much pain. 
 
    Gradually he settled down and got out of bed. It was just after dawn and he had a couple hours yet before he had to go to work. Nameless ran odd jobs all over the small farming community of Kettering and had been asked to stack some firewood by Tom Loskins, the local baker.  
 
    He ran his hand through his matted hair and grimaced at the unpleasant sensation. He was loath to bathe only to work up a sweat later but he didn’t like the grimy feeling which wouldn’t help to improve his standing in the local community. 
 
    He was small, barely a man. With narrow shoulders, short cow-licked sandy brown hair and mud coloured eyes. After washing up he got dressed, his clothes hung loosely from his narrow frame; hand-me-downs, the kind of clothes fit for someone fresh from Mistress Ophelia’s Home for Lost Children. He was a quiet boy, having learned a long time ago not to draw attention to himself given his small stature. 
 
    He puttered around his dank basement apartment, the only dwelling he could afford to rent (barely) given his low social status. After tidying up a bit and eating a very light breakfast of bread and a bit of cheese he decided to head to the bakery, thinking that being extra punctual might earn him some points with the baker. 
 
    This had been his life for the last two years, ever since he aged out of the orphanage. He had not been a good student in school, not that he was lazy or stupid, just not gifted in any of the intellectual pursuits. He had few prospects, but he refused to accept charity, Ophelia had taught him a long time ago that a man had to earn his own way. So he ran whatever odd jobs popped up, barely keeping a roof over his head and food in his belly. His outlook on his own future wasn’t very bright. 
 
    He arrived at the bakery nearly a full hour before the baker did, and seeing no reason not to, he began to stack the cords of wood that Tom had showed him the day before. Even in the early morning chill he soon found himself sweating, he was not a muscular man and struggled with things that came easily to others.  
 
    Soon enough Tom arrived. 
 
    “Well, someone is eager to get started! How long have you been her boy?” 
 
    “Not long, Mr. Loskins, I woke up early so…” 
 
    “Fair enough, makes no difference to me, make the next few piles closer to the ovens though.” He vaguely gestured to the externally fed ovens on the outside of the building before he went inside to start his day. 
 
    Nameless’s arms were burning by this point and he had barely scratched the surface of the massive stack of wood. Evidently the men who had delivered it had simply dumped it in a haphazard pile, much to the chagrin of the fastidious baker. But the orphan didn’t complain, he had a full day of work now and the baker had agreed to pay him eighty coins along with a couple loafs of fresh bread to clean up the mess. 
 
    His stomach growled at the scents coming from the bakery, his pitiful breakfast long since forgotten. Lucky for him, shortly before noon Cordelia, one of Tom’s daughters, brought him some biscuits that were too old to sell and a full pitcher of water. 
 
    He was parched and downed half of the pitcher right away while the apron-clad brunette watched him like he was something unpleasant that she had nearly stepped in. The biscuits were a little stale but still good. 
 
    “My father wants to know how much longer you are going to be.” She didn’t look at him, instead examining the flour under her fingernails with a frown. 
 
    “Sh-should be another few hours yet.” He stammered, unused to dealing with girls, and uncomfortable with her obvious disdain for him. 
 
    She glared at him in response, clearly thinking that he was being lazy, even though in reality he was drenched in sweat and greatly fatigued. 
 
    “Pfft, it’s a good thing you aren’t getting paid by the hour!” She sneered and whirled to go back inside. 
 
    Nameless let out a shaky breath, then returned to work. 
 
    He finished just after four o’clock and went inside to receive his payment. Standing off to one side unobtrusively and patiently waiting to catch the busy baker’s eye. Unfortunately Cordelia noticed him first and stomped up to him once she was finished with the line of customers. 
 
    “What are you doing in here you little orphan?! You look gross and are going to scare away the customers!” She had both hands on her hips, her face a haughty glare. 
 
    “S-s-sorry! I’m finished now so…” 
 
    “So what?” 
 
    “T-T-Tom hasn’t p-paid me yet.” He was incredibly uncomfortable, face red and eyes on the floor as he stammered at the bitchy girl. 
 
    “Hmph, well whatever.” She finally released him from her glare and went to get her father. 
 
    Soon enough Nameless stood in the baker’s office, while Tom counted out his coins. The baker made no mention of his promise of bread, merely paying the poor boy and sending him on his way. Nameless was too flustered by his surly daughter to bring it up and simply left. 
 
    He got about fifty feet away from the bakery when the girl caught up with him, grabbed him by one shoulder and whirled him around, slamming the promised loaves of bread into his gut. 
 
    “My dad says that you forgot these, you little parasite.” She stomped off; clearly angry that she had to deal with the lowly orphan again. 
 
    Nameless sighed, glad that his day was nearly over; he had to pick up a few things from the market and so he tried to shake off the unpleasant encounter, stowing the bread in his little sack along with the pouch of coins. It wasn’t easy for him. He had always taken such things to heart and would no doubt feel the sting of her unkind words for years to come. 
 
    He noticed a crowd had gathered in one corner of the market, which he would have ignored except he could’ve sworn he heard a girl crying. With a frown he moved to join the hubbub.  
 
    Unbeknownst to him his life was about to change forever. 
 
    Having joined the crowd Nameless was as appalled as they were at the scene that unfolded before him. He watched on as a much larger man wearing a rough hide jacket and adventuring gear jerked hard on a leash that led to a collar around the neck of the piteous Minotaur on her knees before him. 
 
    “You worthless cunt! How dare you ruin that sale! Without milk you are useless to me! Fit only to be sold to the highest bidder!” 
 
    Her floppy ears wilted as she whimpered, not in fear but in humiliation, as he had torn her shirt off in preparation for what came next, her impressive breasts naked to the public eye. Despite being a Minotaur and thus far stronger than the man holding her leash, the girl was powerless against him as he undoubtedly held her heartstone. 
 
    She therefore had to endure it as he took a familiar bull-whip off of his belt and withdrew it, preparing to lash it against her exposed back.  
 
    Minotaurs were formidable creatures and a simple cattle whip held no danger for her. It was the humiliation of being struck by such a tool that stung her so deeply. As if she was the lowest of animals and not a sapient creature, rich with emotion. The entire ordeal made her ashamed of herself even though she knew she had done nothing wrong. 
 
    Nameless’s blood boiled.  
 
    I have to say something, I have to DO something!  
 
    A familiar fear gripped him as the larger man continued to shout epithets at the helpless monster girl. Years of being the smallest boy at the orphanage, smaller even than children much younger than him, had taught him to be quiet and not attract attention to himself. Children, like wild animals, can be cruel when they sense weakness. 
 
    But small or not, he simply couldn’t ignore what was happening in front of him, especially when he saw the man remove the thick bull-whip from his belt. 
 
    Nameless picked up the whole story from the chattering of the crowd of curious onlookers who had watched the entire scene unfold; the man, apparently dissatisfied with the monster girl’s unwillingness to produce milk for him had dragged her into the market square and was trying to foist her off on someone, anyone, willing to pay for her.  
 
    While not technically illegal, this sort of street-level monster girl hawking was frowned upon by the Aegis, the lawful governing body that safeguarded the monster girls and prevented them from being treated exactly as this man was treating the buxom cow. 
 
    The large man was intimidating, his dress and gear told the story of an experienced adventurer. His actions told the story of a bully and a pig. As such, he had some difficulty getting people to come close enough to make the sale; the small town market goers found the man to be unruly and wouldn’t go near him. 
 
    Finally, in a fit of pique he had grabbed a passerby, a chubby man who was dressed like an accountant, and was in the process of trying to bully him into buying the girl, mistaking the man’s shock and pained expression for interest. As it was clear that he was hurting the portly fellow the girl used her superior strength to wrest the poor man free from her owner’s grasp, the catalyst that sent the man into his rage against her. 
 
    The crack of the whip echoed through the square. Unbeknownst to the locals, a pair of figures, attracted by the spectacle, worked their way through the throng, curious as to what had drawn the attention of the shell-shocked crowd. 
 
    The fearful market goers could only watch, muttering to each other and to no one in particular. 
 
    “-should call the Aegis-” 
 
    “-isn’t right-” 
 
    “-poor girl-” 
 
    “-asshole.”  
 
    Ultimately, it was the impotent mutterings of the crowd that spurred Nameless into reckless action as he realized that his was one of the voices heard.  
 
    Tears streamed down the reddened face of the poor monster as she bowed her head and endured her owner’s ire. She felt the eyes of the crowd on her naked flesh but could do nothing but kneel in shame as her owner loomed over her and struck her again and again until… 
 
    She heard the crack of the whip and an unfamiliar cry of pain but did not feel the blow, she cautiously raised her head and saw a child –no, a man! – on one knee between her and her owner. The little man had taken the whip strike across his chest to spare her the next blow, and a small sack lay on the ground beside him. 
 
    She was stunned; no human had ever done such a thing for her, or any monster she knew for that matter. Perhaps a proper tamer might have for one of his own pets but never in her experience, although she was never owned by a legal tamer… 
 
    “What the hell do you think you are doing boy!?” 
 
    She flinched again as her owner bellowed but kept her widened eyes on the figure huddled between her and his whip. 
 
    “L-leave her alone!” Nameless managed to stammer through teeth gritted in pain.  
 
    Being whipped hurt!  
 
    Meanwhile, the previously disgusted crowd reacted to the turn of events, the mutters continued, this time in recognition of the figure who dared to put himself between the large man and the target of his rage. 
 
    “-one of Ophelia’s-” 
 
    “-that orphan boy?” 
 
    “-so brave-” 
 
    “-idiot child, leave this to the adults.” 
 
    But none of the ‘adults’ moved to interfere, too enraptured by the drama unfolding before them. 
 
    The pair of newcomers to the crowd had finally worked their way to the front, still unnoticed; a slight smirk arose on the face of one of them as she witnessed the boy’s courage. She should intervene, and she would.   
 
    But first let’s see how the kid handles things alone.  
 
    Her grey eyes watched him intently. 
 
    “You little shit-stain! Go home to mommy before you get hurt!” 
 
    “Not until you s-stop this.” again that damn stutter as Nameless tried to control his fear, his stomach roiling, he felt nauseous. 
 
    The gash from the whip extended from the very tip of his chin, across his clavicle and down to his sternum. His blood ran freely. 
 
    The brutish man could sense his fear and tilted his head as he thought of how best to capitalize on it. After a brief pause he drew himself up to his full height to exaggerate his intimidating pose, he smiled a sadistic rictus as he fondled the whip in his hands. 
 
    “Boy if I have to tell you again, this whip will feel like the gentle caress of your momma’s teat compared to what I’ll do to you, never come between a man and his property-” 
 
    “She isn’t yours! A real man doesn’t see his pets as property!” The large man’s outrageous statements set something off in Nameless as he continued to shout at him; “You’re supposed to help her, to take care of her and to protect her! Not bully and humiliate her because she won’t give in to your- your- selfishness!” 
 
    Tears streaked openly down Nameless’s face as he gasped out his condemnation of the man now looming over him with an incredulous look on his face. Even as he shouted at him his brain wracked for a way to get the bastard to back off.  
 
    Wasn’t there something from school… that’s it! 
 
    “This bitch is mine to discipline as I see fit and I will not have some scrawny whelp-” 
 
    “N-not according to article six s-sub-section thir-thirteen of The Treatise on Monster Girl Rights she isn’t!” Nameless stammered out with surprising volume, his tone desperate. 
 
    His watery gaze barely managed to meet the glare of the other man as his tears of pain and passion seeped down his cheeks unbidden. 
 
    Warmth spread through the bountiful breasts of the Minotaur behind him as she examined his profile; scrawny, even more so when compared to her owner’s bulk, clearly terrified but standing his ground. He could definitely do with a good feeding. She licked her lips unconsciously at the thought. 
 
    Her owner had dropped the leash in shock after he had inadvertently struck the boy- Man! She reminded herself with a slight shake of her head. These were not the actions of a boy! 
 
    “Article six wha- sub-section!?” Her owner sputtered, his face going nearly purple with rage. 
 
    She steeled herself, recognizing the signs and ready to grab her supposed rescuer and shield him as he had shielded her. 
 
    Suddenly a gravelly, yet feminine, voice rang out, cutting off the enraged man, and distracting him from his target as a woman in uniform and her Wolfen partner strode forth from the edge of the crowd: 
 
    “Sub-section thirteen of The Treatise on Monster Girl Rights, which states that any supposed owner who demonstrates benign or willful neglect towards the wellbeing of a monster girl in his care will immediately forfeit his rights to her person pending review by a higher authority.” 
 
    She smiled coldly at the ‘supposed owner’. 
 
    “In case you were wondering that authority would be mine, drop your weapon and surrender her heartstone immediately.”  
 
    The muttering of the crowd changed tone as they took in this new development. Dozens of eyes raked over the striking figure in her dusty grey uniform, and the powerfully muscled Wolfen girl now hunched in a crouch beside her, her long tongue lolled out in a predatory grin. 
 
    “-Aegis!” 
 
    “-an operative no less-” 
 
    “-look at the teeth on her!” 
 
    “-thank goodness-” 
 
    “-bastard will get his now.” 
 
    The woman actually managed to look bored in the face of the crowd’s sudden interest, before she continued. 
 
    “By authority of the Aegis you are bound by law-” 
 
    “WHAT!?” 
 
    “-for willful neglect of a monster girl in your care-”  she continued over his sputtered objections as if he never spoke, her eyes flicked down to Nameless who still knelt, grasping his bleeding chest, and she frowned; “-and felony assault of a minor, surrender or be surrendered.” 
 
    Despite the pain Nameless managed a derisive snort at her presumption of his age.  
 
    I’m almost twenty!  
 
    As he took in the newcomer in her smart uniform he noticed that the larger man’s rage, while diminished, was far from spent. 
 
    He knew, he just knew, that the man was about to do something stupid, well, more stupid. 
 
    He edged back towards the topless girl, unconsciously shielding her with his body as he waited for the man’s reaction, heart pounding in his ears. A seemingly empty gesture to the formidable Minotaur but one that struck her to her core, a warm heat spreading from between her legs as she caught a whiff of the man’s scent.  
 
    His scent! It made her groan involuntarily as she couldn’t help but react to his boldness. She felt a familiar wetness in her jean shorts… 
 
    “Assault of a- he jumped right in front of me! This is- I’ve never heard of-!” The man struggled to master his speech as his face darkened even further.  
 
    After sputtering for several moments he gave a bellow of impotent rage and jerked a small crystalline orb from one of the sockets in his bracer and hurled it towards the ground in front of him. 
 
    No one was more surprised than Nameless at his own reaction. 
 
    He caught a flicker of light from the crystal as the man drew back. Recognizing the man’s intent, Nameless leaped into action. He threw himself forwards into the mud, the stinging gash on his chest screaming in agony from the introduction of the foreign matter into the still-bleeding wound.  
 
    He didn’t care.  
 
    His focus, his world, narrowed in on that shimmering and so very precious blue orb as his only thought was to get to it before it struck the ground. His hand outstretched, time seemed to slow as he watched the orb leave the other man’s hand—and land in his! He felt the surprising weight settle into his palm as his fingers clasped tight to shield it from the mud splattering upwards from his dive.  
 
    Blazing heat burst forth into him, beginning with his palm and radiating from the soles of his feet to the tips of his unruly hair. The incredibly pleasant feeling overtook him for a moment as he drew his balled fist with its precious cargo to his aching chest as his other hand curled protectively over it. 
 
    Nameless came back to reality only to find that he was now on his side at the man’s feet. 
 
    He slowly looked upwards into a dangerously red face. There was a stunned silence from everyone. A pause. Then the brute, foiled in his rage, drew back his foot to strike the now prone man (child?) before him.  
 
    Several things happened at once as the dangerously armoured foot careened towards Nameless’s unprotected ribcage: The Aegis operative barked a sharp command.  A very angry Minotaur came out of seemingly nowhere to tackle the armoured legs out from under the man as an equally enthusiastic Wolfen threw herself onto his chest. He spun on two axes for a full revolution before striking the ground.  
 
    Hard.  
 
    He let out a desperate wheeze, not helped by the sudden presence of a smug wolf girl now sitting on his torso. At this point, both men and monster girls were covered in mud from the busy thoroughfare. 
 
    The operative let out a frustrated sigh and muttered about obstinate oafs not coming quietly as she strode forward to take charge of the scene. She stopped and frowned as she took in the sight of the Minotaur who glared at the downed perp while clutching the injured boy- wait, he has stubble on his chin?- to her ample breasts. She was acting especially protective of him… Her eyes widened, then narrowed thoughtfully, before turning her gaze back to the larger man. 
 
    “Arresting idiots really isn’t in my job description you know?” she berated the semi-conscious brute, hands on her hips as her partner continued to happily sit on his barrel like chest.  
 
    He came to his senses briefly and even tried to struggle once, either to shift the weight off or to escape. The Wolfen let loose a rumbling growl, bared her impressive canines in his face and just stared. A telling wetness became visible on the crotch of his mud covered trousers. 
 
    The operative groaned at the display. 
 
    “Jan, if you decide to eat half of his face I will be stuck doing paperwork for a month and I will be very put out with you!” 
 
    The man went back to being unconscious after that. 
 
    “W-who are you people?” Nameless, his voice partly muffled by the breasts of the shirtless Minotaur who still tenderly, if firmly, clutched him, tried to make sense of what was going on. 
 
    It was strange, he was uncomfortable to be sure, his chest burned and he desperately needed a bath, but for some reason the nearness of the monster girl kept him from completely losing his shit; as did the comfortingly warm orb still clutched to his chest.  
 
    The operative didn’t turn to him as she shooed her partner off of the perp and restrained his hands behind his back before letting him slump back into the mud. 
 
    “I am Aegis Special Operator First Class Miranda Holt, this is Jan, my overly enthusiastic partner who knows better than to roll in the mud while we are on duty!”  
 
    After being shooed off of her prey Jan had flopped over onto her back and vigorously squirmed from side to side with a blissful expression on her face, her shaggy tail wagging furiously until she was rebuked by Miranda. 
 
    “He started it…” She muttered plaintively as she got to her feet and turned towards Nameless and the protective cow. 
 
    “Hello, I’m Jan! Hey… you’re bleeding! And you’re NAKED!! Bleeding and naked are two of my favorite things!” 
 
    She was halfway through removing her vest when Miranda grabbed her by the scruff of her neck. 
 
    “Jan! We are on DUTY! BAD WOLFEN!!” 
 
    She released the chastised girl, whose tail was now firmly between her legs, ears flat to her head, before taking in the nervously chuckling crowd and composing herself. 
 
    “Do you folks have some sort of law enforcement around here or am I going to have to drag his sorry ass to the Aegis compound in Wayfelt?” She did not relish the idea of going miles out of her way just to drop this idiot off. 
 
    “Coming! Coming! Whats all this then?” 
 
    A garrulous and enormously fat man in a security uniform had arrived on the scene and many of the people in the crowd looked slightly embarrassed at the sight of their tardy lawman compared to the (mostly) disciplined Aegis operatives. 
 
    To be fair, Kettering was a small farming community, the largest building in town was Ophelia’s orphanage and even it was only three stories. Crime was almost non-existent. In fact, the events of the day were the most exciting thing to happen since Joe Rigby drank too much cooking sherry at the harvest festival and started an orgy with old Janet Skinner’s Blomma garden, the flower girls didn’t mind the drunken man’s affections but their elderly owner certainly did. 
 
    Blommas are known for the sweetness of their nectar and the passion in their cries of ecstasy. Janet didn’t get a lot of sleep that night. Neither did Joe. 
 
    With the situation resolved, and at the insistence of their own lawkeeper, the crowd began to disperse while excitedly chattering to each other. 
 
    Eventually, the lawman, with the help of a very muddy Jan, hauled the bound prisoner off to the local security office to await his arraignment. He may have been an asshole but his gear spoke of a seasoned adventurer and Miranda wasn’t taking any chances and ordered Jan not to return until he was safely behind bars.  
 
    Miranda turned to consider the couple before her. 
 
    “Well, now that that is taken care of, what to do with you two hmmm?” 
 
    Now upright, the pair met her gaze.  
 
    The Minotaur hadn’t said anything at all and refused to relinquish her grip on the wounded man-boy, clutching his arm between her breasts as she remained on her knees to accommodate his short stature. 
 
    For his part, Nameless looked confused, in pain, and more than a little aroused by the continued naked proximity of the cow, a pronounced bulge visible in his trousers.  
 
    Miranda sighed, and then scooped up the slightly muddy sack the boy had dropped and held it out to him. 
 
    “Oookay, why don’t we start with your names since I gave you mine?” 
 
    “N-Nameless, ma’am.” 
 
    Miranda glared at him as if he were trying to make her life difficult. She jutted a stern finger at him and his hand froze in the process of retrieving his belongings. 
 
    “Are you trying to be a smart-ass?” he vigorously shook his head; “Soooo, you don’t have a name or your name is actually ‘Nameless’?” 
 
    “Er, both?” His voice faltered at her continued irritation, he cleared his throat and tried again; “Both, ma’am. I was raised by Mistress Ophelia at the orphanage. I have no birth papers so on the form when they brought me in…” 
 
    Miranda’s harsh expression softened, missing birth papers were rare, but not unheard of.  
 
    Still, you’d think that someone would have had the lady-balls to give the poor kid a friggin name!  
 
    “And how about you milk-maid? You got a name or do I just call you Jiggles?” Miranda shifted her focus to the clingy Minotaur.  
 
    “I used to go by Milly, but if my master wants to he can change it.”  The girl finally chimed in, her breathy voice sweet and gentle.  
 
    Nameless gave an involuntary shudder as her breath caressed his cheek. Her face was dangerously close. 
 
    “Why would your master change your name? Milly is a lovely name.” He commented without thinking.  
 
    He felt another surge of warmth, this time he couldn’t tell if it came from the stone in his hand or the tit-flesh that encompassed his arm. Milly let out a contented sigh and murmured her gratitude as she clutched him even closer. 
 
    Miranda saw the tell-tale light from the orb he still clung to, and her eyes narrowed. She recognized the signs and knew that she was in for a headache if this kid was as young as he looked- But the stubble! 
 
    “Right, Nameless and Milly. Well you two both need to get cleaned up and that wound probably needs stitching, I’ll see if there is a doctor-” 
 
    “I will take care of him!” Milly practically shouted, before realizing how loud she was being. Her beautiful blue eyes met with his muddy browns; “I-I mean, I CAN take care of you. If you want…”  
 
    Miranda’s arms crossed in front of her forming a giant X with her fingers outstretched. 
 
    “Okay. Full stop. I’ll admit this is a unique situation but there is no way in hell I’m leaving you alone to ‘take care’ of a minor, especially one you’ve bonded with!” 
 
    Nameless looked confused but Miranda had struck a chord: Minor? 
 
    “Hey! I’m nineteen! And what do you mean bonded?” 
 
    His indignation was short lived however as the beautiful woman on his arm got to her hooves and scooped him into a huge hug, a happy smile on her face. 
 
    “See? Master is of age so I can bond with him any way he wants, every way he wants!”  
 
    At five foot naught his face was eye level with her bountiful bosom. He found himself struggling to breathe with his face smooshed in between her naked peaks and wondering if he really needed air or if he could just get by on pure bliss. 
 
    Miranda was still processing his age when she noticed that he was rapidly turning blue in the iron grip of the exuberant girl. She heaved a long suffered sigh and addressed the happy cow. 
 
    “Milly, he won’t be able to bond with anything except other ghosts if you turn him into one.” 
 
    “Hmmm?” The blissful cow took a moment to clue in to what Miranda was saying before she shuddered and grasped her new master tighter to her breast; “Ghosts are scary!” 
 
    “Milly!” 
 
    Miranda managed to snap her out of her reverie long enough for Nameless to catch a much needed breath. 
 
    “Please Mistress Ophelia I don’t wanna go to school, I wanna stay in the Divine Valley of Creamy Goodness!” 
 
    A blissful smile on his face, the lack of oxygen had clearly had an effect. 
 
    Suddenly his eyes popped open. 
 
    “Wait, MASTER?!”


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2:  
 
    Awkward First Aid 
 
      
 
      
 
    Due to her constant nearness, Nameless couldn’t help but get a good look at the Minotaur known as Milly. 
 
    Her face was rounded without being chubby, with a tantalizing cleft to her chin; her chocolate brown hair was cropped short and her eyes were a rich shade of blue. From the hips up, with the exception of her tail, floppy ears, and horns, she was all womanly curves. From what Nameless could see of her below the waist (she wore scandalously short jean shorts) her outer thighs and down to her hooves had the black and white patterned hide of a jersey cow. 
 
    Towering over him at six foot six he found her to be quiet lovely to look at, even smeared with mud as she was. He had given her his ripped shirt in an attempt to preserve her modesty. Her eyes had welled up at the gesture and she had scrambled into it as quickly as she could, not caring that it was covered in mud and blood. 
 
    Despite being much too large for him, his shirt barely contained her impressive breasts and with the addition of the tear from the whip they threatened to spill over the top. 
 
    It was… rather eye-catching and he was having a hard time keeping his gaze appropriate. 
 
    She noticed, and, if anything, wiggled herself against him in such a way to make for a more appealing picture. She was clinging to his arm still, resting one boob on his shoulder as they walked. 
 
    “Will you just cool it until we get to the bathhouse!” Miranda was exasperated with the cow girl; she had somehow forgotten what a new bond could be like for a monster. 
 
    Even then though, this bond seemed… especially potent. 
 
    Having confirmed that he was, in fact, of age, they had left the market place and headed towards the public bathhouse outside of town to get cleaned up. Jan had followed her scent and caught up to them once the prisoner was safely locked away. She now walked along beside Miranda humming loudly and tunelessly to herself as her tail wagged absently; dried mud covered the simple grey vest she wore as well as the strange tight pants that came down to just passed her knees. 
 
    Miranda knew that despite her carefree attitude Jan’s shaggy grey ears were scanning the trees on either side of the road for any hint of danger. Insufferably flighty as she could be sometimes, she was well trained. 
 
    With the road dust and then the mud from the brawl Miranda was more than ready for a bath; Nameless had informed her that she could have her clothes cleaned by the caretakers of the bathhouse for a small fee while she bathed. And, on duty or not, the thought of being completely clean for the first time in days was too tempting to pass up. 
 
    The fact that her charges also needed a bath simply served to legitimize her own hygienic needs. 
 
    “So, what happens to me, to us, now?” 
 
    Nameless had managed to tear his eyes, not to mention the rest of his face, from Milly’s ample cleavage. His chest still throbbed, but the poultice that Miranda had given him blunted the worst of the pain, he still wasn’t clear exactly how Milly was going to ‘take care’ of him. 
 
    “Pretty standard stuff, since her former owner didn’t have any papers, not to mention blatantly violated Aegis’s charter, she was free to bond with whomever she liked. Given your, ah, heroics, I’m not surprised her heartstone reacted so strongly to you. Minotaurs, especially heifers, are known to favour men who stand up for those in need. Although, I am curious why you felt the need to do a face plant in the mud with an open wound just to keep her heart from getting dirty, as grand gestures go, I’ve heard of better.” 
 
    His eyebrows rose in surprise, as he blushed and took a second to formulate his response. 
 
    “But, I thought that it might shatter if it hit a rock or something.” He trailed off at Miranda’s incredulous look. 
 
    “Shatter? Boy what did you learn in school?! A full grown gigas could hit that thing with a gravity hammer from orbit and not even scratch the surface!” 
 
    His eyes boggled a bit as his jaw dropped. 
 
    “But it looks so delicate!” 
 
    He drew the orb up to his face and looked at it with a wondrous expression on his face. Milly’s cheeks turned slightly pink at being called delicate. 
 
    “Of course it does!” Jan piped in; “A girl’s heart IS delicate, especially to the boy she looooves.” She drew out the last word teasingly while clenching her hands together to her cheek in a parody of a girl freshly wooed. 
 
    Miranda stifled a groan at her partner’s antics. She glanced at the monster seemingly glued to the boy’s shoulder before continuing. 
 
    “They are a pretty gentle breed, unless pissed off of course, as numb-nuts learned once he threatened her bond-mate. You’re actually really lucky; it takes a brave soul to mess with a Minotaur’s mate. That and her milk will fetch a pretty penny for you if you can get her to produce-” 
 
    “Oh I’ll produce,” Milly suddenly jumped into the conversation, her eyes smoldered as she cut off Miranda’s exposition and gazed lustily at her new master; “You can drink from me every day, I’ll fill you up until you are fit to burst, Master.” She squeezed him tight again as her breasts bulged over the top of his torn shirt.  
 
    Unaccustomed to such suggestive language and unsure how to respond to her unbridled lust, Nameless just smiled nervously up at her. 
 
    Miranda rolled her eyes. 
 
    “Yeah don’t worry, that’ll wear off. Er, it should anyways. Think of it as being… well, in heat.” Miranda gave a slight smile; “She’ll be especially affectionate towards you for at least a few days. Having said all of that-”  
 
    Her smile shifted into an equally slight frown and she gave him a no-nonsense look.  
 
    “She might be okay bonding with you but, unless you secretly got all of your permits in order when I wasn’t looking you’ll have some hoops to jump through. That is-” Miranda stopped walking, the bathhouse now in sight. She looked at Nameless, taking care to keep her expression and her tone neutral; “If you decide that you want to keep her.”  
 
    There was a pause as everyone absorbed that statement and Miranda took a deep breath.  
 
    “You wouldn’t be the first human to ignore a bond. Sadly the monster girl is the only one forced into feeling anything by it. I am obliged to inform you that, given that the contact between you and her heartstone was essentially accidental, according to Aegis’s charter you have no legal, ethical, or moral obligation to respond to her bond in any way.” 
 
    Milly held her breath, desperately trying not to earn his disapproval at this turn of events. 
 
    I just found him! I can’t give him up! I won’t! 
 
    She let out a barely audible low of desperation and clung even tighter to his shoulder. 
 
    Jan was unusually silent, taking the cue from Miranda to wait for his response. If he rebuffed the poor girl, it was likely she would have to be restrained to keep him safe from her desperate affections. Sadly it was something the veteran operatives had dealt with in the past. 
 
    Jan and Miranda both surreptitiously angled themselves, ready to leap into action if she took his rejection poorly. All three women waited for Nameless to respond. 
 
    His eyes wide, he looked at each of them in confusion before he turned towards Milly.  
 
    But, why would anyone refuse? 
 
    He addressed her directly in an effort to clear the air, as he realized she had been largely neglected in their earlier conversation;  
 
    “M-Milly, if you want me, I mean, I’m short, I’m not good looking and I don’t have any experience with being an owner-” He stopped himself as his throat closed with emotion and he swallowed, tears forming in the corner of his eyes; “If you are okay with b-being with me then I would be, I mean I know we just met, and I’ve never-er- with anyone before, but I am so flattered so-uh… I accept?” He ended lamely with a questioning note to his tone, unsure of how to return a girl’s affections, being largely inexperienced with the fairer sex. 
 
    Miranda breathed a mental sigh of relief, whilst Jan gave a happy bark and clapped her hands together ecstatically, her tail wagging furiously. 
 
    Milly meanwhile let out a deep and joyful low, before scooping him up in her arms and pressing her luscious pink lips to his. He wasn’t prepared for such a passionate embrace and was at a complete loss, especially when her large muscular tongue forced its way into his mouth, erotically grappling with his in a sensation as foreign to him as it was overwhelming.  
 
    She licked over his teeth, his gums, wanting to taste even more of him as his own tongue was limply battered about. She was lost in the moment, happily molesting his molars while he was completely helpless in her incredibly strong embrace. She held his feet off the ground with ease. 
 
    Eventually the aggressive kiss broke; a string of saliva connected their lips for a moment before it too broke. Both parties were breathing heavily and unable to look away from each other; her with unrestrained passion, him with utter disbelief.  
 
    It took a moment for the grappled couple to notice the painfully hard bulge firmly poking her in the stomach. His arms pinned to his side by her firm grip Nameless could do nothing to adjust himself and blushed to the roots of his hair.  
 
    Milly giggled then ran her tongue over his lips and across his cheek, his jaw, until eventually she captured his earlobe with her teeth. 
 
    His bulge hardened even more as she whispered directly in his ear; 
 
    “Don’t worry Master; I said I would… take care of you.” She ran her tongue up the length of his ear; “I want you so badly, I need you so badly.” She lowed again as she ground him against her midsection to feel more of his hardness. 
 
    “M-Milly, please sto-!” He was totally mortified by her uninhibited display of affection until...  
 
    A bucket of very cold water was dumped on them both, he yelped in shock and she let out a much higher moo then her previously passionate ones. Dripping wet, they took stock of their surroundings and remembered that they still had an audience.  
 
    Miranda, her face a storm cloud, handed the bucket back to old Paul Fletcher who accepted it with a smirk; she thanked him between gritted teeth as he chuckled good-heartedly. 
 
    “No problem at all Aegis, I was bonded to a heifer myself once, many years ago, so I remember what it was like.” He looked sad for a moment, his eyes distant; “Yessum, I remember indeed.” He murmured again as he wandered back to the spring outside the bathhouse to refill his pail, lost in his memories. 
 
    “AS I WAS SAYING!” Miranda shouted. Milly reluctantly set her new master back on his feet, her lower lip jutting out in an adorable pout as Miranda resumed; “You have some legal hoops to jump through; technically it was illegal of you to even touch her heartstone without the proper permits.”  
 
    Nameless looked nervous at that point as she continued berating them. 
 
    “Fortunately, given the mitigating circumstances, I will ignore this violation of the charter… IF YOU KEEP YOUR GOD DAMN HANDS TO YOURSELVES UNTIL WE GET INSIDE THE FUCKING BATHHOUSE!” 
 
    Thoroughly reprimanded, Nameless nodded vigorously. Milly crossed her arms and let out a great harrumph to voice her displeasure, her tail swishing in agitation. Miranda held the glare on her until Milly finally mumbled her acquiescence, looking decidedly put upon.  
 
    Jan let out a coughing bark of laughter until Miranda transferred her glower to her, by which point Jan had already shifted her pose so that both hands were behind her head as she whistled innocently off to one side. 
 
    Miranda heaved yet another sigh; it was turning into one of those days. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Miranda groaned as she languished in the steaming bath; the kids were in a co-ed section no doubt doing something she would have to yell at them for later. But at the moment she could care less because Jan’s paws felt so god-damned GOOD. Her modest breasts pressed against the edge of the bath, the roughness of the stone stimulating her hardened nipples while her head rested on her crossed arms. 
 
    Miranda was currently receiving one of Jan’s legendary back rubs, complete with affectionate licks and nips to her shoulders and neck. They had been together for a long time, Jan having bonded to her almost twenty years prior, and as such she knew exactly how her mate liked to be touched. 
 
    In her early forties, Miranda was still young, especially for a bonded tamer. She had some grey in her auburn hair but it only served to accentuate the blue streaks in her mostly grey eyes. 
 
    The bonds she had struck kept her trim and fit. She had bonds with other monsters, but Jan was the only one she had elected to bring with her for this mission, the others lacked the necessary experience and remained at the Aegis compound in Garland, no doubt wrecking the place in her absence. 
 
    The creature that they tracked was too dangerous to have them involved. Jan could be flighty but when the chips were down and lives were on the line, Miranda trusted her to do what needed to be done. 
 
    “Mmmmmm, Mistress, you’re thinking warm thoughts about me again.” Jan dragged her broad tongue up the side of her lover’s head, grooming her hair warmly as her paws continued their massage. 
 
    Her heartstone conveyed the gist of her mistress’s emotions, its amber light pulsing gently from its housing in Miranda’s naval piercing, an exact match to Jan’s eyes. Her mistress’s admiration was deeply pleasurable to Jan; more so than a fresh kill, even better than rolling in the mud. 
 
    Almost better than sex. 
 
    “Ah… keep doing what you’re doing and I’ll love you forever, you are sooo getting a proper belly rub tonight.” Miranda cooed, back arching, her voice muffled by her arms, the tensions of the day, and many of the days prior, eased from her shoulders. 
 
    Jan’s knees weakened a bit as her own nipples hardened. A proper belly rub meant her on her back, legs spread, while Miranda buried her tongue in her pussy and rubbed vigorously at her sensitive tummy. 
 
    She couldn’t wait. 
 
    “So what do you think about this Nameless boy? You think we’ll have to separate them?” Jan hoped not, but she knew that it wasn’t her call in the end. 
 
    “No… ah…” Miranda gasped as Jan kneaded a knot out from her lower back, working her way lower; “I think he is a good kid. But I don’t like how hesitant he is with her affections. You saw how he froze up when she kissed him?” 
 
    “Yeah, although to be fair, if I had kissed you like that when I first bonded with you, your head might have popped clean off…” 
 
    She emphasized her point when she raised her mistress out of the water by her hips and gave her an incredibly long lick, starting at her dripping sex, then continuing deep between her cheeks, giving a lingering swirl over her puckered anus, all the way up her spine, her shoulders, and finally across the side of her face. 
 
    “Ah! Jan! Oh b-baby! Not what I had in mind when I asked for a backrub but I’ll take it…”  
 
    She moaned as Jan returned her lips and her incredible tongue to her rear end; rimming her vigorously and savouring her mistress’s musk as she slipped one clawed finger delicately between her nether lips, fingering her gently. 
 
    After a few moments of this, Jan paused, smiling at Miranda’s disappointed huff. 
 
    “How long do we have the bath for?” She whispered, her husky breath chilling the water on Miranda’s pert butt cheeks as she continued to slowly piston one digit in and out of her pussy, going deeper with each thrust. 
 
    “I, I thought ahead… two hours.” Miranda panted and shivered a bit as she felt her pet’s teeth gently nip her on her right cheek. 
 
    “Good,” She planted a few sucking kisses on Miranda’s buttock, leaving a few hickies and love bites to mark her mistress’s tushy as hers; “Because if you are going to give me a belly rub tonight, I think I should really have to earn it, don’t you?” 
 
    Miranda could only moan in response when Jan’s muscular tongue worked its way deep inside of her puckered hole. Her pet supported the weight of her lower body, one splayed paw between her legs and holding her just above her groin while the other now had two fingers inside her dripping snatch. 
 
    Miranda began to gently rock herself back and forth, encouraging Jan to plunge her fingers, and her tongue, further inside of her. 
 
    “Ugh, Jan… deep, take me deep…” 
 
    Jan obliged. Thrusting her considerable long tongue as far inside her mistress as it could go, swirling around the inside of her anal cavity as she increased the thrusting of her fingers. 
 
    Miranda rocked harder, thrusting her hips on Jan’s fingers and groaning louder at the incredible pleasure in her asshole. She propped herself up on her elbows to allow herself to buck backwards with more force, tongue lolled out, drool falling onto the granite as she began to rut against Jan’s face like a beast. 
 
    “More, baby… more… I’m so close!” 
 
    Jan responded by slipping her supporting hand lower, stimulating Miranda’s clit with the heel of her paw. She sucked with as much force as she could on her anus as she wriggled her tongue around like a panicked eel. Miranda’s panting had turned into sobbing gasps as she approached her climax. 
 
    Jan fingered her rapidly now, knowing that for the first round, her bond-mate wouldn’t want to be teased.  
 
    The teasing would come later.  
 
    Miranda’s breathing halted and her whole body shuddered as ecstasy washed over her, Jan didn’t even slow down, knowing how best to draw out her love’s climax. Miranda released her breath all at once in a deep and explosive moan, gyrating her hips rapidly against Jan’s face for a moment, until the stimulation became too much and she had to hold still. 
 
    Jan didn’t stop. 
 
    She continued to frig her pussy and tongue her ass with the same intensity. Miranda’s orgasm continued while she thrashed, now trying to escape the overwhelming sensation. Jan could feel her juices squirting around her fingers, onto her chin.  
 
    She would lick them up in a moment. 
 
    After several moments, Miranda’s bucking diminished; she dropped back down onto her forearms, gasping still from the intensity of Jan’s stimulation. 
 
    For her part, Jan at last eased up on her mistress’s battered nether regions. She withdrew her fingers first, and then shifted Miranda in her arms to gently support her hindquarters with both of her paws. Lastly she drew her tongue out from deep in her mistress’s ass with aching slowness and several moans from Miranda. 
 
    Once her tongue at last exited her anus, Jan began to tenderly lap up the juices from her moist pussy. 
 
    “Oh… Jan… my pet, my heart, my love.” Miranda found coherence again as Jan lapped up the last of her fluids before gently settling her back into the water and turning her around. 
 
    “Did puppy do good?” Jan smugly licked her chops as Miranda’s arms settled on her shoulders and drew her into a loving kiss. 
 
    Miranda said nothing for a minute, enjoying the taste of her own juices on her beloved pet’s lips as she wrestled with Jan’s wider tongue. 
 
    Finally she leaned back with a few last sucking pecks on those luscious lips. 
 
    “Oh yes, puppy did real good…” Her legs now wrapped around Jan’s waist, Miranda felt the gentle tickle of her tail as it wagged between her calves under the water. 
 
    “Mmmm, I’m glad mistress, but I think I’d better try it again, we still have over an hour and I wouldn’t want you to think that your slutty little wolf wasn’t doing her best.”  
 
    Miranda shuddered with a minor orgasm as Jan drew her tongue lewdly over her face and they pulled together in another passionate embrace. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Nameless couldn’t remember the last time he was this embarrassed, except maybe the time that he got cornered on the playground by three older girls, who forced him to walk all the way back to the orphanage in his underwear and try to explain to Ophelia where the rest of his clothes went. 
 
    Once inside the bathhouse Miranda and Jan went into one of the private women’s baths while, due to her refusal to part with him, he had to take Milly into one of the co-ed, or ‘family’ sections. 
 
    Without preamble Milly had stripped down to nothing, carefully folding the shirt he had given her and setting it in the laundry with a smile on her face. As she wriggled out of her tight shorts, Nameless was at a loss. Already uncomfortable being shirtless, the thought of stripping further and being totally naked in front of her was terrifying. 
 
    He was more than a little worried about what was going to happen next. 
 
    “Hurry Master! That cut looks bad and I don’t want it to get infected!” Milly, now naked, was watching him expectantly, clueless of his discomfort. 
 
    “Um, c-could you turn around?” His voice cracked with nerves. 
 
    Milly looked confused, tilting her head to one side. 
 
    “Hmmm? Are you alright? Your face is really red…” She closed the gap and rested her cheek against his forehead to feel his temperature; if anything it got even hotter as he now had an unfettered view of her naked breasts. 
 
    “I’m fine! Now please, turn around!” He managed to squeak out. 
 
    Milly looked slightly hurt, but complied. Of course, now he had an unfettered view of her gorgeous backside. His eyes couldn’t help but trace over her milky white back, down to her perfect waist, then taking in her swishing tail draped between the two perfectly formed globes, milky white and marshmallow soft, perched atop equally creamy thighs that transitioned subtly into the black and white hide of her legs. 
 
    “Do you like what you see master?” Her back still to him, she bent over slightly to give him a better view. 
 
    “How did you…” 
 
    “I could feel you thinking about running your hands over me.” She breathed at him; “We’re bonded now remember, so I can feel what you feel. What you desire. And I approve… You can touch me anytime you want…” 
 
    Nameless tore his gaze off of her proffered buttocks and stared instead at the crystal in his palm. 
 
    As he examined the sky blue gem, warmth and something more flooded him; he felt a frantic desperation to please, to be held and caressed, to be bent over and taken, as well as a strange itching at his nipples that simply wouldn’t quit. He shook his head, beginning to question his sanity. 
 
    Ignoring her still bent over form with difficulty, he stripped down and wrapped a towel around his waist to preserve his modesty. Milly pouted when she saw it… though she could still see his bulge. 
 
    She licked her lips but then remembered his injuries and pushed her arousal down for now. 
 
    “I’m sorry Master, I’ve never felt like this before and I don’t know how to manage it yet… but please, let’s get in the bath and see to that cut.” 
 
    “Th-thank you Milly.” He noticed she still wore the rough leather collar, although she had removed the leash at some point; “Um, M-Milly. You don’t have to wear that anymore, if you don’t want to.” 
 
    Her eyes widened and she smiled, quickly removing the collar with a happy little moo before tossing it away.  
 
    The naked cow and towel clad man then headed into the showers to get the rest of the mud off before they got into the large stone tub sunk into the floor. 
 
    As he sank in to the water he winced, Milly had apologized before she scrubbed his chest raw under the pressure of the showerhead to clean out his wound. A few trickles of blood had run from it, the effect of Miranda’s poultice diminished by the water and the scrubbing. 
 
    “Here Master, this is what you need.”  
 
    He turned towards Milly who had sunk into the water beside him. She held one breast out towards his face, her erect pink nipple inches from his lips. 
 
    “M-Milly! What are you doing?!” He tried to push her back but found that there really wasn’t anywhere he could touch her that wasn’t naked flesh. 
 
    “I told you Master, I’m going to take care of you! Please trust me, I promise this will make you feel better.” She had gently gripped the back of his head, and over his protestations she pulled his face forwards until his closed lips were against her nipple. 
 
    He was in a near panic for several moments. 
 
    Eventually, realizing he couldn’t match her strength, he just locked down, lips tight against her flesh. 
 
    She gave a gentle low of encouragement at him and he felt her tongue licking the top of his head repeatedly. 
 
    “Please master, I can’t make the milk flow on my own, you have to draw it out of me, and we don’t have a glass or anything for you to use so please…just one little suckle?” Her fingers played with his hair while she ran her other hand down his back, rubbing him lovingly. 
 
    Everything about the situation had him bewildered; her tender ministrations, her pert nipple slowly slipping between his lips, even her moos of encouragement. Unable to speak, he relaxed a bit and accepted that he wasn’t going anywhere until she got her way. 
 
    Hesitantly, he drew his lips apart, her nipple popped into his mouth and he felt his teeth graze her flesh. 
 
    “Ah… please master! Be gentle… they are very sensitive.” 
 
    He breathed raggedly through his nose. He then widened his teeth to get them away from her tender skin and pressed his tongue forward, experimentally brushing against her nipple. To his surprise she tasted sweet, like cantaloupe but creamier somehow. He found himself wanting more, but was unsure how to get it. 
 
    Their eyes met and he froze again at the heat in her look. 
 
    “Shhh…. Master, it’s okay. You just need to give a little suck that’s all, the milk will flow for you I promise, you could also use your hands to massage it out but for now… please suck me Master…” 
 
    He groaned plaintively at her words then he built his nerve and gave a quick suck. Milly couldn’t help but giggle at his half-assed attempt. 
 
    “You need to do it a little harder than that Mast-Ahhh!” 
 
    At her words he gave a much harder pull, drawing his head as far back as her grip would allow to add to the suction, his lips made a strained squeaking against her flesh until… 
 
    Creamy warmth abruptly flooded his mouth. 
 
    The taste was sweet and extremely satisfying; he’d had milk before but never like this. This milk was rich and deep, the flavour of it swirled around inside his mouth and caused him to swallow involuntarily. As her milk filled his body he didn’t remember the last time he felt so utterly sated, he knew without a doubt that he could live off of her cream, forgoing all other food, without the slightest regret. 
 
    He was pulling on her nipple harder now, sucking as hard as he could and greedily swallowing everything that passed his lips. Both arms wrapped around her back as if to prevent her escape from his insatiable maw. 
 
    Milly sighed and closed her eyes, completely content to nurse her beloved master forever; she let out a deep and resonant low. The itch that had developed in her breasts when he took up her heartstone was finally being scratched, and the more he fed the more blissful she became, massaging his back and shoulders with one hand, the other still cupping his head against her breast as he repeatedly drew her nipple back and forth, back and forth. Each release of fluid from her breast brought her more pleasure. 
 
    The more he drank the more warmth spread through his body, the slight pain of minor scrapes from his dive in the mud vanished entirely with a gentle tickle. The pain on his chin transformed into an itch and then into nothing at all, and the gash in his chest was suffused with a blazing heat that somehow didn’t burn, the pain completely gone and replaced by such an intense prickling sensation that it almost made him dizzy. 
 
    More than that though, minor aches that he didn’t even realize he had; a slight crick in his neck, a dull pain in his hip, his sore arms from working all day, all of it faded away into that blissful warmth. 
 
    All the while he suckled, faintly noticing that at some point Milly had shifted his mouth onto her other breast. He drank his fill, and then more than his fill. Until at last he pulled away, Milly didn’t stop him this time. He tried to speak, but paused, tilting his chin down and shifting his head back to let out a satisfied burp. He felt… pleasantly sloshy. He idly wondered how much he had drank. 
 
    Milly giggled again and sweetly kissed him on his mostly healed chin. 
 
    “You’ll still have the scar, sorry about that.” She gently traced her fingers down his chest, tears flowing from her eyes. 
 
    “Are you alright?” Without thinking he placed his free hand on her cheek and wiped away her tears with his thumb. 
 
    “Better than alright Master… I’ve waited my whole life for someone I love to really drink from me. Thank you.”  
 
    “Um… you’re welcome, I guess. No wait… that’s not right, thank you! That was incredible I’ve never tasted anything so good, I could live off of that stuff forever.” 
 
    “Mmmmm, indeed you could Master, these are yours forever.” 
 
    She hefted her breasts back into his vision, and his hand fell away from her face as he saw the creamy residue dribbling from her nipples. 
 
    Suddenly he was intensely embarrassed. 
 
    What had they just done!? He had no idea what to do with his hands again, until he noticed that his towel had fallen off while he nursed from her. One fist still tightly gripping her heartstone, he thrust his other hand under the water to fetch the sopping fabric to shield his genitals from her licentious gaze, while Instinctively he turned around to remove his privates from her sight. 
 
    Milly’s warm laughter erupted into the bath house. And he felt her hands on him again, rubbing at his neck as her creamy tips pressed down on top of his shoulders. 
 
    “Master, can we have sex now? No one else is here, it’s just us. Please, I still need more of you.”  
 
    He nearly swooned as her touch became more intimate, one hand sliding over his chest while the other reached down and cupped his hand holding the towel to his penis. He felt her whole body press into his back; he felt her mound grinding against his side as she wrapped one leg around him, the velvety softness of her hide brushing against his thigh. Her breathing had turned into a heavy pant. 
 
    His turgid erection notwithstanding, he was scared shitless. 
 
    All he could think about was getting away from this situation; this had gone way too far and way too fast for the inexperienced boy. He struggled out of her grip, her protests unheard as he scrambled out of the bath and back into the changing room. 
 
    Milly let out a forlorn sob as she collapsed into the tub hugging herself tightly, wondering what she had done wrong. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    After his escape from the bath, Nameless found himself at loose ends. His clothes wouldn’t be ready for a while yet so he sought refuge in the steam room. He buried his face in his hands, replaying over and over in his head everything that had just happened. 
 
    I sucked on her nipples! I drank her MILK! 
 
    He felt his chest and his chin in bewilderment; his skin now felt like it had been days since the injury rather than barely more than an hour! There was a tightness to his chest from the scab but the pain was almost entirely gone, replaced by a dull itch. 
 
    He kept hearing her offer of sex, over and over, while replaying his reaction in his mind. He remembered Sophie and her friends, orphan girls he had grown up with. They had stripped him to his skivvies and said the cruelest things to him while poking at his penis through his underwear. 
 
    He wasn’t ready for sex! He wasn’t even ready for the kiss outside of the bath house! And above all else, he wasn’t ready to face Milly again. 
 
    Her disappointment and shame weighed heavily in his clenched fist. 
 
    He nearly jumped out of his towel when the door to the steam room opened and a ruffled looking Miranda stumbled in followed by a very smug looking Jan. 
 
    “Hey kid, that looks much better!” She nodded at his exposed chest. 
 
    “Yeah, now you’ll have a badass scar to show off to all the ladies! Trust me, chicks dig scars, they make us wet…” Jan teased.  
 
    To his discomfort, they settled in on either side of him as he tried to find a safe place to rest his eyes. 
 
    Both women were completely naked, their towels tossed over their shoulders and doing nothing to preserve their modesty. 
 
    “Ahhh… nothin’ like a long bath and a good steam to work the kinks out.” 
 
    “Yeah, cuz it was the bath that did that.” Jan snorted then leaned over Nameless and licked her mate from chin to forehead.  
 
    Nameless had to lean back to give her access, his face uncomfortably close to the action.  
 
    Miranda caught his reaction out of the corner of her eyes. 
 
    “Better get used to it kid, the licking I mean. Pack animals, or in your case, herd animals… it’s a social thing, and also a sign of affection. If Jan keeps her tongue to herself for too long I know something is off.” 
 
    She waited for his reaction, he was clearly upset. Fists balled in his lap, shoulders hunched, unable to meet her eyes for more than a second at a time, and he was more than a little uncomfortable with the nakedness around him.  
 
    Miranda was no fool, she recognized the signs.  
 
    A bonded man with intimacy issues? Great. 
 
    “Where’s Milly?” She brushed of Jan’s attentions, this was more important. 
 
    Jan looked between them then mumbled something about being too hot and exited the steam room, leaving them to talk. 
 
    Nameless didn’t respond and Miranda’s eyes narrowed to slits as she regarded him. 
 
    “You deaf, kid? Or just rude?” 
 
    “…In the bath… I think.” He mumbled. 
 
    “You think?!” Miranda was not one for subtlety. She grabbed him by one ear and twisted his head around to meet her stormy grey eyes. His own eyes rolled, his breathing turned into a frantic pant; “You better not think, you better damn well KNOW where your pet is, that’s your responsibility as her master!”  
 
    After a moment, she realized that the direct approach might not have been the best idea. He was hyperventilating now. 
 
    Bloody hell, he’s having a fucking panic attack! 
 
    “Right, head between your legs, breath in through your nose and out through your mouth. Deep breaths.” She held his head down, massaging his neck; her voice retained its authority but had turned soft. 
 
    This kid is made of cotton candy and lamb farts. 
 
    After several minutes he regained control of himself and was able to speak. 
 
    “S-sorry…” 
 
    “No kid, I’m sorry. You didn’t ask for any of this, but you stepped up when you didn’t have to and here I am treating you like an Aegis recruit.” 
 
    “S’kay, it’s okay… I deserved it, I don’t know what the hell I’m doing. I hurt Milly and I don’t know how to fix it.” 
 
    “Tell me everything that happened. Spare no detail; you’re strong enough, I think, to do that.” 
 
    After a moment, making sure that his breathing had calmed down; he sat up, closed his eyes and told her everything. 
 
    “Okay, again, my fault. When she said she was going to take care of you I figured she had some first aid training, I forgot about the healing properties of her milk. It’s unusual that she was able to produce it so soon though…” 
 
    He said nothing in response.  
 
    After a long silence Miranda tried a different approach. 
 
    “It’s clear that you have no experience with girls, hell other boys your age wouldn’t be able to take their eyes of my tits! You haven’t even looked at them once. Maybe you think that makes you a gentleman, but with her it makes you an idiot.” He looked at her in surprise, this time not turning away from her stony stare; “Here’s the thing kid, that asshole from before with the whip? He couldn’t hurt her, I mean emotionally, not really, at least, not for a long time. But with you, she is totally vulnerable.” 
 
    She fiddled with her naval for a second, and then brought up the amber coloured heartstone in her fingers. She nodded for him to take it. He did. 
 
    It was warm, he felt a stirring in his loins, a deep hunger for Miranda’s touch that he couldn’t account for, and he found himself looking forwards to that evening for some reason.  
 
    Miranda looked confused at his reaction for a second, then gave a bemused shake of her head and took the stone back, replacing it in her naval. 
 
    “That other shitwank? He merely carried a heartstone. You and I, we quiet literally own them, own the heart within them. Remember what I said about a Gigas being unable to break it? You could. With a few careless words you could ruin her. Just… consider the gravity of that for a moment.”  
 
    He swallowed, now staring at the tiny blue orb in his own hand, then after several moments, he nodded. 
 
    “What do I need to do?” 
 
    “Simple. Be honest with her. You’re not ready for sex? That’s fine; there are other ways of being intimate, but you need to make that clear to her, and the sooner the better.” She pointed at the door simply; “Go, your pet needs you tamer. Make sure she’s alright.” 
 
    He left without hesitation and she nodded to herself pensively. 
 
    I hope he’s able to step up, if I do have to separate them… 
 
    She shuddered at the ugly thought. Then tried to get back to being relaxed, one finger absently fiddling with Jan’s heart, frowning again at the sight of him holding it… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3:  
 
    Making Amends 
 
      
 
      
 
    After getting his belongings from the change room and his pants back from the laundry, Nameless tracked Milly down; she had donned her shorts and his shirt and had left the bath house, wandering listlessly back towards town while pulling up clumps of grass from beside the well-worn path and eating dully.  
 
    She was crying. 
 
    “Milly! I’m really sorry for what happened-” 
 
    He caught up to her and she turned to regard him, wet eyes sullen; her mouth completely full as she chewed placidly. 
 
    “Shrokay Mashter, ish mrfaul-” She gave a huge swallow to finish what she had in her mouth; “-my fault, I shouldn’t have come on to you like that. I was being a bad girl.” 
 
    The skin around her blue eyes was puffy and red, her cheeks dripping. She gave a great sniff, bits of dirt and grass clung to her trembling lips. 
 
    “No Milly, it’s my fault. I got naked and into the bath with you… You had every right to expect that we’d… that I’d… and I’m sure a real man would have.” He had trouble meeting her watery gaze; her moist irises were so innocent and vulnerable.  
 
    Once again he felt emotions not his own, messing with his head. He felt her fear and he somehow knew that a large part of it was fear of displeasing him, fear of him rejecting her. He shook off this strange certainty, then approached Milly and tentatively took her limp hand in his in an attempt to bolster her wavering heart. The shadows of the day had grown long. 
 
    “Master… do you… do you want me to go?” Her question came out in a whisper and it was insane to him, the directness of it caught him off guard and he didn’t answer right away; “You don’t have to say anything. You never asked for this, for me, I was so excited that I never thought about what you wanted, and you already did so much for me and I-” Her voice faltered and she turned away, watching the sun setting in the distance, a fresh flood of tears streaking down her face. 
 
    They had arrived at the bathhouse later in the day, two hours within and now people were winding down their evenings. But Nameless knew he couldn’t finish his day like this, so he gathered his courage, more afraid than when he faced down the man with the whip earlier. 
 
    Afraid, because she deserved to know the truth and truth is a scary thing. 
 
    “Milly, if you left, like this… I would never forgive myself.” Milly’s head twirled back around to face him, her face wide open as she absorbed his words; “But… I-I have to tell you, I don’t know what I’m doing… I’m not a tamer, or some badass Aegis operative. I’m just a dumb orphan kid scared of his own shadow. There were… girls and stuff, and they messed with me, and ever since I never really learned how to deal with them. I’ve never had sex before, and I’m afraid, afraid it won’t be good, afraid I won’t be good, afraid that you’ll laugh at me. I’m even afraid to be naked around you. Just being shirtless like this, with you, is really uncomfortable for me.”  
 
    Milly was shocked at the notion. 
 
    What!? But he’s so handsome! And of course it will be good! 
 
    “Master… I burn for you. Here…” She laid one hand in the valley just below her taut naval, where her creamy flesh met the denim of her shorts; “I’ve never felt anything like this before, and it should be terrifying but it feels so right, so perfect. Please believe me when I say that I am not afraid. If you took me. Here. Now. It would be the greatest thing to ever happen to me. And I don’t doubt for a second that you would be good, that we would be great.” 
 
    Nameless lowered his head, emotion clouding his throat. 
 
    “I’m sorry Milly, I wish I was the kind of guy who could just do that. I wish that you had bonded with someone stronger-” 
 
    “Never! Master! Please, never say that! You put yourself between me and a whip! A whip that hurt you so badly, I would happily spend the rest of my life with you even if you never touched me. Not even once! Just—Please! Don’t send me away!” She sobbed out her last desperate request. 
 
    It hung in the air between them and he recognized her greatest fear: being without him. He drew in a shuddering breath to calm his heart and steel his resolve. Then raised his head and spoke. 
 
    “I won’t. I promise. I won’t ever turn my back on you.” His voice, stronger now, broke past her fear and then he was in her arms, she sobbed as they collapsed down to their knees. 
 
    His arms pinned at his sides, he couldn’t return her hug so he just nestled his face into the crook of her neck and held it there. 
 
    “M-Master, thank you, thank you, thank you!” She gave the side of his head several frantic licks, as he mumbled into her neck. 
 
    “You’re welcome, Milly.” 
 
    Unbeknownst to the huddled pair, their emotional catharsis did not go unwitnessed: two sets of eyes, one grey and the other amber, watched intently from a bend in the trail. 
 
    After giving the couple a few minutes to compose themselves Miranda and Jan made their presence known, Miranda’s clothes were no longer dusty and she struck an imposing figure in her crisp uniform. For her part Jan’s formerly muddy clothes were also crisp and fresh looking, although she was eyeing the dusty path longingly. 
 
    “Alright kid, now that everyone has been cleaned up I think we can call it a day, I’ll come at you tomorrow with all of the paper work and such. It’s great, you’ll love it.” Miranda’s voice was flat at that. 
 
    “But, where is Milly going to-” 
 
    “At your place. With you. Her Master.” Her tone held a hint of warning in it. 
 
    Don’t say something stupid kid, not now. 
 
    “A-alright.” 
 
    They walked back into town and Miranda bid them goodnight. 
 
    “Go home and get some sleep, or not.” She smirked as she and Jan strode off. 
 
    Nameless blushed and Milly looked a little guilty. Together they walked back to his crummy apartment. Once inside he salvaged what he could of the muddy bread for a meager dinner, although he was still somewhat full from Milly’s milk. 
 
    She watched him while he ate. 
 
    “Would you like some Milly? I cut off the muddy parts, I know it isn’t much but…” 
 
    “Oh no Master, I am fine. I ate on the walk back after all.” 
 
    After the emotional encounter outside the bathhouse they were both feeling awkward and it showed in their exchange as they prepared to bed down for the night after he finished eating. 
 
    “You can take the bed. I’ll be fine on the floor here.” He handed Milly a clean blanket for his narrow mattress. 
 
    “Oh, Master, no! Please I can sleep on the floor!” 
 
    Milly was mortified: bad enough he hadn’t wanted them to sleep together, and she didn’t dare press him on it, but her on the bed while her Master slept on the floor? That would be crazy! 
 
    But Nameless wouldn’t hear otherwise. 
 
    “I’ll be more comfortable on the floor anyways; at the orphanage I used to sleep under my bed so the other kids couldn’t… well anyways, I slept on the floor a lot, so it’s fine.”  
 
    With great reluctance, Milly lay down on her side in the bed, its small frame barely able to accommodate her size and her hooves stuck out a few inches from the bottom. She watched, eyes blinking owlishly as her new master settled on the floor, his back facing her. He wore ratty pajama bottoms and a shirt to bed. Milly, trying to be considerate of her master, kept her clothes on. 
 
    There was a pregnant silence. Milly felt she had to say something to him, anything. But she didn’t know what. Finally she opted to just say what she felt. 
 
    “Master?” His head tilted towards the ceiling, but didn’t face her; “I’m glad I met you.” 
 
    “Milly… I’m glad I met you too.”  
 
    Warmth flooded her loins at his response. 
 
    They settled in to sleep. 
 
    It had been an eventful day: Nameless had been whipped, had bonded with a Minotaur, drank her milk straight from her breasts, and then followed through by nearly breaking her heart. All he wanted to do was sleep.  
 
    But it would be a restless night; because for some reason Nameless couldn’t shake the intense arousal he had felt when he had touched Jan’s heartstone. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Jan and Miranda were having sex. 
 
    GREAT sex. 
 
    True to her words, Miranda was rubbing Jan’s tummy in just the right spot to get her leg kicking frantically. All the while Miranda’s face was buried in Jan’s pussy, her tongue bathing her hairless lips as she rapidly thrust two fingers into her pet’s dripping hole. Jan was making that whimpering noise that Miranda so loved to hear, her ears flat to her head and her tail wagging in tandem with her kicking leg. 
 
    “Who’s my good puppy? Who is she?” Miranda’s voice was excited and full of energy, her breath caressed Jan’s moist flesh, her words delivered rapidly to ramp up Jan’s own excitement. 
 
    “AH!!! Me! I’m your good puppy, I am!” Jan panted, tongue lolled completely out of her mouth, draped over one cheek. 
 
    “Yes you are! Yes you are my good puppy!” Miranda resumed her tongue bath of the puffy labia under her nose. 
 
    Jan was always amazed at her mate’s ability to do three things at once, four if you counted the dirty talk. She squirmed at the acknowledgement, her mistress loved doing this for her and she loved that she loved it. The belly rub alone would have been enough to get her off but Miranda was nothing if not thorough.  
 
    Jan’s leg was going nuts. 
 
    Miranda sped up her thrusting fingers and her tummy-scratching hand. She knew that her pet was close; she just needed one more little push. She sucked Jan’s clit between her teeth, gently grazing the sensitive bundle of nerves and sucking as hard as she could. She was almost worried that the wolf girl was going to hurt herself she was thrashing around so hard.  
 
    Her leg froze mid kick, corded muscles tight and her tail likewise frozen mid-wag. 
 
    “Is puppy going to howl for me? Is she?” 
 
    “Yeah—ah—Yea-!” Jan’s words became indecipherable as ecstasy washed over her and she released the resounding howl that had built up inside her, letting the whole world know that she was, indeed, a good puppy.  
 
    As her howl tore from her throat she could feel Miranda still hard at work, her juices covered her mate’s face, and her tummy was raw in just the right way. Her howl lasted forever; waves of pleasure coursed through her, the walls of her pussy frantically squeezing around Miranda’s thrusting fingers. 
 
    A few miles away a pair of mud coloured brown eyes snapped open and a boy with no name proclaimed that he too was a good puppy… 
 
    Finally her howl cut off as she ran out of air, and when she caught her breath Miranda blew a long raspberry just below her naval. 
 
    “Ah!! Mistress! That tickles so good!” Jan giggled and pushed Miranda’s head down with both hands. 
 
    Miranda’s face ended up back on her pussy, so she blew another, much wetter, raspberry. That caused Jan’s leg to kick a few more times as she whimpered again. 
 
    She slowly recovered from her blissful release, her leg stilled, her tail wagging slowly. 
 
    Jan’s orgasm over at last, Miranda turned gentle and kissed her way up the Wolfen’s lithe body, treating one pert nipple to a couple of sucking nibbles before she draped her naked frame over her pet’s and brought her lips close for a soft kiss. After which an eager Jan happily cleaned her own juices off of her bond-mates chin, before deciding that Miranda’s whole face needed a good tongue bath. 
 
    After several minutes of basking in the afterglow, the naked lovers continued the conversation that had abruptly halted when Miranda had all but torn Jan’s clothes off and thrown her onto the bed. 
 
    “So… we don’t have to separate them?” Jan had her nose in Miranda’s sweat slicked hair, breathing deeply and enjoying her mistress’s familiar scent. 
 
    “No, I think they’ll be okay, the kid is a creampuff most of the time, but I have to give him credit, he took that whip like a boss and when it came down to it he took care of Jiggles just fine.”  
 
    Miranda’s eyes were closed in blissful exhaustion, her head resting on her pet’s shoulder and one hand gently cupping Jan’s breast, rhythmically squeezing it for her own amusement.  
 
    Making love to Jan was always a workout, but it was her favorite form of exercise.  
 
    “Yeah he’s got big brass ones for such a little squirt.” Jan observed. 
 
    “Mmmmm… keep talking like that, you’ll make me jealous.” Miranda slurred out. 
 
    “Hah! He seems a sweet kid and I like him, but I doubt he could pull off one of your belly-rubs Sugar-Tits!” Jan cheekily licked at her hair again. 
 
    “That’s a relief; and here I thought you were going to change teams on me.” Miranda adjusted to get more of their flesh in contact with Jan’s, blissed out from the cuddling. 
 
    “No, whenever I crave a good poke I’ll just go pester Jez. Guaranteed her tongue trumps his dick.” Jan paused at that, then gave a pensive sigh that threatened to spoil the mood; “I miss her, hell I even miss Kala.” 
 
    A lump formed in Miranda’s throat. 
 
    “I miss them too puppy, but they’re safer where they are. You know they’re not up for this, no matter how much Kala says she is. No one should have to go through with this.” 
 
    “Except me?” Jan’s voice was a whisper. Miranda tensed up but didn’t say anything; “Sorry, I don’t know why I said that. Guess I miss my bond-sisters more than I thought.” 
 
    “Jan, if you aren’t up for this either… I could request a differe-” 
 
    “No, Mistress. I’m fine. It’s just.” She heaved a sigh; “That girl, Milly? No papers and a pig like that for an owner? This could easily have been her. That’s what’s eating at me. But this is too important, don’t worry mate-of-my-heart, I know my duty. I am Wolfen. This is what I was bred to do.” 
 
    Miranda drew back to look into those beautiful amber eyes. 
 
    Oh my love, if only you didn’t have to. 
 
    Hunting Tenebrae was not a task any Aegis member relished. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Early the following morning, Nameless was awoken from a restless slumber by a sturdy knock on the door, Milly still slept. He got up and stumbled to the door, opening it with a bleary mumble. 
 
    “Good morning to you too, big boy!” Jan announced with a bark of laughter. 
 
    She and her mistress were at his crummy apartment, and it took him a moment to realize that both women were staring at the tent in his pants. 
 
    He squeaked and shut the door in their faces.  
 
    How they knew where he lived he didn’t know, he took a few moments to adjust himself then opened the door again to face Jan’s knowing grin.  
 
    “Right, I have the provisional permit of heartstone ownership, and the other paperwork to let you keep Milly the Minotaur around for now.” 
 
    To her credit Miranda tried to act like she hadn’t seen anything but Jan kept glancing down at his groin meaningfully. 
 
    “Th-thanks.” 
 
    “Oh don’t start stammering now buddy, you’ve seen us both naked, don’t think your pole is going to offend anybody.” Jan sniggered again as Miranda rolled her eyes. 
 
    He was beet red. He vividly remembered the strange dream from the night before and had a hard time looking at either woman, especially Miranda as he kept seeing her face between his legs as she rubbed at his belly… 
 
    Luckily Milly came into the front room while they were talking, blearily wiping sleep from her eyes. 
 
    “Holy cow! It’s a theme around this place!” Jan chortled as she drew his attention to Milly’s breasts. 
 
    The hardened nipples poking out of her shirt were rather hard to miss. 
 
    “That’s enough Jan. Let’s not forget we are here on an official capacity.” Miranda berated her. 
 
    “Good morning, Master.” Milly hugged him, poking his cheek with one erect tip and seeming oblivious to Jan’s teasing. 
 
    “Let’s get this done. Then you kids can destroy this place. It kind of needs it. You live in a dump kid.” Miranda looked around with distaste plain on her face. 
 
    “Y-yeah, it’s all I can afford.” He blushed, shamefaced. 
 
    “Hmph, well I’m sure with her help you can fix that.” 
 
    She looked for somewhere to put the paperwork but there was no table, so she had to drop it all on the counter. It took nearly two hours to fill out the countless forms, during which she lectured him thoroughly on his responsibilities and the severe consequences of neglecting them. 
 
    By the end of it his brain was thoroughly melted and he was petrified of making a mistake. 
 
    “Relax, kid. I know there a lot of rules and such but really it’s mostly common sense. Keep her happy, keep her healthy and you won’t have any problems from the Aegis. Believe me you are not a priority to us. There are a lot of guys out there, and even a few gals, who have the worst intentions when it comes to monster girls.” She looked grim; “Which is why, instead of sticking around and making sure you toe the line, Jan and I have to get back to work. We will be back as soon as we finish our mission. I’m a little curious how this little story turns out.” 
 
    “Mission? What mission?” Milly asked innocently. 
 
    Miranda and Jan exchanged a look. 
 
    “They actually should know…” Jan offered quietly.  
 
    Miranda let out a gust of air to deliver bad news.  
 
    “We’re hunting a Tenebrae, Milly. And I wish we were hunting something else.” 
 
    Milly gasped, her hands flying to her mouth. 
 
    Nameless looked puzzled, he thought he had heard the word before but couldn’t remember where. 
 
    Miranda caught his confusion and swore. 
 
    “A Lost One, dipshit! A girl whose stone has been contaminated by some prick who treated her like garbage?” 
 
    Her questioning tone nudged him and his eyes widened as he remembered his lessons. 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Yeah, ‘oh’! Look, you just focus on making sure Milly here stays in the light and when we get back I will beat this stuff into you. I don’t know where you went to school but it is blatantly clear that you sucked at it!” She paused, giving him a speculative look; “In the meantime I suggest you look around this little town for someone who knows how to properly care for your girl here. I know there are a few Lambda farms around so maybe try one of them.” 
 
    He nodded at her, nervous at her intensity. 
 
    “Great, now we need to get back on the trail. Good luck kid, Milly.” She gave a jerky nod to the Minotaur. 
 
    With that Miranda left and as Jan moved to follow she cast one last teasing barb over her shoulder. 
 
    “See ya soon buddy! You should really have Milly look at that dick of yours. It looked pretty swollen and I think it might be infected!” 
 
    As the door closed Nameless slowly turned to a suddenly worried Milly. 
 
    “Sh-she was kidding.” 
 
    Milly didn’t look convinced, her eyes fixed on his crotch... 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4:  
 
    Old Friends 
 
      
 
      
 
    Taking Miranda’s words to heart, after she and Jan had left Nameless sought out the elderly Paul Fletcher for advice. Paul had been the helpful farmer that had leant Miranda the use of his pail to cool Milly off outside of the bathhouse.  
 
    Nameless had done some work for him when he was fifteen. Although unable to make the grade as a farmhand due to his short stature and general lack of muscles, it turned out he had a way with livestock. 
 
    After a late night storm blew one wall of their coop down, Paul’s Cockatrice flock had scattered in terror. On his way to school, Nameless had found one of the poor girls stuck in a tree, dripping wet from the rain and keening miserably. A quirk of the breed, they were excellent climbers, but only going up; to his knowledge there were simply incapable of climbing downwards.  
 
    He went up after her and just sat down on a branch near her, talking quietly with her until she finally trusted him enough to let him carry her down on his back, her feathered arms wrapped around him tightly. When they got back to Paul’s farm he was so impressed that he set Nameless to work for the rest of the day to help him bring the others home. 
 
    One particularly terrified girl they found hidden in a narrow culvert. Of the two of them Nameless was the only one small enough to go after her and so he spent over an hour lying belly down in the icy runoff from the rain while patiently trying to convince the poor girl that the storm was over.  
 
    Paul’s regular hands, good workers they may be, weren’t equipped to deal with the flighty girls and spent a good chunk of their day face down in the dirt, paralyzed by the Cockatrice’s cries. 
 
    When the last of the girls was returned home safely at near to midnight, a soggy and exhausted Nameless found himself face to face with Ophelia in one of her revealing nightgowns, trying to explain where he had been all day. 
 
    He shuddered at the memory, she had been furious with him, although she softened a bit once he was finally able to explain. 
 
    Paul Fletcher was the only person that he knew that might know the proper way to care for a love-struck Minotaur. As he and Milly found their way to his farm in the late morning, he was relieved to see the old farmer on his usual perch on his porch railing, whittling away at a piece of wood. 
 
    His knife paused as he caught sight of the pair. 
 
    “I had a feeling I’d be seeing you soon my boy! Come have a seat.” The old man drawled as he gestured with his knife to the wicker chairs on his porch. 
 
    “Hello Mr. Fletcher.” 
 
    “Jeeze boy, a hunnerd times now I’ve told you to call me Paul.” He frowned at the youngen. 
 
    “Sorry, Mr. Fletcher!” Nameless plopped down in his seat with a smile. 
 
    He had always liked the old farmer and was comfortable being cheeky with him. 
 
    “Ha!” Barked the old man; “Ophelia taught you well, too well I’m thinking. So, who is this lovely vision I see before me hmmm? We weren’t properly introduced the other day while you were kissin this lucky little stitch.” 
 
    Milly blushed prettily, unaccustomed to such flattery and enjoying it immensely. 
 
    “Milly, sir. My name is Milly.” 
 
    “Well Milly, I don’t know if you are aware but you have two of the most beautiful horns these old eyes have ever seen, and quiet a fantastic pair of tits to boot!”  
 
    Nameless’s jaw dropped at his forwardness.  
 
    He’s normally so polite! 
 
    Milly giggled and held her arms in front of herself, emphasizing her assets while shifting from side to side. 
 
    “Gosh, do you really think so?” She asked innocently, in a thinly veiled attempt to earn more praise. 
 
    “I do indeed, and believe you me; I know what I’m talking about.” 
 
    He slowly slid off of the railing and sheathed his whittling knife at his side, as he carelessly tossed away the stick he had been working on.  
 
    “Which, I imagine, is why you two youngsters have found your way onto my porch this fine evening?” 
 
    Milly’s stomach took that opportunity to give off a plaintive growl and her blush grew. 
 
    “Well now! Ain’t no sense standing around flapping my gums while a gorgeous cow starves to death right in front of me! Why don’t you come in for some breakfast darlin’? I have a few dozen bags of oats left over from the harvest that are still fresh. A purdy cow with juicy fun-bags like yours needs to stay fed!” 
 
    Once again, Nameless was at a loss; he had never heard Paul speak so bluntly before, but Milly seemed to enjoy it. 
 
    As they went into the farmer’s kitchen he disappeared into his pantry for a minute then came out with an enormous bag of oats which he set on the table for Milly. If Nameless was shocked before, it was nothing compared to Milly’s reaction at seeing what the farmer had set on the table before her. 
 
    “Um… sir?” 
 
    “You can go ahead and call me Paul, Moon-Pie.”  
 
    She blushed again at his spontaneous pet name for her. 
 
    “Well, Paul. How much of this is for me?” 
 
    He looked surprised at her earnest question. 
 
    “Why, the whole dang bag if you want it! Goodness, no wonder you look so peckish, hasn’t anybody fed you lately?” He frowned over at Nameless who looked suddenly guilty. 
 
    “My last owner just let me graze off of the side of the road.” She said shamefacedly, head turned down.  
 
    Paul looked incensed for a moment, and then muttered to himself. 
 
    “I swear, some people just need a good hanging, and I have the damn rope!” He pointed at her, brooking no argument; “Look here sweetheart, you dig into those oats and you don’t come up for air until you’re chewing on the inside of that bag!” 
 
    She still looked hesitant, as if waiting for him to change his mind. 
 
    “Never mind your table manners, you set to and I do mean right now missy!” He gave her pert rump a firm slap to spur her into action and she let out a startled moo before burying her face in the bag and eating with gusto; “And as for you!” One gnarled digit pointed at Nameless and he couldn’t help but jump before Paul adroitly crooked his thumb for him to follow him back out onto the porch.  
 
    As the pair left the room Milly laid into the bag of oats like nobody’s business; gasping, snorting, and letting out plaintive moos of satisfaction as she stuffed her face for the first time in weeks. 
 
    Paul took out his pipe and banged it out against one of the porch columns in agitation. Nameless was more than a little nervous. Paul filled his bowl, lit it, and took a long draw before he sighed and turned back to the jittery youth. 
 
    “Relax boy, you’re not the one I’m really mad at. The whole town is buzzing about what you done. You best check in with Ophelia soon cuz the story on the vine is that you got whipped to within an inch of your life by that sumbitch, she’ll be worried.” 
 
    Nameless nodded numbly, feeling suddenly self-conscious about the scar across his chin and chest. 
 
    “You have her heartstone on you?” 
 
    Paul looked surprised when Nameless just raised his hand and revealed the delicate gem nestled in his palm.  
 
    Poor Kid must be terrified of losing it. 
 
    “You should get yourself a proper housing for that, no sense walking around one handed if you don’t have to. That fine looking Aegis lady looking after you two?” Nameless nodded; “Well, it is good that she’s involved at least. She’ll tell you most of what you need to know, but I imagine you’re after knowing some specifics of her breed?” 
 
    “Yes sir.” He nodded at the man’s words; “I want to do the right thing, but I’m not entirely sure what the right thing is.” 
 
    Paul nodded in approval at the boy’s honest answer. 
 
    “Well, she bonded with you, that’s clear.” He mused, examining Nameless with a gleam in his eyes; “That part I can’t help you with much, the emotional stuff I mean, a few tips is all I have. You have a good head for it without me interfering. And I know your heart is always in the right place. Don’t think my hens have forgotten about you, they still gab on about the boy that saved them from the flood.” 
 
    Nameless didn’t respond, not really sure how. He was also fairly certain he’d never heard a Cockatrice speak… 
 
    “You do seem to be utterly clueless as to the gritty details of caring for a cow. And that I can help you with. Heifers are some of the best gals around in my opinion, always ready to return whatever love they get tenfold, which is why it broils my biscuits when I see someone treatn’ them raw. So here is the skinny: hooves, horns, tits and teeth.” 
 
    Nameless blushed and looked like he had a question but waited for the older man to continue. 
 
    “She’s producin’ milk right?” At Nameless’s nod, he continued; “Good, make sure you milk her at least twice daily, she knows how, so no need for me to embarrass you. Just make sure you drink your fill, ‘cuz she’ll quit producing if she thinks you don’t like it. She’ll also get really sore if you slack off on the milkings, and given her demeanor I doubt she’ll complain, but I will gladly whoop your scrawny ass if you do her wrong!”  
 
    Nameless wasn’t sure what terrified him more; the farmer’s threat or the thought that he would have to manhandle Milly’s breasts multiple times a day. 
 
    “Check her hooves to make sure she doesn’t have any rock-bruises, given that she has been traveling I’d say that’s a distinct possibility. Once again, she likely won’t say anything until she comes up lame. Most heifers spend their days in nice soft fields rather than the packed dirt of the open road. You decide to take her on a journey we’ll get her fitted for some shoes then she can prance on all the rocks she likes, least ‘till she wears ‘em out. Meantime you gotta keep the bottoms trimmed to keep her weight evenly balanced on her toes. I can show you how, but that’s a once a year sort of thing. I still have the tools lying around somewhere; you can have ‘em.” 
 
    He waved off Nameless’s objections. 
 
    “I have no use for them anymore boy! I’m too old now to care for a heifer proper, but not too old to make sure that you do.” He gave a stern glare before he continued; “Normally you don’t need to worry about her teeth; she’s not stupid after all and can take care of that herself. But I’ll want to take a look and make sure she hasn’t worn them down too much with all the crappy fodder she’s been forced to eat. Half of her diet should come out of a bag; oats, barley, corn that sort of thing, just make sure it’s good quality like mine. About a half bag a day should do it, when she isn’t half starved to begin with. The rest should be fodder to balance things out. And not dirty clumps of grass off the side of the damn road neither! Long bladed stuff! Like you see out there.” He gestured out towards his fields and Nameless nodded. 
 
    “As for her horns, well, that’s not so much a physical thing as an emotional one. Minotaur horns are indestructible so you don’t need to worry about them like you will her hooves. Thing is, heifers are really sensitive about their horns, ain’t no coincidence the first words outta my mouth were to compliment her on ‘em.”  
 
    Nameless’s eyes widened in understanding. 
 
    “So with that in mind, you polish her horns for her every few days or so and she’ll really feel the affection. For that matter you polish her hooves too, she’ll be almost as thin-skinned about them as her horns.” 
 
    Paul’s look turned pensive and he took a breath. 
 
    “I very seriously doubt that any of her previous owners took proper care of her, I get the sense that she has some unwarranted body image issues. And I don’t think I’ve ever seen a cow that needed to be told to eat her fill. So don’t be shy with heaping on the praise, be direct too, she won’t mind a stitch if you complement her tits or her ass, but you gotta mean it! It’ll break her heart if she figures you are just blowing hot air at her.” 
 
    Nameless swallowed at the thought, remembering what Miranda had said along the same lines. 
 
    “I don’t want to hurt her. Not ever.” Nameless said quietly. 
 
    “Good. Don’t. You give much thought to the future yet?” 
 
    Nameless shook his head. 
 
    “No, I mean, I know that my place is small but... I don’t really have any savings.” 
 
    Paul barked a laugh. 
 
    “Hah! Well, there ain’t no way a scrawny inch like you could possibly drink all the milk she’ll try to feed you. So, for a modest fee, I would be happy to help broker the sale of it for you, at least while you live in Kettering. I’m too old even to bother going to Wayfelt anymore, so I don’t know what the situation is their heifer-wise.” 
 
    He paused for a moment, doing math in his head.  
 
    “I think a gallon of her milk for myself every day would be worth everything you need to care for her, as well as all of the grains she can eat. Given the size of her udders, and with a proper diet, I think she’ll produce at least four or five gallons a day so you should have more than enough to start saving. All sorts of people, good folk even, will be after her milk in a bad way once word gets out, so don’t you believe a word they tell you about how much it’s worth. A half-quart of the stuff used to go for over a hunnerd bits-”  
 
    Nameless eyes boggled, five gallons?! And that was almost as much money as he made in the last two days! Paul went on. 
 
    “-and that was back when there were a trio of heifers in town who could produce. Now there’s just the one.” 
 
    “How come it is worth so much? And why aren’t there are any heifers in town anymore?” He asked slowly, afraid of the answer to his second question. 
 
    “The milk, as you no doubt learned already from that scar on your chin, is great for speeding up the healing of cuts and bruises and such. But the real value is what it does for the bones; you could heal broken bones in a fraction of the time with her milk. And a single glass in the mornings will be more than enough to clear up my arthritis. So don’t go thinking I don’t have my own selfish motives here.” He looked down at his gnarled hands ruefully. 
 
    “As for the lack of heifers, that’s simple; they almost never produce in any real quantity unless they’re bonded, and not a lot of folk around here are willing to shell out the bits to buy a tamed heifer with no guarantee that they’ll take to their new owner, let alone folks willing to wander off into the lowlands looking for a wild one to woo for themselves, good way to get gored.” He chuckled; “Reality of it is kid, bonded to you, that heifer is worth her weight in gold.” 
 
    He scrunched up his eyebrows as he saw Nameless frown, and he smiled once he deduced the cause. 
 
    “And I will take your exception to attaching a price tag to the gal as a good sign. Still, if you are willing to part with her excess milk it should make your life more comfortable. Honestly, in a few weeks you could buy that shithole you’re renting in short order if you wanted. Although I wouldn’t recommend that, in fact…” Paul paused and then went back into the house without a word.  
 
    After a moment Nameless followed him, curious, but he stopped short at the sight of Milly, bent over with her magnificent ass shifting from side to side and her face stuffed deep into the bag, her horns tenting it above her head, snuffling and mooing happily. 
 
    She’s eaten nearly half the bag already! 
 
    Paul came back into the kitchen with a large rolled up piece of paper. He went towards the table, but thought better of it with a smirk as he saw the mess the hungry cow had made and was continuing to make. 
 
    “Into the den my boy!” 
 
    Nameless followed him deeper into his house; Paul threw back some curtains to let the sun in to the dimly lit room.  
 
    “I had a thought, now I don’t want you to get your jumpers up just yet, but just mull this over with me, cuz I don’t imagine you’ll want to stay much longer at your place.”  
 
    He nodded his head as Paul spread out the paper; Nameless recognized it as a property map. 
 
    “Here we are at the ol’ homestead, and here-” He traced his finger along a trail for just over a mile before it crossed a bridge, a field, then ended at a pond in the corner of where his property abutted Janet Skinner’s; “-is an old cottage that I used to let out to folks, till I got fed up with them wrecking the place. This little stamp of a field hasn’t been plowed or nothing in years and that old pond is only good for skinny-dipping so I’m not getting any value out of the property. That and Skinner’s damn Blomma always try to lure me into their petals when I try to work this section of it here.” He pointed to a section of the field right adjacent to his neighbor’s property; “Sweet gals and maybe someday when I’m ready to die happy I’ll take them up on the offer.” 
 
    Nameless gave a wry smile at the old man’s suggestion. Blomma were harmless, but Paul wasn’t a young man anymore and seemed to think that the girls’ amorous affections would finish him off. More than a few horny teens had tried to sneak into that garden to have a go with the flower girls, only to be chased off by the Old Lady Skinner herself, wielding an enormous meat cleaver. If the flowers didn’t end him, Janet almost certainly would. 
 
    “So anyways, I figure we could fix the place up a bit, and then Moon-Pie would have a nice little field to fart around in. Eventually, once you’ve sold enough of her milk, not to mention whatever other work you find for yourself-” He frowned at the young man to communicate that having a cow worth her weight in gold was no excuse to be idle; “-I could sell that chunk of land to you and we’d both be happy. By itself it’s not enough to grow any significant amount of crops on, maybe a few vegetable gardens. You’ll want to leave most of the field for wild grass for Milly’s fodder. Otherwise the space is more than enough to care for a few gals; if that is the direction your life takes.”  
 
    He leaned back and stretched his back for a moment. 
 
    “Like I said, think it over. I get that she just bonded with you and you probably have enough on your plate with the Aegis breathing down your neck, but once things settle down some you’ll need to consider what’s best for your heifer, which means thinking long term.”  
 
    Nameless continued to look at the map, his lips pursed in thought. He’d never thought he would ever be able to afford a proper home, let alone enough property to call himself a landowner! The prospect was heady, and scary. He didn’t think he was ready for all of the responsibility that had somehow found its way onto his narrow shoulders in less than two days.  
 
    At the same time, he was enormously grateful to the elderly farmer for the offer. 
 
    “Thank you, Mr Fle- Paul. Thank you, Paul.” He took the man’s outstretched hand and shook it vigorously; “You’ve been a huge help, and I will definitely think about this.” He gestured a thumb at the map; “I’ve been really worried about my, ah, ‘shithole’… well, Milly deserves better than that.” 
 
    “That she does my boy, that she does.” 
 
    Paul took him by the shoulder familiarly and led him back into the kitchen. The sight that greeted them was enough to draw a great guffaw out of the old farmer. 
 
    The kitchen was a disaster, scattered bits of oats all over and Milly, now standing, was wearing the sack on her head and over her shoulders.  
 
    Following Paul’s instructions to the letter, she was indeed chewing on the inside of the bag. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5:  
 
    Bittersweet Memories 
 
      
 
      
 
    A very full Milly wiped at her face with a giant red hanky with white polka dots on it; Paul had given it to her while she blushingly apologized for the state of his kitchen, and when she tried to return it he told her to keep it. It soon rode in the back pocket of her shorts, a red and white tail to match her own white and brown one.  
 
    The old farmer had found the whole thing highly amusing and sent them off to check in with Ophelia while he fetched a broom, laughing the entire time. 
 
    “Who is Ophelia anyways?” Milly asked as they left his drive to walk back to town. 
 
    “She runs the orphanage where I was raised. She’s a wonderful person, or well, I guess she isn’t a person, she’s a butterfly girl, um, a Flutterby.” 
 
    “Oh. So she is really important to you?” 
 
    “Yes. She was my only friend growing up, I love her dearly.” 
 
    “I hope she likes me.” Milly’s tone had turned wistful. 
 
    “Milly, I doubt anybody who knows you doesn’t like you.”  
 
    Her cheeks turned pink and she abruptly hugged him.  
 
    He winced slightly as she licked at his hair again. 
 
    Not long afterwards Nameless and Milly entered the gate into the front yard of the orphanage, a few children played aimlessly in the grass, but not nearly as many as he remembered from his last visit. 
 
    He frowned at the apparent inactivity around the building; just two years ago when he moved out there were over two dozen kids underfoot.  
 
    “I guess Ophelia has had some luck placing kids with families?” He muttered to himself. 
 
    “So this is where you grew up Master?” Milly took in the scene beside him, her eyes wide, eager to see the place. 
 
    “Look! It’s Nameless! And he brought that cow-lady!!” One little boy announced their arrival and suddenly five kids swarmed around them. 
 
    Nameless was never comfortable being the center of attention and grew even more so when he was bombarded with the kind of fanciful tales that only children could spin out of fact. 
 
    “I heard you killed that guy when he beat her with a pipe!” One particularly bloodthirsty boy announced. 
 
    “That’s not what happened! It was a piece of lost tech! It spat fire at her but he deflected it and then the guy exploded!” Another boy, maybe ten years old, said while exuberantly gesturing with his arms to indicate destruction. 
 
    “No way! How could he deflect it? I bet it was just a big stick, you guys are lying!” Yet another, much younger boy, chimed in. 
 
    Meanwhile, two girls were pestering Milly with much less bloody, but equally fanciful tales while fussing over the Minotaur’s hair and face, or at least trying to as she was much taller than them. 
 
    “So he knocked the guy down and then took you as his wife right? That’s so romantic! Your eyes are really pretty!” 
 
    “Do you use makeup at all? Your skin is so soft! And I heard that SHE saved HIM, she knocked out the other guy for the lawkeeper to take away!” 
 
    Milly was almost as uncomfortable as Nameless while the two girls alternated between make-up questions and how boys were so gross, to what REALLY happened when Nameless came to her aid.  
 
    Fortunately they were rescued by a musical voice. 
 
    “Children! Stop crowding our guests! Nameless, dearheart I’m so glad you are alright. You had me so worried!”  
 
    A gorgeous dark haired woman in a diaphanous gown half-flew out of the building, her wings were a pale violet where they stretched out of her exposed back, subtly darkening into a rich purple trimmed in black. 
 
    “Hello Mistress Ophelia.” He accepted her warm hug with a surprising lump forming in his throat, he had missed her hugs.  
 
    Milly looked shy as Ophelia fussed with Nameless’s hair. 
 
    “Oh! You’ve lost even more weight! I swear, if you don’t start eating properly I will drag you back here and tell everyone that you are a new arrival.” She kissed him several times on each cheek; and much to his surprise twice on the lips before she hugged his face into her low-cut gown, she was about a half foot taller than him. As usual she smelled like lilacs and he couldn’t stop himself from breathing her delicate aroma in deeply. 
 
    “It’s alright; he has my milk now so…” Milly found her voice but lost it again as the Flutterby turned her deep violet eyes to regard her. 
 
    “Oh hello, it’s Milly right?” At Milly’s nod she introduced herself; “I am Ophelia dear, and I have heard that you had quite the adventure yesterday! I am so glad that you two found each other.” 
 
    Then Ophelia flew over to give Milly the same treatment as Nameless, up to and including the kisses. 
 
    “But look at me making a fuss! Alright children!” She clapped her delicate hands to get everyone’s attention; “You can play for a bit longer but we will have lunch in less than an hour and I expect hands and faces washed when you are at the table, now scoot!” 
 
    “Yes Mistress Ophelia!” A chorus of excited voices greeted her words. 
 
    As the children fled in all directions, she motioned for Nameless and Milly to go inside. They walked in front of her and thus didn’t notice when she used her fingers to discreetly wipe a few tears from her eyes. 
 
    “You two will join us for lunch of course, I won’t hear otherwise!” She patted away both of their objections as they passed the common area of the orphanage and into the large kitchen. 
 
    Nameless couldn’t help but notice that the place was deserted. 
 
    “Mistress Ophelia…” 
 
    “Nameless, you aren’t one of my charges anymore-” Milly caught the slight hitch in her voice even if he didn’t; “So please call me Ophelia.”  
 
    He looked chagrinned for a moment. 
 
    “Right, um, Ophelia. Where are all of the other children?” 
 
    “Oh! Well, there aren’t any dear.”  
 
    He was shocked. 
 
    When he lived here there were nearly thirty children in the dormitories. He hadn’t visited in a while, too busy chasing one odd job after another, but he remembered there were still a dozen or so the last time he was here.  
 
    She gave a sigh. 
 
    “I can see that you are too curious, so there is no sense tip-toeing around the issue. I’ve sold the orphanage.” She was puttering around the kitchen preparing cucumber sandwiches while they stayed out of the way, not wanting to interfere with her domestic rhythm. 
 
    “What?! Why?” 
 
    “I’m afraid.” Her voice became thick as she deftly sliced the green vegetables; “I’m afraid my heart hasn’t been in it for a long time now, and the children deserve better than that! So I came to the decision several months ago. The five little ones still here are all set to go to a boarding school just outside Garland run by an old friend of mine, so I know that they will be in good hands.” 
 
    Nameless was dazed, he had no idea! That strange sense he had noticed recently seemed to kick in and he felt a desperate desire to be hidden away, to a keep a terrible secret. 
 
    He shook his head a bit, clearing the confusing sensation. 
 
    “Are you… are you going to be okay?” 
 
    “Of course dear. I’m fine! It’s for the best really! This place, well it sort of fell into my lap one day. I enjoyed the work immensely for a long time, but it’s… it’s time to move on now.” 
 
    Nameless wasn’t sure what to say, he felt a great uncertainty settle upon him. The orphanage was the one constant in his life, he had a great many bitter memories of the other kids, but Ophelia had been a steady point of love in his life. 
 
    She watched him out of the corner of one violet eye. 
 
    “None of that dearheart! None of that! This is a good thing. I know that you had a lot of trouble here growing up but…” Her voice hitched again and even Nameless caught it this time; “But you are a man now! And you have a girl to look after so just forget about worrying about me!” 
 
    Again that desperation, he couldn’t put his finger on it, a secret, deceitful... he shook his head again, deciding to be supportive of the loving woman. 
 
    “Ophelia, as long as you are happy, so am I. Is there anything I can do? Do you need help moving or…” 
 
    She had paused to regard him and he felt a deep longing in his heart that he couldn’t account for, and then he felt it ruthlessly crushed from within. 
 
    “No dear, that’s all been arranged, all the furniture has been sold and my own belongings…well I was never one for material things, you know that.” 
 
    “Where… where will you go?” He felt himself getting choked up; the thought of her flying out of his life was overwhelming. 
 
    “I don’t know really… I’m going to spread my wings and let the wind take me where it wills, I think… now hush! Please set the table, the good plates I think, yes this is a happy occasion, dearheart.” Her voice faltered to a near whisper by the end. 
 
    Milly looked between her master and the clearly upset Flutterby. She wanted to help but didn’t see how she could, so she assisted him in setting the table and then the two women left while Nameless and the other orphans sat down to eat. 
 
    She found herself staring into violet eyes as Ophelia wordlessly took her by her hand and gently led her into her bedchamber. 
 
    “I wanted to take a moment to talk dear; I just wanted to check in with you. To... to make sure that you two are really okay. I worry you see, Nameless was always a sensitive boy.” 
 
    “I think we’re okay…”  
 
    Ophelia caught her uncertainty and decided to be more direct. 
 
    “Has he taken you into his bed yet?” Her eyes were intense, this was important for some reason. 
 
    Milly swallowed, she didn’t know if her master would want her to answer, but she didn’t know how not to.  
 
    Ophelia got the answer she needed from her reticence and gave a great sigh. 
 
    “I was afraid of that, I’m so sorry dear. You will need to be very patient with him and I know how hard that can be… has he… told you about his past at all?”  
 
    Milly shook her head. 
 
    “Just that some girls were really mean to him and he has a hard time dealing with them now.” 
 
    Milly could feel herself getting emotional, she could see why Nameless cared for this woman; she had a way of making you feel like the center of the world just by gazing at you with those gorgeous violet eyes. 
 
    “I’m not surprised that is all he said.” She sighed as she drew Milly close; “He would probably not want me telling you any of this, but if anyone had a right to know, had a chance to help him overcome it… It would be his b-bond-mate.” Her voice faltered on the word strangely, she took a breath to steady herself then continued; “When he was ten, there was a girl here named Sophie and you see… she and her friends hurt him so very badly.” 
 
    “Wh-what do you mean?” 
 
    “I’m afraid even I don’t have all of the details. He came home early from school one day with only his underwear on. It was in the late autumn so the poor dear was half frozen. I ran him a hot bath to warm him up and then I held him while he cried.” 
 
    “Why was he naked?” Milly was wide eyed, her face steadily reddening with indignation. 
 
    “I found out later that Sophie and her friends had cornered him behind one of the sheds at school, they were a couple years older, and he was always so very small for his age. I don’t know exactly what they did beyond steal his clothes but it can’t have been good.”  
 
    Ophelia let out a heavy sigh. 
 
    “Anyways, I’m telling you this because after that he didn’t seem able to have meaningful conversations with girls, or women now I guess. It certainly didn’t help that he saw Sophie here every day.” 
 
    “So that’s why you said I need to be patient?” 
 
    “Yes dear, I can see in his eyes that he cares for you, and with the bond I know you would never hurt him, at least not intentionally. But I also know that the bond makes you crave his touch more than anything in the world, I c-can’t imagine that is easy.” Her voice faltered again. 
 
    “Are you alright?” 
 
    “I’m fine, I am really happy that he has you. A Minotaur! So loving and yet so strong! You will keep him safe won’t you?” Her eyes welled with unshed tears as she pleaded with Milly. 
 
    “Of course! If I ever run into a girl like this Sophie-” Milly couldn’t help but let out an aggressive low before she regained control of herself; “I promise, no one will ever hurt my Master like that again!” 
 
    Her indignation went up in smoke however, when Ophelia unexpectedly hugged her. To the cow’s surprise the woman openly wept into her shoulder. She hesitantly brought her arms around, careful of her wings, and embraced her tenderly. 
 
    They stayed like that for several minutes as the emotional monster cried until she ran out of tears. 
 
    “I-I’m so sorry, I have been so very worried about him.” 
 
    “It’s okay, are you going to be alright?” 
 
    “Oh dearheart, I will be fine. Him finding you has relieved a great burden from my shoulders.” Ophelia affectionately stroked the Minotaur’s cheeks with one hand, while she held one of Milly’s hands in her other. 
 
    There was a sudden knock at the door. 
 
    “Um, Ophelia? One of the kids stuck a raisin up his nose and we can’t get it out…” 
 
    Milly and Ophelia shared a look then they both laughed at the absurdity of the situation. 
 
    They spent most of the day visiting with Ophelia, and had dinner with her and the children as well. Milly found that eating an entire bag of oats that morning had left her uncomfortably full, so she merely snacked on some of the vegetable that Ophelia provided for her. 
 
    As it turned out there was some work that needed doing around the orphanage and Nameless and Milly were happy to help. As the day wore on and evening began to fall over Kettering they made their goodbyes. 
 
    As they walked back to his apartment Nameless broke the silence. 
 
    “So, what did you think of Ophelia?”  
 
    He clearly cared for her and wanted Milly to as well. 
 
    “I like her, but…” 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    “She seemed really sad, I don’t know. I don’t think she wanted to sell the orphanage… or maybe…” Milly couldn’t put her thumb on the sense she got from the woman. 
 
    “Yeah, I wasn’t too happy to hear about that either, but she says it is what she wants…” 
 
    Milly tilted her head thoughtfully. 
 
    “Maybe… you haven’t seen her in awhile right? I think she missed you.” 
 
    Nameless nodded, getting choked up again at the thought of her leaving. 
 
    “It won’t be the same without her.” He said sadly. 
 
    She put her arm around him as they walked, dropping the subject. Soon they arrived back at his apartment and settled in for the night, him once again on the floor much to her vexation. 
 
    “Goodnight Master.” 
 
    “G-goodnight Milly.” 
 
    He doubted that he would ever get used to her calling him that. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6:  
 
    Gift from the Heart 
 
      
 
    Clint Unwin was having a very bad month.  
 
    He had been swindled into purchasing a Minotaur, he thought at a greatly discounted price, until he found out that she refused to fight in the arena. Sure monster battling was illegal but everyone knows that certain breeds love to throw down; he was mistaken to think that Minotaurs were one of them. 
 
    To add insult to injury she had flat out told him she wouldn’t produce milk for him, placidly staring at him with those infuriatingly calm blue eyes. 
 
    And so he found himself a cattle whip and spent nearly three weeks trying to break the beast, but he couldn’t even break her skin! Eventually fed up with her, and desperate to recoup the loss of so many coins, he dragged her into one hick town after another in an attempt to sell her off under the Aegis’s radar. 
 
    Of course, he didn’t have any paperwork for her, so whenever the ignorant yokels asked to see her papers he had tried to simply lower the price and they invariably fled from this obvious criminal. In the end he found himself in Kettering and after the fiasco he had endured that morning he was ready to call it quits as an arena tamer. 
 
    His present legal difficulties seemed minor, because really, whipping a little boy in public couldn’t be that bad right? Maybe a few years up the river? Unfortunately, as soon as the fatass local lawman ran his background check he would find out that he was already wanted in three other city states. After that it would be bye-bye Clint and since he didn’t want to spend the rest of his life reducing big rocks into little rocks in some excavation site somewhere, he needed a way out and quick. 
 
    Fortunately for him, those two monster girl sluts had given him a thorough trouncing, and while nothing was actually broken, he did look like he’d just been stampeded by a herd of angry Truffles. 
 
    A few hours after the wolf bitch had deposited him in his cell, he ‘woke up’ and put on his best performance, caterwauling and carrying on about how his everything was broken. The fatty went to fetch help and Clint soon found himself ‘unconscious’ again in the local clinic, guarded by the fat security officer and fussed over by an equally fat nurse for nearly two days. 
 
    He was more than ready to leave. 
 
    When night fell again and fatty’s eyes were drooping, Clint took his chance, a few stiff bonks on the head with his bedpan made sure fatty wouldn’t wake up until morning and then he made good his escape. 
 
    Skulking around town in a stolen hood, he found out that the Aegis and her pet dog had left, and he figured now was the perfect opportunity to break even with that stupid brat, or just break that stupid brat… 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Milly woke before dawn with a shuddering gasp; she just had a dream that would have made her master blush. 
 
    She rolled to the side on the narrow bed and looked at her master in the dim light of the moon. As she watched him sleep, now on his back rather than his side, Milly couldn’t remember being so completely happy. 
 
    She had felt nothing for any of her previous owners; they held her fidelity only because they held her heartstone. Some were kind enough. Some were cruel. None earned more than a passing affection from her. She had heard stories of the bond but never knew what it really felt like. 
 
    She knew now. 
 
    The heat that radiated from her center was incredible; it made her weak in the knees simply to look at him. His sleeping face was irresistible to her. When he refused her advances at the bath house she thought she was going to die. 
 
    And after Ophelia explained why he was so afraid of her intimate touch she was ready to kill. 
 
    He stirred in his sleep, frowning slightly; he looked to be having a nightmare. She was at his side instantly, gently stroking his hair to soothe his dreams. The nearness proved too much for her as she couldn’t help but bring her face right next to his. She breathed in his scent deeply, a sudden urge took her that was impossible to resist and she ran her muscular tongue all the way from his chin up into his hair. She gave several more licks, grooming his unruly mane before she realized that he might not like it if she woke him up. 
 
    She had to bite down on her lip to stop. She noticed her heartstone glinting from his limp fist near his face and a thought struck her. 
 
    He has carried my heart ever since we bonded, even in the bath; he hasn’t ever set it down. Not once. 
 
    The thought of his devotion made her wet. 
 
    She smiled as she thought of another way to please her master and gently got out of bed. Shuffling to her feet she caught her tail in one hand and brought it around to examine the long chocolate hairs on the end. There was more than enough. 
 
    Her smile grew. 
 
    Meanwhile Nameless was having the strangest dream... 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    His world was reduced to a scent that he somehow knew belonged to his mistress. The scent made warmth blossom between his thighs as the lips between his legs grew slightly moist. 
 
    Wait, do I have a… 
 
    His vision took in the sleeping form of Miranda, huddled under her bedroll against the night’s chill, a bit of drool at the corner of her mouth. 
 
    Adorable. 
 
    He knew he was supposed to be on guard while she slept, but he couldn’t resist watching his mistress at rest. She had been so stressed out over those kids in town, and now with them finally back on the trail of the Lost One the tension only grew. He had a sudden urge to groom her hair with his long tongue. 
 
    Strangely he felt as if his own hair was being similarly groomed but that was impossible. 
 
    Finally, knowing she needed the sleep he opted not to tongue her into wakefulness and the shenanigans that would accompany it, he turned away, her scent fading from his nose as he looked for other scents, ones that might threaten his sleeping mistress. He had the scent of the Tenebrae now; with luck they would catch up to her the next day. 
 
    And he shuddered at the knowledge of what he would then have to do. 
 
    A painful image flashed before him, a memory. 
 
    A monster girl, darkness where her eyes used to be, howling in pain; His own side bled from the wounds she had inflicted. His tail was ragged from her wickedly barbed thorns and claws. Miranda was on her knees holding her stomach and shouting something at him. He had failed her, she had to shout her order again, he hesitated the first time and because of that she got hurt. 
 
    The order she had dreaded to give him, one that he hoped never to hear: Kill. 
 
    He felt his rage at seeing his mistress so badly hurt, it overrode any qualms about guilt or innocence. 
 
    The order was given and he wouldn’t hesitate a second time. 
 
    His teeth lashed out, taking the monster girl by surprise, he ignored her barbs and her thorns as his powerful jaws sought out her neck. 
 
    He clamped down on the monster girl’s exposed throat, snatching the life out of her. He could taste her blood on his lips, felt her last desperate gasp of life. Her blood was sweet but it brought him no pleasure.  
 
    This girl didn’t deserve to die. He didn’t deserve to have to kill her. 
 
    But she was a Tenebrae, she hurt his mistress, tried to kill her. 
 
    Still might succeed. 
 
    There was no coming back from the darkness that had taken her over. The taste of blood was cloying, no longer sweet as he began to pick up the scent of Miranda’s blood mingled with that of his fresh kill. He rushed to her side. She spoke but he couldn’t understand her at first. Then he made out a single word. 
 
    A name… 
 
    MY name. 
 
    Jan. 
 
    She called him Jan and it sounded so right on her lips as he nuzzled against his wounded mistress… she cooed sweet words in his ear, she told him it was going to be okay, she told him it wasn’t his fault and that he did what he was trained to do. 
 
    She said such sweet and dirty things to him that his nether lips blossomed with heat just to remember them. 
 
    He shook his head free of the memory. It was the worst night of their lives, and one of the best. They grew closer after that night…  
 
    But enough wool gathering. 
 
    He had to be sharp or his mistress might be hurt again. No telling what lurked beyond the edge of the light, seeking to harm her while she slept. Never again, he vowed with conviction. 
 
    Never again. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Nameless came to wakefulness slowly; his thoughts were scrambled for a few moments as jumbled memories that weren’t his whirled through his brain. 
 
    “Where my penis at!?” He blearily asked no one in particular his hands shooting under the covers, trying to sort out dreams from reality. 
 
    Weird, I could’ve sworn… 
 
    A soft chuckle drew his attention. 
 
    Milly was watching him from a stool she had brought in from the other room, her hands busy with something. 
 
    “I could help you look for it Master…” She said archly, he blushed at her suggestion, while he confirmed that he did, in fact, still have all of his equipment. 
 
    “N-no, thank you Milly. I just had a really weird dream.” He smiled over at her. 
 
    She smiled back, her hair was disheveled and the sun shining on it made a pleasing sight to wake up to. As he took in her form he noticed her fingers still busily fumbling with something. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    She sighed at him, a slight pout to her lips. 
 
    “I’d hoped to surprise you when you woke up, but it took longer than I thought it would.” 
 
    He was curious now, staring at her fingers as they made a last few adjustments before closing around whatever she was holding, hiding it from his sight. 
 
    “What have you got there?” 
 
    She looked… not nervous… excited? She was practically vibrating. 
 
    “Oh, nothing…” She watched his curiosity grow for a moment, blue eyes intent on him, before she hopped off her stool with a thump and came over to the side of the bed; “It’s, well, I guess it’s a present… if you want it.” 
 
    She seemed suddenly bashful, he felt a spike of nerves from her heartstone and his eyes widened; somehow he knew that she was clutching it in her hands. 
 
    Whatever her gift was, it had something to do with her heart. 
 
    He sat up, stretched for a moment, and then shifted over towards her, ready to solve this mystery. 
 
    “Milly, I would be happy to get a gift from you.” He smiled at her, trying to reassure his bashful cow. 
 
    She blushed prettily at that and held her hands over his. He felt something soft drop into his palm, as he looked closer he realized it was her heartstone, delicately braided into a necklace, or more of a choker really, which, as far as he could tell was made from some kind of hair. 
 
    He was at a loss for words for a moment. The intricacy of the braiding was incredible. 
 
    “I noticed that you’ve just been carrying my heart in your hand all the time. I thought maybe this would make it easier for you.” She bit her lip, awaiting his reaction. 
 
    “Milly, thank you! That is so thoughtful, it’s beautiful…” He smiled at her again before his expression turned curious; “But, what is it made of?” 
 
    Milly let out a humph of happiness as she brought her tail around for him to see. There were somewhat less hairs on the tasseled end than he remembered. 
 
    “It’s made from… cow-tail hair I guess?” 
 
    She nodded happily at his deduction before she explained. 
 
    “Minotaur tail hair is really strong, almost as strong as our horns, some people have tried to make rope out of it, but you would need a whole herd to get enough!” She smiled at him. 
 
    “Anyways, my sister showed me how to braid like this a long time ago.” 
 
    He felt a strange stab of sadness at the mention of her sister. 
 
    “I didn’t know you had any family.” 
 
    “I don’t. Not really, we had the same owner so we decided to be sisters. Her name was Erica” She sniffled at a painful memory. 
 
    “Was? Is she-” He wasn’t sure how to ask the difficult question, but she took his meaning. 
 
    “I don’t know, our owner wasn’t a good man, she was sick all the time. She was so thin the last time I saw her, we had a fight, I was trying to get her to eat. After that, I-I was sold to punish her, I think. That was almost a year ago now, so she’s probably...” Milly sniffled and began to cry in earnest. 
 
    “Hey! No Milly, don’t think like that. If your sister is anything at all like you then she is strong!” He held her close and after a few minutes she stopped crying; “Milly, I can tell that this is really important to you, so listen, maybe, if we sell your milk like Paul suggested we can go and buy her heartstone?” 
 
    Milly perked up, but then her ears drooped. 
 
    “I don’t know Master; we moved around a lot, I don’t even remember where we were when I was sold.” 
 
    Nameless wracked his brain for answers and then he grabbed her shoulders with energy. 
 
    “Miranda! We’ll ask Miranda when she gets back! It’s her job to help monster girls in trouble right? So if this guy is as bad as you say, Miranda would definitely help!” 
 
    Milly’s eyes widened in excitement at his words, a desperate hope setting in, followed by determination, they were going to rescue her sister! 
 
    “But we can’t do anything until they get back. So for now, why don’t you tell me about this?” he held the braid to her. 
 
    Milly sniffled again but nodded, happy to talk about her gift for him. 
 
    “Well, if I did it right, it should be impossible to undo, and my heartstone should never come loose. That’s what I’ve been doing for the last hour, trying to unbind it.” 
 
    He examined the surprisingly delicate braid intently, seeing no evidence of her attempt to undo her own work. He could see the delicate orb within, its light flickering out between the gaps in the braid, but as Milly said, none of them were large enough for it to slip through, even when he tried forcing it. 
 
    He was touched at her thoughtfulness, even more so when she told him how long it actually took her to make it. 
 
    “Milly! You must be exhausted! You should go back to sleep.” 
 
    But she shook her head at him. 
 
    “That’s alright Master, if we are going to buy my sister then I want to get started!” 
 
    She was enthusiastic for a few moments but then she looked nervous again. 
 
    “Would you-ah-would you like me to put it on you?” 
 
    “Yes, please!” 
 
    He nodded at her and handed back the braid, but she shifted uncomfortably. 
 
    “Um-there’s really only one way to do it; I have to finish the braid. Otherwise it might fall off.” She sounded apologetic. 
 
    “That‘s alright, I’m sure you know what you’re doing.” He made to reassure her again but she still hesitated. 
 
    “The thing is Master, I wasn’t kidding about the strength of my tail hair,” her voice trembled a bit as if expecting a rebuke; “If I finish the braid properly, you won’t be able to take it off, um… ever.” 
 
    Surprised for a second, Nameless thought about the implications. She looked so anxious as he mulled it over and in the end that’s what decided it for him. 
 
    “Milly, the bond that you have with me will last until I die right?” She nodded quietly, not liking to think about such things; “Well, if that’s the case then I see no reason why I shouldn’t wear the proof of that bond for the rest of my life.” He said cheerfully and forced her hand closed around the braided gemstone. 
 
    “So,” He said decisively; “do you want to put it on now, or should I bathe first?” 
 
    She let out a pleased moo and shifted towards him. He didn’t object when she wrapped her arms around him and squeezed his face tight to her breasts. He returned her hug as best he could. 
 
    Well at least she’s not naked. 
 
    “Now! Now please master!” She said into his ear, sniffling a bit with joyous tears. 
 
    Once her bosomy hug ended she turned him around and carefully completed the braid, constantly checking with him to make sure it wasn’t too tight. 
 
    When she was finished, her heartstone was nestled comfortably in the notch between his clavicles with just enough slack that he could bring it to his lips if he wanted. She gave the back of his head a few affectionate licks before she released him. He found the hair to be surprisingly soft and silky, he thought it might be a bit coarse but after a few minutes he couldn’t even tell that he was wearing it.  
 
    He reached up and touched the crystal often; to make sure that it was still in place. Each time he did he felt a faint flutter of gratitude come from it. 
 
    Somehow he knew that Milly liked the attention. 
 
    Something about her behavior this morning had Nameless a bit curious. He wasn’t sure how to broach the subject though. Finally he gave up and just asked, with a bit of pink in his cheeks at the nature of his question. 
 
    “M-Milly, er, I don’t know how to phrase this. Um, this morning you seem, really… composed?” She tilted her head curiously; “That is to say, you haven’t tried to… touch me or anything yet today, not really.” His slight blush had turned into a full blush, especially at her smile as his meaning dawned on her. 
 
    “Would you like me to, Master?” She teased with a giggle before she explained; “It’s not that I don’t want to touch you, but I know that you don’t want me to so…” She gave a nonchalant shrug. 
 
    “I see, so the uh, the effect of the b-bonding is fading?” 
 
    “You mean how I was ready to tear your clothes off and drag you into a dark room and ravish you until we both collapsed from exhaustion?” She asked innocently with one delicate eyebrow raised. 
 
    He swallowed, and gave a jerky nod. 
 
    “Nope, still want to do that.” She said happily. 
 
    A poignant silence hung over the room for several moments as she watched him with naked lust in her eyes. 
 
    He swallowed. 
 
    “R-right. Um anyways, if we are going to start selling your m-milk, then we should go and talk with Paul again.” It was his turn to look nervous; “Milly, he offered us a cottage on his property, to rent for now and then maybe to buy some day.” 
 
    Her eyes widened as she thought about living on the beautiful land. Not that she really minded his dank basement, anywhere they could be together would be fine with her, but a proper field to graze in would be a dream come true for the abused Minotaur. 
 
    “Would you… that is, would you like that?” He asked. 
 
    “Master! That would be incredible! When can we move, can we go today?” 
 
    “Well, we need to talk to Paul first. About your milk and stuff so-” 
 
    He found himself abruptly pulled to his feet by the excited girl. 
 
    “Then let’s get going Master, he’s probably awake right?” She stopped short and gave him a coy look; “Unless you want to have breakfast first?” 
 
    Something in the way she said that, combined with the way she pulled at the hem of her shirt made him think she wasn’t talking about cereal. 
 
    “N-no, if we’re going to m-milk you we should go to Paul’s first.” 
 
    She huffed in disappointment but once again got excited about the prospect of saving her sister and pulled him out the door. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7:  
 
    Fresh Start 
 
      
 
      
 
    “If your offer still stands, Milly and I would like to accept it.” Nameless, his voice somewhat formal, asked Paul. 
 
    Shortly after giving him her gift, Milly had all but dragged him out to the old farmer’s house again. 
 
    “Hellfire boy! No need to be so serious! And yes my offer still stands!” Paul slapped him on the back heartily, his blows surprisingly strong given his advanced age; “I’ll take ya’ll over to the cottage in a while but first…” He turned to address Milly; “Your man milked you yet Moon-Pie?” 
 
    She blushed prettily. 
 
    “No, we didn’t have a bucket or anything.” 
 
    “Yeah I figured you wouldn’t. Well don’t you worry none, I have everything you need ready in the guest room. I gotta take the hens out so you’ll have your privacy!” He chuckled, then noticed the braid around Nameless’s neck and he outstretched a finger to feel it, curious; “Well I’ll be, this from your tail hun?” 
 
    Milly nodded, proud of her work but curious what the old famer had to say about it. Surprisingly, his eyes got a little misty. He barked a laugh after a moment though. 
 
    “That is damn clever of you girl! Don’t think I ever woulda thought of that! That braid, it gunna come undone?” Milly shook her head, her chest puffed up with pride; “Good work then. Anyways, I’ll show you what’s what so you can tend to your girl.” 
 
    He showed them the space he had cleared in his ice box for the cream, then without preamble he ushered the couple into the guest room and closed the door. They heard him bustling about for a few minutes and then silence as he went to walk with his Cockatrices. 
 
    Milly and Nameless were having a hard time making eye contact, both unsure of how to proceed.  
 
    Eventually Milly broke the stalemate. 
 
    “Master, if you aren’t ready for this-” 
 
    “No! Sorry… no, I’m ready. You need this right?” She nodded; “Then I’m going to take care of you. That’s my responsibility now and I am happy to do it.” 
 
    She met his now-determined gaze, her eyes welling a bit. With a little moo she took him into a gentle hug, smooshing his face into her breasts. He could feel one hardened nipple pressing against his ear through her shirt. He returned her hug, less hesitant with each one he received. 
 
    After a few moments they broke apart. 
 
    “So… um, if you could take of your shirt…” 
 
    “Oh! Of course!” 
 
    Paul had left them with two small buckets with lids that clamped on tight to prevent spillage as well as a tapered drinking ladle and a damp towel. Nameless brought these over as Milly pulled her shirt over her head.  
 
    His heart pounded; the rustling of the fabric and the knowledge of what was about to happen excited him to no small degree. 
 
    “I’m ready for you Master.” Milly’s hushed voice cut through the silence. 
 
    He turned to her. She wore only her brief cut-offs, with her heavy chest naked to his gaze. He couldn’t help but stare at her pink nipples. 
 
    Okay… be direct… I can do this… 
 
    “M-Milly, they’re beautiful, your b-breasts, I mean.” 
 
    Her blush deepened and her stance turned coquettish, her eyes drifted down and to one side. 
 
    “…Do you really think so?” The whisper of her voice belied her vulnerability to his words. 
 
    “I would never lie to you Milly.” He swore; “B-but um… how do I-” He gestured vaguely to her teats with one hand. 
 
    She giggled. 
 
    “It will be easy Master, I promise.” She got down on all fours next to the ready buckets, sliding one into place under her breast; “Sit beside me, we’ll do them one at a time.” She smiled up at him encouragingly. 
 
    He nodded and, trembling slightly, he sank to the softly carpeted floor beside her. With her naked back exposed he couldn’t help but admire the expanse of creamy flesh before him. 
 
    “Now all you have to do… is massage my udder with both hands, and I will definitely produce for you…” Feeling how nervous her master was, she spoke soothingly; “I know this is hard for you Master, if you want, just try touching me first.” 
 
    “Wh-where?” 
 
    She giggled again. 
 
    “Anywhere you like.” Her tail gently swished between her legs, back and forth, back and forth. 
 
    He closed his eyes for a moment, taking a steadying breath. Slowly his arms outstretched… 
 
    His eyes flew open again when his questing fingers met with the silky skin of her back, one below her shoulder, the other above her waist. 
 
    She gave another pleased low, her droopy ears flicked a bit in excitement. 
 
    “That tickles Master.” Her tone was blissful. 
 
    The initial contact between them broke down some of his inhibitions and his touch grew in confidence, firmly running his hands over the muscles of her back. 
 
    “Mmmmm… Master, you spoil me…” Her eyes heavily lidded, she glanced over her shoulder with a gentle smile for him. 
 
    He returned it with an awkward grin as his hands massaged her flesh. 
 
    “I haven’t even started yet.” 
 
    “Don’t worry Master, everything that I am… belongs to you. I will always be open to your touch.” 
 
    The invitation was clear in her tone, and in the gentle heat of her eyes. 
 
    He swallowed, suddenly afraid of the unknown delights she offered. Then, unable to speak, he returned to the task at hand, his hands drifted down her flanks towards her pendulous breast. He traced the edges of it with his fingers, and with agonizing slowness he drifted his palms underneath her, encircling her mound with great tenderness, hefting the surprising weight in his palms. 
 
    She gave a long low of desire as his hands moved into position. Her head forwards again, neck outstretched, eyes closed. 
 
    “That’s… perfect Master, now just squeeze me…”Her voice whimpered out. 
 
    The feeling of her breast was incredible. He marveled at how something could be so soft, yet so firm. He was terrified, but more aroused than he had ever been in his life. After a few moments to gather nerve he gave her flesh an exploratory squeeze. 
 
    The sound of her milk hitting the bottom of the metal container was a shocking sizzle in the pregnant silence of the room. 
 
    “Ahhh! Good Master… if you… if you start near the base and work your way down to the tip… ah! It will work better I think.” She panted a bit now. 
 
    He adjusted his grip, no longer hesitant in the face of the intimacy of the moment. 
 
    She was right. 
 
    Her erect nipple released pulses of her milk rhythmically as he massaged her, encouraging her flesh to relinquish her creamy load. Over and over he repeated the motions, gaining confidence and finding which movements were most effective. 
 
    He found that, eroticism aside, he enjoyed the intimate contact: The trust she showed in him was touching to the lonely orphan. 
 
    The container was full before her breast was empty. He switched to the other bucket and resumed his caressing strokes. 
 
    Milly was in heaven. 
 
    When she had bonded, she knew she would give him her milk but she underestimated the pleasure it would bring her to do so. 
 
    He soon switched to her other side and her other breast, not wanting to overfill the second bucket. 
 
    As the second one filled she whispered, turning back to him again. 
 
    “Master, are you thirsty?” 
 
    He was parched. 
 
    The tantalizing smell of her cream had permeated the room and he realized the purpose of the ladle. 
 
    That old man thinks of everything! 
 
    Wordlessly he dipped the tapered instrument into her thick cream and under her watchful stare he lifted the ladle to his lips and drank deeply. 
 
    She pouted a bit. 
 
    “Master, I was hoping you would drink directly from me again…” He nearly choked on the precious liquid. 
 
    “Er… no thank you Milly, not this time, I have the spoon and all so…” 
 
    Her pout deepened and lasted until his hands returned to her flesh; after several heavy ladle-fulls he had drank his fill and returned to milking her into the much emptier bucket. 
 
    Eventually, with both buckets filled, not to mention a certain individual who shall remain nameless, they had to stop. 
 
    “Will you be alright with that?” He asked, he could tell she still had more to give. 
 
    “Yes Master,” She leaned back on her thighs and proffered her breasts towards him; “Unless you are still thirsty?” 
 
    He shook his head and made to hand her the wet towel that Paul had thoughtfully provided for cleanup. Her pout returned with a vengeance and she put both hands behind her back, refusing to take the washcloth. 
 
    “Take responsibility Master, you made a mess, so you should have to clean it up.” 
 
    Evidently she wasn’t done being spoiled yet. With her milky tips still pressed forwards for him she sulked as milk dribbled down her breasts. Not having seen this side of her before, Nameless found himself amused. 
 
    After everything she’s been through, she deserves to be pampered a bit. 
 
    He leaned in and gently wiped the wet material over her milky tits. She gasped as the fabric made contact with her sensitive areolas. She hadn’t thought he would do it and was overjoyed when he did. He chased down every rogue droplet that ran down her mammaries, even stooping to wipe up the little that had dribbled down to her tummy and thighs. 
 
    He did this all with an indulgent smile on his lips. 
 
    Once she was cleaned up, he impulsively pulled her into another embrace, with her on her knees and his head on her shoulder. She returned it eagerly, pressing her clean skin against his chest. After a few moments he leaned away and picked up her shirt and passed it to her. 
 
    She felt his arousal through her heartstone and more than matched it with her own. 
 
    But he wasn’t ready. She could also sense his nerves, and so she tamped down her desires and pulled her shirt back on over her head; still, she was pleased to see his gaze linger on her breasts, as reluctant to see them go as she was to put them away. 
 
    The moment had to end eventually though, as they heard Paul in the house again, his walk over.  
 
    The blushing pair exited the guestroom, Milly carrying the heavy buckets, and met up with him in the kitchen. 
 
    His eyes took in the buckets and he actually blinked a few times in surprise as he recognized that they were both full. 
 
    “Hell, I gave you two buckets just to be safe! I didn’t think you’d fill them both clear to the top! That’s almost three gallons! I’ll have to find some proper milking pails in town if you’re going to produce that much!” 
 
    He opened the icebox as a very smug Minotaur shuffled towards him and carefully stowed the precious cream. 
 
    “Feeling better darlin’?” 
 
    “Oh much! Thank you Paul!” She enthused. 
 
    “Hah! I’ll bet, alright, well I have a few things here to show you, Nameless my boy. You’ll recall we talked about them the other day while Moon-Pie was having her breakfast.” He gestured towards a number of items that he had set on the kitchen table; “These are the tools for taking care of her feet, careful, that blade is sharp. This is the polish for her horns and hooves, I knew you’d appreciate that Milly, he asked for them special!” He winked at the pair of them, Milly looked thrilled, Nameless flustered at the farmer’s innocent lie. 
 
    They spent the next half hour or so tending to the various responsibilities that her former owners neglected. He showed Nameless the polish and dabbed a small amount on a rag to show him how much to use then watched as Nameless gently applied it to her horns until they gleamed, Milly practically glowed at the attention. As promised, Paul also checked her teeth, and shortly gave her a clean bill of oral health. 
 
    He frowned when he got a closer look at the bottom of her hooves however. 
 
    “When’s the last time you had your nails tended to darlin’?” 
 
    “Um… never.” 
 
    Milly looked ashamed, right up until Paul had one crooked digit waving in her face, the hoof knife hanging loose from his other fingers;  
 
    “Don’t you dare blame anybody but those other worthless rascals for the state of your lovely hooves! Now stand up for me again.” 
 
    Her eyes wide at his intensity, she nodded and did as he asked. 
 
    He pulled Nameless in and pointed at her cloven feet. 
 
    “See the way her toes have pinched inwards? That’s cuz nobody has ever bothered to sort out her nails for her, her weight isn’t balanced. I’ll show you what I mean and how to fix it and then in a year or so when she needs it again I’ll watch to make sure you don’t screw it up, so pay close attention!” 
 
    He had Milly sit down again and showed Nameless the proper way to trim her nails. He then took her measurements, telling them that she should have a pair of shoes just in case. When he was finished, Milly stood and immediately smiled and sighed: for the first time she could remember her toes weren’t pinching together uncomfortably and her feet didn’t hurt. Paul gave a satisfied nod. 
 
    “Good! That’s sorted! Now, I’ll show you two the cottage and we can see what we’re up against.” 
 
    With that he took them out to the field he had showed Nameless on his property map. It was a bit of a walk, during which they discussed the terms of the lease Paul would have him sign, if all went well with Milly’s milk, then by the end of the next year Nameless could be a proud landowner. 
 
    When they arrived at the land he stood to purchase, Nameless’s jaw dropped at the sight. 
 
    He thinks this is a ‘tiny stamp of land’?! I suppose… he owns a lot of land… 
 
    The trail had led them through a small forest and across a stone bridge with a babbling creek in the narrow ravine below. Immediately across the bridge, now roughly a mile and a half from Paul’s home, the woods gave way to a field of thigh-high wild grass, in the center of which was a small rise with a single massive oak tree on it. 
 
    Milly happily started munching on the grass after a nod and a wink from Paul. 
 
    He led them through the field, which he told them was somewhere between two and three acres and down to the edge of the large clear pond with a stand of trees along the opposite shore. 
 
    Paul took them right to the edge of the water and gestured to the trees. 
 
    “I planted those myself some years back, blocks the view from Skinner’s driveway. There, ah… was a lovely Naiad who had taken up residence in this old pond back then and she was a mite shy to strangers peeping on us over the fence when I came to visit.” 
 
    The old farmer actually managed a slight blush. 
 
    “A Naiad?” Nameless asked. 
 
    Miranda was right, he sucked at school. 
 
    “Water spirit, takes form to breed and to play around. She was a sweetie, I tell you.” 
 
    “What happened to her?” Milly was curious. 
 
    “Well, the girl went and bonded with this tax collector feller as he was assaying my property. Lucky sumbitch didn’t even cut me a break on the survey! That was neigh fifty years ago now, and you’ll see the water is still as clear as crystal from her blessings.” 
 
    “That’s a lovely story, I’m glad she found someone to bond with!” 
 
    “Yeah, still wish he’d cut me a break though… anyways, you two should get some use outta that pond; I’ve always found skinny dipping to be a great way to break the ice!” 
 
    This time it was the young couple that blushed, much to Paul’s amusement. 
 
    “Ha! Come on, cottage is just over here.” 
 
    About fifty feet from the edge of the pond was a squat stone structure with a poorly thatched roof. 
 
    Paul made a disgusted noise at the sight of the roof. 
 
    “Sorry about that kids, haven’t actually wandered out this was since mid-winter, had a few nasty storms in the early spring, musta done in the roof then.” He sighed as they walked closer to the cottage; “Nothing for it I’m afraid, whole thing will need to be re-thatched, with summer drawing to a close in a few more weeks you’ll want that roof sorted before the rains start up again.” 
 
    The trio wandered onto the cottage porch and entered the house. It was a very simple building, well-maintained apart from the roof, it only had three rooms. The entry of the porch led to a spacious front room that was split into a lounge and a kitchen. The kitchen was to the right of the entryway and the lounge to the left; there was a table and several chairs in the kitchen section as well as cabinets, a sink, icebox and a stove. 
 
    In the living room, a pair of comfortable looking love seats and a large recliner formed a neat triangle before the fireplace. In the back wall of the living room there was a doorway with no door that led to a large bedroom with a good sized bed in it as well as a dresser with several drawers. 
 
    The bedroom itself had yet another opening, again with no door, that led into an enormous bathroom with an open shower and an unusually large tub sunk deep in the floor. 
 
    The cottage’s rustic appearance hid many modern luxuries it seemed. 
 
    Seeing the look on their faces at the extraordinary bathroom Paul explained. 
 
    “Ah well you see… the Naiad again, she was partial to nightly visitations in the winter months, and having the big tub in here meant I wasn’t running bare-assed to leap into a half frozen pond for a bit of company. She was fine with the cold but I surely wasn’t! Likewise with the shower, she was partial to running water when we were… ah, anyways.” He trailed off, again with a slight blush. 
 
    Milly snorted a giggle, bringing up both hands to cover her mouth. Nameless studiously admired the shower head, as he waited for the farmer’s recollections to become less licentious. 
 
    Paul gave a fake cough then wandered back into the front room. 
 
    “Moving right along, the interior ceiling looks okay, we’ll pop on to the roof later and take a look, make sure there ain’t no water damage. Aside from that, you figure this’ll do you?” 
 
    Nameless was nodding before he finished his question. 
 
    “Paul, when you said a ‘little cottage’ I wasn’t picturing a place with hot water and a solar powered stove, let alone a luxury shower!” 
 
    Luxury might have been over-selling it but he had been raised with thirty other children and bathing had always been a struggle. 
 
    Milly was beyond excited. 
 
    “Yes, and this is… I mean, well, this can be our home?” She asked, naked hope in her eyes. 
 
    “It surely can Moon-Pie, once your man and I hammer out the details.” Paul smiled, pleased that the youngsters appreciated his past renovations. 
 
    The cottage had always been little more than a pleasure palace to him, but he could tell that for the newly bonded pair it could become a real home and he found their youthful enthusiasm charming. 
 
    Seeing their reactions made him slightly wistful and nostalgic but he shook it off as there was yet more work to be done. 
 
    “So, it’s barely noon, and if the two of you are want’n to spend the night here-” He paused as both nodded vigorously; “-then there is work to be done. You’ll want to air out that bedding, and you’ll need to go back into town to get some ice for the icebox. I’ll also grab some more pails from my tool shed for Milly’s milking tonight. You should know I already had folks asking after her milk when I was in town yesterday, so don’t worry none about whether the stuff will sell.” 
 
    Nameless nodded, wishing he had something to write with, or on. 
 
    “Victuals you’ll also need to pick up… hmm…” Paul scratched at his whiskered chin; “I’ve got an old two-wheeled cart I used to use for totin’ wild vegetables and such, its narrow enough to take that path easy, and Milly you’re certainly strong enough to pull it with far more than it can carry, so you can have it. Consider it a housewarming present. We’ll wander back to the homestead and load it down with oats for your feed darlin’ then you’ll be able to get everything you need from town in one of two trips instead of a dozen or more.” 
 
    Thanking him for his generosity they set to work, first Milly and Nameless, though mostly Milly, dragged the bed out in front of the porch to air out in the warm sun. Then Milly helped the pair get onto the roof, the thatch had been completely blown away in some parts and they could actually walk on the beams above the inner ceiling. 
 
    Some parts of the thatch could actually be salvageable, but Paul advised a fresh start. 
 
    “New beginnings my boy! A fresh roof for a fresh life!” 
 
    Aided by Nameless, Paul thoroughly inspected the roof for any sign of water damage and fortunately there was none. 
 
    However, while they were up in the relative privacy of the attic space, Paul broached a topic that made the boy red with embarrassment. 
 
    “And speaking of beginnings… you two gotten it started yet?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Have you started the fire in her stove yet? Cuz’ I could strum a melody off of the tension between you two.” Nameless just looked confused before the old man cried in frustration; “Bah! Have you two gotten to the belly-bumping yet? The bandicooting! The barneymugging! Have you had sex with her yet?!” 
 
    “Paul! Th-that’s private!” Nameless was flabbergasted; again the old farmer surprised him with his lack of tact. 
 
    “Maybe so, but it’s also important, business-wise. If your heifer ain’t happy she won’t produce as much milk, and believe me when I tell you, a healthy sex life is a big part of that! To be honest I was disappointed at the lack of destruction in my guest room. Either you two kept the fun above the belt, specifically her belt, or you have the least interesting sex of any upright people I know!” 
 
    He took a long look at the poor boy, Paul Fletcher was no fool; he could tell this kid had his share of demons and he sympathized, but at the end of the day his biggest concern was for Milly’s well-being, he’d taken quite a shine to her after all. 
 
    He sighed as he realized the kid had no answers forthcoming. 
 
    “Well, just don’t keep the poor girl waiting much longer, and don’t doubt for a second that she’s up for it; she’s a young heifer in love, believe me, she’s up for it!” 
 
    He was going to let it go after that but then Nameless finally spoke up, albeit quietly. 
 
    “I-I don’t know how.” His eyes were on the beam they were standing on rather than Paul’s face. 
 
    Paul gave a gruff laugh, extended one hand and gripped him by the shoulder, shaking him until Nameless met his wizened stare. 
 
    He spoke to him directly and honestly. 
 
    “Nameless, no one does at first. Hell! Figuring out the mechanics of it is half the fun! Guarantee you she’ll enjoy the attention and I promise you that you’ll figure out the ‘how’ right quick after you take the first plunge.” He released his shoulder with another gruff pat, then let the topic drop; “Come on, there is a lot more to be done during the daylight, before you get to do anything fun under the moonlight.” 
 
    The conversation stuck with Nameless for a time after that, but in the midst of making the cottage livable again he let it slip to the back of his mind to simmer. 
 
    Finished what work needed doing at the cottage for the present they made their way back across the bridge, deep in a different discussion. Paul went over several things that the young Nameless simply didn’t have the life-experience to think of, such as the importance of fencing-in what would one day become his property. 
 
    “You see kid, we’re all friends now, but someday you might say this tiny patch of dirt is on your side of the line, and I might put myself in opposition to that notion. And it’ll all be polite at first, until one of us thinks to plant something or other on it. Then things get said, and soon it’s years later and the feud rages on. I’m speaking from experience mind; I bought some property off of Daniel Higgins some decades ago. Didn’t bother putting up a fence cuz we was real chummy back then, and then we feuded over this one stretch of earth for nearly thirty years, ‘for he passed and his kin sold his whole plot to me.” 
 
    They arrived at the homestead and the three loaded up the aforementioned cart with a dozen bags of oats, enough to keep Milly fed for nearly a month. 
 
    They were partway back when Paul smacked himself. 
 
    “Forgot the buckets!” He turned back and waved them off as the couple paused; “You kids keep going I’ll be along.” 
 
    As Paul left, the pair was deep in an animated discussion about their future, the cart Milly pulled was of sturdy construction and true to Paul’s words handled the somewhat rough trail gamely. They were both excited by the potential of the simple thing. 
 
    Sadly, due to their conversation, neither of them noticed that their movements were being tracked by a malevolent gaze… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8:  
 
    Clingy Ex 
 
      
 
      
 
    Clint was not happy.  
 
    The only thing that kept him from being stupid in public again was that he wasn’t sure if that Aegis operator and her damned hound would be coming back. He shuddered at the memory of that monster snarling at him with her fangs bared.  
 
    After he busted that fat slob security guard over the head and set out to find the little shit that took his property he learned more about the little snot, and if half of what he heard was true, he gave serious thought to killing him. 
 
    He actually got that stupid bitch to produce milk?! And it is worth a fortune! 
 
    Currently he was hiding in a stand of trees just off a trail near a bridge on some crotchety old farmer’s property. The kid was walking towards the bridge, towards him, happily chatting with his stolen cow as she dragged a cartload of heavy-looking sacks. 
 
    Clint was furious, but he wasn’t stupid. He knew that as long as the kid held her heartstone that monster could happily roll him into a ball and shove him up his own ass. Hell, that was half the reason he got her in the first place; and then she flat out refused to actually fight for him! 
 
    He remembered her telling him that she didn’t want to hurt anyone. His arms were so damn tired after he whipped her, and the more he whipped her, the madder he got. Sure she bawled and whimpered about being topless but the whip didn’t even leave a mark! 
 
    Her castigation was never enough, which is why he nearly smacked himself when he came up with another, more appropriate, punishment; one that she would most certainly feel and would definitely leave a mark. 
 
    Branding. 
 
    He had swiped an old iron from the farmer’s shed, once he held her heartstone again, he was going to force her to gather the wood for the fire herself, then make her watch as the iron rod heated to cherry red.  
 
    The thought of how she would scream once he laid into her with it made him hard. 
 
    He had never taken a monster before, the idea repulsed him. But the thought of fucking her while she screamed from the constant branding was enough to excite him more than anything ever had. He licked his lips as he drooled a bit. 
 
    “Master?” 
 
    He flinched; he had gotten too wrapped up and didn’t notice that the pair was almost on top of him. 
 
    “Hmm?” The scrawny kid responded, turning towards the monster. 
 
    Clint got a glimpse of a familiar blue light shining from an odd length of rope around his neck. 
 
    There it is! Ha! I thought the stupid shit would have at least been smart enough to hide the damned thing! He must not even realize how easy they are to steal… 
 
    “I have to pee.” He heard her say plaintively. 
 
    “Oh! Um, sure I’ll just wait here?” 
 
    She nodded happily before giving him a peck on the cheek and heading into the trees opposite Clint. 
 
    This is too perfect! 
 
    Clint waited long enough for the cow to be far enough away and have her shorts down before he made his move.  
 
    The kid didn’t know what hit him. He leapt out and swung his meaty fist straight into the startled brat’s gut. Driving the air from his lungs and dropping him. 
 
    “Ha! You stupid shit,” Clint took out a short knife and prepared to finish him if he made any sudden movements, holding it right in front of the gasping kids face as he flipped him over; “I’m gunna make you watch when I brand that bitch!” 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Nameless couldn’t breathe; the sucker punch had driven all of the air out of his lungs and now he was seeing spots as his vision began to darken. He found himself flat on his stomach, face in the dirt of the trail. He knew the man was talking but he couldn’t make all of it out. He was rolled onto his back and saw the knife, and then he heard one word. 
 
    Brand. 
 
    He is going to burn Milly! I have to warn her! 
 
    He began to flop around in a desperate attempt to get some air. 
 
    “Milly!” He barely wheezed out as the man roughly pinned him to the ground. 
 
    “Too late kid, her ass is mine!” 
 
    He felt a sharp tug on his neck as the man grabbed at Milly’s braid, his fingernails scratching into his neck; then another tug, then yet another. 
 
    The man’s visage twisted in puzzlement. 
 
    “The hell kinda rope is this?” 
 
    Nameless felt cool steel work its way under the braid, then another few sharp tugs. 
 
    “What the… what is this made of?” He sounded more curious than worried, but he gave a nervous glance into the trees where Milly had gone. 
 
    Nameless felt a few nicks under his chin as his assailant vigorously sawed at the unyielding cord with his inadequate blade. 
 
    “FOR SERIOUS WHAT IS THIS SHIT MADE OF!?” 
 
    There was a sudden crash in the trees to the side. And a bellowing low unlike anything either man had ever heard. 
 
    “Oh shit…” 
 
    Nameless felt the man’s weight abruptly lift off of him, Milly’s body solidly connected with Clint and sent him careening down the trail. Milly seemed to be incapable of speech at the moment, her face purple with rage. She breathed heavily through her nose.  
 
    After several deep breaths she found her voice again. 
 
    “DON”T…. EVER…. TOUCH…. MY…. MATE.…” She growled out each word separately, needing a breath between each one. 
 
    Nameless managed to stumble to his feet and take in the groaning figure nearly twenty feet down the trail. 
 
    “Milly?” He had never seen anyone look so enraged and was scared for her. 
 
    She glanced at him and tried to regain control.  
 
    But then she saw the blood on his neck and it dawned on her what the man had tried to do. Her face went from purple to white in a matter of seconds. Then, without a word she stomped over to the downed figure, and hefted him by the back of his pants and the scruff of his neck with ease. 
 
    “Milly!” 
 
    Nameless was stunned, and could only stumble after her as she carried the limply struggling man high over her head, arms slightly bent like she was hefting a sack of feathers. She clopped out onto the stone bridge then turned to one side… 
 
    And without preamble tossed him over the edge. 
 
    The drop was about twenty feet. He gave a short scream, stray branches from the side of the narrow ravine snapped as he tumbled until he struck the wet rocks at the bottom, the water of the creek doing nothing to break his fall. 
 
    There was a moment of stunned silence as Nameless gaped at Milly, who was placidly glaring down into the ravine. 
 
    The silence was broken by a low whistle from behind him. 
 
    “And that… is why you never fuck with a Minotaur’s bond-mate.” 
 
    Nameless whirled in place to find that Paul had walked up the trail from the direction they had just come, a half dozen milking pails in hand. At his side were two of his Cockatrices. Both girls looked scared of the Minotaur as she finally turned away from her victim and clip-clopped off the bridge towards them. 
 
    “Someone broke into my tool shed, figured I’d best catch up to you two. Of course, my brave little chickens were worried about me and insisted on coming along.” The bird-like girls scratched at the ground nervously with their clawed feet. Nameless nodded numbly before turning back to the approaching Milly. 
 
    “A-are you alright?” As she got closer he noticed that her face was mostly back to normal, she even smiled when he stepped towards her hesitantly. 
 
    “Better now Master.” She held out both of her arms, wanting, needing, a hug. 
 
    He obliged, eyes still bugged out and his brain not quiet caught up on everything that just happened. Their hug ended after a few moments as they heard a piteous moan come from the bridge. 
 
    “Please, that crazy cow just broke my leg… please help.” 
 
    Paul was the first to react. He stomped out towards the bridge practically imitating Milly from moments ago. His Cockatrices had a moment of panic as they realized they were now alone with the monster who had just thrown a man off a bridge. 
 
    Noticing their presence, Milly gave a friendly wave. 
 
    “Hello! My name is Milly! What’s yours?” 
 
    Both girls gave an indignant squawk before deciding that being next to Paul was safer than being next to Milly and fled to the bridge. 
 
    Milly pouted a bit. 
 
    “I was just trying to be polite…” 
 
    Nameless gave her back a comforting rub before Paul called them both over, his cockatrices none too happy with the idea. 
 
    “Well, as much as I appreciate the karmic significance of your actions, a dead body on my property would be too much hassle. So! Moon-Pie, since you put him down there, I’m going to have to insist that you drag his sorry ass back up.” 
 
    Milly looked ready to stage a revolt but after a few moments nodded; she was the only one with the strength needed to get him out after all. 
 
    She considered the best way to climb down then just shrugged and tossed both hooves over the side, landing with a thump and a startled shriek from her victim. Paul winced at the likely damage the angry girl had just done to her feet. 
 
    “Oh no fucking way! Anybody but this bitc-” The folks on the bridge heard an unpleasant crack and then a howling scream from below. 
 
    “Oh dear… it looks like both of his legs were broken from that nasty tumble…” 
 
    Milly’s tone was level, like she was commenting on whether it was going to rain that night. 
 
    Paul and nameless shared a look, the Cockatrices squawked again. His scream continued for a few moments, eventually deteriorating into angry cuss words directed at all of their mothers. 
 
    There was another sickening crunch. 
 
    “Huh… this one is broken in two places… how unfortunate.” 
 
    The indifference of her tone made Nameless cringe. 
 
    Paul let out a snort. 
 
    “Boy, if you don’t tell her otherwise that sumbitch is gunna come out of that creek in pieces.” 
 
    Nameless nodded. The man was outright wailing now. 
 
    “Milly, he’s had enough I think.” He said as loud as he dared. 
 
    “Has he? I can’t tell, his other leg might also have a second break in it, I’d better ask-” 
 
    “STOP!! P-please stop I’ll do anything…” 
 
    Milly responded, her tone matter of fact; 
 
    “Well, the first thing you’re going to do, once I ‘drag your sorry ass out of here’, as my good friend Paul put it, is apologize to my master, for hitting him. Then apologize to him again for cutting him…” Her voice grew even colder as she said the rest; “And then you are going to apologize to me, for daring to try to take me away from him. I’m not yours Clint. I never was and never will be. I belong to my Master, who you dared to put your filthy hands on, so if you are not absolutely sincere in your remorse, then regardless of what Paul has to say about it, you’re going to end up having another nasty tumble.” 
 
    Forget the look on the Wolfen’s face when she growled at him, Clint Unwin now stared into the eyes of an angry Minotaur and was convinced that of the two he would rather face Jan’s vicious teeth. 
 
    He nodded mutely at her instructions and barely let out a peep as she hefted him up the ravine and through the bushes, even when his legs were twisted in agonizing ways, he was mostly silent. 
 
    When they made it back up to on the bridge he followed her instructions and apologized profusely to everyone present, up to and including the Cockatrices who simply looked confused at his words. Fear made him sincere as he lay slumped against the stone railing. 
 
    Paul had Milly take the cart through the field and down to the cottage to unload it so that they could put Clint in it. She didn’t like leaving the men alone with the criminal, but given that he had three breaks in two legs she didn’t worry too much. 
 
    After she had left, Paul ordered his hens to watch the prisoner, they looked terrified of him but in his vulnerable state he found them to be terrifying. 
 
    Meanwhile Paul took Nameless off to one side. 
 
    “You alright boy?” 
 
    “Y-yeah, I’m worried about M-Milly.” He stuttered, the whole experience had hit him hard and he was beginning to shake. 
 
    Paul was pleased and more than a little proud that the terrified kid’s first concern was for his pet. 
 
    “She’ll be fine, believe me, the rage will pass and she’ll be right as rain. The main thing you can do to help her is to calm down a bit. She’ll pick up on your worry and it’ll only make her own worse.” 
 
    Paul tilted Nameless’s chin up to look at the scratches and cuts, when satisfied that they were superficial he pulled a flask out of his hip pocket and held it out to the boy. 
 
    “I-I don’t drink.” 
 
    “You do today; it’ll help with the nerves. Take a good pull.” 
 
    Nameless obliged and came up coughing; the liquid burned the whole way down and filled him with tingling warmth that rapidly spread throughout his limbs and to the very tips of his fingers and toes. 
 
    “Wh-what is that stuff?” 
 
    Paul gave a dark chuckle. 
 
    “Amazon brandy, watered down of course, I’m not crazy. Those feisty bitches feed it to their young straight; think it helps makes ‘em fearless, although I suspect it just gets them too stupid-drunk to be afraid.” 
 
    Nameless shook his head in disbelief, trying not to think about how badly it would have burned if it hadn’t been diluted. He wasn’t shaking anymore though, he actually felt pretty good, although his stomach still hurt where Clint had hit him. 
 
    Milly came back shortly after, and without ceremony they dumped the whimpering Clint into the cart and pulled it towards Paul’s house. 
 
    “We’ll stow this rascal in my barn, then I want you two to take the cart into town, fetch the lawkeeper and get the ice and such for the cottage.” The couple looked surprised at his instructions, he sighed and explained; “Best thing for the two of you is to get back to the business of living, longer you dwell on this silliness the harder it’ll be to shake it off, trust me. And don’t worry about-” He glanced at Clint in the cart, who stared at the back of Milly’s head like he just discovered that she was a monster girl with horns; “Never did catch yer name their fella…” 
 
    Clint huffed, unwilling to answer until Milly made to put the cart down. 
 
    “Clint! M-my name’s Clint. Please I-I made a mistake I’m sorry I’ll-” 
 
    “That’ll do.” Paul interrupting him, something in his tone made it clear that it would be unwise to continue; “Don’t worry about Clint, him and I are becoming fast friends I think, so I’ll look after him until the law arrives for ‘im.” 
 
    The pair nodded at that and soon left Paul’s farm, the empty cart in tow. 
 
    Shortly after, Paul was having a frank conversation with his new friend in the barn. Clint was slumped on the ground, his back propped against a support pillar while Paul worked his way through the pleasantries. 
 
    “Now Clint, we haven’t bin properly introduced yet, so here, I’ll start-” Paul promptly punched Clint in the jaw far harder than a man his age had any right to; “-My name is Paul Fletcher, and in my youth I was quiet the adventurer.” 
 
    He punched him again, this time there was a crunch and Clint’s nose came up bloody. 
 
    “This one time, I was a’journeying with my girl at the time, you’d like her I think; she was a Minotaur too-” Clint flinched at the word, already terrified from the beating; “Anywho, we were walking through the woods someplace I don’t recall where or why… and wouldn’t you know it, some silly fools got it into their heads to rob us. Now I’ll admit, they got the drop on me, just like you did with my young friend earlier-” 
 
    At the memory of the fear on Nameless’s face Paul socked Clint again. 
 
    “Please-” Clint earned himself another sturdy smack for that. 
 
    “Now Clint, didn’t yer momma never teach you not to interrupt yer elders? That’s not what we do in polite company! Where was I… oh that’s right, being robbed! So these yahoos come at me first cuz they think they’re smart, just like you did. See they think that if they get my girl’s heartstone they can take me for everything I got, and take her to boot!” 
 
    Paul took a moment to pinch Clint’s broken nose, not relenting until Clint had screamed himself hoarse. 
 
    “What they didn’t count on, what they weren’t smart enough to count on, was my girl being bonded to me; you see Clint-” Paul paused for a moment and gripped Clint by the side of the head tightly, forcing the blubbering man to meet his glare; “That was rude of me, do you mind if I call you Clint?” Clint found his head nodding against his will as Paul answered his own question with the hand in the man’s hair. 
 
    “That’s mighty big of you Clint! I knew we’d get along just fine! Where was I? Oh that’s right, explaining why trying to steal a bonded monster’s heartstone is about the dumbest thing a man can do in this life. Ya see, even if you took her heartstone, the soul within it belongs to her bond-mate. So all that would happen is you’d stand there, like an idiot, trying to tell an angry heifer not to protect the love of her life, which by-the-by is what happened to them fellers what tried to bushwhack me.” 
 
    Paul paused, boring into Clint’s eyes with his own. 
 
    “They’re all dead Clint.” His tone was ice. 
 
    Clint hurt in too many places not to be terrified by this man, decades his senior. 
 
    “They all got beat to death, I remember the look on the first fellers’ face, see, he managed to get hold of her stone and he turned to her and started telling her to calm down or some such nonsense and then wouldn’t you know it…” He trailed off chuckling to himself humorlessly; “Have you ever seen a Minotaur slaughter a group of bandits with their leader impaled on her horns Clint?” 
 
    This time Clint didn’t need any help from Paul to shake his head. 
 
    “It was a sight I’ll never forget, him just flopping around up their like the world’s ugliest hat, while she ran around tearing apart all of his buddies.” His voice turned sad; “She had a lot of trouble with that later; she was such a gentle soul and the memory of what she done haunted her for years… but she never regretted it, though. Not my girl. Not once.” 
 
    Clint was shivering now, his body ice cold from fear and pain. Paul continued. 
 
    “Don’t think I’m recollecting all of this to you for no reason now Clint. I may be old, but I’m still sharp; you seem the vengeful sort and maybe someday you might even be a free man again, I don’t rightly know the particulars of your legal situation. I just want to press upon you the stupidity of holding a grudge against a bonded Minotaur, because I guarantee you son, and this is an old adventurer speaking from experience-” he poked his fingers repeatedly into Clint’s chest to drive home his point; “If that heifer claps eyes on you again, you’re gunna be competing for the title of world’s ugliest hat. You followin’ me here Clint?” 
 
    Clint nodded vigorously, revenge the last thing on his mind. 
 
    Paul patted him on one broken leg. 
 
    “Good talk.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9:  
 
    Implied Consent 
 
      
 
      
 
    Nameless was in pain. 
 
    He tried to hide his discomfort from Milly but she could tell something was wrong. They had barely left Paul’s farm when she stopped, placed the handle of the cart on the ground and stepped over it towards her bond-mate. 
 
    “Master, are you alright? In all the excitement I didn’t check your stomach.” 
 
    “I-I’m fine Milly.”  
 
    He wanted to be strong for her, but Clint’s blow to the gut left his abdominal muscles really tender and the Amazon brandy may have helped with the nerves but it also set a fire in his belly. 
 
    She frowned at him. 
 
    “Show me? Please Master.” 
 
    He got a strange sense of calm from her, and he knew that it would be more upsetting for her if he didn’t show her. 
 
    This sixth sense he’d developed was getting out of hand. 
 
    With a slight huff he lifted his shirt. Milly frowned as she got a look at the red and purple bruise on one side of his stomach. She looked around, and seeing nobody in the immediate vicinity she promptly took off her shirt. 
 
    “M-Milly! What are you doing?!” 
 
    “My job, Master. You take care of me, and now it’s time for me to take care of you. My milk works best if it’s fresh, what you drank earlier no doubt already helped, but you need more.” Her voice was firm as she reached out to him while she gripped her right breast with her left hand, offering him her succulent nipple. 
 
    She didn’t force him like she had in the bathhouse, this time she just looked at him expectantly while he stared straight at her exposed breasts. Unconsciously, he licked his lips. Her milk was delicious, and it had been a few hours since he had drank his fill. 
 
    He wanted more. 
 
    Seeing the look of hunger on his face, Milly encouraged him with a soft smile. 
 
    “It’s alright Master, just like before, just give a quick suck and you’ll feel better. It’s just so that you can feel better, it’s an emergency.” 
 
    Nameless closed his eyes so that he could think: His stomach hurt, but it wasn’t unbearable, even the fire in his belly from the liquor was subsiding, gradually. If he drank directly from Milly again, he wouldn’t be able to hide behind an injury this time. 
 
    He knew she just wanted to help, she always wanted to help. But if he did this it was because he wanted to, because he chose to and not because he needed to. 
 
    He gave a slight nod of his head as his thoughts became clear to himself. 
 
    Mistaking his nod as permission, Milly put her hand behind his head to bring him to her breast. 
 
    “No Milly, not this time.” 
 
    She was startled as he opened his eyes and shook his head firmly. 
 
    “But, Master! Please, you’re hurt!” Her voice was distressed. 
 
    “I am, but I’ll live.” 
 
    “M-Master, please let me take care of you!” She all but whimpered at him, but he shook his head firmly. 
 
    “Not like this Milly, not with you thinking I’m doing it for the wrong reasons.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I mean I’m not hurt bad enough to need to drink your milk-” Her eyes welled as she mistook his meaning until he finished his thought; “So you’ll know that when I do it’s because I want to drink your milk.” 
 
    He took her by surprise when he grabbed her breasts firmly, one hand on each and leaned forward and took one pert nipple in his mouth and sucked hard. He had milked her that morning, but that was a few hours ago and she wasn’t even empty then, so she had plenty to give him. 
 
    She lowed deeply as she ran her fingers through his hair, clutching him tightly to her as she felt a tear trickle down her cheek at her master’s acceptance. 
 
    All too soon he had drank his fill but he wasn’t done with her mounds; he had drank from both of her tips, and then without hesitating he licked her clean, even going so far as to squat down and lick from the bottom of one breast all the way back to her nipple as one droplet escaped his tongue. 
 
    Her knees trembled slightly, as he openly groped her in the middle of the road, kneading her flesh and no longer denying that he was doing it because he liked it. When he was finished, the fire in his belly and the dull ache in his abs were both gone. 
 
    And Milly was a near puddle from the intense mauling he had delivered to her chest. 
 
    Unable to help herself she stooped down, leaned his head back and thrust her tongue into his mouth. She tasted her own milk on his lips and it was sweet. After several moments of kissing his lips and wrestling her tongue over his, he began to kiss her back, much to her delight. 
 
    Awkward and unsure of himself, his tongue never dared leave the safety of his own mouth to venture into hers. 
 
    It hardly needed to; her own tongue had moved in and showed no sign of leaving anytime soon. 
 
    Then he did something incredible, he wrapped his lips around her tongue and sucked on it as hard as he could. She mooed her pleasure into his mouth at the sensation, thrusting her muscle in and out of his sucking maw. After a few seconds of this, she tried to coax his tongue into her mouth to return the favour as her hands both found his cute butt and gave it the squeeze she’d been dying to give it, but sadly he had returned to earth and pulled away from their intense embrace, blushing furiously. 
 
    “Milly, um… we have to get into town and get the lawkeeper.” 
 
    “But! Master!” 
 
    She had felt his hardness against her thigh when she held him, but he still shook his head gently at her protests. 
 
    “Milly, thank you for taking care of me but we have a lot of things we still need to do today.” 
 
    “But I…” 
 
    “Here.” He handed her shirt back to her from the cart. 
 
    She wobbled on her feet; the need deep in her belly to take her master right on the side of the road waged desperate war with the need to please him. 
 
    Ultimately, the fires of her passion were quenched with an undignified huff from her as she pulled her shirt over her head. 
 
    “Don’t be like that Milly, please.” 
 
    “Master… I… you kissed me back! And so I thought…” Her voice trailed off as frustrated tears spilled down her cheeks. 
 
    “Milly, I’m sorry. I wasn’t thinking and I let things get carried away.” He was distressed at her tears. 
 
    I’m such an idiot. Why did I do that? Why do I always make her cry? 
 
    Abruptly she picked up the handle to the cart and started marching towards town, clearly still upset but not willing to talk about it. 
 
    Glumly he trailed her, hoping her mood didn’t last long, and finding that he was right to hope. 
 
    On the outskirts of town she stopped, allowing him to walk up beside her. 
 
    “I’m sorry Master, I allowed myself to think that you were ready when you weren’t, I should’ve been more patient with you.” She didn’t look at him as she said any of this, her red face fixated on the dirt at her feet. 
 
    “Milly, stop that!” She still didn’t look up; “Do you think that I’m like that guy Clint?” 
 
    Her head snapped up as her jaw dropped. 
 
    “What?! No! Of course not!” She shouted, wanting him to stop saying such things. 
 
    “Then you need to stop apologizing for things that are clearly my fault!” His voice matched hers in volume. 
 
    A few people stopped to listen to the apparent lovers tiff, but unfortunately for them these lovers were much too self-conscious and quickly lowered their voices. 
 
    “But Master, I-” 
 
    “No Milly, you have been so patient with me, and I just keep letting you down, and then you apologize for it and it makes me feel awful.” 
 
    “But you haven’t let me down!” 
 
    “I just did not five minutes ago remember?” 
 
    “But that was, I mean, that’s not what-” 
 
    Their conversation, as important as it was to them, was cut short when a familiar portly individual approached them hurriedly. The lawkeeper had seen better days, he had a slightly bloody bandage over his head, and his face was red from his shuffling run. 
 
    “You! Uh… Cow-Thing! And you, Orphan-Guy! Um… what’s your name again?” 
 
    “Nameless, sir.” 
 
    The man looked at him for a moment then asked, genuinely curious rather than irritated; 
 
    “Are you trying to be a smart-ass?” Nameless sighed and the man continued, getting over his curiosity quickly; “Anyways, that man, the one with the whip. Have you seen him? He escaped custody last night and-” 
 
    “I threw him off a bridge when he attacked my master.” Milly said simply, her voice subdued. 
 
    “You… you did?” The shocked expression on the portly man’s face gave way to an evil smile unlike any he’d ever had; “That’s brilliant! The man hit me over the head with a bedpan. A bedpan! So… er… where is he? He’s not… he’s not dead is he?” He sounded somewhat hopeful at the last statement. 
 
    Nameless explained the situation to him, glossing over the excessive force that Milly had brought to bear on the man and soon the lawkeeper trundled off to re-capture his suspect. 
 
    An awkward silence settled on the two until Nameless couldn’t take it anymore and took Milly by the hand in an effort to regain their earlier enthusiasm. 
 
    “Come on Milly, let’s get the ice and everything else we need so we can go home and put this day behind us!” 
 
    Milly was skeptical at first, but seemed to agree with his approach. 
 
    “Okay Master, let’s do that!” 
 
    There first stop was Nameless’s dingy basement apartment, he had paid the rent up to the end of the month but wanted to square things with his landlord. It was an odd conversation, the man was overly enthusiastic about seeing him go; evidently he was worried that Milly was going to wreck the place somehow. 
 
    They had managed to get all of his belongings into the cart with room to spare; he was a penniless orphan so he didn’t have much. 
 
    They decided to pop in and visit Mistress Ophelia before they went to the market, Nameless was concerned about her. When they arrived though, the place looked deserted except for a man who was taking measurements in the yard. 
 
    Curious, Nameless approached him. 
 
    “Excuse me, but who are you and where is Mistress Ophelia?” 
 
    The man jumped slightly, he looked almost guilty for a second, before he composed himself. 
 
    “The lady with the wings? Yeah she took the kids off somewhere, they’re leaving today so she wanted to get them some sweets or something.” 
 
    Nameless frowned; he hadn’t answered his first question and didn’t seem overly inclined to.  
 
    Something about the man set him on edge. 
 
    “And you are?” 
 
    “Ha! My manners! Thaddeus Kirk, at your service!” He extended a hand which Nameless took with great reluctance. 
 
    He was a greasy looking fellow, his hair slicked back and wearing a tacky looking black jacket, greatly at odds with the rural setting of Kettering. 
 
    “Well, Mr. Kirk, what exactly are you doing here?” 
 
    “Oh! Why, I’m the new owner of this property you see, or at least I will be at the end of the week!” He leaned in conspiratorially to the young man, placing one arm over his shoulders to bring him in close; “When you’re older, you might just have cause to visit the establishment that I’m putting together here…” 
 
    His breath stank. Nameless couldn’t think of a single individual he had ever met who was more off-putting. The man oozed sleaziness and he was more than a bit concerned about the arrangement he had made with Ophelia. He was an inexperienced man but he doubted that she got a fair price for the orphanage. 
 
    He broke away from him abruptly. 
 
    “Thank you Mister Kirk but I doubt that very much, this was my home and I would prefer my memories of it remain intact.” 
 
    “Oh kid, don’t be like that now, you seem a poor fellow and I am a man of means, why! I would be happy to take your Minotaur of your hands at a fair market price so that you could buy yourself some clothes that actually fit!” 
 
    The thin veneer of his civility had slipped away and Thaddeus smirked at him condescendingly, openly ogling Milly’s firm breasts… right up until she placed herself between him and her master with a huff of annoyance. 
 
    “Already today someone tried to steal me from my master. I’m not in the mood for a second attempt.” 
 
    She had her arms crossed over her magnificent chest, blocking his view; the oily man’s gaze was fixed on her face now, however. 
 
    “Ah! My apologies sweetheart! I didn’t know that you were bonded!” His greasy civility was back in spades, and the greed on his face was readily apparent; “You no doubt produce milk for your master I would guess?” He shifted to one side to bring Nameless into view again, but Milly moved right with him. 
 
    Neither of them answered. 
 
    “Oh but now you and I just must be friends kiddo! I could do you a great service, you probably know that her milk has some value to it and I would be happy to purchase it from you, at a fair market price of course.” 
 
    Nameless got the impression the man used those words a lot. 
 
    “No thank you, we already have someone taking care of that for us.” 
 
    “But who? No doubt some ignorant local who has the best of intentions but doesn’t know how to get the best value out of the product.” 
 
    Milly answered him before Nameless could, and there was something uncharacteristically devious in her tone. 
 
    “Yes, his name is Paul Fletcher, if you want to speak with him about my milk then by my guest.” 
 
    The man all but oozed gratitude. 
 
    “Thank you sweetheart, I can tell that this is going to be a wonderful, not to mention profitable, relationship.” 
 
    At that they said their goodbyes, glad to be away from the unpleasant man. 
 
    Once out of earshot Nameless turned to Milly. 
 
    “Why did you tell him about Paul? I really don’t trust that guy.” 
 
    “Neither do I Master, and neither will Paul, and I would bet our bond that Paul Fletcher will know how best to deal with a man like him!” 
 
    Nameless took a moment to picture the world-wise farmer and Thaddeus in a room together, and in his mind it never ended well for the oily man. He chuckled a bit at that, but then grew pensive as his thoughts drifted to Ophelia again. 
 
    “I guess it’s true then, she really did sell the orphanage.” 
 
    “I’m sorry Master; I know how much this place meant to you…” She drifted off as she saw him shaking his head. 
 
    “It’s not the place, it’s her. This was just a building, but when I was growing up, I never felt safer then when she held me in her arms. I’ve missed her for the last couple years but I stayed away, I didn’t want to be a burden, and she was always so busy with the kids… but now that she’s leaving-” His voice cut off at the thought, a lump in his throat. 
 
    “I doubt she ever saw you as a burden, she cares for you. I know she does.” 
 
    “You’re right Milly, you’re always right. Come on! Let’s get what we need and maybe we’ll see her in the market.” 
 
    Milly nodded, she quite liked the kindly and elegant Flutterby and hoped to see more of her. 
 
    Soon they had acquired everything they needed to make the cottage livable for a time, though they would have to make another trip in a few days as their cart was now more than full. They saw no sign of Ophelia in town and the afternoon had given way to early evening so they set out for Paul’s farm. 
 
    On the road they passed a very smug lawkeeper who was breathing heavily as he awkwardly pushed a wheelbarrow full of broken criminal back into town. 
 
    Clint looked very much worse than the couple remembered, and as soon as he caught sight of Milly, with not one but two black eyes, he started whimpering and begging her not to wear him as a hat. 
 
    For her part Milly was more confused than angry at seeing him again. 
 
    “I don’t remember doing that to his face…” 
 
    “Um… Milly I think maybe Paul had a hand, or rather a fist, in that.” 
 
    “Oh… good.” 
 
    He went quiet after that; the sight of the man unnerved him somewhat. He had been hurt by him twice now and couldn’t help the shiver of fear that even his broken visage brought out it him. 
 
    Wordlessly, Milly placed the cart down and embraced him, licking his head several times to comfort him. 
 
    Like the hugs, he was getting used to the licking, much to his surprise. 
 
    “Milly, I’m fine, really. Let’s get back to our new home, and get settled in.” 
 
    “Okay Master, but if you need to fondle my breasts again just let me know.” She said this cheekily and loudly enough for several nearby folk to hear. 
 
    His ears reddened as he garnered more than a few scandalized glances and speculative looks. 
 
    That old lady just WINKED at me! 
 
    Bemused, he and Milly made the journey out to Paul’s farm, the Farmer wasn’t at the homestead when the returned so they opted to head straight to the cottage. 
 
    Once they got there they found that Paul had brought them several sundries that they hadn’t thought of; extra blankets, soap and towels and the like for the spacious bathroom. They were both touched at his thoughtfulness and grateful to know the kindly old man. 
 
    Milly pulled all of the bedding back into the bedroom, much fresher smelling now from its time in the sun, while Nameless sorted out the ice box and brought out the pails in preparation for the nightly milking. 
 
    Once she saw his intentions she wordlessly removed her shirt, he surprised her though when he refused the ladle. 
 
    “Milly, I know I said we got carried away earlier, but I also meant what I said about wanting your milk. From now on, if you’ll let me, I’ll always drink straight from you, though we should probably do that after we’ve filled the pails...” 
 
    She gave an emotional low of gratitude and her smile was glorious. 
 
    “Thank you Master!” 
 
    Several minutes later, with two fresh pails stored in the full icebox, Milly was lying back on the recliner with him on her lap, suckling insistently at her nipples as she intimately cooed and mooed at him, when he finished he once again licked and massaged her tender breasts, his arousal evident through his trousers. 
 
    Milly kept herself from pulling him into another kiss. 
 
    Barely. 
 
    After he finished, they each took a shower and prepared for bed. Milly didn’t bother putting her shirt back on, before or after her shower, and he didn’t ask her to, greatly enjoying the sight of her swaying breasts in the darkened cottage. 
 
    This is her home now, and I want her to be comfortable here. 
 
    At last they went to bed, seeing Milly’s longing gaze, Nameless didn’t sleep on the floor or out in the living room; the bed was more than big enough for the two of them. Wearing nothing but his ratty pajama pants, and Milly wearing nothing at all, they were underneath the covers. 
 
    She pulled him into her arms, his back pressing into her yielding breasts, and licked at the back of his head, grooming him absently. 
 
    “Milly, on the road before… I’m really sorry.” 
 
    “Master, I know. And I’m sorry too. I’m trying to be patient but…” 
 
    “Would it be easier if I did sleep in the other room?” 
 
    He felt her clutch him tighter, her soft mounds warming him more than the blankets ever could. 
 
    “Please stay Master. I want to be near you as much as you’ll let me.” Her voice was a whisper. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Master?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    There was a pause as Milly gathered her courage. 
 
    “I don’t want to embarrass you, but I know that you are… well… that your thing is…” Her voice faltered and he felt her skin heat against his. 
 
    “Milly what’s wrong?” 
 
    “Master, if you won’t let me take care of you… please at least take care of yourself.” 
 
    “Milly what do you… oh! Oh… no that’s okay, I’m fine!” his skin soon matched hers, his blush deep. 
 
    “It’s okay, I can go into the front room, or for a walk…” her voice dropped, sultry now; “Or I could just close my eyes, lie back and you could look at me while you…” 
 
    “No thank you Milly!” He squeaked out. 
 
    “Master, I don’t want you to get backed up at all.” 
 
    “I-I’m not backed up I’m just really tired, a lot of things happened today so I would like to sleep now please!” His voice was desperate, Milly might not have any of her flesh pressed against his hard-on but she could certainly sense his arousal through her heartstone. 
 
    She sighed in exasperation. 
 
    “Master, your thingy… it’s hard right now right? It’s okay, you can touch it. I won’t do anything but hold you like this.” He felt her nipples harden against his back as she spooned him tighter, her breath hot in his ear. 
 
    “Milly, please…” 
 
    She could feel his arousal, but it was tinged heavily with fear now and suddenly she felt guilty. 
 
    “Master… I’m sorry. I guess it was me that got carried away this time.” 
 
    “I-It’s okay M-Milly.” He was cooling off, very slowly, as the potential of the sexually charged moment drifted away. 
 
    “Can I ask you something master?” 
 
    “Of course Milly.” 
 
    “Do you… do you find me attractive… in that way?” Her voice was vulnerable. 
 
    “Milly! Of course I do, you’re beautiful!” 
 
    “It’s just, a lot of people don’t like monster girls, they don’t like all the ways we differ from human women.” 
 
    “Well, a lot of people are stupid! Milly, my th-thingy has been hard for the last few days all because of you.” 
 
    Nameless was suddenly mortified; he couldn’t believe he just said that. But she sounded so sad and he wanted to reassure her. 
 
    He succeeded. 
 
    “Really Master?! You got hard because of me?” She was thrilled; she couldn’t help but wiggle her naked groin against his butt. 
 
    “Y-yeah, but Milly… I’m not-“ 
 
    “Not ready! And I am fine with that master!” She sounded so happy now; “Just promise me one thing?” 
 
    He swallowed, afraid of what she would ask but not wanting to upset her again. 
 
    “A-anything.” 
 
    “When you are ready, for anything, don’t hold back okay? Like, if you’re hard and you want to… you know… with yourself. I’ll do anything to help-” 
 
    “Milly please!” He was painfully hard again, afraid that if she kept talking he would make a mess in their fresh sheets. 
 
    “Oh!” She giggled suddenly, shaking them both before she hugged him yet tighter; “Sorry Master, it’s... well I guess it’s a fantasy of mine, but I can wait, um, that is if you promise?” 
 
    Nameless was in a tight spot, literally she was holding him so tight it was starting to get uncomfortable, but he had just said that he would promise her anything… 
 
    “O-okay, Milly.” 
 
    “Okay… what, Master?” 
 
    “I promise.” He managed. 
 
    But Milly wasn’t satisfied. 
 
    “You promise… what?” Her tone was light, yet smoldering; openly teasing, and somehow still serious. 
 
    Nameless knew she wouldn’t let it drop unless he said the words. 
 
    “I-I promise to… I promise the next time I… with myself… I’ll let you help.” 
 
    He suddenly felt her tongue amorously licking his head again, running all through his hair and making a mess of it until she was satisfied. 
 
    “Thank you Master!” Suddenly she yawned; “You’re right, it was a long day! I’m going to go to sleep now. Goodnight!” She closed her eyes and was out within a few minutes. 
 
    Nameless didn’t get to sleep for hours. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10: 
 
    Getting to Work 
 
      
 
      
 
    The following morning a bleary eyed Nameless woke before Milly. Her grip had slackened during the night, so he was able to get up without waking her. 
 
    He took a moment to admire her sleeping face in the sunrise, she looked so very innocent. And then he remembered their intense conversation from the night before and hastily fled into the bathroom to wash up. 
 
    Every touch and embrace set him on edge, the sincere girl was pulling down his boundaries faster than he could erect them. He found himself looking forward to her morning milking, and what was likely going to be his only breakfast… 
 
    He shook the erotic thoughts out of his head, they had a long day today, Paul had told him the day before that he would arrange for Joe Rigby to come by and help with their roof sometime in the late morning. When not drunk on cooking sherry and risking death at the hands of Janet Skinner in an attempt to bed her entire Blomma garden, Joe was a Master Thatcher. 
 
    Nameless attended to a few chores around the cottage. He was sweeping the floor in the kitchen when Milly awoke and wandered into the living room naked from the waist up, having donned only her shorts knowing that she would need to be milked. His eyes once again had trouble looking away from her pink tips, especially when she pulled his face into her breasts for a morning greeting. 
 
    “Hungry Master?” She asked archly. He laughed into her flesh. 
 
    “Starving.” 
 
    “Well, you’d better drink up, because we have a lot of work to do, right?” 
 
    He nodded and enjoyed a balanced breakfast; balanced in that he drank equally from each of her nipples. 
 
    Afterwards he cleaned her up and milked her properly, mentally kicking himself; they were supposed to milk her into the buckets before he drank his fill. She had her own breakfast of oats, making much less of a mess then she had in Paul’s kitchen and then they set off to deliver the cream. 
 
    They now had just over five gallons of her milk between the night before and the morning. They were going to run out of buckets if she continued to produce so much; which was Paul’s reaction when he saw the cart with the thick cream aboard. 
 
    “Ha! Well done Moon-Pie! I’ll see about picking up a couple of proper milking pails today; if I can find two of the six gallon ones then that should be more than enough, you just bring one to me every morning and I’ll have the other empty ready to go for you. I bottled all of the milk from yesterday morning already, so once we bottle the rest we’ll bring the whole lot to market and then start inquiring after the milking pails.” 
 
    The farmer was in a good mood and the reason became apparent as they toted the pails into his barn and walked over the still figure of Thaddeus Kirk. He was face down in the dirt and stiff as a board; clearly the crooked man had run afoul of the farmer’s Cockatrice flock, his fancy clothes a tattered mess from the girls’ talons. 
 
    Paul stepped over him and into the barn to show them how to bottle the milk hygienically. 
 
    Once they finished they loaded up the cart with the bottles and Thaddeus, and Paul and Milly took the load to market. Paul had explained that people would appreciate getting a look at the heifer, a simple way to reassure folk that what they were selling was the real deal. 
 
    Nameless returned to the cottage to wait for Joe, aimlessly puttering about for awhile. 
 
    “Hello the house! Anyone home?” Joe had poked his head in through the door. 
 
    “Yes, come in please!” Nameless gestured to the kitchen chairs. 
 
    “No that’s alright; I’d rather you came out actually. Paul filled me in, man knows as much about thatching a roof as I do, and I do it for a living! So we can just get straight to work. I have the first set of bundles.” 
 
    “Is everything alright?” 
 
    They had met around town before, though never exchanging more than cursory greetings but Joe looked unusually nervous to Nameless. 
 
    “Er... yeah, it’s just… well hell! It’s those flower girls you see.” 
 
    “Oh! Um, are you gunna be okay?” 
 
    “Oh sure, I just need to get this job wrapped up, and well, avoid the section of fence over by the edge of the field right?” 
 
    As far as Nameless knew that was right across from the Blomma, he hadn’t seen them yet though. 
 
    “Yeah I guess, well if working will help then we should get to it!” He walked out onto the porch to join the other man. 
 
    Joe looked sheepish. 
 
    “Right, yeah, your right. So anyways I have enough bundles of thatch to keep us busy for several hours, er, my wife is with the wagon at the homestead actually, she wanted to um…she wanted to help. That trail is too narrow for my wagon so we’ll have to hoof the bundles in, as many as we can carry at a time.” 
 
    He gave Nameless a speculative look, sizing up how many bundles the scrawny man could carry.  
 
    Seeing his look Nameless tried to reassure him. 
 
    “Don’t worry, I might not be strong but I’ll work hard, and Paul and Milly will be back from the market in a while with our little cart so…” 
 
    “Good, good…” Joe face drifted off, looking in the direction of the Blomma garden, a wistful expression in his eyes, before he finally snapped himself out of it; “Okay, well let’s get to work then!” 
 
    As they began the arduous task of bringing the thatch through the trail, Nameless quickly realized that Paul’s wife had not in fact come to help. She merely placed herself between Paul and the fence by the Blommas and made sure that if his eyes ever wandered over that way her glare would be there to greet them. 
 
    Milly and Paul returned much sooner than he expected. Joe and his wife were still at the cottage, Joe having decided to get to work thatching, his wife having decided to keep watching Joe. 
 
    Nameless was shirtless now from the hot day and the heavy lifting, they had less than half the wagon unloaded and he was glad to see the cart. 
 
    That was, until he saw the stunned look on her face. 
 
    “Milly are you alright?” 
 
    “Oh she’s fine my boy!” Paul wore a smug grin; “Moon-Pie has been doing some figuring and I’m afraid she is just a little shocked by what she’s figured!” 
 
    “What do you mean?” Nameless asked but the old man just heaved a slightly tinkling sack at him, it was kind of heavy. 
 
    As Nameless looked, he realized it was full of coins. 
 
    There was more money in that sack then he had ever had all at once in his life. 
 
    “Wh-bu-!?” 
 
    “Ha! Now you see Moon-Pie’s problem? The milk shifted even faster then I’d hoped, seems there is a local shortage of the stuff, more than a few folk came from Wayfelt and beyond to try and procure some.” 
 
    “H-how much…” Nameless was still trying to process. 
 
    “Oh it’s simple really! Between yesterday and today we took just over seven gallons to market, two of which belonged to me mind you, with four quarts in a gallon, and we shifted the stuff in half quart bottles, that’s a pint for the less educated in the crowd, at one hundred forty five coins each…The end result kid, is your heifer just earned the pair of you five thousand bits and some change in a day and a half. Not to mention over two thousand bits for me.” The old man looked quite pleased with himself. 
 
    Nameless looked at Milly, her face still stunned as she turned to him. 
 
    “Master… my boobies… are worth a fortune…” 
 
    Paul laughed at that. 
 
    “Course they are! Even without the milk! I took some liberties so you’ve actually already spent a small amount on supplies, and I expect the price to drop some after the initial rush; I’d estimate you’ll pull in a thousand coins a gallon give or take. I used up all of the bottles I had stored so I ordered more. A lot more, I find the half quart ones always moved better then the full quart for some reason...” He trailed off as he realized the two kids weren’t really listening. 
 
    After several beats he sighed and left them to their shock, hauling some sundries out of their cart and into his house. He had ordered a six gallon pail, and managed to find another; he left it in the cart for later that night. 
 
    Abruptly, Nameless and Milly both started laughing at once, then hugging each other and laughing some more. 
 
    Paul watched them from his porch, smoking his pipe as they came to grips with their new reality. 
 
    Heh, to be young and get that first taste of success again. 
 
    He shook his head and went to look after his hens. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Nameless was happy, after he and Milly regained control of themselves and their first real day of work on the cottage was finally finished they rested underneath the great oak tree in their field. 
 
    Our field! Ha! This place is already feeling like home… 
 
    Together they watched the sun set and then the moon rise through the tall grass; Milly held him to her side and was lost in thought, her hand absently playing with his hair. 
 
    She is always touching me; I don’t think she even knows that she’s doing it. 
 
    Not that he minded her touch, having her hand gently massage his scalp was quiet pleasant. He found himself growing ever more comfortable with her constant contact. 
 
    Her continued pensive expression was beginning to worry him though. 
 
    “Are you alright Milly?” 
 
    She shook her head slightly, bemused, and looked at him with an uncharacteristically subdued smile as he shifted away from her to better meet her gaze. 
 
    “Of course Master!” 
 
    He could sense that her usual cheer was missing despite her words. 
 
    “It’s just… you seem to be distracted. Did I do something to upset you?” 
 
    “Not at all!” She shook her head vigorously; “I’m just thinking about things.” 
 
    “What sort of things?” He pressed, bothered by her uncharacteristically downcast mood. 
 
    Milly sighed and regarded him thoughtfully for a moment. 
 
    “Master, you know that I love you right?”  
 
    Nameless’s eyes widened at her words. He knew they were true based on the strange sense that he got from her heartstone, but he had never heard her say the words outright. 
 
    “Milly… I, uh, yeah, I know.” 
 
    He blushed, and the more his face reddened the more embarrassed he became. He looked away in an attempt to compose himself. 
 
    We’ve seen each other naked! I just milked her! This is just talking, but her eyes are so blue… 
 
    “I know I wasn’t on my best behaviour, when I first bonded with you, and more than a few times since… but… Master-” she waited for him to return her gaze once more, but when he didn’t right away she looked down, took a shaky breath, and asked him what she so desperately needed to know, her voice a gentle whisper; “Do-do you love me too?” 
 
    Nameless whipped his head back; her face was turned away now, her cheeks red, her eyes watery, and her breath coming in shaky gasps as she waited for him to respond. 
 
    As he watched, a gentle tear made its way down her cheek. 
 
    She is terrified! 
 
    He didn’t need to sense her turbulent emotions coming from the braid around his neck to know that much. 
 
    “Milly, oh my sweet Milly…” His throat closed with emotion as he used his hand to turn her chin towards him. 
 
    I should have had the courage to tell you this already. 
 
    Her eyes slowly turned to meet his gaze; then widened when she saw that he too had moisture running down his cheek. 
 
    They widened even more once he found his voice again. 
 
    “Of course I love you. How could I not? You are the kindest, warmest, most patient girl I have ever…” His voice trailed off as she give of a resonate low of emotion, outright crying now. 
 
    His fears forgotten, he leaned into her and pressed his lips against hers. 
 
    They had kissed before of course, but there was something in the chasteness of this kiss that made it more intimate, more real and he felt more of his boundaries falling away. 
 
    The wetness of their tears intermingled on their lips as he leaned into her, her breasts squeezing against his shoulder. He realized it was the first time he had ever kissed her; she was always the one kissing him. 
 
    He vowed to himself to change that. 
 
    After several moments, their lips parted. They both still had tears running down their faces from the intensity of the moment. 
 
    Her breath came in shuddering gasps until she swallowed and composed herself. 
 
    “Master, can I…” She looked nervous again, but no longer terrified; “There is something I have wanted to do for you ever since you dove into the mud after my heart…” 
 
    She smiled at the image, it was the most moving thing she had ever seen and she knew that she would cherish the memory always. 
 
    He smiled in response. 
 
    “I would do anything for you Milly.” He rested his palm on her cheek lightly, while gently rubbing his thumb in the dimple on her chin. 
 
    She took another shuddering breath before she made her request with a rush of breath. 
 
    “Can I give you a blowjob?” Her face flushed even more. 
 
    For his part Nameless thought his heart was going to beat its way out of his chest. 
 
    That was the last thing he expected her to ask. 
 
    His hand had frozen in place on her face. Shock overwhelmed him. 
 
    She wet her pink lips with her tongue. 
 
    “I know you are nervous about having s-sex, and I know that I come on to you really strong a lot, and that some girls were… really mean to you in the past.” She took his thumb between her teeth, gently suckling it for a moment, before she released it and continued in an intimate whisper; “I just really want to show you that, well; girls can be sweet too… I can be sweet.” 
 
    She shifted in place with nerves, her breasts rubbing against his shoulder, nipples hard in the cool evening air. 
 
    “That is, if you’ll let me?” 
 
    Nameless was speechless, his heart pounded so hard he was sure she could hear it, he could sense her anxiety, but it was nothing compared to her desire. 
 
    The heat of it rolled off of her in waves. 
 
    She wanted this, more than she wanted him to milk her every day, to hold her, and to play with her breasts. More than anything in the world, Milly wanted to pleasure her man, her mate, her love. He was touched, he was terrified, and he was so very, very horny. 
 
    Unable to speak Nameless just looked at her, he could sense her growing fear that he would refuse, and he knew that if he did it would hurt her gravely. The courage it had taken for her to ask for this made him weak in the knees. He remembered what Paul said about taking the plunge and he closed his eyes for a moment, thinking about how this would change things between them… 
 
    And then decided that things needed to change; he couldn’t disappoint her, not again. 
 
     Slowly, shakily, he nodded his head. 
 
    Her smile was the sun coming up as she giggled nervously in relief, before leaning in for another kiss, this one much less chaste. She threw her leg over him, straddling his lap without removing her lips from his. 
 
    Nameless thought that he would explode right there. He had never been so turned on in his life: the inevitability of what was going to happen, of what she was going to do to him, made his cock so hard it hurt.  
 
    She had settled in his lap, grinding her crotch against his rock hard member through their jeans as she bathed his tongue with hers. He couldn’t help but return her passion, suckling at her mouth while his hands grasped at her flesh, his passion overcoming his inhibitions as he desperately tried to get at as much of her bare skin as he could. 
 
    She whimpered as she felt his hands clutching at her back, her sides, and finally fumbling to get under her shirt. She broke the kiss just long enough to shed the bothersome cloth that separated her master’s hands from her heated flesh. 
 
    When she leaned in again she felt his hands grip her breasts hard. His fingers toyed with her sensitive nipples, and even though he had milked her quiet recently she knew she had a bit more for him. 
 
    He broke their kiss as he felt her fluids on his hands. Slowly, his eyes not breaking from hers, he lifted one of her erect tips to his lips. She let out an involuntary moo, her eyelids flickering closed for a moment, when he licked her pink flesh, savouring the sweet creamy flavour. 
 
    However, as he brought her hardened nipple into his mouth he only managed one good draw before she pulled away. He couldn’t hide his disappointment as he had barely gotten a mouthful of her cream. 
 
    She giggled at his petulant expression. 
 
    “Sorry Master, but It’s my turn to drink from you…” Her voice was low and husky as she shifted off of him and settled down onto her thighs, her knees together and her hooves both to one side; “Can you… stand up for me? I think it will be easier that way, if you’re sitting I might poke you with my horns.” 
 
    He took a moment to get a good look at her; she was breathtaking in the growing moonlight and there was more than enough light to make out the hunger in her expression. 
 
    He stumbled to his feet, falling back against the bark of the oak tree, the roughness of it not bothering him at all as he watched her movements. 
 
    “Milly, I…” He finally found his voice, his doubts resurfacing once more. 
 
    “Shhhh, Master.” She cooed to him as she nuzzled her face against his bulge while her fingers worked to free his member from the constriction of his pants; “We both want this. The heat of the bonding might be over but I still want you so very badly, and the thought of taking you in my mouth…” Her voice faltered with passion as she shuddered against him; “I need this, so please don’t fight it okay?” 
 
    He could feel the softness and the warmth of her cheek through hit pants. He closed his eyes for a moment as he nodded to her, trying to collect himself. 
 
    The gentle rasp of his zipper scattered his mind further. 
 
    The sound was so loud in his ears, like anyone passing by would hear it, and it lasted so long… Finally he opened his eyes again and gasped as gentle fingers made contact with his erect cock, pulling him free into the cool evening air. 
 
    “It’s… it’s so big…” She said with reverence. 
 
    He thought his heart was going to explode at her words. The coolness of the air was nowhere near enough to put out the fire coursing through his veins.  
 
    She gently clasped him in her palm, giving a single hesitant stroke. 
 
    “Master?” 
 
    He looked down at her, tears staining his cheeks as the raw emotion and sexual tension combined to make this the most unforgettable experience of his life. His eyes met with hers and he saw something surprising. 
 
    Doubt was written across her features. 
 
    “I’ve never… done this before, so please... will you watch me?” Her breath caressed his erect flesh as her face drew near and she gave another exploratory stroke; “I know how, of course, my sister told me all about it, but…” She stammered and his heart broke for the poor girl, always having to take the lead because he was too weak, too soft. 
 
    He reached out with both hands, intending to reassure her with his touch; his hands settling on the downy warmth of her floppy ears as his thumbs caressed her horns. 
 
    She shuddered as he grasped her head. 
 
    “We could do it that way,” She whispered at him gently, mistaking his intentions; “If you move me how you want, then I’ll know that it feels good for you.” 
 
    Their eyes locked, sharing in the gravity of the situation. With no more words left to say, he nodded his understanding. 
 
    Slowly, she opened her mouth and gently stuck out her tongue, offering him a warm and wet bed to rest his engorged member. 
 
    Her demeanor was calm but her thoughts were frantic. 
 
    Please Master! Use me! Let me taste you! 
 
    Nameless nearly burst right then, he had never seen anything so erotic as his beautiful, caring, loving, and oh so very patient cow offered her mouth to him. That image, combined with the strange waves of passion coming from her heartstone, made him think his knees would give out. 
 
    Several heartbeats passed as he struggled to remain upright, he could faintly see drool rolling off of her tongue to land on her naked breasts below. With one hand she gently cupped his balls, while the other pointed his member directly at her exposed tongue. Her breathing was coming in rapid gasps as she waited for him to plunge his cock into the moist confines of her mouth. 
 
    Something had to give. 
 
    When she felt his hands grip her head she thought he meant to take her forcefully, and that thought had nearly made her swoon, but he just held her head in place. Her mouth watered even more as her gaze shifted from his eyes to the drop of pearly fluid that had accumulated on the tip of his member. 
 
    I need to taste him… 
 
    As she watched, the drop began to slide down his erect phallus, finding its way onto her thumb before tickling its way down her wrist. Her tongue twitched. 
 
    The tension finally broke with a mutual gasp when he slowly pulled her towards him. Gripping her head tightly, her panting breath chased away the coolness of the evening air from his exposed flesh as she drew ever nearer to her goal. 
 
    At last his sensitive glans made contact with the scathing heat of her tongue, stroking against it for a few moments before it made its way deeper into her willing mouth, stopping with half of his flesh still exposed, not wanting to choke her. 
 
    Milly’s eyes widened as she got the first taste of his musk, she could feel her heated sex grow wetter as she finally tasted what her master had to offer. Tears of joy streaked down her cheeks as she saw the pleasure in his eyes. 
 
    She began to suckle at him, clumsily at first as he still held her head in place. He appeared to be struggling to hold back. 
 
    She wished he wouldn’t. 
 
    Nameless was in heaven and hell at the same time, struggling to delay his release, all he could see was his faithful cow looking up at him adorningly with his cock in her mouth. His thoughts were in turmoil. 
 
    This feels so… so good! Milly, my Milly! Your mouth… so hot! 
 
    He continued to just hold her in place, afraid to finish too soon and deny her what she wanted most in the world. Sensing his hesitation Milly swirled her tongue all over his cock to encourage him to take it further and to taste even more of him. 
 
    He recognized her desire and withdrew his hips a couple inches only to push them forward and simultaneously pull her towards him, sinking his cock further into her willing mouth. 
 
    They tried to find a rhythm as he thrust forward and bobbed her head a few times experimentally on his erection. She had released his cock from her hand, placidly settling it in her lap while her other continued to stimulate his testicles for a few more thrusts before it too released him. She relaxed her neck as much as she could. 
 
    She was at his mercy, and she loved it. 
 
    Use me Master… Fill me with your warmth, I need to taste it! 
 
    He was panting now. 
 
    They had found a steady gait; She swirled her tongue over the head of his cock every time he drew her head back, and he would pause there for a moment to let her bathe his cock-head in pleasure, before he pulled her forwards again as she sucked him even deeper into her mouth. 
 
    He needn’t have worried about choking her; his cock was eventually bottoming out in her mouth, sliding an inch or so into her throat with ease. She was happy to take it, to take all of it. 
 
    His breathing ragged, their tempo increased as he felt his release approaching. He began making inarticulate cries of pleasure as he plunged into her warmth over and over. His balls were slapping against her dimpled chin as the speed of his thrusting increased. 
 
    Sensing his impending orgasm, Milly didn’t bother hiding her quiver of anticipation as she sucked him as hard as she could. The taste of his pre-cum was almost too much for her. 
 
    Give me all of it Master! 
 
    The stimulation reached a crescendo and he drew all but the head of his cock out of her mouth with a groan of pleasure, giving short, jerky thrusts to stimulate his cock head with her pink lips. 
 
    Milly sucked as hard as she could and lathered his sensitive head with her tongue until his cum finally began to spurt around the wriggling muscle. The musky taste of it caused her to achieve a small climax of her own. Both of their eyes were closed, lost in their own pleasure as spurt after spurt of his seed coated the inside of her mouth. 
 
    The sexual tension had been building for days, and as she said the night prior, he was backed up. 
 
    He just keeps going! So much! 
 
    Her cheeks began to billow out as her mouth was filled, with him lost to his pleasure, jerking her head back and forth slightly. She seized his cock with both hands and managed to pop it out of her mouth, stroking it vigorously with the head aimed at her face.  
 
    He grunted again and again as more and more of his seed blasted forth, coating her lips, her cheeks, her nose. One eye was basted shut. Another jet hit the dimple that he loved so much, leaving a string of his seed dangling from her chin. Yet another powerful burst struck her forehead and drew a line into her hair before finding her left horn. 
 
    With her mouth free she was able to swallow his first load with a desperate gasp, and then open her mouth to receive more of his love from his continually spurting cock as she jerked him as fast as she could; her tongue adding to the stimulation of her hands as she twirled it around his head. 
 
    He continued to clutch at her ears and horns, crying out in ecstasy. 
 
    At length, he shuddered and his spurts diminished, with her hands wringing his still-hard cock. She had to swallow twice more. As the heat of the moment slowly cooled, she began to giggle a bit. He had let go of her head, and was now slumped against the tree in blissful exhaustion. He opened his eyes again and took in the sight of her. 
 
    Her face was thoroughly coated, one eye closed, cum even dripped off of one of her horns. More than a bit had managed to find its way into her luscious cleavage. 
 
    “Oh my god, Milly! I am so sorry!” His eyes were wide with mortification at the sight of her. 
 
    “Why?” She smiled, licking up the last few strings from his cock head; “I’m not, that was better than I ever imagined. Not to mention more than I hoped for… much more!” 
 
    She giggled again as she happily set to work, using his cock to wipe his cum from her face before gently sucking and licking it off his turgid member.  
 
    Nameless groaned again at the sensation on his over-stimulated flesh. 
 
    “Milly… that felt… incredible.” He panted out, as he watched her happily using his cock as a napkin; “You were incredible.” 
 
    She couldn’t help but let out a soft moo of pleasure at his praise. 
 
    After a few more minutes of patiently using his cock to guide his seed into her greedy mouth she reluctantly put his tool back into his pants. She took her red hanky out of her back pocket and mopped up the residue from her face. 
 
    “Well. Now that that is do-” She was interrupted as he flopped down and threw his arms around her neck and kissed her hard. 
 
    She was startled, but pleased, until she noticed the tears streaming down his face and broke the kiss. 
 
    “Master! What-” He shoved his tongue into her mouth again. 
 
    She wobbled unsteadily with his added weight and at the surprising stimulation. She clutched him to her breasts, pressing her erect tips to his shirt. 
 
    Her worry over his tears eventually overcame her pleasure and she gently pushed his face away. 
 
    “Are you alright?” 
 
    He was crying openly as he clung to her. 
 
    “I’m so sorry Milly!” He sobbed. 
 
    “Master, I said it was okay, I loved it-” 
 
    “Not that! Never that!” he drew in a shuddered breath; “I’m sorry that I made you wait so long to be with me!” 
 
    Her heart pounded and her throat tightened. 
 
    “What are you saying?” She whispered, not daring to hope. 
 
    He composed himself and finally ended the hug, taking both of her hands in his and staring directly into her rapidly welling eyes. 
 
    “I’m saying that I am going to take you home, feed you the freshest oats, polish your beautiful horns and hooves again, drink every drop you have to give from your perfect breasts-” His voice and gaze were steady as, after a slight pause, he finished his thought; “-and then make love to you until you beg me to stop.” 
 
    It was a calm night. No harsh sounds interrupted the sense of tranquility in the air in Farmer Fletcher’s fields… until the stillness was broken by the joyful lowing of a very happy cow. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    While Milly bellowed her joy to the night, Miranda and Jan worked their way through the bushes following the scent of the Tenebrae. 
 
    They had picked up the trail in the wilderness to the east of Kettering and had followed it for two days as it meandered through the woods. 
 
    Their quarry was elusive, she kept crossing rivers and creeks which made it tricky for Jan and slowed them down. 
 
    Gradually they looped all the way back to the north, just on the outskirts of Wayfelt. Jan still had the Tenebrae’s trail, but it was faint so she knew it was still a long way off. 
 
    Something about the trail seemed off to the Wolfen but she couldn’t put her nose on it. 
 
    The scent had been getting stronger so she knew they were closing in, but neither of them wanted to encounter the girl in the dark so they looked to find a defensible space to settle in for their third night in the woods. 
 
    Once they found a safe spot they didn’t light a fire. 
 
    Miranda spoke, her voice tired from the chase. 
 
    “I think we’re pretty close to Wayfelt now, we could pussy out and go into the Aegis compound in the morning and get some backup if you want.” She handed Jan some dried jerky which the girl wolfed down. 
 
    “Mmmm… I don’t know. I don’t like how close this girl has gotten to civilization again.” Jan said after she finished eating. 
 
    “What do you mean?” Miranda chewed. 
 
    “At every turn she’s changed direction when too close to humans.” 
 
    “Yeah, after the initial change a lot of these girls get really shy, you know that.” 
 
    “And yet she was first spotted in some wheat field to the south right?” Miranda nodded; “If she’s trying to avoid people, why go traipsing through a field in broad daylight, and then continue heading into all of the cleared land around Kettering?” 
 
    “You think, if she was truly trying to avoid people, she would have headed east? Into the lowlands?” 
 
    “Would make more sense.” 
 
    The Aegis operative sighed. 
 
    “I don’t know; there are any number of monster girl villages in the lowlands that have their own warriors who wouldn’t hesitate to kill her, maybe she remembers that much.” Jan shrugged a bit, standing up and pacing in agitation, as Miranda continued; “We both know these girls don’t always make sense, at least not to a stable mind.” 
 
    “Yeah, but this whole thing feels off to me, even the intel packet. The witness said he thought it was a sheep girl. But why the hell would a sheep lead us on a merry chase through the bushes? And she doesn’t smell like any Lambda I ever met.” 
 
    Miranda could tell that Jan was worried and she was too. They had been after the girl for over a week now, which is about a week longer than it should have taken the experienced Wolfen to track down a simple sheep. 
 
    “What does she smell like?” 
 
    Jan huffed as she thought how best to describe the scent. 
 
    “Sour, bitter. Hard to put my paw on it. I almost think she has a good sense of smell herself and has been taking steps to try to obscure her scent.” Jan’s tone was serious. 
 
    “Such as?” 
 
    “Tree sap, some berries I know of. Hell, just rolling in the mud would wipe out a lot of it.” 
 
    Miranda considered her pet’s words for a long moment. 
 
    “I agree with you, I don’t like this either.” 
 
    “So there haven’t been any fatalities?” Jan asked quietly, settling down at last. 
 
    “None reported, why do you ask?” 
 
    “Because this is not prey that we are tracking, this is a predator.” 
 
    Miranda felt a sudden chill go down her spine at Jan’s grim pronouncement. 
 
    “Right, whatever she is, we can deal with it. If we go to the compound we might lose the trail and then this predator might just find herself some prey.” Her tone went from decisive to wistful as she considered her lover; “I wish you didn’t have to do this.” 
 
    “You’ve said that before Mistress, don’t worry about me. I’ve got this, let’s just get this done so we can go back to Kettering and pick on Wonder-Boy.” 
 
    Miranda snorted at that. 
 
    “You sweet on him or something?” 
 
    “Are you kidding? I love watching him blush! And I know you get a kick out of it too.” Jan sniggered. 
 
    “You are truly a monster.” Miranda announced drily. 
 
    Jan lolled her long tongue out. 
 
    “Get some sleep babe. I’ll watch over you.” 
 
    Miranda nodded and settled into her bedroll. 
 
    “Right, no funny business though, we’re too close now for that.” 
 
    Jan snorted. 
 
    “I think you could handle any funny business, you aren’t sleeping enough again.” 
 
    “Says the girl who’s had less than five hours in the last two days.” Miranda murmured from under her blanket. 
 
    “Says the Wolfen who can go on much less than that, frail little human girl.” 
 
    “Shhh, puppy. Mistress is asleep.” 
 
    As they bantered Miranda’s eyes had closed, so Jan left her in peace to walk a perimeter, her mind back to wondering about that damned scent. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Miranda was awoken late in the night by Jan shaking her shoulder. 
 
    “Wha-” 
 
    “Wake up Mistress!” 
 
    As she turned over she could see the Wolfen in the moonlight, Jan’s ears were perked right up in excitement. 
 
    “What’s up baby?” 
 
    “I took a little scout, not far, but I found a fresh trail. She tried to loop around us again but this time I caught her! An hour, two at the most.” 
 
    Miranda nodded getting the message, it wasn’t ideal to go after the girl at night but Jan was a warrior, and knew that the best fight is a fight they start: if she was right on top of them it was best to hunt her down now then be hunted down themselves later. 
 
    It was just after midnight so they had several hours of darkness left, but fortunately the moon was very bright that night. 
 
    Miranda stowed her gear while Jan kept a sharp eye out. It only took her a couple minutes to get ready, they traveled light, and soon they set out. 
 
    Without speaking Jan led her partner back to the trail she had discovered and they followed it in the moonlight. 
 
    Soon the scent became even more pronounced to the Wolfen and she chortled smugly. 
 
    “I was right, Mistress. Tree sap. She’s clever but she is no Wolfen.” 
 
    “I’m so relieved to hear that, how long?” 
 
    “Close, a half hour at most.” 
 
    They continued to work their way through the undergrowth, at length they found themselves at the edge of a small open clearing and Jan stopped, her tongue lolled out in confusion as she sniffed at the air. 
 
    “What is it?” Miranda murmured, knowing a whisper would carry further. 
 
    Her eyes scanned the shadows around the trees looking for danger. 
 
    “I don’t get it. I picked up her trail-” 
 
    “I didn’t think you had lost it.” 
 
    “I picked up another trail… but that doesn’t make sense unless…” Jan thought for a few tense breaths and then her expression changed into one of alarm; “Oh you clever bitch! Miranda, she doubled back!” 
 
    Miranda looked to Jan at her sudden shout. 
 
    She watched the panic form in the wolf girl’s eyes and therefore didn’t see the dark figure silently leap down from the trees above her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 11: 
 
    Beginning 
 
      
 
      
 
    While night settled in, Nameless and Milly found themselves naked in their expansive bathroom. 
 
    As promised, Nameless was pampering her every way he could think of. 
 
    After a quick dinner where she ate her fill of oats and he drank every drop of cream that she could give, to the point that she had to ask him to stop as her nipples were now far too sensitive, he then polished her horns and her hooves until they gleamed all the while lavishing both with sweet kisses. 
 
    And now he was giving her a sponge bath. 
 
    They sat facing each other in the steaming tub and she lowed in appreciation as he brought the soapy sponge over her shoulders and down each breast, washing her upper body thoroughly. 
 
    On a whim he had tried his hand at grooming her face and hair with his tongue, but she giggled and said it was too unusual. 
 
    He found that ironic to say the least. 
 
    “Master you are so good to me.” She said as he pulled himself into her lap and brought the sponge around to wash her back. 
 
    “Says the girl who just gave me the world’s greatest blowjob.” He stuck his tongue boldly into her floppy ear at that. 
 
    “Ah! That tickles!” 
 
    He found the pink hide in her ear to be warm and pleasant on the tongue and so he licked her further. 
 
    Straddling her lap his legs were splayed around her waist, his testicles and erect member were pressed into her stomach and he couldn’t help but slowly grind himself against her soft flesh while he gently scrubbed her back. 
 
    “Milly, my beautiful Milly, you feel so good.” His eyes fluttered from the pleasure of her warm flesh while she mooed as her own hands explored his back, eventually grabbing his butt and squeezing it gently. 
 
    With her hands on his rear he couldn’t help but push his erection forwards, rubbing it more vigorously into her skin. 
 
    “Master, your thing is so hard…” the soft innocence of her tone almost made him shoot under the bathwater, but he held himself back. 
 
    It was her turn after all. 
 
    “Milly, stand up for me?” He shifted off of her lap and drifted back in the tub as her hands released his ass cheeks grudgingly. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because I want to taste you.” He didn’t know where his boldness came from; something had been unleashed in him when she sucked him off in the field earlier and he didn’t even try to fight it. 
 
    “M-Master?! You mean you want t-to l-lick me… down there.” Her eyes were wide and her floppy ears twitched a few times in agitation. 
 
    He laughed. 
 
    “I think it’s called eating out your pussy actually.” The more hesitant she was the bolder he became, in word and deed. 
 
    “I-I mean, it is one thing for me… but for you… that is-” Her face was beet red. 
 
    “Milly, stand up so that your master can spoil your pussy for all he’s worth.” 
 
    Milly scrambled to her feet, bathwater sloshing as she shifted. 
 
    It’s a good thing this tub is stone; her hooves would wreck porcelain in short order! 
 
    As she stood, her glorious ass was facing him, she started to turn but he placed his hands on her hips to stop her. At six foot six she was by no means a small girl, but everything about her was perfectly proportioned, including her succulent butt. 
 
    Nameless hadn’t seen her tushy in a while. He ran his hands from her hips and over each creamy cheek and gave a healthy squeeze, deciding that he was a big fan. 
 
    She mooed again at his intimate touch. 
 
    “Ah… Master, that feels so good.” 
 
    Leaning forward he kissed and nibbled at her flesh, with one hand he recovered the sponge and began to bath her cheeks, both globes were thoroughly lathered before he drifting down to where her creamy skin transitioned into velvety hide. 
 
    He decided to bathe her entire lower body now and after several moments of working on her legs her swishing tail caught his attention. He drew it in to his hands and brought the sponge to bear, running the sudsy material down the length of it while one hand followed. His grip pulled the suds down to the tasseled end which he combed with his fingers. 
 
    She was panting at his attention. 
 
    From thighs to ankles he bathed her, until finally, with one last squeeze of her luscious cheeks he spoke two words that set fire to her loins. 
 
    “Turn around.” 
 
    Slowly she turned in place, he had reached around and lathered up her thighs when he was spoiling her legs, but he had studiously avoided her moist sex. As she presented her hairless cleft to him he admired the whole picture: her arms at her sides, her breasts heaved, and suds covered her all over.  
 
    She was his soapy goddess of love. 
 
    “Perfect.” He whispered and without hesitation he leaned forwards, his brown eyes locked on her blues as he gave her sex a firm lick, parting the puffy lips with his tongue and tasting her arousal. 
 
    He had been slightly nervous about what she might taste like, but after she had made such a mess of herself while pleasing him he was determined to enjoy it. 
 
    He needn’t have worried. 
 
    He found that she tasted mostly sweet, with a tangy hint of saltiness from her sweat. He lapped at her vigorously for a while but then slowed down, wanting to do as good a job pleasing her as she had him. Her hands were in his hair now, holding his face to her as she moaned low. 
 
    Clearly he was doing something right. 
 
    Gripping her soapy ass cheeks he pulled one of her lips into his mouth and sucked on it, gently nibbling as he ran his tongue around it. He felt her wobble a bit. His nose was pressed tight into her clit and his vision was now reduced to the milky flesh of her tummy. He nuzzled against her sensitive bud and her flavour intensified as her juices flowed. 
 
    He lifted himself slightly and pressed his mouth against her bean, taking the bundle of nerves between his kissing lips and sucking on it as hard as he dared. 
 
    A slight squeaking sound from the vacuum of his kiss added an intense vibration that set her off. She bellowed deep, a mournful low as pleasure she had dreamt of for days coursed through her body. 
 
    Suddenly her knees gave out and she collapsed, Nameless gave an indignant squawk as her not-unimpressive weight came down on him, forcing him under the water. 
 
    “Ah! Master! Are you alright?” She quickly shifted off of him and pulled him above the surface of the sloshing tub. 
 
    He laughed as his head emerged from the warm water. 
 
    “Better than alright, I’m glad that you enjoyed it. I’ve never done any of this stuff before.” 
 
    “You did great; I want so much more of you!” 
 
    “Paul said that figuring this stuff out was half the fun, I see what he meant!” 
 
    “Oh! Well actually…” She looked embarrassed suddenly. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “It’s just some of this stuff, I kind of already figured out…” At his questioning look she giggled and explained; “Before tonight I had never gone down on a man before.” 
 
    He caught the inflection in her words and his jaw dropped. 
 
    “You mean… you, with girls you-” 
 
    “Erica, my sister, we used to take care of each other...” Her cheeks were a rosy pink, her eyes on the bathwater. 
 
    Nameless was speechless for several seconds. When he regained his composure he found himself more than curious. He shifted around in the water behind her and got up on his knees, his erect member pressed into the flesh of her back as he began to massage her shoulders while gently grinding himself against her. 
 
    “So… what else did you two get up too?” He whispered above her head. 
 
    She snickered, recognizing his interest. 
 
    “Does that excite you Master? The thought of me… with a girl?” 
 
    He nodded but when he realized she couldn’t see it he answered. 
 
    “Yes, very much.” 
 
    “I’m glad, most breeds are able to love both genders, but humans can be so picky…” 
 
    “I doubt you’ll find many men who would object to hearing about what you and your sister did together.” He commented dryly. 
 
    She giggled, then sighed, suddenly melancholy. 
 
    “She was so very good to me, always trying to protect me, I was able to produce a little bit of milk for her, but it was never enough.” She looked at him over her shoulder with a slight pout; “She never objected about drinking from me!” 
 
    “Ha! Sorry about that, I promise we can throw away the ladle!” He was a bit worried, talking about her sister made her so sad… 
 
    “That’s actually how it happened, the first time I mean; she licked at my n-nipples, drinking what little I could make for her and then she kissed me, her lips were so soft…” 
 
    Nameless felt her shoulders shake under his working hands, he realized that she was crying. Softly sobbing as he massaged her. 
 
    “Milly… I swear to you, when Miranda gets back-” 
 
    She shook her head, interrupting him. 
 
    “I-it’s not that, I mean, not just that. I do miss her… so much that it hurts! B-but you are willing to listen to me, t-to take such good care of me like she used to… I just hope that she finds that someday!” 
 
    He sank back into the water and moved in front of her, wordlessly pulling her into a hug. After several moments he drew back, kissing his way across her cheek to her lips. 
 
    “I wish there was something I could do to make you feel better.” 
 
    “Th-there is Master…” 
 
    “Anything…” Their eyes locked, her blues watery with emotion, his browns full of compassion. 
 
    “Make love to me?” She half whispered, half sobbed. 
 
    He smiled as he kissed her again. 
 
    “I think, for our f-first time, we should do that on the bed.” He stammered a bit with nerves. 
 
    She nodded, and her tearful smile was the most beautiful thing he had ever seen. 
 
    They had some fun drying each other off, both spending far too long on the other’s most intimate places. 
 
    Eventually they made it into the bedroom, both naked. 
 
    Milly was as nervous as he was. 
 
    “I’ve never… not with a man anyways.” 
 
    “That’s okay, we’ll figure it out. I don’t doubt that now. Although I am more than a little curious, how did you and Erica do it?” He sat her down on the bed, standing before her, his question reflected in his eyes as he looked down at her curves in the dim light. 
 
    “We used our fingers…” 
 
    He had to swallow after she said that.
“That… is so hot. Actually I would very much like to see you do that with yourself… would you, for me?”  
 
    Her breath caught at his words and she nodded as she lay back on her elbows, shifting herself wholly on to the bed. 
 
    “Like this Master?” She spread her legs, her knees bent. 
 
    With one hand she slowly traced her fingers over her glistening sex. His knees almost buckled as he dipped his chin in approval. 
 
    “Master, remember what you promised the other night? I want to see you… too.” 
 
    “Wh-what do you mean?” His composure was slipping as she parted her nether lips with two fingers and began to massage herself deeper. 
 
    “I want you to touch it while you watch me…” 
 
    They were both breathing heavily now, she pulled her legs up higher, her upper body supported on one elbow as she began to finger herself more aggressively. 
 
    Standing at the foot of the bed, his eyes fixed on her working fingers he took hold of his erection and began to rub himself, matching her rhythm as best he could. His foreskin pulled back over his head with every stroke, well lubricated with pre-cum from all of the foreplay in the bath. 
 
    Milly licked her lips unconsciously, her eyes locked on his cock. 
 
    “What are you thinking about?” He whispered. 
 
    After a moment of watching him stroke himself she answered, her words a breathy shudder. 
 
    “I’m thinking about earlier, by the tree, I want to suck it again...” 
 
    He almost came, a moan escaping his lips, and in response Milly let out an orgasmic low, her eyelids fluttering. 
 
    “As m-much as I would enjoy that, I need to touch you, to make love to you.” 
 
    She gave an embarrassed laugh at his loss of composure from her words. 
 
    “Okay, but I have one request…” Her look went from heated to downright naughty. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “When you finish… I want it in my mouth again… my face…” 
 
    “Oh Milly…” He groaned again and had to stop stroking himself. 
 
    He crawled forwards on the bed, his head at her hooves. He could still here the wet sounds of her fingers hard at work as she let out another soft moo at his proximity. He pressed his lips to her hooves, one at a time, giving each several adoring kisses, much to her delight. 
 
    “So beautiful.” He murmured as his kisses traveled up one arched leg, the velvet of her hide tickling his lips and tongue. 
 
    The feel of her Master’s breath against her hide, especially when he got to her sensitive knee was too much for the cow, she began to frig herself harder, her back arched and she let out a deep bellow of pleasure. 
 
    As she began to cum he stuck his tongue out and broadly licked from her knee all the way across where her hide transitioned into smooth skin and onto her frantically moving fingers. He nuzzled her digits aside and his lips and tongue took their place, working over her sensitive folds as she continued to moan deeply in ecstasy. 
 
    He thought she might pass out when he shifted up and nibbled her clit as he experimentally penetrated her with one middle finger. He was surprised at the silky smoothness and the intense pressure when her pussy muscles contracted around his invading digit as he slowly thrust it in and out of her. 
 
    The thought of how her insides would feel around his erection nearly made him join her in orgasm. 
 
    “Master! So good!” She moaned out, finding her voice again. 
 
    He chuckled throatily onto her clit while his eyes watching her breasts jiggle as she shuddered. 
 
    “I think my charming milk maid is a bit sensitive…” 
 
    Relenting his assault on her abused sex, he planted one sound kiss above her groin. She was flat on her back now and her hands found the back of his head as he worked his way upwards, one kiss at a time. 
 
    Knowing how over stimulated her nipples were from his feeding earlier he avoided them for now, instead kissing all around her juicy mounds before pulling himself to her face for a passionate kiss. Due to the disparity in their heights this meant his erection was again pressed into her stomach, while his legs were stuck out between hers. 
 
    Her face was a gorgeous blotchy red mess, tears streaking from the corners of her eyes, she panted heavily as his tongue wrestled with hers. 
 
    They paused for a moment eyes inches apart. His whole weight was on her now, but he was so scrawny and she was so strong that neither of them noticed. 
 
    “Are you okay?” He kissed at one tear as it trickled down her cheek. 
 
    Her tears flowed more freely as she sobbed again. 
 
    “Th-that was incredible.” 
 
    He chuckled warmly as his teeth found her ear again. 
 
    “We haven’t even done anything yet…” 
 
    She gave a girlish giggle as she tried to flick her ear away from his teasing lips. He drew back again, resting his weight on his forearms around her breasts and on the front of her shoulders. 
 
    She sniffled a bit. 
 
    “I want you inside me.” 
 
    “Do you still want me to… finish in your m-mouth?” She nodded vigorously; “Because, I’ll be honest, you felt so good around my finger, I’m not sure if I’ll be able to stop. That and I’m also not sure how to get from… well, down there to up here!” 
 
    She planted a several quick sucking kisses on his lips one after another. Her neck muscles standing out with each one as she repeatedly raised her head off of the pillow. 
 
    “Master, at this point it is impossible for you to disappoint me! I want this to feel good for you, so you do whatever you want, I am yours.” 
 
    He frowned slightly. 
 
    “Milly, I promise you that I am going to try my very best to get my dick from your pussy to your lips before cumming.” Her mouth formed a gentle ‘oh’ at his sudden heat; “What will make me feel the best is giving you what you want because you need to understand that I am yours too!” 
 
    Both of his hands had found her tearful cheeks, his chest was supported entirely by her pillowy breasts as he returned her kisses. Her erect nipples pressed into his chest just as his own erect need continued to firmly press into her tummy. 
 
    “I love you so much Master!” 
 
    “I love you too. Although I have to say, it is a damn shame that I am too short to kiss you while I am inside of you!” 
 
    She snorted an undignified laugh at that. 
 
    “That’s okay master, we can try… other ways later… I’m just so happy that you are okay with me kissing you now!” 
 
    “Whenever you want, I don’t care what I’m doing, whenever you want, you just grab me and lay one on me!” 
 
    She mooed happily, and licked at his face and hair, and he realized he was as comfortable with the grooming as he was the kissing. 
 
    At last and with a shuddering breath, he worked his way down her body, until he was positioned between her legs. 
 
    There was a great deal more laughter as the inexperienced pair tried to position themselves properly for penetration. By which point Nameless was in complete agreement with Paul about half the fun being figuring out the mechanics; at one point, after yet another misaimed thrust he buried his face in her cleavage and let out a mock roar of exasperation as she laughed, her breasts jiggling around his head. 
 
    Eventually she reached one hand down to help him: she held two fingers in a V splitting her slick lips for him and suddenly his head slipped inside her. 
 
    They both froze at that. 
 
    The tightness was incredible and he couldn’t help but moan into her breasts as she gasped at the sudden penetration. 
 
    His face rose from her breasts and their eyes met, silence between them. With a deliberate motion he pressed his cock a couple inches into her moist folds. 
 
    She whimpered in pleasure. 
 
    His eyes still locked on hers, he pulled himself out a bit before plunging in deeper still. The feeling was indescribable, the muscles of her pussy contracting around his invading hardness as he plunged himself in as far as he could. 
 
    She took all of him with a deep low of satisfaction. The deep itch in her belly that had formed when they first bonded was finally being scratched. 
 
    At last, Master! Thank you! 
 
    He was panting now as he pulled himself almost completely out, his glans still nestled in her warmth. Never breaking eye contact he dragged his tongue lewdly over her breast and over her sensitive areola as he dropped his hips down and forwards, plunging himself into her again. 
 
    She let out an uncharacteristic squeak, he had been avoiding her nipples because of how sensitive they were from his earlier attentions but in the heat of the moment he wanted her to be over-stimulated. 
 
    As much as he wanted to pleasure her, to satisfy her utterly, he had endured a great deal of foreplay up to that point and was soon clumsily pistoning in and out of her as he desperately sought his own release.  
 
    With her slick heat enveloping him he couldn’t stop himself even if he wanted to. 
 
    Milly began to moo in encouragement at him as sweat began to drip off of his face and into her cleavage. His tongue was hanging out, licking at her nipples with every thrust as he began to truly rut like a beast, his face red from exertion. 
 
    The wet smacking of flesh on flesh filled the dimly lit bedroom. 
 
    Milly began to thrash under him as she achieved yet another orgasm, her contracting muscles adding to his pleasure as he rode it out. 
 
    As his inevitable release drew nearer his hoarse voice cut through the room. 
 
    “Milly! I’m so close!” 
 
    “My mouth, Master! I want it in my mouth!” 
 
    The erotic thought nearly set him off, he pulled himself out of her with a wet plop and scrambled up to the headboard, for her part Milly simply opened her mouth and stuck out her muscular tongue. 
 
    With one forearm braced on the stone wall of the cottage he was far from gentle as his other hand grabbed her by one horn and angled her mouth, thrusting himself between her willing lips as he began to cum, fireworks going off in his brain as he desperately sought more stimulation. 
 
    Milly relaxed her neck as he aggressively thrust into her mouth, his seed spilling forth as he cried out his release. His initial reckless thrust into her mouth scraped the head of his cock across her teeth but the extra sensation only helped to send him into new heights of ecstasy. 
 
    She sucked and licked at his cockhead, coughing slightly as she inhaled a bit of his semen. Soon she had to swallow or drown as he continued to spurt his salty load across her tongue. 
 
    She brought one hand up and jerked him hard between her lips to add to his pleasure, he pulled himself out to allow her to swallow his load and catch her breath while his liquid love continued to spray out across her face. 
 
    For the second time that night one eye was plastered shut as his cum sprayed across her forehead, and this time he managed to thoroughly coat both of her horns. 
 
    All the while he cried out with tears streaking down his face at the unbearable bliss, gripping her now-slick horn tightly and jerking his cock into her hand as she slathered his head with her eager tongue. Soon she was swallowing again. 
 
    Inevitably his spurts diminished and Milly patiently lapped up the resulting mess. 
 
    He slumped over, his arm on the wall no longer able to support his weight, while Milly treating his cockhead like a pacifier, sucking it in and out, in and out. The sensation on his over stimulated flesh causing a shudder to go through his entire body. 
 
    At length he pulled himself away, still gasping he sat on his haunches and took a good look at his loving Minotaur. 
 
    She had a smug expression on her face as she lapped at his cum, cleaning her cheeks. Seeing that she was essentially blind in one eye he fetched his shirt and helped her wipe her face clean, clean up complete he settled himself against her for a proper snuggle. 
 
    “Twice… in one night… you’ve blown my mind Milly.” He kissed her deeply, faintly tasting his own seed, but unbothered by it. 
 
    “Master, I lost count of how many times you blew mine tonight.” She whispered as he pulled his lips away from hers; “Remember what you said? About the kissing, how I could kiss you whenever?” 
 
    He nodded, unsure where she was going, until she pulled his ear to her lips and whispered. 
 
    “Whenever you want me, however you want me, you take me, okay?” 
 
    She licked at his ear amorously, getting him back for his similar ministrations earlier. 
 
    “Gyah! That tickles!” She didn’t relent until he all but begged her to, laughing so hard his ribs hurt. 
 
    Both of the young lovers finally sated, they settled in to sleep, whispering endearing words and trading gentle kisses until their eyelids drooped from the fatigue of a long day and a longer night. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 12: 
 
    Rude Awakening 
 
      
 
      
 
    Miranda was completely caught off guard by the Tenebrae’s ambush, and she felt something go horribly wrong with her shoulder as the creature flung her through the air with a hollow roar. 
 
    A bush broke the worst of her fall but her shoulder hurt. 
 
    …Dislocated… collar bone maybe… maybe. shit… Jan! 
 
    Having picked up the girl’s scent at the last moment Jan had been less surprised and was rolling across the ground in the thick of an intense melee with the Tenebrae, both girls snarling and biting viciously. 
 
    Jan growled and ended the initial furious exchange by throwing the girl off of her with both powerful legs. The girl flew towards a tree, but righted herself impossibly fast. She hit it feet first, then she returned Jan’s growl many times over and thrust her legs out, casting herself back at the surprised Jan. 
 
    The Wolfen hit the ground with a pained yelp and their desperate struggle continued. 
 
    Their intel had said that they were tracking a Lambda, a normally docile sheep girl, they had a mean head-butt to be sure but were no match for Jan even with the enhanced abilities of a Tenebrae. 
 
    But this girl was fast, too fast; Jan was right, their intel was wrong. 
 
    Through a painful haze, Miranda recognized her breed: Katje, a cat girl. 
 
    Shit! 
 
    They were known for their speed and stealth. No wonder Miranda was caught off guard. And while normally not as strong as Jan, the darkened state had enhanced her natural abilities to the point that she was clearly both faster and stronger than her Wolfen partner. 
 
    The only advantages Jan held were training and experience, while the other girl was clearly no fighter and was relying instead on instinct and rage. 
 
    Instinct and rage were winning. 
 
    If Miranda didn’t act now, they were both dead. 
 
    She stumbled out of the bush, teeth gritted in pain her right arm hung useless at her side. One handed she popped the top off of one of the canisters from her belt. 
 
    “Sorry kitty, you’re not gunna like this. Jan! Strobe coming in hot! We’re falling back!” 
 
    She shook the canister, mixing the ancient alchemical compound together until she felt the can heat up, and then gave it an awkward toss with her wrong hand at the cat girl’s feet. 
 
    Momentarily distracted by the sound, the Tenebrae-Katje looked down. The canister rapidly throbbed with blinding light, pulsing intensely until the heat melted the container and the light flickered out.  
 
    The cat girl howled in rage and agony, temporarily blinded and disoriented by the tricky bit of lost technology. 
 
    Forewarned, Jan had shut her eyes, and the break in the melee was all she needed to disengage, she was at Miranda’s side in seconds. 
 
    Throwing their arms together to support each other, she and Miranda fled into the cover of the trees. Within minutes they were both stumbling through the bushes, trying to put as much distance as they could between themselves and the ferocious girl. 
 
    They were both injured. 
 
    Jan had vicious claw marks all over and her leg hurt from where she fell wrong after the Katje had rebounded off of that tree. She limped, but ignored the pain, desperate to get her bond-mate to safety. 
 
    Miranda’s shoulder was definitely fucked. 
 
    The pair leaned on each other and fled as quickly through the undergrowth as their injuries allowed, both thinking the same thing but neither voicing their fears. 
 
    That girl decides to chase us down, we’re dead. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Nameless woke with a start; sweat pouring from his body, he frantically tossed the covers off in an effort to nurse his wounds. 
 
    Except he wasn’t injured. 
 
    I felt its claws tearing into me! Its teeth! 
 
    His abrupt removal of the covers had woken Milly. She sensed his distress and moved her naked body over to comfort him. 
 
    He couldn’t even hear her; he was in the woods, hunted. His mate was hurt and so was he; they had to get to safety. He could hear the Tenebrae moving through the trees behind them. 
 
    “Master! What’s wrong? You’re scaring me!” Milly’s distress brought him out of his nightmare. 
 
    Except this time, he knew that this was no dream. He didn’t know how he knew but he did. 
 
    “We have to help them!” He leapt out of bed, throwing on his clothes, heart pounding. 
 
    “Who do we have to help?” 
 
    “Jan! And Miranda, they’re both hurt, we need to go!” 
 
    He tossed Milly’s clothes at her and, inspired by the urgency in his voice she got dressed. Once they were both clothed he flew out the door and she scrambled after him. 
 
    “Wait Master, where are they?” She looked around expecting them to be outside the cottage.  
 
    He stopped dead in his tracks, desperation clouding his expression. 
 
    “I-I don’t know, shit! There were trees, it was dark. It attacked us-them!-from the branches above, Miranda hurt her shoulder…” His eyes were squeezed shut as he tried to remember every detail. 
 
    He could feel Jan’s heart beating rapidly in his chest, she had to get her mistress to help, help was too far though… 
 
    “Wayfelt! They’re trying to get to Wayfelt, in the woods… they’re in the woods a few miles south of Wayfelt, and the Tenebrae is right on their ass!” 
 
    Milly looked utterly perplexed but never doubted for a moment that her master knew what he was saying. She also never doubted that he intended to help, that was the sort of person he was, that was why she had bonded with him. 
 
    “Okay, well Wayfelt is almost ten miles from here, so if we’re going to help then we need to move, right?” She asked, giving her legs a stretch. 
 
    He nodded, glad that she understood the urgency of the situation, but then he stopped. 
 
    “Ten miles! We won’t make it in time!” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “I’ve never run that far in my life!” 
 
    “So…” 
 
    “So I’ll drop from exhaustion before we ever make it!” 
 
    “Oh, that’s right, humans get tired from running.” 
 
    “You don’t?” 
 
    “Um, not after only ten miles no.” 
 
    Nameless jaw dropped, he really should have paid more attention in school. 
 
    “Okay, so you can get to them! AH! But you don’t know where they are!” 
 
    Milly had found a solution however, she moved over to their little cart. Fortunately Joe had used up all of the thatch so it was empty; she picked up the handle and brought it over to him. 
 
    “Simple. We bring the cart and when you get too tired you hop in and I pull you!” 
 
    Nameless kissed her and she mooed at his obvious pleasure. 
 
    “Milly you’re a genius!” 
 
    The plan in place they began to make their way to the embattled couple in the woods. 
 
    Having drunk so much of Milly’s milk recently Nameless found his stamina greatly improved, and with the desperation born of fear he was able to push himself even farther. However after five or six minutes of flat out sprinting he began to flag. 
 
    “Pace yourself Master! Please, you have to slow down or you’ll collapse!” 
 
    “You’re right…” He huffed out, slowing their pace to a steady lope. 
 
    They continued like that for several more minutes, he could still sense Jan’s fear. He glanced over towards Milly and almost tripped. 
 
    Her breasts were bouncing up and down fantastically as she ran, but more shocking she wasn’t even breathing heavily! 
 
    He stopped, hands on his knees as he tried to catch his breath. 
 
    “Milly? Aren’t you tired at all?” 
 
    “No, I mean we woke up so suddenly, so I kinda wanna go back to bed but-” 
 
    “I mean from the running!” 
 
    “Oh! Um, no not really.” She smiled sweetly at the look on his face. 
 
    By this point they were maybe a third of the way to Wayfelt, and Nameless was running out of steam. He threw his arms up in exasperation. 
 
    “Okay. You run. I’ll be in the cart.” 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    “Strobe out!” Miranda popped her last canister. 
 
    The Katje had stalked them through the woods, and it had been her stealth versus Jan’s nose so they had been engaged in what amounted to a running series of ambushes through the woods. Miranda had several non-lethal lost tech devices to bring to bear, and it was the only reason they were still alive, but this Tenebrae was cunning and had begun to catch on to her tricks. 
 
    Having tried to catch them off guard yet again, the girl was clawing at a rapidly flagging Jan. In a last ditch effort to escape, Miranda released the can. 
 
    But the Katje had been expecting it and positioned herself so her back was to the light, while simultaneously twirling Jan around to face it. 
 
    Jan yelped, blinded by her mate’s weapon. 
 
    Her opponent didn’t waste the advantage, throwing her to the ground and bringing one foot down on Jan’s already weakened leg. Miranda heard the snap. Jan’s yelp turned into a dreadful screaming whine. 
 
    “Jan! No!” Miranda stumbled forward, good arm outstretched, desperate to get to her love and knowing it wouldn’t matter. 
 
    Jan whined piteously as she tried to drag herself across the ground to her mistress. 
 
    The Tenebrae wailed its victory to the moon. 
 
    Milly bellowed an aggressive low. 
 
    Wait… Milly?! 
 
    To the shock of all present Milly burst through the trees, Nameless riding on her back like a child with his mother at harvest time: his legs flying behind her with both arms gripping her neck tightly. 
 
    The Katje had time only to look up before Milly slammed into her, throwing her farther than Jan ever could. This time her reflexes didn’t save her and she tumbled into the bushes. 
 
    There was a stunned silence as Nameless slid off of Milly’s back to the ground. 
 
    “Milly, let’s never do that again.” 
 
    It was dark, so Miranda couldn’t tell if his face was green or not but she clearly heard him dry heaving for a moment. 
 
    “I don’t know Master. I liked having you clutching me so tight.” Milly didn’t turn away from the bushes that the dark one had disappeared into. 
 
    Meanwhile Miranda stumbled to Jan’s side, brushing the bloody hair out of her face and stroking her flattened ears. 
 
    Experienced operative she may be, but never in a million years would she have predicted this unlikely rescue. 
 
    “What the ever-loving fuck are you two doing here?” She worked quickly, together with Jan she tied a rough splint to the Wolfen’s leg, both women grimacing at the pain. 
 
    “Um… saving you?” The kid answered hesitantly. 
 
    “Are you asking me or telling me?” 
 
    “…both?” 
 
    Miranda was about to tear his smart ass a new one when they heard the roar of the Tenebrae. She landed in front of Milly, having armed herself with a moss covered rock held in both hands, she stared at the Minotaur. 
 
    Milly was ready. Or she thought she was, as the moonlight filtered through the clouds she got a good look at the girl. 
 
    She was slightly taller than Nameless, maybe five foot two, her long dark-purple hair was disheveled, her high cheek bones and soft features were marred by blood from the night’s activities and the snarling grimace on her face. 
 
    Her naked skin held such a rich tan that it was visible even in the moonlight while dirty, tattered rags were all she had for clothing. 
 
    Her heartstone was stuck to her breast above her heart, held in place by a glob of tree sap, liquid shadows swirling across its surface obscuring the faint hints of green underneath. 
 
    Her furred ears were black on the outside with downy white fur on the inside and were held flat to her head, while her equally black tail was likewise puffed up aggressively. 
 
    But it was her eyes that most held Milly’s gaze, they held an inky blackness, darker than the night around them. 
 
    As she looked into those eyes, Milly’s world ended. 
 
    The Minotaur whimpered a single word. 
 
    “Erica…” 
 
    The creature’s only response was to leap forward with terrifying speed and bring her rock down onto Milly’s head. 
 
    She fell in a heap. 
 
    Nameless cried out in worry. 
 
    The lost Katje lunged past Milly’s limp form, making a beeline for the owner of those annoying canisters. Miranda was defenceless; Jan was on the ground, struggling to rise on her broken leg. 
 
    The Aegis operative recognized the face of death that descended upon her and closed her eyes to meet it… 
 
    A grunt, a yowl and a man’s shout. 
 
    “Stop! Please stop this!” 
 
    Miranda opened her eyes to see why she yet lived. 
 
    The crazy little fucker had tackled the cat girl from the side! 
 
    His strength was no match for any of the women in the woods that night and yet his shout gave the girl pause. She could have broken him in half with ease, but instead she just pawed at him half heartedly as if unsure it was the right thing to do. Her claws were sharp however, and Nameless bled from the cuts she inflicted. 
 
    Nameless didn’t question why he was still alive, he didn’t even think he simply acted: he grabbed her heartstone off of her chest, her hand snapped to his in response, preventing him from pulling it away. 
 
    They struggled together briefly, again the confused feline held back. She allowed the weaker man to spin her around in an effort to dislodge the stone, he lost his footing and the pair tumbled to the ground. 
 
    He could feel her turmoil, her pain, through the shadowy emerald that he had removed from her breast. He wanted to help her, he needed to help her. As they lay on the ground she no longer struggled, she simply stared into his eyes, and he stared straight into the gaping blackness of hers. 
 
    He could feel something from her, but he sensed he would have to reach out to it somehow. 
 
    No longer questioning his strange ability to sense emotions he sought to reach out to her tumultuous mind, willing his own thoughts towards hers. 
 
    He didn’t know what was going to happen but he certainly didn’t expect her darkness to reach out and swallow him whole. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 13: 
 
    Bad Dreams 
 
      
 
      
 
    Nameless was lost in a swirling maelstrom of pain. While some of it was his, most belonged to the poor creature he now clutched to his chest. 
 
    The agony within her threatened to consume him and her darkness held up a mirror to his own, swirling together in a maelstrom of despair. 
 
    He remembered Sophia and her friends stealing his clothes, he remembered the sting on his cheeks as they slapped him over and over. He could taste the blood in his mouth. 
 
    He shook it aside.  
 
    His pain was nothing compared to hers. He tried to cast it away and focus on her, but his memories merely took a back seat for now. 
 
    He remembered being fucked. 
 
    He remembered when the heat took him and all that a man had to do was grab him and say ‘let’s do it’ and he would. He remembered his owner, his pimp, fingering the coins he earned from the countless johns that got off on his breasts, his pussy, his ass, and in his mouth. 
 
    He remembered the taste of their semen, and remembered liking it even as they degraded him with their words. He remembered the feeling of shame when the heat passed, sobbing in the bath while trying to scrub the stink off of himself and never quite managing it. 
 
    Always it lingered. 
 
    He remembered Milly, but she looked weaker, and had several bruises on her face. He remembered her smiling at him through a split lip, as she drew him into one of her busty hugs when he couldn’t stand the sight of himself after the heat had passed. 
 
    He remembered singing to her, cuddling with her, purring deep in his throat while he kneaded her breasts contentedly with his claws. He remembered licking at her sensitive nipples to get at what little milk that she could produce for him. She only did it for him, just a little, a precious few drops. Just for him.  
 
    He remembered showing her all the different ways he could braid his hair. He taught her braids so intricate and strong that they could never be undone. 
 
    He remembered all of this with an aching sorrow, knowing that Milly was gone forever. Her smell, the warmth of her smile, all of those things that brought such joy turned against him with her absence, the memories bringing nothing but pain now. 
 
    Nameless sobbed as he held the cat’s face close to his own, tears of agony streaking from her blackened eyes as her voice rang out in his mind. 
 
    NO!! Don’t make me remember! Don’t show me her face! 
 
    She began to struggle in his embrace, further scratching his chest, his arms. Frantically trying to get away from this man who forced her to remember how horribly she had failed. 
 
    Please no!! Anything but that!! Don’t show me that! 
 
    The more turbulent her emotions became, the easier it was for Nameless to slip past his own baggage, dropping deeper inside of her. He shook his head slightly to clear the cobwebs of his memories, casting them aside altogether, and as he did he began to forget who he was. 
 
    Dangerous. 
 
    Somehow, he knew that this was incredibly dangerous…and he didn’t care; this pitiful creature in his arms needed him. Her pain was beyond anything he felt, because her pain was wrapped up in a singular emotion that Nameless had never known in his life. 
 
    Shame. 
 
    What are you ashamed of kitty? Don’t be afraid, I can help you if you just show me what it is that frightens you so. 
 
    His thoughts were kind, warm, loving. He emptied himself of everything but love for her, nothing else mattered. His life was nothing, hers, everything.  
 
    The Tenebrae’s eyes widened impossibly as she felt his thoughts. Invasive, yet gentle…The thoughts of a lover, not one of the bestial half-men who she had been forced to rut with by her own nature. Her mind clung to his, a lifeline in her turbulent sea of pain. 
 
    Show me. 
 
    He didn’t command, but he didn’t ask either. He knew that she needed to show him, that the guilt was eating her alive, consuming her; a poison that could only be expressed if she laid her heart bare to him. 
 
    It was agony for her, like exposing and licking an open wound with her rough tongue. She resisted him, fought his mind with hers, threw mental daggers of hate and rage at him; anything to get him out of her mind. 
 
    She didn’t want him to go. She needed him to see, and she couldn’t show him. 
 
    Her mind was shattered glass, churning in on itself over and over. 
 
    Show me. Let it go. I don’t know my name, but I want to know yours… because I love you. 
 
    Her mind froze in its turmoil. 
 
    She basked in the warmth of his thoughts; his light drove away the ice cold shards that shredded through her soul. 
 
    Love? What is that? It’s warm… so very warm 
 
    Her mind calmed, her memories flowed. The shame returned but the pain of it was blocked by his warmth. 
 
    You want to see? 
 
    Yes, show me. 
 
    You want to see why I deserve this pain? 
 
    No, I want to see so that I can help you be free of it… Show me? 
 
    It was a request now, he wouldn’t force her. She knew he wouldn’t somehow. His scent filled her nostrils, a familiar heat returned to her groin. But this time it was different, not a pitiful torch in her belly that drove her into the arms of any man that demanded it.  
 
    This heat was the sun. 
 
    And it burned only for him.  
 
    Never again would another man touch her. Only him… the thought of him, his scent, his voice, his warmth it made her so wet. She could smell her own musk, even trapped in her mind as she was. She could feel his surprise. She liked that he was surprised. 
 
    But the shame still lingered in her soul, slowly killing her. 
 
    “NO!!”  
 
    A voice. 
 
    His voice. 
 
    He screamed in her mind and right in her face at the same time. She felt his determination, his love. He would not let her die. She whimpered, in her mind and in reality, a plaintive yowl of pain and fear. And desire. 
 
    Show me, please! 
 
    The pain in his thoughts, the worry for her, tipped the balance. Her shame meant she deserved to suffer, but he didn’t. With a cry she surrendered. For him, she remembered the worst day of her life. 
 
    The day she betrayed her sister. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    “Urgh, Milly… stop pouting at me, Brant will be here any second.” 
 
    She could feel the tightness in her loins, her accelerated heartbeat. She knew that within a few minutes she would no doubt be underneath whatever sweaty john had the bits to pay Brant for her time. The thought sickened her, but she knew once in the moment she would be enjoying it. She wouldn’t have a choice. 
 
    “I’m not pouting! I just think that you need to eat something, you’ve gotten so skinny…” Milly had one hand on her hip and was doing her best to look stern, she held an open can of sardines in her other hand. 
 
    She didn’t get it. 
 
    The thought of eating made her sick to her stomach. She was eating less and less. The more sex she had, the more frequent her heat came and it was out of control. Brant was quick to capitalize on it. This had been her life for nearly five years, the bastard was making money off of her hand over fist. 
 
    He was a ruthless fucker. 
 
    One message to the Aegis about how she was treated would result in her rescue; of course, trapped in the roaming tent town there was no chance of that. The place moved every month or so to keep the Aegis from finding them. 
 
    Every crime that could be committed against a monster girl was committed there. Some fought in the arena, never to the death because no one could profit that way, but always within inches of it. Others were sex slaves. 
 
    No owner could order a monster girl to have sex, with them or anyone for that matter. But many monsters needed it, craved it, and a canny individual with no compunctions could easily capitalize on that.  
 
    Every monster in the tents was ordered not to leave. Don’t go anywhere, seemed like a harmless order and as such it was the kind that the monster girls’ hearts just had to obey. 
 
    She dreamt of nothing but escape for three years.  
 
    Until the day that Brant decided to diversify. He bought a powerful monster, intending for her to fight in the arena, to earn him yet more money. He had spent a fair amount of bits on her but it turned out she wouldn’t fight. Every time she went into the arena she just stood there and took whatever beating her opponent could dish out. 
 
    At first he was furious, he could order her into the arena, but he couldn’t make her fight, no matter what rewards he promised her. But then he noticed that his little whore had taken a liking to the cow. So he told her that she could keep Milly, as a reward for her loyal service. 
 
    Really it was another means of controlling her. Milly was so very sweet and innocent. The cat couldn’t help but love her. 
 
    And Brant held her heartstone. 
 
    At any time he could sell her, take her away. Whenever her heat started, if she showed him any sign of resistance, he would throw Milly into the arena as punishment. All he had to do to keep her compliant was show her Milly’s heart and promise to not sell her if his slutty Katje just went with these nice men for a few hours... 
 
    For two years this continued, but she had convinced herself that her life was better now. Sure she was in heat half the time, slobbering, greasy creeps getting off on her and filling Brant’s pockets with coins. 
 
    But she had Milly. 
 
    They had so many sweet moments together. Like the day they decided to be sisters. They had each used the tip of one of Milly’s horns to cut their thumbs, and they had made a pact; to always look out for one another, to take care of each other, and to never stay mad at each other. 
 
    For two years, Milly was the only bright spot in her life. 
 
    But Brant’s greed was endless.  
 
    She was in heat nearly constantly towards the end and was seeing less and less of Milly. The cow girl was worried, and rightly so, she had lost so much weight, her womanly curves were fading. What little milk Milly was able to produce for her couldn’t keep her healthy, not with the amount of time she spent having sex. 
 
    Too much sex could kill you. She wouldn’t be the first monster girl to go down that road. She felt the light of her heartstone, clutched in Brant’s greedy mitts, fading more and more each day. 
 
    The sardines were the latest of Milly’s attempts to get her healthy. 
 
    She found that she couldn’t care less. What did this stupid cow know about her life anyways? She didn’t even have the stomach to throw a punch in the arena let alone deal with the pigs that pounded their little dicks inside of her on a nightly basis. 
 
    She found the more Milly talked the angrier she became. Her head hurt, she was sick to her stomach and that stupid cow wouldn’t stop waving those damn fish at her, making her nausea worse. 
 
    She snapped. 
 
    She couldn’t help herself; she started to scream incoherently, hissing and spitting as she struck out at the surprised Minotaur, slapping her across the face over and over. 
 
    Like in the arena, Milly just stood there and took it. 
 
    Eventually, her frail body unable to sustain her rage against the Minotaur, the cat girl broke down and sobbed. 
 
    “I hate you! I just hate you! I wish I never met you!” 
 
    Milly tried to gather her into a hug. She would have given anything in the world to go back and accept the warmth of that hug; to apologize for hitting her, to beg her forgiveness and to try to explain why she couldn’t stomach even the thought of food. 
 
    If it weren’t for Milly she would’ve been either dead or a Tenebrae long ago. 
 
    Before she could come to her senses though, Brant was there. 
 
    Shouting at them for making a scene, he dragged her off into the night and she spent the next two days underneath one man after another. 
 
    When she finally got back to her tent, her battered body barely able to support its own weight, her only thought was of making up with her sister. They would have a long bath together, she would drink whatever milk Milly had, and eat whatever she put before her. 
 
    But Milly was gone. 
 
    Brant had sold her. 
 
    He told her this, his tone matter of fact, without any hint of remorse as he counted his fucking money.  
 
    He had snuffed out the only light in her life. 
 
    He told her that she had been sold to a man even worse than he was. That she would spend the rest of her life being beaten and tortured in another arena. There are many who would bet on a Minotaur, he said, not knowing that she would refuse to fight, so she would lose over and over and over. He twisted the knife in her heart telling her all of the different ways that Milly would suffer. 
 
    All because she failed, she broke her promise, to always be there for her. 
 
    The shame was unlike anything she ever felt, she would rather face a thousand johns, without her heat to protect her, than to face what she had done to Milly. 
 
    All she could see was Milly’s face when she was slapping her, calm, her eyes sad but patient. Those blue pools an endless font of love that demanded nothing and offered everything. 
 
    And she took it all from her. 
 
    She remembered all of the times Milly had been forced into the arena, the blood on her face, the bruises. Not many monsters could really hurt a Minotaur, but those that could were invariably found in the arenas. That would be her life now. 
 
    And it is all my fault. 
 
    Her memories became jumbled after that, she could sense the wave of shame consuming her, the last vestiges of her soul broken. She could feel the light of her heartstone dim, and an inky darkness swirling into it. 
 
    She remembered the look on Brant’s face when she pulled out his tongue. She remembered the taste of his flesh as she ate his penis, his testicles. She had tried to beat her shame into him, to transfer the darkness over to the one who had created it in her. 
 
    All she managed to do was let it take her over faster. 
 
    She resisted for an age, somehow recognizing that when she killed Brant she made it worse, so she avoided people as best she could, while at the same time she was drawn to them by the dark hunger to spill their blood. 
 
    After that her memory became hazy, days or years passed, she didn’t know. She tasted blood on occasion, but never like she did with Brant. 
 
    She remembered scenting those that stalked her, the woman and her dog. She didn’t hate them. But she thought that maybe she had found another way to rid herself of the darkness so she began to stalk them, her feral instincts making her cunning… 
 
    Stop. 
 
    That warmth again... 
 
    Enough. Please, enough. 
 
    She shuddered, falling out of the darkness of her memory and into the light of his vacant mind. 
 
    Now do you see? Do you see why the darkness, the shame, should be with me always? 
 
    No. 
 
    ??? 
 
    All I see… is a vibrant and wonderful woman, one so full of love. Who fell prey to a wicked man and was gravely hurt as a result. 
 
    But… Milly. 
 
    Ask yourself, would Milly want you to punish yourself forever? Would she want this pain, this darkness, for you? 
 
    …... 
 
    Well? 
 
    …No… Milly would never wish that on anyone… 
 
    What would Milly want for you? 
 
    She would… she would want me to be happy. 
 
    If that is what she would want, then that is what you should do, Milly forgives you, forgive yourself. 
 
    …Who are you? 
 
    I… don’t know… I was someone I think, who was I again? 
 
    His warmth faltered, the heat of it dimming as confusion set in. For the first time in a long time she felt afraid. She feared for him. 
 
    Are you okay? You seem confused. 
 
    I, I wanted to help you... I think… I think I gave everything that I had to help you… who are you? 
 
    …Erica… my name… I think my name was Erica. 
 
    Erica… such a pretty name… do you know… do you know who I am… Erica? 
 
    Yes… yes I know you… 
 
    Who am I? 
 
    You are… my master! I know your scent, and I know your heart! 
 
    Your master? 
 
    Yes… I feel, so very warm. I feel the sun on my face... you are the sun… you are my world, my master…  I… I love you! 
 
    But… what… 
 
    If you don’t trust your own thoughts then trust mine! Please Master? 
 
    …Okay. 
 
    I will help you, just like you helped me! 
 
    Okay… one question… 
 
    Anything… 
 
    Who are you again? 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    “They’ve been like this for nearly an hour…” Jan hovered over the pair as they clutched each other tightly on the ground, he had cried out a few times and she whimpered a bunch but otherwise they were still; “What is happening to them?” 
 
    Miranda was knelt at Milly’s side, a wet cloth held to the jagged cut on her head, the blow had glanced off of her horn, she was lucky. 
 
    After applying the poultice she stood. Her own wounds already tended to, her arm in an improvised sling. 
 
    She felt far older than she was as she responded, her voice grim. 
 
    “He’s an Empath… I should have seen it sooner. He will reach her or he will lose himself trying.” 
 
    “An Empath? I’ve heard of them before but what-”  
 
    Jan gently brushed at the cowlick on his forehead. He had saved them both. He had saved her bond-mate; whatever he was, she wanted him to be safe. 
 
    “It is a rare and dangerous gift. I know of only two others, and one of them is in a coma.” 
 
    “A coma? Why?” 
 
    Jan looked up as she felt a spike of apprehension from her bond mate. 
 
    “Because he tried to do exactly what this boy is trying to do right now, he tried and he failed.” 
 
    Jan’s eyes widened. 
 
    “Can we help him?” Jan was hopeful but Miranda shook her head. 
 
    “No, only another Empath could, all we can do… is wait.” 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    What a trio of rampaging thunder-cunts!! 
 
    The intertwined minds were working their way back through his fragmented memories and Erica did not like what she saw. 
 
    The poor boy was huddled in a corner, mostly naked as the three girls loomed over him, taking it in turns to slap him and poke at his crotch with their toes. Her master felt the slaps as if they were his cheeks… 
 
    I wonder who he is? 
 
    I think that is you Master… and if I ever meet any of those bitches I will rip their… 
 
    They’re dead. 
 
    What? 
 
    I think… they were swimming… Mistress… Ophelia… she told them not to, but they went anyways. The current in the river was too strong, there was a flood. They all drowned. 
 
    Oh… well… good. 
 
    She felt a stab of pain from him. He didn’t want them to be dead. They were his friends. Weren’t they? 
 
    Master, anyone who strips you down to your undies and smacks you around isn’t your friend I don’t think… 
 
    There was another memory, the three girls and him. They were much younger; before they were old enough for school, before the social cliques, the makeup, and the boys that they had to impress somehow by being terrible to each other. They played together in the dirt. They dug trenches with their hands, played with wooden toys and laughed for no reason at all, innocent still. 
 
    Huh… well, they grew up to be bitches, it happens. 
 
    …I guess… 
 
    Master? 
 
    Hmmm? 
 
    His thoughts were bemused as he watched the four children playing. It was such a lovely sight. 
 
    These are only two memories… where are the rest? 
 
    I…I don’t know… 
 
    Well, let’s find them! 
 
    …Okay. 
 
    Darkness swirled around their shared mind. 
 
    She was at peace, happy to help someone else for a change, someone she loved. 
 
    He was mostly confused. 
 
    There was a whir of sensation, distant memories he didn’t like, bitter ones. Memories of when he didn’t do a good enough job of hiding and the bigger kids found him and hurt him; emotional pain, worse than the physical kind, akin to what the girls had inflicted but in smaller doses, a lot of doses. 
 
    He remembered crying a lot. He remembered Ophelia holding him to her soft breasts, the brilliant purple of her wings made him feel safe, blocking out anything that could hurt him. But there were so many kids to hold and only one Ophelia… 
 
    He remembered that he was an orphan.  
 
    That’s it! 
 
    Mistress Ophelia’s Home for Lost Children. He was raised there. 
 
    Wow, you got beat up a LOT, are you okay Master? 
 
    At her words another memory swirled around them. He was stacking firewood, when a haughty girl came out with food for him. 
 
    Erica snarled at the baker’s daughter’s unkind words. 
 
    What a stuck up little princess! If I ever meet HER I will definitely fuck her up! You had a lot of shitty days Master. 
 
    He felt a sharp pain, or rather the memory of pain, on his chin and across his chest. There was a memory attached to it but he shied away from it. The pain was pretty intense. 
 
    Come on Master! I’m right here; nothing can hurt you as long as I’m around! I promise. 
 
    Okay… 
 
    Another memory, this one teeming with a different emotion, there was fear but mostly there was anger. How could that bastard do that to her in public like that? A man, a whip… 
 
    I have to help her! 
 
    There was that terrible pain again. He could feel the blood on his chin, his chest. He heard the man shouting at him to get out of the way but he wouldn’t, he’d sooner die. 
 
    Wow, you were so brave Master! 
 
    I had to be, he was humiliating her… 
 
    Who? 
 
    The image of a beautiful blue crystal falling towards the ground flashed into their mind. 
 
    I have to catch it! 
 
    Why? 
 
    But he didn’t answer, his focus on the crystal, he remembered the dive; the air leaving his lungs as he hit the ground, the desperate grab. 
 
    He felt the precious stone nestled safely in his hand. 
 
    Thank goodness, I thought she might have been hurt. 
 
    Not that that wasn’t totally badass but…who? 
 
    …Milly… 
 
    What? 
 
    Her name… is Milly… that… is her heartstone… It’s near… I can feel it! 
 
    He felt steady warmth nestled below his throat and heard a shocked gasp echo through their mind. 
 
    You know Milly? MY Milly?! You know my sister?! 
 
    Images of her flew through their shared mind, each a different moment with a different emotion tied to it, but always they glowed with love:  
 
    Her face when she first held him after he caught her heartstone. 
 
    Her eyes when she kissed him for the first time when he accepted her bond. 
 
    Her nipples, dripping with cream, a balm for his wounded chest. 
 
    Her butt, wiggling deliciously while her head was buried in a bag of feed, munching happily. 
 
    Her smile while he gently tended to her hooves. 
 
    Her arms as she hoisted Clint in the air and tossed him off a bridge. 
 
    Her lips wrapped around his cock while he thrust into her mouth. 
 
    Her eyes again, this time when he thrust himself into her moist pussy. 
 
    Her face again, now dripping with his cum. 
 
    Stop!! 
 
    What? 
 
    You gave my sister a facial? Twice?! 
 
    Er, yeah… I guess. 
 
    …I’m going to rip your dick off. 
 
    With their minds shared he could tell that she didn’t really mean it, she was in shock. He tried to explain. 
 
    I think she wanted me to. 
 
    …Well shit. 
 
    With greater and greater ease they examined his memories and Erica was awestruck with what she saw: Milly was not only safe, she was happy! And they had bonded to the same man! They were sisters for real now! 
 
    She sobbed inside their mind as the implications hit, combing through every memory, desperate to join in every tender moment that they had shared. Wanting, needing, to be part of them. 
 
    The cottage! I want to see it! Can I see it, please? 
 
    Bemused, Nameless tried to picture his home… Nameless! 
 
    No wonder I couldn’t remember my fucking name, I don’t have one! 
 
    Yeah that’s neat, show me the cottage! Show me where Milly is! 
 
    Another image popped into his mind instead. 
 
    Milly bleeding on the ground, having been struck down by the Tenebrae in her rage. 
 
    NOOOOOO!!!! 
 
    A mutual scream. 
 
    With frantic effort the shared minds sought to regain consciousness, desperate to reach the side of their fallen love. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Jan gave a great yelp of surprise when the pair on the ground leapt upwards and bowled her over, as they cried out in unison. 
 
    “Noooooooo!! Milly!!” 
 
    Miranda’s head whipped towards them, her reflexes kicking in. 
 
    “Jan!” 
 
    The Wolfen leapt back to her feet as best she could but before she could grab hold of her target the pair were at Milly’s side, both crying out in desperation. 
 
    “What have I done?! Not again! Please Milly! Please be okay!” Erica sobbed. 
 
    Miranda and Jan loomed behind her, both in shock at her sudden coherence. 
 
    “Milly are you alright?” Nameless hovered over her, desperate to comfort her but afraid to jostle her. 
 
    His own fears were compounded by the fears radiating from Erica’s emerald green heartstone clutched in his hand. 
 
    “She’s fine! She’s a Minotaur for fuck’s sake! She’ll be fine!” Miranda had found her voice, eyes narrowed she took stock of the unusual pair before her as they fussed over Milly’s unconscious form; “Which is more than I can say for you two if you don’t start talking.” 
 
    “Who is this old lady, Master? Ugh, she stinks like a wet dog…” Erica crinkled her nose as she looked up at Miranda, who rapidly lost her cool. 
 
    “Old lady!? And you don’t exactly smell like a rosebush yourself you little… wait… MASTER?!” 
 
    “Master, she’s really loud, I don’t like her.” Erica pouted as she clung to Nameless’s arm. 
 
    He looked trapped, three different things vying for his attention: Miranda’s ire, Milly’s injury and Erica calling him master. It was one thing in the vague fog of their shared consciousness but out in the real world it had more of an impact. 
 
    A fourth thing rapidly attracted his attention. 
 
    Jan was snarling, a murderous glare fixed on Erica. 
 
    “O-okay, let’s all just calm down for a bit and not do anything rash.” He held one hand up in a pacifying gesture. 
 
    Miranda ground her teeth for a moment. 
 
    “Jan! Heel!” The snarling stopped; “Her heartstone, let me see it. Now.” 
 
    Despite Erica’s plaintive meow, he outstretched his hand and dropped the precious crystal into Miranda’s palm.  
 
    She acted like it might explode at any second. 
 
    She examined it intently for several tense moments. Finally she let out an awed breath. 
 
    “It’s gone! Completely gone! The darkness, there is no trace of it!” 
 
    “Of course it’s gone, Master drove it away! Now give him back my heart you bitch!” Erica protested. 
 
    Miranda drew herself up. Her nostrils flared for a moment before she quickly calmed down. 
 
    “I’m afraid I can’t do that. By the authority of the Aegis I have to confiscate this heartstone until such time as it is deemed-” 
 
    “BULLSHIT!! Where was the Aegis when I was getting my ass pounded by fat slobs every day?! Where was the Aegis when Milly was thrown into the arena to get beaten half to death over and over?! What fucking good is the Aegis if the only time they step in is to take me away from the only decent man I’ve ever met?! NOW GIVE HIM BACK MY HEART OR WE ARE SO GOING TO THROW DOWN!!” 
 
    Erica was on her feet, clawed fists balled at her side, her ears flat to her head and her tail puffed up many times its normal size, her fury more than a match for Miranda’s. 
 
    Jan was ready to pounce, broken leg or not. No one talked to her mate like that. 
 
    Miranda took in the furious cat girl, sizing her up. She pursed her lips as she thought about the situation, and then wordlessly handed the heartstone back to Nameless. 
 
    There was a beat. 
 
    Then they all turned as Milly groaned. 
 
    “Milly!” Erica’s fury vanished and she was back at the cow’s side in an instant, both she and Nameless imploring Milly to be okay. 
 
    “Milly please say something, anything!” Nameless begged. 
 
    Her eyes fluttered open. 
 
    “Um… fart?” Nameless and Erica were both taken back a bit. Milly looked at them, shifting uncomfortably; “You said to say anything!” 
 
    “Oh you humongous goof ball!” Erica threw her arms around her. 
 
    “Wait… Erica?” 
 
    “Yeah, sister it’s me, and I am so sorry!” Erica sobbed into Milly’s ear. 
 
    “But, how did you get here? The last thing I remember, Master and I were…” Her eyes shot open as her memories caught up to her; “There’s a Tenebrae out here somewhere and she is really strong, you need to run!” 
 
    Erica cried harder, then laughed, then cried again. 
 
    It took several moments to persuade Milly that they were safe, and once Erica was convinced that her sister had suffered no real ill effects from her assault she wiped her tears away and abruptly turned and pounced on Nameless. 
 
    He collapsed under the Katje’s sudden weight with an unmanly squeak. 
 
    Milly watched in confusion as her sister bathed her master’s face with her tongue, purring intensely and grinding her mostly naked groin against his crotch. 
 
    “Um… Erica? Master? What is going on?” 
 
    Milly wasn’t angry, only confused, what she saw made no sense. 
 
    “Mmmm… Master you taste so good, I can’t wait to taste all of you...” 
 
    Milly’s jaw dropped. 
 
    “M-Master?!” 
 
    “That’s right Milly, we’re sister for real now: we share the same master… this gorgeous hunk of man-meat pulled me out of the darkness… I… I was lost, Milly, I was a Tenebrae.” She paused in her face grooming long enough to look sheepish; “I’m also the one that dropped a boulder on your head. Sorry about that.” 
 
    “That’s alright I guess… wait… so… you bonded with my man?” Milly’s tone had shifted dangerously low as she took in the situation. 
 
    Everyone but Erica paused as they watched her face in apprehension. 
 
    Erica rambled on excitedly, still grinding against Nameless. 
 
    “Yeah, not sorry about that though. The way I see it, we can do all sorts of fun things together now! Like, I know you got a couple facials already. We could swap cum together. You could sit on my face while he fucks you from behind, your fingers rooting around in my pussy. Oh! I could slurp his cum out of you when he finishes! Or we could just fuck each other’s brains out while he watches, jerking himself off until he sprays all over those perfect tits and then I could lick it all up like a good kitty-” Her voice faltered as she finally noticed that Milly was looming over her, face hidden in moon-lit shadow; “Er… Milly?” 
 
    “Master… my sister and I need to have a long talk… about her taking my things without asking… COULD I BORROW HER FOR A SECOND?!” 
 
    Nameless swallowed and gave a short nod, as if she was really asking… 
 
    Milly scooped Erica up without breaking stride and stomped off into the bushes, the cat girl yowling from under her arm. 
 
    “Milly! It’s not like that! He saaaaaaved me!!” Whatever else she had to say was lost in the crashing of the agitated Minotaur plowing her way through the undergrowth. 
 
    “Well kid, you have a knack for stepping in it. I’ll give you that. That’s twice now you’ve violated the charter.” The other girls gone, Miranda had slumped down beside him gingerly; “Except this time, it could be really bad for you, and them.” She sighed at him. 
 
    “H-how so?” The sting from the numerous scratches on his arms and chest from Erica’s claws suddenly caught up with him. 
 
    Jan wordlessly limped over and dropped down to his other side and began seeing to the cuts. 
 
    “How old do you think I am?” Miranda tenderly rubbed her shoulder. 
 
    Jan had done what she could with the sling but her collar bone was definitely broken and it hurt like a bitch. Maybe she could persuade the kid to part with some of Milly’s milk. 
 
    “I don’t know, you look like you’re in your late twenties… but you have grey hair…” 
 
    “I’m fifty three. Do you know why I look so young?” 
 
    “Um, because of the bond with Jan right?” He vaguely remembered from school. 
 
    “Partly, I also have two other bonds; together the three of them keep me healthy and fit. The healthy part is due to the nature of the bond. The fitness part is due to me needing to keep three lovers satisfied sexually.” 
 
    He turned pink at the image. 
 
    “Jan and I were together for eight years before a cute little frog named Jez bounced into our lives. Despite how I just made it sound it was not a spontaneous thing.” She eyed him critically; “Jan and I had prepared for that bond months in advance, we didn’t know who would take to me. But we did have some idea who might. And of those candidates we deliberately avoided any that Jan didn’t like, or didn’t mesh with.” 
 
    “I loved Jez right away! Her tongue is even longer than mine!” Jan chirped while massaging ointment into his cuts. 
 
    Miranda rolled her eyes. 
 
    “Thing is we prepared. We prepared so that none of the girls got hurt, or jealous, or lonely, or scared. We all knew what we were getting into. Even then it can be a handful for me sometimes.” Jan blew an abrupt raspberry on Nameless’s exposed shoulder. Miranda paused at the rude noise then continued; “Meanwhile you keep stumbling into these bonds by accident, and if you weren’t what you are, I would have no choice but to confiscate both girls, for their own good.” 
 
    “But there wasn’t any time to prepare! She was dying, Miranda! The guilt of what she did, or thought that she did. I-It was killing her I could feel her slipping away in my arms!” 
 
    “Yeah, I get that. Not your fault. But it is your responsibility. Here’s the short of it, you are a tamer now. A tamer with no formal training or experience, but one who could potentially bond with any monster anywhere. You have this capacity because you are also an Empath, which is the only reason I haven’t taken both of those girl’s stones away from you. It’s how you were able to save that cat girl. It’s also how, I figure, you knew me and Jan were in this mess.” 
 
    She gave him a speculative look as he stared at her, wondering what the hell an ‘Empath’ was. 
 
    “You felt something when you touched Jan’s stone in the bathhouse, right?” 
 
    He thought for a moment, remembering the strange feeling when he had touched the amber stone. 
 
    “Yeah, ah, yeah she was, well…” 
 
    “Hot to trot? Randy? Concupiscent?” Jan piped in when she saw how red his face was. 
 
    “Er, that.” 
 
    “That’s your gift, which I think you might already have figured out.” Miranda said with a nod and then a grimace at the pain the movement caused in her shoulder. 
 
    “I can sense what monster girls are feeling?” 
 
    “Yes, but only if you’ve had direct contact with their heartstone, it’s an inversion of what they do with us, except more powerful. Jan can sense my feelings, and only my feelings, because of the bond. You merely have to touch a stone, any stone, and you can sense theirs.” 
 
    He shuddered. 
 
    “That’s insane…” 
 
    “Tell me about it, look I’m not the best person to tell you this stuff. Only an Empath could really describe what it is to be an Empath. For now, the major concern is those two girls. They know each other right?” At his nod she continued; “That’s lucky, really lucky. If they already have a relationship with each other then all you have to do is balance it.” 
 
    She nodded at his heartstones, one in his hand, and the other around his neck. 
 
    “Try to feel what they’re feeling, one at a time. Start with the cat, since you were just inside her.” 
 
    Jan barked a laugh at her phrasing, and then whistled innocently to the side at Miranda’s glare. 
 
    He held the precious green stone up to his chest, closed his eyes and tried to remember how he connected with her before. 
 
    It was… far easier now, like using a limb for the second time. He understood the basics but was still clumsy. He sucked in his breath as he could suddenly taste something intimately familiar to him. 
 
    Erica was suckling hungrily at Milly’s nipple. She was happy, she was hungry, and she was HORNY, nearly as turned on by Milly as she was by him. The heat of the fresh bond was on her and she needed it BAD. She pictured them both in bed with her, tossing her back and forth, loving her. 
 
    He pulled back from her mind with a gasp and a nervous glance at Miranda. 
 
    “Well? Are they killing each other?” 
 
    “Not… exactly.” He pressed his finger tips to Milly’s stone, hidden in its braid. 
 
    Joy overwhelmed him. 
 
    Despite how she had stormed off earlier, Milly was overjoyed. She held her beloved sister to her breast, stroking her ears as she nursed her. She could finally feed her properly, finally get her healthy again. 
 
    They had talked; she wrung all of the details out of Erica, and then clutched her to her breast. They were going to be a family again and it was all thanks to her master. 
 
    She was so going to suck him off later. 
 
    Erica could help, like she had said before, they would swap his stuff as he rubbed himself on her breasts; all three of them in their bedroom, pleasuring each other all night and into the morning. When her lovers hungered they could both feed from her breasts at the same time. 
 
    The idea was sheer bliss. 
 
    Nameless nearly shot in his pants at the level of passion he felt from his pets. 
 
    And they were his, he could feel that now. He felt both of them. Erica deserved every ounce of love that he had to give, and so he would give it and he knew Milly already did. He wanted to be at their side, wanted to hold them both close and never let go. 
 
    His eyes let out a few joyous tears and he gasped out a sob at the poignancy of the moment they shared in the woods. He also knew that they knew that he knew. He felt their love reach for him; he was clutching both stones now. It was perfect. 
 
    Right up until Miranda had Jan slap him across the face. 
 
    “I said one at a time!!” Miranda looked worried for him, and then pissed at him when he laughed in her face. 
 
    He laughed until he had to hold his stomach; he actually sank to the ground he laughed so hard. Miranda must have thought that he had come unhinged. 
 
    He regained control after several moments. 
 
    “S-s-sorry, HA, it’s just. You were so worried! And that is so at odds with the situation. They’re fine, we’re fine. Better than fine. I get why you’re concerned, believe me, and I was too, until I shared in what they are feeling right now. Miranda, oh goodness, the sheer joy they feel right now! They missed each other so much it ached and now they are together again and it… it’s a little intoxicating.” She looked at him skeptically; “They’re coming back I need to… I need go to them.” He got to his feet and walked off. 
 
    She looked into the woods but saw no sign of the duo. Jan’s ears perked up and shifted towards where they had gone. 
 
    “He’s right, they are coming back. I can hear them. They’re talking about blowing him.” 
 
    Miranda groaned. 
 
    “Somebody get me out of these god damned woods.” 
 
    More laughter greeted her words, this time she couldn’t help but snort out a laugh of her own. 
 
    Chapter 14: 
 
    Afternoon Recovery 
 
      
 
      
 
    It took a couple hours for the battered and bloodied group to make their way out of the woods, retrieve their cart, and stumble along into Wayfelt. 
 
    Once more Nameless had relinquished another ruined shirt to preserve a girl’s modesty and Erica was just as ecstatic to receive it as Milly had been days before. 
 
    It was just after dawn, and the people in town were starting to stir, but after the frantic race through the night to rescue Miranda and Jan, Nameless couldn’t remember ever being so tired. 
 
    He was propped up by Erica, who took every advantage to press her firm little breasts against him and whisper endearing filth into his ears. Miranda was likewise half carried by Milly, who also pulled the cart in which rode a mortified Jan as they made their way towards the Aegis station. 
 
    They drew a great deal of attention from the early risers and eventually several Aegis members, alerted to their approach by the locals, found them and helped the fatigued group into the compound. 
 
    Milly had long since given everyone some of her milk (something Nameless found deeply uncomfortable as they each had to take it in turn to drink directly ‘from the tap’) and that had helped with the worst of their injuries, namely Miranda’s shoulder and Jan’s leg. 
 
    But crude splints, improvised slings and a few mouthfuls of Minotaur milk weren’t enough to get the job done, so a visit to the infirmary was in order. It had been a long night and even the powerful heifer was ready for a nap. 
 
    Erica, on the other hand, was completely wired. 
 
    The heat from her fresh bond kept her wide awake, ready to tear her new Master’s clothes off with her teeth to get at his cock. She kept herself in check however, not wanting the spoil the intimacy that had settled on the trio by being overly aggressive. She took her cue from Milly, who simply looked at her with a warm smile and gave her head a gentle shake. 
 
    Not yet. Soon. 
 
    They were shown to the infirmary where they each had to undergo a complete physical from a green skinned, red-headed and very naked Dryad. 
 
    Miranda went to report in to whoever she needed to report in to, brushing off the Dryad’s ministrations with a muttered “It can wait”. 
 
    Milly and Erica refused to be parted from Nameless as the licentious tree spirit tended to his wounds. It was just as well, he was too tired to fend off her hands when they went for his pants but his girls certainly weren’t. 
 
    With her healing touch Erica’s claw marks became a distant memory and Milly’s head wound a passing dream. Nameless heard more than a little bit of giggling when the Dryad tended to Jan but he was too out of it to be curious. 
 
    He was so drowsy he wondered if someone could die of tiredness, his eyes felt like someone had rubbed sand in them. 
 
    The redhead, whose hair was now noticeably tussled, no doubt by Jan’s tongue, led him and his pets into a bathing room where Milly and Erica gave Nameless what was probably an incredibly erotic sponge bath if he wasn’t too tired to remember it. 
 
    Once they were finished cleaning up, the towel clad trio was led by the Dryad into a darkened room with a massive bed in it. 
 
    Before he could collapse in the bed however the Dryad took him by the arm and whispered in his ear. 
 
    “Are the rumours true? Are you really an Empath?” 
 
    “Guh, I dunno maybe.” He slurred, staring at her freckled button nose. 
 
    “I overheard them saying that you were, that you pulled a Tenebrae out of her darkness. Empaths are precious beings to us monsters; the only ones who can save us from ourselves if our hearts dim. Just know that you will always have a friend in Wayfelt, noble Empath. And if you need anything else, anything at all, just let me know and I will be there for you. Oh, and I am unbonded…” 
 
    The redhead’s meaning was clear, but she seemed to clue in that the ‘Noble Empath’ was asleep on his feet and probably not comprehending her smoldering looks at all, so with a huff she gave him a kiss on the lips and left it at that. 
 
    “Gawd your hot Master! Even dead on your feet you have girls throwing their panties at you. Or I guess not, she was really naked.” Erica giggled as she and Milly toweled their hair dry beside him. 
 
    “She seemed nice, I’ve never met a Dryad before, and the way she healed Master’s cuts! That was more than my milk could do! Still, the part about being unbonded was a bit much.” The girls helped Nameless out of his towel and into bed. 
 
    “Yeah, I don’t think I’m quite ready to share our Master, not when I haven’t even tasted his dick yet.” 
 
    Erica and Milly giggled together as they laid him down and snuggled in on either side of him, he noticed their warmth but not much else as he was asleep as soon as he was horizontal. 
 
    He didn’t even feel Erica’s hand on his cock, nor Milly’s as she firmly removed it with another shake of her head. 
 
    Not yet kitty. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    “You’re positive?” An austere woman in a smart uniform was in the process of debriefing a much disheveled Miranda. 
 
    Her blue tinged image was suspended in a column of water that was being supported in the arms of an Undine, the elemental’s webbed hands gently waving back and forth through it, sending ripples across the surface to keep her magic swirling within. 
 
    “Yes, he pulled her back from almost total regression, she had me and Jan dead to rights and he just grabbed her and held her until she woke up. I’ve never seen an Empath at work but I examined her stone myself. It was jade green, no hint of darkness at all. And after interviewing the girl it’s my opinion that she is entirely recovered, heart as bright as any I’ve seen.” 
 
    “Bloody hell, an Empath…well, we both know the world needs another. I will send this up the chain of command. No doubt Lady Essig will want to meet him, but that is way above my pay grade. In the meantime, I’m sorry Miranda you look like shit, but you are the most experienced operator in that neck of the woods.” 
 
    “Protection detail?” 
 
    “Just until I hear back from the higher ups. On my authority take the Undine with you to Kettering, to keep the communication line as short as possible.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t it be better to keep him in Wayfelt?” 
 
    The woman gave a shake of her head. 
 
    “No, too much attention there, best to keep him off the beaten path. Besides, I imagine he’d be more comfortable at home.” 
 
    “Yes ma’am.” 
 
    “You have two girls still in Garland correct?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Well, your call. I can have them sent out to you if you like.” 
 
    “I’d appreciate it ma’am, no telling how long we’ll be here, I could use the backup and Jan could use the company.” 
 
    The woman snorted. 
 
    “Like you don’t need the company yourself? Get that shoulder tended to.” 
 
    “One other thing ma’am.” 
 
    “I’m listening.” 
 
    “The girl, Erica, she went dark for a damn good reason. Roaming tent town, battlers and rape rallies.” The illusory woman grimaced; “The whole operation is mobile, they stay in one place no more than a month to avoid the sweeps.” 
 
    “Bastards. Any idea where they might be?” 
 
    Miranda’s gave a predatory grin. 
 
    “Yes, if my estimates are correct. Based on the last date she remembers, she went dark nearly a year ago, and she said they were parked in the woods north of Greyhaven and that they follow a set loop. So if they aren’t there yet…” 
 
    “Copy, I will put every tac-team we have in the area on high alert, we’ll shut them down Miranda, I promise you that. If your intel proves out we may have need of your Empath before the week is out, but again, above my pay grade.” 
 
    “Yes ma’am, good hunting.” Miranda brought the fist of her good arm over her heart in salute which the blue tinged woman returned before the column of water collapsed. 
 
    The Undine that had been supporting it stared at Miranda with wide eyes. 
 
    Undine magic made for an effective communications network but they were notorious gossips. 
 
    Miranda stared back. 
 
    “Nalia right?” The Undine nodded; “Well, you heard Commander Morrow, you’re coming with me. And you are not to repeat anything that you heard in this briefing to anyone, it could endanger the Empath and we have to protect him at all costs, am I understood?” 
 
    “Of course Aegis, by the Sacred Current no human will hear of this from me.” The blue skinned girl earnestly answered. 
 
    “Ugh, how many of your sisters have you told already?” Miranda’s head hurt. 
 
    “Um… just the ones in the bathhouse, and some in the pool… and one by the river, but only so that they could help protect him!” 
 
    “Yeah, and I’ll just bet they would all be happy to help protect him from in his bed?” 
 
    The gossip managed to look guilty, yet a little sly. 
 
    “Hmmm… it would make it easier.” 
 
    “Well make sure that you also tell them he has two bond-mates already and is probably still a virgin!” 
 
    “Oh!” the water elemental shuddered; “I haven’t been with a virgin in ages!” 
 
    Miranda put her face in her hand and let out an exasperated breath. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Milly was dosing, sleep still illusive, when she felt a gentle lick on her nose, it brought her to wakefulness and she gazed deeply into Erica’s emerald eyes. 
 
    “Erica? What’s the matter?” 
 
    “Milly, our man… he’s important, isn’t he?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I’m too horny to sleep so I’ve just been laying her thinking. I was a Tenebrae Milly! I was gone! And he just, reached into my mind and fixed me, he brought me back!” 
 
    Her lip trembled at the memory and Milly cupped her cheek in her hand to comfort her. 
 
    “It’s okay Erica. I promise it’s going to be okay.” 
 
    “Ha… Milly that’s the thing, I know! I can still feel him inside me, his warmth… it’s glorious.” She shuddered in ecstasy; “And that Dryad, I could smell her, she was wet for him Milly. That much was obvious.” 
 
    “What are you saying?” 
 
    “I-I don’t know, it’s just… he’s important, and I’m just a whore from the tents.” 
 
    “Don’t say that!” Milly admonished, sitting up slightly, Nameless stirred in his sleep, and both girls froze, not wanting to wake him; “You’re my sister and I love you, and our master will love you too.” 
 
    “That’s not what I mean, it’s just. He’s important.” 
 
    “Why do you keep saying that?” 
 
    “Because important people get hurt, important people make enemies. We have to protect him Milly and I don’t know how!” 
 
    Milly looked at her and at last she recognized her fear. The kind of desperate fear that you can only have for someone you love more than life. 
 
    Milly thought of how she had reacted to that same fear… 
 
    “I threw a man off a bridge a few days ago.” 
 
    “WHAT!?” 
 
    “His name was Clint, the third owner I’d had since Brant. Master saved me from him, and Miranda, the Aegis lady, who you need to be nicer to by the way! She made it official. Anyways, he tried to steal my stone away from Master, and he-he hit him! I was so mad! So I picked him up and I threw him off a bridge.” 
 
    “Fuuuuck… Milly! That’s badass!” Erica was impressed, and proud. Milly had always been so meek… 
 
    “The point is, we can protect him. Together we will keep him safe. Together we will do whatever it takes.” Milly was never so sure of anything in her life. 
 
    “What if-” Erica swallowed her nerves; “-what if what it takes is for him to find more bond-mates?” 
 
    Milly looked shocked for a moment. 
 
    “Weren’t you the one just talking about how you haven’t even tasted his thingy yet?” She hissed, pulling Erica closer by one ear, their noses touching. Erica winced a bit at the tightness of her grip but didn’t try to pull away. 
 
    “Milly, sharing him with you will be easier than breathing. I need you both: my sister and my master. But you don’t know what that darkness was like, I felt what true sorrow was and it was horrible. Without him that is what we would face and I can’t- I WON’T -let that happen!” 
 
    Tears streaked down her cheeks, one ran down the tip of her nose and onto Milly’s. 
 
    “So what, we just troll his… his wee-wee out in the open for any girl to chase after?” At Milly’s words Erica shook her head with a snort. 
 
    “First of all, we need to get you some better words for Master’s penis! Secondly: no. I just think we need to be open to the idea of Master bonding with other girls. Especially if these new sisters could help us protect him. You know that’s how the Aegis people do it right? They bond with a bunch of girls and form these, like, super squads or whatever.” 
 
    Milly pouted. 
 
    “Milly are you doing that thing with your lip because you’re mad at me or because you know I’m right?” 
 
    “…Both. I haven’t even had him for a week and then you came along-” Erica looked hurt; “-That’s not what I meant! I love you and I am thrilled that we are together again and that we became bond-sisters, but I’ve only had sex with him once, and you haven’t even had a chance yet. And it is good Erica! And I don’t want to surround him with other girls when we haven’t even really gotten started yet!” 
 
    “Milly…” Erica sobbed as her fears began to overwhelm her again; “He’s too important for us-” 
 
    “No he damn well is not” Nameless’s voice broke in, causing Milly to let out a startled moo and Erica to let out a spitting hiss. 
 
    Noticing only now that his gentle snoring had stopped some time ago, they both flinched back as they looked down at his face and felt his emotions. 
 
    He was angry. 
 
    “Master…” 
 
    “I don’t want to hear another word out of either of you, until I’ve said my peace.” 
 
    They nodded limply. He took a breath and rubbed at his gritty eyes. As he spoke he shifted his gaze between their faces, making sure to address them both. 
 
    “I didn’t plan any of this. Milly, you fell into my life and it was the best thing that ever happened to me. And Erica, when Milly told me that she used to have a sister she was so sad it was hard to talk about it with her. She thought you were dead! So you can imagine my joy when she found you again. Miranda told me how important it is, and how difficult it can be, to keep more than one girl happy. Aegis tamers prepare for months to make sure everything is balanced. The thing I fear most in the world is that I will fail at that. Milly didn’t see that darkness, but I did Erica, and the thought of you two falling into that makes my blood run cold. I have had sex exactly one time and it was fantastic but I am still really nervous about doing it again, especially with both of you at once. But I know that’s what you want, and I know that you need it Erica. I would be doing it right now if I wasn’t so dog tired. But I am self-aware enough to know that I don’t know what the hell I’m doing sexually.” Milly made to protest but Nameless overrode her; “Baby, I am not done talking yet. Erica, you saw the baggage I have in my head, you both know my insecurities. I didn’t plan any of this and I am man enough to admit that I wasn’t ready for it either. Now don’t think for one second that I regret meeting either of you, but none of us was prepared for this, which means we need to think. We can’t let fear dictate what we do next.” 
 
    He took a few deep breaths then pulled the girls tight to his chest. Milly sobbed, Erica said nothing, listening intently. 
 
    “To add to all of that, Miranda told me I’m something called an Empath, which basically means I can read the emotions of any girl whose heartstone I’ve touched and could potentially use that power to bond with any monster girl in the world. I don’t know what that really means yet. I’ve just been reacting to one situation after another, I thought I had my feet under me with Paul and the cottage but we ran out of there in the dead of night and Erica would you please take your hand off my dick.” 
 
    Erica had grabbed his penis in her hand and was stroking it slowly. At his words she jerked her hand back. 
 
    “Sorry Master! It’s just… you are so fucking hot when you’re mad! Will you spank me later?” 
 
    “Erica, what did I just say about my sexual experience? I’m nowhere near ready for bondage.” He said dryly, his steam seemingly spent. 
 
    Milly gave a quiet sob of laughter as she accepted that he wasn’t mad at her but stressed about the whole situation. 
 
    “What I really want you two to take to heart is this; I am not too important for you, Erica I know we sort of just met, but the intimacy we shared when you helped me remember myself was more than enough that I can safely say I love you. Both of you, and I always will. If we do bring another girl into our life then we will make that decision together. In the meantime we leave tomorrow’s problems for tomorrow because we are all way too tired to solve them tonight, or this morning, whatever it is. We are in the middle of an Aegis compound. We are safe. And most importantly, Milly, baby, you do need a better word for my wee-wee; I propose: ‘The Nameless God’.” 
 
    Milly and Erica both laughed tearfully, reassured by his words, they managed to forget their anxieties, and then they began to shower his face with kisses and licks until he finally had to beg them to let him go back to sleep. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Nameless came to wakefulness again several hours later, he still felt like he had sand in his eyes but his head was telling him that sleeping this late in the afternoon was bad. 
 
    Milly still slept draped over his right side, her breath lightly tickling his hair and the comfortable weight of one breast rested on his shoulder. A slight wetness below his collar bone told him a certain kitty had been snacking recently. 
 
    He felt a spike of excitement from Erica’s stone, which he still clutched in his hand wrapped around the Katje’s slender body draped over his left side. 
 
    “Hello Master.” She purred at him. 
 
    “Um… hello Erica.” He was suddenly embarrassed, incredibly aware of her naked body pressed against his. 
 
    “Did you sleep well?” Her voice was smoldering now, breathy with desire. 
 
    “Yeah, I guess.” 
 
    “Good, Milly and I were going to wake you up soon, in a very naughty way, but she dozed off again.” She pouted a bit; “So I guess I will have to take care of this-” One delicate finger traced his erection before withdrawing; “-myself…” 
 
    It seemed that one could still get morning wood even in the afternoon. 
 
    Her dark haired ears were perked up, both facing him. She nuzzled against his neck as she pushed the covers down below his waist, exposing her naked flesh and his turgid cock. She gripped his hard-on tightly in her hand, her claws retracted. Pleasure coursed through him. 
 
    “Ah… Erica wait-” 
 
    “I have waited Master… I’m sorry but I can’t wait anymore, I can feel your arousal. It burns so good. Now I want to feel your cum in my hand. I promised Milly that we would blow you together. But for now, I think a quick hand job is in order, don’t you?” Her fist tightened and began to stroke him slowly. 
 
    “Ahhhh…” 
 
    He was trapped. One arm held tightly between Milly’s heavy breasts, pinned to her body. His other was wrapped around Erica’s tanned form, but his hand still held her stone possessively, effectively putting it out of commission. 
 
    Erica picked up on his distress. 
 
    “Master, I can hold my heartstone for you, if you want to hold something else.” She wiggled her tanned tushy against his balled fist, her furry tail tickling his thumb. 
 
    He very much wanted to give her luscious ass a proper squeeze and she knew it. Her fist stroked faster. 
 
    “H-how?” 
 
    She giggled and shifted her weight upwards on him while spreading her knees, hand still in motion on his cock. 
 
    “Easy, just slip it inside of me… I’ll keep it safe and warm… and wet.” 
 
    He swallowed at her suggestion; it was just so… naughty. Then he shifted the smooth stone into his fingertips and guided it between her cheeks, spreading them with his knuckles as he slid her heart across her puckered hole, then her taint, and then rolling it into position over her moist cleft with one finger as she purred in encouragement. 
 
    She stroked him faster now, a gentle slapping noise heard in the tense silence of the room. His foreskin pulled down over his engorged head with every down-stroke. His scrotum tightened in anticipation. 
 
    She drew her face out of the crook of his neck, her emerald green eyes inches from his browns, and he noticed for the first time that her pupils were slitted. 
 
    With aching slowness she brought her lips to his, a whisper of a kiss. 
 
    His digit began to force the stone inside her, her tongue froze against his lips but she didn’t stop stroking him. He slid it in easily past her puffy labia, her liquid arousal more than enough for the tiny jewel to find its way inside her. 
 
    He stopped once he reached the first knuckle, not wanting to put it in too far. He withdrew his finger, feathering it across her nether lips and her puckered anus until his hand was finally able to give her ass the firm grope it needed. 
 
    He knew it was selfish, but that was the point. 
 
    She purred as his hand gripped her ass-flesh tightly; the feeling of her own heartstone lodged in her pussy almost enough to drive her into her own bliss. 
 
    His breathing was erratic, her stroking had brought him to the edge but he held himself back. She had sped up to the point that her hand was a blur, licking her lips as she turned away from his face to watch his cock intently. 
 
    “Show me baby…” She tongued his clavicle, never looking away from his cock; “Cum all over your naughty kitty’s paw so she can lick it all up.” 
 
    Her dirty talk finally sent him over the brink; he began to spurt while she purred intently. She held her head sideways, resting on his chest, as she watched him orgasm. 
 
    His first jet landed on her cheek just above her lips. She couldn’t help but draw the gooey liquid into her mouth with her tongue as he continued to spurt. 
 
    She never paused in her stroking, using his own semen to lubricate his cock as his cum pooled on his belly and chest. He clutched her ass so tightly is actually hurt as he thrust into her stroking fist, hoarsely crying out in ecstasy. 
 
    She was in heaven, her pussy convulsing around her stone as she orgasmed from the intensity of her master’s possessive grip. Her yowls accompanied his groans as they climaxed together. 
 
    Milly had woken up, but the pair was too far gone to notice until she had hefted her weight off of his shoulder. He had finished ejaculating now, and no small amount of his creamy seed had found its way onto the bottom of her breasts. 
 
    The panting pair paused for a moment, just watching Milly. 
 
    Without a word, she shifted the rest of the covers off, slid down on the bed and licked her tongue through the pool of cum on his stomach. Once she had a mouthful, she suckled the head of his erection into her mouth, swirling her cum covered tongue around his glans for a moment before releasing him. 
 
    With her mouth now full, she brought her head back up to a curious Erica’s face, gripped her with one hand and kissed her, using her tongue to push the salty load into the eager Katje’s mouth. 
 
    Nameless thought he might cum again from the sight. 
 
    Several moments passed before Milly drew her tongue out of the cat girl’s mouth, allowing her to swallow. 
 
    To match Milly’s gift, Erica deliberately brought her hand up to her face as her lovers watched intently. Without breaking eye contact with her, Erica drew her tongue across the meaty flesh between her thumb and forefinger, gathering up a great gob of cum. This time, she kissed Milly and pushed the semen into her mouth. 
 
    They went back and forth like this for several minutes, until there was no more to clean up and Nameless was so aroused by the sight he was almost fully hard again. 
 
    After one last steamy kiss with Erica, Milly drew back and scratched her ears affectionately. 
 
    “Good kitty.” She whispered. 
 
    Erica purred. 
 
    Nameless panted. 
 
    Milly smiled. 
 
    Their bliss was short-lived however, as a familiar Dryad opened the door without knocking. 
 
    “Oh my! I guess I got here too late!” She giggled at the compromised position of the group.  
 
    Milly and Erica were unperturbed by their nude state, although both of their hands found their way back to his penis, their meaning clear: 
 
    Back off lady, this is OURS! 
 
    Seeing their hands on his junk the Dryad licked her lips and smiled coyly. Nameless found himself too aroused to be embarrassed. 
 
    “Well, if you lot are rested up, which, judging by what I‘m seeing, you are, Aegis Holt would like to see you. And sisters, please forgive my boldness this morning, I was caught up in the excitement, there hasn’t been a new Empath in many years. You should expect a great many of the other girls will be sniffing around after your man. I also brought some clothes, although I’ve never understood why anyone wears the silly things.” 
 
    The Dryad plopped a pile of clean clothes on the foot of the bed for them to choose from and with a last flirt of her green tushy she left them to get dressed. 
 
    Milly and Erica looked worried, and a little confused. 
 
    “I don’t get it. I’ve never heard of an Empath before have you Milly?” Erica threw on a black shirt large enough to pass as a skirt, one shoulder left uncovered, as well as a pair of simple white panties, forgoing pants or a bra. 
 
    “No… but I guess the girls here are part of the Aegis so they would know about stuff like that…” 
 
    Evidently the Aegis was accustomed to clothing monsters of all sizes because the simple white button up shirt she donned actually contained her bust, though she left several buttons undone at the top. 
 
    She frowned at the denim overalls though; she liked what the shoulder straps did to her cleavage but didn’t like how long the legs were, they went down just past her knee. 
 
    After fussing with it for a bit Erica came over and rolled them up enough to reveal where her creamy thighs transitioned into her velvety hide. 
 
    Nameless finally clued in that both girls were watching him out of the corners of their eyes as they dressed. 
 
    Ah… They’re dressing to impress ME. I suppose if it makes them happy I shall have to endure… 
 
    “That doesn’t make sense though, because Master hasn’t heard of one either.” 
 
    Erica removed the panties with a frown and a sideways glance at Nameless, still lying in bed he nudged his toe at a pair of dark purple and black ones that he liked better, trying to act like he was just stretching his leg. She took the hint and donned them. He was starting to enjoy himself. 
 
    “Ooooh those are cute Erica! They match your hair and ears, not to mention your tail!” Milly approved. 
 
    She then opted to lose the shirt altogether, the overalls came up high enough to cover her breasts so why not show master some skin? Once again Nameless gave an approving nod, like he was just getting a crick out of his neck. 
 
    “Thanks, I picked them myself.” Erica said nonchalantly; “Yeah I don’t think you even need a shirt, those overalls come up really high.” 
 
    Nameless was quite proud of his poker face. 
 
    After the girls were dressed they still fussed over their outfits a bit and Nameless was enjoying the flashes of skin they kept giving him. 
 
    Miranda’s probably not in a big hurry… 
 
    “I was lousy in school so I don’t know anything about Empaths, Miranda said there was another one but didn’t say much else.” He commented, getting back on topic. 
 
    The fashion show drawing to a close Nameless finally got out of bed and went to get dressed himself. 
 
    “You lot having fun playing dress-up? Should I come back later?” 
 
    Miranda was standing in the open door, wearing a fresh uniform, a sling over her arm, evidently even Dryad magic and Milly’s milk can’t fix a broken collarbone in a few hours. 
 
    Nameless squeaked and hid back under the covers. 
 
    Miranda shook her head and dropped a sheaf of papers on the foot of the bed, in the midst of the scattered clothes. 
 
    “Ugh, it smells like sex with a man in here. And relax kid, your scrawny ass isn’t enough to get me hot under the collar, you have the wrong set of equipment for my liking.” She indicated the papers; “Permits, licensing papers, tamer registration forms, and a copy of the Aegis Charter. I figured you’d need one since you seem intent on breaking it all the time. Also, you’ve received special dispensation from the supreme high mug-wump. So don’t worry, no one is gunna take sour puss over there away from you. I guess because you can read her mind their not worried she’s gunna go bonkers again.” 
 
    Erica’s ears flattened to her head, Milly calmly wrapped both arms around the irritated cat from behind and rested her chin on top of her head. 
 
    “Thank you Miranda, you’ve done so much for us, we’re all really grateful.” 
 
    Miranda rubbed one hand against the back of her neck self-consciously. 
 
    “Well, here’s the thing Milly. Me and Jan were dead in those woods this morning. We were dead and then you two kids showed up and went and changed that. So… thank you for that.” 
 
    Erica looked uncomfortable, she muttered something, then Milly gave her a shake and she said it louder. 
 
    “I’m sorry I fucked you guys up so bad. I-I wish I hadn’t. You seem… nice.” 
 
    Erica was looking at the floor, so Miranda decided to be gracious. 
 
    “No harm, we’re alive and you found your way out of the darkness so… win win.” 
 
    I hate you, you dog-smelling old cunt. 
 
    Fuck you pussy-cat. 
 
    Nameless was happy everyone was getting along. 
 
    He just wished Miranda would leave so he could quit hiding under the covers and put some pants on. As Miranda turned to go she had one last parting message. 
 
    “Oh also, I have been assigned to ah, monitor you while I heal up. You know, since you have no formal training? Nothing too invasive, kind of a mentoring program. I’ll be coming back with you to Kettering so... yeah that’s a thing.” 
 
    She left them in silence after that. 
 
    Milly was bemused, but for his part Nameless wasn’t a total idiot, he knew this had something to do with him being an Empath. 
 
    “Well… fuck!” Erica pouted. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 15: 
 
    Coming Home 
 
      
 
      
 
    After they filled out the necessary paperwork they set out from Wayfelt in the late afternoon. 
 
    Oddly, another Aegis girl had joined them, Nameless learned that she was an Undine named Nalia, and she gave him more than a few flirty looks. 
 
    Her leg on the mend, Jan refused to ride in the cart again, which was just as well because within a few miles it was obvious that something was wrong.  
 
    Milly was wincing at every step. 
 
    “Milly are you alright?” Nameless asked with concern. 
 
    “Oh! I-I’m fine.” 
 
    “No you aren’t! It’s your feet again isn’t it?!” Erica demanded. 
 
    “I-I’ll be okay.” 
 
    “Like hell! I remember the last time this happened you couldn’t walk for a week!” 
 
    Miranda frowned. 
 
    “Dammit Jiggles! Why didn’t you say something to the Dryad in Wayfelt?” 
 
    Milly blushed, looking uncomfortable with all of the attention. 
 
    “It’s not that bad…” 
 
    “Show me, please?” Nameless asked her. 
 
    She looked trapped, her eyes wide. After a few moments, she set down the handle of the cart and lifted one hoof for him to look at. 
 
    She had red and purple bruised on the underside of her nails. 
 
    He sucked in a breath. 
 
    “Milly! That looks awful!” 
 
    “It’s fine Master!” 
 
    “No it isn’t fine Milly, this is my fault! I shouldn’t have made you charge all the way out here!” 
 
    “If you hadn’t me and Jan would be dead kid, so go easy on yourself.” Miranda said seriously. 
 
    Erica and Jan both looked uncomfortable at that. 
 
    “Right, you and the pussy-cat can pull the cart, while Milly gets to put her feet up.” 
 
    None of them argued with that, though Milly looked really uncomfortable with the idea of her master carrying her instead of the other way around. She gingerly hoisted herself into the back of the cart, and once settled in they started out again, Erica and Nameless pulling the cart together. 
 
    “So, uh, Miranda?” 
 
    “Yeah kid?” 
 
    “What does this ‘mentoring’ thing mean?” 
 
    Jan snickered at his question. 
 
    “You want my mistress to teach you how to get a girl off? She’s really good at it.” 
 
    Erica quickly stepped in to defend him as he blushed at Jan’s joke. 
 
     “Whatever, I can teach him how just fine. The old lady can stick to the rules and paperwork.” 
 
    Jan growled low and Erica matched her with a threatening yowl of her own. 
 
    Miranda shot them both dirty looks and talked over their aggressive noises. 
 
    “It means you better behave yourself, cuz if you get in trouble, I get in trouble!” She scratched at her collarbone with her good hand and grimaced; “Look kid, there isn’t too much I can teach you about being an Empath. And really there isn’t going to be much mentoring. But you bonded with two pets within a few days with no training and no preparation, and one of them was a friggin’ Tenebrae! So the Aegis is concerned to say the least.” 
 
    Erica’s ears flattened at the mention of her former state. 
 
    Milly spoke up, awkwardly on her knees with her hands propped on the edge of the cart. 
 
    “But, Miranda! Me and Erica have known each other for a long time, we love each other and we love Master! We won’t cause any trouble. I swear!” Her eyes were wide with sincerity. 
 
    Miranda sighed. 
 
    “It’s not really that you two will cause trouble, it’s the fact that the kid is clueless when it comes to looking after you girls.” 
 
    “But Paul isn’t!” Milly broke in again. 
 
    Miranda looked confused as she stopped and turned to the cart. 
 
    “Paul? Who the hell is Paul?” 
 
    “He’s a farmer in Kettering. He used to be bonded to a Minotaur, so he knows all about them. He’s been helping us sell Milly’s milk and we’re renting a cottage from him.” 
 
    Erica looked confused. 
 
    “Why were you selling your milk?” 
 
    Milly reached out of the cart and touched her face before she whispered at the Katje, tears standing in her eyes. 
 
    “We were going to try to save up enough money to buy you from Brant.” 
 
    Erica almost dropped the handle at that, looking between their faces as her breathing became uneven. 
 
    “Y-you, w-were going to come… and… s-save me?” 
 
    Nameless and Milly both nodded at her. 
 
    “You… you g-guys are so f-fucking awesome!” 
 
    With that she and Nameless set the cart down slowly so that Milly wasn’t pitched out the front of it, and then the three of them threw their arms around each other whispering loving words at one another. 
 
    Jan and Miranda shared a look, despite their rough and tumble attitude even they were touched a bit by the scene. Nalia audibly sniffled, more open with her emotions then her Aegis comrades. 
 
    They left the kids to it for a few minute before Miranda coughed. 
 
    “Look, we need to get a move on. It’s already going to be quiet late when we get there, and apparently I need to meet this Paul guy.” 
 
    The hug broke up and they picked up the cart again. 
 
    “You already did, you borrowed his bucket the other day to soak me and Milly.” 
 
    Miranda frowned, shaking her head slightly. 
 
    “Hmm, I don’t remember him.” 
 
    Milly bounced excitedly in the cart. 
 
    “He’s really great! He says nice things about me all the time, and he calls me Moon-Pie!” 
 
    Jan snickered, until Erica hissed at her again, then she stuck her tongue out at the cat girl. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    It was late evening and Paul had tried to settle in for the night, he was anxious as he had seen no sign of Nameless or Milly all day. Their cart was gone and no one in town had any idea where they went. 
 
    So when he heard a knock on his door, he all but ran to open it. 
 
    “Paul? Paul Fletcher? I’m Miranda Holt, and this is Jan and Nalia. We’re with the Aegis.” 
 
    He recognized the Aegis operative from the other day though her right arm was in a sling and she looked downright exhausted, the Wolfen beside her was likewise bandaged on one leg. 
 
    “How can I help you Aegis? This about the kids?” His brow furrowed, he didn’t like this. 
 
    Seeing his concern she made to reassure him right away. 
 
    “They’re fine, they wanted to introduce us but I sent them home. They’re exhausted.” 
 
    Relieved, Paul gave her a long look up and down. Miranda actually blushed a bit under his scrutiny. 
 
    “You don’t look so spry yourself, why don’t you girls come on in and take a load off.” 
 
    He ushered them inside forcing them to sit at his table, and seeing the state of their injuries fetched them some of Milly’s milk from his ice box. 
 
    “I understand that Nameless and Milly are renting some property from you-” 
 
    Miranda was interrupted as Jan let out a satisfied moan. 
 
    “Mmmm… I could get used to this stuff. We should get ourselves a cow Mistress!” Jan had downed her milk in one long draw, cleaning the inside of the glass out with her tongue. 
 
    Paul snorted. 
 
    “Yeah, they are renting off me. Now would you mind telling me what the hell happened to them?” 
 
    Miranda and Jan shared a serious look. 
 
    “I would actually. I’m sorry Paul but some of what has occurred is private Aegis business.” 
 
    His eye narrowed dangerously. 
 
    “Look, if the kid is in trouble with the law I can speak to his good character-” 
 
    “No, nothing like that!” Miranda sighed; “I can’t give you all the details, he could if he wanted to, that’s his call, but my hands are tied. I can give you the abridged version though. He and Milly rescued me and Jan last night, along with Milly’s sister. Then that damned kid went and bonded with her.” 
 
    Paul’s eyebrows looked like they wanted to take up permanent residence in his wispy white hair. 
 
    “I didn’t know she had any kin.” 
 
    “She’s a Katje. I guess they were blood-sisters or something.” 
 
    Paul thumped down in a chair. 
 
    “So, if they saved your life then why were you on my stoop this evening?” 
 
    Miranda took a long look at Paul Fetcher. 
 
    From everything that Milly and Nameless had told her on their way home he was a good man, and her own impression of him agreed with that. 
 
    She huffed out a breath then downed the rest of her own glass before speaking again. 
 
    “Like I said, I can’t give all the details, but you seem a canny man. Jan and I have been assigned to mentor them.” She followed her words with another long look. 
 
    Paul was nobody’s fool. The Aegis didn’t send their first class operatives to mentor nameless orphans and their pets. There was something else going on. 
 
    “Right, ‘mentor’.” 
 
    Jan sniffed and Miranda smiled slightly. 
 
    Nalia all but vibrated with the effort of keeping the secret. 
 
    “The kids did say you were sharp. I just wanted to meet you to confirm that you weren’t taking advantage. After he told me how much money they were making off the milk I wasn’t overly concerned. You seem to have their best interest at heart. Just don’t be surprised if you see Jan or myself lurking around your property in the future.” 
 
    Paul returned her look steadily then made a decision. 
 
    “I won’t be, because you three are staying here.” 
 
    Jan’s tongue lolled out and her head tilted to one side while Miranda‘s eyes widened. 
 
    “Don’t look at me like that. You’re right: I do have their best interests at heart and I am sharp. Even if you can’t tell me why, you’re here to protect them; which means you need to be close. And since that cottage would be full to bursting if you took up residence there, not to mention it would make your charges a mite suspicious, you two can bunk in my guest room while Nalia here takes the tub in the guest bath.” He stood to go make up the room but turned back to them; “Just know if whatever it is he’s mixed up in gets either of those kids hurt I’m not the forgiving sort.” 
 
    Miranda met his grim look and nodded seriously. 
 
    She decided that she really liked this old man. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Nameless woke up to Erica whimpering and making mewling noises. 
 
    She was having a nightmare and had tossed the covers off of both of them in her distress. She was sandwiched between Milly and Nameless on their bed in the darkness of the cottage. Milly now had most of the blankets as she slumbered onwards. 
 
    “Erica, wake up, you’re okay.” 
 
    Gently he shook her shoulder, her green eyes snapped open and she stopped flailing, her skin was clammy with sweat. 
 
    “Shhh, it’s alright Erica, you’re safe.” 
 
    “Who… M-Master?” 
 
    “Yeah, it’s me. You’re okay you’re-” 
 
    She threw her arms around him and hugged him close, sobbing uncontrollably. 
 
    They were sitting up now, wrapped in a deep embrace, and after several minutes she regained some measure of control. 
 
    “Sorry, Master. I-I was dreaming about before… before we met. I remembered… I remembered the taste of Brant’s blood.” She sniffled a few times as he continued to rub her naked back. 
 
    “That’s not you, not anymore and not ever again.” He told her firmly, her breasts naked to his chest. 
 
    They both spoke in hushed voices, neither wanting to wake the tired Minotaur. 
 
    Without the covers on, they seemed extra naked. After a few more minutes of sitting up in his embrace, her nightmare faded and other night-time thoughts took its place. 
 
    “Master,” She purred at him, their faces close, desire in her eyes; “Maybe you want some help with that?” Her hand stroked his erection again, but he shook his head. 
 
    “No, you just had a nightmare, you need to relax, don’t worry about me.” 
 
    “But Master, the heat is still on me and I still need you…” Her purr never faltered as she nuzzled her ears against him. 
 
    Nameless considered her request for a moment, then had a sudden thought and smiled. 
 
    “If you w-want to be intimate with me then we’ll have to do it my way this time…” 
 
    “Ooooh… that sounds exciting…” She brought her lips to his, sharing in a soft kiss. 
 
    “I’m glad you think so,” He pushed her away from him, turning her slightly; “lie down on your tummy.” 
 
    “Wh… but… I want to-” 
 
    “Not this time kitty. This time, I’m going to take care of you.” 
 
    Gently he pushed her back on to the mattress, next to the blissfully slumbering Milly and guided her until she was flat on her stomach, running his hands over her smoothly tanned skin. 
 
    Her tail flicked in agitation. 
 
    “So, you want to put it in my butt?” She wasn’t against the notion, just surprised that he would want that so soon. 
 
    “Wh-what?! No! I’m going to give you a back rub!” 
 
    “Oh! I’m sorry, when you wanted me to lie like this I just thought…” 
 
    “Erica, you are a very naughty kitty.” 
 
    “I am. I’d say I was sorry about that but I think that a part of you likes that about me.” She whispered back at him, her head resting sideways on her crossed arms, her hair pulled to one side so that she could track him with one eye. 
 
    He knelt down beside her and kissed her on the back of her neck; she let out a surprised gasp then continued to purr. He trailed his lips and tongue up to her furry ear and gently took it between his teeth. 
 
    “Silly cat, don’t you know that I love everything about you?” His voice was barely above a whisper, suspecting how sensitive her hearing was. 
 
    Her response was electric; she arched her back up towards him and whimpered again, this time with desire. 
 
    “Now lie still like a good kitty, I’m going to see if I can get you to relax.” 
 
    He brought his hands to her shoulders, and then stopped, remembering their encounter in the Aegis compound. He smiled and brought both hands lower, to her pert butt and swishing tail. He stroked her tail with one hand while the other massaged the muscles of her bum. 
 
    She was purring so loudly he was surprised that Milly didn’t wake up. 
 
    Once he deemed he had given it enough attention he released her tail and began to work both of her cheeks at the same time, giving them firm gropes while he kneaded her muscles. He could feel the tiny goose-bumps form on her perfect globes as her skin tightened at this touch. 
 
    He spent a long time on her tushy before moving down to her thighs, marveling at the strength of the muscles hidden beneath her flawless skin. 
 
    Erica whimpered as his touch became more familiar. Switching both hands to one thigh, his fingers dug deep between her legs and gently brushed her most intimate place. Soon he gradually worked his hands all the way down her leg, past her knee and ending at her paw. 
 
    He hadn’t really gotten a good look at her feet before. Her tanned flesh gave way to silky fur below her calf, ending in a four-toed paw with pink pads that stood out sharply from the black fur. 
 
    He spent a great deal of time massaging the pads of her foot, fascinated with the way her claws extended and retracted at his touch. 
 
    She was in heaven. 
 
    No man had ever given her a foot rub, and to receive one from this man was mind blowing. His loving care fanned the flame at her core and she wanted him in every way imaginable, some of which she knew he wasn’t nearly ready for... 
 
    After lavishing both of her paws with his undivided attention he worked his way back up her body, once again spending a great deal of time on her butt. 
 
    “Master, ah… you… really like my ass don’t you?” 
 
    In response he leaned down and gave both cheeks several sucking kisses, marking her flesh with hickies. 
 
    “It’s beautiful… both my girls have such perfect bodies, I don’t know how I got so lucky…” 
 
    “Mmmm… says the man who saved me and my sister both… my ass, my heart, my everything… is yours forever, lover.” 
 
    The last word sent a thrill through him, he liked the way it sounded coming off of her lips. 
 
    She noticed. 
 
    He worked his way up her lower back, his touch admiring her every curve, then he straddled her just below her ass, her tail swishing against his erect cock and his chest as he leaned down and dipped his hands around her sides and underneath her to cup both of her perfect breasts, pinching her erect nipples. 
 
    She could feel his manhood against the flesh of her ass. Feel his balls resting against her crack. And the nearness of him made her shiver. He was kissing at her neck again while he squeezed her breasts in his hands. 
 
    “I-I would think, you got enough of that from Milly…” She said huskily. 
 
    “I love Milly’s breasts, don’t doubt that…” 
 
    “Mmmm, me too lover…” 
 
    “But I love yours too. I love how perfectly they fit in my hands.” 
 
    He gave another squeeze and ground his erection into her cheeks, stopping when his head was brushing the base of her tail. 
 
    She gave a plaintive yowl. 
 
    “Master, if you keep teasing me like this I’m going to catch fire. Please, put it in me?” 
 
    He shuddered at the feel of her flesh and the naked desire in her tone, he released her breasts, pulling his hands out from under her and settling himself on top of her. 
 
    She gave a sudden yowl of pain. 
 
    “Ow! My tail!” 
 
    “Ah, sorry!” He realized that he had forced her tail to bend upwards too far with his pelvis, he lifted himself off of her and she flicked her tail to one side with a giggle. 
 
    “It’s okay lover. It’s fine. I do believe you were about to do something much nicer to me?” 
 
    Quickly they recovered the mood. 
 
    Nameless saw movement and looked over to see Milly watching them in the dark, woken by Erica’s cry of pain. 
 
    She put a finger to her lips, her meaning clear: she would sit this one out. 
 
    He began to grind his cock against her perfect ass as he ran his tongue over her jaw, planting kisses to the side of her face. She started to purr again, the pain in her tail quickly fading. 
 
    “Lover... fuck me…” 
 
    “Roll over?” He whispered in her ear, lifting his weight off her again. 
 
    She obliged, she worked herself around and was barely on her back when his lips were pressed to hers. She wrapped her arms around him, clutching at his back and his ass with her claws. 
 
    He was straddling her pelvis now and she giggled as she felt his cock against her tummy. 
 
    “You’ve got it backwards lover, you’re supposed to be between my legs.” 
 
    He smiled and they spent a moment adjusting themselves, and then he settled his weight on top of her again. 
 
    She could feel the wetness from the head of his cock against her pelvis and matched it with her own sex. 
 
    As he positioned himself at her entrance, their eyes met; her greens visible even in the dim light of the cottage. 
 
    “Erica…” He nudged himself against her lips. 
 
    She was far more experienced then he so she positioned her hips to accept his angle and his head slipped inside of her. 
 
    She caressed his thighs with her own legs as she gripped his ass tightly and slightly painfully. 
 
    “Shhh, you don’t need to hold back. I’m so wet for you…” Her voice quivered. 
 
    He dipped down and kissed her hard as he took the first thrust into her wet tunnel, as she said she took his length easily. 
 
    They each moaned into the others mouth, tongues wrangling around one another as he thrust into her several times in quick succession. 
 
    She felt so good, her dripping sex was a furnace for his cock, and she urged him to thrust harder with her hands. But he felt himself building to climax too quickly so he slowed down, pulling himself away from her kiss as he drew all but the very tip out of her. 
 
    She gripped his ass tighter, wiggling against him and yowling slightly, needing to feel him again. 
 
    “Hold still for me kitty?” 
 
    She managed, barely, to stop moving. 
 
    He looked deep into her eyes, holding his cock just passed her tight entrance for several second, and then he dropped his hips down in a firm thrust, bottoming out inside of her before pausing again with his entire length wrapped in her convulsing tightness. 
 
    “Lover, so good.” She panted at him. 
 
    He began to work himself in slow circles, grinding his pelvis against hers as she yowled and purred and gripped him tight. He kissed her, a quick peck, and then another. Her tongue sought his but he kept his lips tight and kissed the wriggling muscle. 
 
    Once the tension had built enough he pulled out and quickly pushed into her again. 
 
    Sweat beaded on both of their brows from the exertion. 
 
    She was close, when he ground her pelvis against her she felt the pressure with her clit and it drove her mad. She pulled her face to his ear and took his lobe between her teeth. 
 
    “Master, I know that you are trying to make this last, and I love you for it, but if you don’t pound your cock into me right now I’m going to chew your ear off!” 
 
    She flopped her head back onto the pillow, her hands squeezing his ass tight, while his were braced on the mattress outside her arms and were shaking from the exertion. 
 
    “Hold onto the headboard with one hand, then you can play with my tits while you really fuck me.” She advised him, licking her lips. 
 
    He took her advice quickly, grabbing the headboard and one pert breast and also adjusting a knee up slightly. Now able to support his weight better, he gave her a wondering look. 
 
    She winked at him. 
 
    “Whore, remember?” 
 
    “No you’re not.” He shook his head; “You’re my kitty.” 
 
    He began to pound into her in earnest. 
 
    The tension of the last several minutes flew out of him as the whole bed shook from their exertions; neither bothered trying to be quiet at this point, as both knew that Milly was watching them. 
 
    He fucked her with long deep thrusts, pulling out almost all the way then thrusting in deep, a few times his cock flopped out but Erica’s hand was there faster than he could react to line his head up with her juicy lips again. 
 
    One of her breasts shifted up and down rapidly with every thrust while he squeezed the other so hard she moaned. The steady stimulation of the hard fucking she had been waiting for since they bonded the night before finally sent her over the edge and she yowled out in pleasure as he mercilessly hammered her pussy. 
 
    Her muscles contracting around his cock soon brought him to the edge. The image of Milly’s face after their first time popped into his head, covered in his cum. 
 
    “Erica, cumming soon!” He panted out. 
 
    She recognized the question in his tone. 
 
    “In me! Deep, lover, go deep!” 
 
    Her words were enough to send him over and he squeezed her breast even harder as he gave a few final thrusts before he began to cum deep inside her. 
 
    Both lovers all but howled at the release, the silky folds convulsing all around his sensitive tool kept him spurting while she massaged every drop out of him. 
 
    For Erica, the deep burning in her loins was finally quenched in the heat of his release. She felt tingling warmth spread throughout her body as he grunted on top of her, jerking his hips to shift his cock slightly to stimulate his flesh as he sprayed his cum into her aching quim. 
 
    After several desperate seconds his arm gave out and he slumped on top of her, his head beside hers as he continued to grind against her. 
 
    At last both lovers were spent. 
 
    He stayed on top of her, and inside her, for several minutes as her hands caressed his back and she purred in satisfaction. They were both slick with sweat, though him more than her. 
 
    As their breathing evened out he pulled his face out of her neck and looked into her hooded eyes. She merely smiled and gave him a lingering kiss. 
 
    “Thank you lover, now you need to get off me, the girl sleeps on the guy not the other way ‘round.” She admonished mockingly. 
 
    He chuckled as he shifted off of her. 
 
    “I feel the need to point out that I slept on Milly after our first time.” 
 
    Erica huffed. 
 
    “Yes well Milly is an important exception. She has those two perfect pillows, so I’ve slept on her tits before too.” 
 
    Milly giggled and finally spoke. 
 
    “You were always after my milk you naughty kitty!” 
 
    “Oh no, we didn’t wake you did we?” Erica asked with false concern. 
 
    Nameless laughed at that as both girls settled on either side of him. 
 
    “I’m so happy for you two.” Milly whispered, raw emotion in her voice. 
 
    Erica said nothing, instead leaning over him to kiss the Minotaur passionately. 
 
    Nameless discovered that the soft sucking of the sisters kissing was a lovely sound to fall asleep to. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 16: 
 
    Morning Glory 
 
      
 
      
 
    Nameless woke to Erica and Milly having a private conversation.  
 
    He could hear them through the doorway to the front room, whispering covertly. He would have left them to their secrets but his curiosity got the better of him so he got out of bed, slipped into his pants and a shirt and padded nearer. 
 
    “You have the braid, which I am super jealous of and proud of you for by the way! It suits you two perfectly. I need something like that.” Erica was speaking, seemingly lost in thought. 
 
    Nameless heard Milly whisper something back but didn’t catch it so he moved closer to the door in time to hear Erica’s response. 
 
    “No it can’t be done, especially with your hair, there’s no adding to that masterpiece, my stone would have had to be added alongside yours with the original braid. No, I need to do something that’s personal to us…” 
 
    Able to pick up both sides of the conversation now, Nameless listened intently, too interested to back away. 
 
    “Well maybe a second braid? You taught me how to do it, so really it is more your thing than mine, we could use some of your hair mixed in with mine to give it some colour and make it more…you?” 
 
    Erica seemed to consider that for a moment before she rejected the idea. 
 
    “As lovely as the image is Milly, my hair isn’t indestructible, it’s just hair, and that would compromise the braid. I think… I think I want something… kind of naughty. I am a whore after all.” 
 
    “Don’t call yourself that Erica! You know I hate that, and I know Master does too!” 
 
    Nameless could feel Milly’s distress and considered interrupting the conversation, but ultimately decided this was something the girls needed to work through. 
 
    Plus, he wanted to know what they came up with. 
 
    “Milly, I’m…I was in the tents for a really long time, longer than we were together. It’s hard for me to think of myself as anything else. But I’ll try, for you I’ll try.” 
 
    He could hear them embracing and felt a lump in his throat. He edged closer, a slight squeak in the floorboards made him wince but they didn’t seem to notice. 
 
    “Why don’t you get a piercing like Miranda has? She keeps Jan in her belly button, it’s really cute!” 
 
    Erica snorted at the mention of Miranda. 
 
    “Hmm… the idea is for Master to have some way to carry my heart, not me… somehow I don’t think a belly button piercing would look right on him. Maybe a nipple ring?” 
 
    Nameless was slightly nervous at that point. 
 
    Milly giggled. 
 
    “That’s a fun image!” 
 
    “No… hang on… Ha! Milly you’re a genius! You remember I told you that I had Master slip my stone inside me?” 
 
    Nameless certainly remembered, but wasn’t sure he liked where this was going. 
 
    “Yeah, I was a little jealous of that, I should’ve thought of it before I made him the braid. Ooooh! Erica can you image both our stones inside you!” 
 
    “Oh my gawd that is sooo hot, you are a naughty cow… no! We’re getting sidetracked! The answer is so simple Milly! I’m surprised you haven’t seen it!” 
 
    “Hey! Are you saying I’m simple?!” 
 
    “What?! No! I’m saying we should pierce Master’s cock!” 
 
    Nameless felt a sudden urge to run like hell. 
 
    “…What? You mean… like a penis… ring?” 
 
    “They’re called cock-rings Milly, I’ve fucked a few guys that had them, they were shit in bed but the ring felt really good while they lasted. I wonder if anyone in town has the things I’d need...” 
 
    “Hang on Erica, what if Master doesn’t want another hole in his… thingy?” 
 
    “Honestly girl, say it with me: cock, dick, meat-sword, man-hammer, javelin of truth, pleasure tube, any one of those would be better than just ‘thingy’.” 
 
    Nameless could practically hear Erica doing the air-quotes, but he was too concerned about the direction this conversation had gone to be amused by Milly’s refusal to call his penis anything remotely naughty. 
 
    “Whatever! What if he doesn’t want ‘The Nameless God’ damaged?” 
 
    “Hah! You said yourself he would love anything I gave him, we’ll do it in his sleep so he won’t feel it and then he’ll just have to get over it. It only hurts for a few days… er, weeks… unless it gets infected, then he might lose his dick… but we have your milk so it should be fine!” 
 
    Nameless was in a cold sweat at that point. He’d just started using his dick; he wasn’t ready to lose it! 
 
    “Well, I suppose your right. I do like the idea of him thrusting your heartstone inside of me.” 
 
    “Great! With you onboard, he’ll definitely be okay with it!” 
 
    No he won’t!! 
 
    Nameless was practically in tears, he wanted to make his girls happy, but not like this! 
 
    “And then maybe he’ll actually be good in bed.” 
 
    Milly had said that. 
 
    Sweet. Honest. Loving. Milly. 
 
    She actually just said that. Nameless was stunned. 
 
    “Yeah, I know what you mean, his heart is in the right place but he just kind of… sticks it in and wiggles it around a bunch. Poor guy could use every advantage!” 
 
    Erica, you too? 
 
    “Yeah I haven’t been satisfied yet, so I think it best that we get Master the penis-ring. For his own good, really.” 
 
    Nameless was doomed, life was over. 
 
    “Cock-ring Milly, it’s called a cock-ring.” 
 
    “Right, whatever.” Milly paused, her voice dropped lower; “Do you think that’s enough?” 
 
    Nameless dully wondered what horrible thing she referred to now. 
 
    “I don’t know, he’s pretty dense. Like, two girls who can read his emotions, one of which has an excellent sense of smell and exceptional hearing, you’d think he’d know better than to even try.” 
 
    Nameless was genuinely curious what the hell they were talking about, did he snore? Did he need to bathe more? He took a cautious sniff of one arm-pit. 
 
    When he looked up both girls were suddenly standing in front of him, trying not to laugh through their frowns. 
 
    “Yeah Master, you should know better than to try to eavesdrop on private conversations.” Milly did her best to look stern but she just didn’t have the temperament for it. 
 
    The girls held their frowns for a few more seconds before their laughter escaped them. 
 
    Nameless took a beat to figure out that he had been the butt of a joke, he was put out by it for a moment, but then, he had been eavesdropping. 
 
    After a few more moments of their laughter he smiled wryly. 
 
    “I suppose I deserved that. So… I’m not bad in bed then?” 
 
    “Best I ever had!” Milly enthused. 
 
    “Pffft! Only you’ve ever had.” Erica said with a teasing poke at Milly’s side. 
 
    “Oh hush! I know Master is the best you’ve had too, you already told me so.” 
 
    Nameless’s world made sense again, right up until Erica gave it another spin. 
 
    “Yeah, I still think a cock-ring would be great though…” 
 
    Milly rolled her eyes then winced and Nameless realized that she was in pain from her hooves. 
 
    “Milly! You’re not supposed to be on your feet!” 
 
    “Oh, you want me on my knees?” She asked coyly; “Hmmm, Master, now that you’re up is there something that you need? Perhaps something that Erica and I could do for you…or do to you? To make up for our teasing…” Milly’s eyes were full of heat as she pulled him into the front room, limping a bit. 
 
    “I... uh… well gee...” 
 
    “She’s asking if you want the two of us to suck you off. Right here. Right now.” 
 
    He had learned that Erica was a very direct sort of girl. 
 
    “Was that what I was asking? I don’t think so… I think I was asking what Master wanted…” 
 
    “Ooooh, you’re right Milly. Since he was being naughty. He should have to say it.” Erica’s eyes were fierce as one claw lifted her shirt, exposing her tanned skin to his lecherous gaze. 
 
    He really liked those black panties. 
 
    “Uh... I… uh…” 
 
    Milly just looked at him expectantly. 
 
    Erica’s lips drew into a pout at his hedging, until, tired of waiting, she leaned in with a helpful whisper that set his blood on fire. 
 
    “Say it Master… say what you want us to do… tell me to suck your cock… tell Milly to suck your cock. We won’t do it if you don’t.” She stuck her tongue deep into his ear, and he shuddered. 
 
    He had a sudden, although related, question. 
 
    “Erica… your t-tongue… how is it so soft now? It was rough before… wasn’t it?” 
 
    She giggled, took him by the ear and licked him from chin to temple. Her tongue scraping along his flesh pleasantly, though he knew if she did that too much it would definitely start to hurt. 
 
    Then she leaned away from him and stuck her tongue out for him to get a closer look. It was bizarre; she was flexing the muscle in little waves, the barbs of her tongue rippling across the surface. 
 
    She withdrew it back into her mouth with a sultry smile. 
 
    “I’m a Katje, everything about us is geared for sex. My tongue is rough when it needs to be. Maybe you’ll like it a little bit rough on your cock-head… just one or two little licks? Or are you worried Master… worried that I’ll lick your dick raw?” 
 
    Nameless was panting. 
 
    Milly slowly pulled up Erica’s shirt. The cat girl outstretched her arm so that she could remove it entirely, the fabric tousling her hair as it came off. 
 
    “Look at her skin, look at how tan she is compared to me. Imagine what your stuff will look like, all over her.” 
 
    Milly ran one hand over Erica’s pert breasts, they were so much smaller than hers, but perfect for her size, her dark brown nipples hardened, exposed to the air. 
 
    “Of course, you’ll have to ask for it…” Erica purred, gently removing Milly’s questing hand. 
 
    “Yeah, tell us what you want Master…” Milly unsnapped one shoulder of her denim overalls, one breast mostly spilling out; “Say the words…and we’ll do it for you…” 
 
    “Just say the words lover… I don’t know how much longer I can wait. I need your cum all over me, all over my rough tongue…” Erica stuck her tongue out again making the same rippling motion as before. 
 
    Nameless was in agony. 
 
    The girls teasing had made him rock hard, but he knew they wouldn’t do anything about it unless he asked them to. He swallowed, his mouth watering. 
 
    It’s so dirty sounding though! 
 
    “Please… can you, please…” 
 
    “Please what Master?” Milly asked, her voice breathy. 
 
    “Please… you? All you have to do is say those three little words…” Erica moaned. 
 
    He could see her moist cleft through her panties as she unsnapped Milly’s other shoulder strap, allowing her creamy breasts to spill out. 
 
    She deftly drew her tongue across one of Milly’s pink nipples. He could hear the faint rasp as Milly tossed her head back and mooed. 
 
    “Ah... Erica, so rough! Please-” 
 
    “Shhh baby… it’s all for our man, soon… he’s about to say it… I can tell.” 
 
    The tension in Nameless snapped at the image before him, it was too much. 
 
    “Suck my cock! Oh god please, get on the floor and suck my cock!” His voice was hoarse with desire. 
 
    Milly and Erica shared a slow passionate kiss, before they turned and spoke in unison, dropping to their knees before him. 
 
    “Yes, Master.” 
 
    His legs were weak and he was ready to explode already. 
 
    Sensing this, both girls stroked his thighs for a moment before they worked together to slowly draw down his pants. 
 
    “Shhh… Master, it’s alright… no need to rush. We want this to last.” 
 
    “Yeah lover, we want you in our mouths for a good long time, if you pop too soon, well then we’ll just have to keep going until you pop again!” Erica’s voice was so sultry he thought he would get off just from that. 
 
    His pajama pants fell to his ankles. Wordlessly the girls helped him get them completely off, supporting his weight while he got his feet out one at a time, his erection flopping wildly before their eyes. They giggled at the sight. He tore off his shirt as well, rapidly overheating. 
 
    “Oh no, Milly… it looks like we made him too hard, should I take the first lick then?” 
 
    “Yes, sister. Show me how you please our man. I want to see it.” Milly’s voice was a whisper as she settled on the floor. 
 
    “Oooh, I love you Milly. Thank you for sharing him with me.” 
 
    Eyes brimming with sudden emotion, Erica leaned into her bond-sister and kissed her passionately. Her tongue, soft now, swirling around her sister’s as they made out before their man, their faces inches from his cock. 
 
    They each ran one hand slowly up his thighs, their other arms circling around each other in a sideways hug, one of Erica’s tanned breasts smooshing against Milly’s milky mound. 
 
    He couldn’t help what happened next. 
 
    “Oh god! I’m sorry, I can’t, it’s too much!” 
 
    Without either of them ever touching him he was going to cum, the sight of them kissing so passionately overwhelmed him. 
 
    He thrust his cock towards their surprised faces, unable to stop himself from seeking out the stimulation of their touch. He roughly gripped each of them by the head and pulled them towards him. 
 
    He had barely pressed his swollen head to their lips when he began to spurt. Their cheeks together, they kissed his head in tandem, tongues swirling around his knob and into each other’s mouths as he released all of the tension they had built in him over the last several minutes. 
 
    They never stopped the movements of their tongues, even when both of their mouths were overflowing; his seed spilled onto their breasts, much of it rebounded onto his stomach, his cock and his aching balls. He continued to blast his cum at them, gripping them tight to his flesh. 
 
    Eventually, true to her word Erica licked his sensitive head with her rough tongue. Twice. 
 
    The intensity of it in the middle of his release was too much, and he gave another hoarse cry as his cock sought refuge from that rough tongue in Milly’s open mouth. He pulled her deep to him, still cumming. 
 
    Erica laughed openly at his chicken-shit maneuver, licking at the semen on Milly’s face while she took his spurting erection, sucking hard as her mouth filled up. 
 
    He could hear the rasp of her tongue against Milly’s cheek, his cock still hidden within. 
 
    Come out and play little chicken-dick… 
 
    Milly bobbed rapidly, she had learned from the last time and was able to swallow his cum with his cock still in her mouth. 
 
    Finally he slowed, his painful grip in their hair turning into a pleasant stroke as he gave a last few jerk of his hips into Milly’s mouth. 
 
    Meanwhile, Erica abandoned her torment of Milly’s cheek and ducked low, Milly read her intention and shifter herself higher, still bobbing. Erica used her tongue to clean all of his cum from his scrotum, before she opened her mouth wide and sucked one testicle between her lips. 
 
    He grunted at the sensation between pleasure and pain as she sucked on his balls one at a time. 
 
    Since the cat decided to behave, he thought she deserved a treat. 
 
    Wordlessly, and with Milly sucking as hard as she could and working her tongue to prevent it, he slid his cock out of her mouth. She pouted but met his eyes, then swallowed his salty cum and used her hand to offer his dribbling cock to Erica. 
 
    The cat licked her lips and took him deep into her mouth, her tongue silk on his flesh. He stroked her hair and ears, the fiery passion of the moment over, she was now tender, sweet, as she slowly bobbed up and down on his over-stimulated flesh, purring intensely. 
 
    Milly returned Erica’s tongue bath, cleaning her lips and cheeks of his seed as her sister sucked their master dry. 
 
    “Good kitty…” He said; his voice raw from yelling his release. 
 
    After another minute of this he shuddered and withdrew from her mouth, entirely spent. 
 
    She swallowed, then turned to Milly and resumed the kiss he had so rudely interrupted, this time their kiss was much sloppier as they shared the remnants of his load. 
 
    Their faces now clean, they took it in turns to lick lower, Milly took Erica’s pert breasts into her mouth, one at a time, cleaning every drop of his seed from her tanned chest before working back up to her neck and finding a trove hidden under her chin as the Katje tilted her head back to allow her access. 
 
    Once the cat girl was clean she turned the tables on the cow: she slid down Milly’s body, licking up every salty dollop of his cum from her creamy skin, inevitably suckling at her nipple while Milly let out plaintive lows of pleasure. 
 
    Oh how the cat purred.  
 
    The mixture of her bond-sister’s and her Master’s cream was so deliciously naughty. 
 
    They continued like this for several minutes. 
 
    Nameless had pulled up a nearby chair to rest as he watched the show. Inevitably, after ten minutes or so he felt himself growing hard again, he was still a teenager after all. 
 
    The girls noticed, and Milly beckoned with one finger. 
 
    “Our lovely kitten didn’t get her fair share of your cream Master, I’m afraid I got most of it…” 
 
    Erica purred, with her eyes hooded as she licked her lips in anticipation. 
 
    “Mmmm… that’s right lover, and I did warn you that if you popped too soon we would just have to keep going, didn’t I sister?” 
 
    “I do believe you did, my love.” 
 
    Nameless chuckled, his reticence forgotten in the midst of the erotic encounter. He shifted forwards, bringing the chair with him… until Erica leaned into Milly’s ear and whispered something.  
 
    The cow’s eyes widened, looking skeptical. But apparently Erica’s insistence won her over; she smiled big, her wet cheeks blushing prettily. 
 
    “Sorry Master, but you can’t have the chair for what happens next.” Milly shifted on the floor around behind him as he stood in confusion, tracking her with his eyes. 
 
    “Eyes front lover.” He turned to see Erica fingering herself, her panties around one ankle, and watching him intently. 
 
    “Erica, what is-” 
 
    He felt Milly’s sudden grip on his ass cheeks, spreading him wide. 
 
    “M-Milly?!” 
 
    Her tongue suddenly licked him, right over his taint and his puckered hole as he stammered at her. The strange sensation caused him to try to jerk forwards but Milly took him by the hips and kept him in place as she rimmed him. 
 
    “Oh lover, guess I’m going to have to work just as hard to get your attention…” 
 
    He felt the warmth of Erica’s lips as they enclosed his head. 
 
    “Aahh! Girls this is crazy!” 
 
    He watched Erica bob a couple times before she had to stop, pulling her own hair from her mouth. 
 
    “Lover…” She purred up at him; “Hold my hair so I can suck your dick like you deserve?” 
 
    A moment of hesitation as Milly continued to assault his backdoor with her tongue, and then he quickly gathered her luscious locks into his hands, getting a good grip with it, both fists locked at the back of her head. All the while Milly tongued his asshole, her face buried between his cheeks. 
 
    Erica smiled at him sweetly, and then placed a single innocently dirty kiss on the very tip of his penis, just a tiny peck. 
 
    “Say it for me baby… tell me what you want.” She whispered at him before sticking her tongue out, barely touching the underside of his rod. 
 
    He didn’t hesitate this time. 
 
    “Erica, my love, suck my dick like a good kitty and I will give you everything I have left, straight into your mouth! Suck my dick while Milly keeps doing whatever the hell it is she’s doing!” 
 
    She purred; then circled her tongue around his cock head once, twice. 
 
    “I love you Master.” A whisper.  
 
    The last words out of her mouth for some time. 
 
    She took his head into her mouth. Last time, she didn’t have a chance to really showcase her skills. 
 
    This time, his cock was all hers. 
 
    She swirled her tongue around, the perpetually moist and smooth underside contrasting sharply with the roughness of the top, but she kept the touch gentle, delicately alternating so that he barely had time to register the rough sensation before it was eased by the silky underside of her tongue. 
 
    The heat of her mouth was intense around his erection and he couldn’t help but groan as he stared into her emerald eyes. 
 
    Meanwhile Milly had grown bold with her ministrations. Her muscular tongue pressed against his sphincter, hard enough to cause him to thrust forwards into Erica’s mouth, both his hands gripping even tighter as his dick poked at her throat. 
 
    Milly’s tongue worked its way inside of him, the wet muscle rimming him viciously as she gripped his hips, now following his thrusts with her face nestled in between his cheeks rather than holding him to her. With each thrust the muscles of his cheeks half-heartedly tightened around her face and tried to deny her access. 
 
    But the Minotaur was far stronger than his pitiful ass cheeks. 
 
    He groaned as he forcefully took Erica’s mouth over and over, bobbing her head on his turgid member as she purred. 
 
    The vibration was yet another sensation to drive him mad. With each thrust and pull he inched himself further into her, and she opened her throat to him. Her mouth wasn’t as big as Milly’s so she would have to work harder to take all of him. 
 
    But the former sex-slave was more than up to the task of servicing a lover of her choosing. 
 
    He felt her repeatedly swallowing around the head of his cock, and he had finally pulled her tight to his groin, her nose pressed into his pelvis. He was slightly hunched over to allow Milly to keep up the pressure on his anus. 
 
    He held Erica to him for as long as he dared, until fear of choking her overrode his pleasure and he drew her all the way back, but not off, his shaft. 
 
    His head still nestled between her lips, she began to twirl her tongue around him again, no trace of her former roughness. 
 
    Kitty was playing nice. 
 
    She arched an eyebrow at him questioningly. 
 
    Why did you stop? 
 
    He saw the invitation in her arched brow even as he felt Milly start to moo into his bunghole. He became aware of a wet sound below him. At some point Milly had taken one hand off his hip. 
 
    The girls were vigorously fingering each other between his legs. 
 
    The knowledge that his girls were pleasing each other and him at the same time set him loose. 
 
    “I’m going to fuck your mouth now kitty. If it gets to be too much, make your tongue rough and I’ll stop. Okay?” 
 
    Her cheeks reddened deeply at his words and at the feeling of Milly fingering her deep and she quivered in anticipation. 
 
    She gave a quick nod and a hum of acknowledgement, flexing the barbs of her tongue into his penis to demonstrate what it would feel like. 
 
    He nodded in response. He released her hair for a moment, giving each of her ears the full attention of one of his hands in a deep massage and she purred once more. Then he gathered her mane in his grip again in preparation. 
 
    Meanwhile she slowly swirled her tongue around his cock head, keeping him well lubricated for the inevitable plunge. Milly’s own tongue was deep within him, moving in and out slowly, the sensation making his knees weak. 
 
    “Erica, Milly. I love you both so much. Thank you for being in my life.” 
 
    Her purring stopped as she opened her throat to him, Milly stuck her tongue as far as she could and with a grunt he thrust into Erica’s eager mouth, unleashing his pent up need on the Katje. 
 
    He was thrusting so hard that Milly lost a bit of ground as she tried to keep up with him, her tongue slipping out of him slightly only to try worm it’s way back in when he withdrew from Erica’s mouth. 
 
    His balls slapped rhythmically against Erica’s chin, her drool dripping off of them and on to her chest. 
 
    She took him placidly, green eyes locked on his face as she accepted every inch of him, tears streaming down both cheeks as he held nothing back. 
 
    His thrusting sped up to the point that Milly couldn’t keep up anymore, her tongue finally slipped out altogether, so she resumed rimming him. 
 
    Sweat dripped from his body, down his face, his back, into the crack of his ass where Milly quickly licked it up. 
 
    His release drew ever nearer; he locked eyes with his devoted kitty as he pounded her tight throat for all he was worth. He felt his balls tighten and a wave overtake him, barely able to grunt out a warning. 
 
    “Erica… cumming!” 
 
    He gave three more powerful thrusts before lodging into her throat; she massaged his cockhead, swallowing repeatedly. 
 
    Milly’s finger found her clit and she vibrated in ecstasy, his cock keeping her gasping moans muffled. 
 
    I want it all Master! Every fucking drop! 
 
    Milly thrust her tongue back inside him, as deep as she could. 
 
    He bellowed as he ejaculated straight down Erica’s throat, she swallowed again and again, before he pulled back to allow her a desperately needed breath through her runny nose. 
 
    Still he pumped his hips and bobbed her head halfway on his cock, his head pressed firmly against the ridges on the roof of her mouth, desperate to keep the sensation going during his release. 
 
    Despite cumming only twenty minutes ago he rapidly filled her mouth; the added sensation of Milly’s thrusting tongue extending his release. 
 
    The Katje gasped for air through her nose as she swallowed again and again, desperate to take him all. 
 
    Sadly, it was not to be. 
 
    Eventually her cheeks billowed out too much and she had to pop off of his cock, he sprayed all over her lips as she swallowed, she let out a guttural laugh. 
 
    “Noooo!! I almost had it dammit!” 
 
    Still coming, he pulled her face to him, but too fast for her mouth to catch him; his cock nestled between her cheek and her nose as he ground her face roughly against his still spurting member, plastering her forehead, her hair and her upright ears with his seed. 
 
    All the while Milly, sweet, loyal Milly, tongue fucked his asshole for all she was worth. 
 
    At last he had to beg his cow to stop, it was too much. He pulled the now one-eyed Erica’s face away from his groin, only for her to pop his cock back into her mouth as soon as it slid low enough, suckling down the last few pitiful spurts. 
 
    She was a complete mess, his cum all over her hair and the downy white fur on the inside of her ears. Great gobs of it dribbled down her forehead, out of her closed eye and down her nose. Inevitably finding their way back onto his cock where her eager mouth still worked. 
 
    The sensation of the second blowjob was too much for him, and Nameless fell backwards. 
 
    Milly caught him in her arms and settled him against her, his head resting against her pillowy breasts. Erica followed him down, her Katje reflexes more than up to the task of keeping his cock exactly where she wanted it. 
 
    As Erica continued to tongue bath him, especially as she noticed all of the cum that had dribbled back onto his groin from her face, Milly wrapped her arms around her panting master. 
 
    “Are you alright Master?” 
 
    It took him several shuddering breaths before he was able to respond. 
 
    “Milly… I’m better… than alright…” He swallowed then took another breath to speak more smoothly; “And I hope you realize, that this mean war.” 
 
    Her eyes widened as her fingers caressed his chest, while he trembled slightly at the feeling of a satisfied Katje purring on his crotch. 
 
    “Turnabout is fair play, baby. The next time Erica decides to go down on you, it’ll be my tongue up your butt.” 
 
    She let out a nervous moo. 
 
    “And Erica, if you really want me to, I will take a skewer and pierce my cock for you, right here and right now.” 
 
    She chortled onto his wiener, finally releasing it from her mouth as she sat up and began to use the back of her hands and her tongue to bathe herself of his cum. 
 
    “Nope, I changed my mind, lover. If you had a cock-ring just now, I think I might have died. And we are definitely doing that again. Kitty likes it rough!” 
 
    She continued to scrape his cum off of her hands with her perfectly rough tongue. 
 
    Milly and Nameless both giggled at that, and then said at the same time; 
 
    “Good Kitty.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 17: 
 
    Meet the New Girl 
 
      
 
      
 
    After their morning fun, and with Milly ordered to stay off her feet, Nameless and Erica brought the cart laden with her cream to Paul. 
 
    Milly had told Erica all about the farmer and she was curious to meet him. 
 
    As the pair wrangled the cart off of the trail and towards his barn, he came out of his house to greet them. 
 
    “Hey kid, I heard you had quite the adventure, is Moon-Pie alright?” 
 
    Nameless briefly explained the shape of her hooves to the old man whose frown deepened the longer the kid spoke. 
 
    “So, you the sister?” He addressed the Katje. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m Erica. Milly and Master saved me. Please don’t be too hard on him about Milly’s feet. It was really my fault and she’s seen a lot worse in the arena, believe me!” 
 
    “Mmm… you had the same owner as Milly once upon a time? Cuz I don’t rightly care for the way she’s been treated.” He gave her a stern look. 
 
    “Yeah, our owner was a shithead. I killed him though, so don’t worry!” 
 
    “You did what now?” He was taken aback by her bluntness. 
 
    “I ripped his tongue out and ate his dick!” She said brightly while Nameless blanched. 
 
    The farmer gave her a long look, and then extended one hand. 
 
    “Name’s Paul, Paul Fletcher. I think you and I will get along just fine.” 
 
    Introductions out of the way they set to work bottling the milk, while they were gone Paul had picked up the first order of half-quart bottles and the second milking pail. 
 
    All told they had just over thirty bottles filled, much less than the last time. The adventure, and the very hungry cat, had interfered with the milking. Plus they left a few bottles for Miranda and Jan, who were apparently still asleep in the farmer’s guestroom, their injuries not yet healed. 
 
    An hour later, Nameless and Erica were in the market. 
 
    Paul had advised them not to let anyone haggle over the price of the milk and Erica was doing just that. 
 
    But one of Nameless’s first customers proved to be an extremely awkward situation for him: Tom Loskins had sent his daughter Cordelia to pick up several bottles as it turned out that as a baking ingredient the cream was great for gourmet pastries.  
 
    Contrary to her behaviour when he was working for her father, the girl was all smiles now, flirting openly with the uncomfortable young man. 
 
    “Hello, um, Nameless right?” She gave him a winning smirk. 
 
    “Uh… yeah. C-can I help you?” 
 
    “My father wants to buy six bottles of your milk. It’s a hundred and thirty coins a bottle right?” 
 
    “N-no, it’s still one hundred forty five.” 
 
    “Oh come now, we’re all friends here. Let’s not forget how my father helped you out before.” She said with what she clearly thought was an endearing pout. 
 
    Once she saw the diminutive orphan instead of the crotchety old farmer she decided to charm the price down. Nameless was indeed flustered by her coquettish attitude, and so she may have succeeded if he were alone. 
 
    What the girl failed to account for was Erica. 
 
    Once she had finished with another customer the Katje turned to see what was taking her lover so long, and recognized the girl from his memories almost as soon as she laid eyes on her. 
 
    “Hey, I know you! You’re that little snot that was mean to my Master!” Her green eyes narrowed and she did nothing to control her volume. 
 
    Nameless’s discomfort grew. 
 
    “Wh-what?!” The girl was startled, not expecting to face an aggressive Katje during her morning errands. 
 
    “Oh don’t play dumb you shit! You called him a parasite! Right to his face!” 
 
    A scandalized murmur went through the other people in line. 
 
    “N-no I didn’t!” 
 
    “Now you’re calling me a liar straight to my face!” 
 
    “W-well I-” 
 
    “Erica please calm down!” A red-faced Nameless placed himself between his cat and the flustered girl. 
 
    The market goers were all enjoying the drama, many of them knew who Nameless was and heard about his recent fortunes. More than a few also had experience with the other girl’s nasty temperament and were enjoying seeing her called out in public. 
 
    “I will not calm down Master! This little brat hurt you! The only reason I haven’t torn her ugly face off is because I don’t want to get you in trouble with Miranda!” Erica’s ears were flat and her tail was enormously puffed out. 
 
    “U-ugly?! What the hell! I’ve never even met you!” 
 
    The situation was rapidly deteriorating and the girl’s cheeks were red at the unwanted attention. 
 
    “Yeah ugly, like, on the inside! Why else would you say such cruel things to such a good man?” 
 
    Nameless was helplessly caught between the two bickering girls, largely ignored until Cordelia crossed a line. 
 
    “Look you stupid whore-” 
 
    Nameless shut her down immediately at that. 
 
    “Don’t you dare call her that!” He reared on the startled girl, he didn’t want to be in this situation but he knew exactly how painful that word was for Erica. 
 
    “Wh-” 
 
    “You can call me a parasite or a worthless orphan all you want, but don’t you ever say such horrible things to my girl!” Erica was taken aback by his sudden outrage, and more than a little aroused; “And yeah, Tom did me a favour, but I worked my ass off for it! So if you want some of our mate’s milk you will have to pay the same price as everybody else!” 
 
    The girl’s face had gone from red to white at his words, she did not like this kind of attention. She was used to special treatment because of her looks. 
 
    She sputtered at him for a bit, then looked around at the frowns of the other people in line and fled, her dignity in tatters behind her. 
 
    “Hmph, good riddance!” Erica watched her flee. 
 
    Nameless sighed, rubbing both of his eyes with the heels of his hands. 
 
    “Erica, you can’t go off on people like that! Just because she was rude to me one time-” 
 
    “We both know she was more than rude, Master!” Her arms were crossed now and her lip pouted a bit. 
 
    “Yes, but her father was good to me so-” 
 
    “Well, then he can buy the milk!” 
 
    “Erica…” 
 
    “No Master! If someone is a shit to you I will not lie down and take it and neither will Milly, just be glad she wasn’t here because she would’ve broken that bratty little bitch in half! So you better get used to us defending your honour!” 
 
    Nameless went pink at that, there was a chuckle from the onlookers. 
 
    It was readily apparent that she wouldn’t give him an inch on this, so he let it drop. 
 
    The drama over, the rest of the bottles sold quickly enough. Paul had not been kidding about the shortage of the stuff. 
 
    Afterwards, they packed up the cart and did some shopping and Nameless soon found himself in a shop he never thought to enter in his life. Erica was trying on underwear while he was trying to be invisible to the other women in the store, many of whom merely gave him knowing looks. 
 
    Evidently it was a custom in such places for a girl to bring her man in to seek his approval on her underwear choices. Nameless had some doubts though as he seemed to be the only man present. 
 
    “I really like these ones from the Aegis compound. I want to find more like them.” She calmly lifted her shirt and presented her black and purple panties to him. 
 
    “E-Erica! Please!” He tried to pull her shirt back down. 
 
    “Oh hush, Master. Even in this little town girls dress to impress their man. Right?” She turned to another woman in the cosy shop whose cheeks turned pink before she gave a coy nod; “I also want to see if they have anything for Milly. She doesn’t do underwear, too dainty for her, but a change of overalls, some more shorts and some shirts would be nice!” 
 
    She dragged a blushing Nameless to another few shops, spending a not insignificant amount of money on clothes, but he hadn’t the heart, or the balls, to stop her. That and the girls both needed a wardrobe. 
 
    She surprised him again when she took him shopping for clothes that actually fit him; it was a strange sensation indeed not having to roll up his sleeves for once. 
 
    Lastly they stopped by the apothecary and picked up an unguent that Paul had recommended for Milly’s feet. 
 
    On their way out of town Nameless noticed that Erica looked worried about something. 
 
    “Erica? What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Oh! Um… nothing!” At his frown she sighed and continued; “I guess I’m just a little nervous about, well… this place is really nice, aside from a certain snotty baker’s daughter… and I’m just worried about fitting in, I’m used to places much rougher than this!” 
 
    “You fit in better than I do! You were so friendly with the customers, plus you’re really b-beautiful so…” He ended with a shrug. 
 
    “Oh you are a charmer, lover!” 
 
    With a warm smile she leaned in and gave his ear several playful licks, he had no escape as they were both pulling the cart from inside the handle, even together unable to match Milly’s strength. 
 
    “Erica!” His tone was scandalized. 
 
    There were people about and her tongue had grown quite ardent with his tender earlobe. 
 
    She giggled, and then started pulling the cart faster. He was forced to match her pace, confused. 
 
    Her intentions became clear when they turned into Paul’s drive. She parked the cart to one side, dropped the handle and pulled him by his shirt into the privacy of the bushes. 
 
    She dropped her panties down to one ankle, held her shirt up with one hand and leaned against a tree with the other. She presented her pert butt to him, her tail swishing as she watched him over one shoulder, hunger in her eyes. 
 
    Nameless had never had a quickie before. 
 
    He found he rather liked them. 
 
    Once the pair was finished, they sorted out their clothes and she slipped her panties into his pocket with a kiss to his cheek and a giggle before she gave him several more licks to groom his scruffy hair. 
 
    Both still breathing heavily, they made their way up the drive and dropped off Paul’s share of the profits with the farmer. 
 
    He gave their ruffled appearance long enough of a look to make Nameless blush and Erica smile smugly. 
 
    “I take it I don’t have to worry about Moon-Pie’s sex life?” He asked with a chuckle. 
 
    “I don’t know… can Minotaurs die of exhaustion? Our master is a beast in the sack!” Erica replied with a one armed hug to a furiously blushing Nameless. 
 
    “Ha! I knew I was gunna like you! Well, before you start anything at the cottage you should know that Joe is back to work. And while he certainly wouldn’t mind the show, that prune he married surely would!” He chuckled and left them to tend to some of his own chores. 
 
    When they arrived at the cottage Joe was hard at work thatching the roof while his wife sat on the porch and Milly watched from below, Nameless and Erica both frowned at the sight of her on her feet. 
 
    She didn’t finish greeting them before they dragged her back into the cottage and flopped her down onto the bed. 
 
    “You are being a naughty cow! Master told you to stay off your feet! I even had a treat ready for you but I’m not sure you deserve it now!” 
 
    Erica’s chastisement was clearly fraudulent, but Milly seemed to take her seriously. 
 
    “Oh! Please, I’ll be good!” 
 
    Without preamble, Erica crawled over her head and sat on her face, pressing her naked labia to the startled cow’s lips. 
 
    “Well, go on, you have to work to get your treat!” 
 
    Hesitantly Milly slipped her tongue inside the Katje, until she recognized the familiar taste of their man’s cum and became much more aggressive about it. 
 
    Erica began to purr as her tail swished over Milly’s forehead, shifting her hair around and tickling her. Then the Katje reached down and began to paw at Milly’s covered groin. Eventually unsnapping her overalls to pull the fabric down and slip her hand underneath, down Milly’s stomach and over her pelvis to her waiting sex. 
 
    Still spent from the sex in the bushes, Nameless set to work instead of joining them; putting the new clothes away in the dresser he then left the girls to their fun, exiting the cottage to help Joe. 
 
    Joe’s wife was sitting on the porch still, and blushed furiously as Nameless walked past, for his part Joe was studiously ignoring the steadily increasing sounds of passion coming from inside the cottage. 
 
    They worked together for a few hours before calling it a day, Joe and his uptight wife taking their leave. 
 
    Work finished, Nameless was sweating profusely and eyed the pond longingly. He poked his head into the cottage and called for the girls. 
 
    “Erica, Milly, do you want to come swimming with me?” 
 
    Milly immediately responded, her voice coming from the back room. 
 
    “Skinny dipping?!” 
 
    He blushed, remembering what Paul had said to them about the pond. 
 
    “Er, y-yeah I guess. If you want.” 
 
    Suddenly there was a thumping as Milly charged out of the cottage at him, already nude. 
 
    “Milly! Your feet!” 
 
    “I’ll be fine once we’re in the water!” 
 
    He found himself hefted into a bridal carry by the over-eager cow who ran them both to the water’s edge while an equally nude Erica followed, laughing at her bond-sister’s enthusiasm. 
 
    “Wait! My clothes!” 
 
    But it was too late. Milly plowed right into the pond and unceremoniously dumped him into the water. 
 
    He came up sputtering as Erica laughed her ass off from the shore, and Milly looked a bit sheepish, her head poking out of the water. 
 
    “S-sorry Master! I’ve wanted to swim with you since Paul first told us the story about the Naiad.” 
 
    His shock fading, he pulled off his sopping clothes. 
 
    “That’s okay Milly, I’m glad that you’re excited.” 
 
    Erica watched them both from shore, still laughing. 
 
    “Aren’t you coming in?” He tilted his head to one side. 
 
    “What?! No! I take baths and I take showers. I don’t SWIM!” 
 
    Milly calmly took his clothes from him and waded to shore, water dripping gloriously from her milky flesh as she emerged from the pond. 
 
    Cat girls had very good reflexes, but Milly was so guileless that Erica never thought for a second that her sister would suddenly grab her and toss her into the water. 
 
    The Katje gave a startled yowl as she flew in an arc before she hit the surface right next to Nameless. 
 
    Again he was shocked at Milly’s behaviour. 
 
    She just smiled at him. 
 
    “She was being a bad kitty when she laughed at you Master.” 
 
    Erica emerged, her ears flat to her head, her hair slicked down and her arms held out to either side to keep them out of the water that came up to just above her naval. Her nipples were pebbled outwards from the chill of the pond. 
 
    She gave Milly a murderous glare. 
 
    Nameless couldn’t help it, she just looked so mad. He started to laugh. 
 
    Erica’s head shifted to him and her eyes narrowed, a low threatening yowl emerged from her throat. 
 
    His laughter faltered as she drew herself into a predatory crouch, her growl intensifying, getting higher in pitch, and building towards something terrible. 
 
    “E-Erica?” 
 
    She pounced. 
 
    Her tackle took him down under the water again and she wrestled with him, easily overpowering him. She pulled him to the surface only to then dunk him repeatedly while he sputtered. 
 
    Milly placidly waded back into the water, creating an impressive wake as she leaned forwards and let the pond take her weight off of her sore feet with a happy moo, oblivious to the fact that less than ten feet away her sister was murdering someone. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 18: 
 
    Revelations 
 
      
 
      
 
    After playing in the water for awhile they dressed in their new clothes and had dinner together. 
 
    Nameless decided to check in with Ophelia late that evening, he had gotten a sense that if he didn’t he would regret it; he wasn’t sure when she was leaving and wanted to give her a proper send off. 
 
    Milly remained at home, the unguent had helped but her hooves were still really sore; hopefully her shoes would be ready soon. 
 
    Erica wanted to meet the woman who raised him, and he explained who she was to him and about their last meeting while they walked to the orphanage. 
 
    He was more than a little worried that she might have left without saying goodbye. That, and after everything that had happened, from rescuing Erica to finding out that he was an Empath, he needed the familiar calm that she always brought out in him. 
 
    Calm was the last thing she brought out in him now. 
 
    Ophelia, Mistress Ophelia, the first woman he ever loved, the woman who tucked him in at night and who spoon fed him soup when he had a fever… was incredibly drunk. 
 
    The state of the orphanage was shocking as he and Erica wandered in, no lights were lit, the colourful walls greyed out in the darkness. All of the furniture was gone, the cabinets empty, even the familiar toys always scattered about had vanished. 
 
    They found Ophelia, stark naked, in the now empty boy’s dormitory, kneeling on the floor and clutching a patch-work teddy-bear, humming a drunken lullaby. 
 
    “Um, Ophelia? Are you alright?” Nameless had approached her from behind; her normally glorious wings were folded low. 
 
    Her head turned around slowly and she blinked at him owlishly. She loosely held a ceramic bottle in one hand as she gripped the bear tightly to her breast. She seemed to be having trouble focusing her eyes, still humming softly as she stared at them for a bit before speaking. 
 
    “I gave him this you know, so very long ago now… was a time, he needed it, just like he needed me… but it got left behind when he left. He doesn’t need it anymore and he doesn’t need me.” She hiccupped and the nearly empty bottle slipped out of her fingers, clattering to the floor and then rolling to a stop at their feet. 
 
    Erica picked it up and licked the opening, she shivered a bit in arousal as Nameless squatted down next to the inebriated Flutterby, unsure what to say. 
 
    “Blomma nectar…This stuff is a powerful aphrodisiac for most, but I guess for a giant butterfly lady it makes for pretty potent liquor…” Erica looked as concerned as Nameless felt; this was the lady that her master thought so highly of? 
 
    “Ophelia, please, you’re frightening me…” 
 
    Nameless had never seen her like this. 
 
    Naked and clearly distraught; her skin was so white as to be nearly translucent, her normally elegantly styled blue-black hair hung disheveled around her shoulders. 
 
    She hiccupped again as she blinked at him. 
 
    “Oopsies! I’m so sorry! I didn’t mean to frighten you dear…” 
 
    She moved to reassure him, turning towards him, extending one arm in a clumsy hug, and exposing more of her bare flesh to his startled gaze. He couldn’t help but notice that her nipples were the same colour as her hair, or the downy patch of equally dark hair just above her privates. 
 
    She grasped his shoulder with her free hand and pulled her frail body into his arms. 
 
    “There there, it will be alright, Ophie is here, dearheart. She won’t ever let anyone hurt you.” 
 
    Careful of her wings he wrapped his arms around her. 
 
    “Ophelia…” 
 
    “Ophie… he used to call me Ophie, back when he was so little. I would hold him above me and spread my wings out underneath him, he loved my wings! He would laugh and laugh. Ophie up! Ophie up! He would say… he was so very precious.” She rested her forehead against his. 
 
    Suddenly he felt a tug beside him. 
 
    He didn’t notice but Erica had slipped down at their side. 
 
    “Master, her heartstone, where is it?” She asked him, her voice tense. 
 
    “I… I don’t know. Ophelia, uh… Ophie? Where do you keep your heartstone? Where is it?” 
 
    “Hmm?” Suddenly she seemed to recognize him and sober up a bit, he could feel a sudden anxiety bloom within her; “I… I don’t recall, you shouldn’t ask Ophie such things. That’s very naughty of you!” She clutched the bear tightly to her naked chest. 
 
    “Master, if we are to help her we need her heartstone! I don’t understand everything that is going on but this is just the kind of situation men I used to know would take advantage of, we have to make sure her heart is safe!” 
 
    Recognizing the urgency in her voice Nameless pictured the unscrupulous Thaddeus Kirk for a moment then nodded and put his hands on either side of Ophelia’s face and tried to get her to focus. 
 
    “Ophelia, is your heart safe? Do you know where it is?” 
 
    She giggled at his stare. 
 
    “Silly boy, I always loved those eyes of yours…” She hiccupped again, working her lips over themselves as she pressed her own hand against his cheek; “I… I shouldn’t tell you where it is, that would make me just as naughty, you know.” 
 
    “Nameless! Please, she’s clearly important to you we can’t let what happened to me happen to her!” 
 
    Ophelia leaned back from his grip as she regarded the Katje. 
 
    “You… are dressed very inappropriately young lady!” 
 
    Erica rolled her eyes. 
 
    “Says the naked butterfly!” 
 
    “Oooh! I like you! You would be good for him I think; he needs a girl with some fire in her!” Ophelia calmly reached out and lifted the hem of Erica’s shirt, eyeing her black panties underneath; “That is a lovely colour on you, I’ll bet that you could be a bad kitty if you wanted to be!” Her eyes had taken on a smoldering quality as she met Erica’s gaze. 
 
    “Oookay… listen drunken lady who I’ve never met, I can be a bad kitty and the people who taught me how are so nasty they would make your wings fall off. So if you could just go ahead and tell the nice man where your heartstone is, we’ll make sure that doesn’t happen to you, okay?” 
 
    “Mmmm… sleepy.” Her eyes drooped then widened briefly as she had a thought; “He is a man now isn’t he? One day that just sort of happened. I wasn’t ready for it. I knew it was coming but still…” 
 
    Nameless was way past concerned now, what if someone already stole the precious stone? 
 
    “Erica! Search the house! Please!” She bolted, as he turned his attention back to the insensate Flutterby and gave her cheeks a couple of invigorating slaps; “Ophelia! Focus! Where is your heart? What did you do with it?” 
 
    “I… I gave it away…” She let out a sob, more awake now; “I didn’t mean to do it, it just sort of happened! He asked to see it and I couldn’t say no.” 
 
    Nameless blood ran cold. 
 
    They were too late. 
 
    “Who, Ophelia? Who did you give it to?” 
 
    She let out a gasping sob; seeming to realize that she was naked she folded in on herself and began to rock gently. 
 
    He pulled the woman into his arms, rubbing her back with one hand, oblivious of her nakedness in his concern for her wellbeing. 
 
    “Ophelia, please, I need to know who has it so I can get it back.” 
 
    She shuddered in his arms. 
 
    “I gave it to you…” She finally murmured. 
 
    Nameless was thunderstruck. 
 
    “I gave it to you, but you forgot, and then when you left… when you left me… you left it behind too.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    Wordlessly, she pushed the bear against his chest between them. 
 
    He took it in one hand and felt a sudden familiarity. He knew this bear. Somehow he knew that there was a flap on the bear’s back, held in place with a couple of buttons. With the nerveless fingers of one hand he removed the buttons. 
 
    Ophelia’s hand covered his, beseeching him with her touch but not stopping his fumbling. 
 
    “Don’t… please don’t…” Her voice was barely a whisper. 
 
    Saying nothing, eyes locked on hers, he worked his fingers into the stuffing of the bear… and felt a familiar shape inside. She began to cry, and then collapsed against him. 
 
    He held her for a few minutes. Until he noticed that she had fallen asleep, gently snoring away into the crook of his neck. 
 
    Erica found them like that as she returned from her fruitless search; she had brought a sheet pilfered from the mostly empty linen closet to cover the sleeping beauty with. 
 
    “Master, what is it? What happened?” 
 
    He didn’t respond, at least not to answer her questions. 
 
    “Come on, we’re taking her home.” 
 
    She nodded and helped him bundle her up. She thought that she would carry her, but he was more than up to the task, her frame impossibly light. 
 
    They set out through the sleeping town to bring her home. All the while Nameless’s mind was reeling. 
 
    Ophelia, what did you do? 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Dawn came, the rising sun a cruel reminder to a certain Flutterby that Blomma nectar hangovers suck.  
 
    She awoke with a groan to find herself wrapped in a sheet, lying on a strange bed in a quaint little cottage. 
 
    She heard hushed voices from the other room, still trying to remember her own name she stumbled out of the bed and towards the voices. 
 
    “…don’t want to get Miranda involved until I know the truth.” Nameless was in the midst of talking to Milly, and to a Katje she didn’t recognize. 
 
    Wait, how do I know that she has black panties? 
 
    “Morning sunshine! Have a good nap?” The cat girl said with enough enthusiasm to make her head hurt even more than it already did. 
 
    “Ah… please… quietly.” 
 
    “Ha! Should’ve thought of that before you drank an entire bouquet of Blomma nectar!” 
 
    Ophelia put one shaky hand to her brow, the sheet slipping down to expose the swell of one breast while she clutched at her head. 
 
    “Erica, stop… We talked about this…” Milly said, getting up with a slight wince at her tender hooves and moving to comfort Ophelia. 
 
    Erica huffed. 
 
    “Fine… fine, sorry Ophelia. We haven’t been properly introduced though we met last night, I’m Erica.” 
 
    “Pleased to meet you… again, I think…” Ophelia tried for politeness but her usual composure was not forthcoming, she met the muddy brown eyes of Nameless and suddenly felt very naked indeed. 
 
    Milly helped her into a seat at the table across from Nameless and then gingerly lowered herself back down into hers. 
 
    “Well, I’d like to say it’s good to see you again, but you look really awful.” She handed a glass of her milk to the Flutterby; “Hopefully this will help with the headache.” 
 
    There was an awkward moment as Ophelia tentatively sipped at the cream, then made several long swallows as its nourishment soothed her aching body. 
 
    Nameless finally spoke, his voice soft, but insistent. 
 
    “Ophelia, please. Tell me about this.” He placed the bear on the table. 
 
    Ophelia gasped in shock and snatched the bear up. 
 
    “Or maybe… you should tell me about this?” He held his hand out, nestled within was a purple stone, several shades darker than her eyes. 
 
    She didn’t take it. She seemed afraid of it. 
 
    “I… I am so sorry Nameless… It was a stupid accident and I tried to make it right but I didn’t know how.” Her lip quivered as she gave the bear a gentle hug. 
 
    She shuddered and one dark nipple slipped out of her sheet but she didn’t seem to notice, until Erica, with a huff, pulled the sheet back over her shoulder. 
 
    “Thank you, dear…” She said tonelessly. 
 
    Nameless cleared his throat, his voice still gentle. 
 
    “Maybe you should start at the beginning?” 
 
    She shuddered again, wrapping the sheet tighter around herself before she closed her eyes and prepared herself with a breath. 
 
    “Do you remember much from when you first came to the orphanage?” She asked, her voice was quiet but steady, resigned. 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “A few random images, I remember your wings, I remember being fascinated with them. I remember them being around me all the time, but that’s about it.” 
 
    “Do you remember… this?” She turned the bear so its tattered face was directed at him. 
 
    “Yeah, I remembered last night, it was mine right? A long time ago?” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “I made it for you about a year after you came to me, as you can see, not the finest bit of needlework, but it was my first attempt and you loved it so…” 
 
    She shook her head slightly, lost in her memories. 
 
    “I am getting ahead of myself; if the truth is going to come out then I shall have to start at the beginning. The very beginning...”  
 
    She took another breath and then began to tell him everything. 
 
    “It was a wounded Troglodyte who brought you to the orphanage… to me. I was asleep and next thing I know there’s a lizard woman in full battle gear bleeding all over me. She’s in my chamber and she’s holding you. She said that someone would be looking for her and a baby, and that the best place to hide you would be among other human children. She said that she served your father, and that he was dead now and that the one who killed him would want you dead as well. She begged me to keep you safe, a Troglodyte! A warrior breed proud as any Amazon! On her knees begging me to keep you a secret! I don’t know what ever happened to her, she was so badly injured...” 
 
    Nameless’s eyes were locked on hers; she had never told him any of this. 
 
    “You were this tiny little thing, a year old at most. She never told me your name. I’m so sorry that I never thought to ask, there was so much blood, and you were covered in it. So I took you and I bathed you and I did as she asked. I already had two dozen children, who would notice another? Especially one so small…” 
 
    Milly and Erica were both rapt, their attention fixed on the Flutterby. A pin drop would be deafening as she thought how best to continue her tale. 
 
    “And it worked, no one ever came for you, you were safe. Until I fucked up.”  
 
    He was dumbfounded, he never heard her use such crass language. 
 
    “You remember my wings because I kept you near, at the time you were the youngest child by several years, and I worried for you so… I never forgot the Trog’s warning. Then when you were three you had another nightmare, you had so many back then, so I held you close, and I promised you that the Valkyrie would always keep you safe. And I explained about monster girls, and I told you about… my heart-” She whispered the word; “-It seemed so innocent. When I described it to you, you asked to see it… I used to keep it locked up by my bed, where we were snuggling. So I fetched it out of its chest, still holding you in my arms. I merely meant for you to look at it but you shifted forward and grabbed it before I could stop you!” 
 
    A gasp came from Erica. 
 
    “You bonded with him…” 
 
    Nameless looked at the Katje sharply, and then slowly turned to face Ophelia, stunned at the revelation. 
 
    She hung her head, tears dripping off of her face. Unable to speak, she nodded her lowered head. 
 
    Milly shifted down on to her knees beside the butterfly and brought her into her arms with a gentle low of emotion. Erica was blinking hard to keep her tears at bay. Ophelia turned into the cow’s loving embrace and wept for a time. 
 
    Nameless was in a daze. Ophelia, steadfast Ophelia, had bonded with him so long ago he couldn’t even remember it. 
 
    He did the math in his head. 
 
    “Sixteen years… you bonded with me sixteen years ago?” 
 
    She composed herself with a murmured thank you to Milly, who gave her shoulders several encouraging rubs. 
 
    Eventually she was able to speak again. 
 
    “Almost seventeen, it happened just after your birthday, which is in a couple weeks.” 
 
    “But that means, that means that… for fifteen years, you…” he couldn’t formulate a coherent question. He had moved out of the orphanage two years ago, so… 
 
    “For fifteen years, I had to raise you as just another child at the orphanage; I had to ignore the urge to smother you with my love and affection. Because if anybody found out about the bond, you would be taken away from me. And I foolishly, selfishly, convinced myself that I had to keep you near, to keep you safe.” 
 
    She met his eyes again, her jaw working in anger. 
 
    “For seventeen years I have watched you, as the other kids trampled all over you, as the world turned its cruelty towards you, and I could only give you the occasional fleeting hug to bolster you against it. If I held you too long I knew I wouldn’t be able to let you go. For seventeen years…” Her voice choked up again and she looked away. 
 
    “And then you were there!” She raised her head suddenly to Milly; “You were there, a Minotaur! You were there and you could love him openly, you could shower him with devotion! And I knew you would, that you could, protect him, far better than I. So strong… so strong, and so eager to please…” her hand was on Milly’s cheek. 
 
    Her sheet had slid down again, exposing her breasts but she didn’t care. 
 
    “You cannot imagine, how much I loved you, the day you came to visit me… or how much I envied you. You… who could have what I could not.” 
 
    Erica was confused, something didn’t make sense. 
 
    “Hang on, how do you know when his birthday is?” 
 
    Ophelia looked at her in puzzlement for a moment before she caught her meaning. 
 
    “I didn’t, I made one up. A week after you were brought to me I decided that you were a year old. I’ve worked with children for years so it was an educated guess… sorry.” She turned nervously to Nameless. 
 
    Another lie. 
 
    His world had fallen apart. What’s one more lie? Ophelia, nurturing, gentle, poised, now naked from the waist up, hair dishevelled and nursing a hangover.  
 
    Ophelia the liar. 
 
    Nameless had to get a grip because there was more to the story. He shook himself, so what? She made up his birthday, big deal! She also watched over him for his entire life, denying herself in ways he didn’t fully understand. 
 
    He forced himself to let it go and move on. 
 
    “And last night?” His tone was neutral, he needed to know everything. 
 
    She shuddered at the memory. 
 
    “T-the last of the children left a few days ago. I had been struggling to hold myself together, their presence helped, having a purpose. But today the men came for all of the things, the furniture, the toys… it was like they were trying to scoop you out of me! To drag all of the memories away! They tried to take the bear too… I had put my stone in it shortly after we bonded, it was a way of… a way of keeping you close. But then you grew out of it, forgot about it, so I kept it safe. Somewhere in my mind I thought I would give it back to you one day and we could be together…” His eyes welled up at the quiet desperation in her voice; “When they tried to take it, something broke inside of me… I could feel myself slipping away, I’m afraid I didn’t comport myself very well with them, but it was one of the last items so when I started screaming and crying at them they just left…” 
 
    He noticed then that her stone was still a deep purple; he looked into her eyes and realized that they were several shades lighter. He let out a gasp as he appreciated what had almost happened. 
 
    “You were turning into a Tenebrae last night…” Milly and Erica’s jaws dropped. 
 
    Ophelia looked ashamed. 
 
    “I… I… I am so sorry Nameless. I should have turned myself over to the Aegis years ago. The Trog… I didn’t know who to trust! Please… I-” 
 
    Nameless leapt up and went around the table towards her. The sheet slithered to the floor as she stood to meet his approach, unsure of his intent. 
 
    He pulled her into his arms and hugged her with everything he had, whispering into her ear. 
 
    “Ophelia, don’t you ever think about trying to leave me again. You stay in the light, where you belong, and if your heart falters again you come to me and I will hold you like this until your light is as steady as I remember.” 
 
    She broke down, clutching him tightly as she cried harder than she had ever cried in her life. 
 
    They held each other, sinking to the floor as their legs gave out from the intensity of the emotion of their embrace. Two other sets of arms wrapped around them as Milly and Erica joined them on the floor. 
 
    They stayed like that for nearly an hour. By the time they broke apart, Ophelia’s heartstone was nearly the same shade as her eyes again. It was still dim though… there was more that needed to be said, to be done. 
 
    Erica, ever the pragmatist, came at the issue head on. 
 
    “Okay Ophelia, you want to be our bond-sister right? You want to be able to be with our man?” 
 
    Ophelia met her gaze, weighing her words, and then nodded. 
 
    Erica returned the nod then held two fingers before her face. 
 
    “Two questions!” 
 
    Ophelia’s eyes were wide, uneasy with the cat girl’s intensity. She nodded again, she was ready... 
 
    “One! Do you like to eat pussy?” 
 
    Milly’s jaw dropped and Nameless groaned. 
 
    “Erica! Don’t ask her that! Ophelia you don’t have to answ-” 
 
    “Yes.” Ophelia said with a rueful smile; “It’s been a really long time, but… yes.” 
 
    “Good! Question two!” 
 
    Nameless cringed; Milly covered her face in her hands. Ophelia waited. 
 
    “Do you like to swallow cum?” 
 
    Ophelia’s eyes flickered to Nameless; he was more than a little uncomfortable in the heat of her gaze. Then her eyes demurely went to the floor. 
 
    “What else are you supposed to do with it?” She asked innocently. 
 
    Nameless groaned again, Milly shook herself from side to side in embarrassment, her face still in her hands. Erica laughed. 
 
    “Great! That’s all I needed to know!” 
 
    “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves, we still have to take this whole thing to Miranda, if you really want to acknowledge the bond with me then the Aegis will need to know about it, we need papers for one, and I need to get yelled at by Miranda again.” Nameless said with a slight chuckle. 
 
    “I’m sorry Nam… no… I’m sorry Master. I didn’t mean for any of this to happen, I just, couldn’t hold it in anymore.” 
 
    Ophelia looked vulnerable, Milly tried to give her back the sheet but Erica swatted her hand down, clearly admiring the view. 
 
    “Don’t ever be sorry for that, I’ll admit, the idea of us… together… will take some getting used to. And we definitely need to have a longer conversation about it.” He frowned at Erica, who merely rolled her eyes at him; “But I have loved you my whole life, you were always there for me. What kind of man would I be if I didn’t step up and be there for you?” 
 
    Ophelia stumbled into him and threw her arms around his shoulders, pulling him back into her embrace, his cheek resting against the swell of one breast, her erect nipple tickling his chin. 
 
    “Nam-Master… you’ve grown, into such a fine man. My man. I love you so much…” Her voice was thick with emotion as she gave him several pecks on the top of his head, before her tone turned wistful; “All joking with the frisky Katje aside, you and I don’t ever have to do anything in the bedroom. It’s enough, just like this is enough.” 
 
    “Bullshit.” Nameless said bluntly. 
 
    She leaned back from him in surprise their eyes meeting. 
 
    “When I accepted Milly and Erica into my heart, and into my bed, it was never about just ‘enough’, I fully intend to give you more than enough.” Then he leaned up and kissed her, letting go of any reservations about the past, and the future. 
 
    He kissed her as a woman who has been kept waiting for seventeen years deserved to be kissed. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    “Oh you have got to be kidding me! We just saw you yesterday!” Miranda was unsurprisingly pissed. 
 
    Her agitation not helped by the fact that Jan wouldn’t stop laughing. 
 
    They sat on the porch of the cottage, Milly had handed her and Jan each a glass of her milk for their injuries. They sat together and listened to Nameless explain how he had gotten another bond-mate. 
 
    Overnight. 
 
    The Flutterby, who Miranda learned was named Ophelia and who had raised him, was sitting, wrapped in a sheet; wings low, back straight, face pensive with a frowning Erica looming behind her, both arms draped over her shoulders protectively. 
 
    As the story came out, told between Nameless and the butterfly girl, Jan’s laughter faltered and Miranda’s ire subsided. 
 
    Eventually, their tale complete, Miranda turned all business. 
 
    “And this Trogolydyte, she never gave you her name?” 
 
    “No, she just begged me to keep him safe.” 
 
    “How about her clothing, you said she was armored for a fight, what did her gear look like?” 
 
    “Ah… I don’t… I’m no expert on such things, there was so much blood…” Ophelia was looking more distressed and Erica held her tighter, her frown deepening. 
 
    “Did she have any weaponry? A Sword? An axe?” 
 
    “Um… both? It was a big blade, curved, with one edge I think…” 
 
    “Was she wearing any kind of uniform? Animal skins? Leopard print bikini? A pink tiara?” Miranda’s tone was getting impatient. 
 
    “Um… no, there wasn’t a tiara that I can recall… but she wore a sash! A red sash, around her waist, I remember because I could see where the blood had made it even darker. And her ear, it was pierced, a rough iron spike!” Ophelia blurted out, trying to be helpful. 
 
    Miranda nodded, taking notes. 
 
    “And you say he was maybe a year old at the time?” 
 
    “Yes, he was small for his age, he always has been. But I’d say he was a year.” Her voice was more confident. 
 
    Children she understood, far more than weaponry and uniforms. 
 
    There was a pause as Miranda continued her note-taking, awkwardly jotting down the facts as she heard them with her wrong hand, her right arm still in a sling. 
 
    “And you bonded with him… two years later?” 
 
    “Y-yes” This was the part that she was most worried about; bonding with a minor was a major infraction. 
 
    “And was there any contact between you after that, of a sexual nature?” Miranda’s tone was matter of fact, her eyes on her note-pad. 
 
    “NO! Goodness, of course not! He was an infant! I just wanted to keep him safe!” 
 
    “If that were the case you would have turned him over to the Aegis when the lizard woman first brought him to you.” 
 
    “B-but… she said not to trust anyone… anyone! She was so insistent! Have you ever heard of a Troglodyte begging!? Can you imagine the sight of such a thing!?” Ophelia was really distressed now, wringing her hands. 
 
    Erica’s stare was murderous but Nameless interjected before she could. 
 
    “Miranda! Enough! She has protected me my whole life! The only contact we ever had was harmless hugs and kisses, I think I would remember otherwise!” Nameless was almost as mad as Erica. 
 
    Miranda looked between them, and then drew in a deep breath. 
 
    “Look, I understand that you care for her, how could you not? She raised you! But there is a damn good reason that the Aegis charter forbids monsters from bonding with people under the age of fifteen! This isn’t like the violations that you committed, in both instances of bonding with Milly and the chew toy over there, you stepped into the situation with the best of intentions.” Miranda’s tone was intense as she gestured with her pencil between him and his mates; “If she truly had your best interest at heart, she would have immediately turned herself in to the Aegis so that we could monitor the bond, we are not unsympathetic! Accidents happen after all. The two of you would be allowed to visit with each other under the supervision of an Aegis representative. The fact is, she committed a crime and then lied about it for nearly two decades!” 
 
    Ophelia was crying now, tears quietly streaming down her face. 
 
    “I-I’ll come peacefully-” 
 
    “FUCK that!” Erica lashed out, ears flat and tail puffy; “This is your home now! I wouldn’t let anyone take Milly away, and I won’t let them take you!” 
 
    Miranda held one hand up placatingly. 
 
    “Calm down! Nobody is taking anybody anywhere! Yeah this is a serious infraction, but we don’t lock up monsters for accidently bonding with children! Or for exercising poor judgment, for that matter!” 
 
    Erica remained puffed up, not trusting Miranda’s words. 
 
    “Yeah she screwed up and yeah she could have dealt with it better, but don’t think I don’t appreciate the gravity of a damned Trog begging her to keep you a secret! Clearly, the situation is unprecedented.” She sighed. 
 
    “So what happens now?” Milly asked quietly. 
 
    “Now? Now I get to make just about the most difficult report of my career! I expect that there will be an inquest into your conduct.” She waved her hand vaguely at Ophelia; “Not to mention an investigation into just who the hell wanted a baby dead bad enough to take on a Trog in full battle raiment! Most likely a shaman will be brought in to verify the truth of your words. In short, what happens now is a huge pain in my ass!” 
 
    Ophelia was trembling now. 
 
    “So… I get to stay with him?” 
 
    “If he wants you to, this is the third time he’s bonded to a girl without intending to. And the third time I can’t fault him for it. He isn’t a three year old anymore. He can make his own decisions.” Miranda quirked an eyebrow at him, questioning, but already knowing the answer. 
 
    “I want her to stay. I love her.” 
 
    Ophelia sobbed again, he knelt beside her chair and held her as Erica leaned back to give him access. 
 
    Milly sniffled. 
 
    “Great, one big happy family. You know kid; you are the biggest pain in the ass I’ve ever met…” 
 
    “Yeah, he even dethrones Kala and that takes some doing!” Jan remarked, the tension of the situation defusing. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 19: 
 
    The New Normal 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Well the kid works fast I’ll give him that!” Suspended in the column of water, Commander Dawn Morrow let loose a chuckle. 
 
    Miranda snorted in agreement. 
 
    “You don’t know the half of it ma’am; he’s got this whole sensitive-and-vulnerable-yet-ballsy-as-fuck-when-it-counts thing going on and the girls are just lapping it up.” 
 
    “No shit, but it’s the Trog that really has me concerned. Those girls would sooner cut their own leg off rather than bend a knee to anyone but their bond-mates.” 
 
    “Any idea who she was? One of ours maybe?” 
 
    “I will have people look into it. I don’t think she was one of ours, though. If she was she was certainly out of uniform, a red sash is hardly standard issue.” 
 
    “Will there be an inquiry into the Flutterby? A shaman?” 
 
    “No need.” She paused and gave a serious frown; “What’s the Undine’s name again?” 
 
    “Nalia ma’am.” Miranda answered, her eyes twitching to the Undine holding the column of water together. 
 
    “Right, Nalia, the secrecy of what I am about to say is paramount, if you reveal it to anyone, monster or human, you will be stripped of your rank and thrown out of the Aegis before the words even leave your lips. Am I clear?” 
 
    The Undine, eyes wide, licked her lips and nodded. 
 
    “Miranda, Lady Essig is coming to you, she wants to meet the kid and she has asked to be the one to debrief the butterfly.” 
 
    Miranda’s jaw dropped. 
 
    “Ma’am! Is she well enough to travel?” 
 
    “She seems to think so. Her bond-mate is all worked up about her leaving the Bastion of course. She keeps threatening to eat anyone who comes within fifty feet of her.” 
 
    “How soon before she arrives?” 
 
    “She leaves tomorrow morning. I expect they’ll be there the day after. Your girls set out from Garland as soon as they heard where you were, so expect them even sooner.” 
 
    “Copy. Any word on Greyhaven?” 
 
    Her commanding officer gave a cold smile. 
 
    “Our spotters found them right where you said. Booker ordered three teams deployed. Yana and her girls are all over it. I expect them to make contact tonight.” 
 
    Miranda nodded. 
 
    “Good, Yana would have been my first choice as well.” 
 
    “No kidding. Anyways, stay sharp, I doubt there will be anything exciting coming your way but you never know.” 
 
    “Yes ma’am.” They exchanged a brief salute then the water dissipated back into the tub. 
 
    Miranda gave the Undine a good long glare until she was satisfied the wide eyed elemental knew not to spread any gossip, and then sighed as she rubbed her shoulder. 
 
    Minotaur milk was great for healing broken bones but it itched like mad. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    After Miranda had left, Nameless spent the rest of the morning helping Joe with the roof while Milly watched from a comfortable seat in the grass, as before Joe’s wife sat in the shade of the porch, waspish and uncommunicative as she guarded her husband. Nameless got the impression she didn’t care much for monster girls. 
 
    Wanting to pitch in Ophelia helped Erica bring the milk to Paul and then the pair planned to go shopping again. In Ophelia’s fragile state she either threw out or gave away all of her own things; all she had to her name was his teddy bear and one of Erica’s long shirts, which really didn’t work with her wings so she desperately needed new clothes. 
 
    Paul showed up at the cottage just as Nameless and Joe were ready to break for lunch. 
 
    “Moon-Pie, your man keeping you off your feet I see.” He greeted Milly. 
 
    “Yes, he takes such good care of me and my sisters.” 
 
    “Ha, yeah ‘sisters’! I’ve known Ophelia since she first took over the orphanage. So imagine my shock when she shows up this morning with that feisty kitten of yours, wearing a borrowed shirt and nursing a hangover!” Paul let out a chuckle and gave Milly a speculative look; “Having yet another bond-sister sittin’ well with you hun?” 
 
    Milly blushed for a moment, but then answered honestly. 
 
    “We were surprised, but Ophelia was so nice to me when we first met and I know that she will be easy to love. Erica is ecstatic actually, though that might be because she likes to chase butterflies…” 
 
    Paul laughed again. That Katje was a hoot and a half! 
 
    “Hello Paul! Your knees still giving you trouble?” Joe asked as he and Nameless came down off the roof. 
 
    “Not a stitch! Moon-Pie took care of that with one glass!” 
 
    Milly blushed with pride. 
 
    Together they sat on the porch and had a lunch of sandwiches and a glass each of Milly’s milk from the icebox. 
 
    Nameless discovered that he greatly enjoyed it chilled. 
 
    Joe’s wife remained as stern as always right up until she took the first sip, her sour expression switched to wonder as she gazed wide eyed at Milly who smiled back. 
 
    “Th-this stuff is incredible!” She blurted out. 
 
    It was the first time Nameless ever heard her speak; her voice was soft and bell-like, much to his surprise. 
 
    “Of course it is! It’s made from love, and everyone needs that in their life!” 
 
    Her cheeks turned pink at Paul’s words and her gaze shifted to Joe, longing in her eyes. 
 
    Her husband gave her a nervous smile, surprised at her sudden friendly demeanor. 
 
    “Er… anyways, we should be another few hours or so, so this will definitely keep us going, thank you.” 
 
    After Paul took his leave they worked another couple hours until Erica and Ophelia got back, the cart laden with new clothes and a few sundries. 
 
    A brief round of goodbyes later and the Thatcher and his wife took their leave; as they walked off Nameless saw Joe put his arm around her and she leaned into his side. 
 
    The afternoon soon faded into evening and Nameless and Ophelia sat together on the porch. 
 
    Milly and Erica were inside and given the naughty noises and frequent giggles coming from the bedroom, the couple outside had a good idea what they were up to. 
 
    Nameless and his Flutterby had decided to have a private talk and so the other girls left them to it. 
 
    “Ophelia?” He wasn’t sure how to start. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Is that something… that you really want?” He vaguely gestured into the house and at the intimate girls inside; “It can’t be easy for you.” 
 
    Ophelia turned pink; she got to her feet and gracefully shifted behind him in his chair. 
 
    “Nameless. No, Master.” She corrected herself; “I must get that straight in my head. You have been my greatest love for almost two decades; I have yearned for you, dreamt of you, and pined after you for so long.” She settled her hands on to his shoulders and began to massage him. 
 
    “Ophelia…” 
 
    “If you asked me to, I would go to bed with you in a heartbeat, and I would love you with all of the considerable passion that I have in me. But I can sense that you have… reservations. May I ask you about them?” 
 
    “You can ask me anything Ophelia.” His eyes were closed now, enjoying her touch on his shoulders, he was sore from hauling bundles of thatch. 
 
    “Okay, then I won’t beat around the bush. When you were fourteen, you masturbated for the first time-” His eyes popped back open at her words; “What were you thinking about?” 
 
    “O-Ophelia!” 
 
    “I felt it as it happened, you were in the bathroom. It was really late.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. 
 
    He swallowed, heart pounding at the memory, he felt more than a little guilty. He also felt that she already knew the answer but wanted him to say it. 
 
    “You…” He mumbled, ears red as she continued to massage him; “I was thinking about you.” 
 
    Ophelia nodded, heat blooming inside her at the thought. 
 
    “Thank you for telling me, Master.” 
 
    “Wh-why did you ask?” 
 
    “Because I needed you to know that I knew, and I needed you to admit that what I feel for you, that is, the attraction I feel for you, is a mutual one.” 
 
    He swallowed nervously. 
 
    “You aren’t… mad?” 
 
    She chuckled throatily. 
 
    “Dearheart, you would not be the first boy in my charge to entertain such fantasies about me. I am fully aware of what I look like and of how boys at that age behave. I don’t have it in me to be mad at you, not now, not when you have accepted me into your life like this. But there was more to the question.” 
 
    “G-go on.” 
 
    “You said before, that you wanted us to be together. What was it you said, more than enough? I want that too, so very much, but you aren’t ready for it. We need to be open with each other, about our sexuality I think, before we can be physical together.” 
 
    “You’re probably right.” He relaxed again as her fingers worked deeply into his shoulders. 
 
    “Milly and Erica, they are such sweet girls; I am so happy that you all found each other.” She whispered, longing in her voice. 
 
    “You… want what they have? Not just with me, but with each other?” 
 
    Her hands paused in their work as she considered his words.
“You know, for a boy who did so very poorly in school, you can be remarkably perceptive when it comes to the heart.” She resumed her handiwork; “Yes, I think I would like that very much. It is in our nature to yearn for physical contact, and I will admit that is something that has been missing from my life for a very long time.” 
 
    “When was the last time you…” He couldn’t bring himself to say the words, not comfortable with the thought of her with someone else. 
 
    She chuckled, detecting the source of his discomfort. 
 
    “Not since a few years before I bonded with you. I had a dalliance with a couple of Lambdas out in one of Wayne Charlton’s pastures. They were such sweet girls, not unlike your Milly.” 
 
    “Our Milly, she is as much yours as mine, I hope you know that. We are all in this together.” 
 
    As he said the words he could detect the heat from Milly’s heartstone; she and Erica were really getting into it, but both could sense the nature of the conversation that they were having. 
 
    And both approved. 
 
    Ophelia was surprised at his words, and then she leaned down, her breasts pushing into his back as she turned his head to one side and placed a lingering kiss on his cheek. 
 
    “Thank you dear, I always knew you would be a good man. But even I couldn’t have predicted how good.” She wrapped her arms around him, caressing his chest as she held him, her wings fully outstretched behind her. 
 
    She smelled of lilacs, he had always loved her smell. 
 
    “M-maybe, if you want, instead of being physical with me, you could be with them. I know that they want that too and I think that you need it, I imagine anyone would if they had been waiting for twenty years!” 
 
    She laughed into his neck. 
 
    “That sounds lovely dearheart, but… there is something I want first.” 
 
    She released him, and then walked around him, one hand on his neck, until she stood in front of him. Slowly she pulled up her dress and spread her legs, until she was able to settle into his lap, straddling him. 
 
    He could feel the heat of her groin with his, nothing but cloth separated her most intimate place from his hardened need, as her eyes looked into his. 
 
    “Ophelia, whatever you want. It’s yours.” He whispered, his throat closing with emotion. 
 
    She smiled at him, her face full of love. 
 
    “A kiss?” She murmured, hope in her eyes. 
 
    He looked at her for a moment, then nodded and leaned into her, his hands reaching up her back while her breasts pushed into his chest. He felt a slight breeze as her wings fluttered a bit, belying her excitement. 
 
    She couldn’t help but moan as their lips touched again. Their first kiss had been hungry, full of passion and his desire to acknowledge her bond. 
 
    This kiss was sweet and lingering, he gently ran his tongue over her lips, but didn’t force it inside. Her tongue touched his and they timidly swirled them together with their lips still pressed gently against one another; neither of them taking anything from the other, instead sharing in the intimacy of the moment. 
 
    After several sweet moments their kiss deepened, both of them growing more aroused by the second, their bodies pressing tighter to each other. 
 
    Until at last Ophelia leaned back, she pecked him a few more times, but the kiss was over. 
 
    “Ophelia, that was perfect.” 
 
    “Mmmm, I can tell.” 
 
    She could plainly feel his erection pressed into her groin. She writhed against him a little to draw his attention to it. 
 
    “Oh! Um… sorry.” He stammered, face red again. 
 
    She shook her head slightly. 
 
    “Dearheart, there is nothing to be sorry for. The feel of you against me… well, it is quite satisfying to have the physical proof of your attraction to me.” 
 
    One hand was on his cheek, her thumb tracing his lips. The other dipped low between them. 
 
    “I know you aren’t ready for us to be totally physical, although I think you might be getting close…” She smiled wryly as her hand came to rest on his bulge; “But, if you would like, I could help you relieve some of this tension…” She gave his hardened cock a squeeze through his jeans. 
 
    He moaned involuntarily. 
 
    “Oh god… Ophelia… please…” 
 
    “You want me to stop, Master?” Her head tilted to one side as her hand slowly kneaded his manhood. 
 
    He moaned again, this was a dream come true, but it was the dream of a boy many years ago. The question was: what did the man want now? 
 
    It took him only a moment to find the answer. 
 
    “Never… please never stop doing that.” He shuddered as he buried his face into her cleavage, breathing her heady smell deep as she continued to massage him. 
 
    “If you don’t want me to stop, then you surly won’t mind if I took it… just a teensy bit further?” 
 
    Wordlessly he nodded into her breasts, the flimsy fabric shifting, revealing more of her pearly skin to him. The hand on his cheek had shifted to hold his face into her cleavage as her other hand found his zipper and slowly drew it down. 
 
    “Wh-what are you going to do?” 
 
    “Shhhh… dear, let me take care of you this one time?” Her hand worked its way into his pants, he had to shift himself forwards slightly to give her access. 
 
    Soon, her hand was all the way passed his fly and deftly snaking its way into his briefs. 
 
    He gasped when her questing fingers made direct contact with his hardness and she clutched him to her palm, then stopped and pulled his face out of the valley of her breasts. 
 
    “Are you ready?” Her violet eyes smoldered. 
 
    He nodded, his own eyes glazed from the pleasure of her touch. She smiled at him and with her free hand she slowly pulled her new gown off of one shoulder, revealing one breast to him, its dark nipple hard in the open air. 
 
    “All that I am is yours. I know that you spend a great deal of time doing this with Milly, but please consider this-” 
 
    She didn’t finish, he leaned forward again and took her nipple between his teeth, sucking at her breast greedily. 
 
    “Ah! Master! So bold… well then, allow me to take care of you.” She began to stroke him inside his jeans. 
 
    They weren’t in the best position, constrained as they were she couldn’t get much motion but neither wanted to move. She ran her fingers through his hair as he suckled at her teat while she slowly worked her hand up and down, up and down, her grip tightening and relaxing. 
 
    With every motion she rocked her hips forwards, gentle waves on the shore of his lap, adding to the sensation and greatly increasing both of their pleasure. 
 
    They were breathing heavily at this point. Their motion slow, but insistent, their pleasure building. One of his hands was on her naked breast holding it to his mouth, while the other had taken a firm grip on her ass, encouraging her rocking motion. 
 
    She continued to stroke him within his pants, her grip not slackening anymore as she brought him to the inevitable. 
 
    Her wings were spread wide, so that all he could see was her: his whole world was her. The feeling of her pert nipple as he ran his tongue over it and her petite warm hand steadily stroking his erection were bringing him slowly towards sweet release. 
 
    “I’m close…” His voice was hoarse against her flesh. 
 
    “Mmmm… me too, my love…” She murmured, pressing his face tight against her breast. 
 
    With him nearing completion she finally began to pick up the pace, her hand beginning to jerk him fast within the confines of his pants as she dry humped his thigh more aggressively. 
 
    “Ah… Ophelia!” 
 
    “Shhh… dearheart, it’s alright, I want you to cum for me!” 
 
    She was outright grinding her sex against his thigh now, having shifted herself to one side, and he was all but gnawing on her nipple. 
 
    She started to moan as her hand worked his cock rapidly. 
 
    The rustling of his jeans was audible and at last he couldn’t take it anymore, he popped her nipple out of his mouth and hungrily sought her lips, hitting her chin first and eagerly sucking on her skin until she shifted her face down to meet his, he kissed her hard and thrust his tongue into her mouth as he began to spurt into his pants, moaning loudly against her writhing tongue. 
 
    She didn’t stop tugging at his cock. 
 
    Her own orgasm overcame her in a wave as his grip on her ass tightened even more, pulling her moist sex against his thigh. She cried out desperately into his mouth as he continued to spurt into his underwear, thoroughly coating her hand in his seed as she worked his length through his pleasure. 
 
    At last, they were spent. 
 
    Neither moved, her hand no longer stroking him, but still clutched his cock. They both took several breaths, nose to nose while their gaze remained unbroken for some time, her violet eyes locking his muddy browns in place. 
 
    They kissed again, loving pecks, savouring the mutual afterglow. His hands were both gripping her luscious ass now as they leaned into each other, both whispering sweet words of love and devotion. 
 
    Tears stood out on their faces. 
 
    She shifted back after several moments, slowly withdrawing her hand as he groaned at the movement against his still-sensitive flesh. 
 
    Once she had pulled it out of his pants she brought her hand up between them; it glistened in the fading sunlight. 
 
    “I wasn’t kidding before, what I said to Erica…” She brought her hand to her lips and deliberately licked at the pearly liquid staining it and shuddered at his taste. 
 
    “Mmmm… I haven’t tasted a man in so very long… it makes me so wet to taste you Master!” 
 
    He watched her with a great deal of fascination. 
 
    He wasn’t the only one. 
 
    “That is sooo fucking hot!” Unbeknownst to the entangled couple, Erica and Milly had come out to investigate. 
 
    They stood just outside the door, Milly was topless and Erica likewise only wore a pair of her signature black and purple panties. 
 
    Nameless felt a little awkward, the sticky mess in his pants adding to his discomfort, but to his surprise Ophelia only laughed. 
 
    “I hope you don’t mind dears, our Master was tense so I took it upon myself to relieve him.” She looked only slightly nervous, as if she was trying to hide it. 
 
    Wordlessly Milly approached, Ophelia dropped her wings so that the Minotaur could embrace her. 
 
    She held her close for some time, and Erica had moved to the other side and put her hand on Ophelia’s shoulder. 
 
    “I am so happy for you!” Milly finally said into the Flutterby’s ear before gently kissing her on the cheek. 
 
    Ophelia lost some of her composure at the cow’s sincerity. 
 
    “Yeah, and I am so happy you weren’t kidding about liking to swallow!” 
 
    “Erica!” Nameless was mortified at her bluntness. 
 
    “What? It gives me hope that she wasn’t kidding about the other thing she said she liked to do!” 
 
    Ophelia began to laugh, soon the others joined in. 
 
    After a few moments of mirth, Ophelia gave Erica a speculative look. 
 
    “Tell me kitty, are you and Milly done playing for the night, or do you have some energy left for a very horny butterfly?” 
 
    Erica spared a quick glance at Milly, who only smiled, her cheeks pink. 
 
    “I think I would like that very much, little butterfly, I am more than a little bit curious what you taste like.” Erica lewdly drew her tongue from Ophelia’s chin, across her lips and up her cheek to her forehead. 
 
    Ophelia didn’t bat an eye, though she was breathing heavily. 
 
    “Yes, I’m kind of curious myself.” Milly’s voice was soft as she turned Ophelia’s face towards her and likewise licked her on the opposite side. 
 
    “Well, why don’t you girls take the bedroom tonight, I’ll sleep in the living room, after I clean up of course!” Nameless chuckled. 
 
    All three girls turned to him, faces inches apart. 
 
    “Are you sure Master? I don’t want you to feel left out…” Ophelia was hungry for Milly and Erica’s touch, but was concerned about her master. 
 
    “After what you just did for me there is no chance of that! Besides…” he awkwardly embraced all three girls; “You all need this, I think, part of what we were just talking about right?” 
 
    She smiled at him. Then turned and whispered first into Milly’s ear and then into Erica’s. 
 
    Erica spoiled the surprise though. 
 
    “You’re right; we should all give him a blowjob together someday soon!” 
 
    Milly put her face in her hands and Ophelia snorted an undignified laugh and quickly covered her mouth, a delicate blush finding her cheeks. 
 
    Nameless was more than a little excited by the prospects that the future held for him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 20: 
 
    Justice Delivered 
 
      
 
      
 
    Night had long since fallen over the gulley in which the roving tent town had set up shop, and it was far from dormant in the darkness. 
 
    Jeers and hoots of laughter were heard, as well as the wet smacking of flesh on flesh as men took their turn with whatever girl was available in the whoring tents. 
 
    Meanwhile in the middle of a circle of wagons a rough arena had been erected from logs and within it a badly wounded Troglodyte knelt, her weight propped on her claymore, in front of a tiny red skinned girl who held a massive black hammer loosely in one hand. 
 
    “Hit her again!” A man’s voice cracked out. 
 
    “Fuck that! Clearly she’s lost; I’m pulling her out before your bitch does anything that can’t be fixed!” Another man’s voice protested. 
 
    In the torchlight of the ring only the girls were clearly visible. The Trog looked determined, but clearly finished. The tiny girl just looked bored, and maybe a little sad. 
 
    “You were stupid enough to put your whore in with my badass bitch so the fight is over when I say it is!” The first voice was threatening now. 
 
    “Hey now, you know the rules, nothing permanent! You don’t like that you take your girl to some other arena.” A third man broke in. 
 
    “Ha! This arena is for pussies! I told you to hit her again!” The girl just looked towards the voice, saying nothing; “Oh not you too! Tch, fine! Where are my coins?” 
 
    The fight over, the Trog was taken away while the men argued about who owed what and how much. 
 
    Little did they know that the entire camp was surrounded. 
 
    “Right, I’ve seen enough.” From the tree clad hills, the clear blue eyes of an Amazon glinted in the moonlight; “Juni, pass the word: on my order we move in, all present are to be detained. Kill any who resist. Have the Dryads on standby; monster lives before humans.” 
 
    “Yes Warleader.” Juni, a short blue Undine, rode in a giant gourd full of water on the Amazon’s back. 
 
    She did as she was told and from several smaller water-pots at the hips of various Aegis tac-team members, her voice conferred the orders. 
 
    The jeers and laughter continued from the tents below their position. 
 
    Not for long. 
 
    Warleader Yana Brael held overall command of the three Aegis tactical teams. When she had received her orders two days ago and had learned of the existence of this place, that a Tenebrae had been created here, she had felt her blood rise. 
 
    It was their sworn duty to stop such crimes as were being committed in the tents below and she would see that duty carried out. She hefted her spear, knowing that not all of the humans would be smart enough to surrender immediately. 
 
    Blood would be spilled this night. 
 
    “Is everyone in position?” 
 
    After a moment of conferring with the other teams Juni nodded, her eyes on the back of her commander’s head. 
 
    “Then give the order.” 
 
    Yana was moving, two dozen other Amazons at her side. The leaders of this little crime ring had enough forethought to post sentries but they were undisciplined louts, though she did see that they carried some lost tech weaponry. 
 
    It did them little good. 
 
    Her spear struck out lightening quick, taking the heads off of two that blocked her path, her sisters loping alongside her faring just as well. 
 
    She couldn’t help herself; she let out an aggressive ululation as the heat of battle took her and her battle-cry was matched on all side by her war-sisters; her Amazons returned her ululation, the Wolfen pack howled from the opposite side, and an entire hive of Hornets buzzed intensely as they descended on the panicked camp from above. 
 
    She took two more humans down in as many breaths, men and monster girls alike were pouring out of the tents, some naked, some armed. 
 
    She gave them one chance, leveling her spear at those near her. 
 
    “By order of the Aegis all here are bound by law! Surrender now or die in the dirt like the scum you are!” 
 
    Similar orders were being shouted by her sisters all around the camp. 
 
    The imprisoned monster girls had hope in their eyes and complied quickly and the naked men soon followed. 
 
    The ones with weapons decided to fight. 
 
    “Come on boys! If these bitches take us alive it won’t be pretty! We break through their line!” 
 
    A stocky man wielding a lost-tech flamer led the charge, the alchemical fire that was spat out pushing the teams back. 
 
    A Hornet fell with a scream, her wings gone. 
 
    A Wolfen tried to leap over the flames to take the man down but was also brought low with a wailing yelp. 
 
    The men behind him, while not as well armed, were emboldened and together they fought off the Aegis teams as they pushed towards the edge of the camp. 
 
    Directly towards Yana. 
 
    The battle rage was in full swing for the Amazon, her eyes fixed on the man with the flamer. 
 
    He laughed as her sisters had to fall back from its fire and his laughter only enraged her further. 
 
    “Juni! Douse me! NOW!” 
 
    The Undine didn’t hesitate, throwing her elemental water onto her commander, thoroughly drenching her as she charged straight at the man. 
 
    Seeing her approach, he laughed some more and let loose a single devastating burst from his weapon. The canisters that fueled it did not come cheap on the black market and he didn’t want to use any more than necessary. 
 
    If he had been less of a skinflint he may have survived. 
 
    He blinked, cold blue eyes stared straight into his; he felt an intense pressure in his chest and couldn’t seem to control his arms. The flamer slipped from his fingers and his dumbfounded look drifted down to the spear impaled through his sternum. 
 
    He barked out a laugh, a great deluge of blood coming from his mouth. 
 
    Yana stood before him, steam coming off of her entire body, her face slightly blackened with soot, but unharmed. She gave her spear a flip and a twist and his corpse flew off of it, smashing into a nearby wagon. 
 
    Her voice was death. 
 
    “Maybe you didn’t hear me. Stand. Down. NOW.” 
 
    Her sisters quickly took up position at her sides, hemming the remainder of the men in on all sides. 
 
    They needn’t have bothered. 
 
    The sight of the mighty Amazon, steam wafting from her body and her giant spear leveled towards them coated with their leader’s blood would have been enough to break the morale of bolder men than they. 
 
    “Juni! Get the Dryads in here, that Hornet-” 
 
    “They are already on site Warleader. The Hornet lost her wings but is otherwise unharmed, the Wolfen is dead.” Juni’s voice was subdued. 
 
    Yana grief was swallowed by her rage. 
 
    “Dammit! All teams spread out and round up all of the girls, secure their hearts!” Monsters rushed off to comply with her orders; “Bring up a column. I need to report in.” 
 
    Wordlessly Juni flowed out of the gourd, and began to weave her magic through the air to form the water column. Soon a face appeared in it, an older man in uniform with a dark grey patch over his scarred right eye. 
 
    “Report.” His voice was direct. 
 
    Before she could a shout came from the center of the camp. 
 
    “She’s going dark! Sisters, fall back! It’s a Gigas!” 
 
    A Tenebrae! 
 
    “Dammit! Warriors! Our fight is not over this night, we take her down!” 
 
    “Belay that order!” 
 
    Yana and her sisters were confused as the man in the water column contradicted her. 
 
    “But, Husband! I-” 
 
    “Take her alive!” 
 
    A shock ran through those present as the commotion from the camp increased and Juni relayed the orders to all of the teams, her brow straining with the effort. 
 
    “What?! Has the Lady regained her strength?” 
 
    “Negative, there is another. Take her alive if possible, and maybe he can bring her out of it.” 
 
    Hope filled her breast at the man’s cryptic words, determination followed. 
 
    “It shall be as you say Husband! Sisters! To me!” 
 
    “Be careful, love.” His voice was soft as the water column dissipated. 
 
    Juni’s strength was spent. 
 
    Yana turned towards the rapidly regrouping Wolfen and Hornets and began shouting orders. 
 
    “Queen Oldeera, take your hive and escort the prisoners to the south end of camp! Lilly, lead your pack, the Dryads, the wounded, and all of the girls recovered and fall back to the east!” 
 
    A Gigas alone would be a challenge for any warrior, a Gigas enhanced with the dark energy of a Tenebrae was truly fearsome. Only the battle tested Amazons of her own team would be up for the challenge of taking her alive. 
 
    She heard the Lost One let out a terrible roar as she stumbled into sight, her gravity hammer still clutched in one tiny fist. 
 
    “Box her in, use the wagons, a single blow from that hammer and you are dead! We need to get it away from her if we are to have any chance!” 
 
    Yana and eight of her best warriors surrounded the petite girl; at barely three feet tall she didn’t look like much, but the Gigas were amongst the strongest of monsters, able to match even a Dragon on the field, but they needed their hammers to bring all of that strength to bear. 
 
    This Gigas was also a blooded veteran of the arenas, and had been surrounded before. 
 
    Each attempt to reach her hammer was thwarted; one of her Amazons was struck a glancing blow by a wagon sent flying by the tiny giant, another was sent into a cartwheel as the hammer struck her low on the leg with a horrible crack. 
 
    The girl roared. 
 
    Yana grew worried; for a Tenebrae, this girl was far too in control. It quickly became apparent that even the battle-hardened Amazons were outmatched and she prepared herself to give the kill order. 
 
    They needed magic to balance the scales. 
 
    Fortunately they had it in spades. 
 
    As the Amazons retreated from the Gigas and her deadly hammer, Yana suddenly scented spring as the ground blossomed with life at the feet of the combatants. 
 
    She frowned. 
 
    “Dammit! I ordered you to stay with the wounded!” 
 
    “You need us here, sister.” A soft voice beside her said simply. 
 
    Several green skinned and naked dryads approached from all sides, two of them tending to the Amazons struck by the wagon and the giant’s hammer as the rest bent their wills to the roots underneath them all. 
 
    The Gigas roared in defiance at her new foes, but found her feet stuck in place, completely wrapped in the sudden growth of foliage. 
 
    Yana cursed at the disobedience of the willful tree spirits but didn’t waste the opportunity. 
 
    “Sisters! All together, pin her!” 
 
    The remaining Amazons converged on the tiny girl, her hammer swung once, twice, but she was unable to follow through with proper footwork and her blows fell short. Soon her tiny limbs were gripped from all sides. 
 
    She struggled mightily and one of the Amazons let out a cry of pain as her arm was snapped by the sheer strength of the girl, but at last they wrested the hammer from her grip, it fell to the ground with a heavy thump. 
 
    Her strength greatly diminished, the Amazons were at last able to contain her while the Dryads restrained her with magically strengthened vines. 
 
    The immediate threat of the Tenebrae contained, Yana heaved a great sigh of relief. 
 
    The Aegis ambush had killed several dozen humans, and fortunately they only had the one fatality, though they had many injuries from the scattered lost-tech weapons and the fallen girl’s rampage. 
 
    She went to deal with the imprisoned humans who were guarded by the fearsome Hornets, pausing with respect as several Wolfen walked passed her carrying their fallen sister on there shoulders. Nearly forty men had surrendered immediately, with another two dozen after she killed the man with the flamer. 
 
    She took a moment to size them up before speaking. 
 
    “You are all bound by Aegis law, any attempt to escape will result in your death. Turn over any heartstones or weapons that you may have hidden on your person now, or we will take them from your corpses later.” No one moved to comply; “Right, let me make this clear, you are all about to be strip searched, those of you withholding a heartstone or a weapon will be deemed an unacceptable risk and killed. So shall we try this again?” 
 
    “You can’t do that! We have rights!” One man boldly declared. 
 
    “Rights?” A deathly whisper, she was on him in an instant, lifting him by the throat with one hand as he squirmed; “What rights? What about the rights of the girls held here? This operation was directly responsible for the creation of two Tenebrae! Not to mention the death of one of my war-sisters! I could order you all killed right now and be well within my rights!” 
 
    The man was turning purple, slapping futilely at her arm. The Hornets began to buzz and hover slightly, their barbed lances at the ready, eager to deliver on the Amazon’s promise. 
 
    “So I will tell you again, and this will be the last time. STRIP! NOW!” 
 
    Those who were still clothed quickly weren’t, several heartstones were recovered, as were a few weapons, the men holding them now happy to part with them. 
 
    Soon the pitifully naked men were formed into a line and shivering in the night’s chill, each man’s hands bound to the man in front of him. 
 
    The Amazons were a proud people and were not at all shy; many openly pointed at the cowed men’s exposed genitals and laughed at their unimpressive size. 
 
    The Tenebrae was loaded into a wagon, still struggling mightily against the vines that bound her. It took three Amazons working together to heft her hammer into another wagon, its weight causing the cart to creak worriedly. 
 
    Soon the commandeered wagons, now loaded with freed monster girls of all kinds, were meandering out of the trees and on to the main road to Greyhaven. 
 
    Dawn broke and despite Yana’s efforts to prevent it, rumours had spread about the girl they guarded. 
 
    “Dammit, Juni! I told you to keep it to yourself!” Yana threw over her shoulder at the gourd still on her back. 
 
    She had just overheard several Hornets talking excitedly about their orders regarding the Tenebrae. 
 
    “But Yana! It’s just such good news! If there is another-” The Undine’s words were defensive and excited all at once. 
 
    “Silence!” Yana yanked the gourd off to address the girl directly, glaring at the blue face peeping over the rim; “IF it is true, and I mean IF! Then secrecy is paramount! You telling every girl within range of a drinking fountain will do nothing but harm in this!” 
 
    “Alright, I’ll stop telling people.” The undine looked somewhat chastised; “So… is it true though?” 
 
    “I do not know, I have my orders and I will follow them. But for the sake of the poor creature that we carry with us, I hope that another Empath has indeed been born into this world.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 21: 
 
    Bad First Impressions 
 
      
 
      
 
    Jan licked her mistress awake in the early morning, she had learned a long time ago that Miranda was not a morning person and she had a cup of Paul’s coffee ready for her. 
 
    “Mistress, here drink. Nalia sent me to fetch you, Dawn wants to talk!” 
 
    “Bwaa, I just reported yesterday…” 
 
    “I know, I think it’s about the raid.” 
 
    Miranda was up quickly at that. 
 
    Within a few minutes she was in uniform, though her hair was slightly ruffled as she greeted Commander Morrow, Nalia’s hands waving through the water column in Paul’s spacious bathtub. 
 
    “Miranda, I see you still aren’t a fan of mornings.” 
 
    “It’s my injury ma’am, healing is exhausting.” Miranda said with a straight face. 
 
    “Heh. Fair enough.” She sighed, knowing Miranda would want the facts; “The raid last night, a few dozen dirt-bags taken alive, several injured on our side, one dead. Yana and her people captured a Tenebrae.” 
 
    Miranda sucked in her breath at the news, the bastards put up a fight. 
 
    “What happens now?” 
 
    “Booker already gave the order, Yana and her girls are coming to you, they’ve been traveling all night, but they have a lot of ground to cover. They’ll be there a day or so after Lady Essig I imagine.” 
 
    “Popular place.” Miranda face grew pensive; “The casualty?” 
 
    “Didn’t catch her name, Wolfen girl, one of Lilly’s pack.” 
 
    “Damn, poor Lilly.” 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Erica and Milly woke Nameless on the love seat with some naughty shenanigans that ended all too soon with both girls swallowing greedily as he felt utterly spoiled. 
 
    Ophelia still suffered the lingering effects of the Blomma nectar despite Milly’s milk so she remained in bed. He snuck into the bathroom to clean up and after a quick shower found himself staring at her sleeping form, watching her breasts rise and fall under the thin sheet. 
 
    “Want me to jerk you off onto her tits while she sleeps? I bet she’d like that…” 
 
    Erica’s voice made him jump and he retreated with her from the room with a blush, not wanting to disturb Ophelia’s rest. 
 
    While he had showered Erica had already taken care of the morning milking and Milly practically glowed from her sister’s efforts. 
 
    “How are you two doing with all of this? Everything just keeps happening so fast and we haven’t really talked about it at all.” 
 
    Erica gave a careless shrug. 
 
    “We got to know each other pretty well last night. Despite what you might imagine, it was actually pretty tame, more talking and stuff then sex. Some heavy petting, a bit of fingering, but I think she doesn’t want to go too far too fast. I like her.” 
 
    “I told Paul yesterday that I thought she would be easy to love and I meant it.” 
 
    Milly was lying face down on one of the love seats, her feet in the air while they each took a leg in hand to massage the soothing unguent into her hooves as she gave the occasional soft moo of pleasure at the attention. 
 
    Her feet were greatly improved, the purplish bruises mostly faded. 
 
    “I am going to check in with Paul later about your shoes. Hopefully we won’t need to do anymore late-night marathons but I want you to be able to run if you want to!” 
 
    “Ha! You just want to see her titties bouncing around… actually, so do I! Let’s get you some shoes baby!” 
 
    Milly laughed as Erica ran her rough tongue over the hide of her ankles. 
 
    “Erica! Ah, that tickles!” 
 
    Before their activities could devolve into something more intimate there was a knock at the door, Joe was there to start the day’s work and his arrival spurred them all into action. 
 
    Erica had wanted to stick around to keep Milly off of her feet and to tidy up the cottage as it was starting to get pretty cluttered from their numerous shopping trips. 
 
    And so Nameless was off to see Paul by himself with the milk and together they bottled it and brought it to the market. 
 
    As the pair was selling the bottles, Tom Loskins showed up with a confused look on his face. 
 
    “Hullo Tom! How’s life?” Paul asked cordially. 
 
    “What? Oh fine. Or not, I don’t know. You’ve met Cordelia?” 
 
    “Once or twice I think, she the brunette with the temper?” 
 
    “Um… yeah. Anyways, she was right behind me until she saw you two then she just said she wasn’t feeling well and took off back home!” 
 
    Nameless stiffened a bit, remembering the nasty exchange from the last time he was at the market. 
 
    “Huh, kid, you’re not after seducing Tom’s daughter are you?” 
 
    “Wh-what? No!” 
 
    Tom glanced at him, his face suspicious now, before he regarded Paul thoughtfully. 
 
    “You think maybe she has a crush?” 
 
    “She’s at that age right? And despite this little peckerwood’s looks he does have a certain, shall we say ‘fiscal’ appeal…” 
 
    Tom regarded the dumbfounded Nameless again, his face pensive. 
 
    “Don’t know if I’m ready to have a son-in-law yet, let alone grandkids!” 
 
    Nameless finally found his voice. 
 
    “I’m p-pretty sure she doesn’t like me actually…” 
 
    The older men both regarded him for a moment. 
 
    “She been nasty to you kid? Cuz ya know, that usually means a filly really likes ya!” 
 
    “N-no, that’s, there is-” 
 
    After watching him squirm for a minute or so, Tom took pity on the boy and changed the subject. 
 
    “Paul, you expecting the price to come down anytime soon?” 
 
    Paul gave one last amused look at Nameless’s blushing visage before he answered. 
 
    “Maybe in a week or so, I don’t know, we sell out in less than an hour every day. Speaking of which how many bottles do you want?” 
 
    Tom sighed as he looked at their remaining stock. 
 
    “The pastries I make from it sell out just as fast, so I’ll take ten.” 
 
    Nameless eyes boggled a bit at that, they only had thirteen bottles left. Paul completed the sale and took the baker’s money, Tom left to interrogate his daughter about his potential status as a grandfather. 
 
    Within a few more minutes they had no bottles left and packed up to make the journey back to the farm. 
 
    “Paul, what about the shoes for Milly?” 
 
    “Ah, damn I forgot. You go check in with the smith. I can manage an empty cart!” 
 
    With that Paul left him to pick up the shoes. 
 
    Nameless had been doing odd jobs in Kettering for almost two years, and had more than once shoveled coal and split wood for Rory the local blacksmith. He was a surly man, all grunts and glares, but underneath he was actually a kindly soul. 
 
    As he entered his sweltering shop, Nameless didn’t get more than three steps in before Rory spotted him and roughly handed him a heavy box. 
 
    “Here you go boy. You wanna split some wood for me? I got a stack in the back I haven’t gotten around to yet. My deadbeat son is off somewhere being worthless.” 
 
    He was about to refuse, but then he remembered Paul’s stance on idleness so he accepted with a nod and spent the rest of the afternoon wielding an axe just slightly too big for him. 
 
    When he was finished Rory tossed him fifty coins and a gruff thank you for his effort and then gave him a speculative look. 
 
    “You know boy, you are half the size of my kid, and yet you work five times as hard. I know that you earn almost three times what I just paid you for a single bottle of your girl’s milk. And yet you still stop to make an extra few coins just cuz I asked you to.” 
 
    Nameless was flattered by Rory’s unexpected praise. It was very out of character for the man. 
 
    “You should consider getting a trade. Everyone in town knows you got three girls hanging on you now. My son hates your guts by the way, like every other boy in town he pined for that Ophelia woman.” 
 
    “Oh! Well, um, gee. I didn’t do so well in school so…” 
 
    “School? I never finished myself, don’t need to know your letters to swing a hammer, just need the will, and more muscle, you really need more muscle.” 
 
    The smith had taken one of Nameless’s tired arms in his firm grip and wiggled the limb around to prove his point. 
 
    “Anyways, with the money from your girl’s milk, and your willingness to sweat for a living, there are a lot of things you could do to keep busy. Paul no doubt has told you much the same, good man, I like him.” 
 
    He had released Nameless’s arm and retrieved a bottle from under the counter. 
 
    “Drink?” 
 
    Remembering the Amazon brandy he politely refused. 
 
    “Well, anyways, Paul no doubt told you he paid for the shoes in advance. I haven’t shoed a cow in years, nothing but Lambdas out here. So bring your girl in if they don’t fit and I’ll take the measurements myself, though I doubt that will be necessary, Paul knows his stuff.” 
 
    Taking the words for the dismissal that they were Nameless took his leave. 
 
    Nameless walked back home in the early evening, his arms rubber from the woodcutting and hefting the heavy box. He was lost in thought as he considered all of the advice he had received that day. 
 
    Cordelia was a beautiful girl, but she had been so cruel to him he was certain that both Paul and Tom were mistaken about her having a crush on him. 
 
    As for Rory, he thought long and hard about what he said about getting a trade. 
 
    While he mulled things over, he recovered the empty cart from Paul’s drive and dropped the box of shoes in it with some relief. Seeing no sign of Paul he then started down the trail home, the farmer was no doubt off with his hens somewhere. 
 
    He wasn’t paying attention to his surroundings as he pulled the cart across the bridge several minutes later, therefore when a sopping wet cord wrapped around his neck and dragged him out of its handle and into the long grass of his field he had no one to blame but himself. 
 
    He was bewildered by the turn of events to say the least. The cord was unlike anything he’d ever felt and he found himself lying in the grass with a diminutive girl wearing a one-piece pink bathing suit sitting on his groin. 
 
    She was soaking wet. 
 
    The fleshy cord extended from around his neck to her wide open mouth. The skin of her face and arms was pale green. But what Nameless really focused on was her eyes: She had enormous yellow-green irises that seemed to occupy her entire eyeball, with slit pupils like Erica’s only tilted more sideways and slightly rounded on the ends. 
 
    He heard a feminine voice, but her speech was garbled: 
 
    “Ka’aa! I caaauuh ah inghooooaaaa!” 
 
    He looked into the girl’s strange eyes as he slowly clued in that the corded muscle wrapped several times around his throat was her tongue. 
 
    She gave a huff of annoyance and Nameless watched the strange muscle unwrap itself from around his neck and snake back into her gaping mouth in a matter of seconds. 
 
    “Kala! I caught an intruder!” She shouted again, able to articulate this time. 
 
    “Wha… who?” 
 
    “Quiet you criminal! Or I’ll… I’ll punch you in the nose!” The petite girl held up one tiny fist, her other hand was on his stomach steadying herself. 
 
    Though her fist was tiny and he had little fear of her striking capability, he was still hung up on her eyes, not to mention her tongue! 
 
    “Kala! Where are you?! He’s staring at me and I don’t like it! I think he’s gunna try and rape me!” 
 
    Nameless was flabbergasted, that certainly wasn’t his intent! Although flat on his back with the strange girl squatted on his groin was not the optimal position from which to launch THAT argument! 
 
    “He’s going to do WHAT?!” 
 
    There was a crash as a blonde woman who could almost match Milly in stature landed on the ground right beside them and thrust a giant spear into the grass. 
 
    She wore nothing but an animal hide halter over her healthy breasts and a similarly cut skirt around her waist. Due to the way her knees were bent and from his vantage point on the ground he also knew she wasn’t wearing any underwear. 
 
    “Hmmm, yes he is trying to ogle me as well, you were right to label him as a rapist. Well, don’t fret little warrior! Our wife will be most pleased when we bring her his head as a trophy!” 
 
    Nameless turned white as her booming voice pronounced his doom. 
 
    “Do we have to take his head off? You keep saying that but I don’t think Mistress would like that very much. Not at all.” The long tongued girl looked at him with her enormous eyes for a beat. 
 
    “Ha! Silly girl, our wife is of the Aegis! Noble warriors all! She would not approve of us going soft on rapists, would you seek to dishonour her?” 
 
    The green clad girl shook her head so hard her narrow shoulders wiggled with the motion, her dark green tresses flinging droplets of water to each side. 
 
    “No, if she’s mad she probably won’t let us have sex with her as much…” 
 
    Nameless was pretty sure that he’d hit his head somewhere along the path home because this whole encounter was surreal. 
 
    “Great! That’s settled! Now you, tiny man who tried to rape my sister-wife!” The large woman gripped his skull with one hand; “I am going to remove your head now. Try not to bleed on my dear companion, that’s a new bathing suit and we both want to look our best for our wife, we have missed her dearly and I will not have your blood sully our reunion!” 
 
    Nameless felt an incredible pressure on his skull, but it was almost instantly relieved when he heard a familiar bellowing low. The closely packed group all felt the ground shake at the approach of the charging Minotaur. 
 
    Thank goodness! Milly! Save me! 
 
    But the hide-clad woman leapt up impossibly fast and stopped her charge cold. 
 
    The blonde caught both of her horns in mid-stride and pushed her to a stop, the softly tanned flesh of her arms and legs belied the strength hidden in the muscles beneath as twin furrows opened in the ground at her feet from the force of the impact. 
 
    Shocked as she was by the girl’s strength, Milly recovered quickly, shaking her horns out of the blonde girl’s grip. 
 
    “Leave him alone!” 
 
    “Calm yourself, mighty cow-beast! We were merely dispensing justice, my companion and I captured this rapist and I was about to remove his head when you interrupted us.” 
 
    “R-rapist?!” 
 
    “Yes, it is a sad reality for men like him; their penises are too weak to properly attract a wife so they resort to using force instead.” 
 
    “His thingy isn’t weak! How DARE you call his thingy weak!!” 
 
    “Oh! I think I get it!” The bathing-suit clad girl, bouncing on Nameless’s weak penis, seemed to finally clue in… or not; “Kala, he probably holds her heartstone and forces her to help him with all of his raping!” 
 
    The blonde girl was beyond excited at the news for some insane reason. 
 
    “Oh hoh! So you are his unwilling accomplice! We will smite down a rapist AND rescue a helpless monster girl! Truly we become warriors this day Jezebel! Well, I’m sure that you are a good girl and have just been led astray by his wickedness, but since you refuse to let me rip off his head and rescue you…” She paused, assuming a ready stance; “TO BATTLE!!” 
 
    As the two titans came together exchanging heavy blows Nameless realized that standing between the giant blonde maniac and the enraged Milly was probably not a healthy idea so he scooped up the tiny girl and fled through the grass to safety. 
 
    “Kala! He’s raping me! He’s raaaaaaping me Kala! I don’t like it at all!”  
 
    She squirmed wetly in his arms but he managed to hold on as he heard the sound of the intense melee behind him. 
 
    “Jez! No! You cur! Release my sister-wife at once or I will rip your head off!” 
 
    Nameless finally found his voice. 
 
    “You were going to do that anyways you lunatic!” 
 
    “Then I will rip it off again!” 
 
    “That doesn’t even make sens-” 
 
    A vaguely familiar screeching noise split the air, causing all of the participants in the brawl to fall flat on the ground, their muscles seized up and unable to move. 
 
    The shriek stopped and a familiar drawl took its place. 
 
    “Good timing there lovelies. That was getting out of hand.” Paul and several of his Cockatrices strolled out of the grass, circling the group; “Gotta say kid: that was the most entertaining show I seen since Skinner tried to shift the snow off of her barn, slid off and landed in a steaming pile of-” 
 
    “WHAT THE EVER-LOVING FUCK IS GOING ON OUT HERE!” Miranda and Jan had arrived on the scene coming from the direction of the cottage, and her voice drowned out Paul’s. 
 
    Unfortunately none of the paralyzed individuals were able to speak for themselves so they had to rely on the old farmer for the truth. 
 
    Which was a shame: he was in a funny mood. 
 
    “Quite simple Aegis, it seems that our nameless friend here is actually a rapist, even despite having three fillies to keep satisfied! Near as I can figure he attacked the little froggy here, a Gripau if I’m not mistaking her breed, anywho he was fully intent on snatching away her virtue with his weak penis, when that towering stack of blonde over there saved the day.” Miranda’s face was incredulous, as was Jan’s, her tongue lolled out in confusion; “So Blondie figured: ‘nothing doing! I’ll just remove the budding rapist’s big-head in order to keep his little-head out of trouble.’” 
 
    Miranda was slowly shaking her head, Jan was starting to smile. 
 
    Paul was in his element, nothing like a tall-tale to wile away the time. 
 
    He was retired after all. 
 
    “Sadly, her act of frontier justice, my favorite kind by the way, was interrupted by the lovely Moon-Pie, who is currently flat on her magnificent tits over there. She took exception to seeing her man get his head tore off, even if it was for his own good, and so she and the blonde set to wrastlin’. Unfortunately, this was just the diversion the nameless pervert needed in order to consummate with the little green cutey in her bathers…” He made a sweeping gesture as he reached the climax of the tale; “And so, to protect the virtue of the innocent little frog, and to keep Moon-Pie from being beat’ to death by an Amazon, I set my hens on the lot of them!” He smiled smugly. 
 
    By this point, Miranda had figured out the details for herself and was rubbing her temple with her good hand. 
 
    “Mr. Fletcher… may I just say, a smart-ass… is still a smart-ass… even if he is a hundred and ten years old.” 
 
    “You wound me Aegis! I’m only ninety seven! Anywho, I submit this band of scallywags to your adjudication. They’ll come unstiff in a couple hours. Me and the hens were taking our evening stroll when we came upon this little shindig and the girls will peck at me all night unless they get to finish their walk, ‘specially after all the excitement, so I bid you a good evening!” He wondered back to the trail, whistling happily, the flighty Cockatrices in tow. 
 
    Miranda watched him go, unbeknownst to anyone but Jan she smiled at the old farmer’s cheek, though her look was stern as she took in the downed combatants. 
 
    “Well, it seems that some introductions are in order.” 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Nameless, Milly, and Erica were all fascinated, after the hubbub died down, and the two new monsters were convinced that he was not a rapist. They were revealed to be Jezebel and Kala, Miranda’s other two bond-mates. 
 
    Her anger having cooled in the time it took for the Cockatrice’s petrifaction to wear off; Miranda was by the pond being enthusiastically greeted by the Gripau.  
 
    Jez had all four limbs wrapped around her mistress’s body and Miranda had her tiny butt cupped in her good hand, though the frog girl’s grip seemed more than enough to support her own weight without the assistance. 
 
    Jez’s completely smooth tongue was a whitish pink colour and ended in a bulb about the size of a cherry. That bulb was being repeatedly thrust in and out of Miranda’s throat. Even from the relative distance of the porch Nameless and his girls had trouble looking away from the action. Miranda was tonguing her back just as vigorously, and showed no discomfort at the virtual throat-fucking. In fact, from her audible moans, she seemed to be thoroughly enjoying it… 
 
    “It’s because her tongue is so slippery. Her taste buds are on the inside of her mouth so the surface is perfectly smooth and her saliva is an incredible lubricant. She can move that thing in and out so fast that you don’t have time to remember you even have a gag reflex.” Jan, seeing his interest decided to offer a smug explanation; “It took a little getting used to when she first bonded but my gawd once she gets her tongue going in any of my holes my leg starts a kickin’. Sorry buddy but I’ll take her tongue over your wiener any day of the week.” 
 
    “I thought… I thought that a frog girl’s tongue would be sticky?” Nameless found himself too enraptured to be embarrassed, much to Jan’s disappointment. 
 
    “Well, regular frogs might be, I don’t know, but hers can wrap around and grab things so it doesn’t need to be, it’s also really strong so…” She shrugged at him, lip in a pout at his non-reaction. 
 
    Nameless couldn’t deny that it was an erotic sight, and even Milly seemed more than a little curious. 
 
    Erica’s gaze was openly lascivious. 
 
    “I want one.” 
 
    “Well that one is mine so you’ll have to get your own.” Jan said primly. 
 
    “I don’t want that one, she attacked my Master. I also don’t want one that smells like wet dog.” 
 
    Jan bristled and Nameless prepared to intercede when a booming voice made it unnecessary. 
 
    “Truly I must humble myself before you, I am sorry tiny man, had I known who you were I would never have leveled such vile accusations at you! When the Valkyrie come for me I shall answer for my failure this day!” The Amazon Kala had approached while they were enraptured by the steamy scene by the water and addressed Nameless. 
 
    He wasn’t sure what to make of the large woman. She moved with similar grace as Erica, yet had the strength to nearly match Milly. He hadn’t missed what Paul had said about him stopping the fight to keep Milly from being hurt. He also couldn’t shake the feeling of her fingertips pressing into his skull. 
 
    He was beginning to appreciate the reputation the Amazons held. 
 
    “Er… don’t worry about it, just a misunderstanding.” He mumbled, unconsciously leaning into Milly, who settled a protective arm on his shoulder and glared at the warrior woman. 
 
    “Ah! Such a failure I am! Clearly I have left a disgraceful impression; on you, tiny man, and on you, war-sister.” She was genuinely distressed now, hands wringing together in anxiety as she addressed him and Milly. 
 
    “You didn’t really leave a good impression on me either you know.” Erica said with a frown. 
 
    Surprisingly, the Amazon gave the Katje a dismissive look. 
 
    “I thought you a mere plaything, what need have I to impress a strumpet?” 
 
    Milly looked more than ready for another round with the Amazon, but Nameless had felt the painful sting of her words through Erica’s heartstone and he let the blonde have it. 
 
    “Don’t you EVER talk to her like that! I don’t care what kind of warrior you are! This is our home and I will not allow anybody to talk to my girl that way!”  
 
    Erica and Milly were both astonished at the heat in his tone. 
 
    Kala was taken aback for a moment then made them flinch by abruptly dropping to her knees on the rough wood of the porch and clutching at the hair on the side of her head in consternation. 
 
    “Ahh! I failed again! Curses! That’s twice in one day! Forgive me, feline-one, I had mistaken you as a toy for your husband’s amusement, I did not know that he possessed the sacred trust of your bond!” 
 
    “Of course he does! Master saved me from the darkness! He is my love and I am his kitty!” Erica threw her arms around his neck and nuzzled against him with a fierce possessiveness. 
 
    “Indeed! The bond that unites you as husband and wife is a sacred thing. I swear on the Valkyrie that I will safeguard your union to my dying breath!” The Amazon’s sincerity was palpable and even Milly seemed mollified. 
 
    “Kala, please stop pledging yourself to everyone that you piss off, it makes it very difficult for your wife to keep track of all of your obligations.” 
 
    Miranda had wandered over, Jez now astride her back; tongue wrapped several times around her neck as she gave her a very strange massage. 
 
    “Wife!” 
 
    Her mood again rapidly shifted as the Amazon leapt up and moved to embrace Miranda, but Jan stepped between them. 
 
    “Gently Kala! Her shoulder!” 
 
    “Of course, sister! I am always gentle!” But she moved much slower as she took Miranda and Jez into her arms; “We have missed you so, my love! I wish you had brought us along, I could have spared you this injury!” 
 
    Jan huffed, looking annoyed now as Kala brought her lips to Miranda’s. 
 
    Ophelia, wearing a flimsy nightgown came out of the cottage then, hair still ruffled from sleep. Still tired from her ordeal she had slept late and retired early, but was drawn outside by all of the shouting. 
 
    “Nam-Master? Why is there an Amazon and a…frog girl? clinging to Miranda?” Though she had embraced his role as her master, she still struggled with years of habit. 
 
    Erica released her hold on Nameless and went to the Flutterby. She gave her several affectionate licks to the face and neck before speaking. 
 
    “Oh those are Miranda’s other mates, so far the frog tried to strangle Master and the one with the muscles tried to take his head off, so we’re off to a great start!” 
 
    Ophelia giggled a bit at the Katje’s affections but then her sleep-addled mind caught up with her words and her mouth opened in horror. 
 
    “It was just a misunderstanding, Erica please!” Nameless moved over and embraced Ophelia to calm her fears. 
 
    “Misunderstanding or not master, you have bruises on your head and neck! Come inside and have a drink?” Milly took him by the hand and tried to lead him inside. 
 
    “Yes I think we’ve all had enough excitement for now, I am sorry for how my girls treated you. Jez here has the best of intentions but tends to see the worst in people, and Kala, mighty thewed warrior she may be, but she has yet to learn the difference between knowing how to fight and knowing when to fight.” 
 
    Calmly she reached under the Amazon’s hide-skirt and pinched her ass to lessen the sting from her words. The Amazon gave a surprisingly girlish squeak given her size. 
 
    “Eah ieye aa ea-ee hooey!” Jez, her tongue still wrapped around Miranda, tried to speak. 
 
    She hopped off of her back and tried again when her tongue found its way back into her mouth. 
 
    “Yeah, I am really sorry!” 
 
    “Why did you think I was a… a rapist anyways?” 
 
    “Oh! Well that’s because Kala told me that small men usually have small penises! And she also told me that men with weak penises are no good in bed, and men who can’t satisfy women often resort to trying to rape them instead!” Her tone was matter of fact, as if it was the most logical thing in the world. 
 
    Nameless wished he hadn’t asked. 
 
    “Well, you can tell Kala that I was choking on my Master’s fat dick just the other day! So he may be small but his equipment ain’t!” Erica announced aggressively, her hand finding its way to Nameless’s crotch. 
 
    “Yeah! Master’s thingy is perfectly big enough for me!” Milly’s hand joined Erica’s, though her cheeks held a slight blush. 
 
    “Oh dear! Well, I have seen him naked and so I will have to agree with my bond-sister’s sentiment!” Ophelia’s hand hesitantly patted the back of Milly’s, wanting to show a united front. 
 
    Kala, Jez and even Jan were all giving his groin speculative looks. 
 
    “And with that image now stuck in my mind, I’m going back to Paul’s! Come on girls, that old farmer has a nice big bed in the guestroom for us to wreck. Milly, thanks again for the milk.” 
 
    Miranda figured that now would be a good time to make her exit, half expecting the kid’s head to explode his face was so red. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 22: 
 
    Fear and Loving 
 
      
 
      
 
    Milly’s feet were greatly improved from the unguent so she joined her bond-sisters and her Master in delivering her milk to Paul’s the next morning. 
 
    She had sweetly asked for Ophelia and Erica to help with her morning milking so they took it in turns while Nameless watched. They were still working on establishing a routine, the major intrusion of Miranda’s mates the night before certainly hadn’t helped. 
 
    Sadly their morning was far from peaceful. 
 
    They had barely finished bottling the milk when there was a tremendous boom from outside the barn. They rushed to see what it was only to be blinded by a cloud of dust. 
 
    “What in tarnation…” Paul waved his hand in front of his face and then abruptly froze; “Kid, take your girls back into the barn, hellfire, take your girls as far away as you can!” Paul was nearly frantic. 
 
    The dust cleared and the others finally saw what had Paul so spooked. 
 
    Ophelia squeaked, Milly let out a terrified moo, and Erica likewise let out a piteous yowl. 
 
    Nameless just stared. 
 
    He’d never seen a Dragon before. 
 
    All present knew of them, even the orphan who did so poorly in school recognized the green armoured figure for what she was. 
 
    Hang on, that isn’t armour, that’s her skin! 
 
    While she was a monster girl and thus had many of the features of a beautiful woman, she was far more claws and scales than soft curves. 
 
    Her forearms and forelegs were all bulky scales that resembled armoured gauntlets and greaves respectively, each ending in massive claws and talons. She was at least as tall as Milly, though with the bulk of her armoured limbs and the shadow cast by her massive wings, she looked far larger. 
 
    Her eyes were a rich shade of green that glowed with inner power, and they were locked on Nameless. 
 
    He was transfixed. 
 
    Her presence was awe inspiring, so he was a little perturbed when Paul addressed her, having somehow regained his composure. 
 
    “It’s been nearly sixty years since I clapped eyes on one of your kind. Since we aren’t all dead, I take it you have some business with us?” The farmer lit his pipe, only a slight tremor to his hand giving away his nerves. 
 
    The dragon turned to him and regarded him for a moment. 
 
    “You are bold to speak to me so casually human. I applaud your courage.” The Dragon’s voice was a rumbling growl that was unmistakably feminine; “I am Xalanth, bonded mate to the Lady Essig. I seek succour for my lady. In return I shall take you and yours under my protection for the duration of our stay.” 
 
    “And may I ask what business has brought you and your lady to our little community?” 
 
    She tilted her head slightly, impressed at his continued bravado. 
 
    Eventually she jutted one thick claw at Nameless. 
 
    “If I am not mistaken, our business is with that little boy there, though that is for my lady to decide. Do you accept my terms, or need I seek elsewhere for accommodations?” 
 
    “I’m afraid my guestroom is occupied at the moment-” 
 
    “No it isn’t.” Miranda interrupted as she and her girls walked out of the house; “Xalanth, I trust the lady is well?” 
 
    “Ah! Aegis Holt, glad I am to see you safe. I had heard your latest encounter with a Fallen One went poorly.” The Dragon’s head gave a tiny nod of respect; “And yes my lady is well, though tired from our journey.” 
 
    “So you’re a member of the Aegis then?” Paul asked, more curious now than afraid. 
 
    “Not formally, although we work with them quite closely when need be. Since Aegis Holt is willing to give up her quarters I trust you are willing to offer her ladyship the comfort of your home?” 
 
    Paul met her gaze without breaking it for several moments before he heaved a sigh. 
 
    “My hens are going to be frantic for a long time after this but yes, if your lady needs a place to put her feet up she is welcome under my roof.” 
 
    “Excellent, I will fetch her. I dislike leaving her side but I could not risk that any of you might have meant her harm. We shall return within the hour.” With a sudden leap and another cloud of dust she was airborne. 
 
    “Miranda, a word?” Paul watched the Dragon fly off and took a long draw from his hip flask with one shaky hand. 
 
    “Sorry Paul, if I told you she was coming, Xalanth would have killed me, and I do mean literally. She takes the safety of the Lady Essig very seriously. I have to admit you handled her well though.” 
 
    “Wh-who is this Lady Essig?” Ophelia managed. 
 
    Miranda turned to her and the other stunned girls. 
 
    “Up until a few days ago she was the only known Empath in existence, at least the only one who wasn’t in a coma.” 
 
    “And she came here because our boy can’t stop himself from wooing every lady he comes across?” Paul snorted. 
 
    Miranda’s gaze flickered to Ophelia, who flinched slightly. 
 
    “Partly, though mainly I think she just wants to meet him.” 
 
    “Wh-why?” Nameless stammered. 
 
    He had torn his eyes off of the sky, the Dragon long since gone from his sight. He realized that he was clutching Milly and Erica tight to his sides, a grip they returned tenfold, Ophelia was likewise gripped on Milly’s other side. 
 
    “Cuz you’re one of those Empath thingies, numb-nuts!” Jan barked out, greatly enjoying the sight of the perturbed group. 
 
    She was somehow unfazed by the Dragon, as was Kala, although Jezebel was clinging to the Amazon’s back, her green skin far paler than usual. 
 
    “Girls, come on, we’d better make the guestroom presentable. The lady surely won’t mind some rumpled sheets, but Xalanth is another story.” Miranda took her mates back inside. 
 
    Milly finally found her voice. 
 
    “Master, are you okay?” 
 
    “Yeah, just not used to people making a fuss over me I guess.” 
 
    “No shit! That was a fucking DRAGON! I almost think we should take Paul’s initial advice and book it the hell out of here!” Erica breathed and nervously tongued at his hair a few times. 
 
    “Well, it’s good that you didn’t, you really don’t have a chance of getting away if she wants to find you. You lot best get that milk to market, I’ll show the Aegis where I keep the good linins.” Paul went back inside. 
 
    Their trip to the market proved to be just as eventful. 
 
    After the usual hubbub with selling Milly’s milk, they browsed the various stalls to pick up a few sundries. It seemed that every time they got home they found something new that the cottage needed, in this case it was some proper cutlery. Add to that the fact that Ophelia was used to running an entire orphanage and so thought of a few things they didn’t. 
 
    As they made their way through the market however they ran into a familiar figure: the unscrupulous Thaddeus Kirk. 
 
    Ophelia flinched as the man accosted her. 
 
    “Ah! Mistress Ophelia! A grand day to you, and I see you brought your little friends with you today.” He had snagged her by one arm and sneered at Milly and Nameless; “Don’t think I haven’t forgotten how rude you were to me before kids, I had hoped that we could do business together!” 
 
    Nameless glared at him, and Milly was clearly ready to start swinging. 
 
    Between the two Erica learned everything she needed to about the man. 
 
    “Let go of her you shitwank!” Erica hissed at him, tail puffed up and claws extended. 
 
    “Now now, no need to get upset little kitty! Ophelia and I are old friends!” His grip on her arm was clearly too tight, although she didn’t complain. 
 
    “Mister Kirk, our business is concluded. Leave me and mine in peace!” She told him, her musical voice shaking somewhat. 
 
    “That’s just the thing you see, the building would have covered your debt to me, but due to some zoning issues I won’t get nearly the value you promised out of it, so you have come up short it would seem.” 
 
    His threatening smile was as greasy as his hair. 
 
    “Debt, what debt?” Nameless asked. 
 
    “Oh, the little lady didn’t tell you? See without a full complement of children in the orphanage she wasn’t able to cover all of her expenses for the last couple years from government funding alone, so she came to me for help and I happily obliged. I do so love children you know.” 
 
    “I-it’s not my fault that the zoning doesn’t work for you, now please, let me go!” 
 
    His smile was gone now, though he kept one wary eye on Milly whose face was getting dangerously red. 
 
    “Relax folks! It will be an easy fix: just start bringing me the cow’s milk instead of that old bastard and your debt will be squared away in no time.” He cast a look at Erica; “Alternatively your little pussy cat could work off the debt for me, she seems the type.” 
 
    Milly had heard enough and was about to lunge for the man when several people screamed from behind him and a sudden familiar boom echoed around the market. 
 
    Dust rose from the ground and the slimy man whirled in time to witness a massive green gauntlet grab him by the top of his head and lift him aloft. In shock he lost his grip on Ophelia and clung desperately to the Dragon’s hand, blood trickling from his greasy hair where her claws pricked into his skin. 
 
    Her glowing eyes bored into his, and he couldn’t help but void his bladder at the terrifying visage of the monster. 
 
    “You have erred gravely, cretin. This man and his bond-mates are under my protection. Your life is therefore forfeit.” 
 
    She made to crush his skull and he screamed hoarsely at the incredible pressure she exerted with a simple flex of her fingers, blood flowing freely now. 
 
    “W-wait! Please, don’t kill him!” Nameless cried out. 
 
    The dragon paused without relaxing her grip at all and regarded him, her gaze curious as Thaddeus wailed from the insane force on his skull. 
 
    “This degenerate put his hands upon your mate, and yet you plead for his life?” 
 
    “Y-yes, he may be a d-degenerate but I don’t want his blood on my hands!” Ophelia squeaked. 
 
    “It won’t be. It will be on mine. Yet I understand your concern.” She nodded at them and gave a huff, a small puff of smoke coming out of her mouth; “My lady is much the same way, indeed it is her gentle nature that I love so dearly. I therefore will not fault you for yours.” 
 
    Her grip relented somewhat as her gaze turned back to the now whimpering Thaddeus. 
 
    “This man and his mate just saved your life. Whatever debt you imagine was owed has now been paid in full. Indeed I daresay it is you who now owes them, though I do not think your life is worth over much.” 
 
    With that she dropped him to the ground. 
 
    “Remove yourself from my sight, should I see you again I will not spare you a second time.” 
 
    Head bloody and woozy from the crushing force, he was unable to get his wobbly knees to support his weight, so the sobbing Thaddeus scrambled away as fast as he could on all fours. 
 
    The market was suddenly quite empty. 
 
    “My lady rests as we speak, but she is most eager to make your acquaintance. Should your errands be completed then I shall escort you back. I also wish to purchase some of your milk. Goodman Fletcher tells me that it is a wonderful restorative and may do her some good.” 
 
    Milly swallowed. 
 
    “N-no need to purchase it, you dealt with that horrible man to protect my bond-sister, so I will gladly give it to her, it is the least I could do.” 
 
    “Mmmm, honourable. You have my thanks, gentle cow creature.” 
 
    With that she whirled and stalked away on the balls of her taloned feet, her muscular tail sweeping behind her as she prowled through the vacant market. 
 
    Even if their errands were not complete, none of them would have dared to say otherwise. 
 
    Nameless soon found himself alone in Paul’s kitchen, sitting across from a woman who was almost exactly the same height as he was. Her hair was white and wispy, and although her features made her age indeterminate, something about her bearing told him she was older even than Paul. 
 
    “Hello Nameless. My name is Sadie.” She broke the silence after regarding him for almost a full minute. 
 
    “Um… hi?” 
 
    “I imagine this all must be a bit much. I understand that just a week ago you were living a very different life?” 
 
    “Yeah, you could say that.” 
 
    “And yet I sense that given the choice, you would say that your life is greatly improved?” 
 
    “Of course! Life with Milly and Erica and Ophelia, it’s incredible!” 
 
    She let out a soft chuckle at his enthusiasm before her tone turned serious. 
 
    “Erica was the Tenebrae correct?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Would you mind if I examined her stone?” 
 
    He considered her request for a moment, and indeed it was a request. He had learned that when it came to the heartstones of monster girls there was a great deal of trust in who was allowed to handle them. 
 
    But Miranda clearly held great respect for the Lady Essig so he handed her the vibrant green stone. 
 
    She took it and examined it for a few seconds, then smiled. 
 
    “You have been good to her, for her to have recovered so quickly. I cannot tell you how wonderful it is to meet you. You didn’t know who she was when you tried to save her?” 
 
    “No, Milly had told me about her sister, but by the time I brought her out of the darkness I didn’t even know who I was…” 
 
    The lady drew in a sharp breath, her hazel eyes wide. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Um… I don’t really know how to explain it… it was like, she was in so much pain, and my own baggage was holding me back from reaching her, so I just cast it all off to go after her.” 
 
    She winced at that. 
 
    “You… are a very lucky young man. What you did, was all but suicide.” 
 
    “Wh-what?!” 
 
    “You threw away your own psyche, your own personality. Tell me, how did you get it back?” 
 
    “She, she helped me find my memories again after she bonded with me.” 
 
    She nodded at that. 
 
    “Indeed, so very fortunate. What you did…please, don’t ever do it again! There is a better way and I would be happy to teach it to you!” 
 
    He nodded eyes wide. 
 
    “It is actually a simple thing, you were sort of half right in your method. You do need to cast aside your own ‘baggage’, but you need an anchor to hold onto your personality. The best anchors are the hearts of those bonded to you.” She handed him back the stone; “You can sense her love for you easily enough, all you need to do is visualize the light of her heart in the darkness and you have your anchor.” 
 
    He closed his eyes and like she said it was very simple, soon he could see all three of his girl’s hearts. The colours of their stones reflected in his mind. 
 
    “Most of being an Empath is instinct, there is really very little to teach. The anchors are one lesson, though I think given another chance you might have figured that out on your own. Otherwise it is a matter of will, and of love. To save a girl from the darkness you have to be a beacon for her, to draw her out. And to do this you have to have the will to endure her pain.” 
 
    She sighed somewhat mournfully. 
 
    “Sadly, my own strength has faltered of late, the darkness we encounter in these girls takes a toll on us, even if we don’t feel it for many years. I don’t have the will that I used to. I have seen too much pain, too much of man’s cruelty. I could aid you, but I no longer have the strength to save a girl from the darkness alone.” 
 
    “Will you ever get better?” His eyes were wide, emotion clouding his throat at her obvious sorrow. 
 
    “Time will tell. In the meantime I can teach you what little you can’t learn from your own instincts so that you can take up the slack.” She looked worried for a moment and then sighed again; “That is, if you are willing to?” 
 
    He was surprised. 
 
    “Why wouldn’t I be?” 
 
    “Heh, good answer. But just because you have the gift doesn’t mean you have to use it.” 
 
    “Um… I think it does though. How could I have this power, the power to save girls like Erica, and not use it?” His earnestness moved her. 
 
    “Again, well said. And I am eager to teach you, but I’m afraid before we begin your lessons the Aegis requires a service of me. It seems that a certain Flutterby broke the law when she bonded with you?” 
 
    His throat went dry suddenly and he could but nod. 
 
    “I have to examine her heartstone, and have a conversation with her, to make sure that her infraction was indeed a minor one. You can stay for it, but I must insist that you not interrupt.” 
 
    Again he nodded and soon Ophelia was invited in and sat down with them. 
 
    Wordlessly he took her hand as he handed her stone to the elder Empath. 
 
    What followed was much the same as the interview that Miranda conducted, though many of the answers Sadie gleaned merely from holding Ophelia’s stone and feeling her reactions. 
 
    Her questions went far deeper however, asking about specific milestones of his life and focusing especially on how Ophelia held herself back from comforting him when he was treated poorly by the other children. 
 
    There was a very tense moment when they talked about the deaths of Sophie and the others, it had been an accident when they had drowned and Ophelia had tried to stop them from going swimming. But given her bond and the way that the girls had treated him Sadie was concerned about her role in the events. 
 
    Fortunately the ability to read her heartfelt remorse at the deaths of the three girls exonerated her from blame. It was nevertheless a disturbing thought to have to entertain. 
 
    At last Sadie pronounced her judgement, which was again much the same as Miranda’s: she could have handled it better but was now free to be with her bond-mate. 
 
    He couldn’t help but pull her into a firm hug after that, while Sadie smiled and waited for the pair to compose themselves. 
 
    “It is good that the air has been cleared for you two, and now I strongly advise you to have sex as soon as reasonably possible.” They both blushed brilliantly at that; “Nameless is right, I think, that you were beginning to fall into the darkness. Neglect, even benign neglect, can be just as toxic for a girl as other darker emotions. For a bonded girl to resist it for as long as you did is truly remarkable, and the best thing to do is move forward. Given that the tension between you two is quite palpable I think a thorough love-making session is just what is needed to put the past where it belongs.” 
 
    Her well-spoken words almost made her blunt instructions more shocking to Nameless, though Ophelia recovered quickly enough. 
 
    “Thank you Lady Essig, I assure you, my man will not be safe from my affections much longer.” She gave him a coy look out of the corner of her eye. 
 
    The lady chuckled warmly. 
 
    “Good, though I do still need to talk with him regarding his abilities. There are certain pitfalls to avoid when dealing with Tenebrae…” 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Sometime later Nameless and Ophelia found themselves in their bedroom. 
 
    He had learned everything that Lady Essig had to teach for now, and had taken her advice. 
 
    Erica and Milly were more than on board, at first they had meant to excuse themselves but Ophelia stopped them. 
 
    “You are my bond-sisters, we will be together for the rest of our lives and I cannot help but love you for all that you have done for our mate. I want to share this with you. I want you to join in as our Master makes love to me. Also, I do believe the three of us owe our man a tandem blowjob?” 
 
    Nameless almost passed out at her words, Milly blushed and giggled, Erica licked her lips hungrily. 
 
    “Ophelia, you are the naughtiest butterfly I ever met, are you gunna take his load all over your pretty face?” 
 
    “If that is what he wants…” Her eyes demurred to the floor. 
 
    “That is sooo hot! I want to help make that happen!” 
 
    The Katje took Ophelia into a surprise kiss, her tongue wildly grappling with the other woman’s while one hand groped unashamedly at her breast. 
 
    It seemed to Nameless that Erica was being especially aggressive, but he chocked it up to the excitement of the moment. 
 
    Ophelia didn’t. She made a mental note to speak to the girl privately later. 
 
    Meanwhile, Milly was gently massaging Nameless’s erect tool though his jeans. 
 
    “Is that what you want Master? To spray all of your stuff onto her face?” 
 
    He groaned as Milly began to undo his pants. 
 
    “Gah, Milly! That would be…” 
 
    Ophelia pulled away from a panting Erica. 
 
    “I think… if we are going to go down on our man, it might be easier if he was flat on his back, since the three of us seem to all be of different heights.” 
 
    The others readily agreed and soon all four were naked on the bed, Nameless’s head was propped on a pillow, he looked down into three sets of adoring eyes. 
 
    The hunger that greeted him was more than a little intimidating. 
 
    Seeing as Ophelia was meant to receive his load, she had taken the center while Erica was on his right and Milly his left. The girls on the side had their hands on Ophelia’s back, her wings folded down as they caressed her. 
 
    Left to right: blue, purple, green, he looked into each set of brilliant eyes and couldn’t help but begin to sweat at what was about to happen. 
 
    His erect tool rested against his stomach, the girls combined weight was on his legs, their faces hovering over him, their breath tickling his sensitive flesh. 
 
    “Are we going to make him say it again?” Milly whispered. 
 
    “Girls, please suck my cock again, suck my cock and make me cum all over Ophelia’s face.” 
 
    He wasn’t about to let them drag it out. 
 
    Ophelia smiled, Milly laughed and Erica pouted. 
 
    “It’s more fun when you squirm.” She muttered as Ophelia’s hand found his balls, kneading them delicately. 
 
    “Perhaps kitty, but I have waited so long for this night that I don’t think I could play any games, if that is alright with you?” Ophelia was deferential, not wanting to offend the Katje. 
 
    “R-right! Of course!” Erica blushed a bit, taken aback by her sincere request. 
 
    “Then pleasure him, Ophelia, pleasure our man.” Milly said with a smile. 
 
    Obligingly the Flutterby ran her tongue from her working fingers and up the length of his rod to his head, Erica’s hand joined in to hold him upright to Ophelia’s waiting mouth. 
 
    She took her time, swirling her tongue around his glans, her violet eyes hooded with the long awaited pleasure. 
 
    With aching slowness she wrapped the very tip of his cock with her lips, giving just half his head a long sucking kiss. Ophelia propped herself up on her elbows, using her hands to hold back her blue-black hair as she brought her mouth lower. 
 
    Erica meanwhile began to stroke him, taking her cue from Ophelia’s slightly bobbing head. 
 
    Nameless could tell she had a very different method compared to Milly and Erica, as much as he would enjoy fucking her mouth like he had the other girls, her leisurely technique soon had his toes curling. Same as the hand job she gave him, she soon set a measured pace, bringing him just halfway between her lips before withdrawing slowly. 
 
    She spent a great deal of time placing sucking kisses on the head of his cock. 
 
    Milly and Erica’s faces were right beside hers, cheek to cheek. She popped off of his rod after several purposeful bobs then indicated with her tongue that she wanted Milly to take over, with one hand on Ophelia’s back Milly stretched the other up to finger at his nipple while she followed Ophelia’s lead and took his erection between her lips at a glacial pace. 
 
    Nameless was panting now, the show before him would have been enough to get him off even without the added sensation. While Milly continued to suckle at him Ophelia had turned to Erica to share in a much less aggressive kiss, and the wet noise of their lips mingled with the squeaking coming from Milly’s intense suction on his cockhead. 
 
    “Ah… so good, my loves, so good.” 
 
    After a few more glorious bobs, Milly’s lips made an audible pop as she leaned her head back, licking at his head until it was Erica’s turn to take him into her mouth. With her stroking hand she guided him to her own lips and kissed him with a smoldering look in her eyes.  
 
    It seemed that she had picked up on the measured pace of the other girls as it took her an age to finally bring him between her lips. 
 
    Ophelia planted several pecks on Erica’s cheek and then swirled her tongue around where her lips met his cock, adding yet more sensation to their mate’s tool. 
 
    Soon Erica picked up the pace, bobbing several times in rapid succession only to pop him out of her mouth and proffer his cock to Ophelia again. 
 
    Ophelia had a strange look in her eyes, her face was red and Nameless, despite his pleasure, found himself worried even as she licked at his head again. 
 
    “Ophelia, what’s wrong?” 
 
    “Not a th-thing Master, it seems that my b-bond-sisters have decided to have their way with me while I pleasure you.” She shuddered out then sucked his head back into her mouth and began to bob rapidly. 
 
    He could see Erica and Milly’s shoulders working vigorously and realized that they were fingering her from behind. 
 
    Ophelia’s cheeks were puffing out as she tried to maintain her composure and suck him but couldn’t as her moans began to build up. 
 
    The sight was incredibly erotic for the over-stimulated man. 
 
    “Do it girls, make her cum with my cock in her mouth.” 
 
    Erica began to move both of her hands faster, one on his cock and the other fingering Ophelia’s with her forearm jammed between her cheeks. Milly alternated between squeezing Ophelia’s pert butt and lightly petting it. 
 
    Ophelia was practically vibrating as she began to bob her head for real, sucking hard on his tender flesh while her bond-sisters pleasured her. 
 
    “Cum for me Ophelia, I want to see it, I want to see what your face looks like.” His voice was hoarse with excitement. 
 
    Her head stopped bobbing with just his glans between her lips as her wide eyes locked with his. 
 
    She panted a scream around his cock, one shuddering breath after another as she thrashed atop him. 
 
    “That’s it sister, show him everything” Milly licked at her face as her pleasure rolled over her. 
 
    Erica didn’t stop her thrusting fingers until Ophelia began to sob a bit from the over stimulation, his cock slipping from her mouth. 
 
    His erection bounced up and down with his own need as Ophelia recovered. 
 
    “I’m so close, please somebody…” 
 
    Milly and Erica abruptly shifted upwards, bringing their lips right next to Ophelia’s and all three of them planted sucking kisses and broad licks over his cock while Ophelia massaged his balls and Erica stroked him. 
 
    The tension in his balls spilled forth and he tried to warn them but all he managed was a guttural grunt in his throat as his cum began to spurt. 
 
    As soon as they felt his release, all three girls opened their mouths wide to accept his salty treat. Erica deliberately pointed his cock at Ophelia, his seed splashing off of her lips and tongue as they all licked at him. 
 
    He grunted and would have thrust upwards but the girls combined weight had him pinned, he was at their mercy, fortunately they were merciful as his orgasm continued, each of them taking a turn to give an intense sucking bob to his spurting member to extend his pleasure. 
 
    His abs were locked tight as he arched upwards, groaning uncontrollably. 
 
    All three girl’s faces were coated, but Ophelia was a real mess, despite being above him, both of her cheeks had been basted and a line had been drawn across her nose and onto her forehead. 
 
    She bobbed on his cock through his last few spurts, taking him deep. 
 
    At long last his groaning was reduced to wheezing gasps as his voice faltered and his head slumped back, taking his eyes away from the girls. 
 
    They couldn’t have that though; Erica’s throaty voice cut the silence as she swallowed her share of his copious load. 
 
    “Master, you are missing the show, this is the best part after all.” 
 
    He took a couple deep breaths then propped himself back up. 
 
    To see Erica and Milly taking turns at tongue-feeding Ophelia his cum. 
 
    Their kisses were sloppy, as one took over Ophelia’s mouth, the other lapped at the mess of his thighs and cock and gathering more of his cum to present to her. 
 
    His member twitched at the image. 
 
    “You girls… spoil me so…” 
 
    The show mostly over, Ophelia’s sultry gaze found him again and she whispered into the growing darkness. 
 
    “That’s because we love you more than life, dearheart. And I will gladly do this with my bond-sisters every day and night for the rest of our lives for you.” 
 
    He chuckled a bit and shook his head. 
 
    “Not a chance, I plan to make love to you tonight and many other nights besides. And I think it is about your turn to be spoiled, love.” 
 
    Milly and Erica both smiled, they knew what was going to happen next. 
 
    Ophelia breathed a shuddering breath and made simple yet deeply arousing request. 
 
    “If that is the case, then might I suggest you take me from behind? It will be easier with my wings, and then I can bury my face into Milly’s juicy pussy like she deserves, I got a small taste of her last night and think I would greatly enjoy another.” 
 
    Milly mooed in alarm. 
 
    Erica laughed into his hip. 
 
    Nameless nodded like an idiot. 
 
    As promised he and Milly quickly swapped places and the Minotaur held Ophelia’s head with two hands to her privates as the butterfly girl worked her nether lips vigorously. 
 
    Her butt wiggling invitingly while Nameless was positioned behind her, his feet on the floor as there was no more bed left to kneel on. Having just cum he was enjoying the show immensely, as well as the firm massage Erica was giving his groin, her breasts pushed into his arm as she worked to bring him back to readiness for the Flutterby. 
 
    He reached out and took Ophelia’s cheeks in his hands, massaging the nearly translucent globes with his fingers as Erica wiggled his floppy wiener between them. 
 
    To help revive his flaccid penis the Katje started whispering into his ear. 
 
    “Look how wet she is for you Master, she’s so tight too; when I fucked her earlier I wasn’t sure if I was going to get my fingers back. She’s going to squeeze your cock so good lover, so you better get hard again because this butterfly needs you in her so bad.” 
 
    After that It didn’t take him long to get it up again. 
 
    His hands stayed on Ophelia cheeks, kneading them apart as Erica drew his erection between them, teasing her puckered hole briefly before dipping him lower. 
 
    He shuddered, and then wondered. 
 
    “Erica, what about you?” 
 
    “Master, once you two get going I am going to go and lie next to Milly and watch the show. From there I’m sure I’ll figure something out, so don’t worry about me, I’m going to have a blast.” 
 
    With that she positioned his cock at Ophelia’s entrance, and the dark haired girl that he had known all his life turned to watch him with one bright eye. 
 
    The room feel into a heavy silence as all waited for him to push himself forwards. 
 
    He gave a dubious thrust, but Erica’s hand was still guiding him and her aim was true. 
 
    He felt Ophelia’s folds give way before his erection and he was halfway inside her before he knew what had happened. 
 
    Ophelia gasped a sob of ecstasy as the moment that she had dreamt of for nearly two decades arrived.  
 
    Erica let him go, her guiding hand no longer needed. She leaned down and kissed Ophelia pert ass cheek. Then stood up and pulled Nameless into a brief but hungry kiss before she slapped his ass. 
 
    “Give her hell lover.” 
 
    With that she went and flopped down beside Milly, a quick peck to her bond-sister’s cheek they settled in as he began to pump himself in an out of Ophelia’s tight tunnel.  
 
    Just as Erica had promised, her grip was intense and Nameless soon found himself gritting his teeth as her inner muscles worked him over. 
 
    As his rutting rocked her forwards Ophelia returned to her task, her tongue parted Milly’s juicy cleft and with each thrust her face was forced deeper in the mooing girl’s sex. 
 
    The room reeked of sex, Erica was nearly overwhelmed by all of the different things happening around her, she couldn’t help but bring her hand down and finger herself as the slapping sound of wet flesh filled the air. 
 
    Milly once more took Ophelia’s head in her hands, doing her best to manage her hair for her, but failing utterly as her dark locks were dragged all over her pelvis. 
 
    Ophelia likely wouldn’t have noticed if her hair was on fire. 
 
    The pressure of her lover’s erection pounding into her most intimate space was enough to drive her wild, and she tongued at Milly’s pussy as a means to stay sane. Her wings spread as wide as they could, the muscles in her back stretching orgasmically. 
 
    Nameless watched as all three of his girls writhed in ecstasy and loved every second of it, he was bottoming out in Ophelia now, his hips sending ripples through her cheeks with each pounding slap. 
 
    His gait was steady, and he realized that since he just came, and since his girls had been spoiling him so often, he could probably go for hours; barring his collapsing from exhaustion of course. 
 
    With that knowledge and the feel of Ophelia around him he decided he would hold out for as long as possible to give her as much pleasure as he could. 
 
    He damn near broke the poor girl. 
 
    Ten minutes of steady pounding and she was writhing over a constantly lowing Milly, who had already found ecstasy once from Ophelia’s tongue. 
 
    Ten minutes after that and sweat was pouring off of him in droves and Ophelia had lost her voice from crying out her release. 
 
    He started to pound her harder, building himself up as he was unable to even speak while exhaustion began to set in. 
 
    The entire time, Erica had steadily played with herself, purring intently as she watched her man pleasure her bond-sister to the point of insanity. 
 
    Unlike the others she had just kept her motor going, she wanted to come with him, even if he was too far gone to notice. 
 
    When he started to pound into Ophelia with a vengeance Erica began to ramp herself up to match, playing with one erect nipple as she thrust three fingers inside of herself, her thumbs grazing her clit. 
 
    Nameless was almost at his limit, he hoped he could cum before he passed out. 
 
    Ophelia was done; her face a disaster from Milly’s juices and her own hair, her red splotched cheek was grinding against Milly’s sex, her tongue having long since given up as she merely gasped out sporadically in rapture. 
 
    The constant friction of Ophelia’s hair and cheek on her groin had also reduced Milly to a near puddle, able only to moo her satisfaction while her eyes rolled about wildly. 
 
    Erica saw it all. 
 
    Show me Master, show me what a beast you are! 
 
    At last Nameless found his release, Ophelia’s inner muscles tightening around him as she yet again found hers. He began to spurt deep inside her and he vaguely heard his kitty yowl with him as she brought herself over the edge of her own long climb. 
 
    Ophelia’s muscles worked over his member as his liquid heat shot deep within her, she managed a hoarse moan of satisfaction. 
 
    At last spent, Nameless legs trembled and he slumped over Ophelia’s perfect ass. He vaguely noticed the red marks from his aggressive grip all over her cheeks as his rapidly flagging cock slipped out of her with a wet plop. 
 
    Exhausted, he pulled himself beside one of Milly’s legs. 
 
    Wordlessly a very wobbly Ophelia settled on top of him, her normally gorgeous hair matted to her head. Her wings had folded down now and she managed to bring her face up to his and plant a lazy kiss on his lips. He was panting from exertion and slick with sweat but she didn’t care. 
 
    “Th-thank you… love.” She managed. 
 
    “Ugh… my line.” He grunted as he brought his trembling arms around her. 
 
    She gave a very un-Ophelia-like snort of laughter as she settled her head onto his chest. 
 
    Her eyes drooped and she thought to say more, but soon noticed that his panting had turned into deep heavy breathing and he began to snore. 
 
    “And here I thought he had broken you.” Erica murmured. 
 
    She dropped down to groom her sister’s matted hair for her, only to quickly discover that Ophelia was drooling. She was asleep too. 
 
    “Aaaand apparently he did, Milly did you see-” As she turned she heard her other sister’s familiar breathing and realized that she was the last one standing. 
 
    “Son of a bitch…” 
 
    She then noticed the tell-tale glistening of her master’s seed seeping from between the Flutterby’s legs, and licked her lips. 
 
    “Heh, more for me…” 
 
    And she drove her face into her sleeping sister’s juicy crack. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 23: 
 
    Much Needed Therapy 
 
      
 
      
 
    For some reason Ophelia had asked to be alone with Erica so Nameless and Milly sat on the porch the following morning, enjoying the sunrise. 
 
    Inside the cottage the pair was on one of the loveseats. Erica was curled up with her head in Ophelia’s lap as she scratched at her furry ears; the Katje’s purr a steady buzz in the morning atmosphere. 
 
    “I wanted to talk to you about last night Erica. I can’t help but feel like you are trying to compensate for something when you were intimate with us.” Ophelia’s tone was soft. 
 
    “Mmmmm…” Erica was blessed-out from the ear scratching. 
 
    “You’ve been hurt dearheart.” It wasn’t a question; “I wanted to tell you that you can talk to me if you like, I know that you and Milly are really close, and we both know how sweet she is, so it might be hard for you to tell her about the more difficult things you’ve been through.” 
 
    Erica’s purr faltered as she turned her head in the Flutterby’s lap, her eyes welling up at the loving tone in Ophelia’s voice. 
 
    “Th-that’s okay, I’m tough so I’ll be fine.” 
 
    “You were raped.” Ophelia stated, again not a question, her voice still so very soft. 
 
    “N-no! It wasn’t like that! I was in heat so-” 
 
    “And men took advantage of that, I’m so sorry dearheart, but when you are unable to refuse that is called rape.” 
 
    Erica sobbed a bit at that, her breath catching in her throat as she tried to regain control, she sat up only to be pulled into Ophelia’s arms. 
 
    “Shhh, my dear kitty, there is an edge to you that the others do not see, at least not as clearly as I do. The world has trampled on you, life has been unforgivably cruel. I won’t force you to go into it, not ever. I just wanted to take this time to tell you that I am here for you if you ever want to talk about it. Just please remember it often takes far more strength to be soft then it does to be hard.” 
 
    Erica sobbed again, she desperately clutched at Ophelia as her tears began to flow along with her words. 
 
    “It was, I-I was… I was a whore! I let them… inside me and on me and in me-” She was beginning to babble as she broke down. 
 
    “No you were not. I have met whores before, whores get paid. You were a slave. And we both know that you weren’t able to ‘let’ anyone do anything.” 
 
    She rubbed at the miserable cat’s back as she cried her heart out, their heads on each other’s shoulders. 
 
    “I d-don’t know how much he remembers from when he was in my mind. I am so afraid that if I t-told him, if he knew everything, he wouldn’t be attracted to me, that he would be disgusted by me, because I am disgusting! The things I’ve done. Men have taken me in every way that a woman can be taken! My pussy, my mouth, my a-ass, even my e-ears!” 
 
    Ophelia stroked her flattened ears as she wailed. 
 
    Erica was beginning to hyperventilate as her memories came flooding back, her skin crawled as she remembered every slimy touch of every vile encounter. 
 
    There was an abrupt crack, and the shocked Katje caught her breath as she pressed one hand to the slightly red handprint on her cheek. 
 
    Ophelia had slapped her. 
 
    “I’m sorry dearheart, but you were going to make yourself pass out. May I say something now?” 
 
    Shocked, Erica nodded. 
 
    “Do you think that I am disgusting? Or Milly for that matter?” 
 
    “N-no, of course not!” 
 
    “But we’ve been with you, and we enjoyed it dearly. Surly since you are so filthy we too must be unclean as well.” 
 
    “No you aren’t! It’s like you said: Milly is the sweetest girl in the world! And you have been so kind to us!” 
 
    “Thank you dear, but let me ask you something else. You say men have used every part of you, you can remember their touch, the feel of their seed on you?” 
 
    Erica shuddered and nodded again. 
 
    Abruptly Ophelia leaned in and licked her from her lips to her eyebrow. 
 
     “You show me everywhere that they made you unclean, made you think that you were unclean, and I will lick it all away, because you are not dirty!” Her voice was intense and her violet eyes firm. 
 
    Erica swallowed, aroused now, the wet trail that Ophelia had left on her face relieved the crawling sensation that was all over her skin. 
 
    Silently she pointed to her cheek, and Ophelia responded quickly, lathing her tongue across her face again as the cat shuddered in pleasure. 
 
    “H-how are you doing that?” 
 
    Ophelia’s voice was a breathy whisper as she responded. 
 
    “Quiet simply dearheart, you are a Katje, social grooming is part of your instincts. You know this better than anyone. You have more than once groomed your bond-sister and your bond-mate, and now I fully intend to groom every inch of you, so that you can let go of who you were forced to be, and focus instead on who you are.” 
 
    “Wh-who I am? 
 
    “Yes…” Ophelia had moved down to her neck now, her tongue leaving wet trails behind it everywhere it went. 
 
    “But I don’t know who I am…” Erica eyes fluttered closed, she felt her arousal peak at the other girl’s affections. 
 
    She lay back into the loveseat as Ophelia climbed on top of her, spreading her wings over them. 
 
    “You do, you just forget sometimes and need us to remind you.” 
 
    Another lick. 
 
    “Who… ah… who am I?” 
 
    Ophelia punctuated her answering words with healthy licks. 
 
    “You are… a good… kitty.” 
 
    After that she pulled off Erica’s shirt and dragged her moist tongue across her upper body, leaving one long wet trail from the hem of her panties, up between her breasts and ending in a sucking kiss to the notch between her collar bones. 
 
    Erica’s tanned skin glistened in the early morning light from her ardent partner’s affections and her dark nipples were stiffly aroused pebbles. 
 
    “Now I want you to say it…” 
 
    Erica took a moment to gather herself before she responded. 
 
    “I-I am a good kitty!” 
 
    “Good, now say ‘I am not dirty’. And I need you to believe it when you say it.” Ophelia twirled her tongue over the flesh of Erica’s pert breast, ending in another sucking kiss to her rich brown areola. 
 
    “I… I am… I am not dirty…” 
 
    “Louder kitty, let the world know.” 
 
    Erica swallowed as Ophelia moved lower, her tongue dipping into the Katje’s belly button. 
 
    “I am not… I am not dirty!” 
 
    Ophelia pulled herself back up and rewarded her words with a deep and passionate kiss full on the mouth. She sucked the trembling cat’s lower lip between her teeth and nibbled on it delicately as her tongue stroked it from within. 
 
    She released it as she felt Erica’s tongue seeking her own and surprised the girl by sucking as hard as she could, drawing her rough tongue into her mouth and bobbing her head gently on it. 
 
    It felt incredible and Erica couldn’t help but purr deeply in her throat. 
 
    After several intense tongue-sucking seconds Ophelia relinquished her hold, and then adjusted herself to deliver a loving peck to the tip of Erica’s nose. 
 
    There was a pregnant pause before Ophelia asked, voice wry. 
 
    “Your ears, really?” 
 
    “Yeah.” Erica managed a chuckle; the pain was gone from her voice. 
 
    Heat was in her gaze as she breathed in Ophelia’s gentle flowery scent; her world was surrounded by the Flutterby’s glorious wings, outstretched over them still. 
 
    “Tell me something dearheart.” 
 
    “Anything, sister…” Ophelia paused for a moment, overcome with emotion at the simple word. 
 
    “Thank you.” She whispered; “I was worried, I mean... you and Milly are so close…” 
 
    Erica took her turn to comfort the other girl, dragging her smooth tongue across her face. 
 
    “You are my sister now, and not just because of the bond. What you just did for me, I won’t ever forget it.” 
 
    A few tears dripped off of Ophelia’s face as she looked at the girl below her. 
 
    “Thank you.” She repeated. 
 
    “You wanted to ask me something?” 
 
    Erica was nuzzling her face into Ophelia’s neck now and the butterfly girl was distracted. 
 
    “I did? Oh… yes, I did…” She ran her tongue into Erica’s ear, the downy white fur offering a pleasant surface for her affections; “I’m just curious now… you like to make a mess, to get our bond-mate’s cum all over you, all over us… why?” 
 
    Erica chuckled again. 
 
    “I often forget that you others don’t have my sense of smell… his scent, no doubt it drives you two wild as well, but it lingers for me, especially when he marks us. I can almost taste it on you from last night…” She took Ophelia’s face in her hands and licked her several times before she stopped and shuddered; “It is exquisite.” 
 
    Ophelia regarded her for a long time, their eyes locked together. 
 
    “He won’t ever abandon you, not ever, no matter what was done to you in the past, and I suspect he has some inkling of it. He would sooner give up a limb.” 
 
    “I know, when I first bonded, I was so happy, but at the same time so… unsteady. Thank you for reminding me who I am, for making me tell you... no, that’s not right; for letting me tell you.” Erica voice was much steadier now, while the moist lips between her legs begging for attention; “And now there is something I would like to do with you, if you are willing to try it. Something Milly and I were never able to because she’s so damn tall!” 
 
    Her smile was coy and her hands had pulled up the hem of Ophelia’s gown and were kneading the delicious globes of her ass. 
 
    “A-anything, I would do anything for you, sister-of-my-heart.” Ophelia’s voice faltered from the intimate contact. 
 
    Erica’s smile turned downright predatory. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Ophelia and Erica had been inside for some time, and Nameless had sensed some of the pain that they felt. 
 
    He had personal experience with Ophelia’s tender care so he didn’t want to intrude, but the morning was progressing and they had things to do. So he and Milly entered the cottage again and were greeted by an incredible sight. 
 
    Ophelia was sitting on Erica’s face while her own was buried between the Katje’s legs. They were tonguing and fingering each other energetically, apparently just achieving release when they had walked in. 
 
    “Oh! Ah! Kitty, he’s watching us!” Ophelia managed to cry out around Erica’s clit, as she ground her own pelvis into the Katje’s tongue. 
 
    “Let him watch! Let him watch as his good kitty gets off with his naughty butterfly!” 
 
    The stunned Nameless felt pressure against his groin and looked down to see Milly wordlessly working his cock out of his pants. 
 
    “Milly, what are you doing?” He turned to look at her beside him. 
 
    “Oh Master, like you could see something like that and not need release!” 
 
    It was a long time before they got around to milking the cow. 
 
    The morning play time ended eventually, but they really had little to do that day except for bring the milk to market and Nameless was supposed to meet with lady Essig in the afternoon, so they had several hours to kill. 
 
    Joe was taking the day off. He had muttered something about an anniversary the day before, he and his wife seemed to be getting along a lot better. 
 
    They were about to leave the cottage when Miranda and her girls showed up on the porch. 
 
    He wasn’t sure where they were staying now, what with Sadie and Xalanth having taken over Paul’s guestroom, though he had a sneaking suspicion it wasn’t far from him. 
 
    “Hey kid. Just wanted to check and see how well you’ve been adjusting.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m alright.” 
 
    Jan poked her head in the cottage, gave a sniff and then pulled her head out with a disgusted look on her face. 
 
    “Urgh, it smells like dirty cat sex in there.” 
 
    Ophelia blushed and Erica gave a short hiss, fortunately Miranda stepped in. 
 
    “Jan, be nice.” 
 
    “I’m always nice!” The Wolfen said with crossed arms. 
 
    Kala laughed at that. 
 
    “Sister, you are the most mischievous wolf I have ever met!” 
 
    Jan stuck her long tongue out at her. 
 
    “Anyways, you lot have all had a helluva week, so I wanted to make sure you hadn’t all come unglued.” Miranda continued, ignoring the bickering girls. 
 
    “We’re fine, thank you Miranda. Master is taking very good care of us all.” Milly said sweetly. 
 
    Miranda snorted. 
 
    “I’ll bet. You know, when this kid saw me naked I thought he was gunna die of embarrassment, now he’s having kinky sexcapades with three girls! You’ve grown a lot in a few short days.” 
 
    Nameless suddenly found himself beet red and under the accusing gaze of several sets of eyes. 
 
    His own girls were agitated to be sure, but Kala’s brow furrowed in irritation and Jez looked scandalized. 
 
    “Was he peeping on you Mistress? I heard rapists like to do that!” 
 
    “Hmmm, perhaps I was too quick to spare his life...” 
 
    Jan smiled while Miranda groaned and Nameless tried to explain. 
 
    “N-no, it was at the bathhouse-” 
 
    “You were peeping on her in the bath?!” Jez shook her head from side to side in condemnation. 
 
    “Such a bold admission! Were I not sworn to safeguard your union to this cat girl I would surely take your life!” The Amazon flexed her grip on her spear threateningly. 
 
    Ophelia watched the whole thing with a puzzled look on her face. 
 
    “I have known you your whole life and you never once peeped on me while I was in the bath.” The Fluttterby uncharacteristically pouted. 
 
    “Wait, we were in the bath together, when did you peep on Miranda?” Milly looked bemused as she calmly put herself between him and the Amazon. 
 
    Jan was laughing now: as deliberately impish as she could be, her bond-mate had created this whole drama by accident! 
 
    “I don’t get it, why would you peep on this old lady when you had Milly with you?” Erica asked, genuinely puzzled. 
 
    Jan’s laughter abruptly cut out as she growled low at the Katje’s seemingly unintentional insult. 
 
    “STOP! Girls please! Jan was there too!” Miranda cut in. 
 
    The frog girl was thunderstruck. 
 
    “He peeped on you both!?” 
 
    “AH! What a villain! Surely I must break my oath now!” 
 
    The high drama was interrupted however when Paul strolled through the field looking for Miranda. 
 
    “Hey Aegis, you mind explaining to my why I got an entire Amazon war-party camped in my barley field?” He was somewhat perturbed, even the former adventurer was wise to be cautious of the Amazons. 
 
    “Ah, dammit, sorry Paul, I forgot to mention they were coming! Kid, you better come along, Lady Essig will need your help.” 
 
    Confused, but glad of the interruption to the downfall of his good name, Nameless followed.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 24: 
 
    Tiny Troubles 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Well met Aegis Holt!” The lead Amazon greeted the operative with a respectful salute; “I trust you have taken good care of my little sister?”  
 
    To Nameless’s surprise Kala seemed nervous in the face of the older Amazon. 
 
    The appearance of the battle-hardened war-party struck a significant contrast with the younger Amazon; each of the others bore far more scars and had a deadly edge to them that was noticeably softer in Kala and their weapons, although well-cared for, all showed much more signs of use compared to Kala’s own spear. 
 
    Miranda moved to greet the Amazon with the giant gourd on her back and Nameless caught that her name was Yana. 
 
    Eyebrows rose at the sight of Miranda’s injured shoulder. 
 
    “Perhaps I should be asking if my sister has been taking care of you!” Yana frowned. 
 
    “What this? Just a minor break, I wear the sling so my girls can fuss over me.” 
 
    “Ha! Well said! But alas, we have grave matters to attend to. I am told that the Lady is here?” 
 
    “Yeah, she’s in the guestroom. The Dragon booted us all out so she could rest up from her trip.” Paul’s neutral tone conveyed that he was none too happy about being evicted from his own home. 
 
    The Amazon looked him over for a moment, and then sighed. 
 
    “I’m afraid we must disturb her rest.” She jutted her thumb at the heavily guarded wagon behind her; “I am under orders to bring this poor creature before her, but I’m afraid she is too far gone. There is no light left in her heartstone.” Her tone turned morose, and many of her sisters hung their heads. 
 
    “Let me be the judge of that.” Lady Essig’s wispy voice sounded from the porch, the mighty Dragon at her side; “Nameless, I would appreciate your help with this.” 
 
    “R-right!” Nameless stammered, and suddenly felt every set of eyes present on him as he stumbled over to join the lady by the wagon. 
 
    At a word from Yana, the Amazons threw back the tarp covering the cage on the back of the wagon. Nameless drew in a breath, the girl was so tiny! She looked so vulnerable. 
 
    She knelt in the bed of the wagon, strange vines binding her lithe arms to the wagon bed on either side. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, head bowed. 
 
    “Do not be deceived by her size, little Empath.” Xalanth’s rumbling growl sounded from beside him and he nearly jumped out of his skin at the Dragon’s sheer presence; “Look at the red of her skin: She is a true Gigas, and if she wielded her hammer even I would struggle some to best her.” 
 
    It was a potent endorsement given how powerful the Dragon was. 
 
    “Her stone?” Sadie’s voice got his attention and Yana handed it to her with a slight bow. 
 
    The elder Empath clasped the ink black marble in her hands and closed her eyes, while her Dragon mate looked on, tail swishing in agitation. 
 
    The crowd was deathly silent. Milly and Ophelia were both holding Erica as the sight of the Tenebrae stirred painful memories in her. 
 
    The lady’s eyes opened after a full ten minutes had passed, she sighed mournfully. 
 
    “I am afraid Yana is right, I cannot sense her mind anymore, all that remains is pain. I cannot reach her.” She turned to Nameless, a tear rolling down her cheek; “I’m afraid that we are too late my friend. She is gone.” 
 
    Nameless felt his chest tighten, and imagined he could hear a desperate howling as he stared directly at the stone in her palm. 
 
    He glanced again to the girl in the wagon. 
 
    She looks so very frail. 
 
    He heard a sob from behind and felt a stab of sorrow from Erica’s stone. 
 
    All present bowed their heads. 
 
    “I will do the deed, no other need bear the burden of it.” Xalanth’s rumbling voice was quiet, steady. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    The Dragon’s head whipped around in surprise at the sudden firm intensity in Nameless’s voice. 
 
    The boy was staring directly at the tiny girl, his eyes bore a serene determination that the Dragon had rarely seen from humans. 
 
    “It’s too late, Nameless. Remember what I told you before?” The lady Essig had one hand on his shoulder, the stone still clutched in her other; “There is nothing left of her to save. No Empath has ever reached a girl whose stone had gone completely dark, though many have tried. That is how we lost Jonathan.” 
 
    “Maybe… maybe.” Nameless nodded, Xalanth turned back to the cage expecting the boy to capitulate; “But I have to try.” 
 
    Again the Dragon was surprised by his intensity. 
 
    Wordlessly he held his hand out to Sadie. 
 
    She looked at him, measuring his will, and then sighed as she recognized that he would not change his mind and deposited the stone in his hand. 
 
    “Remember what I said; anchor yourself or you will be forever lost. Do not spend too long looking for her, because if you do, I won’t have the strength to pull you out.” Her tone was grim; “She cannot be saved, but this is a lesson that every Empath must learn for themselves.” 
 
    “I understand, thank you.” He took the stone and faced his mates, offering a reassuring smile as he met their worried gazes. 
 
    None of them tried to dissuade him. 
 
    “Master, please be careful.” Milly said, her voice quiet, her fears left unsaid. 
 
    He nodded at her with a wink but had no words. 
 
    “Open the cage.” Sadie’s voice commanded and Xalanth moved to comply. 
 
    The moment the cage opened the Gigas’s head snapped up, her rapid panting continued as her eyes locked with Nameless’s. 
 
    He met the darkness in her gaze and didn’t hesitate, hoisting himself into the cage and shuffling towards her. 
 
    His eyes were locked on the Gigas so he therefore did not see that all of the Amazons present had dropped to one knee with their spears on the ground at their side as they offered him their respect. 
 
    “May the Valkyrie guide you, tiny man.” A whispered prayer was made by each of the blooded warriors. 
 
    As he approached the minuscule girl, his fingers nervously playing over the surface of her stone, her eyes narrowed and her panting stopped. 
 
    She pressed her tiny breasts forwards, the vines going taut on her arms. 
 
    A challenge. 
 
    With calm that surprised even him, he extended his free hand and placed it sideways over her heart. 
 
    “Hello, what’s your na-” 
 
    Darkness reached out and swallowed him as she fell backwards with his weight on her. 
 
    “Good luck, you stupid little shit.” Miranda muttered. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    The maelstrom that he now endured was different from Erica’s. 
 
    He felt whole mountains being torn asunder all around him, and he felt strength in his bones to rival the avalanches that roared off of the illusory slopes. 
 
    He also felt a terrible sadness, a lonely ache that could never be undone. 
 
    His mind reeled, he had remembered what lady Essig had said and held his anchors; the brilliant points of light, blue, green, and purple, each representing the bond with a different one of his girls, barely kept the maelstrom from consuming his mind. 
 
    The Lady had merely taken a cursory look compared to what he was attempting. He was already far deeper than she dared venture, yet he could sense no sign of a personality within the vortex of negative emotions. 
 
    He cast himself deeper. 
 
    He searched the mountains that were also jagged blades of hate and rage. He scoured the peaks while his soul was raked by the cutting edges of the black emotions. The agony was beyond belief but he endured, desperate to find even a tiny spark, the tiniest of hints that the girl could be saved. 
 
    He explored the hateful peaks for eons. Time lost all meaning as he became a creature of singular purpose: to seek. 
 
    A small part of him noted that this is probably exactly how the other Empaths lost themselves.  
 
    He didn’t care. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    It had been three hours and silence reigned around the wagon. 
 
    Respectfully, the others had parted to allow the Empath’s mates to approach the open cage and they held each other mutely as they watched the still form of their man resting atop the tiny giant. 
 
    Each of them could sense him, could sense his desperate quest and the pain it caused him, but were able to do nothing to help but stand by and love him. 
 
    Erica soundlessly wept, knowing all too well what he endured. 
 
    The Amazons held their kneeling pose, bodies rigid even as sweat dripped from their brows; for so long as the young Empath had strength to search, they had strength to witness. 
 
    Xalanth had long since fetched a chair from the house and forced her bond-mate to seat herself, assuming a ready pose behind her, clawed gauntlets resting on her love’s shoulders. 
 
    Sadie watched with a look of deep sorrow on her face. She felt every one of her years, crushing her with the memories of friends long gone. 
 
    Miranda and her girls stood huddled together, except for Kala who knelt amongst her war-sisters. 
 
    Paul Fletcher watched the whole thing from his perch on his porch railing, placidly smoking his pipe. His Cockatrices were still hidden from the terrifying Dragon. 
 
    The silence finally broke when Sadie heaved a sigh and addressed his mates. 
 
    “I am so very sorry, all of you. He ignored my warnings and has gone too far, I can no longer reach him. I should never have allowed this.” Her tone was mournful. 
 
    “Don’t write the kid off yet, little lady.” Paul puffed out quietly, smoke wreathing his face; “He’s got the biggest heart of anybody I ever met. And if I’m to rightly understand this empathy business, that’s rather important.” 
 
    Sadie didn’t answer, her head hung low. 
 
    “When will we know? When will we know if…” Miranda couldn’t bring herself to finish the thought. 
 
    “When the heartstone in his hand turns to dust, and she dies.” Xalanth stated calmly. 
 
    From her point of view, the threat posed by the Tenebrae was over. Her only concern was for her mistress, as the loss of the new Empath would hurt her gravely. 
 
    She had been so excited to meet him. 
 
    “I thought they were indestructible…” Jan muttered, her eyes wide. 
 
    “They are, except in this very rare case. He is blocking all of the negative emotions coming from her stone, turning them in on themselves. This causes a terrible strain on a monster’s heart and if it continues long enough then…” Lady Essig answered, with her face still in her hands. 
 
    “That will not happen!” Erica’s voice rang out; “Master saved me and he will save her, no matter how long it takes, he won’t give up!” 
 
    “That’s right! Our mate is strong!” Milly agreed. 
 
    “He will come back to us. He will bring this poor girl back into the light. Count on it.” Ophelia’s steady voice joined her bond-sisters. 
 
    Silence returned as no one had anything to say to that. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Nameless had screwed up. 
 
    He was lost, he could still sense the light of his anchors, but he could no longer see them. He knew that he had gone too far, too deep into the strange mountainous whirlwind. His psyche had been ravaged to the breaking point by the broken glass of feelings, and he felt his grip on his own mind slipping. 
 
    But he would not yield. 
 
    He gritted mental teeth as he threw everything he had into his quest, willing his mind into every agonizing valley in search of any sign, no matter how remote, of the lost soul he had to save. 
 
    What are you willing to give up to save her? 
 
    A voice rang out within his tattered mind, musical and feminine, yet with more than a hint of steel to it. 
 
    Startled, Nameless answered without thinking. 
 
    Anything! 
 
    Why? She is not one of your wives. The voice was curious now; it had a strange archaic formality that he found intriguing. 
 
    So? She needs my help and so I WILL help her! 
 
    Even if it were to cost you your own mind? 
 
    Even if it costs me my life! His answer was immediate and unflinching. 
 
    Mmmm, such sacrifice… such selflessness… I have not felt these qualities so strongly from a human in nearly a thousand years. Her tone was suddenly heated, and if he could blush he would have. 
 
    He wasn’t sure how to respond, vaguely he felt the chaos around him, he had forgotten about it in the midst of the strange encounter. 
 
    Uh… look, I kinda need to go save this girl so… 
 
    Indeed you do, but sadly we both know that you cannot. 
 
    What?! 
 
    You have the will, without a doubt my noble friend, but you lack the strength. You spent too long in this place and soon it will consume you utterly. 
 
    No! I have to save her! 
 
    Mmmm, yes, as I said, selfless: facing your own ruin and your first thought is for a girl you have never met... Once again the heat in her tone made his imaginary knees weak; Very well, if you are willing to sacrifice everything you have left, then I shall lend my will to yours. Know however, that what is about to be wrought cannot be undone. It is not something I do lightly. Will you accept this gift? Will you accept this burden? Will you accept me? 
 
    Wh-who are you? 
 
    Ha! Manners! Forgive me! I have not spoken with another in so very long. I am Volka and if you wish for us to save this girl then we must act soon. 
 
    Yes! If you can help me save her then I will give you everything! 
 
    Mmmm, such sweet promises you make! Very well then Husband, I will use my will to protect you while you search. Together we shall save this girl, and then, perhaps you will come save me!” 
 
    Do you need help too? His worry turned to her, completely missing the appellation she had given him. 
 
    He felt warmth coming from nowhere and everywhere at his earnest question. 
 
    You will be easy to love I think, so quickly your thoughts bend to others in need. The gentle warmth of your spirit even now calls to mine. Fear not for me; I have endured for a thousand years, I am far safer then this wretched creature. But come! Let us go to her aid! 
 
    Nameless felt a sudden heat in his breast, light blossoming from everywhere at once and his flagging strength was renewed, and then increased tenfold: he felt another anchor take hold, a golden glow that was all around him. 
 
    Volka’s voice echoed in his mind, suddenly much closer, more intimate then before. 
 
    Lead on Husband! 
 
    Bemused but reinvigorated he resumed his search. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Light burst from around Nameless’s prone form, everyone covered their eyes at the abrupt golden radiance. Shouts of alarm sounded as arms instinctively covered faces at the unexpected brightness. 
 
    The light was incandescent for several seconds before it finally dimmed to a soft glow that seemed to permeate his entire body, pulsating gently. 
 
    “Wh-what is happening?” Erica called out, her stinging eyes seeking out Lady Essig. 
 
    But the lady was just as dumbfounded as the rest of them. 
 
    Xalanth had thrown her wings around her mate protectively in reaction to the light, whilst the Amazons abandoned their kneeling stance and took up their spears, prepared to battle whatever foe emerged. 
 
    More confused shouts rang out, but nothing further happened. 
 
    “Lady Essig, what is this?” Miranda asked after several beats. 
 
    “I… I have no idea. I have never seen anything like this! Xalanth?” 
 
    The Dragon shook her head, her wings relaxing somewhat. 
 
    “We can but wait and see Milady, same as before. It would seem there is more to this story then I thought, the young Empath… we may yet have cause for hope.” 
 
    Nameless’s mates all stared wide-eyed at his still form, each thinking the same thing: if he was going to save the girl he could stand to hurry it up a bit! 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    Nameless was excited, after joining with the armoured mind of Volka he was searching without fear of the dark emotions around him. 
 
    And he had found something. 
 
    A whisper of a memory. 
 
    It was some sort of chant; he willed their shared mind closer to the strange murmuring, until he could make out the words. 
 
    Bones of the mountain, heart of the furnace, soul of the warrior, gracious in victory, proud in defeat. 
 
    Over and over it repeated. 
 
    The words were bored into his brain and the more he focused on them the stronger they became, until a form slowly began to materialize out of the chaotic shadows. 
 
    A girl. 
 
    She was tiny, at least two feet shorter than him. Her skin was a dusky red, her hair a similar colour but a few shades darker. 
 
    Her eyes were black as they stared at him, head tilted to one side. 
 
    Hello, what is your name? Nameless thought at her. 
 
    I know your voice. You have been calling me for hours. Why? 
 
    Her tone was flat, abrupt, but not unfriendly. 
 
    Because I want to help you. 
 
    You… want to help… me? 
 
    Yes. 
 
    That is the stupidest thing I have ever heard. You are puny; I think it is you who needs help. I can see it in your mind, people have hurt you and you have simply let them. 
 
    Nameless was taken aback some, she was surprisingly lucid, compared to how Erica was. 
 
    Um… yes I am not very big, and some girls were kinda mean to me a long time ago, but I still want to help you. 
 
    Well, you cannot. So go away now. 
 
    She turned to leave but found that no matter which way she faced, he was there. 
 
    Stop doing that. It is annoying. Her tone continued to be completely flat. 
 
    Sorry, I can’t help it, I came here to save you and I am not leaving until I do. 
 
    You are not listening, I cannot be saved. 
 
    Cannot? Or don’t want to be? 
 
    I… I don’t know, one of those, maybe both. For the first time her voice was uncertain. 
 
    Please, will you at least tell me your name? 
 
    My name? That is irrelevant, I don’t want to be saved and therefore you cannot save me. Her voice was decisive now, though there was a hint of curiosity in it; Why did you come here to try to save me anyways? 
 
    Nameless brought his mind closer to hers, Volka still shielding him from the negative maelstrom which didn’t seem to have any effect on the tiny girl. 
 
    I came to save you because you deserve to be saved. To be free. To be happy. 
 
    That’s a stupid reason. You know nothing about me; I deserve none of those things. 
 
    Why not? 
 
    What? 
 
    Why don’t you deserve those things? 
 
    I… I don’t know… She was uncertain again. 
 
    If you don’t know why, then how could you possibly know why not? 
 
    There was a pause as she considered him for a few moments, looking him up and down. 
 
    You are kind of annoying. Her tone was slightly miffed. 
 
     Maybe, but if me being annoying gets you to let me help you… I can live with that. 
 
    Hmmm… you aren’t going to go away are you? 
 
    Not anytime soon no, I’d say I was sorry but I’m not. 
 
    Yeah, I get that sense from you. If we go and find why I belong here will you leave me alone? 
 
    Why don’t we go and find out who you are and then decide? He compromised. 
 
    Mmmm, yes, you are really annoying. Very well. I will show you. 
 
    The darkness whirled around them, calmer now as her will directed it to form into her memories. 
 
    A crude arena formed around them and they saw her in it, although now she wielded a giant hammer. 
 
    That thing is almost as tall as she is! 
 
    I can still hear you, you know. 
 
    Right! Sorry… 
 
    Whatever… where is my hammer anyways? I feel naked without it. 
 
    I don’t know, sorry. 
 
    You apologize a lot. It’s annoying. 
 
    Um… sorry? 
 
    She gave him an exasperated look as the shady memory played out around them. Another figure had entered the arena; this one was much taller than her and wielded a giant sword with ease. The girl was reptilian in appearance with a large tail and armoured claws and forelegs. 
 
    As they watched the two circled each other. 
 
    That’s right. They said you fought in the arenas… 
 
    Be quiet, I’m trying to watch this. 
 
    Nameless was about to apologize again but thought better of it. 
 
    Together they watched the fight play out. 
 
    From the very beginning it was clear the reptilian girl was outmatched. She lunged forwards and brought her sword down with terrible force but the tiny girl blocked it with one bare forearm, her other hand loosely holding her hammer. As he watched in amazement he saw that the girls arm barely had a bruise. 
 
    The girl watched placidly before she muttered to herself. 
 
    She shouldn’t have been put in there with me. I don’t know why they did that. 
 
    Why were you fighting? 
 
    You said yourself, I was an arena fighter. 
 
    Yes, but why were you fighting? 
 
    Because I was in the arena; are you stupid or something? 
 
    Nameless found himself sputtering, trying to articulate himself better, when Volka’s voice sounded in his mind. 
 
    Husband, this gets us nowhere, you must persuade her to open up about her past. 
 
    Who the hell is that? The Gigas looked around, trying to find the source of the voice. 
 
    The fight was nearly finished; the lizard girl was leaning on her sword. 
 
    A man’s voice ordered her to hit the girl again. 
 
    The watching giant froze. 
 
    I know that voice. 
 
    Who is he? Nameless caught what the man had said and decided he didn’t like him very much. 
 
    He… he was my friend. 
 
    Really? That guy? 
 
    The voice was heard, again ordering her to strike her wounded opponent. 
 
    Her memory shook her head at him. 
 
    He wasn’t like that before, I don’t think… 
 
    Well, what was he like? 
 
    I don’t know… 
 
    Maybe we should find out? 
 
    Yeah, I guess so. 
 
    With a whirling shadow of a snowstorm the memory shifted. Suddenly they saw the same man, but skinnier, freezing to death on the slope of a snowy mountain. 
 
    He was so weak when I found him. I thought he was going to die… 
 
    A tiny figure, immediately recognizable by the giant hammer strapped to her back, gently lifted him from the snow. 
 
    The next moment she was calmly spoon feeding him broth in a massive cavern while he recovered his strength. 
 
    “Thank you for saving me.” His voice was weak. 
 
    “Don’t mention it. I was going that way anyways. If you died in the snow then I would have to deal with your body in the spring thaw and that would have been unpleasant.” 
 
    The man coughed on a spoonful of broth at her directness. Then composed himself after a moment. 
 
    “You’re a giant right? A Gigas?” 
 
    “And you’re a human. Now that we have that out of the way, how soon before you are able to leave?” 
 
    “Um… I don’t know, maybe a few days?” His voice was slightly petulant. 
 
    “Really? Days? You humans are even weaker than I had heard.” 
 
    “Well, I’m sorry about that, I nearly died out there!” 
 
    “Yes you did.” 
 
    Her tone held that same emotionless quality and Nameless realized that she was not a very expressive person to begin with. 
 
    Yes I am. You humans are just TOO expressive. 
 
    Nameless opted not to reply, watching as the memory of her nursed the man back to health. He sensed a friendship forming between the two and began to understand why she called him such. 
 
    The memory faded away again; suddenly she was in a different arena. 
 
    “Nina, are you sure you want to do this?” The man asked her, he seemed genuinely concerned. 
 
    “Sure, why not? You said yourself that we need the money.” She shrugged placidly as they stepped into the ring together. 
 
    So your name is Nina? 
 
    Quiet, I’m trying to listen. 
 
    “Thank you! Thank you so much, I know that you see me as a burden but with the money we’ll earn from this fight we’ll have enough to start up our shop!” 
 
    “Eh…it’s no big deal. Now get out of the ring before I squash you by accident.” 
 
    Nameless couldn’t see her opponent, but the fight was over too quickly for it to really matter. 
 
    That’s right, I remember, we were going to spend the money from the fight to start a smithy in Garland. His father was a blacksmith and I worked in precious metals so… 
 
    You are a smith? That’s really cool! 
 
    For the first time he saw a hint of emotion on her face. 
 
    Is she blushing? 
 
    I can still hear you. 
 
    Oh! Sorry! 
 
    You’re not very good at this are you? 
 
    Well… it’s only my second time… 
 
    I can tell. 
 
    Nameless couldn’t help but feel self-conscious as the girl sized him up. She seemed more interested in him by the second, and he had the strangest sense that she was looking through some of his memories just as he was looking through hers. 
 
    The vision shifted around them to yet another arena, but this time Nameless recognized her opponent all too well. 
 
    M-Milly? 
 
    Oh, you know the cow chick? 
 
    Yeah, she’s one of my bond-mates! 
 
    You’re bonded to a Minotaur? That’s… actually really impressive. 
 
    They both winced as the memory of the Gigas slammed her fist into Milly’s stomach, dropping the surprised Minotaur. 
 
    The memory stood back from her opponent and spoke. 
 
    “Hey, why aren’t you fighting back?” 
 
    “I… I don’t want to fight, he makes me come into the ring.” Milly coughed out, on all fours. 
 
    “Who does?” 
 
    “My owner…” 
 
    “Well, that sucks. So if you aren’t going to fight you should probably stay down… I would say good match, but I’m a little disappointed really.” 
 
    “Y-you are?” Milly glanced up, eyes wide. 
 
    “Yeah, I heard Minotaurs were really tough, but if you aren’t going to fight me for real then I guess I’ll never know.” 
 
    Milly IS really tough! Nameless remembered all of the times she fought for him. 
 
    Whoa, calm down little fella. In my defense I didn’t know she wasn’t gunna block or anything. The next few times they put her in the ring with me it wasn’t so bad. 
 
    You fought her more than once?! 
 
    Well… “fought” is putting it strongly. 
 
    The image flashed several times, each time it was Milly entering the ring and Nina knocking her down with one blow. Although after the first one, Nameless noticed that her blows were really quiet weak. 
 
    Hey, I didn’t really wanna fight her either. 
 
    Why were you still in the arena anyways? What about the shop? 
 
    Huh… I don’t know. Let’s check. 
 
    Again demonstrating remarkable control despite her fallen state, Nina changed the image again. 
 
    He saw her with the man from before, naked greed on his face. 
 
    “We can’t stop now! You’re the baddest bitch around and everybody knows it, I’ll get paid just for you to show up in the ring!” 
 
    “But what about the shop?” 
 
    The girl was strangely vulnerable; she clearly didn’t like how her friend had changed. 
 
    In a flash Nameless realized that she had long since given him her heartstone. 
 
    Oh… you wanted to bond with him! I am so sorry… 
 
    The black eyed Gigas whirled on him, lunging forwards as if to grab him. But Volka’s golden aura blocked her. Nina’s face was twisted with pain now. 
 
    How did you know that?! I never said that! Who told you?! 
 
    Nobody told me, it’s plain as day, look at your face. Look at how sad you were. 
 
    I wasn’t sad! Who said I was sad?! 
 
    Nobody needed to. 
 
    Who are you anyways? Why is saving me so damned important to you?! 
 
    Because if I don’t save you, you won’t ever have the chance to have the bond that you were seeking. 
 
    She was taken aback now. 
 
    And why does that matter to you? 
 
    Because, I am lucky enough to have three girls bonded to me and… 
 
    Four. Volka’s voice rang out in his mind again. 
 
    What? 
 
    Four, how quickly you forget about me husband… Her tone a slight pout. 
 
    Er… right, four! Four girls bonded to me and it has been the greatest joy of my life, and when I see a girl who was treated so poorly that she fell into the darkness and became a Tenebrae- 
 
    What? Who became a Tenebrae? 
 
    Um… you did? 
 
    Are you asking me or telling me? 
 
    …Both? 
 
    You are so annoying. 
 
    Sorry. 
 
    Yeah that just makes it worse. So I’m a Dark One now? 
 
    Yeah… sorry. 
 
    You really suck at this. 
 
    Right, anyways, that’s why I want to help you escape this place. 
 
    Why did I fall into darkness anyways? 
 
    Well, that IS what we were trying to figure out right? 
 
    …I really don’t like you. 
 
    With that an image of the man greedily counting money popped into being around them. Her memory was trying to talk to him again. 
 
    This time she had several nasty cuts over her face and arms, dark blood stained her skin. 
 
    “I don’t want to fight in this place anymore. I don’t like how they treat the other girls.” Her tone was subdued, and he simply brushed her off. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it, you just worry about the next fight, you need to win this time, although I made a lot of money betting against you!” 
 
    “You bet… against me?” 
 
    “Yeah, no weapons? It was brilliant! Everyone thought you could take that Trog. Of course, without your hammer I knew just how weak you would be so…” He shrugged. 
 
    “But… why would you do that to me?” 
 
    Nameless could feel her hurt, it was palpable in the room, and how the other guy didn’t notice it was beyond him. 
 
    “I said don’t worry about it, now we’re all set for a rematch and this time you get to use your hammer. So when everyone bets against you I cash in big time!” 
 
    Her pain made his vision turn red. 
 
    Calm yourself husband, do not add to the negative energy of this place. 
 
    Your right, thank you Volka. 
 
    Who the hell is Volka anyways? Again the Gigas looked around and saw no one. 
 
    Not important, what happened next. 
 
    Hey you’re kinda intense now… 
 
    Sorry. 
 
    Aaaand you’re an annoying pussy again. 
 
    The first arena reappeared, the fight was over and the man ordered her to hit the Trog again. 
 
    Except now he could feel what she felt in that moment. 
 
    She loved him as her only friend, and hated him for what he had reduced her to. 
 
    No… I don’t want to see this… 
 
    Out of the night there was shouting as the Aegis raid commenced. 
 
    Don’t make me watch this. 
 
    But she didn’t seem able to stop the memory from playing out around them. 
 
    He saw the man, her owner and long time friend, grab a strange rod out of his bag. He saw the Hornets descending from above. 
 
    “Come on we’re getting out of here!” He screamed at her. 
 
    Her hammer was still held in her hand as she watched him level the lost tech weapon at the back of a Wolfen girl. 
 
    She knew what was about to happen, she knew and had to stop it, so she grabbed the weapon out of his hands and snapped the delicate instrument in her palm. 
 
    “You idiot do you even realize how much that damn thing cost?!” He drew back his hand to slap her, but thought better of it. 
 
    “I don’t need to keep a weak bitch around that is going to land me in an Aegis dig site for the next twenty years!” He ripped a bracelet off his wrist and threw it in her face. 
 
    She had made it for him years before to carry her heart. 
 
    Her stone back in her possession, she found herself free for the first time in nearly a decade. He turned to leave, drawing another lost tech weapon from his bag, fully willing to fight his way out with the other men. 
 
    She heard the terrible wailing scream of the Wolfen being killed by the flamer, she heard him laugh with the others. He was going to join them, he was going to hurt other girls alongside the other pigs, and in that moment it was crystal clear to her that he was on the wrong side of all of this. 
 
    She hit him in the back with her hammer before he had taken two steps. 
 
    She felt his spine turn to powder at the extreme force of the blow; he was dead before he hit the ground. She dropped to her knees beside him. 
 
    No… Marcus… 
 
    Several Wolfen appeared around her, one of them tried to wrap a blanket around her shoulders but she couldn’t even feel it. 
 
    She had murdered her best friend. 
 
    Her vision went black and she remembered little after that, the image faded into the swirling darkness around them and the Gigas was on her knees, mirroring the posture of her memory, weeping. 
 
    Nameless moved over to her and enveloped her in his arms, she tried to shake him off but found her strength in this dark place nowhere near a match for his. 
 
    You did nothing wrong. 
 
    Were you not watching? I killed my only friend! 
 
    And by doing so you likely saved the lives of any number of monster girls who would have tried to stop him from leaving. 
 
    That’s… I don’t care about that! I don’t care about those other bitches! 
 
    We both know that is not true. If it were, then you would not have held back on Milly when she was forced into the ring with you. 
 
    That isn’t… no… 
 
    Why didn’t you hit that Troglodyte again when he ordered you to? 
 
    What? 
 
    He told you to hit her and you didn’t, why not? 
 
    Because, she fought well, and deserved to be treated with respect. 
 
    ‘Bones of the mountain, heart of the furnace, soul of the warrior, gracious in victory, proud in defeat?’ 
 
    Where did you learn that? 
 
    It was what drew me to you in this place. What does it mean? 
 
    …It is the way of the giant, my mother taught it to me when I was young. It’s who I am: Born from the stone of the mountain, heart as steady as the fire of my forge, raised as a warrior, treat your enemies with respect, and never be ashamed of defeat as it shows you how to better yourself. 
 
    And did that man… did Marcus treat that Trog with respect when he ordered you to hit her after she had already lost? 
 
    Shut up! You don’t know him! 
 
    No… but you did. May I ask you something? 
 
    …What? 
 
    If you hadn’t stopped Marcus, and he killed one or more other girls… would that have been your fault? 
 
    What? 
 
    Would you have blamed yourself if you had let him go and he had killed someone with that weird weapon? 
 
    …Yes. 
 
    So then which would you rather live with; the death of one bad man – and that is what he was! He may have been a good man once but he wasn’t anymore – so the death of one bad man, or the death of any number of Aegis girls, girls who were there that night fighting to protect their sisters, to protect YOUR sisters. 
 
    …You suck. You already know what I am going to say. 
 
    I know, but you still need to say it. 
 
    She huffed at him, her breath a slight breeze against his cheek. She once again struggled a bit in his arms, although now it was to get her face in front of his. 
 
    Her eyes were suddenly a deep crimson, the darkness receding. 
 
    Obviously I would rather have stopped him than not. But now I am alone again. 
 
    An image flashed into being around them, her alone in a massive cavern, her home in the mountains. The vague memory of her mother drifted by, she died when Nina was young. 
 
    She was an orphan. 
 
    So am I. 
 
    What? 
 
    I am an orphan too. 
 
    You are alone? 
 
    He gave a mental head shake. 
 
    No, I found people to love and who love me. 
 
    Well, I don’t have that. 
 
    Why not? 
 
    You said it yourself: I’m not very good with emotions. And after Marcus I won’t ever trust anyone to hold my stone again… unless… 
 
    Her eyes bored into his, the ruby light of them brighter than before, hope on her face. 
 
    Show me who you are, please? 
 
    Surprised, he nodded and opened his memories to her. Volka let out a sigh. 
 
    Volka what’s wrong? 
 
    You have a noble heart, but are a fool when it comes to women I see. I hope you will take responsibility for what is about to happen. 
 
    What do you mean? 
 
    She didn’t answer. 
 
    The memory of Clint whipping him as he protected Milly flashed into being around them. 
 
    You are kind of a badass. Nina said suddenly. 
 
    Her tone was slightly heated as she regarded his kneeling memory, ruby eyes wide; she could see his fear, but he wouldn’t bend, resolved to protect Milly at any cost, a warrior’s determination. 
 
    The vision abruptly shifted, Milly was throwing Clint off of a bridge. 
 
    Heh… good for her. 
 
    Again it shifted; they found themselves doubly coated in shadows as he coaxed Erica out of her own darkness. 
 
    I never liked what they did to the girls in the tents. I’m glad the Aegis people stopped it. But for you to give her everything you had, more even then you gave into saving me… that is so hot. 
 
    Her tone was beyond heated now, Nameless was worried. He had a sneaking suspicion about what was about to happen, and no idea how, or even if, he could stop it. 
 
    The image was now of Ophelia drunk and naked in the darkened orphanage as he tried to get her to make sense and locate her heartstone. 
 
    So the hot butterfly chick bonded to you when you were three, kept it a secret for years, only for the truth to come out and for you to acknowledge the bond? That is so romantic… 
 
    She heaved a sigh, a sad smile on her face. 
 
    Marcus would never have done any of these things. 
 
    She held him with one arm as she watched his memories, a single tear trickling down her cheek. 
 
    You… you are annoying, and really puny, but still you are so hot that I can’t help it. Can we have sex in here do you think? 
 
    What?! 
 
    No you’re right, that wouldn’t be fair to the others. I would like very much to meet them and hear what they have to say about it. That is, if you are willing to accept me? 
 
    He could sense that his mission was accomplished, if he rejected her here, he could tell that she would be hurt but would be okay. 
 
    Volka’s words sounded in his mind: take responsibility. 
 
    He let out a mental groan. 
 
    Miranda is going to kill me. 
 
    No she won’t, you are puny and weak, but you have the heart of a giant and the soul of a warrior. If anyone raises a hand against you I will hit them with my hammer. 
 
    Her voice was happy, girlish even. 
 
    Well of course, I AM a girl you know. Shall I prove it to you? 
 
    A sudden image of what she wanted to do to him at that moment burst around them, causing him to blush. 
 
    Oh my, that is rather indecent. Volka mused in the mindscape, her tone wistful. 
 
    Looks l-let’s just get out of this place and then we can all have a long conversation about it. 
 
    Okay… one question though? 
 
    Anything. 
 
    Who are you? 
 
    Nameless. 
 
    There was a long pause as she tilted her head to one side, one red eyebrow raised. 
 
    Are you trying to be a smartass? 
 
    Nameless sighed. 
 
    Volka laughed around them. 
 
    __________ 
 
      
 
    The rapt audience had witnessed the light come and now they watched it diminish, although none of them knew what it meant. 
 
    There was a groan from the cage and then a voice no one had ever heard calmly spoke. 
 
    “Hey, puny. Not that I mind your hand on my tit. But we need to talk to the other girls first before we can bone.” 
 
    “Sorry!” Nameless abruptly sat up, his hand jerking away from her tiny breast. 
 
    There was a gasping sob and the cage was suddenly very crowded as his three mates struggled to all get to him at once. 
 
    He got them to back off as he edged his way out of the cage, gingerly rubbing at his knees. Once outside he was wrapped in a tearful four-way hug. 
 
    Due to all of his bond-mates blocking his view, he was oblivious of the thunderstruck expressions he was getting from all sides. 
 
    “Look it’s really cute, you getting molested by your lady friends, but can someone get these weird plants off me and find my hammer?” 
 
    No one moved, she heaved a long suffered sigh. 
 
    “Yes, I was a Tenebrae, but the puny guy over there helped me work through my shit so can we skip to the part where we’re all friends? Because friends don’t keep friends tied up.” She shook her wrists meaningfully. 
 
    Nameless finally broke free of the hug and turned to let everyone know that Nina was okay, and was greeted with stunned expressions. 
 
    “Wh-what?” 
 
    “Nameless!” Miranda choked out; “Your eyes!” 
 
    “Bloody hell kid! That is downright unsettling!” Paul added, his pipe slipping from his fingers. 
 
    “What is going on?” Nameless was a bit worried now. 
 
    Milly turned him to get a look at his face. 
 
    “Master! Your eyes, they’re glowing! And, and gold!” 
 
    “Wh-what?” 
 
    I’m afraid that is my fault Husband, don’t worry it will fade in a few moments, will you seek me out? I confess I am eager to meet my new family. 
 
    “V-Volka?!” 
 
    Indeed, I am bound to you now and for all time, but at this distance it is a strain to reach you so I must bid you farewell. Please, find me? Her thoughts were vulnerable. 
 
    “I will! I swear I will, but where do I start to look?” 
 
    He was getting more than a few worried glances from the crowd, except for Nina, who patiently waited for someone to untie her. 
 
    Can you not sense me? Focus on my heart. 
 
    He nodded and closed his eyes, diving into his own emotional mindscape. 
 
    “Uh… Nameless, the hell is going on?” Miranda asked. 
 
    He didn’t answer as he sought out the will of the golden being who had aided him in saving Nina. 
 
    His eyes snapped open after a few minutes, his eye colour fading back to his normal muddy brown. 
 
    “East! Nina, she’s to the east!” 
 
    “Cool, still don’t know who the hell she is though. Hi, I’m Nina by the way.” She addressed a surprised Erica, Milly, and Ophelia; “Oh and Erica before you ask I’ve never eaten pussy before, it looks like it might be fun though. As for swallowing cum, that sounds disgusting so I probably won’t do that.” 
 
    Erica’s jaw dropped open, Milly and Ophelia both gave confused looks to the Katje. 
 
    “Oh hell no! Not again! You did not do what I think you did! There is no way you could be that stupid!” Miranda’s voice cut through the crowd.  
 
    Paul and Jan both started laughing. 
 
    “Miranda right? I should probably tell you if you harm my mate I will crush your skull.” Nina calmly told her, her eyes on her finger nails. 
 
    “Your WHAT?!” Milly, Erica, and Ophelia all shouted at once. 
 
    Xalanth walked over to the cage, her demeanor composed as she met the Gigas’s equally nonchalant stare. After a few moments, she ripped the bindings off of the smaller girl and without a word went back and joined her lady. 
 
    Nina mumbled a quiet thank you and crawled out of the cage. 
 
    Her every move was tracked by the Amazons. 
 
    “Lady Essig? Is it safe?” Yana was to the point, her spear aimed at the ground, yet ready. 
 
    Nameless held up Nina’s ruby red heartstone for Sadie to examine. 
 
    “Thank you Nameless.” She murmured as she took the stone delicately between two fingers and held it, rolling it gently around. 
 
    Everyone present held their breath, except Nina, who took up station beside Nameless and took his hand in hers, leaning her head against his hip. 
 
    “She is completely recovered. And yes she did indeed bond with him. That is something you are going to have to work on my friend; if you bond with every girl you save you will soon die of exhaustion!” She smiled and handed the stone back to Nameless who took it with a blush. 
 
    Nameless turned to his mates but Nina spoke before he could. 
 
    “Yeah, I think five is as much as one puny human can handle.” 
 
    Once again the girls were incredulous. 
 
    “What do you mean five?” Ophelia had composed herself somewhat. 
 
    “You know, five,” She counted of with one hand, her other still holding his firmly; “Milly, Erica, you, me, and Volka.” 
 
    “Who the hell is Volka?” Demanded Erica. 
 
    “No idea, she helped our man save me though so I’ll be happy to lick her snatch.” 
 
    “Our man?” Milly’s tone was dark. 
 
    “Yeah, we really should talk.” Nina acknowledged the awkwardness of the situation. 
 
    “Truly this is a glorious day!” Yana interrupted the brewing drama; “Never before has a girl been returned from absolute darkness! Noble Empath! I name you Valkyrja, blessed of the Valkyrie!” 
 
    Once again all of the Amazons present took a knee before a very embarrassed Nameless. 
 
    “Seriously though, where the hell is my hammer?” Nina asked, oblivious to the solemnity of the warriors surrounding them. 
 
    Nameless sighed. 
 
    Paul and Jan kept laughing. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Epilogue: 
 
    Fitting In and Setting Out 
 
      
 
      
 
    Nina sat on her hammer outside the cottage while Nameless and the other girls were inside. She bounced her feet against the black iron of the weapon, betraying her nerves. 
 
    She knew that she was what they would be discussing. 
 
    Inside, Nameless stood before the girls who had arranged themselves on the loveseats. Nobody seemed to know how to begin. His eyes shifted between them with apprehension. 
 
    Ophelia was calm and patient as usual; Erica was as agitated as him, her tail swishing and Milly… 
 
    He couldn’t tell what Milly was thinking. 
 
    “I’m so sorry.” His found his voice as his eyes dropped to the floor. 
 
    The girls looked at each other, wordlessly determining who should speak first. 
 
    Ophelia began. 
 
    “Dearheart, what happened?” 
 
    “She was… so very lonely. She didn’t have anyone anymore and she wanted to know who I was…” 
 
    “So she bonded with you?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    She sighed. 
 
    “Master, my love, we’re not angry with you, or at least, I’m not.” Her eyes flicked to Milly, before returning to his. 
 
    “I-I know, it’s just. I keep doing this. Miranda was right to yell at me again.” 
 
    Erica broke in. 
 
    “Baby, it’s okay, I mean I’m not thrilled but you did it to save her right?” 
 
    He shook his head, not wanting them to get the wrong idea. 
 
    “No, her eyes were already bright again. It was after we had sorted through her memories; she said she would never trust a human with her heartstone again. She wanted to know me though, so I let her in, she knows all of you, at least, a little bit. And she asked if I would accept her too...” 
 
    “And you said yes.” Milly finally spoke, her voice neutral. 
 
    “Sh-she was so lonely. The only person she ever loved… she gave him her heart… and he put her in the arena.” 
 
    The girls sucked in air after that, taking a few moments to absorb the knowledge. 
 
    “ARGH!” Erica burst out; “You are too good Master! If this keeps up we’ll have to build a second cottage!” 
 
    “I’m so sorry.” He repeated again. 
 
    “Would you cast her aside?” Ophelia asked, her tone neutral. 
 
    “Wh-what? I couldn’t… n-not after what she went through…” 
 
    “Then stop saying you’re sorry!” Milly snapped. 
 
    He swallowed nervously at her red-faced glare. 
 
    She was mad, and for the first time since he had met her she was angry with him. 
 
    “We talked about this. Do you remember? In Wayfelt after you saved Erica. You told us that if we brought in another girl it would be because we agreed to! With Ophelia, it was different; she bonded with you ages before us and loved you for years, so she had more of a claim then we did. It was so easy to accept her, to love her just as I do Erica!” 
 
    “Milly…” Ophelia spoke, her voice choked with emotion. 
 
    Erica moved to sit next to her, putting her arms around the emotional Flutterby. 
 
    “We told you that you were our sister now, and we meant it.” She licked her face several times, her tongue soft, the woman turned into her arms and embraced her firmly. 
 
    Milly softened somewhat at the touching scene, and then continued as tears strolled down Nameless’s face at her rebuke. 
 
    “Master, why didn’t you tell her no?” Her tone was more pleading now, her anger mostly spent. 
 
    “Same reason he cried the first time you had sex.” Nina’s voice broke in, she was standing in the doorway now, having been drawn in by Milly’s angry voice; “Same reason he lets the cat girl walk all over him in the sack, and the same reason he looks for the butterfly’s approval before doing anything.” 
 
    Her gaze swept the room at all of the curious faces. 
 
    “Because he’s a pussy.” 
 
    “WHAT!?” Erica was on her feet, her hug with Ophelia abandoned in her outrage. 
 
    Nina raised one hand placatingly, Nameless saw that she left her hammer outside and was glad of it. 
 
    “I mean it in a good way!” At Erica’s incredulous look she huffed and crossed her arms; “Oh like you don’t get wet every time he looks at you with those big brown eyes, all emotional and shit!” 
 
    Erica didn’t deny it so she continued. 
 
    “He didn’t refuse me because he couldn’t refuse me; he is too soft. I was in his head at the time, or he was in mine, still not really clear how he did all of that… anyways, I saw his whole thought process, and it was like watching butter melt. He did think about saying no, he even worried about how you all would react, but in the end, he saw that I had never had a real friend in my life and so he took the job on the spot.” 
 
    Her voice carried little emotion, but Nameless could sense how strongly she felt at that moment. 
 
    “He is a pussy. He is puny and he is soft and he is weak. And it is for those reasons that I bonded to him, and will love him for all time; because in my life I have had precious little that was soft.” 
 
    The other girls were wide eyed at her words; Erica slumped back down next to Ophelia. 
 
    “But here is what he didn’t count on: I knew that his acceptance alone wouldn’t be enough, and I knew that you lot would have the final say. Puny, give me my heartstone.” 
 
    A very nervous Nameless handed her the ruby coloured gem. 
 
    “Like I said, a pussy.” She muttered at his immediate obedience and then tossed the stone into Milly’s shocked hands; “So here is the deal, girls: it isn’t up to him whether I stay or go, it is up to you. Because I am NOT a pussy, I am not weak, and I am not soft. I am Gigas! And I am strong as the mountains from which I was born. Just knowing that this little weakling here exists in this world will keep my stone bright for all time, so I can leave, right now, because I refuse to mess things up for this annoying little man with his mates. Just know that if anyone ever fucks with you, I will be there with my hammer to fuck with them. So talk it over.” Abruptly she grabbed Nameless by one arm, and dragged him out of the cottage. 
 
    As they walked off of the porch she scooped up her hammer with one hand, her other still an iron manacle around his wrist. 
 
    “N-Nina, I am so-” 
 
    “If you apologize to me again I will level that fucking hut you live in.” Unlike when she was inside, her voice was now thick with emotion as she stomped deeper into the field of long grass, for her it came up to her shoulders; “And you need to mow your fucking lawn.” 
 
    “It’s f-for Milly, she needs it for grazing.” 
 
    “Oh, well I guess that’s okay then.” 
 
    After a few minutes she stopped and all but threw him to the ground, straddling his lap when he sat up. 
 
    “Nina what are you-” 
 
    “I already know what those girls of yours are going to decide, so I have a request.” 
 
    “I can’t have sex with you.” He said immediately. 
 
    “Ha! Your dick is probably way too small for me anyways, no, not my request.” Her face softened and she licked her lips; “Just once, once before I leave, I want to know what it feels like to kiss a man that I love.” 
 
    His heart pounded at her sudden vulnerability. 
 
    “Nina…” 
 
    “Actually, it’s not a request.” With that she closed her eyes and pressed the tiny bow of her mouth against his lips. 
 
    He couldn’t help but kiss her back, softly, sweetly. 
 
    She entwined her arms around his neck, no longer gripping him tightly though he could feel the tiny peaks of her breasts poking him just below his collarbones. Her small tongue sought entry into his mouth and his own tongue greeted her. She couldn’t help but grind her hips against him and let out an uncharacteristically delicate moan. 
 
    After several moments their lips parted with a gentle noise of suction and their eyes fluttered open. She let out a huff. 
 
    “Well shit.” 
 
    A gentle cough was heard from above them and Ophelia fluttered down next to them. 
 
    “Ophelia I’m-” As the tiny girl in his lap looked away he changed what he was about to say; “-not sorry. Not for that.” 
 
    Nina’s head snapped back towards him and her tiny lips gave a joyous smile. 
 
    “There’s hope for you yet, tiny man.” 
 
    Ophelia settled down into the grass with them and surprised them both by pulling the Gigas into her sweet embrace. 
 
    “You might not be sorry but I am.” She murmured into the petite girl’s magenta locks, her arms wrapped over her shoulders. 
 
    “Okay, confused now. How come you smell so good?” Nina sniffed a few time into Ophelia’s cleavage. 
 
    “Flower petals in my bath water dear.” 
 
    “Oh, neat.” 
 
    “I came out to bring you both back inside; we reached a decision almost before you were off the porch.” Nina stiffened slightly in her arms. 
 
    Together they made their way back inside, and no sooner were they through the door than Milly and Erica dropped to their knees and wrapped themselves around a flabbergasted Nina. 
 
    “More confused.” 
 
    Milly sobbed and Erica tried to explain as the Minotaur licked at a frozen Nina’s hair. 
 
    “She remembered you! From the arena, you were there for her when I couldn’t be. She said that you protected her! Thank you so much!” Erica joined Milly in sobbing on the perturbed giant. 
 
    Awkwardly, Nina patted at their backs as best as she could. 
 
    “Look it was no big deal and I didn’t really protect her-” 
 
    “You pulled your punches when you didn’t have to, when my sister was at her most vulnerable you held back from hurting her.” Erica’s tongue joined Milly’s at licking at the giant’s head. 
 
    “Okay, what is with the licking? Can we stop with the licking?” 
 
    “Not likely.” Nameless spoke up, one arm around Ophelia who was stroking his hair. 
 
    “The licking is a good sign dearheart, it means they want you to stay. So do I for that matter, though I shall keep my tongue to myself… for now.” Ophelia demurred. 
 
    “Wait… you want me to stay? You… want me?” Nina’s voice dropped to a squeaky whisper as her emotions got the better of her again. 
 
    “Yes!” Milly sobbed out, her tongue back in her mouth; “You were right about what you said, it’s not that our man can’t keep his stupid thing in his pant, it’s that he can’t keep his stupid heart in his chest!” 
 
    She broke away from the suddenly emotional giant and stood up, pulling Nameless into her cleavage. 
 
    “I’m sorry that I was so hard on you before Master! I was mad for all the wrong reasons!” 
 
    His reply was lost in a muffle as he talked into her breasts, his arms wrapped around her waist. 
 
    Nina, her arm free of the Minotaur’s bulk, brought one hand up to her face and wiped away a single tear, she seemed shocked to find it there. 
 
    Erica still drew her barbed tongue through her hair repeatedly, purring loudly. 
 
    Nina had one arm around the Katje, her surprise fading as joy took its place. 
 
    “Thank you, I swear to you, you won’t regret this! I’ll-I’ll lick all of your pussies one after another! And I’ll even see if I can choke down the weakling’s cum!” 
 
    Erica snarfled a laugh into her hair and Milly’s breasts jiggled around their mates face as she joined in. 
 
    Ophelia chuckled a bit as well, but then her tone grew pensive. 
 
    “I’m afraid that will have to wait. There is something else we need to talk about: Volka?” Her inflection turned the word into a question. 
 
    “I will lick her pussy too!” Nina said with volume. 
 
    “No, not… ah, who is she?” Ophelia tried again as Milly pulled Nameless up for air. 
 
    “I don’t know.” he swallowed at the memory of the terrible landscape of Nina’s broken mind; “I… I messed up. I was completely lost in her mind, just like Sadie said I would be. I was too focused on saving her and I lost track of everything… and then Volka showed up! Suddenly I had another anchor but it was golden and all around me, keeping the pain away from my mind while I searched. She said that what we did couldn’t be undone…” 
 
    “Sounds like a bond to me…” Mumbled Erica. 
 
    “She saved you?” Milly asked, her eyes wide. 
 
    He nodded, nervous at her response. 
 
    “Then I will happily lick her pussy as well.” Ophelia primly announced to the surprise of all, a slight smirk on her face. 
 
    “But there was more,” Nina interjected before they could get sidetracked; “You said she was to the east?” 
 
    “Yeah, she said after we saved you then maybe I could save her.” 
 
    “So she’s in trouble then? Is she… lost… as well?” Erica tried to be delicate. 
 
    “No, not that, something else…” He closed his eyes as he tried to remember everything about the mysterious girl; “It’s dark where she is but not like an emotional darkness, like a cave or something. And she is lonely… but strong! Like steel... her will is incredible! I got the impression that she could sit for another thousand years and be okay.” 
 
    “Wait, another thousand years?” Milly look was incredulous. 
 
    “Yeah, she said a few times that she was waiting, or hadn’t met anybody in a thousand years or something.” His memory was turning elusive. 
 
    “So we go save her.” Nina announced, her voice steady again as she disentangled Erica from around her. 
 
    Nameless nodded again. 
 
    “We will have to prepare, depending on how far east she is. We’ll have to cross through the lowlands and maybe even go into the Sansee Wastes.” Nina mused. 
 
    “If we can wait a couple days then we can sell off a bunch more milk and then buy whatever supplies we need. We should talk to Paul about what we should bring.” Milly added. 
 
    “Yeah, we’ll need proper gear if we want to go into the wilds!” Erica was getting excited. 
 
    “Oh dear, I think I might have to buy some pants.” Ophelia pouted, she so loved her diaphanous gowns. 
 
    “Hold on, you all don’t have to come, for that matter the weakling can stay too. I have a lot of experience with the adventuring life so-” 
 
    “You need me to find her though.” Nameless cut in. 
 
    “Yeah and I’m his kitty so I stay with him, and if my newest sister is in trouble then I want to help! Right Milly?” 
 
    Milly nodded firmly. 
 
    “If I have to throw more people off of bridges to save her then so be it.” 
 
    “As much as I abhor violence, I have lain with my love only a single time and don’t want to miss a second if he is going to go chase after another girl! So I will be coming along as well. If nothing else I can fly ahead and scout for you. Before I came into the orphanage I traveled a great deal, although never into the wilds…” 
 
    Nina threw up her hands. 
 
    “Fine, we all go traipsing into the wilderness!” 
 
    “Yes, we do.” Miranda voice called out from the door. 
 
    She was leaning against the door jam, looking in at them. 
 
    As they whirled around she smirked at them. 
 
    “You’re a smart kid… well no, actually you’re kind of a dumbass… but even you should have figured out by now that I haven’t been sticking around to ‘mentor’ you! You are the only active Empath in existence and I am under strict orders to see that you stay alive; which means if you go on some hare-brained adventure I have to follow you! Although I’ll be honest, there won’t be much in the wilds that will fuck with a Gigas on purpose.” 
 
    “Hey, thanks Miranda. You’re alright. Sorry about threatening to crush your head earlier.” 
 
    Miranda snorted. 
 
    “No you’re not.” 
 
    “No, I’m not.” Nina confirmed. 
 
    “I came out here to just to check in and now I’m going on an adventure into the lowlands. This girl better be worth it kid.” 
 
    “She is.” Nameless said with conviction; “I can feel it, and I haven’t even met her yet.” 
 
    Milly let out a gentle moo as she took him in her arms again. 
 
    Miranda gave a huge huff. 
 
    “You are such a pain in my ass.” 
 
    He smirked at her cheekily from his place in Milly’s breasts. 
 
    “I know.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    The End
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