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      “Earlier today, police confirmed they are looking for suspects in question. Ex-special forces Corporal Kyle Wessex is considered armed and extremely dangerous. We urge the public not to approach him under any circumstances and to contact the authorities if you have any information. Kyle Wessex-”

      I sighed as Rose slapped the alarm clock, silencing it. Tina’s arms tightened around me from behind while Joan made noises of protest. I should have known going public was idiocy. But I was wounded and delirious when I handed the laptop to Lori. The first few days had been an outrage. People demanding blood, going out themselves to ‘fight slavery.’ That led to a few deaths on both sides, but no cows. Or at least none that were reported to the public. Others who were named in the documents quickly went into hiding. And when there was nobody to interview, nobody to hound, nobody to smear. They turned to the only other avenue of newsworthiness involved with the whole thing. And a bunch of corpses was that avenue.

      The bed shifted as Rose moved back into my arms and I felt her warmth as she pressed herself against me.

      “Master?”

      “Mmm?” I pressed my face into her firm breasts.

      “Can you milk me please?”

      I grinned and reached between her legs. It was never a surprise that she was wet for me. But feeling the slick texture of it right down to her knees well… When her own biological responses are begging for it to an extreme like that…

      “Ladies, everyone gets a nipple each. It’s breakfast time.”

      Rose giggled as I pushed her onto her back. Her legs snapped closed around my waist and I pressed my cock into her entrance. There would be time to make love to my cow properly later. Today we had plans, and this needed to be done sooner, rather than later. Despite the lack of foreplay or soft treatment, I saw nothing but love in her eyes. Right before they crossed as I pushed myself up inside her.

      “Mmmaster,” she whimpered softly.

      “Let’s get you milked,” I smiled and kissed her softly.

      I watched as Joan, and Tina came over to help. They took a nipple each on Rose’s left breast. I lifted her right and pressed her upper nipple to her own lips. Her eyes may have been crossed, but her mouth still worked. As she suckled, I took the last nipple and began to thrust. Between the four-way suction and my cock pushing inside her, Rose was trying not to cry out in agonising pleasure. I on the other hand, enjoyed the taste of her milk. The sweet, thick, slightly vanilla flavoured milk was without a doubt one of the best tasting things I could think of. So despite the tight fist-like contractions of her pussy as she came hard on my cock, I refused to let up. And like the good cow she was, she squeezed her legs, just to ensure I knew she didn’t want me to.

      It had been six months since I’d first laid eyes on Rose. In those six months, I had some of the best and worst things happen. Rose, led me to Tina, Claire and Heidi. Claire being an imprisoned doctor forced to work in the slave breeding program that birthed the cows. Heidi being Rose’s and Tina’s sister, whom Claire accidentally imprinted with during our escape. With their help, I later tracked down Joan and rescued her from the very thing I feared was happening to dozens if not hundreds more cows. And we had our next hit.

      It had been Lori of all people who came through for us. She’d landed on some fetish site that specialised in milk products. When she compared notes, called in a few favours and then had her husband, my ex-commanding officer, Jones, fly over the ‘farm.’ Well, we had both a direction and a plan for our own future. But that was something to think about in a couple of hours when Jones arrived in his huey. For now.

      “MMMMASTER!” Rose mooed loudly as she thrashed.

      I sucked hard on her breast, feeling the flow subside. Her pussy muscles were going crazy, and I started counting sheep in my head as I continued thrusting into her. I loved my cows. And I loved pushing the limits of their pleasure. And as Rose practically climaxed herself unconscious, I pulled my lips away and kissed her sleepy smiling lips. Slipping my cock from her pussy, I turned my gaze on Tina, who trembled.

      “Tina?”

      “Moo,” she whimpered, opening her legs.
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      An hour later, I was waiting on the front lawn with the others. The small farmhouse we were staying at was shut and empty. It was only a temporary stop before we made our final move. In the time we’d been on the run, I’d made sure to never go out in public while I grew out a beard. It was simple enough. The photo the media used of me was one from my military days. Crew cut, clean shaven and young. With bags under my eyes, a thick but short beard and my hair grown out a bit, only the most dedicated would spot me. Even so, I didn’t plan on going out very often. At least for now, I had better things going on.

      In the distance as the sun rose over the horizon, we could hear the chopping of rotors. I looked around at the ladies. Rose, Tina and Joan were clumped in beside Heidi, who despite not being bonded with me, seemed to love having her sisters and I around. Claire on the other hand moved to stand beside me.

      “You ready for today?”

      I nodded slowly, “I started this. And the authorities are keeping quiet about what they’re doing. So I need to keep going.”

      “What are you going to do if you get caught?”

      I didn’t let my face drop. But… “I don’t know.”

      “Kye-”

      “Claire, there’s more of them out there,” I said firmly. “Sweet, innocent, beautiful and loving in all ways. Tied up, abused, degraded, tortured, bred and executed for the pleasures of sick fucks. If not me then who?”

      Claire touched my arm softly, and she lifted it over her shoulder so she could lean on me in the cool morning air. “It’s not just them, y’know?”

      I sighed and nodded my head. It didn’t matter how many times I offered to take her away where it was safe. Claire refused to leave. Hell there was more than one time she and the cows had ambushed me for a round of group sex and Claire seemed to take delight in watching me milk Heidi on her behalf. Heidi treated me almost the same way she treated Claire.

      “I thought they only bonded once?” I asked for the unknownth time.

      “I don’t know what to tell you,” Claire shrugged. “All the studies carried out that I had access to said they died if the bond broke. All I can think of is when things are bad enough, the bond can be eroded and the cow can reform a bond over someone else.”

      “Sound theory,” I nodded as the blue and yellow huey appeared over the trees. “Grab your things! Don’t let them blow around!”

      “YES MASTER!” Five voices rang out.

      I gave Claire a look, and she just winked at me as she checked her bag. Today was a quick move. Taking a page right out from my target’s book, there was a small hobby dairy a few hours drive from here. The farm was a large block of wooded land for free range cattle. There was a small milking shed, a house in a fenced section in the middle and a single road in and out. The farm itself was between two others and close to the nearest town. I watched as Jones brought the huey around and landed at a safe distance. I looked over my shoulder at the cows who all clutched their bags. Mostly just some clothing, but each had a pair of milking pails tied to the sides where they wouldn’t blow away. I gave them a nod and jogged in a crouch to the helicopter, before climbing in.

      With the modifications, it wasn’t quite designed to carry this many people and luggage. But it had the room. I took Claire’s bag and stacked it against the far door as she climbed in beside me. Then she helped with the cows getting them inside and seated while I took their bags. When they were all safe and comfortable, I gave them a thumbs up and jumped out. Rushing around to the front, I climbed into the front seat beside Jones, where he handed me a headset.

      “I’m getting real sick of these early morning starts,” Jones shook his head.

      “Take it up with your wife, she’s organising things,” I shot back.

      Jones just shook his head, “Nah, you tell her.”

      We both laughed as Jones lifted us from the ground. We flew west for a few minutes before turning slightly north. Jones chatted for a while about it being a regular route he took. He’d flown it for years, changing it as populated areas sprung up. The views were fantastic as the sun lit the land below in morning light. Jones kept the huey going further north until we were well out past where I’d found Rose and Tina. There was a small town between that place and where we were going, plus a few farms.

      “Now, you’re on tank water while you’re here. There’s a bore set up, but it’s never been tested for drinking, so that’s hooked to the bathroom and laundry.”

      “Thank you Jones. You and Lori have done a lot for us.”

      Jones shrugged, “I still can’t believe this kind of shit is happening in Australia of all places.”

      I nodded at that, “If it’s happening here…”

      Jones shook his head. “Slavery is dirty business.”

      Of that, there were no disagreements. I spotted the farm in the distance. The land, unlike the holiday home on Jones’s property, was dotted only sporadically with trees. There was a cleared section around the house itself, fenced off from the rest of the property. That was to keep the cows away from the house itself, though they could come right up to the milking shed if they wanted. Said cows were being delivered in a day or two. It was the perfect cover for a range of high end cheeses they were going to produce with all the milk the girls made.

      Jones slowed us down, before gently setting the huey on the grass beside the house. “Keys are in the front door. You pick up mail in town if you need it. Lori will be down at noon with groceries.”

      “Thanks Jones, I’ll see you later?”

      “Might air-drop you some beer!” He laughed as I took off my headset.

      Getting everyone out was a reverse of getting them all in. I climbed out, ran around and then helped Claire and the cows out, ending with Rose. Then I climbed in and passed down the bags to Claire passed down the bags, before we backed away from the helicopter. Once clear, the ladies waved goodbye, while I checked to see the key in the front door and gave the knob a twist to make sure it was fine. Satisfied all was well, I gave Jones a wave of my own. He shot me a grin and lifted off to continue his usual trek. It was decided, as risky as it was for Jones and Lori, that we would stay along his regular flight paths as best we could. That meant he was never far and never going out of his way if we needed transport.

      As the huey moved away from the property and the dust settled, I opened the door properly and stepped inside. It was the tradeoff for continuing on alone rather than surrendering to the authorities. These places just didn’t have the luxury of the cabin. No spa, no air-conditioning, which wasn’t a necessity as the weather cooled, and…

      “Why is there only one bed?” I asked, stepping into the open plan building.

      It was rather basic, more a converted shed than a farmhouse. The roof supported by vertical beams, the kitchen was at one side, a sitting area with television in the middle and an oversized bed at the other. The only singular room seemed to lead out the back where the bathroom and laundry were located.

      “Oh,” Claire said, in monotone. “Oh no, whatever will we do?”

      I blinked and gave her a quick glare, that she returned right back.

      “Seriously?”

      “Kye, you’ve fucked me before, why are you being weird about us sharing a bed?”

      I froze and lost my trail of thought for a few moments. Honestly, I couldn’t think of anything. “Was this intentional?”

      “Master, did we do wrong?” Rose asked softly.

      Immediately I turned and hugged her, “No, no. Just a surprise.”

      “Good,” Tina said, coming to join the hug with Joan beside her.

      “We thought you’d be okay with it. We like Claire and we thought you did too,” the older cow mumbled.

      “Well Kye?” Claire asked with a smirk. “Do you like me?”

      “Gonna like spanking that little ass of yours,” I mumbled, giving my cows the attention they needed to calm down.

      “Would it make you feel better if you spanked me a little?” Rose asked.

      “And me?” Tina pouted.

      Joan fidgeted and looked nervous as she rolled her eyes from the floor up to meet my own. “I wouldn’t mind a light spanking.”

      I thought about the situation she was in when I found her. It surprised the hell out of me when she bonded with me. Surprised even more when she seemed to want sex like the others. But hearing her talk about this kind of thing… That was a huge amount of trust.

      “Mistress, would you like to spank me as well?” Heidi asked Claire.

      I sighed and stepped out of the grip of my cows. There was no use arguing with them. Claire was right, we’d fucked before. We’d fucked since. Sharing a bed wasn’t anything to be worried about. So I put up and shut up, delivering my bag to the bed where Claire intercepted with a huff.

      “What?”

      Claire rolled her eyes. “We’re probably staying a while, so I’m not letting you live out of a bag.”

      This time I rolled my eyes, but she shot me a glare that made me pause. This… Domestic type stuff was oddly like living with my ex-wife. And… Yeah that wasn’t something I wanted to deal with right now. Stepping up behind her, Claire turned, and I gave her a smile.

      “Let me get a couple things out of there first, please?”

      “Uh,” Claire nodded, “Sure.”

      I took the bag and opened it, withdrawing my M4 and HK. I carried them over to a nearby shelf. There were no kids here and the cows wouldn’t refuse a direct instruction, so when I said not to touch, it was gospel. Claire… Claire had handed me back my HK and refused to look at it again. I knew what she had done that day to save my life. But I also knew that taking a life was never a simple thing, even if justified. Turning, I saw the small frown on her face as she unpacked my clothing. The cows were nearby sorting their own clothing. They were all about the same size and liked to swap so they were discussing options. I placed the weapons down after giving them a final check for safety.

      Turning around, I walked softly over to Claire and gently took her arm. Her head snapped around before her eyes opened wide with shock. Right before I kissed her. It was soft, gentle, but genuine. Claire hummed into it for a moment before she pressed herself against me. I held her tight and enjoyed the moment, only pulling away when I felt her shift.

      “I… Um…”

      “Thank you Claire,” I told her.

      She frowned in confusion but smiled, anyway. “No idea what I did. Wanna give a girl a hint, I could get used to that.”

      “Just…” I smirked as her eyes widened. So I pecked her lips gently and grinned. “Just keep being you, okay?”

      Claire stared at me for a moment and nodded, “Okay.”

      Letting her go, I stepped back and turned around. All four cows were clutching their faces with expressions bordering on delirious excitement. I just rolled my eyes and walked around them. As I stepped out the front door, I heard the excited babble start up. And that I wanted nothing to do with. For now, I wanted to check the property. I did a quick loop of the cleared section of yard. Grass, grass and more grass. It’d be nice to plant a veggie patch and some flowers, maybe. But that was about it without having… I shook my head to stall the thought. Having kids wasn’t something I wanted on the agenda right now.

      With a sigh, I tried not to think about the future. This was going to end badly unless something drastic changed. There were so few options and none of them sounded good long term. I couldn’t think of a future where I didn’t try my best to free as many slaves as I could. But that meant putting myself in physical danger and risking my cows being recaptured. Then there are the authorities. Whether or not they were complicit, I did not know how they were going to react. Would a tactical squad ambush me one day here on the farm? Would an anonymous tip get me caught out on the road? What happened if I was arrested and prosecuted? Would they take the cows away? Would they be looked after, or even survive?

      I shook my head and looped the yard. The fence was whole and strong for the most part. One or two of the posts would need replacing soon, but the wire was strong and free of barbs. Around the front where the driveway was, there was a gate. Just a simple set of bent bars that folded over the top to hold it in place. There was a bracket for a padlock but that didn’t seem necessary. If anyone got this far, a padlocked gate was the least of my concerns. Lifting the latch, I pushed the gate open, admiring the rusty squeak. That was something I’d leave, padlocked or otherwise. Like velcro, some sounds you just can’t hide.

      I made my way down the driveway. It had a few twists and turns as it took an odd path through the trees that dotted this side of the property. There was plenty of cover for the cattle and plenty of grass for them to eat as long as I kept the herd small. I made note of a few places I should put movement sensors and other hazards. But realistically with cattle roaming about, I’d be hard pressed to set any effective traps like I had. Whatever I designed that would injure or hinder a man or vehicle would do much worse to a cow. Reaching the outer fence, this had a similar design on the gate as the inner one at the house. It too could be padlocked, and I figured this one might make more sense to do so.

      Turning right, I made an anti-clockwise loop of the property. Unlike the inner fence, the outer was in much worse condition. The wood was aged and eroded in places. There was even a post being held up by the wires going to each post either side, completely detached from the ground. It made me worry about termites, but that was a future problem to deal with. I made note of how many posts were damaged and kept going around the property. All things considered, the fence was probably the easiest to trap if I was going to go down that route again. At the very least, if I electrified it, that would make someone think twice about climbing over.

      Making my way right around the property back to the gate, I could see a familiar vehicle coming. With a grin, I pulled the gate open and started heading back up towards the house. By the time I was opening the inner gate, Lori was revving her car behind me. I just smirked and took my time to get it open so she could come in and park, while I closed the gate again.

      “Took your time!” She laughed, getting out.

      “Only the best for you,” I grinned.

      “You getting cheeky are you?”

      “No ma’am,” I smirked. “Just happy I have somewhere stable we can stay for a while.”

      Lori nodded, “Friend of mine owns this place. She’s overseas, has been for a while. Told me to look after the place. When I mentioned I had a friend looking for somewhere long term, she agreed so long as you fix up the place a bit.”

      “I noticed the fences need a little attention,” I nodded.

      Lori nodded, “Yeah, I figured. She hasn’t been out here in a while. Someone used to come to mow the little yard here, but that’s about it.”

      “Thank you, Lori.”

      She blinked and shook her head, “Don’t be getting soft on me.”

      I chuckled and shook my head, “I thought Jones was coming out?”

      “He’s grabbing a few things and will be out later. For now. LADIES!”

      I smirked as she opened the boot and started lifting out armfuls of groceries. By the time she turned, Rose was out the front door with Tina and Heidi on her tail. Joan and Claire weren’t a step behind though, with Joan looking rather bemused by the rush.

      “It’s all coming in,” Lori called as the cows passed by. “Just close it up when you have everything.”

      Between the six of us with Lori already gone, we managed it in a single load. Lori seemed to have everything set up for us. Not only were there basics like vegetables, flour and meats, but there were other utensils, bowls, thermometers, large diameter pots all for making cheese.

      “Lori-”

      “Not one word of complaint out of you,” she snapped back. “I know what you’re doing, I know what you’re going to do and I know the shitstorm that’s coming. You need a home and I’m making sure you have one.”

      “If the cops hadn’t frozen my accounts…”

      Lori smiled softly. “It’s fine Kye, really. What you’re doing. It’s important.”

      I nodded, “Yeah, but this has gotta be expensive.”

      Lori shrugged, “I’m thinking of it like having kids. Kids are expensive, but it’s for the best.”

      I smirked as Claire had a giggle of her own. With Lori directing, we unpacked all the groceries. Cans went in a cupboard that already had some stored. Other things went in the refrigerator that was already cooling down thanks to Claire’s quick thinking while I was outside. The various kitchen equipment went into appropriate cupboards and we found space to put all the milking pails.

      “Have you seen the milking shed yet?” Lori asked.

      “Not yet, I was checking the perimeter first.”

      She nodded, “C’mon. Some of the equipment is old, but I bet most of it still works.”

      I followed her out with Claire and the cows behind me. They looked excited at the mention of milking. We stepped into the shed and looked around. Light came in through some skylights that were installed and Lori hit a switch on the wall turning on the down lights. With the room properly illuminated we could make out the place needed a damn good dust.

      “Right, so twice a day, you open these doors. The cattle will learn to come in by themselves. You bring them into these stalls,” she gestured to the framed boxes. I’d thought they’d be metal, but these seemed to be made of flexible hose which made me think it was designed to flex if the cows bumped them. “Cow goes here, pumps are…” She walked around to a boom arm and brought it down. It had four milking nozzles attached. “They go on the teats, you hit the green button and it’ll automatically stop when the milk dries up.”

      “Master,” Rose whispered.

      I looked over, Rose was staring wide eyed at the machine. Tina was holding her face to hide the smile and even Heidi was trembling with excitement at the sight of it. The only one not staring at the machine like they needed it to live, was Joan.

      “I can still milk you by hand,” I told the older cow. She blinked, before frowning.

      “No, it’s… It’s fine master… I just-”

      “Whatever you’re comfortable with,” I told her. “The others may enjoy being milked by the machine, but that doesn’t mean it’s going to happen every day. And I’ll NEVER make you do something you don’t want. Not like this, not ever.”

      Joan blinked, and a faint smile came to her lips. “Maybe if I see the others try it first then?”
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      Rose went cross-eyed as she stared at me. I could see from her expression, she was cumming her gorgeous little pussy off. And there was a leading pair of theories why. First up, she, like the rest of the cows, minus Joan, absolutely loved the milking machine. Being put in the stall got them all excited. Tina had asked to be collared the day before and the rest had opted for the same treatment. The gorgeous, redheaded cow had a thick, leather collar leashed to the front of the stall. It prevented her from moving back or forth more than a couple inches. Beneath her was the four pumps, working away on her gorgeous nipples. She was the last, other than Joan and the cow’s milk was to be done before and after actual cattle to prevent contamination. And with said cattle being delivered today, Claire was giving me a hand.

      “Look at him,” Claire grunted, thrusting her rubber cock into Rose’s pooling wet pussy. “You wish this was him, don’t you?”

      “Yes,” Rose whimpered loudly.

      I smiled as I glanced up at her, but I was distracted by my own situation. With Heidi on one side and Tina on the other, Joan was being hand milked by her sisters.

      “But you’re gonna cum for me like a good cow, won’t you?”

      “YES!” Rose wailed as she trembled through yet another orgasm.

      “Master,” Joan whimpered.

      I watched her back arch as she began to cum. Her pussy contracted hard over my cock as I thrust into her. Heidi removed her pail and leaned in, capturing the final few drops that hand milking didn’t express, with her mouth. Joan lowed loudly as Tina joined her a few moments later. The milking pails were full, and I wondered if all the cows’ supply was going to increase over time, or if Joan’s specific situation caused her supply to increase.

      “Such a good cow,” I praised her. “All this lovely milk from those gorgeous tits.”

      “Thank you!” Joan cried out.

      I hit my limit and emptied myself inside of her. Joan switched from soft moo’s to loud whimpering as I pumped her full of my seed. Tina and Heidi slowed their actions as they made sure her breasts were clear and empty. And only when I felt her begin to relax did I pull myself from her. Joan slumped forward and rolled to her back. I leaned over her, feeling my body press down on her own as I kissed her. She mooed softly and gave me a smile as I lifted away.

      “You’re beautiful,” I told her.

      Joan smiled wider and tried to hide her face. I had begun to understand her over time. Whatever that bastard did to her, she had absolutely no faith in herself in any way. So I praised her whenever I could. And while all my cows enjoyed being told they were beautiful, Joan could almost bring herself to orgasm by listening to us all tell her what we loved about her. At the same time, it always made her embarrassed, so she hid, which was adorable to the point I started telling her it was another thing I loved. So now, whenever she got embarrassed, she got turned on, and when that was from praise, it was a vicious cycle of sexual torment for her.

      “So when are you gonna use that thing on me?” Claire called.

      I looked up at Rose’s happy face, with Claire’s raised eyebrow as she stood behind. Her rubber cock had a line of grool connecting it to Rose, but was otherwise untouched.

      “What?” I smirked, “You wanna go in the milking machine?”

      Claire blushed crimson, and I paused, realising my joke just backfired.

      “I meant you fucking me,” she grumbled a few moments later. “I’ve been in your bed twice now and you haven’t even touched me.”

      “Oh..”

      “Oh?” Claire sighed. “I can’t work with oh, Kye.”

      “Master, you should fuck her tonight,” Tina hissed.

      “Mistress wants to go in the milking machine,” Heidi whispered a little too loudly.

      I smirked as Claire blushed again. “Fine, Claire. Tonight, I’m going to fuck you and tomorrow, I’m going to put you in the milking machine with the others.”

      “I… Ummm…”

      “Collar and all,” I nodded.

      Claire swallowed, before I heard a soft, “Okay.”

      An hour later, I dropped my shovel and nodded at Tina. When I had told them what I was planning on doing before the cattle arrived, they thought I was crazy and offered to help. That led to outright demands and pouting. So now, Tina, in all her tiny glory, was lifting one post up single-handedly.

      “That’s it,” I said as she angled for the hole. “Now just straighten it up and let it drop into the hole.”

      “Like this?” Tina asked.

      I watched as she let the post go so it slid down. Then she grabbed the exposed end and lifted, letting the post fall the rest of the way in.

      “Perfect,” I grinned.

      I was expecting the smile, but her delighted moo, followed by a crash tackle took me by surprise. It must have surprised her as well as she froze in place, suddenly looking terrified.

      “You’re so beautiful,” I told her quickly, but earnestly.

      Tina beamed and relaxed, but shook her head, “I’m sorry for knocking you over.”

      Reaching up, I rubbed her head around her horns while stroking her brown hair. They all loved this kind of attention. And Tina had a more sensitive head than the others. Rose needed to sit so her hair could be brushed. Tina had to be held upright.

      “Oh… Master,” Tina lowed softly.

      “Come on, I need to do as much as I can before the truck gets here.”

      Tina nodded slowly and reluctantly climbed off me. I sat up and climbed to my feet, before patting the dirt and grass off me. As my hands moved over my front, I felt a damp patch and frowned. Tina saw it too and went crimson.

      “Didn’t you get enough this morning?”

      “No,” Tina said in a small voice.

      I frowned, “Really?”

      Tina twisted her hoof into the ground for a few moments. It was an odd gesture, something I’d never seen her do, but it was positively adorable.

      “It’s not the same,” she muttered softly.

      “What isn’t?”

      “Everything…” She turned her big eyes on me. “I want it so bad, all the time. At first, I could ignore it. I just wanted to be milked, and you made it feel so good. But now…” Tina trembled softly and rubbed her thighs together. “It’s all I can think about. It’s so hot down there,” she touched her crotch over the shorts she wore, that had an obvious wet patch soaked through. “I keep having thoughts about it. It’s all I want. To have you pin me down and for you to…” Tina blushed and bit her lip. “I want you to breed me so bad, master. Breed me, milk me, breed me some more and then breed me all over again.”

      “Is that why you wanted to help?” I asked. Immediately Tina started looking guilty, and I stepped up to give her a hug. Tina plastered herself to me and clung on tight as I thought for a moment. “Tina, I want you to go find Claire, and tell her how you feel, okay?”

      “Okay,” Tina whimpered softly.

      I kissed her firmly and felt her relax, but she still looked on the verge of tears as she walked back across the field towards the house.

      “That leaves it to just me then,” I sighed.

      I had the wire attached to the new post and was attaching it to the second when I heard the truck coming. This place was so quiet and out of the way, the sound of an engine was unmistakable. The size of a TRUCK engine meant I had more than enough time to get my ass inside. Lori and Jones were bringing it in, posing as the owners of the ranch. So while they unloaded, the cows, Claire and I needed to be inside where we wouldn’t be seen. Last thing we needed was the trucker recognising one of us. So that’s what I did, crossing where Tina had just an hour before. When I reached the house, Claire was waiting out the front with a smile.

      “Oh good, I got a call from Lori and was coming to get you.”

      “I heard it coming,” I smiled, before realising she was blocking the door. “Ummm.”

      Claire tilted her head and gave me a smile, “Yes?”

      “We need to go inside,” I gestured.

      Claire smiled a little wider, “We do, don’t we?”

      I was about to ask why she was being difficult when I realised Rose, Tina, Joan and Heidi were all trying to very circumspectly watch us, without making it obvious. Which counter-productively, made it extremely obvious. If I had come back at any other time, at least one of them would meet me by the door for a kiss…

      Reaching out, Claire’s eyes went wide as I pulled her close. But as our lips met, she kissed back just as hard. It was hot, hard and full of passion for just a few moments, before I pulled away.

      “Is that enough?”

      Claire blinked and smiled shyly, “For now.”

      “Later,” I promised.

      Claire turned and brought me inside, closing the door behind us. We checked all the blinds were closed, turned off the television and waited for the cattle driver to leave. In the meantime though, I spotted a large pot on the stove.

      “We’re making mozzarella,” Claire smiled. “It’s a simple first step.”

      I nodded slowly, “Fair enough.”

      “Mmm,” Tina whimpered.

      Claire sighed. “Also, we need to talk about Tina.” I glanced over at the small cow as she fidgeted on the seat. Rose, Heidi and Joan were watching on with interest. “She’s going into heat.”

      I nodded slowly, “So what. I need to be careful with her for a few days?”

      Claire fidgeted as Tina mooed softly. “You could.”

      “I want it so bad,” Tina trembled as she struggled not to cry.

      I wanted to comfort her, but Claire took my hand. “Her libido is going to increase, her milk production will double and in the next couple of days she’s going to bleed same as I would.”

      “So, pads and tampons?”

      Claire smirked, “I’m glad you know what that is, but that’s not the issue.”

      “Then what is?”

      “Her hormones are driving her to mate with you. And this is the most mild they’re going to be for at least the next few days.”

      “Oh.”

      Claire smiled thinly, “So, you have some decisions to make, because if Tina is going…”

      “Oh shit,” I turned to see the looks on all the cow’s eyes. Even Heidi was eye fucking me.

      “Yeah, her too,” Claire mumbled.

      “What about…” I trailed off.

      Claire blushed and turned her head, “I’m not a cow, I don’t go into heat.”

      “So that’s a-”

      “If you fill this house with pregnant cows and leave me out of it, I’m going to be furious.”

      It wasn’t the words she said, but the dangerous monotone in which she said it. I nodded my head slowly and sighed. “My mother would have been furious about getting any woman pregnant before marriage, let alone five of them.”

      “We’re not women, master,” Rose giggled. “We’re cows.”

      “So what, I should marry Claire?” I asked without thinking.

      A moment later, I realised I had five sets of eyes glued to me, and I realised I had just jumped into the deep end. Rose was beaming brightly, Joan had an affectionate smile. Heidi looked like she was about to burst into tears and Tina… Tina looked like she was about to take her clothes off. I looked at Claire, who was staring at me with her mouth open a little.

      “Ummm…”

      “Mrs Claire Wessex,” she mumbled softly. “Mrs, Claire Brown Wessex. The Mrs. Wessex Brown.”

      I glanced over at Rose, who was still smiling, “We’ve been talking with Lori. She says the laws won’t let us get married, so you should marry Claire instead.”

      “I…” I wanted to say I didn’t mean it, and that it was a joke. But Claire’s wide-eyed stare at me had me change my mind. Doc Brown. At one stage, I was going to kill her. I was going to put her down like the others and only after I realised she was a slave like them, did I reconsider. She was strong, determined, intelligent and… Shit, who am I kidding?

      “Claire?”

      “Yes Kye?”

      “When this is said and done, when we’re safe, when we can live in peace. Will you marry me?”

      Claire blinked and shook her head slowly, “No Kye. I’m going to agree to marry you right now. And you’re going to do everything in your power to make those things a reality.”

      I nodded slowly, then opened my arms. Claire threw herself against my chest and we kissed. The cows cheered, before Claire pulled away and hushed them back down. We didn’t want anyone to hear that we were inside. Claire stepped back and shot me a smile.

      “Tonight, you’re going to make me your woman. But right now, I think someone needs your attention more than I do.”

      I looked over at Tina, who was practically hyperventilating. “Okay-” Tina ripped her clothing from her body. The top came off in two pieces as she tossed them aside. Her shorts followed a moment later. The wet patch between her legs was now just a wet mess that ran down her legs. Her eyes were wide as she heaved in great lungfuls of air. “Okay,” I said again.

      She wasn’t wearing any underwear and her pussy… It almost looked like she’d used a pump on herself. My cows had always been beautiful and while naked, they’d been exceptionally so. But right now, if I didn’t know better I’d say she was in pain with how swollen it looked. Tina lifted herself onto the bench she was leaning on and opened her legs. With one hand to prop herself up, she used the other to spread her labia.

      “Please, Master?”

      She flinched as Rose ran her fingers through her spread labia. Then she moaned softly as those fingers rubbed over her erect clit.

      “Go give the poor thing what she needs,” Claire nudged me.

      I nodded, thinking about the ramifications of what was about to happen. Then I nodded again and started forward. Tina’s eyes went wide as I undid my pants, allowing them to drop to the floor. My cock swung free and her eyes followed as it bounced with each step. When I drew close, Rose reached out and took me in her hands.

      “Closer master,” Rose smiled.

      I felt a little self-conscious, but I allowed her to steer me by the cock, between Tina’s thighs.

      “Time to go home,” Rose giggled.

      I just felt overwhelming heat and moisture. Tina mooed softly as my cock speared into her. Rose’s hand shifted from holding my cock, to stimulating the smaller cows’ clitoris again. Tina opened her mouth to cry out, and I covered it with my hand. Her cry was muffled, but the look in her eyes told me she wasn’t thinking rationally.

      “Ladies, I need someone…” I spotted the white pearls of milk dripping from her four nipples. “Shit.”

      “More,” Tina moaned into my palm.

      Thinking quickly, I wrapped my arms around her. Tina latched on, locking her legs behind me as I lifted her up. Her weight forced my cock deeper inside than it already was and I kissed her to keep her quiet as she rocked her hips against mine. I turned and got to my knees, placing her directly on the floor.

      “Ladies, nipples, now.”

      “YE-”

      I covered her mouth with my hand to silence her. Rose, Heidi, Claire and Joan all dived on the small brunette cow and took a nipple each. Her pussy began to spasm from her first orgasm almost immediately. I started sawing my cock in and out of her. Tina writhed under the attention of the five of us. She went from muffled mooing, to licking my hand, to desperately trying to get my thumb into her mouth so she had something to suck on. The whole time, her pussy continuously spasmed as if in a constant state of orgasm. I just smiled down at her as I thrust firmly into her. Her pussy squirted the excess liquid that was formed between each thrust. I only hoped she was hydrated, because she’d need a lot of fluid replacement after this.

      “Are you ready?” I asked her. Tina’s eyes snapped to mine. She was lost in the haze of pleasure. “I’m going to breed you now.” Tina’s eyes widened, and I saw a small flash of recollection. It only lasted for a moment, before her eyes rolled into the back of her head. Her screaming moo broke out around my fingers as her pussy pulsed. I tipped over the edge and started firing my seed into her. Her pulsing pussy milked my cock and I grit my teeth as it bordered overstimulation. I shuddered and pulled my cock free as her pussy visibly pulsed before me. Tina’s eyes were hooded, but the smile when I removed my hand told me everything.

      The other cows and Claire released her nipples, giving them small licks to clean up the last of the milk and making the brunette giggle. I glanced down at the mess of my crotch.

      “As your future wife, I’d be delighted,” Claire growled huskily.

      I flinched as her mouth closed over my cock. Rose leaned in, lapping at my balls while Joan licked my stomach and hip. Heidi on the other hand slipped her hands under Claire’s pants, pulling them, and sending Claire cross eyed even as she sucked me.

      “Oh, for crying out loud, lock the front door!” Lori snapped, standing in the now open doorway.

      “He bred me!” Tina giggled.

      Lori sighed and shook her head. “Pants on, all of you.”

      Five minutes later, only five of us came outside. Tina, masturbating and slightly delirious from joy and pleasure, was in bed, with the dildo that Claire liked to mount in her strap on harness. I wanted to ask Claire if that was normal behaviour for them, but first we had Lori to deal with. She was impatiently waiting beside Jones and not one, but two, four-wheel drives.

      “Bout time,” she snapped. “And I’m serious, I’m an old woman now. I know what goes on around here, but walking in on that kind of thing is going to give me heart palpitations.”

      I tried to frown, apologetically, but Jones did a little fist pump and I coughed to hide a laugh instead. Lori wasn’t one to be fooled though, and she shot her husband a glare, making him straighten up and look serious. That only lasted as long as it took for her to turn her attention back to me.

      “Now, there’s enough land and grass here that your little herd should be right on their own. You could probably increase the numbers a little, but this seemed like a good starting point for what you wanted.”

      “Thank you,” Claire smiled, “Speaking of, I should go back and check that.”

      When Claire darted back inside, Lori gave me a look. I just shrugged at her, “Mozzarella. I’ve no idea how to make it, Claire’s doing that.”

      Lori nodded along, “Right, come see the cattle.”

      A few of them were visible through the trees and I could hear the cows whispering excitedly. I felt a hand fit into my own and smiled at Rose, before another took my other hand. That was Heidi. Joan stood on Heidi’s other side, taking her hand. And together in an odd procession, we moved to see the cattle. And… Cows are big. Like, you see them driving past and think they’re large. But when you’re standing in front of one and it’s looking you in the eye, you get a sense that even with the fence, the only reason they’re here is because they decided to be.

      “This lot are pretty tame. They came from a small farm like this. They’re already producing, so all you need to do is remember to milk them.”

      “We’re made from these?” Rose asked softly.

      I nodded, “Maybe not these specifically. There are a few different kinds that make milk.”

      Rose nodded, “We don’t eat these ones, right?”

      “No,” Lori shook her head. “These make milk. Some farms will cull them when they stop and send them to slaughter. But-”

      “We’re not going to do that, are we?” Heidi asked.

      Lori glanced at me and I shook my head, “No Heidi. These cows will stay here. If they stop producing, we’ll keep looking after them.”

      The soft-hearted cow smiled and nodded, giving my hand a squeeze. Rose and Joan seemed happier as well, and we continued. There were two dozen of them. Enough. To start on the cheese production in the short term. Later on, if or when things calmed down, we might need to expand our efforts. More land, more cattle. But for now, it was more to do with the smokescreen than make a living.

      “So, I’ll give you a rundown on how to wrangle the cattle into the milking barn,” Lori sighed. “But first, our friend who dropped off the cattle had a little gossip to share.”

      I frowned and gave her a look. “One of the smaller farms he delivered to a few weeks back. He heard the older man talking about wanting to do something with the milk they were storing, which was odd, because he was delivering their first herd.”

      “The one we scouted?”

      Lori nodded, “Apparently the man and his son had a disagreement over it, where the young man stormed off. The driver made a joke about you and the girls-”

      “Cows,” Rose corrected.

      Lori rolled her eyes. “The driver made a joke about you and the cows and the man clammed up before changing the subject. When I think about it, that’s suspicious all things considered, but also interesting that you’re not the only one who thought about starting a farm out here.”

      “I don’t know if that’s good or bad,” I frowned.

      Lori nodded, “What are you going to do with all these cows, Kye?”

      I frowned again and shook my head, “I really don’t know. Ideally, they find loving homes, but in order to get that far, they’re probably going to imprint on me.”

      “You thought about trying to get one of your cows to imprint…” Lori tapered off. “That would have been a dumb question to finish, huh?”

      I looked over my cows and saw they were all glaring at Lori. She just laughed and held up her hands.

      “Fine, fine. But you have to admit I have a point. If he starts bringing back more cows, you’ll have to share.”

      “That doesn’t sound like a bad thing,” Rose pouted.

      Lori nodded, “Sure, sure. But imagine him trying to spend time with all of you. Right now is fine, but if there’s twenty, thirty or more of you, then what? Five minutes of attention a day, a quick milking then off to the next?”

      I felt Rose’s hand tighten over my own and I pulled her close. “We’ll have to think of something,” I told her.

      “We could take a couple,” Jones said. Lori rounded on her husband and put her hands on her hips. “What?” Jones complained. “You were the one saying-”

      “You will shut your damn mouth, or I will shut it for you!” Lori snapped.

      Jones froze in place, before miming, zipping and locking his lips before tossing away the key. Lori sighed and turned to me. Though, there was a little something else behind the glare. “Jones and I have discussed it. And… We’re open to the possibility of taking a couple.”

      “How’s that going to work? I figured the government would be out looking for them.”

      “I think they already are,” Lori sighed. “I just hope that whoever they’re sending knows how the cows will behave. Can’t imagine the hell they must be going through, if those poor cows are bonding to their rescuers only to be abandoned.”

      “Should we stop then?” I asked.

      Lori frowned, “Long term, yes, absolutely,” she sighed. “Short term, the government doesn’t seem to want to admit this happened on our soil. And until they do, nobody other than a few fanatics, despite what the media is playing, are looking into it at all. This whole thing is a news sensation and little else in the public.”

      “That’s… Not ideal.”

      “They’re going to come after you, y’know,” Lori sighed. “Probably us too.”

      I nodded, “Then I suppose in the end, it’ll be you that gives us up then.”

      Lori frowned as my cows crowded around, not liking the direction this was all taking. “What do you mean, give you up?”

      “If you’re the one who turns me in, they’ll likely exonerate you. By then, hopefully they’ll understand that my cows will need me. Even if they put me in prison, they’ll need to be looked after.”

      Lori went to speak, and I knew she was probably going to mention the possibility of the government trying to break their bonds, rather than let me keep them. But she closed her mouth and nodded.

      “Right, well. We’ll leave it at that then. Jones, let’s show them how to wrangle cattle.”
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      “Drive safe,” I smiled.

      “You look after those cows. I’m going to dig up a name and anything else I can find for that farmer I mentioned.”

      “Soon as you have the details, let me know. I’ll get right on it.”

      Lori nodded, before clapping Jones on the leg. He got the hint, and they both waved as they pulled out of the gate. I waited until it was clear and swung it closed to keep the cows in. The herd had moved around to the far side away from the gate and I figured they’d stay there until morning when they would want to be milked. So it was a quiet, leisurely stroll back to the house. It was so quiet out here, it reminded me of the night I found Rose. That was the night I met the love of my life. And the night where my world changed for the better and worst in spades. Through the second gate, I stepped through the front door and looked around. There, on the bed, was a huge abundance of flesh on display.

      Claire was laying in the middle. She was wearing her strap on, that Tina was slowly riding. The poor, delirious cow’s eyes were crossed as Rose and Joan milked her breasts into a set of pails. Heidi was perched over her mistress’s face, and as I approached, I could see Claire’s tongue dart out with each lick of Heidi’s clit.

      “Couldn’t wait?”

      “Noooo,” Tina mooed softly

      “Master, will we all be like this when we’re in heat?” Rose asked.

      “I have no idea, why?”

      “As soon as Lori and Jones left, Tina started humping furniture.”

      I nodded slowly, “Maybe if you’re lucky then, more than one of you will go into heat at the same time. Then you can all help each other out.”

      Rose looked up at me with big eyes and smiled, “And you can breed us all too!”

      I gulped softly and nodded. Truth be told, the idea of seeing them all with swollen bellies was a tremendous turn on. Some, hidden, primal part of me just couldn’t help it.

      “That sounds lovely,” I nodded.

      Tina gasped and trembled. I recognised the start of her orgasm. Claire realised this too as she started bucking her hips from below. Tina’s cross eyed stare twisted as she mooed loudly and slumped. I caught her, earning a delirious smile as she both tried to nuzzle against me, and kiss me. She was completely out of her mind with lust and I had never been so turned on.

      “She’s just about done, master,” Joan nudged me.

      I looked down at her dopey smile and kissed her. Tina mooed into my mouth and clung to me awkwardly as Rose and Joan removed their hands.

      “Are… Are you going to fuck me now?” Tina asked in a soft voice.

      “Maybe later.”

      “Awww,” she pouted.

      “Fair is fair Tina,” I smiled as she refused to stop pouting. “I promised Claire tonight, remember?”

      “Mhm,” she nodded. “Can you do me after?”

      “We’ll see. Maybe I can get Rose or Joan to fuck you with that strap on, huh?”

      “I’d be delighted,” Rose took Tina from me.

      The small cow tried to hold on, but she was practically limp from her delirium of pleasure. Rose had no trouble laying her on the bed beside Claire who was staring up at me while Heidi climbed off, blushing all the while. Claire raised her hips and slipped the harness off, where Rose quickly took it. Part of me wanted to watch the show that was about to start, but I had my own plans that needed to be taken care of first. Pulling my shirt off, I smiled as Claire touched herself. I could see the slickness running down her ass and soaking into the sheets, so I knew she was doing it for our mutual excitement.

      “Beautiful,” I smiled, undoing my belt.

      “Just get those off so you can fuck me,” Claire giggled.

      “No foreplay?”

      Claire rolled her eyes, “You think I didn’t get any foreplay while we waited?”

      “She’s yummy, master,” Rose grinned, before slipping her new rubber cock into Tina, who mooed softly with a dull smile.

      “So you’re taking advantage of my cows now?”

      “Hardly,” Claire smirked, increasing the speed of her fingers as she rubbed her clit. “Rose brought me to orgasm before I was even wearing my strap on. The rest joined in when Tina decided she couldn’t wait.”

      “I wanted her ready for you,” Rose giggled.

      I smiled at the beautiful cow as she slapped her hips against Tina’s. The small cow was staring lustfully up at me and I blew her a kiss. That earned me a smile, and I turned my attention back to Claire.

      “Y’know, when you’re being all lovey dovey with them, it makes a girl feel a little intimidated.”

      Bending over her, Claire’s legs came up around my hips and I kissed her gently. “Intimidated? With you waving that giant rubber cock around?”

      Claire rolled her eyes, “You know what I mean.”

      “I do, yes,” I agreed. “Which is why I’m going to make love to you now.”

      Claire smiled and nodded, “Make love. You just want to fuck me.”

      I leaned down and nuzzled the side of her neck making her squirm. “I’m going to fuck you in the stall tomorrow while you’re leashed and strapped into the milking machine. Right now, I’m going to apologise for making you feel less than loved and who knows. Maybe you’ll fall pregnant and I really will be able to milk you in a few months.”

      “Yes,” Claire whimpered as I continued to nibble and bite the soft skin from her chin to her collarbone. “Yes, I want that.”

      “Mmmm, good,” I whispered, kissing the spots I’d just bitten.

      Taking my cock, I angled it down and found her entrance. Her legs opened wider before her heels dug into my ass as she tried to impale herself. I held firm and lifted my face around until we were nose to nose. Claire looked up at me with big eyes.

      “Please?”

      I smiled and kissed her softly. I held her close as our lips meshed and I tried to show her as much passion as I physically could. This beautiful, intelligent, wonderful woman meant more to me than I was comfortable admitting. She wasn’t the deliriously happy rose, the submissive Tina, the aloof Joan or even the shy Heidi. She was Claire, a woman who had found her way into my heart by accident, and with our cows blessing.

      “Mrs Wessex,” I whispered.

      Her eyes snapped open as she smiled widely, and I pushed myself inside her. Her eyes went impossibly wide, before they rolled up slightly. I couldn’t blame her. If I felt half as good sliding into her as she felt stretching over my cock, it did not surprise me in the least she lost her trail of thought.

      “Beautiful,” I whispered, pulling back slightly and pushing back in.

      Claire bit her lip and held me close, “You don’t need to praise me like one of your cows, Kye.”

      “I’m not,” I kissed her gently as I built a slow rhythm. “I’m praising you, like you.”

      “Master loves you,” Joan said, laying wrapped in Heidi’s arms.

      “I can’t wait to have his calf, mistress,” Heidi added. “But I want you to have one first.”

      Clair reached for Heidi, who leaned over and kissed her. I smiled at the contact. These cows were such sweet, innocent things. It was… Honestly a little surprising watching that innocence switch to pure sultry when they got horny. Tina was a prime example. Quiet, submissive and cute as a button. Get her naked and all she wanted was to be fucked hard. Claire was far more to the norm that I expected for a woman. When she separated from Heidi’s kiss, she turned a slightly unsure smile on me. She looked almost embarrassed that she’d done that while she was being intimate with me. And that was the entire point. The cows loved to be intimate, with me, with each other, it didn’t matter. I was master, so I was always going to be the focus point of their affection. But Claire, she had decided this on her own and I felt honoured for that.

      Leaning down, I captured her lips. I pushed my arm under her neck and the other under her back. Claire pulled me closer even as I held her and we rocked our bodies together. This beautiful, amazing woman was going to be my wife, and I was going to do everything in my power to keep her happy. I failed that in my last marriage, and she was a good woman who sought no revenge. But I always wanted a traditional family. Not that, that was going to be possible now, with my lovely cows. But I still wanted my wife, and I still wanted my kids. There was just going to be a lot of them.

      “What are you thinking about?” Claire asked.

      I smiled softly and pecked her lips. “I’m thinking that I’m the luckiest man in the world. With so many beautiful cows to keep me company, I have no idea how I ended up with you as well.”

      Claire blinked and smiled as tears threatened to form.

      “You should let him put it in your ass,” Tina mooed softly.

      I glanced down at the submissive cow as she stared up at me with lust in her eyes. Claire giggled and rolled to kiss her. I just resumed my slow thrusting into Claire as she clung to me.

      I slept well that night, with Tina attached to me as I held Claire with my other arm.

      The following morning was a busy one. We sectioned up the milking barn. We would milk our cows in a specific stall one by one with Claire taking care of things on some days and me on others. I was just shooing the last of the cattle from the milking barn when I turned back to where my cows were clustered around the stall. Tina was bent over a railing, while Joan slowly fucked her from behind. While it seemed that Claire was already waiting in the stall. And the only reason I knew that, was because Heidi was mooing through an orgasm as Rose was crouched behind Claire, on her knees.

      “What’s going on?” I asked, approaching.

      Heidi was bent over, sticking her ass towards Claire. Claire, as I promised I’d do for her, was collared and tied to the bar in front, unable to move away from Heidi’s dripping pussy. Rose was behind Claire, performing the same oral action. But it was the machine that took it to the next level. The cows had four nipples, but Claire only had two. So they’d gotten creative. Claire was being tormented by three of the suction heads. One on each nipple, with a third sucking directly on her clit. They had placed the fourth on Heidi’s clit and I could see all four devices bucking up and down as they pulsed.

      “She’s ready for you master,” Rose said, pulling away.

      I smiled, “Why is it always you that gets her ready?”

      Rose smiled, “Master, I’m your first cow, and she’s your wife. If you want someone else, I can-”

      “It’s fine,” I reassured her before she started getting the wrong impression. “I wasn’t upset, I was just curious.”

      Rose beamed and nodded, “I just want her to be perfect for you.”

      “It would be hard not to be perfect like this,” I snorted.

      “Just hurry up and fuck me, they won’t turn the machine off until you’re done and I’ve cum twice!” Claire snapped.

      I grinned as Rose kissed Claire’s ass and moved aside. “Yes, dear wife.”

      “Don’t you-”

      She squeaked as my cock speared into her. I’d had little quickies with my other cows this morning already. Hell, I woke up inside Tina as she rode me before breakfast. But I held out for this moment. Claire had enjoyed our lovemaking session. But right now, I wanted to fuck her. Pulling my cock free, Claire grunted as I slammed it back in. I gripped her shapely hips securely and found an ass jiggling rhythm. Each thrust of my hips was met with the wet smack of flesh on flesh. Claire moaned loudly as I forced her face first into Heidi’s still wet pussy. With each thrust of my cock, my balls bounced off the suction device on her clit. It had a firm hold of her love button. As my cock relentlessly battered her insides, Claire squealed. I felt her pussy clench, and she began to cum. Her back arched, and she thrust her hips back into my own, urging me onward. From her muffled squeals, I wasn’t sure if she could breathe properly. Reaching out, I took her hair in my hand and twisted it around my wrist. Then I pulled, forcing her to pull her head back.

      “FuuuUUUCK MEEE!” She cried out.

      With the collar holding her in place, my hand yanking her head back and my cock slamming into her. It forced Claire to sit still and cum hard. It definitely wasn’t the gentle lovemaking of the night before, but I was thoroughly enjoying it. And she was too. Thrusting hard up into her, I felt my cum spurt out. At the same time, Claire’s pussy began to throb. It was sheer luck she hit her orgasm as I hit mine and she screamed from her overstimulated assault.

      “Mercy!” Claire cried.

      I blinked and leaned forward. Grabbing the leash, I unhitched it as Heidi slapped the stop button for the machine. Gently pulling Claire upright, I didn’t bother pulling my cock free of her yet. As gently as I could, I detached the now limp suckers and let them drop to the floor. Claire panted softly as she leaned back against me and turned her head to look at me.

      “Are you okay?”

      Claire nodded slowly, “That was intense.”

      “LOCK YOUR FUCKING DOORS!” Lori yelled before storming back out.

      Claire rolled her eyes, “I bet you fifty bucks she knew how to use this machine because Jones has put her in one before.”

      I glanced at the door Lori had vanished from and shook my head. “I’m going to leave that alone.”

      “Oh?” Claire giggled, pecking my chin. “Scared of Lori?”

      “Terrified,” I nodded.
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      When we emerged from the barn, Lori and Jones were inside the house making coffee.

      “I tried to ring and warn you we were coming,” Lori frowned as we stepped inside.

      “Sorry, we were…”

      “Yes, I saw that,” Lori sighed.

      Jones was trying and failing to hide his smirk. I wondered briefly what their sex life was like. I wasn’t sure Lori was the soft, gentle type. But I couldn’t imagine that Jones would be a pushover either. I figured it would be a series of domination moves that ended with mutual orgasms. Hopefully, whatever cow or cows they ended up with could handle it.

      “So what’s going on?”

      Lori frowned and fished a note from her pocket, before handing it to me. I looked at the address and it finally clicked, how close they were. I could be there in about ten minutes.

      “Is this?”

      Lori nodded, “I brought it over seeing how close it was.”

      I sighed and glanced around at the ladies. Rose and the others were smiling, while Claire looked concerned.

      “I… Think this should be taken care of sooner, rather than later.” For a moment, I thought about it. “I’m going to walk. Take my ghillie suit and cut through the fields. Especially being so close, it’ll be hard to get a vehicle in or out without being recognised.”

      “That’s a fair idea,” Jones nodded. “You’ll be able to recon and the cops aren’t likely to be called for you either.”

      I agreed and looked at Lori. She nodded, “I’ll stay here. But I think Jones should go with you.”

      I met his eyes and saw the nod of his head. “Have-”

      “I made him bring his stuff, it’s in the car,” Lori smirked.

      “It’ll take us about an hour to walk over if we’re quick,” I murmured.

      “Longer if we do it properly,” Jones nodded.

      I agreed, and I turned to Claire, Rose and the others. “We’re going to head off now. I should be back before morning.”

      “Be safe,” Claire smiled softly.

      I kissed her, then Rose, Tina, Joan and Heidi, before they all bunched together, earning an odd smile from Lori.

      “Do me a favour and keep an eye on my future wife,” I smiled. “She acts tough, but I think she’s a bit of a softy inside.”

      “Future wife?” Lori asked, smiling. “I think we’re in for another girls’ night.”

      “Yay!” Rose and the others cheered. Claire just looked nervous.

      I gathered up the things I would need. My ghillie suit went on with my HK strapped to my hip. My M4 went over my shoulder, but I made sure I hid it from casual observation. If we were spotted, it was a lot less likely for a swat team to show up if they didn’t think we were armed. Fortunately, as Jones came in with his own ghillie suit, it was set up the same as mine and he wrapped his M4 up in camouflage.

      “Here,” Claire said, pressing a small pack into my arms. I glanced down and pondered. “It’s a first aid kit. I won’t be coming with you, but if the worst should happen.”

      I kissed her. She kissed back, and when I broke, I did the same to all the cows again. After waiting a few moments for Lori to stop kissing Jones, who looked equally shocked at her outburst, we were out the front door.

      “Like old times,” he mumbled as he passed through the first gate.

      I shrugged, “Maybe. Who’s in charge?”

      Jones snorted and shook his head, “You. I’ve been retired too long.”

      I grinned and accepted my old CO’s advice.

      I had a fair idea of the landscape from the flyover. I knew there was a gulley that would take us part way over but it also took us a little out of the way. That was both good AND bad as it meant longer travel. But it meant we would come from a different approach. And that would make us harder to track back home. The trip out was rather dull though. Jones and I knew this wasn’t the middle east, but we were used to travelling quietly on missions. The hills had eyes and ears if you weren’t careful and loud voices were a dead giveaway when everything around you was stone and echoed.

      When we emerged from the gully, we turned in the direction of the farm in question. It still took us another forty minutes to arrive at the property, and it pleasantly surprised me to see it was similar in makeup to our own. A fenced property littered with trees and roaming cattle. I looked over at Jones who nodded slowly. No matter who was in charge, it would have been me leading here. I usually took point and had a knack for this kind of thing. I bent down and found the pins that held up the wire for the fence. Using the butt of the rifle I knocked the wire, forcing the pin out. The wire was still tight, so it didn’t move, but I could stretch it up and out of the way. Jones slipped onto his belly and crawled under, before he took the wire and I crawled under.

      “Just like old times,” he whispered.

      I grinned and nodded in agreement. Now we were on the property, we started moving. We stayed low and crawled, making our way to the house as the afternoon sun got lower in the sky. The cattle moved around this side of the property as we reached the trees. The large animals paid us no mind as we got out of their way. We could see the house from this distance and Jones tapped my leg. Pausing, I glanced back and smiled as he took out a pair of binoculars. Slipping back to join him, Jones scanned the building ahead.

      “Found her,” he whispered. “She’s doing housework.”

      “You sure it’s a cow? I don’t know if this guy is married.”

      “That or she’s wearing heels,” Jones shrugged softly. “The cows have a particular gait as they walk.”

      I nodded, thinking for a moment. And he was right. It wasn’t quite natural, like they wore heels. “Let me check.”

      Jones put the binoculars in my hand, and I looked up towards the house. The woman I could see was young and looked rather nervous. She indeed seemed to have that familiar step to her as she moved around with what I could assume was a vacuum. I frowned as she flinched and a moment later the front door burst open as an older man stormed out.

      “Fucking do it myself!” He shouted.

      I handed the binoculars back to Jones and gestured for him to follow. The man headed over to their milking shed. It was larger than the one we had and that meant he probably had more cattle here. Not that it mattered. I pulled my face covering down, and we moved towards the shed. He came out after a while making noise with a bell and the cattle started heading in his direction. I put the idea aside for later. I wasn’t a fan of the man already, but if the cattle could be trained to come for milking at the sound of a bell, that was to my benefit.

      Jones and I had a slight moment of worry, when a group of cattle walked over us. I came close to being trodden on, but Jones made a noise. When I looked back, he was sucking the end of his pinkie finger with a grimace. He rolled his eyes at me and waved for me to continue onward. We were at the treeline when the front door opened. A younger man stepped out, and he went into the milking shed. There was some shouting before the young man came back out, shaking his head and clearly displeased about what was going on.

      “You watch for the kid, I’ll take the old man,” I whispered.

      “Got it.”

      As the door opened, we glimpsed the nervous cow in the doorway as the young man stepped inside. I hoped that the cow had a friend at least. If they both had issues with the old man, there might be an enemy of my enemy vibe. I gestured for Jones and we got to our feet. With the young man inside, Jones and I darted to the shed. I peeked inside and Jones followed me in. He took a position by the door as I approached where the older man was swearing as a cow kicked at him while he tried to get the machine into place.

      “Fucking thing, hold still!” He snapped.

      I quietly closed in as the old man got the uncooperative cow into position. And when he stood, it was to the sight of my M4 between his eyes.

      “Oh shit,” he held up his hands.

      “Give me one good reason I shouldn’t shoot you,” I said just loud enough to be heard over the cattle and the machinery.

      The man frowned, “Kye?” I nodded, and he grimaced and shook his head. “Not my cow, shoot that worthless, thieving son of mine. Only reason I’m out here is I promised his mother to keep him safe. That bitch is probably cleaning out my bank accounts as we speak.”

      I nodded and stepped to the side, before gesturing for him to start moving. The man sighed and shook his head but started walking with his hands up. I patted his pockets as he walked past and other than a phone, which I confiscated, he was unarmed. Not even a set of keys. Moving him along, he froze as he spotted Jones.

      “Look, you’re not going to-OUCH!”

      I knocked him to the ground. Jones and I pounced on him. He struggled for a moment, before Jones bound his hands with cable ties. I was glad to know he still carried them on missions. Doing the same to the man’s ankles, we stuffed some rags that didn’t smell great into his mouth and dumped him in the corner of the barn where a cow wouldn’t tread on him. Now it was onto the house. We moved around to the front door, thinking it was the most obvious point of entry. His father used it, so us using it wouldn’t be unexpected. We slipped into the house. I walked normally, while Jones did his best to remain silent. They set the house up as an actual house with the dining room and living room combo. It actually reminded me of the house where I rescued Claire, Heidi and Tina, it just lacked the internal garage and the sterile conditions. Shaking my head to clear the thoughts of that horrible place, I slipped into the hallway.

      “Please!” A feminine voice cried, right before a sharp slap.

      I growled and approached the door at the end. With a pat on my shoulder from Jones to tell me he was ready, I heaved up and kicked the handle. The door burst open with a splinter of wood and the two of us stormed in as the young man and…

      “NO! MASTER!” The cow, a pretty, tanned skin brunette, shoved him to one side.

      I watched as the pails of milk went everywhere as they scrambled to face us.

      “GO AWAY!” The cow roared, climbing to her hooves, completely in the buff. The young man was trying desperately to grab her, but she was mad and I knew just how strong they were.

      “Suzie, stop!” The man cried. “Please, they have guns, they’ll hurt you!”

      “I’LL! I’LL! NO!” The cow stepped forward as her chest heaved.

      I knew we were moments from being attacked, and it would break my heart having to shoot her. This situation wasn’t what I was expecting at all. Reaching out, I grabbed Jones’s rifle and pointed it at the floor. He took the hint and stepped back out of the room as I lowered my gun. The young man was still hauling on the cow’s arm and she was glaring death at me. That familiar heaving of her chest that told me she was about to charge. I raised my hand and uncovered my face.

      “Alright, this isn’t what I was expecting.”
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      This… Was unexpected. We sat around the small table, a cup of coffee for each of us. Dwayne glared at me from beside his son Matthew. All their hands were on the table, including Suzie’s. Suzie was still glaring at me with open hostility, despite Matthew trying to calm her down.

      “So, you bought her, and your son opened the crate. One thing led to another, she bonded and you’re out here hiding from the authorities because your wife will leave you if he gets caught?”

      “She’s already left me,” Dwayne shook his head. “Left me as soon as she found out about the cow. But she has enough financial interests in my other holdings that she could cripple me if I don’t play nice. She said keep Matthew safe, that’s what I’m doing.”

      “So this isn’t altruism,” I shook my head.

      “You’re not taking me from Master!” Suzie huffed.

      I held up my hand, the other was resting on the stock of my still holstered HK. “I will not separate either of you. What I haven’t decided yet, is if you’re both staying here, or both coming with me.”

      “What about me?” Dwayne asked.

      I shot him a glare, “You bought a slave. Despite how things turn out, you’re the guilty party here and I’ve still half a mind to shoot you.”

      “Kye?” Matthew mumbled. “He’s… He’s an asshole, but he’s still my dad.”

      I nodded in agreement. Despite the fact, he managed to raise a decent enough son that ended up with the best of intentions for his cow. “If I get up, turn around and leave, what happens next?”

      “What, you’ll just let us go?” Dwayne asked.

      I shrugged, “I might come back. Maybe I’ll just take a look, make sure things are going smoothly. Maybe I’ll kick in the front door and finish what I was going to start today.”

      “So what’s stopping us from leaving?”

      I looked at Matthew and saw the nervousness in his features. “It would be in Matthew’s best interests to remain where I can find him. Having to search for him might make it look like he’s abusing-”

      “HE DOESN’T!” Suzie jumped to her hooves.

      “Suzie!” Matthew grabbed her arm.

      “No!” She shook her head. “He’s saying you do mean things to me! You don’t. I even LIKE the spankings!”

      “Suze!” Matthew whined, dragging the cow back into his lap. “He’s not going to take you from me, right Kye?”

      “Right,” I agreed. “And Suzie, I don’t think he’s abusing you. But if he runs away and takes you with him, I’ll need to find him again. Right now, I’m thinking I want to be friends. I have some cows you might want to meet.”

      Suzie blinked, then frowned, “You’re tricking me.”

      “No,” I smiled. “Really, I have four cows you can meet any time you want. We don’t live far from here so you can visit, or they can come here.”

      I saw her twisted expression for a moment. These cows were tough, but part of me knew they were herd animals. She’d be fine with her master, but being around other cows would be an element to her life that would be beneficial.

      “Suzie, would you like to meet other cows?” Matthew asked.

      “No,” she shook her head like a petulant child. “No, I want to stay here with you.”

      “What about, if I came with you? We could BOTH meet the cows?”

      Suzie’s lip trembled, and she turned in his lap to hug him. He held her close and the last few doubts about how he treated her vanished. She didn’t hesitate in the slightest about giving or demanding affection from him. And she was hardly the only cow I knew that enjoyed a good spanking.

      “So, you need my boy to stay here,” Dwayne nodded. “What about me?”

      I thought for a moment and wondered about future rescues. I’d have to be more careful now. Cows with good masters would be in for a horrible fate if I got trigger-happy. Cows with bad masters needed re-homing. Taking any more for myself wouldn’t be in my best interests. Rose, Tina, Joan and now Heidi. Even with Claire’s help, it would soon be a full-time job keeping them fucked and milked. Lori and Jones were talking about taking one one or two, but with Jones’s business that would probably be their limit. I do not know how many more cows there are out there. Some for sure are getting picked up by the government. Hopefully, they can work out how to care for them. But I wasn’t the government. I would go where they wouldn’t, fight who they wouldn’t and do what they can’t. Consequences be damned.

      “Matthew, do you know how to look after the cattle here?”

      “Uhh, yeah?”

      “I’ve been teaching him,” Dwayne nodded.

      Suzie blushed, and I knew exactly what she was thinking. But that wasn’t my business so long as she was being looked after. “Alright,” I nodded. “Dwayne, you teach your son to run this place. You set this place up for your son to stay long term, then I don’t give a shit what you do as long as you keep your mouth shut.”

      “So I can leave?”

      “You can leave as long as you make it so your son can stay. And know that anyone who comes for me and mine will be interrogated and if your name comes up…”

      “Got it,” Dwayne nodded. Then he turned to Matthew, “So-”

      “Yes,” Matthew nodded. “Yes, that’s probably for the best and I’ll keep mom off your back.”

      Dwayne nodded, “Agreed.”

      It was interesting seeing their interaction. Dwayne obviously had a chip on his shoulder about his son taking the cow. But he was still at least a somewhat competent parental figure.

      “Alright,” I nodded. “Well, before we go. Dwayne, I need a list of all your contacts including whoever gave you the information needed to buy Suzie.”

      Dwayne nervously smiled and nodded his head, “One second.”

      He got up from the table and made his way into one of the rooms we hadn’t checked. But… If he was about to destroy evidence. Quickly standing, I marched over to the door and pulled it open to the sight of Dwayne clutching a black book to his chest. His eyes were wide, and it was clear that he was coming right back.

      “Sorry,” I stepped away. “I figured that this was your last chance to hide something.”

      “You’d have shot me if I did,” Dwayne grumbled, offering me the book.

      I took it gently and opened it. There were only a few dozen pages with information. But it included names, numbers and in some places brief descriptions of who and what they were. A few of the names were familiar, but others weren’t. Lori would probably be best to take a look and I closed the book.

      “Thank you.”

      Dwayne sighed and nodded, “Thanks for not shooting me.”

      “Day’s not over yet,” I smirked.

      “So ummm, if that’s all,” Matthew murmured.

      “It is,” I agreed.

      “Do you… I dunno, need a lift?”

      I smirked and shook my head, “Thanks for the offer. I’m going to come back in a few days, if you’re playing nice, I might bring my cows.”

      “Right,” Matthew nodded.

      “I think we’re good here,” I nodded at Jones.

      He got up, and I made a last check of the house, before we both stepped outside. Heading in a different direction than the one we approached, we stayed silent until we were sure we were out of earshot.

      “Think he’ll keep his word?” Jones asked, opening his mouth for the first time since we’d met. With his face covered, he’d done the right thing and remained quiet. The fewer people knew about Jones, the better.

      “I think it’ll be fine when I visit next. But it’ll be fifty-fifty the one after. I’ll let him know what day I’ll bring the cows over to meet Suzie. If he’s got friends who want me, that’ll be the day they’ll show up.”

      “Sounds dangerous,” Jones nodded.

      I couldn’t help but agree.
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      “So, how’d it go?” Lori asked as she opened the front door.

      “Fine dear,” Jones smiled, stepping ahead as he removed his face covering before pecking her lips.

      “I don’t see a cow?”

      “We hit a snag,” I smirked. “Turns out the asshole that bought her, had her delivered in a crate. His adult son opened her crate, and she imprinted on him instead.”

      “And the son’s okay?”

      “Suzie, his cow, was about one twitch of my finger away from fighting me herself.”

      Lori nodded and gestured for us to come in. “S’pose that’s a good sign then.”

      “My thoughts exactly,” I agreed.

      Stepping inside, I smiled at the smells that filled the small house. Pasta, with a tomato-based sauce. Most likely spaghetti bolognaise, or at least what we Aussie’s eat. Claire was stirring a large pot over the stove, while Rose was delicately cutting a blob of rather soft cheese. She glanced up at me and I could see the conflict in her eyes. I quickly made my way over and he smile widened. So it was obvious enough.

      “Priorities, keep me fed, or greet me at the door, right?”

      Rose moo’d softly as I stepped around the bench and kissed her. Her beaming smile was my answer before Claire cleared her throat.

      “Oh, and where would I be without my wonderful bride?” I asked.

      Claire accepted a kiss of her own.

      “Heidi and Joan are milking the cows, but Tina is waiting in the shower.”

      I frowned, “Has she been in there this whole time?”

      “No,” Claire smirked. “She saw you through the window and ripped her own clothes off as she ran.”

      “Ah,” I nodded. “Right.”

      “You’ve got twenty minutes,” Lori snapped.

      Nodding, I darted into the bathroom where Tina was indeed waiting. I barely took my shirt off before she yanked my pants down. As the small powerhouse dragged me under the shower, I laughed. I’d have yelped from the sudden burst of cold water that hit me, but I had a small cow climbing my torso. Instead, I turned and pushed her into the wall where she moo’d softly.

      “Bad cow,” I grumbled.

      She nodded, “Uh, huh. I’m so horny master. I can’t help it.”

      I smirked before seeing literal anguish on her face. She was as desperate for this as she was apologetic for being like this.

      “Oh Tina,” I crooned. “Don’t worry your pretty little self.”

      Taking my cock, I lifted it to her entrance. Her legs being wrapped around my waist left nothing to prevent me spearing my cock into her. She gasped and clung to me with a twisted expression of satisfaction and guilt.

      “Stop and just enjoy,” I ordered.

      “Yes Master,” Tina whimpered.

      I wasn’t gentle. I wasn’t even particularly kind. I pinned her in place against the cold wall of the shower and fucked her. Long deep strokes of my cock, in and out of her tiny pussy. But…

      “MASTER!” Tina cried.

      I felt her pussy contract as I continued fucking her. She was cumming hard, and I took what I wanted. The mad throbbing of her insides only spurred me on. She clung desperately to me as I kissed her. But that didn’t stop me from continuing to fuck her. There was very little my cows didn’t actually enjoy. And I knew that deep down, simply taking my pleasure with them would scratch that deep, submissive itch of theirs. I just happened to like scratching all their itches, repeatedly.

      Slamming my cock home, I grunted as I started to cum. Tina held on tightly, her whole body trembling as she accepted my seed. I rocked my hips into hers as she moo’d softly in my arms.

      “I love you Tina.”

      “I love you too Master,” she leaned into my chest.

      Lifting her away from the wall, I carried her back under the water stream that had finally warmed. With Tina temporarily sated, I could set her down and wash her off. The whole time, she stood with a lopsided smile and big, open eyes. She even managed to cling to me so I could wash her hair without her falling over. Of all my cows, her head was the most sensitive, and it was a rare day I got to spend time with her alone. Especially as she was so difficult to keep properly cleaned. In any case, after a shouted order from Lori, I quickly scrubbed myself down before we both climbed out to dry. A detour by the bedroom to grab clothing that we had to put on inside the bathroom for the open plan living area and we were at the table.

      When we made it to the table, we were the last. They had left a space open between Rose and Claire for Tina and I to sit. Tina blushed furiously the whole time as the other cows gave her knowing looks. Claire swatted Heidi and the cow sheepishly looked away.

      “Kye, let me know what you think of the mozzarella,” Claire nodded.

      I looked down at my plate and grinned. It looked like a classic Aussie spaghetti and they loaded it with cheese. In other words, perfection. I plucked a strand of cheese off the top and popped it in my mouth. It was soft, slightly chewy and…

      “Oh my god,” I mumbled as the flavour rolled over my tongue. “Ladies, is this made from your milk?”

      “All of us Master,” Rose smiled widely. “We’re glad we taste good.”

      Lori snorted, “Cut it out you lot. It’s cheese, don’t make it weird.”

      Jones just grunted and nodded half way through taking a large mouthful. That got a laugh out of me, which set off the others. The rest of the meal was delicious. There were no more talks to direct the thought of the cheese as anything more than a food product. But without it being a fetish item to some people, it really was delicious.

      “Oh, Lori,” I remembered the book.

      Darting into the bathroom I rummaged through my clothing that hadn’t been sorted yet and brought back the book. Handing it to her, she opened it and started flicking through the pages. She rummaged through before frowning deeply.

      “A few of these people are public figures and have been arrested or gone missing lately.”

      I nodded slowly, “Figures.”

      “This one,” she tapped the page. “Drug dealer. Nasty piece of work. Every time he gets in trouble, someone gets him off. Almost like he’s protected from a higher up.”

      “Wouldn’t surprise me in the least,” I grunted.

      With how long this had all been going on, there had to be government protections in place. I mean, who knows. Maybe this all started as a government program that got away from them and now they’re trying to cover it up? Shaking my head, I looked around the room.

      “So… The question is, do I bring the next cow back here, or back to you and Jones?”

      Lori shifted, “I sent Jones along…”

      I nodded, “Right. We’ll be keeping an eye on young Matthew. If he turns out okay, we might send a few his way as well.”

      Lori nodded slowly, “What’s it like?”

      “What’s what like?” Claire asked.

      Lori blinked, “I’ve never… With a woman.”

      Claire smirked, “They’re impossible not to love. Imagine all the adoration of a puppy, with the attitude of a succubus.”

      “Sex crazed love machines?”

      “Yup,” I nodded. “Aren’t you ladies?”

      There was a chorus of agreement from the cows. Despite their differences in personality, that really was all it came down to. Love them, feed them and fuck them stupid and each of these cows would die happy. Treating them harshly was as evil as beating a child or a pet. Which is why I’d have happily shot Dwayne. Matthew on the other hand… I had a gut feeling about him, and hoped it was accurate. At the very least, I needed friends.
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      “Furthermore, talks are in place to determine the status of the humanoid cattle that have been rescued from appalling conditions. Country leaders will be debating that this afternoon. In the meantime, still no sight of Kye Wessex, the retired special forces Corporal is still at large. There is a reward for information leading to his capture. It is understood that Kye is considered armed and extremely dangerous. He will have between one and four humanoid cattle with him and their status is unknown.”

      “MmmMmmm!” Rose mumbled.

      I looked down as she stared up at me, mouth still wrapped firmly around my cock.

      “I know,” I smiled. “You suffer terribly under my attention.”

      “Mmm!” She continued.

      I sighed as her lips slid up and down my cock. With the move, the new cattle, my adventure to a neighbouring farm and Claire’s betrothal, she was feeling a little needy. So I was having a late start, and she was having a second breakfast while Claire tried her hand at making feta. She bobbed her head enthusiastically, and I looked back at the television. There was an advertisement from a company selling lifelike hooves and cow-print accessories. I smirked, before realising the woman modelling it was Mary from the first clothing store I took Rose to. She was all smiles as she pranced around on fake hooves. The ones she was wearing matched Rose’s colouration perfectly and I couldn’t help but wonder if she had some inspiration. Not to mention…

      “M-master,” Rose moaned, pulling her mouth off my cock. “Master, I’m sorry. I… I thought it was enough, but it hurts.”

      I wanted to ask what was wrong, but I froze as I saw that look in her eye. “Claire?”

      “Yeah?”

      “Can you come check Rose for me real quick?”

      Claire frowned and quickly washed her hands before coming over. “What is it, I’m bringing the milk back up to temperature.”

      “Rose is in pain.”

      Rose grimaced and shook her head. “Not… Master… I…”

      Claire blinked and let out a sigh, “I told you if it were Tina, the rest wouldn’t be far off. Tina started bleeding this morning.”

      “Why wasn’t I told?” I asked.

      “Most guys get weird about that time of the month.”

      I rolled my eyes, “I’m not most guys. Is that why she wouldn’t let me touch her this morning?”

      “Yeah,” Claire mumbled apologetically. “Ummm… So, Rose.”

      “Rose, would you feel better if you-”

      Rose hit me like a freight train. The lovely redheaded cow slammed my cock into her as hard as she could and I clung to her as she thrust her hips back and forth.

      “Fuck, Rose!” I growled.

      “More!” She whimpered.

      “More what?”

      “MORE!” She cried. “I, I want more. I need more. Inside me!”

      I blinked, “Rose, I don’t know how to do that.”

      She shuddered and ground her hips, before looking over her shoulder at Claire. “Please?”

      “You want this?”

      Rose nodded, “Please?”

      Claire nodded and quickly headed for the bedroom. Rose distracted me by slamming her mouth into me as she desperately rode my cock. The sensation was bliss, but I was still concerned about how intense she was behaving. Though I probably should have realised her attitude was less about being needy, and more about going into heat. They had warned me after all. I heard a small click from somewhere in the room but I ignored it. Rose was still fucking me as hard as she could. Her pussy drooled over my crotch and I could feel the damp running down my ass as it soaked into the couch.

      Rose suddenly went still. She kept kissing me furiously, but I felt her shudder.

      “Is that okay?” I heard Claire’s voice.

      Slowly, I felt Rose’s pussy tighten over my cock. It didn’t make any sense until I felt something moving inside her. Rose pulled away and gave me a level glare.

      “Fuck me master and mistress.”

      “I’ll start slow,” Claire stroked Rose’s shoulders.

      I watched as Claire rocked her hips from her position behind Rose. It hit me what was happening as Rose’s eyes clenched as she let out a small moo of pleasure. That was accompanied by the sensation of something sliding up into Rose that I could feel through the small barrier between her pussy and ass.

      “Please, master?” Rose begged.

      I nodded quickly, before taking her hips. Lifting her slightly off my lap, she moo’d as I forced her back onto Claire’s rubber cock. Then I pushed my real cock back up into her pussy.

      “Yes!” Rose cried.

      “Is this what you want?” I asked, thrusting slowly up into her. “Both holes filled like a naughty little cow?”

      “Uh huh,” Rose nodded. “I’m your dirty little cow, Master. You can have my ass later, just right now. Please cum inside me?”

      I kissed her firmly as I began thrusting up into her for real. Each smack of our hips made her body tremble. I could feel Claire fucking her from behind. That rubber cock wasn’t moving at the same speed and it caused interesting results. For a few strokes, we alternated, with my cock pulled out to the head, while Claire’s rubber cock was buried deep. Then she’d pull out to the head as my cock drove deep. Then within a few strokes we’d match and Rose would feel us both thrust up into her at the same time. She seemed to like that more as she clutched at me, mooing softly despite our mouths being united. So I set that as the pace.

      I timed Claire’s thrusting, and I matched it. Now we fucked her in unison. Two cocks in, two cocks out. Rose was delirious with pleasure as she trembled and sporadically rocked her hips to the pleasure. She had no rhythm to her own movements, and I figured she was just moving for the sake of moving. Her big, beautiful eyes snapped open, before her pupils rolled back.

      “Cumming master,” she whimpered softly.

      The quiet, innocent tone was so far afield of the vicious double penetration she was receiving. It pushed me over the edge immediately and as her pussy throbbed around my cock, I began to cum. Pulling her tight against me, I kissed her firmly as Claire continued fucking her ass. All Rose could do was moo loudly and throb deliciously. Her body milked my orgasm while I enjoyed the sensation of Claire’s rubber cock massaging the underside of my own. She made one final thrust up into Rose, before leaning over the back of her. Rose smiled beautifully and turned her head to accept a kiss.

      “Thank you mistress,” Rose mumbled.

      “That’s okay Rose,” Claire smiled. “When our man gets around to it, would you like to wear the strap on for my first time?”

      My cock hardened back to full mast thinking about double penetrating Claire and she shot me a wink. “Not yet. I need to check the milk.”

      “Right,” I nodded.

      Rose shuddered as Claire slipped the rubber cock from her ass. I watched her, completely nude other than the strap on as she strode into the kitchen and began washing her hands. Rose shifted slightly and rose herself up, letting my cock fall free. I thought she was going to get off, but she took my cock and angled it back up again.

      “Rose?”

      She blushed and lowered her hips. I felt the entrance to her ass stretch over my cock. The tight ring of muscle snapped over the head of my cock and Rose let out a small shudder.

      “This hole too please, master,” she moo’d softly.

      The lubrication that Claire had used was still in place. Combined with the lubrication that was on my cock, it was effortless for her to slide my cock deep into her bowels. She bounced softly before getting her legs under her. She went from her knees, to squatting on her hooves either side of me. It gave me a perfect view of her pussy, still drooling from my deposit. I slipped my hand down and scooped up some of our combined juices, before offering it to her. Rose’s hooded eyes flared for a moment with lust as she suckled at my fingers. I performed the same action twice more as Rose fell further and further into lust.

      Then I upped the ante. Slipping two fingers into her pussy, I stroked her g-spot while she bounced on my cock. Rose’s gasp was muffled as I pressed my fingers back into her mouth, before repeating the action.

      “Why didn’t I think of that?!” Tina cried from the doorway.

      I glanced over as she frowned and bit her lip. Turning back to Rose I smiled. “I love you.”

      “Ahhh,” Rose sighed in return.

      With a smile, I gripped her tightly, before rotating her on my cock. Rose gasped at the sensation before I pulled her back against my chest. Slapping her legs open, she slumped down, burying my cock to the hilt inside her ass.

      “Wanna help out, Tina?” I asked.

      The rapid clomping of hooves, followed by Rose’s gasp told me more than words did.
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      “Master?”

      I blinked and turned to face Joan. The tone in her voice was so very fragile. She stood demurely, nude, beside her pile of clothes. She was wringing her hands together. I was used to her sporadic nervousness. Her history left me treating her with far more care than I did my other cows. The last thing I wanted to do is harm her in any way. But as I cleaned the last stall to prepare for our quiet milking session, there was a conflict in her expression as she looked up at me.

      “Are you okay?”

      She blinked slowly and took a deep breath. “I want to be like the others.” I frowned in thought, trying to work out what it was she was referring to. “You’re always so gentle with me.”

      “Of course I am,” I nodded.

      “I don’t want you to be.”

      I frowned and put aside the broom before approaching her slowly. “Explain it to me. Because, I, don’t want to hurt you.”

      Joan’s lip quivered for a moment and she nodded, “That’s what the problem is. You’re too… Perfect.”

      I chuckled softly and opened my arms for a hug, which she accepted immediately. “Well, I think you’re pretty perfect yourself.”

      “I know,” she whispered. “And that’s why I want you to treat me like the others.”

      “Which part, exactly are you talking about?” I asked softly.

      Joan sniffed and wiped a tear from her eye. “I wanna be a good cow. I want to be like the others. I don’t want to be different anymore.”

      “What do you want me to do Joan?” I asked, looking straight into her eyes.

      She blinked slowly and sniffed, “Put me in the machine, like you did the others.”

      “Are you sure?” I asked carefully.

      Joan smiled and nodded. “Please master. Treat me like the other cows.”

      I nodded slowly and took her by the hand. “Alright, but one condition,” I said as I brought her to the stall where I milked my cows. “You get a safe word. If I’m doing something that isn’t working, whether it hurts, or you’re uncomfortable, say the word, yellow.”

      “Yellow?”

      “That’s right,” I nodded. “If you say yellow, I’ll stop what’s going on and you can tell me what’s bothering you so I can fix it. But,” I emphasised. “If there is something happening that you want to stop immediately, because you’re scared, hurt or something is very wrong, I want you to say, red.”

      “Red,” Joan nodded. “Yellow if I want something fixed, red if I want it all to stop?”

      “Exactly,” I nodded, moving her ahead of me as we approached the bar with the leash attached.

      “Are you going to put me in the leash, master?”

      I wondered for a moment and erred on the side of caution. “Do you want me to?”

      Joan nodded slowly, “I keep thinking about… About not-master.” She described him in a way that made me smirk. I wasn’t even sure she knew his name for the years he had her and she didn’t like to talk about her time with him. “I keep thinking about how he isn’t you, and how wonderful it would have been, to have all those memories of the things he did. But have them of you, doing them.”

      “That, sounds dangerous,” I frowned.

      Joan nodded and turned to face me, “Please master? I dream about it. But in those dreams I’m not scared and lonely. I feel safe and loved. Can we try a little?”

      “You want me to do the kind of things he did to you?”

      She nodded slowly, “I know, master. I don’t understand it either but… What if we try it, and see if I’m okay?”

      I nodded slowly, “Okay.”

      I turned and picked up the leather collar that had been draped over the railing. Joan smiled nervously as I held it up. She raised her chin, and I gently slipped it around her neck. Settling the buckle, I saw the small twitch of her lip as she swallowed her nervousness. Without thinking, I kissed her. Softly, but I held her close. She mooed softly and when I pulled away, the fear in the background of her expression had faded.

      “Such a good cow,” I whispered. That did the trick. Positive reinforcement did wonders with these perfect creatures. “Turn around and get on your knees,” I ordered softly.

      That nervous twitch came back, but she complied. Turning slowly, she got on her knees. I crouched beside her and patted her gently on the ass to move forward. When she was close enough, I took the leash and clipped it to her collar. Joan let out a soft whimper, but she didn’t otherwise react.

      “There now, that’s not too bad is it?”

      “No master.”

      “Good manners, my pretty little cow.”

      “Moo,” Joan lowed softly.

      I blinked and hid my laugh. She was trembling slightly, and I wondered if falling back on her animalistic instincts was like a coping mechanism. Her eyes looked slightly glazed, but her pussy drooled like Rose’s and the others’ did first thing in the morning. Hell even Claire got excited when I put her in the stall, though her fragile human genes failed to let her produce quite as much grool as my cows did. And that’s not a slight on my beautiful bride to be. These cows literally dripped the moment they got excited. By the time they were in the stall, collared and ready, there was a puddle beneath them.

      “Joan?”

      “Yes, master?”

      “Remember the safe words?”

      “Yellow if I’m uncomfortable with something, red if I want it to stop.”

      “That’s right,” I nodded, kissing her head and running my hands through her hair, over her horns. “Such a good cow, remembering the rules.”

      She continued to tremble, and I leaned back to see the expected puddle forming between her legs. Standing, I moved around to grab the milking arm. Adjusting it into position, I activated the machine and took the first suction head.

      “Ready?”

      “Yes, master.”

      I nodded and reached under her. Fitting the device over her first nipple, she flinched as it sucked itself firmly onto her breast. I gave her a moment to say something before taking the second and applying it to the same breast. Her tail flicked around and bumped my shoulder. I wondered at the movement and reached around her leg. Running my fingers through her labia, she mooed softly as I found her clitoris. Like everything between her legs, it was slick with her juices and I gently ran my fingers over her sensitive little nub. I removed my hand and smirked as her hips tried to follow, so I gave her ass a light smack.

      “Moo!” She flinched. I froze, wondering if I had done something wrong. “More please master,” she whimpered.

      “More?”

      “Mhm.”

      I nodded slowly to myself and grabbed the next two suction cups. After fitting them to her last two nipples, Joan lowed softly and rocked her hips in place. I felt myself drawn to the curve of her ass. With each thrust back, her leash pulled tight, and she made a small noise of frustration. I moved behind her and sure enough, her labia were engorged and there was a constant drip connecting her pussy to the puddle on the floor. I got on my knees behind her and watched as her back bobbed up and down with each heavy breath. Watching her for a moment, I wanted to see how she reacted, before I reached out and gently pressed my hands into her ass. With my thumbs resting on her labia, I gently pried her open.

      “Yes,” Joan whimpered.

      I smiled as I watched her pussy drool over my thumbs. That small, lubricated hole was the endgame. The one above… Well we’ll see about that one. But if she really wanted me to treat her like Greg Daniels did, then it would only be a matter of time. Especially after Rose with Claire. Tina would have tried as well, but she had relented and allowed me to sleep. Tonight though, I didn’t think I was going to be so lucky… Or… Well you know what I mean.

      Letting her ass slip through my hands, I let the fingers of my left hand dance through her slickness. I didn’t prod into her labia, I just gently stroked the outside. Then I raised my right hand.

      SLAP!

      “Oh!” Joan yelped.

      I gently stroked her labia for a few moments, before repeating the slap. Joan pulled on her leash, desperately trying to force herself back. She was desperate for more stimulation, but I refused to give it to her. Swapping hands, I stroked her with my right, and gave her a few firm slaps with my left.

      “Such a pretty cow,” I murmured to myself, swapping sides again.

      Joan lowed softly as I moved my left hand lower, to stroke directly over her clit. She trembled and strained against her leash.

      “Do you remember the safe words, my pretty little cow?”

      “Yes, master!” Joan choked, pushing herself back.

      I just smiled and shook my head. Moving my right hand between her legs, I used my index and ring finger to pry her labia open. Then with my middle finger, I gently probed at her opening. Joan responded by frantically rocking her hips, desperate for penetration. Without it, she couldn’t be milked and the suction on her nipples would be blissful torture to her. With a slight growl, I took her ass in my hand and pulled closer. Running my tongue through her labia, Joan shuddered.

      “Master!”

      I ignored her as I probed her pussy with my tongue. Slipping it into her, I searched out the source of her nectar. She was delicious, sweet and oh so very eager. Her pussy twitched around my tongue and I extracted it to swallow what I had collected.

      “Master please!”

      “My delicious little cow,” I commented.

      “Master!”

      I ignored her as I took a long, firm lick. From her clit, up over her pussy, stopping just short of her ass, before doing it all over again. I used my thumbs to keep her spread open, so the flat of my tongue had maximum surface contact with her flesh with each lick.

      “CUMMING!”

      I blinked as I felt the gush of fluid pour out of her. They washed over my face and I suckled eagerly at her flesh. Joan thrashed from side to side and repeatedly forced herself back on my face. I knew what she needed now. Sitting up, I could see her pussy pulsing as she came helplessly in place. But I was about to fix that. Unzipping my pants, I let my cock fall free. Her trembling increased, as did her small moo’s of pleasure. And I knew exactly how to treat my submissive little cow. Pushing straight into her, I growled as my cock sunk to the balls on the first stroke. Her pussy was like a silken glove, and it was still spasming from her orgasm as I pushed in.

      “MOOOO!” Joan lowed as I snarled at the intense pleasure.

      I heard the sound of the machine change as it finally received the milk it was trying to access. Pulling my cock out to the head, I forced it back inside her with a softer moo. She was still coming down hard, but this wasn’t about her. She wanted me to treat her like I did the others. And that meant I wanted to scratch that submissive itch of hers. Thrusting into her from behind, I built up a firm, comfortable pace. Joan mooed in pleasure and shock. She was out of her mind, cock drunk and being milked. This was by definition, her happy place.

      Shoving my cock back and forth, Joan could do little more than take it and she let me know with each soft moo how she felt about being treated as such. And I was quickly approaching my end.

      “Does my pretty little cow want me to fill her up?” I grunted, thrusting deeply into her pussy.

      “Yellow.”

      I froze, immediately I pulled free. “What is it, are you okay?”

      Joan whimpered, “You did it.”

      “Of course I did!” I snapped, before frowning as she flinched. “I’m sorry, what is it. What don’t you like?”

      “I like it all,” Joan tried twisting her head around to face me. But that still left her awkwardly watching me from her peripherals. “But, I don’t want you to fill me there.”

      “Then… Where?”

      Joan wiggled her hips, and I blinked. She must have discussed this with Rose and the others while I was busy. “Joan, we need lube to try that.”

      She nodded slowly, “Check my pockets, Master.”

      I got up and quickly made my way over to her clothing. Just a simple top and some shorts, no underwear or bra. And there was in fact a bottle of lubricant in one of her pockets. I brought it back and showed it to her.

      “Please, master?”

      I sighed, “Are you sure?” I remembered how she was trussed up when I found her. This was a big step, but I wasn't against it.

      “Make me… Make me feel good, master,” Joan whispered. “Make me forget how it used to be.”

      I sighed and nodded slowly, before popping the cap. Pouring some onto my cock, I added some more to my fingers as I made my way back to her. She took, long, slow breaths as I approached and she flinched slightly as my fingers brushed against her ass. I was gentle though, lightly stroking and probing gently to pry her open. Working just one finger inside, I removed it and applied more lubricant and tried again. Joan mooed softly as I worked that finger into her ass, so I gently slipped in a second.

      “Please, master?” she mooed softly. “Please?!”

      Pouring more lubricant over my fingers, I worked them slowly in and out of her, ensuring enough lubrication went where it was important. Then I slowly retracted my fingers and moved up behind her. Pressing my cock to her ass, she wiggled her hips and whimpered softly. I pushed my cock forward slightly as she rocked her hips back and I felt her ass begin to open. With a few more gentle prods, I blinked as the head of my cock slipped into her ass.

      “How’s that?”

      “More please, master?”

      I grinned and slowly thrust forward. Joan seemed to respond by pulling away, so I froze in position. That was all it took for her to push back, impaling herself even deeper.

      “Good cow,” I stoked her back.

      She mooed softly and began rocking back and forth. I gently rocked my hips with her. Slowly, I worked my way in, until I was buried fully inside her ass. Joan whimpered and mooed as I slowly fucked her from behind. Sliding my hands up her sides, I felt her twitch and shudder, even as she bucked softly against me. I slid my hands up around her neck and felt the clip. Releasing it, Joan made a noise as I pulled her upright as I rocked back on the balls of my toes.

      “Master?” Joan asked, confused.

      “This isn’t about you,” I growled softly, taking a firm grip on the front of her collar. “I want to feel you cum over my cock, over,” I pressed my other hand between her legs. “And over,” I hooked them into her pussy. “Again.”

      Joan lowed loudly as I thrust up into her, while I had my fingers hooked into her pussy for leverage. Her whole body spasmed as I fucked her. Her hands found my own, holding them gently even as I roughly pulled on her collar and cunt.

      “M-master, please?!”

      “Please what?” I grunted, feeling my end rushing to meet us.

      “Please master, use me. I’m your cow, cum in your cow.”

      “Oh, I’m going to cum inside my pretty little cow alright,” I hissed.

      Pressing my thumb into her clit, I ground it mercilessly in circles. Joan lowed so loud, I thought for a moment I was hurting her. But instead I felt a deep, muscular throb. Her body quaked against me as her hips rocked. Her ass thrashed over my cock as her muscles clenched as she hit her own orgasm. Fluids gushed over my hand and she let out another ragged cry.

      “I love you Joan,” I grunted.

      My cock throbbed inside her ass with each spray of my cum. Joan must have felt it as she cried out again and redoubled her efforts to fuck herself against me. The stimulation was almost painful, but I held her close as she drove herself into yet another orgasm. This time, she wasn’t able to function. Shuddering and breathing rapidly, she leaned against me as her core throbbed around my cock, massaging out the last spurts of my cum. I held her close and kissed her shoulder.

      “How was that, my pretty little cow?”

      “Master,” she whispered, rolling her head from side to side. “I think I’m empty.”

      “The machine is saying the supply stopped,” Claire said with a smile.

      I smirked and turned to see her standing beside us. She had an odd look in her eye. “After Rose, I figured I’d consider trying that. But seeing how you handled her…”

      “You’re going to drive me crazy, you know that?”

      Claire nodded slowly, “Probably. Now if you two are done?”

      “I’m all finished being milked,” Joan mumbled. “But it’s up to master if he’s finished fucking me.”

      Claire giggled and shut down the machine as I pulled my fingers from Joan’s pussy. Lifting them, Joan opened her mouth and gently sucked her juices free with a happy moo.

      “I think I’m fine,” I whispered, kissing her shoulder again. “But I think I might like to do things with that ass of yours again sometime.”

      Joan mooed softly and nodded her head.

      “Is it really that good?” Claire asked.

      Joan frowned for a moment, “My… My old not-master. He… He did it and it hurt. But… Master Kye…”

      She smiled and leaned forward, slipping my cock free of her ass. She turned around and gave me a smile. I pulled her into a soft kiss where she softly pushed me away.

      “I’m a good cow, aren’t I master?”

      “The best,” I smiled.

      Joan beamed, before suddenly dropping to all fours. I froze as she took my cock in her hand and sighed as she fed it into her mouth. Her tongue bathed every inch, and I spotted Claire’s open mouth stare as Joan cleaned my cock with her tongue. I shuddered softly. Whatever slight deflation I experienced in the open air was gone as she sucked me back to life.

      Joan seemed determined, sucking me firmly. Her tongue danced along the underside of my cock. I reached down and gently stroked her hair, earning the sensation as she mooed over my cock.

      “Shit, I’m going to cum again,” I grunted.

      “I should be appalled that watching you fuck other women turns me on so much,” Claire complained.

      “Wait your turn,” I grinned.

      “Mmm!” Joan moaned.

      “Watch that attitude missy,” Claire chuckled. “Master Kye isn’t the only one with a cock to use on you.”

      I shuddered as Joan’s mouth became frantic. “Oh shit,” I grunted. “I think she wants that.”

      With a gasp, I started to cum. Joan pulled right back to the head and held my cock between her lips. She went from frantic, to gentle nursing in an instant. Her tongue gently lapped the underside of the head as she gently bobbed back and forth. It was the perfect amount of friction as I came into her mouth. The whole time she stared up at me with big, wide eyes. She smiled softly as she pulled free. I felt a final glob of cum dribble from the end of my cock and she darted forward, licking it up. Slumping back on her knees, Joan opened her mouth to show me the contents. Then she closed it, smiled and swallowed softly.

      “Good cow,” I said dreamily.

      “Good?” Claire whined. “Fuck I want her to do me next!”

      Joan blushed and turned her head, “Would mistress-”

      Claire groaned and shook her head, “Yes, but no. Lori called five minutes ago.”

      “Oh,” I frowned, before the words sunk in. “Oh shit, okay.”

      “Here master,” Joan said, tucking my cock away and zipping me up.

      I leaned forward and kissed her softly, before taking her hand and helping to haul her upright. Joan giggled and shot me a wide smile, before clomping over to her clothes.

      “What did Lori want?”

      “That dealer she mentioned yesterday.”

      “Uh huh.”

      “They arrested him this morning. His usual routine will have him released at some point tonight.”

      I nodded, then frowned. “Right.”

      Getting up I helped Joan dress quickly, before I brought both my fiance and my satisfied cow back into the house. Rose, Tina and Heidi obviously knew what I was about to tell them as they pouted at me from the kitchen table.

      “Lori said she’s going to stay here with us while you go back with Jones.”

      I nodded and sighed, “I can’t wait for this all to be over.”

      Parsing out a collection of hugs and kisses, I once again marvelled at how receptive Heidi was. She still called Claire mistress and seemed to revel in the woman’s attention. But she was never shy with me, nor my cows with Claire. It was an interesting dynamic. Clearing the thought, I started to pack. My weapons were where I left them on the shelf, and I quickly packed them away. I didn’t bother with the ghillie suit this time. This would be a suburban op. So I made sure to grab some darker clothing. A shirt with long sleeves and some pants to go along with my boots.

      “She said this guy was a dealer, right?”

      “Yeah, why?”

      “Got a photo of him?”

      Claire took out her phone and tapped away for a few moments, then brought it to me. I looked at the image. The guy was in his thirties, shaved head and his face was covered in tattoos. He wore baggy clothes in his mugshot and it was part of the article about him being arrested. I scrolled down, seeing various photos of him and I looked at how he dressed, and how those around him did.

      “Just some punk,” I sighed, handing the phone back.

      “Yeah, but that doesn’t mean he isn’t dangerous.”

      I nodded in agreement. “I think I need to go shopping.”

      Claire frowned, “Be careful.”

      I took her hand and pulled her close for a kiss. She melted into my arms and I made sure she felt loved. A distant car horn shattered the moment, and I sighed. “That’ll be Lori.”

      Claire nodded and stepped back as Rose got up, “I’ll get the gate.”

      “Thanks Rose,” I smiled.

      She beamed and rushed out the front door.

      “God, they’re just so fucking adorable,” Claire whined.

      I gave Claire a look, and she sighed, “What?”

      “Are you okay?”

      Claire shuffled nervously and dropped her head a little. “Rose and Tina are getting all randy, Heidi and Joan won’t be far behind and…”

      “And?”

      Claire rolled her eyes, “I think I’m ovulating.”

      “It’s going to be hell tonight, isn’t it?”

      Claire sighed, “I love Lori, don’t get me wrong. But it’s not like I’m going to get any relief while she’s here.”

      I grinned and zipped up my duffel. Lifting it over my shoulder, I gave her a one-armed hug. “I’ll be back as soon as I can.”

      “You better,” Claire grumbled.

      I kissed her softly as Lori’s can pulled up out the front. By the time I kissed all the other cows, the front door opened as Lori and Jones stepped inside with Rose behind them both.

      “You ready?” she asked.

      I nodded, noting that Jones was dressed in darks like I had packed. “We need to stop somewhere and pick up a few things to wear.”

      “Really?” Jones asked.

      I nodded and stepped up to Rose who accepted a kiss before smiling sadly. “You be good for Lori,” I called. “And Lori, if she needs it, send Claire to the milking shed with a cow or two.”

      “KYE!” Claire snapped.

      “Love you!” I called over my shoulder.

      “You’ll regret that!” she shouted back.

      I grinned and stepped outside. The sun was past noon, but it was still very much the middle of the day.

      “Come on,” Jones stepped past. “We’ll take your car in case something happens and we have to leave it.”

      I nodded, “Fair. You got your things?”

      Jones gave me a nod and opened the boot, taking out a similar-looking duffel to mine. I grinned as he brought it over and I unlocked my supplied vehicle. “This isn’t armour plated like my old one, is it?”

      “No,” Jones shook his head. “So no heroics. You’ll break it and we’ll have to walk.”

      I snorted and shot the man a grin, before tossing my duffel in beside his. “If I didn’t believe in heroics, I’d never have met Rose.”

      “True,” Jones nodded. “Okay, maybe a little heroics then.”

      I smirked and closed the door. “Get in the car old man.”

      “I think we need to talk about respecting seniority,” Jones grumbled.

      “I did,” I smirked, climbing into the driver’s seat. “Lori said it was cool.”

      Jones’s barking laughter was drowned out as I started the engine. The six sets of eyes watched from the front window as I pulled around and headed for the gate.
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      “This is ridiculous,” Jones sighed.

      I glanced over at my old CO and grinned. The shirt he wore was three sizes too large. They needed to be, to hide the fact his pants, while large, were held up by a belt. I didn’t have any cause to laugh though, I was dressed similarly. The hope was by dressing like one of his asshole gang members we’d be able to get closer. We both had our M4’s, but we wanted to keep things as quiet as possible.

      “Hello,” I nodded at an approaching vehicle.

      An expensive looking black sedan was rolling down the street. We had parked across the road at a shopping complex where we could see the police station. Thankfully, even if they used the back door, we’d still see any suspicious-looking vehicles exit their own parking lot.

      “I’ve got a photo of the plates. Its armour plated, or it’s been lowered.”

      I nodded and looked through a pair of binoculars at the vehicle. The rims were fancy, and I could see the brand of the tires that matched ones I knew from specialised companies.

      “Probably armour plated,” I muttered.

      “That was my impression,” Jones nodded, taking another photo.

      That camera hadn’t gotten a lot of use since the helicopter, but I was glad to have it.

      “Doors opening,” Jones mumbled.

      I shifted my view and watched as the front door of the police station opened. A man in a suit stepped out with our target a step behind. The man looked smug despite walking out of the police station. Behind them both was a detective who had a defeated expression on his face. The man in the suit turned and started speaking to the detective as our target continued on towards the awaiting sedan.

      “Must be the lawyer,” Jones said, snapping another few photos.

      I nodded along and kept watch as the man got into the back seat of the sedan. As soon as the door was closed, the indicator flashed, and the sedan pulled away from the curb.

      “Shit,” Jones grunted.

      I dropped my binoculars into my lap and started the engine. I’d reverse parked into a space where we could see easily, so we just had to drive forward and out. After navigating through the parking lot, I turned onto the road to follow the sedan. Only for a second sedan to pull out of the police station and cut me off. I swore at the sudden appearance of the vehicle, before glancing at the detective and the lawyer who were both watching what had happened.

      I wound down the window and leaned partially out in the low evening light. “You saw that right?!”

      The lawyer smirked and nodded.

      “We’ll check the cameras and make a report,” the detective called back.

      I nodded, hoping they wouldn’t actually, before pulling onto the road and started driving. Winding up the window I shook my head.

      “Close call,” Jones mumbled.

      “Tell me about it,” I agreed. “Any bet that was a cop doing the same thing we are?”

      Jones smirked, “Suckers bet.”

      We had a chuckle as we drove. The sedan that cut me off was definitely following the same guy we were. Only, they weren’t doing a very good job at keeping it on the down low. They ran at least one red light to keep up, while Jones watched his GPS to work out where they were going. Despite losing visual contact a couple times, we didn’t lose them entirely. The gang member seemed to lead us into a quieter part of town. More industrial than residential or commercial. And that’s when he turned into a narrow alley between two large buildings. The cop had no choice but to either follow or drive past. Jones and I were far enough back, I just drove us around the block to park and wait on the other side for when they came out.

      I counted the seconds it would take judging by their speed and frowned as the police car came around the other side of the block.

      “Where are they?” Jones asked.

      I nodded, “Something’s up.”

      As the police car approached, the dark sedan reappeared. Seeing the cop coming, it veered hard, taking the corner much too fast for comfort. Then, while not exceeding the speed limit, it powered hard down towards us, before turning down a side road heading back towards town. The police car was only a moment behind them, activating its lights as it went past us.

      “What is this, amateur hour?” Jones sighed.

      I nodded slowly, before shaking my head. “I keep wondering about how this all worked for so long. Do the authorities know and did nothing, is there some conspiracy? Or is it literally just the only people put in charge are dumb enough to chase ghosts and never end up finding anything important?”

      “Could be both,” Jones nodded at the smaller sedan that pulled out of the alleyway. “Maybe whoever’s in charge puts the less than competent in charge of investigating it, knowing they’ll fail.”

      That was something to think about. It would also mean that the police, or at least the upper echelon of them were involved somehow. The sedan we suspected had the gang member turned down a road just in front of us. I pulled out and followed around the corner. Unlike the cop, I kept my distance. The roads this far out were more standard. Fewer places to vanish or twist around to lose a pursuer. At least without a distraction and a change of vehicles, anyway.

      We followed them for another twenty minutes before the sedan pulled into a warehouse. I switched off the lights on my car as I followed them. Pulling up, I kept us obscured, but within sight as the doors of the car opened. Picking up my binoculars, I heard the snap of the camera as Jones photographed the situation. Jones knew what he was doing and so I looked at the situation. The guy we were after was yelling at someone who looked like they were about to shit themselves. But there was a lot more going on. There were people there. Most looked like they wanted nothing to do with the guy.

      One walked past and knocked on a door and I glimpsed light as a peephole opened. A moment later, the door opened, and the guy stepped inside. I frowned.

      “You see that?” Jones asked, snapping another photo.

      “He was armed,” I nodded, recognising the sight of a kalashnikov. The world’s most common rifle and just about unique in looks. Except for the Type 56 at least.

      “How do we wanna do this?” Jones asked.

      I frowned and thought for a moment as the guy I wanted went up to the same door with his people, including one who looked like he was about to keel over. He bashed on the door and the flash of light illuminated for only a split second before the door opened and the group headed inside.

      “Let’s pull in, wait for a calm moment and see if we can get that guy to open the door.”

      Jones nodded, “Frontal assault?”

      “Almost,” I nodded. “Try to keep it quiet, at least for the meantime.”

      “Got it.”

      I drove around to the entrance and pulled in, just a few spaces down from their leader’s car. The vehicles in the lot were of all sorts. But more often than not they were expensive.

      “So have we got a name for this guy, or not?”

      I frowned, “Y’know, I never asked. Lori didn’t mention anything.”

      Jones snorted and pulled out his phone. He tapped away and paused for a few moments. Then it buzzed.

      “Adrian.”

      I raised an eyebrow. “Really?”

      “Do you want to be the one to ask her that?”

      I snorted and shook my head, before pulling out the keys. “No way in hell. I’m just surprised he has such an ordinary name. Figured this asshole would change it to something and just, Adrian, is so ordinary.”

      Jones shrugged, “Ordinary people can be bad guys. Besides, you think Alexander the Great went by that name in person?”

      “Probably not,” I admitted.

      “So what are we waiting for?”

      I glanced around the parking lot and shrugged, “Technically nothing. It’s quiet enough now.”

      “Let’s go then.”

      We climbed out of the car and headed around to the back. We opened the bags and got our weapons ready. The HK’s we both carried were already fitted with the suppressors. The M4’s, not so. Leaning back, I looked over the building.

      “No cameras anywhere.”

      “Cameras can be subpoenaed,” Jones mumbled.

      I frowned and thought that was probably likely. If there were illegal things going on inside that wouldn’t be good for business.

      “I’m thinking I get the door, you hide and when he opens it, we drag him out.”

      “Fair, make sure your knife is handy then.”

      I nodded, before freezing as I heard the door open. Two men stepped out, mumbling something to the door guard.

      “Fuck I love to make em squeal like that,” the first laughed.

      The second shook his head, “Perfectly good pussy and you cram it into their arse.”

      “What’s wrong with an arse?”

      “I’m not a poofter.”

      “You think I am?”

      “You’re the one prison fucking a dry whore’s ass, you tell me.”

      The two men stared at one another for a moment before they both burst into laughter. Ignoring us completely, they moved down the line and climbed into a fancy-looking Mercedes. I exchanged a look with Jones, who had a dark look on his face. He’d seen the same shit I had, probably more since he served longer than I did. We knew that kind of talk, and we recognised this kind of place. Neither of us was looking forward to what was inside.

      As the Mercedes left, Jones shouldered his rifle, before taking the strap for mine and adding it. I took my HK and attached it to my right hip. My knife, I strapped on the left. Flipping my oversized shirt over the gun, I tested how to stand to hide the knife. Then I nodded at Jones.

      “Come on, you stand aside so he can’t see you.”

      “Got it,” Jones nodded.

      We made our way to the door of the large building and I gave Jones a moment to press himself against the wall on the side the door opened. He gave me a nod, and I grasped the hilt of my knife to make sure it was comfortable. Then I knocked. The peephole was a metal plate that slid to one side. The man’s eyes narrowed for a moment.

      “Password?”

      “Errr,” I blinked.

      The slider shut. I sighed and knocked again. The slider opened and the same man was standing there.

      “Password?”

      “Here to drop off some stuff for Adrian.”

      The slider shut, and I glanced at Jones, before the slider opened again. “How much?”

      “A kilo.”

      The slider shut, and I shook my head slowly. There was a click from the door before it swung open.

      “Fuck you guys are so late-”

      My knife slammed into his throat as I hauled him out the door. Jones jammed his foot in the doorway and leaned in with his HK raised to check as I dragged the bouncer out into the parking lot. He struggled weakly, but he was both bleeding and unable to breathe from the piece of metal in his neck. I heard the clatter of something hit the ground and a pair of bloody fingers grabbed at my knife hand as I spotted a handgun laying in the dirt.

      Spinning I dumped him in a heap between two parked cars, pulling out the knife at the same time. A spurt of blood came from his wound as he choked out a cough, gripping his neck to stem the flow. I raised my boot and tried not to feel satisfied about the dull thunk of his head bouncing off the concrete. A second kick and he didn’t seem to mind either.

      Looking back at Jones, he was waiting calmly. With a last glance at the mostly expired bouncer, I jogged quickly back over to Jones and followed him inside, only pausing to grab the handgun. The kalashnikov wasn’t something we needed to haul around. It was a dark room with several doors that led further inside. There were signs on two doors to indicate staff and customers. But there was a third door unlabeled with a heavy lock on it. We stepped into the room and closed the door behind us.

      “Here,” Jones said.

      I turned and took the balaclava he offered as he slipped one on himself. I nodded and did the same while Jones looked around.

      “It’s got a deadlock,” Jones nodded as I got my balaclava comfortable.

      I looked down and sure enough I could see the keys sticking out. Turning them, the bolt slid shut, and I pocketed the keys.

      “Now nobody can sneak in behind us.”

      Jones smirked, “Sweep and clear?”

      “Not quite. Anyone with their dick in something they shouldn’t, or holding a weapon. I’m not about to shoot someone for coming in for a drink.”

      “Works for me.”

      I nodded and took my M4, tossing it over my shoulder. For now, I drew my HK to keep things quiet beside the knife.

      “Staff or customers?”

      I nodded at the staff door, “There first. Staff are most likely to be dangerous. Customers will probably just try to run.”

      Jones nodded and gave me the go ahead. Stepping up, I tested the door, and it opened without a lock. Pushing inside I could hear the beat of soft music through a long corridor. There were several doors on either side, but the ones on the left were much closer together. Strolling quietly into the corridor, I grabbed the first handle and was surprised to find it wasn’t locked. Pushing the door open, I took stock of the space. It was mostly storage. A few large wooden crates big enough for a person and a few smaller. Otherwise nothing of genuine interest.

      Stepping back into the hall, we moved to the next room. This one seemed like it was some kind of bunkhouse, crossed with a prison cell. One dim lightbulb in the centre of the room, a series of bunks and an exposed toilet at one end. Then there were the rows of dressers, makeup and perfume that were set out.

      “I think they probably have more than just cows here,” I growled.

      Jones nodded, “Let’s go.”

      I had heard that tone before. That was the tone he used when things were about to go wrong. When the lead would fly. The next door was on the right and it looked like whatever room was beyond was much, much larger. That also made us cautious. With Jones ready to follow me in, I opened the door and stepped in. Immediately my eyes were drawn to the sight of over a dozen, nude women of various ages. They turned with fearful expressions before shrieking in terror as they saw the guns.

      Which was obviously when my arms were tackled down by the guard in the room. He was big and snarled as his weight slammed into me. I flailed and fell back before I heard a pop and the man stiffened. Jones’s boot slammed into the side of his head, causing him to tumble off me. He groaned from his spot on the ground. I raised my gun and put another between his eyes, silencing him permanently.

      “Please don’t hurt us!” one woman begged.

      She was older than most of the others. Her face looked like it was a little swollen on one side and she had a scar on her cheek. She was standing between us and the other women who were pushing themselves against the back of the room. The room itself had several tiers like steps for the ladies to sit on, with the opposite wall made of perspex. I could see a door on the other side of the window and frowned when I realised that was where the customers entered. This was a slave brothel on top of a drug den.

      “I’ll be good to you, I swear. There’s no need for more violence. I can keep you very, very happy.”

      I glanced at Jones. The look in his eyes was the one I recognised. We’d found victims before and I feared how many more we’d find.

      “If you want to help,” I told the woman. “Drag him to the back and keep him out of sight.”

      She blinked and looked down at the corpse. “What will you do with us?”

      “After I kill every motherfucker in this building, I’m going to open the front doors, let you out and leave.”

      The woman blinked, “What?”

      “I can go home?” One of the younger women asked.

      “We’re leaving?”

      “Where are we going?”

      “Shut it!” The first woman snapped. Then she turned back to me. “What can we do to help?”

      Reaching into my pocket, I pulled out the handgun I’d taken from the bouncer. The woman held her nerve as I stepped closer and frowned when I held it out to her.

      “Take it,” I hissed.

      The woman blinked and gently took the gun from me. She held it with an odd confidence, before she ejected the magazine and cleared the chamber. Then re-seated the magazine and looked at me.

      “Why did you give me this?”

      “I’m guessing there’s still girls out in those rooms?” The woman nodded. “Then I’m going to be sending them back here one by one. Is there a secret-”

      The door opened, and a man stuck his head in. “Harry, I’m taking this bitch to the basement, she bit her client and… Who the-”

      BANG!

      I flinched as the shot went off. The woman was breathing heavily and a woman’s scream came from out in the hall. As the corpse hit the ground, Jones darted out and the sounds of a woman crying made way to a terrified, bruised young woman being dragged back into the room.

      “NO! Please!?”

      “Candice!”

      The woman looked up, seeing the older woman with the gun. “Harper? What’s going on?”

      Jones, with the woman inside, let her go. She gave Jones a frightened look before running past me into the older woman’s arms.

      “It’s okay dear, they’re getting us out.”

      “You have a gun,” Candice mumbled. “You… You shot Dan.”

      “I did dear, yes.”

      “Adrian is going to be mad.”

      “Adrian isn’t going to live out the night,” I growled.

      The old woman looked at me and nodded. “He’s probably in his private rooms. They’re in the basement and…” She frowned for a moment.

      “A woman, but not quite? They have four nipples, little horns and hooves, right?”

      The old woman frowned and nodded her head, “You’re here for them, aren’t you?”

      I nodded, “You have access to the television, or the news?”

      “You’re him,” she blinked. “You’re the one they’ve been worried about.”

      “Probably,” I shrugged. “I’ve been hunting the assholes keeping slaves. Cows come home with me where I can look after them properly. The rest,” I gestured at the mostly silent women in the room. “I’m sure once you call the police and explain the situation, someone will be by to look after you.”

      “When you say looked after…”

      “I literally have a farm. I pretty much treat them like my wives,” I shrugged. “I accidentally found Rose and rescued her, then I rescued her sisters and now it’s a bit of a thing. I’ve been tracking down owners and if they’re abusing their cows, I take them away.”

      “And if they’re not?”

      I smiled, “It only happened once so far. She was going to try and kill me if I wanted to take her. So I left well enough alone. I will not force compliance if it’s going to hurt a cow.”

      “They’re innocent,” she nodded.

      “Innocent,” I agreed.

      She huffed for a moment, “Right, well. You… do what you need to do I suppose.”

      “You keep that gun out of sight. That perspex probably isn’t bulletproof.” She frowned and nodded. “Probably also wanna get this guy out of sight as well.”

      With that, I gave Jones a nod, and we made our way out. Behind us, chatter sprang up, but we ignored it. The next room down was the same as the second. Just more bunks and space for the ladies to dress themselves up. The fourth room however, had noises coming from it. Opening the door, I froze at the sight of a pale woman laying in the middle of the bed. There was a needle in her arm and her eyes were glazed as a man thrust between her legs.

      “What the fuck is this?” He grumbled, getting to his feet.

      I shot him in the head and ignored the thump as he went down in a spray of gore. Rushing over to the woman, I pulled the needle from her arm. Checking her pulse, it was steady, and she murmured as I touched her. Scooping her into my arms, Jones growed furiously as he stepped back into the hall. Carrying the woman back, the old woman jumped in fight as we came back in. But when she saw the woman, she frowned.

      “Cindy…”

      “Her John is dead,” I growled.

      The woman nodded coming over to help, with one of the other women a step behind. They took her and brought her back to lie down.

      “Maybe take her and one more to keep an eye on her, into one of the bunk rooms?”

      The woman nodded, “I might do that, yeah. Nobody will check on us for a while yet.”

      “Good,” I nodded. “We’ll keep going then.”

      Jones led the way to the next room. It opened to a rather empty room, with a shower running. Before I could ask the plan, Jones stormed in and yanked the door to the bathroom open. Inside was a man being fellated by a woman. She pulled away with a squeal of fright as Jones grabbed the man by the hair and hauled him out.

      “Fuckfuckfuck! What, what’d I do?”

      Jones threw him to the ground and kicked him in the ribs. I left him to his stress relief and went into the bathroom where the woman was staring at me in horror.

      “Please! No!”

      “I’m not going to hurt you,” I said, turning off the shower. She clearly didn’t believe me as she struggled as I took her by the hand and directed her out into the hall. “Big viewing room. The older lady has a gun, we’re getting you out.”

      As I released her, she ran. Whether or not she believed me, the sounds coming from inside told me it probably didn’t matter. I glanced back, seeing a mix of red and yellow as the man pissed himself. Shaking my head, I stepped out of the hall as a man in a well-dressed suit stepped out of the room with his phone to his ear.

      “-Bit me, can you fucking believe that?” He turned and spotted me. Freezing in place he looked at the gun as I raised it. “Look, something came up. I’m going to have to call you back.”

      I watched him go to put his phone in his pocket, but I held out my hand. He sighed and passed it to me, where I could see that he hadn’t actually hung up. Tapping the button, I handed him back his phone.

      “So… What now?” He asked.

      “You the one that got bitten?”

      He frowned, “Bitch, yeah. I only slapped her a few times, Adrian told me she was good for it.”

      I nodded slowly and lowered the pistol. I saw the relief flash through his expression before I shot him in the liver. He gasped and collapsed on the ground. Opening his mouth to yell, I shot him in the face, ending him before he could call for help.

      “You good?” Jones asked.

      I glanced back at him. He was standing tall and seemed to be under control of himself now. I nodded, “Let’s go.”

      “You’re on point.”

      I nodded and moved to the next room. Opening the door, there was a middle-aged woman giving an older man a blow job. She pulled back with a yelp and the man held up his hands. I looked at the woman and nodded at the door.

      “Viewing room, now.”

      She scrambled to her feet and dashed out of the room. The older man sighed softly. I stepped up, and he gave me a confident smirk.

      “Do you have any idea who I am, young man?”

      “Nope,” I shrugged, and backhanded him with my handgun.

      His head snapped to one side as blood and teeth followed the movement. Grabbing him by the shoulder I yanked him off the bed and onto the floor. I looked around and spotted a belt, which I used to bind his hands behind his back.

      “Wait here,” I growled as he moaned in pain.

      The next room down was empty, leaving one final door on the right. The music was coming from here and I exchanged a look with Jones who nodded. Slipping our HK’s away, we brought our M4’s around, readying them as I reached for the door handle.
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      There was no need to open the door with any measure of stealth. But from the sounds coming from inside, we figured kicking it open would do more bad than good. So I pressed down on the handle and nudged it open with my boot so we could see inside. The room was relatively dark with a few light machines pulsing to the beat of the music. There was a bar directly across where a nude woman was serving drinks. To the left was a large stage. On it was a bound and gagged woman. She was suspended upside down with her legs spread open, before a group of men and women who were drinking and enjoying the revelry. I watched as a man in a leather outfit came out from behind a curtain with a lit candle. The crowd laughed as he brought the flame closer to her genitals. Then screamed as his brain matter exploded out the back of his head.

      Jones and I burst into the room as the crowd went crazy. Some sat in their seats pointing, others got up and ran. A few threw themselves on the floor. The woman behind the bar was nowhere to be seen. I picked my shots. Nobody here was innocent, but that didn’t mean I was going to take it easy on any of them.

      “ON THE GROUND!” I roared over the sound of the music.

      A few who were seated turned and saw the gun. Most of those complied, while a few more ran for the exit. Those were mine and Jones’s targets. Aiming for legs, we ignored the screams of the first two, and ignored the next two who dropped to the floor hoping they wouldn’t get the same treatment.

      “You can’t do this!” One well-dressed woman snarled, holding her ground. “We have rights!”

      “What about her rights?” I pointed to the terrified woman on the stage.

      The woman frowned at the implication and opened her mouth. I put the barrel of my HK inside of it and held her gaze for a few moments.

      “Sit the fuck down and stay there until I tell you otherwise.”

      Extracting my weapon, she touched her lips where the suppressor had burned her. Not that I cared a lick. With a sweep of the room, I had only the stage and a door behind the bar to content with. So I picked the stage first. Jones and I moved up towards the crying woman and I examined how she was strapped in place. Thankfully, it was designed to be easy to use. A lever at the rear allowed us to turn her around the right way. Then Jones and I unstrapped her as she cried.

      “Please, don’t hurt me?” She begged.

      “Nobody will hurt you anymore,” Jones promised.

      “Viewing room, Harper has a gun, we’re getting you all out.”

      She looked over at me and nodded. “Thank you.”

      With a bit of stiffness, she hobbled in the direction of the exit, skirting the crowd of people on the floor as best she could. Gesturing for Jones to wait, I stepped back into the curtains and was immediately confronted by a nude woman with a nose ring.

      “You killed master,” she frowned.

      I sighed, glancing back at the pulped mess behind me. “You, sit down and stay quiet, okay?”

      “Okay,” she nodded softly and did as I asked.

      After a quick search, there was nothing but equipment. Racks, crosses, whips made from leather, plastic and one with thin steel wires. This was a torture chamber if ever I’d seen one. It was just dressed up nicer than they usually were. Stepping out, I nodded at Jones who kept an eye on things while I went around the bar to the door I’d spotted. This time I kicked it open and heard a scream. The room was for storage and inside was the woman, and what looked like a security guard holding a gun to her head.

      “I’m getting out of here!” He snapped. “You get the fuck outta my way or I kill this bitch!”

      I frowned and slowly shook my head. “You’ve never taken a hostage before, have you?”

      “So what?”

      I shrugged, “If you’d taken her hostage and run for the door, that would have made sense. But you’re hiding in a back room. What do you think is going to happen when the cops get here?”

      He frowned, “You’re gonna lead me out!”

      I looked at the woman and smiled softly. “What would you do to get out of here?”

      “Anything,” she replied as her captor pressed the barrel of his gun into the side of her face to silence her.

      And that was all the distraction I needed. Lowering my HK, I fired one shot. It lightly grazed the woman’s hip, but the bullet slammed into her captors’ kidney. She let out a gasp, as the man let out a cry and went down in a heap. She burst into action as the man fired, yelping as I spotted her hair fly up from the second round that grazed her. But as she moved, it gave me a clear shot, and I emptied the rest of my magazine into him.

      The woman made a noise, and I turned my attention to her. She suddenly looked very nervous as I approached, but I held up my hand.

      “Let me see?”

      She pinched her lips and turned her head, showing me a slight cut on the back of her head. It wasn’t deep, but head wounds always bled a lot.

      “Am I dying?” she asked in a tone, more curious than worried.

      “No,” I chuckled. “You’ll be fine. Harper has a gun in the viewing room. Go wait there, we’re getting you out.”

      “There’s two…”

      “Cows, yes, we’re getting them out as well.”

      She nodded, “They’re such sweet girls.”

      “Exactly,” I agreed, leading her out.

      Jones was waiting with his M4 raised, but lowered it when he saw me come out. “Everything okay?” He asked, seeing the woman behind me.

      “Fine,” I nodded, then took the woman’s hand for a moment. “Are there any other rooms through there?” I gestured at the door the crowd were running towards.

      “No,” she shook her head. “That’s just the exit for the clients.”

      “I’ll check,” Jones said, crossing and opening the door. He stuck his head in and pulled back out.

      “Great,” I nodded. “Let’s head back and check downstairs.”

      “That’s where he has the cows,” the woman nodded. “It’s… It’s not nice down there.”

      “Cages?”

      “Punishment,” she shuddered.

      I didn’t press. I just wanted this over. So with her words in mind, I followed Jones back into the hall. We moved quickly until we reached the door to the viewing room and nudged it open.

      “Who’s there?”

      “It’s us with the bartender,” I called.

      “Sam?”

      “It’s me, Harper!” The bartender pushed inside.

      I poked my head in to see most of the women clustering around the ones we’d sent or brought back. The one who’d been drugged was seated in the corner being fanned by two ladies.

      “Upstairs is clear, there’s still a few customers and… A possible slave girl at the front stage.”

      “Not one of ours,” Harper frowned. “Should we bring her here?”

      “I don’t know,” I replied. “I told her to stay there.”

      Harper nodded, “If this is everyone that was upstairs, then there’ll be two more… Two more in the basement.”

      “Right,” I nodded.

      “We should hurry then,” Jones added.

      “Please, it’s… If they’re not being punished directly, they’ll be in cages. Go downstairs, then take the first right. It’ll take you to where they keep them. They’re tiny things and they have to cram you inside.”

      “We’ll get them,” I promised, before meeting Jones’s expression.

      He nodded, and we made our way out. Heading back into the foyer, there was no sign that anyone had been up this way. But I thought about the customers and grabbed the kalashnikov just to be safe. Putting away my HK, I made sure the rifle was loaded and ready.

      “Loud or?”

      “Wish we had flash bangs,” I grunted.

      Turning about, I took aim at the lock and tapped the trigger three times. Blowing chunks of wood and metal free, I raised my boot and kicked the door in. There was a lit stairwell with concrete walls. With Jones at my rear, we stormed down.

      At the bottom was a right-angle bend and as I leaned out the wall beside my head exploded. Pulling back, I cleared the debris from around my eye as Jones opened fire with his M4. The sound was deafening underground, but I was mostly used to it. Joining the fight, I spun into the room where Jones was taking cover in the corridor Harper had described. Up ahead was a corpse, a man crawling and another who seemed to be in the middle of reloading. Raising my own M4 his eyes went wide as he ducked out of sight down the next corridor.

      “Girls first,” I snapped.

      Jones nodded and turned to head further down the corridor. I watched the crawling man collapse before turning and following Jones. The corridor turned right again and opened into a large room. That room was pitch back, but the light switch was illuminated. Jones hit it and we blinked at the sight before us. A drain with a hose, one cage, tall enough to stand in, but not sit, and a series of small metal boxes set against the wall. Most of them were open except for two.

      “They’re dead,” Jones growled. “They’re all fucking dead.”

      “Agreed,” I growled.

      We moved to the two boxes and saw they were held closed with bolt latches. Pulling those plots, we opened them and saw what they contained. Two women. Ball gagged, arms bound behind their backs. Nude and folded so their knees were pressed to their shoulders with their heads pushed down. The smell was awful as they’d been forced to relieve themselves in the confined spaces. They didn’t struggle at all as Jones and I gently pried them out. They whimpered softly as we laid them down as gently as possible.

      “Watch the door,” I ordered Jones.

      Despite his technical seniority, he followed without question. As he went to secure our position, I spent a few moments releasing both women. They sobbed in croaky voices as the gags came free and I did my best to get them laying flat without harming them. Too much time confined and muscles would begin to atrophy. Sudden movements could cause serious problems and that was the last thing these ladies needed.

      “I’m going to turn on the water and bring the hose over. It’s up to you if you want to get-”

      BANGBANGBANG

      “-Clean,” I finished, checking over my shoulder to where Jones was standing at the end of the corridor. “We’re getting you out, you’re going to be safe, I promise.”

      “Thank you,” the second woman mumbled.

      I did as I said and grabbed the hose, turning it on low so the water would pour out without spraying like I assumed was the norm here. I dropped it on the floor between them.

      “We’ll come back when it’s safe.”

      Both women nodded and began moving towards the hose. I took that as the cue to head over to Jones as he pulled back. Gunshots echoed through the basement as concrete blew off. The moment it stopped, Jones darted around and fired once, earning a scream of pain from the shooter beyond.

      “Lets go!”

      Jones led around the corner, with me on his tail. We moved into the main room where the fresh shooter was lying on the ground holding his shoulder. He stared at us with wide eyes as we approached. Then Jones sent his eyes wider as a round blew his head open. The main corridor from here led further back, but it looked like a straight shot. We moved quickly, pausing at the end where a solid-looking door was set up. Crossing to the other side, I used the barrel of the kalashnikov to press against the handle. Immediately, the door exploded. Bullets tore through showering the corridor with splinters and shrapnel. Jones and I held steady, squinting to protect our faces until the shots finally ended.

      I gave him a look, and Jones nodded. Slapping the handle down, I pushed the door open with the barrel of the gun. Whoever was inside would aim at me, when Jones stepped around and fired a shot. The shooter turned towards him and I crouched. Spinning into the room I took in the sight of what could only be a torture room. It reminded me of the dungeon I found Joan in, just with no one other than a few men with guns inside. And they were currently very distracted. Rushing into the room I fired a few shots before taking cover by a concrete pillar. There were four men in here. They were dressed as civilians and were armed with the same kalashnikovs that I was carrying.

      “If you don’t want to die, put them down!” I yelled.

      “Fuck you!” One spat.

      Jones stepped into the room and shot him in the side, sending him to the ground. He made horrible choking noises as the other three got into better positions.

      “Last chance!” Jones called.

      “Fuck, Clint!”

      “Shut the fuck up Joey!”

      “Joey, shoot Clint and I’ll let you live!” I called.

      “What?”

      Jones stepped around the pillar as I raised my rifle. A scared looking younger man was staring at an older man aiming to shoot him. Words were powerful things, and it seemed even Clint knew that. He just didn’t realise that what I’d offered Joey was a no-win situation. The poor kid didn’t even have the gun tucked against him properly. Beside them both was another man whose face went white at our approaching figures. Clint whirled around, where my shot took him in the chin. Joey literally tossed his gun in the air as the third still standing dived for cover through a doorway.

      Jones didn’t even pause, kicking Joey in the head as we went after the one who ran. The bleeder on the ground had no sympathies for us after what we’d found in here. Storming into the room, it was stacked with tables and bricks of white powder. I shook my head and the two of us headed for a door in the back. Jones kicked it open as the man opened fire. He only managed a few shots before I hit him centre mass, but Jones still went down hard.

      “FUCK!”

      “Jones!” I rushed over.

      “I’m fine!” Jones snapped. “Barely grazed me, just scared the shit out of me!”

      I grinned and took his hand to haul him upright again. He was bleeding under his arm, but if he said it was a graze, I wasn’t about to push. We moved a little slower to the door at the end of the corridor and we could hear thumping. With no other option, I kicked the door hard. It blew open, showing what looked like an office. Big leather chair, a table that looked like they built it inside the room, and a ladder. Directly above the ladder was a manhole that closed as I watched.

      “Let’s go!”

      Jones turned on the spot, and we raced for the exit. Anything could happen at this point. Adrian could head into the viewing room, or they could get trapped inside the exit. There were numerous possibilities and none of them good. We ran as quickly as we could, mindful that there were still two women down here. Jones led the charge up the stairs and burst into the foyer. A man spun around at the open front door with a rifle. He didn’t get any further as Jones put him down. But the door was open.

      We ran out as the flashy black sedan from earlier tore past. Without thinking, Jones and I both raised and fired our weapons. The driver panicked and lost control, slamming into a parked car. We raced over to check on it. And sure enough, we were right about the armour plating. The windows were shattered but whole and there was movement inside.

      I grabbed the handle and heaved. Part of me expected the door to be locked, but it pleasantly surprised me when it swung open easily. The driver was groaning, while Adrian, our target was lying on a cow, while another tried desperately to help. And she wasn’t doing a good job.

      “GET THE FUCK OFF ME!”

      The cow flinched and threw herself back, before awkwardly tumbling out of the car. She was a collection of bruises, burns and cuts. Some of them fresh, some of them, much older. But she was as beautiful as Rose was, staring up at me with terrified eyes.

      “Nope!” Jones shouted, diving into the car.

      There was a gunshot, followed by a loud frightened moo.

      “Sissy!” The cow at my feet cried, rolling over to stand.

      I thought about it for just a moment and grit my teeth. Putting my boot on her shoulder, I pushed her into the dirt. I didn’t want to hurt her, but I couldn’t have her getting in the way.

      “FUCKER!” Jones shouted.

      “Stop!”

      “JUST FUCKING DIE!”

      “You’re killing me!”

      “THAT’S THE GOD DAMNED POINT!”

      I leaned back and looked into the car, where Adrian was pressed up against the door at the back. There was a gun I didn’t recognise with gold inlay lying on the seat. And Jones was slamming a knife into Adrian over and over again. The man’s eyes glazed as I watched. But my concern was the sound of approaching sirens.

      “JONES!”

      Jones paused, then stabbed Adrian one more time and turned. The second cow, identical to the first was cowering on the floor.

      “There now,” Jones called softly. “We need to get up now.”

      “Are you my master?”

      Jones paused and looked up at me. I gave him a small nod. Jones nodded back. “Let’s get you home first.”

      “B-but.”

      I bent and took the cow on the ground. I felt like the biggest piece of shit mishandling them. But they just accepted it, which made me hate myself even more. Jones pulled the one out from inside the car and we dragged them to the four-wheel drive we arrived in. Getting the doors open, we shoved them inside, before I handed Jones the keys. As he got the cows belted in safely, I rushed back inside where Harper was standing in the foyer. Her gun came up as I burst in, but she lowered it quickly.

      “Is that it?”

      “There’s a bunch of customers, one dude upstairs with broken teeth one downstairs unconscious and we got the two out of the cages.”

      “Shit, what now?”

      “The cops are coming, so I need to leave.”

      Harper nodded, “Do me a favour. Don’t go down shooting. I want to publicly thank you in front of the whole world, and I’m sure I’m not the only one.”

      I shrugged, “So long as my cows get to live long and happy lives, I don’t care what happens to me.”

      Harper nodded, “You look after those two.”

      “Will do and… Put down the gun. The cops might be trigger-happy when they come in.”

      “Right,” Harper nodded.

      With that settled, I turned and headed outside where Jones was backing out of the parking space. I waited for him to turn around, before jumping into the passenger seat and he started driving. Pulling out of the lot, we could see the flashing lights from the police cars approaching. So we went in the opposite direction. We were aimless at first, wandering the streets for a time. But we came across an empty field with a road on the other side that headed back towards town. With no reason not to, Jones pulled the car over the curb and we made our way across.

      “Lay down and close your eyes,” I told the cows.

      They whimpered softly, but did as they were told. With them unwilling to do anything other than what they were told, I pulled off my balaclava. Jones did a moment later, and I frowned seeing him covered in streaks of blood.

      “Maybe we should stop somewhere?”

      Jones shrugged, “Just take longer to get back. And they’ll probably have footage of the car by then.”

      “Good point,” I nodded.

      We kept our heads down, obeyed the traffic laws and tried not to flinch at every passing police car. But they didn’t seem all that bothered by a lone four wheel drive in the middle of the night. We drove for a time and had to stop when whimpering in the back got too much to ignore. We had a pit stop a few minutes later after Jones and I got our balaclava’s back on. The cows were happy to relieve themselves on the side of the road before they both climbed back in and buckled themselves without help.

      I didn’t order them to lie down this time. We hadn’t passed anyone in a while and there wasn’t really any need to take off the balaclavas again. So we kept driving as we were. The cows whispered in the back and gave us mixed looks. Jones ignored them, but I kept watch. Just in case. Each of the cows I’d rescued bonded with me immediately, and while I thought these two hadn’t bonded, I didn’t know if their previous one had been broken entirely. Joan was in an appalling state and she made it immediately known that she would prefer to be dead than with Mr. Daniels.

      Thankfully, when I got out to open the second gate and bring us in, Lori was stepping out the front door. The sun was rising, and the sky was lightening. But all my cows were ready and waiting inside. Lori met us by the car and I opened the back door as Jones came around the vehicle.

      “Ladies,” Jones gestured at the cows. “This is your mistress.”

      The cows’ eyes snapped to Lori, and I heard the sharp intake of breath from the frightening woman. She smiled softly. “Come on now.”

      Both cows started crying at once and quickly unclipped themselves. Lori had just enough time to shoot Jones, and I looks, that in an alternate world, would have killed us. Then she was surrounded by womanly flesh. They lowed softly and kissed her all over. The distraction was enough that I could slip off and step inside, before pulling off my balaclava.

      “Welcome home master,” Rose smiled, stepping forward. “Claire tried to wait up, but…”

      Tina shifted and gestured to my fiance slumped over the table with Heidi sitting beside her. I smiled and felt myself relax.

      “I need a shower,” I sighed.

      “Can I scrub your back?” Rose asked softly.

      I glanced between her and Tina. They were both going crazy with lust and I wondered if Tina was feeling a little wanting. I was too tired to take care of them both though, for now, I wanted to be clean and to rest. Stumbling into the shower, Rose was the only one to follow. She softly undressed me as the water rose to temperature. After stripping nude herself, she brought me under the water. At that moment, I forgot all about the outside world. I didn’t need any of it. Just right here, with my loved ones. I loved them all, but Rose was special. Not that I’d ever admit it to any of them.

      “What are you thinking about, master Kye?”

      I smiled and kissed her softly, earning a small moo. Pulling away, I saw the dangerous flash of lust in her eyes.

      “Turn around Rose, put your hands on the wall.”

      She smiled and did as I asked without complaint. She leaned on the wall and spread her hooves slightly, before pushing her ass back towards me.

      “Are you going to put it in my butt, master Kye?”

      I smirked, “I think I’d like that. But not right now.”

      Running my hands over her ass, I let my fingers slide over her labia. I don’t even know why I bothered. She was wet and ready. She was ALWAYS wet and ready. Taking my cock in hand, Rose let out a soft moo of pleasure as I pushed it into her.

      “Oh… Oh master Kye.”

      I heard the tone in her voice and wrapped my hands around her. The water from the shower made her skin slick, and I roughly handled her full breasts.

      “I’m sorry Rose, but right now we’re going to waste a little, okay?”

      “Okay,” Rose whimpered softly.

      “Such a good cow,” I rocked my cock into her from behind.

      “Turn her around,” Claire said from behind.

      I looked over my shoulder while she stared blearily at me.

      “No,” Rose whimpered. “It’s okay, it’s for master Kye.”

      I heard those words and immediately decided she deserved more. Tightening my grip, I lifted her, still impaled on my cock and turned around in the stall. Setting her back on her hooves, Rose leaned on the doorframe as Claire smiled softly.

      “Come on, ladies.”

      “M-mistress!” Rose lowed softly.

      Claire was the first to pick a nipple, Tina slipping in beside her, taking another, while Joan and Heidi got the last two. No matter how tired, I was always going to be receptive to their needs. And besides. The harder they sucked, the tighter she squeezed.

      “Master Kye!” Rose trembled.

      I held her close as I rocked my hips back and forth, driving my cock into my delicious, cumming, cow.
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      “And in breaking news, Senator Hamden Roth has been remanded in custody following last night’s incident. For those of you just tuning in, wanted man, Kye Wessex, a retired corporal in the special forces is on a one man rampage to stamp out slavery. It is believed that shortly after midnight, Kye along with an unknown accomplice stormed a facility, police believed to be a drug den. We have unconfirmed reports however, that border control has become involved after they found multiple women on the property.”

      “It is understood at this time that Kye Wessex may have aided these women while in the process of removing two humanoid cattle. They too are considered missing. If anyone has any information regarding the matter, you are urged to call the number below. And Kye, if you’re listening to this right now, be safe out there.”

      I blinked at the smiling reporter on the television as Claire pressed against me from my right, while Rose was practically glued on my left. That left Tina to sit on my lap, while Joan was holding one of my legs. Heidi, despite her growing affections towards me, still gravitated to her mistress and was cuddled up on Claire’s other side.

      “A senator,” Claire sighed.

      I nodded along, “I suppose that explains how this has gone on for so many years.”

      “Maybe he has friends?”

      I nodded slowly, “I mean, he’d hardly be the last politician caught with his pants down. But having his pants down in that specific place…”

      “What do you think is going to happen?”

      I frowned and pulled her and Rose a little tighter against myself. “I think that he’s going to die. It just depends on if he talks to the authorities first. He’s in trouble and probably thinks his only way out at this stage would be to demand protection from the authorities in return for information.”

      “Yeah, he’s a dead man,” Claire snorted.

      I nodded slowly, then kissed Rose’s head, earning a soft moo. “I need a phone.”

      “Use mine,” Claire offered.

      I took it with a smile and dialled a few numbers. The first person, a young man, seemed sceptical, but put me through. It rang for a few moments and a familiar, feminine voice answered with a curt, “Yes?”

      “I walked into that room and Senator Roth was completely nude being serviced by a middle-aged woman.”

      “Who is this?”

      “I sent that woman out to the safety of the viewing room where a woman by the name of Harper was keeping the rest of them safe.”

      “Kye?”

      “Speaking,” I grinned.

      “Why are you calling me, I’ll have you know, I don’t care for threats.”

      “I’m not going to threaten you,” I replied quickly. “But I think the good Senator is in danger. Mr Tanaka for instance seemed to have men in his employ. Men who had access to weapons and training at least for their officers.”

      “Mr Tanaka left the country the same day we received the files,” she replied softly.

      “I didn’t know that,” I admitted. “This isn’t some well-funded organisation and I don’t have an intelligence department. I’m just keeping an ear out.”

      “How did you find out about Adrian?”

      “Word of mouth. I do have some friends. One thing led to another and I’m following crumbs.”

      “So what, you’re just going to shoot up every place you think has slaves in it?”

      “No,” I frowned. “You’ve obviously done your research on me. You know I’m better trained than that. Recon is everything, only after I have proof of something sketchy going on do I go in.”

      “And how many times have you done that so far?”

      “That’s how I found Rose. Then I rescued Tina, Heidi and Claire from the same place Rose was being held. Claire helped me rescue Joan from Mr Daniels, then we were attacked.”

      “Mr Daniels was unconfirmed,” the reporter sounded hungry. “Can you offer proof?”

      “Joan sodomised him with a giant dildo while tied to a chair and his face was severely bruised from a beating I gave him. Think he lost a few teeth as well.”

      The reporter snorted, “Seriously?”

      “I thought it was fitting considering the state I found her in. These cows, and yes, they like to be called cows-”

      “Cows!” Rose called out beside me, which was echoed by the others.

      “Wow, can I speak with them after you?”

      I thought about it, “Maybe. Back on topic though, they’re innocent. Childishly innocent. They’re kind, loving and completely docile unless you threaten their master.”

      “And you’re their master, right?”

      “Yes,” I sighed. “When they’re growing up, they’re treated like animals. They’re only educated enough to talk and not freak out with technology. I found Tina and Heidi literally chained to a concrete floor and they talked about eating animal feed, being hosed every few days for hygiene and if they’re born with defects or unwanted attributes, they’re… Murdered.”

      “And you’re the lesser of two evils?”

      I sighed, “I didn’t even mean for this all to happen. They’re so desperate to be loved the moment someone treats them with kindness, they imprint.”

      “Like a baby bird?”

      “Think of a bird that will die if separated from its parent, except they’re adults, produce milk and are extremely sexually submissive.”

      “This sounds like a young man’s wet dream,” the reporter grunted.

      “And that’s why they’re being bred as slaves to be sold to wealthy people. These monsters are torturing, beating, raping and selling the most beautiful, gentle and wonderful creatures ever to exist.”

      “Can I meet them?”
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      She was stumbling through the bush. Wearing a high-vis jacket, boots and a wide-brimmed hat. On her back was a tripod with her camera mounted at the top. She was holding a strap that dangled a water bottle. Between all her easily visible equipment, the skin tight tank top and the shorts she was wearing, I figured she was being cautious. Of course, GPS trackers and such could be small enough these days I wouldn’t be able to tell from a casual look. But she wasn’t carrying anything overly large or bulky. Nothing that looked like a weapon at least. On top of all that, she was actually perfectly on time.

      I had set up several viewing points and watched her drive into the area. Unless someone was in the boot, she came alone. Giving her a GPS location to follow was simple. From there, she’d spotted the letter that told her the direction to walk. With a nod, I stood as she exited the copse of trees. She looked around, annoyed and slightly confused right until the clump of grass off to her right suddenly became taller than she was.

      “Oh, shit!” She yelped, taking a step back.

      “I never got your name,” I called, flicking a few pieces of grass off my face.

      “Helena,” she replied nervously as she spotted the M4 across my chest. “You’re… You’re not-”

      “No, you’re perfectly fine,” I pushed the hood of my ghillie suit back. “This was precautionary. Follow me, I parked nearby, but you’ll need to wear a hood.”

      “Yes, you mentioned that,” she frowned. “You promise to let me go after this?’

      I paused and met her eyes. “I promise, nothing will happen to you for the duration of your visit. You’ll be treated as a guest so long as you’re polite and if there is a problem, I’ll simply return you here unharmed to go about your life. I don’t want to hurt anyone, let alone you.”

      She blinked and nodded, “Right. Thank you.”

      “You’re welcome,” I smiled. “Do you want me to carry something?”

      “The tripod?”

      “Sure.”

      Helena slipped it off and I could see the marks in her skin where it was digging. I gripped it and led her back through the trees. When we came out, the four-wheel drive we’d used in last night’s attack was parked beside a dirt road. Rose opened the door and climbed out.

      “Hello!” She smiled.

      “You… You’re a…”

      “Cow,” I reminded her, before pecking Rose’s lips. “Let’s get the unpleasant part over and done with.”

      I brought her tripod around and opened the door for Helena to climb in. When she buckled up, I placed her tripod at her feet. Then I reached into the rear pocket of the driver’s seat and pulled out the hood. Helena gave me a small pout, and I rolled my eyes.

      “I’ll sit with you,” Rose declared, climbing in the back seat. “That way you’ll feel safe.”

      “Thank you… Rose?”

      “Mhm, Master named me after the colour of my hair when he rescued me.”

      “Does everyone call him master?”

      “Mistress Claire and… And our friends don’t. Master tried to stop me and the other cows from calling him master, but… We like it.”

      Helena glanced at me and nodded. I lifted the hood and gently pulled it over her head. Rose took the initiative and gently took her hand. Then I stepped back and closed the door. Truth be told, we weren’t going all that far. The farm was two minutes down the road, but she didn’t know that. Climbing into the driver’s seat, I started the engine and started moving.

      “So how long until we get there?”

      “Depends on whether I take the long way, or the short way,” I replied.

      Home was easy. Drive to the end of the road, turn left, drive for a few hundred metres and the driveway was on the right. But I wasn’t going straight home. After driving down the dirt road, I came to the left turn. And instead of taking it like normal, I slowed and turned off to drive down into the drainage canal by the road. Crossing that, I popped up the other side, before crossing the road and into the drainage channel on the far side. I spent the next ten minutes, driving back and forth across the road, through the drainage ditches and back. I made sure to hit water where it was available, crawl over logs and boulders and double back now and then, before I finally turned us around and made for home.

      “Can I take this off?” Helena asked as I pulled up.

      I looked around. Within the trees, there wasn’t all that much she could see. Nothing terribly identifying, anyway.

      “Sure.”

      “Thank you,” Helena sighed, pulling off the hood.

      “Oh.”

      “Hello!” The cows chimed in from the front door beside Claire.

      “Let’s introduce you to everyone,” I smiled, hopping out.

      Opening her door, I lifted out the tripod and waited for Helena to exit. “Are you always so chivalrous with your hostages?”

      I frowned, “Hostage? You volunteered. Let me know when you want to leave and I’ll drop you off.”

      Helena held my look for a moment before nodding, “You’re right. That wasn’t fair. You’re being cautious, but you invited me and you have done nothing even remotely hostile.”

      “Thank you,” I nodded. “Now, this is Claire, my fiance.”

      “Lovely to meet you,” Claire smiled, stepping up. “You’ve met Rose already, this is Heidi.”

      “Hello!” Heidi smiled.

      “I’m Tina,” Tina introduced herself shyly.

      “I’m Joan,” the oldest cow smiled nervously.

      “Wow, you’re all just… Gorgeous, aren’t you?” Helena commented.

      “I like her, Mistress,” Heidi nudged Claire.

      Claire sighed and rolled her eyes, “Would you like to come in?”

      “Please, that would be lovely.”

      I smiled at the easy and friendly manner Helena used as she followed the cows inside. She spent hours talking, questioning and even at times being deliberately abrasive. Though that didn’t turn out how she thought it would. Being mean to my cows made them sad and the sight of all those frowns just about broke her heart. While they all chatted, I made myself busy making coffee for everyone, followed by lunch. After lunch, we took some photos. I paid attention to the camera and was impressed by her willingness to hide certain aspects. The inner-reporter inside I could tell wanted to photograph everything. But she kept it to blank sections of wall with the subject in front, or angles that showed only trees. But as the day rolled on, I could see the uncomfortable twinges in my cows.

      “Alright, I think we need to get a little work done,” I called out.

      “What does he mean by that?” Helena asked the room.

      “We get milked twice a day,” Rose smiled. “Master takes good care of us.”

      “Milked? You really produce that much?”

      “Yep,” Claire smirked. “We’ve started making cheese to use it all up.”

      “It’s pretty good,” I added.

      “Can I try some?”

      I looked at the open curiosity on her face and glanced at Claire. “I’ll get her some mozzarella. You take care of the cows while I keep her busy.”

      “You won’t let me watch? I won’t photograph anything inappropriate.”

      I smirked, “How about we show you what’s going to happen, then you decide. Milking them is… Unique.”

      The cows giggled excitedly as they filed out of the house. The cattle were lining up by the gate to be milked as well, so we started there. Helena watched as we opened the gates and let them in. Directing them into the stalls, we set up the machines and got each of the cows comfortable. Then I headed for the last stall. We’d since created a little private alcove. Doing this beside actual cows was… Unpleasant, so we made our own place where we could be more comfortable.

      “This… Looks like some kind of BDSM thing,” Helena remarked, following me in.

      I looked at the milking machine, the stall, the collar and leash. On the wall were other restraints, a few dildos of various sizes and a vibrating wand.

      “That’s, not entirely inaccurate,” Claire blushed.

      “We need it,” Tina mumbled.

      “Need it?”

      The cows nodded, and I stepped in. “Part of the physiology is unique. They produce large quantities of milk, but they can’t express it on their own. They require… Internal stimulation in order to let down.”

      “Then why not let their supply dry up?”

      “It won’t,” Claire frowned. “Part of creating them was to force them into this kind of thing. They imprint, and they start creating milk. It puts them in a cycle where they need to be milked or it can become painful and then damaging to their health. But they need to be stimulated in order to be milked.”

      “Master milks us so good,” Rose giggled while the other cows agreed.

      Helena blinked slowly and shook her head, “I can’t believe I’m asking this. But… Can I watch?”

      “Why?” I asked.

      She frowned, before blushing. “Look, it’s… If you’re telling the truth, then this is the selling point. If this is all a scam, or a joke or… Something. Then this… Shit, I don’t even know what I’m asking.”

      I glanced around at the cows and watched Joan open her mouth, when Heidi stepped up. “Me please?” I looked at Heidi and glanced at Claire, who was suddenly looking nervous. “With you, master Kye,” she added softly.

      “Are you sure?”

      Heidi nodded and stepped into the stall. She pulled off her shirt, before kicking off the skirt she was wearing. Her shapely ass flexed as she got on her knees and I hardened just looking at her. I rarely took care of Heidi. We’d had sex before, but she still usually preferred to be with Claire. Speaking of, Claire was moving around to the machine and started getting it ready.

      “It’s time, isn’t it?” Claire asked.

      Heidi trembled and nodded, “I think so, Mistress.”

      “What time is it?” Helena asked.

      I frowned just the same and Claire looked a little uncomfortable. “She… Finished her menstrual cycle yesterday. Tina’s is slowing and Rose has just begun.”

      “What, they get horny after they menstruate?” Helena asked, sounding as if that was obvious.

      “Horny, and fertile,” Claire nodded. “Very fertile.”

      Helena blinked, then her mouth opened in shock and she looked at Heidi as her pussy drooled on the floor.

      “Is everyone okay with this?” I asked the room.

      “Please?” Heidi reached for the collar, fumbling to put it on.

      Claire clipped her into place, before giving me an odd look. Then she picked up the first of the suction cups and fit it in place. With the machine activated, Heidi began to whimper and moan as soon as the first attached. But it was as the third and fourth were put in place that Helena stepped up.

      “What the?” She looked underneath Heidi who was rocking her hips back and forth. “Four nipples?”

      “Yeah,” I nodded. “Also, note that she isn’t producing, but the machine is trying.”

      Helena frowned and reached, before pausing. “May I?”

      “Go ahead,” Claire gestured.

      Helena reached in and gently cupped Heidi’s breasts. “They’re so firm.”

      “Your hands are nice,” Heidi smiled.

      Helena blushed and pulled away, “Right, sorry.”

      “Don’t be,” I grinned stepping up. “Now, feel free to leave, stay, whatever. I’m used to having a bit of an audience for this.”

      “Right,” Helena stepped back out of arm’s reach.

      I dropped my trousers as I stared at Heidi’s perfect ass. Her tail flicked from side to side in anticipation. I grinned and took hold of my cock, before kneeling behind her. Pressing it to her entrance, Heidi pulled on her leash as she forced herself back. She could only just get the head inside and lowed grumpily at the poor penetration she achieved.

      Running my hands up her sides, I could feel her muscles tremble. But she held still for me. With a sigh, I pushed in and Heidi lowed long and soft as the tone of the machine changed. I spotted Helena move around beside us as she watched the cups as they drew milk from Heidi’s breasts. I ignored her as I pleasured the cow beneath me. Thrusting firmly into her, she pushed back. My pelvis met her ass with a series of wet smacks that were accompanied by Heidi’s soft cries.

      “Breed her, Master Kye,” Rose whispered, crawling up beside me.

      “Put a calf in her,” Tina whispered on my other side.

      “They’re really getting into this huh?” Helena commented.

      “They’re herd animals,” Claire smiled. “Find a master, fuck the master, create babies with the master. It’s all they need to be happy.”

      Helena looked back at Heidi as she came hard over my cock. I looked around and felt Joan’s hands on my back. She leaned over my shoulder and smiled seductively. “Do it Master Kye. Fill her up, give her your calf. Then do the rest of us. I want you to watch as my belly swells with your babies. I want to see my sisters swell and I want to see Mistress Claire. Can you imagine-”

      “Fuck!” I grunted, emptying myself into Heidi.

      “That’s it, Master,” Rose let out a sexy moo. “Fill her up good.”

      “Mistress!” Heidi trembled.

      Now Claire was with us. Helena was staring wide eyed from the sidelines as Heidi mauled Claire. I grit my teeth as Heidi’s pussy spasmed over my cock. I felt a pair of fingernails brush my crotch as one of my cows massaged Heidi’s clit from below. Planting myself as deep as I could I held on for the ride. Heidi did the rest with pure muscle control. As I pulled my cock free of her pussy, Heidi seemed to become distressed. Claire unclipped her immediately and Heidi sat up. Rolling straight onto her back, she lifted her legs and placed them on either side of the stall, then rocked her hips up.

      “There, now it’ll stay deep inside me,” Heidi grinned.

      We shared a quick laugh as Claire switched off the machine. Rose then climbed on top of Heidi before gesturing for Claire to hook her up. It was incredibly erotic seeing her perched over Heidi like that. I’d seen them perform with one another before, but this seemed a little extra. Indeed, when Heidi reached up and parted Rose’s labia, I watched in rapt attention as she started to lick.

      “Mmmmaster,” Rose lowed softly. “Master, please?”

      My cock slowly came back up to full mast. Claire stepped away for a moment and I heard whispering from her and Helena. But I put that out of my mind as Heidi took my cock in her hand. Under her direction, I slid it deep into Rose, where I felt a soft tongue running over the point of our joining.

      “Cumming, Master Kye,” Rose shuddered.

      I closed my eyes and ignored the pulsing sensation as Rose came over me. Heidi didn’t let up for a second. But I still had Tina, Joan and maybe even Claire to do after this. They never tell you that part in the hero’s journey.
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      Hours later, with Heidi snuggled up between Claire and I, we brought everyone back inside. Helena was still blushing furiously. When I was finally finished milking my cows, I turned and spotted her with one of the dildo’s Claire liked to use. Turns out she was a bit of a voyeur and the situation got a bit much. After Claire handed her a towel to clean up, we got the room tidied, got the milk ready for the truck in the morning and came back inside.

      “So, is this where you take me home, or do I have to stay here now?” Helena asked.

      I frowned at the tone she used. She sounded unsure, but not overly worried in either case. I just figured I caught her up in the moment and smiled. “I mean, you probably have to head home at some point. But it’d be better going sooner rather than later, so you’re not walking through the trees in the dark.”

      Helena nodded, “Right, might be better to go now then. Are you going to bag me?”

      I smirked and nodded, “Yep.”

      Helena sighed, as Rose took her hand. “I’ll come with you again if you like.”

      “Thank you.”

      With a final round of goodbyes, we got her packed and situated. We sent her along with a bottle of fresh milk and some cheese Claire had made. Helena had asked about the feta, but it needed to be aged a bit first and wasn’t ready. Then after putting the bag back over her head, Rose held her hand, and I made the drive back. Contrary to how she arrived, I took a different route and drove around for a bit, before pulling directly up at her parked car.

      “Well, thank you for the opportunity,” Helena said, not taking off the hood.

      “You’re welcome,” I grinned, getting out to open her door. I reached in and gently removed her hood where she blinked. Looking around, she frowned, before spotting her car.

      “Oh, thank you.”

      “You’re welcome,” I shrugged. “Let me know if you’d like to visit again. I’m sure the ladies would enjoy the company and they way things are, they don’t get a lot.”

      “We have each other though,” Rose smiled.

      “It’s good that,” Helena nodded. “Because honestly, they’re talking about special task units. When I air my story, I’ll probably be dragged in for questioning. I made sure I didn’t get any decent photos.”

      “I know,” I grinned. “Thanks for that.”

      Helena sighed, “I think you’re doing the right thing Kye. I think you’re a good man, in a shit spot doing what he thinks is best.”

      “I feel like there’s a but coming,” I smiled.

      Helena nodded slowly, “What happens when this stops?”

      “You mean if I’m killed, arrested or the last of the cows is found and taken somewhere safe?”

      “Yeah, that,” she frowned.

      I nodded, that was a fair question. “If I die… Then I think they die too. If I treat my cows bad, they can break their imprint. That’s how I rescued Joan. Simply from stress of being taken away from their master for long enough can apparently kill them. Mr Daniels tortured Joan sexually for years. She seemed to imprint on me rather quickly after the fact.”

      “So it might be possible to get your cows to imprint on someone else then?”

      “What?” Rose huffed. “No! No, Master Kye!”

      “Rose,” I took her hand and pulled her close for a moment. “Me dying is… Bad. Me being arrested, as long as I can have daily contact with them, they should be fine. I’m sure with enough public pressure there’s a judge somewhere that will put me in a box with visitation.”

      “Don’t be so sure,” Helena frowned. “You took down a senator today. They might try throwing the book at you.”

      “Then I might throw back,” I shrugged. “I didn’t start this Helena. But I’m sure as hell going to finish it.”

      Helena nodded, “When the time comes, you’ll have a friend rooting for you.”

      “I have a few then,” I grinned.

      “I assumed,” Helena smiled. “Speaking of, I never asked about who helped you last night.”

      “A friend,” I grinned.

      Helena rolled her eyes, “Fine, keep your secrets. Take care, Kye. It was lovely to meet you all.”

      “You too,” Rose replied, still slightly miffed from the discussion. But she still gave the reporter a smile and a wave.

      “Let’s go home,” I said, listening to Helena start her car. “Things are going to be interesting for a while.”
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      “Thanks Helena. Were you worried at all about being at a potential murderers mercy?”

      I blinked at the television while Claire tensed beside me. Rose, Tina, Heidi and Joan all turned to look at me, while I frowned at the television.

      “Tom, I don’t think he’s a murderer. He considers this a war, he’s not just going out and hurting people.”

      “But he IS killing people.”

      Helena nodded at the anchorman. “Would you call those who fought to free slaves in the revolutionary war, murderers?”

      Tom frowned for a moment, before smiling widely. “I think on this, we’ll have to agree to disagree. Up next-”

      I turned off the television.

      “She was honest,” Claire gave me a nudge. “Honest, factual and rather neutral in her public opinions of us.”

      I nodded slowly and sighed. “We need to start planning for the future.”

      “She’s going to be answering a lot of questions soon,” Claire agreed. “How long do you think it’s going to take for them to get something usable out of her?”

      “I suppose that depends. I think she’ll give up the location she was asked to drive out to. But I don’t know if she can give much more than that.”

      “Here’s hoping,” Claire yawned, stretching her arms over her head.

      I did not know if she was trying to entice me. The thin nightshirt she was wearing did nothing for her modesty.

      “Lori’s coming in the morning, isn’t she?”

      “Yup,” Claire nodded, leaning against me. “She’s bringing her cows for a play date.”

      I snorted and nodded, “Right. Hopefully she’s not too mad at me then.”

      “You’ll be fine,” Claire grinned. “I on the other hand, have an itch that needs scratching.”

      “Oh?” I asked as the cows shifted to let her off the couch.

      “Mhm,” Claire smiled. “Tina’s ovulating, and my calendar says I’m not far off myself.”

      “Tina,” I looked at my submissive cow. Where I expected her to blush and look away, she was instead staring at me like she needed me to live. “Right, so what are you going to do?”

      Ten minutes later, I was feeling a little overwhelmed while sitting in a chair by the bed. Heidi was propped up on her knees. Her hands were cuffed behind her back with thick leather straps. Claire grinned at me while she used her strap-on to thrust slowly from behind. Heidi’s eyes were glazed as she drooled into the bed. But her smile told me she was right where she wanted to be. She, like the rest of the cows loved sex. She loved having sex with me, but right now. Right now she was with her mistress and that’s all she cared about. And that wasn’t my only distraction.

      Rose was lying on her back, moaning as Joan rocked her hips. The two of them weren’t just tribbing. They had borrowed a double-ended dildo from Claire’s collection of toys. They stuffed the dildo between themselves, while Joan did most of the work riding it for both of them. Rose trembled with each thrust while milk leaked from her nipples. There would be a lot more if I hadn’t milked them all earlier. But seeing Rose massaging her milk into her skin was erotic as hell. Joan’s nipples were leaking as well. But she grinned as she looked over, displaying the long lines of white pouring down her ample chest.

      “M-master?” Tina called softly and with a certain level of trepidation.

      I turned my attention to the smallest of my cows. She seemed to shiver under my glare and I could still see some uncertainty.

      “Come here,” I growled.

      Tina trembled as she stepped within reach. I grabbed her by the wrist and she moo’ed in fright as I pulled her onto my lap. She, like the rest of them were completely naked, and I ran my hands up her sides.

      “Master,” she whimpered.

      “Take it out,” I whispered.

      Tina nodded and reached for my pants. She delicately undid the button, before dropping my fly. I shifted my hips to help her pull them down properly and my underwear went with it. Her soft hand massaged my cock as it stood proudly out from between her legs.

      “Master, I want this…”

      “My dick, or my babies?”

      Tina shivered slightly and blushed. “Both, master.”

      I nodded slowly and gripped her ass. Lifting her, she lowed softly. I brought her hips closer, and she angled my dick to aim upwards. Which was perfect as I relaxed my grip, letting her weight impale her on my cock.

      “There you go,” I smiled as she blinked at me. “Earn your reward.”

      She nodded and smiled widely as she climbed from her knees to her hooves for more depth control. I watched her balance for a moment and pulled my shirt off. Then she started. The slick, warm glide of her pussy moving up and down was heavenly. Tina’s soft moo’s were muffled as she stared down between us at our joining. I leaned back in the chair as I watched Tina get comfortable. Her nipples leaked over the two of us, but she ignored it. Considering her and Rose’s attitudes towards wasting their milk, it was surprising to see. Their desire to breed seemed to overwhelm their other instincts.

      Tina’s head snapped up, and she locked eyes with me. She whimpered softly and the steady bounce of her hips changed to sporadic jerks for a brief moment. Then she moo’ed in defeat before I felt her pussy start to spasm.

      “That’s a good cow,” I crooned softly.

      “Noooo,” Tina whimpered despite her orgasm coursing through her.

      “Of course you are,” I reassured her. “Master loves it when his cows cum.”

      “Want master’s cum,” Tina grunted, fighting to keep fucking me.

      “Of course you do,” I grinned.

      Taking her hips in my hands again, I started forcing her back and forth, still impaled on my cock. The firm pulses of her vaginal muscles were delicious. And the sensation of my cock dragging through her as she came sent her higher into her bliss.

      “Breed me master?” she begged softly. “Breed me?”

      Shifting my hips lower on the seat, Tina squeaked as her legs slipped out. Her entire weight slammed down on my crotch, burying my cock deep inside her. If she had been coming down from her orgasm, she was now ramping back up for it. Scooping my arms under her knees, I pulled her close. Tina lowed as she found herself pinned to my chest. Her legs pressed wide and her pussy completely helpless. And with my legs braced on the floor, I could thrust fully up into her without restriction.

      “Mmmmaster!” She whined as my cock slammed into her from below.

      “Don’t worry,” I smiled. “Now you can cum all you want, and I’ll just keep going.”

      Tina was helpless as I fucked her hard. With each thrust of my cock up into her, I pulled her hips down, driving her towards me. All Tina was capable of was holding on and staring until the sensation became too much. Then with a loud moo, she would tremble and cry out as she came around my cock. It was during the third time this had happened, that I dropped her weight straight down. Gripping her tightly, I dragged her back and forth on my cock as she spasmed and struggled. But I was spent.

      Thrusting up one last time, I felt my cum bubble to the surface. And as my cock throbbed inside her, Tina realised what was happening. In her delirium, she started trying to bounce and move. I just held her close as she went out of her mind trying to overcome her own pleasure as she tried to increase my own. Grabbing her by the hair, she opened her mouth to yell as I kissed her. The sensation of my lips on her own made her freeze. All at once, my submissive little cow was gently rocking against me. Her body was warm and soft, while wet down the front from her milk. And I wouldn’t have her any other way.
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      I smiled as I watched Lori, Jones, and two cows climb out of their car. I closed the gate and came to meet them. Lori had thankfully shown up after milking time and things were a little less busy. As I approached, the cows turned and suddenly looked very nervous.

      “Mistress,” one prodded Lori.

      Lori turned and rolled her eyes. “Girls, I told you. He’s a friend.”

      “I’d like to be,” I agreed. “I’m sorry if I was mean when I got you out before. But if I was nice to you, you might have imprinted on me, instead of your mistress.”

      The cows blinked, before looking at each other, then at Lori whose eye twitched as she glared at me.

      “That’s been a bit of a sore point,” Jones said, joining me.

      “I didn’t realise there’d be two,” Lori mumbled, while taking both her cows under her arms. “And they’re both…” Lori sighed, then shook her head. “Anyone mistreating a cow needs to be made an example of.”

      I noted the inflection of her words and realised she was hiding her true feelings while her cows were around. So I nodded, “And what are their names.”

      “Go on,” Lori prodded them.

      The first cow nervously smiled in my direction. She was an unhealthy pale and had a medical strip holding a cut on her cheek together. Her dark hair was cut short and her small horns gleamed as if Lori had polished them. She had dressed in a nice blue shirt and some jeans that exposed her hooves.

      “I’m Cindy,” she mumbled.

      “And I’m Anna,” Her sister smiled nervously. She had dressed the same, but with a yellow shirt. She lacked the medical strip on her cheek, but her eye was swollen and bruised.

      “And?” Lori intoned.

      Both cows looked at her like a child who was being asked to do something they didn’t want. But Lori’s glare made them turn back.

      “Thank you for saving us,” they said in unison.

      “You’re both very welcome,” I smiled.

      The two cows visibly relaxed, before glancing at Lori again.

      “I told you. He was mean to keep you safe. You can relax now.”

      Both the cows nodded, before spotting Rose and the others waiting inside with Claire.

      “Mistress?”

      “Go on in and say hi,” Lori nodded.

      The cows took each other’s hands and rushed in the front doors, leaving me with Lori and Jones.

      “I don’t know if I should hug you or hit you,” Lori sighed.

      “Are they a problem?”

      “Only in the best way imaginable,” Lori sighed. “I caught them the first night sleeping on the floor side by side. They were holding hands like kids.”

      I nodded and explained my first night with Rose. Lori nodded along and sighed. “Yeah, we worked that out pretty quickly. Last night they slept between Jones and I in our bed.”

      “How’d that work for you?”

      “Fine,” Jones said a little too quickly.

      Lori sighed and shook her head.

      “Is there a problem?”

      “No,” Lori said immediately. “No, it’s… Far more rewarding than I could have ever imagined and Jones is feeling a little protective.”

      I blinked and looked at my old CO who was blushing. “Is this a ‘drop it and leave it alone’ kind of talk?”

      “Yup,” Lori nodded.

      “Got it,” I smirked.

      We headed inside where Cindy and Anna were being mobbed by our own cows. Claire was smiling as she watched on. There was hugging, mooing a few friendly headbutts and no end of smiling. That was until the newcomers spotted me and straightened up.

      “It’s fine,” I smiled. “I love my cows, you’re allowed to be friends.”

      Cindy and Anna blinked, then sniffed and before I knew what was happening, I was being hugged. It was only for a brief moment and then they were in the middle of the others who were hugging them as well. Shaking my head slowly I looked over at Claire who was giving me a thoughtful look.

      “You staying long?” I asked Lori.

      She shrugged. “Lunch, maybe dinner. We don’t have many plans today, just brought some more groceries.”

      “Maybe time for a barbeque,” I grinned.

      Jones seemed to perk up. “That’ll work.”

      “Y’know what, sure,” Lori nodded. “Let’s do a barbeque.”

      “Think we have room for two more?”

      Lori frowned, “Yeah, I suppose.”

      “Great. Jones, you up for a drive?”
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      I looked back at Matthew and Suzie. Matthew looked nervous, despite the barbeque in the back. Suzie looked hopeful, but anxious. I hadn’t planned it to be like this, but it was an excellent opportunity. I pulled up to the gate and Jones hopped out to open it. Then I pulled through.

      “So you do have cattle,” Matthew spoke for the first time since we’d left.

      It was pretty obvious he thought the worst when I showed up. His father just glared and walked away while I spoke with the young man. Suzie seemed a little more optimistic, and I wondered whether she was feeling lonely. She was certainly happy with her master, but the idea of meeting her own kind was something else.

      “Yup, small herd. Claire makes cheese.”

      “And who’s Claire?”

      “My fiance. She accidentally got a cow to imprint, so she stuck around and… Well one thing led to another.”

      “You’re telling me that on top of two cows, you’ve a human fiance?”

      “Four,” I corrected. “Rose, Tina, Heidi and Joan. They’re here with two more I rescued in that hit from the news the other day. Cindy and Anna.”

      Suzie seemed to buzz with excitement as we passed through the inner gate.

      “You’re screwing with me, aren’t you?”

      I looked up as the front door opened and all the cows filed out.

      “Master,” Suzie whined excitedly. “Look! Cows!”

      “I see them Suze,” Matthew nodded.

      When I pulled up, Suzie climbed out on her own, and Matthew followed. I climbed out as Suzie fidgeted and looked at Matthew who was coming around the car. She seemed so excited to meet more cows when she was inside the car. Now in front of them she seemed to freeze in place. That was until Anna stepped up.

      “Twenty-six-nine-zero-four?”

      Suzie blinked, “It’s you, and…”

      “It’s you!” The twins moo’ed loudly.

      The three cows tackled each other with hugs before Rose, Tina, Heidi and Joan all joined in a moment later. Jones smiled softly while Lori hid the fact she wiped a tear from her eye. Matthew just looked confused to hell as he watched on.

      “So…”

      “So this is honestly a barbeque. Jones is going to go get some fresh steaks and some beer. We’ll let the cows have a social and I’ll take you two home again later if you like.”

      “Right,” Matthew nodded. “I just… I thought.”

      “Told you,” I smiled. “If I was going to shoot either of you, it would have been your father.”

      Matthew smirked, “Yeah, still though, please don’t. He’s paying for everything.”

      I nodded. “Come on.”

      Jones spoke with Lori while the cows got themselves situated. More hugs, more headbutts and a few more tears. As Matthew helped me get the barbeque out of the car and around the back, Jones left on his shopping trip. Ducking by their ranch was different to visiting town. I had a bullseye on me these days and public visits weren’t the best option. We had a relaxing day of fun, chatter and lots of excited hugs and moos. The cow’s simple delight in having others of their kind broke down any nervousness towards anyone here in attendance.

      “It’s kinda sweet, huh?” Claire asked, sitting beside me.

      I nodded, “Did they have this, when they were in the barn?”

      Claire frowned, “I don’t think so. Not really. Jim was pretty strict on the no speaking unless spoken to rule.”

      “The more I think about how they were kept, the more I wish I kept him alive longer,” I grunted.

      “Nah,” Lori shook her head. “Whatever you did was enough. You’re not a monster like the rest of them.”

      I smiled at what she said and nodded along. “I don’t regret it.”

      “And you shouldn’t,” She added immediately. “Just don’t go beating yourself up for not lowering yourself to their standards. I had to order Cindy and Anna to use the bathroom when they needed to. They went almost that entire first day with full bladders and were almost in tears when they admitted to me what the problem was.”

      “Did Jones tell you how Adrian died?”

      Lori nodded, “Let’s just say, he was very well rewarded after explaining the fact.”

      I smirked as Lori dropped that subtle hint. Matthew assured me that his father would care for their cows that afternoon. Lori, Jones and Matthew all took turns in the shed before Claire and I took our own cows in for their afternoon milking. Then it was onto the barbeque itself. The smell of cooking meat filled the air as the sun dropped below the horizon. We were light on the beer. Lori and Jones had no issues having a couple each and neither did I. But Lori didn’t miss when she and our cows refrained. Matthew apparently didn’t drink beer, and Suzie decided against it after having a sip offered by Lori.

      Hours later as the moon was high, I watched Lori and Jones turn off in one direction, while I took Matthew and Suzie in another. Claire had remained back home with the cows and Suzie was snoring softly against Matthew’s arm.

      “Convinced I’m not going to hurt you?” I asked.

      Matthew grinned in the back seat. “Yeah. I think you’re alright.”

      “I can handle that,” I nodded. “I’ll try to organise-”

      BANG!

      The car slid sideways as the front tire blew out. Suzie lowed in terror as we lurched heavily to one side. The four-wheel drive slid into a ditch as I tried to correct it. I had a moment of acceptance, right before it rolled. I lost track of how many times we bounced before finally coming to a stop. After groaning, I silently thanked the stars that it had not rained in a while.

      “You two okay?” I asked, reaching for the ceiling light to illuminate the upside down cabin.

      “Suze?”

      “I’m okay master,” Suze whimpered softly. “Master, you’re bleeding!”

      I turned in my seat. It was hard to do while hanging in the belt, but I glimpsed the younger man’s face. He had a minor cut on his forehead but seemed otherwise fine, which he confirmed repeatedly while Suzie fussed over him. I looked around and wondered how I was going to get out of this. To release the belt, I’d need to take my weight off it first.

      “You okay in there?” A voice called out.

      “We’re stuck!” Matthew called back.

      I heard multiple footsteps approaching and felt a pit open in my stomach.

      “Hold on, we’ll get you three out.”

      “Shit,” I sighed.

      Looking around desperately, I had nothing in reach that I could use. My weapons were back at the cabin and I didn’t have so much as a knife on me. I kept nothing in the car. A light poked through my broken driver’s window and shined up into my eyes.

      “Hold on there. Wouldn’t want you getting hurt now,” the owner of the light chuckled. “Just keep those hands where I can see them.”

      “You cops?” Matthew asked.

      “Not quite,” someone outside laughed as they started pulling on the passenger door.

      “Don’t hurt the kid and the cow and I’ll come peacefully,” I sighed.

      “Cow’s paid for, we’re just gonna bring him home to daddy. You on the other hand. I kinda hoped you’d give me an excuse.”

      I sighed as Suzie moo’ed in fright and Matthew started yelling. The car shifted as they were pulled free. Then I heard an angle grinder start. The man with the torch slipped out before sparks appeared where he was laying. I looked around for something, anything really that I could use. And then I remembered. Pulling my keys from the ignition, I checked the keyring for something I hadn’t thought of in a while. It was just a little cylinder with a button on one end. The emergency transponder Lori gave me.

      “Is that enough?”

      The door shifted beside me.

      “Bit at the top.”

      I heard the grinder start again and shuddered. Unscrewing the cylinder, it was small, half the size of a triple-A battery. I pressed the button on the top and saw it blink. Then I put it in my mouth and swallowed.

      The door shifted, and the grinder pulled away before shutting down. Then with a few yanks the door came free, and it left me staring at a man holding a gun on me.

      “Unarmed,” he grinned.

      Then his boot came up and slammed into my head. It wasn’t enough to knock me out, but I didn’t notice him messing with my seatbelt until I landed on my head. My initial reaction was to lash out at the people grabbing me. I tried to scrabble away while kicking, but a loud crack signalled a lance of pain in the side of my leg. Gritting my teeth I clutched at the bullet wound while a team of men dragged me out of the car. One spoke, his voice was familiar as he blinded me with his light. But I couldn’t make out the words he spoke.

      With two men holding my under the arms, they dragged me into the back of a large van.

      “Someone hold him.”

      I grit my teeth as several hands pinned me down in place. They pulled my injured leg out, and I fought against them. A fist impacting the side of my jaw knocked me back into a state of semi-consciousness. But that only lasted as long as it took for them to dig into my leg for the bullet. The van lurched, and I felt something pinch. I couldn’t help the howl that escaped my lips, and they met it with laughter.

      “Shut him up!” Someone, probably the guy digging in my leg, ordered.

      They pressed a gag to my lips, but I grit my teeth to prevent the intrusion.

      “Come on, ya fucker!” The man snarled.

      I shook my head and earned myself a hard slap. As my ear rang, I must have loosened my jaw enough that they forced the gag in. Then with my jaw wedged open painfully, they strapped it in place. The whole time, I growled as someone dug around in my leg wound.

      “Got it!”

      I moaned into the gag as I felt something being pulled out, before I felt it ping off my forehead.

      “How’s about that, hit twice with the same bullet,” a voice laughed.

      I slumped back on the floor until they poured something wet into my leg that burned like acid. Thrashing from side to side, I got my arm free. Punching the guy holding my other arm, I got it free as well. That lasted as long as it took for someone to kick me in the face again. This one broke my nose and my vision went red as I tasted blood.

      “That one’s going to cost ya,” someone snapped.

      “Let me stitch him first, then you can flog him all ya want.”

      A boot pressed down on the fingers of my right hand and I howled as I felt the first stitch. I was trapped, pinned in place and I finally lost the fight in me. Slumping back against the floor I breathed through the pain. I did not know who these people were, but that probably didn’t matter. They knew who I was. I just hoped that Jones and Lori didn’t wait too long. If they were patching me up, that meant they planned on keeping me for a while. And that had horrific consequences for the cows. Hell, it had consequences for Claire too.

      Opening my eyes, I started looking around. The van shifted and made the light whoever was holding flicker. I started memorising details where I could. Facial features, hair colour, the smell of their cologne. Because I was going to hunt each and every one of these fuckers down. I just needed to get out of here first.
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      “Wakey wakey!”

      I felt the firm slap and jolted awake. I tried to swear at my abuser, but with the gag in my mouth I barely managed a muffled, “Oh ugh or-elhh!”

      It made little sense, but he must have understood as he gave me an amused grin. He wasn’t familiar in any way. Just a goon for whoever was in charge. He was my height, but with a shaved head and a small scar on his chin. He wore a dark suit that seemed to match what the rest of them were wearing as well. I had a sinking feeling from the memory of the last time I came up against men in suits.

      “Get him inside,” the man grinned.

      I felt two hands take me under my arms. They hauled me out of the van and I got my first view of the outside. Not that it gave me a lot of information. It was just buildings. We were in an alleyway. Brick wall on one side, concrete on the other. The usual graffiti that could be seen anywhere in this part of the city. We must have only been just inside the alleyway because I couldn’t make out anything at the far end other than a few windows and lights. When I tried to turn my head to look behind, the ringleader chuckled and shoved my chin forcing me forward again. And whether intentional or not, it knocked the gag free, letting my stretch my jaw for a moment.

      “S’pose it’d be stupid to ask where you were taking me?”

      My answer was a swift fist in my stomach. Doubling over, I felt myself wanting to heave from the impact. If not for the two guys holding my arms, I’m sure I would have collapsed. Still bent doubled, they hauled me forward. I managed a step before my injured leg gave out. The men just dragged me without a concern. A sharp right turn had me open my eyes long enough to watch me pass through a brick lined doorway. I could see this was basically an enormous warehouse. Rows of shelves and crates, a few vehicles and some heavy equipment.

      If I had any delusions about where I was going to end up, it probably had something to do with the hole in the middle of the warehouse and the concrete truck. Beside it was an excavator that had dug the hole and a dump truck that contained what they’d dug out already. But they weren’t taking me to die yet. They were taking me towards a section at the far end that looked like offices and a break room.

      Turns out the break room was the intended target and they swiftly dumped me in a heavy, wooden chair. With a grunt, one man shoved me back, while two more appeared with thick leather bindings. They went around my wrists and ankles, pinning me to the chair itself. With a pat on my injured leg, they stood back, and they gave me a moment to admire the room. Or more importantly, the people inside. There was a handful in the room. The guy who woke me with the scar on his chin. The two monkeys that brought me inside and two more. The one who had helped strap me down, and another that was fiddling with a laptop. A laptop that looked like Jim’s.

      “So, I gather by the hole in the ground this is one of those, pump me for information then kill me situations, right?”

      “Pretty much,” the ringleader chuckled.

      I nodded, “So what do I call you? Pretty boy?”

      I didn’t hear the response as my ears rang from the punch that landed across my cheek. It was high, clear of my jaw but my eye watered from the impact.

      “You can call me Jim.”

      “Jim?” I grunted, blinking as I tried to work out if my eye was damaged or just sore.

      “Jim,” he repeated.

      “Is your name actually Jim, or does the guy in charge think so little of you he reduced your position to a three letter word?”

      That time I was ready for the punch. Rolling my head from the impact, I kept hold of my bearings and grinned at the man.

      “You think you’re funny?”

      “Not particularly,” I grinned. “But if tonight’s going to be my last night, I’m gonna give it my all.”

      That at least got a smirk out of him, and he leaned back on a nearby table. “Before we get the line connected, we may as well start then.”

      “Not going anywhere,” I shrugged.

      “I think I’d have liked you once upon a time,” Jim said with a sad smile.

      “Nah,” I grinned. “I’m not into men.”

      That punch really knocked me about and I heard Jim cautioning the guy about doing it again. So they wanted information, and they wanted me clear-headed enough to give it. That meant they probably wanted me alive for a while yet.

      “Kye, you still with us?”

      “I assume if I were anywhere else, I wouldn’t be strapped to this uncomfortable ass chair,” I snorted. Jim held up his hand as I heard the guy beside me shift and I grinned softly to myself. “So what do you wanna know before mommy gets on the phone?”

      “Just the usual,” Jim nodded. “Who are you really, who do you work for, that kind of thing?”

      I blinked and looked at the man. Cocking my head slightly, I could see he was serious. “You mean you don’t know?”

      “You got me,” Jim shrugged. “You’re a bit of a ghost. We know you’ve a military record, we know they gave you an honourable discharge, and within weeks of that, you raided a holding pen.”

      “I suppose the question then becomes, what can I tell you that you’d believe?”

      Jim smiled thinly, “Do you want me to attempt a Russian accent when I tell you we have ways of making you talk?”

      “Not particularly,” I grinned. “Still don’t know how to explain how Rose ran through my campground in the middle of the night and I thought someone had kidnapped her.”

      Jim frowned, “What do you mean?”

      “That’s how this all happened. I went bush, wanted to clear my head, so I packed my gear and started walking. Three days in, middle of the night I hear something crashing through the trees. Rose did a runner and those two idiots who had here chased her down. I killed one, injured the other and spent the night pressed between Rose’s tits.”

      I sat there staring at the man while he stared right back. I could see the gears turning in his eyes while he tried to decipher the information I had given him. From my estimate, he was halfway towards believing me when I heard a computerised chime.

      “Sir,” a soft voice called.

      Jim turned his head and nodded. A moment later the last member inside the room brought the laptop around and set it on the table in front of me. On the screen was an elderly Japanese man who glared openly at me.

      “Mr Tanaka I presume?”

      “You took something from me,” He said with surprisingly little accent.

      “Rose?”

      “Twenty-seven-five-eight-six,” he nodded.

      “I’ll fight you for her,” I grinned.

      The man frowned deeply and sighed. “I would have instructed my men to kill you already, but no doubt you have come to realise I want information from you.”

      I nodded slowly, “Yup, not going to make it easy. I don’t like giving freebies to cowards who flee the country.”

      I grinned despite the ring in my ears. That punch was coming, and I knew it. But I didn’t care. There was a low droning thrum in the background. The kind of droning thrum that came from a slowly circling helicopter.

      “Now, if you are willing to be civil about this, I am trying to help.”

      “Help?” I chuckled. “Latte, no sugar, don’t forget to stir and I’ll need an arm free so I can hold it.”

      I half expected to be punched again, but I just met Mr Tanaka’s glare instead. “You joke,” he nodded. “But I’m entirely serious. You know as well as I do, that you are going to die here. Why make it difficult?”

      “Because I have a very low opinion of slavers,” I snorted.

      “Slavers?” Mr Tanaka cocked his head. “Mr Wessex, you, yourself, own slaves.”

      “Technically,” I admitted. “But I don’t treat them like slaves.”

      “Gilded cages,” Mr Tanaka scoffed.

      “However you want to think about it. I wouldn’t have them as slaves if I didn’t have to. I’d rather they be free.”

      “Yes,” Mr Tanaka nodded. “But there lies the crux of the issue. They can’t be, can they?” I frowned as he chuckled softly. “Tell me Mr Wessex, do you know what becomes of a cow without a master?”

      I looked over at Jim and nodded towards the screen. “He ever ask you to rotate a PDF?”

      A firm hand gripped my chin and yanked my head around to stare at the screen. Two of the men picked up the table and brought it closer. I doubted it was for my benefit, especially when the tech guy adjusted the screen so the webcam was focused more on my face.

      “Do not test my patience, Mr Wessex,” Mr Tanaka droned. “While I am not there in person, I have a long reach.”

      I did my best to keep my expression clear as the blade pushed into my hand. Mr Tanaka just stared right back as I trembled in rage. I refused to look at the guy with the knife as he leaned on the blade forcing it into the wood.

      “There is an easy way, Mr Wessex. All I want to know is how you caused an imprinted cow, to change masters.”

      “Who’s your source?” I grunted as the knife in my hand wobbled.

      “Mr Daniels,” he smiled. “I believe you two met. And thanks to that lovely news report, it was easy to spot that not only had she not wasted away, but she was thriving!”

      “And why should I tell you?”

      “Because Mr Wessex,” he smiled widely. “When we find your cows, I would much prefer them to remain alive.”

      “So you can rape them? Torture them? Kill them? I saw the termination room. I know what you fuckers are doing and if you think I’m going to help you, you’ve got another thing com-AHHH!”

      Mid-sentence I felt the knife as it was yanked free. I trembled from the adrenaline pumping through my veins. The urge to kill was forefront on my mind. I would give anything to get my hands around Mr Tanaka’s neck. But there were a few things in my way. First, were my restraints. Straps around my arms and legs, I wasn’t going anywhere. Second, geography. Getting to Japan would be problematic. And last, it was the loud explosion and flash of white from multiple points around the warehouse all at once.

      The surrounding room erupted as a series of loud bangs went off. The sound of gunfire filled the warehouse and someone knocked me to the ground. I hit hard as tables were tipped over and the glass windows of the lunch room shattered. There were voices now, someone giving orders amongst the shots being fired. I shifted on my side and felt a small amount of flex in the chair. So I used it. Pulling my knees to my chest, before trying to straighten them I felt part of the chair separating. Whoever shoved me over must have loosened something and I was going to take every advantage.

      A loud clatter caught my attention and I could see Mr Tanaka staring at me through the cracked screen of the laptop. I shot him a smirk as he reached towards his own computer and turned it off. When the screen went black, I went back to weakening the chair. Shoving my hips back and forward while stretching my legs out as far as I could, it was slow, painful work. The wound in my leg ached with each push, while my hand made it difficult to pull. My only advantage was with the chaos of the gunfire and smoke around me, nobody noticed when I felt the back of the chair separate.

      With a triumphant grin, I pushed my legs down creating a gap between the two pieces. Pulling the back of the chair under my ass, I had enough reach to grab the straps around my legs. It was a simple belt buckle design, and I quickly pulled them off. Kicking the base of the chair away, I rolled onto my knees and looked around.

      There was a corpse on the floor. He looked like the tech guy, but with the smoke and flashing I couldn’t be sure. Someone was in the room with me, taking cover behind one table pressed against the wall. He wasn’t paying attention to me at all, rather, what was happening on the other side of the warehouse.

      I grunted as I pushed myself to my feet. My leg protested the entire time, and I nearly fell over as I stepped backwards over the remains of the chair still attached to my arms. With the wooden remains in front of me, I could lift it to my mouth and quickly undid the first strap, freeing my good hand, which I used to more gently release my second. But being free of my restraints only added more problems. I was in a room, with a guy and a gun. The guy was panicking and there was a literal swat team sweeping the place.

      “Shit,” I swore.

      Picking up the piece of the chair that was attached to my wrists, I felt the weight. It was unwieldy to hold and heavy enough I didn’t like my chances if I missed on the first swing. But the meathead with the gun looked like he was about to get us both killed. Leaning over the table, he held out his handgun ready to fire. As he lined up a shot, I crept closer as the warehouse finally fell silent. I heard him take a deep breath, and I swung. The chair backing slammed into the man’s head as he squeezed the trigger. The shot thankfully went wide, but when the entire swat team turned in my direction, I threw myself to the floor as the air above me filled with lead.

      “Cease fire!” I yelled. “CEASE FIRE! I SURRENDER!”

      “PUT DOWN THE WEAPON!”

      “I’m unarmed!” I yelled back as I listened to their boots approach.

      “STAY ON THE GROUND!”

      “I’m injured!” I yelled back. “Two here with me, one dead, one unconscious!”

      “Where’s the shooter?!”

      “He’s the one unconscious!”

      “Stay there, and don’t move, we’re coming to you!”

      I rolled onto my stomach and waited as I heard them take positions around the room. They must have used a mirror or something to check because they didn’t breach. I heard the crunch of glass as someone climbed through the window, followed by two more.

      “You stay there,” one of them growled.

      “Not moving. They shot me in the leg and stabbed me in the hand,” I replied evenly.

      “Who are you?”

      “Corporal Kyle Wessex.”

      If not for the ringing in my ears, you’d have heard a pin drop.

      “Mr Wessex, at this time you are under arrest, do you understand me?”

      “If I promise to come quietly, will you get me to a damn hospital?”

      There was a quick blast of radio chatter and the word, “Medic,” was thrown in. A rough pair of hands hauled me over and I got a look at a guy in a ski-mask as he patted me down.

      “Clear,” he snapped. “Can you walk, or do we need to carry you?”

      “I can walk with help,” I admitted.

      “Right, don’t make me cuff you.”

      I grinned and nodded as the man helped me stand. Leaning on him for support, I got my first decent look of the surroundings while another two guys cleared the door. They had blown most of the doors open with breaching charges. I could see the massive roller shutters had doorways cut in them as well. This had been a massive assault. I slipped on a puddle of blood coming from the man I recognised as the guy who dragged me in to begin with.

      “Did you lose anyone?” I asked.

      “Why?”

      “Just wanted to say thanks,” I admitted as we hobbled along.

      “One injured,” the man admitted. “Hit in the hand, he should be fine.”

      “Hand still sucks,” I waved my knife wound.

      “C’mon, I need to get you out and handcuffed.”

      “Oh joy, more restraints,” I grumbled.

      The man was far more gentle, bringing me out the front. There were floodlights set up with a barricade, a couple of ambulances and some prisoner transport vehicles. I was pretty certain I spotted Jim glaring at me from a hospital gurney as they loaded him into an ambulance. I let myself be steered towards the next closest where a woman helped get me laying down.

      I felt the cuffs lock me in place and the woman started checking my vitals. “You’re not going to give me any trouble, are you?”

      “None,” I tried to reassure her. “Unless you’re keeping slaves.”

      She blinked then took another look at me. “Well, I’ll be damned, my sister’s never going to believe this.”

      “How famous am I exactly?”

      “Famous enough my sister is making a killing selling cow merch,” the woman shook her head.

      “Who’s your sister?”

      “Mary, she said you took your cows to the store she worked at and nobody in the family believed her.”

      I grinned as she waved at someone. With the two of them, I stayed still as they pushed the gurney into the ambulance. Whoever the other person was, they headed around to the driver’s seat while the woman beside me put over a couple straps.

      “These will keep you steady while we drive, and can I get a finger for this?”

      I nodded towards my cuffed hand. My injured one I felt wouldn’t be the best bet, and she seemed to agree, bending over me as the engine started up.

      “On the note of your sister, tell her I said hi. My cows still talk about her from time to time and they got really excited when they saw her on the television.”

      The woman smiled, “She’s got some serious hero worship going on.”

      “Well, keep it to yourself that she knows me,” I settled back and got as comfortable as I could. “These assholes aren’t playing. And I wouldn’t put it past them trying to find people I know to force me to give up information.”

      “Not likely now,” she shrugged. “You’re in custody remember.”

      “Anything’s possible,” I shrugged back. “I caught a senator.”

      After a check of my leg wound, she ignored that in favour of my hand. A quick bandage and I was set for the trip to the hospital. The paramedic seemed nervous after our talk, but I didn’t want to lie to her. There really was the chance that if she or her sister bragged, she might get some unwelcome attention. The last thing I wanted was her on my conscience. I really didn’t think Mr Tanaka would have any problem doing just about whatever he wanted. And that was simple. He wanted the cows, and he wanted a way to have them re-imprint. That told me he was more than likely the one in charge of the whole thing, whether inherited or taken over I did not know.

      The rest of the ambulance ride was mostly silent. The driver spoke with the paramedic who was watching over me. We drove for a few minutes before pulling into the hospital and they brought me out on a gurney between a pair of officers in uniform. They stayed at my sides as they brought in me. I was taken into a waiting room and quickly given a bed. The officers kept a close eye on me as the paramedic team helped the nurses get me situated before the cuffs were reattached.

      With a final wave goodbye to Mary’s sister, someone finally checked over properly me. The leg wound was stitched already, but they opened it up to check the internals. At least this time they used a local anaesthetic. After a bit of cleaning, it was stitched, and they sent me for an x-ray on my hand. That came back clear as well, so that wound was cleaned and stitched before I was bandaged and taken to a more secure part of the hospital. They put me in a quiet room where the only thing I could hear was the machines watching my heart rhythm and the shuffling of the officers at the front door. So with nothing better to do, I closed my eyes.

      Sleep was fitful. The nurse came back several times to check on me. Each time she came in, one officer came too and unlike the nurse who wanted to remain quiet. The officer made their presence known. The third time I was awoken to the sound of stomping boots, I tried sitting up to tell him off, when I froze.

      “I’d like to speak with my client privately if at all possible.”

      “He’s under guard.”

      “He’s shot, stabbed and cuffed to a hospital bed. I hardly think he’s in a state to go anywhere.”

      The man argued with the officers for a few more moments before they came to an agreement. The officers stood aside, and the man smiled warmly as he stepped into my room. Closing the door behind him, much to the annoyance of the officer, I took in the sight of him. Salt and pepper hair, a clean-shaven face and a nice suit. He placed a briefcase on a nearby chair and took out his phone. Dialling a number, he watched it ring and offered it to me.

      I was unsure of what exactly he was offering but I saw the screen change to tell me whoever he rang had picked up. I reached for it and the man released it into my grip before stepping back to give me room.

      “Hello?” I answered holding the phone up.

      “That’s Carlos, he’s a lawyer. You can thank him for getting your GPS coordinates to the police without involving us,” Lori’s voice sounded in my ear.

      I blinked and looked up at the man who smiled warmly again. “You’re a fucking lifesaver, you know that?”

      “Pssh,” Lori mumbled into the phone.

      “I’m serious, they had a hole dug, a concrete truck, they were going to kill me. I wasn’t meant to leave that room.”

      “Oh,” Lori said, far more seriously. “Well in that case, I’m glad things happened the way they did. The cows have been distraught since you didn’t come home. Claire rang me last night to tell me you’d vanished, and I didn’t think much of it until the transponder went off. How’d you manage that, anyway?”

      “Swallowed it,” I chuckled.

      “I’ll make a note for the nurse,” Carlos smiled.

      “Probably a good idea,” I nodded at the man. He had that fatherly look about him. Like you could trust him and it set me at ease. “So what’s Carlos here for other than this phone call?”

      “I’ll let him explain that,” Lori said dismissively. “Right now…” I heard her click something as she activated the loudspeaker. I had to pull the phone away from my ear as the cows started yelling all at once. The noise came through so distorted that all I could hear were overlapping tones.

      “Girls!” Lori snapped.

      As the line went dead, I smiled and put the phone back. “Rose, Tina, Joan and Heidi, I am okay. Please be good for Claire, alright? I’m going to be fine, but I might be gone for a little while. I’ll make sure I can talk to you as often as I can.”

      All at once the cacophony started, and I pulled the phone away from my ear. I heard Lori barking in the background, but a loud thumping drew my attention. There was an officer waving a badge from the door and Carlos gave me a look. I hung up the phone and offered it back to him and he took it with a smile.

      “Later,” he mumbled.

      I nodded, and Carlos opened the door to let the man in.

      “Who are you?”

      “Carlos Dwyer,” Calos offered his hand. “I’m Kye Wessex’s legal representation. May I ask what it is you are doing here?”

      The man swore and nodded, “Sergeant Samuel Tenner. I’m here to take an official statement from Mr Wessex.”

      “It’s a good thing I’m here then, isn’t it?” Carlos grinned.

      “Sergeant Tenner,” I nodded. “I’d be happy to answer your questions.”
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      It was the early hours of the morning when I heard something in my hospital room. The latch on the door clicking into place as someone slipped into the room. I kept breathing like I was asleep as I heard two pairs of footsteps. One moved to my left, while the other to my right. I wondered if this was going to eventuate. The hospital had cleared me and I was due to be taken into custody in the morning. My only question, was if this was the work of corrupt officers at the instruction of a corrupt senator? Or were these men working for Jim and Mr Tanaka?

      With my good arm cuffed to the bed, they suddenly pinned my injured arm back at a painful angle. I grunted and tensed, ready to surge up when a thick, heavy pillow was pushed down on top of my face. Whoever was holding it, put their weight down and I found myself barely able to suck in air. I struggled for only a moment before I wracked my brain for a solution. Kicking my legs quickly, I freed the bottom of the blanket where it was tucked in. Heaving my knees towards my best, I ignored the cool air on my bare ass and kicked out hard in the direction of the pillow holder. My feet connected with somebody’s jaw and he yelled out in shock as he crashed into the medical equipment beside the bed.

      A series of alarms went off as my wires were pulled free and it left me staring at an unfamiliar officer who looked far too young to be doing this kind of dirty work.

      “Let’s go!” The one on the floor snapped.

      The younger officer looked at me. I could see the terror in his eyes. Whatever they had on him probably wasn’t worth it in the end. But I wasn’t about to let him go either. As he lifted my arm, I lashed out with a kick, connecting with the side of his jaw. With the angle, it wasn’t enough to knock him out, but he stumbled. Ignoring my swinging bits barely covered by the hospital gown, I swung my legs around his shoulders and squeezed.

      “Billy!” The older officer yelled.

      I felt a fist connect with the side of my head as footsteps ran towards us. But the impact caused me to twist, dragging Billy to his knees in the process. I still refused to let go as I heard him choking for air. I didn’t want to kill the kid, but I sure as shit wasn’t letting him get away.

      “Let him go!” Someone roared bursting into the room.

      I grunted as a heavy impact slammed into my ribs. I turned, seeing another officer wielding a baton. Releasing Billy, I held up my injured hand as two more officers stepped into the room, including Sergeant Tenner who had taken my statement days before. I could see in his expression he was in disbelief. He struck me as an honourable man and even Carlos seemed to approve of the questions he asked me.

      “Kye Wessex, we will take you into custody immediately,” the sergeant ordered.

      I nodded in agreement, “Don’t let Billy, or the one with the rumpled shirt,” I gestured at the man who was trying to suffocate me, “secure this room. This was self defence, and the camera Carlos left will prove it.”

      I pointed over at the corner where a small box was set up. It was out in the open where anyone could see it, but inconspicuous enough that nobody had questioned its presence since my lawyer placed it.

      “Officer Walt?” Sergeant Tenner prodded Billy. “Is there something you need to say?”

      “He just attacked me, Sir. I was just minding my business when he lashed out.”

      Sergeant Tenner looked from the young man, to the cuff on my wrist, to the older officer who was now nervously standing by the door.

      “What about you? Anything to say?”

      “No, sir.”

      “Arrest them both, then find me a wheelchair for Mr Wessex,” Sergeant Tenner ordered.

      Billy complained as he was cuffed and taken out of the room while the older officer just stared hatefully at me. I did not know what his issue was. I hadn’t noticed any police officers in the manifest I pulled from the first Jim’s laptop. But that didn’t mean he wasn’t involved at some point. As the officers moved their cuffed colleagues from the room, they left me with Sergeant Tenner who sighed softly.

      “Will you talk to me without your lawyer?”

      “Depends what you want to ask,” I shrugged.

      The sergeant grinned and nodded slowly. “Did you know either of them?”

      “Nope. First time I saw them. Billy grabbed my arm and held it down, the other one held a pillow over my face. I kicked the sheets off, kicked the old guy knocking him over into the equipment there. That set off the alarms while I kicked Billy in the head and put him in that lock.”

      “Do you need medical attention?”

      “No,” I shook my head. “My cows are probably worse off than I am right now.”

      “About that,” he frowned slightly. “They’re still talking over your visitation rights.”

      “I’m not asking a lot,” I slumped back onto the hospital bed. “I need to see them regularly in person or their health will decline. After everything I’ve done, I’m not about to just let them die.”

      Sergeant Tenner gave me a look before nodding. “If things panned out here like you said they did, I’ll put in a good word for you. In the meantime, I’m going to call your lawyer so he witnesses me taking the camera.”

      It wasn’t a long wait before Carlos appeared. He seemed tired like he’d been woken, which was entirely expected at this hour. But he also seemed satisfied when the Sergeant allowed him to take a copy of the video for his own records, just in case.

      It was as the sergeant was informing me that he was off to get the nurse, that an alarm went off. A few worried nurses rushed past and I could see from my bed as they started closing doors.

      “Carlos, if you’d like to stay with your client, I’ll find out what’s going on,” Sergeant Tenner stepped out of the room.

      “What is this, a lockdown?” I asked.

      Carlos poked his head out as a nurse suddenly appeared. “Sir, we’ve been ordered into lockdown, are you comfortable waiting in this room?”

      “Certainly miss,” Carlos smiled.

      He came back in and sat down beside the bed as the nurse closed the door and moved on.

      “What do you think happened?”

      Carlos shook his head, “I’m not entirely sure, but it doesn’t look good. False alarms happen all the time or they have minor events. It happens, unfortunately.”

      I sat back and waited, feeling a pit in my stomach. After having my life threatened, now the lockdown, things weren’t looking good. That was too much of a coincidence for my liking.

      It was nearly an hour later when heavy footsteps came down the hall towards us. A team of men led by Sergeant Tenner appeared. The good sergeant let himself into my room and nodded at Carlos.

      “We’re moving you,” he said, holding up a ballistic vest. “You need to wear this.”

      “What happened?” I asked.

      But the sergeant shook his head. With a nod from Carlos, I was uncuffed, dressed and then re-cuffed before a nurse arrived with a wheelchair. I almost offered to walk, but I put the thought aside. I wasn’t in a condition to run if something was up. A wheelchair would be far easier if they wanted to move me quickly.

      Carlos stayed by my side as the officers stood around me. They were stoic and professional as a nurse gave a few extra instructions for pain management and wound care before letting us go. I was moved quickly down the hall past never ending rows of closed doors. The only people in the halls were the staff and the officers with me. We all piled into an elevator that took us to the underground parking area. As we came out, I could see the armoured transport waiting just a few metres away. A small team of men lifted me from the chair and helped me hobble into a seat in the rear where I was strapped in for the trip.

      “I’ll be in touch, Kye,” Carlos smiled.

      “Give my cows my love.”

      “I will indeed,” he nodded.

      “Are they really cows?” One officer asked.

      I looked up at him and tilted my head. “Sorta. Humans with bovine DNA. They produce milk, call themselves cows and have hooves, but they’re very much capable of anything you or I can do. They’re not lesser in any way.”

      “Weird,” he grunted, sitting opposite me.

      As the doors shut and locked, I listened to the engine start before we were on our way again. We didn’t stop for over an hour and when the doors opened, I squinted at the blurry human shadow with another wheelchair. The officer who spent the trip in the back with me, helped get me seated and someone brought me inside.

      I won’t go into details, but even injured and wheelchair bound, the process of being searched as a prisoner is unpleasant. What did surprise me, was that they did not take me into a group holding facility. But into a solitary room. Basically, a box with a bed and a toilet. And after they moved me onto the bed, they took the chair and I was once again left alone to dwell on my thoughts.
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      “You’ve a visitor.”

      I snorted awake and pushed myself up as the peephole slid closed. The door creaked open and two officers were standing there. One with a chair and the other with a set of cuffs. The process went about as much as I expected. Cuffed and stuffed in a chair they wheeled me into a meeting room where I expected to meet Carlos. Instead, I was presented before a middle-aged woman wearing thick glasses, dressed in a business suit.

      “Wonderful,” she smiled. “Gentlemen, I’ll call if I need anything.”

      The two officers nodded and quickly left. That… Honestly, it scared me a little. Whoever this was, seemed important enough, the guys did as she asked and I didn’t even know her name yet. And with me still cuffed and in the chair, I had little defence if she tried anything.

      “You’re causing quite a fuss,” she said after a few moments.

      “I imagine so,” I replied non-committedly.

      She smiled and nodded. “The board is considering your application for increased visitation privileges.”

      I tilted my head, “Are you going to tell me your name?”

      She smiled softly, “Mr Wessex, who I am is irrelevant. If not me, there would be someone else sitting here asking the same questions. I represent the board, that is all you need to know.”

      “Fair enough,” I nodded.

      Looking around the room, I could see the cameras, but I did not know if they were running or not. There was no way to tell if this was being recorded or not and it seemed like one of those situations where it could be, if it suited them, at the end of this talk.

      “There is a deciding factor at hand though,” she lifted a folder and took out a stack of photographs. “These are the humanoid-cattle we’ve recovered so far.”

      I looked at the blank, soulless stairs from each mugshot. The cows were miserable, standing against a pale grey background. They ranged in ages similar to that of Rose all the way up to ones with grey hair and heavier, less human features. My heart just about broke.

      “You’re killing them,” I shook my head, sitting back to avoid looking at them.

      “We need your help,” she started softly.

      “No, you don’t,” I shook my head. “Just walk everyone past them who had contact from the moment of rescue and see who they call ‘master.’”

      The woman frowned, “I’m afraid that isn’t possible.”

      “Fuck you.”

      “Excuse me?”

      “I’m not giving you that information. Fuck you and whoever you work for.”

      “Mr Wessex, I implore you, these humanoid cattle are suffering and-”

      “Give them to their master!” I shouted. “That’s how you fix this. Give them what they want, they’re hard-wired to imprint on the first person who is kind to them. If you take that person away, this is the result. So find out who was nice and let them be happy!”

      “It… It isn’t that simple.”

      “Sure it is,” I snapped. “Fifty bucks it was one of the team members involved with the rescue. They probably said a few nice things to the cow-”

      “Humanoid-cattle.”

      “I’m done here,” I called out. “Take me back.”

      “Mr Wessex-”

      “Not interested,” I shook my head. “They were bred in captivity, mistreated, raped, brutalised and if they didn’t meet the set standard, they were murdered. If you think I’m going to give you the tools to sell them to the highest bidder, you’ve got another thing coming.”

      “And what about your own cows Mr Wessex? How would you feel about not seeing them again anytime soon?”

      “You think that proving you’re a psychopath is going to make me want to help you?”

      She sighed, “Come get him.”

      The door opened behind me, and the guards stepped into the room. She gave me a thin smile as I was turned and wheeled from the room. The guards said nothing to me as they brought me back to my cell. But as the door opened, the chair pitched forward, and it dumped me onto the floor. I hit my face into the concrete and tasted blood.

      “Get up,” one officer snapped, kicking my wounded leg as he did so.

      I snarled in pain as I tried to roll away, but he continued after me. Grabbing me by the shoulder, he yanked me around onto my back where he grinned at me. A few moments later he had me uncuffed and patted my face.

      “Good boy.”

      My spit hit him in the eye, and he pulled back with a yell. That was followed by a swift punch to my gut that left me reeling while the second officer brought back the chair. Many hours later, sitting in my own urine the door opened to my cell for the second time. The light flicked on and Carlos let out a sigh. I could see him through the spit-hood and he angrily turned to the officers who brought him in.

      “My client needs access to bathing facilities and a change of clothing, now.”

      “I’ll get on it,” one officer moved off while the other stepped into the room.

      “Good to see you Carlos,” I nodded.

      “What on earth happened?”

      “Some woman came in, told me she was from the board and wanted me to give them information about the cows in return for visitation rights. I refused, and the two officers that brought me back manhandled me.”

      “Why wasn’t I contacted before my client was questioned?” Carlos asked the officer.

      “I’ll have to get back to you on that,” The officer looked extremely uncomfortable.

      “Not good enough, I want copies of all the tapes of the meeting and whatever happened in this cell.”

      “I’ll get on it,” he nodded and stepped back so Carlos could examine the room in more detail.

      “Is that blood?”

      I turned my head, but couldn’t see where exactly he was pointing, but the officer blanched slightly.

      “Ah, I’m not sure.”

      “I will be making complaints on behalf of my client, rest assured I will get to the bottom of this.”

      I sat for a few minutes before the other officer returned with a change of clothes. He gestured for his colleague to wheel me out and the two of them brought me into an empty communal shower. There, I had the hood removed, the cuffs taken off, and the officers stood back to allow me to shower undisturbed. Carlos waited out in the hall for me to finish and I took my time under the hot water. When I was satisfied and they had taken away the chair to be cleaned, I dried myself off and redressed before hobbling out under the watchful eye of the remaining officer.

      “I had no part in it,” he mumbled softly.

      I looked over my shoulder at him, but he just scowled at me, so I turned my head back towards the entrance.

      “Footage was deleted, but I got copies of the photos we took of the blood.”

      I nodded, this time refraining from looking at the man. He brought me out into the hall as the other officer approached with a chair and allowed me to sit.

      “Where did the blood come from?” Carlos asked.

      “Inside of my upper lip,” I offered.

      “My client needs to be seen by the nurse.”

      The trip to the nurse was over relatively quickly. He was an older man who spoke very little. He got me to pull my lip up so he could check the wound, but ultimately decided it didn’t need any help. Carlos on the other hand took a photograph for his own records before they brought us into a meeting room to speak.

      “This will not be easy,” Carlos sighed.

      I nodded, “They’re trying to force me to tell them how to enslave cows that have been enslaved previously. They’re using it as bait to push through whatever they need to give me visitation rights.”

      Carlos nodded, “I’ll be looking into who this woman is, but-”

      KNOCK KNOCK

      Carlos sighed, “One moment.”

      He got up and stepped out the door. A moment later, I could hear shouting and Carlos stormed back in looking furious.

      “No footage?”

      “Either corrupted or deleted, they’re not sure which.”

      I nodded, “The guard in the shower spoke to me. Mentioned photos.”

      Carlos frowned softly, then nodded. “You’ll have to be careful about who you talk to in here. They won’t keep you in solitary forever. Once you’re moving about on your own properly, they’ll likely put you in the general population.”

      I nodded slowly. “That’s both good and bad I suppose.”

      “I’ll see what I can do about visitation. There are limits on numbers and frequency but... I’ll see what I can dig up.”

      “Thank you.”

      “In the meantime, is there anything you need, anything I can provide?”

      “Better security?” I laughed.

      Carlos smiled thinly, but he nodded. “I’ll see what I can do. It’ll look strange if cameras fail every time something happens to you.”

      “If it continues, should I fight back?”

      “I can’t counsel you to break the law, Kye. But there is a powerful presence in the nation arguing for leniency. A lot of people are mad that something like this could happen under the authorities’ noses for so long.”

      “And those same authorities are deciding if they’re going to try and milk me for information, or silence me.”

      “Be careful out there Kye. I know you’re trained well, but that means little while you’re injured.”

      I nodded, “If the worst should happen, get my cows to our mutual friend. That’s the best shot they’ll have.”

      Carlos looked a little sad at first, but he nodded. “Off the record Kye. I sincerely hope that never comes to pass.”

      “Thank you.”

      Carlos stepped out of the room and gave a few instructions. The two officers who came in to collect me remained silent. I was wheeled back to my cell and this time they helped me onto my bed before they swiftly left. Then it was a long day of staring at the walls, broken up by a few meals and the occasional sounds of a guard walking past.

      That first day, became a second. Carlos didn’t visit, but they briefly took me out to accept a phone call from the man. That was code for feeling my heart break as my cows cried hysterically in the background while Claire told me how much they all missed me.

      Then it was back to the cell. Two more days passed just like the second, before they took me into the general population. I still limped heavily and was bandaged, but there seemed to be an almost grudging respect for me in here. The other prisoners kept their distance when I kept mine and I slowly picked up from the chatter that they knew who I was. One face I hadn’t seen in a while was the officer that dumped me out of the chair. I did not know what happened to him, but he hadn’t been around since that first day.

      Then, after a particularly brutal phone call with Claire and the cows, I was brought back to a meeting room with the woman from the board. She smiled like she had won something already as I sat down across from her.

      “Hello Kye.”

      “I’m not giving you what you want.”

      She smiled, “Are you sure that’s your final answer?” She took out a device and hit play, letting me listen to the sounds of Rose and Tina singing me a song they wrote together. It was childish, but sweet and it absolutely broke my heart hearing it again. “It sounds like they really miss you.”

      “Does my lawyer know you’re here?”

      “I’m afraid not.”

      “This room isn’t actually recording, is it? Someone out there right now is being told to vouch for me being in my cell or something, while you’re here trying to blackmail you into information to make slaves, right?”

      “It’s not quite that black and white,” she shook her head.

      I nodded, “So, what you’re telling me, is that I need to find a way to ensure my lawyer finds out who you are?”

      She frowned, looking uncertain of herself for a time. “I’m… Not sure what you’re implying here, Mr Wessex.”

      I nodded slowly, then surged to my feet. The woman squealed in shock as I leaped over the table. Slamming her to the ground, I set my weight on her. I heard the doors yank open as I got my cuffs around her neck and dragged her back against the wall.

      “LET HER GO!” one officer roared seeing me from the doorway.

      “I’ve a hostage!” I yelled out. “Get me my fucking lawyer!”

      “Let her go, and we’ll call him,” he man tried as the hallway filled with officers.

      “Call him now!” I yelled. “I don’t know what you’re trying to pull, but either someone calls my lawyer so he can meet this bitch, or I’ll fucking kill her and he finds out, anyway!”

      “Oh shit,” she mumbled, realising exactly what kind of situation she was in.

      “Oh shit is right,” I snarled in her ear. “I don’t know who the fuck you are, but you’re the face of whoever is fucking with my family. I’ve killed for them already, what the fuck makes you think I won’t go further?”

      “Call him!” The woman snapped. “Call the lawyer!”

      “Better,” I growled.

      The officers started moving. Two of them stepped into the room and I pulled the woman harder against my chest, making them pause.

      “Back behind the table,” I ordered. “You come forward, I crush her throat. My lawyer shows up, I release her unharmed, that’s the deal.”

      “You’re going to go away for a long time for this,” one officer tried to reason with me. “If you let her go now-”

      “Then one of you corrupt lackeys are going to beat me to death in a cell during a power outage. Fuck off,” I snapped. “Sit the fuck down and nobody gets hurt. End of story.”

      “Just do it!” The woman grunted. “And Kye, can you please loosen your grip?”

      I gave her a glare, and her expression withered.

      “What’s your name?”

      “Why should I give you anything?”

      I smirked and actually managed a mirthless chuckle. “Welcome to my world. Dress warmly, the weather is cold.”

      I eyed the surrounding officers who seemed at a bit of a loss of what to do next. They knew who I was and what I was capable of. And while they might save her life if they rushed in quickly, she wasn’t getting out without an injury. Whoever she worked for must have been important for them to back right off like this.

      “Sasha,” the woman grunted. “Now can you please loosen your grip?”

      I looked at the awkward angle I was forcing her neck to sit at and nodded. Relaxing my shoulders, she sighed as the pressure reduced and leaned her head forward for comfort.

      “Thank you.”

      “Don’t thank me yet,” I smirked. “These guys act up, your ass is already out of the frying pan.”

      I ignored the subtle nod on my cuffs as she nodded her head. But I figured we had an understanding.
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      “Morning, Calos,” I grinned as the lawyer stepped into the cell.

      Behind him was a team of officers in riot gear, ready to pounce. My lawyer looked behind him, then to the officers inside the room, and finally to the woman.

      “Kye, as your legal representative, I must caution your behaviour.”

      I grinned and nodded at him. The stoic expression on his face told me everything, especially when I caught the glint of the camera lense attached to his tie.

      “As agreed, Sasha, I’m letting you go now.”

      Relaxing my grip, Sasha took a deep breath as I lifted the cuffs from around her neck. She stepped away from me and rubbed her throat.

      “I believe this will be our last meeting, Mr. Wessex.”

      “I doubt that, but I think I made my point,” I answered.

      “We have to take him into custody,” one officer told Carlos.

      The old lawyer nodded. “Kye, will you come peacefully?”

      “Of course. Now that things are being done in a safe and legal manner, I’ll happily comply.”

      I smirked in satisfaction as I got to my knees. The officers approached under the careful watch of Carlos. It was one of those moments where I could practically smell the hatred. They wanted to hurt me; they wanted it badly and yet. Here, now, in front of my lawyer, with me cooperating, there was no outlet for their anger. Which put them on the same level as me, trapped in a box with my cows essentially being held hostage.

      The officers, once they’d restrained my wrists to my waist and applied leg cuffs, stood me up and brought me out of the room. I hadn’t quite worked out the layout of the building yet, but I recognised the corridor they brought me down after the fact. It was near my solitary room, which I hoped they weren’t returning me to. It would be far too easy for an accident to occur if I were alone.

      With Carlos being led behind, they took me to a familiar meeting room. Inside, Carlos took a seat while I was roughly deposited into a chair and cuffed in place.

      “Is that really necessary?” Carlos asked.

      “Sir, the prisoner was just involved in a hostage situation. I can uncuff him if you wish, but we will re-cuff him for questioning.”

      Carlos thought about it for a moment and looked my way. I shrugged, and Carlos nodded. “Very well. I’d like to speak with my client first, though.”

      “Would you-”

      “Alone,” Carlos interrupted.

      The officer wanted to argue, but the grizzled lawyer’s expression made him change his mind. The officer nodded in acceptance and left the room. Carlos sighed and rubbed his face.

      “I hope you’re being well paid for this,” I offered.

      Carlos chuckled and shook his head. “My pay is adequate, I assure you. To be honest, though, I’m not in it for the money. I actually have a personal stake in all this.”

      “Really?”

      Carlos nodded slowly. “Really. So you’ll have to forgive me when I remind you how fucking idiotic your actions were.”

      I nodded slowly. “She made more threats. Showed pictures of the cows the government has taken in. She implied that my own cows would look that bad shortly.”

      “And what happens to them if whoever she works for takes care of you permanently? What then?”

      I sighed and nodded in agreement. “You think it might get that far?”

      “There was an external tactical unit on standby when I pulled up. They almost refused to allow me into the building.”

      “Shit,” I shook my head. “And now they’re putting me in solitary.”

      “It’s a dangerous game,” Carlos nodded. “But you’ve caused them unnecessary trouble. Depending on how this plays out, things could go either way.”

      “Either way, they know I’m not playing games.”

      Carlos smiled as someone knocked on the door. It opened as a detective stepped into the room.

      “Is now a good time to take the statement, or do you need any longer?”
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      It was the heavy bangs on the door two days later that woke me. I did not know what time it was. My days in solitary were a combination of quiet reflection, sleep, and occasional meals. I’d been sleeping lightly and often in case I needed to listen out for someone coming. So having such a loud entrance was out of the ordinary.

      “You’ve got visitors.”

      “Fuck,” I grumbled.

      Getting up, I moved to the door and extended my wrists through the small hatch. They were cuffed, and I moved to the rear of the cell to wait before the main door itself was unlocked.

      “Do I need my lawyer?” I asked as it swung open.

      The officer gave me a level glare, but shook his head. That… Was either good or bad and I did not know exactly which. Following along, I noted the abundance of officers escorting me. It appeared I was being treated as dangerous. And all things considered, that was probably a smart option. But that did nothing for my confidence as they brought me into a large meeting room. Here, a team of officers set me in a chair.

      “You remain seated until we leave the room. If you get up, you will be restrained and returned to your cell. Am I understood?”

      I frowned. This was… Not what I was expecting. If they wanted to have me killed, it would be easier if I were cuffed. But it would be easier to justify my death if they could fabricate a way for me to have escaped. Either way, there was little I could do about it at this point, so I nodded. My cuffs were removed, and the officers quickly retreated. I looked to the door across the room at the far end and listened to the click as it unlocked. Tensing, I got ready for anything as the handle turned and the door cracked open.

      “Master?”

      I blinked as it swung open, revealing who was on the other side. “Rose?”

      “MASTER!” a chorus of voices rang out.

      I got to my feet before a herd of cattle slammed me into the ground. Rose, my dear, sweet Rose, was sobbing hysterically while she clung to me. Tina, not to be outdone, had bodily wrapped herself around my arm, while Joan attached herself to my legs. All three cows were crying hysterically, and I did my best to comfort each of them.

      While they were all tremendously beautiful, each of them had signs of stress and worry. Their eyes were sunken like they had slept little. Their skin was dry like they’d been lacking nutrients and their hair was limp, despite it being brushed neatly for their visit. They had a hungry look to them, like they hadn’t been eating, and it just about broke my heart as they pressed their bodies to me. I did not know if they were being milked, but their usual impressive bust was somewhat lacking. Almost as if they’d stopped producing.

      “Come home, Master!” Rose begged between sobs.

      “Please?!” Tina added.

      “I can’t lose you,” Joan moaned in anguish.

      I couldn’t do much more than cuddle them on the floor. I held them close, rubbed their horns and told them repeatedly how much I loved them. Whatever sick ploy it was that brought them here, I knew this was being recorded. But it didn’t matter. There was no secret I hadn’t shared. I simply loved them and I would die protecting that.

      “My lovely cows,” I tried, now things were quieter. “Who brought you here?”

      “Lori got a call from Carlos to bring us,” Rose offered with a whimper and a trembling lip.

      She did not give me the opportunity to respond before she was kissing me. It was wet from her constant tears, but I kissed back just as hard. When Rose pulled away, Joan was quicker than Tina, but she received the same treatment. I kissed her hard and long until she finally pulled away. That let a frantic Tina to throw herself into my arms. I held her close as she kissed me. Her cheeks were wet from her tears and I felt both tremendous relief and regret. Relief that I was with my cows again, and regret knowing they were going to have to leave once again.

      Despite their beauty and clear willingness, I had to restrain myself from more physical forms of affection. They did not give me any form of instruction what I could or could not do here. But I wasn’t about to assume I wasn’t being recorded. And despite it being harmless in the grand scheme of things, I wasn’t about to give the government any more pictures of my genitals than they already had. And it was right as the worry lines in Rose’s face were barely noticeable that someone pounded on the door.

      “Master…” They mooed softly.

      I nodded as the door opened and an officer stood in the doorway. “Is that it?”

      The man nodded. “I’m afraid so.”

      “No,” Rose whimpered.

      “Master, come with us,” Tina tried.

      Joan seemed like she was sizing up the guard. I decided it was best and least cruel to take charge of the situation.

      “Ladies, it’s time for you to leave.” Three heartbroken stares turned in my direction, and I held my own stern expression. “Don’t ruin it now. You’ve been such good cows for me.”

      “Master,” Rose whimpered softly as tears rolled down her cheeks.

      “I know,” I smiled, even as my heart broke. “But while we’re here, we need to follow the rules.”

      “But-”

      “Tina,” I warned.

      Her lip quivered, and she buried her face in her hands as Joan and Rose moved in to comfort her. My heart broke as the officer stepped into the room and I looked at each of them.

      “I love you, all of you. Remember that.”

      With a chorus of “I love you too,” I watched them leave through the door they had entered.

      Carlos’s smile comforted me as he waited on the other side. My cows seemed to trust him when he gestured for them to follow and I sat back in the chair and waited for me to be taken back to my cell.

      It wasn’t long before the door opened behind me and a pair of footsteps signalled her arrival. Sasha looked slightly nervous as she rounded the table and sat across from me.

      “Does my lawyer know you’re here?”

      Sasha smiled thinly. “Does it matter?”

      “Probably not.”

      “I guess you were pretty surprised by your visitors here today.”

      I grinned and nodded my head. “You’re supposed to start with the carrot, not the other way round.”

      Sasha nodded, “So-”

      “There’s no way in fucking hell I’m giving you anything, and the sick fucks you represent are going to listen to me tear them to shreds at the court hearing when those cows die.”

      “Mr. Wessex, please see reason-”

      “I am not getting involved with the slave trade, Sasha. Those cows have masters. You want to cause a slow, agonal death, by all means, keep doing what you’re doing. It’s nice to know someone in this country is willing to torture innocent victims for profit. I want no part in it.”

      Sasha nodded. “And there’s nothing else I can say to change your mind?”

      “Sure there is. Give me proof they have returned those cows to their masters and they are living happily, and when I’m released, I won’t hunt the board members down like I have the rest of the slaving bastards I’ve killed.”

      “Mr. Wessex, did you just make a threat?”

      “Put it on record.” I nodded at the camera in the corner of the room. “If those cows die, and you let me out. I’ll hunt everyone responsible.”

      Sasha tapped her fingers on the table for a moment before meeting my eyes. “Am I free to go?”

      “By all means,” I smiled. “I made my point. I know you’re just the messenger, even if you’re a bitch.”

      Sasha nodded and quickly left the room. I was joined a moment later by an officer, who glared at me until I offered my hands. I was cuffed, dragged to my feet and taken back into the hall. As they led me behind the officer, I wondered how long I was going to last in here. I knew the risks. Striking out and hurting people would get me locked up even longer. But to do nothing meant putting a target on my back. The system was being used against me and I did not know what to do about it. I was broken free of my thoughts as a klaxon sounded.

      “Shit,” The guard swore.

      He looked around for a moment before opening a door to a random cell and shoved me inside. Slamming the door shut, I listened to the sounds of his footsteps as he ran off. There was just one problem: the door wasn’t locked. I thought for a few moments and stepped over to the door. I did not know if it was intentional or not. But I pressed my cuffed hands into the metal and swung the door open. When I leaned out into the hall, the alarm was still blaring. I could see a flashing red light at the end of the hall.

      “Lockdown maybe?” I whispered to myself.

      I frowned and thought about what I should do. If it WERE a lockdown, I’d probably piss someone off by walking around. On the other hand-

      BANG!

      I flinched back from the sound as the floor shook. The explosion echoed up and down the hall, leaving me deaf for a few moments. But as it came back, I could hear screaming and the pops of indoor gunfire. I glanced around, thinking for a moment. But there was only one conclusion. Whoever it was out there was trying to kill me. Why else would they be attacking a prison?

      “Fuck,” I sighed.

      Hands still cuffed before me, I headed in the direction of the gunfire. I could hear someone yelling orders and I wondered whose side they were on. Stepping around the corner, I spotted a caged wall. On the other side was the general population mess hall. It was where the low level inmates were brought to eat and socialise during the day. And right now, it was the primary source of gunfire.

      Dozens of men were on one side. They were dressed in swat gear but lacked any insignia. Just all black suits and automatic rifles. By comparison, the prison guards, those who had weapons, were mostly in stab vests or plain shirts. Most of those armed held low calibre handguns like my HK and the occasional shotgun. But they were firing bean bags rather than lethal rounds.

      I jogged over to the gate, where a guard lay against the bars. He was bleeding from a chest wound, and I could see red froth forming on his lips. His eyes were locked on the gunfire and he only turned to face me as I yanked on the bars to test if the door was locked. His eyes swung around to me and he frowned for a moment. I met his expression, and he stared right back. I knew that expression. It was one I was intimately familiar with. When a man knew he was dying, he either panicked, or he accepted it. He coughed up a lump of coagulated blood before reaching for his side. From his belt came a ring of keys that he lightly tossed towards me.

      I shot him a grin and leaned through the bars. I hooked the keys with my fingers and pulled them back. After flicking through the keys, I found one that would let me out of my cuffs. Then I grabbed the key with the same coloured sticker as a splotch on the wall. Thankfully, the locks on these things were on both sides of the door and I quickly got it open. Stepping through, I paused before locking the door behind me again. I didn’t want anyone sneaking around and my chances were slim enough to escape already if I was the target.

      Turning back to the guard, I frowned at the position he was sitting in. Before he was upright, but he’d slumped in the time it took for me to get in. Resting on the floor beside him were his sidearm and his wallet. In his hand was a small photograph. I bent over the man and checked for a pulse before gently plucking the photo from his hand. It showed a young woman, about his age, holding a small girl. Both smiled widely and my heart sank knowing the grief they were in for. I thought about it for a moment and tucked the photo into the man’s pocket, then picked up his gun.

      I crept to the end of the hall and looked out over the chaos. There were six shooters in black. They were all on the ground floor, spread out and taking cover behind the support pillars for the upper floor. The guards were holding them off with quick shots from the ground and the walkways above. Though there was enough blood to tell me it wasn’t going well for them. I crouched low and turned into the room. I only hoped that the guards didn’t shoot me.

      Using a table as cover, I moved around the outside of the room until I made it to the next pillar. I hoped it was at enough of an angle the guards wouldn’t be able to shoot me. Standing with my back to it, I quickly checked the weapon in my hand. It was loaded, but there were only twelve rounds remaining, including the one in the chamber. With the safety off, I checked around the corner as a shooter raised his rifle.

      My round caught him in the side of the head. His helmet absorbed the shot, but he still crumpled to the floor. Another shooter turned in my direction and I fired, hitting him in the chest. He staggered back, before peppering the wall behind me with lead. I ducked back behind the wall as the direction of gunfire around me changed sporadically. Leaning out, I spotted one guard pointing his weapon at me, so I pulled back in. I wasn’t willing to die to some high and mighty asshole, for the same reason I would not die to the wannabe swat team.

      Turning on the spot, I ran for the next pillar. I wanted a greater angle against the guards with greater flanking potential against the shooters. I heard voices shouting orders and my name came up, so I knew someone had recognised me. The surrounding wall exploded with shots and I felt a white line of pain across my bicep as a round tore a shallow groove across my skin. Spinning around behind the pillar, I waited as rounds tore holes in it for several moments. As the gunfire died down, I snuck a peek and saw the man I’d shot being dragged towards the hallway they’d entered. Leaning out a little further, I lined up my shot and hit the one who was standing. I knocked him back, allowing me to fire twice more into his chest. I did not know if he was dead, but at this point, falling down was better than standing up. But with eight rounds to go and four more active shooters, I wasn’t out of the woods yet.

      Rushing over to the man on the ground, I grinned as nobody shot at me. Sliding to a stop, I could see the man’s cross eyed glare. The shot hadn’t killed him, but it concussed him to hell and back. Dropping the handgun, I took his rifle and unclipped it from his shoulder strap. I didn’t actually recognise the make of the rifle, making me think it was foreign, but it had all the parts I recognised.

      Pulling the magazine, I checked the shots remaining and grinned, seeing it was mostly full. Resetting the magazine, I cocked it and stood. The man I’d hit multiple times in the chest was still down, so I ignored him and went for the last four. One spotted me as I stood and raised his rifle. One guard above fired, taking a chip out of the wall at head height, making him flinch. That was all the distraction I needed to fire a burst into his chest. He went down screaming and I waved at the guards in thanks.

      Stepping over the concussed shooter, I ignored the one with the chest wounds and moved across the hall. With the guards above giving me cover, the three remaining shooters could not move. Which was perfect for me as I rounded on them.

      “GIVE UP!” I shouted, holding the rifle up. “GIVE UP AND YOU LIVE!”

      One of them swung around the pillar and I opened fire. My rounds tore through his chest. A second shooter darted out while I was hitting the first, and the guards peppered him with shots before I could react. As the two shooters went down in a hail of lead, it left me standing in the open with a single shooter remaining. I was tense and ready for anything when I spotted movement. The rifle he was carrying was tossed aside, and I spotted a pair of hands.

      “I surrender!” the man called out.

      “CUFFS!” I yelled.

      The clank of a set of cuffs to my right had me nod in thanks. With the rifle up, I walked sideways, crouched, and scooped them up.

      “Step out where I can see you!”

      “You won’t shoot me?”

      “Don’t give me a reason to, and you won’t get hurt. You have my word.”

      I kept the rifle up as the man stepped out. He was nervous, but seemed relieved when he wasn’t filled with holes. He kept his hands up as he steadily approached.

      “Turn around, hands on your head,” I ordered.

      He complied and did as I said. And then I spotted movement. Turning on the spot, two more shooters were coming down the hall where the injured were trying to escape. The man who had surrendered sprinted off as shots rang out. I went after as he dived for his weapon. He barely got it into his hands when I slammed into him. He tumbled back as I brought my rifle up. His hands came up, but I didn’t give him the benefit of the doubt this time, firing at close range into his visor. Unlike the handgun, these rounds didn’t stop. Patting down his side, I grabbed two of his spare magazines and slipped them into my pocket. I had a few shots left in this one and I was going to make them count.

      Rushing around the room, the two men were taking cover in the hallway. With one on each side, they covered opposite corners of the mess hall. It also gave me a clear shot as I approached, firing the remaining rounds into the man’s chest. He went down in a bloody heap as I reloaded. As I arrived at the hall itself, I could see the man was very dead. And from the sounds of things, his partner had run for it. So I turned into the hall and followed. There were casualties everywhere in here. Lunch must have been starting when this all started. Dead prisoners were everywhere. They had killed some execution style with shots to the head. Others had just been cut down as they ran. The barred door on this side was wide open.

      I checked a map on the wall and saw that if I followed this around, I would reach the parking lot. And that’s when the true nature of this hit me. Sprinting, I rushed around the corner and ducked as the shooter opened fire. Rolling across the floor, I took cover on the other side of the corridor. The man was in an excellent defensive position to take me down if I approached, and I wasn’t sure what I was going to do. The moment I stepped out, he was already in position.

      “Kye!” I glanced up, back towards the mess hall. A guard was running towards me. I recognised him as the one who had spoken to me in the showers.

      I waved for him to stop, and he slowed before gesturing down the hall. I nodded and held up one finger. The guard nodded after a moment and I grinned. Gesturing at both of us, I pointed my thumb down the hall and raised my rifle. The guard nodded, and I grinned back. Holding up three fingers, the guard got into position. I dropped one finger and he tensed. I dropped the second, and he raised his gun and when I dropped the third, the guard stepped around the corner.

      He seemed surprised when I didn’t immediately come out with him. But not as surprised as the shooter, who suddenly had to turn in the opposite direction to face an additional threat. In the space of time he readjusted, I stepped out and filled the hall with lead. The shots were deafening in this confined space, but that didn’t stop the bullets. The shooter went down with a scream and I started moving.

      “KYE!”

      I skidded to a halt and turned to face the guard. I expected him to be aiming at me, but instead I saw an odd expression on his face.

      “I have all the footage of everything except that first beating. I’m going to make it public.”

      “What’s your name?” I asked.

      “Connor.”

      I nodded, “Thank you Connor.”

      Turning, I started running. I followed the signs and took two more corners until I spotted a pair of blown out doors. These were the source of the original explosion. The team had breached and cleared the entire hallway, only to meet me in the mess. Stepping out, I looked around at the mess. There was a body in the middle of the lot and as I approached, I recognised Sasha. She had a hole in the middle of her forehead and a shocked expression. I wouldn’t have enjoyed killing her to make a point, but I didn’t like the idea of executing her, either. She was just the messenger in the end. But if she was here…

      I jogged down to the end of the parking lot before turning and jogging back. Most of the vehicles were sedans, but near the entrance was a pricey looking black one. And the doors were open. Breaking into a sprint, I slid to a halt as Carlos looked up at me. He held his bleeding stomach with a pained grimace.

      “No,” I growled.

      Carlos shook his head, “Sorry Kye.”
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      Oh, how I would give ANYTHING for my ghillie suit right now. Instead, with mud-stained clothing, I’d had to make do. The vehicles the shooters had arrived in were the armoured type. And with locked doors, there was no way I could break into them. To compound the issue, I could hear sirens approaching. So, with Carlos shooting me a grin, he gave me a professional recommendation to surrender. Then closed his eyes and started counting.

      Which led to my current situation, stumbling through the trees in mud stained prison greens. I’d paused at a creek and literally rolled myself in mud to hide the colour. Then I’d grabbed clumps of grass from the banks and stuffed my shirt, letting the foliage stick out of the sleeves and neck. It wasn’t perfect, but it would be effective in a pinch. Speaking of, I hunkered down as a helicopter approached.

      It was probably all over the news right now. Everything from the attack to my escape. That had brought in the helicopter, which if they spotted me, would bring in dogs. And I needed to do everything in my power to get away. Rose, Tina, and Joan were out there somewhere. Back with the men who created them. Doing god knows what. There was no way in hell I was going to stop until I found them.

      Looking up as the helicopter passed overhead, I frowned. It wasn’t the police helicopter that had passed over earlier. This one was a Huey. Blue, with a yellow streak on the side.

      “Jones?” I wandered out loud, though nobody was around to hear it.

      Shaking my head, I looked around. I was in a dense part of the forest. There was no actual way for me to create a signal. I didn’t have a mirror handy, no handheld light source. I shook my head and kept moving. The blue Huey flew around the area. They trained him to think the same way I was. Between the choices of running straight back to town, or circle around into the bush, the bush was the better option. At least for the meantime. Out here I could find a secluded farmhouse, a change of clothes, maybe a vehicle. But the moment I walked into a shop wearing prison greens, the cops would be minutes behind.

      As I pushed through the trees, I noticed he seemed to double around an area. He did big sweeps of the forest like he was searching. But there was a spot, maybe a kilometre from my right, where he paused or made a sharper turn. While the pattern was random, that spot was consistently a return point. I thought about it for a few moments before turning and heading in that direction.

      Despite the density of the trees, it only took me about fifteen minutes to arrive. And I was ahead of the pattern. Amongst the trees was a section of cleared logs. It wasn’t particularly large, and didn’t look natural. But I could tell nobody had been here in a long time. This looked like it had been cleared years ago, then abandoned. I scouted the clearing as I listened to the sound of the approaching helicopter. Rushing out into the open, I turned to wave as the Huey went overhead. I could tell the flight path was different this time, as it swung around almost violently.

      Rushing to the outskirts of the clearing, I grinned as Jones came in for a landing. There wasn’t a lot of room, but he managed it, lightly touching down on the grass. The back door slid open and Lori was in what looked like combat gear, waving for me to approach. Ducking my head, I jogged across while yanking tufts of grass and dirt out of my clothing. I dropped the larger clumps, but left the smaller stuff. Last thing I needed was something light enough to be picked up by the rotor blades.

      Holding out the rifle I’d taken, Lori plucked it from my hands before helping me inside. The moment I was in, she slammed the door shut. As I found my seat, she handed me a set of headphones. Pulling them on, I gave her a grin.

      “It’s good to see you, Kye,” she smiled.

      “I didn’t expect to see you here,” I admitted.

      She nodded. “We saw on the news what happened. We’re making a stop at home so you can change.”

      “They have my cows,” I told her.

      She nodded, “We know. Which is why you need your things, and I need an alibi.”

      I frowned, but couldn’t see fault. But… “You don’t sound all that worried,” I pointed out.

      Lori’s smile thinned, and she nodded. “We kinda thought this might happen. They each swallowed a tracker.”

      I blinked, “Like I did.”

      “That’s where we got the idea,” Lori nodded. “I’ve got a laptop open at home so we can follow them. They were still moving when we left.”

      I nodded slowly. “Where were they heading?”

      Lori gave me a worried nod. “To the coast.”

      “Fuck,” I swore. “How much do we want to bet there’s an oil tanker in a convenient spot offshore?”

      “It sounds like the perfect opportunity for a trap,” Jones spoke up for the first time.

      I nodded, “Doesn’t matter. They’re dead without me.”

      We did the rest of the flight in silence. By helicopter, it was only a few minutes before Jones was bringing us in for a landing. Setting the Huey down, he switched off the engines, and we all piled out.

      I followed Lori towards the house while Jones set to refuelling. The front door opened as Cindy and Anna burst out. They moo’d loudly as they rushed towards Lori. I expected her to snap them to attention, but I grinned as the cows almost literally picked her up. But I caught the glare she shot in my direction as they herded her back into the house. I followed, stepping inside to the delicious smell of something cooking. My stomach growled as I identified the scents of Indian cuisine.

      “You,” Lori snapped, getting my attention. “Shower, there are clothes all set out. When you come out, we eat and then you and Jones leave.”

      I nodded, not wanting to argue with the woman, and headed for the shower. Prison showers are not enjoyable. At least not in the normal sense. When literally everything around you is smelly, dark and cold, a hot shower is heaven. Even if it starts cold, so, you have time to wash your hair before the water runs out. And doing it all in a room full of men being watched by guards is probably only second to taking a shit in a similar manner.

      At least now I took my time and got under the water while it was hot. I stripped out of my prison greens as the water ran down my body. I didn’t want to mess up the floor too badly, so I left everything in the shower as I rubbed the mud from my skin. Washing my hair took a couple of minutes and then I climbed out. Sure enough, a set of dark clothing, like I had worn in the past on urban missions, was set out. I dried myself off, applied some unscented roll on deodorant and got dressed.

      When I made it back out, Lori had the twins plating up portions and, with Lori’s urging, I didn’t wait. They cooked the meat to perfection, tender and juicy to the extreme. The herbs were well balanced, and my mouth burned nicely from the spice. As I finished my bowl, it was replaced by a second and I shot… Honestly, I had no idea if it were Cindy or Anna, they looked so similar. But one of them gave me the bowl, and I mumbled a word of thanks before I dug right in.

      This time, as I finished, I slumped back in my chair and smiled. Jones had joined us at some point, and he gave me an amused smile as he scraped the last from his own portion. Lori was with one cow washing dishes while the other was wiping down the table where they were sitting. She offered me a smile as she took my bowl and I pushed away from the table.

      Lori caught the movement and nodded. “Right. Let’s see where they’re going.”

      I nodded in agreement as she led the way into their office. Sure enough, there was an open laptop with a screen displaying a location. Three marks, all together in one place. And sure enough, according to the map, they were headed out into the ocean.

      “Where is this, exactly?” I asked.

      Lori sat down in front of it and adjusted the zoom. I recognised the shape of the coast and worked out they were south of a major port.

      “Is there any way to check if there’s a ship or something waiting for them?”

      “Hold on,” Lori nodded. She opened up a new website. It tracked location data for oceanic vessels and she found one sitting offshore. Flicking back to the tracking data for the cows, I figured it was reasonable to assume that was the target.

      “It doesn’t make a lot of sense,” Lori frowned. “If they attacked the prison to kill you, why did they take the cows?”

      “Could be any number of reasons. At least one of them is probably pregnant and that in itself is probably enough to take them.”

      “Just makes me sick,” Lori growled. “What do they plan on doing, putting them in a coma?”

      I blinked, realising that was probably the obvious choice. “We need to hurry.”

      Lori snapped the laptop shut and pulled the charge cord out. Tucking it under her arm, we headed out to the kitchen, where Jones was coming out of a spare room. In his hands were my M4 and HK. He handed them to me before going back. He came back out with a vest that had magazines of ammunition strapped all over, and a backpack.

      “What’s in the pack?” I asked.

      “Harnesses,” Jones frowned. “If we’re going to a boat, I probably can’t land, so if you put the cows in harnesses, I can hoist them off.”

      I thought about it for a moment. He was probably right, and if not, that just made things easier. With a nod of agreement, I turned around to see Lori putting the cows in handcuffs. She kissed each of them on the lips as she cuffed them directly to a set of heavy wooden chairs. They smiled, enjoying the attention, but I could see their nervousness as she continued. I watched in grim fascination as she blindfolded them and set headphones over their ears.

      “I’ll take these out,” Jones mumbled, quickly leaving the house.

      Lori turned and gave me a firm smile as she fiddled with another set of cuffs. “I’m going to need your help, Kye.”

      “You want me to tie you up?” I asked.

      She nodded, “That first, yeah.”

      “What aren’t you telling me?”

      Lori sighed, “Look. Plausible deniability. You and Jones know each other. He’s going to catch some heat. But for me to stay out and keep my girls safe, it needs to look like I wasn’t playing along.”

      “Fuck,” I swore. “What, you want me to…” I trailed off, seeing her expression.
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      I stepped out of the house as the sound of the Huey was winding up. My knuckles hurt from what I had to do, but that was nothing compared to my heart. Lori had laughed and spat at me that she could do better. I knew she said it to make me feel better. But I still felt like a monster for putting my hands on her. Thankfully, the blindfolds and noise-cancelling headphones protected Cindy and Anna from noticing anything. It wouldn’t be long before she would ‘free herself’ and call the police. By then, it would be too late to do anything unless the military got involved.

      Climbing into the back of the Huey, I got my gear ready. Setting up an abseiling kit was simple enough these days. I barely moved when Jones took off and I continued checking myself over as I put on the vest.

      “Kye?”

      I sighed and looked up at Jones. He wasn’t looking at me, but I could hear the strain in his voice. He knew what happened, and I hoped he forgave me in the end.

      “I think you should make a call.”

      I blinked as he held back a mobile. It had a cable attached to the headphone port, and I used it to connect the headphone in the back. Opening the phone, it was already open on Claire’s number. With a quick check of my gear, I sat down and hit the call button. It rang twice before answering.

      “Kye?”

      My heart broke, hearing the tone of her voice. “Hey Claire.”

      “Lori called,” Claire sniffed. “She told me what happened.”

      “I’m going to get them back,” I promised.

      “I know Kye,” Claire sniffed again. “I just…” She let out a small whimper. “Please come back too?”

      I nodded slowly, “I can’t-”

      “Please?”

      “I love you, Claire,” I told her gently. “I love you and all the cows. We’ve our whole lives to spend together. You, me, the cows and our own little herd of children. We’ll make milk, grow some vegetables and live simply and happily. Your sister can visit, and so can Lori and the others.”

      “You promise?”

      “You can do anything if you set your mind to it,” I promised.

      “Kye?-”

      “I love you Claire. Never forget that.”

      I heard her sobs as I hung up the phone. It started ringing again, and I sent it to voicemail before turning it off. I know what she wanted me to say, but I wasn’t about to lie to her. In the late afternoon sunlight, I could make out the ocean and a few ships. But I did not know which was the one I was looking for. Taking the laptop that Jones had set in the rear, I opened it and went to the program Lori had been using. Then I checked the site tracking the ships. There were three to watch out for. Two tankers and a cargo ship. According to the information provided. I scanned the information to the best of my ability and compared it to the GPS location of the cows.

      Unplugging the phone from my headset, I cleared my throat. “Jones, can you hear me?”

      “Sure thing,” he answered back in a clipped tone.

      I nodded. He was tense, and I’d literally just beaten his wife. This was hard for him, and I owed Lori everything. “Looks like that middle one off to the right there.”

      “We can get closer so you can check and be sure.”

      “Thanks Jones.”

      He adjusted our course, and I monitored the GPS results from the laptop. The closer we got, the more sure I was that this was the right vessel. The tracking of the other ships was moving away, while the cows were getting closer.

      “That’s the one,” I confirmed.

      “I’ll bring us around to the bow. Less likely they’ll hit me at that range.”

      “More than likely,” I agreed. “They’ll probably be holed up in the bridge.”

      Jones didn’t reply. The ship was actually a tanker. Though I did not know if it was actually being used as such. All I knew was that it was the location of my cows, and the ship was still currently anchored.

      “Get ready!” Jones called.

      I nodded and checked my harness. Satisfied all was well, I rechecked the vest and my weapons before opening the door.

      “Bring me down low enough to jump. I’ll toss out the rope and set it so it doesn’t swing!”

      “Roger,” Jones agreed.

      He brought the Huey down to the front of the ship and I waited until we were close enough. I picked up the harnesses for the cows and tethered them to the rope. They would act as a counterweight to prevent the rope swinging in the wind. I waited until the railing of the ship was close, before casually tossing the harnesses out over the side. Dangling down beside the ship, there was nothing to catch on. And as I got ready to jump, I heard the crack of a passing bullet.

      Yanking off my headset, I kept my head low and jumped for the deck. And not a moment too soon as Jones yanked on the stick and pulled the collective. The machine whirled away, leaving me to whatever fate I could make. A second shot rang out and this time the shot was even closer. But I was on the move. There was a rail around the anchor mechanism that led below deck, and I headed straight for it. Ships this size tended to only have a small crew, which was a bonus for me. Unfortunately, they also sometimes had security teams. We used them around Somalia for pirates, but in this case, it was more likely to protect Mr. Tanaka’s assets.

      Stepping into the inside of the ship, it was access to the mechanism that controlled the anchor. I looked it over for a few moments before heading to what looked like a control box. Slipping my M4 from over my shoulders, I took aim and fired a few rounds into it. The last thing I wanted was the ship trying to leave. Moving through the room, I heard voices coming from the stairwell and turned to watch. A figure came down the stairs. I could tell from their gait that this wasn’t just a worker. They were acting too cautiously.

      And not cautiously enough as I tapped the trigger. The man fell with a scream and several shots rang out from above. My shot hadn’t killed him, but the rest of the team had, in their surprise. That meant whoever I was dealing with probably wasn’t all that well trained. More than likely just goons with guns who didn’t mind sitting on a ship. It also meant that whoever was shooting at me from the bridge was probably their commanding officer. And he was far better trained.

      As the shots petered out, I blinked as something dropped down the stairs. I had just a moment to crouch and cover my ears before the flashbang went off. Despite being far enough away not to be completely disorientated by the blast, it still left me mostly deaf as I stood and fired at the next set of legs that appeared. He went down with a scream I couldn’t hear as I moved around the room for a better shot. But whoever was above seemed to have a better idea this time. And instead of shooting him themselves in a panic, someone dragged him back up again.

      I crept around the room, looking for a way to get out, when I spotted a sign for a fire exit. Unlike the main entrance to the room above, this was a hatch that led to a ladder in the side. I slipped in and within the tight confines, I started climbing to the top. They locked the hatch above from the inside and thankfully it was easy to open. Just a lever and I could push the door open. I lifted slowly, listening out, despite the ringing in my ears, for danger.

      The men were a disorganised group yelling at each other from around the top of the stairwell. Someone was gesturing wildly while another ran for the bridge, probably for medical supplies. It would be difficult to get proper treatment and admit what was happening. I gave it fifty-fifty they dumped him overboard in international waters just to save the hassle.

      Crawling out onto the deck, I stayed low. I had come out by a railing that ran around the outside of the ship. It wasn’t a lot of cover, but everyone I could see was distracted. I tried to stay as low as possible as I moved towards the bridge. The last thing I needed was to be spotted. They did not design ship decks for firefights. In fact, it was mostly the opposite. If the need came to defend a ship, having plenty of cover on deck from the bridge was a bad thing.

      But either by luck, or preferably not a trap, I reached the bridge, alerting no one further. I could see Jones off in the distance, circling the ship. He was keeping in sight without making himself an obvious target. I just hoped he could respond quickly enough if I needed him. Slipping my M4 back over my shoulder, I drew my HK. In the confines of the bridge, it would be to my benefit. Opening the door, I groaned at the squeak the hinges made. Stepping through, I was in a hallway. From here, I could move up or down without too much trouble. But I had the feeling if I wanted my cows, I needed to go down.

      I moved and checked the stairs as I found them, and with no reason not to, I climbed down. The section down here was a little darker. The first room ahead was a bedroom. It was rather bare, and the bed was unmade, which meant little. I checked another room further in and found much the same. Moving along, I found a dozen tiny rooms like this. Some were tidy, some messy, some strewn with belongings and even one with posters of video game characters all over the walls. At the far end was another flight of stairs that led down. And at the top, I could hear two voices.

      They were chatting in normal voices, seeming unconcerned with what was happening up on deck. That told me, more than likely, they didn’t know what was happening. So I didn’t bother hiding the sound of my footsteps as I climbed down towards them. If I was creeping and something squeaked, it would alert them. But they probably considered someone stomping down normal. After all, the engine room would be down here.

      Stomping down, I entered the next hall. Up ahead were two armed men who were chatting in front of a closed door. Considering the large lock and the sliding shutter on the front, I guessed that was the brig. The two men were still grinning as they turned and saw me coming towards them. Their expressions shifted to confusion and then fear as I raised my HK. My first shot took the closest of the men in the chin. His face imploded as the back of his head sprayed out over his friend, who staggered back in shock. My second shot hit him in the neck, dropping him to the ground. He clutched at his wound as I approached, his eyes wide with fear. They were armed with old AK’s and despite him not holding it; I kicked the weapon aside.

      Unlatching the door to the brig, I pushed it open and stepped inside.

      “MASTER!”

      I blinked as my three cows stood and made a single step. The chain around their necks made it impossible for them to get any closer. Despite that, they seemed as happy to see me as I was to see them. Rushing forward, I hugged them each before looking for a way to release their chains.

      “Who put these on you?” I asked.

      “The man outside,” Joan prodded me.

      Nodding, I ignored their scared wails as I turned and left them. Stepping out into the hall, the one who was clutching his neck was fading. I patted him down first, ignoring the weak struggles he made. But I paid him no mind as I found what I was looking for. A set of keys in his pocket. With them in hand, I went back into the brig and quickly released my cows. The only problem now was how to get them out past armed guards…

      “Stay here, I’ll come right back,” I told them.

      As three beautiful heads nodded, as six beautiful eyes shed tears, I once again left them in that room. Darting out, I made my way down another flight of stairs and into the engine room itself. The room was large and the engine for a ship this size was larger. And my hunch was right. Most of the controls were electronic. Moving around to the back of one of the control boxes, I found a nearby box filled with cleaning equipment. Amongst the rags was a small set of tools and a bottle of methylated spirits. Whoever looked after the engine liked their things kept clean.

      Upending the bottle over one of the control panels, I held my HK on an angle at point blank and fired a shot. The burning powder exiting from the barrel with the shot was enough to set the spirits alight in an instant. And that was all I wanted. I rushed back up the stairs and into the brig.

      “Let’s go, quickly!”

      They nodded and followed me back out. I brought them up the stairs to the main entry as the fire alarm sounded. With urgent prodding, I had them climb to the second floor of the bridge where I set up a viewing position to see the security rushing back towards us. Rose, Tina and Joan hid behind me and I waved for them to stay down and away from the window. I listened as they burst into the bridge. Someone came down the stairs on the opposite side and I could hear them barking orders.

      So this was the perfect time to rush off. Taking Tina by the hand, I made for the stairs. Rose and Joan followed behind and, with them all moving, I drew my M4 once again. I opened the door out onto the main deck and shoved the cows out before me.

      “GO!” I shouted. “GET TO THE FRONT OF THE SHIP!”

      “GO!” Joan urged, as Rose and Tina faltered.

      When they saw me stepping out behind them, the trio ran. Their hooves made an awful racket across the metal deck. But I hardly thought that mattered right now. I waved frantically at Jones as I ran and was relieved when he whirled around towards us. We would not have long for this. We made it to the ship as Jones was slowing the helicopter. He raised up, bringing the rope with the harnesses up onto the deck. A small jump out of the Huey onto the deck for me was much safer than three cows jumping off the ship back into the Huey. There just wasn’t enough room to land.

      “Get over here!” I snapped.

      As they approached, weary of the whirling blades overhead, I grabbed the first harness and turned to Joan. I wasn’t all that gentle getting her into it. Grabbing her legs and stuffing them through, before yanking it up between her legs. Rose and Tina, seeing what I was doing, started getting themselves ready as I clipped up the front and secured the carabiner. After checking Rose and Tina, I secured them as well before reaching for my own.

      “MASTER!” Rose shrieked.

      I turned to see what had startled her, when I felt something slam into my face. My head snapped back as I fell on the deck. Rose, Tina and Joan were shrieking as I heard the pitch of the rotors change. Opening my eyes, all I could see was the red of my own blood as hands gripped me tightly. Then, as gravity shifted, and I felt myself lifted off the deck, everything went dark.
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      I blinked my eye as the shitty fluorescent bulb flickered on. Stretching my arms overhead, I felt my back pop in several places. Sitting up, I turned and dropped my feet to the cold concrete floor of my cell. Reaching for the plastic eye-patch on the windowsill, I slipped it into place. It was certainly an adjustment after the surgeon put my face back together. Thankfully, the bullet missed everything vital, just leaving me with a massive scar. Getting to my feet, I started with my morning ritual.

      Stuck in a box for so long, I didn’t have many opportunities to keep fit. So I did what I could. Burpees, situps, pushups and whatever else I could come up with at the time. Today was jogging on the spot and doing some squats. Though I didn’t want to work myself too hard. I had plans.

      “Wessex!”

      I snapped my head around to look at the door, where the guard stood. I recognised the voice and grinned. Officer Connor was pivotal in today’s plans. Not that he’d ever admit it publicly. But after I woke up in the hospital, chained to another bed with armed officers in the room with me. Life had changed. Or at least the details had changed.

      “It’s your lucky day Wessex,” Officer Connor snapped again. “Don’t ruin it now.”

      I grinned and stepped away from the door. It was standard procedure. Though so were cuffs, and he hadn’t bothered with those. I heard the sound of the key turning and the door swung open. The scowling guard gave me a wink and gestured with his head to move. I honestly didn’t realise it would happen so soon. But Claire had told me she was taking care of it.

      I stepped out of the room and wondered what was for breakfast. At this stage, I didn’t know if I was getting breakfast, but that did nothing for my empty stomach. I trundled down the familiar hallway, with Officer Connor walking behind me. He’d always been the one guard I could trust. If shit happened while he was around, it always seemed to get out into the public. Several guards had lost their jobs, including one who was now a resident of this very facility, thanks to him. Then, when Carlos got through with the ‘board’ and their vicious circumnavigation of legal procedures, things had gotten downright ugly.

      I wasn’t in the room when the Attorney-General made the declaration that they included hucows in the charter of human rights. But I was there when my sentence was reexamined after the fact. When the protests started, and the signatures came in. Talk shows went crazy and more than one visitor showed up, hoping to talk to me. I’d heard from the grapevine that cows held in confinement without legal cause were to be released. I just hoped they finally did the right thing and sent them home to their masters.

      “Through here.”

      I nodded and stepped through a door into a familiar-looking room. Last time I was here, I handed them a wad of clothing and my wallet. Officer Connor stood behind me the whole way to the counter, where an officer opened a drawer. He rummaged through a few things before suddenly looking very nervous.

      “What’s the holdup?” Connor asked.

      The man in the storage room checked a few more drawers in desperation before his shoulders slumped. “Sir, the prisoner’s belongings are missing.”

      “I will make a report,” Officer Connor sighed. “I thought they were done with this.”

      “Could have been months ago,” I offered.

      Officer Connor nodded. “Right, we’ll find you something to wear in the meantime. Take a seat.”

      I nodded and did as he asked me. Sitting in an uncomfortable plastic chair, I watched as the officer in the storeroom went through everything available. I half expected that if my things were still here, he’d have found them by now. But I would not condemn the man for trying. It only took a few minutes for Officer Connor to arrive with a few things from a lost and found bin they kept in the back somewhere. And unlike the day they brought me in, he led me to a lovely private change room where I could get dressed.

      Then, after signing a few pieces of paperwork, including a statement about my missing belongings, the man finally gave me a smile.

      “Good luck Kye.”

      “My luck is waiting for me at home,” I shrugged.

      Connor smiled and nodded for me to follow. I found it odd to be walking down this particular corridor again. I could see where the patches on the walls had been covered. It was almost like whoever they’d hired had wanted to leave a statement. Every bullet hole was now a small bump. Anyone casually observing the place would probably miss it. But for those of us who knew. I passed by the spot where I’d taken down that last shooter and made my way outside.

      The sunlight hitting my face was glorious. I had time outdoors on the occasion, but it was a fenced paddock behind a wall that was mostly shaded. Actually feeling sunshine was a relief. Feeling while I walked into the parking lot to leave this place, that was something else entirely. I took a deep breath as a cool breeze washed over my face.

      “What the fuck are you wearing?”

      I snorted and looked over at Lori, who was hanging out the side of her car. I could see the frowning faces of Cindy and Anna pressed against the glass. From the puffs of condensation I could see forming, they were still mad at me. Lori, on the other hand, looked fit as a fiddle.

      “Someone stole my stuff,” I shrugged.

      “And here I was going to ask if you wanted to drive.”

      I grinned and stepped around to the passenger side. Climbing in, I ignored the heated glares from the back.

      “Jones, settle in okay?”

      “Yeah, he’s fine. Business actually increased. They used some variation on self defence to help his case for the cows and when I refused to press charges against my own husband, they dropped the whole thing.”

      I nodded as Lori started the engine. “So, I’m assuming they couldn’t come to a decision, then?”

      Lori chuckled and shook her head. “Even I couldn’t get a word in. Claire was having a hard enough time keeping them in one place while I left. Be a surprise when we get back though, I didn’t think they’d let you go for hours yet.”

      I smiled and thought about my lovely cows. They assessed their needs in a similar way to peoples with a disability. The government finally accepted that a cow couldn’t just be trained out of needing their master. So I’d had regular contact with them and I was eager to get home to see them.

      “That girl of yours needs to take things easier, though. I’ve been bringing my girls around to help on the farm, but… We’re not going to be able to keep that up forever.”

      I gave her a questioning look, and she patted her stomach, then held up three fingers.

      “Congratulations girls,” I called softly.

      “Thank you,” they answered in a disgruntled tone.

      But when I glanced in the rearview mirror, they were smiling despite themselves. I thought about Jones was going to handle things. Then immediately dismissed it. Because he was going to get an early taste every time he visited. I’d only been in lockup for about six months. In the end, the judicial process hit nothing but walls and red tape. So they stuck a six-month sentence on me with stipulations I was to be under constant surveillance for mine, and other’s protection.

      Conveniently, that was how long it took for a certain senator to spill the beans on his compatriots. With all the internal investigations, corruption inquiries, arrests, warrants, and rehabilitation for the victims they uncovered. Putting me in a box for the rest of my life just didn’t seem like a justifiable option for the community at large.

      Still, that was hardly the first thing on my mind as we pulled up at home. The grass was looking a little long, and I wondered if maybe I needed another cow or two as I opened the outer gate. Lori drove in and I followed on foot. Waving her off, I walked to the next gate and opened that as well, leaving Lori to park at the house. There was only one thing missing as she got out and Jones appeared in the doorway to my home.

      “Check the milking shed,” he nodded.

      I grinned and made my way inside. Only to frown at what exactly I was seeing. The milking stands were the same as they always were. But there was now a walled off section at the rear. And that confused me greatly. Heading over, there was a heavy, lockable door that opened easily.

      “Who-KYE!” Claire squealed.

      As the door came open, my beautiful soon-to-be wife slammed into me. Her mouth found mine, and I kissed her hungrily. But I still felt her stomach press into me, and I frowned before pushing her back.

      “You should be sitting,” I growled.

      Claire rolled her eyes. “You’re as bad as Lori.”

      “Have you seen yourself lately?” I gestured.

      Claire stepped back, then pulled off her top. Standing there in shorts, I couldn’t help but stare at her overwhelming curves. “You mean beyond my tits, stomach, and ass?”

      “Ah.”

      “Before we get into this, I had a contractor come in and build this room for us. If we’re going to have little cows running around, I wanted them separate from all this.”

      “So… This is.”

      “There’s one in each stall.” Claire nodded to the series of doors on each side that I finally noticed.

      “And-”

      “And we expected you in a few hours at the earliest. They wanted to be milked and ready for you, but…”

      I stepped forward and grabbed Claire. Her eyes went wide as I pulled her into a kiss. She moaned into my mouth as I roughly shoved down her shorts. My beautiful pregnant bride-to-be wasn’t wearing any panties. And that was just… perfect.

      “Kye,” she whined as I pulled my shirt off. “I meant the cows!”

      “I’ll get there,” I grinned, shoving my pants off, letting my erection spring out. “But you said they weren’t expecting me for hours. So…”

      Claire bit her lip. “There’s an empty stall at the end with a chair in it.”

      I blinked, “Preparation in case of another cow, or…?” I trailed off and watched Claire blush.

      She didn’t answer, but I had strapped her in like the cows had for a milking session more than once. I thought she did it partially as a way to stay on an even level with the others. But by having her own stall made up. That took dedication. She led me to the last door and pushed it open. There was a padded bench with a removable section already taken out. I grinned, realising they literally set it up to hold a pregnant woman, or cow, for a milking session. What surprised me was the mechanical arm mounted to a device on the floor.

      “Automation,” Claire mumbled. “It’s been tough without you here.”

      I sighed and nodded. “I get it. But, I’m out now. And not even on parole. I just have to tell them where I live.”

      “Well, that’s easy,” Claire crawled up onto the bench.

      She spread her legs to kneel on the padded rests on each side. Laying over the upper section, it propped her up by the shoulders, while leaving her breasts and pregnant stomach swaying below.

      “You live right…” she reached between her legs and parted her labia. “Here.”

      She moaned as I pushed myself into her. While I’d had regular contact with my cows, it had rarely been physical. There had been an enquiry made that allowed Claire to collect sperm samples. But it had been months since I’d felt the warmth of a woman’s body like this.

      “Oh shit, Kye,” Claire hissed.

      Dragging my cock back out of her, I didn’t hesitate for a moment before pushing back in. The day we met, I fully intended to kill her. And here we were. We were going to be married. She was pregnant with my child and I was gritting my teeth at the overwhelming warmth of her insides while I slowly fucked her on a custom made milking bench.

      “Fuck,” she whined softly. “I’ve missed this so much.”

      “So have I,” I grunted, thrusting into her just that little harder.

      I had missed this. I’d missed it a lot. But I hadn’t accounted for one thing.

      “Mistress?” I looked over my shoulder and spotted Joan staring at me. Her lip quivered before she opened her mouth and shrieked a single word. “MASTER!”

      I heard a single, “Shit.” From Claire before I was being pulled from the room. The warm heat of her pussy slipped off my cock and I stumbled back. Joan hauled me around. Her eyes were as wide as her belly. Our child was growing well, but she didn’t care for a single moment as she shoved me down onto the floor.

      “MASTER!” a second voice screamed, but I wasn’t able to see who it was.

      Joan was already forcing my cock up into herself. She struggled to kiss me, though, from the size of her belly. So that left me open as Rose skidded to a halt beside me. Unlike Joan, who was upright and bouncing on my cock, Rose could get onto her hands and knees to kiss me.

      “Master!” she sobbed, kissing me frantically.

      I ignored the tears rolling down her cheeks as I felt Joan start to cum. These cows were so pent up this must have been almost torture. As Joan slipped off, another pussy slid back down. Rose pulled away, showing me Heidi, riding me as Joan had done. Beside her was Claire, who had her tongue down her cow’s throat while massaging between her legs.

      The sound of frantic clopping signalled Tina, whose massive breasts leaked milk as she ran. Dropping beside me, her eyes were wide as she shoved Rose out of the way to kiss me. Her stomach was almost as large as Heidi’s was. I was so very thankful that Claire had succeeded in her plan. Four pregnancies, three horny cows and one horny fiance.

      I felt like a piece of meat as they each took their turns. Each time I came, one of them would take me in their mouth and continuously suck until they were sure I was going to stay hard. Then it started all over again. At some point, Claire quickly left. When she arrived, she was wearing her favourite strap on. Rose tapped out first. My beautiful cow was having the most difficult pregnancy. And after just a few minutes of slow double penetration, she literally passed out from exhaustion in my arms.

      I was worried at first, but Claire assured me it was normal for her. She still had the same sex drive as the others. Just not the stamina, and it was normal for her to sleep off a milking session. Next was Heidi, who, according to Claire, was an old hand at this kind of thing. She had spent many hours being ravaged by a machine, while Claire took her at the same time, and from the way she came repeatedly on both cocks. I wasn’t all that surprised.

      Joan took that opportunity to return to the house with Rose. I knew she still had her moments. The memories came back at times and none of us judged her for what she was, or was not willing to do, at any point. So we kissed her goodbye as she helped steady Rose.

      With Heidi recovering from her attention, that left Claire and I staring at Tina. Who smiled nervously. “Can… Can I just have Master?”

      Claire smiled and nodded. “Of course you can. Do you want to be alone?”

      Tina nodded slowly, and Claire stepped close to give her a quick hug. I tried not to let myself get distracted as that hug turned into a kiss, but Claire reined herself in. With Heidi at her side, she shot me a wink and headed back to the house with a few bundles of clothing.

      “Master?”

      “Yes, Tina?”

      “In here?”

      I nodded and followed my shy cow into the milking stall she seemed to prefer. They set it up the same way Claire’s was. With the milking bench already in position to accept her. Though this one had clearly been used, going by the milking arm haphazardly shoved against the wall where she had knocked it away. Only, she didn’t climb up onto the bench like Claire had. She turned to face me and leaned back against it. With her back braced, she lifted one hoof and set it on one side, before doing the same with the other.

      She smiled at me while setting the sluttiest pose she could. Her four swollen nipples begged for me to suckle, while her rounded belly distended to partially obscure the wet mess leaking from between her legs. She leaned back, exposing herself fully to me, and my stomach rumbled from my lack of breakfast.

      I was on her in an instant. My mouth found one of her nipples, while my cock found her pussy. But it was her hand that caught my attention.

      “Not there, Master.”

      Steering me lower, I suckled on her flesh. I desperately wanted to taste her milk. But she had needs first. Claire had prepared her earlier when we had first started. I had gotten a closeup of how much she loved being taken in both holes at once. But I had underestimated how much my littlest cow enjoyed anal to begin with.

      She sunk lower on the bench, driving herself down on my cock. I stepped forward, helpfully pushing up at the same time. The tight ring of muscle slipped over my head. She didn’t rest for a moment, forcing me balls deep inside her. Rocking my hips, I felt warmth on my chest and my attention switched to her fantastic breasts.

      Taking the first nipple in my mouth, I sucked hard, and was rewarded with the taste of her milk. I swallowed eagerly as I fucked her. I trapped poor Tina in place. Pinned against the bench as I took her as hard as I could. Her soft mooing became loud cries, and her poor legs trembled. When her nipple went dry, I switched to the next and continued my assault. Holding Tina close, I felt my orgasm bubbling up, even as she throbbed and screamed around me.

      Burying myself to the hilt in her pregnant little ass, I grunted as I started to cum. Her pussy gushed over my cock as her screams reached a new pitch, and I held her close as we came down together. The look on her face was somewhere between disbelief and deep satisfaction as she huffed and puffed. I grinned, feeling invigorated by the freshness of her milk.

      Touching the wet mess sprayed over my stomach, I frowned at the odd smell and consistency of the fluid. It… Blinking, I looked up at Tina as she grit her teeth and clutched at her stomach.

      “Master, I think it’s coming.”

      Yanking open the shed door, I ignored Lori and Jones, who gaped at my swinging cock. But they recognised the urgency in my voice when I screamed, “HER WATER BROKE!”
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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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      Wanting to go into business with his best friend, Evie, Calon never could have expected how his lift would turn in an instant.

      

      Rushing into the burning home of a neighbour, the unthinkable happens and our fearless main character dies a hero. Only... He doesn't quite make it to the afterlife.

      

      Thrust back in time, and into an alternate reality of South East Queensland, Australia, Calon finds himself in a world, familiar in only the vaguest sense. Before he can come to grip with his new world, Calon is captured by a host of wolf-riding goblins.

      

      With the help of sheer dumb luck, a borderline sarcastic set of popups and the relatively low IQ of the previously mentioned goblins, our young hero stumbles into the role of the Summoner Class.

      

      And accidentally calls forth someone... Familiar.

      

      Contains: MF, MFF, MFFF, elements of taboo, unrealistic time travel, blood, gore, violence, sarcasm and the occasional stat sheet!

      

      books2read.com/u/47Yp68
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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://books2read.com/u/4EL2r0
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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.

      

      books2read.com/u/3y1Wge
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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.

      

      books2read.com/u/m2eqLO
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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.”
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