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      Kyle Wessex, or as my friends called me, Kye. This was day three of my self-imposed isolation. I was ex-special forces in the Australian military. I’d finally qualified at twenty-three for the training and spent the next five years becoming the best of the very best. That was, until one fateful day in Iraq.

      I was leading my squad of six through enemy territory. The mission was simple. Surveillance on enemy compounds and forces south of home base. It was routine. Simple. We’d done it dozens of times before. Why would this be any different?

      The rocky and mountainous landscape of the war-torn country made thousands of travel arrangements possible. Simply fly a drone over the area for a quick scout, then my team would follow and collect detailed information. While drones were good, they could only collect a snapshot. They couldn’t stick around for days watching the comings and goings.

      It should have been routine...

      Two days into our march, an enemy battalion rolled through the area. It wasn’t normal behaviour. Not expected. Not planned. There was only one reason an entire battalion would roll through this particular area... There was a mole... Hell, it could be anyone in those days. The translator might have a family member being held hostage. Maybe a local cop was slipped a few thousand dinars. Hell... Maybe we’d simply been spotted by some poor bloody farmer going about his day. It didn’t matter. What mattered now was the trip home.

      It was almost immediately apparent that something was very wrong. Our team could slip through their screening forces easily enough. But it seemed almost like they knew we were on the move. Like someone was feeding them our general location. Every time we stopped for a rest, we’d have an encounter. Not a violent encounter. We would see them coming and move into a more secluded area. Only for them to slowly follow behind just hours later.

      It was the morning of the fourth day when everything went wrong. We’d barely escaped the hills into the grasslands that surrounded our base. That’s when the first shot rang out in the distance. Sparky, our frontman, and my best friend, took the first shot at the base of the neck. I caught the second shot high in the shoulder. We all hit the ground, scrambling into every small depression in the ground for cover. Naively, I’d believed that this close to the base, the enemy would leave us alone... I walked us right into an ambush.

      It took fifteen minutes for reinforcements to arrive. Those fifteen minutes may as well have been fifteen hours. When the first APV arrived, I was the only member of my squad still firing back at the enemy. When I woke up from surgery, someone had stitched me closed at the shoulder, removed three rounds from my lower abdomen and dug out most of the shrapnel from my legs, curtesy of a mortar blast.

      An hour later… An officer I didn’t recognise stepped into the room with a morose expression. I alone survived the attack. Sparky, Don, Michael, Maree and Sam. All gone... All because of me.

      There was an investigation, of course. In the eighteen months it took for me to recover physically, they’d found the GPS planted on Sam’s radio. Seems it had been playing up, and he gave it to the tech team for repairs. The tech team was training a few nationals, one of whom left his prints on the hidden device. I remember him breaking down during the interrogation. The enemy had his wife as a hostage. His instructions were to bug any equipment he could. And while I couldn’t blame him for his actions, I couldn’t help but wonder if the lives of all my team members were worth one Iraqi woman.

      It’s just one of those questions you shouldn’t think about. After all... Wouldn’t you do the same? Hell, I still would, and my wife divorced me after my second tour. I don’t blame her... She couldn’t handle the combination of being alone while I was on special deployment, and me not being able to talk to her when I came home. It ate her up inside and she left. Thankfully, she agreed to a quick settlement, took what was rightfully hers, kissed me goodbye, and left. Last I heard, she’d found a new husband. This one worked in a bank, made decent money and doted on her and their two children. I didn’t have the heart to be mad.

      But that brings me to today. The military had cleared of all wrongdoing. Some peacock tried to blame me for not radioing in when we first caught trouble. That peacock was quickly discredited when I calmly explained the meaning and purpose of ‘radio silence.’ Since then, however, I’d been given my papers, an honourable discharge and a pension. It had been a week, and I was going stir crazy. When my ex left, I’d sold up everything I owned. I bought this cheap unit, put basic furniture in it and invested everything else. With the housing market, the unit was worth almost twice what I paid for it and my investments meant working was a luxury. Problem is, intelligence gathering, espionage and close quarters combat don’t look real good on a resume.

      Hence my self-imposed isolation. In three days, I’d re-packed my bags and started walking west. It hadn’t been since the morning before that I had heard the last vehicle. This was truly no-man's-land. The true beauty of Australia, outside of every major town or city, is isolation. All you need to do is pick a random direction and drive for an hour, and you have the entire world to yourself.

      So here I am, the sun is setting on my third day. It’s nice out here. The air is clear and smells clean. I’ve just rolled out my swag and I’m currently getting a small fire started. It’s a full moon this evening. I can see it already, just over the horizon. The only thing I missed was a decent meal. I’d brought my survival knife, which had a slingshot for small game. But so far, I had found nothing worth my attention. But I still had a dozen MREs.

      As I scraped the last of what pretended to be mashed potatoes from the package, I still really did not know what I was even doing. Eventually, I was going to have to turn back. I just didn’t know if it was worth it. If I kept going, eventually I’d return to my squad. Eventually, I’d make up for leading them into the ambush. Eventually, I’d atone...
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        * * *

      

      A loud crack woke me. I snapped awake in an instant, reaching for my service weapon... That wasn’t there... This wasn’t Iraq... We’re not under attack... I’m in the Australian outback, three days’ walk from home. And something was moving through the scrub in the dark towards me. Something large, and moving quickly.

      “She’s over here, circle round!” A harsh voice called out into the night.

      Now I could hear several things... People... Running through the scrub. What... The... Fuck...

      I dragged myself free from my swag. Pulling on my shirt, I quickly located my knife. If I’m lucky, this is just a pair of pig hunters... Just something about how they described whatever it was they were chasing as a ‘she,’ made me nervous. When a high-pitched scream let out. I could have been forgiven for mistaking it as the death squeal of a wild pig. The problem was…

      “Please... NO! I’m sorry!” The high pitched, obviously female voice cried out.

      “Shut up, bitch!” A man called out, this voice not as rough as the one earlier. But the sound of an open hand, striking soft skin, punctuated it.

      “Jenson!” There’s the rough voice. “Don’t mar the merchandise.”

      “Please... I’m sorry... I won’t run... Don’t hurt me,” the woman pleaded.

      I listened to the two men and crept closer for a better look. Now I was certain there were only two. As they tied up the woman and started dragging her back in the direction, they had come. At this point, I figured, whatever was going on was bad... I wasn’t about to let anything else happen. The woman clearly didn’t want to go with them.

      I quickened my pace. It probably wasn’t necessary. They weren’t moving quickly. But the sooner I could release the woman, the sooner I could get her away from here. Slipping out from around a tree, I finally caught sight of my target. Two men, one older and grizzled, one younger but very muscular. Typical types to see out in the cattle ranches that were out west. Tough, dependable and not too bright, or at least not interesting in being bright. I could also see the young woman being dragged by a rope behind them. She was completely limp, with the rope wrapped around her midsection. As the older man lit a cigarette, I made out pale skin, red hair, and she was dressed in a white shift.

      Sneaking closer to the group, I was careful to match my footsteps to that of the larger young man. But honestly, between their conversation and the dragging of the poor woman, I doubted they’d hear anything. But there were still two of them, and I wasn’t sure if they were armed. Clearly they were into human trafficking, so my chances weren’t great. A few more meters, and they stopped for a quick rest. It surprised me to see the woman was still very much conscious. The moment they stopped pulling, she could sit upright. Where she froze, staring right at me... Of course, on a full moon, I’m not invisible. I brought my finger to my lips, hoping she’d understand to keep quiet.

      She lifted her head slightly, and I spotted the slightest smile. When her face hit the moonlight, I held my breath. She was gorgeous. Heart-shaped face with large bright eyes. Button nose and full lips. It was almost as if someone had sculpted her from a porcelain doll. Before I could recover, the men yanked her backwards as they moved off. I had to figure something out, and fast. Looking around, I found a fist sized rock. A quick heft to check its weight, and I had a plan. It was stupidly simple, but a plan nonetheless.

      I followed just behind and to the side of the men, ignoring those big bright eyes from the bound woman. At least, until I spotted what I was looking for. Just an ordinary old bush. One casual toss of the stone and the crashing sound immediately caught the attention of the two men. Both of whom drew pistols... Fortunately, when I threw the rock into the bush, I stepped in the opposite direction and now I was standing behind the younger man. In one swift action, I drove my blade into the base of his neck. As his body collapsed, I caught him by the arm, retrieving the pistol from his slack grip. The thud of his body hitting the ground was the only warning the older man got before a bullet tore through the back of his knee.

      I was on him in an instant. Kicking away his weapon before dragging him a few paces away from the woman. I ignored the man’s screams as I fished a phone, wallet, and spare magazine from his pockets. When I pulled his boots off, I also found a small knife. That also had the added benefit of causing the man to pass out from pain. So I finally had some quiet.

      “Hello?” called the woman.

      Almost forgot about her... I quickly moved around where she could see me and her beauty again shook me. “Are you ok?” I asked.

      “Yes... Please... Don’t hurt me.?..” she smiled, hopefully.

      My heart just about broke... She looked a little older than eighteen. Someone this young, in this country, shouldn’t be asking questions like that. “Don’t worry, you’re safe now. I’m going to get you home where you belong.”

      She gasped in shock, “NO! Please, don’t take me back!”

      Now I was confused. “Take you back? Did your family do this to you?”

      “Family?”

      I took this moment to move around and start untying her. “You know, parents, siblings, good old mum and dad.”

      “Oh,” she said sadly. “I never met my mother. They recycled her after I was born.”

      It must have taken me a moment to process exactly what she had said. But as the ropes finally fell free, I couldn’t help but push for information. “What do you mean... Recycled?”

      The woman smiled her thanks as she rubbed the depressions on her arms from the rope. “After four births, the breeding females aren’t worth keeping any more. So they get sent for recycling. I don’t really know what that means, but that’s what they tell us.”

      I couldn’t really tell what I felt at this moment. This sounded like some sort of human breeding experiment. How this could happen in Australia, of all places, I had no idea. “Okay, what’s your name?”

      “I’m two-seven-five-eight-six. What’s yours?”

      “I’m... You can call me Kye. And... Do you have a real name? Or is it just the number?”

      “I don’t understand.” She frowned cutely.

      “How about I call you... Rose?” Kye offered. He couldn’t stand the dehumanisation of calling her by a number.

      “Rose?” she repeated, a little unsure.

      “Rose, it’s a flower, with petals the same colour as your hair.”

      “Oh!” She smiled. “If you’d like to call me Rose, that would be wonderful.”

      “Okay, Rose, give me a hand dragging this guy back to my camp. We’ll stay there till morning and figure things out.”

      I took the rope and tied up the surviving slaver... That’s what he was, a slaver, and I started dragging. It was tough work dragging him, and it made sense that it took two of them to drag Rose. And Rose, seeing me struggle, insisted on helping. They must have had her doing manual labour or something, because she was far stronger than she looked.

      It was a little tricky finding my camp ground, but we eventually made it back. That’s when I realised there was only one place to sleep. I wasn’t about to impose myself on Rose, so she could take my swag. I’d re-light the fire and make myself comfortable on the ground. The man, I’d tie up and leave close enough to the fire that he won’t die from the cold.

      And that was the plan, right until I told Rose...

      “No! I can’t take your bed. I’ll sleep on the ground. I’ll be okay, I promise!” She pleaded.

      “Rose... Really-“

      “NO!” she interrupted. “I know I’m not very attractive, so you don’t have to share your bed with me. But I won’t take it from you.”

      “What?”

      Rose huffed. “I get it. I’m not normal and you want to sleep separately. But I’m used to sleeping on the ground with the others. At least if I’m on the ground, it’ll feel familiar.”

      “Rose... I have no idea what you’re talking about. You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. I don’t want to share a bed, because I don’t want you thinking I’m taking advantage of you!” I said in exasperation.

      I waited, unsure of her response. I didn’t really mean to say that all out loud. It was the honest to god truth, but I probably could have had more tact than that.

      She sniffed... Letting out a small sob, she sniffed again and wiped at her eyes. “You promise?”

      “Promise what, Rose?”

      “What you said, you promise, you meant it?”

      I gently sighed, “I’m sorry it came out like that, but I meant every word-urk!”

      Rose was crushing me into the mother of all bear hugs. She jammed her face into my shoulder, and I could feel her breasts pressed into my chest. Before I could react in any meaningful way, this strangely powerful woman shoved me back onto the ground and stuffed me into my swag. A moment later, Rose joined me, pressing her body against my own.

      It was an interesting night. The scent of Rose’s skin was slightly sweet. Her body was warm and her womanly curves divine. All in all, I was so erect it hurt and I had no option but to lay still as Rose used me as a pillow.
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        * * *

      

      A terrified squeak woke me some hours later. Rose was shaking against me as if trying to fight through a nightmare. “No... No... Please...” She was still clearly asleep, though shaking with obvious terror. “Please... Master... Master Kye...”

      That did it... I rolled in her arms as best I could, before wrapping her in my own. “I’m here, Rose. It’s okay.”

      Rose snorted in surprise, still fast asleep. “Master Kye,” she smiled.

      “Yes, Rose, I’m here, It’s okay. You’re safe now.”

      Rose relaxed, her shaking stopped almost immediately. “Love you, Master Kye.”

      I held her for a moment more. “I love you too, Rose.”

      She let out a low, but happy sounding moan of approval and buried her head into my chest. I just held her. She seemed to be happy now. But I doubted I was getting any more sleep. The sky was already lightening. The tied up man opposite the fire groaned, so I knew he’d made it through the night. Absentmindedly, I reached up and gently stroked Rose’s head. That’s when I felt the pointy little bump. It was only a couple of centimetres long, extending from above her temple, and came to a shallow point. A quick shift of my arm confirmed she had an identical bump on the opposite side. Almost as if...

      “Mmm. Rub my horns, Master Kye,” Rose mumbled, still sleeping.

      I was just a little shocked, but I did what she asked and Rose started making soft noises. A minute later, her eyes snapped open. “Ohhhh... That feels so good...”

      “Good morning Rose. Um... Why do you have horns?”

      Rose took a moment to rub the sleep from her eyes and yawn. “Mmm... We all have horns, Master Kye.”

      I paused, staring at Rose’s honest expression. “Rose, it’s just Kye. I’m not your master.”

      Her eyes started watering up immediately, “B-but... You said.... Don’t... Don’t you want me?”

      “What?” I almost yelled. “No no, Rose. I just meant you don’t need to call me master. It’s just Kye.”

      She brightened immediately at his words. “I’m sorry Mas-Kye. I didn’t mean to get upset. I’ll do better, I promise.”

      I just shook my head. “Rose, there’s nothing to apologise for. It’s okay. We’ll figure this out.”

      “You shut your fucking mouth, boy!” the old man snarled from his spot opposite the fire. “You just keep your fucking mouth shut. Not another fucking word. You have no idea what kinda shit you just waded into!”

      A glance at Rose, and I could tell she was nervous that he was awake. But she steeled her resolve and crawled out of the swag, with me following behind. “Alright, start talking. Who the fuck are you, and where the fuck are the rest of the women?”

      “You don’t have a single fucking clue what you’ve walked into, do you, boy?” the man snarled. His head twisted around, seeing Rose as she walked up beside me. As she gently took my hand in her own, his face dropped. “You stupid fucker... Now he’s gonna kill us both.”

      “Who? For what?”

      “Some rich Asian guy. Calls himself Chiang. And she was his cow. Now she’s gone and imprinted. He’s gonna kill us both,” the man grumbled.

      “Alright. You wanna start talking? I need you to explain everything you just said.”

      The man just sneered, “Or what?”

      I just took a step forward and kicked his foot. It wasn’t hard, but when your knee has a bullet in it... Well... It took a few moments before he could breathe through the pain.

      “Fuck you,” he hissed. I took another step forward, but he held out his arm. “FUCK! Wait! Please... I’ll talk.”

      “Better,” I growled before taking a seat on the ground beside him. To my surprise, Rose plonked herself directly in my lap. I thought about telling her to get off, but I remembered how quickly she broke down if she thought something displeased me. So I let her stay.

      “I’m a farm hand. There’s only four of us. We look after the livestock.” He saw my face darken, and he swallowed nervously. “Sorry, girls. We look after the girls. Jenson and I are… were the wranglers. We handle the girls when they need to be moved, fed, whatever. Then there’s Doc Brown, who makes sure they’re healthy and Jim. Jim’s the contact for the buyers.”

      “What about these buyers, and what do you mean by imprinting?” I had an idea of what he meant, but I wanted it confirmed.

      “The cow was to be sent to this Asian guy. I don’t know where,” he added quickly. “We were transporting her to a drop off. We were meeting with his people and they were taking her from there. But she’s fucking worthless now. See, we gotta treat em mean so they don’t like us. If we’re too nice, they imprint.”

      I sighed. “You gonna explain imprinting? Or do I have to kick you again?”

      The man shot me a hateful glare. “Once imprinted, they can’t leave their master. It’s to do with their physiology or something, Doc could explain it better. All I know is now she’s imprinted on you. She’ll produce and if something happens to you, she’ll die. So she’s worthless. Chiang won’t get her.” He sighed and shook his head. “He’s gonna kill you for taking what’s his, and he’ll kill me for letting it happen.”

      I shrugged, not caring a lick about his concerns. “How many more are there?”

      “Two,” He grumbled. “They’re all sisters, though the other two were kept aside for breeding.”

      “Alright. One last question, then.” I took a deep breath and asked in a slow, even tone, “What does it mean when you recycle them?”

      The man grimaced and looked extremely nervous. “Y’know... Plastics n stuff.”

      “What did you do to my mother?” Rose asked in a quiet voice.

      “I... It was before my time... You gotta believe me... I’ve only been working for six months. I didn’t know until I signed up and by then it was too late,” the man blurted. I just glared at him until he continued. “When the girls are deemed substandard, we take them away. We put them down.” He shuddered and grit his teeth for a moment. “We grind them up into paste and use it as a protein filler for the others.”

      At this point, I’d like to say, I killed him. I’d do anything to spare Rose the memories of what happened next… But I wasn’t fast enough to stop her. Rose leapt from my lap. In a flash, she was wailing on the screaming, bound man. I was only a moment behind her, but by the time I could get my arms around the small woman, the damage was done. Rose was covered in the man’s blood. He had been pummelled to a pulp in just a couple quick blows. His face concave, his ribs crushed. The only sound he made was a slight bubbling as air escaped his lungs through a hole where a rib had pierced the skin.

      “I’m sorry master...” Rose whispered. I gently placed her back on her feet, and she turned and pinned herself against my chest. “He recycled two of my sisters... I... I didn’t know...”

      I just held Rose as she cried. I was completely shocked at what had just happened. Not to the man. What he said he’d done, I knew he deserved worse. It was Rose, however, that caught my attention. We’d gone straight from the swag to the bound man. Her outburst was the first time I’d seen her properly in the light... And Humans didn’t have hooves and a tail...
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      “Master?” Rose asked softly. Her tears had finally dried up, but she still hadn’t released me yet.

      “You don’t need to call me master, Rose.”

      “Mas-Kye... Do you still want me?” She tensed in my arms with those last few words.

      I was still a little shocked. If not for the violence inflicted on the dead slaver, then by Rose’s physical attributes... She wasn’t really human... So what was she? Unfortunately, my hesitation to answer must have meant something as she tried to step away. Instinctually, I pulled her harder against my chest. The idea of her being anywhere other than my arms... Just felt wrong.

      “I’m taking you home, Rose. I need to get you somewhere safe.”

      “Does that mean?”

      “Yes, Rose. I still want you. I’m just a little surprised, that’s all.”

      Rose pulled back to look at me. She had plastered on a determined expression. “I’d never hurt you, master. I promise I’ll be a good cow.”

      Just the way she said it made it almost impossible to keep a straight face, but I managed. “Rose, I’m not worried about you hurting me. I’m just a little surprised at your physical attributes.” I watched as her face dropped slightly, but I cut right back in. “Stop. You’re utterly gorgeous. Just, I didn’t see your tail and hooves last night. I was a little surprised.”

      Rose sprung back out of my arms and did a twirl. “My hooves are usually shinier than this, but it’s so dusty and I need a bath. But my tail is still fluffy,” she said, as her tail flicked around in front of her. Sure enough, at the end of the narrow appendage, was a black tuft of fur.

      It was a little odd. She was absolutely stunning. But she was obviously something a little more than human. And the more I thought about it, it was obvious they had somehow spliced her with bovine DNA. Her hooves were dark, they were attached to a pair of shapely calves. Her calves were partially covered in a layer of dark fuzz that stopped short of her knees. From there she looked relatively human, other than the tail. And she was ALL curves. The only thing that gave her away on the top half, ignoring her amazing chest, were the two small horns that just broke free of her hairline. But knowing modern pop-culture for what it is these days, she could probably walk around in public and people would think they were fake. I’m even pretty sure I’ve seen high heels made up like hooves for sale online.

      “Okay. It’s going to take about 3 days to walk home from here. Do you know where the... Farm... The place where you were kept is?”

      “You?... Please don’t take me-“

      “No!” I cut her off quickly, giving her a squeeze. “I am not, ever, taking you back to that horrible place. I’m hoping I can save your sisters.”

      That was obviously the right thing to say, because she immediately pulled me into a crushing hug. “Thank you, Master. But I don’t know where it is. They gave me something that made me sleepy and we only stopped for… a flat?” She frowned cutely, clearly not knowing quite what she was talking about.

      “That’s okay, Rose. Let’s just get home, then I’ll see what I can do.” I gently pulled away, but not before Rose suddenly darted in and pressed her lips against my own. I held her for a moment before she pulled back, a guilty look plastered across her face. “Rose, why did you kiss me?”

      “M-master... I’m sorry... Don’t be mad... I-I-I just... I wanted too so bad. I-I won’t do it-“

      I cut her off with a kiss. This time, I swear she mooed into my mouth. I just kept kissing her. She tasted sweet and smelled just as good as the previous evening. I even felt her tail wrap itself around my leg. This time when we separated, there were tears sparkling in her eyes.

      “I love you, master,” she mumbled.

      And y’know what, “I love you too, Rose. But really, you don’t need to call me master.”

      “I know, but I enjoy calling you master. Because you are my master, and I’d do anything for you... Anything for my master.”

      “Alright, alright,” I sighed to myself. “We’ll work on it. First, we need to eat. Then I suppose we’ll get going.”

      About five minutes later, it almost broke my heart when Rose happily finished eating her MRE. The processed mush in the packet was apparently the best thing she’d ever eaten. I kinda wished she hadn’t killed the man... I would have loved to have killed him myself... ten minutes after that and I’d just rolled up my swag and we were about to leave. That was, until Rose stepped between me and my equipment.

      “Master, let me carry that,” Rose offered with a smile.

      “No, it’s okay. I’ve got it.” I tried to step around her, but she blocked me.

      “Master, I’m stronger than you. If I carry it, we can get back sooner.”

      God damned logic... “Fine... Fine... But if it gets heavy, I’ll take it and let you rest. I’m used to carrying it.”

      With a soft moo, Rose leaned forward and gave me a chaste kiss. Before I could recover, she’d already scooped my bags up and thrown them over her shoulder. It took me another minute to convince her to wear the bag properly. And she bashfully thanked me for making it easier to carry.

      We marched for most of the day. Only stopping to relieve ourselves, preferring to eat and drink while on the move. One thing I had noticed, though, was Rose’s attitude. By the end of the day, she seemed grumpy about something. But every time I offered to carry the bag, she met me with smiles and immediately denied being tired.

      That evening was even worse than the night before. She fell asleep with her chest pressed firmly against me. I tried not to think about it, but she definitely wasn’t wearing a bra. That didn’t stop them from defying gravity, jutting horizontally from her chest and currently preventing me from looking straight up. Literally, she’d pressed me between them so that I had to turn my head away in order to breathe. It was another painfully erect night's sleep for me.

      The following morning was much the same as the previous. Only, we weren’t interrogating a man and Rose’s smiles weren’t as bright. She also fidgeted as we ate breakfast. But my attempts to talk about it were for nought. Soon enough, we were on our way. Rose was right about one thing, though. We were making great time. I hadn’t expected to be home until the following evening at the earliest. But at this pace, we should arrive mid morning. When I mentioned this, Rose gave me a strained smile and increased her pace.

      At least today she spoke to me. She asked questions about where I lived and wanted a general education on life outside the facility she lived in. She did not know about things like television or the internet. But she knew about smartphones and general human culture. It was a strange feeling discussing things she knew about modern life. Thankfully, she was like a sponge and soaked up anything I told her. I was glad she was actually quite intelligent, if a little naïve.

      That evening was different again. I swore her breasts were even bigger than the previous evenings. But that could just be from pressing so firmly against me. It was obvious that something was very wrong with her. Especially as she whimpered and groaned through the night. She finally settled when I rubbed her horns, earning me a cute, sleepy smile and a moo.

      Unfortunately, that didn’t last. Before dawn, Rose was awake. She still wouldn’t tell me what was wrong, but it was obvious she wanted to get moving right away. We even had breakfast on the march as she practically dragged me in the direction I’d started in. To my great surprise, we finally found civilization just after 7am. Being as worried as I was, I switched on my phone for the first time in a week and, after ignoring a few missed calls and messages, called for a taxi.

      At first, Rose grumbled about not continuing our walk, but when I explained we were getting transport, she plonked herself on the ground. I took this moment to gently rub her horns. I just wished she would tell me what was wrong with her... It wasn’t long before the familiar orange vehicle drove into sight.

      I offered her my hand and helped her up with a smile. “If you get questioned, pretend you’re human. If you’re found out, we may have trouble,” I told Rose.

      She just nodded with a small but adorable pout. I wasn’t sure if the pout was for me, or if it was for whatever was bothering her. Twenty minutes later, we were walking through the entrance to my apartment building. A few people shot Rose some strange looks as we entered the building. It was a Thursday and the usual morning traffic was making their way to work. I, on the other hand, just wanted to get home. Thankfully, we got an elevator to ourselves. This was an unfamiliar experience for Rose, and she clung to me in terror as the room we were standing in suddenly started moving. A few moments later, and I was unlocking the door to my apartment.

      I pushed the door open and ushered Rose inside before picking up my bags and following her in. Rose still wasn’t really talking to me, but I gave her a quick tour. Showing her the lounge, the kitchen, my room and finally the attached bathroom. As I made my way back to the lounge to make coffee, I realised Rose hadn’t followed me. Turning back, I found her in the bathroom, looking tense.

      “Rose?”

      “M-master…” she whimpered softly. “Please... I... I need you... Please help me.”

      I was on her in an instant, pulling her into my arms. “What is it? I’ll do whatever it is. You just need to ask.”

      At this point, I was ready for anything. I’d assumed there was some weird part of her diet that made her feel uncomfortable or something. What I didn’t expect was for Rose to rip what was left of her clothing clean off her body. She was truly something else... I knew she had some womanly curves, but fuck me swinging... I almost came just staring at her. There was just one detail... one, or should I say, four... minor differences. She had two nipples per breast.

      “I’m so full... Please master, I can’t stand it anymore. It hurts,” Rose whimpered pathetically.

      “W-What? What’s full?”

      “My udders, master.” She tenderly palmed her breasts. “I need to be milked. They told me it would happen, but I didn’t think it would be this quick. Please, master?”

      Before I could respond, Rose turned her back to me and pressed herself against my chest. Her hands went to mine and brought them up to her breasts. By this point, I’d short circuited. Her breasts were rock hard and I could feel her heartbeat through them. Rose moved my hands so my middle finger sat with her nipples on either side.

      “Doc Brown says you need to squeeze firmly and pull away from my chest,” Rose continued. I just stood there dumbstruck until Rose grabbed my wrists and made me manipulate her breasts. “That... That feels good, but you need to grab and pull harder.”

      This time, I reacted by myself and firmly took hold of her nipples. Pulling them firmly away from her body, I did as she instructed. This made Rose gasp out loud, making me immediately loosen my grip.

      “No... No, please, harder. It feels so good,” she begged, grabbing my hands and keeping them in position.

      “Just tell me if it hurts,” I grumbled back. I swear if my balls get any more blue, they were going to explode.

      Now I concentrated, gripping her nipples and forcing them away from her body. Rose twisted and writhed in what I hoped was pleasure. The only confusing thing was the lack of milk. Unless I’d heard incorrectly, she’d specifically mentioned ‘milking,’ so where was it?

      Rose, however, was already aware of this. “Master, Let me get down on my hands and knees. That’s how they showed us at the farm. Maybe that will help.”

      My agreement was the temporary release of Rose’s breasts. In an instant, Rose flopped down onto all fours with her breasts hanging over the bath. But what caught my attention was the puffy slit between her legs. Other than a small patch of fuzz over her pubic bone, she was hairless down to the fur of her calves. I couldn’t help but wonder how that was natural. But what REALLY caught my attention was the copious amounts of fluid leaking out of her. Seriously, she was dripping constantly on the floor like a leaky faucet. Her entire crotch and down both legs glistened with womanly dew. I could even see it stuck in the fur of her calves and a small trail leading to the puddle where we just stood. What was even more arousing was her smell. It was a slightly musky perfume that, if I were a lesser man, I’d already be inside her, or at least tasting her. All things considered, I hoped that would happen in the future. But for now...

      “Master?” She begged.

      Snapping out of my day fantasies, I silently promised myself I’d masturbate till it fell off. Just first, right now, I needed to help Rose. Dropping to my knees behind her, I tried my best to keep my bulging erection away from her nether region. It was a little awkward, but soon I had a grip on Rose’s nipples again. Feeling the burning warmth of her flesh between my fingers, I died a little inside. It was a battle of self-control as I began pulling on her nipples as I listened to Rose’s cries of bliss. But still no milk...

      “I’m sorry master... I can’t stand it anymore... I thought I could... But I can’t... Please forgive me when it’s over.”

      Before I could come up with a response, I felt my pants fall around my knees. A moment later, my underwear tore, and I felt hot hands grasp my painfully throbbing erection. The only warning I received was a sexy little moo, right before she forced her crotch back against me. I had no choice but to take part in spearing her depths with my cock. And at that moment, several things happened immediately. Rose went immediately rigid and sat upright with my cock still buried to the hilt inside her. She let out a sharp scream of ecstasy as her internal muscles clenched like an iron fist around my cock. And four streams of milk shot from her breasts, mostly missing the bath and spraying around the room.

      Before Rose had finished what must have been the mother of all orgasms, she shuddered. “I’m sorry, master, I’m wasting it.”

      I couldn’t care less. I was inside this gorgeous creature, and the first thing she’d done was orgasm. But when she grabbed one of her breasts and fed the nipple back into her own mouth. I watched for the briefest moment as she moaned while sucking down her own milk. Her second breast, she pitifully tried to aim for the bath, but the stream was so powerful it ricocheted off the wall and onto the floor.

      “Tell me if I’m being too rough,” I managed with a soft snarl.

      Grabbing her by the hair, I forced her top half to bend back into the bath. Rose made a surprised moo as her breast popped free of her mouth. Drawing myself upright, I pulled myself free from her sopping depths before plunging myself back in. This time, Rose just screamed. If not for her tail suddenly wrapping itself around me, pulling me in harder, I’d be worried I’d just hurt her. But... well... I honestly doubted that.

      Grabbing her well-rounded ass, I pulled back and drove myself forwards again. This time Rose just gasped the word, “Yes.” What I also noticed was her milk flow decreased. So I reached forward and took her nipples like I had earlier and gave them a hard pull. At the same time, I rocked myself in and out of her vice-like depths. Rose’s only reaction was to grab my hands and force them even harder into her flesh. Now it was my turn to lose control. Gripping her breasts, I squeezed her nipples hard and repeatedly drove myself in and out of her. I’d had two days of painfully erect sleeps beside her, and now it was my turn for relief. As I powered in and out of her, the natural motion of our bodies caused me to tug firmly on her nipples. Evidence was almost continuously spraying into the bath with every thrust. With a final few thrusts, I buried myself to the hilt inside Rose and felt my own release.

      “Master! I can feel you!” Rose cried as she powered through yet another explosive orgasm.

      I did not know how long I came for, but it seemed my body refused to stop until Rose did. Her internal muscles almost painfully pulled my cock deeper inside her with every pulse of cum. But eventually it came to a stop. I was satisfied, but oddly enough, still very much erect.

      “Please master, before you punish me. Leave it in and finish milking me,” she begged softly. “I’ll accept any punishment without complaining.”

      I just did as she asked for a few minutes as I listened to her try to stifle her delighted moos of pleasure as I continued to milk her. And that brought up a good point. “Why would I punish you?”

      “Master? I... I took from you without asking…” She gasped softly as I shifted and the angle of my cock changed mid thrust. “I shouldn’t do that, no matter how I feel. You’re the master.” Rose said quickly, biting her lip, despite her sombre mood.

      “Rose... I’m not like whatever master they warned you about,” I said with a frown. “There won’t be any punishment, not now, not ever. Now please, stop trying to hide your moos and enjoy what I’m doing to you.”

      “Mooo... Yes master...” Rose said in a mixture of relief and pleasure.

      By the time Rose’s milk stopped flowing, I could see she’d provided at least a couple of litres. That didn’t include what she had drunk and sprayed across the room. She whimpered slightly as I pulled myself from her depths and helped her regain her footing. I turned her around, and she still looked nervous, like she’d done something wrong.

      “Stop it,” I said with a pretend scowl.

      “I’m sorry... I just-“

      I shook my head and cut her off mid-sentence. “No more apologising. You did nothing wrong.”

      Leaning forward, I captured her lips with my own. Reaching up, I fondled her breasts, finding them still firm, but no longer hard like they were. The subtle moo that squeaked out told me she enjoyed my affections. Which was good, because I was still erect. Grabbing her, I turned on the spot. I kept my mouth pressed to Rose’s as I walked her backwards into the bedroom. I only released her as she fell back onto the bed. She barely got out a questioning, “Master?” Before I latched my mouth over what was, thankfully, a normal, human looking clitoris.

      The effect it had on Rose was explosive. Suddenly she was all arms and legs. First she thrashed and kicked, letting out several surprised moos. Then she humped upwards into my face, grinding herself against my mouth. All this made me do was insert two fingers inside her and right where I was expecting, I found her g-spot. Almost immediately, Rose mooed at an abnormally high pitch and squirted down the front of my chest.

      I took that as my queue and quickly removed my mouth. Climbing atop her, Rose barely had enough time to give me a shocked smile before she gasped as I plunged my cock back inside her.

      “Why?” she moaned softly.

      “Why what, Rose?” I asked, slowly pumping my hips.

      She took in a few deep breaths as I slowly made love to her. “Why are you still making me feel good?”

      “That’s just it, my silly cow. I WANT you to feel good,” I chided her softly as I kissed my way down to those engorged nipples of hers.

      I barely paused to think before I wrapped my lips around the first one. I could taste the sweetness of her milk on her skin. It reminded me of her scent. This woman just oozed pleasure in every way. I really did not know if it was intentional, but at this point, I didn’t care. Rose was cumming again and her nipple released a small trickle of milk that I quickly swallowed.

      Lifting away from her breasts, I kissed Rose firmly and emptied myself into her depths a second time. Rose responded by wrapping her legs around my waist, drawing me deeper inside herself. A few minutes later, I could feel my erection finally flagging.

      Rolling off, I pulled Rose up onto my shoulder and we fell into blissful sleep.
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      I woke up a couple hours later... Alone... With a start, I pushed myself upright and was about to call out when I heard a faint snore. Leaning over the bed, there she was. As naked, and as beautiful as I had ever seen her... Laying on the floor beside the bed...

      “Rose?” I called softly, nudging her gently.

      With a snort, her eyes snapped open. “M-master?”

      “Rose... What are you doing?”

      Rose slowly climbed to her feet... Well... Hooves... “I’m sorry...” she said, suddenly looking distraught and started heading for the door. “I didn’t think... I’ll just-“

      “Rose, where are you going?” I sat up, ready to go after her.

      “Master? I-I didn’t think you’d mind, but I’ll go outs-“

      “Get on the bed,” I said firmly, shaking my head.

      I had no idea what her education or… training… Was like. But the idea that she wasn’t allowed on the bed… I needed to find a way to end this sooner rather than later. Rose blinked twice before looking a little apprehensive. But she obeyed a moment later and crawled onto the bed towards me. I took a deep breath and looked her dead in the eyes. “Now, it seems we need to make a few ground rules.” Rose nodded, looking crestfallen. “Firstly. I. AM. NOT. LIKE. THE. OTHERS.” Now Rose just looked at me with a confused expression, but nodded. “Second, unless I specifically say otherwise, you have my permission. Last, if there’s something you want, don’t want or need, you need to tell me, so I know I’m looking after you.”

      “But-“

      “No buts,” I snapped and bopped her on the nose with a finger. “Next time I find you sleeping on the floor, instead of beside me in bed, I’ll be mad.”

      “Yes, master,” Rose whimpered. I could see tears pooling in the corners of her eyes.

      “Now, get your gorgeous self over here so I can cuddle you.”

      I plastered a scowl across my face right up until Rose’s head hit the pillow. The moment she did, I stuffed an arm under her shoulder and pulled her closer. She rolled so her head so it was resting on my shoulder. It was the perfect position to hear a small sniffle.

      “What’s wrong, Rose?” I asked, gently this time.

      “Nothing, master. I’m just happy,” she whispered.

      “Good, because I want you to be happy. I will not hurt you or abuse you in any way. I’m going to rescue your sisters and take you all away somewhere. Somewhere I can keep you all safe.”

      “...Master?”

      “Yeah?”

      “I’m hungry...”

      Nice to meet you, hungry I’m, master... No... “Five more minutes. Then I’ll find food.”

      It was closer to 10 minutes before Rose’s stomach growled audibly. That was my queue to get up, but not before I spent a few more minutes kissing my cow until she was panting. I opened my wardrobe and pulled out a pair of jeans, a baggy shirt, and a pair of boxers. I pulled on the jeans, but I threw the shirt and boxers to Rose before heading to the kitchen.

      Unfortunately, I’d emptied all the perishables from the fridge before I left. But I still had some frozen microwave meals to fall back on. I’d just popped two servings of lasagne in when I heard the clomping of Rose’s hooves behind me.

      “Master, these don’t stay up,” Rose said with a pout.

      I turned around and took in the sight in front of me. There she was, hair a mess, a cute little pout. The shirt I found baggy, stretched tight over her breasts and just long enough to cover her gorgeous slit. Which was a shame, because she was holding the boxers in one hand.

      “I... Ahhh... After breakfast, we’ll shower, and I’ll find something better to wear. We’ll have to go shopping today so I’ll get you clothing that fits you.” I tried to ignore the bulge in my pants as I turned around and pretended like the microwave was master artwork. Soon enough, the machine beeped, and I pulled out our meals. Gesturing for Rose to sit at the table, I brought over our food and some cutlery.

      “It’s hot!” Rose gasped.

      “What’s wrong?” I asked, a little confused. “It’s supposed to be hot.”

      “How am I supposed to eat it when it’s hot? I’ll burn my hands,” Rose frowned, sucking what was clearly her freshly scalded finger.

      With a sigh, I suppressed the rage that quickly built inside me. Rage against the monsters that still held Rose’s sisters. It was bad enough they were conducting illegal genetic experiments. They clearly weren’t even treating the girls like intelligent beings. But this wasn’t about me... Thankfully though, Rose’s quick grasp of concepts and an explanation about cutlery had her sorted.

      Again, I wanted to throttle those bastards when she mooed in delight for the cheap, processed meal she was eating. When both our meals were finished, I took Rose by the hand and led her back into the bathroom. That’s when I remembered the milk in the bath. It was one of those shower-bath combos, so I had to drain the milk first. Rose watched on with a crestfallen expression, but I wasn’t sure it would still be good after a few hours of sitting in the bath. I doubted the porcelain was sterile before the milk went in anyway.

      “How often will you need to be milked?” I asked, turning on the taps for the shower.

      “At least daily, master. But... I’ll be more comfortable twice daily,” she said with a small frown.

      “Twice daily it is, unless something comes up.”

      I ignored her beaming smile and held my hand under the running water. Feeling the temperature, I stripped off my pants and stepped in. Thankfully, Rose followed a moment later, also naked. The first few minutes were of her marvelling in the shower. She explained that every week or so, the ‘wranglers’ would either set up a tub of cold water or just hose them down. So the idea of standing under hot water was something Rose had never experienced before. So I left her to enjoy the sensation, smiling as she flicked the water around and touched the showerhead, seeing how it all worked.

      Once the novelty wore off, I introduced Rose to the wonders of shampoo. She mooed in delight as I rubbed the suds through her hair. Her head, in particular around her horns, was apparently very sensitive. She absolutely loved me rubbing them and mooed softly as I massaged her scalp. When I got her to stand under the water to rinse off, it surprised me to find her hair hung halfway down her back. Getting a haircut would be interesting. There’d be no way to fake those horns up close...

      After the shampoo, Rose and I washed with soap. This was something she knew, and we exchanged the job of cleaning one another’s backs. When I finally turned around after rinsing off the last of the soap, Rose was looking guilty.

      “What’s wrong?”

      Rose blushed, “Master, you said if I wanted something, I had permission, unless you said no already, right?”

      “Yes,” I nodded, a little confused where this was going. “That’s right.”

      “Good.”

      Suddenly, she pushed me against the wall of the shower. Rose’s lips pressed against my own and her hands seeking my growing erection. A few long tugs, and I was at full mast. Rose stuffed my erection between her legs and started thrusting. The head of my cock pressed between her labia as she rubbed herself over my length. The whole time, she kept her mouth pressed against mine. I was so enraptured by her, I had to shift my head slightly in order to breathe clearly. After a few minutes, I felt her lift a leg. Being the gentleman I am, I took her under the knee to support her. The moment she was stable, I felt her hand slip between us and guide the head of my cock into her opening. Rose mooed into my mouth as she slid forwards, impaling herself on me.

      That’s when I felt a strange sensation on my chest. Pulling away from the kiss, I glanced down. Rose was leaking. Large, constant drips were falling from her four engorged nipples. I looked up and caught Rose’s expression. She was obviously torn, and even mouthed the words, “Wasting it.”

      So I spun on the spot and pinned Rose against the wall. Now, with Rose supported by the wall, I started thrusting. I watched as Rose’s eyes rolled back and leaned forwards. Like I hoped, it was easy enough to get both nipples from a single breast into my mouth. There was that sweet taste from the previous night still on her skin. With a firm pull of my head, I sucked hard and was rewarded with a mouthful of her milk. It was delicious, a little creamier than normal milk, with a hint of vanilla. But what really made it amazing was Rose squealing in delight while her muscles contracted over my erection. Soon enough, Rose stopped producing. It had only been a couple hours since last time, so I wasn’t surprised. But That didn’t prevent her second climax when I started on her second breast.

      “Yes! Fuck me, milk me, fuck me again!” Rose cried ecstatically as she gripped the back of my head.

      I just kept pummelling into her depths as best I could. I could feel a subtle contraction every time I sucked, and the combination of experiences was driving us wild. Soon she was completely empty, but was obviously still enjoying herself. I kissed her firmly, and she mooed in delight as she tasted her milk on my lips.

      “Master…” she panted. “Have I been a good cow?”

      “Yes, Rose,” I said, slowing my thrusting. “You’ve been the best little cow. I love you.”

      I almost missed the mischievous glint in her eyes as she lifted the leg I was carrying and placed it on my shoulder. “Then use your little cow. Use her, milk her, fill her, breed her. Whatever you want. Just please keep loving her.”

      I paused. Those words were both so very heartfelt and so erotic I lost my pace. “You’re mine, Rose. I’ll love you till the day I die.”

      She smiled at me, a big loving smile... That completely betrayed her expression with her next words. “Then use me.”

      Reaching around, I put one hand on her hip and the other on her ass. I leaned forward, testing Rose’s flexibility, but she showed no signs of discomfort as our mouths met. Hell, when I suddenly thrust into her fully, she flexed even further and pushed herself harder onto me. What followed, I’m a little ashamed to say, was not a gentle session of love.

      Gripping her almost painfully tight, I slammed myself into her as hard and as fast as I could. Rose just slumped against the wall and held on for dear life. It was almost brutal, the pace I kept up, but Rose mooed in ecstasy. Her vocalisations slowly rose in pitch, before her body became rigid. Yanking me up against herself, she screamed into my chest as her vice-like muscles clamped over my cock. The rippling sensation of her insides pushed me over the edge and I emptied myself into her with a satisfied groan.

      Gently lowering her leg, we held one another for a few moments before I pulled her back into the running water. There wasn’t any need for words, just the simple act of holding one another said everything we needed to. Five minutes later, and I was running a comb through Rose’s hair. She’d never combed it herself before, but she moaned in delight and had to lean on me when she felt the sensation of the hard bristles scratching her head. I smiled, realising this was something she was going to rely on me for. And I honestly couldn’t be happier.

      Clothing was the more troublesome question. I’d found a flannelette shirt that fit over her massive bust. But I had to dig through my winter clothes to find sweatpants with a drawstring. I couldn’t give her any of my current clothing because I only had a single belt and even with elastic, things fell off her. But in the end, minus underwear, the two of us were decent. Heading out, I locked the front door and led Rose into the elevator. Hitting the button for the garage, I was thankful to get there with no one else getting on. It would have been an awkward situation as Rose clutched my arm tightly as the strange room moved again.

      As the doors opened in the garage, I led Rose out and before me, in its usual spot, was my car. A nice, older model four-wheel drive I’d picked up secondhand. I could afford a new one, of course, but then you have to worry about servicing at the dealership to make sure they use genuine parts. Can’t have them decline a warranty fix because it’s got a generic oil filter installed... Besides, with an older one, it was actually made of steel. Which made it perfect for someone like me. Now, I’d always had a thing for sleepers. Something about those older, unassuming vehicles, having well built and well hidden upgrades, really piqued my interest. And with my training with the special forces, I had learned a few things of my own.

      I bought this car years ago, completely stripped it down to the frame and rebuilt it from the ground up. From the outside, and even with a casual glance under the hood, it still looked stock. However, the cast-iron block let me bore out the cylinders. I upgraded the turbocharger along with the injectors and intercooler. I’d commissioned an engineer to build new camshafts that improved performance without making it obvious. That didn’t even include all the small internal upgrades like the valves, guides and gaskets.

      Then there was the body work. Steel everywhere made it easy to weld in extra protection. You wouldn’t notice it, but I covered the entire body in several centimetres of steel plating. Then, with the help of my military contacts, I had bulletproof glass, an air filtration system and run-flat tyres installed. All it took was upgraded suspension taken from a truck, and you’d never know it weighed almost three times more than it should.

      Now, some of you might wonder why I basically drove a tank. That’s a really simple question to answer. I’m ex-special forces. One slip up with intel, one little computer hack, one bribe, and the enemy knows who I am, what I am, and where I am. Combined with the bounty on my head from Iraq, it’s just easier if I have a bug-out plan in place. As I approached it, Rose came to a stop beside me.

      “That...” she said, pointing at my car nervously.

      “It’s mine, Rose. I’m guessing they drove one like it?” I asked gently, giving her hand a reassuring squeeze.

      She nodded slowly, and I filed that information away for later. Up close, I convinced Rose it was definitely not their car, and she climbed into the passenger seat beside me without complaint. Twisting the key, she rumbled to a start in a heartbeat. The engine had that slight rattle, that, to the uninformed, made it sound like it was falling apart. The turbo even helped with its overly large whine and tendency to allow a decent amount of smoke to blow out the pipe if I wanted to. With a small clunk, I put it in gear and we rolled out of the space.

      It was only a ten-minute drive to the shopping centre. But I figured we’d be better off having the car to carry everything. As we climbed out of the car, Rose nervously took my hand. She’d never been near this many large buildings. The cars and people around us made her nervous as well. Soon enough, we were inside and her nervousness evaporated with all the sights, sounds and smells of the various shops and stalls.

      The sounds of her hooves clopping on the tiled floors drew a little attention. Most people would simply frown in confusion and keep walking. A few younger men, however, openly gaped at her. When Rose noticed this, she quickly took my hand in her own and made it clear who she was with by pulling it between her breasts and shooting them small glares. I kept a blank expression, but internally I was cheering. We stopped on the way in and I bought Rose a pink finger bun from a bakery we passed. Rose gave it a sniff before taking a small bite. I held her hand extra tight as she silently cried in joy as she finished her bun, and the second I went back and bought for her.

      The first stop after that was clothes. I did not know what I was looking for, but I found a store that had advertisements of women with bigger busts. Heading inside, we busied ourselves looking through clothes. Rose was even more clueless than I was, staring at the undergarments in confusion. Thankfully, I heard a small cough from behind me. Turning around, there was a young woman, somewhere between a grimace and a professional smile plastered across her face.

      “Oh thank god,” I mumbled. “She needs clothes, enough outfits to keep her happy. Underwear the lot. I don’t care what it costs.”

      The expression on the young woman’s face went from shock to a big grin. “There are seats over near the change rooms. I’ll take care of your special lady.”

      “Cow,” Rose corrected her.

      The young woman looked confused for a moment, before she spotted the hooves and the horns. Something must have clicked in the ‘don’t judge people’s fetishes,’ department because she just smiled. “Sorry, I’ll take care of your special cow.”

      I nodded, thanking the gods above that young people these days, weren’t weirded out by things they didn’t understand. A quick kiss on Rose’s cheek to let her know she was ok, and I went to find those chairs. What must have been an hour later, I heard approaching footsteps. Looking up, the young woman was standing before me.

      “What the fuck is she?” The woman quietly demanded.

      “I... I’m not sure what you m-“

      “Cut the shit,” the woman snapped. “She’s got four nipples. Her hooves are real and her tail hit me in the face while I measured her hips. She explained the situation after I asked her to take them off. She’s trying on underwear right now, so I’ve got a couple minutes. What the fuck is she?”

      I really didn’t need this... The situation was going to get out of control really fast if I made a scene. But Rose needed to be safe, so I said the first thing that came to mind. “She’s an escaped sex slave.”

      “... What?”

      “You heard me.” I shrugged, not wanting to repeat myself.

      “What do you mean, sex slave?” the young woman stared at me in horror.

      “She and two others were born and bred into this world as they are. I helped Rose escape. I will go back for the others. If you say anything to anyone, she and her sisters’ lives will be at risk. So please, pretend we’re just an eccentric couple with a few fetishes.” I said slowly and evenly.

      The young woman blinked at me a few times, before saying. “What about the cops?”

      “She introduced herself to me as number two-seven-five-eight-six. If that’s numerical, I’d say they bought the cops off. Besides, hey officer, the woman I love is an escaped genetic experiment of human hybridisation. There’s two more. Can you help? Yeah…” I snorted and shook my head. “Like that ends up in any situation other than caged in some government laboratory hooked up to machines for the rest of their lives.”

      “So what? Who are you, Rambo?” The woman snorted.

      “I’m retired Australian special forces with three tours of Iraq under my belt. Trust me, I’m getting them out and keeping them safe. Until I know the government won’t take them away and experiment on them, I’m going to keep it that way.” I said, still not raising my voice.

      “Mary?!” Rose called out.

      The woman I now knew as Mary shook herself, took a deep breath, plastered her smile again and went to check on Rose.

      According to my phone, it was only another twenty minutes before the two of them returned. Rose with armfuls of clothing and Mary with a thoughtful expression on her face. I followed the pair of them up to the front counter and she rang up the total. The look on Mary’s face made me think she expected me to baulk at the price tag, but I just plugged in my card and paid without a second thought.

      “Thank you for shopping, please, and I mean that sincerely. Please come back anytime.” Mary said with a smile as she finished placing all the clothes into bags.

      I took one look at Rose and decided we needed to drop this back in the car. On the way back, Rose started talking. “Mary asked a few questions about me,” she mumbled.

      “Yeah? Like what?”

      “Well... She wanted to know how we met. I told her you rescued me from bad men, but I didn’t say anything else. And... She got suspicious when I told her I couldn’t wear shoes. She might know something’s wrong with me.”

      By this time, we’d arrived at the car, and I quickly opened the boot. “Don’t worry about it, Rose. She spoke to me as well. I actually think you’ve made a friend.”

      “Really?” Rose said excitedly. “I’ve never had a friend... well... Except you and my sisters, but that doesn’t count.”

      “Oh? I’m not your friend?” I cocked an eyebrow.

      “No,” Rose giggled. “You’re my master,” she said with a beaming smile, right before she plastered her lips to mine with a small moo.

      The shopping trip itself went pretty quickly after that. I led Rose back inside and I directed her through the stores into the food market. Here, my hopes were dashed as Rose could not recognise anything beyond a few grains and basic vegetables. So I did what I thought was best and got a bit of everything. Equal parts good food, and equal parts tasty junk. I wanted Rose to try everything. But it was down one of these new aisles where I found their ‘decoration section.’ Which was perfect to pick up several corked glass bottles and a couple of actual milking pails. I found it amusing that they considered these decorations, and yet I was using them for their literal purpose.

      Twenty minutes later, and I was pulling back into my reserved parking space. With the help of Rose, we were able to muscle all the groceries and clothes into the elevator on a single trip. It was a little awkward carrying this amount of stuff, but between the two of us, we managed. Though we earned a single scowl from a middle-aged woman who realised there wasn’t enough room in the elevator for her own bags.

      Soon enough, we were back inside my apartment. I looked at the collection of new purchases and started putting them away. As I did so, Rose took all her clothing and disappeared into the bedroom. A few minutes later and I was seasoning a pair of steaks.

      Now, before you ask, no, I’m not a monster. I explained it carefully to Rose, exactly what they were, and even showed her photos and videos on my phone. Her answer was simple. She felt more human than animal, and it didn’t bother her. So I’d gotten some frozen vegetables in the microwave, ready to go as I threw on the steaks. The smell drew out Rose a few minutes later, and she stared hungrily at the sizzling meat. That’s when I decided to teach her a few things. Picking up the remote, I explained how it worked and what it did. Then I turned on the television and turned the channel to one that plays all the current music.

      I kinda expected Rose to flick through the channels, but after I turned the steaks and put on the vegetables, I turned back. Rose was slowly rocking side to side, while turning in circles, sounding a series of soft clomps as tears rolled down her cheeks. I do not know what was actually playing at that moment, because I moved up and pulled Rose into my arms.

      “It sounds so pretty. It makes me want to move. What is it?” Rose whispered.

      There might have been music in the shopping centre, but all the people there drowned it out, so this was obviously a novel experience for her. “The sound is called music. There’s all different kinds and people make more every day. As for moving,” I gently started swaying from side to side, leading Rose in a small rhythm. “This is called dancing. There’s different kinds of this too. But I can show you some other time.”

      Rose just sniffed and wiped her eyes as she leaned into me. “I like dancing.”

      I just smiled and kissed her, before breaking away to tend to the steaks.

      I was a little surprised during our meal. The steamed vegetables went down quickly, but after an explanation of how to use a steak knife, Rose tore into the meat with passion. I had the feeling that the tweaks she’d had made her more animalistic in a sense. She was responding to the taste of salts and fats in the meat from her omnivore human side, bolstered by her animalistic side. I didn’t let it bother me. I just filed the information away for future lessons before I ever took her to a restaurant. It was after dinner that I thought we could sit and watch a movie, but Rose had other ideas.

      “Can we try out the milking pails, master?” She asked sweetly.

      I tried to ignore the rise in my pants when I answered, “Sure, if that’s what you want.”

      Her beaming smile meant that’s exactly what she wanted. Rose quickly removed her flannelette shirt and strutted into the bathroom. After I picked my jaw off the floor, I had to wonder where she learned to strut like that. Between Mary, the shopping centre and the few music videos she had only just watched, there weren’t too many options. But putting that aside, I went and grabbed the pails and followed my cow.

      Rose was sitting on her knees in the middle of the bathroom when I walked in. She was pulling firmly on her nipples. “It’s not working, but I know there’s milk in there,” she grumbled.

      I just set the pails on the floor and gestured for Rose to bend over them. She did without complaint, and I positioned myself behind her like I had the night before. Reaching around, I felt her warm breasts. They were warm, firm, and perfect in every way. I felt like a million bucks just for the simple pleasure of resting them in my palms. Taking her nipples with my middle finger between them, I gave them a firm tug. Other than Rose mooing softly in pleasure, nothing happened. I tried again a few times, and while Rose clearly didn’t mind the attention, there was no sign of her milk. But when I thought about it, the answer was obvious. I just hoped Rose didn’t mind.

      “Rose, you seem to only let down when we’re having sex,” I said, trying to sound clinical, regardless of the bulge in my pants.

      “Master...” Rose said softly, before smiling over her shoulder at me. “Please milk your cow.”

      She kept eye contact as she reached for the hem of her pants. With a cute wiggle I’m sure she didn’t actually need, she worked the fabric down her legs. I watched in awe as I exposed her slit. She must have enjoyed the nipple stimulation a fair bit, because her juices were already running down her legs. I paused only long enough to get my pants off before lining myself up and slowly pushing in. Rose mooed softly in delight, before forcing herself back until I was completely inside her. Reaching around, I felt for her nipples, and as expected, they were slowly dripping.

      “Master... I’ve been a good cow. Please milk me,” Rose groaned.

      With my brain short-circuited started rocking. Like the previous evening, the gentle back-and-forth motion caused me to tug her nipples naturally. I listened to the sound of spraying milk for several minutes as I made slow love to Rose. Rose came to a slow, shuddering orgasm in just a few minutes. She mooed and quivered with every slow thrust into her core, while her internal muscles spasmed and pulled at my cock. I held off my ending for now. But a few minutes later, the soft squirts of milk turned to drips and Rose was finally empty.

      Now it was time for fun. Increasing my speed, Rose was soon gasping in delight as our hips slapped together. I watched as she arched her back and quivered a second time and I started pouring my cum into her just as her muscles clenched and milked me right back. Feeling my seed, Rose mooed in delight and rocked her hips, trying her best to collect every drop. But after a while, I finally had to extract my softening member from her. Rose sat up and I took her in my arms, kissing her with all the love I could give. Before she pulled away.

      “Master, the milk.”

      “Yeah, you’re right. Let’s take care of this first.” I agreed.

      I slowly got to my feet, feeling an ache in my legs, and retrieved the bottles I had bought. Luckily for me, the pails had little spouts on one side, which made pouring easier. I guessed each bottle was about 1L and I filled two of them with a little spare in a third. I looked at the small amount and remembered how good it tasted earlier. Without comment, I put the caps on the two full bottles and picked up the third. The first mouthful was delicious. Still warm, it was as good as I remembered. But the experience of getting it from the source still lacked when I drank from the bottle.

      A small moo caught my attention just as I finished the bottle. Turning my head, I was treated with the sight of Rose frantically rubbing her clit while watching me. The moment our eyes met, however, she immediately stopped and looked suddenly guilty.

      I let out a sigh. “Rose, what were you doing?”

      “M-master... I’m sorry-“

      I cut her off. “What were you doing, Rose?”

      “I was rubbing myself, master,” she mumbled, staring at the floor, clearly ashamed of herself.

      “Why?”

      Rose harrumphed, “You were drinking my milk. It was really hot, and I felt all tingly.”

      Internally, I was grinning, but I kept my charade going a little longer. “Why did you stop?”

      “B-b-because... You saw me... I wasn’t sure I was allowed... You just had sex with me... I didn’t want you to think you didn’t do a good job, because you did. You really did, master. I love what you do to me,” she babbled.

      “Remember the rules I told you this morning?” I asked, trying desperately not to smile.

      “Yes... Oh... I... I see now. I thought I would get in trouble, even though you didn’t tell me not to,” Rose mumbled.

      “So you broke the rules, didn’t you, my little cow?” I said gruffly. Rose just nodded her head. “So now you need to be punished.” The sniff almost made me break character, but I had to hold out a little longer. “This is your punishment, then. Put your hand back where it was when I caught you.” Rose gave me a surprised look, but moved to obey, placing her hand back on her crotch. “Now start rubbing.”

      “Yes, master,” Rose said softly as her fingers swirled over her clit.

      I watched her gentle motions for a minute before leaning in. “Faster,” I growled. Rose nodded and did as she was told. She was breathing heavier now. “Harder,” I ordered. I watched as she complied and bit her lip in pleasure. It was so hot I had half a mind to take her again right here on the floor. “Open your legs wider. Let master see what you’re doing.”

      “Master...” Rose moaned slightly. She opened her legs. I could see clearly as she vigorously rubbed her clit in circles. Her breath came in short, sharp gasps. Her legs quivered and threatened to close, but she grit her teeth and forced them open each time.

      I slid towards her on the tiles before gently taking her chin in my hand. Pulling her gaze towards my own, I stared into her eyes. “I want you to be happy. I want you to feel good. Please don’t hide yourself from me. You have done nothing wrong. I love you. Now, cum for master.”

      As I said those words, I leaned forward and pressed my lips to hers. It was just as well, because she basically screamed into my mouth with the force of her orgasm. Her whole body trembled uncontrollably. As she came down from her climax, she collapsed limply into my arms. I could hear soft snores and smiled. It had been a long day full of new experiences.

      With a little effort, I lifted Rose into my arms and carried her to the bedroom. This time I tucked her under the blankets, firmly. I wanted it to be clear that she could sleep in the bed with me. I returned to the bathroom and picked up the bottles, placing them in the fridge as I did a last check of the apartment. Satisfied the door was locked and the lights off, I returned to the bedroom.

      Rose was fast asleep, mumbling the word, “Master,” with a small smile. Switching off the bedroom light, I crawled into bed beside the woman I loved. Slipping my arm under her shoulders, I pulled her gently, so she rolled towards me. She half woke with a start, opening her eyes. Seeing me, she smiled, and I kissed her gently before rubbing her horns with my free hand. She snuggled closer against my side and a moment later, I could hear those soft snores again. God, I loved this woman.
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      An uncomfortable moo woke me this morning. My initial reaction was happiness, but that quickly vanished with a second pained moo. Rose was still lying in the bed beside me. But the moment I cracked my eyes open, I could see on her face, something was wrong.

      “Are you ok?” I asked, placing a hand on her cheek.

      “Master…” she whimpered softly. “I need to pee...”

      I think I was a little too direct with my instructions... “Go on,” I said, giving her a quick peck on the lips.

      Rose didn’t need to be told twice, ripping the blanket off her body. I caught a flash of pale, well-rounded flesh as she darted into the bathroom with a series of loud clomps. I probably needed to buy some rugs or something... That or move... Might need more space after we rescue her sisters... Hmmm… Thoughts for later.

      A minute later, I heard the toilet flush and Rose appeared soon after, shaking water from her hands. I opened my arms, and she quickly crawled onto the bed and into my embrace. It had literally only been a few days, but I honestly couldn’t see myself living without her...

      “Rose, about the bed rule,” I started softly, but I still felt her tense slightly. “I only meant that you were supposed to sleep in the bed with me and not on the floor. If you need to get up for any reason, you don’t have to ask. And if you decide you aren’t tired, you don’t have to come back to bed.”

      All I got out of her at this point was a happy little moo before my ribs were crushed... Totally worth it... There was just one thing that could make it better, and the look in her eyes told me she was thinking of the same thing.

      “Master?” Rose smiled sweetly.

      “Yeah, Rose?”

      “Can... Can you milk me soon?” She asked with a shy smile.

      Shy was good. Shy was progress, far better than fear or nervousness. “Before or after a shower?” Rose mumbled something I didn’t quite pick up. “What was that?”

      “... Maybe both?” She asked sweetly.

      I just grinned. We both knew what she was really asking. But she hid her wants behind her needs. I’d daresay she could easily go down to daily milking... But what fun was that? I made to get up, slipping Rose off my shoulder, earning me a small pout. But the moment I was free, I swung my leg over her waist and settled myself down on her hips.

      “Master?” she asked, a little unsure.

      I didn’t bother answering her as I leaned forward and took those perfect lips with my own. I kept it up just until she squeaked out a soft little moo. That was the queue for my hands to run up her sides and over her breasts. Her eyes snapped open, and she sharply inhaled, just as I took her nipples between her fingers and gently pulled. This earned me a longer, lower moo of delight. After a few tweaks, to guarantee her nipples stood at attention, I started my real work. Taking her upper left nipple in my mouth, I sucked hard. This had two purposes. First, if there was any chance of being able to milk her without sex, this was it. Second, she thrashed around just enough I could hear the slickness of her thighs as they rubbed. I was definitely going to have to change the sheets before the day was done.

      It spent a few minutes on each nipple, working in a clockwise pattern, until I made it back to the first nipple. By now, Rose was beyond begging, and was quietly mooing in discomfort as she desperately rubbed her thighs together. She REALLY loved nipple play. Though I did not know if that was biological, or just a quirk of hers. Lifting one of her legs, I wriggled between them. To my delight, Rose pulled her legs back, exposing herself to me completely. I just gave myself a couple rubs, y’know, make sure it’s still there. Seriously, chances are I died and went to heaven. Leaning forwards, I stared into Rose’s eyes as she silently begged me for her release. I couldn’t resist rubbing the head of my cock over her clitoris a few times.

      “Please... Master please... Please please please please,” she softly started begging.

      So I interrupted her by sliding myself inside her. I kept pushing and, in a single motion, I was buried to the hilt. Just like the first time, she went completely rigid. She arched her back and let out a shriek of pleasure. Unlike last time, I was in a position to continue thrusting as she came. Her muscles clenched so hard, it felt like I was about to have my cock ripped off, but the expression on Rose’s face wouldn’t let me stop. As she finally started to come down from her orgasm, I surprised her by leaning forwards and capturing the nipples on her right breast in my mouth. The moment I started sucking, she was driven immediately into another orgasm. All the warning I got, as I drunk down her sweet milk, was a sharp intake of breath. Immediately afterwards, her entire body trembled violently as she gasped in bliss. That was followed by a gush of fluid drenching my balls and probably the mattress as well. Only after feeling that, I slowed down and allowed Rose to come down.

      Releasing her nipples, I held a small amount of milk in my mouth. I waited until her eyes came back into focus, before leaning forward and giving her a long and passionate kiss. I smiled, hearing the delighted little moo when the milk trickled into her mouth.

      “Ohhhh master...” Rose moaned softly. “I thought I was dreaming. I couldn’t tell what was real anymore.”

      I just chuckled and gave her another kiss. “Well, no more until we get you milked properly,” I said.

      Giving her another quick kiss, I climbed off the bed and headed for the bathroom. The pails were still there from yesterday, and a quick check let me know I forgot to clean them. A few minutes later I met a gorgeous, naked Rose in the bathroom, with the two clean pails.

      “Master, you didn’t cum in me.” She frowned, looking a little upset.

      I just smiled, “Don’t worry, I plan to in a few minutes.”

      That earned me a beaming smile. It made me a little sad though. I did not know if she was genuinely worried something was wrong, or if they had conditioned her to ignore her own pleasure for mine. Either way, it was something I was going to have to work on.

      An hour later, Rose was softly snoring through an early morning power nap, and I was placing bottles of milk in the fridge. This morning she’d made almost four litres. If she averaged eight litres a day, between three of them... That’s a lot of milk... Although, if I find a way to prevent her sisters from imprinting on me... I sighed... That bastard said they had to be treated poorly to prevent it... Considering I didn’t think I treated Rose all that special when we first met... Hell, considering her attitude when we’d spoken about it, it seemed almost like she hoped I’d take them... Need to speak to her about it later... Either way, I had work to do.

      Picking up my phone, I dialled an old phone number I hadn’t used in a while.

      “Jones, flying tours. You’re speaking with Jones.”

      “It’s good to hear your voice, captain,” I said with a smile.

      “Shit, Kye... I heard about your... retirement. How you holding up?” Jones said.

      I grimaced slightly, not really wanting to discuss this. “It’s got its ups and downs,” I said, thinking of Rose. “How’s your schedule looking for today?”

      “I was about to head home, actually. My afternoon flight got cancelled. Without twenty-four hours’ notice, they don’t get a refund either,” Jones chuckled. “Wanna meet up, grab some beers or something?”

      Silently, I cheered. This was perfect. “Well, beers would be great, but seeing as you’re at work with nothing to do, how about a last-minute booking for two?”

      “Two?” Jones chuckled. “Is it for a special flight?”

      This time I scowled, but I forced a smile before I answered, “You betcha. And the sooner I can head out, the better. I’m thinking of a western tour. I wanna take some photos. You’ll be able to take a few detours if needed, won’t you?”

      “Tell you what,” Jones chuckled. “Bring your, I’m guessing it’s a lady here. Bring her over tonight for dinner. The wife’s been asking about you since we found out you retired.”

      Just then, I heard the clomping of Rose’s hooves. “She just got up, so I gotta cut this short. What time do we leave?”

      “Ha! Good to see you settling down. Head over in an hour, it’ll give me time to refuel,” Jones said.

      “Cheers, Jones, we’ll see you then.”

      Hanging up, I turned and faced Rose, who was smiling beautifully at me.

      “Who was that, master?” Rose asked, stepping closer to me.

      I opened my arms and took her into a soft embrace. “That was my old captain from before I had my own squad. He retired a few years ago and now runs helicopter tours over the area. We’re going to head out and see if we can find the farm where you were kept.”

      Rose sniffed and trembled slightly. “You meant it...”

      “Rose?”

      “I love you, master. I’m so lucky you found me. Now you’re gonna find my sisters, and we can all live happily together,” Rose said, reaching up and wiping tears from her eyes.

      “About that. What if... What if they need to be milked after they meet me?” I asked nervously.

      Rose just stood up and looked at me like I said something stupid. “Master, you really like milking me, don’t you? Why would it be different for them?”

      I just sighed, “Rose, what if I have to milk them the same way I milk you?”

      Rose looked away a moment, clearly thinking about what she was going to say, before mumbling something too softly for me to hear.

      “I didn’t hear that, Rose.”

      “Can I watch, please?” she said, sheepishly. “I want to watch...”

      “I... Sure... Okay,” I said, while desperately trying to remember the fastest way to strip an M4.

      This earned me another of her beaming smiles. I wasn’t about to pretend I fully understood her, but as long as she was happy, I wasn’t about to complain. Hell... If her sisters looked half as good as she did, it would probably be illegal to complain... Either way, we had a few things to prepare in the meantime.

      Getting dressed was almost depressing. Watching Rose cover those gorgeous curves in man made fabric... I couldn’t help but feel disappointed. But it was necessary for our trip to the shops. Walking with Rose out of my apartment, I made a mental note to start checking locations again. Things were about to get tense. I should also probably look for alternate accommodation. If I was bringing back two more, we’d definitely need more space.

      I was still musing as we climbed into the elevator with a middle-aged man and his daughter. I spotted the look on the man’s face, but he was polite enough to look away. His ten-ish-year old daughter, on the other hand.

      “Ohhh, you’re so pretty!” she squealed.

      “Dana, stop, that’s not polite to squeal at people,” the man chastised her gently.

      “No, that’s ok,” Rose beamed. “Thank you for the compliment. You’re very pretty as well.”

      “Can... Can I touch your fur?”

      I glanced up at the man, and he just rolled his eyes and shrugged. Rose wasn’t even paying attention to him, totally focused on the little girl stroking the fur on her leg.

      “Daddy, it feels so real!” she exclaimed in delight. “I want shoes like these!”

      Before the man could answer, I spoke up. “Sorry little miss. Her shoes are custom. They don’t make them anymore.”

      “Awww,” she pouted.

      But that was where the elevator stopped, and the doors opened. Rose and I stayed put as the father ushered little Dana out into the lobby. We watched in amusement as Dana waved goodbye. Then it kinda hit me... We’d been having unprotected sex... Rose had specifically said, “Breed me,” at some point. Something else to discuss later...

      Fifteen minutes later, due to minor traffic, I lead Rose back into the shopping centre. Like last time, I detoured via the bakery and bought a cream bun for Rose. She hoed into it, and couldn’t decide which she preferred between it and the finger bun from last time. I decided to keep trying her on different foods and see where we ended up. As we continued walking, Rose spotted Mary organising a rack and waved. She seemed happy to see us and waved back, but we didn’t stop to chat. I had just spotted our destination.
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      “So this is the most advanced we have on the market.” The salesman started. “It’s takes the highest resolution photos commercially available. There is anti-shake software built in. It’s able to be customised in any way you need it. Including telescopic lenses. And if you flick this switch, you just hold the button and it takes ten photos a second. I don’t know why an amateur like yourself would need a camera like this, but we’ve got one in stock with everything we’ve just discussed.”

      I just smiled. Most salespeople try to add on useless shit. This must have been the first honest sale I’d ever had. Poor guy kept trying to make me buy something cheaper. “Don’t worry, I know exactly what I’m doing and this is perfect for what I need. What’s the damage?”

      The salesman just shook his head. “I’ll be honest. I really hope you don’t show up next week with a complaint that we ripped you off. That’s all. But if you’re serious, the total, including the lens, case and software package, is...”

      “On the card, please.”

      A swipe and pin code later, and the salesman, who turned out to be Jacob, was retrieving my purchase. “They charged the batteries from the factory. It’s ready to shoot straight out of the box. You need to register online for extended warranty, but please be advised, they don’t cover vandalism, war, terrorism or illegal activities.” Jacob said, staring at me like I was crazy.

      “Thanks,” I replied, taking the bags and leading Rose out without another word. Poor bastard had absolutely no idea…

      Half an hour’s drive later, and I passed under a brightly painted sign for ‘Jones Flying Tours.’ It was a small private airfield just outside of town. He’d bought the property with his retirement fund. The military hooked him up with a second hand chopper and his wife ran the business itself. Altogether, they were doing quite well for themselves. Speaking of, that was probably him towing the helicopter out of the hangar. From the look of things, he’d purchased an old Huey and repainted it. Instead of army green, it was blue with a yellow streak down the side. I pulled up in a designated spot before Rose and I made our way over. I’d already told her my plan at this point. We were on a romantic tour. We were just enjoying the sights. The telescopic lens was to prevent us from having to get too close to anything I wanted to see and risk getting found out.

      “Kye! Good to see you!” Jones called out. “Now, who’s this lovely creature?”

      “Jones!” I called back. I waited until I shook his hand before we continued. “I’d like you to meet Rose, the woman of my dreams.”

      Rose beamed in delight at my words and offered to shake Jones’ hand. “It’s lovely to meet you.”

      “Likewise,” Jones said, taking her hand. “Now, you two ready to go?”

      “Whenever you’re ready,” I grinned.

      Jones didn’t wait for a reply, merely waving for us to follow, and headed straight for the helicopter. Though, the sound of Rose’s hooves caught his attention. He didn’t pause, but he took a quick glance before shaking his head and saying nothing. I just hoped he didn’t look too hard. Jones headed straight for the cockpit when we arrived. I opened the door for Rose, seeing as I was very familiar with this vehicle. Climbing in afterwards, I admired the inside. For military use, these were plain, armour plated and uncomfortable. This had proper padded seats with armrests, a screen showing our location via GPS, and a sling hanging above each window to cradle a camera. Looking up, there were the headphones we could wear to speak to one another. I pulled both down and showed Rose how to put them on. A quick adjustment for volume and we could hear one another and Jones. We just have to be careful of what we said in the meantime.

      It took a few minutes for the engine to get up to speed and warmed. While this was happening, I got my camera ready for use. I listened as Jones radioed out to double check nothing was flying nearby and with a quick check over his shoulder to make sure we were buckled in, we lifted off. At this point, Rose screamed. Jones, to my relief, just turned down his headphones and kept going. I, on the other hand, whirled on Rose. What I expected was absolute terror and panic. What I saw was unabashed excitement as she plastered herself across the opposite window.

      “We’re getting so high!” she yelled excitedly.

      “Rose, please stop yelling, it’s very loud,” I laughed.

      Rose beamed a smile before turning back to the window. Jones’s first destination was a little further out of town. Because of airspace regulations, he couldn’t just fly over the city. But soon enough, we’d gotten to cruise altitude, and had circled back around in the direction I wanted to go. It wasn’t long before my training kicked in. I spotted a few landmarks and asked Jones to change direction. Keeping up with our plan, I placed my new camera in the sling. Pointing in a few random directions, I took a few test shots. The results were perfect. I could take photos of objects too far away to be seen clearly. And I could zoom in far enough to identify individual leaves on trees. This camera was exactly what I needed.

      A few minutes later, I picked up my camera and checked out a familiar looking clearing. It looked just like it did when Rose and I left, but other than a reddish splotch, there were no signs of anything interesting. Nor a body. That was both good and bad. Good, that it obviously hadn’t been found by the authorities. Bad because whoever did, knew two men were dead and their ‘property’ had escaped. All things considered, I better find this place quickly and end it before they go underground. A check over the area didn’t reveal any cars, which I expected if the bodies had been removed. But there was a road...

      “Jones, mind shifting a little north?” I said over the radio.

      “Can do Kye. But I gotta be careful. There’s a no-fly zone out that way,” he replied.

      I frowned and tried to recall any knowledge I had of the area. There weren’t too many reasons to have a no-fly zone out in the middle of nowhere. Especially for someone like me to not know about. But it could easily be private land and a mine or something. Either way, I planned to find out.

      As we flew, the first few buildings came into view. Small homesteads, here and there, surrounded by the bush. I zoomed in with my camera to look closer. A few of them were single stories, which I honestly doubted would be suitable. But there were more than a couple of dual story buildings. There was even a couple that sat close by large barns. More than a few had cattle, some had sheep. But nothing really stood out as immediately obvious.

      “Kye, we’re coming up on the zone. What do you wanna do?” Jones’s voice came over the radio.

      I thought about it a moment before coming up with a plan. “How big is the no-fly zone?”

      “Twenty kilometres. It’s a big circle. I only know about it because I accidentally breached it a couple of years back.”

      The fact Jones himself didn’t know about till then was also suspicious. Looking through the camera, I couldn’t see any decent reason there would be a no-fly zone here, of all places. But there were several more buildings I could see in the distance. I was now very thankful for my purchases.

      “Jones, loop around the zone and we’ll head back. I’ve spotted something I wanna get a few photos of.” It was a simple enough half truth.

      As Jones piloted around the area, I took shots of all the buildings that came into view. Even so, nothing really stood out. Cattle, sheep, single and multi-story homes. They all looked so very normal. I just had a gut feeling...

      The flight back was more tame. I took a few photos to keep up the charade. I even put back on the basic lens and took a few photos of Rose. She’d barely spoken a word the entire flight, and had kept herself pressed against the window the entire time. I couldn’t help but smile at her single-minded joy. Seeing her like this was cathartic.

      Finally, Rose sat back down properly just before we landed. She just sat and smiled happily at everything around her. She glanced at me occasionally and every time our eyes met, she batted her eyelashes at me. If not for Jones, I’d have taken her right in the helicopter.

      Once completely on the ground, Jones began shutting the helicopter down while I helped get Rose out and move to safety. We headed straight over to the office building where we found Jones’s wife waiting for us.

      “Long time no see, Kye,” she grinned and stood to hug me.

      I waited until I was released. Jones may have been my captain, but his wife pulled rank... “Loretta, I’d like you to meet Rose,” I said, gesturing between them.

      “Rose, it’s lovely to meet you. Please call me Lori,” she said, swatting the back of my head. She hated people using her full name.

      “It’s lovely to meet you, Lori,” Rose beamed.

      Lori, however, just gave Rose the once over. “What... Ah... What’s with the hooves?”

      We’d been over this part a couple of times now. I just hoped Rose would respond the way I told her to. “These?” she said with a quick clomp. “They’re just part of me, I guess.”

      I imagined leaping for joy. She hadn’t lied, but the wording was ambiguous enough. Lori, for that matter, just shrugged and turned back to me. “Jones told me about your plans this evening over the radio. But I figure you can sort out the specifics another time. There’s beer in the fridge out back and I’ve already fired up the barbeque.”

      “Thanks Lori,” I said with a grin. I should have known better than to expect anything less.

      Rose and I headed out the back door. Sure enough, there was a lovely alfresco area. Though, it had a far better setup than most home kitchens. The barbeque was more of a covered hotplate in a professional kitchen, despite the fact it was outdoors. Knowing what was expected of me, I found the fridge, a few beers and some steak and onions. Sometimes the basics are best. Cracking open the beers, I gave one to Rose, took another inside for Lori, who accepted with a smile and kept one for myself. Jones would still be a few minutes. Knowing him, he’d be packing away the helicopter.

      Sure enough, just as the smell of cooking onions had drowned out everything else, Jones and Lori popped outside.

      “Anyone need a refill?” Jones called, heading to the fridge.

      “No thanks, I’ve gotta drive,” I said. “Rose?”

      “No thank you, master. It’s a bit bitter. I’ll just have one.”

      Fuck... Did she have to call me that now?... I met the eyes of our guests. Jones seemed to not have heard it. But Lori was giving me a strange look... Of the two, she scared me the most...

      I just turned back to cooking the steaks, knowing I’d have to do some explaining later. Thankfully, Rose seemed to make friends easily enough. She and Jones were having a good laugh over something. That’s when I felt the hair on the back of my neck stand up.

      “Well, master... Want to explain what that’s all about?” Lori said quietly behind me.

      “I booked the flight with Jones to check out the area that Rose’s sisters are being held as sex slaves. I rescued her and now I’m looking after her. She is more comfortable calling me master than she is calling me Kye. Might be conditioning or something, I don’t know.” I just laid it all out. Lori would force it out of me otherwise. The woman terrified me.

      “Oh...” Lori glanced back at Rose, who was laughing again at one of Jones’s jokes. “They’re real, aren’t they?”

      “Yes,” I sighed.

      “She loves you, y’know.”

      “I do. And I love her too,” I said firmly and without hesitation.

      Lori just nodded and walked back inside. She came out a few minutes later and headed straight for me. I felt her slip something into my pocket.

      “This is an emergency transponder. You set it off, I get your location and I send Jones to pick you up.”

      “Lori... I don’t want to get you involved,” I mumbled.

      “When I was six. A man tricked me into leaving my mother’s sight at a park. Just when everything was about to go very bad, another man came across us. I had my guardian angel. Rose has hers, now I’m yours. You will use it if you need us, or I’ll hurt you, understood?”

      I literally shuddered at her words, but I nodded and Lori went back to the others. When the meat was ready, I served up. With the steak and onion, there was also a fresh damper. Lori pulled it out of the oven under the barbeque I didn’t even know about. The meal itself was pleasant, the company good. They kept all talk light and friendly. I even noticed Lori steer the direction away from topics that could reveal too much about Rose. I nodded my thanks when she did. A few hours and a bowl of ice cream later, Rose and I stepped back through the door of my apartment.

      “Master, when do you want to milk me?” Rose chirped.

      I just smiled, “Soon, Rose. I want to take a look at these photos first.”

      The night was still young, after all. There wasn’t any hurry, and Rose apparently liked to nap after sex, so I didn’t want to wear her out too early. I pulled the SD card from the camera and pulled out my laptop. It was a cheap thing I used occasionally. I didn’t have an online persona, preferring to conduct my business in person, so it didn’t even have a password. There was literally nothing worth stealing on it, anyway. Typical me though, hadn’t charged it either, so I had to find the charger first and plug it in. But after sitting on the couch with a very interested Rose curled up beside me, I got to work. The first step was installing the photo editing software. I just wanted to be safe in case I needed something changed for clarity.

      While that was installing, I opened my browser and clicked on the SD card. Turns out I’d taken a couple hundred photos... Making sure Rose could see, I opened the first image and started scrolling through. By the end of the photo reel, I’d hoped Rose had spotted something familiar. But she hadn’t really had any reason to do so. Being kept indoors most of the time and never seeing much of the outside world. She knew little, but she could tell me the building was definitely a dual story and had a barn. That narrowed my search down to over a dozen properties.

      With the help of the photo editing software, I could blow up and examine the buildings with far more clarity. Rose, sadly, couldn’t give me any more information. But I scrolled through a few dozen times, cataloguing all the differences. That’s when I noticed something different about one barn. It had windows on the second story. Which, in itself, wasn’t strange. What was strange was that a couple were tinted, and a couple were clear. I’d taken a few photos of this building from a few different angles. But in one, there was a slight change in one window.

      Pulling the photo back into the editing software, I zoomed right in on the window. This camera, I swear, just paid for itself. It looked like there was someone standing in the window. But there was too much glare. A quick fiddle of the colours and turning the brightness down in spots. I could make out a man, clear enough that I heard Rose gasp. He was middle-aged, bald, but had sideburns. He was either just about to raise, or had just lowered a pair of large binoculars. Which gave Rose a perfect view of his face.

      “I know him!” She exclaimed.

      Got you, you fucking bastard... I saved the image. Quickly zooming back out, I compared the whole photo with the others I’d taken of the area. With the general layout of the land in mind, I jumped online. Finding a map of the area was simple and after comparing the maps with the photo, I had an address. Now I knew where to find the others. S’pose it would be time to celebrate.

      “Come on, Rose, time to get you milked,” I gestured with a grin.

      All bad thoughts flew from my mind as Rose tore past me, already half undressed and dropping her bra as she went. I was a few seconds behind her, but as I entered the bathroom, she was already naked and bent over the pails. What caught my eye were the two fingers she was driving into herself with lust. That gave me an idea.

      “Deeper, Rose.” I commanded.

      Rose bit her lip and pushed her fingers in as far as she could. Then she began thrusting slowly before gasping and coming to a stop. Sure enough, she’d let down.

      “Master... Does this mean we won’t-“

      I cut her off, not with words, but by pulling her hand away, and sinking balls deep into her with a single stroke. “Don’t be silly. It wouldn’t be any fun doing it that way. Just means we have options.”

      Rose just mooed in delight as I took her breasts in my hands and started slowly rocking back and forth. While I considered this to be ‘just milking’ for the moment, I still loved the feel of her. Every squirt of milk made her tunnel tighten just that little bit.

      It took a few minutes, and a few orgasms, before Rose was finished. I just slowly pulled out and helped Rose to stand. I wrapped my arms around her and just held her as she enjoyed her afterglow. Once she’d come back to herself, I directed her to the shower, while I bottled and stored her milk. Seriously, though... What the fuck was I going to do with it all? I had ten litres of the stuff already.

      With a shake of my head, I went back to the bathroom. I admired Rose as she gently scrubbed the soap through the fur on her legs before rinsing herself off in the hot water. As she turned around, her eyes met mine, just as I stepped forward and pinned her against the wall. She mooed in delight and raised her leg like she had before. This time, I kissed her firmly and grabbed both legs, causing her to wrap them both around my waist. I lifted her slightly before lowering her back down, impaling her on my erection for the second time.

      Now it was about pleasure. So I slowly slid in and out, keeping myself pressed tightly against her so I could feel every tremor. Soon enough, she was cumming again, but I didn’t stop. I wasn’t ready to give up this quickly. Within a few minutes, Rose found her second orgasm, but I gritted my teeth and kept going. Rose was just about delirious from pleasure. She couldn’t keep her head upright enough to kiss me. But something came over her, just before her third orgasm. She straightened up, catching my attention, before staring directly into my eyes.

      “Master, please breed me,” she groaned.

      Then she screamed in pleasure as she came for a third time. This was too much for me, and I came hard and fast, feeling her muscles pulling me in deeper with every pulse. I did not know why those words turned me on so much, but I really needed to discuss that with Rose... Helping her stand. Rose got herself dry while I washed off. I joined her a few minutes later in the bedroom. She was already curled up on her side of the bed. Crawling in beside her, she spun around and pulled me close, which gave me a laugh. She really was very strong.

      “Love you, master,” she said sleepily.

      “I love you too, Rose. Get some sleep. We’ve got a busy day tomorrow.”

      I wasn’t sure if she heard me, because I could hear soft snores. But there was a smile on her face... I really did love her.
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      I woke up before Rose this morning. The sun had barely passed the horizon by the time I finished my shower. I really needed the time to wind down before I had to be strong. Strong for the woman I loved. Strong for her sisters. Strong for my team, brought back to this country in boxes.

      I crept silently into the bedroom and moved to the far end of my wardrobe. Sliding open the door, I pulled out my old gear bag. This wasn’t the gear bag I used for my camping trip. This bag held the things I wished I wouldn’t have to use again. Things I kept anyway, in case I needed them, regardless. Behind the bag, however, was the only thing I regretted needing even more. I camouflaged it to look like the inside of the wardrobe, but I knew what I was looking for.

      There was a tag at the bottom that, when pulled, caused a section of wall to pop out. Behind the wall was a large combination safe. After putting in the custom twelve digit code, the door swung open silently. Inside was my military issue M4 rifle, which I promptly ignored for the time being. Beside it sat my HK USP 9mm, a suppressor, a few magazines and a few boxes of ammunition.

      Considering the amount of cover I would have from the scrub and the lack of any visible defenders, I figured the HK was the better choice. I didn’t want to attract too much attention. Grabbing the pistol, I checked for the last box of ammunition on the shelf labelled ‘SUBSONIC.’ I spent the next half hour cleaning, going over the weapon in detail, and loading the magazines. When I was finally satisfied, I placed the weapon, with the freshly loaded magazines, into my gear bag. Which was perfect timing, as I heard Rose yawn behind me. Before she even opened her eyes, I was already crawling back onto the bed to kiss her. Her happy moos as our lips brushed improved my mood significantly.

      “Good morning, master,” Rose said, finally opening her eyes.

      “Good morning, Rose,” I replied, kissing her again. “We’ve got a few things to go over today. So what say we get your milking out of the way?”

      She didn’t bother replying, merely ripping the blanket off herself before dragging me atop her. Looks like breakfast in bed... I kissed her softly, just enjoying this close contact with her. But the enticement of a good meal got the better of me and I moved further south. I kissed, licked and gently bit every centimetre of skin from her lips, down her jaw, ending at her breasts. Listening to Rose’s excited little moos and squeaks, that signified a sensitive spot as I went. I didn’t mess around this time, taking both nipples of each breast in my mouth and sucking till they were firm. Then I continued south. By the time I came face to face with Rose’s swollen labia, there wasn’t any need for me to do this. But I wanted to. Besides, she honestly tasted fantastic. A few soft gentle licks through her silky lips and Rose was moaning in delight. I used my fingers to tenderly separate her labia, giving me direct access to her engorged clitoris. Running my tongue in circles over the sensitive little nub made Rose twitch and convulse slightly.

      I leaned forward and took it in my mouth, sucking it firmly between my lips. Just as I heard Rose’s sharp intake of breath, I slid two fingers inside her and pushed up directly into her g-spot. I tried not to smile and ruin the moment, as Rose choked on the scream she was about to cry. What I wasn’t expecting, however, was the pair of powerful hands to grip me under the arms. With a mighty pull, Rose yanked me out from between her legs and pulled me level with her face. I wasn’t sure she’d done it on purpose, though, as her face was screwed up and her mouth was open in a big ‘O.’ So without further direction, I reached down, pushed my underwear down and slid myself into Rose’s silken folds, right to the hilt. Now Rose opened her eyes, though they were rolled into the back of her head.

      I was a little worried at this point, because Rose was holding her breath, but I slid out and back in, causing her to arch her back and loudly gasp several times. But she still wasn’t really responsive through what must have been several continuous orgasms.

      So... As the single-minded man I am. My dick was inside a gorgeous woman, and the white streaks leaking from her nipples promised a meal. So, wrapping my arms around her arched middle, I took a set of nipples in my mouth and started thrusting. I definitely preferred my milk straight from the source. It tasted the same, but this way I felt a connection to Rose I couldn’t really explain.

      “MASTER!!!”

      Yup... There she is... I ignored her scream as she twitched and convulsed, accidentally driving herself harder against my dick and riding it on her own. I wondered if it was getting too much, but Rose suddenly clutched me tightly to her, preventing me from moving, even if I wanted to. So I revelled in the bliss of the moment and continued suckling as Rose rode me from beneath. It was another few minutes before I’d had my fill and let go. Rose was staring down at me with a blissed-out expression. I just leaned up and gently kissed her.

      “Wait here a moment.”

      I extracted myself from her, earning me a pout, but I didn’t hold it against her. Darting to the bathroom, I collected the pails that I remembered to wash this time. Coming back to the room, I set them against the side of the bed. Meanwhile, Rose was just watching me, confused.

      “Roll over to the edge, lean your breasts over the pail.”

      “Yes, master.” Rose quickly moved to obey.

      I positioned the pails so they could catch the milk before moving around and straddling the back of Rose’s legs. “Now, you’re going to have to milk yourself this time. I’m going to be a little busy.”

      Before Rose could speak, I angled my hips downwards and slipped my cock between her legs. Her wet little entrance was easy to find, and even easier to slip into. In this position, she felt even tighter than she usually did, which made me worry about my own pride. Rose found this position was perfect to grind the front wall of her vagina. The moment I slid in, she mooed in a mixture of shock and pleasure as her legs twitched. I rocked myself back and forth a few times, before I realised Rose wasn’t milking herself. So as I dragged my cock out until just the head was inside, I swatted her backside with the tips of my fingers. Rose just squeaked, and I felt her muscles clench slightly.

      “You should be milking, Rose.”

      “Y-yes, master. B-but, please…” She trembled for a few moments. “Please master. Do that a-again.”

      I just gave her a second, while I processed what she just said, before swatting her ass a second time. This time, Rose gasped and twitched, but her hands moved to cup her breasts. I waited for the sound of her milk hitting the tin and smiled.

      “Good cow,” I whispered, before swatting her ass a third time.

      We spent the next twenty minutes in a flux. Rose would continue to milk her breasts until the rhythmic rocking of my hips drove her to climax. As she came, I would swat her ass, distracting her from the pleasure, while reminding her to keep milking. The whole time, Rose just mooed and squeaked in pleasure. But soon enough, she stopped.

      “Master, I’m empty,” Rose said, breathlessly.

      I leaned forward, pressing my cheek to her own. “That’s a good cow. But it’s my turn now.”

      She shuddered in excitement as I sat upright again. Gripping her ass tightly, I dug my fingers into her pink flesh. Rose mooed softly in response. I knew I wasn’t hurting her. But it gave me perfect leverage as I started thrusting hard into her. Rose writhed, gripping the sheets, and cried out in what may as well have been her fiftieth orgasm at this point. Only this time, I embraced the feeling of her muscles clenching over my cock as I continued to drive it into her. What surprised me, though, was the sudden onset of liquids that shot out of Rose, drenching my balls. The scream that accompanied it was more than expected, but it still pushed me over the edge and I flooded her tunnel with my seed.

      When the two of us finished twitching, I rolled off Rose, pulling her around to cuddle. She just fell in a heap, resting on my shoulder, with a beaming smile... Another nap couldn’t hurt.

      We woke up still wrapped in each other’s embrace a few hours later. By now, the sun was high in the sky and the room was warming up. As much as I loved cuddling Rose, we had things to do today. So, with a few strokes of her hair, Rose stirred. I continued to wake her with gentle kisses wherever I could reach. But soon enough, she had her lips pressed to mine... God, I loved this woman.

      After bottling Rose’s milk, we showered together and got dressed. I grabbed my gear bag, ignoring Rose’s stare, and we walked out the front door. The elevator was empty on the ride down, which was a good thing. Even though we hadn’t really discussed what was happening today, Rose’s tense expression told me she had guessed. Walking to the car, Rose wouldn’t let go of my hand until I needed to open the back door for my bag to go in. I walked Rose round to the passenger side and helped her sit, before walking around and climbing into the driver’s seat.

      We sat in silence as I drove that familiar route to the shopping centre. Upon arriving, Rose’s mood had improved considerably. She enjoyed coming here. She always saw something new. Heading inside, I made my customary stop at the bakery, this time picking up a pair of custard tarts. Rose liked these so much, I gave her half of mine, which she ate while beaming in happiness. The next stop was an electronic store. I needed a cheap phone. There would be time in the future for a better one, but for now, I needed Rose to have a method of contact.

      The last stop was the grocery store. I just bought several bags of mixed fruit and nuts, as well as a box of bottled water. I had enough that we could stay out for a couple of days if needed, but I honestly doubted we’d be there longer than a few hours. Rose happily carried the bags back to the car while I activated her phone. Thankfully, it had a car charger, and I could plug it in when we got back.

      “Rose?”

      She turned and smiled at me as she climbed into the car beside me. “Yes, master?”

      “Rose, from here, I need you to do exactly what I say when I say it. Okay?”

      Rose just frowned a little. “I always do, master. You can trust me.”

      I smiled to reassure her. “Yes, you really do, my good little cow,” I smile while she beamed at the praise. “But at home, if you make a mistake, nothing happens. If you make a mistake out here, you could get hurt. And I could never forgive myself if you got hurt.”

      Rose just looked at me before a tear rolled down her cheek. “Master, I promise. I’ll do everything you ask. I’ll be a good cow.”

      “Good,” I said, squeezing her hand before moving to put the car in gear. “Have a play with your new phone. You should learn how to use it. I’ve programmed my phone number in there, so if you can call me. I just want to be sure.”

      I drove in silence for a few minutes, wondering if I’d just stuffed up. Rose was raised as cattle. There’s a decent chance she couldn’t read... But my fears were dashed a moment later when my phone started buzzing. I smiled as Rose cried out, “I did it!”

      Throughout the drive, I gave Rose a brief rundown of everything I could think of. I started with the car, how to lock and unlock the doors from the inside. I was going to leave her alone for a while, so she needed to know how to keep herself safe. As a side note, I was also going to leave the engine running, so she could use the AC. I showed her how to use that as well. The last thing I showed her was the emergency beacon that Lori had given me. She was under strict instructions to only use it if people were trying to break into the car to get her. Keeping in mind the way I built it, it would take professional cutting tools and time to break in. Especially if they wanted the occupant unharmed.
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      Hours later, I was driving down a familiar dirt road. The scenery from this angle looked different, but all the landmarks I spotted in the air were visible. I was probably an hour’s drive away. The place I planned to stop was a clearing in a copse of trees on the western side of the farm. At this time of year, I would hide my approach with the setting sun. At least, that was the plan. Rose had been gripping my hand for the last hour, refusing to let it go. Which made changing gear an adventure, but Rose picked up my driving habits pretty quickly.

      When we finally made it to the spot I’d memorised from the map, I pulled over and set the parking brake. It was out of sight of the farm, but it should only take a few minutes to walk if I rushed. We sat in an uneasy silence as I unpacked a meal for the two of us. Though Rose perked up when she got to the dried fruit. I checked the sun and figured I had an hour before sunset. I had better get a move on... Climbing out of the car, I went to the back and retrieved my bag. It was a strange sensation getting ready. The shirt was first, a standard bush camo pattern. The pants and finally my boots and gloves finished the outfit. Rose just stared at me in concern as I dressed. I secured the pistol into my hip holster and slipped the loaded magazines into the purpose-built pockets.

      Then it was time for the last piece. I had a military issue ghillie suit I wore regularly. But to make it better, I needed to collect some local flora. Honestly, it didn’t take me all that long. The Australian bush was pretty much all the same for hundreds of kilometres in every direction, so I just grabbed the closest branches and pieces of bush. When I had what I needed, I weaved them through the strands of my suit until I was satisfied. I threw it over the bonnet of my car and moved around to Rose’s side.

      I opened her door to find her tear-streaked face staring back at me. “It’s time, Rose.” She just nodded, as more tears rolled down her cheeks. “Remember, keep the doors locked until you know it’s me. If someone finds you and tries to break in, hit the beacon. If I’m not back by morning, hit it anyway and Lori will come get you.” Rose sniffed, nodding her head sadly. “I love you, Rose. I’ll always love you.”

      I pulled her down into a hug and I tried to ignore my own feelings as she cried into my shoulder. For the first time, I had to be firm and pushed her away, holding her at arm’s length. “I’ll be back with your sisters.”

      “Be safe, master,” she whispered, before closing the door.

      I heard the locks activate as I walked around and retrieved my ghillie suit. Throwing it over my shoulders, I checked myself in the wing mirror. Satisfied, I made a last check of my gear. Gun, ammo, knife. There wasn’t really any need for anything else. And, with a deep breath, I started walking. I moved quickly for the first few hundred meters. I moved from cover to cover in case anyone was about. As I got closer, I started taking more time, slowing my movements and trying to stay silent. As the farm finally came into view, I dropped the mesh that would hide my face from view and laid flat on my stomach. I kept an eye out for movement as I approached the farm. There was little of that, though. A few birds here and there, the rustling of the trees, but little else. That was, until I made it to the tree line. I laid myself still beneath a small shrub when I heard the squeak of rusty hinges. To my left, a door opened on the side of the barn. A man walked out holding a length of chain. This chain was attached to a collar. The collar was wrapped around the neck of what could only be Rose’s sister.

      This one was a little rounder in the hips and face than Rose is. She was also quite short, but still in proportion. She had lovely brown hair that matched the blotches of fur around her calves. Like Rose, they dressed her in a white shift. But what made my blood boil was the angry-looking bruise over her left eye.

      “Come on, come one,” the man growled, yanking the chain. “Gotta get you to Doc. Need to get that mark covered up so we can sell your fat ass to make up for your dead sister.”

      The young woman just stared dejectedly at the ground as she walked along behind him. I watched in seething anger as the man disappeared into the house, yanking the chain the whole time. The squeak of the door brought my attention back to the barn. There was a second man. This one had a pistol strapped to his hip. I watched for the briefest moment as he fiddled with the rusted padlock. Silently getting to my feet, I crept closer to the man, slowly drawing my knife. I got within arm’s reach at the same time the man turned to follow the other. In a flash, I shoved him against the barn, pressing the tip of my knife into the skin of his neck.

      “You scream, you die,” I growled softly. The man nodded, eyes wide open in fear. “Where’s the other girl?”

      “Inside,” the man wheezed.

      “How many of you are here?”

      He looked around frantically for a moment, before, “Five, there’s me-n two others that look after the girls, Doc Brown and Jim. Whatever you’re gonna do, you better do it quick. There’s a buyer on his way to pick one of them up. Apparently, the guys we replaced lost one of the girls a few days ago.”

      I just nodded, taking in that information and drove my blade into his neck, severing his larynx. I stepped back, allowing the man to fall to his knees. He was gripping his neck tightly, trying to stop the blood. I just grabbed him by the back of the collar and started dragging. I moved him to the far side of the barn, where he wouldn’t be seen, before dropping him flat on his back. Drawing my pistol, the man’s eyes went wide. He reached for his own weapon, but fell limp as my shot took him between his eyes. I’d seen enough human trafficking during my tours. Even if this man had only been here a few days, the bruise on the small cow’s face told me the kind of people employed here. When animals attack the innocent, they get put down... This was no different to me.

      Bending down, I retrieved a set of keys from the dead man. Checking around the side of the barn, I made sure there wasn’t anyone looking for the source of any noise. Satisfied I was alone, I moved back to the locked door. Try as I might, there just wasn’t a quiet way to open rusty hinges, so I pulled it open, just as the other two guys had. I paused for a moment, listening for someone to call out. But all I could hear was quiet sobbing. Stepping inside, it was all one large room. There was a set of stairs that lead upstairs on one side and a cow chained to a floor mounted ring, in the centre of the room. She didn’t look injured, but was crying brokenly. From the limited light drifting in from the open door, I could see blonde hair, but little else. I’d have to leave her for the moment. I couldn’t risk something going wrong until the place was clear.

      Slipping through the room, I made my way to the base of the stairs. They were enclosed and would hide me from view, but it was open at the top. I could also make out flickering lights, like someone watching a TV. I crept up the stairs as silently as I could. But there was a couple that creaked ominously as I moved. When I made it to the top, I made out a single man sitting on an old couch. For whatever reason, he was watching an old comedy with headphones on. Probably trying to drown out the sounds of the cow crying downstairs.

      So it was fitting when I snuck up behind him without being noticed. A quick check of the room, and I knew it was secure. There were no more doors or stairs. It was just me and this slaver bastard. At least it was until I grabbed his forehead and pulled his head back to look at me. His eyes went wide with shock, wider still, when I drove my blade into his neck. There was a spurt of blood when I ripped the blade out the front, severing his windpipe in one swift motion. I checked him over for weapons as he coughed and spluttered. Finding none, I left him to die. He wasn’t going anywhere.

      I slipped back downstairs and checked the room again. The young cow was still crying, but now she was curled into a tight ball on the floor. I shook my head and swiftly left. It was time for the main event. Darting across the yard to the house. I made it to the same door the third wrangler used earlier. Pressing my cheek to the door, I couldn’t hear anything on the other side, so I checked the handle. This one wasn’t even locked... Fucking amateurs... I checked my surroundings. It was approaching twilight. In another few minutes, it would get dark. Which will be good to cover our escape if we need it. Slipping into the house, it was immediately clear this was less a home and more an operations centre. There wasn’t much furniture, no TV, all the visible surfaces were sterile white or stainless steel. Immediately to my right was a door to what looked like a garage. Thinking it was a good option in case of an emergency, I opened the door.

      It wasn’t a garage... It was a concrete room, with what looked like a set of stocks, an axe and an industrial meat grinder with a platform above it... While the room was clean, there were still a few obvious marks on one side of the stocks that told me whoever carried out the deed, wasn’t always the most accurate. I felt a rage bubble up inside, thinking about the horror that these beautiful girls had experienced here. After all, they did to these poor cows, they couldn’t even guarantee a quick and painless death?

      Stifling my anger, I closed the door and started my search in the rest of the house. Stepping around the corner, I came face to face with the man from earlier. He opened his mouth to yell, but my fist caught him in the throat before he could utter a sound. Now, coughing and gasping for air, I drove my fist into his diaphragm. The man collapsed on the ground, unable to breathe through a combination of crushed windpipe and distressed diaphragm. I grabbed him under the arms and dragged him back to what I could only assume was the recycling room. Closing the door behind us, I was thankful that the concrete would keep the room well insulated against sound.

      The man struggled as I dragged him up the loading ramp for the meat grinder. But a couple of quick punches to the stomach and groin and the man was in too much pain to continue. Dragging him up the last couple steps, I pushed him into the grinder, where I watched him wedge himself in place with his legs holding him just above the grinding wheels. I turned to the industrial scale remote beside me and hit the green button. The man still couldn’t breathe properly, but he glared defiantly at me while he kept himself safe above the metal teeth. Drawing my pistol, I aimed for his lower calf and squeezed the trigger. The sudden pop wasn’t clearly heard over the sound of the machine. But neither were the gurgles he made in agony as the bullet tore through his leg. But still he held…

      Taking aim again, this time I shot him in the thigh. His eyes opened wide in panic as his leg fell limp. I watched in grim satisfaction as his body, now unstable, rolled, allowing his injured leg to be caught in the teeth of the gears. The man’s face twisted in agony right until it chewed him to his abdomen, then torso, through the meat grinder. His last sight would have been my blank stare as I put down another animal. Shutting down the machine, I made my way back out and turned the corner like I had a few minutes prior. Straight ahead was a slightly ajar door with the words ‘Doc Brown’ written on it. This was obviously my next stop... Any doctor that would aid these bastards deserved no less...

      What I didn’t expect, as I pushed open the door, was for Doc Brown to be a beautiful young woman. She was standing in the centre of the room, staring at me in shock. But as I raised my gun, she put up her hands, and I paused.

      “Please, don’t shoot me,” she trembled, eyes open wide with terror.

      I was about to demand why I should let her live when she shifted and I heard the clank of metal. That’s when I spotted the chain around her ankle linking her to a metal cot bolted to the floor. It had obviously been there a long time. The scars from chafing were clearly visible, as were the tissues she’d stuffed between the metal and her skin, to prevent it from getting worse. She was a victim too...

      I lowered my weapon and moved closer to the terrified woman. “I’m getting you out. Where’s Jim and the other girl?”

      The woman shifted uncomfortably. “They’re... They’re not girls, not technically.”

      “I rescued two-seven-five-eight-six a few days ago and named her Rose.” I interrupted, “She’s waiting outside in the getaway car for me to come back with her sisters. If you want to come with me, I need to know where the short brunette is.” I didn’t want to growl, but I needed to do this fast.

      Doc Brown just stared at me. “You’re not the police?”

      “No, ex-special forces. I’m here alone. The three wranglers are dead. Now I just need Jim and we can all leave.”

      Doc Brown seemed to stand a little taller now. “Head back out and keep moving down the hall. His office is the last door on the left. Inside, you’ll find his computer and a set of master keys to release everyone. But he will be with two-seven-five-eight-nine in the door opposite. You have to hurry. The buyer will be here any minute. I just finished cleaning her up from when Jim interrogated her about... Rose, escaping.”

      I nodded my thanks and crept back out of the room. I quickly checked the only other door in the hallway, revealing a basic bathroom. As expected, it was empty, so I moved on. The door on the left, as Doc Brown said, was an office. Sure enough, on the desk was a chunky laptop... Which looked kinda military... A quick search of the room and I found a set of keys. Stuffing them in my pocket, it was time to meet the boss. Not worried about stealth this time, I planted my boot beside the door handle. With a bang and a spray of splintered wood, the door flew open, revealing what was inside.

      There was, two-seven-five-eight-nine, naked and sprawled out over a large stuffed unicorn. Between her and me was the middle-aged man I’d photographed the previous day. He stood there holding a camera, clearly documenting the poor girl. The two of them stared at me in shock for a split second, before Jim suddenly lunged for the brunette. Acting on instinct, I fired a round, shattering his knee before he’d made three steps. He collapsed, screaming in pain, a metre short of the young woman, who stared at him in terror. I just grabbed him by the good leg and dragged him back out of the room and into his office. Picking up the laptop, I stuffed it into his hands.

      “Password,” I growled.

      “Fuck-“

      I cut him off with a second round in the soft muscle of his thigh. “Password!”

      Once he’d regained his composure, he typed in his password. Sure enough, it was military hardware. I quickly found the password reset and changed it to something I could remember. This would be useful, as these laptops were almost impossible to trace. They changed their IP address automatically and bounced their signals around the globe, making them almost impossible to identify. Satisfied I had everything I needed, I stood up and shot Jim with the rest of my magazine in the chest. Reloading, I took the laptop and moved back to check on the brunette.

      I found her hiding behind the stuffed unicorn. When she saw me, she looked scared, but there was strength to her, just like Rose.

      “Please, don’t hurt me.” She said in a soft voice. “I’ll be a good cow, promise.”

      My heart just about broke. “It’s okay. You’re safe now. I rescued two-seven-five-eight-six and now I’m rescuing you and your sister.”

      Her eyes just about bugged out of her head. “Really?”

      She seemed to lose her fear of me rather quickly at that point. I gently took her hand and helped her stand. She was still very naked... But sure enough, there was a chain around her ankle. Bending, I found the appropriate key from those I’d found in the office and released her. Which was just in time, as I heard tires on gravel as a vehicle pulled up out front. Taking her by the hand, I smiled reassuringly and led her from the room. Swinging into Doc Brown’s office, I made it inside just as I heard someone knocking on the front door.

      “Quick, we gotta go,” I said, pointing at the lock on her ankle.

      Doc Brown had spent the time here packing. When I brought two-seven-five-eight-nine back to her room, she was just about ready. It looked like she had an old school bag filled with different medical supplies, a couple of books and an old teddy bear poking out the top... I did not know how long she’d actually been here… Darting to me, she trembled softly, but gave me her ankle so I could unlock her. Pressing my finger to my lips in a ‘shh’ motion, I led the two ladies out of the room. The knocking on the front door was getting frantic now, and I wanted to get out the back.

      We barely got the door open, just as whoever was at the front kicked it down. I pushed Doc Brown and the brunette through the door and spun around in the same movement. Raising my pistol, I fired twice through the open door. The scream I heard told me I’d hit someone, but I wasn’t about to stop and check.

      Racing out the door, I grabbed the ladies and dragged them to the barn. Shooting the padlock, I handed the keys to the doctor.

      “Get the last one. She’s chained in the middle of the room,” I said to the doctor. Turning to the brunette, I smiled, “Hide behind me, get ready to run. I promise I’ll keep you safe.” That smile she flashed at me, almost melted my heart.

      Sudden voices caught my attention, and I spotted a face peering out of the back door. In a flash, I raised my pistol and fired a couple of rounds. I didn’t really expect to hit anything at this range, but the splintering wood and bullet fragments must have hit something because he cried out in pain and ducked back inside. I smiled grimly, thinking how much better off I’d be if I brought my M4.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            6

          

        

      

    

    
      A burst of gunfire drove me to the ground. I twisted around and spotted the brunette laying down, mimicking me. Turning back to the house, I realised they were spraying and praying through the thin walls. I raised my pistol and fired back. I hoped like they were, for a lucky shot. When I ran out of ammunition, I swapped for my last full magazine. The house fell silent, so I guessed the shooters were doing the same. Which was perfect timing, because Doc Brown stuck her head out.

      “Got her,” she hissed loudly.

      “Run for the trees, go!” I growled and waved for them to run.

      I stood, watching the house as the ladies ran for the trees. As they made it into cover, I turned and started sprinting to follow. By luck, they had run almost in the right direction. A shout from the house told me they had spotted me. I flinched as a round flew over my head, just as I crashed into the undergrowth, but I didn’t dare stop. Spotting the ladies up ahead I raced to catch up.

      “Go that way!” I yelled, pointing towards where I’d parked.

      Turning back, I fired a few rounds, causing the enemy shooters to dive onto the ground for what little cover was available before the trees. I ran to catch up with the ladies, as the crack of gunfire started again. I heard several bullets whizz past, when I heard a screech. The blonde had been hit. Doc Brown went to help, and as I arrived, I helped her stand. The bullet had grazed her shoulder. It hurt a lot and will bleed, but it wasn’t fatal. Especially once we get back to the car and with my medical supplies.

      Ignoring the bullets still passing through the surrounding scrub, I grabbed the blonde and started dragging her along. As expected, it only took a couple minutes to make it back to the car. I could see Rose, sitting in the passenger seat, waiting. She flung open the door and started running towards us.

      “Rose, get back to the car!” I yelled. “I need you to get in the back and help Doc Brown!”

      Thankfully, she skidded to a stop and raced back to open the doors for the back seat. Rose climbed in just as we arrived and I stuffed the blonde in straight after. Leaving Doc Brown to climb in on her own, I ripped open my door and pushed the small brunette through onto the passenger seat. Climbing in myself, I heard the crack of a bullet hitting my window, just as I closed the door. Looking over there were three gunmen taking aim at the car. Doc Brown must have spotted them too. Just before they opened fire on the car, she screamed in terror. I ignored her, knowing the bulletproof glass would hold, and I punched the still running car into gear.

      Shooting forward, I hooked it around while holding my foot flat to the floor. This sprayed dirt, rocks and sticks at the gunmen, who ducked out of the way of the debris as I tore across the clearing towards the road. Once out of sight, I finally took a moment to check everyone out. The brunette was staring at me with wide eyes. The blonde was currently enforcing a hug with an uncomfortable-looking Doc Brown and Rose was crying happy tears staring at both her sisters.

      “Rose, can you get everyone in seat-belts? We’re not out of the woods yet.”

      Once Rose had pried the blonde away from the doctor, she helped with the seat belt. She then leaned forward and strapped in the brunette. Doc Brown could do it herself. Once I was satisfied everyone was safe, I switched on the high beams, put my foot down and made for home. It was half an hour later, when I spotted headlights in the rear-view mirror. They were still a way’s off, but I quickly pulled over. Racing around the car, I yanked on the rear number plate, ripping it clean off. Running to the front, I did the same, before climbing back into the driver’s seat and taking off.

      While my beloved 4wd was modified, it would not win any drag races. Especially against modern performance vehicles, like the Mercedes coming into view behind me. A sharp crack made the ladies shriek in terror. My rear window now had a crack in it from the round they just fired. I was silently thankful they had nothing heavy enough to threaten us. A muzzle flashed and my wing mirror shattered. So I slammed on the brakes. Now in the modern era of ABS braking systems, my car lacked. On pavement, ABS is brilliant, shortening stopping distances, while helping the vehicle retain its ability to steer. But dirt roads and gravel, like where we were, made the braking system slip excessively. Where my standard brakes caused gravel to bunch up in front of the tyres, bringing me to a much quicker stop. Which brings me to a second modern system. Airbags...

      As the Mercedes slammed into the rear of my car, I watched in satisfaction as the airbags deployed knocking the occupants around. Thanks to the reinforcements of my car, it was little more than a fender bender, despite the stiff feeling in my neck from the impact. Punching it, I tore off down the road, grimly aware of a second set of headlights that pulled around the wrecked Mercedes to follow. This vehicle didn’t get too close, staying a safe distance behind. If I had to guess, they were waiting for me to get on the pavement before they made their move. There was little I could do at this stage. I was the only one I trusted with a weapon and Doc Brown was in the back where she couldn’t drive. So I just kept going. Before long, I finally found pavement. As expected, the Mercedes floored it, tearing past and pulling in front. I watched in curiosity as the back doors opened and two men leaned out. They were armed with submachine guns and opened fire into the windscreen. While I wasn’t worried about bullet holes, it was infinitely harder to see through broken glass. Swerving, I pushed the 4wd down an embankment and through a fence. The gunfire stopped as I broke away, but they slowed to watch me.

      Twitching the lights off, I pushed harder through the paddock. Up ahead I could see a copse of trees that looked like they were on the corner of a road. Driving around the far side of them, I pulled back onto the road, heading back towards the shooters. As expected, a set of headlights turned onto the road before me. I’d put enough distance between us, I doubted they realised we were heading towards a head-on collision. That was, until I flicked on my high beams, blinding them. Pushing two wheels onto the shoulder, I passed the now stationery Mercedes and turned back to the original road we were on earlier.

      Less than a minute later, I spotted the headlights again. They were gaining fast, but this time I was ready and waiting. As they went to pass I swerved violently, making them brake and drop back, only narrowly dodging me. Pulling straight I waited for them to recover and close the gap. I kept to one side of the road, leaving the other like a juicy piece of bait. I laughed softly, knowing they wouldn’t take it, even if they were going to sit behind me the entire way home.

      “Hold on, ladies!” I called a warning.

      Slamming on the brakes, the Mercedes raced past. Timing it perfectly, I swerved towards them. With nowhere to go, my bullbar crashed into their rear passenger door pushing it sideways onto the grass. I applied the accelerator and followed them off-road. It took just a few seconds to catch up to the swerving Mercedes. But on grass, I was definitely the quicker vehicle. Seeing my high-beams coming up behind them, the driver must have panicked and accelerated hard. Unfortunately for them, this did little more than spin the rear tyres and make it real easy to nudge their car sideways again. With their car sliding, I drove straight up into the side of their car and start pushing it along. Now, my 4wd wasn’t as quick as theirs was. But my modified diesel had way more torque. Keeping my foot planted, I continued pushing them along the grass, angling them towards the trees that lined the roads.

      Seeing what I was about to do, one passenger opened fire on me again. Not that it did much in the last few seconds before impact. In the final few metres, I slammed on my own brakes, not wanting to injure myself, the ladies or damage my car any more than necessary. The Mercedes on the other hand, slammed into one tree, causing it to spin ninety degrees and wedge against a second. My bullbar immediately followed this slamming into what was left of the front of their car. Pulling the handbrake, I opened my door.

      “One second, ladies.”

      Drawing my pistol, I walked to the crashed vehicle. The crash had set off just about every airbag. Unfortunately for them, it seemed only the driver was wearing his seatbelt. The three other occupants were a mixture of dead, broken and heavily bleeding. The only thing I took in, was that they were all well dressed in suits and had several loose guns strewn about from the crash.

      The driver was Asian, while the man beside him looked Indian. The two in the back were Caucasian, but one had bright red hair. I’d have to figure this out later, none of them looked capable of speech and I wasn’t keen on prisoners. Raising my pistol, I started with the two in the back. By the time I was finished, I soaked the car in lighter fluid with a trail that led back to my driver’s door. Climbing back into the driver’s seat, I lit a match and dropped it in the puddle I’d left. Backing away, I ignored the bright orange flames and pulled back onto the road.
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      By the time I pulled back into my parking space, it was almost sunrise. I had to wake the ladies to get them all out. I took one look at my car, seeing all the bullet holes and realised it would be a bad idea to leave it looking like that. Thankfully, in the boot, I kept a car cover, and I took the time to pull it out and toss it over the top. Taking Rose by the hand, I led the ladies inside to the elevator. Once inside, Rose and her sisters pulled themselves into a group hug, while I stood with an awkward-looking Doc Brown. When we reached my floor, I led them inside my apartment and locked it up tight.

      “M-master?” A small shy voice said. I turned, realising the small brunette was staring at me. “Master, I need to pee.”

      “Mistress, I need to pee as well,” the blonde said, turning to Doc Brown.

      Doc Brown suddenly looked very uncomfortable, before shooting me with a pleading expression. Before I could react, Rose took them both by the hand and led them for a quick tour. Now I was alone with the doctor, she looked practically terrified, so I thought I should break the ice.

      “So... Is it Doc Brown or is there something easier I can call you?”

      The doctor had a nervous smile as she answered, “Claire. You can call me Claire. And I’m sorry, I didn’t mean for her to imprint on me.”

      I just shook my head. “Don’t worry about it. My goal wasn’t to get slaves. I wanted to free them... This is just the cost of that freedom. I’m already in love with Rose. I honestly couldn’t see myself living without her. You won’t have any complaints from me, so long as you look after her. I’m Kye, by the way.”

      Claire just stared at me a moment, “It’s lovely to meet you. What’s your plan now?”

      “I’m... not really sure,” I said truthfully. “I’m guessing this whole thing was being done under the noses of the authorities. Hell, they’re probably involved to a degree. I’d recommend going into hiding, that’s what I’m going to do for a bit.”

      “I don’t have anywhere I can go. I’ve got no money, no ID, nothing,” Claire said sadly.

      “What about family, anyone you can contact?”

      “I have a sister, but she thinks I died six years ago. I don’t want to involve her.” Clair was nervously tapping a foot now.

      I just shrugged. I knew exactly the kind of situation she was in. “Tell you what. I’ve got a spare room here you can take. I’m going to be looking for somewhere to move in the next day or so. You’re welcome to come with until it’s safe enough to leave on your own.”

      Claire immediately brightened. “Thank you,” was all she got out, before the blonde reappeared and wrapped Claire in her arms.

      “Spare room is right there,” I said pointing. “I’m going to get some sleep. Think of a good name.”

      I walked into my bedroom with a quick wave. Inside was Rose, trying to coax the shy brunette onto the bed, who went wide eyed when she saw me.

      “It’s okay,” I said with a smile. “We all sleep on the bed here. Just follow Rose’s example.”

      “R-Rose?” The brunette frowned cutely.

      “Two-seven-five-eight-six, your sister. I renamed her Rose. I’d like to give you a new name as well.” The brunette smiled brightly, nodding her agreement. I took in her appearance and her shy demeanour. “How about Tina?”

      The brunette smiled brightly, “Tina?” Tears began rolling down her cheeks. “I’m Tina.”

      I just smiled, as Rose pulled Tina onto the bed. I was a little surprised when she pulled Tina over so she would be sandwiched between us. But I was too tired to care and tugged the blanket up. Laying down on my pillow, it surprised me when Tina snuggled up against me, curling into my side like Rose does. That was until I heard a faint, “Good,” and the clomping of hooves. A moment later, the blanket was flung off the other side of me, and now I had Rose on the other side. A minute later I was surrounded with soft snores. I couldn’t help but chuckle and close my eyes to join them.
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      I was woken up a few hours later, by soft moans of discomfort. Turning my head, I could see Rose, her face pulled tight with a frown. I reached out and rested a hand on one of her breasts. They were rock hard... Maybe she really did need to be milked twice daily... Rolling on top of her, I watched as her eyes fluttered open. She seemed so happy to see me, but was obviously in a lot of discomfort.

      “Master, please?” She begged.

      Leaning forward, I kissed her softly while running a hand down between her legs. As usual, she seemed wet and eager to receive me. This time, however, she was too uncomfortable for foreplay, so I pushed her legs open and slid myself firmly into her warm depths. Unlike her usual drips as she let down, this time they ran continuously like leaky taps. With a last kiss, I leaned down, taking her right nipples in my mouth and sucking hard. Her milk practically shot into the back of my throat and Rose gasped in pleasure as I rocked my hips. What I didn’t expect was to feel the bed shift beside me, and Rose gasping a second time. Opening my eyes, I looked over, and there was Tina, suckling on Rose’s left nipples. She met my gaze for the briefest moment, before turning bright red and looking away. But she didn’t stop sucking. Even as Rose screamed into her first orgasm.

      When she finally came down, I slowed to a stop. I left her with Tina and got up to collect the pails. Heading for the bathroom, I swung the door open, only to stop dead in my tracks. Claire, wrapped in a towel, was pinned up against the wall by the blonde cow. The blonde was busy lapping between Claire’s legs, while Claire stared at me in horror. I just reached across, grabbed the pails and closed the door. Shaking my head at the afterthought, I went back to the bedroom. I already had two women, I didn’t need to be thinking of more. Placing the pails on the floor how I had the previous morning, I turned to the girls.

      Rose was staring at me, biting her lip in pleasure. Tina was still suckling, but I could see the outline of her hand working between Rose’s legs. “Tina, I need to milk Rose.”

      Tina quickly stopped what she was doing and sat up. “I’m sorry, master, I didn’t mean-“

      “Stop,” I said firmly. “You weren’t doing anything wrong. If I didn’t need to milk Rose, I’d be helping you,” I chuckled.

      Tina just blushed and nodded, refusing to meet my eyes. Rose was so bashful, it was a little odd that Tina was so shy in comparison. Rose took a moment to lean over the edge of the bed adjusting the pails herself. Like the previous morning, I straddled her legs and slipped my erection between them. Her eager little hole took me up immediately and I slowly rocked back and forth. Rose mooed softly in pleasure, before reaching for her nipples. That’s when I heard a small whimper off to my left.

      Tina was staring at me with a longing expression. When she realised I was staring, she immediately averted her gaze. I didn’t stop my attention on Rose, but I took a moment to take in Tina. She was really very shapely. But it occurred to me, she wasn’t any curvier than Rose, she was just smaller in stature. Her bust was almost identical and so were her hips. The same four nipples stood out, the same heart-shaped face. She was beautiful...

      “Tina, would you like a kiss?” I asked softly, Rose moaned below me.

      Tina glanced up at me a couple times, before nodding slightly. I opened my arms, and she slowly leaned in, shuddering slightly as I wrapped her up. Tilting her head up, I met her lips, softly at first, then with more force. Before long, she was mooing softly between kisses. But just like that, she suddenly pulled away, looking slightly guilty.

      “That was so hot,” Rose said, catching my attention.

      I just swatted her ass and growled, “Keep milking.”

      Rose just mooed and started again, while I slid in and out of her. It seemed to take forever for her to finish milking today. Probably because we’d skipped a session the previous evening. But when Rose finally declared she was empty, I pulled out. Before Rose could complain, I yanked her back onto the bed properly and flipped her around to face me properly. I was so hard it hurt as I slammed myself back inside her. She squealed in delight, only stopping as I pressed my lips to hers. I sucked gently on her tongue as I pounded myself into her with all my strength. Just a minute later, Rose came violently, shaking bodily and clenching her internal muscles. This was all it took to flood her insides with my orgasm. We stayed locked together for a few more minutes and kissed one another softly. After the previous day, we deserved a little celebration. That’s when we heard a soft little moo. Turning around, there was Tina, grinding herself on my pillow, her face twisted to the heavens and a small trickle of fluid running down her legs. I was going to need more sheets...

      Climbing off Rose, I took her hand and helped her up. Turning around, Tina had replaced the pillow and was pretending like nothing had happened, despite the massive wet patch soaked into it. I just smiled and offered her my hand. She looked at it apprehensively and placed her hand in mine. I led both ladies towards the bathroom. Giving the door a quick knock first, we entered. Locking the door behind me, I started the shower. It made me smile, watching Rose lead Tina under the warm water. Tina’s face lit up with excitement, just like Rose’s did the first time she experienced hot water. I joined them and introduced Tina to the wonders of shampoo. Again, like Rose, her head, especially around her horns was very sensitive and her tail flicked in random directions as I rubbed her scalp.

      The comb was even worse. At least Rose could remain upright as I combed her hair. Tina had to be physically restrained to prevent totally collapsing. But soon enough, I had two clean and happy cows. Leading them back out of the bathroom, I spotted Claire and the blonde in the kitchen. Claire met my eyes, realising immediately I was naked and glanced away. I just shrugged... I wasn’t really used to having housemates, but I gestured for the ladies to keep moving. Soon the three of us were dressed. Rose in her usual assortment of bright clothing. But Tina seemed, when given the option, to like pants and long sleeves. Not that she minded the figure hugging pair of jeans and low cut cotton top, Rose gave her. I was just glad they seemed to have their own personalities and not some generic blank slate from their conditioning.

      Heading back out into the kitchen, I gave Claire a hand making a stack of French toast, while she desperately tried to not make eye contact.

      “Sorry about earlier. I should have knocked,” I offered as I turned over the toast to keep it cooking evenly.

      Claire just froze, glancing at the three cows dancing to the music playing through my TV. “It’s okay, but yes, please knock in the future.”

      I chuckled and nodded in agreement. “So, what did you name her?” I asked, changing the subject to something less awkward.

      “Heidi.”

      I nodded in appreciation. Three cows, with three beautiful names. “The brunette is, Tina.”

      I set some plates and cutlery on the table while Claire took off the last of the French toast. When it was plated and ready, I called over the cows and we all sat down to eat. Tina and Heidi needed to be taught how to use cutlery, and I also noticed that Heidi was still wearing her shift. Like Tina and Rose, she looked about the same size. But it was probably worth a shopping trip today. Then I needed to sort out somewhere else to go. Tonight though? Tonight I needed to fix my car.

      All things considered, I couldn’t be driving my car after all the damage that had been done. Not to mention it didn’t have number plates on it. So I called a maxi-taxi to pick us all up. While we waited, I sent Claire with Heidi to pick out something to wear from what Rose had in the wardrobe.

      An hour later, we walked into the shopping centre. Today was a finger bun day, so I bought everyone a treat. Claire watered up a little as she ate hers. But I left it for the moment, as we headed for the clothing store where Mary worked. Heading inside, I looked around and spotted the young woman. When she saw me, she headed over, before stopping in shock, seeing me surrounded by women.

      “Same deal as last time, the three cows are about the same size in most things,” I told her with a smile, before turning and heading for the chairs like last time. Only, as I sat down, Claire had followed me. “What’s up?”

      “I don’t have any money, remember?” she sighed, a little sadly.

      “Claire, go get whatever you need to stay two weeks in fresh clothes. I didn’t drag you along to leave you hanging in the same clothes you wore while chained to a bed.”

      I wasn’t expecting the hug. But just as quickly, she sniffed, wiping away a stray tear and left to join the others. I just smiled to myself, happy that they were happy. And just like last time, a familiar shadow loomed above me.

      “Seen this?” Mary said, sticking her phone under my nose.

      I looked at it, and there was a news article. The headline in bold was all that interested me.

      FOUR ARMED MEN SHOT IN DRAMATIC HIGH SPEED CHASE

      Below, was a picture of a burned out Mercedes. I just looked up at Mary and shrugged. “Looks like something bad happened. Do they have any leads?”

      Mary just stared at me, “No, none that I know of. I just thought it odd that you show up a few hours after an incident like this, with two more... Cows...”

      I just smiled, “What can I say? Coincidences happen all the time.”

      Mary just nodded softly. “The news report says they were armed, and the car was filled with shell casings. If, and I mean, IF, it was you. You did the right things getting those girls out.”

      Before I could respond, she flashed me a smile and turned away. I couldn’t be sure, but I had a feeling she’d keep quiet. She clearly wasn’t scared of me. And as she headed for the counter with armfuls of clothing, she was all smiles. Not the professional smiles, but ones that reached the eyes and lit up her face. It was pure luck I ran into her and not some less stellar character.

      After shopping, I ordered a taxi home. From there, I set the ladies loose on the television while I grabbed my laptop and sat myself in the bedroom. I surfed over a few places, before jumping on google maps. I checked out the surrounding area and made an interesting discovery. Beside Jones Flying Tours, there was a patch of bushland, with what looked like a large cabin centred in amongst the trees. A quick review of google couldn’t even give me an address, so I pulled out my phone and dialled Jones’s number.

      It rang a few times, before a familiar voice answered. “Jones flying tours, how can I help?”

      “Hi, Lori, do you know who owns the cabin in the trees to the west of your office?” I asked quickly.

      “Kye! I take it that things went well! It also just so happens, that we do. That was supposed to be our holiday home. Jones, the lazy shit he is, never finished doing the place up. Why? You need a place to go?”

      “Yeah, actually we do,” I grinned, thinking of the girls. “I rescued three more.”

      “I suppose that’s what all the trouble with the burned out merc was then,” Lori laughed darkly. “Wait... Three, I thought there were only two?”

      I sighed, “There was. But the on-site doctor was literally chained to a bed. So I brought her along and things got rough on the way out.”

      “Well... I suppose that makes sense. I won’t ask any more questions, but I’ll leave the keys under the doormat. Let me know when you’re settled in, we’ll come for a visit.”

      “Thanks, Lori,” I said with a smile.

      “You just look after those ladies, or I’ll come knocking.”

      I laughed just as she hung up. That was two problems down. Now I just needed to wait for nightfall so I could move my car down to my storage shed. It was only a minutes’ drive down the road, but I still didn’t want to risk moving it in daylight. Heading back out to the lounge, the ladies were all curled up on the couch watching some chick flick. But, with nothing better to do, I sat down and was immediately swamped by Rose and Tina.
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        * * *

      

      Hours later, well after we’d all had dinner, I made my announcement. Rose and Tina were going to stay home with Claire and Heidi. Rose had her phone in case someone needed to get in contact with me. With a kiss from Rose and a shy hug from Tina, I headed out the door. It was a little nerve-wracking being on my own again. I had gotten so used to Rose being with me wherever I went. But I shrugged and pressed the button for the elevator.

      Getting out in the car-park, I made my way back over to my car. After a quick check to make sure I was alone, I pulled off the cover and stuffed it in the boot. Climbing into the driver’s seat, I twisted the key. Thankful that the engine roared to life in an instant. It’s always nice to know there was nothing seriously wrong with it after our little adventure. So with little fuss, I put it in gear and drove it down the road to my storage unit. It was a private unit, originally rented out as a small garage. So naturally, I contacted the owner and made an offer. Now I have my own private workshop.

      Pulling in, I closed the door behind me and quickly got to work. Putting the car on a hoist, I raised it up so I could check the undercarriage. As expected, all the armour plating saved me from any damage. So I quickly hosed out the dirt and grass, as well as a couple of sticks that got caught. The tires were another matter. The two front tires were fine, but both rears had punctures from shots they’d taken. Thankfully, I had spares already mounted on the rims, waiting to go on. So I started there, swapping the destroyed tires for fresh ones. Lowering the car back to ground level, I pushed it back, so it was clear of the hoist.

      I spent the next couple hours replacing all the glass. I had several replacement sets made up years earlier in case I ever needed them for anything. Originally, I was thinking more like a fire destroying my car and needing to build a new one. But replacements for bullet impacts worked too. After this, it was all cheating. There was no way I was going to be able to replace all the body panels. So with a can of expanding foam, a heat gun and some cheap spray paint, I thanked the fact I drove an older vehicle. It was just after midnight when I finally pulled up back at home. The elevator felt like it took forever and I quickly rushed inside, eager for bed.

      That was until I actually made it into the bedroom. Where I expected to find Rose and Tina asleep, they were far from it. Rose was on all fours, with Tina beneath her in a sixty-nine position. Rose hadn’t noticed me enter the room as she was facing away from me. But Tina stared at me, frozen in shock as her face slowly turned scarlet. All thoughts of sleep immediately left as I stepped into the room. Leaning down, I gently kissed Tina, who mooed softly. Rose realised something was up and lifted herself up slightly.

      “What’s wrong, are you okay? Master will be back soon, I promise.” Rose said softly, still not turning around as she kissed the inside of Tina’s thigh.

      I just winked at Tina, and slid myself into Rose with a single thrust. Rose gasped in shock, before letting out a long moo of pleasure as I slowly began luxuriating in the feeling of her warm, wet tunnel. It surprised me a little, when I felt a tongue gently lick from the base of my cock, up and over Rose’s clitoris. Rose mooed in delight a second time, before diving back between Tina’s legs. If I had to guess, Tina was currently sucking on Rose’s clit. As I was thrusting, it occurred to me that Rose hadn’t been milked.

      “Rose-“

      “Tina milked me earlier, she’s such a good cow, master,” Rose gasped. “You should fuck her really well as a reward.”

      I just smiled at the sound of Tina letting out a nervous moo. Then I went back to thrusting into Rose, causing her to roll through an orgasm. A few minutes later, I felt a soft mouth envelop my testicles. The sudden change in temperature, combined with a soft tongue and I froze up. Rose, feeling me suddenly stop, started rocking back and forth on her own. I couldn’t help but explode, firing my seed deep into Rose as she continued to milk me with her pussy. Before my orgasm was over, a small hand reached up and pried me loose. Before I could respond, Tina’s lips wrapped around the head of my cock. She happily suckled on the tip, earning an extra spurt of my cum. Pulling away from the extreme sensation, I watched as the shy little cow devoured Rose with a passion. I was gobsmacked, watching Rose writhing in pleasure as Tina dug out my sperm, I was hard again before she finished. When Rose finally lifted herself off Tina, I caught her attention.

      “Tina, do you want a turn?” I asked gently.

      Tina glanced at Rose, earning a small smile, before she turned back to me. “M-master... Is it okay... If I wait?”

      Honestly, I was a little disappointed, but I couldn’t be mad. After all, they went through their entire lives, I was willing to never touch her again if it made her happy. “Of course it’s okay. I’m not going to force you to do anything you don’t want to. I promise.”

      “Thank you, master,” Tina whispered.

      I just crawled into the bed, smiling as my cows crawled up either side of me. It was, unfortunately, a little tense. All I could smell was a combination of the cows cum, alongside their heavenly natural scent. The softness of their bodies had me pitching a tent, despite the weight of the sheets.

      “Master is uncomfortable,” Tina whispered.

      Rose nodded in agreement. Before I could work out what was happening, both of them ducked under the blanket. A warm mouth latched over the head of my cock, while another gave long licks up and down the shaft. They kept this up for a minute before they swapped. I did not know where they’d learned this, but it was a mystery to unravel when I had more brain to my blood...

      Before long, I erupted into one of their mouths while the other licked at my balls. When they came up from under the blanket, Tina leaned over me, only to be met by Rose who kissed her passionately. It took me a moment, but I realised that I’d cum inside Tina’s mouth and they were now sharing my load between them. A few seconds more, and they pulled away. Each of them swallowed, before giving me a smile. I just laid there in shock as Rose cuddled up against me. Tina did the same, but kept her head curled down, like she was embarrassed. They were both so very different, and yet so similar. I loved Rose more than anything... But I was certainly feeling similarly towards Tina...
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      “Oomph!”

      A sudden weight drove the wind out of me. My first thought was that I was being attacked. But snapping my eyes open, I was face to face with Tina. Her face was screwed up in pain and she looked torn with indecision.

      “I’m sorry!” she sobbed.

      A familiar pang ran through me, just as I felt a pair of hands grab my growing erection. Like with Rose, I didn’t have a chance to respond. I felt the sudden sensation of my cock being forced into her tight, wet, hole. I grinned as Tina arched her back and mooed in ecstasy as she immediately orgasmed. Just like Rose, four streams of milk shot from her nipples and she frowned in despair as she ‘wasted it.’

      Surging upright I grasped the small woman around the shoulders and pushed her back. Landing on top of her, I took her nipples in my mouth and drank her milk. It was similar in taste to Rose’s, but with a hint of honey rather than vanilla.

      “Keep going, master,” Rose whispered into my ear.

      I doubled down on my efforts, slapping my pelvis into Tina’s with enough force to push her down the bed. So it was lucky when Rose took hold of Tina and latched onto her opposite breast. I listened to the satisfied moan of delight from Rose, just before Tina’s squeal drowned it out. Feeling Tina’s muscles clench down on my erection, I quickly slipped out of her. I wasn’t about to finish now and risk leaving both cows unsatisfied. But seeing Tina’s pout, I couldn’t resist crawling down between her legs. I spent a few minutes lapping methodically through her lower lips only occasionally focusing on her clitoris.

      After pushing Tina into yet another orgasm I sat up and left her to Rose. Heading to the bathroom I remembered to knock this time. As expected, I got no reply, so I pushed the door open. Confirming the room was empty, I grabbed the pails and headed back to my room.

      Pushing through the door, I groaned seeing Tina still laying where she was. Rose, was busy making slurping noises between her legs while her tail flicked from side to side. I left them for a minute... Maybe a few minutes, before approaching and slapping Rose on the ass, eliciting a soft moo.

      “Grab her and don’t stop.”

      Rose slowly wrapped her arms around Tina’s waist and lifted her face for a moment. “Yes, master.”

      I set the buckets on the floor beside the bed and reached for Rose’s hips. I roughly took hold and dragged her backwards until she was half off the bed. Like the good cow she was, she kept Tina in her arms and dragged her along as well. Now Rose was kneeling, with her breasts hanging free. Her shoulders were still on the bed and she resumed lapping at Tina’s clit. I nudged the pails into position, below her nipples and lined myself up behind her.

      In practised motion, I slowly slid myself balls deep in a single motion. I tried desperately not to cum as Rose mooed into Tina’s crotch. But after a moment, I reached forward and took Rose’s nipples in hand. I spent the next few minutes thrusting into Rose while milking her. I was gritting my teeth by the time Rose finally went dry and it was almost painful pulling myself free from her depths. Only now did Rose lift away from Tina’s swollen slit. The tired smile she gave me, made my erection throb uncomfortably.

      “Swap with Tina,” I said, leaning forward and giving her a small, but loving kiss.

      Rose stumbled to her hooves, narrowly avoiding knocking over a pail. Tina just rolled over and slid backwards until she was in the position Rose was. I’d originally planned to wait for Rose to get into position, but I was hurting. Sliding into Tina I reached around and grasped her nipples. Ignoring her moos that turned into squeaks I started milking the small brunette.

      Rose finally regained enough composure to rejoin the party and climbed up onto the bed. I watched in silent amusement as Rose grabbed Tina by the hair and yanked upwards. I was about to ask Rose to stop, when Tina moaned out, “Yes.”

      I paused for a moment, before Rose pinned the smaller woman’s mouth into her mound. Tina must have gotten straight to work as Rose mooed and flopped onto her back. Realising everything was okay, I started hammering into Tina with all the aggression I thought she could handle. I watched as Rose shuddered and writhed through another orgasm, just as I realised Tina’s nipples were barely dripping.

      Tina lifted her head away from Rose and twisted around to look at me. “Please master. Harder!”

      Gripping her hips, I started slamming into the small brunette as hard as I could. Between thrusts, I ground my crotch into hers, revelling in the feeling of her insides randomly clenching as her orgasm built. I felt my cock tap on the opening of her cervix right as she loudly mooed. That was the queue for her muscles to clench tightly over my cock and I fired my seed deep into her.

      I fell forward, wrapping my arms around her as our orgasm subsided. When Tina’s breathing finally calmed, I leaned back and slipped my length from her. The hooded stare she gave me, told me she would have preferred it if I hadn’t. But ignoring the small twitch from my spent member, I stood and helped Tina upright. Scooping her into my arms, I placed her back on the bed, beside Rose. Climbing on beside her, I settled down for a quick nap. Which was immediately interrupted.

      “Mmmm-master master! Sensitive!” Tina squealed, before mooing into yet another orgasm.

      Looking down, there was Rose lapping my seed straight out of Tina’s slit. I wasn’t sure how it happened, but I was hard again just watching. By the time Rose finished with Tina she was a twitching wreck. Laying there in a blissed out puddle. When I felt Rose’s lips close around the head of my cock. Snapping to attention, I barely lasted two minutes before unloading into her mouth. Rose just mooed softly as she sucked me clean and swallowed.

      I still did not know where she learned that...

      After a brief rest, snuggled between two beautiful cows, it was finally time to get up. I sent the ladies to the bathroom to start the shower. In the meantime, I took the pails and transferred the contents into the bottles. It was becoming a bit of a problem, to be honest. The entire top shelf and part of the second was all stacked bottles of milk. I was going to have to find something to do with them. Considering the expressions from Rose and Tina when it was ‘wasted’ I seriously doubted they would appreciate me pouring it away. But that would be tomorrow’s problem. Today’s, was moving.

      Heading back to the bathroom, I paused outside, as I could hear them talking.

      “I just worry I’m going to get in trouble,” Tina’s voice whispered.

      “No no. He’s nothing like they said our master would be. He actually got mad at me for not sleeping on the bed with him,” Rose giggled.

      Tina sighed softly before saying, “I don’t want to be a disappointment.”

      I pushed open the door, taking in the sight of both my cows cuddling in the shower. “You won’t be. All I want from you is your happiness. You’re safe with me and I’m going to take care of you. Both of you.”

      Rose just beamed, but Tina looked like she was trying not to cry. Walking up to them both, I stepped, fully clothed into the shower and took the small woman in my arms. “Please don’t cry. I only want you to be happy.”

      Unfortunately, this had the opposite effect. I suddenly had a sobbing woman clutching me tightly... Seriously, whatever genetic experimentation went on with these women, they had some serious muscle. If they didn’t have gentle dispositions, they’d never have been able to be controlled.

      When we were all clean and dry, I remembered to walk out wrapped in a towel. But Claire and Heidi weren’t up yet, which was a little confusing. Heading back to the room, we all dressed. As expected, Rose went for bright colours, Tina went for figure hugging pants and long sleeves. As usual, I gawked and stared at these two gorgeous creatures until even Rose blushed shyly.

      This morning was bacon and eggs. I was halfway through, when Claire and Heidi finally joined us. But rather than their chipper expressions from yesterday, both looked troubled. Heidi immediately went and sat with the cows and Claire wordlessly started making coffee. I’m pretty sure I know what the problem was...

      “Claire?” I whispered, catching her attention.

      “Sorry, it’s been a... rough morning...” Claire sighed.

      “Problems milking?” I offered. Claire’s gaze immediately snapped up to mine. “Try, um... try internal stimulation... That’s what works with Tina and Rose.”

      Claire just dropped the spoon she held halfway to a mug and stormed over to Heidi. Grabbing the blonde cow by the hand, she started dragging her towards the bedroom. I just called out, “Bathroom!” Claire’s red, embarrassed face passed, followed by a confused-looking Heidi.

      I didn’t look up as the bathroom door closed a little harder than necessary, but the sudden loud “MOOO!” Followed by “Mistress, I’m wasting it!” Told me everything I needed to know. The chuckles I heard from Rose and Tina had me grinning.

      All up, the ladies and I had finished our breakfast and were lounging in front of the television when Claire and Heidi returned. I didn’t speak, but by Heidi’s wobbly gait and Claire’s embarrassed but relieved smile, I knew things were okay. Especially when Claire whispered, “Thanks,” as she sat down to eat. I waited until Claire and Heidi had finished their meals before announcing my plans.

      “Okay, ladies. I’ve found somewhere to go. Somewhere we can be safe for a while. Claire, Heidi, you are more than welcome to come with us and I plan to leave today.” I waited, seeing Claire’s hopeful nod before continuing. “Just pack all the new clothing I’ve bought you. You’ll also need whatever toiletries we’ve got and food. Everything else is expendable. If we find out we need it later, we’ll buy it. But I don’t want any reason to come back here.”

      With my speech said, it was time to start my own packing. As well as the aforementioned items, I was also bringing my laptop, Jim’s laptop and my M4 out of my gun cabinet. Judging by the laptop and the no-fly-zone, I figured this group would find me, eventually. If that was the case, it would be better to be in an area I could defend appropriately. My inner city apartment was not that place.

      A little over an hour later, I carried the last bags through the car park. I may have misjudged the amount of clothing I had purchased recently. The boot was stacked neatly with boxes of food and a few other items. Then there were large bin bags stuffed to bursting with clothing. These were strewn throughout the vehicle. With the boot completely filled, each of the ladies was carrying a bag on their laps. I just shook my head as I climbed into the driver’s seat and started driving.

      Half an hour later, I circled the property. I was hoping it would have its own entrance, but it looked like the only way in was from a road that ran behind the helicopter hangar. For now, it couldn’t be helped. Pulling under the ‘Jones flying tours’ sign, I figured it would be best to introduce everyone. I pulled into a parking space, there were a couple vehicles here, so I figured Jones was out on a tour. Rose was the first out of the car, while Heidi, Tina and Claire followed moments later. After locking the doors, I made my way to the office building, when the door opened and Lori herself stepped out.

      “I thought that was you,” she grinned.

      “Yep, was hoping there was another entrance, but all I could see was the road behind the hangar.”

      Lori nodded, “There’s a cleared section on the far side from here. You’d have to knock a section of fence down, but it would let you in without being seen.”

      Yeah... Lori and Jones always came through for me.

      “So, introduce me to these lovely ladies,” Lori smiled.

      “Okay, so you’ve met Rose, so this is Tina,” I gestured to the brunette who smiled shyly.

      “Oh, there’s no need to be shy,” Lori chuckled. “Come here!”

      I barely saw Tina’s eyes flash to mine before Lori took her in a firm hug. When Lori finally released her, Claire stepped forward.

      “I’m Claire, and this is Heidi,” she said, nodding at the blonde cow.

      Lori smiled, taking in the pair of them. “You must be the doctor then. Kye told me everything. So now, if there’s anything you need or want, let me know. I figure you’ll be in hiding for a while, so I’ll bring you anything you need for the time being.”

      I smiled, “Thanks Lori.”

      “You’re welcome. Now, head over to the cabin. I’ll bring Jones round tonight with some dinner.”

      We didn’t get to respond as Lori turned on her heel and headed back inside. So with a shrug, I lead the ladies back to the car. The road to the cabin was just dirt. It wasn’t even smooth, filled with rocks and ruts. I wasn’t sure a normal vehicle would have made it down, but my four-wheel drive didn’t have a problem. It did, however, take about five minutes to drive the length of the driveway so I wouldn’t damage anything. I decided if anything, I would make that road worse. I didn’t want anyone getting in too easily in an emergency, and my car could handle a lot more if I didn’t mind busting it up a little.

      When the trees finally parted, the ‘cabin’ came into view. From the satellite image, I had assumed this was a decent sized property, single story and comfortable. Lori had also mentioned that it was their ‘holiday home’ that Jones hadn’t finished getting ready. The reality was this cabin was two stories tall, well constructed and seemed to have both solar power and water tanks. I couldn’t contain my grin as I pulled the parking brake and got out. Leaving the ladies to shuffle through the bags, I headed for the front door. From the looks of things, it was a heavy solid piece. Which perfectly suited the logs that made the walls. Unlike the farmhouse I’d assaulted, I doubted we’d have issues with bullet’s penetrating the walls here.

      Flipping up the doormat, sure enough, there was a set of keys. I stood and unlocked the door, feeling the lock move smoothly. Pushing the door open, I smiled. Lori had obviously come around and done some cleaning. There wasn’t even dust and the air conditioning was running already. With a grin, I made my way back to the car. I gave the ladies a hand carrying everything inside. Leaving all the clothing and other items in what was a large and spacious lounge, I shooed off the cows to explore. While they were occupied, I carried the boxes of food into the kitchen and started unpacking. I listened to their excited babble as the cows went up and down the stairs several times. Having multiple staircases was something to be mindful of.

      By the time I was finished, all four of them had come back to the kitchen. Claire was showing Heidi to make tea. Rose and Tina were talking in hushed whispers and I was double checking all the equipment in the kitchen. It, thankfully, was fully stocked with all the pots, pans and utensils I would ever need. Satisfied, I gave Rose and Tina a kiss each, and headed around for my own exploration. The first floor was spacious. The front door leads into the lounge. On the far side was the kitchen, with an equally sturdy back door. To the left, was a double garage, currently empty, but I could move my car in later. On the right, was a study, a bathroom and a day room with a spa sunk into the middle of the floor. With a grin, I figured it would get a lot of use in the future.

      There was a staircase on either side of the house. One set at the door to the garage, the other at the study. So I used the closest one and went upstairs. This was far more contained. They certainly built this place to last. The walls everywhere were full logs, which had the added benefit of insulation. Upstairs was three bedrooms, all with en-suites and walk-in robes. But there was also a covered balcony that hung over the back of the house, where it couldn’t be seen from the driveway. With a sense of satisfaction, I made my way downstairs. I did not know what Lori meant when she said that Jones hadn’t finished doing the place up. It seemed perfect to me.

      “Well ladies, have we picked rooms?” I asked.

      Claire shook her head. “All the rooms are the same. I figured we’d take the ones on each end and leave the middle spare.”

      I couldn’t see any problems. That would leave us all equal distances to stairs and therefore exits. “Sure, I’ll take the room on the garage side.”

      “Deal,” Claire smiled. “That means our room is closer to the spa!”

      With everyone’s help, we soon had all our belongings upstairs and unpacked. That’s when I realised our first issue. Picking up my phone I dialled for Lori.

      “Jones flying tours, you’re speaking with Lori,” she said with a smile.

      “I really need to get your personal number,” I groaned.

      Lori laughed back, “Yeah, you don’t deserve my customer service. Anyway, what did you forget?”

      I laughed, “It’s not... Well... Not quite. I need a pair of milking pails. We’ve been keeping them in the bathroom, but now we have individual en-suites. The shopping centre on main street has them in the decorations section.”

      “Hmm,” Lori started. “I might actually have a set here in the shed. If I can find them, I’ll bring them round tonight.”

      “Thanks Lori,” I said.

      “No problem, gotta go!”

      I set the phone down and turned back around. Rose and Tina were excitedly bouncing on the king sized bed. I’d just checked my phone, so I knew it was a little too early for milking. But that didn’t mean we couldn’t just enjoy ourselves. Sneaking up on the pair, they were oblivious to my approach, right until my arm swept both their legs out from under them. With a squeal each, I crawled up onto the bed between them. That was all the invitation Rose needed to press her lips to my own. Like before, Tina seemed shy and reluctant to join us. Reaching out my hand, I found her shoulder. But that wasn’t my target. Slipping my hand lower, I was able to take a handful of Tina’s left breast. Digging my fingers into her firm flesh, I heard a small moo. I was beginning to understand Tina a little more. Shy on the outside, but she liked rough treatment and being controlled. So without easing my grip, I firmly pulled her down into my embrace.

      As Rose pulled away, I pressed my lips to Tina’s and kissed her passionately. “Tina,” I breathed. She pulled away, letting me see those big eyes, a split second before she shyly looked away. “Tina, look at me.”

      “M-master?” She whispered, meeting my eyes with a nervous expression.

      “I want you to trust me. I’m never going to hurt you. Not like you expect me too... I love you.”

      In a flash, the small brunette tackled me. She clutched at me desperately, like I was about to disappear. “I-I-I Love you too, master... My master...”

      We were joined by Rose a second later, who smiled and cuddled up to us both. Unfortunately, as heart-warming as this all was, it was also a bit of a mood killer. So with a grunt, I shuffled Tina round to lie on the bed, and I sat up.

      “Alright ladies, I’ve got a bit of work to do,” I said, giving them a quick wave and heading downstairs.

      First things first, should scope out the land. Heading out the back door, I started circling the property. Sure enough, finding the cleared section for the alternate driveway was easy. Following that, I found where it let out. With all the natural scrub surrounding it, there was no chance to spot it from the road beyond the trees. Which is how I missed it to begin with. Also, from what I could see of the fence, it was just a low set twin beams, like on any other farm. I decided at that moment, I wouldn’t bother using this as a driveway. In an emergency, I could plow through with my four-wheel drive and leave without an immediately obvious route to follow. Stepping off the road, I explored the forested section of the land. It was several hundred metres deep and completely obscured the cabin. There was no way to see through and I didn’t have to worry about leaving lights off to hide.

      I was also pleasantly surprised to find lots of ruts and holes. Anyone attempting to sneak onto the property would have to take it slow to avoid twisting their ankles or falling over. I figured I’d have to get out and set a few trip wires as well... Just in case...

      Heading back to the cabin, I could see Claire and Heidi leaning on the balcony. I gave them a quick wave as I headed back inside. It was good timing too, as I heard the familiar sound of Jones’s helicopter pass overhead.

      An hour later, as the sun set, I heard a car coming down the driveway. I made my way out the front, where I met Jones and Lori at their car. It was a good thing too, as it took all three of us to carry the milking pails and buckets of fried chicken. The rest of the evening was full of polite chatter. Jones, as usual, was oblivious to most of the goings on. He’d been an excellent captain, but outside of the military, he put little effort into thinking. While the cows loved the chicken, Claire had to excuse herself after the first bite. I didn’t want to embarrass her, but I was pretty sure she went to cry. It really is the little things you miss.

      After Lori and Jones went home for the night, I handed Claire the milking pails. She thanked me and headed upstairs with a grinning Heidi on her heels. Heading up the opposite stairs, Rose and Tina, who knew exactly what the plan was, accompanied me. Unlike myself... Heading into the bedroom, I felt strong arms wrap around my middle. Far stronger than any normal human, which oddly was a comfort. Before I knew it, Rose had thrown me bodily across the room onto the bed. I knew it was Rose, because Tina had darted into the bathroom to collect the pails.

      What followed, was something I’d only dreamed of as a teenager... Rose jumped on top of me. Stripping my pants off in a flurry of activity. Tina placed a pail either side of me, which confused me for a moment. Only a moment. As Rose’s sopping entry slipped over my erection, I simply stopped caring. But the sound of her delighted moos was quickly cut off as Tina threw a leg over my face. So there I was, Rose riding me for all she was worth, while they gave me little option but to lick and suck on the lower lips, and clitoris of a sopping wet Tina. And just like clockwork, I was about to explode... Right as Rose got off.

      In a flash, the sudden onset of bright lights blinded me. At least until I felt Tina impale herself on me, just as Rose swung her leg over my chest. She looked down on me, looking almost guilty. I could tell she was torn. While I hadn’t said no, to any of this... I mean, why would I?... She wasn’t completely comfortable with me being under their power. Forgoing and signs of my potential discomfort. I wrapped my arms around Rose’s hips and dragged her upwards. She was going to be punished alright... Straight away, I latched my lips over her clit and sucked firmly. Rose bucked and mooed in shock at the sudden sensation. But I didn’t stop... Hell... As Tina finally gave me the relief of my orgasm, I sucked even harder. Rose made a sound that started as a moo and ended with a scream. She also gushed fluids over my chin and neck. Not that it stopped me.

      Feeling Tina climb off me wasn’t a good enough reason for me to stop either. Rose just rolled her eyes, somewhere between ecstasy and agony. But still she panted and gently rolled her hips. At least until she started begging...

      “Master... Master please...” She moaned softly.

      I took hold of her hips, making sure she wouldn’t go anywhere, before letting go. “Yes, Rose?” I said, before giving her several long licks.

      Shuddering each time my tongue passed over her swollen clit, Rose mumbled, “Please master, I’m so sensitive.”

      “One more orgasm and I’ll let you go,” I said.

      Rose smiled, despite her pained expression and nodded. So I went back to sucking on her clitoris, somewhat more gently this time. I felt Tina move around behind her, a moment before Rose gasped and leaned forward. I could feel something tapping my chin as I worked on Rose and I guessed that Tina was fingering her from behind. In no time at all, Rose was crying out in her final orgasm, before ripping herself away from my mouth. She flopped back on the bed and laid there with her hand between her legs, panting like she’d run a marathon.

      I kinda felt bad, so I gently moved to cuddle her. But feeling my arms wrap around her shoulders, she rolled, flashing me a thousand-watt smile. I just grinned and pulled her tightly against my chest. Rolling so I was laying flat, I didn’t give a shit we were laying sideways on the bed. Advantage of a king-size is it didn’t really matter. Tina crawled to her feet and switched off the light. Coming back, she collected a kiss before snuggling against my opposite shoulder.

      How did I ever get so lucky?
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      Shuddering in bliss, I dropped into the hot water of the spa. I settled myself into a corner seat and relaxed into the powerful water jets. It had been a long week. I’m sure I’ll get used to things eventually, but keeping two cows... satisfied... Twice daily, on top of getting this place ready... I was beat... The first thing that needed to be done was security. The driveway was booby-trapped now. I’d designed it so you needed a four-wheel drive and had to intentionally drive through all the potholes. If you tried to drive anything else, like a sedan, you’d need to follow the smoother trail. The smoother trail, which was now filled with hidden pitfalls and wheel spikes. I’d even made sure Jones and Lori knew how to get in.

      The second step was securing our exit. The hidden driveway was perfect for that. I’d planted several grasses and small shrubs in all the ditches along its length. So it looked even worse than before, but was actually smoother to drive on than the main entrance.

      The last step was the surrounding trees. I didn’t want anyone sneaking up to the house in the dark. So a combination of alarmed motion sensors, motion activated lights by the house and a series of trip wires and ankle snares... It just wasn’t possible to get close to the house without setting off something. But, that was also the source of my discomfort. Just inside the clearing that made our yard, I’d set a few extras. Dead weight traps... Anywhere that looked like an excellent staging area for a charge, now had logs hidden in the trees. One wrong step, and those logs would come swinging down. All in all, I felt we could finally relax a bit, hence my ass in this spa.

      So that’s what led to this moment. I was actually hiding from the ladies of the house. Turns out, those new ‘tricks’ that Rose and Tina have been trying out, were because of Claire. That first night I went off to fix my car, Claire organised a ‘girls’ night.’ Things were said, more were discussed and when Claire ran out of explanations, Rose supplied her with my old laptop and they looked things up. I gotta tell you... Tandem blowjobs instead of an alarm clock... Life hack of the year.

      But, said ‘girls’ nights’ was the reason I was in the spa. The ladies were upstairs, after kicking me out. Apparently I was early, and that made it my fault. I wasn’t completely sure what I had interrupted, but they were all in various states of undress. I’m also pretty sure the underwear Tina wore were crotch-less. Lori was probably responsible for where it all came from... Probably a good thing they all got along.

      “I’m not a lesbian,” Claire said from behind me.

      I snorted and sat up, not realising someone had followed me in. In my musings I didn’t notice her walk up. “I... Ah... I never.”

      “It’s okay,” Claire laughed. “The girls and I have been talking about this for a while. I suppose, now it’s time to hear your thoughts.” I sat silently, watching as she stripped to her underwear and slipped into the spa beside me. She ignored me at first, getting herself comfortable. But with a deep breath, she turned to me and continued. “I wasn’t a virgin when they captured me. I was terrified of what they would do to me. But like the girls, they never touched me, not like that anyway. Jim had this idea that they could inspire my loyalty if they played nice. But... That’s another story.” She shuffled around to face me.

      I just sat and stared at her. I had a feeling I knew where this conversation was going. Claire crept towards me, stripping off her, now soaked, bra. “Heidi, like Rose and Tina. She’s just… So easy to fall in love with.” Claire sighed, placing her hands on my shoulders. “There’s just one slight problem… After all these years. I could really appreciate a good man, with a good dick. And from what I’ve been told, and… heard… You might have what I need.”

      Now I was feeling very nervous. Claire was beautiful. Just like Heidi. Just like Rose and Tina, but... “Claire… I don’t know what to say.” I really didn’t. I didn’t rescue her in order to sleep with her. In that department, I was well taken care of.

      “Then don’t say anything, I’ll take care of you,” Claire purred as she climbed onto my lap.

      “Wait!” I cried. In a flash, I stood, slipping a partially nude Claire back into the water. Sitting on the edge of the tub, I took Claire by the shoulders. She had a sad expression on her face. “I’m sorry, Claire. Shit… I’ve already got two beautiful women in my life. I love Rose and Tina so much, I would feel like I was betraying them. Really, you’re gorgeous, but I won’t risk hurting them.”

      Claire relaxed as she heard what I had to say. Before calling out, “LADIES!” which must have been the signal for them all to storm in. Before I knew what was happening Rose and Tina were sitting either side of me. And, from the sounds of things, Heidi was directly behind me. “Ladies, it seems I was wrong after all.”

      “Master?” Rose asked softly, “Is Claire not pretty enough?” I just gaped like a dying fish while I searched for words. “Tina, Heidi and I thought she was pretty enough…”

      “Rose… Claire is beautiful. Just like you, just like Tina.” I twisted around to look at the taller blonde. “Just like Heidi,” I said, ignoring her blush. “But I’ve already got two beautiful cows, that I could never live without.”

      Rose just looked across to Tina, who stared at me like I’d grown a second head. “Why would you live without us, master?”

      “I don’t want to hurt you. Neither… None of you!” I said, looking at each of the ladies present.

      Tina giggled, Rose just shook her head slowly, “Silly, master. You love us too much to hurt us… You know that.” Before I could come up with a response, Rose pushed me back, so I was laying flat. “Now, master. You said, I had permission, so long as you didn’t say no in advance.” I gasped as a pair of hands slipped down the front of my shorts.

      Lifting my head to look down, Rose intercepted with her lips. In a flash, I was laying flat again. A second set of hands swiftly disrobed me. My eyes flew open. Not that I could see much. Just Rose’s lust filled gaze, Heidi looking nervous and biting her lip, and Tina shifting lower. A moment later, I felt wet lips engulf the head of my cock. I was… pretty sure… They were Tina’s. They bobbed up and down a few times as her tongue swirled around the head. It was a beautiful agony… right until the faint pop signalled cool air.

      Tina shifted back up and Rose moved over so she could kiss me. Then they both leaned back. Claire was positioned above me. Knees either side of my hips. She reached down and grabbed my painfully erect cock and pointed it upward.

      “Yes or no, master,” Rose cooed in my ear.

      I looked over at Tina, who was eye fucking me. I’m pretty sure I had her worked out. Being cuckolded by another woman was basically foreplay for her. Heidi on the other hand, was blushing furiously, but making no attempt to hide the fact she was masturbating. Looking down at Claire, she was staring at me. I watched her silently mouth the word ‘please,’ before I nodded. “Yes.”

      I couldn’t help the groan that escaped. Claire was more than ready for me. She sunk herself onto my cock in a single movement. Only stopping to roll her hips when she was firmly seated. Rose and Tina were kissing above me, just enjoying the atmosphere.

      Claire met my eyes and tensed her muscles. “Next time, I want you to make love to me on a bed.”

      That was all the warning I got before she leaned back. I had to grit my teeth as she raised her hips, only to slam them back down. She was fucking the entire length of my cock while it pressed to the front wall of her tunnel. I could no longer see her face because her head was rolled back.

      “Mistress!” Heidi cried.

      I had a brief pang of regret as I watched an equally regretful Claire sit upright. Right until Rose and Tina made room, and I found myself staring at Heidi’s glistening crotch. Must be part of their genetics, just like Rose and Tina, it was literally running down her legs. There were even a few drips that landed on my face.

      I was confused for the briefest moment, before I could hear the sounds of kissing. A moment later, Claire started rolling her hips. I just groaned, the womanly lips above me screamed ‘lick me,’ but Heidi wasn’t my cow. I wasn’t really sure what to do. That was until she shifted a second time. All I could tell from this position, was that Heidi had leaned forward. Right until I felt the flick of a tongue where my cock met Claire’s lips. Claire’s gasp just confirmed it. And… well… two can play that game.

      Reaching around Heidi’s hips, I dragged her lower half closer to my face. Running my tongue through her lips, Heidi tensed for the briefest moment… then ground herself down against my mouth. In a word… spicy. Not in a bad way. Just in a slightly different from Rose and Tina way. Though I could tell she was used to a woman’s touch. Unlike Rose and Tina, Heidi actively ground herself down against my invading tongue. She had, no doubt, learned it from Claire.

      “Oh god!” Claire shrieked.

      I felt an enormous pressure clamp down on my cock. A split second later, hot fluid gushed out of her. If I weren’t still wet from the spa, I certainly was now. I could still feel her twitching and convulsing right until Heidi removed herself and helped Claire climb off me. A splash signalled Heidi dragging Claire into the spa to calm down. I sat up, and just glimpsed Claire’s after sex smile… right before Rose engulfed the head of my cock in her mouth. Not wanting to be left out, Tina’s tongue joined in.

      I grunted out my frustration as Rose pulled away. I was so close to my end.

      “Uh uh, master. That’s for later. Claire couldn’t have it, but I want to share it.”

      I watched in equal confusion and frustration as Rose grabbed Tina. It was amazing watching such a tiny figure, manhandled by her sister with such ease. Moreso, when Rose impaled Tina on my cock. I was now leaning back on my elbows. Rose was sitting between my knees, and Tina was riding me, reverse cowgirl. I watched in fascination as Rose threw her leg over Tina’s and shuffled closer. Tina mooed softly as Rose began tribbing against her. I could see in Rose’s eyes, she was close to coming, but fighting it hard. So it wasn’t much of a surprise when Tina finally climaxed. With the rhythmic pulses of her muscles clenching on my cock I fired my seed deep inside her.

      The moment my cock finished contracting, Rose pushed Tina flat against me. “Hold this,” Rose smiled.

      Momentarily confused due to lack of blood flow, I complied. Wrapping Tina up in my arms, I held her tightly against my chest. Once ready, Rose quickly fished my now semi erect cock from Tina. The quick suck I felt made me shiver. But I wasn’t the intended target.

      “M-m-master!” Tina mooed, “Sensitive, sensitive!”

      “What’s wrong, Tina?” I chuckled and kissed her neck, earning another small moo.

      “M-master, Rose is l-licking me. Hahh. Sensitive, please!”

      “Please? You want more? You greedy cow,” I chuckled as I continued to kiss the sides of her neck.

      I continued to hold the struggling cow as Rose forced her into her next orgasm. She continued to writhe in a mixture of ecstasy and agony right to the end. When Rose was done with her game, she moved up beside me. I saw the mischievous look in her eye as she kissed me.

      “Master!” Tina screeched. “Sensitive!” She mooed.

      I was a little worried about the screech, but I quickly realised she was viciously twisting her own nipples. She let out an almighty moo and nearly pulled herself free from my grip as she arched her back. I was a little surprised to see Claire sit herself up. Surprise gave way to excitement as I felt her hand grab my semi-erect cock. A few tugs, a quick suck, a lick of Tina’s clit that made her squeak, and I was back inside the small brunette.

      By now she just moaned softly as her body randomly twitched and jerked. The tongue I felt run from my balls up the base of my cock and disappearing over Tina’s mound, was Heidi’s. Another joined it and almost immediately a third. Claire and the cows were taking it in turns to lick and suck on mine and Tina’s joining. Tina was softly mooing between breaths. She no longer tried to struggle. But the rhythmic contractions of her muscles told me she achieved orgasm twice more before we were done.

      This time, before I finished, someone pulled me free. This earned a gasp from Tina, and a gasp from me as three mouths went to work. I’m not entirely sure which one got my load… but they all shared it, except for Tina, who I suspect has fallen asleep on me.

      With the ladies fed, I shifted around and laid Tina across my lap. Sure enough, she was out like a light. With a satisfied grin still plastered across her face, no less.

      “Give me a hand getting her in the spa. I want to make sure she’s okay when she wakes up,” I said.

      Rose moved to help me, giving me a smile as she did. “See, master. You’ll never hurt us.”

      I just gave her a kiss and slid into the water. With Rose’s help, I positioned Tina, so she was sitting comfortably on my lap. With gentle ministrations, I washed her unconscious body. Only pausing when Tina mumbled, “Sensitive, master,” as I washed between her legs. Ten minutes later, Rose and I were tucking her into bed.

      With that all done, I left Rose to her own devices and got back to work. With the heavy lifting done, I was satisfied that our home was safe. At least as much as it could be. So opening the closet, I removed the laptop I took from Jim. Admiring it from every angle. There was no doubt in my mind it was military. Whether it was stolen or supplied, I didn’t know. But tech like this couldn’t be bought on the street.

      Charger in hand, I took it downstairs. Taking it into the study I set myself up. Typing in the password I immediately realised I needed an internet connection to check any of the communication logs. I had access to the laptop, but without a connection, I couldn’t use it to the full extent. So… I started exploring the contents of the local drive instead. What I found… I wished I didn’t kill Jim so quickly.

      Thousands of photos. Sorted into groups. It seemed the numbers broke down. Rose was two-seven-five-eight-six. That meant… Twenty-seventh experiment… fifth generation… eighty-sixth birth… I wanted to vomit. According to the photos and notes, the cows had a 95% birth mortality rate. Those that survived, more often than not, had problems. Someone carefully catalogued cows that survived. Good attributes meant breeding. Bad attributes mean recycling. Anything in between was profit. According to this, Rose was worth over twenty-million dollars. Tina, because of her submissive personality, was deemed suitable to breed. Heidi was also put aside for breeding because she was quiet.

      I had to close out at this point. It seemed the slavers had no concept of decency. Cows were… recycled… the moment they showed negative traits. There were so many sets of photos that just stopped at the adolescent stage…

      Going back through, I wanted to make sure I found nothing else important. And I was glad I did. Buried inside a folder labelled ‘porn’ which was thankfully empty of such, I found a file called ‘backup.’

      Opening the file, I smiled for the first time since I started. Jim was meticulous. Inside were details of all transactions. Who sent money, where it went, and most importantly, what it was for. I grinned, seeing the last entry. A Mr. Tanaka, paid twenty million almost two months ago. A Mr. Tanaka who seemed to have a shipping address just a couple hours’ drive from here. I thought about the possibility of giving him a visit, but… at the moment, he wasn’t a target. I was the one that ended up with Rose AND Tina, so he had nothing I wanted. Scanning through the other records I had dozens of sales from the last few years. Each one had a name, a date and a drop off location. One in particular… a Mr. Daniels… sounded very familiar…

      “Whatcha got there?” Claire said from behind me.

      “Jesus! Fuck woman…” I stared at her intently as my heart rate refused to drop. “Okay, since you’re here. I was told a cow will die if taken from their master. Is this true?”

      Claire moved up and sat on the corner of the desk I was using. “Yes, and no. It’s a little complicated.”

      “So dumb it down for me?” I asked softly, despite my desire to growl at her, for scaring me half to death.

      Claire smiled before pulling a thinking face. “Basically, if you were to take Rose away and leave her. She’d stress, then become catatonic and expire. It might take a week, it might take a month. But eventually, she would die. You could of course force feed her, but her mental health would deteriorate. Eventually she’d have a heart attack due to stress.”

      “That… uh… did you have to use Rose as an example?”

      Claire looked away for a moment. “Yeah… sorry, I just thought about Heidi.” Claire shook herself before taking a deep breath. “There wasn’t a lot of information to go off. They kept me around to look after their immediate health needs. Not to study them. But there was vague talk about a cow breaking their imprint after being abused.”

      I couldn’t help the smile that graced my features. “That works perfectly for me.”

      Standing up, I pulled Claire into a firm kiss. Right before pulling myself back and staring at her with a shocked expression. “I… ah…”

      Claire placed her fingers on my lips. “I’ll take that as a compliment. Understand, I’m not looking for a husband. But between you and Heidi, the sex is phenomenal.”

      This time I laughed before pulling out my phone. Dialling that all familiar number, it rang twice before being picked up.

      “Jones’ flying tours, you’re speaking with Lori.”

      “Hey Lori, it’s Kye,” I said. “Listen, can you remember the name of the guy who ran the resort where you met Jones?”

      “That would be a, Mr. Daniels. A Mr. Greg Daniels. Why, what’s going on?”

      I smiled grimly. This was too much of a coincidence for my liking. “Does he seem like the kinda guy that could pull out twenty-million for a single purchase?”

      “You don’t-“

      “Lori,” I cut her off. “I’ve got records of a Mr Daniels, no first name. He lives in this city and dropped twenty mil on a girl last year.”

      “There was a thing in the paper last year. His resort lost $15 million. Stockbrokers freaked out, which is how it got public. But a few months later they recovered the funds and blamed it on a clerical error.”

      “Lori, I need a room for two, asap.”

      “Kye, if this wasn’t an emergency, I’d be telling you to find your own admin,” she sighed and took a moment. “I’ll get back to you.”

      I heard the click as she hung up the phone, then turned back to Claire. “You up for a holiday?”

      “What?” Claire’s eyes were wide as saucers.

      “I’ll need you to help with the cow. If I take Rose, he’ll know immediately what she is. If he does a runner, I’m lost.”

      Claire just stared at me for a moment, before briefly nodding. “Okay.”

      Leaning forward, I gave her another quick kiss before turning and headed upstairs. I could hear muffled sounds coming from our bedroom as I approached. Pushing the door open, I was treated to the sight of Rose and Tina making out. Clearly, Tina wasn’t any worse for wear after earlier. The smouldering expression on her face as she reached down and split her labia and raised her leg to show me… well that was just dandy.

      By the time we were finished, I had milked both cows. They were slowly kissing one another as I was coming out of the bathroom when Heidi called out, “Dinner!”

      I waited just long enough for Rose and Tina to dress before we went downstairs with the milking pails. Claire grinned at me as I transferred the contents into glass bottles and placed them in the fridge.

      “I was thinking we could make cheese.”

      “What?”

      Claire grinned. “All the excess milk. We could make cheese. Buy a few cows and pretend that’s where we get the milk.”

      “That’s… actually a great idea. Do you know how to make cheese?”

      Claire shook her head. “Not yet, but I don’t think it’s difficult. Just time consuming. It’ll give me something to do.”

      “I’ll speak to Lori, see if we can get the internet set up here.”

      With a nod of her head, she gestured for me to sit. I took a seat at the head of the table, with Rose and Tina to my left. On my right was an empty place followed by Heidi. It seems to me there was a pecking order and for whatever reason, I was at the top… like any of these women couldn’t tell me to jump… Even Claire… Speaking of, Claire’s cooking was delicious. Homemade stew with dumplings. I had seconds AND thirds before Claire shot me a look that said, ‘stop.’ And as I backed my hand away from the ladle, my phone chose that moment to ring.

      The caller ID told me who was calling, “Hey, Lori.”

      “You’re booked into the honeymoon suite tomorrow night. It’s the earliest I could get you in. It’s also only one night, and you owe me sixteen grand. Just show them your ID when you arrive.”

      Before I could thank her, she’d already hung up. I looked up at the expressions of the ladies before me.

      “Well… I have a plan.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            9

          

        

      

    

    
      This morning’s wake-up went a little different to normal. Usually, as I come to my senses, the lovely sensation of mouths on my cock would increase. Today, as I rubbed the sleep from my eyes, I felt the weight of one of my gorgeous cows settle on my lap. Keeping my eyes closed, I reached down and caressed her hips. Sure enough, one was riding me, reverse cowgirl, which was… Kinda ironic, now I think about it. The slight giggle came just before the sound of milk squirting into a pail.

      “Good morning master,” Rose mooed softly.

      I just grinned and traced my hands up her sides. I smiled, feeling her shudder in pleasure at the contact. Sitting up slightly, I ran my hands around her front to cup her breasts. There I found her nipples already occupied. No doubt by Tina. Rose mooed softly as we continuously milked her. Sitting up properly this time, I leaned into Rose’s back. I still had my eyes closed at this point. I just wanted to feel her… The cow that I loved. Sliding my left hand under her breast, I massaged it from the base. Rose mooed again to show her appreciation. So, grinning, I slipped my right hand between her legs and ran my fingers in circles around her clit. It wasn’t long before she was spasming in my lap. Her happy sigh signalling she was finally milked. So with satisfaction, I cracked open my eyes. Sure enough, Rose was leaning back on my chest, puffing from the aftereffects of her climax.

      Wrapping my arms around her, I held her close for a few moments. I couldn’t help but fear what the trials ahead would do. I couldn’t help but fear that something would happen to me… And by extension… Rose and Tina… So I pulled her ever tighter, before gesturing for Tina to join us. With Tina sandwiching Rose between us, I felt complete. These women… These cows… They were my world…

      “Rose, Tina.”

      “Yes, master,” they replied in unison.

      “I love you both, so very much. Do you understand me?”

      We sat in silence for a minute before Tina took a deep breath. “Just come back to us, master… Please?…”

      People who say men don’t cry, can kiss my ass…
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        * * *

      

      An hour later, I led two satisfied cows downstairs for breakfast. I was just sprinkling brown sugar on the fifth bowl of porridge when I heard Claire and Heidi coming down to join us. Rose took that as her queue to make coffees. I watched with a dumb smile as her tail twitched from side to side as she hummed a tune I didn’t recognise. The sound of cutlery clinking together told me Tina was setting the table. Seems like while I was busy making our home safe, Claire was teaching the cows to make it a home. Only time would tell if she ever truly moved away from the rest of us. But I hoped not. We were basically a big family… Albeit, a strange one.

      “Morning everyone,” Claire called as she appeared in the doorway. Behind her was a smiling Heidi, carrying a pair of milking pails.

      “Morning, you two,” I smiled. “Porridge is ready, just needs to cool.”

      “What’s porridge?” Heidi asked.

      “It’s equal parts rolled oats and milk, with two parts water. You heat it until it bubbles and let it simmer until it thickens,” I explained. Rose and Tina had been here to watch, so they already knew.

      “You’ll like it,” Claire said, kissing the cow softly. “But I’ve never had it with brown sugar before. Mum always made it with honey.”

      “Blasphemy!” I cried in mock outrage. “Brown sugar is the superior porridge topping!”

      Claire just giggled and rolled her eyes at me, before taking a seat at the table. Picking up a pair of bowls, I started ferrying them across. It was the one problem with porridge. It liked to keep its heat. So we all enjoyed Rose’s coffee while we waited. As expected though, once they started eating, all I could hear was happy little moans and moos. It was a damn shame I was about to spoil my own mood…

      Claire and Heidi took care of the cleanup. Rose and Tina followed me upstairs. I’m sure Claire noticed my mood. But Rose and Tina DEFINITELY knew. Pulling open the closet door on the end, I faced that familiar looking safe. It had been annoying to unmount from the wall of my apartment, but I managed it. Punching in the code I swung the door open and grimaced. This time I emptied the safe. I wasn’t taking any chances. If something happened to Claire and I, three lives were in danger. No… It just wasn’t worth the risk.

      I cringed a little, staring at my pack. There was nothing large enough for the M4 except my duffel bag. I just hoped it wouldn’t look too suspicious if someone wanted to know why we needed such a large bag for a single night. But… It couldn’t be helped. So with a sigh, I threw it over my shoulder and carried it downstairs. It seemed prudent to throw it straight into the car, so I made my way outside. Which was excellent timing, as Lori was slowly coming down the driveway. I felt a little bad, seeing the uncomfortable ride she was having. But I reasoned that our safety was more important. By the time I had my bag loaded in the Car, Lori was pulling up beside it.

      “Hey, Kye. Looks like you’re just about ready,” she said with a thin smile.

      I really respected Lori for times like this… “Yeah, just waiting on Claire, then we’ll head off. All goes well, we should be back before dawn.”

      “I’ll be here waiting then. Don’t worry, the girls are in expert hands.”

      I didn’t even get to respond, she just marched off through the front door. A moment later, Claire walked back out, looking slightly frazzled. “You okay?”

      “Yeah,” Claire shook herself. “It’s… It’s just starting to feel real, y’know… First I’m being held captive, then I’m on the run, then safe. Now I’m going back out there again and Seeing Lori show up to look after the cows…”

      “Shit, I’m sorry Claire-”

      “No,” she waved off my concern. “Me coming is for the best. I get it, really. I just know if I didn’t respond to that job ad right out of medical school, I’d probably be at home, with a man, maybe a kid… And Heidi would probably still be chained to the floor in that barn…”

      Taking a step towards her, I pulled the bag out of her hands and placed it on the ground. Then I pulled her into my arms. Even rookies during their first firefight had training to fall back on. Claire here, didn’t even have that. I just hoped she’d hold it together if everything went wrong, because if she wouldn’t, neither would Heidi… I just hoped Rose and Tina would forgive me if the worst happened…

      “Come on, we should get going,” I mumbled into her hair before letting her go.

      Claire nodded and picked up her bag. She took a deep breath and looked me in the eye. “Let’s go then.”

      I had to smile… Maybe she’d be fine after all… Climbing into the driver’s seat, I started the engine. Claire hopped in beside me a moment later. With a last glance towards the house, there was Rose and the others watching us from the windows. I didn’t have the heart to wave. Turning the four-wheel drive around, I made my way slowly down the driveway.

      We took the long way to the resort. Skirting the outside of the city was longer, but ultimately quicker than going through the heart of the city. It also meant if we were pursued on our way home, we knew the terrain. Going through the city meant we’d be safer for the most part, but it also restricted us if we needed to do something dangerous. Not to mention the availability of cops. We were far more likely to be noticed in the city.

      While we drove, we spoke only a little. Claire already knew the plan. She was recon and cover, I was muscle. Together we would find, either where the cow was being held, or this Mr Daniels. Though I wasn’t exactly sure how we were going to follow him and be nondescript about it. I was going to get the location out of him, one way or another. If he really does have a cow, I didn’t plan on making his evening a comfortable one.

      Almost an hour later, I pulled off the main road and followed the signs to the resort. When I finally spotted the entrance, I pulled over and stopped the engine.

      Turning to Claire, I made sure I had her attention before I spoke. “Claire, this is your last chance to back out.”

      She sat quietly for a moment, before nodding her head, coming to a decision. “You know. I’m terrified of what we’re about to do. I’m terrified we’ll be caught and imprisoned, or worse,” she shuddered. “And yet… I can’t help but think of how I’d react if I knew it was Heidi in there.” She turned to face me. “As much as I want to, I don’t like the idea of killing a man. Short of that, let’s nail this prick and save a cow.”

      I grinned and nodded my head. Starting the engine, I drove the last couple kilometres into the car park of the resort. Seeing just the state of the car park, I knew where all my money was going. This place was immaculate. The concrete was clean and fresh looking. All the trees were pruned and tidy. Even the lawns looked like golf greens. And that was just the grounds around the car park. The building that made up the reception office was gorgeous. They built it to look like a Greek temple, complete with flame lit oil lamps. I left Claire to admire, as I grabbed our bags from the car. And after locking up, Claire and I headed for the front doors.

      Inside was as spectacular as the outside. Tapestries hung from the walls beside huge oil paintings. There was a roaring fireplace in the centre of the room and great stone columns held up the ceiling. We stood there, gaping when a middle-aged man approached us.

      “Good day, I’m Greggory Daniels, how might I be of assistance?”

      In a flash, I held back my desire to grab him and drag him outside. I needed to get situated first. But now I knew what he looked like. “Hi, my name is Kye, this is my wife Claire. We’ve booked the honeymoon suite for the night.”

      “Ah, yes. Your assistant called to tell me you were coming. If you’ll follow me, just leave your bags, they’ll be at your room before you are,” he smiled professionally.

      Taking Claire by the hand, I could feel the slight tremor that ran through her. Giving it a quick squeeze, we followed Mr Daniels to the front desk. “Here we are. Your rooms are already paid for,” Mr Daniels smiled, handing us a key each. “If you’ll follow me, I’ll take you to the vehicle bay.”

      Following him outside, we found ourselves surrounded by a collection of golf carts. They were all the same bland white colour. But it suited the resort. The only difference was a single black one.

      “What’s with the fancy wheels?” I casually asked.

      Mr Daniels smiled. “In a resort this large, I needed my own transport. It’s a different colour so everyone knows not to take it. It also serves as a good indication of where I am if someone’s looking for me.”

      I nodded. It made perfect sense, it also meant he’d be easier to follow. Mr Daniels led us to a golf cart being driven by a young man. He gave the young man our suite number and gestured for us to climb on.

      “Enjoy your evening. We pride ourselves on our customers’ level of satisfaction. If you need anything, we can surely provide it.”

      “Thank you,” I said, flashing a smile.

      With a nod, Mr Daniels turned and left. A moment later, we were on our way. True to his word, this place was enormous. It appeared to be set out like some kind of magical forest. The trees were large and densely packed. The roads, despite being paved, looked almost natural. We could hear birds and other forest creatures, though I had a suspicion it was played through speakers. There were wide open areas where stages were set up for shows and displays. But these were far and few between. The dense forestry cut out both sight and sound quite well. The height of the trees also would make it difficult for helicopters to get in if we needed Jones. But I was still feeling optimistic about all this.

      We realised quickly that the deeper we went into the resort, the thicker the trees got as well. They must place the more expensive suites in the densest part of the resort to keep people and sound away. Which, honestly, suited me just fine. The cart drove along silently on smooth paved roads for twenty minutes until we finally came into view of our suite. At first glance, it reminded me of our cabin back home. But someone obviously built this with a level of luxury that made ours look cheap. When we pulled up at the front door, a busboy was just leaving with a quick smile plastered across his face.

      As we climbed off the cart, the young man climbed on. And with a polite goodbye, we were alone in the silence. My speaker idea gained a few points on likelihood by the complete silence that surrounded us. Claire grabbed my hand and the two of us headed inside. It was a spacious, open plan cabin. The bed was in the centre of the room, with a spa behind it. In front of it was a dresser, beside which were our bags. There was a projector mounted into the ceiling with a rolled up screen. That seemed to be the substitute for the television. On four points of the compass around the room were gas fireplaces, not that we needed them in this weather. And the last thing we could see was a view of the forest. Other than the front, the three other sides faced nothing but trees. If we really were on honeymoon, this would be perfect.

      “Alright, get something comfortable on, we should go for a walk.”

      Claire just nodded and started rummaging through her bag. Pulling out a mobile, I was a little confused at first, but then realised that it was probably just one of many things Lori had done. I really needed to talk to her about that and pay her back for costs. With a small shake of my head, I held out my hand for the phone.

      “What, am I not allowed?” Claire asked, suddenly worried.

      “No, I was going to put my number in it,” I laughed.

      Claire smiled, “Rose gave it to me already, it was her idea to get a phone, anyway.”

      I just nodded. It made sense. Though it would be an idea to get one for each of them, eventually. Offering my hand, this time Claire took it in her own and we strode back out the door. We spent a few hours wandering around the resort. I was trying to work out how our bags arrived at our room so quickly, but I couldn’t see anything obvious. Finally, we stopped for a meal at an outdoor restaurant. It was a seafood buffet set at the foot of a stage where scantily clad women danced to slow music. I only gave it a cursory glance, the women were attractive enough, but the cows I had at home were far more spectacular looking, even just sitting still.

      “Is that him?” Claire whispered.

      I turned to look the same way she was. Sure enough, there was Mr Daniels, talking heatedly with another gentleman. It was an odd place to stop, on the footpath labelled for the ladies’ bathroom. I couldn’t help but wonder if that’s all there was down there.

      “Claire?”

      “I see it. Wait here a minute.”

      I sat nervously as Claire slowly made her way over. She didn’t make it overly obvious she was heading straight for them, which I found interesting. But soon enough, she stood before Mr Daniels, who smiled brightly and leered at her when she looked around. They conversed briefly before Mr Daniels pointed toward the ladies’ bathroom and Claire waved and moved on. The moment she was out of sight, Mr Daniels and the other man laughed and joked amongst themselves. Mr Daniels even gestured with his hands for larger breasts, setting them off laughing again.

      With their conversation over, the other gentleman left and Mr Daniels headed in the same direction as Claire. I immediately stood to follow, only to sit down as Claire appeared again. She smiled and said something to Mr Daniels that made him chuckle, but she didn’t stop to chat this time. Heading back towards me, I could tell she looked excited.

      Dropping back into her seat, she turned to me and said, “Hurry and finish, we need to get back to our room.”

      “I’m already done.”

      We stood together and made the half-hour walk back to our suite. The moment we were inside, Claire started talking. “She’s here at the resort. Unless he’s got a second slave handy, that is. I overheard him with that other man. He was talking about leaving his prize tied up and uncomfortable. He was going to head back and give her ‘what for’ as a punishment for something she did the other day. When I got too close they stopped, so I asked him about the bathroom and he pointed me in the right direction. But when I got around there, I found his cart.” Claire grinned widely, “I wedged my phone under the seat where he wouldn’t see it!”

      “Oh, Claire. You’re a genius,” I leaned forward and kissed her.

      Pulling out my phone, I opened the ‘find my phone’ app. Handing it to Claire to put in her details, we got a signal. It was currently moving in a straight line that, if it continued, would take it just past our suite. Heading for the front door, I sat and watched the road while staring at the phone. That’s when I realised the road was curved and the signal was moving in a straight line.

      “There are tunnels,” I said out loud. “That’s how they got our bags here so quickly. There are tunnels the staff use. They’re probably shallow to stop them blocking signals. But that’s the only way, unless he’s flying real slow.”

      With a grin, we both returned to a set of chairs and waited for the signal to stop. Sure enough, it passed right by our suite, but we neither saw, nor heard anything. Tunnels were the only thing that made sense. A few minutes later, we were surprised to see the signal stop just a quick walk from where we were. Well, quick walk except it was through the densest part of the forest out the back of our suite.

      “Well, we’ve got them. When do you want to move?” I asked.

      “Let’s grab your stuff, we’ll head into the trees and see if we can make sure we’re in the right place.”

      I agreed and headed for my bag. “What did you bring, anyway?” I asked.

      “Medical supplies and a change of clothes for the cow.”

      I nodded and grabbed her’s too. We weren’t going all that far, but it would be better to be prepared in case we moved sooner rather than later. Hoisting my bag over my shoulder, I passed Claire, her own. Without a last glance, we both walked off into the trees. The idea of dressing in the room was a bad one, as there were surely cameras on the road. But I doubted there would be any in the trees. Especially around the honeymoon suite.

      We headed off perpendicular to the road at first. I wanted to put some distance between us and any potential security. We also didn’t want to make it look like we were heading towards Mr Daniels, just in case. I checked my phone a couple times, but Mr Daniels hadn’t moved his cart. Using his location as a reference point, we found ourselves a quiet spot to get ready. Claire admittedly didn’t have to do much, she just took inventory of her stuff. I pulled out my ghillie suit, M4 and HK. I made sure I had three loaded magazines for each and strapped them to my vest. Pulling the ghillie suit over the top, I secured the strap to my m4 around my shoulders and placed my HK in its holster, before strapping it to my left shoulder.

      “Claire. Listen out for three whistles. Three in ascending order means I’m coming and everything is fine. Three descending whistles means pack up because we have to leave. Whistle twice to let me know you’re okay. If you don’t respond, I’ll know something is wrong.”

      Claire just nodded, “Kye, please be safe.”

      I smiled and gave her a quick hug. Turning without a word, I headed toward Claire’s phone. It really wasn’t very far from our suite in the end. Though this building just looked like a concrete box with windows. I couldn’t see inside, and the building, despite having a modern aesthetic, stood our rather dramatically. Raising my M4, I looked through the scope and checked around the building. There didn’t appear to be any cameras here. That was good and bad. Good, because he wouldn’t see me coming, bad because I didn’t know what security he may actually have.

      Crawling through the forest, I examined the building from all angles. From what I could tell, there was only one way in, and one way out. The small road that leads towards the building entered an opening inside a fake boulder and went underground via a shallow ramp. I couldn’t help the grin when I made that discovery. But that was all I was going to get out at this point, so I headed back towards the cart to wait.

      It was just getting dark, and I was getting ready to move, before I spotted a set of headlights coming. The young man that delivered our bags was driving. He pulled up sharp and darted to the door and knocked frantically. He sat patiently before knocking again. I rolled my eyes at the professionalism displayed by Mr Daniels as the young man reached to knock for the third time. Just as his knuckles touched the door, it flew open, and there he was, dressed in a robe.

      “What?!” the older man snapped.

      “Sorry, Sir. The honeymoon suite was double booked, the new arrivals are here and they’re very upset,” the young man blurted.

      Mr Daniels just slapped his own forehead. “Fine, fuck. You get back to work, I’ll get dressed and head over.”

      The door slammed in the young man’s face a second before he turned to run back to the cart. A minute later, and he was gone. And I couldn’t be happier. If they had to come here personally to get him, it meant there was no contact out here. If there was no contact, that meant there probably wasn’t security either. Creeping forward, I snuck up on the far side of the cart and retrieved Claire’s phone, while I waited for Mr Daniels to come out. It wasn’t long before the door swung open.

      “Can’t fucking believe this. Gonna have to start all over again on the bitch when I get back… Maybe I’ll fire whoever is responsible. Fire them and bring em down to keep her company…”

      He turned to grab the door. The moment his back was turned, I sprung to my feet and rushed forward. Mr Daniels barely had time to hear me coming before I tackled him clean through the doorway. Slamming into the ground, I flipped him onto his back before I drove my fist into his stomach. His scream choked out to a loud gasp at the impact. Pinning him in place, I pulled the HK, cocked it and pressed it to his forehead.

      “OH! God, please don’t kill me, please!” He cried pathetically.

      I watched in revulsion as this man sobbed and begged like a child. Getting off him, I could even see he literally wet himself. Just goes to show a bit of money and authority can put a gigantic head on even the most pathetic coward. “Where’s the cow?” I growled.

      “Upstairs,” Mr Daniels said between gasps as his hands trembled in the air.

      “Get up,” I said, kicking him. “Show me.”

      Mr Daniels scrambled to his feet, before holding his hands above his head. “You can have her. Just, please don’t kill me!”

      “Shut up, you pathetic little man,” I growled. “Move it!”

      He turned, keeping his hands up and tried to stifle his terrified sobs. Any other situation and I’d almost feel sorry for him being this scared. But I wasn’t about to pity a slaver for any reason. Following him up a flight of stairs, he pointed to a door.

      “Keep your mouth shut. One word out of you and I’ll put one in your leg, then your head. Do you understand me?” He nodded and closed his mouth, trying desperately not to make a sound. “Good, open the door and go inside, slowly.”

      Mr Daniels nodded and reached for the handle. Opening the door, he slowly made his way inside. When I saw the inside, the only thing I could think of was a dungeon. Not like a sex dungeon with a few devices for restraint, but like an actual torturers dungeon. Cages, a rack covered in metal spikes. A chair with straps to hold someone seated. It was a room dedicated to pain. And in the centre of the room, was a cow. She was set up under a spotlight, so I could see her clearly trussed up like some awful art piece. Mr Daniels had blindfolded her, bent her in half, backwards and tied her arms together. It forced her into position sitting on her knees. Her hair pulled back and tied to a rope set into the floor. She was completely naked, except for a set of large nipple rings. These were anchored to the ceiling and were pulled extremely tight to the point it looked like they were going to tear her skin. Large belts wrapped around her swollen breasts, squeezing them into an unnatural shape. The last addition was a long post that disappeared into her ass, completely anchoring her in one position.

      “Master?… Master please!…” She sobbed loudly. “I’ll be good!… I’m sorry… It hurts so much… Please?… I need to be milked, master! I’m sorry!”

      I could see from here the wet patches on the blindfold from her tears. She’d obviously been trussed up like this for some time now. Turning towards Mr Daniels, I slammed the stock of my HK across his face. He screamed and fell to the floor, clutching his cheek as blood poured through his fingers. Bending down, I grabbed him by the collar and after putting my HK back in its holster, punched him twice more. Now he laid there, babbling and crying. I had crushed his nose sideways and his front teeth were on the floor. I grabbed his arm and dragged him towards the chair. Hauling him upright, I dumped him into it, before strapping him down. I didn’t want him going anywhere.

      “Master?” The cow called.

      Heading over to the woman, I placed a hand on her shoulder. “I’m going to touch you. Please hold still.”

      She opened her mouth to say something, but I’d already placed a hand on her breast. I almost flinched when she gasped. I wasn’t really sure if she enjoyed it or if it was painful. They were so hard. Harder than Rose’s were before I had milked her for the first time. Taking the weight of her breast in my hand, I pulled my knife. Gently as I could, I sliced through the cord. Hearing the small gasp from the woman, I turned to face her. The relief on her expression told me everything. Lowering her breast back against her chest. I repeated this for the second one, before unlacing the belts, relieving some of the pressure. Now I moved to the cord holding her hair. Mr Daniels had tied a knot in her hair itself, before running the rope through it. Cutting the rope, I placed her head in my hands and gently helped her sit upright.

      “Who… Who are you?” She asked softly.

      “I’m a friend. Here to help you. I can take you somewhere safe,” I said, slipping the blindfold off.

      She just stared at me, before her lip quivered. “Please… Take me away, I’d rather be dead than here. The farm told us what to expect, but nothing they taught me was as bad as what he does.”

      “Okay, I’m going to help lift you off this thing, then we’ll get you out.”

      Bending, I hooked my arms under her shoulders and lifted. I ignored her gasp, thinking it couldn’t be helped. Taking a step backward, she was off the post, that I could now see had a large, bulbous plug mounted to it. The moment she was clear, I lowered her back to the floor, where she curled up and held her breasts… That wasn’t quite what I had thought the problem was… But it made sense.

      “Please… Can… Can you milk me?” She asked, turning her face up to me.

      “I’m sorry, we don’t have a lot of time,” I responded.

      Her bottom lip quivered as she started to cry. “Please?… It hurts… It hurts so much, please?…”

      I had a quick glance around the room and spotted a bunch of dildos on a bench. Strolling up I grabbed one of the smaller looking ones and went back to the cow. Handing it to her, she whined with relief. Turning back to the bench, I ignored the excited moo and the sound of squirting milk. At the other end of the table to the small dildo I’d grabbed, were larger ones. In particular, there was a large double ended one, about as thick as my wrist and longer than my arm. Hefting it, the weight satisfied me. I walked back to the tied up man I gave him a poke in the chest. He let out a small squeak of pain as he turned his face towards me.

      “When she stops, I stop.”

      Taking a step back, I swung the rubber instrument through the air until it impacted his face. His entire head snapped around hard and another tooth fell out. Bringing my arm back up, I swung it again, this time slamming it into his chest. I beat him a few more times as he begged, cried and screamed, before something grabbed my arm.

      I was halfway to pulling out my HK, when a soft voice said, “Please stop.” Turning, it was the cow. She was drenched in her own milk. There was a huge puddle of it on the floor where she’d left the dildo. “Sir, please give that to me.” I frowned and handed it to her, before taking a step back. I needed to see what was about to happen.

      She turned back to her master, while he bled and sobbed. But when he turned and saw who was standing in front of him, he started pulling himself together. “Slave, help me. I need you to kill him, then untie me.”

      Hearing those words, I pulled the HK. It would kill Rose and for that I’d never order her to do it. But I knew Rose would kill if I ordered her too. “No…” She growled. “Not any more… I don’t take your orders.”

      “Listen to me you little bitch. You’ll die without me, remember? DEAD!”

      “Dead is still better than all the terrible things you did to me,” she snarled.

      Before I could respond, she grabbed the top of the chair and shoved it back. With a bang, the bolts that held the chair to the floor snapped clean off, and the chair fell back. I watched in morbid curiosity as she bent over and grabbed his pants, before ripping them clean off his body. Only now did I remember the hole in the bottom of the chair. Averting my gaze, I walked around so I couldn’t see firsthand what she was doing. I had beautiful women at home, to return too. I didn’t want that view spoiled by the memory of his ass.

      “No, please. I’m sorry, I’ll treat you right, I will!”

      She ignored him as she smeared the dildo across his face, collecting blood around the tip. “I’d rather be dead, then spend a minute longer with you!”

      I saw her arm move sharply, I heard him scream… I turned around, not wanting that visual memory. He was still screaming when the cow came and stood beside me. I looked at her and admired the fierce scowl across her face. So I started walking downstairs and to the exit. As expected, she followed without a word or complaint. I paused momentarily to check outside, but the coast was clear.

      “Come on, keep up and stay quiet.”

      Darting across the road and into the trees, I paused just long enough to make sure she was following. I made my way back to the clearing I’d left Claire. When we got close, I whistled three ascending notes and paused for a reply. After a moment of silence I heard her whistle the all clear. I hurried onward. Sure enough, there was Claire waiting for us.

      “Claire, give her a quick checkup. We’ll go back once you’re done and use the tunnels to leave,” I sighed, shaking my head at how easy this rescue was.

      Claire turned to the cow, “Hi, I’m a doctor, can you come here so I can look at you properly?” The cow looked nervous, but nodded and approached. “You’re exquisite, what’s your name?”

      “Two-seven-four-two-one,” she replied.

      “Oh… You’re a little older than our cows then aren’t you?” Claire said, checking a bruise.

      I saw the rising panic setting in as she realised we had cows of our own, so I stepped in. “Please don’t be scared. I rescued our three cows and the doctor from the farm. They’re safe and happy. There’s no punishment, there’s only a couple rules and everyone is happy.”

      Two-seven-four-two-one still looked nervous and nodded grimly. Claire continued her checks for a few minutes before standing and handing her some clothes. I watched as she dressed in a long-sleeved shirt, pants that came almost to the ground and a headscarf. If I didn’t know any better, I’d never know she had hooves, a tail or horns. Grabbing my bag, I stuffed the M4, my ghillie suit and vest back inside. Pulling out a heavy jacket, I threw it on to conceal the shoulder holster. Gesturing for the ladies to follow, I lead them back to the building. Sure enough, everything looked the same as it was. Moving up, I threw my bag onto the back of the cart, Claire did the same. It was a little squishy, but the three of us climbed on after that.

      Turning the key, I spun the cart around and headed for the cave. Just as I expected, it was well lit inside, with signs pointing to the various areas of the resort. I was pretty sure, that the exit was straight ahead. We’d been near the entrance where we had dinner, and he drove in a straight line from there. As we drove, a set of headlights appeared in front of us. I slowed to a crawl and waved. It was the young man from earlier, only now he looked on the verge of panic.

      “Mr Daniels isn’t there. He’s gone off somewhere.” I snapped in an impatient tone.

      The young man just leaned forward and thumped his head on the steering wheel, before sitting up. “Wait, what were you doing down there?”

      “Looking for Mr Daniels, what else?” I grumbled.

      “In his cart?”

      “Well, I wasn’t walking back with these two, that’s how I know he’s not there! Fuck’s sake…” I grumbled, trying to act the part of a disgruntled client.

      This time I didn’t bother waiting for his reply, I just started driving. A minute later I spotted headlights behind me that darted off down a different tunnel. That was good, I’d bought us some time. Finally, after a few minutes, I spotted the sign for reception. Turning off, it was just a couple hundred metres until a ramp. Driving out into the darkness of the evening, I found myself in a clump of trees. Following the road, it spat us out in the parking lot behind reception. After parking, I waited for the ladies to get out, before I grabbed my bag. Casually as I could we strolled through reception, ignoring the young couple screaming at the attendant at the desk.

      Heading outside we bee-lined to the car. Throwing everything in the boot, Claire helped the cow into her own seat, before joining me up front. As we pulled out of the parking lot, I heard a small sniff. Glancing back, she was staring out the window, before casually wiping away a tear that rolled down her cheek.

      “Thank you for getting me out,” she whispered.

      “You’re welcome. I’m going to track down as many of you as I can and keep you all safe. Keeping slaves is wrong. I’m going to fix that wrong.” I turned back and concentrated on driving.

      “Don’t you keep cow’s yourself? How can you say it’s wrong?”

      “I don’t keep Rose and Tina. I love them, they make me very happy,” I replied.

      “I… I thought I loved Greg too… But… Then he started hurting me… I…”

      “Shhh,” Claire said, twisting around. “You don’t have to talk about it now. You’re safe with us.”

      I smiled and kept driving. A little over an hour later, I was navigating through our awful driveway. The lights in the cabin were still on, which wasn’t a surprise. The moment I pulled up, the front door flew open. Out ran the three cows in a mad rush. I didn’t have time to get my seatbelt off before Rose had my door open. The moment I did, I had her tongue in my mouth. She was vibrating with energy as she refused to allow me to move independently. Before I knew it, this powerful woman dragged me out of the car. The moment I hit the ground, I felt a second pair of arms wrap around me. Rose pulled away a fraction of a second later, and I had just a second to breathe, before Tina replaced her.

      “Alright, that’s enough! You two, get off him!” In a flash, both Tina and Rose had taken a step back and a frowning Lori was standing in front of me. “Kye, grab that young lady and show her upstairs. Cows, grab the bags. HEIDI! That means you too, let her go!”

      The cows started moving in a blur as they dashed for the bags. I turned and opened the new cow’s door. She sat there stunned, while staring at me. “Yeah, they must have missed me. But I love them for it.” I smiled and offered her my hand. “Come on, I’ll show you to your room.”

      She took my hand and stepped out of the car. Turning I led her inside. She stared around the room, probably looking for torture instruments. Heading upstairs, I directed her to the spare room between Claire’s and my room. Opening the door, I showed her inside.

      “This room is yours. Nobody will come in without knocking first. Through there,” I gestured to the ensuite door, “Is a shower and toilet.”

      “Can I use hot water?” she asked softly.

      I just frowned. “Yes, use as much as you need. I’m guessing that prick didn’t let you?” she shook her head. I just sighed. “If you’re hungry, help yourself to the food downstairs. Otherwise, I’ll sleep next door if you need anything.”

      Turning, I left the room and went downstairs. Lori was just saying goodbye to the ladies. I just smiled. Typical, all business and terrifying. But underneath, she was warm and cuddly… Not that I’d ever have the balls to say that to her face.

      “Come on ladies, it’s late and I’m tired,” I called out.

      Rose and Tina threw themselves at me, before half dragging me up the stairs. In the room, my clothes were literally torn off my body as they got themselves ready for a night of fun. Unfortunately for them, I was actually exhausted from crawling around the forest for hours and promptly passed out.

      It must have only been a few hours later, as it was still very dark. There were a series of soft taps on the bedroom door. Rose and Tina snapped awake as I crawled out of bed. When I opened the door, the new cow flinched. She had showered and was dressed in a too-large shirt.

      “Ummm… M-master?”

      “You don’t have to call anyone master, not anymore,” I said softly rubbing my eyes.

      “Ummm… Okay… Can you… Umm… Can…” She stuttered nervously.

      I stroked her arm and gave her a quick smile. “It’s okay. I’m not going to hurt you. What can I do to help?”

      “Can you please milk me?… Master?”
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      I blinked at her a couple times, making sure I heard her correctly. “Is… Is this something you want?” I asked gently, hearing Rose and Tina climbing off the bed behind me.

      The new cow looked nervously between the three of us, before eyeing Rose warily. “Does… Does he treat you nicely?”

      Rose smiled, before nodding. “Master saved me. He saved all of us. He never hurts us, he never punishes us and he milks us twice a day.”

      The new cow nodded, before turning her eyes back to me, “Please?...”

      “I’ll get the buckets, Master,” Tina said, giving my cheek a quick kiss.

      Rose took the new cow by the arm and led her into the room. I sighed and followed. It wasn’t like I would not enjoy what was about to happen. I just didn’t know if it was for the best. She didn’t even have a name yet, and she already called me master, despite Claire’s lack of knowledge about a second imprint. Though, she didn’t attach herself to me like Rose and Tina did, so maybe she’s just acting the way she thinks she should… Questions and decisions a plenty…

      “Alright,” I said as Tina came out with the buckets. The new cow was sitting on the end of the bed with Rose beside her. “I’m assuming, you don’t have a name?”

      She looked at me for a moment before sighing and lowering her head. “I’m called cunt or slave, Master.”

      “Nope!” I snapped, making her jump. “Sorry, I… No. You need a new name. Something strong, something that makes you powerful. You had the strength to walk away from that abusive asshole, you deserve a proper name…” I finished my rant while the three cows eyed me. Rose and Tina had small smiles, but the new cow just looked shocked. “How about… Joan? It was the name of a beautiful young woman who was defiant and strong till the end.”

      The new cow muttered the name to herself a few times, before sniffing. She let out a few small sobs, before nodding her head. “Please master, milk your Joan. She feels so full, she can’t sleep.”

      “Master, we’ll help,” Rose smiled.

      I watched as she pulled Joan down on the mattress. Tina lifted Joan’s shirt over the older cow’s breasts. Like Rose and Tina, she had four wonderful nipples that begged for attention. I made a mental note to ask about the piercings later. The large rings she wore didn’t look comfortable. And as her shirt came off, I locked my eyes on her hairless crotch. As Rose began kissing her, I watched in fascination as her lower lips became engorged and started dripping within moments. Tina leaned over and took a pair of nipples in her mouth, sucking firmly. Joan writhed and squeaked out a soft moo, past Rose’s firm lips.

      Sliding up onto the mattress between Joan’s legs, I positioned the head of my cock at her entry. I glanced up at Joan, to see her staring back at me with a small smile. So with no reason to delay, I slowly pushed inside. Her warm tunnel engulfed me with ease and Joan mooed loudly as Tina joined by Rose moaned through their first mouthful of fresh milk. I took my time, slowly spearing myself into her depths. I did not know what sex had been like in her past, but I was determined to show that it could be done with care if she wanted it. Considering her ‘O’ face and the sudden contractions over my cock as I pushed in, I felt I’d made the right decision.

      Pulling out, I grinned at Joan’s disappointed moo. But as I grasped her legs and tried to flip her over, she couldn’t help the grin that plastered across her face. Pulling her ass towards me, she lifted her torso round so she could watch me. Rose and Tina placed the milking pails beneath her and I pushed my length back inside her. Between Rose, Tina and myself, we milked Joan in record time. It also seemed to be a record number of orgasms, as Joan hadn’t been coherent for the last few she’d had. So with a final grunt, I forced myself to the hilt inside her, and unleashed my own built up orgasm straight into her depths. Slowly withdrawing my length from her, Rose and Tina removed the pails. Joan wasn’t in any condition to get up, so I laid down beside her and pulled her into my arms.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      It felt as if only minutes had passed, before a soft beeping noise woke me. Craning my eyes open, I wiggled an arm free and reached for my phone. Picking it up, I read the alert message.

      NORTH NO.2 ALARM TRIGGERED

      EAST NO.4 ALARM TRIGGERED

      It beeped again showing.

      NORTH NO.1 ALARM TRIGGERED

      “Fuck!” I snapped.

      In a flash, Rose and Tina were awake, Joan was terrified, trying to find somewhere to hide, thinking she was in trouble.

      “Stop moving, that’s an order,” I said firmly, and the three went still. “I need you to roll softly off the bed away from the balcony. Then I need you to crawl out the door and into the hallway. Stay as flat to the ground as you can.”

      “Master?” Rose questioned.

      “Someone’s here, Rose. Someone’s outside…”

      As the ladies moved, I followed but detoured to the wardrobe. Throwing on a pair of pants, a dark shirt and my ghillie suit from earlier, I quickly loaded up my spare magazines. By the time I had them full, the ladies had been out in the hall for a couple minutes. My phone had beeped a few times while I was busy and the notifications it gave weren’t good news. There was definitely someone out there. Either a few, circling around looking for better vantage points, or a team. When I thought about the numbers from the farm, it was far more likely to be a team.

      Grabbing my weapons, I dropped to the floor and crawled out after the ladies. Once in the hall, I motioned for the cows to stay still. Standing, I darted over to Claire and Heidi’s room and opened the door softly. They were still asleep on the bed. Crawling quickly to them, I only stood at a crouch as I reached the bed. Pressing both my hands over their mouths, they awoke with squeals of panic. I felt bad, but I couldn’t afford for them to scream as I woke them.

      “Shhh, it’s me!” I snapped. It took a moment, but they both relaxed, “Do not stand up. Crawl out of bed towards me and come out to the hall.”

      Slipping to the floor I crawled out of the room and watched Claire and Heidi follow, somewhat awkwardly. A bare minute later and several more beeps from my phone, I had everyone in the hall.

      “Kye?” Claire asked.

      “Here,” I grumbled and stuffed my HK into her hands. “The safety is off, it’s loaded and cocked. All you need to do is point and shoot.”

      “B-but-”

      “Claire, we’re surrounded. I need you to keep the cows safe. Remember the whistles?” I asked.

      “Three up, we’re fine,” she said. “Three down, means get ready to run.”

      “That’s right,” I said kissing her softly.

      I went through the rest of the cows, kissing each one, even Joan and Heidi. Before ducking down the hall towards the stairs. I was pretty silent, even on the hardwood floors, thanks to my bare feet. I just hoped there wasn’t anything sharp when I got outside. Or, at least nothing sharp I hadn’t placed myself. With a shake of my head, I hurried downstairs and into the kitchen. There, I grabbed several glasses and some kitchen twine. Heading back to each stairwell, I set a tripwire to a precariously balanced glass on a step roughly knee height up. If someone got inside, they’d hopefully miss the trip wires and would send the glasses crashing down to the floor. It was all I could do to give Claire a heads up… I had to get into position.

      In a perfect world, I’d have had a place indoors to hide the cows and use that as a defensive position. Reality, the open plan living, made this impossible. There wasn’t any cover from the windows. And… Is that a damn light? I shook my head as whoever it was it switched off after a few moments. At least these guys weren’t pro’s… Staying low, I ran into the garage and unlatched the mechanical component for the garage door. With that off, I could raise and lower the door by hand. Laying flat on my stomach, I wedged my hand under the door and slowly rotated my wrist causing the door to lift. It wasn’t perfectly silent, but it wasn’t loud. If I had to guess by the light I saw, the intruders were too far off to hear or see anything… Probably.

      When I had the door high enough to slide under, I moved. It took me a moment when a stick in my ghillie suit caught halfway. But quicker, and quieter than I thought, I was laying in the driveway lowering the door, just as quietly as I opened it. Once it was down, I started crawling for the trees. I had previously memorised the gap I’d left where there weren’t any tripwires. I made it to the trees faster than I hoped. And once I had more cover, I started moving quicker. Considering the stupidity of the one who turned on a light, I guessed they weren’t set up with night vision. And that worked in my favour. There was a whole team of friendlies out there they could accidentally shoot. And only one of me.

      Another benefit, I had spent a week memorising this land, while they staggered around blindly. So as I got closer to the sound of someone stumbling in the dark, I lowered myself into a ditch. A few minutes later, I almost laughed as this complete amateur placed his foot directly in front of me. In a flash, I grabbed his shoe and held on as he tumbled face first into the scrub with an, “Oh fuck!”

      “Tim? You okay?” Someone called from behind me.

      “Yeah, tripped on a fucking root or something,” Tim said as he climbed to his feet.

      “Would you two shut the fuck up?” Another growled from the opposite direction.

      “Sorry,” Tim grumbled.

      “I said, shut it!” The man hissed.

      I pressed my face into the dirt and tried not to laugh. Even the farmers in Iraq had more sense than this… But at least I had my first target. Mr ‘Shut Up’ was my first stop. I waited until the three men moved a few metres, before slowly standing. From here, I could see the backs of three men. Tim, the one I tripped, was in front, with the other off to Tim’s left. The one I wanted was hanging back on the right. Slipping through the scrub in his direction, I matched my footsteps to his own.

      Closing within arms reach, I withdrew my knife… And stepped on a small branch… The sharp snap was enough for the man to whirl around on the spot. I saw the silver flash of a suppressor barrel in the moonlight. Right before my knife slid into the man’s throat. I saw the anguished look in his face as he collapsed against me. I was lucky that I’d hit his spinal cord with that thrust. He wasn’t able to stand, let alone squeeze the trigger.

      I quickly laid him down and picked up the handgun. It looked, from a quick glance to be a Glock 19 with an aftermarket suppressor. Ejecting the magazine and unloading the bullet from the chamber, I pushed one of my subsonic HK magazines into the grip. Cocking it, I smiled seeing the round chambered. Sliding the new magazine into a spare pocket I raised it towards Tim and pulled the trigger.

      His head snapped forward from the impact as the gun coughed its round. I didn’t know whether the rounds originally installed were low velocity, but mine sure were. As Tim collapsed, the other man jumped in fright.

      “Tim!” he yelled.

      I cut him off from anything else as my second shot caught him in the throat. The man clenched his hands at the bleeding wound as he fell to the ground with a thump. I heard a few distant voices call out as they moved towards me.

      Pulling back, deeper into the trees, I crouched beside a shrub and waited. As the first man appeared, I waited to see what would happen. It wasn’t long before another joined him and as a pair, they searched around in the dark until they found the body of the man I disarmed.

      “Oh, shit,” said one.

      “We’re nowhere near the house!” hissed the other.

      “Shit, he could be anywhere!”

      “Yup,” I said before firing twice.

      Heading in a clockwise fashion, I came across a third member of the search party. He barely got out an “Oh shit!” before my round took him in the face. Unfortunately, that was loud enough to attract the attention of a few more. As I heard the yelling, I settled myself down low and thought about my options. I could try to get back to the house and buckle down. I could try to sneak around and pick off a few more… Or… As a group of four men came into view…

      I slipped the Glock into the holster by my hip and reached around for my M4 that was still strapped to my back. I took a deep breath, knowing this was not something I could take back. Once this started, there would be no stopping until it was over… One way or another…

      The flash of the muzzle from my M4 lit up the surrounding area. I aimed for centre mass and dropped the four men. Two were silent, one groaned and one screamed out in pain. Before I could put him out of his misery, gunfire tore through the surrounding trees. They didn’t quite know where I was, but they got close enough that I hit the deck. Crawling as quickly as I could I created distance from the shooters and my previous position. Another man came into view and I took another shot. This time I stood and started running back the way I came.

      Pulling the Glock, I went wide and flanked around where I guessed the men were coming from. I didn’t worry about stealth, as the gunfire muffled my mad dash through the scrub. I came across one who was distracted by his ankle caught in one of my snares. A quick shot to the side of the head and I continued without revealing my position. Once I was behind the gunmen, I started pressing forward again. The first gunman I spotted was crouched behind a tree facing my direction, but with his head tilted down. He was just inserting the magazine into the handgun he carried when he stood and froze at the sight of me. My shot took him in the chin and he dropped like a stone. In the throes of his death, he squeezed the trigger and fired off a shot.

      In a series of confusing shouts, gunfire started going off in multiple directions. Several screams went out as friendly fire took its toll. In the confusion, I rushed forward, bringing my M4 up for a second round. I started spotting them in clumps of two’s and threes. With all the gunfire going off, confusion ran rampant through their ranks. I picked off each small group as I went. Right until someone started yelling.

      “Get to the house! If he’s out here, he’s not in there!”

      I didn’t wait for a response before I started running. The one thing I was hoping they wouldn’t do, is head for the house. I broke through the trees, leaping over a tripwire, into the clearing around the house. The garage was directly in front of me. I skidded to a halt in front of it and lifted hard. A single round thumped into my right hip as I ducked under the door. I turned and saw the man about to take a second shot, when a massive log slammed into him from above. The garage door slammed down before I could see what happened next. I gritted my teeth in pain and took a few breaths to steady myself. Scrambling across the floor I tried to get away as quickly as possible. But I’d barely made it halfway across the garage before it started opening again.

      Rolling onto my back, I raised the Glock and opened fire at the legs I could see. Their scream came a moment before the door dropped again. They fired random shots through the door, causing shrapnel and wood splinters to fill their air. I covered my head as best I could and started shuffling backward towards the door. I peppered the door with my own shots, hoping to get lucky. As I made it to the doorway, a heavy boot kicked the Glock from my hands and the butt of a rifle knocked me sideways onto the concrete floor.

      “Hold fire!” A man screamed out.

      It took a few moments before the gunfire stopped and I could hear again. The ringing in my ears, though… I wasn’t sure if that was from the sudden change in volume, or the impact to my head. The sudden thump of the man’s knee forcing me to roll onto my stomach, was the indicator they had disarmed me. A firm hand grabbed the back of my ghillie suit and they dragged me into the lounge room of the house.

      “Alright, we got your man! Time to come out, before anyone else needs to get hurt!” He called out.

      My heart just about broke, when I heard the terrified wails of the ladies upstairs. I gritted my teeth as the situation dawned on me what was about to happen. The sound of their hooves coming towards the stairs was like my death knell. I’d promised to keep them safe… and I failed…

      “Here they come,” the man in charge grunted. “Get ready to grab them. If the doc is here, she’s coming too.”

      I watched out of the corner of my eye as Rose appeared at the bottom of the stairs. She looked so scared. Behind her was a trembling Tina, followed by Claire, Heidi and Joan. The man grabbed me under the arm and forced me up onto my knees. I closed my eyes, not wanting to see what was about to happen. But I thought about it for a moment and opened them. Rose, Tina and the others deserved to see my love, at least one last time. The expressions on their faces were of horror, as I felt the barrel of the man’s gun press into my temple.

      “Any last words?” he grunted.

      I swallowed, and sighed, “I’m so proud of you ladies. I’m so sorry it’s come to this. Always know how much I love y-”

      A single shot went out, making me flinch. Claire was shaking as she held my HK. That was all the warning I got, before the man holding a gun to my head, collapsed backward onto the floor with a loud thump. The silence only lasted a moment, before all four cows bellowed in rage. Rose turned to the nearest attacker and charged him like a bull. Tina ran straight towards me before leaping over and tackling someone behind me. A gunshot went off and Heidi charged in the direction it came from. Even Joan, who had only been here a single night bellowed and charged into the fray. Dropping to my side, I reached out for the nearby weapon, dropped by my captor.

      Several more shots rang out, and a man flew into the wall beside me as I crawled towards most of the commotion. Rose was pummeling a man into the floor, as Tina hurled another into the far wall. A gunman broke free of the scrum and aimed his weapon at Rose, so I took the shot. In my current state, my shot hit, but didn’t drop him straight away. That went to Joan, who literally trampled him, before grabbing a chair and hurling it at another gunman who broke free.

      “I got you,” Claire said, startling me. She rolled me onto my stomach and pulled my pants down away from the wound in my hip. “Stay here, do not move!” she practically snarled before darting off.

      She was back a minute later as the room fell silent. I hissed as she started digging into the wound with a pair of tweezers.

      “Ladies, hold him!” She ordered.

      Four sets of powerful arms pinned me down so I couldn’t move as Claire dug out the bullet that was wedged into my hip. I gritted my teeth as I remembered the last time I was field patched like this.

      “Got it, but keep holding him,” Claire said.

      She sprayed antiseptic into the wound making me hiss. It hurt worse than the tweezers. From there, I was promptly stitched and told not to move.

      “Master?” Rose whimpered.

      “You did good, Rose. All of you did good. I’m so proud of you,” I said, unable to turn and look at her properly.

      Suddenly I had three cows crying as they awkwardly tried to hug me. If I wasn’t mistaken, Heidi was crying too, but she was probably off hugging Claire.

      “Alright, I need to get up. We can’t stay here.” I grunted and started forcing myself to stand. Even as Rose frowned at me, she couldn’t help but help me up. “Ladies, bring me both laptops then go pack some clothes.”

      Rose and Tina darted off without a word. Though Claire gave me a firm stare as they passed her on their way upstairs.

      “What’s going on?” she said, coming back down.

      “This needs to go public. I’m going to make a statement on video then give it to Lori. After that, we’re leaving. You can come with, or stay behind. Up to you.”

      Claire frowned at me a moment, before sighing. “You know damn well I’m coming with you…” She nodded with a frown. “I’ll go start packing.”

      She didn’t make it to the stairs before Rose and Tina showed up with both laptops. “Ladies, stay a moment, I need you.”

      I fiddled with my laptop, before plugging it in and setting it on the counter. Opening the camera program, Rose helped by switching on the kitchen light. When I saw the blood over my face, I cringed, but neglected to wipe it off. I had to send a message. Pressing the record button on the program, I sat there a moment and collected my thoughts.

      “My name is Corporal Kyle Wessex, retired. By the time you are seeing this my colleagues and I will be in hiding.” I sighed, before waving for Rose and Tina to come into view. “These women, intelligent, attractive and lovely in all the ways that matter, are genetic experiments. I don’t know who started them, but they are ongoing today, in this country of all places. These two beautiful ladies, and two more off screen, are bred as sexual slaves, to be sold to the highest bidder. Two recent purchases, one by a Mr Tanaka, who failed to pick up Rose here,” I gestured towards her, “And the resort owner, Greg Daniels, who misplaced twenty million dollars last year. These men, and the others, who you can find with the information that will accompany this video are violent, terrible slave owners. Greg Daniels himself was torturing his slave when I rescued her earlier today.”

      “At this stage, I should mention, the incident with the four men shot in a burned out Mercedes. I claim full responsibility for killing those men, as they attempted to prevent me from fleeing after rescuing two women. They sent those men out to pick up a replacement slave for Mr Tanaka. That slave was Tina, here,” I gestured towards the smaller brunette. “I killed and injured these people, in the process of freeing sex slaves. Between these three incidents, I drew attention to myself and they tracked down where we have been hiding.”

      With that, I picked up the laptop and panned it around the room at all the dead bodies. It even caught a glimpse of Claire as she came downstairs.

      “These men,” I started as I placed the laptop back on the bench. “Were sent here today to kill me and take back their slaves. A doctor Claire Brown, who went missing six years ago, along with two more rescued slaves, helped me fight them off in self defence. Claire Brown herself was kept captive in the location, chained to a bed, where these girls were being kept.”

      “Slavery, kidnapping, murder, by the thousands. Read the files, look at the photos, understand the horrors these people have committed. And understand this. To all the owners of slaves in this country… I’m coming for you…”

      With a snarl, I reached over and hit stop on the video. I sat and watched it play through, to make sure it got everything. It wasn’t pretty, or even remotely professional, but it painted a clear picture.

      “Thank you, Kye,” Claire said as the video ended.

      “Come on. I need you to download the finance stuff so we have names. Then we need to drop both of these over to Lori and get her to upload everything to every media outlet she can.”

      Claire just nodded and pulled out her phone. I just shook my head as she connected it to the laptop and got the information I needed.

      An hour later, I was stuffed in the back seat. Rose was beside me, pressed against my shoulder. Tina sat in her lap, with Joan on the far side. Heidi was sitting in the passenger seat and Claire was handing the laptops to Lori who came running as we drove down towards them. I saw the expression on Lori’s face drop as words were said, but she nodded and took the laptops. She said something firmly to Claire, who nodded and headed back to the car.

      “Lori says to head west and camp for a couple days. She’s gonna find us somewhere to stay. When we’re ready, we’re to use the beacon and they’ll pick us up.”

      I just nodded. “Better do as she says. That woman scares me…”
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      Hello, and thank you for reading my book. Independent authors like myself live and die by our ratings, from wonderful readers such as yourself.

      

      So please, If you enjoyed this story, give it 5 stars and drop a review. Even the words "Good job" will help tremendously.

      

      All the best

      Monty
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      With the memories of a promise weighing on him, Ryan tries not to lose hope.

      

      Their small group, is now a functional town. A little piece of Heaven nestled in the bowels of Hell. And like all small towns battling for survival, there's always someone who's willing to take what they want. So when a cult rears its head, and Ryan learns they have kidnapped the one person in charge of it all, he will do everything he can to get her back.

      

      With the fate of millions of lives, resting on Ryan's hands, not everything is as it seems. And it may just be time to wake up.

      

      So join Ryan and his wives, as he meets new friends, fights new enemies, and tames new pets.

      

      It's one Hell of a ride!

      

      Contains a harem, MF, MFF, violence, gore and everything you could expect after reading book 1.

      

      https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0B4GG6YSM
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      “… No…”

      A humble refusal from a humble young man. And yet, Stan never thought he’d utter those words in the face of John Lennernan. At twenty-three, Stan was all too well aware that bullies still existed in the world and at five feet four inches, he was the first they targeted. So, his utter refusal to hand over the phone number of the gorgeous Kelly, Stan’s long time BFF and neighbour, shocked them both.

      Of course, that was when the world changed. With a flash of light, a loud pop and a searing headache, our young hero finds himself the master of an unlikely skill… And pretty much nothing else. Terrified, alone and in danger, Stan runs for home, where he stays until a sword wielding intruder steps through the front door.

      Blood dripping from her newly acquired rapier, it turns out Stan isn’t the only master on the block.

      And maybe… Just maybe… There’s a way to share those skills.

      

      Contains a harem, MF, MFF+, violence, gore, minor stat progression, corrupt government agencies, the mob and a grandma you don't wanna mess with.

      

      https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0B1QVL9Y7
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      Meet Colin.

      

      Your garden variety, tall, skinny, geek with about as much luck with the ladies as... The frog that got that kiss?

      

      Only this time, there's no frog. There's just an impossibly hot woman who just realised Colin's meathead roommate has fallen asleep on her. And when she turns her eyes on Colin, well...

      

      For the denizens of hell, might makes right. And Colin is the living embodiment of might. And it's one hell of a learning curve.

      

      Contains a harem, explicit scenes of gratuitous violence, gore and adult situations not appropriate for anyone under the age of 18.

      

      https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09Z8MFMTD
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      Lieutenant Evan Brown never thought he'd spend the height of his career as a test pilot.

      

      He especially didn't expect to be a test pilot for a deranged genius named... Jerry.

      

      FURTHERMORE! He didn't expect to accidentally fly an experimental prototype jet though a wormhole into an alternate version of Earth...

      

      But when Myth meets Machine, there can only be one winner. And who knows... Maybe that Myth is far more attractive then one may originally think?

      

      Myth & Machine contains a man, a woman, several dragons, an experimental prototype jet and a futuristic 3D printer. There's also violence, blood, gore, talk of, but no description of sexual assault, violent retribution for said assault and just a smidge of romance. Contains the beginnings of a harem

      

      https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B09WLR7DX9
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        Book formatting at a reasonable price.

        The person who formatted this book and all of the Montgomery Quinn books!

      

        

      
        “I make your words look pretty.”

      

      

      

      
        
        https://www.nmalone.net/formatting

        https://www.fiverr.com/share/vdQVkN
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