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      Kevin was, in a word… Quiet. At twenty-five years old, he had no friends, no real acquaintances, and half a dozen cats. Which kinda made sense, as he was the sole owner of Kevin’s Kitty Rescue. It was a small non-for-profit organisation based out of his home. He’d been running it since he was nineteen… A few months after his life was turned upside down…

      With a groan, Kevin dropped into the driver’s seat of his dad’s old car. Note: DAD's old car. Which he, Kevin, was reminded of daily. It didn’t matter that he’d rebuilt it from basically scrap over the last eighteen months. It didn’t matter that Kevin paid the registration, insurance, fuel, and all associated costs. Doesn’t even matter that he ran the idea past his father, to begin with. His dad was just a prick like that… Waited until Kevin had rebuilt it to factory, before staking his claim… At least he was ‘kind enough’ to let Kevin drive it too and from his university.

      With a sigh, Kevin twisted the key, listening to the engine rumble into life. Hitting play on the cassette player (ask your parents), Kevin put the old girl into gear and made his slow commute home. Slow, being the operative word. He didn’t have work today, so he wasn’t in any rush to be home. Best-case scenario, his father was already passed out drunk. Worst case, he was still drinking… Kevin’s mother, Bianca, had no work-life skills. She was an amazing housewife, an amazing mother and Kevin loved her dearly. Hell, Gerald, Kevin’s father, was once a decent man that loved her too. But after a spinal injury turned into a morphine addiction, which in turn turned to alcohol… There wasn’t much of that good man any more… He wasn’t paralyzed either. A beam fell on him from the story above and crushed a vertebra. It had taken a couple of years to recover, but other than a sore back when he lifted something heavy, he was fine. At least while he was sober… The settlement they received was more than enough for him to drink himself to oblivion for the next decade…

      But, as all good things must end. Kevin got home. His mother was just about to lock the door when she saw him. Her wide smile was in stark contrast to the swelling over her eye. No amount of concealer can cover swelling… Getting out of the car, Kevin approached his mother and gave her a gentle kiss on the cheek.

      “Everything okay, ma?”

      She sighed, “Yes dear. Your father went out for cigarettes and ended up in a pub. I’m off to collect him.”

      Kevin nodded slowly, before giving his mother a firm hug. There wasn’t much to say any more… Kevin’s hope was that with the completion of his masters in business, he could start his own company. In time, he’d help his mother escape and put his father in rehab. If rehab failed, his father was on his own… Or at least, that was hopeful thinking for the time being. With a last goodbye, he smiled at the sound of the dairy cattle on the farm their home backed onto. The large animals were by the back fence grazing like they did this time of year. At least they knew what to expect from life.

      It was a couple of hours later when Kevin heard a car pull up. Kevin had peeled vegetables to prepare for his parents’ return. Anything to help his mother keep on his drunken father’s good side. She didn’t need any more bruises. So it was a little strange when someone knocked… With a sigh, Kevin headed to the door and ended his world as he knew it.

      “Are you Kevin Croombe?” Asked a man in a blue uniform.

      “Yes, is this about my father?” Kevin replied, when the boys in blue showed up, it was always about his father.

      “We have some bad news, about your parents…”

      Kevin listened in horror to the two police officers. It was surprisingly brief. When his mother arrived at the pub to collect her husband, he didn’t want to leave. It was the bartender that had called, not him. When she tried to make him leave, he struck out, knocking her to the floor. That’s when the police were called. By the time they arrived, Gerald had already forced his dazed wife into the boot of her own car and started driving. At the sight of the red and blue flashing lights, he ran. They stopped chasing straight away, but with his drunken stupor, Gerald kept driving faster and faster. Five minutes after the police lost Gerald, Gerald hit an embankment. Without a seatbelt, it ejected him from the car. Kevin’s mother, Bianca, trapped inside the boot, was not. And like that, in a single act of drunken horror... Kevin was alone…

      It took a week to make all the arrangements. The family lawyer, the same man that gave Gerald his injury payout, now gave what he left to Kevin. Along with a small life insurance policy from his mother. Kevin had enough to honour his mother in death, as he loved her in life. Kevin’s father was cremated and dumped in a landfill. With the last of the guests gone, Kevin was finally alone with his memories.

      The drive was done in silence. He pulled over in a nearby park. Kevin didn’t want his car left out where it would inconvenience anyone. With a sniff and a wipe of his tears, Kevin started walking. At midnight, there was little traffic on this side of town. But just enough that he figured someone would spot him before the end. His body would join his mothers. He’d already bought the plot and headstone. And soon enough, he was in the middle of the bridge.

      With a deep breath, Kevin leaned on the railing and looked below. As expected for the dry season, the river was split. There was a small rocky outcrop below the bridge, like a tiny deserted island. It made it look like there were two parallel rivers for a while. But as quickly as it split, it rejoined. It was also a beautiful and peaceful spot. With a final wipe of his tears, Kevin threw his leg over the railing.

      *Mew*

      Kevin paused.

      *Mew*

      Twisting his head around, he couldn’t help but wonder… Pulling his leg back over, Kevin made his way to the roadside. Right there, on the edge of the road, was a little tabby kitten…

      *Mew* It cried pathetically.

      For whatever reason, Kevin chose that moment, to live. Ripping his shirt off his body, he gently wrapped it around the tabby kitten and scooped it up into his arms.

      “Shhh, I got you, you’re safe now.”

      Now Kevin could see it up close, he could see it was badly injured. It’s left forelimb looked almost flat, and it pointed in an odd direction. Without a second to think, he pulled out his phone and googled the nearest animal hospital.

      An hour later, he was signing paperwork for over ten thousand dollars in medical costs...

      A week later, he brought home his three-legged kitten...

      “You got a name, little girl?”

      *Mew*

      “Didn’t think so. How about… Sable?”

      *Mew!*

      “Sable it is then. Now,” Kevin carried his precious cargo into the master bedroom. The movers had been quick. All his parents’ belongings had been taken to storage and his new bedroom decor had been delivered hours earlier. “You’re gonna sleep in here with me for now. When you need something, let me know and I’ll help you. There’s plenty of food and water, and I’ve got a litter tray on the toilet. Gonna teach you good habits!”

      *Mew*
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      Six years later, Kevin had quite a reputation in the local veterinarian world. He was cool, quiet, barely spoke to people, which was a shame, as he was quite handsome. But what really made his rep, was his drive to rescue his ‘kitties’ as he called them. Whether it was a stray giving birth in a junkyard, an injury because of a vehicle strike or someone reporting an abused animal. Kevin was the go-to guy. He’d even gone as far as paying a family a thousand dollars for their cat after he caught wind, they were going to use it to bait dogs. Marla, as he named her, ruled their little roost. She enjoyed sitting up on the fridge and staring down at everyone and everything. But Kevin knew when he was alone, and Sable wasn’t cuddled up… sometimes… only sometimes, Marla would settle herself in for a cuddle and some pats. Only to rush away when she was caught out. Inside she was just as sweet as all the others.

      With Sable and Marla, there was also Gemma, Sue, Grace, and Harriet. These were HIS kitties. Each and every one of them came to him broken in some way. Gemma was mauled by dogs leaving her with a torn ear and various scars. Sue was burned in a house fire. Grace and Harriet were found tied up in a plastic bag beside a river. Their four siblings weren’t so lucky. Each loved him in their own ways and Kevin loved them all without reserve. But Sable… Sable was special. Without fail, every evening, she would share his bed. She was also his alarm clock, licking his nose and purring until he woke up and fed them. If not for her unending love and affection, he’d have offed himself years ago. Now she kept him happy, reminding him he was very much loved and needed.

      Which was a good thing, because today, Kevin desperately needed his kitties. It was the anniversary of his parent’s death, which on its own, was not a good thing. He’d gotten a call about a malnourished cat in an abandoned home’s backyard. When he’d arrived at the property, it was one of those houses with car bodies in the yard. From the smell of the place, maybe it was less, abandoned, and more, owners were arrested for cooking meth. But… Kitties were kitties, and he wasn’t about to let possible needle sticks and junkies keep him from a poor kitty.

      It was a little over an hour before he spotted the kitty. Scrawny, black and grey with little socks. It was missing patches of fur. And was hissing madly at him from under a car body. There was metal stacked up on it from three sides, so the cat didn’t have any escape routes.

      “It’s okay little kitty, I won’t hurt you,” Kevin said, pulling out his emergency kitty bag.

      With all the high-tech equipment in the world, the ‘emergency kitty bag,’ just held some steamed, shredded chicken.

      “Come on, I’ll put it over here,” Kevin reached as far forward as he could, under the car and placed a small handful of chicken on the ground. “I’ll be right here until you feel safe to come out. There’s more chicken if you do.”

      Then, it was the waiting game… An hour later, he pretended not to notice the cat as it kept forward for its meal. Kevin waited for it to back off again, before placing a second, smaller amount, slightly closer. Soon enough, the cat was literally eating from his hand. Right until he grabbed it. Then it was like holding a blender, by the blades, on the highest setting. Which is why Kevin was wearing a gardening glove on his opposite hand. A moment later, he was holding the cat tightly, while it snarled and bit at the glove. Wrapping it like a baby in a blanket, he was able to gain control and made his way back to the car.

      In the boot, he had a pet carrier already set up and waiting with a bowl of water. So after slightly loosening the blanket, he placed the snarling feline into the carrier.

      “It’s okay, kitty. I’m gonna look after you,” Kevin said, placing the open packet of steamed chicken in the carrier.

      With the cat secured, Kevin washed his wounds with antiseptic and climbed into the driver’s seat.

      “Car, call vet hospital.”

      “Calling…. Calling… Call-Hills veterinary, you’re speaking with Mary.”

      “Hi Mary, I’ll be there in ten with a patient,” Kevin said, robotically. He was well known at his favourite clinic, and they all recognised his voice when he called.

      “See you soon, Kevin.” She hung up immediately.

      He liked Mary. She was his age, and he was pretty sure they went to the same school. She also understood that he wasn’t comfortable talking to people. If he was a veterinarian, he wouldn’t talk to anyone at all. But between seeking medical care for his kitties, and re-homing, it was something he endured. People like Mary just made it easier for him.

      True to his word, ten minutes later, Kevin pulled up in the parking lot. Checking on his latest kitty, he smiled, seeing the packet of chicken was empty. The cat was curled up in the back, watching him.

      “It’s okay, we’re at the vet. Once you’re checked out, I’ll take you home and feed you up.”

      With a smile, Kevin picked up the carrier and made his way inside. Mary was already waiting for him inside and directed him straight into the emergency room. He was here often enough with sometimes very injured cats, they just took him straight in, unless they had their own emergency going on. Kevin appreciated it too, as he felt uncomfortable around people he didn’t know, and customers always wanted to ask him about whatever injured cat he brought in.

      Placing the carrier on the table, Kevin took his seat. This was all old for him. He’d sit while the vet did their thing. If there was a problem, he’d pay, and they’d fix it. Very rarely had he put a cat down, it was the absolute last resort. And since people sponsored him and made donations, he never skimped on the pain medication. His kitties were his family, and his family was to be cared for. Kevin sat quietly, as the vet gently removed the cat from the carrier. It was actually a she, which was kinda typical at this point.

      “She’s underweight, needs a good feed, but otherwise fine,” the vet said, placing the growling cat back in the carrier.

      Kevin just smiled, grabbing the carrier he left immediately. There’d be an email by the time he was home, and he’d simply pay what he owed online. While he had little choice but to speak with the receptionist on duty, the vet themselves, he had no idea what their names’ were. Which suited him fine.

      The drive home was just as quick. The vet was thankfully local. Pulling up in the driveway, Kevin climbed out and grabbed the carrier. Studiously ignoring his father’s old car, Kevin went inside. And waiting just inside, as per usual, was Sable. All smiles and purrs as she hobbled up on three legs.

      “Hello my dear,” Kevin smiled, giving her a soft stroke. “Let me get our guest settled in and I’ll get everyone some dinner.”

      *Meow*

      Kevin smiled and took the carrier to the spare room. He set it up as a jungle gym. He filled the room with toys, climbing structures and plenty of hidey holes filled with soft blankets. Kevin Placed the carrier in a darkened corner, opened the door and stepped back. Double-checking that there was fresh food and water set out, Kevin turned to leave.

      “You’re safe here kitty. I’ll look after you till you’re better, then, who knows. I might just keep you safe here.”

      Closing the door behind him, Kevin went to the kitchen. Marla was in her usual spot on the fridge as he walked in. She seldom came to greet him. Sable was already sitting by her dish. The sudden impact on his leg informed him of Gemma’s arrival. The others were probably sleeping. But that was okay, none of them stole food. Kevin always made sure there was plenty. Tonight was tuna loaf. It was a homemade recipe he’d developed with the help of the vet and a breeder. Everything a kitty would need in a single dish. It was also pretty good on toast when Kevin forgot to get something out of the freezer for himself.

      Heading for the lounge, Harriet passed him making her way to dinner. A thump from upstairs told him where Sue and Grace were. Sure enough, the scampering of paws down the stairs as heralded their arrival. Kitties were fed. Kevin ordered pizza. It had been a long day and Kevin was ready for it to end.
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      *Mew* Lick lick lick lick. *Mew*

      Kevin groaned and stretched. “Good morning to you too, Sable.”

      Kevin opened his eyes. This has been the routine for years now. Laying flat on his back, Sable perched on his chest. Her single paw gently flexed claws into his blanket. Her quiet purring brought a smile to his face. Finding her saved his life. He couldn’t help but love her.

      Reaching up, Kevin scratched her around the ears and under her chin. If cats could smile, Sable was beaming. But that was also the cue that Kevin was getting up. So after a minute, Sable jumped awkwardly to the floor. Kevin watched her with a sad smile. With her missing paw, she wasn’t as fast as the others. Even poor Sue could move around easier with all her burn scars.

      But, enough musing, kitties need food. Not that they actually needed food, there was always plenty. His kitties were spoiled enough to want FRESH food… which Kevin was happy to supply. So with a groan, he kicked off the blanket and got up. Throwing on a pair of jeans and a shirt, Kevin went downstairs. Unlike dinnertime, all six kitties were in attendance this morning. Harriet and Grace both got underfoot as he walked but he expertly stepped around their attempts to love him to… well, not death, but certainly a fall. When Kevin made it to the fridge, he reached up and gave Marla a quick scratch. She always tilted her head and pushed into his hand. She loved attention but had a reputation to uphold. So Kevin pulled away before he felt teeth.

      Breakfast today was steamed chicken and rice. A modification to the tuna loaf he gave them the previous evening. While they all ate, Kevin took a moment to refill their biscuits and check their water. Satisfied, he served up an extra portion and went to check his newest guest.

      Opening the door, Kevin caught sight of her tail darting back inside the carrier. Kevin expected little else, so he strode in and placed the bowl of food by the entrance.

      “You eat that and come out when you’re ready. I’ve got shopping to do, so I’ll be back later.”

      With that, Kevin turned and left.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      “Filthy humans…” Bastet growled.

      Since the fall of Greece, the goddess of cats had resorted to this form of lifestyle. Subsisting on humanities remains while looking for a way to return to her own power. Not that there are any humans worth giving a gift… These last ones were the worst… The house smelled awful and the smoke they blew in her face made her ill…

      “I wonder how long until this one starts his torture…”

      With a groan, Bastet ate her meal in silence. Completely ignorant of how high a quality meal it really was. But, as she ate, she also heard the sound as the human left. And with the door to her… cell… left open, perhaps she could find an escape? With that in mind, Bastet crept from the room where she was held and ran straight into a three-legged cat.

      “Oh, you poor thing…” Bastet sighed.

      *Meow*

      “No, I’m here to help. I’m going to get you away from that monster-“

      *Hiss!*

      “What? You’re clearly confused dear, your missing an arm…”

      *Meow… meow, hiss! Mew*

      “Dear, he keeps you locked up in…” Bastet stopped, an assortment of injured felines suddenly surrounded her. All bar two, who looked relatively fine, but had a look in their eye that told Bastet they had suffered.

      *Meow*

      “He did?”

      *Meow*

      “For all of you? That’s just… awful… I wasn’t sure if there were any good humans left. Are you sure none of you wish to leave?”

      All six kitties at once *Hiss*

      “Fine, fine. If you love him that much, I’ll leave you with a small blessing. But I’m not staying… just… Tell the human I said thank you.”

      With that settled, all the kitties went back to their duties… duties meaning grooming, sleeping or chasing one another around the house. Bastet on the other hand, fiddled with a window latch until she pried it open. With a hiss, she shoved the window open wide enough to crawl out onto the sill. A last look behind her, the only one still watching was the three-legged tabby. Bastet was leaving but wasn’t going far. She had to be sure about this human. If he really was as good as they said, this may be her chance. If not, she only hoped the cats would forgive her in time. Sometimes slavery, especially comfortable slavery, was preferable to freedom.
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      Kevin pulled up at home. The armful of perishables was all he needed to buy. So it was a single trip to the boot and Kevin was heading inside. As per usual, Sable was waiting by the door. Sue was lounging under a window, Marla on the fridge, Grace, and Harriet were playing in the lounge. Today, the ambush came from behind the couch, and Gemma was once again attached to his leg. All in all, a usual greeting.

      Lugging the groceries, Kevin started putting everything away. All the while, he thought about his newest guest. So after everything was where it should be, he went looking for her. The first stop was the room he’d left her… But it was empty. That was usually a good sign, so Kevin went looking with a big smile. That was until Sable jumped up on the windowsill and leaned her head outside.

      “Sable!” Kevin cried.

      Rushing over, he scooped his favourite kitty into his arms and held her close. For all his terror that she could escape and get hurt, she didn’t even struggle and purred softly as she rubbed his face with her own. Now he’d gotten himself under control, Kevin closed the window and resumed his search. Cradling Sable the whole time.

      An hour later, Kevin gave up. The new rescue was gone. He’d let one down, for the first time. He knew the cat would probably head back to familiar territory, but he still stuck a water dish and some food outside, just in case.

      As if sensing his bad mood, Kevin found himself surrounded by his kitties. He was curled up on the couch watching a new movie that came up on Netflix. Only, he… he was… kinda tired.

      Completely unaware that he was being watched. Bastet was perched in a tree across the road. She couldn’t help but be wary of the human. In two-thousand years, she had found little kindness. But here… she’d thought she’d been captured and would have to escape her torturer again… but… the other cats were so adamant they loved him. Seeing him drop a bowl of food and water outside… they were the same bowls she’d eaten from earlier. Well… There he was, drifting off to sleep on the couch…

      “Alright, ladies. It’s showtime.”
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      “Master.” Lick lick lick lick. “Master wake up, something’s happened.” Lick lick lick lick.

      Kevin groaned before stretching, only, he couldn’t stretch very far. There was a substantial mass both on and around him.

      “Master, please wake up.” Lick lick lick lick.

      “Okay, okay. I’m awake Sable, I’m awake, what’s… what…” Kevin’s eyes shot open.

      Sitting on his lap was something rather unexpected. Those adorable fluffy ears and tail told him exactly who it was. The adorable human-like face and body, made him pause.

      “Master!” Sable cried, lifting herself up and pulling Kevin into a one-armed hug.

      Kevin had a brief moment of clarity as he felt a small hard nipple press into his cheek… right before he passed out…
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      Kevin was having the strangest dream. All his beautiful kitties were now beautiful catgirls. He knew who each one was by their features. Sable, his first true love, had tabby catlike ears and tail. She was also missing her entire left arm at the shoulder. Marla was there, going slightly white in her stormy grey ears from age, but still just as beautiful as he would have imagined. Then there was Gemma, a collection of scars across her body and a piece missing from her fluffy brown ear. Sue just about broke his heart, half her face and down one side of her was a collection of burn scars. But she smiled and flicked her ginger ears round, regardless. Grace and Harriet, both pale grey ears, played quietly nearby. It was a delightful dream. Except, he could hear faint sobs, followed by a sniffle.

      “We’re sorry, master. Please wake up? We love you.”

      Kevin groaned. The pressure surrounding him was worse this time. Cracking open his eyes, he wasn’t sure he was actually awake. Sitting all around him were his… well… kitties. Each one looked close to tears with worry. The only exception was Sable, who WAS actually crying.

      “Sable, at the risk I’m still dreaming. Please stop crying, you’re very beautiful and it hurts to see you upset.”

      “Master!” They cried in unison.

      At once, the surrounding pressure multiplied. He ended up like one of those cartoons where everyone jumps in a pile. Complete with one leg sticking out. Everywhere he looked it was fur, fluff and breasts. Some a little bigger, some a little smaller, rounder or even pointier.

      “Kitties, air! Can’t… Breathe,” Kevin croaked.

      With a sudden scramble, all the kitties suddenly jumped off, all except Sable who sat back on his lap.

      “Okay, my pretty kitties. I’m pretty sure I’m dreaming… So I’m going to take a moment here. Sable, you were my first love. You kept me alive for all these years with your gentle affection.” As expected, the dream sable started crying again. “Marla, never in a day do I doubt myself for rescuing you. I only wish you could let your tough exterior fade more often because I truly love giving you attention.” Marla’s firm gaze softened slightly. “Gemma, your playful attitude brightens my day, no matter how grumpy and sore I am, please never change.” Gemma beamed with glee. “Sue, I don’t care about your scars, you’re beautiful just the way you are.” Sue teared up and smiled. “Grace and Harriet, I’m so, so very sorry about your siblings. I would have taken them all in, and loved you all the more for it.” The twins smiled at him, before hugging one another and crying.

      “My kitties, you’re all here, because I love you. You’re all here because I couldn’t bear the thought of you leaving. You’re all here, so I can make sure you never get hurt again. I love you all.”

      This time, the group hug was more docile. A quick kiss on the cheek from each of them followed it… It was nice to feel so loved… Even from Marla, who immediately went back to her signature scowl.

      “Now, can someone give me a poke or something, it’s time I woke up,” Kevin grinned. Without a second’s hesitation, Gemma reached out and poked Kevin in the middle of the chest with a sharp claw. “Ouch… Hmmm… I didn’t realise you had claws, but I suppose that makes sense. Maybe I need to do it myself.”

      With a groan, Kevin shifted Sable off his lap and stood up. His very naked kitties followed him into the kitchen. Heading to the spare bits drawer (don’t lie, every household has one), Kevin found his sewing kit. Retrieving a thin needle, he turned back to his kitties, who were eyeing him carefully.

      “I love you all. This is about to end and I am sad about it. I’ll make sure I tell the real kitties the same thing.” With that, Kevin reached down and jabbed himself in the thigh. “Ouch!” But sure enough, there he was, standing in the kitchen, before his worried-looking kitties. Jabbing himself in the shoulder this time, Kevin panicked. The kitties were now distressed. Spinning around, Kevin grabbed an old industrial stapler, placing it on his chest, he closed his eyes… And was promptly tackled to the floor.

      “STOP HURTING YOURSELF!” Sable screeched in his face.

      Kevin opened his eyes, staring into Sable’s. There was a flash of anger, followed by regret, and suddenly Kevin was cradling her while she cried brokenly in his arms.

      “I-I-I-I’m sorry, master,” Sable sobbed. “I shouldn’t have yelled.”

      Kevin just looked around at his equally worried kitties. Each of them had mixed expressions of anger all the way to sadness. In other words, dream or not, they were hurting. “Sable, please sit up.”

      Sable shook her head viciously. “I’m sorry, master. Please, don’t send me away. I’ll be good!” Those last words were bordering on hysterical as she continued to cry.

      “Sable, Sable… Nobody is going anywhere. I’m sorry. I just need to get up and check something.” Kevin smiled, scratching her head the way she liked. Luckily, she responded the same way and even started purring softly.

      Sitting up, Kevin pulled out his phone. The time read, 5:38 pm. Twisting around, Kevin could see the clock on the wall. Sure enough, it also said 5:38. So opening his stopwatch app, Kevin counted out two minutes. He’d read somewhere that in dreams, your sense of time was distorted. Clocks did weird things. It was how people could induce lucid dreaming, as they recognised that they were actually asleep during their dream. But… The stopwatch kept track of the clock perfectly.

      “Okay… Okay… I… I can see there have been some changes around here,” Kevin started.

      “That’s why we woke you, master.” Sable sniffed, holding herself together. “Something happened, and we all went to sleep. Marla woke us all up, and we didn’t know what to do.”

      “You were up first?” Kevin asked a suddenly bashful looking Marla.

      “Yes… Master. I fell off… I woke up first and got everyone else. I don’t know what happened.” She said nervously.

      I just smiled and stopped prying. It was obvious she was embarrassed. “Okay, so does anyone have any ideas?”

      “Oh, me! I have an idea!” Chirped Sue. “It was that weird cat you brought home.”

      Suddenly I was surrounded by nodding cats. “Okay, what makes you say that?”

      “She was different,” Sable said quickly. “When you left, she came out and spoke with us.”

      I frowned, “Like cat talk, or people talk?”

      “People, master,” Gemma spoke up. “She wanted to take us with her. She thought you were a monster. That you were the one who hurt all of us.”

      “We told her about how you saved us and we refused to go. So she opened the window and left,” Grace mumbled.

      “Uh… Huh…” Kevin said slowly. “Well, how about some dinner and we call it an early night? I kinda need to process all this.”
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      Bastet was sitting in the same tree. The human had taxed her slightly with his attempts to wake. But she had resisted grudgingly. She’d already resigned herself to the fact she was going to eat the food the human left out. It didn’t make her happy though. But… There was a light on the horizon. The human had some sort of episode and attacked himself, before making the three-legged one scream at him. He’d since seemed to calm down, which bode well for him.

      Though… She had to admit… When he got out food for all the catgirls and showed them how to use forks, it didn’t go too well. Especially when he realised everyone couldn’t sit at the table, so he sat on the floor with the rest of them. That made the three-legged one uncomfortable, and she started eating like a common cat. So it was a surprise when the human put his own food aside and fed her by hand first.

      Maybe… Just maybe… This human would be different.
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      *Mew* Lick lick lick lick. *Mew* Lick lick lick lick.

      Kevin groaned, “okay, okay, I’m up. I’m up.”

      Rubbing the sleep from his eyes, Kevin stared at the small tabby sitting on his chest. Her single claw gently flexed on the blanket. Reaching up, he gently stroked her ears, smiling at the wonderful dream he’d had the previous evening. That was until Kevin blinked. Sable wasn’t some small kitty, she was humanoid and laying beside him, with her head on his chest. She stretched before giving him a wide smile.

      “Mmmm… Master, that feels so good,” she purred in his ear.

      Kevin was… Shocked… To say the least. It had been about five minutes by his guess. The problem was Sable refused to get off his chest, and every time he moved away, she butted his hand for more pats. This would have been a usual lazy day for him and his kitties, except for one minor problem. Sable and the rest of his kitties were now five foot tall catgirls…

      “Mmmaster… Soooo goood,” Sable purred as he continue to scratch her head.

      Finally, Kevin decided something needed to give… “Sable?”

      “Yes, master?” She chirped.

      “Why aren’t you wearing clothes?” He knew damn well why, but he needed to concentrate on something else for a moment.

      Sable paused before cocking her head and looking at him like he was an idiot, “Master… I’m a cat. Cats don’t wear clothes.”

      Kevin risked a peek down her slender body, before looking her in the eye. “You don’t look much like a cat right now.”

      Sable sat up, exposing her breasts to me before looking down at herself. “You’re right, I look more like you!” She giggled. “Master, is there a reason you want me to wear clothes?”

      Kevin was speechless. There was a damned good reason he wanted her wearing clothes and if she were sitting a few inches lower, she’d find it. But before he could answer, a thundering herd of rhinos stormed up the stairs, before merging into a very naked Gemma who threw herself on the bed.

      “Master, there’s something wrong!” She cried.

      Kevin’s instincts kicked in immediately, “What’s wrong, Gemma?”

      “I was cleaning, and I found a good spot, but every time I lick it, it makes a mess. Now it won’t stop!” Gemma cried, clearly distressed.

      “What… Ah… What are you talking about?” Kevin asked. He was willing to help, but he honestly did not know what Gemma was talking about.

      “Look, I’ll show you…” Gemma grumbled.

      Kevin watched as she sat down and turned to face him. Lifting a leg straight in the air, Kevin felt his face go red. Gemma then contorted herself and start licking her own clitoris. After a few licks, she shuddered.

      “See, it’s a really good spot to lick, but watch what happens in a bit.” She started licking again, only to start leaking her fluids. “See! Now it won’t stop, and I can’t groom myself!” She darted in and stuck her tongue deep inside her lower lips and started lapping away.

      This whole time, Kevin was equally mesmerised and in pain. Kitty or not, she was a beautiful woman, performing auto-cunnilingus in his bed. His erection felt like it was about to bust through his sheets.

      “Sable, see if you can get it clean?” Gemma pouted.

      Sable smiled, “Sure!”

      Now I was watching Sable licking at Gemma’s clitoris.

      “I… I feel funny…”

      Sable paused, “Should I stop? I think I’m getting most of it.”

      “No… Keep going, I’ll be okay.”

      Sable went right back to licking. A minute later, Gemma tensed up and yowled.

      “Gemma! Gemma I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to hurt you, now you’re leaking even more. I’m so sorry!”

      Kevin used this opportunity to slide his legs out from under Sable. Two quick steps into the bathroom and he was alone. Turning on the cold tap in the shower, Kevin jumped straight in. Five minutes later, he felt like his skin was burning. Climbing out of the shower, Kevin dried himself off and opened the door. As per usual, Sable was waiting for him. Gemma on the other hand was lightly snoring on the bed.

      Sable immediately approached and rubbed her face on Kevin’s chest. “Master, you’re so cold!”

      Kevin stood in shock as Sable literally climbed him. He continued to stand there, shocked as Sable, wrapped her legs around his waist and pressed herself firmly against him.

      “I’ll get you warm, master. Don’t worry,” she chirped happily.

      Kevin just stood there like an idiot. He’d barely spoken more than a sentence to anyone in years. Now he had a beautiful naked woman wrapped literally around his torso.

      “Master, something’s poking my butt,” Sable said softly.

      This time Kevin panicked. Grabbing Sable under her one arm and as gently as he could, the side of her ribs, he lifted her and dropped her on the bed. Spinning around to hide his erection, he quickly pulled on pants and rushed downstairs.

      Sue was spread eagle on the floor in the morning sun, her ears perked up as he entered the room.

      “Good morning, Master,” she purred.

      “Morning Sue,” Kevin said quickly, he was thankful she wasn’t inclined to move.

      Turning to head into the kitchen, Marla was sitting on the fridge. “Morning, Marla,” Kevin said, giving her a quick scratch on the hip. He wasn’t about to bother asking how or why she was sitting there still. It was all too much for him right now.

      Opening the door, Kevin grabbed out a fresh tuna loaf. The sound of clinking dishes as Kevin served up attracted Grace and Harriet. Both came running in as nude catgirls and rubbed their bodies across his own. At this point, Kevin broke down.

      “I can’t do this. I’m going out,” he blurted.

      Gently pushing past his kitties, he grabbed his keys and stormed past a worried Sable on his way out. The slam of the front door was the last thing she saw.

      “Sable, what’s wrong with, Master?” Sue asked softly behind her.

      Sable turned around and hugged Sue, “I don’t know… It’s like he doesn’t love us anymore. He won’t even look at me like this… It’s not fair,” Sable started to cry. “I can keep up with you all like this… I don’t have to hobble around any more. But Master won’t look at me…”

      Sue just held her friend while she cried. She didn’t know what was going on either. Master hadn’t taken these changes very well. “Maybe he’ll get used to it?” She offered.

      Sable just sniffed and nodded her head.

      “It’s not you,” Marla called out.

      Sable turned back to the kitchen. Marla addressed them, still sitting on the fridge with her legs hanging off the front.

      “It’s not you. He still loves you, he still loves us,” Marla continued.

      “But he won’t even look at me,” Sable pouted.

      Marla gave a rare smile, “That’s because you’re beautiful.”

      Sable frowned at the older cat. “That doesn’t make any sense.”

      Marla looked a little forlorn for a moment, before talking. “Master rescued me from people who kept me locked in a cage. There was a female who used to feed me. She used to bring men home. Lots of men. They would mate, but not to have kittens, they did it for fun.”

      “Since we’ve been here, Master has never brought home a female and I’ve never smelled one when he’s come home. I don’t think Master has any friends either. But you and everyone else, when like this, look very human. Especially naked humans. I think you’re scaring him.”

      Sable looked around at all the kitties that were listening. She thought back to all the people in the picture box she’d seen. Even ones wearing very little, still covered certain bits. Turning, she scrambled upstairs and into Kevin’s bedroom.

      Marla looked around at all the other kitties. “Ladies, I think we should all hide for now. We need to let Sable ease master into this.”

      “Why, Sable?” Harriet asked softly.

      Marla smiled again, a double rarity. “Because, little one. Master loves us all, but he loves her the most. Even if he’d never admit it.”
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      A few minutes drive down the road, he found a secondhand clothing store. He’d come straight inside without thinking, and was now staring at lines of women’s clothing. He walked down the aisle, wondering what he should buy. Plucking a top off the rack, he admired it. It seemed like the right size, and the colour would go nicely with Sable’s ears.

      “Fuck it,” he grumbled to himself.

      Grabbing things at random, he piled tops into his arms. He didn’t care what colour or style, he just needed something to cover his kitties with. The last thing he wanted was for them to think he wanted to take advantage of them. They were all so very beautiful, he was painfully erect at sight. But the main thing was the touching… Six kitties, six sets of bodies that rubbed, purred, scratched and indeed demanded scratches… It had been years since he’d even conversed with a woman, longer since he’d conversed with a woman that wasn’t his mother. Now he lives with six gorgeous specimens…

      With a grunt, he headed to the front counter and dumped the double armful of clothing. The clerk, a young man, just looked at him with a raised eyebrow.

      “Need pants,” Kevin grumbled.

      A few minutes later Kevin dumped an equally large pile of shorts, pants and skirts on the bench. The young man stayed silent and started scanning tags. A minute later, the young man turned to say the total, but was held up by Kevin’s card pulling through the reader. A few button presses, another beep and Kevin dropped a business card on the bench, scooped up the double armful of his purchases and left.

      Kevin was halfway back to his car, when he heard footsteps running up behind him. Turning, it was the young man.

      “Hey! Sorry, you left your card. There’s a cat that comes round at closing time. Shows up at the back loading dock. I’ve been feeding her, she’s pregnant. I’m pretty sure she’s a stray.”

      Kevin thought for a moment, before nodding. “What time?”

      “I usually close up at six.”

      Kevin just nodded, “I’ll be here at quarter to.”

      Kevin walked back to his car. Having something else to think about gave him clarity. It was however a bit of a juggle trying to get his car open. He dropped a few things in opening the back door, but managed in the end. Stuffing all the clothing into the back seat, Kevin made the drive home.

      Pulling up in the driveway, he couldn’t see any movement through the front windows. That was both good and bad. He’d probably upset his kitties when he stormed off earlier. So with a sigh, Kevin got out and opened the back door. Grabbing out the bundle of clothing, he made his way to the front door. Only now did he spot the bowls he’d left out for the other cat. Sure enough, the feed bowl was empty, and the water was low.

      Shuffling his purchases around onto one arm, Kevin unlocked the front door and pushed it open. He was a little sad when Sable wasn’t waiting for him. Cat or catgirl, he loved her and seriously missed when she wasn’t around. But… None of his kitties were around… Kevin sighed… Thinking he’d royally fucked everything up. So he stepped inside and closed the door. At least Marla was on the fridge, though she was ignoring him. Kinda hard to tell if she was ignoring him for a particular reason, or if she was just in a mood.

      THUMP! “Ouch!”

      Kevin dropped the clothing on the floor and ran for the stairs. He knew that voice and knew Sable was in trouble. Tearing into his bedroom, he was a little surprised at what he saw.

      Sure enough, it was Sable. She was in the process of trying to pull on a pair of boxers that were inside out. She was also wearing one of his t-shirts. It was comically large on her petite frame. What was worse, was her head was sticking out an arm hole, and her arm was sticking out the neck hole. But seeing him she paused.

      “Master,” she smiled. “I’m sorry, these keep falling down when I walk.”

      Kevin stepped forward and pulled her into a hug. He smiled as she started purring almost immediately. “I’m sorry, Sable.”

      “What for, master?” Sable asked, looking up at him with her big beautiful eyes.

      Kevin just smiled sadly. “I’m not used to being around people much. I’ve only had you and the other kitties as company for a very long time.”

      “I know that, master,” she purred. “And we love you for keeping us safe.”

      Kevin just nodded, “I’ll always keep you safe. It’s just this,” he said, leaning back and gesturing to her. “I’m not used to being around such beautiful creatures.”

      “Marla was right,” Sable said softly to herself.

      “What was that?” Kevin asked.

      “Marla,” Sable beamed. “She was right. She said we were too beautiful, and it made you uncomfortable.”

      Kevin just nodded his head, while thinking he needed to have a talk with Marla. “Just… I’ve never been around women before. And, when you’re shaped like this and you get all close and touchy… I… It makes me very uncomfortable.”

      Sable thought for a moment, before blushing. “Master… That thing that poked me in the butt-”

      “Sable, you’re making me uncomfortable…” Kevin said with a slight tremor.

      Sable just nodded. She knew what it all meant now. He still loved her, he even wanted to mate with her. But for whatever reason, he was trying to hide it. “Okay, master. I’ll be a good kitty.” She purred, “can you help me get dressed?”

      Kevin kissed the top of her head, between her ears. “Sure thing, Sable. Go find the others and I’ll meet you downstairs.”

      Kevin pulled away and left the room letting Sue, Gemma, Harriet and Grace all crawl out from under the bed and share smiles.

      “What are we gonna do, Sable?” Harriet asked softly.

      “I’m gonna try something later. But we better go downstairs and see what, master, wants,” Sable replied softly.

      One by one they walked out of the room, with Sable in the lead. What she found in the lounge was Kevin sitting on the couch, with an enormous pile of clothes in front of him. He watched them enter the room, with a strange expression.

      “Okay, my pretty kitties. I need you to understand some rules. When you’re like this, you need to wear clothes. We can get in trouble if people outside can see you, and it would upset me if someone tried to take you away.”

      All the kitties suddenly stiffened. The idea of being taken away was akin to hell for them. In a moment, Sable was perched on his lap, clutching his shirt in her hand. The other kitties were doing their best to be on or at least touching as closely as possible. The only one not present was Marla, who was watching from the fridge.

      “Kitties, please, it’s okay. That’s why I bought these clothes. Now, if you’ll all get off me, I’ll show you how to wear them.”

      The catgirls arranged themselves around the pile and watched on with intense expressions.

      “Now, Sable, come closer, please.” She stepped forward with a smile. “Now, see how it’s shaped, with one big hole in the middle, and two small holes on each side. Sable has her head where her arm should be.” With a small yank, Kevin pulled the shirt off her. Readjusting, he put it back on immediately, but this time with her head going through the right hole. A moment later, he helped feed her arm through. “This is how you wear a shirt, so if you all want to grab one out of the pile, I can help you put it on.”

      “Master?” Sable asked softly.

      “Yes?”

      “Master, can I keep wearing your shirt?” She asked.

      Kevin just smiled, “Of course.”

      He grinned as she wriggled around with a big smile. Turning back to the others, Kevin pulled out a pair of shorts and a skirt.

      “Who wants to wear one of these?” he asked.

      Gemma held her hand up immediately, “Oh! I want that one!” she said, pointing at the skirt.

      “Alright, stand up and come here then,” Kevin smiled nervously.

      Kevin spent the next few minutes showing his kitties the difference between skirts and shorts. He was happy when they made the leap to pants on their own. Within the hour, he had six well-dressed young women standing around. If not for the ears and fur, you probably wouldn’t be able to tell they were anything but human. Even then, fake cat ears weren’t that hard to find these days.

      “Master?” Sable purred, pressing herself against his arm.

      Kevin smiled, but felt very uncomfortable at the contact, “Yes, Sable?”

      “Master, we didn’t have breakfast…” She trailed off.

      That word, though, caught everyone’s attention. Other than Sable, there were now five sets of eyes nodding frantically at him. “Alright my kitties, I’m sorry about earlier, let’s get you all fed.”

      With those words he turned to the kitchen as his kitties skipped off ahead. Only Sable paused. “Master?” she whispered. Kevin stopped and turned back to face her. But before he could speak, she leaned up and lightly kissed him on the lips. Stunned, he froze in shock as Sable pulled away. “I love you master,” she said, before turning and following the others into the kitchen.

      It took him a moment to collect himself. On one hand, he had never been kissed like that. It was strange, foreign, kinda terrifying… On the other hand… Her lips were soft and he could still feel where they pressed against his own. With a deep breath, Kevin turned and went to the kitchen. His kitties were hungry. And he needed time to think about all the changes in his life.
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      Bast was sitting in the same tree from earlier. She had seen everything so far, even Gemma’s bedroom incident with Sable. But it wasn’t time for antics. So far, this human seemed to be everything she hadn’t seen in mankind for many years. Though, she wasn’t sure if dressing such gorgeous creatures in manmade fabrics was a slight. But with a small growl, she had to concede they looked remarkably human, and all humans were clothing. So it was probably for the best… For now…

      “Oh?” She blinked as she watched on.

      The tabby three-legged one just kissed him. That… That was interesting. Bastet had seen even the most stoic men throw down one of her followers after the slightest hint of passion. A kiss like that and Bastet thought he’d have torn her clothing off and taken her there right on the floor. Bastet had even tensed, preparing to intervene if things got out of hand. Lesser men could be driven mad with lust and do horrible things when unprepared. But… She just walked away. The human stood there like a stunned sheep. Bastet frowned as he gently brushed his own lips and took time to collect himself. A moment later, he followed where the others had gone. Bastet would have to move location to see into that room, but she already knew it was where they prepared meals.

      GROOOOWWLL….

      Bastet frowned… She hoped he set something out for her again…
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      After placing a bowl outside for the cat he thought was hanging round, Kevin went back and enjoyed a meal with his kitties. It was a long, drawn-out process. But Kevin decided on cutting up all of Sable’s food in advance, that way she could eat it on her own. She seemed delighted that he’d thought of her, but a little sad he wasn’t feeding her himself. So she made do by sitting almost on his lap while they ate on the floor. Kevin thought about buying a new dining table. That way nobody had to sit on the floor.

      It was after he’d cleaned all their dishes that he went back upstairs to his office. He’d barely turned on the computer when a set of footsteps approached from the rear. Turning, he found Sable watching him cautiously from the doorway. It was her usual routine to sit on his lap while he sat here. Obviously there had been no change to this pattern as far as she was concerned.

      “Come on then,” Kevin smiled and patted his lap.

      Sable hopped a few steps closer before lightly taking a seat on Kevin’s lap. With a purr and a scratch, Kevin turned back to the computer and logged on. Unfortunately, when he opened the browser, the last page was still open. It only took a moment for him to realise, but the sight of two grown women going down on one another, was something that stuck into the back of Sable’s mind. It wasn’t something she’d been capable of understanding before the change. But now… Now she had all these memories of similar incidents. The sounds from the office on the few times he had kicked her out of this room. The smells when he’d come back out… It all suddenly made sense for her. When she looked up at him, he was blushing and determined not to meet her gaze. With a quiet purr, she settled down and thought about her next plan.

      Kevin found what he was looking for almost immediately. A few minutes later, he clicked purchase. It would take three days to deliver, but that didn’t matter all that much. Spinning round, Kevin finally looked down at Sable.

      “Sable honey?”

      “Yes, master?” she purred.

      Kevin closed his eyes and begged silently that she wouldn’t shift any further forward. Opening his eyes, he looked into hers. They were filled with such love, he couldn’t help the smile that spread across his face. “You’re so beautiful, Sable,” he said without thinking.

      Sable’s reaction was immediate. Her entire face lit up with a beaming smile, before she slid forward and pressed her lips against her masters. Only, he tensed up and looked extremely uncomfortable. It was then she felt the hard lump pushing up between her legs. “Master, are you okay?” she asked softly, as she pulled away.

      “Sable, I’m very uncomfortable right now,” Kevin mumbled quickly.

      This time, Sable put it into context, “Master, why are you uncomfortable?”

      Kevin clenched his eyes shut for a moment, before opening them again. “Sable… Please?”

      Now Sable frowned, “What’s wrong with me, master? Is it my missing paw? Am I not good enough for you?”

      “What?” Kevin said with shock. “What are you talking about?”

      “Your thingy… It gets hard. When it does that, it means you want to put it inside me… But twice now, you’ve told me to get off you…”

      Kevin groaned, “Sable… Can we talk about this later? Please?”

      With a slow nod, Sable shifted backward and slipped off his lap. She made her way out of his office with her tail dragging on the floor.

      “Fuck…” Kevin groaned.

      Sable barely made it out of the office, before she was suddenly scooped up into the air. She found herself pressed tightly against her master’s chest, and she couldn’t help but purr in response. His firm grip always made her feel safe as he carried her. She felt a little sad when he finally loosened his arms. As she opened her eyes, he was sitting on the end of his bed, with the door closed.

      “I’m sorry, Sable,” he breathed. Sable was perched on his lap, almost the same as she was in the office. “I’m scared…” Kevin admitted with a shake of his head. Sable leaned into his chest and pulled her arm tightly around him. “I haven’t let anyone but you and the others get close to me in years. My father used to hurt me and my mother. When he killed her and died himself, the few friends I had, went away. I didn’t feel comfortable around people anymore. I was actually going to kill myself, the night I found you. That’s what I was doing on that bridge… I had one leg over the railing when I heard your little mew.”

      “I loved you from the moment I saw you, and I promised I’d let nothing bad happen to you ever again. Then I found Marla, and I made the same promise, and before long, there were six of you. There were so many more that I found homes for. So many more I paid vet bills for. Even a few I couldn’t do more than make comfortable in the end. But you… You were always special. Don’t get me wrong, I love all of you so very much. But you’re my beacon of hope.”

      “Oh master,” Sable said softly before kissing Kevin on the lips. “I’d be dead without you. I was so cold and scared the night you found me. It hurt when I was hit by the car, but it didn’t hurt much afterwards. When you found me, I knew you’d look after me. When you brought home the others, I knew you’d look after them too. I love my sisters and they love me too. Growing up, I always saw you as my mate. But… As a kitty, I couldn’t do anything about it. Now… Now I’m like this… That’s all I can think about… I’m still your kitty… But now I’m… More… And I finally have a chance,” she smiled shyly. “You don’t bring home other humans, you don’t even smell like them when you come home. So we know you don’t spend time with anyone else. So why not be our mate?”

      Kevin laughed at her honest words. She really did love him after all… wait… Mates? Plural?... “Sable, what do you mean, mates?”

      Sable smiled and lightly kissed him again. “There’s six of us, Master… It would be mean if I didn’t share…” Her hips wiggled a few times as she said it…

      Kevin swallowed, his throat went dry… “Sable… I… I-I don’t know what I’m doing? I…”

      She kissed him into silence. Leaning into his chest, Sable pushed him back onto the bed. She could still smell the fluids that came out of Gema. Now she knew what it was, and it made her hunger for it again. But a soft beeping sound interrupted her.

      Kevin lifted his arm and pulled his phone from his pocket. Checking the message he frowned. “Sable, do you want to help me catch a lost kitty?”

      That caught her attention immediately. On one hand, she was about to mate with her master… On the other hand… She could help another poor kitty… “What do you need me to do?”

      Kevin just smiled.
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      The drive to the secondhand clothing store was a novel experience. Sable had made it perfectly clear how much she hated going in her carrier. But as a catgirl she needed to be buckled in. Unfortunately, even though Sable understood, she still made sure Kevin knew of her displeasure.

      *MEOW!*

      “Yes, I know Sable, we’re nearly there,” Kevin said, flashing an apologetic smile towards her, sitting in the back seat.

      The look on her face practically broke his heart, but he knew she was just putting him on. But with that thought, he was also pulling into the parking lot for the store. It was bang on quarter to six so it was perfect. Kevin helped her out and after checking that her tail was tucked down the leg of her pants, he led her to the front door and knocked. It only took a moment before Kevin spotted the young man from earlier. The man flashed him a smile and came to open the door.

      “Hey, I’m glad you’re on time. I’m about to head out and feed her. She shouldn’t be long.”

      Kevin just smiled and nodded for the young man to lead the way. A quick trip out the back and Kevin saw that the young man indeed had been feeding a cat back here. There were two dishes, one with water and another he now filled with store brand cat food. Kevin set to wait with Sable, who outright ignored the young man’s wandering eyes.

      “She’s not usually this late,” he said with a grimace.

      Kevin just nodded, before whispering at Sable. In a whisper he said, “Nod if you can smell her.”

      Sable sniffed at the air a couple times, before nodding slowly. It must have looked almost comical if anyone had been paying attention. But the young man was looking forlorn in a particular direction.

      “Is that the way she usually comes from?” Kevin asked.

      The young man nodded, “Yeah, there’s a gate over there and behind is some kinda junk heap. Scrap metal and stuff. I think she lives there.”

      Kevin just nodded. Nodding at Sable, he started walking in the indicated direction. The young man watched them go, before deciding to follow. It wasn’t far until Kevin found the reason she wasn’t coming. There was a grey speckled cat… Limp and bloody… She’d been attacked by a dog, probably some time overnight. Kevin pulled Sable’s head into his chest so she couldn’t see. But it was obvious there wasn’t anything he could do.

      “Oh, no…” the young man said behind Kevin. “Wait… She’s not pregnant!” he gasped.

      “I need a box, a blanket and something to wrap mum in,” Kevin told him.

      The man nodded and turned before jogging back to the shop. Kevin just gave the poor cat a quick stroke, before standing. “Sable, we’re going to walk around the area. If you smell anything or hear anything let me know.”

      Sable nodded her head again, but remained silent at the sight of the poor mother cat. She was feeling as desperate as he sounded. Sable knew the risk. She’d only seen the momma cat for a moment, but even she knew the babies were in danger. Kevin set off on a quick walk. He circled around the outside of the junk heap. It was a vacant block of land with a heap of illegally dumped rubbish everywhere. Most of it was metal, which was strange. Kevin had seen plenty of scrappers take metal items all the time, so he was a little confused about why so much was just sitting here.

      “Master!” Sable hissed, before pointing at a particular pile that contained a washing machine.

      The two of them darted over to check. As they approached, Kevin could hear something from inside.

      *Mew, mew, mew*

      Leaning over for a better look, there was his prize. Four little kittens, mewing pathetically inside the metal drum. Other than maybe hungry, they seemed fine. Dad must have been similar colours to mum as they were all dusky grey. Kevin heard footsteps behind him and as he turned, the young man pulled up with a box.

      “Found em,” Kevin said.

      Kevin kissed Sable on the head as she hopped aside to watch. She didn’t move an inch as Kevin began transferring kittens into the box. With the precious bundle loaded up, Kevin smiled at a now softly purring Sable and led the young man back.

      “They’re so adorable,” he said excitedly. “What are you going to do with them?”

      “I’ll take them to a vet and get checked out. When they’re old enough, I’ll find them homes. Probably in about eight to ten weeks.”

      “Can… Can I ask you to call me first… When they’re ready?” The young man asked.

      Kevin turned to the slightly embarrassed young man and nodded. “Sure, write your number down and I’ll call you when they’re ready.”

      When they got to the shop, Kevin put a grumpy-looking Sable back into her seat. With the young man’s help, he got all his passengers into the car and said a quick goodbye. Climbing into the driver’s seat, Kevin started the engine.

      “Car, call vet hospital.”

      “Calling… Call-Hills veterinary, you’re speaking with Mary.”

      “Hi, Mary. Got four kittens coming,” Kevin said.

      “See you soon, Kevin,” Mary said as she hung up.

      The drive was a little longer than he expected. There were some light roadworks that slowed everything down. But soon enough he arrived. It was a bit of a juggle to get what he needed. He wasn’t leaving Sable in the car alone, after all. Not only is that kitty abuse, it’s illegal, whether or not she looked human. Though… That may have been for kids. Regardless, he could never forgive himself if something happened to one of his kitties. Unfortunately today, someone was already being looked at, so Kevin had to wait and with Sable at his side, Mary kept giving him odd looks. It wasn’t long, however, before a huge muscle bound man, covered with tattoos, came out with a fluffy white Pomeranian.

      “See, Fwuffy, the vet’s not so bad. She gave you a tweat,” he crooned.

      Kevin just ignored the man as he led his dog up to the counter to pay for whatever it was they were here for. A moment later, Mary waved Kevin though. This was the usual routine. Kevin put the box of kittens on the counter, the vet took out each one and examined them.

      “Bit dehydrated and hungry. Probably only a day old. Do you have a way to feed them?” The vet asked.

      “Yeah, I still have powdered milk from the last kitten,” he told the vet.

      The vet just nodded and left the room without another word. Seriously, this treatment is the one thing that really brings him back. They closed over Christmas a few years ago and he had an emergency. Kevin ended up in another vet. This place was so friendly and upbeat, the young man kept asking questions about his work, skills, and background. Kevin was so put off, he deleted their number and was determined to find a different vet in case something like this ever happened again.
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      It only took a few minutes to get home. Kevin carried everyone inside. Sable followed behind, smiling sadly at the box he carried.

      “We’ve got kittens!” she called out.

      Almost immediately, the house was filled with a collection of meows, followed by footsteps and cries of “Hey!”

      Kevin found himself swarmed by five catgirls, all jostling around to see the kittens. There was a collection of “Awww,” from all around him as they each looked. The only one not immediately here was Marla.

      “Come on kitties. Let me get these guys inside.” He said, “And please go put clothes on.”

      Stepping past his adorable kitties, they all darted off to get dressed. Kevin carried the box into the kitchen and went about finding his kitten feeding supplies. As he passed Marla, he gave her the usual head scratch and continued with what he was doing. He didn’t see her perk up from his touch. He didn’t hear her silent drop to the floor, nor the light footsteps as she leaned over the box. But he heard the choked sob. Spinning around, Kevin saw her, cradling a kitten in her arms, tears rolling down her cheeks.

      “Master?” she asked slowly, “Where is their mother?”

      Kevin took a slow step forward, “She… didn’t make it. I have her wrapped in a blanket in the car. I was going to bury her under the big tree in the yard.”

      Marla’s lip quivered as she began to sob again. “Oh… My poor babies… I’m going to look after you all… I promise…”

      “Marla?” Kevin said softly, reaching up and stroking her ears. “What’s wrong?”

      Marla just smiled sadly, before sniffing. The tears still rolled down her cheeks as she turned to face him. “I recognise their mother’s scent… These are my grandbabies,” she said, before breaking into quiet sobs again…
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      It was a strange feeling for Kevin. All these years he’d had Marla with him, he’d never actually held her. Sure, she’d cuddled up against him here or there, but she’d never allowed herself to be held. So the feeling of her leaning into his chest as she cried was an unfamiliar experience for him. The older woman… Cat-woman? Cat girl? Whatever… She wept openly and sadly in Kevin’s arms, while holding one of her grand kittens. The tiny kitten quietly purred. It was enjoying the sensation of being warm and held, while remaining blissfully unaware of Marla’s sadness.

      “Would you like to feed them?” Kevin asked.

      Marla’s face snapped up, almost hitting his chin. “Please?”

      Kevin just stared a moment and nodded. “I have some bottles and some powdered milk for them.”

      Marla blushed slightly. “Yes, master. That would be good for the moment.” Kevin just smiled and started getting everything ready. “Maybe I’ll make my own milk again. My grandbabies won’t have their mother, but they’ll have me.”

      Kevin just smiled. He knew Marla wasn’t the sort to make false promises. If she said she would, she would, and that’s all there is. The only part that gave him pause was how she intended to feed them as a catgirl. So a few minutes later, he handed her a bottle of warm milk. Earning him a small frown until he handed her a second, followed by a third and a fourth. With two bottles in each hand, she crouched over the box and started feeding the kittens. It took them a moment to realise what to do, but they were hungry and latched on without complaint. Kevin just sat and gently stroked Marla’s head while she watched over her grandkittens.

      Twenty minutes later, she was curled up around the same box, with them tucked up against the warm side. With the priority of the kittens taken care of, he turned his attention to the rest of his kitties. They were all quietly watching Kevin as he did what he did best. But the moment he was free, he smiled.

      “Kitties, would you like your usual dinner? Or would you like to try some human food?” Kevin asked.

      What he wasn’t expecting was for them to suddenly clump together and start muttering, purring and occasionally hissing at one another. He was a little worried at first, but it lacked any other aggressive behaviour. It was odd to see them interacting. He understood the words they spoke, but there was another, animalistic undercurrent of communication left over. And like that, they all nodded and Sabine turned and shot him a wide smile.

      Sitting on the floor with her legs tucked under her butt, she stretched her arm overhead. Kevin gulped and tried to ignore the rise and fall of her perfectly proportioned breasts. Part of him was annoyed that they hadn’t gotten dressed as he’d asked. But the rest of him…

      “Master, we’d like to try some human food,” she said with a cat-like chirp.

      Kevin nodded quickly and turned away from the sight. His pants were uncomfortably tight, and he desperately tried to ignore it as he thumbed through the pamphlets he had stuck to the refrigerator. Grabbing one for the local pizza place, he thought about calling, but spotted they took online orders. Paper in hand, he darted upstairs into his office. Sitting at his computer, he felt something touch his shoulder. Glancing back, sure enough it was Sable.

      He was on his computer after all. So with a sigh, he leaned back and made room. That was all the invitation for her to climb onto his lap and start watching what he was doing. Kevin absentmindedly started stroking her head as he ordered several flavours of pizza and ice creams for dessert. He punched in his payment details and hit accept, nodding at the confirmation screen. It wasn’t one of the big pizza chains, so the order was going to take about an hour to arrive. Which was just as well, as he still had something to do.
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      Marla cried softly as she lowered the soft bundle into the hole. She’d refused to allow Kevin to do it for her. So he’d dug the hole, deep and wide, beneath the large tree in the yard, just as he’d said. The rest of the kitties were dressed and waiting patiently. They too had shed tears when they had realised who it was Marla was carrying. It was still a few minutes before Marla could bring herself to stop stroking the small bundle. A few more before she stood and moved back. It was another first, as she allowed the others to touch, hold and hug her.

      Kevin took a deep breath and started talking. “You were brought into a less than perfect world, by a more than perfect mother. The love you had for your children, will live on with that same level of perfection. Your children will go on, to be happy, to be loved, to have children of their own. And they have you to thank for that chance. Rest easy, your loved ones are safe and they will join you when it is time. You will not be forgotten.”

      After a moment of silence, Kevin began filling in the hole. It only took a minute to finish it up. Turning, he walked a few steps further into the garden and grabbed a large rock he’d selected earlier. It was rounded, but had a flat top and would be perfect to place a plaque on. It was also just about the heaviest thing he’d ever had to lift, but he managed it. He then spent a few moments wiggling it into the perfect position. Before turning his attention to the red-faced Marla.

      “What was her name?” he asked softly.

      Marla paused and sniffed twice. “I don’t know what the humans called her, but when she was born, I called her my little flower. I think Flower is her name. It was a name given with love.”

      Kevin nodded, “I’ll have a plaque made up and we’ll put it on this stone to remember her.”

      “I wouldn’t worry about that,” A strange voice called out.

      Kevin twisted around, before spotting a cat approaching from behind his kitties. It took him the barest moment to realise it was the cat that had escaped. The one he thought had been hanging round. She was still rather thin, but not quite as thin as she was when he first spotted her. She walked slowly and deliberately towards him with a dismissive air. Without even thinking, Kevin stepped aside to let her pass without having to move around him. The cat placed a paw on the stone. A low hum filled the air and the small cat’s fur ruffled as if a breeze suddenly shifted. Kevin stood in sheer amazement as the ground around the rock bubbled. In no time at all the rock was surrounded in one continuous, flowering daisy bush. On top of that, the stone had Flower’s name engraved on the top in large letters. Just as Kevin’s jaw hit the ground, the cat did too.

      That immediately brought Kevin back to the present. Scooping the… cat… into his arms, he turned to the others. “Come back inside when you’re ready. While you’re dressed, you can be outside. But please don’t leave the yard. I don’t want any of you getting lost or hurt.”

      They all nodded except for Marla, who was crying again, so he started walking back towards the house.

      “I won’t be your house-pet, human,” the cat grumbled.

      Kevin sighed and shook his head. “They’re not pets, they’re family. Besides, Sable told me you can open windows. You can leave when you want, but I’m guessing whatever it was you just did, took a bit out of you. So you’re welcome to stay and have something to eat and a safe place to sleep if you like.”

      The cat made a human-like harrumph and went quiet. Kevin was still too dazed to care. It had been an emotional day.
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      Kevin yawned, in the lateness of the evening. The others had come in shortly after Kevin, but Marla had been a little longer. When she returned, she went straight back to the kittens, fully getting into the role of motherhood. So much so, when the pizza arrived, she refused to leave them to eat. So Kevin had brought her a plate so she could eat with the kittens. After that, he’d showered and gone to bed, joined by Sable, who curled up beside him. The reason he was awake was because Sable had just started purring and nudging at his hands. So with a groan, he lifted the edge of the blanket, allowing Sable to crawl under the covers where it was warm.

      So it was a complete surprise when she crawled atop him. Kevin found himself with a naked catgirl crawling up his chest to stare down at him.

      “W-wha?” Kevin mumbled trying to sit up.

      As he moved, Sable leaned into his chest and pushed him back down, while slipping her legs up to straddle his waist. Sliding down his body, she caught the head of his cock in the groove between her legs and pushed back until the head was nestled at her opening.

      “Sable?!” Kevin hissed.

      Sable just smiled, “Please, master. I want this so bad, please?”

      Kevin just sighed, he couldn’t bring himself to actually say it out loud, but he desperately wanted this. On one hand, this was his kitty. His first kitty. One he’d cared for and loved for six years, which equated to almost forty in human years… Not that she looked it, as she stared down at him. On the other hand… He could literally feel a droplet of her own juices running down the side of his cock… And he never was any good at denying his kitties what they wanted.

      Sable waited just long enough, to see if he’d say no. Then without warning, she pushed back and impaled herself fully with a sharp intake of breath. Kevin went rigid, feeling an overwhelming slick, firm, wetness engulfing his cock. Before he could react, Sable raised up on her knees, withdrawing his length from her. But just before his tip slipped out, she slid back down again, mewing softly as she did.

      “Sable?!” Kevin gasped, still in shock over the sensation.

      Her beautiful eyes snapped open and locked on his. In a flash, she was laying flat over his body, kissing him frantically. The whole while frantically rocking her hips, grinding her clit into Kevin’s pubic bone, stirring his cock inside her. But Kevin being Kevin, still wanted to confirm she was okay. Wrapping his hands around her, he pitched towards her bad side and rolled them both over so he was now on top. Once he had her pinned, he pulled away and looked down at her.

      “Sable, are you okay?” he asked softly.

      Sable giggled, “Master, I’m better than okay. You make me feel so good,” she purred. Kevin watched in awe as she raised both her legs, slipping them behind her head, before crossing her ankles so she resembled a pretzel. “Please, master… Keep going?”

      Kevin gulped and nodded slightly. Sable gave him a sultry smile in return. Shuffling his knees into a more comfortable position, Kevin began to slowly thrust his hips. As his cock moved in and out of Sable’s tiny hole, her purring became more frantic. Kevin placed his hands on her upturned thighs for support. Leaning against her, he changed the angle and found he could thrust even deeper inside her. Sable, caught between purring and trying to speak, at the moment he pushed in, merely gurgled as the sensation took her to another world. Then, as if something clicked inside his head, suddenly, Kevin had the urge to take her as hard and as fast as he could.

      Gripping her firmly, he slammed his hips into hers as rapidly as he could. Sable mewed loudly and clawed at the blankets. She was in another world. One she never wanted to wake up from. This whole situation since the strange cat came home was like a dream. She’d finally been able to be her master’s mate. And now, the mating… They were mating… This feeling was because, Master had his cock out and was slamming it inside her… If he kept this up… She could end up with kittens!

      Arching her back, even with her legs crossed behind her head, she screeched out her orgasm. Copious amounts of fluids sprayed out, making a mess of everything. But Sable didn’t care, Beyond the pulsing waves or orgasmic heat that radiated through her body… Master was still thrusting into her as hard as ever. The sensation of what he was doing was dialled up to eleven when he suddenly buried himself to the hilt and grunted. Sable beamed for a moment, feeling a warm liquid filling her from the inside, causing her to slam straight into another, tunnel clenching, body throbbing orgasm. As she came down from her second high, she opened her eyes, to see Kevin just a nose distance away. Before she could say a word, his lips were on hers. As they kissed, he gently helped her extract her legs from behind her head, and couldn’t help the grin, as she used her new freedom to lock them behind his hips, preventing him from pulling away.

      Pulling away from their kiss, Kevin stared down at the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen. “I love you, Sable.” He said, falling limp.

      Sable, beamed hearing his words and as he went to sleep on her. She rolled him back over to the side he usually slept on. But she kept her limbs firmly wrapped around him. He was hers tonight, the others would have their chance, but tonight, he was hers.

      “I love you so much,” he mumbled, before letting out a soft snore.
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      “Master.” Lick Lick Lick. “Master.” Lick Lick Lick. “Master.”

      Before she could lick his nose again, he kissed her, making her purr happily. That first kiss turned to a second, then a third and before he knew it, she had slipped his hard length back inside herself. He groaned in pleasure as she rocked her hips, grinding herself down on his public bone. He stretched as she rode him and smiled as he felt her hands run down his chest… Hands… Plural… Snapping awake, the sight of Gemma greeted him, bouncing enthusiastically on his cock.

      “Gemma!”

      “Oooooh, Master…” Gemma purred. “Sable was right, you feel so good.”

      Before Kevin could say anything, a pair of lips covered his own. This time it was Sable kissing him, as Gemma rode him through, what appeared to be her first orgasm. The rhythmic contractions of her tunnel, dragging Kevin into a climax of his own.

      “Oh, I feel it,” Gemma moaned.

      Sable pulled away, before giving Kevin another quick kiss. Kevin was still stunned from the actions of the previous evening, let alone what had just happened. A sudden cooling of his cock, told him Gemma had gotten off, but a pair of soft tongues running up and down his length told him they were both back. Kevin cringed at the sensation of both tongues, but quickly found himself erect and ready to cum a second time. Which he did, the moment Sable’s lips closed over his head. Kevin groaned as he shot his seed into her mouth, making her chirp in surprise. But what he wasn’t expecting was for her to suddenly suck half his length into her mouth. That earned her an extra squirt, which she swallowed eagerly.

      With a wet pop, Sable sat back up with a smile, “Yummy,” she purred before eyeing Gemma for a moment.

      Kevin ignored the squeal, followed by the moan, as Sable tackled Gemma into the sheets. Literally crawling out of bed, he made his way into the bathroom for a shower, only pausing to stand and take a quick look back into the room. Kevin closed his eyes and pretended like he hadn’t seen Sable and Gemma sixty-nining in the middle of his bed. Pushing the door closed, it was time for a shower.
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      Feeling refreshed, Kevin opened the door. The scene on the bed made him smile as Gemma and Sable cuddled and groomed one another. He left them to it as he dressed and headed downstairs. It was time for breakfast after all. Passing Sue on the stairs, he gave her a quick pat as he passed. Grace and Harriet were naked, lying in the morning sun under a window. Kevin was about to say something about being seen, but he realised there was a bush there and they each had a pile of clothes in arm’s reach. So with a shake of his head, Kevin headed for the kitchen. On the bench was the box with the kittens in it. What surprised him was the rescue cat leaning over the edge to see them, as she spoke with Marla.

      “Would that work?” Marla asked.

      The cat sighed, “I should be able to tonight. Just let the human take care of them for now.”

      “What am I doing?” Kevin asked, making the cat jump slightly.

      “Oh… Good… Good morning, human,” she said rather stiffly.

      Kevin sighed and started getting breakfast ready. He couldn’t imagine this cat had had a particularly comfortable existence. Especially if it had human intelligence, but he hoped that it could get over its prejudice and give him a fair chance. So setting out seven bowls filled with food, Kevin grabbed an apple for himself. He noticed that Marla’s plate from last night was empty, but she didn’t seem to be interested in eating for the meantime. So after quickly finishing his apple, Kevin got four bottles ready for the kittens. As he set them down, Marla hopped onto the bench and began collecting them up, when Kevin touched her shoulder.

      “I’ll feed them, you eat,” Kevin smiled.

      Marla turned to snarl at him, but before she could respond, he pulled her into his arms. Her snappy retort melted away as she leaned into his embrace, though she caught herself before she started purring. “They’re my responsibility,” she whispered.

      Kevin just nodded his head, “True. But that doesn’t mean I and the others can’t help. You need to keep your strength up. So eat your breakfast, while I feed your grandkittens and you can go back to caring for them when you’re done.”

      Marla sighed softly, before nodding her head. Releasing her from his clutches, she looked up at him for a brief moment, before darting in and lightly kissing him. Kevin pretended it never happened and left her to her meal. It was better that way, she had a reputation to uphold after all. Turning, Kevin headed for the lounge, there was no need to watch the food, each kitty knew their bowl and wouldn’t steal from the others. Settling himself down on the couch, he reached for the remote, when he felt the couch shift beside him. Turning, he was face to face with the strange cat.

      “Human, we need to talk.”

      “... Kevin… We need to talk,” He gently chastised her. She frowned and looked uncertain for a moment. Kevin sighed and rubbed his face. Conversations weren’t his strong suit, but the attitude this cat was giving him, wasn’t something he wanted to deal with. “What should I call you?”

      The cat just sat for a moment with her tail twitching, “You may call me, Bastet.”

      Kevin cocked an eyebrow, “Like the goddess?” The toothy grin from the cat was his reply. “Alright, how come you can talk and what is it you want from me?”

      “I want you to wake up,” she said evenly.

      Kevin just frowned and shook his head. “I don’t understand.”

      “No, I didn’t think you would.”

      Kevin jerked as he snored himself awake. Blinking in the semi-darkness, Sable, curled in his lap, purred. Kevin looked down at her happy, furry face and felt something in his heart begin to break, even as he scratched her under the chin.

      “I’m sorry,” Bastet softly apologised.

      Kevin turned his head to regard the skinny cat. “I… I don’t…” he lost the ability to speak as a tear rolled down his cheek.

      “None of it is real,” she whispered. “Though yes, Marla’s child is out there if you want to find her.”

      Blinking away the tears, Kevin gently put Sable aside as he made to stand.

      “I… I need to-”

      “There is another way,” Bastet mumbled softly.

      Kevin trembled and rubbed his face. “I don’t know if I should love you or hate you right now. You let me feel things I hadn’t felt in a long time, and you took that from me-”

      “And I can let you feel them again.”

      “A dream?” Kevin asked, shaking his head.

      “Kevin,” Bastet called as he turned away.

      Kevin was angry, hurt and confused beyond belief. He had just begun to accept that his kitties were catgirls and loved him as much as he loved them. And now they are gone. He still felt that love and knowing Marla’s child was out there, he needed to do something. So the hand that caught his elbow made him pause.

      Glancing down, he could see black furred hands ending with small sharp claws. Turning, he looked over Bastet as she stood as a catgirl before him.

      “I am the goddess of fertility,” she said. “Part of fertility is love, and I can feel how much your heart is breaking at their loss.”

      “What do you want?”

      “To give it back.”

      Kevin paused, “And what would that accomplish?”

      “More than you realise, and I only need one thing.” Kevin sighed, and Bastet continued. “The dream is of a realm. Superimposed over this one. One where your catgirls will be real along with so much more. It is the world I belong to, when I was worshipped by the Egyptians and the Greeks. When their society collapsed, I was cast out and left here in the world of mortals. But with you, I can go back, and I can take you with me.”

      Kevin frowned, “And leave my kitties?”

      Bastet shook her head. “Don’t think of it like two different places. Think of it like one place, but you’ve been living your life wearing blinders. I’m offering to take them off, so you can have that dream and I can return to where I belong.”

      “What do you need me for?”

      Bastet just grinned. “Kevin, I need you to love, as you have always done. This world has been without me for some time. And while some things will be very similar, other things will be vastly different. My people need me, and I’m hoping that you can help me.”

      “What, you think in a world where animals are humanoid, that people would still abuse them?”

      Bastet gave him a level stare, “Humans in this world seem to base their reactions to people based on melatonin. Do you honestly think having ears, a tail or fur would make humans more accepting?”

      Kevin blinked for a moment, “What happens to this world?”

      “A proxy,” Bastet’s smile thinned. “It’ll be you, all your memories, all you love, all your support. But… NOT, you at the same time. YOU will be elsewhere.”

      “You’re asking me to leave my kitties, for copies,” Kevin frowned.

      “No Kevin,” Bastet shook her head. “You and your kitties. In the same way that you woke up in a dream world where they were humanoid, they will wake up remembering being simple cats. I’m offering to make that dream world real. And again, the passage of time hasn’t shifted. Marla’s daughter-”

      “Flower.”

      Bastet smiled. “Flower is still out there. You have time to save her. But you need to decide this now.”

      Kevin frowned and looked around the room. His kitties were all around, as they usually would be. He looked down at Sable who stared up at him with big, happy eyes. He remembered that same expression as she rode him and felt an uncomfortable tightness in his pants. Was it selfishness that made him want to commit? Nervousness that made him want to stay? Was it simply fear of the unknown?

      “On the other side,” Kevin turned to face the cat goddess. “You promise. My kitties come too? They won’t be copies, they’ll be MY kitties?”

      Bastet smiled and nodded her head. “I’m the goddess of fertility, part of fertility is love. And if I broke that, you inevitably would come back to this world, and I would be forever banished to find another human that would suit my needs.”

      “So you’re saying that this is all up to me?”

      Bastet nodded slowly, “If you refuse, I may stay awhile. But my goal is to return to my world. For that, I need worshippers to use as a base of power. We go to that world, you work in my stead, spreading my name and I can keep us there. Once my name has spread far enough, you could retire. Live comfortably with your kitties if you wanted. But I need your help to get there.”

      Kevin stroked Sable’s head and felt the way she butted up into his hand.

      “And the dream?”

      “Only a dream,” Bastet said. “But I based their reactions to you on their own memories to make them as real as I could.”

      Kevin blushed slightly, “And… You think…”

      “If I had money, I’d put money down that Sable will attempt to seduce you within a day of realising it’s possible.”

      Kevin nodded slowly. “What do I need to do?”

      Bastet smiled, “This isn’t a magic pill moment. The easiest way is simply to go to bed.”

      Kevin nodded and pulled Sable into his arms where she purred and snuggled like she always did. “I… I suppose-”

      “Goodnight Kevin,” Bastet interrupted with a smile and a nod. “I’ll see you in the morning.”

      Kevin nodded, before realising how very naked she was. “Right.”

      Bastet watched him dart from the room with Sable in his arms. Then giggled softly. It had been a LOOONG time since she’d been with a man.
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      Kevin snorted awake at the sound of a loud screech. Sitting upright, a heavy weight thumped to the floor beside the bed.

      “Ouch! Master!”

      Kevin blinked as cries and exclamations rang out. There was thumping and crashing going on downstairs and Kevin reached for the bedside lamp. Switching it on, he could see Sable. His beautiful Sable. She lay on the floor, wide eyed in disbelief as she stared at her hand. Kevin threw himself on top of her. Kissing her hard, she yowled in surprise before mimicking the motions. Pulling away, Kevin smiled down at her.

      “Master?”

      “It’s going to be okay, I promise.”

      “MASTER!” one twin called from downstairs.

      Kevin got to his knees and scooped Sable into his arms. She stared at him, awestruck as Kevin lifted her up onto the bed. Pulling down the blanket, Kevin got her comfortable. Sable just stared up at him perfectly silent, but content to be pampered. He smiled as he pulled the blanket up to her chin. Sable took a deep breath.

      “Master?”

      “Everything’s going to be okay, Sable,” Kevin leaned down and kissed her cheek, earning a smile and a slight purr. “But right now, there’s an emergency I need to take care of.”

      “MASTER!”

      “And that,” Kevin nodded. “Rest up, I’ll be back as soon as I can.”

      “O-okay, master,” Sable nodded, still looking completely shell-shocked.

      Kevin quickly dressed in long pants and a jacket before rushing downstairs. He almost tripped on Gemma, who was crawling up them, but he paid her no mind even when she meowed at his passing form. Rushing into the kitchen, Grace and Harriet were holding Marla who glared furiously as she rubbed her head. Kevin blinked for a moment before it occurred to him they were all nude. He’d done this once before, he could do it again.

      “Master,” Harriet murmured.

      “Listen up kitties!” Kevin called out. “This is an emergency. I need all of you to stay here, stay quiet and stay away from the windows until I get everything fixed. Marla, I need you to put some clothes on and come with me.”

      “I’m a cat, I don’t wear clothes,” Marla growled, shooting him a death glare.

      Kevin bent down and took her hand, mindful of her lip curling like she was about to bite. “I can explain this all later. But right now, Flower is in a lot of danger and I need you to help me save her.”

      Marla’s whole expression shifted. Her face went white with shock and she gaped, “How?”

      “No time, please?” Kevin offered his hand.

      Marla took it, and he pulled her upright. She was awkward on two legs and Kevin supported her as he brought her back up the stairs. He sat her on the edge of the bed beside Sable who seemed to have adopted a permanent smile, now stuck on her face. Marla just looked shocked. Kevin grabbed out a pair of sleeping pants he wore in the winter. It had an elastic waistband and he bent. Pausing at the sight of her catlike feet, Kevin slipped the pants on over her ankles and started pulling them up.

      “This… This is strange master,” Marla frowned. “What happened?”

      “Do you all remember the cat I rescued that got out the other day?”

      “Yes?”

      I nodded my head, “You can thank her when I find her. Right now, we need to get to Flower.”

      Returning to the wardrobe I found an old hoodie from my teens and quickly stuffed her into it. With a last look at Sable who watched me back with enormous eyes, I took Marla by the hand and brought her downstairs. Gemma was pouting at the bottom, so I ruffled her ears as I went and quickly herded Marla out the front door. She blinked and looked around at the night sky. She and the others had been indoors for so long, being outside must have been an adjustment. I brought her to the car and opened the door. It took me a moment to get her in the seat and buckled in, before I ran around to the other side.

      “I always hated this thing,” Marla frowned.

      “Was it the car you hated, or the carrier?”

      Marla cocked her head to one side as Kevin started the engine. “I’m not sure. Though I don’t feel quite so restricted right now.”

      “Well, no more carriers then,” Kevin smiled as he backed out the driveway.

      “Where are we going, anyway?”

      “Not far,” Kevin frowned, thinking about where exactly he wanted to go. The shop was the obvious choice, but he could cut around to the alleyway in the back where he found her in the dream. That might be the better option. Though there was no guarantee that this world would be the same as the last, so he hurried along.

      Pulling around the store, Kevin turned into the alleyway and froze. There were… Well… several naked… animal people. Three looked like dogs, two of those were male with a smaller female between them. The fourth person was a heavily pregnant catgirl.

      “Flower!” Marla gasped.

      “You stay in the car,” Kevin said firmly.

      Marla yowled softly as tears started rolling down her cheeks. Kevin climbed out of the car, leaving the headlights on the scene ahead.

      “Human!” one male growled.

      “What does a human want?” The female yipped.

      The last and largest of the males turned to face me. “GO AWAY HUMAN!”

      The catgirl just looked terrified. Kevin could see she had several bruises down her arms, legs and face. She was clutching her stomach.

      “Come on pups,” Kevin called out. “I just want the cat.”

      “Stupid human,” the smaller male growled. “Not letting you have the chew toy.”

      “She’s not a chew toy!” Kevin snapped. “She’s pregnant and needs help!”

      The dog frowned for a moment. “Did human just guess what I said?”

      “This human is weird,” the female growled.

      “Don’t be stupid,” the large male growled. “I’ll scare him off, then we can kill the trespasser.”

      He ran towards Kevin, yelling like a crazy person. Kevin felt a little intimidated as he rushed up until Kevin realised that he was actually bigger than the dog man was.

      “GO AWAY HUMAN OR I BITE!”

      Kevin stepped up and shoved the dog aside.

      “Ah! BAD HUMAN!” The female yelped and darted away.

      “GO GO GO!” The smaller male was right behind her.

      “I BITE BAD HUMAN!” The large male growled, getting back up.

      Kevin frowned, “Don’t bite me!”

      The dog froze and frowned, “Human understand?”

      “Yes?”

      The dog froze, “Nope, human weird. No bite weird things, learned that lesson.”

      The dog turned and sprinted off in the direction the other two went, leaving Kevin alone with the terrified catgirl.

      “Please don’t hurt-OUCH!” she cringed, dropping to her knees.

      Kevin watched as she clutched at her stomach and rushed in. Her eyes went wide as Kevin approached and she held out her hand to ward him off. But Kevin just gently took it.

      “Come of Flower, I need to get you somewhere safe.”

      “Flower?” She blinked, “Only my mother called me Flower.”

      “She’s in the car. Come on, I need to get you to the hospital.”

      Flower was a miniature version of her mother. Her grey, speckled ears twitched, and she followed along, unable to fight back. Kevin brought her around the car and opened the back door, before seating Flower inside.

      “MY BABY!”

      “MUM?”

      Kevin closed the door as the two cats tried to get to one another. Being rather unsuccessful as Marla was belted in and Flower was immobile because of her going into labour. Kevin quickly jumped into the driver’s seat and ignored the sobbing mess that surrounded him. Flower gripped Marla’s hand, while Marla was kneeling, still trapped in the seat by the belt. They were extremely happy to see one another, but Kevin had other things to worry about. Backing out of the alleyway, Kevin turned and headed for the hospital.

      It had been a long time since he’d been here. The last was to formally identify the bodies of his late parents. He hadn’t had a reason to come here since, the few times he’d fallen ill, he’d seen a more local doctor. Kevin drove quickly, but within the law, pulling up into the emergency department.

      “Wait here,” Kevin ordered.

      Rushing inside, he grabbed the first wheelchair he spotted and brought it back out to the car. Opening the door, he pushed it right up to the seat and took Flower by the hand. She seemed torn, still gripping the hand of her mother as Kevin tried to remove her from the vehicle.

      “Come on, you need-”

      “Sir, is that a cat?” Kevin turned and saw a nurse frowning. She must have seen him grab the chair and followed him out. “Sir, this is a hospital.”

      “She’s going into labour.”

      The woman rolled her eyes, “Sir, we don’t treat animals in hospitals. You need to take her to a vet.”

      Kevin blinked and looked at Flower, then back at the nurse. “Look, she’s humanoid. I have insurance, can’t you just-”

      “Sir, I’m going to need the chair back,” The nurse grabbed the wheelchair, as a security guard stepped out the front doors to assist. “Find a vet. We don’t treat animals in hospitals.”

      “Sir, you need to get that thing out of here,” the guard said stepping around the nurse. “Then get back in your car and leave.”

      Kevin frowned, “Did you just call my cat a ‘thing?’”

      The guard frowned, “Are you causing a scene, sir?”

      Kevin shook his head and closed the door. “In another world, I’d have been polite and simply left,” he snorted softly. “In this one. You can go fuck yourself.”

      “Leave-”

      “What the fuck does it look like I’m trying to do mall cop?” Kevin snapped at the guard as he walked around to the driver’s side.

      “Do I need to call the police?”

      Kevin rolled his eyes. “Really scraping the bottom of the barrel employing you aren’t they?”

      “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      “I’d love to stay and explain it to you, but you’ve already asked me to leave and I have better things to do than crack out the butcher’s paper and crayons!”

      Slamming the car door shut, Kevin started the engine and frowned. He couldn’t believe how stupid that was. They were humanoid, and if his dream was anything to go buy, all the anatomy was the same as a human’s.

      “Where are we going?” Flower asked.

      “A different kind of hospital,” Kevin nodded.

      “How are you able to understand me?”

      Kevin shook his head, “I’m guessing humans can’t usually understand animals?” Flower shook her head so Kevin shrugged, “Probably something to do with Bast.”

      “Bast?” Flower frowned. “The ancient cat goddess?”

      “That’s the one,” Kevin nodded.

      Flower froze for a moment, “You’re Bast’s champion?”

      Kevin glanced up at the rearview mirror as Flower winced in pain from her contractions. “I suppose I am, yes.”

      He did not know what and how she knew about Bast. Though if this was the world Bast was originally from, it wouldn’t surprise him in the least that she would have some form of verbal history passed down. Of course in a world where animals could actually speak, that was all possible.

      “Ohhhhhh!” Flower groaned.

      “Kevin, something’s wrong!” Marla frowned. Kevin guessed he was still twenty minutes from the vet hospital and was thinking about his options. “I can see fur!”

      Kevin threw on the indicator and pulled over. Darting out of the driver’s seat, he rounded the vehicle and pulled open the rear door. Sure enough, Flower was crowning. A pair of furry ears were protruding, one grey like her mother, and one white.

      “Mum!” Flower reached for Marla.

      Kevin slipped in and unclipped Marla’s seatbelt, before hauling the older woman into the back. “You sit there,” Kevin gestured behind Flower. “You’re her support. I’ll catch the babies.”

      Bending over, Kevin ignored the fact he was essentially staring at some random woman’s crotch. Instead, he focussed on the tiny face that presented itself to him. Kevin reached up and gently cupped the head. The baby was facing down, which he did not know if that was normal for cats. But he was pretty sure that was normal for humans. As the head came free, the shoulders followed a moment later. I held the slippery precious bundle firmly but gently and eased them the rest of the way out. The baby mewed softly and let out a small cry. Kevin smiled and looked up at Flower who was staring in shock.

      “Here,” he offered.

      Flower opened her arms and Marla helped the younger woman place her baby on her chest to feed. Kevin went back to business as a second furred head came into view. This one was all white and was facing the same direction as its older sibling. Kevin waited patiently until it too passed. With the same firm gentleness of the first birth, Kevin took the kitten and again, placed it in its mother’s arms.

      “I think that’s all for now,” Flower grunted.

      Kevin nodded, “If you’re sure. We’ll get you to the vet.”

      “Can he seriously understand me mum?”

      “Yes, Flower, he really can,” Marla assured her.

      Kevin got out of the back seat, closing it up and jumped back in the driver’s seat. The trip to the vets was rather lacklustre other than the soft mewing and suckling sounds from the two newborn kittens. Pulling into the after hours hospital, Kevin went and knocked on the door. It only took a minute, but an older woman opened a window.

      “Yes?”

      “I’ve a cat in labour, had two in the car, I think there’s more.”

      The woman frowned and nodded, before opening the door. “Show me.”

      Kevin brought her to the car and opened the door. Flower looked up at the older woman and frowned.

      “Please don’t take my babies, I’ll be a good mommy! I promise.”

      “There now,” the woman chuckled, “Can I see your babies?”

      “No!” Flower growled.

      “Okay, okay,” the woman smiled and took a step back. “She’s a bit lively, can you get her out?”

      “I think so,” Kevin nodded, realising that the woman really couldn’t understand Flower. “Come on, she’s here to help I promise,” Kevin smiled.

      “She can’t have my babies,” Flower growled.

      “She won’t get to keep them. I promise, they’ll come home with us.”

      Flower frowned, but Marla patted her arm. “Kevin is an excellent master my love. He will keep you safe and happy, I promise.”

      Kevin smiled at Marla’s kind words. She was a hard cat and soft was not in her repertoire. It did the trick though and Flower allowed Kevin to slide her to the edge of the seat and scoop her into his arms. He wondered about how he could carry them so easily, he didn’t work out. But that didn’t matter. Marla followed out of the car and the woman frowned.

      “She won’t run will she?”

      “No,” Marla said stiffly.

      “She’ll be fine,” Kevin reassured the older woman.

      The vet nodded and brought them inside as Flower moaned.

      “Contractions?” he asked.

      Flower nodded, “They’re coming again.”

      “She’s got more coming,” Kevin stated.

      The vet frowned, “Forgive me for not taking your word for it. We should examine the kittens while we have the chance. You’ve-”

      “She’s in labour,” Kevin snapped. “Kittens, coming right now.”

      The woman sighed and nodded her head, “let’s get to an exam room.”

      He followed her into a sterile room with a rather large version of a pet bed. It was big enough for Kevin to sit with Flower, and he placed her on the bed as Marla curled up beside her daughter.

      “Oh,” the woman frowned.

      Kevin glanced down as Flower mewed in pain as the next kitten crowned. The woman bent down to help and Flower tensed.

      “No, please, you?”

      Kevin nodded and moved in front of the woman.

      “Excuse me, young man-”

      “She asked me to catch it. You’re making her nervous.”

      The woman frowned, “She’s a cat, she’s probably just scared.”

      “Yes,” Kevin agreed. “Right now she’s scared of you. Please, I brought her here because she’s a rescue-”

      “You took a cat off the streets?”

      Kevin sighed and quickly grabbed a card from his pocket detailing his business. Handing it to the woman, Kevin was in time to gently take the newborn kitten in his arms.

      “There you are,” he smiled, handing the newborn to its mother.

      “I’ve heard of you,” the woman nodded. “But as a professional, you should let me do my job.”

      “Is there something wrong with the way I caught that kitten?”

      “No…”

      Kevin shrugged and watched as the final set of grey ears crowned. “Flower is a stray. I rescued her from a pack of dogs-”

      “Dogs?” The woman snapped. “Where?”

      “Why?”

      The woman stared for a moment, “You’re kidding right? Strays are dangerous.”

      Kevin shrugged, “I talked them out of it, mostly. They’re at a junkyard near the second hand store across town.”

      The woman nodded, “I know the one.”

      Kevin nodded as the fourth kitten fell into his arms. Kevin smiled down at the furred creature and handed it to its mother. Flower looked somewhere between bewildered and ecstatic to have her babies.

      “Flower, the lady needs to examine you.”

      Flower suddenly looked nervous. “Please don’t go.”

      “I’m not,” he promised. “But she’ll need to touch you, okay?”

      “That is creepy, you know that?” The woman shook her head. “It’s like you’re actually having a conversation with her.”

      The woman grabbed a pair of gloves and slipped them on. Marla helped keep the kittens balanced on Flower’s chest while Kevin kept a reassuring hand on the young mother. The vet checked Flower carefully before nodding.

      “Just need to pass the placentas and she should be fine. Am I able to check the kittens?”

      “No,” Flower whined.

      “Flower,” Kevin stroked her arm. “She will not take them from the room and I’ll stay with them so they’re safe, okay?”

      Flower looked from her babies, to her mother, who nodded with a soft smile. “Okay.”

      “One at a time,” Kevin told the vet, who gave him an odd look.

      “How are you doing that?” She asked, as Kevin picked up the firstborn and handed it to the vet.

      “Doing what?”

      “You’re talking to them, aren’t you?”

      Kevin shrugged, “Yeah, why?”

      “Why?” The vet shook her head. “Son, I’ve worked here twenty years and never met someone who could understand a cat.”

      “Never?”

      “Never!”

      “Is the kitten healthy?”

      The woman nodded as she moved a stethoscope over the tiny mewling body, “If you’d like to weigh this one, I’ll grab the next.”

      “No,” Kevin said quickly. “She doesn’t trust you. Finish this one and I’ll swap for the next one.”

      The woman sighed, “Look, this will happen faster-”

      “I’m not worried about speed,” Kevin shook his head. “I’m worried about the mental health of a new mother who’s terrified you’re taking her babies away.”

      The woman frowned for a moment and looked over at Flower, who was staring while clutching her other three babies.

      “Alright, have it your way.”

      Kevin smiled as the vet weighed the kitten and recorded the results. When it was done, he gently took the kitten and returned it to Flower, before taking the next. She was slightly more relaxed about taking the second kitten and Kevin did his best to reassure them both that everything was okay. When they finally had all four kittens checked over, the placentas delivered and everyone given a fit bill of health, Kevin brought the clowder of cats back out to the car, before following the vet back inside.

      “I’ll be honest, this has been the strangest night of my life,” she muttered to herself.

      “You and me both,” Kevin smiled, feeling more like his awkward self now his kitties were nowhere to be seen.

      “Do you really run a rescue?”

      “Of course,” Kevin frowned, “Why would I make that up?”

      The woman shook her head, “No, I mean. If you can actually talk to the animals, you’d be one hell of a behavioural therapist. In fact…” She waved for him to follow.

      She brought him around the counter and into the storage pens where there were many animals in individual cages. They resembled pet cages from the old world, but much larger. Kevin wondered if the changes were mostly cosmetic. People still seemed to view the animals like animals, but clearly recognised that they needed human sized enclosures. Though they lacked toilets and running water. The woman brought Kevin to a cage at the rear where a low snarl rang out.

      “Fuck off!” A rough voice snapped.

      “He came in a couple days ago. Great with his owner, but won’t let anyone else touch him.”

      Kevin looked into the cage and saw a young male dog wearing a loincloth to cover his crotch. From the colouration, “Dalmatian?”

      The woman nodded, “Yeah, and not a happy one.”

      Kevin nodded, “What’s wrong with him?”

      “SHUT UP!” The dog barked.

      “He’s got a bad limp. But unless the owner’s here we can’t touch him. But with the owner here, he hides the injury so we can’t tell what it is. We were thinking of sedating him, but the owner is worried about his heart condition.”

      Kevin nodded, “What’s your name?”

      The dog frowned, “Why are you talking to me?”

      “Because I can understand you.”

      “THEN FUCK OFF!” he barked.

      The woman stepped back, but Kevin held his ground. “Do you want to go home?”

      “Yes!”

      “Do you know why you’re here?”

      The dog frowned, “I… Maybe.”

      “Maybe?”

      The dog growled softly and Kevin shook his head. “Your owner obviously loves you. Bringing you here is very expensive.”

      “Then she should take me home,” he huffed angrily.

      “Where does it hurt?” The dog narrowed his eyes. “If you tell me where it hurts, I can tell the vet. She will fix it if you promise to be good and let her help you. If you keep going the way you are, they’re going to give you medicine that will make you fall asleep and they’re going to do it, anyway.”

      The dog growled, but seemed to think. “I want my mistress,” he sighed. “She makes me feel safe.”

      “I know,” Kevin nodded. “I understand that perfectly. And if you tell me what’s wrong, the vet can get your mistress to come out here and she can be with you while you get fixed.”

      The dog huffed softly, “My hip. I fell and now it hurts.”

      “Hip problem, he had a fall.”

      “You’re kidding?” The vet gaped.

      Kevin shrugged, “It’s what he told me. Said he’s scared and wants his mistress. I suggest you call her and see what you can do.”

      Kevin turned back to the dalmatian, “And no more growling at people. If you scare people here too badly or bite them, bad people might decide that you’re dangerous and take you away. Got it?” He whimpered softly and looked ashamed of himself. “Just be a good boy. The vet will not touch you until your mistress comes. But when she does, be a good boy, for her, okay?”

      “Okay,” he huffed.

      With a nod, Kevin stood and smiled at the wide-eyed vet. “I better go. It’s still late and I have kittens in the car.”

      “Right,” she nodded. “We just need to settle the bill.” Kevin nodded and gestured for her to lead the way. “Is that why your other cat is wearing people's clothing?”

      Kevin frowned, thinking about what he’d seen inside the kennels. Half an hour later, Kevin helped Flower navigate through the front door of his home. All his kitties were present, even Sable, who nervously smiled from the stairs where she’d awkwardly run to when she saw Flower come in with two kittens, followed by Marla carrying two more. They all came in and Kevin locked up behind them before letting out a loud yawn.

      “Master,” Marla said softly.

      “Yeah, Marla?”

      “Get some rest, I’ll get Flower settled in.”

      Kevin looked up at the clock and nodded. It was three in the morning. He needed more sleep.

      “Kitties, please just rest tonight and I’ll explain everything in the morning, okay?”

      “Yes master,” each of them chirped happily, if a little unsure of themselves.

      Sable smiled, and Kevin reached for her. He wanted to take her hand, but she staggered into his arms instead. Kevin scooped her up into a bridal carry and she pressed into his chest, purring frantically. With a smile, Kevin carried her up into the bedroom and put her back where he left her. Stripping off, Kevin paused at his underwear.

      “Take them off.”

      Kevin leaped into the air with fright, before turning. Bast was sitting on the windowsill with a smile. Her nude, black form caught his eye and Kevin turned away, only to see Sable staring at his crotch.

      “I need sleep,” he grumbled.

      Shaking his head, Kevin crawled into bed and laid on his back. Sable scrambled over as soon as he laid still and he found her soft, furred exterior just like cuddling up to a teddy. Only this teddy had breasts, purred and smelled extremely arousing for some reason. The bed shifted and Kevin blinked as the cover shifted off and back on as a second furred figure cuddled up on his other side.

      “It’s just sleep… human.”

      “Master,” Sable growled, correcting the goddess.

      Bast chuckled softly as Kevin groaned, feeling like his cock was about to explode.

      “Goodnight, master,” she purred.
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      Kevin was having the most wonderful dream. It was confusing at first. All his kitties became catgirls. Then they went back to being kitties, then back to catgirls. After a confusing exchange with some people dressed up as animals, he was home again with yet again his catgirls. And just like when they first came to be, Kevin could feel the soft, wet pressure of…

      “There, now he’s waking up,” Bast whispered.

      “He won’t be mad?”

      “Only if Bast put you up to this,” Kevin mumbled.

      A pair of lips slammed into his own. The owner of said lips thrust her ass up and down. Kevin groaned as Sable viciously fucked him. His cock slipped easily into her tight, warm hole and Sable mewed softly as she trembled.

      “Wha… Some… Something!?”

      “Keep going,” Bast whispered, laying down beside us.

      “It… Ah,” Sable trembled. “I can’t!”

      Kevin felt her pussy begin to pulse and spasm. Holding her tightly in his arms, Kevin braced his feet in the bed and thrust upwards. Sable gasped and let out a yowl. He could see her tail thrashing from side to side as she purred frantically. She mixed those purrs with small affectionate bites until he felt his own orgasm approaching.

      “Sable-”

      “Let her have her reward, human,” Bast whispered. “She earned it.”

      “I want it!” Sable mewed pathetically as her claws sunk into the bedsheets.

      Kevin was torn. He had no idea if Sable even knew what was going on. But she was clearly enjoying herself. But did that give him the right to-

      “More!” Sable spat, suddenly slamming her hips into Kevin’s thrusts. “MORE!”

      “Sable!” Kevin choked.

      “Kittens master!”

      Kevin shuddered as he fired his first rope of cum into the gorgeous catgirl. She either didn’t notice, or didn’t care. Slamming her hips down just as she had before, her whole body provided him ultimate pleasure. From her deliriously happy smile, down her shapely, furred body. Her perky breasts to the way her tummy moved as she rocked her hips every time she impaled herself. Kevin gave up the fight and let her have every last drop.

      “Oh, it is good to be back in this plane,” Bast sighed.

      Kevin turned his head and saw her admiring a thread of sticky fluid between her fingers. Looking further down her black furred body, he could see the origin of the sticky fluid soaking into the fur between her legs.

      “Master, do you want to do this with Bast now?” Sable asked, taking a shaky breath as she beamed in delight.

      “I’m sure your master would love to at some other time. Right now, I think he’s a little mad at me.”

      “I just don’t know who started this.”

      “You did,” Sable frowned. “You started poking me with it and woke me up. I was worried something was wrong and asked Bast for help.”

      Kevin turned his gaze to Bast who rolled her eyes. “I explained what an erection was and why they happened. She made the leap to climb on top of you all by herself.”

      “Did I do bad?”

      Kevin shook his head and took Sable in his arms, pulling her down into a kiss. She purred frantically for a few moments before pulling away.

      “No Sable,” Kevin shook his head. “No, this isn’t bad, just… Unexpected.”

      “I know,” she nodded. “I… I can be your mate! I can have your kittens! MASTER!” She mewled excitedly.

      Bast chuckled softly and sat up, “I will go check on your newest rescues. You… Spend some time with your dearest.”

      Kevin nodded slowly before turning back to Sable. She smiled and crawled off, “Here master. I know you always go into the bad room in the morning.”

      Kevin blinked and looked at the en-suite and frowned, “Bad room?”

      Sable frowned, “Where all the water is.”

      Kevin nodded slowly in understanding, but it was Bast’s voice that called out, “You should go with him!”

      Sable frowned and shot a glare at the room, “I… Why does she?”

      “Because you’re no longer a cat, Sable.”

      Sable frowned and looked down at herself, “But…”

      “Well, you are. But, you’re shaped like me now. It’ll be harder to clean yourself, so you’ll need to wash like I do.”

      Sable frowned, “I can clean…”

      She twisted around to lick her back and let out a small growl when her head wouldn’t turn far enough. Arching her back, she could lick the base of her tail just above her ass. Kevin froze and watched as she moved around her hip, before spotting the white mess leaking from between her legs. Leaning in, she licked herself and froze.

      “Oh.”

      Kevin felt his cock become uncomfortably firm once again. The last time he’d been subjected to this kind of sight, he ran away. This time… Sable looked up at him.

      “Master?”

      Kevin reached out with one hand and scratched behind her ears. She leaned into it, purring loudly as Kevin moved closer. Taking his cock in hand, Kevin pushed it inside her pussy again.

      “Master!”

      “Keep licking Sable,” Kevin shuddered.

      Sable gave a nervous smile, but turned her head back to her clit and lapped at it. Kevin grabbed her raised knee and lifted it to his chest, pinning her in place. Sable mewled softly as she lapped at her own clit. With each lick, her pussy trembled slightly and Kevin thrust into her with each pulse. Desperate to feel as much of her as he could, Kevin transitioned to deep strokes of his cock. Pushing them over so Sable was lying on her back, his tabby catgirl clung onto her ass and continued lapping at her own clit. Kevin could see her eyes rolling and felt his second orgasm approaching. Thrusting harder, Kevin grunted as Sable mewled softly as she started to cum.

      As her pussy throbbed madly, Kevin missed his timing and his cock slipped out of Sable’s pussy, pushing into her mouth instead. Her extended tongue protected the sensitive organ from her teeth and he shuddered, firing the first rope of his cum into the back of her throat. Sable reared back in shock as Kevin dumbly sprayed his seed over her tabby stripes.

      “That…” Sable whined.

      Kevin grimaced, “Sorry Sable.”

      She shook her head and leaned in. Taking his cock in her mouth, Kevin shuddered as she sucked firmly on it. Bobbing her head, she pulled away with a pout.

      “No fair,” she grumbled.

      Kevin blinked, “What?”

      “It’s yummy!” She pouted. “I wanted more!”

      Soft laughter echoed from down the hall and Kevin sighed, unsure if it was Bast laughing at the situation, or someone laughing at something else.

      “Either way, I got it all over you and it sticks to fur.”

      Sable frowned, looking down at herself. I had sprayed it everywhere from her pussy up her stomach and over her breasts with the final streak under her chin.

      “Come on,” Kevin sighed, taking Sable by the hand.

      She frowned for a moment before mewing softly as he dragged her into the bathroom.

      “No master, not the water, it’s icky!”

      “I need to clean you up,” Kevin stated firmly.

      “One of the others, they can clean me!” She offered.

      Kevin shook his head as he turned on the water. “No Sable. I need to get this now before it dries, please trust me?”

      Sable pouted as the water cascaded down Kevin’s arm, “I won’t do it again!”

      “Do what?” Kevin asked.

      Sable’s lip trembled. “I won’t suck it. I won’t let you put it in my mouth.”

      This time Kevin smirked, “Yes you will.”

      “Nu uh! WAIT!”

      Kevin dragged her under the water. It was a lovely temperature and Sable froze in place as it cascaded down her body. Her ears went flat and her tail dropped immediately to the floor where the tip twitched. Kevin spent a few moments sighing as she gave him the silent treatment. He used an all natural shampoo and rubbed into her fur. She seemed to enjoy the feel of his hands on hers but went straight back to pouting and silence when he rinsed her off. Kevin looked her over for a moment and picked up a bottle of conditioner. He poured some out and rubbed it into her fur, earning a small, angry glare.

      Then he picked up the comb.

      Placing the bristles on Sable’s head, he gave a few small tugs. The conditioner made it glide through her fur, and he stopped as Sable’s knees trembled.

      “You okay?”

      “I’m fine!” She growled a little too loudly.

      “We’ll do this quick then,” Kevin nodded.

      Going back to combing, Kevin ignored Sable’s pouting face. And because he was ignoring her, he couldn’t see the droopy eyed stare as she trembled in bliss. The bristles of the comb, combined with the conditioner and the fact her master was doing it. Sable couldn’t help but start purring.

      “Sable?”

      “More please master,” she mumbled, leaning on him for support.

      Kevin smiled and kept going down the rest of her back. Straightening, he spotted the hooded stare etched into her face.

      “Sable?”

      “More,” she growled, clawing gently at him with her paw.

      Kevin nodded and quickly did her face, before moving down the front and sides of her neck. She was trembling with excitement as he worked down her breasts and was weak in the knees as he moved down the front of her legs. Stopping at her paws, Kevin shifted around to stare at her little ass. Her tail swayed from side to side catching his attention, so he started there. Sable had never had an issue with him touching her tail, but she leaned into the wall for support at this newest sensation. Then he started on her ass, moving down the backs of her legs.

      “There-”

      “You missed a spot,” Sable growled quickly.

      “Oh,” Kevin smiled. “I wasn’t sure-”

      “I do,” she nodded eagerly, lifting one leg and balancing on the other.

      Stan blinked, being up this close with her… Well with her pussy. Like the rest of her, it was covered in fur, but here it was very light, and soft. The water had washed away any residual mess he’d left behind, and her labia were engorged with arousal. Gently reaching up, Kevin combed from the crease in her thighs, down her leg, before going back to the crease and up over her labia.

      “Oh!”

      Kevin heard her voice, right before her pussy throbbed. He’s seen videos of it. A throbbing pussy as it orgasmed with nothing inside it. But seeing this pussy, the pussy of his favourite, sexy kitty. Seeing it throb, and throb from an action he performed. Without thinking, Kevin reached up and parted her labia with his fingers to get a better view. Her tiny clit stuck out, engorged with arousal. But it was her entrance that caught his attention. The tiny stimulation from his hand had her pussy throb mightily and a small gush of fluid sprayed out over his wrist. Her scent filled his nose and Kevin pressed his mouth over her most sensitive place.

      “MASTER!” Sable mrowed loudly.

      Her taste was divine. He had no personal experience doing this in person and lapped at everything he could feel with his tongue. He had seen it in video’s so he had SOME knowledge, but nothing else to go on. Not that it mattered as Sable made sexy cat noises above him as she hopped on one leg.

      “Now this is more of what I was expecting,” Bast said, stepping under the water. “Get that tongue under control, she’s not an ice cream.” Kevin frowned and ceased his mad licking. “There now, gentle, but firm licks, imagine trying to get her pussy juices to her clit, but use the wide part of your tongue to do it.”

      Kevin nodded and applied his tongue to make long, slow but firm licks of Sable’s pussy. She yowled softly and clutched at his head as he continued to pleasure her.

      “That’s it, try a little variation, see what she likes best then stick with it. Ladies like consistency.”

      “Mhm,” Kevin groaned, uncaring that he had this audience. Sable was staring at him with the most wonderful expression. Her open mouthed gasp was the only thing he cared about other than the taste and texture over his tongue.

      “Work a little more over the clit,” Bast directed. “It’s the most sensitive and she’s good and worked up. So try sucking a little while massaging it with your tongue.”

      Kevin adjusted a little higher and added suction with his lips. It must have had the desired results as Sable yowled and tossed her head back. Her legs went out from under her, But Kevin had her pinned against the wall. He had a brief thought about her impossible lightness as he continued nuzzling at her flesh.

      “Quickly now, two fingers inside, then curl them towards you and massage.”

      Kevin nodded, making Sable gasp and felt up under his chin. Her pussy entrance was exposed since he moved up and her dripping, silken hole accepted his digits eagerly. Curling them back towards himself, he felt a small, fleshy lump. Rubbing it gently-

      “MASTER!”

      Liquid heat poured around his hand for the second time. Her legs kicked violently as her core tensed and she thrashed back and forth. Kevin was forced to pull his mouth away, letting her slide down the wall. But he caught her in place as she rocked frantically on his fingers. Her eyes were closed as more gushes of fluid sprayed out and she spasmed viciously.

      “There now, if you’re going to fuck her, you better do it now.”

      Kevin blinked and glanced at Bast who smiled widely. Turning back to Sable, her eyes were open, and she was baring her teeth. Her legs kicked up, settling either side of his ears. No longer did she care about the water. Her master had just made her feel more pleasure in the last few minutes, than she had in her entire life, and that included in the bed that morning.

      Kevin felt a furred paw grab his cock and let his fingers fall free of Sable. Her pout was adorable until she purred at the contact as his cock pressed into her entrance. It was only then when he realised Sable was pawing gently at his chest.

      “Don’t mind me. Your kitty has needs,” Bast purred, releasing his cock.

      Relaxing his grip slightly, Sable slipped slightly lower on the wall, impaling herself as she did. Her eyes widened at the sensation of being stretched. Only for her to mewl softly as Kevin pressed closer. Pushing up inside her, he captured her lips with his own.

      “There now, is that good?” Bast asked.

      “Uh huh,” Sable whimpered. “Master, I love this. I remember the other world. I remember wanting my mate but I didn’t understand how that could happen.”

      “I always thought about keeping a nice tomcat I rescued.”

      Sable’s eyes went wide, and she rapidly shook her head, “No master! No! You’re my mate!”

      Kevin smiled and nodded as he rocked his hips again. “I know Sable. I’ll keep rescuing as I always have. But I’m your mate now.”

      “And the others,” she pressed.

      Kevin smirked, “If they want me. I’ll be their mate too.”

      Sable grinned widely, before giving him a coy smile, “Master, can you make me spray again? It felt really good.”

      “That’s called squirting dear,” Bast offered. “And folded up like this, his cock should press against your g-spot like his fingers did.”

      Sable’s eyes lit up, and she nodded quickly, “It is.”

      “Then Kevin, the rest is up to you.”

      “Right,” Kevin nodded, before frowning at the goddess. “And why are you here, anyway?”

      She just smiled, “Fertility and love remember. Consider this feeding.”

      “So you’re… You’re not trying to get her pregnant?”

      Bast shook her head, “No, she did that all by herself in the bedroom.”

      Kevin nodded before freezing, “What?”

      “AHHH!” Sable cried as her pussy spontaneously throbbed. Kevin turned his attention back to her as she rocked herself as best she could on his cock.

      “Think later, fuck now,” Bast hissed.

      Kevin grit his teeth and slammed his hips forward. Sable clung to him desperately as he fucked her against the wall. His position, kneeling on the floor gave him the perfect amount of leverage to hold her and fuck her at the same time.

      “It’s happening!” She squealed.

      Kevin pressed close, kissing her hard. He felt the hot spray from her pussy drench his balls and run down his legs. Her body thrummed with energy and Kevin fucked her with short, firm strokes. Sable mewed softly with each thrust as she came around his cock. Kevin grit his teeth as her pussy throbbed madly and buried himself to the hilt. Pumping his seed into her, Sable fell forward, kissing him hard. Kevin grunted as the milking sensation of her pussy almost sucked him dry, before they both came to a mutual end.

      “I love you master,” Sable mumbled.

      Kevin smiled and nodded softly. “I love you too, Sable. You’re the best thing that ever happened to me.”

      She beamed widely. She didn’t have to say it. If Kevin hadn’t found her that night, she’d be dead. No two ways about it. Him saving her, saved him and now…

      “Now, what were you saying about pregnancy?”

      “Oh,” Bast chuckled. “You might want to get out of her first. The way you’re behaving, you might just have your way with her and I can tell she needs a rest.”

      Kevin frowned before spotting an apologetic smile. Shaking his head, he kissed her quickly. “Never feel bad for refusing to have sex with me. I’d feel awful forcing you to do that if you didn’t want to. I’d never forgive myself.”

      Sable blinked slowly, then smiled. “Just for that, I kinda want to again.”

      “Don’t though,” Bast chuckled. “Right now you’ll be fine to have him again later. But if you push, you’ll be too sore. And yes Kevin, she’s pregnant.-”

      “Did you-”

      “If you let me finish,” Bast snapped. “No, I didn’t. I can influence to a degree, but guiding your swimmers into their final destination is not something I’m capable of.”

      “You changed the whole world, and you think I’d believe that?”

      Bast sighed and shook her head. “This world already existed. I changed nothing. I just opened the door and shoved you and your kitties through. We discussed this, remember?”

      Kevin shook his head, “Sorry. You’re right.”

      “I know,” Bast chuckled. “Now you need to wash out all that conditioner and put the poor kitty to bed. She has kittens to grow and you have a future to think about.”

      Kevin agreed quickly and helped Sable stand up. She purred and remained content despite her supposed hatred of water. Kevin rubbed her down, pushing water and the subsequent conditioner out of her fur until he was satisfied. With a final rinse, he brought her out and grabbed the largest, fluffiest towel he had. Bundling her up, he rubbed her down, before switching out the towel for another dry one. Wrapping her up a second time, he heard his phone ring.

      “Be right back,” he kissed Sable who purred madly as he left.

      Bast touched her shoulder, “Are you okay?”’

      Sable nodded, “Master loves me, and I’m going to have his kittens. Everything is so, so wonderful.”

      Bast nodded, “Yes, I really got lucky when he found me. I’d just about given up hope of ever returning here.”

      “Is it true, what you said about this place?”

      Bast nodded, “For the most part. Minor differences exist, but his business is still recognised. Animal rights are a little different and most importantly, certain laws regarding sexual interaction with non-humans, don’t exist. It’s just not something considered by the humans in this place. Without my interactions, the practice died off.”

      “So, my babies?”

      “Will grow up into lovely young women who humans will see as potential life partners, rather than as pets.”

      Sable beamed as she stroked her stomach and purred. Bast just smiled, feeling the tiniest trickle of her power returning to her. This world had been without her for too long. Changes would be slow, but they would be fruitful, one generation at a time.

      Kevin heard none of this as he grabbed his phone from the pocket of his pants where he’d dropped them. He didn’t recognise the number and frowned, before answering.

      “Kevin’s Kitty Rescue, you’re speaking with Kevin.”

      “Hi,” a feminine voice came over the line. “Ummm, the vet, she gave me your card and told me you were an animal behaviour therapist.”

      Kevin frowned, “Ummm… Yes, I gave her that card, but-”

      “Please, I could really use some help.”

      Kevin sighed and looked around the room as Sable walked wrapped in a towel beside Bast who was similarly attired.

      “Alright, what do you need?”

      “It’s Baxter, he’s not acting right. He came out of surgery this morning.” Kevin quickly pulled his phone away from his ear to see it was a little past noon. “Woken up, but he’s not acting right and he isn’t responding when I pet him.”

      Kevin frowned, “He’s not just having issues with the sedation?”

      “We thought that too, but it’s been a couple hours now and I’m getting really worried. The vet told me I’d think this was crazy, but I’m desperate.”

      Kevin nodded, “Alright, I’ll be there shortly.”

      “Thank you!”

      Hanging up the phone, Kevin turned and spotted Bast and Sable watching him.

      “This is an excellent opportunity,” Bast nodded slowly.

      Kevin frowned, “What, animal behaviour therapist?”

      Bast nodded, “You take out all the guesswork. You’re the only man in the world who can understand animals. How effective of a therapist do you think you’ll be simply by asking animals directly what their problem is?”

      “What about my rescue?”

      Bast snorted, “What about it? Animals are still abused and abandoned. Your kitty rescue is still useful, but… you may need more room.”

      Kevin sighed, “Yeah, where’s Flower anyway?”

      “As far as I can tell, she slept on the couch with Marla on the floor beside her.”

      “Shit,” Kevin grimaced, “I need to organise beds.”

      Bast nodded, “Yes, but I’m sure a solution could simply be a larger one in here for the time being.”

      Before Kevin could respond, Sable beamed brightly, “Can we? Then there’ll be room for everyone!”

      Kevin blinked and let out a sigh, “Fine.” He’d never been good at denying his kitties. “Let me just set out some food for everyone and I need to go.”

      Sable dropped the towel and Kevin picked it up to return it to the bathroom alongside Bast who brought her own. Then with two naked catgirls, Kevin made his way downstairs where he saw Flower and Marla on the couch with four kittens.

      “Master,” Marla purred softly.

      Kevin smiled, seeing her holding her daughter’s hand. Flower looked a little uncertain, but Kevin didn’t act aggressively or tell her to get off the couch, so she stayed put.

      “Morning everyone!” Kevin called.

      Catgirls immediately swarmed him. Marla stayed at the couch while Sable and Bast kept their distance. But that still left Gemma, Sue and, Grace and Harriet to mob him. Kevin was pressed in between them as they chirped, meowed, purred, hugged and squeezed every part of him they could reach.

      “Kitties,” Kevin laughed, thinking of the first time they’d mobbed him. That dream had felt so real.

      “Can we stay like this forever?” Sue asked.

      Kevin reached over and scratched gently around her ears, earning him a beaming smile. “I think so. Things will be a little different now, but yes, I think we get to stay here like this.”

      “YAY!” Grace and Harriet cried together.

      “But are you going to do to us what you did with Sable?” Gemma asked.

      Kevin froze in place, before he realised he had the attention of all the kitties, including Marla and Flower. “Ummm.” He turned to the refrigerator. “Breakfast!”

      “Master!” Gemma grumbled.

      Kevin just ignored her as he took out the tuna loaf. Being completely surrounded by nude catgirls was one thing. Having them all declare they wanted to have his kittens was another. Someone had ripped the bandaid off, but that didn’t dull the sheer terror of having this much womanly flesh piled on him. Prying open the container, the smell of fish hit his senses and Kevin froze.

      “Bast?”

      “Yes, Kevin?”

      “Bast, there’s fish in this.”

      “It’s not real,” Bast replied quickly.

      Kevin frowned and gave it another sniff, “It smells real.”

      “It’s not though. Animal products are either ethically sourced using hormones and non-threatening treatments like cattle and milk. Or they’re artificially produced either through lab grown products or outright faked, like the fish you’re holding.”

      Kevin blinked, “How do you know all this?”

      “This is my original world Kevin,” Bast smiled. “In order for me to live in it, I need to understand how it worked. And having animals with human levels of intelligence would directly violate my being if they were to be treated as the animals in your original plane. My followers might be all gone, but I’m gladdened to know my practices are not completely erased.”

      “Right,” Kevin sighed. “So, to be sure. I’m not about to eat a fish person if I serve this up, right?”

      “No,” Bast smiled. “No, that’s basically a protein made from soy, corn and cheese.”

      “Cheese?”

      “Ethically produced from cattle, see,” Bast pointed out the back window.

      Kevin frowned and stepped through his kitties to see. He paused at the sight of hundreds of… Minotaurs… Hucows… Whatever you wanna call them. Tall women with small horns, hooves and massive breasts who all jostled around nude by the back fence. Kevin felt his pants constrict uncomfortably.
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      There was an anxious looking young woman in the waiting room as Kevin stepped in through the familiar set of doors. They looked up and frowned for a moment.

      “Kevin?”

      Kevin nodded, “Yeah, Baxter, he’s the dalmatian?”

      The woman nodded, “Yeah, he came out of surgery, but he’s acting funny and we can’t tell what’s wrong with him.”

      Kevin nodded as the vet came into the room. It was a middle-aged man, who smiled thinly. “Greta said you… spoke to Baxter last night and got him to calm. I don’t quite believe what she told me, but without putting him back under, and taking another look, I’m at a bit of a loss.”

      Kevin nodded. He wasn’t used to dealing with so much interaction, but he wasn’t about to walk away from something he could probably help.

      “Alright, where is he?”

      The vet nodded and gestured for him to follow. The woman came in behind them both as they went into the room at the back where Baxter had been caged the evening before. This time at least, he was lying on a comfortable-looking bed. That was despite him curled around facing the wall, with his injured hip raised for comfort.

      “Bax?” The woman called softly.

      Kevin heard the dog sigh and spotted the twitch of his ear, but the dalmatian didn’t otherwise respond.

      “Hey,” Kevin called softly.

      This time Baxter’s ear twitched by a much larger degree, but he still remained laying on his side.

      “Your owner is worried about you,” Kevin tried again.

      “No, she’s not,” Baxter replied softly.

      Kevin frowned, “Of course she is. She’s here, isn’t she?”

      “Go away human,” Baxter whined softly.

      Kevin frowned, and before anyone could respond, he unlatched the cage and stepped inside. Moving around, he expected the dalmatian to glare, snarl or even try to ward him off. But the big dog looked on the verge of tears.

      “C’mon, your owner called me in specifically to talk to you. If she didn’t care, she wouldn’t have called, right? Hell, the vet probably thinks I’m crazy talking right now.”

      “You got that right,” the man chuckled.

      “Lilly,” Baxter sighed. “Mistress, her name is Lilly.”

      “Lilly,” Kevin repeated, making the woman flinch. The vet didn’t respond, but Lilly knew she hadn’t introduced herself. “So why aren’t you talking to Lilly?”

      “She doesn’t want me.”

      Kevin frowned, then reached down. Grabbing the bed, he ignored the vet who protested as Kevin hauled the bed around so it forced Baxter to face his mistress. Baxter was frowning from being sore and jostled around, but he froze seeing Lilly’s face. She was crying silently as she watched.

      “Why’s she sad?”

      “Because there’s something wrong with you, and she’s worried sick.”

      Bax huffed, “I heard her. She was complaining about how expensive my surgery was and when she came in, I could smell another dog. I’ve been here, hurt, scared and alone while she’s been off with some other dog!”

      Kevin blinked for a moment, before chuckling and shaking my head. He looked up at Lilly, “He’s worried you got a replacement dog. He heard you talking about how expensive this all is, then when you came in he could smell another dog.”

      Lilly’s eyes went wide, “Bax? No, baby, no!”

      Bax chuffed as Lilly stepped into the cage. It was tight with the three of them inside and the vet mumbled something about protocol. But they ignored him as Lilly bent down over Baxter. “Baby no. Mommy would never get rid of you. I just had to sell a few things to pay for the surgery.”

      Baxter frowned and let out a small chuff.

      “Bax,” Kevin tried again. “If she didn’t care, she wouldn’t be here.”

      The dalmatian let out a whine, before lifting a paw. Lilly leaned in and hugged him firmly and Kevin noted his tail thumped on the side of the bed.

      “Alright, so with that out of the way, is there anything wrong?” Kevin asked.

      “Wrong?” Baxter frowned as Lilly pulled away, stroking his side and stomach.

      “Anything hurt, feel uncomfortable, anything that doesn’t feel normal?”

      “No… No, I’m fine. If mistress still wants me, then I’m okay.”

      “Really?”

      Bax nodded, looking guilty again.

      Kevin rolled his eyes, “Right. He’s fine, he’s been pouting mostly.”

      “Seriously?” The vet frowned.

      Kevin shrugged and stepped out from behind Lilly, “Yup. I’m… Gonna go.”

      He made it out the front door when a feminine, “WAIT!” came from behind him.

      Turning, Lilly smacked into him with a firm hug. Kevin froze. Actual contact with a human, despite his interactions with his kitties was rare to the extreme. Being hugged, well…

      “I… Um…”

      “Thank you so much!” Lilly beamed, stepping back. “He’s always been a bit sensitive, but I didn’t realise he understood so much of what was going on.”

      Kevin shrugged, “Neither did I. Glad I could help.”

      “How do you do it?” Lilly pressed.

      “Do what?”

      “Talk to them, is… Is it something you can teach?”

      Kevin thought about Bast and shook his head. “I don’t think so. Consider it a gift.”

      The woman nodded, looking disappointed. “It’s an amazing gift. Do… Do you have a card or something?”

      Kevin nodded and took out one of the many cards he carried at all times, before handing it to her.

      “Oh, I have this one, do you have one for your other services?”

      “I’m not a behavioural therapist,” Kevin frowned.

      “Maybe not,” Lilly agreed. “But if you can talk to animals like you just spoke with Baxter, imagine the good you could accomplish.”

      Kevin nodded slowly, “You may be right.”

      Lilly smiled, “Either way. Thank you for sorting out Baxter’s issue. Do you think, maybe getting him a companion would be a good idea?”

      Kevin thought for a moment and slowly shook his head, “No. He’s quite attached to you already. Adding another dog, especially when he thinks you’re going to replace him might have the opposite effect.”

      Lilly sighed and agreed, “Good point.”

      Kevin turned away, “Right, glad I could help.”

      “Thanks again Kevin!”

      Kevin waved over his shoulder and climbed back into his car. The drive home took longer than it did the night before. There was a bit of traffic and that gave Kevin time to think. As he drove, he paid attention to his surroundings. The world was much the same as he remembered. In fact, it was almost a mirror. The same stores, the same vehicles, the same people. But where he expected to see pigeons and other city birds, he found they were sorely lacking. That was until he spotted a figure tumble off the roof of a tall building. Kevin slammed in the brakes as his heart leaped into his chest.

      BEEEP!

      Kevin flinched as the car behind him hit the horn, but Kevin froze as the figure opened up a large pair of wings. They swooped low, before flying off in some random direction.

      “MOVE IT ASSHOLE!”

      Kevin flinched and started driving. The irate man behind him in the small truck glared at him the entire time. Kevin drove steadily and wondered at the figures he could see walking around. Some were people, others were not. Sure, they walked on two legs, but they were mostly nude, with small coverings that covered the naughty bits. Though the quality, colour and specifics of the coverings varied widely.

      Kevin spotted a pet store where he bought cat toys and with a last glimpse of the angry driver behind him, he pulled into the parking lot. Pulling up, Kevin climbed out and headed for the door. As it opened, there was an older man, walking what Kevin immediately assumed was a child, on a leash. Said child was skipping happily while biting down on a squeaky toy. He was covered in a layer of black fur with a white mark around one eye. His tail was going crazy, and he wore a cute pink top with a matching waistband. Kevin blinked and stepped aside.

      “Thank you,” the old man smiled.

      The puppy boy skipped alongside his master, chewing the toy to death even before they got to the car. Kevin shook his head slowly and went inside. The store was much the same as it always was. Only now. The toys were a little different, as well as a lot of the equipment. Most of it was simply a change in size. There were still collars and leashes, but the harnesses were massive. But what caught Kevin’s eye was the massive aquarium on the back wall. It wasn’t like the one that used to be here. This was like an award-winning show aquarium with three… merpeople? Two females and a male. One of the females was brightly coloured, covered in scales and was otherwise nude. She swam around slowly, seeming to make a game of twisting in the light to reflect prettily off her scales.

      The second female was some kind of sucker species. She was pressed right up against the glass and used what looked like her lower jaw, to scrape a thin patch of algae off the glass. Her body was rather dark in comparison to the other female, but she was no less beautiful. The male lacked arms entirely. His body was long and slender like an eel and he was curled up in the corner at the back under some plants. He sat still, gulping at the water as he watched the female swimming above with a small smile.

      “She’s just in,” a man said. Kevin flinched and turned to see a salesman approaching. “Are you looking to buy, or?”

      “No, just browsing,” Kevin replied softly.

      The man nodded, “Right, if you need anything, give me a holler.”

      “Thanks.”

      Kevin sighed as the man left. This is why he preferred doing his shopping at night or online. Less chance someone would want to talk to him. Taking a trip around the store, Kevin paused at the sight of some clothing options. They all seemed unisex and as he picked one up and turned it over, he could see instructions for how they went on cats, dogs AND birds. It also had a warning that public indecency laws included all domestic animals.

      “Wonder if that means undomesticated animals are still animals?”

      “What?”

      Kevin turned and saw the salesman from earlier. “Nothing, just thinking aloud.”

      The man nodded, still confused, “Right. Those are mostly one size fits all. What breed were you looking for?”

      “Domestic short-haired cats,” Kevin said slightly cryptically.

      The man nodded, “Yeah, those will fit fine.”

      Kevin nodded and grabbed one for each of his kitties, before grabbing two extras for Flower and Bast. “What about kittens?”

      The man stepped past and went to the end, where there was the equivalent of human onesies, but with holes for tales and flaps for… Waste.

      “Thanks.”

      “No problem,” the man nodded as Kevin grabbed four of them. Then grabbed another four that were a little larger.

      Turning, Kevin made his way to the counter and paid for his items. Carrying them quickly to the car, he climbed in and made the rest of the drive home. Climbing out of his car, he once again ignored the old car parked in the driveway. What he wasn’t expecting was for the front door to open. Immediately thinking something was wrong, Kevin darted up and collided with Bast, sending them both crashing to the floor.

      “I’m flattered, but I’d rather be somewhere soft,” she purred.

      “Sorry,” Kevin grimaced, climbing off the dark furred catgirl. Offering his hand, she took it with a smile and Kevin helped her stand.

      “Master?” Sable chirped.

      Kevin turned and saw her slight frown, opening his arms, she pressed herself against him, rubbing her face across his chest how she always did. “I’m fine.” He gave her a reassuring smile. “I just didn’t expect the door to open. I’m not used to anyone being able to other than me.”

      “Ah,” Bast nodded. “My apologies then.”

      “It’s fine,” Kevin nodded as Sable nuzzled into him again. “I get it. You’re capable of a lot more than you used to be. I need to get used to it.”

      Bast smirked and nodded, “I think I got very lucky that you found me.”

      Kevin shrugged, “I’m just me. You were a kitty, you needed help. I’d have done the same whether or not you were a goddess.”

      “Exactly,” Bast nodded. “You wanted nothing more than to help. There’s no reward in this for you. Other than the knowledge that what you are doing is right.”

      “That’s why we love him,” Sue said, stepping over to join us.

      “He made us safe,” Grace and Harriet said in unison.

      “He’s the best,” Gemma agreed.

      “Kitties,” Kevin sighed. “I love you all. But you don’t owe me anything.”

      They filled the house with catlike giggles, including one particularly loud, “HA!” from the other room that could only have come from Marla. Kevin rolled his eyes as Bast stared right into him.

      “Alright, alright, I need to give some things out.”

      Opening the bag he got from the pet store, Kevin handed all the kitties an outfit. They frowned and turned it over to look at the pictures on the back.

      “You want us to wear this?” Bast asked, eyeing the fabric.

      “I’m not going to make you do anything. But it turns out there’s indecency laws, so if you’re going to be coming outside, you need to be covered.”

      Bast nodded as Kevin took the rest into the lounge. Marla was sitting beside Flower. Marla had two barely-sleeping kittens in her arms, while Flower smiled nervously as she fed two more.

      “Hello Master,” Marla smiled.

      “I got you all something,” Kevin nodded, handing Marla the two adult sets. “For you and Flower. If you need to go outside, you need to wear those.”

      “I heard,” Marla smiled. “Thank you for thinking of my daughter.”

      “She’s family,” Kevin shrugged as he took out the four onesies. “And these are for the babies.”

      “What?” Flower squeaked.

      “For the babies. I don’t know if they’re cold, you could dress them now or save them for later. I’m…”

      “Mum,” Flower grabbed at Marla.

      “It’s okay, I told you,” Marla smiled back.

      Kevin frowned, “I’m sorry, am I making you uncomfortable?”

      Flower blinked and trembled as she shook her head. “Thank you… Master.”

      Kevin nodded slowly and started unwrapping the onesies. Marla offered him the first kitten, a furred little female. Kevin quickly slipped her into a onesie, before handing a second onesie to Marla to practice with. Kevin smiled, realising that there were two little males and two little females. Nice even numbers. With the first two dressed, Kevin waited for the second two to finish feeding before he helped Flower dress the last two.

      “Thank you Master,” Flower smiled shyly.

      “I told you he would look after you,” Marla smiled.

      Flower nodded and leaned against her mother. Kevin smiled at the sight of the small family and thought about what he needed to do. There weren’t any rescues he knew of, he’d check his emails later for anything non-urgent. So that left some household chores. Starting in the kitchen, Kevin picked up all the bowls and loaded them into the dishwasher. He smiled at the knowledge that there were more dishes for his kitties than there was for even him. Sable hovered around behind, watching what he was doing, asking small questions. Kevin smiled and felt a little domestic as he chatted with Sable. Her idle curiosity amused him.

      After turning on the machine, Kevin brought her upstairs where he collected his dirty laundry and set them in a basket. After stripping the sheets from the bed, he explained that after their nightly activities, they were likely to be soiled. Sable blushed, but agreed readily. Those sheets went on top of the clothes and Kevin brought them downstairs into the laundry. He had a newer machine that worked efficiently and loaded it all up in one go. It would appal his mother to know he washed his clothes with his sheets, but Kevin didn’t care. Clean was clean.

      Then all hell broke loose.

      “... Master…” Sable trembled from her spot on top of the kitchen bench beside Gemma who was clinging to her with the same terrified look.

      Kevin sighed, “The floors are dirty my kitties. I need to vacuum.”

      He should have seen it coming. Marla spotted him open the closet and practically hauled Flower and the kittens upstairs. Grace and Harriet followed, while Gemma and Sable climbed onto the kitchen bench to cower. The only one of his kitties not disturbed by the vacuum was Sue, who was currently licking between her toes on the couch.

      “Look, go upstairs and wait.”

      “Put it away first,” Gemma trembled.

      “Kitties,” Kevin sighed.

      Only after moving the vacuum to the other room and unplugging it, did Sable and Gemma scamper away, leaving Kevin alone with Sue, who was now licking down the inside of her leg.

      “This really doesn’t bother you?” Kevin asked.

      Sue shrugged mid lick. “It’s not all that scary. It’s annoying and loud, which is why they don’t like it. But… Well it’s not all that.”

      Kevin frowned, before stepping over to the couch. Sue looked distant. Although most of her fur had grown back, it still wasn’t perfect over her burn scars. Kevin reached down and gently stroked her head. Sue blinked and smiled, before going back to her licking.

      “You can talk now,” Kevin whispered. “So if you ever want to. I’ll always listen.”

      Sue paused, before looking up at Kevin and gestured for him to come closer. Kevin leaned in, thinking she was going to tell him something. But she kissed him instead.

      “Thank you, master.”

      Kevin smiled and nodded, “You’re welcome Sue.”

      Kevin turned away as Sue started licking lower and lower. Grabbing the vacuum, he switched it on and got to work. He spent a few minutes going over the carpet in the living room, before quickly going through the kitchen and entryway. Then he started at the bottom of the stairs and worked half way up. At the halfway point, he switched everything off, unplugged it and carried it up into the spare room. Then after shooing his irrationally terrified kitties back downstairs, Kevin did upstairs as well. Only when he put the vacuum away did they all start acting normal again. By the time Kevin was cleaning his bathroom, Sable was watching again.

      “Is there something you want?” Kevin asked, flushing the toilet.

      Sable frowned, “You do your… Stuff, in there, right?”

      Kevin blushed and nodded, “Yeah.”

      Sable nodded, then stepped around him and squatted over the bowl. Kevin blushed and left quickly when he heard running water. When the sound of the water stopped, Kevin cleared his throat.

      “The roll of paper on the side. Tear off a few pieces and wipe.” He paused. “Wipe from the front to the back!”

      “Okay!” Sable chirped from inside the bathroom.

      Kevin sighed, thinking about what fresh hell must be in the kitty litters. When Sable was done, she came back out and Kevin took her back in to show her how to wash her hands. That she wasn’t a fan of, but understood the importance when Kevin explained it. With Sable clean and comfortable, Kevin bit the bullet and checked on the kitty litter trays. It wasn’t as bad as Kevin feared. But he felt a certain level of relief when he heard whispers from Sable about using the toilet. With a fresh kitty litter tray set out, Kevin had just enough time to take off the rubber gloves before Gemma pushed in. He glimpsed her relieved face as she squatted over the tray. And that was enough for him to grab the supplies and go. Rushing them out, he set the cleaning supplies back, before taking the bag of unmentionables out to the bin.

      Looking around as he walked through the yard, he decided it needed to be mowed in the next day or two. But he had other things to do first. Heading back inside, Gemma was looking guilty as Sable had a stern expression as they talked quietly. Kevin thought about intervening, but Gemma nodded and they hugged quickly. Shaking his head, Kevin washed his hands again, before taking his clean and wet clothing out of the machine and took them outside. The day was nice and there was a breeze coming through the yard.

      “What about him?” A voice asked.

      “I dunno, I like my men a big chunkier.”

      Kevin stood and turned around. Several heifers had broken from the herd and were standing by the fence, watching him while eating handfuls of grass. They were huge in human proportions. Easily seven or eight feet tall, they were impossibly curvy with four massive breasts. Each of those breasts had a single, thumb sized nipple sticking out of it.

      “He’s watching us,” one of them, with more brown patches, giggled.

      A more white one swatted her on the arm with her long tail. “He’s just a human. He won’t take any notice.”

      “I dunno,” a cream cow giggled. “If my hoof wasn’t so sore, I might give this fence a try.”

      Kevin frowned and headed over to them, hearing those words.

      “Oh, you might get your chance after all,” the brown one giggled.

      Kevin swallowed, “What’s wrong with your hoof?”

      The cows blinked, “Did he just ask about my hoof?” The cream cow stared in shock.

      “Ask if he wants to fuck you!” The brown one smirked.

      “Look, I just want to help,” Kevin tried.

      “You can help her out,” the white one nudged the cream. “All night long by her likings.”

      “Stop it. The human’s just being nice.”

      Kevin sighed, “I can understand everything you’re saying.”

      “Pfft,” The white one made a noise. “If you can understand me, stand on one leg and do a hop.”

      Kevin stood on one leg and hopped in place for a few moments.

      “That’s just creepy,” the brown one frowned.

      “What if he really can understand us?” The cream one whimpered softly.

      Kevin groaned, “I CAN understand you. Look, I have other things to do today. But if you have a sore hoof, I can look and let the farmer know you need help.”

      “I think he can understand me,” the cream one whispered.

      “I’m also not deaf, so… Hoof, or no hoof?”

      “Ummm…”

      Kevin was about to turn away, when the cream one shifted and leaned against the fence. She lifted one hoof and offered it to him. Kevin smiled and came closer. He had never gotten so close to a cow before, but this was just bizarre. Getting on his knees, he reached out and gently swiped away the dirt and grass with his thumb. A cow’s hoof was in two parts. Basically, like two toes side by side with horn caps on them. And wedged between them, was a rather large rock.

      “Hold on,” Kevin said, looking around for something. Locating a stick, Kevin tested it to make sure it was sturdy.

      “What are you doing?” The cow asked.

      “There’s a rock stuck in there.”

      “Is that what it is?” The cow sighed. “I was worried I had a crack or an infection.”

      “You still might,” Kevin slipped the stick into place, before levering against the rock, popping it free. He picked it up and stood to show the cow who leaned over the fence to examine it. “If it gets sore, come back and I’ll tell your farmer you need attention.”

      “Th-thank you… Human.”

      “Kevin,” Kevin smiled awkwardly. “Call me Kevin.”

      The cow smiled, showing two neat rows of white teeth. “Thank you, Kevin.”

      “Do… Do you have a name?”

      The cow smiled shyly for a moment and nodded. “I’ve never told a human before. But you can call me Norma.”

      “Norma,” Kevin nodded. “I’ll remember that.”

      “Please do, Kevin.”

      Kevin saw the way she was squeezing her four massive breasts between her arms and quickly stepped back. “Don’t be a stranger!”

      “Awww,” the brown one pouted as Kevin darted back to the clothesline. “I thought you were going to get him to mount you!”

      “Gosh, you’re such a slut,” the white one giggled.

      That set off the brown one who nodded quickly in agreement. The only one not laughing was Norma, who smiled shyly at the retreating form of Kevin. She couldn’t be sure, but there was something… something different about him. She smiled as he was trying not to look at them directly. That meant either he didn’t like looking at them. Or he liked it a little too much. And going by the attractive, black furred cat smiling at her from an upstairs window, well… Norma smiled and blew Kevin a kiss, before turning away to walk confidently on her uninjured hoof, to chat with her friends.
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      “Come on, dear.”

      That was the voice that slowly brought Kevin into wakefulness. Reaching out for Sable, he frowned, feeling the empty space beside him. Reaching in the opposite direction, Kevin blinked to clear his vision. Only then could he confirm he was in fact alone in bed.

      CLICK

      Looking down towards the door, Kevin froze at the sight of Marla, who had just locked his bedroom door. The whites of her grey ears turned towards him and she gave him a level glare. She was the oldest of his kitties, but that didn’t make her any less irresistible while his morning glory tented the bed sheets.

      “Mmmaster,” Marla purred.

      “Morning Marla,” Kevin smiled awkwardly.

      His eldest kitty silently crossed the room and crawled up onto the bed. Kevin held still. Marla was never a kitty to be trifled with. Their times of affection were few and far between. Even then, it mostly ended up with a soft bite to signal when enough was enough. And yet…

      Kevin shivered as Marla crawled up over his body. Her eyes were locked on his and she used the claws on her padded feet to shuffle the blanket down, exposing Kevin’s nude form to her own.

      “You brought back my baby,” she whispered.

      “I didn’t know.”

      Marla shook her head, “That doesn’t matter. You still brought her home. You brought my grand-kittens home. You’re caring for them.”

      “Marla,” Kevin trembled.

      Her lips captured his. They were firm, demanding, but soft and pleasurable. Kevin reached up, stroking her shoulders for just a moment. Marla responded by taking his wrists and shoving them down by his sides. Rocking her hips forward, she ground her clit up the underside of Kevin’s erection. He shuddered at her actions as she rubbed herself against him for several moments. Pulling away from the kiss, Kevin blinked up at her fierce expression.

      “Marla?” He asked as she raised herself up.

      But as she raised his cock to her own entrance, she responded by sliding herself down onto his cock. When she reached the very bottom, Marla paused and blinked a few times. She rocked her hips from side to side, then in a small circle.

      With a grin she sighed, “Much better in this form.”

      “Marla?”

      Leaning over him, she kissed Kevin firmly. Kevin felt trapped. She had specifically placed his hands down on the bed when he touched her. But here, now, her mouth was on his. Her hips bounced rapidly on his cock. Kevin was trapped beneath this demanding kitty, going out of his mind with pleasure as she rode him.

      “So good, master,” Marla hissed softly.

      As Kevin looked up into her eyes, he paused. There was pleasure, lust and a dominant edge in those eyes that stared back. But… It didn’t seem right. They were missing something. Kevin thought for a moment and thought about all their times together. The softness, the beauty, the gentle comfort. As much as she was enjoying driving herself onto his cock…

      Marla yowled as Kevin grabbed her firmly. Pitching up his hips, Kevin rolled them over too suddenly for Marla to fight the action. She stared up at him with a shocked expression. Kevin was still buried inside her, but with his weight settled atop her, she could not continue her frantic pace. Which was perfect for Kevin.

      Reaching up, Marla’s eyes snapped to his hand. She frowned, almost angrily. In her kitty form, Kevin knew this was where he was likely to be bitten. With a smile, he persevered. Cupping the side of Marla’s face, he stroked her cheek gently with his thumb. He could see it now, the confusing flux of emotion in her gaze. Reaching up, he stroked her ear softly. Her head twitched as she suppressed the urge to push into the gentle touch.

      “It’s okay Marla,” Kevin whispered. “The door is locked, you can be soft with me.”

      Marla’s eyes hardened as she went to growl. Her claws extended, ready to swipe. Kevin kissed her softly. So very softly. Then she felt his cock stir inside her as Kevin slowly shifted his hips. That beautiful, wonderful cock buried deep inside, slid back, before slowly driving forward again.

      “See, isn’t this better?” Kevin asked softly.

      Marla clenched her eyes shut. She screamed internally, demanding he roughly take her. To pound her into the bed as hard as he could. Blinking, she flinched as his lips found the side of her neck. She liked to be scratched there at times. But the combination of his soft kisses, and the slow thrust of his cock pushing into her.

      “Goddess…”

      Kevin felt her pussy clench over his cock. Her back arched beneath him. He felt the way her body tensed as she began to cum her little kitty brain out. Slipping his arms under her arched body. Kevin held her close. The gentle, loving affection he heaped on her did its job. He felt eighteen sharp pricks as she lightly sunk all her claws into him at once. But he didn’t care. All Kevin cared about was the harsh, demanding, matriarch of the family. He cared about how despite her aggression, power and demand, all she truly wanted was softness, love and care. Which he provided, still slowly thrusting up into her as she silently screamed her pleasure.

      “I love you Marla,” Kevin whispered, grinding his pubic bone into her clit.

      Marla actually went to scream that time. But it was silenced as Kevin kissed her. It wasn’t hard. But enough to break what little concentration had slipped through to respond to the overwhelming sensations she was experiencing. Her pussy pulsed constantly over his cock. That magnificent tool that slowly drove her pleasure onward. She was trapped in a world of ecstasy and Kevin just held her close and loved her all the more for it.

      “I’m going to cum,” he whispered.

      Kevin felt those claws dig in just a little harder. It didn’t bother him though. They were only tiny pricks on the edge of his conscious pleasure. The constant, rhythmic pulsing of her pussy was hell on his stamina. He’d certainly hit his mark with her. Taking things slow set her off completely. She shuddered in his arms and her limbs quaked, right as Kevin began to cum. Sliding himself as deeply as he could inside Marla, Kevin held himself there.

      “You feel so good,” Kevin groaned.

      Marla’s eyes rolled back in her head as she started cumming all over again. Her body went entirely limp as she accepted what was happening. Marla surrendered to the pleasure, and she lay in his arms, feeling each pulse of her master’s cock, throbbing as he filled her up.

      Kevin let out a long, soft sigh as he pulled his cock out of his sleeping kitty. Marla, after falling limp in his arms, had promptly passed out midway through what must have been the mother of all orgasms. Marla did nothing by half measures. Glancing down, he could see the mess leaking out of her. He made a mental note to buy more bedsheets. He only owned a few, but unless he wanted to be washing them daily, he could do with a few more.

      “Mmmmaster,” Marla mumbled, reaching out for something.

      Kevin smiled and pulled his pillow around and pressed it into her arms. She pulled it close and inhaled his scent with a purr. Kevin gently prodded her legs closed, only for Marla to roll onto her side and clutch the pillow tighter, rubbing her face on it. Kevin had only rarely seen Marla act cute and was loath to interrupt. Gently slipping off the bed, Kevin pulled the blanket up to cover her. Then took a quick shower. Slipping out of the bedroom a few minutes later, Kevin closed the door to protect Marla’s modesty. Not that he thought the nudeness would bother her. But the cute way she cuddled the pillow would mortify her. Making his way downstairs, Bast met him, beaming widely.

      “What?”

      “Perfect,” she continued beaming.

      “What is?”

      “You, Kevin. You’re perfect. You saw exactly what she needed and gave it to her.”

      Kevin frowned, “I thought you couldn’t influence them?”

      “I can’t,” Bast quickly assured him. “But that doesn’t mean I can’t feel what they feel. I’m the goddess of fertility. Part of that is love. And that kitty upstairs right now feels a whole lot of it.”

      “Is she-”

      “No,” Bast frowned for the first time. “No, unfortunately not. She’s older than the others so it’ll be harder. But not impossible. The change since coming here will give her a whole new lease on life.”

      Kevin nodded, before frowning. “What… What about lifespans?”

      Bast nodded, “Similar to what you’re used to at first, then very different. They mature rapidly from children into adults in just a couple years. Most animals would be considered fully grown and mentally developed adults by their second birthday. Roughly the same age and mentality of a human in their early to mid-twenties.”

      Kevin nodded, then did a quick bit of maths in his head, only to realise his kitties were all well into their thirties and forties by his estimate. Except for Marla… “What about old age?”

      Bast smiled softly, “Roughly that of a human. And while I’ve brought things more in line with your own age group, unfortunately, you are the youngest in the household.” Kevin snorted, before frowning. “I’m sorry about that,” Bast patted his shoulder.

      “No no,” Kevin shook his head. “It makes sense. Humans live longer than cats, I just…”

      “It’s different now,” Bast nodded. “I will help where I can, for as long as you want me to.”

      Kevin sighed and opened his arms. Bast, not one to take affection lightly, stepped in close. She felt him hold her tightly against him and purred. This human was special. This human was worth it. But she wouldn’t press. That would be entirely outside of her wants and needs if she pushed him into doing something he didn’t want to do.

      “Master?”

      Kevin turned his head and saw Sable peering at him from the kitchen beside Harriet, Grace, Gemma, Sue and even Flower.

      “Come on you lot,” Bast called.

      Kevin chuckled as all his kitties rushed out to get their hugs. He held them all close and was surprised when they started parsing out kisses. First was Sable, who bounced up and pecked his lips. That was followed by Gemma, who then kissed Sable. Sue distracted Kevin by climbing over Grace to get the next kiss, before she fell on Sable and Gemma. By the time Grace and Harriet had collected their kisses and fallen on the others, Kevin was standing with Flower and Bast in his arms. There was a soft mewling cry from the other room and Flower glanced away. As Kevin turned his head, she lightly brushed his cheek with her lips before darting away, leaving him with Bast.

      “Do I get a kiss, human?”

      Kevin looked down at the dark furred catgirl in his arms. “Do you want a kiss?”

      “Kiss her master!” Gemma giggled.

      “We don’t mind,” Sable nodded.

      Kevin smiled at the group and looked down at Bast, who gave him a cheeky smile. “Thank you Bast,” he whispered.

      Leaning down, Bast moaned at the soft lips that captured her own. She felt that familiar surge of lust rise, beside the burst of possessiveness she felt from him. She purred in satisfaction, knowing once and for all that deep down, he considered her to be his. And she had no problem with that at all. When he pulled away, Bast grinned like the cat that got the cream and stepped back.

      “Alright, I suppose it’s breakfast time?”

      “Breakfast!” The chorus went up.

      Kevin had to wade through his affectionate kitties as he worked his way into the kitchen. With them all present, they trapped him amongst light headbutts and paws as they vied for his attention. Kevin laughed and pushed on, used to their behaviour around food. Collecting the container from the refrigerator, Kevin moved it slowly to the bench, where…

      “Here master,” Sable smiled, passing him a bowl from the cupboard.

      Kevin smiled as she handed him a few more until there was a bowl out for everyone.

      “Master?” Gemma prodded him.

      Turning, she had the drawer open for the kitchen utensils and was holding out the spatula he used for their food.

      “Thank you kitties,” Kevin smiled at them both.

      Taking the spatula, he pried the container open. Using the flat edge of the utensil, he separated a bunch of pieces out and set them in the bowls.

      “Kitties, we’re all going to sit on the floor, okay?”

      “Okay!” They chorused together.

      He got out forks for each plate except Sable’s. He knew she would have trouble with one hand, from the dreams with Bast. Each of his kitties, including Bast, took a bowl each. Kevin took two, one for himself and one for Flower. Heading into the lounge, the new mother was feeding one of her kittens while the others rested in a nest on the floor made of blankets and cushions.

      “Here,” Kevin placed the bowl beside her.

      Flower sniffed at it and smiled widely, “Thank you, master.”

      “You know you don’t need to call me that,” Kevin smiled.

      Flower nodded her head slowly, “I know, master.”

      There were soft giggles that sprung up around him. Kevin just stopped fighting it and sat down beside Sable who was frowning. She couldn’t hold the bowl steady and eat with one hand while on the floor. She was already getting frustrated with it, when Kevin quickly picked it up.

      “Wha?” She pouted.

      Kevin just smiled and used his fork to cut a piece of her meal and offered it to her. Sable’s lip trembled as she smiled widely.

      “C’mon,” Kevin chided her gently. “I’m hungry too.”

      “Thank you master,” Sable purred.

      Taking the bite, she chewed it happily, while Kevin ate a piece himself. Once he’d been assured that he wasn’t eating some fish person, or the beautiful mermaid from the pet store, he’d had no problems eating. It was nice too that he couldn’t tell any difference between what he was eating either. It still tasted like the tuna loaf he always made. As he chewed, he saw Sable’s soft pout and let out a chuckle. Cutting a piece out of his own plate, he offered it to her. She stared at him with enormous eyes and very lightly leaned forward and took the mouthful. Only as he took a bite himself, did he realise he had the attention of every kitty in the room including Flower.

      “What?”

      “You just fed her off your plate,” Bast chuckled.

      Kevin blinked before realising what he’d done. Each kitty was staring at his fork. Cats had a pecking order. As a rule, they didn’t share. But to do so, was to show the entire room that Sable was someone important.

      “And seeing you reach that conclusion so quickly, is why I think we’ll get along just fine,” Bast laughed softly again. “Feed your mates, human.”

      Kevin nodded, before realising exactly what she said. Mates. Plural. Looked around at his kitties, they all stared intensely at him. If he rejected any of them, it would probably break their hearts. But to feed them… That might mean… Kevin sighed and cut another piece out of his bowl and offered it to Grace who was sitting closest other than Sable. Her pale grey ears perked up as she took the bite and chewed softly. Kevin cut off another piece and gave her twin the same treatment, earning the same reaction.

      Moving on to Sue, she looked like she was about to cry with happiness as she slowly savoured her bite. Gemma eyed him with a look Kevin could only describe as lascivious. With a nervous chuckle, Kevin looked over at Flower who blushed furiously. Not that he could tell she was blushing though her fur. But it mottled and stood on end, giving her a cuter, fluffier expression.

      “Not yet master,” she whispered softly.

      Kevin understood what she was saying and relaxed, before feeling a nudge. Glancing at Sable, she tilted her head, gesturing at the last member of the household present. Kevin gulped softly and looked down at his mostly empty bowl. Being empty meant little, he could get more. But there was just enough left to feed one final kitty. He smirked, thinking that if he hadn’t eaten that one bite, then there would have been another for Marla to have a piece as well. Lowering his fork into the bowl, he stabbed the last piece and let out a soft sigh. Despite the hints she had been giving him, he still worried about whether a goddess really wanted much to do with him.

      Turning, he saw the dark furred Bast staring at him with a blank expression. With a second nudge, this time from someone other than Sable, Kevin held out the fork towards her. Bast smiled softly.

      “Thank you master,” she purred.

      Kevin froze, hearing those words come from her lips. Then he outright shuddered, seeing her expression as she somehow made the way she bit and ate a piece of tuna loaf, sexy. Kevin shifted slightly and looked down at his empty bowl.

      “If you’ll excuse me, kitties, I need to refill my bowl.”

      Bast purred deep in her chest. The satisfaction of knowing how deeply this human cared really did things to her. Sure, she’d slept with her followers before. But she didn’t even think Kevin WAS a follower. His ideals matched many of her own, at least in the small picture. But he wasn’t one of her worshippers. There would be no altar for him to kneel at. No gifts to shower her with. But… she blinked slowly and took in the scent of love and lust permeating the room.

      “No,” Bast shook her head softly. “No, this is right where I want to be.”

      The other kitties just smiled at her own self admission. They all knew from the start where they wanted to be. And the kitty responsible for their recent happiness was more than welcome to join them in it. Bast smiled and tucked into her breakfast while Kevin got up and fetched himself another bowl. He made a mental note to do that again when Marla could join them. And with his kitties… ecstatic, Kevin finally sat down and enjoyed his breakfast, albeit while feeding Sable from her own bowl and not his.

      With breakfast over with, Kevin checked his emails for important notifications, before heading out into the backyard. He sighed, seeing the space where he remembered digging the grave for Flower. It was… Odd… He still remembered the pain from Marla’s loss. He still remembered feeling gratitude towards Bast for creating the plaque. But none of it was real, and Flower was sitting up in the lounge with her children.

      Making his way around the side of the house, there was an old shed. It looked just about ready to fall over, but Kevin knew it was still watertight. It held a workbench and some tools that he’d ignored for many years now. At least for the most part. Whatever he needed to keep the lawn mower running was still in working order at the very least. Which is what he was here for. Opening the door, he stepped inside and checked the jerry can. There was still plenty of fuel, so Kevin took the mower and brought it out into the sunlight. One quick check of the oil level and he was satisfied. After filling the tank, Kevin primed the engine, put the throttle to start and gave the cord a pull.

      The engine thumped into life on the first go, and Kevin grinned in satisfaction. A long time sitting at home with nothing to do. He wasn’t a handyman, but anything he touched with regularity he learned about intimately. The mower was one such thing. The height was set from the last time he used it and started his familiar loop around the yard. Unlike the vacuum, none of his kitties were scared of the mower. Each and every one was pressed against a window watching him. Kevin could even see Sable trying to put on those funny clothes he bought them all. So he paused just long enough to help her dress and let her outside. He tried not to laugh and watch as she tumbled around in the grass. He had work to do after all.

      “Shit,” Kevin grumbled, seeing the clothes line still covered in yesterday’s washing.

      Shutting off the mower, Sable came running over. “Master?”

      “I’m fine Sable,” He smiled at his first love. “Just need to take the washing inside before I can mow.”

      “Let me help!”

      Kevin smiled and gave her ears a rub, that naturally turned into frantic purring as she butted against him.

      “Alright, alright,” Kevin laughed.

      Sable pouted cutely when he stopped, but she skipped after him as he headed for the line. Kevin started pulling things off. Sable offered her arm and Kevin draped things over it. When he thought she had enough, Kevin went to drape them over his own arms, when he heard the back door open. Turning his head, Sue came out, nipples exposed, but still mostly wearing the same thing Sable was.

      “Sue,” Kevin chuckled.

      “I’m helping!” She cheered coming to join them.

      Kevin straightened her top, before giving her the same treatment as Sable and loaded her up. When the line was empty, Bast opened the door and gestured for them to return.

      “Can you understand them too?”

      Kevin turned and spotted a familiar-looking heifer staring at him from the fence line. “Morning Norma.”

      “You remembered!” She mooed softly.

      “I try,” Kevin shrugged. “And yes, they understand me and I understand them.”

      “We’ve always been able to understand humans,” Norma huffed. “But you’re the first human who’s ever understood us.”

      “Must be hard,” Kevin sighed. “Not being able to say what’s wrong, or explain how you feel.”

      “Exactly!” The heifer stomped. “I mean, what’s a cow gotta do to get laid, right?”

      Kevin blushed and stared at the ground for a moment, “Ummm… Among other things.”

      “But that’s half the problem!” Norma grumped. “Farmer William gets me so hot and bothered. That machine just sucks and sucks and sucks. But no matter how I wiggle this ass of mine, not once has he ever tried to fuck me!”

      Kevin cleared his throat and glanced back at the house where he could see his kitties frantically talking amongst themselves.

      “Do you fuck them?”

      Kevin snorted and coughed to clear his throat. “I’m sorry?”

      Normal frowned, “The cats. Do you fuck them? I bet they’d let you.”

      “HE’S FUCKED ME!” Sable’s voice rang out.

      Norma giggled, “Yes!”

      “Ummm…” Kevin scratched the back of his head.

      “Y’know, you’re really cute, do you think-”

      “WHAAAAAA!-” THUMP! CRASH!

      Kevin whirled around to see part of the shed collapse. Without a second thought, Kevin ran over to see what had happened. The door burst open behind him and he heard hurried footsteps as his kitties joined him.

      “Ouch, ouch, owie ow ow!”

      Kevin frowned, seeing a pair of talons under part of the shed. The problem was, the workbench had tipped over and landed on that part as well, pinning it in place.

      “Hello?” A pained feminine voice called out. “Hello, I’m stuck and… And I think I broke something!”

      “Shit,” Kevin darted in. “You’re okay, I gotcha.”

      “What are you?” The voice called a little fearfully. “You’re not a cat are you?”

      Kevin grunted, trying to lift up the bench, but he couldn’t quite get it up.

      “Here sugar,” Norma said, surprising the hell out of Kevin.

      The heifer stepped up and grabbed the bench. With barely a grunt, she hauled it upwards, setting it on its legs roughly where it was. Kevin shook his head. He’d worry about the cow later, for now, he lifted the sheet metal and…

      “Pigeon?”

      The woman grit her teeth and frowned. Or at least, Kevin recognised it as a frown despite the beak. “Racing pigeon, and now I’m going to be late.”

      Her wing was on a strange angle and she was favouring it as she crawled out of the mess. Then her head snapped around. “Wait.”

      Kevin blinked, “Yes?”

      “You…”

      “Me.”

      She blinked, “You’re human?”

      “Yes,” Kevin sighed, realising where this was going. “Yes, I can understand you. I can understand Norma and my kitties as well.”

      “Hello!” Sable called.

      The pigeon went white, spotting the cats. With a cooing warble, she flailed, before clutching her arm. Kevin rushed in and took hold of her.

      “Save me!” she cried.

      Kevin looked over his shoulder at his kitties who were watching on with a collection of bemused expressions. Kevin just shook his head and turned to Norma who looked equally puzzled.

      “Can you carry her inside?”

      Norma grinned, “Inviting me in, are you?”

      Kevin sighed, wondering how far this was all going to go.
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      The racing pigeon was staring in horror. If this was an old 80s movie, I’d expect a pipe to burst and for a knife to come out of the couch. Norma stepped away and shot me a look.

      “Thank you Norma,” Kevin smiled, earning him a beaming grin in return.

      “They’re gonna eat me,” the pigeon whimpered.

      Kevin looked around at all my kitties and sighed. “Kitties, could you please give us space?”

      That was met with various pouts and complaints, but they filed out of the living room except for Flower. She remained with her kittens, who were the new source of the pigeon’s horror.

      “Please don’t?” She whimpered again.

      Kevin shook his head and looked over the racing pigeon. She looked like what he had always pictured as a harpy. Womanly figure with a large chest. Her arms were winged, and she was the familiar pigeon grey that Kevin was expecting. Her mouth came to a rather shallow beak on her remarkably human face. The feathers of her body were like soft down and they covered her head to her thighs. Her chest and crotch had the familiar coverings that Kevin had bought for his kitties that… Kevin glanced at Norma, who was very obviously naked. Were her labia naturally engorged like that or? No…

      Shaking his head, Kevin ignored the sharp talons on her birdlike feet. And that was what he was looking for. Around her right ankle was a band with a number printed on the side. The pigeon trembled and shook as Kevin bent over and turned the band around. Taking out his phone, he dialled the number and stood aside.

      “Hello?” A gruff voice answered.

      “Hi, ummm. Your pigeon crashed into my shed.”

      “Ah fuck,” the man on the line grumbled. “How much damage?”

      “She’s hurt her-”

      “Not her,” the man interrupted. “The shed, what’s it worth?”

      “Ah,” Kevin frowned, before turning to the skittish pigeon who was holding her wing while trying not to cry. “Just one of those cheap ones from the hardware store. Big enough for a bench and a mower.”

      “Will a grand cover it?”

      Kevin just blinked, “Ummm… Sure.”

      After exchanging details, the man said he was on his way and hung up. Kevin frowned and lowered his phone. Looking at the pigeon, she was sniffing softly as she held her arm. Norma was shuffling as well, seeming unable to decide about what to do.

      “Right, medical first,” Kevin sighed.

      After retrieving his medical kit from the car, Kevin brought it inside and approached the pigeon. She looked like she was in pain and Kevin did not know if he could give her anything. So he started with the basics. Taking out a pair of splints and some medical tape, Kevin met the pigeon’s eyes.

      “I need your arm.”

      “It’s gonna hurt,” she shook her head.

      “Probably,” Kevin nodded. “But I need to splint it before you do more damage.”

      “Doesn’t matter,” she trembled as tears collected in her feathers.

      Kevin sighed and wondered what her owner was like. “Please let me help you?”

      The pigeon sniffed and looked at the kittens one last time, before nodding her head. Kevin stepped up and very gently lifted her bad wing. She cringed and made a noise as he touched her, but Kevin could see the bone was still in the correct position. Taking the splints, he gestured for Norma to help hold them. He positioned them over the break and firmly wrapped medical tape around them. The pigeon cooed softly as she tried to comfort herself, but it was obvious this was causing her a lot of pain. Kevin finished it up as quickly as he could, then retrieved a wide cloth that he tied into a sling for her to wear. It was a little awkward with all the feathers, but he got it all tucked in and supported.

      She stared at him with big eyes and sniffed softly. “Thank you human.”

      “Call me Kevin,” he smiled, before a slow-moving truck came past. “Recognise that?”

      The pigeon turned her head and cringed, “That’s master’s truck.”

      Kevin nodded and looked at Norma. “Umm, do you mind?”

      “I’ll wait upstairs,” Norma nodded.

      Kevin just blinked as the heifer turned and flicked her tail at him, before stomping her way upstairs. Kevin shook his head. He thought briefly about the possibility of being arrested for cattle rustling, but that was a later problem. Stepping out the front door, an annoyed, middle-aged man was coming towards him.

      “You’re Kevin?”

      “That’s me,” Kevin nodded, handing the man a business card.

      The man took it without looking and slipped it into his back pocket. “Alright, show me.”

      “She’s-”

      “The shed,” the man grumbled. “I’ll get the bloody bird after I see the damage.”

      Kevin hid his frown, but nodded and brought him around the house. The damage was obvious, and the man sighed in frustration. “For fuck’s sake, that bird.”

      “This isn’t the first time?”

      “No,” he shook his head. “Though this is the first time she’s broken something. Fucking thing.”

      “I’ve splinted her wing-”

      “Why?” The man frowned. “Not like she’ll be flying any more. Lucky if I don’t have her put down.”

      Kevin froze, “Put down?”

      The man nodded, “Bumps and bruises heal, bones on a bird. That’s bad business. Better for everyone if-”

      “Keep the money, let me keep the pigeon.”

      The man frowned for a moment, “Why?”

      “I run a rescue, that was on the card. Please, if you’re going to put her down, let me keep her. You can keep the money for the shed.”

      “You know she’s not fit to race right? I haven’t even bred her, so there’s no way to prove-”

      Kevin shook his head. “Don’t care. I’m about the animals. Please?”

      “Pffft,” the man chuckled. “Whatever. Saves me dealing with her. We done?”

      “Do you want to say goodbye?”

      The man frowned, “The fuck is wrong with you?”

      Kevin sighed, “Yeah, we’re done.”

      “Great,” he grinned, then turned on the spot and headed back out the way he came in.

      Kevin followed as far as the front yard, before turning and heading back inside, where the pigeon was getting off the couch.

      “Master?” Kevin stepped in front of her and she frowned. “I… I need to go.”

      “You’re staying here,” Kevin tried to calm her.

      The pigeon shook her head, “No, master… I need to…”

      “Please stop,” Kevin held out his hands. “He… He wasn’t going to look after you.”

      She fluffed herself up and let out a soft coo as she stamped her feet from side to side.

      “He was going to put you down,” Bast said, stepping into the room.

      The pigeon warbled and spun around. But the action caused her to topple over and she cried out as she landed hard.

      “Shit,” Kevin bent over as the pigeon held her arm and cried.

      “I got her,” Norma’s voice carried over the sound.

      Kevin gave her an appreciative smile as the heifer scooped the pigeon into her arms. A moment later she was curled on the couch sobbing as the truck pulled away.

      “M-master!” She cried, reaching out with a wing.

      Bast sat on the couch beside her, before cupping her cheeks. Kevin watched as Bast leaned in and kissed the pigeon on the beak. All at once, she seemed to freeze and relax, before Bast pulled away.

      “Sleep now,” she whispered.

      The pigeon nodded slowly as her eyes drooped. Bast held her as she slumped back against the couch. With a sigh, Bast turned and met Kevin’s eye.

      “That spare room, where you put me that first night?”

      Kevin nodded, “I’ll get it set up.”

      Taking his time, Kevin went upstairs, only to have to step around each of his kitties. They were perched on the stairs listening in while out of sight. That meant that Kevin was subjected to their questions, affection and lots of bumps and prods as he made his way into the spare room. It was originally set up for kitties. Though he froze, seeing that everything inside was different to how he remembered it. The small hidey holes were gone and now it looked like a children’s play area. Shaking his head, Kevin set everything up as best he could for a bird, rather than a cat.

      “I need some birdseed,” Kevin sighed, realising he had nothing to feed a pigeon.

      After setting some clean sheets on the bed, Kevin set some cushions around it to make it more of a nest. Then, with a last check of the room, he went back downstairs where the pigeon was sleeping peacefully on the couch.

      “Norma, can you bring her up?”

      “Sure thing sugar,” the heifer grinned.

      Despite her boisterous attitude, she gently scooped the pigeon into her arms. With a grace that defied her physique, she gently carried the bird up the stairs with Kevin directing her into the spare room. It took a few moments to lay the pigeon down, where she mumbled and began to wake, until Bast stepped in to calm her again.

      “You have something to do,” Bast mumbled softly.

      “Right,” Kevin nodded.

      “Take one of the kitties.”

      Kevin turned his head and spotted five sets of eyes staring at him.

      “I’m going to head home for now, I think,” Norma mumbled.

      “Thanks for your help,” Kevin smiled at her.

      Norma blushed and nodded, “It was my pleasure. Maybe you’d like to milk me sometime?”

      “I like milk,” one kitty whispered, setting off a flurry of hushed replies.

      Norma chuckled softly as she made her way back out and Kevin sighed.
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      Gemma giggled and skipped as she rubbed up against Kevin as they stepped into the pet store. The clerk at the front counter frowned and stepped around.

      “Sir, she needs to be on a leash to come in here.”

      “Oh,” Kevin frowned, realising that was an obvious mistake. “Can I quickly just grab one and put it on her?”

      The clerk frowned, before glancing around the mostly empty store. “Quickly.”

      “Thanks,” Kevin nodded.

      Taking Gemma by the hand, he beelined straight to the aisle he needed. Gemma’s eyes opened, and she touched her throat as she looked over Kevin’s shoulder.

      “Which one do you think?” Kevin asked, lightly touching a black harness.

      “Master?” Gemma caught his attention.

      He turned and frowned at the thick black collar she was holding. It looked more like it was for a large dog, but she turned those enormous hazel eyes towards Kevin and smiled.

      “You want that one?”

      “Please?”

      Kevin looked back at the harness, before seeing Gemma pout. Nodding his head, Kevin took the collar and pried off the tag. Gemma beamed and bounced in place for a few moments, before lifting her chin. Kevin couldn’t help the smile as he fit the collar around her tiny neck. The leather band was huge, but it suited her chocolate brown fur.

      “I think I need a leash as well,” Kevin mused, looking over the selection.

      “Please?” Gemma asked breathlessly.

      Kevin gave her an odd look, then reached for a matching leash. After prying that tag off, he clipped it to her collar. Not that it would do much, she wasn’t willing to run off. In fact, she was ecstatic to be coming along at all, clinging to him the entire car ride over.

      Kevin kept hold of the leash and Gemma shuffled even closer as he walked. She was practically attached at the hip while Kevin made his way into the food section. He looked through the available options and settled on something that was a general pigeon feed. It came in a large bag and Kevin flipped it over to see a blurb saying he could augment it with insect feed. Kevin frowned. He wasn’t sure if insects were humanoid or not. But, considering how prosperous insects were, he reasoned it wasn’t likely.

      “Need a hand with that, sir?”

      Kevin turned and spotted the clerk coming with a trolley. “Yes, thanks.”

      “You know that collar is for dogs, right?”

      Kevin glanced at Gemma who grabbed her collar as if to protect it. “She chose it.”

      The man frowned, before shrugging. “Either way, thanks for getting her set up.”

      “No problem,” Kevin smiled as the clerk loaded up the feed and pushed the trolley to the front counter.

      A few minutes later, Kevin helped the man load it into the back seat, before the clerk waved goodbye and left. Kevin closed the back and turned to Gemma who was fiddling with her collar.

      “Here,” Kevin reached.

      What he wasn’t expecting, was for Gemma to bat his hand away with a paw.

      “Gemma?”

      “No,” she frowned.

      “Let me take the collar off,” Kevin tried again.

      This time, she growled and her teeth snapped together as Kevin pulled his hand back. Her tail swished viciously from side to side. Kevin saw the wide open stare she was giving him, and that her ears were up. So she wasn’t actually mad, but she wasn’t letting him take off the collar. This was a game then.

      “Who’s my pretty kitty?”

      Gemma preened for a moment, and Kevin reached over, quickly unclipping the leash. That broke the spell, and she growled, batting his hand with her paws.

      “No!” She growled.

      “Gemma,” Kevin smirked, stepping closer.

      Gemma stepped back at the same time, tumbling into the back seat of the open rear door. The sudden drop had Kevin tumble in after, landing on some of the softest breasts he’d ever felt. Not that it was much of a lineup at this point. Sitting up, Kevin frowned down at Gemma, who lifted her legs and growled.

      “Listen here you naughty little kitty,” Kevin growled. “You will do as… As.” Kevin looked down as Gemma opened the front of his pants. At the sight of her glistening labia, his cock hardened and practically fell out the front.

      “I’ve been a bad kitty, master,” Gemma giggled. Kevin went to pull away, but Gemma snapped her legs closed around his waist. “Nu uh.”

      “Gemma!” Kevin hissed.

      “Yes masterrrr?”

      “Gemma, let me go!”

      Gemma shook her head and started rocking her hips. “Am I a naughty kitty?”

      “Very naughty!” Kevin tried prying her legs off, but he felt her claws and realised he would not manage it while wearing pants. “Gemma!”

      “Naughty kitties need punishment,” Gemma purred.

      Kevin froze as her soft paw wrapped around the head of his cock. He sat up as far as she would allow and checked his surroundings. There were a few cars in the parking lot, but nobody around. Looking back down at Gemma, she growled softly.

      “Right.”

      Gemma saw the shift in his expression and trembled as he loomed over her. She felt his hips move back and relaxed her legs to allow him movement. But the feeling of his cock pushing up inside her… Kevin slammed his hand over her mouth as she yowled. If not for the claws in his ass from her toes, Kevin would have worried this was hurting her. Her expression was more shocked than anything.

      “Is this what you wanted?” Kevin snarled, rocking his hips back, before thrusting firmly inside her again.

      “Nya!” Was the only thing that escaped her mouth as she struggled against him.

      “Nope,” Kevin growled, pinning her as she writhed. “You’re going to lay there like a good kitty, and take what’s coming to you!”

      Kevin did not know where those words were coming from. But he didn’t care. Gemma was going ballistic beneath him as her pussy throbbed over his cock. Turning, he spotted the leash. With a click, Kevin snapped it back onto her collar, making her mewl pathetically. But Kevin ignored her. Shoving her further into the car, Kevin pinned her down with his cock buried to the balls. Gemma trembled as master made her submit. It was everything she ever wanted. Master was bigger, stronger and more wonderful than she could ever have imagined. And as he looped the leash over the grab bar and pulled it firm, Gemma realised she was his. Not just at an emotional level, she knew she was his well before now. But tied up inside his car so she couldn’t leave..

      Kevin pumped his hips, driving them into his naughty kitty. Gemma was yowling softly into the palm of his hand. Kevin was nipping her breasts, before kissing his way back up her neck. He felt her body spasm beneath him as she hit her next orgasm. She writhed, thrashing her hips as she came hard. Her movements only drove herself upward onto Master’s cock even more vigorously than he was fucking her.

      She was lost in an endless loop of bliss. Master fucking her, turned to cumming on master’s cock, which made her fuck harder. But it was when he settled his weight on her, she trembled. He wasn’t a heavy man, but Gemma didn’t care. It wasn’t the point. The point was, she could feel his muscles trembling as his lips captured her own. Then she felt it. The dull throb between her legs. Master… Master was!

      “MROOWL!” She cried the call of her people.

      Kevin slammed his hand over her mouth as she came harder than she’d ever cum before. Master was going to give her kittens! Thrashing as she hit her peak, Kevin grabbed her and held on. The violent thrusting of her hips was almost too much as his cock filled her to the limit. With a gasp, Kevin slumped over Gemma, who purred deeply in her chest.

      “Sir?!”

      Snapping upright, Kevin spotted the clerk staring at him from the entrance to the store. Quickly fixing up his pants, Kevin closed the rear door, leaving Gemma leashed and thoroughly fucked in the back seat. Darting around the car, Kevin climbed into the driver’s seat as the clerk got on the phone. Backing out of the parking space, Kevin quickly left. He breathed deeply, before spotted Gemma in the back, pulling on the leash.

      With a look around, Kevin saw a sign for a local park. Hitting the indicator, Kevin pulled in and drove right to the back. There was nobody in sight, or even hearing distance and that’s exactly how Kevin wanted it. Getting out, he thought about opening the closest door, but that would yank on Gemma’s neck. He dismissed that immediately and moved around to the other side where he could open the door freely.

      “I’ve been a bad kitty, master,” Gemma purred.

      Kevin was mesmerised. She was gripping the far door, while posing on her knees. She had her ass pushed towards him and her tail swished in the air. Their combined juices dripped onto the rear seat and Kevin was thankful he’d had covers installed.

      “Gemma,” Kevin swallowed nervously.

      “Master,” Gemma wiggled her hips.

      “Can you take off your leash, Gemma?”

      “Mm mmm,” Gemma shook her head, twitching her ears.

      “Gemma,” Kevin growled softly.

      Kevin was desperate to try and rein her in. But her charms were extremely effective. He felt his lust rising as she waved that delicious pussy at him while smiling innocently over her shoulder. With a check over his shoulder, Kevin gave up. Climbing into the back seat, he pulled the door closed behind him. Then undid the front of his pants.

      “Is master going to punish his kitty?”

      Taking hold of his cock, still wet and sticky from earlier, Kevin glared at her. She managed a worried mewl as Kevin grabbed her collar and forced her head into the seat. With his other hand, Kevin pushed his cock back inside her from behind.

      “M-master!” Gemma yowled.

      “You’re a bad kitty,” Kevin growled, thrusting firmly into her from behind.

      “I am,” Gemma trembled in his grip. He was holding her tightly. But he wasn’t hurting her. The sheer dominance he displayed turned her on so much she felt like she was melting. “Punish your kitty.”

      “Oh, I’m well past that,” Kevin growled.

      Reaching up, he unclipped her leash, before forcing her head down as low as he could get it. With her ass rising, and her head lowering, Gemma trembled and started to cum. Kevin felt the pulsing over his cock and let go of her neck. Pulling his cock free, he ignored her complaints as her orgasm was ruined. Reaching under her, Kevin took hold of her collar once again. With one hand on her furry ass, and the other controlling her head, Kevin pulled. Gemma was putty in his hands and followed the motion, sliding her head across the seat. He effectively folded her in half, so she was staring up at her own pussy, drooling the mess from earlier.

      Sitting upright, Kevin pushed his cock into her furry pussy, enjoying the sight of her labia stretching to accommodate him. Then he pulled free and watched a glob of his earlier deposit drip down onto Gemma’s face. She blinked in surprise, before licking it off her lips and started to purr.

      “Bad kitty,” Kevin admonished her.

      Pushing his cock between her lips, Gemma’s purring was heaven. She sucked softly and ran her rough tongue over his cock, tasting him all over. Pulling away, Kevin pushed into her pussy, then leaned on her ass. Gemma squeaked as her pussy was ground into her face, but Kevin grinned when he felt her tongue lap over his balls. She was servicing herself like she had in that dream, and this time, Kevin was going to enjoy it. He thrust a few more times, before pulling away. Sure enough, Gemma was glassy eyed and trembling as she nuzzled on her own clitoris. She was in a world of her own, and that just wouldn’t do.

      Pushing two fingers inside her pussy, Kevin used it as leverage to grind her pussy on her own face. What he wasn’t expecting was for her to suddenly go wide eyed. In a matter of moments, a jet of hot, sticky, kitty cum sprayed over his hand, soaking Gemma’s face. Her pussy clamped repeatedly over his fingers as she released her clitoris, crying out like she had before. Despite the doors of the car being closed, Kevin took no chances. Pushing his cock back into her mouth, he slowly fucked it as she came all over herself. With a snarl, Kevin pushed his cock to the back of her mouth and shuddered.

      Gemma choked slightly, but lightly pressed her sharp teeth into his cock to prevent him pulling away. He fired jet after jet of his cum into her gullet while she purred frantically and swallowed. Then he had a whole other issue, trying to extract his cock from her mouth. Gemma was almost fanatical. He remembered Sable mentioning that he tasted good, but this was ridiculous.

      “Gemma,” Kevin groaned as she swallowed again. “Gemma please, enough.”

      He felt her teeth release and slid his still semi-hard cock from her mouth. She smiled up at him like he was the most important thing in the world. Shifting, she pulled her head out from between her legs, purring madly the whole time.

      “Are you okay?” Kevin asked, taking Gemma in his arms.

      She responded not with words, but with cheek rubs and kneading. Kevin chuckled as she got her scent all over him. Not that it wasn’t already.

      “Gemma,” Kevin laughed, “Come on. We need to get home.”

      “Okay master,” Gemma purred.
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      There were six kitties waiting patiently as Kevin opened the front door to let Gemma in. They each kept watching as Kevin turned and went back to the car. He wrestled the bag of birdseed into his arms, before he heard a frightened yowl. Dropping the bag, Kevin rushed back inside where…

      “Mmmaster!” Gemma yowled.

      Sable was lapping between her legs, while Grace and Harriet held them open. Marla’s tail was flicking from side to side as she watched. Sue was rubbing herself on the corner of a chair as she watched with wide eyes.

      “Welcome home, Master,” Bast purred.

      Kevin turned to see the dark furred goddess as she smiled gleefully.

      “It’s so yummy!” Sable declared as Gemma started to cum violently.
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      “You’re so close,” Sable purred. “Let it all out, I want it.”

      Kevin gripped her ass as she slowly rode his morning glory. Sable hadn’t let up at all since he’d woken. The days of the quiet ‘mews’ followed by gentle licks on his nose were still there. Only now, as he slowly came awake from her loving affections, his first impression was the molten heat of her insides wrapped around him.

      KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK

      Kevin froze as Sable literally jumped off his cock. Bast who had been watching as she lay beside them shifted as Gemma, Sue, Grace and Harriet all burst into the room.

      “There’s someone at the door!” Sue mewled loudly.

      The only ones not here were Marla, Flower and the kittens. And Kevin was thankful for that. It was hard enough getting dressed when they all barged in like this. But now they were all five feet tall and just as physically affectionate it was next to impossible. Still though, by the time whoever was knocking had tried for the third time, Kevin was coming down the stairs.

      “Coming!” He called, worried about who might be calling first thing in the morning.

      Pulling open the front door, Kevin frowned at the middle-aged woman in the business suit standing in front of him.

      “Good morning,” Kevin offered in a confused tone.

      “Kevin Croombe?”

      “Yes?”

      “Good morning Kevin, my name is Katherine. I received a worrying report yesterday about your treatment of a cat. May I come in?”

      Kevin froze in place. “I ummm… Yeah,” he stepped aside to let the older woman enter his home.

      She came in and gave the air a sniff before looking around the house. She nodded slowly before stepping into the lounge where she froze at the sight of Flower, Marla and the kittens.

      “Oh, they are just darling,” the woman approached.

      “Back off!” Marla growled getting to her feet.

      “Oh,” the woman smiled, “Protective mamma are we?”

      “Grandmother,” Kevin stepped up. “And please, she’s even more protective than the mother.”

      “You have dangerous animals here?”

      “Dangerous? No,” Kevin shook his head. “I have rescues from all walks of life here. Some of them came from abusive homes and have their quirks. Marla here is extremely protective of her daughter and grandkittens.”

      “I see,” the woman nodded, stepping back. “The report I have was of a chocolate brown cat, where is it?”

      “She,” Kevin frowned. “Her name is Gemma.”

      “Gemma,” the woman nodded, taking out her phone. She tapped the screen a few times, then tapped away. “And how old is Gemma?”

      Kevin gave her the few details he knew. How he found her, the medical care she received and how long he’d had her in his care. She asked about why he hadn’t moved her onto a new home and Kevin gave her an honest answer.

      “I love her.”

      “Master!” Gemma yowled racing out from the stairwell where she’d been hiding and threw herself around him. Kevin went to the floor in a heap while Gemma bathed him in attention. “I love you too! I love you I love you I love you I love you I love youuuuu!”

      “Kevin, is this the cat in question?”

      “Yes,” Kevin grumped at the woman while trying to set Gemma up.

      “Is there a reason she’s physically aroused?”

      Kevin sighed, “Is that relevant?”

      The woman frowned, “Sir, the report I received was that either you were beating a cat, or had mounted it. The sounds she was making were distressing to the person who made the report and now I have a cat who is acting as if you are her mate.”

      “I am,” Gemma purred. “I am. You are my mate. You’re gonna give me kittens!”

      “Gemma please?” Kevin pried her off. “I need to stand up.”

      “Why?” Gemma pouted. “Mean old lady is right. You’re my mate.”

      “Have you thought about having her desexed?”

      That was obviously the wrong thing to say. In an instant, she went from watching Gemma, to having all my kitties snarling angrily. The woman backed up quickly as Kevin tried to get between them.

      “Kitties, calm kitties! This is important!”

      “She wants to take away our kittens!” Sable snarled.

      Sable, his beautiful Sable, who’d narry hissed at anyone in years. And she looked angrier than the rest of them.

      “Sir if you can’t control your animals, I will have to call for help.”

      Kevin froze, before turning on the woman. “Excuse me?”

      “I’m serious-”

      “They’re cats!” Kevin snapped. “Cats, who love me, who are angry at the idea of being desexed. Cats who are angry at the strange woman who’s come into their house and made threats against them.”

      “They’re animals!” The woman retorted. “Clearly dangerous, if that black one bites me, I will-”

      Kevin watched as Bast grabbed her by the face. The woman squeaked as the goddess pulled her close.

      “Listen to me now human,” Bast growled. “Kevin is a good man. Kevin loves these cats. You will not separate Kevin from them and you will do everything in your power to remember those facts.”

      “Y-you talk.”

      “We ALL talk,” Marla growled. “Humans just don’t listen!”

      “B-but… Studies, behaviour analysis. How?”

      “Don’t think about the how,” Bast growled softly. “Just know that while humans have run the world, the animals have sat back and watched. It is time for the animals of this world to become recognised as equals amongst mankind.”

      “Please don’t hurt me,” the woman whimpered softly.

      “Hurt you?” Bast shook her head. “We don’t want to hurt you. We don’t want to hurt anyone. Gemma is aroused because she wishes to mate. We all are. Sable is already pregnant. Kevin is a good man, who cares for animals and wants nothing more than to live peacefully and comfortably while he does so.”

      “Then what was the report?”

      “Ugh…” Kevin rubbed his face. “I went to the store for pigeon food and took Gemma. The clerk made me put her in a collar and when we got back out to the car, she wouldn’t let me take it off, then she seduced me.”

      “You… You expect me to believe a cat seduced you?”

      “I did!” Gemma growled, before grinning. “I was a bad kitty and master punished me for it.”

      The woman blushed, and Bast released her.

      “She won’t be able to understand us now,” Bast shook her head.

      “I can’t understand them,” the woman frowned.

      “She literally just said that,” Kevin nodded. “I’m not sure what she did, but for me it seems permanent. I can understand them all the time and… Yeah, my kitties are… boisterous.”

      The woman nodded, “Alright, I’m either completely insane, or everything that just happened is real.”

      “Would you like a cup of tea while you process things?”

      “Kitties, can you kindly take Katherine into the living room?”

      “Do we have to?” Sue grumped.

      “Be nice, she’s just had her worldview shattered, and she needs a minute,” Kevin smiled at them all.

      Sable darted in and kissed him before hissing in his ear, “We still need to finish.”

      Kevin blushed, and Katherine gave him a look. “What did she say?”

      “Ah…” Kevin shuffled. “You interrupted our morning routine.”

      Katherine went bright red as she nodded. It was obvious she was now trying desperately not to look between all my kitties legs. As they were home, each was very nude and from what Kevin could tell, they were all very aroused. Including Grace, Harriet and Sue who eyed him with an odd desperation.

      “Soon,” Kevin whispered to the trio.

      They smiled widely before filing into the lounge with Bast leading Katherine in last. Kevin turned into the kitchen and put the kettle on. Then he served up several plates of food with an extra plate for Katherine and a double helping for himself. If he’d learned anything, it was that his kitties loved him sharing his meal with them. Bringing in a tray laden with bowls and a pair of teacups, Kevin frowned at the sight as he came in.

      “Now a circle,” Katherine stared.

      Sable sighed and used her claw to draw a circle on fur of her stomach making it stand up so it was visible.

      “They know shapes,” Katherine stared in wonder. “They’re at least as intelligent as children.”

      As each of the kitties frowned, Kevin stepped up. “More than that, you can have full conversations with them. They’re at least as smart as you and I. Their limiting factor is education. Unless it’s something they’ve been able to observe, they lack knowledge, not intelligence.”

      “So…”

      “So don’t ask them to explain calculus, but right now they’re all pretty cranky that you called them children.”

      “Sorry,” Katherine mumbled.

      “Right,” Kevin nodded. “Who wants some breakfast?”

      Katherine watched as Kevin handed out bowls to each of them including Sable. She frowned, but smiled politely when he included her with that, but frowned in confusion as he cut a portion and offered it to Sable.

      “Alright, what are you doing now?” Katherine asked, noting Sable’s delight as she chewed the morsel.

      “As you mentioned earlier. They consider me their mate.”

      Katherine’s eyes went wide, “Is this how you did it?”

      “No,” Kevin shook his head, feeding a piece to Marla who went to sit by Flower. “No, they loved me well before I started this. I only realised this was a thing yesterday when I accidentally fed Sable from my bowl.”

      “Yes, Sable. How did she end up losing an arm?”

      Kevin looked at his first kitty, and cut a piece from her own bowl to feed her. “She was my first rescue. I found her out on a bridge in the middle of the night. I paid her vet bills and nursed her back to health. She was the first member of my family and the others came along over the years.”

      Katherine listened patiently as I gave her an overview of how I found each of them. They in turn purred like crazy and gave both looks and comments regarding their actions once Katherine was gone. She must have picked up on a few things when she saw me blush, and promptly finished off her loaf and tea.

      “Now, that was… lovely actually, what’s in it?”

      “I can email you the recipe if you like?”

      “Yes, that… Yes. I don’t think I have any more official business with you. I’m satisfied that… That your kitties are in the best of care here.”

      “Thank you,” Kevin smiled.

      “I do have a request though,” she added a little nervously. “Can you speak to animals other than cats?”

      “Yes,” Kevin nodded. “I’ve made friends with a cow from the farm next door named Norma and I have a rescued racing pigeon upstairs with a broken wing.”

      Katherine blinked and nodded her head, “Right right. Okay, I just… My father died a few months ago, and he had a pup.”

      Kevin nodded, before handing her a business card. “I’m not an animal behavioural therapist. But I can talk with him.”

      Katherin nodded, “Thank you. I’ll… Are you busy this afternoon?”

      “I think I’m mostly clear,” I nodded, hearing soft giggles and complaints from my kitties. “Mostly.”

      Katherine nodded, “If I may?”

      “Sure, just… Ring first?”

      Katherine nodded, “Thank you.”

      After walking her out the front door, Katherine shot him an awkward smile and stepped outside. Kevin watched her leave, before closing the door and turning around.

      “That was either the best or the worst thing that could have happened,” Bast commented.

      “Bureaucracy is the one thing I can’t control,” Kevin sighed.

      “Hopefully whatever she needs goes well then,” Bast nodded. “Because I can imagine having a government figure working for our benefit, can only be a good thing.”

      “It could also make us a target,” Kevin reminded her.

      Bast nodded, “True. But hopefully by then, you may have a measure of celebrity.”

      “Hello?”

      Kevin looked towards the stairs. The call was muffled, and he remembered the pigeon. “Right,” he nodded.

      Heading into the kitchen, Kevin got a bowl and put some of the seed into it. Then, after filling a jug with water, Kevin headed upstairs. He could hear the pigeon moving around in the room and gently opened the door.

      “Good morning,” Kevin smiled.

      The pigeon looked frightened, but nodded slowly. “You… You kept me.”

      “You’ll be safe here,” Kevin assured her. “I run a rescue for…” Kevin paused, before deciding to accept the inevitable. “I run a rescue for animals. I started with cats but… I think I’m going to be rescuing all sorts from now on.”

      “You won’t let them eat me, will you?”

      “No,” Kevin frowned, “Nobody is going to eat you, I promise.”

      The pigeon relaxed slightly before her stomach let out a low rumble. “Umm.”

      “Right,” Kevin smiled and stepped into the room. “I have a bowl of feed for you. I wasn’t sure what you liked, so I got a bag from the store yesterday.”

      Kevin placed the bowl on one of the climbing frames for the rescue cats that used the room. The pigeon frowned and came over to look. “It’s… Different.”

      “Not what your old master fed you?”

      “No,” she shook her head. “Well, some of it.”

      “How about you try some?”

      She nodded and using her beak, she scooped up a mouthful, before chomping away for a few moments. Her throat shifted as she swallowed and she blinked. “It’s good.”

      “Good,” Kevin smiled. He left her to eat while he retrieved the water dish and brought that over as well. Filling it up again, he watched her eat for a while.

      “Am… Am I doing something wrong?”

      “No,” Kevin felt bad for worrying her. “No, I just wanted to know your name.”

      “Oh,” she took another mouthful of feed. “Eighty-two.”

      “I’m sorry?” Kevin frowned.

      “Eighty-two. That’s my name.”

      Kevin blinked and sighed. She wasn’t a pet, she was a possession. The way the man acted, the way he was so callous about her condition. He was angrier about having to pay for the damaged shed than he was about her injuries. Kevin looked her over. She was the same basic colouration as any pigeon he’d ever seen. The same dull speckled white and grey familiar to everyone.

      “Hope,” Kevin smiled.

      “Hope?”

      “Do you like it?”

      “What, hope?”

      “As your name,” Kevin prodded.

      She paused and frowned at him. “But… I’m…”

      “I bought you from your master. He didn’t want to look after you while you were injured. I won’t force you to do anything and you’ll always be safe here. But I think the name Hope suits you better.”

      “Hope,” she repeated. Then she sniffed.

      All at once, Kevin found himself holding the blubbering bird. She didn’t really know how to react as his arms came up around her. The first instinct she felt was fear. He was grabbing her, he may be a predator. But his warm embrace was comforting. It was soft, but firm and… And it made her feel hopeful that maybe… Maybe she could be happy.

      “Hope,” she trembled, sniffing.

      “Hope,” Kevin repeated, before pulling away. “Would you like me to leave the door open, or would you like me to close it?”

      Hope looked over Kevin’s shoulder and spotted Sable watching from the doorway. “Closed please. I… I think for now.”

      Kevin looked back and saw Sable’s sad frown and gently waved for her to move away. “We’ll do some introductions later. I think my kitties want to be friends. They’re much nicer than you think they are.”

      The pigeon frowned, but nodded her head. “If you say so.”

      “I do,” Kevin nodded. “But I’ll close your door. Call out if you need anything.”

      “Ummm… Where can I… There’s no newspaper in here.”

      Kevin spent several embarrassing minutes showing Hope how to use a toilet, before placing her back in the room where she went back to her meal. Kevin was slowly coming to the realisation that even though these animals were capable of human intelligence and interaction. They’d only ever considered themselves as animals, same as humans considered them. He wondered if they only really came to the realisation they could be more, when someone, or more likely he, interacted with them. Hope, like Sable and the others, knew what a toilet was. But they’d never tried to use one before despite being perfectly capable. Even Katherine was convinced that they lacked human intelligence.

      “Don’t think about it too much,” Bast said, stepping up beside him.

      “It’s kinda hard not to, y’know?”

      She nodded slowly, “You can lead a horse to water, but you can’t make it drink.”

      “Is that some kind of metaphor?”

      “Not a very good one,” Bast smiled. “But… Almost. My influence is spreading thanks to you. And the more lives you touch the stronger I become.”

      “This… This is for the greater good of all right? You’re not going to go all revengy on bad humans and start a war or something?”

      Bast chuckled and shook her head, “No Kevin. No, I am not seeking war. I’m not seeking violence in any way, shape, or form. Except…”

      “Except?”

      Bast giggled. “Unless a certain human wants to do to me what he did to Gemma yesterday? But maybe with a little more spanking?”

      Kevin felt himself firm in his pants, before stepping back. “I… Um…”

      Bast smiled, showing her teeth. “Take your time Kevin. Just know that I ate from your bowl as well. Under this roof, you are my god, and I know my place.”

      “That is either the sexiest, or the most horrifying thing you could have ever told me,” Kevin sighed.

      “As long as it was sexy,” Bast winked, before stalking off down the stairs.

      Kevin sighed, before spotting Sable in the doorway to the main bedroom. She smiled shyly and Kevin looked around. With a grin, he stepped into the room as Sable grinned widely. Throwing herself on the bed, she arched her back and flicked her tail up. Kevin could see the wet mess between her legs. Stepping in, Kevin grabbed her hips and shove her over onto her back.

      “Master?” Sable trembled.

      Kevin had seen it done in some videos but he’d only practised the once. And considering how she liked it, Kevin decided he’d see if Sable wanted to try again.

      “Master, what are you-oh!” Sabel trembled.

      Kevin swallowed, tasting her for a moment. She was slightly tart, but… Sliding his tongue through Sable’s labia, she trembled and let out a low yowl of pleasure.

      “Master,” she purred.

      “Is this good Sable?” Kevin asked, licking her again.

      “Mmmm, so good.”

      “A little higher, over her clit,” Bast whispered. “She’s already warmed up, there’s no need to ease her in.”

      Kevin jumped, not realising she snuck up. “Do you always show up when I’m having sex?”

      “Not with you and Marla, and not with you and Gemma. But Sable doesn’t mind, do you?”

      “No Bast,” Sable giggled. “Master needs to mate with you as well and I wanna be there.”

      “We both want that,” Bast smiled. “But there are other kitties who deserve it more than me.” Sable frowned and went to dispute, but Bast held up her hand. “I know dear. None of them would begrudge me. But there are three hungry little kitties downstairs who have been waiting for years to experience what you and Kevin started this morning.”

      Sable frowned, “Master-”

      “No,” Bast chuckled. “No, you’re perfect for an oral demonstration, so you just lay there my dear.”

      Kevin thought about Sue, Grace and Harriet. They all eagerly ate from his bowl and Gemma had made it blatantly obvious how she felt, alongside Marla and certainly Sable. He made the mental decision to include them as soon as he could. If they wanted him to be their mate, he would give them the opportunity. Especially as Sable was already pregnant.

      “Well?” Bast tapped him on the forehead.

      Kevin blinked, then looked up at Sable, then down at her… Well her pussy. Leaning in, Kevin licked around her clitoris.

      “Oh,” Sable yowled softly.

      “See, she really likes that,” Bast grinned.

      “Mmmmaster,” Sable began purring frantically.

      Kevin licked around her clit, before thinking about it for a moment. Closing his lips over it, he sucked softly. That caused Sable to cry out as he legs began to spasm and kick in the air.

      “What’s he doing?” Kevin heard a voice.

      “Shhh,” Bast held up a finger to her lips. “Come in and watch, this is something you may wish to learn.”

      Kevin went to turn his head, but Bast prodded him back towards Sable’s pussy. She was mewling softly and Kevin moaned in defeat. That seemed to increase her pleasure as her legs quivered.

      “Use your hands,” Bast urged.

      Kevin nodded, making Sable gasp. Reaching up, he took her labia and pried them open. The pink inside of her pussy glistened and Kevin swallowed nervously. He ran his tongue from her small opening, up over her clit and back, judging the way she squirmed. Shifting his hand, Kevin wet his fingertip with his tongue, before stroking her clit with his fingertips. As Sable gasped, Kevin leaned in and lapped directly at the opening of her vagina.

      “I didn’t mean quite like that,” Bast chuckled.

      “Ah… M-m-master!” Sable shuddered.

      “Like this?” Kevin asked.

      Shifting his hands off her clit, Kevin went back to suckling. Moving his hands lower, Kevin pressed two of them inside her, feeling around.

      “MMMMASTER!” Sable screeched.

      He felt a set of claws digging into his hair as he lapped at her clit. Feeling around inside her, Kevin remembered Bast’s instructions and rotated his wrist around. Curling his fingers upward, he located a slightly lumpy spot. Figuring she was enjoying the sensation anyway, he massaged it, only for Sable to cry out and clamp her legs shut over his head. Trapped, with his face pressed into Sable’s crotch, Kevin just kept doing what it was he was doing. Her body shifted as she humped up into his face. Sable trembled and a gush of hot liquid sprayed out over his chin, washing down his front.

      Kevin grunted as he felt his pants being undone. But with his head trapped between furry, humping, thighs, he could not do much about it. His cock sprung free for a moment, before it was Kevin’s turn to groan as a pair of lips closed over his cock. He felt the buzzing sensation of their purring as they dragged their lips up and down his shaft. Kevin groaned at the sensation and Sable opened her legs.

      “Master!” Sable growled cutely. “Sensitive master!”

      Kevin blinked and released her clit, before kissing it gently. The mouth on his cock sped up and Kevin blinked slowly as he realised Bast was whispering instructions. Looking over, Sue was laying beside Sable with an open-mouthed scream, while Grace lapped between her legs. The grey eared twin stared hungrily at him while she pleasured her ginger lover. Which meant… Kevin leaned back to see Harriet smiling up at him while she took his cock into her mouth.

      “Tell her how good a job she’s doing, Master,” Bast grinned.

      Kevin throbbed inside her mouth at Bast’s words. But he nodded slowly. “That feels amazing,” he whispered. “You’re such a good kitty.”

      “She is,” Sable purred, grabbing Kevin and pulling him into a kiss.

      Kevin moaned into Sable’s mouth as he reached down for Harriet. Stroking her ears, she increased her pace. The soft sensation of her lips paired with the rough texture of her tongue. The throaty purr vibrated his cock as she pressed him to the back of her mouth with each bob of her head.

      “It’s okay master,” Sable purred, breaking the kiss. “I’ll get it next time. Harriet earned this one.”

      Kevin gaped as Harriet began trying to throat him. Looking down, Harriet’s eyes were watering as she tried to stuff as much as she could down her throat. Kevin would have been concerned, if not for her complete reluctance to even slow down. Kevin grit his teeth and stroked her ears again.

      “Give it to her,” Bast whispered. “She’s been such a good girl.”

      “Ah!” Kevin grunted.

      The first spurt of his cum hit the back of Harriet’s throat. She pulled back a moment and the second spurt fired across her tongue. With a muffled yowl, she sucked greedily on his cock as Kevin emptied himself. Harriet nursed gently, taking every last drop, before pulling away. Sitting up, she smiled happily with a mouthful of unswallowed cum. Shifting over, she grabbed her sister and yanked her away from Sue’s crotch. Kevin blinked as he watched the twins swap his cum between them. The two pale grey kitties purred madly as they did so.

      “You are a unique man, Kevin,” Bast said, sitting up beside him.

      “How so,” Kevin asked, staring at the sight before him.

      “You love your kitties. And while you have your lust, you temper it with a level of control I’ve never seen before.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “I mean, I doubt there’s a man alive who wouldn’t be taking full advantage of his harem. In particular, this living wet dream happening in front of you. Lesser men would be balls deep inside one of them at least.”

      Kevin felt his cock rising. “That’s… That’s not.”

      “Kevin, those same men would hump away for a few minutes, blow and collapse. You may want to do the same thing, sure. But you’d much rather make love to them both, then snuggle afterwards.”

      Kevin frowned and nodded, “Of course.”

      “And that’s why you’re unique,” Bast smiled. “You don’t see your kitties, or anyone really as an object of desire. You desire them, yes, but you desire them as individuals.”

      Kevin looked over at Grace and Harriet who were smiling at one another while Sue and Sable watched on, snuggled on the bed.

      “I’m not that special, surely.”

      Bast just smiled.
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      Kevin opened the door and saw Katherine’s nervous smile. Beside her, leashed and wearing a wrap around his waist, was what Kevin could only assume was a Great Dane. He was huge, towering over the both of them. He was well built too, like a power lifter. The big dog sniffed at the air, before his ears drooped in sadness.

      “Kitties,” he whimpered softly.

      Said kitties were all upstairs hiding in Kevin’s bedroom. They saw Katherine arrive and made themselves scarce. Even Flower had packed up the babies and taken them where they would be safe.

      “Would you like to meet them?” Kevin asked.

      The big dog sighed and nodded. “Kitties always scared of me.”

      “What’s he saying?” Katherine asked.

      Kevin smiled and stepped aside to let her in. The big dog followed a step behind. Despite being one of the most physically imposing creatures Kevin had ever seen. It was obvious he was a big teddy bear.

      “He wants to meet the kitties,” Kevin smiled. “Says they’re always scared of him.”

      “They are,” the big dog nodded slowly. “Just cos I’m big, they don’t want to be my friend.”

      “Well, how about I see if one wants to meet you?”

      The big dog looked Kevin in the eye and frowned. “You understand me?”

      “I do,” Kevin smiled. “That’s why your mistress brought you here, so I could talk to you.”

      His eyes went wide, and he suddenly stepped forward. Katherine yelped as he tugged on the leash and his massive hands grabbed Kevin by the shoulders.

      “Tell her she’s pretty!”

      “Caesar!” Katherine growled.

      “It’s okay,” Kevin shot her a smile.

      “Please?” Caesar begged. “Please tell her she’s pretty?”

      “He says you’re pretty,” Kevin smirked. “I think someone has a crush.”

      “Crush?” Caesar frowned and shook his head. “I not crush. I real careful not to crush.”

      “Not what I meant big guy,” Kevin patted his arm. “Crush can mean more than squish. Crush can mean love.”

      “Love?” He frowned before nodding slowly. “Yes… Master loved mistress, but not like I love mistress.”

      “Ah,” Kevin paused, before turning to Katherine who looked anxious, but entirely confused. “How has he been behaving lately?”

      “He was always close with dad,” Katherine frowned. “When dad died, I collected Caesar. He’s nothing but sweet and affectionate, but he won’t leave me alone. I’ve had him sleeping at the foot of my bed but half the time he ends up under the covers with me.”

      “Mistress smells pretty too,” The big dog grinned.

      “Ohhhhh kay,” Kevin blushed, realising what was probably going on.

      “That doesn’t sound promising, what is he telling you?”

      “Caesar, do you want to meet some kitties and have a play, while I talk to your mistress?”

      The big dog smiled widely and nodded his head. It took a little coaxing, but eventually Bast was the volunteer that came downstairs. She smiled sweetly at Katherine, who watched her warily. Caesar on the other hand dropped to the floor and rolled onto his back.

      “Oh, he’s one of these,” Bast grinned.

      “One of what?”

      “A companion. Souls have personalities of their own and even back when I was in power, a certain type ended up in dogs more often than not.”

      “Souls?”

      “Mhm,” Bast nodded. “That’s how I got you here. That’s how you and your kitties are still you and your kitties. And that’s why this big puppy wants nothing but love and cuddles.”

      “I like cuddles,” he grinned.

      “Master,” Bast grinned. “If you like, I’ll get the kitties situated. If you’d like to have your talk?”

      “This is the most bizarre conversation I’ve ever seen,” Katherine frowned at the three of us.

      “Ah… Yeah, I can see how this must be uncomfortable,” Kevin apologised. “Bast is going to look after Caesar, if you’d like to speak somewhere quieter.”

      “Right,” Katherine glanced at Caesar who was woofing softly as Bast scratched his chin.

      The two humans stepped out the back door, and into the yard. The sun was high, and the day was getting on.

      “Afternoon Norma!” Kevin called to the familiar group of cows by the fence.

      “Afternoon Kevin!” Norma waved back. “Who’s your friend?”

      “She’s part of animal welfare and brought a dog around for me to speak with,” Kevin grinned.

      Norma nodded slowly, “You’re okay, right Kevin?”

      “We’re fine,” Kevin grinned. “We’re talking about her dog, not me.”

      “Good,” she smiled. “I’ll… I’ll leave you to it then.”

      “Friend of yours?” Katherine asked.

      “The chatty one is Norma, I’m not sure who her friends are,” Kevin smiled and waved as the cows huddled and started giggling.

      “Right,” Katherine nodded, “So, what is it you wanted to speak to me privately about?”

      Kevin blushed and scratched his head, “Are you… Married?”

      Katherine raised an eyebrow, “Please don’t ask me out.”

      “No,” Kevin shook his head. “No, sorry, that was weird. You’re lovely, but that isn’t why I’m asking.”

      Katherine sighed, “No. I was engaged once. It didn’t work and… Well animals don’t break your heart like that.”

      Kevin sighed, “Remember the part where animals are as intelligent as you and I?”

      “Yeah…”

      “Remember the part where you pointed out that my kitties were treating me like a mate.”

      Katherine froze, then gave me a look, “You can’t be serious.”

      “According to Bast, he’s got a companion soul. Big softy, loves everyone and he’s said multiple times since you’ve been here that he thinks you’re pretty.”

      “Noooo,” Katherine shook her head. “He’s not, really?”

      “Really,” Kevin frowned. “I… I don’t have any qualifications for this. All I can do is translate and offer advice from what I’m told.”

      “You want me to fuck a dog?”

      Kevin sighed, “That’s up to you. I’m just saying, he thinks you’re pretty, and he thinks you smell pretty, which is why he gets under the covers.”

      “Shit,” Katherine slumped against the side of the house.

      Kevin thought for a moment and nodded, “Do you want some space? I… I do run a rescue.”

      Katherine turned her head slowly from side to side. “No, no, this just… They’re capable of love, right?”

      “Very much so.”

      “And they’re intelligent, yeah,” Katherine added to herself. “I just realised that I’m a monster.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “I’ve separated them,” Katherine rubbed her face. “It’s not a common thing, but it happens where there have been human and animal relations. And… We’ve always operated under the assumption that animals can’t consent. But not only can they, you’re suggesting that Caesar is probably capable of initiating the contact.”

      Kevin frowned, “Oh.”

      “Look, I’m… I’m going to have to do some digging, we’ve got a pup in our care right now. She’s not taking things well. We can start with her and… And see if I can track down any others.”

      Kevin nodded slowly, “Yeah, yeah, I think that’s a good idea. When do you want me to see the pup?”

      Katherine cringed, “She’s not really a pup. Her owner is an older man who cried when we took her and she spent the first two days crying back. She hasn’t eaten in… Gods… Three days?”

      “Can we go now?” Kevin asked as his anxiety spiked.

      Katherine shuddered softly and nodded. “Yeah, okay, let me just check on Caesar first.”

      Kevin followed her back inside where they both froze. Caesar was crying softly, clutching his face while he lay perfectly still. Beside him was the four kittens while Marla and Flower snickered and watched on. Sable and Gemma were smiling as they watched on. Sue was cleaning herself in a way that seemed like she was doing it for the sex appeal, while Grace and Harriet were nowhere to be seen.

      “What…”

      “M-mistress,” Caesar whispered loudly. “Aren’t they precious?”

      “He’s crying over the kittens,” Kevin smiled.

      “Would Mistress want puppies?”

      Kevin froze, and Katherine spotted his reaction. “What?”

      “I… Um… He,” Kevin cleared his throat softly. “He mentioned puppies.”

      “That’s possible?”

      “It can be,” Bast confirmed, appearing at the bottom of the stairs. “I think it will start happening again now that I’m back.”

      “Bast says it’s possible now,” Kevin nodded.

      Katherine blushed furiously and looked away. “Right, well, should we?”

      “Ah,” Kevin looked around the room. “Is Caesar able to stay here while I quickly take care of something?”

      “We’ll be fine,” Bast nodded.

      With a chorus of agreement and soft hushes from Caesar when the kittens stirred, Kevin collected some kisses. Katherine watched with a new appreciation as each Kitty collected a kiss at the door, before they both stepped out.

      “We’ll take my car,” Katherin gestured to the small hatch parked on the curb.

      “Sounds good,” Kevin smiled, ignoring his father’s car in the driveway.

      “I noticed one kitty didn’t kiss you.”

      “Flower,” Kevin nodded as he climbed into the passenger seat. “She’s the mother of the kittens.”

      “They’re not yours?”

      “No,” Kevin shook his head. “No, I found her just a few days ago. I helped her give birth and I’ve taken her in. I get the feeling she’s interested though.”

      “Oh,” Katherine frowned. “I thought…”

      “Sable’s pregnant,” Kevin added softly, realising what she was getting at. “So yes, it’s possible, but I think it’s because Bast is here.”

      “Bast,” Katherine started driving. “Is she really?”

      “The cat goddess,” Kevin nodded. “I… I have no idea if you’ll believe me. But, I actually met her in what she describes as a parallel world. One where animals aren’t… Aren’t humanoid.”

      Kevin went on to describe the differences he’d noticed while Katherine asked questions. As it turned out, there weren’t animals in this world that Kevin would recognise. While most were humanoid in shape, not all were humanoid in size. Bees, for example, the queen was three or four feet tall. But the workers were the size of regular bees. A lot of insects worked like that as well. However, the opposite could be true as well from the photos of an elephant that Kevin was shown. It was still quadrupedal, but… Well it was obvious which were the males and the females.

      “And you think they’re all capable of humanlike intelligence?” Katherine asked.

      “I’m really not sure,” Kevin frowned. “I’d assume so. Some humans can be pretty dumb.”

      Katherine snorted a laugh and nodded along. “Isn’t that the truth?”

      They pulled into an office type building, and Katherine switched off the engine. Kevin followed her out of the vehicle and she led him to an entry. Using a card reader to unlock the door, the two of them stepped inside.

      “This is just the administration section. We keep the animals out back.”

      “Lead on then,” Kevin smiled nervously.

      Katherine brought him through the office. It was mostly empty with only a few people still around. But none of them bothered looking up. Katherine brought Kevin through a large set of double security doors into a more sterile looking part of the facility. Here, Kevin could hear the chatter of various animals and frowned at the cacophony.

      “It’s always like this,” Katherine sighed.

      Kevin nodded as she led him closer to the noise. They walked around a corner and the noise was coming from behind a doorway covered in those thick plastic sheets that separate cold rooms. Katherine pushed them aside to step through and Kevin followed. The room was filled with cages similar to those inside the vet hospital. There were many animals in here. Several dogs, cats and even a rather large snake.

      “Fuck you!” One dog barked from the bars. “I remember you! Fuck you!”

      Kevin turned, and a flash of recognition sparked an interest. He stepped forward to the dog that growled at him. Was the large one who confronted him the day he rescued Flower.

      “Are you capable of being a good boy?” Kevin asked.

      The dog growled and bared his teeth. “I don’t listen to you!”

      “You know this one?” Katherine asked.

      Kevin nodded and explained Flower’s rescue. Katherine checked the card zip tied to the cage and frowned. “Say’s the local pound brought here him when they discovered he had a chip. But his behaviour has been aggressive, and he’s booked in for a specialist to determine if he’s dangerous.”

      “I am,” the dog growled. “I bite everyone who comes near me!”

      “Do you want to die?” Kevin asked.

      The dog froze, “Die?”

      “Die,” Kevin repeated. “If you’re a good boy, then they’ll find your master. They know how to find them. But if you keep biting people, they’ll class you as dangerous, and you don’t want that.”

      “But I AM dangerous!”

      “Sure, you can be dangerous. But it’s still your choice,” Kevin offered. “You need to understand that you’re here because you’re doing the wrong thing. If you want to go home, then be nice. Don’t bark, don’t bite, don’t be aggressive.”

      “Why?” He snorted. “I’m the biggest in here, the other animals know who’s in charge.”

      “Yeah,” Kevin nodded. “Humans are. And if you keep being aggressive, humans are going to put you down.”

      “But… I… This isn’t the pound.”

      “No, but they’ll send you back if you keep being aggressive,” Kevin shook his head. “This place is the deciding factor. You come here to be assessed if you have a family or if you need help. If they decide you’re dangerous, they send you back to the pound and the pound will put you down.”

      “You lie!”

      Kevin shook his head, “I don’t have any reason to lie. I don’t want to see an animal get hurt. I run a rescue, which is what I was doing for that cat you were going to kill. She has four kittens and they are all healthy and happy.”

      He growled, “Then you can rescue me!”

      “Not like this,” Kevin snorted. “Why would I take you anywhere near those babies?”

      “You… You just said you run a rescue, so rescue me!”

      Kevin sighed, “Look, if you’re aggressive, they’re going to put you down. If you’re aggressive, I can’t rescue you either. But if you’re good. If you behave and if you’re nice, they will find your master, and you won’t need me to rescue you. Understand?”

      He frowned and stepped back for a moment. “They find my old master?”

      “Yes, he put a chip in you that tells them who your master is. So they already know, the only reason you’re still here is because you’re being aggressive.”

      He seemed to deflate and slumped back on the floor. “Master.”

      “Be a good boy,” Kevin nodded, before turning to Katherine.

      “How?”

      Kevin shrugged, “Where’s the one you brought me here for?”

      Katherine shook her head, “He’s been… Y’know what, never mind. Come on.”

      She brought Kevin around to the far side where it was quieter. There were a few sniffles and sobs from one cage and Kevin could see a dog girl curled up against the back corner. She had her head against the wall with a long, floppy ear obscuring her vision. Her black and white fur was curly and Kevin glanced at the card stating she was a cocker spaniel.

      “She won’t eat, she won’t drink. She slumps down where she is to sleep and she barely reacts to anyone.”

      Kevin nodded, “Can I go in there?”

      “Sure.”

      Kevin unlatched the door and confirmed that she hadn’t reacted at all. Stepping into the cage, Kevin moved to the back wall and sat down beside her.

      “Go away please,” the dog whimpered.

      “I will soon,” Kevin. “First, I wanted to talk about your master.”

      “I… I don’t!” She broke into loud sobbing.

      Kevin reached over and gently pulled her into his arms. She clung to him tightly and cried her furry little eyes out.

      “There now,” Kevin tried to soothe her. “Can you tell me about him? Was he kind to you?”

      “He was everything!” She cried, turning to face him for the first time. “He was my world, and they took me away!”

      “Okay,” Kevin stroked down her ears.

      “I wanna go home. Master was so sad when I left.”

      Kevin looked over at Katherine, and she was staring back. “Call him.”

      “What’s she said?”

      “That her master is her world.”

      Katherine grimaced and nodded before darting away.

      “How do you understand me?”

      Kevin sighed, “It’s a bit of a story, but we have time.”

      It was nearly an hour later when Kevin heard the plastic blinds shutter. Looking up, a bald, middle-aged man in glasses was storming towards them.

      “Lacey?”

      The pup in Kevin’s arms sprung up to her feet. “Master!”

      “LACEY!”

      Kevin watched Katherine try to work her way between them before she could get the cage open again. Lacey threw herself into her master’s arms and the two promptly burst into tears. She wagged furiously as she licked his face all over while he stoked her head and held her close.

      “I honestly don’t know what to say,” Katherine mumbled.

      “Did you apologise?” She nodded slowly. “Then what else is there?”

      “Can I take her?” The man called out. “Please, can I take her home? I promise, I won’t hurt her again.”

      “No,” Lacey whimpered. “Master no, you weren’t hurting me!”

      “Look, we’re acting under new information,” Katherine tried to stumble over her words.

      “I can understand her,” Kevin chimed in. “She told me you loved her and that she loved you. And so we’re all clear, I have a similar relationship with my cats.”

      The man blushed and stroked Lacey’s ears while she wagged hopefully. “I… I just…”

      “We’re going to be reevaluating a few of our policies,” Katherine sighed. “And… Again, I’m sorry for any distress. I was acting under the impression that you were engaging in damaging behaviour, but…”

      “I… I know it’s unorthodox, but… I swear she consented.”

      Lacey smirked when she caught Kevin’s eye. Without the cloud of despair over her, he could see her quirky personality creeping through. “I did,” she growled cutely. “I was feeling so hot and Master never tells me no.”

      Kevin blinked when he realised the exact stance on their relationship. “Katherine, I think they’ll be fine.”

      The animal welfare officer nodded slowly, “Right. In that case, I suggest you get her home. She went off her food and drink while she was here.”

      “You didn’t feed her?” The man tried puffing himself up.

      “She refused to eat,” Kevin held up his hand. “Lacey was as distraught as you were. She had access to everything she needed, she just didn’t want it.”

      “Oh Lacey,” the man cuddled her close. “Let’s get you home. I have some nice steak saved up for when I found a way to bring you home.”

      “Ohhhh, master,” Lacey trembled as her tail went ballistic.

      There were several mumbled promises made while he stared lovingly at his pup. Kevin blushed as she promised him something rather explicit. Not that he could understand her, of course.

      “You okay,” Katherine asked as they were left alone.

      “Yeah, ummm,” Kevin cleared his throat. “Animals seem to still be animals in how they conduct themselves and… He’s not in charge of the pack, so to speak.”

      Katherine frowned, before blushing, “What did she say?”

      Kevin shook his head, “Who else is in here, can I help anyone?”

      Katherine snorted and nodded her head. “Right, okay, let’s start with this one.”
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      Kevin was satisfied, but tired when he and Katherine stumbled back through the front door at home hours later.

      “Hello master,” Sable purred from her spot by the front door.

      Kevin smiled as she leaned in for a kiss, before looking around. All the kitties, Caesar, the kittens and ever for some reason Hope, were all passed out around the living room.

      “What happened here?”

      “We decided to meet Hope,” Sable smiled. “She was happy to come out with Caesar to protect her and she calmed right down when Bast spoke to her.”

      “Oh good,” Kevin nodded.

      “Awww… Look at him. He never sleeps this soundly unless he’s with me,” Katherine pouted.

      “Leave him then, I’ll order some pizza.”

      “Pizza?”

      Kevin flashed back to the memories of the dream and sighed. “Pizza, you’ll like it, I’m sure.”

      “Okay master,” Sable purred.

      With that settled, Kevin left Katherine with the kitties while he went upstairs to his office. Stepping inside, he made to close the door when Sable stepped into the room behind him. She smiled sweetly as Kevin rolled his eyes and shut the door. Kevin took a seat and waited as Sable got comfortable on his lap. With her curled against him Kevin turned on the computer.

      “Grace and Harriet are going to have you tonight,” Sable purred softly.

      Kevin blinked, before looking at Sable. “Has this been organised behind my back?”

      Sable nodded slowly, “We all want this, Master. To have us all, and then Bast as well. But she won’t until you have us first.”

      Kevin rolled his eyes and started putting in the order.

      “Fine Sable,” Kevin mumbled. “But I better wake up with you beside me in bed like usual.”

      Sable giggled, “Maybe on top of you.”

      Kevin rolled his eyes thinking about his literal sex kitten.

      After an evening of excited chatter, Kevin got to know Caesar, Katherine and even Hope a little better. Caesar’s old master kept him as a companion animal. He was trained to be affectionate, and that translated to how he gently nuzzled the kittens to keep them content while Flower got to eat. Katherine grew up on a farm with her father before he sold up and retired. Her love of animals led her into this career path. Hope on the other hand, sadly spoke about her earliest memories of a breeding shed. She’d then been hand reared by humans and sold to the man who trained her as a racing pigeon. With some promises to be on the lookout for some friends for her, Katherine reminded Kevin that he should get her seen at a vet, before she started yawning.

      “Do you want to stay the night?” Kevin asked.

      “Are…”

      “No,” Kevin blushed. “No, I’m just offering a spare room for you and Caesar. I’m not offering anything untoward.”

      “Then, yes actually. I live outside of town and it’s a bit of a drive at night. I don’t have a lot on tomorrow either so that works for me.”

      “We’re staying?” Caesar wagged.

      “Yeah buddy, you’re staying the night with your mistress.”

      Caesar wagged harder while he looked at the kittens. Kevin smirked and got up to set the spare room. While one room was set up for the rescues, the other was just a normal bedroom. Kevin spent a few minutes getting fresh sheets, before pulling out some towels, a toothbrush and a few extras before showing Katherine where everything was. Then he took himself for a shower while he waited for his kitties to decide how this was all going to work.

      Mostly dry, but with damp hair, Kevin felt refreshed and ready for bed as he stepped out of his en-suite. But the pair of grey kitties staring at him from the bed made him pause.

      “Hello master,” they purred in unison.

      Kevin swallowed, before trying to work out which of them was which. They were mostly identical, but they had tells. Not that he could spot any while they both stared at him like he was food.

      “Come lay down,” they said, again in unison.

      Kevin blinked while they patted the spot between them. But he had little other recourse. Crawling up onto the bed, he shuffled up between the two kitties and they smiled down at him.

      “You can’t tell us apart, can you?” The one on his left smiled.

      “No,” Kevin admitted.

      “Good,” the one on his right leaned in and kissed him.

      “We wanted it that way,” the one on the left whispered as she nibbled his ear.

      The towel, still wrapped around his waist, was yanked free and Kevin almost tried to pull away to hide himself. But he was still trapped under warm fur, kisses and a never ending purr. The kitty on his left shifted lower and the kitty on his right, who was kissing him, suddenly flinched.

      “Master,” She purred. “She’s getting me ready for you.”

      Kevin looked down and saw a pair of furry ears poking out from where her partner’s crotch was situated.

      “She’s so good,” His kitty whimpered, biting her lip.

      The kitty below took Kevin’s cock in her hand and stroked it, making sure he was as hard as possible. Not that it was difficult to accomplish, with what he was witnessing. Pulling away from her sister’s crotch, the lower kitty pulled the upper over Kevin’s hip and steered his cock into position.

      “Oh,” the kitty on top of him flinched. “It’s big.”

      “Take your time,” Kevin pulled her close to kiss her.

      She purred into his mouth while she rocked her hips. In just a few moments, he was inside her. Less than a minute later, she was gently sliding his entire length in and out of herself. Kevin just held on for the ride while his unknown twin rode his cock. Kevin lost control as she shuddered above him. Her pussy pulsed over his cock as he fired the first rope of cum deep inside her. The loud yowling that escaped her mouth only drove him onward. And as he slumped back on the bed, the first twin rolled off him, while the second nuzzled and licked at his cock. Kevin looked down at her and saw those big, adorable eyes staring right back at him.

      “My turn master?”
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      It wasn’t the warm bodies that slowly slipped out of bed the following morning, that woke Kevin. It was the warm body that slowly crawled its way back in. Quiet, gentle, warm and soft. Kevin smiled as he felt them moving up. His first expectation was that Sable had kept her word, but whoever this was, had both arms. Cracking open his eyes, Kevin blinked up at the face suspended above him. One filled with angst and nervousness. Her pristine, ginger fur down the right side of her body, contrasted with the mottled ginger fur on her left. Those horrible burn scars took years to fully heal. Kevin saw the nervousness in her expression spike, but he wasn’t about to give her the wrong impression.

      “Good morning Sue.”

      “Mas-MMM!”

      Kevin interrupted her with a kiss. Her furry body went tense as she didn’t know what to do, but he felt small claws in his arm preventing him from moving away. Pulling her close, she yowled softly into the kiss. But she could do nothing as Kevin pitched her over, rolling on top.

      “There’s my pretty kitty,” Kevin smiled.

      “M-master?”

      Kevin kissed her again. Her claws sunk further into his skin as she undulated softly beneath him. But she seemed hesitant and Kevin wasn’t about to cause unnecessary distress to his kitties. Pulling away he tried to move off her, but she refused to release him.

      “Sue?”

      “Master,” she trembled. “Master, am I like the others?”

      Kevin frowned and shook his head. “Yes, like the others you’re a unique, beautiful kitty deserving of all the love and attention in the world.”

      Sue blinked and trembled slightly. “Mate?”

      “Are you asking me to be your mate, or are you asking me to mate with you?”

      Sue trembled as a tear rolled down her cheek. “Both, master.”

      Kevin smiled, “I’ll gladly be your mate, Sue. And if you like…” Kevin took his cock, still hard from his morning glory and pressed it between Sue’s legs. Her eyes went wide at the sudden introduction to her entrance, but he didn’t push in yet. “I’m more than willing to give you kittens.”

      Kevin blinked as she thrust her own hips up. Impaling herself, she pulled Kevin down against her, causing him to lose balance and collapse. With his weight pressed down on her, it forced Kevin deep inside her on the first thrust. He had an initial surge of concern for her, but Sue had other ideas. Her mouth found his, and she kissed him fiercely. But Kevin faltered, knowing there was something wrong. Pulling away, Kevin looked down at Sue who seemed almost desperate to kiss him.

      Reaching up, he slid his hand up the burned side of her body. Sue froze in place as Kevin gently massaged her. She closed her eyes as he leaned in and kissed the inside of her neck. The soft, warmth of her fur, completely unbidden by the scarring beneath. There was no cure for the scars. No way to hide them, nor a way to pretend they didn’t exist. So Kevin did his best to show her he loved them as he loved the rest of her.

      Rocking his hips gently, he felt the slick, tight sensation of her pussy gliding over his cock. She tried momentarily to up the pace, but Kevin chose not to respond. He caressed her sides as he nuzzled her furred neck. Nibbling and kissing everywhere he could reach, Kevin moved down to her furry breasts. Sue’s nipples poked through her ginger fur and Kevin spent a few moments suckling each.

      “Mmmaster?” Sue whined softly.

      “Yes, Sue?”

      “W-what… What are?”

      “I’m loving you,” Kevin kissed each of her breasts before slowly working his way back up. “I’m loving every part of you equally, so you never question how beautiful you really are.”

      Despite the gentle pace and the soft caresses, Kevin could tell how much she was enjoying this. Her silken, wet, inferno of a pussy was rapidly approaching a leaky tap. The more he kissed her, the more he caressed her the more he gently fucked her, the wetter and more eager she got. Until finally, with a small shudder, Kevin felt those delicious muscles begin to pulse. She opened her mouth to scream as her pussy throbbed around his cock. Kevin, not wanting to bother his guests, gently covered her mouth with his hand. And with her muffled, he continued with his actions.

      Nibbling up the sides of her shoulders, he enjoyed the firm spasms of her pussy. Her body trembled and throbbed with each push of his cock inside her. He felt himself getting closer as Sue came around him. The feeling of her firm, pulsing, tunnel drove him onwards, but he refused to stop.

      Sue was going out of her mind by the time his lips found hers again. She was delirious as her master kissed and loved her all over. She had never felt so wanted. To add to the intense feelings rushing through her, was Master’s wonderful cock. Pushing slowly up inside her, before slowly dragging out, she was almost desperate for more. But somehow, the slow steady movement made it a focal point of her concentration. Each kiss of her master’s lips made her tremble before the torturous ecstasy of his cock grounded her in the moment. Each nibble of her flesh, framed the exquisite throb of being stretched.

      “I’m gonna cum,” Kevin whispered.

      Sue opened her mouth to scream, but Kevin’s lips muffled her. His arms wrapped around her and held her close. Her pussy throbbed madly over his cock as it pulsed inside her. Her whole body trembled and writhed, but Kevin just held her still. She endured an eternity of pleasure, pinned beneath her wonderful master as he filled… No… No, somehow she knew. He wasn’t just filling her, he was breeding her.

      Kevin rocked his hips gently in place. He could feel from the way she tensed and the throbbing of her pussy, that she was still cumming. He did not know if it was just one long orgasm, or if she’d rolled from one to the next, to the next. She wasn’t kissing back, but her tongue was inside his mouth and he could still hear her muffled squeaks. Her eight claws were all buried in his skin, but he ignored the pain, knowing he was bringing Sue mind altering pleasure.

      Only when she finally began to breathe, and her muscles relaxed, did Kevin slow to a stop. When she blinked up at him and smiled, he could see tears collecting in the corners of her eyes and frowned softly.

      “I’m so happy,” Sue whispered.
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      When Kevin stepped out of the bathroom, freshly showered and ready for the day, Sue was sleeping soundly in the middle of the bed. Sable however was waiting with a wide smile in the hallway.

      “Good morning Master.”

      “Good morning Sable,” Kevin leaned in and pecked her lips. “I was wondering where you were.”

      “Waiting,” she smiled. “It was Sue’s turn. Bast says she and I are pregnant.”

      Kevin blinked in shock for a moment before glancing at the stairs. The dark furred goddess was watching him with a smile. The soft lick of her lips wasn’t missed by him either and Kevin turning his attention back to Sable.

      “Breakfast?”

      Sable purred deeply in her chest. With Sue sleeping off her morning exercise, the rest of the kitties joined Kevin in the dinner room. Caesar, Hope and Katherine were helping Marla and Flower with the kittens. The big Dane was smiling widely while Katherine looked content, but conflicted over something. Kevin put it aside for the time being and served up several bowls of tuna loaf. The only difference was a bowl of grains for Hope that he set aside.

      “I need a bigger table,” Kevin sighed to himself.

      “Or a bigger home, Master.”

      Kevin turned and saw Bast’s smile. It wasn’t her usual confident grin, this was… More. Like she was giddy with excitement. And that wasn’t all that surprising considering Sue was now apparently pregnant.

      “I don’t know if I could ever leave this place,” Kevin admitted as he cut the first piece of his double helping and offered it to Bast.

      Bast started purring loudly as she gently ate off his fork, but nodded along. “I know, but you could always expand.”

      “For a dining table?” Kevin frowned.

      “Or an office, space for a studio, maybe some extra rooms, or a kennel?”

      Kevin frowned, thinking of the size of the property. He could add an extension to the front of the house, he had money. But that would cut into the yard and take up space. Buying land would be difficult with the neighbours, but more to the point it would be expensive. Extending out the back into the farm might be an easier push, but that was a business he’d be intruding on.

      “Ummm, Kevin?”

      Kevin pulled himself from his thoughts and turned to Katherine. She seemed to walk a little gingerly, but was trying to hide it. “Are you okay?”

      “Fine,” she said a little too quickly. “Everything’s great. I just… I have an email from work, they have asked me to investigate an animal abuse claim, and I was wondering if you could come along?”

      Kevin frowned as he set about feeding the rest of his kitties as they collected their bowls. “Is this another one like from yesterday?”

      “No, or at least I don’t think so. Report says there’s a cattle farm. A dairy like your neighbour but the cows are sickly. According to the reports, one was put down a few days ago because of illness and… If they’re…”

      Kevin nodded, frowning as he thought about it. “Breakfast, then we go.”

      “Thanks,” Katherine nodded. “Is Caesar?”

      “He can stay while we deal with it,” Kevin nodded. “What will we do if the cows need to be removed, do you have a facility for them?”

      He saw the look on her face and nodded. After quickly scarfing down his meal, Kevin stepped out the back. Sure enough, the cattle were milling about. Kevin crossed the yard and looked over the bovines, before spotting Norma who grinned and made to join him. Kevin spent the short wait looking over the property and the herd. They were well built, clean and the paddock they were in was a healthy green.

      “Morning Kevin,” Norma smiled as she got closer.

      “Morning Norma,” Kevin smiled back.

      “You’re not about to ask me back over there are you?”

      Kevin grinned at the tone. He’d never been this comfortable with human women, but either he was getting used to women through his kitties, or her being a bovine took the edge off. “I wanted to ask you about your life here?”

      Norma frowned in confusion, “What do you mean? We have it good here, I have my friends, the farmer milks me twice a day, if one of us gets a sore hoof he takes care of it.”

      “Like the rock I found?” Kevin asked.

      Norma shook her head, “That only just happened. The farmer would have noticed in a day or two and fixed it himself. He’s old, but he’s a good man.”

      “Good,” Kevin nodded. “Can I give you a note to take him?”

      Norma frowned, before nodding, “I can. You’re not going to offer to buy me off him, are you?”

      Kevin paused, “Is… Is that something you want?”

      Norma chewed her lip, before looking back over the herd. “I… Um…”

      “She wants to fuck you!” One cow yelled over the field.

      “She never shuts up about it!” Another chimed in.

      “I caught her rubbing a post while moaning your-”

      “BELLA!” Norma lowed loudly.

      The herd burst into a fit of loud laughter as the flustered heifer turned back to Kevin. Kevin just remained as stoic as possible as the herd finally petered down.

      “Believe it or not, I think in the long run I’d prefer to stay with my herd. THEY’RE BITCHES!” She roared over her shoulder, to be met with more laughter. “But they’re my family.”

      “Fair,” Kevin nodded, unsure if that was a relief or not.

      “But yes, if you’d like to do to me what I could hear you do to that cat most mornings, I would be very grateful. The farmer doesn’t bring the bulls around these days and it’s kinda lonely some nights.”

      Kevin blushed as Norma smirked at him. He shook his head to clear those thoughts, before nodding slowly. “So, note, yes?”

      “Sure,” she smiled.

      “Alright-” Kevin trailed off as Norma volleyed over the fence.

      “Come on, what am I delivering?”

      With a shake of his head, Kevin waved for her to follow, to the jeers and surprisingly, whistles of the herd behind them. Kevin led Norma back inside where Caesar froze at the sight of her.

      “Friend,” Flower patted his arm.

      “Friend,” the rest of the kitties chimed in calming the big dog.

      Norma looked uncertain, but with everyone reassuring Caesar, she stepped inside with a few muffled hello’s. That turned into hugs from everyone setting Caesar’s mind completely at ease. Kevin brought Norma upstairs and into his office where he took out a notebook with a pen. After writing a quick note about possibly needing somewhere to store some sickly cattle, he wrote his phone number and handed Norma the note.

      “Is this it?” Norma asked, a little confused. “I thought you needed me to move something heavy. I didn’t think you meant an actual note.”

      “Sorry,” Kevin shrugged. “It’s important though. I’m off to see some sick cows and I wanted to know if your farmer would be okay to look after them if they need to be moved.”

      Norma frowned, “Oh.”

      “So if you can give that to the farmer, he can let me know if he can help, while I go see if there’s trouble.”

      “Okay,” Norma agreed. “I can do that, but you’ll owe me one.”

      Kevin reached up and grabbed her by the horns. As Norma’s eyes went wide, he pulled her face down and kissed her. It was quick, but firm. Her breath smelled of the earth. Clean, vibrant and not unpleasant in the slightest. Releasing her, she took a moment to stand herself back up, while staring at him. Kevin could see her nipples were straining, and she rubbed her thighs for a moment.

      “Right,” she suddenly jumped.

      Turning, she marched out of the office and down the stairs with Kevin trailing behind. He barely managed to call out thanks from the back door as she made it over the fence and was off to the howling laughter of the herd.

      “What’s all that about?” Katherine asked.

      “She’s taking a note to her farmer asking if he can take in some sick cows, and the others are making fun of her because she has a crush on me.”

      “And why is she practically sprinting?”

      “She told me I owed her one, so I kissed her.”

      Katherine nodded, before shaking her head. “I’d be a hypocrite to complain, but it’s still hard to get my head wrapped around everything.”

      Kevin turned as she walked away with a small limp. “Are you-”

      “FINE!” She called back. “Just going to clean up, then we can go.”

      Kevin looked over at Caesar who was smiling widely and made a mental note to wash the sheets when they left. Then he made his way upstairs and got changed. If they were heading to a farm, he wanted to be dressed appropriately. An old pair of paint-stained jeans, a long-sleeved work shirt and some boots. The gloves if he needed them were in the car already as part of his kit. When he was dressed, Kevin made his way back downstairs where Katherine was waiting with a sad-looking Caesar.

      “Kitties,” he mumbled.

      “You’re always welcome to visit,” Kevin told the big dog.

      He smiled sadly before giving each of them a hug and a greatly unappreciated lick on the head. Then Katherine put him on a leash and with his waistband put in place, Kevin collected more kisses from his kitties. The last of which, was from Bast, who gave him an odd look.

      “Follow your instinct,” she patted his arm.

      “What is it?”

      “Nothing I knew about until I searched for it,” Bast shook her head. “But it is something you and the rest of the humans need to prepare for in the future. Now is the time for change.” Before Kevin could push, she kissed him again. It was firm, but not demanding, and she gently pushed him back. “This is something you need to do.”

      “Okay,” Kevin nodded.

      “What did she say?”

      “Not a lot,” Kevin smiled once more at his kitties, before following her and Caesar out the front door.

      With a quick stop at a lovely cottage complete with flowers and a vegie garden, they dropped off Caesar and headed for the farm. It was well outside of town and they had time to chat. It was mostly light, almost as if they were nervous about learning what each of them got up to the evening before. They spoke about the weather, their plans, Katherine only had one living relative, a sister who also worked with animals. Kevin admitted that his family were all gone and explained what led to Kevin’s Kitty Rescue. And after a rather long silence, Katherine let out a long sigh.

      “He fucked me.”

      Kevin blinked and turned his head to look at Katherine. “Was it-”

      “It was fantastic,” she mumbled. “I’m sorry, but you’re literally the only person I can explain this to. He did what he always did, crawled under the blankets and cuddled up. I kissed his nose and stroked his ears, one thing led to another and next thing I knew I was pinned under him while he ravished me for over an hour.”

      “That explains the limp,” Kevin commented.

      “No,” Katherin bit her lip. “No, that was the knot and I think I pulled something a little.”

      “And… You’re okay?”

      Katherine sighed, before nodding. “Yeah, I think so. I just… You really need to think of a way to break this to people. Like add on to your existing business for behavioural therapy and just talk to the animals to see what’s up.”

      “I’m not a therapist though.”

      “You don’t need to be,” Katherine pushed. “You can just ask them. Animal specialists study their reactions and body language for years to try and work out what it means and even then, they get it wrong. Fluffy pee’d on the carpet, maybe he needs a new litter box, maybe he’s sexually frustrated!” Kevin flinched as she yelled the last couple words, and Katherine calmed. “It’s something to think about. For now, this is the place.”

      Kevin looked out the window and saw the farm. The farmhouse and barn were right up against the fence at the entry to the property. The rest of the farm was dense grassland, but…

      “Where are all the cows?”

      “I was just thinking that,” Kevin frowned, squinting as he examined the treeline surrounding the property.

      Katherine drove up to the gate and Kevin hopped out and opened it. When she drove in, Kevin closed it behind her, before making his way on foot to the house. And… There was something off. Katherine drove past, realising he wasn’t getting back in, but by the time she parked and got out, Kevin had caught up.

      “What is that?” Katherine asked, sniffing the air.

      “I think we should call the police,” Kevin frowned, seeing insects buzzing through the wide open front door. “I think I know where the cattle are.”

      Katherine headed for the house as Kevin turned towards the barn. It was large, with gated doors. The kind of place where you’d put a small herd to keep them safe overnight.

      “That’s awful,” Katherine commented, as she caught up. “I think something’s dead in there.”

      “Or someone,” Kevin murmured. “The cow that was put down, what exactly happened?”

      “She was wandering and was hit by a truck when she stepped onto the road. She was badly dehydrated, covered in insect bites and had a few cuts and bruises.”

      “Like she could get from that?” Kevin pointed to a bent piece of iron around the side entrance to the barn that looked like a large animal had forced its way out.

      “I didn’t see any photos,” Katherin frowned, “But I would think that would injure someone.”

      Kevin gripped the bar for the barn door and lifted it free, before pushing the door open. The stench from inside was revolting, but not what was coming from the farmhouse. This was rancid manure, sweat and rotted vegetation.

      “Help,” a voice called softly.

      Kevin frowned seeing all the sick cows inside the barn. They were disgusting, covered in filth like they’d been trapped for a while. The muck around their mouths told a story they’d been forced to eat the rancid hay, despite the conditions.

      “Please help,” one cow groaned.

      Most were laying down, with a few standing on wobbly legs. The one talking stumbled forward slowly and Kevin quickly went to her.

      “Water.”

      “Where’s the tap?”

      The cow frowned, before gesturing to an irrigation system pre-set to fill troughs with water. Kevin looked it over and spotted the pipe that fed it. The pipe ran out the front doors that they had just entered.

      “Wait here,” Kevin told the cow.

      The cow just frowned at him, but Kevin ignored her. Turning around, he darted outside and located the tap. Turning it on, he went back in as several bovine cries went up. The one who had spoken was trying to splash water on one of the sick cows unable to get up.

      “Katherine, we need a vet and the police.”

      “Yeah, I think so,” Katherine nodded before stepping back out to make some calls.

      Kevin found a bucket and used it to bring individual cows water. Those too sick to stand or crawl were thankfully well enough to raise their heads. With his help, and the help of a few others, they got water to each of them. With water, a couple of the faster crawlers stood, and they helped as well.

      “Right, my sister’s coming and the police will be here soon,” Katherine called, jogging back inside. “What can I do?”

      Kevin was about to answer, when his phone buzzed. With a frown, he handed her the bucket. “They need water.”

      “On it.”

      Taking out his phone, Kevin watched for a moment while the cows with Katherine’s help continued getting water for everyone. Looking at the private number on his phone, Kevin answered.

      “Kevin’s Kitty Rescue, this is Kevin.”

      “Ah…” A man grunted. “My ah… My cow, just-”

      “Norma?”

      “Y-yeah. Norma just… Brought me a note with your phone number on it.”

      Kevin grinned, “Thanks for calling. I run an animal rescue and I was hoping you could act as a foster.”

      “For cats?”

      “Cattle,” Kevin shook his head. “Sorry, I started with cats, but I’ve branched. I’m at a farm, something bad happened and a bunch of cattle were locked in a barn for… I don’t know how long. We’ve a vet coming and we’re getting them water, but we need to take them somewhere.”

      “Wait, you’re the kid out the back, my neighbour, aren’t you?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “Good lad, I saw you in the paper once.” Kevin frowned as they got off track. But the old man continued. “Well, my farm is under capacity right now, so I have room, at least temporarily.”

      “Great,” Kevin nodded as he spotted a few vehicles coming down the road towards the farm. “Listen, the vet and police are here, I’ll call you back when I know for sure what’s going on.”

      “Sure thing Kevin,” the old man said. “You take care now.”

      “And you,” Kevin nodded, before hanging up.

      The police car and one other vehicle turned into the driveway while the other continued on. Kevin nodded to himself, before heading back into the barn. Katherine was giving a cow water, that was halfway between drinking and thanking her profusely.

      “I got it,” Kevin reached for the bucket. “The police and probably your sister are here.”

      “Oh good,” Katherine turned and rushed out the door.

      “Can…” The first cow that spoke mumbled, with a frown. “Can you hear us?”

      “I can, yes,” Kevin nodded.

      “What happened to Clarabelle?”

      Kevin moved the bucket away from the drinking cow and headed back to refill it. “Is she the one that got out?”

      “Yes.”

      “I’m sorry,” Kevin frowned, bringing water back for the thankful cow. “She wandered onto the road and was hit by a vehicle. It’s how we knew to come looking for the rest of you.”

      “Clarabelle,” the heifer sighed. “What about the farmer, why did he lock us in here?”

      Kevin frowned again, “There’s a terrible smell coming from the house.” Kevin shook his head, “I don’t know for sure. But, I think something happened to him. I don’t think he locked you in on purpose.”

      “Oh,” she frowned.

      “Was he a good farmer?”

      “He looked after us well enough. Brought us in at night, let us out in the morning. We were happy here.”

      “I’m sorry,” Kevin patted her arm. “We’re probably going to move you to another farm. The cows there are happy too. I don’t know if it’ll be a permanent move, but you’ll be taken care of.”

      The cow was about to answer, when she glanced up at the sound of approaching footsteps.

      “Kevin?”

      Kevin turned around and froze at the sight of Mary standing beside Katherine.

      “Hold up,” Katherine covered her mouth. “This is Kevin? The silent but sexy-”

      “Shut it!” Mary snapped, giving her sister a smack on the hip.

      Katherine grinned, before clearing her throat. “We’ll discuss this later. For now…”

      “Right,” Mary nodded. “Let’s see what the damage is.”
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      “Is this why you asked me to bring the note?” Norma asked.

      Kevin watched with a frown as the sickly cows came down the ramp. At the sight of the truck, the herd had moved in closer to look. He could see a few of the stronger ones helping some of the weaker. He could also see some of the original herd moving in to lend a hand.

      “Kevin?”

      Kevin turned and smiled at the elderly man who had first opened the gate to let the truck in. He cast a wary look at Norma, who smiled right back.

      “Nice to meet you,” Kevin offered his hand.

      The old man took it with a firm grip and shook twice. “Call me Ben, you’re already comfortable with Norma, I see.”

      “She is rather friendly,” Kevin nodded, taking back his hand.

      “More than friendly,” Norma giggled. “I’ll leave you to it.”

      Kevin shot her a smile as she strolled off to help the unloading.

      “So, what actually happened?”

      “I don’t have the details. But the farmer who was looking after this new lot had a medical episode. He lived alone and nobody knew anything was wrong until one of the smaller cows broke out and was hit by a car. The vet is coming out again tomorrow, but she thinks they’ll recover well with some food, water and another dose of antibiotics.”

      Ben nodded slowly. “Medical episode.”

      “I don’t know exactly what,” Kevin shook his head.

      “If he were old like me, there’s a multitude of things,” Ben mumbled. “I suppose that’s something to think about. But I don’t lock up my heifers at least.”

      “Norma would probably come tell me if anything was wrong,” Kevin said absentmindedly.

      “About that,” Ben frowned. “How on earth did you get a cow to bring me a note?”

      Kevin sighed softly, realising he shouldn’t have said anything. “Believe it or not, I can understand them.”

      “Like a behaviour-”

      “No,” Kevin chuckled. “No, like I can understand them in the same way I can understand you. Animals are actually rather intelligent, for the most part. They can talk like you and me, only, it’s just me that can understand them.”

      “Are you a crazy person?”

      “No,” Katherine volunteered. “No sir, he is not. Kevin is unique.”

      Ben shook his head. “Just a little hard to believe, is all.”

      “Harder to believe than a cow delivering a phone number?” Katherine grinned.

      The old man nodded and let out a small laugh. “S’pose you have me there then.”

      The trio watched as Mary, with a couple of helpers, unloaded the last of the cattle. It was late, and the sky was getting dark. She had taken her time checking over the herd and had done what she could for the most ill. Getting them up and moving was the biggest hurdle. They hadn’t been locked up for long. But enough for dehydration and illness to set in. With dehydration taken care of by Kevin and illness being watched by Mary, their prognosis was looking well. So now the best option was for them to mingle with their own kind. And from Kevin’s vantage, seeing the happy cows taking their unwell cousins into their midst, it was going well.

      “Alright,” Katherine nodded. “Ben, wasn’t it?”

      “That’s me,” the old man smiled.

      “How long can you hold the cattle for?”

      “Until my knees give out,” Ben grinned. “I have room for this many. I’ve been winding things down as I got old. The wife used to help, but she’s as old as I am and prefers to stay home nowadays.”

      “So, your problem is manpower?”

      Ben smiled and nodded. “That it is. Though I don’t think the new ones will need milking any time soon. Some of my girls still need it.”

      “Kevin can milk Norma!”

      Kevin turned to the sound of hysterical giggling and Norma chasing one of her friends through the crowd.

      “What’s going on there?” Ben frowned.

      “They’re teasing Norma,” Kevin sighed.

      “Does she have a crush or something?” Katherine asked.

      As Kevin’s face turned bright red, Ben and Katherine had a laugh at his expense. They were winding down as Mary joined them, and she quickly filled them in with her plans.

      “Well, my department will keep you posted then,” Katherine smiled.

      “Just sucks. I have to be up so early to drive out,” Mary grumbled.

      Katherine nodded slowly before glancing at Kevin. “You’ve got that spare room, right?”

      “Um…”

      “Katherine,” Mary mumbled. “I don’t-”

      “Yeah, the room I stayed in. That’ll save my sister having to get up at the crack of dawn to drive all the way out in the morning,” Katherine pushed.

      Kevin blinked quickly at the thought of Mary meeting all the kitties. “I… I don-”

      “When was the last time you got to spend time with any of the animals you look after?” Katherine asked her sister.

      Mary looked as uncomfortable as Kevin felt, but she let out a soft sigh and pinched the bridge of her nose. “Kevin, on the off chance you have a guest room. Do you have room for one tonight?”

      “I’ll need to change the sheets,” Kevin mumbled softly.

      “That sounds like a yes,” Katherine grinned.

      Mary rolled her eyes and looked right at Kevin. “You can say no. I won’t be offended.”

      Kevin sighed softly and shook his head. “No, it’s fine. You’re doing it for the animals.”

      Mary nodded slowly and gave him a smile. “Thanks, Kevin.”

      With a final wave goodbye towards Norma, Kevin turned to walk back towards Katherine’s car, while Ben trailed along beside him.

      “This whole thing has me thinking,” he mumbled.

      “Anything I can help with?” Kevin asked.

      Ben nodded slowly, “Aye lad. I suppose you would. If something were to happen to me, Norma or one of the others would come tell you, right?”

      “Probably,” Kevin nodded. “Norma, at least trusts me.”

      “And you trust her, I assume?” Kevin nodded and the old man seemed to decide. “I’ll talk to the wife, but I think we need to make plans. You though. You could do a world of good if you can really talk to animals how you say you can.”

      “I’ve been hearing that a lot, actually,” Kevin grumped.

      The old man chuckled. “Yes, you probably have. And with good reason.”

      As they reached the cars, Kevin turned to the old man, who nodded. “Let me talk to my wife. We may have an idea or two to throw your way.”

      “Regarding what?”

      “You run a rescue. I own a small farm. We’ve plenty of space to grow, and we’re getting old.”

      “I can’t afford to buy land.” Kevin shook his head.

      Ben chuckled, “I’m not selling. But say, an enterprising young man was to expand his charitable organisation in return for a few exceptions. Well… I think, if you’re interested, we could come to a rather beneficial business arrangement.”

      “You literally just met me.”

      “And one of my cows, I’ve had for over a decade, handed me your phone number because you asked her to.” Ben shook his head. “Animals always tell, and I don’t have much of a legacy beyond my heifers and knowing they’ll be looked after without being sent off to god knows what.”

      Kevin frowned and nodded slowly. “I can’t make any promises yet.”

      Ben chuckled. “I’m not asking you to. I’m just asking you to consider it when the time comes. And in the meantime, I think there’s a pretty veterinarian who’s a little sweet on you.”

      Kevin chuckled and shook his head. “I didn’t even know she was qualified. She always answered the phone when I rang the front desk.”

      “It’d make sense if she were the one on call then, wouldn’t it?”

      Kevin turned and spotted Mary coming towards them. “Maybe I’ll find out.”

      “Thanks for waiting,” Mary smiled as she approached them both. “I might need a shower at your place if that’s okay.”

      Kevin gave her a once over and nodded, “Sure, I have a few spares you can use.”

      “Thanks, I’m ready when you are.”

      “Go take care of it,” Ben smiled.

      “Will do Ben. Let me know if there're any problems.”

      “Shouldn’t that be my job?” Mary asked.

      Ben and Kevin looked at each other for a moment and Ben shot him a grin before turning away to walk home.

      “I feel like I’m missing something,” Mary frowned.

      “I’ll explain back at my place,” Kevin offered.

      Mary nodded in agreement and headed for her car as Katherine joined her sister. They spoke quietly before Mary blushed and Katherine laughed at her expense. Then the two sisters hugged and Katherine came over and unlocked the door for Kevin. He climbed in and had himself buckled before Katherine joined him.

      “You okay?”

      “Yeah, why?”

      “No, like…” Katherine pulled a face. “About my sister.”

      “Yeah, that was surprising,” Kevin sighed as Katherine started the engine. “I don’t really get out much. I don’t socialise and to be honest, I enjoyed going to that vet because they knew I wasn’t comfortable talking to people. Now there’s you, Ben and after we convince Mary I can talk to animals, her too all saying I should change up my day job.”

      “Kevin, I’m not talking about your work, even though, yes, I totally think you should.”

      Kevin sighed, “I’ve literally never dated.”

      “And yet you’re sleeping with… I don’t know how many kitties, a cow and a pigeon.”

      “I’m not…” Kevin shook his head. “It’s not like that. And I haven’t slept with Norma or Hope.”

      “Hope?”

      “The pigeon,” Kevin grumbled. “The guy called her a number, so I gave her a name and that’s the first thing I came up with.”

      “You poor, deluded fool,” Katherine giggled as she waved for Mary to follow behind. “She’s going to eat you alive, you know that?”

      “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      Katherine just shook her head as she drove around the block. It wasn’t all that far. Out of Ben’s driveway, around the corner, and pull up in front of Kevin’s house. There, he could see lights were on and a familiar silhouette was standing by the front door.

      “I’ll keep my phone on me in case things get weird,” Katherine grinned.

      Kevin rolled his eyes. “I’m not good with this. You know that, right?”

      Katherine nodded. “That’s why I’m not helping. She’ll know if I put things in your head.”

      “That doesn’t help at all.”

      “No,” Katherine smiled. “No, it doesn’t.”

      Kevin shook his head. “I’m going to go inside.”

      Katherine watched with amusement as Kevin stepped out of her vehicle. She wound down the window, seeing Mary park behind her. “Don’t forget to hold the door open for her.”

      “I thought you weren’t going to help me?!”

      Kevin didn’t get a response as Katherine indicated and pulled away from the curb. He paused and stepped up to the door as it opened, showing Sable, dressed in her wraps. She smiled and purred as Kevin stepped into her arms. Pressing his lips to hers, he felt Sable’s tail drift up the side of his leg.

      “Who’s that master?”

      Kevin turned and spotted Mary giving him a confused glare from the front yard, while she held an overnight bag over one shoulder. “Were you just kissing your cat?”

      Kevin took a deep breath and slowly nodded. “Yes, and I ask that you not pass judgement until you’ve heard me out, and spoken to your sister about it first.”

      “Kevin, I gotta admit, this isn’t the vibe I was looking for.” Mary frowned awkwardly.

      “I literally do not know what that means, but if you’d like to come in, I can explain over coffee.”

      Mary looked sceptical as she followed Kevin inside. But that wasn’t her only issue. As Mary came through the front door, Sable suddenly backed up.

      “Sable?”

      “No, master, why her?”

      “What’s wrong?” Mary asked, noticing Sable’s attitude. “You know me. I gave you treats last time we saw each other. You’re Sable.”

      “Nooooo,” Sable mrowed. “Master, she’s going to put something in my butt, isn’t she?”

      Kevin snorted loudly and spent several moments coughing loudly to clear his throat. With a gasp, he cleared his airways enough to choke out a hoarse, “No.”

      “This is so weird.” Mary frowned as she looked at them both. “I’ve heard of people talking to their pets, but you take it to an extreme.”

      “That’s what I need to talk to you about.” Kevin cleared his throat. “You’ll want to run it by Katherine, so you know I’m not crazy, but I really can understand them.”

      “Alright,” Mary said in a tone that said she was very much not alright. “What did she say before you coughed?”

      “That she was upset I brought you here, because last time you took her temperature.”

      “Wha-oh…”

      “Yeah.”

      “Wait, she’s intelligent?” Mary asked, turning to look at Sable, who was still hiding her backside from the vet.

      “Extremely. Most animals are and I can understand them all.”

      “Is this a joke?”

      “No,” Bast said, placing a hand on Mary’s shoulder. “No, this is very much real.”

      “Oh,” Mary said, looking at Bast. “Kevin, I think I need to sit.”

      That was all the warning Kevin got before she collapsed limply in Bast’s arms. He darted over to help as Bast struggled to hold her.

      “Master!”

      Kevin got his arms under Mary’s shoulders before Sable darted in to help Bast with Mary’s legs. They supported her with a little difficulty. Gemma and Sue arrived moments later to help Kevin carry the unconscious woman upstairs. As a dead weight, it was a difficult prospect, but between the four of them, they managed. Kevin directed his kitties into the spare room where Katherine had slept the night before. The bed was made, but Kevin would change them when Mary woke up again. For now, he gently deposited the unconscious woman on the bed and laid her comfortably.

      “Sable, can you stay with her?”

      “May I have a kiss first?”

      Kevin turned and saw Sable’s smile. He grinned and leaned in, kissing her softly. She purred into his mouth before pulling away.

      “You should take Bast with you.”

      Kevin froze, then glanced at the dark furred beauty, who gave him a predatory grin. “I… Um…”

      “Come, human,” Bast hissed softly. “Your head kitty has given us instructions.”

      Kevin stared in shock as Sable blew him a kiss while Bast took him by the hand. Gemma and Sue gave him smiles and waved while the goddess dragged him from the room.

      “Hold on,” Kevin tried.

      Bast sighed and shook her head. “Kevin, I really hope you’re not about to put your foot in your mouth right now.”

      Kevin blinked before taking a deep breath. “I need to set out new bedding and toiletries.”

      Bast blinked before she shook her head and chuckled softly. “Fine, human. Don’t keep me waiting.”

      Kevin gulped softly as Bast strode off towards his bedroom. True to his word, though, Kevin grabbed some fresh bedding, depositing it back in the spare bedroom where Sable was holding Mary’s hand. Then he made his way into the guest bathroom. After quickly gathering everything up Katherine had used, he set out fresh sets for Mary. Then, after checking everything over, he headed for the sound of running water.

      Stepping into the en-suite, Kevin froze at the sight of the cat goddess standing under the shower. She tilted her head up under the warm spray and her tail slowly rolled from side to side. She stood perfectly still as the water rolled down her fur, but her ears twitched as he came in.

      “Rub my back?”

      “Are you going to keep calling me ‘human’?”

      Bast chuckled softly. “That depends.”

      “One what?”

      “Are you going to make me call you master?”

      Kevin rolled his eyes and started stripping off. Truth be told, after the day he’d had, he was feeling gross and probably smelled worse. Stepping into the shower, he found the soap Bast was using and applied it to the fur on her back. He spent a few minutes rubbing it in while she braced against the wall. Her tail gently flicked from side to side, brushing against his legs as he went. When she finally had enough of his attention, she stepped further under the showerhead and washed it all out of her fur.

      Kevin wasn’t sure what to say as he felt the cool mist coming off the cat goddess’s body. But her firm hand taking his own and pulling him close was a complete surprise. She pulled him under the shower and it momentarily blinded him as the water came from above. Kevin couldn’t do anything to prevent it either, as furry, wet arms held him close. Only Kevin hugging her back seemed to make her relax, and Kevin held Bast under the shower. Her fingers trailed across his skin, while her tail curled around his leg.

      “I need to get clean,” Kevin mumbled.

      “Okay!” Gemma called out.

      Kevin flinched as four hands scrubbed him down. With Bast still leaning against him, he wasn’t sure who it was. It wasn’t Sable. Marla was probably downstairs, and she’d abhor this kind of treatment. So that left only Sue, Grace, or Harriet. In either case, those hands felt lovely. Kevin had been moving around on wet mud, hauling buckets of water and helping to move cows. He wasn’t opposed to a bit of hard work, but he had a new respect for farmers and their profession.

      “Keep your eyes closed, human.”

      Kevin frowned at the giggle in the goddess’s voice. But he did as she asked. Keeping his eyes closed, she loosened her grip and stepped away. Kevin was caught in a tight spot with four hands, scrubbing him down with soap. But it was the soft grip of two more wrapping around his cock that snapped him to attention. They were soft, but firm and covered in soap. They massaged him, stroked him, and ultimately brought him to full mast as the warm water washed him clean.

      “Reach for the wall for support,” Bast called softly.

      Kevin blinked, before flinching as he felt a mouth close over the head. Reaching for the wall to support himself, he heard a pair of giggles from behind him. It certainly sounded like Sue was helping. Not that it really mattered. His kitties were all beautiful, and he’d already made the mistake of thinking they were being influenced by Bast. The goddess was purring as she mouthed his cock. He could feel her sharp, feline teeth. But it was only enough for him to register that they were there. It brought a sexy feeling of danger to the act while she slowly bobbed her head over his cock.

      Her tongue was rough, but she was gentle with it. Licking only with the very tip over the underside of Kevin’s cock. She gripped his shaft firmly with her lips and purred like mad to keep up the vibrations. With one hand, she held the base of his cock, steering and controlling the depth as she thrust herself onto him. The other, she gently cupped his balls. Kevin, trapped under the torrent of water from the shower, could do nothing but stand there. As the hands scrubbing him down moved down his legs and back, Kevin was feeling weak at the knees.

      Sable, his beautiful Sable, was eager, but clearly not particularly experienced. His arousal when she performed this was based on mutual love and attraction. Here with Bast, was a whole new ballgame. She seemed to read him as his pleasure rose. Backing off when he was about to tip over the edge, only to dive right back in when he thought he was back in control. It was maddening what she was doing and Kevin was struggling to cope with it all.

      “She wants you, Master,” Gemma hissed in one ear.

      “She’s a bad kitty,” Sue’s voice whispered into the other.

      Bast’s purrs just increased as Kevin listened to them talk. It was extremely intense as she pushed him into the back of her mouth. But only a soft buzz when she brought him back to her lips. Kevin was getting frustrated as the motions continued. He wanted his end. He was craving it and she refused to allow it.

      “Are you going to make me call you master?”

      Those were the specific words she used, right before going back to calling him ‘human.’ Was it that simple? Was that what she wanted?

      “Bast?” Kevin grunted.

      Bast’s only response was to move her hands to his thighs and rapidly bob her head. Kevin blinked as he thought for a moment she was finally going to finish him. But like all the times before, she stopped and gently suckled on the tip as he recuperated. With a soft snarl, Kevin snapped.

      Bending over, He took Bast under the arms and hauled her upright. He was certain now this was what she wanted, as she offered no resistance. Shoving her back against the wall, he ignored the soft yowl as he pressed himself against her. Hooking his hands under her knees, Bast let him pull her legs up to wrap around his waist. On the contrary, she practically climbed him. Kevin, still blind from the water, kissed her hard. Their mouths met, and he breathed through her frantic purring. With Bast pinning herself in place, Kevin had a free hand to reach down between them.

      Taking his cock, he steered it upwards into her. He found the opening to her pussy easily, as it was even hotter than the water pouring down his back. It also provided a perfect, lubricated sensation as his cock pressed into her. Her limbs contracted as he clung to him, but Kevin didn’t care.

      Bast wasn’t Sable, she wasn’t Gemma, she wasn’t Marla, Grace, Harriet or Sue. She’d spent the last few minutes teasing him with her mouth and even now, blind and desperate to cum, Kevin was going to take what he wanted. Thrusting firmly into her, Bast kissed him furiously. She was so pent up her kisses were only broken by furious purring and quiet meows with each small breath.

      The hands that massaged him now stroked his sides and back. His kitties pressed themselves against him, whispering words of encouragement. Kevin was going out of his mind. He was so close to cumming it almost hurt. Thrusting himself even harder into the goddess, her soft meows turned into yowling cries. Her limbs tensed as her claws dug into Kevin’s shoulders and he pummeled her mercilessly. His only thought at this point was his imminent release and…

      Leaning away from Bast’s kiss, Kevin wiped his eyes. Blinking, he looked at her desperate expression. Her eyes were wide and he could see the sheer desperation trapped within. But there was something else there, too. Something she was holding back. A challenge. And he knew it was why he couldn’t find release. She had domain over physical things. Emotions and love she couldn’t control, but him personally, during sex. Grabbing her by the chin, she squeezed her eyes shut and trembled in his grip. Thrusting firmly into her, Kevin ground his hips as she gasped, before slowing right down.

      “If I’m not allowed to cum, neither are you.”

      “That…” Bast grunted as Kevin rocked his hips slowly. “That’s not how this is played, human.”

      Kevin grinned and leaned in closer. Nibbling gently on the side of her neck, he felt her pussy clench around him. But he held still and listened to her frustrated growl as she tried to rock her hips and gain more stimulation. Kevin responded by pinning her knees to her chest and pressing her into the wall with his weight. It completely exposed her pussy to him. With his cock still buried inside her, it would be so easy to thrust as he pleased. But it was no longer about him.

      “Do you want me to make you cum?” Kevin asked.

      Bast moaned softly and nodded.

      “Use your words.”

      “Just fuck me,” she grunted.

      “Not those words.” Kevin ground his hips slowly into the goddess.

      “Kevin…”

      “Not that one either,” he teased.

      Bast trembled as Kevin pulled her head down and bit lightly on her ear.

      “Please, master?”

      Kevin blinked and released her ear. The fur on Bast’s face was mottled, like she was blushing. She had an odd expression on her face and she met Kevin’s eyes.

      “Please?”

      Kevin kissed her. His tongue dived into her mouth, and she started purring like crazy. Thrusting his hips firmly into her, he felt her tunnel clench in anticipation. Kevin wasted no time fucking her as hard as he could. Bast writhed against him, doing her best to rock herself against his pubic bone before she started heaving for air. Pulling away from the kiss, Kevin watched her head tilt back as her pussy clamped down on his cock. As her orgasmic yowl rang out, Kevin forced himself to the base inside the goddess and started to cum.

      Bast trembled in his arms. Her body spasmed randomly with each pulse of his cock. Kevin breathed deeply, feeling deep satisfaction as the last ropes of cum filled the dark furred feline.

      “Wow,” Bast purred softly.

      Kevin chuckled, “You’re telling me.”

      “You actually made me say it,” she said, not sounding particularly upset at all.

      Kevin smiled and pulled away. “You didn’t make it easy on me.”

      Bast frowned softly. “What do you mean?”

      “You wouldn’t let me cum.”

      Bast shook her head slowly, “I did no such thing. Sure, I let you rest while I sucked on you, but you did all the rest.”

      Kevin frowned and looked her in the eye. He examined her for even the slightest hint that she was lying, or at least smudging a few details. But all he saw staring right back was honesty, and no small measure of arousal.

      “You mean…”

      “Yes Master,” Bast purred.

      KNOCK KNOCK

      “Hey, ummm… Kevin and… Yeah, there’s a cow knocking on the back door!” Mary shouted through the door.

      Bast smirked and rocked her hips, “Decisions, decisions, Master.”
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      Kevin pulled the back door open, expecting to see Norma’s smile. But it was the conflicted frown on her face that really drew him in.

      “Norma?”

      The heifer smiled thinly, then stepped back and gestured to the back fence. Her little herd of friends were clustered around a thin, sickly looking cow.

      “I need your help.”

      Kevin nodded and followed her out into the yard. The sky was dark, and the temperature was dropping, so he hurried along. Behind him, Mary followed with his kitties huddled in the doorway to watch.

      “What’s wrong?” Mary asked.

      “I’m not sure,” Kevin responded softly.

      “Clarabelle had a sister,” Norma replied softly.

      Kevin felt his heart clench in his chest as he approached. The cow was young, and she was trembling as tears rolled down her cheeks. She spotted Kevin coming and frowned softly.

      “Hello,” Kevin offered her a smile.

      “He can understand you,” Norma offered the cow a smile.

      “He really can,” one other vouched.

      The sad heifer turned to Kevin and he could see the scepticism in her eyes as she sniffed softly. “What happened to my sister?”

      “What does she want?” Mary asked.

      Kevin held up a hand and Mary fell silent, looking rather put off. But Kevin had the animal’s welfare in mind. He thought for a few moments, then nodded and took a deep breath.

      “You sister is a hero,” Kevin said softly. “She must have loved you so much, she risked everything to find help. Without her, rescuing all of you would have been impossible. She saved all your lives.”

      The cow’s lip trembled, and she nodded slowly. “Are you saying what I think you’re saying?”

      “Kevin,” Bast interrupted softly. “Do you remember the dream?”

      “Yes?”

      Bast nodded and took his hand before addressing the assembled cows. “A price was paid, for the love of one, to another. I cannot bring your sister back, but I can do this.”

      Placing her hand on the wooden railing that made the fence, Kevin felt the air shift around him. The post blurred as vines crept up its surface. They twisted and grew small white flowers. And at the top, there was a message.

      IN MEMORY OF

      CLARABELLE

      MAY HER LOVE NEVER BE FORGOTTEN

      Kevin watched in amazement as Bast sagged from the effort. Unlike in the dream, Kevin didn’t need to catch her. But she still slumped gently against him for support. Mary stood stock still and gaped at what she had just seen. But it was the cows and how they responded that broke Kevin’s heart. Clarabelle’s sister broke down in tears. Her fingers reached out, and she gently touched each flower as she read the words at the top.

      “The flowers will grow forever,” Bast smiled softly.

      “Thank you,” the cow mumbled, not looking away from the plaque.
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      “Master?” lick lick lick lick. “Master?”

      Kevin blinked and opened his eyes. Sable was practically nose to nose with him as she smiled brightly.

      “Morning Sable,” Kevin smiled and put his arms around her.

      Unlike all those mornings before when she perched on his chest. This time she was under the blanket, laying bodily over him.

      “Master, please mate with me?”

      Kevin blinked at the odd way she asked. Her expression was innocent but hopeful.

      “Sable, are you-”

      “Please mate with me,” she mrowed and pawed at his chest. “I want it, please?”

      Kevin blinked before remembering that a cat’s pregnancy was less than a quarter of a human pregnancy. This was most likely-

      “Oh, shit!”

      Sable had gotten sick of waiting. Reaching down between them while he thought about the situation, Sable took what she wanted. Kevin was thrust back into the present as his cock slid into her slick pussy. The walls were already trembling, and she felt warmer than usual. Though she didn’t seem feverish in the slightest as she rocked herself frantically back and forth on his cock.

      Each time she pushed back, her hips rolled forward, dragging her clit over Kevin’s public bone. She let out a soft, “Mew,” each time, and Kevin was going crazy.

      Pulling her down so she pressed against him, Kevin kissed her firmly. Her rough tongue met his, and she mewled into his mouth. Kevin reached down, cupping behind each of her knees. Pulling them forward, it forced her deeper onto Kevin’s cock as she lost her ability to bounce. And that was entirely the point. Kevin braced on the bed and started thrusting up into her. Sable went rigid as his cock slammed into her from below. He could see her expression twist as she gave herself to the sensation. Her one good paw dug a series of shallow grooves in the side of his arm. But Kevin ignored them entirely.

      “Keep going,” she whimpered softly.

      Kevin felt the first contraction of her pussy muscles. Sable’s eyes rolled back as she tensed and opened her mouth. But Kevin did as she demanded. Holding her close, he continued thrusting up into her. She writhed in his grip, kicking her legs, before crying out. Suddenly, her mouth was back on his. Kevin gasped as she frantically slammed her hips up and down on his cock. Practically crushing her in his arms, Kevin found his release into the frantic kitty.

      Firing ropes of his seed into her, Sable mewled frantically and covered him in kisses. Kevin was too spent to do more than lie there as the pulses of his cock slowed to a stop. Sable made no effort to move and Kevin rested, while his cock was still firmly buried inside her.

      “Master?”

      “Yeah, Sable?”

      Her only answer was to gently start rocking her hips again. This time, they were far more gentle with one another.
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      Kevin stepped into the kitchen and looked around. Hope was wearing a different bandage on her wing, and someone strapped it securely to her side. She was leaning over a bowl filled with various seeds and grains, beside a bunch of empty bowls.

      “Morning,” Kevin nodded.

      Hope smiled and swallowed her small mouthful. “That woman, Mary. She gave us breakfast before she left.”

      Kevin nodded. “Right, I’ll be sure to thank her when I see her next.”

      “She said she was coming back,” Bast smiled, stepping into the kitchen. “Good morning, Master.”

      Kevin’s cock twitched in his pants at the suggestive tone. But he offered nothing as she leaned against him. “Morning Bast. How’d you sleep?”

      “Wonderfully,” she smiled. “At least until miss Sable started getting hormonal.”

      Kevin frowned. “Is that something to be aware of?”

      Bast chuckled and shook her head, “Not really. She’s just likely to be a bit more… Amorous.”

      “And what about you?” Kevin asked, remembering what Sable had told him.

      Bast just smiled and leaned in a little closer. “I may feel a little needy at times. But we’ll wait and see.”

      Kevin gave her a blank stare, before accepting he would not get much more out of her. With a shake of his head, he asked, “What about the others?”

      “Other than Gemma? Not yet,” she grinned.

      Rolling his eyes, Kevin pressed a kiss to her furry forehead. Stepping away, he prepared his breakfast and thought about what he needed to do for the day. What he really needed was a new shed for the one Hope destroyed. The weather had been decent the last few days, which was lucky. But he needed to get everything covered up again properly. Deciding that was the best course of action, Kevin started his day.

      With a series of goodbye kisses from each Kitty, except Sable, who was sleeping and Flower, who was too embarrassed to look at him, Kevin was on his way. The hardware store was on the other side of town, but it was late enough in the day he avoided peak hour traffic. When he arrived, he could see they were doing some kind of fundraiser event. There were a couple of kids’ rides and a small petting zoo. Off to one side, in an empty lot was a pony ride. The ponies were bipedal, like the cows were, and all seemed happy enough, slowly pulling miniature carriages for the kids. Kevin smiled, seeing no evidence that any of the animals were unhappy where they were.

      As he crossed the parking lot, a rather loud sports car suddenly cut across, narrowly missing Kevin. The driver ignored him completely as he drove far too quickly for safety over and parked in one of the empty spaces near the event grounds. Kevin shook his head as he made his way inside. The greeter called a soft, “Good morning,” and Kevin smiled back.

      This place was easy enough for the big things. Hanging from the ceiling were big signs to point the way towards anything generic. So after setting off towards the garden section, he checked the aisles for what he needed. As the contents of the aisles changed from paint to hoses and finally garden tools, Kevin spotted what he was looking for. Heading down the last aisle, he saw a row of flat packed garden sheds. These were small, like the one he already had. Any bigger and he’d need council approval to erect it, but these small ones got through on a legal technicality. They were also easy enough to put together by hand with minimal experience.

      Strolling past the lines of options, he spotted the same model that had been destroyed. It was a decent midrange price and Kevin had never had an issue with it. With the shed in mind, he snapped a photo and went looking for a staff member. The package was small enough to fit in the boot of his car with the seats laid flat. But he’d need help to get it out. So off he went to the end of the aisle.

      Sure enough, as he came out the other side, there was someone in uniform. They spotted him and smiled as Kevin approached. But it halted his advance as a big guy in torn jeans literally shoved him aside to speak with the staff member first. Kevin staggered at the sudden contact and caught the attention of the staff member. He saw their expression shift as they made to assert themselves into the situation. But Kevin’s anxiety had spiked. Waving off the staff member, Kevin made his way back down the aisle to calm down. His heart beat frantically and he was breathing hard, despite trying to relax.

      He was hunched against the shelves for barely a minute before he heard footsteps. So he took a few deep breaths and considered his surroundings. Metal shelves, the scent of oil and some flowers from a couple of aisles down. The soft hum of the exhaust fans in the ceiling above. He felt more grounded as he listed all of his senses to the best of his ability and turned to see that same staff member approaching.

      “Sir, are you okay?”

      Kevin nodded, “Yeah, I umm. I wanted to buy a shed.”

      The staff member nodded, “Alright, which one?”

      Kevin pointed to the one he wanted, the photo being unnecessary at this point. The staff member pulled out a tablet device and tapped away for a few moments.

      “Alright, Sir, we’ve got a few of these out back. So after you pay, you can drive around and someone will help you load it. Are you paying by cash or card?”

      “Card,” Kevin said.

      “I can take payment here for you then and email the receipt if you like?”

      Kevin heartily agreed.

      After paying and giving his email for the receipt, Kevin headed back out to his car. He paused, hearing his phone ‘ding’ signalling an email, and he paused to check. Sure enough, it was the receipt with the number he needed to pick up his shed. With a grin, he flinched at the horrendously loud sound of someone starting their sports car with their foot flat on the gas. Not only was it loud, but as he released the accelerator, it popped loudly. But it wasn’t the slowly quieting sound of the engine that caught his attention. It was the screaming from the event. Looking over, one pony, with a carriage laden with a young girl, was screaming hysterically.

      It was a well-known fact for animal lovers that horses weren’t fond of loud noises. That asshole in the sports car starting his engine like that had sent one of the poor animals into hysterics. She turned and sprinted in a random direction as the child buckled in place screamed in terror at the same time. The man in charge of the rides was frantically trying to call for help while he restrained a second pony, who was thankfully unladen.

      As a crowd of people moved after the pony, Kevin looked at the fence line. If he ran straight ahead, the pony would have to turn towards him. And with that in mind, he set off in a sprint. Running between two slowly moving cars, Kevin headed for a spot to wait. The pony’s terrified shrieking alongside the child’s screams was all he could hear. He used it to judge how long he had to get into position. And it wasn’t much. Tearing between two parked cars, the pony was careening towards him. Kevin held out his arms and the small, hooved woman’s terrified expression turned towards him. Without room to stop, Kevin watched her skid right into his arms, where she lost balance and stumbled.

      Kevin went down in a heap with the small pony tightly wrapped in his arms. She was crying hysterically and Kevin cupped her face, hiding it from the sun. Her focus was now purely on him as people rushed to help the child from the now halted carriage.

      “It’s okay,” Kevin tried in a soothing tone.

      “It’s coming!”

      “You’re safe,” Kevin repeated. “I promise, nothing’s going to hurt you.”

      “It is. You humans don’t understand!” She struggled.

      “I do,” Kevin clasped her tightly. “I understand, I promise. It was loud, it was frightening. But I promise you’re safe.”

      “CEE CEE!” a man called.

      She tensed in Kevin’s arms, and she blinked. “Master?”

      “Does your master care for you?”

      She nodded as she started crying. With her body falling limp, Kevin slowly released her as an older man stepped through the crowd. The child was being comforted by her parents while the older man came straight for the pony.

      “Thank you!” He cried, taking the pony by the hand, while looking at Kevin. “Thank you for stopping her!”

      “You’re welcome,” Kevin smiled, seeing Cee Cee the pony curl into his arms. “I’m glad I could be here to help.”

      “Help? She rarely listens to anyone else.” he shook his head.

      “I have a way with animals,” Kevin shrugged.

      Cee Cee met his eyes for a moment, before suddenly lunging. Kevin flinched as the pony quickly hugged him, before she stepped back towards her master. Kevin smiled at how he naturally tried to comfort her.

      “Holy shit dude,” Kevin turned and had a phone stuck in his face. “You’re a fuckin hero!”

      “Ahhhh,” Kevin suddenly felt very small. “I need to go.”

      “What?” the young man pressed. “No words, c’mon man, I wanna upload something cool.”

      Kevin frowned and shook his head. He waved at the parents of the little girl when they called their thanks. Ignoring the young man’s complaints, Kevin just wanted to pick up the shed and go home. So, after starting his much quieter car, he sedately drove around the back of the store. A staff member attended and, with their help, they loaded the shed into the back of Kevin’s car.

      He arrived home shortly after and backed his car up to the side of the house and got out. Heading around the back of the house, Kevin started pulling the individual pieces of broken shed. He stacked them neatly to one side and wondered if parts of it could be refurbished and reused. In any case, it wasn’t long before a large-breasted cow appeared beside him.

      “Morning Norma,” Kevin smiled.

      “Morning, Tracey is doing much better this morning. I wanted to thank you.”

      Kevin smiled, “Thank Bast.”

      Norma shrugged. “I’ll thank her later. Doesn’t change the fact that without you, she wouldn’t be here.”

      Kevin couldn’t dispute that and let it go as he moved the last piece of loose shed. The remaining pieces needed to be unbolted. So, with Norma’s help to lift while Kevin collected a few tools, they got to work. It was a straightforward system. Kevin unbolted while Norma held things steady. And when he took it apart, she carried the piece off before helping with the next. It was no time at all to pull the whole thing down, leaving just the concrete slab and the mounting bolts that held it down. Unfortunately, the seal around the bottom that kept it truly watertight was destroyed in the process. But that was an easy fix with another trip to the hardware store. Kevin settled for using a plastic scraper and a wire brush to remove the majority. Heading back around to the car, Norma frowned as she tested the weight of the box.

      “It’s okay,” Kevin smiled. “We’ll open it here and carry the pieces around.”

      Norma nodded slowly, then shook her head. “I’ll be right back.”

      Kevin watched as she turned and ran back around the house. He wasn’t waiting long until she came back with a second heifer. She smiled at Kevin and shot him a wink.

      “Hello,” she smiled.

      “Hi,” Kevin smiled back, nervously.

      She giggled and between both of them, they had the package out of his car and brought it around to the slab. With a flirtatious grin at Kevin, she waved goodbye and was back over the fence into the farmer’s paddock without another word.

      “Am I going to regret that?”

      “No, but I probably will,” Norma sighed.

      Kevin was going to ask, but she was smiling despite her tone, so he left it. Putting the shed up turned out to be a little more demanding than he originally thought. After opening the box, he, alongside Norma, set out all the pieces. Then, after checking the instructions, it was once again a team effort. Norma would hold a wall panel, then Kevin would bolt it down. It was three panels across, then a corner bracket. When Kevin put down the next section of wall, the first could stand and Norma made herself busy just moving each new section into place, so Kevin didn’t have to constantly move. It was as they fit the doors to the front that Norma cleared her throat. Kevin turned and blinked as Norma was lifting and dropping her breasts.

      “Are they too big?” She asked.

      Kevin blinked. “I don’t know how to answer that.”

      Norma smiled, “Your opinion then. Your kitties are all so small, I was wondering if me being big breasted was a bad thing.”

      Kevin could see the trap, but he could also hear her tone. Despite it clearly being a flirt, it was still an honest question. So Kevin approached it as honestly as he could.

      “You’ll have to forgive me, Norma. I’m not experienced with women. Less experienced with cattle. But, specifically your breasts. They’re beautiful, but they’re only a single part of you and that’s what you should focus most on. Because you are kind, caring and wonderful in all the ways that matter, massive tits aside.”

      Norma stared at him for several long moments before nodding softly to herself. “So you think I’m beautiful?”

      Kevin’s immediate thought was, ‘Oh shit.’ But he smiled and nodded slowly. “Very.”

      She smiled and darted forward. Without thinking, Kevin stepped back, only to be blocked by the wall behind him. He froze in place as Norma suddenly got to her knees before him. Despite that, she was still rather tall, with her breasts at his navel. She reached for his pants and Kevin didn’t react as she undid his belt and pushed them down. As his cock sprung free, Norma’s eyes went wide, and she looked up at him with a smile.

      “Is that for me?”

      Kevin gulped nervously and nodded. He knew she was interested. The kitties knew she was interested. They’d alluded to it often enough. He just didn’t actually think he’d be in this situation. She took his hands and placed them on her horns. They were small, but gave a firm hold for him. Then she opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue. A line of drool formed at the tip of her tongue and Kevin felt the heat of her breath on the head of his cock. They stared at one another for a few moments. Kevin in anxious terror, Norma in nervous excitement.

      With a wink, she flicked her tongue up and bathed the underside of Kevin’s cock with her saliva. He jerked at the contact and the head of his cock entered her mouth. Not taking a second to let him regain control, she closed her mouth and suckled. Kevin gasped and slumped back against the wall. But with his grip on her horns, Norma followed. He found himself trapped against the wall. His ass was on the cool metal, with his cock buried in unending warmth. Her tongue was wider and softer than his kitties. Her teeth lacked their sharpness. And because of that, she was much rougher with her attention.

      Kevin had no idea oral sex could feel like this. As he stared down at Norma, he thrust his cock back and forth in her mouth. The mischievous grin never left her face as she masturbated vigorously while she did so. One hand cupped her massive breasts as she teased her own nipples. The other was firmly between her legs. And while Kevin couldn’t see what she was doing, he could see her arm moving rapidly alongside the sound of something soaked.

      It was all too much for Kevin and he grit his teeth. “Norma!”

      That’s as far as he got before the heifer drove herself into him. Forcing his cock right into the back of her throat, she swallowed hard and repeatedly. Kevin could do little more than gasp and yank on her horns. He fired his seed straight down her gullet and she swallowed eagerly with each pulse. She then continued to suckle as she withdrew, cleaning his cock at the same time. She smiled gently and climbed back to her hooves while Kevin stared at her.

      “Was… That okay?”

      Kevin blinked, then dropped to his knees. Her pussy was larger than he expected. Even on her already large frame, it seemed excessively puffy. Her clitoris looked like a grape between her labia. The whole inside of her thighs glistened from her juices and Kevin moved to return the favour.

      “Kevin?”

      She gasped and let out a loud ‘moo!’ as his lips found her clit. She was already aroused and ready. Unlike Sable’s tiny clit, Norma’s was large and easy to stimulate effectively. He closed his lips around it and suckled as Norma lowed. Her hands gripped the back of his head, and she rocked her hips into his face. It was almost painful for him, but he could tell from the massive increase in fluid dripping down her thighs and under his chin that she was enjoying herself. Thinking back to what he had learned, Kevin reached up and slid two fingers into Norma’s pussy. Curling them forward, like Sable, she had a sort of lump that made Norma cry out when he stimulated it.

      He felt something wet seep through his hair and looked up. Her whole body shook as white pearls of milk dripped steadily from her nipples. With a trembling cry, Norma collapsed downward, gasping and wide eyed. Kevin, yanked away from her crotch, was confused as she slumped back on the floor.

      “Sorry,” Norma gasped. “Couldn’t… Stand.”

      Kevin watched as she flopped onto her back and glanced down at her pussy. With a shrug, Kevin leaned in and closed his mouth over her clit.

      “Oh, shit!”

      Kevin hummed as he licked and sucked while Norma twitched and groaned. Sliding one hand up her stomach, she took it and squeezed hard. The other hand, he used to stimulate her g-spot again. And with his mouth closed over her clit, he felt her trembling turn into several sharp jerks.

      “Oh! Kevin!”

      Her pussy clamped down on his fingers as she started cumming. She was oddly silent and Kevin couldn’t see her face over her mountainous breasts. Kevin continued thrusting his fingers, massaging Norma through her orgasm, until finally she sat up. Grabbing him, she yanked him up onto herself with a pained grunt.

      “In me, now!”

      Kevin nodded and grabbed his cock. Steering it into her still throbbing pussy, thrusting hard, Norma fell back and Kevin perched himself between her legs. He hammered his cock into her with all his might and completely ignored the sound of the shed door opening. Firing his seed into Norma’s willing pussy, Kevin opened his eyes, as Mary stared at him with a shocked expression on her face.
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      “So…” Mary sipped her coffee slowly. “This is… A lot to take in, y’know?”

      Kevin nodded slowly, sipping his own coffee. After pulling his pants back up and kissing Norma goodbye, Kevin had come back inside to Mary, making them both a hot drink. He half expected that she’d have left immediately, and he’d never have seen her again. So being handed a coffee was quite the surprise.

      “My world didn’t have animals like this,” Kevin admitted slowly.

      Mary nodded, then frowned. “Your world?”

      Nodding, Kevin decided he may as well be honest. “My world, animals aren’t intelligent. Most of them are much smaller than humans. A pigeon was small enough to perch on your finger. Sable used to curl up on my lap to the size of a dinner plate while I was on the computer. Cows were much larger though. Five or six feet tall, moving around on all fours.”

      “Like the ancients?”

      Kevin blinked, “Ancients?”

      Mary nodded, then took out her phone. She tapped a few words into a search engine before showing Kevin an image of some ancient cave paintings. He actually recognised them from his first world and nodded along. It was an image of some hunters chasing antelope and some elephants.

      “Yeah actually,” Kevin nodded. “Like that.”

      “This sounds crazy.” Mary rubbed her eyes. “You say you’re from another world. You think animals are as intelligent as people. I just caught you fucking a cow. And if Bast hadn’t proven it to me she could talk, I would be calling animal welfare, then the cops.”

      “Someone did that once already. That’s how I met your sister.”

      Mary nodded, then let out a long sigh. “And she’s the reason I’m still here. I rang her while you were… Getting dressed. She told me what she did with Caesar.”

      Kevin blinked and swallowed nervously. “I had nothing to do with that on a personal level.”

      “She said that too,” Mary nodded.

      Kevin blinked and nodded slowly. “So-”

      “Are their tongues rough?”

      Kevin snorted and coughed, spilling his coffee. Putting down the mug, Mary grabbed a paper towel before coming to clean the spots on the floor. Kevin stepped back and took a few deep breaths while he cleared his head.

      “Sorry,” Mary said, offering him another paper towel.

      Kevin took it with a smile and mopped up the front of his shirt. After depositing it into the bin, he washed his hands and retrieved his half drunk coffee.

      “Sorry,” Mary mumbled again.

      Kevin shook his head, “It’s fine. I just… Do I seem different to you?”

      “Different how?”

      “I’ve only been in this world a few days,” he sighed. “So many things are familiar, and so many are different. I just wonder if I’m how you remember?”

      “You’re more confident,” Mary replied after a few moments. “You actually look me in the eye when I talk and you never did that before. All you did before was bring in your rescues, get them checked and leave as quickly as you could.”

      “My kitties were all I had,” Kevin shrugged. “Dad was a drunk, he… He killed mum, and it left me alone to pick up the pieces. I was going to end it all the night I found Sable. She saved my life, but then life was all about my kitties.”

      “I’m sorry,” Mary frowned. “I recently lost my father.”

      “I know,” Kevin offered a sad smile. “Katherine brought Caesar around so I could work out what was bothering him.”

      “So it’s not just animals you sleep with that you can understand, then?”

      “No,” Kevin chuckled. “No, other than the bugs, all the humanoid animals I’ve been able to understand since I got here.”

      “How is that, anyway? How did you get here? What made Bast do that?”

      “It was a gift,” Kevin shrugged. “I rescued her in my world. As a reward, she gave me a dream that all my kitties were as they are right now, and when I woke up, she offered to make it permanent.”

      “You left your kitties behind?”

      “No,” Kevin shook his head quickly. “That was one of my issues at first. My kitties are my family and I didn’t like the idea of leaving them behind to live with ones that were a mirror image of them.”

      “Is Kevin from this world dead?”

      “No,” Bast interrupted. “They’re the same Kevin. And only now does Kevin know the difference. Think of it like a mirror where the reflection is a slightly different world. I just gave him a shove and now the reflection is the reality.”

      “So…” Mary blinked. “This is all still real? This is Kevin, as he’s always been? I’m still me, how I’ve always been? Nothing’s actually changed in the grand scheme of things because it’s always been here and only our perception has been altered?”

      Bast grinned, “Pretty much.”

      Kevin’s eyes went wide as Mary’s lips slammed into his. She moaned softly into his mouth. His arms came up and touched her shoulders as she pulled away. Mary stared at him and took a deep breath.

      “Okay.”

      “Okay, what?” Kevin asked.

      “What are you doing tomorrow?”

      “Ah,” Kevin blinked slowly. “I don’t really… Have anything planned.”

      Mary nodded. “So, you’re free?”

      “I guess.”

      Mary nodded, “Great. Do you mind if I stay another night, then?”

      “Sure,” Kevin replied, feeling slightly bewildered.

      “Great,” Mary said again. “I’ll order something for dinner, my shout!”

      As Mary turned on her heel and darted upstairs, Kevin turned to Bast, who smiled at him. “What just happened?”

      “An unintended consequence.”

      Kevin sighed, “And what’s that supposed to mean?”

      “It means,” Bast grinned. “That your life is about to get interesting.”

      At that point, Kevin gave up and went upstairs. He could hear Mary on the phone to someone placing an order for something with rice. Kevin just shook his head and went to take a shower. Pulling his shirt off, he turned on the tap, when he felt a presence behind him. Turning, Marla closed the door while giving him a predatory grin.

      “Hello Marla,” Kevin smiled.

      “I’ve been told the shower is… Pleasant.”

      Kevin nodded slowly, “Sable and Bast certainly seem to think so.”

      Marla nodded. “They have been talking about it a lot. I think the others wish to try it and… Well I’m not one to rely on idle gossip.”

      Kevin nodded, then slipped off his pants. “Well, come on then. Let’s get you cleaned up.”

      Marla smiled toothily at him and stepped closer. Her eyes snapped up to the water coming from the shower head. Kevin reached into the stream to test the temperature and some splashed back, making Marla’s ears flatten. Kevin felt the temperature and thought it was still a little cool, so he added more hot water. Satisfied, he stepped under the stream and grinned at the sensation of the day’s sweat washing off.

      “Are you coming?”

      “Is it cold?”

      Kevin chuckled, “When have I ever given you a cold bath?”

      Marla narrowed her eyes before huffing. She reached out a paw and felt the water. She blinked for a few moments before stepping closer, wetting her arm. Kevin took her by the hand and gently tugged her closer. As the water soaked into Marla’s fur, she looked rather cranky and her tail flicked from side to side with irritation.

      “This isn’t at all how I was expecting.”

      “Oh?” Kevin asked, reaching for the shampoo he’d been using. Kevin made a mental note to purchase a lot more of it. “Maybe they didn’t quite explain this bit?”

      Pouring some of the liquid onto his hands, Kevin rubbed it onto the fronts of her shoulders. As the suds built up and his fingers began to glide over her body, Marla fidgeted. Working slowly down her front, Kevin tried not to make it too obvious that he enjoyed the sensation of her breasts in his hands. They were so very soft and wonderful, after all. Kevin scrubbed down her front, over her stomach, and stopped right before he reached her mons.

      “Master?” Marla growled softly, with her eyes wide open.

      “Turn around. Let me do your back,” Kevin instructed.

      Marla twitched, then slowly turned on the spot. Kevin applied yet more shampoo at her shoulders and started scrubbing down her back. Her tail had gone from the annoyed flicks to content swishes. Her body arched under his attention and she gasped as his fingers dug into the sensitive spots she only let him touch on the occasion she was alone with him. With Flower and her grand-kittens in the house, Marla had kept herself occupied. But with the urging of her daughter and the stories from the other kitties, Marla had given in.

      It was only a few moments later; she realised that the rubbing had stopped. Replacing the sensation was the spray of hot water. Looking over her shoulder, she saw the concentration on her master’s face. She felt a level of deep satisfaction that he was caring for her like this. When he picked up that bottle again, Marla quivered. And as his hands dug into the muscles of her legs, he could feel the tremble.

      “Sit down, Marla,” Kevin instructed her.

      Marla nodded slowly and slid to the floor. Kevin turned her around and leaned her against the wall. He reached for her foot and Marla offered it to him, desperate for the sensation to continue. With a gentleness that made her nether’s throb, Kevin rubbed her toes. She shuddered at the sensation. Her pads had always been sensitive. But now they seemed sensitive on a whole new level. Tiny bolts of pleasure ran up her leg with each prod of his fingers. As he separated her toes and cleaned between them, Marla let out a soft yowl that caught his attention.

      Kevin saw the rapture in her eyes and smiled softly at himself. He didn’t want to bring it up in case it broke the moment. Marla was the ‘tough one’ of the family. She didn’t do soft, she didn’t like to be coddled, and she was forever the confident rock of the household. So he took his time on her paw, knowing she would probably never admit how much she enjoyed it, before slowly working up her ankle. When he reached her calf, the cleaning was more like a massage and Marla’s eyes were drooping as she slumped against the wall. Then he moved up her thighs. As his hands rubbed the sensitive insides, her breathing got heavy, and she rocked her hips while seated. Kevin ignored the puffiness of her pussy as he started all over again on her other paw.

      Marla was burning up. She was so hot inside. She desperately wanted to mate with him. But he had only started back on her other paw. It was the most intimate thing she’d ever experienced outside of sex itself. And it left her craving. She hoped beyond hope that this time, he’d clean that last little part of her. The part that throbbed with need. The part she refused to touch in his presence. She found it unsatisfactory to do it herself, much preferring her master to do it for her.

      “I need to stretch,” Kevin grumbled.

      Marla opened her mouth to protest, when Kevin slumped back on the floor in front of her. He leaned back on the wall and opened his legs to make room. He let out a sigh as he stretched his legs out straight. But that wasn’t what Marla was looking at. His cock was standing tall and rigid, despite him trying to ignore the situation.

      “Master?” Marla purred, sliding herself towards him.

      “Hmm?”

      “Master, I’m still dirty,” Marla growled softly.

      Kevin opened his eyes as Marla just about pressed her pussy into his crotch. She was staring at him with wide eyes.

      “You didn’t clean here, Master.”

      Kevin smirked, knowing where this was probably leading. He reached for the bottle one last time and poured a little into one hand. She leaned back and opened her legs as wide as possible, and Kevin couldn’t help but smirk as he gently touched her. Rubbing the suds into the fur between her legs, he ignored the soft mew that escaped her lips. She tilted her head back to stare at the ceiling as she held perfectly still. Kevin was gentle with her. Stroking her fur, Kevin washed between her labia. He even spent a moment making sure her tiny clitoris was clean. Then he pulled away and watched her snap back to attention.

      He expected a complaint, he expected a bite. He expected harsh words, growls, and fighting. But he wasn’t expecting her to raise her hips. Before Kevin could respond, her hand snaked down beneath her ass and gripped the base of his cock. With her back arched up, she slid herself down onto his cock in a single motion. Kevin shuddered in pleasure, feeling the blazing heat of her insides constrict over him.

      Reaching across, Kevin took Marla in his arms and pulled her closer. Her body writhed and trembled as it forced her further down onto his cock. Her eyes rolled as the angle changed, causing it to rub inside her. Pulling her torso close, Kevin dragged her legs around one by one. He left Marla sitting in his lap, with her legs wrapped around him. Her body impaled on his erection while he held her close.

      “Master,” Marla mewled softly.

      “I love you Marla,” Kevin whispered.

      Marla opened her mouth to reply, but Kevin kissed her instead. She felt his legs shift beneath her as he crossed them under her butt. It lifted her slightly on his cock, but she realised it gave her a little leverage. With her entire body pressed against her Master’s, Marla flexed her legs.

      Kevin groaned into the kiss as Marla began to rock. It was only the barest little thrust. But with himself buried entirely inside her, it massaged his entire length at once. He held her tightly and she let out a series of muffled mews. Marla was frantic. She was desperate to cum, but she could barely do more than a small rock of her hips. It was so very gentle and she concentrated on the sensation above all else. She wanted it so badly.

      Kevin was going out of his mind. The molten core that was Marla’s body was only getting hotter. Her body produced more lubricant, and he could feel the slickness of it pooling over his balls. Pulling away from the kiss, Marla clung to him, digging in her claws so he couldn’t pull away. But Kevin had no intentions. Taking a deep breath, he held her firmly and shifted his legs, giving her a small bounce with each rock of her hips.

      “Master,” she mewled.

      “It’s okay, Marla,” Kevin whispered back.

      “Master!”

      “Be a good kitty now,” Kevin chided her. “You can do it. Just let go.”

      Her body shuddered, and her back stiffened. Her pleasure was crawling uphill to the point she so desperately wanted. She heard him make a noise and felt his arms tense a moment before she felt his cock throb inside her.

      “MASTER!”

      Kevin couldn’t help it. She felt too good. He tried so very hard to help her find release before she did. But as her body quaked, it pushed him over the edge. His cock stiffened impossibly in anticipation of his own climax, when Marla’s pussy turned into a vice. Her loud scream was drowned out as the sensation of his first spurt of cum fired inside her. Almost as he came, her pussy pulsed, milking his cock at the same time. The pulsing sensation of her pussy was agonal for Kevin, as he could do nothing but tremble and cum. Marla frantically rocked as she tried her very best to get as much of him inside her as she could. The heat and the intensity of her own orgasm had her mind playing tricks on her. But part of her, deep down, hoped beyond hope, that she could carry his kittens. She never had the opportunity to love her own kids as they grew, and having her grand-kittens around only reinforced that reality.

      “I love you Marla,” Kevin whispered, kissing her neck.

      Marla trembled as her pussy throbbed once more at his words. “I love you too, Master.”
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      Kevin woke in the arm of his beautiful Sable. She purred softly as she nuzzled against him. The evening before had been rather tense. The meals were delicious, but Mary had clearly heard what he and Marla had been doing in the shower. She had made the mistake of bringing it up and Marla had stalked from the room. Feeling everyone’s discomfort, the subject was dropped and the meal, despite how delicious it was, was completed in silence.

      With a smile at his beautiful first love, Kevin kissed her softly. Her nose twitched and her lips quirked for a moment, but she didn’t wake. Kevin hoped it was just normal for her. Pregnancy took a toll on the body and cats slept a lot to begin with. So, after gently extracting himself from her grip, Kevin got up.

      After dressing in comfortable clothes, Kevin detoured to check his emails, only to frown. He was used to the occasional email. He’d received more than one ‘deceased estate has a cat’ in his years. But…

      “Dog keeps chewing furniture… Tried everything…” Kevin blinked and shook his head before checking the second email. “Dog humping… Can’t have guests…”

      “Problem?” Kevin jumped before turning and seeing Mary standing behind him. “Sorry,” she smiled. “I was hoping we could talk?”

      “Yeah,” Kevin nodded. “Sorry, I was distracted.”

      “What’s going on? Can I help?”

      Kevin looked over his shoulder and saw her open expression. So he sighed, “I don’t really know yet. Your sister, Ben and an emergency vet have all told me I should open a new service to speak with animals.”

      “Like a behavioura-”

      “Yes,” Kevin sighed. “Yes, that’s what they keep telling me, only I’m not a therapist. I just understand them and talk to them.”

      “Kevin,” Mary sighed. “I don’t know what to tell you buddy, but you realise just talking to people is how therapy works, right?”

      Kevin blinked, “It’s not the same…”

      “Isn’t it?” Mary asked. “What’s the first one?”

      “Dog, chewing on things and they can’t figure out why.”

      Mary nodded. “And what’s the harm in asking the dog why he chews stuff? What if he tells you his mouth hurts, and he’s chewing to relieve pain?”

      Kevin blinked and slumped back in his chair. “I’m not good with people, Mary.”

      “That much is obvious,” Mary giggled. “But you’re not a bad guy. Hell, this is the most you’ve said to me in years.”

      Kevin sighed and turned to face her. “I’m sorry about that. I didn’t mean to offend you.”

      Mary smirked and shook her head. “You didn’t offend anybody, least of all me. We were a little wary of you at first when you started coming. You didn’t talk much, so we didn’t ask much. But when you got those cards printed, and you kept coming back with cats, we saw what you were really like. We always looked after you because of that.”

      Kevin blinked slowly and offered her a smile. “I’ll be sure to send some chocolates or something then.”

      “That’d be nice. But I can think of one thing someone really wants, if you’ll humour me.”
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      “Cleveland Honey,” Kevin read the sign as Mary hit the indicator. “Is that where we’re going?”

      “Yes,” Mary sighed. “I don’t get out here much. They have their own bees and grow seasonal flowers for them to pollinate. They’ve tried to create a closed system. You can buy the honey in the gift shop and they have wonderful gardens to check out.”

      “So, we’re checking out the gardens?”

      “I’ve never been here with anyone before,” Mary mumbled as she turned into a driveway. “It’s always so nice, but…”

      Kevin nodded, “I get it. Sorta.”

      Mary giggled, “Sorta, he says.”

      Kevin shrugged and looked up at the large building ahead. It was an old wooden estate home. Up on stilts, they painted it white with green trimmings. But trees, gardens and more flowers surrounded the grounds on all sides. More than he’d ever seen in his life. Dotted about the place were beehives in their signature white boxes. It seemed like they’d set a hive amongst each garden and there must have been hundreds of them.

      “Oh goody,” Mary mumbled.

      “What?”

      “There’s no line for the ice cream, so hurry up!”

      She pulled into a parking place and got out before Kevin even had time to get his seatbelt off. Climbing out after her, she was giggling as she jogged off towards the stairs to the building. Kevin closed the door and heard the locks go a moment later. He hurried over to her as she frowned cutely from the bottom of the stairs.

      “Hurry up!” She called again.

      Kevin rolled his eyes as he caught up with her. She stuck out her arm and Kevin linked it with his. Before he realised what he’d done, she was leading him up the stairs. The air here smelled wonderful and fresh. All the flowers with the gentle breeze gave a sweet scent that followed you around. It was beautiful and Kevin started having ideas about growing flowers at home.

      At the top of the stairs, was a beautiful veranda that went right around the building. The whole thing was made of hardwood, and there were a few tables and chairs set out. The few that were occupied held older couples, but there was a family or two as well.

      “Come on,” Mary urged him.

      She led Kevin around to the back of the building, where a door was open to let them inside. It was a little jarring seeing a modern ice cream shop built into a building that was at least a century old. But they’d done a good job at hiding the modern side of the appliances. A young woman wearing a hat with a stylised bee on it smiled as they came in.

      “Welcome! What can I get you?”

      “Two of your best, please!” Mary grinned.

      “Right away!”

      Kevin watched the woman scoop out two serves of an ice cream simply labelled as ‘honey’ and set them in cones. Those cones she placed in holders for Kevin and Mary to grab, as Mary handed over some cash.

      “Lets take a walk!” Mary took his arm.

      Kevin nodded, not knowing what else to do as he took both ice creams. Holding onto one, he gave the other to Mary, who moaned as she licked it immediately. He couldn’t help the smile that broke over his face seeing her childish glee at the ice cream. So a moment later, he tasted it as well. Flavour exploded across his tongue. Obviously, it was sweet, but he’d underestimated how good it would be. It tasted like an old pistachio ice cream. But there was honey whipped into it as well. The flavour combination was perfect and if not for Mary’s tug on his arm, he’d have come to a complete stop in his surprise.

      “Good, huh?”

      “Yeah,” Kevin nodded. “It really is.”

      Mary giggled, “Come on, I wanna walk around.”

      With no reason to disagree, Kevin offered his arm. Mary smiled as she linked it in her own. With a smile, she licked her ice cream and together they set off back towards the front. And that’s when Kevin saw her. She was about four feet tall and had a long abdomen. She looked like a cartoon, including antenna and big bug eyes. And it was only immediately obvious that she was laying amongst the flowers from Kevin’s vantage point. And she wasn’t moving.

      “Mary, is that normal?”

      Mary looked down at the hive and frowned. “I’m not sure. But I don’t think so.”

      Dropping their arms, Kevin led the way as they darted down the stairs. At the bottom, Kevin turned and froze, seeing multiple ways into the gardens. He knew roughly where the downed bee was, but he did not know the quickest way to get there. Thankfully…

      “Come on!” Mary grabbed his hand.

      She dragged him bodily through the gardens. There were a couple of people in the way who shouted as they passed. Kevin tried to keep his mind on the goal as small bees flew around everywhere. These looked more like the ones he expected. Tiny little flies, but he noticed more than one humanoid bee standing around a hive. Most were sitting, relaxing, or conversing softly with the bees of their hive. Kevin had no idea how he missed it as he walked in.

      Mary spun him around and dragged him across a pathway, and she stopped by a particular garden bed. She frowned before Kevin moved around to the other side.

      “There she is!” Mary pointed.

      Kevin turned to look and saw the outline where the flowers had been depressed. Without thinking, he leaped into the garden and rushed over. The bees seemed to hum frantically as he approached, but he paid them no mind as he made it to the queen.

      “Hey there,” Kevin crooned, checking her over. “Can you hear me?”

      “Water,” she croaked.

      “HEY!” Kevin sat up and saw someone in a uniform coming towards him. “Just what do you think you’re doing?”

      “She needs water!” Kevin shouted back.

      The man frowned before rushing over and leaping into the garden. “Oh shit,” he grumbled. “Not again.”

      Kevin just blinked at the man. “What do you mean again?”
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      “Well?!”

      The man stammered for a second, “Look, some of the other queens get a bit antsy.”

      “And they did this to her?”

      “Yea-no-sorta?”

      It was a rare day when Kevin spoke up. But in service to an animal, he couldn’t help the burst of anger. “Explain!”

      The man frowned. “Hey, don’t get that attitude with me!”

      “Excuse me!” Mary snapped. “This bee needs medical care. The least you can do is explain how this could happen!”

      “They bully her,” the man sighed. “That’s it. The other queens bully her.”

      “Please…” the queen mumbled, catching Kevin’s attention. “... Water…”

      And Kevin did something he’d never done before. After taking a deep breath, he pushed his arms under the small creature’s body and lifted. The swarm around the hive didn’t react in the slightest as Kevin stood on unsteady feet. She was so very light in his arms and her eyes cracked open again to look at him. But Kevin wasn’t a weightlifter. And he needed to hurry.

      “Come on,” Kevin urged Mary.

      “Hey!”

      The man was looking rather desperate as he pulled out his phone and started dialling. Kevin ignored him as Mary took out her phone, while directing him upstairs and towards the ice cream shop. The same young woman who served them now gave them an odd stare as Kevin hauled the queen into the store.

      “What’s going on?” She asked.

      “Water,” Kevin implored her. “She needs water.”

      “Oh, right,” the young woman nodded.

      Kevin was dimly aware of Mary out on the phone, while the man in the uniform put his away. “Sir, unless you are a qualified veterinarian, I must insist that you release the queen.”

      “I’m a qualified veterinarian,” Mary chimed in. “Kevin, please give that queen water while I call animal protection.”

      The man frowned, then sighed and shook his head. “Look, I just work here, and I’m telling you what my boss told me.”

      The woman came back with a plastic cup filled with water and she frowned at her colleague as she handed it to Kevin. Giving her a small thanks, Kevin leaned over the queen, who opened her mouth to drink. Kevin poured slowly, starting with wetting her lips. As the queen’s mouth moved, he poured a little more, wetting her mouth and throat before allowing her to take an actual sip.

      “There now,” Kevin smiled. “Take it easy. I’ll make sure you get more if you run out, so take your time.”

      “Thank you,” she whispered, before taking another sip.

      She was extremely lethargic as Kevin helped her drink. The young woman fetched more water, earning a glare from the man who took a seat. He was clearly waiting for someone who, as it turned out, arrived at the same time as Katherine. Mary’s sister stormed into the store with a well dressed elderly man hot on her heels.

      “Can someone please explain why there is a queen in the parlour?” He demanded.

      “She collapsed from dehydration,” Kevin answered. “I brought her up here for water and rest.”

      “Well, it seems she has recovered somewhat. So let my staff take her back outside.”

      Kevin frowned as the queen tensed in his arms. He looked down and saw the pain in her expression as she whispered two words.

      “Please… no…”

      Kevin frowned. “Your staff member said this wasn’t the only time.”

      The man sucked his teeth, “Insects are fragile creatures. If she was unwell and recovered, it is the natural order of things.”

      “Five hundred.”

      “Excuse me?”

      Kevin frowned at the man. “I’ll give you five hundred for her.”

      “She’s not for sale.”

      “Mr Cleveland,” Katherine smiled politely. “Kevin here runs a reputable rescue organisation. As this is a recurring issue, it is within my jurisdiction to make recommendations. I am happy for you to retain the queen for your business. However, I will be closing your business until such time as we can ascertain the level of threat to your animals. If this is simply an unfortunate coincidence, then we can take risk mitigation steps to improve the situation. Or you may surrender the problem animal to a reputable organisation where the queen can be cared for.”
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      Kevin frowned at the pair of demountable buildings by the back fence. They hadn’t been there before he left that morning, so someone had only recently delivered them. There also looked like an electrician on site, hooking up power and air-conditioning. Ignoring that, he approached the fence to see if Norma was nearby. Unfortunately, Farmer Ben seemed to have moved the cattle on for the day, probably to keep them safe from harm with whatever was going on. Kevin hadn’t forgotten the old man’s words, but he did not know what was going on.

      With a sigh, Kevin went and opened his shed. Taking out the movers trolley he kept handy, Kevin made his way back around to Mary’s car. The queen was curled up in the boot on top of a bunch of blankets. Kevin had wanted to put her in the back seat and buckle her in. But the queen insisted on staying with the hive itself. With her delicate state, it would be easier to keep them under control. And with Mary admitting there were no legal repercussions for animals and seatbelts, Kevin reluctantly agreed. Only, unlike the helpful forklift that put the hive in the book of Mary’s car, Kevin now had to get it out.

      “Wait,” the queen murmured as Kevin tried to work out the best way to do this.

      Kevin frowned as Mary helped the queen sit up. But a moment later, the swarm buzzed, and the hive emptied. The small bugs looked pretty much how the bees of his old world looked. Only she referred to them as her drones, and they seemed far more coordinated than he would ever have expected. These drones both crawled and flew out as quickly as they could, landing on the queen, who smiled softly at them.

      “Now you can move it without hurting them.”

      “Thank you,” Kevin smiled.

      It took a minute, but with Kevin bracing from below and Mary sliding it down her tailgate, they got the hive onto the ground. Then it was a simple matter to lift a corner, slide the trolley under, and Kevin brought it around the back of the house. The queen remained behind, still unable to walk more than a couple of steps. Kevin figured she was going to spend a day or two indoors at the very least while she got some food and water into her.

      Kevin found a nice spot under a tree by the garden where Flower had been buried in Kevin’s dream. It was fitting that a site that originally reminded him of death was now a place of vibrant life. Setting the hive in a partially shaded but open position, Kevin carefully extracted the trolley and returned it to the shed. Then, with a nod, he went back around the house to Mary and the queen.

      “Alright, how do you want to do this? Because I think you should come inside for a few days and let us look after you.”

      The queen sighed softly and nodded her head. “Okay, but I need to visit my hive first.”

      “That’s fine,” Kevin smiled, offering his arm for support.

      He was so very grateful she, like the rest of the animals he’d spoken with, accepted things quickly. If not for Bast’s intervention twice now, Kevin did not know how he could have convinced anyone. But having two humans back him up was helpful. Especially when one was an animal welfare officer, and the other was a veterinarian. So, between Mary and Kevin, they slowly walked the queen around the house, where the swarm, at her signal, returned to the hive.

      “Will they be okay outside?” Kevin asked.

      “Just a source of water,” the queen smiled. “My drones will need to travel for pollen, but I can’t scent any queens nearby at least.”

      Kevin nodded, “If you have problems, just let me know and I’ll see what I can do, okay?”

      The queen smiled. “Call me Lucy.”

      “Let’s get you inside, Queen Lucy,” Kevin grinned.

      The diminutive queen giggled. Her voice was returning to what must have been a more natural tone for her. It was rather high-pitched, but soft, and Kevin found it pleasant to listen to. After bringing her inside, the kitties were wary, but calmed when Lucy looked worried herself. With Kevin’s help and Flower’s smiling assurance, they had her set on the couch where the kittens took an immediate interest in her. Kevin smiled softly, seeing the diminutive queen’s antennae twitching as the kittens mewled and crawled over each other to get to her.

      “W-what do they want?” She asked.

      Flower looked from her fuzzy exterior, to the kittens and back, before smiling. “I think they want a cuddle. But I’m not sure that’s best right now.”

      “Probably not,” Kevin smiled. “Out of curiosity, what do you eat?”

      “Fruit mostly,” Lucy replied. “A little overripe if you can, or with some honey if you have any.”

      “What did she say?” Mary asked.

      “Fruit and honey,” Kevin smiled at the queen.

      “Overripe fruit would be best,” Mary confirmed. “I’ll give you a hand to find something.”

      “Can she not hear me?” Lucy asked as Mary headed for the kitchen.

      “No,” Kevin shook his head. “Only me, unless Bast changes her like she did me.”

      Lucy frowned. “The cat goddess?”

      “You’ve heard of me?” The dark furred kitty stepped into the living room. “My apologies, but I’m actually surprised. I didn’t think Aristaeus liked me all that much.”

      Lucy frowned. “I don’t think he likes me much either.”

      Bast glanced at Kevin, then back at Lucy, and sighed. “It doesn’t matter then. Let’s just get you healthy and worry about the rest when you’re drowning us all in your honey.”

      Lucy smiled softly. “That depends on how long I stay.”

      Bast nodded sagely, while Kevin headed for the kitchen with Mary. If the other queens were bullying her away from water, he didn’t like his chances of finding a keeper that only wanted a single hive, and a hobbyist wasn’t worth the risk of harming her further due to lack of experience. Kevin’s advantage was he could simply ask her what she needed and supply it on demand. So, with that in mind, he stepped into the kitchen and did exactly that.

      It wasn’t much, but Kevin had some pawpaws that were at that glorious stage right before they went soft. So he sliced a few pieces into a bowl while Mary added a couple of strawberries drizzled with store-bought honey. Then, after collecting a fork, he brought it back to the living room where the queen was nervously holding a kitten that was stroking her fuzzy arms.

      “He likes you,” Flower smiled.

      Lucy smiled awkwardly before she spotted Kevin coming with a bowl. “Here you go little one, time for mommy.”

      Flower smiled as she took her kitten and Kevin placed the bowl in Lucy’s lap. The queen picked up the fork and frowned for a moment, before setting it aside and using her hands to eat. Kevin just let her do what she pleased. There was going to be plenty of time to teach her to use eating utensils after she had put on some weight.

      “This honey tastes… Odd,” Lucy remarked.

      “I’m sure what you make will be leagues above anything mass produced,” Bast smiled.

      “Of that, there is no doubt,” the queen nodded.
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      Kevin woke to the sounds of machinery. Snapping awake, he sat up as Sable and Gemma frowned at the noise and their master’s sudden movement. Kevin climbed out of the bed and tucked them both in before putting on a pair of pants. Stepping out of the room, he came face to face with Bast, who frowned.

      “They arrived an hour ago,” she growled. “But this only just started now!”

      Kevin nodded and gave the goddess a kiss. Ignoring the soft smile she shot in his direction, Kevin made his way downstairs, where Hope, Flower and Marla were coddling four rowdy kittens. Satisfied they were well in hand, Kevin checked the clock before stepping into the yard. It was just on seven in the morning, which, according to the local council, was legal. An excavator was digging lines of earth from a large marked out section by the back fence. With each drag of the scoop, it dumped the earth into the back of a large truck.

      Kevin did not know what was going on, and the two demountable buildings were set on either side of the marked out land. Kevin just shook his head and went back inside to make breakfast for everyone. Mary was waiting inside with a curious expression, and Kevin shrugged.

      “No idea.”

      That lack of information slowly dwindled as the day went on. Various trucks arrived with sheet metal, rebar and i-beams. As Kevin watched concrete being poured into what was clearly a building slab, he heard a knock on the front door. Mary beat him there though and as he stepped out into the open, she could hear a familiar voice laughing softly.

      “Good afternoon Ben,” Kevin smiled, seeing the old farmer.

      “Kevin!” Ben grinned. “Just the man I wanted to speak to!”

      Kevin smiled and nodded. “That’s fair. I was getting pretty curious about what all the racket next door is.”

      “That is actually why I’m here,” the old farmer smiled. “I’ll have something written up by my lawyer in the next couple of days, but I wanted to take you over to have a look at what we’ve done so far.”

      Kevin nodded slowly, but as the old man waved for him to follow, Kevin, along with Mary, climbed into his car. While the trip was just over the back fence, the entrance to the old farmer’s driveway was a much greater distance and Kevin didn’t think he’d appreciate having to climb into his own property. Someone had mostly packed the construction equipment up for the day when they pulled around. The slab needed to set before they could do much more. But as Ben pulled up and climbed out, he directed the two of them towards the first demountable.

      “Now here,” he smiled. “I was thinking it would make a good office. It will be on the cool side of the shed in the summer, so it will be easier to keep comfortable.”

      Kevin looked around as he followed the old farmer into the demountable. It was just an empty room with a series of power points and an air conditioning system mounted high on the wall.

      “I suppose for an office it would work perfectly,” Kevin nodded, still not entirely sure what was happening.

      “Grand!” Ben nodded. “Let’s go see the other one!”

      Kevin caught Mary’s questioning glance as they followed across to the demountable on the other side. This was a larger one with an open front, more like a shop, and Kevin noted it had a counter installed.

      “Now, I figured this might make a good clinic, or even a related business of some sort,” Ben smiled. “But that’s entirely up to you.”

      Kevin sighed, “Ben, what is all this?”

      Ben smiled and turned to regard them both. “I’m old, kids. So’s the wife. We’re getting on in life and there’s nobody here to look after the cattle once we’re gone. Those gals will outlive us.”

      Kevin nodded, “But what exactly is this?”

      “I want to give it to you,” Ben smiled. “In two parts, that is. First, the construction going on here is for you. I’ll be donating it to your organisation.”

      “What’s this all costing?” Mary asked.

      Ben just waved off the question. “Don’t worry about it. I got it all on auction. The demountables were an order malfunction, and the shed was built for some guy who wanted to buy an aeroplane and changed his mind.”

      “You’re having a hangar built here?” Kevin asked.

      “Weatherproof, built to last and comes with a fifty-year warranty,” Ben smiled. “I’ve put part of my land up for sale. There’s still more than enough for the cattle I already have, and room to expand if you need. But that’s freed up some capital to set up this organisation. Now, the land is yours, the buildings are yours and how you want them set up is up to you. I figure as a rescue, you could use the space and maybe hire your own vet.”

      Kevin spotted Mary shift at his words, but he put the thought aside. He knew he liked Mary, but he still didn’t quite know what she wanted from life. Nor did he understand why she was still staying at his house. Not that it seemed to matter. His kitties didn’t have any problems with her.

      “Basically, what I’m trying to say is if you can design something. Whatever it is you need, and I will have it built for you. In return, when the wife and I are too old to carry on, I’m hoping that you could be our power of attorney. Help us get what we need, whether it’s a live-in nurse, or a rescue pup to keep us company and when we move on, I’ll give you the rest of the property.”

      Kevin blinked at the old man, but it was Mary who spoke up. “I’ll talk to him.”
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      The days turned into weeks as he watched workmen come in and out. Mary, with Kevin’s blessing, got Katherine involved. With her input, they found an interior designer to help set up what they needed. Only for Kevin to shoot down the original plan. Katherine planned a sterile facility like she was used to, but Kevin didn’t want that. With a pen and paper of his own, Kevin drew up a mud-map of what he wanted and showed the trio.

      “You want to make it like a hotel?” Katherine asked.

      “Exactly,” Kevin smiled. “It’s time to stop thinking of them like animals, and start thinking of them like intelligent beings capable of complex thoughts and emotions.”

      Katherine looked like someone had slapped her when she grimaced. Kevin realised she had just thought about her own work situation and smiled reassuringly.

      “There’s nothing wrong with the way you do things. You still have the animals in mind. But here, I want to be more. I want this facility to be a place of healing. A place of comfort and, for some, a place to call home until the end of their days.”

      As Katherine and a smiling Mary turned back to the designer, the man got back to work. In the end, it surprised Kevin. The smaller of the demountables was going to be an office as planned. But the larger one would be a cafe. Inspired by the cat cafes that had sprung up over the years, it was perfect to get people interacting with animals in a comfortable environment. The clinic would go into the first floor of the hangar, while they would convert the rest into a series of rooms. A pool and equipment for physiotherapy would be included so Kevin could provide all the necessary care for whatever and whoever came to stay. Be they kitties, cattle or what-have-you.

      That led to a round of extremely awkward interviews for staff and a surprising realisation. With the kitties, Hope and finally Norma inside the cafe, they had a selection of hospitality hopefuls who were doing a mock run. But it was Flower who stole the show as she picked up a spatula and turned an egg before it burned. The kitchen wasn’t particularly large, and she had been doing her best to stay out of everyone’s way while sating her own curiosity. The staff thought she was part of the test and simply ignored her. Right until she acted.

      “Did… Did a cat just turn an egg?” One potential, a young man with dark hair asked.

      “That’s nasty,” a younger woman frowned.

      Kevin put a cross beside her name, while the original speaker came over to Flower, who looked nervous. Kevin watched with a smile as the man pointed out the position of the temperature on the stove and gently coached her through making a breakfast burger. By the time Flower had constructed the meal and placed it in front of Kevin, the room was perfectly silent.

      Kevin took a bite of the burger and beamed. With a pair of gloves, an apron and a few other PPE to comply with rogue hair safety standards, he could see Flower surprising people. In the end, Kevin sat down with four individuals and hashed out employment contracts.

      Sam, the man who took Flower aside to teach her, was the cook, while Cassie would work the counter and the coffee machine. Then there was Penelope and Mabel. Penelope was a qualified receptionist and Mabel was an accountant looking for a part-time job closer to home, where she could be near her kids for the school run. That just left the hiring of the veterinarian, and Kevin hoped Mary could handle that for him. She’d put in a lot of effort so far.
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      A week later, it was opening day for the cafe. They’d put out a sign, run a few local ads and Kevin’s kitties were all inside looking after Flower’s children. It was expected that business wouldn’t boom from day one, but the lack of customers still disheartened Kevin. Sitting outside, he smiled at Norma and her friends as they waved at him from across the paddock. And that’s when he heard a low buzzing.

      Turning his head, he spotted a swarm of bee drones. They whirled around him before collating into a single flying mass. They shifted around until they made the shape of a heart. Kevin smiled at the display and stood to look for Lucy. She had settled in well and was feeling much more lively these days. So much so, he finally found her sitting inside the cafe, watching him with a smile of concentration.

      “Holy shit,” the one, solitary, customer mumbled, taking out his phone.

      Kevin found himself trapped as the bees flew around him. He made a short game of directing the swarm with his finger before upping the stakes.

      “Well then, how about a circle?” Where he was pointing, the swarm formed a ball, before flattening and creating a hole in the middle. He had them fly in formation for a while before nodding. “Triangle!”

      The bees shifted into the shape and Kevin cheered, performing a few more changes. It was only as he found himself surrounded by small hearts that he noticed just about everyone, including Cassie, had their phones out filming what was happening.

      Life significantly became more tiresome after that. The cafe took off, people wanted to see the bees and Kevin started having to perform small demonstrations while explaining why Lucy refused to respond to anyone else. The idea that animals were intelligent enough to simply not want to do something was laughable at first. Until Flower appeared, wearing a hairnet and gloves. Behind her was Sam, carrying an apple tea cake. If the bee display was something to be amazed at, watching an actual cat cut and serve cake to everyone watching was something else. Especially when Sam insisted that he’d only shown her the recipe while she had baked it on her own.

      As days turned to weeks, Kevin watched as his kitties became swollen with kittens. Which was when Mary showed up with a smile and a document. Kevin was halfway through the second page when he realised it was her resume and put it down to stare at her.

      “I’m fully qualified, comfortable with most animals, and I think the boss likes me.”

      Kevin snorted and had a chuckle. “Why do you want to work for me?”

      Mary frowned. “You’re kidding, right? You might not realise, but I prefer to work with the animals. I love my job, but except for call-outs, I usually work at the counter. Here, I can be more than that. And with you helping me figure out exactly what the problem is, we could help so many animals.”

      Truth be told, Kevin didn’t expect this. Nor did it take him long to accept her proposal. She would work part time for him and part time at her original place of work. They still needed her, and she wouldn’t always be in demand here. So he signed her up and Mary hugged him.

      Kevin was still sitting in his chair, wondering what the perfume was that she wore, when Sable came to collect him for lunch.
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      Kevin wrinkled his nose. He became dimly aware that something, or someone, was in his room, as something tickled his nose again. The pair of kitties pinning down each of his arms were breathing steadily, which just added more questions. Opening his eyes, Kevin glanced at each side. Grace and Harriet had sandwiched him between them after their evening. The pale grey twins always took it out of him. While they had their own unique quirks, that vanished entirely once they were in the mood. It was like a game to them, as Kevin would try to guess them apart while they satisfied themselves with him. The slight swell of their stomachs just made it harder to tell them apart. ‘Cats in heat’ had nothing on ‘cats already pregnant.’

      But unlike him, they were still fast asleep. Movement from the corner of his eye caught his attention. Turning his head, he could just make out a small grey ear.

      “Oh, you four are in so much trouble!”

      Four sets of footsteps tearing towards the bedroom door muffled the frantic mews and giggling. The sound woke the twins, and they sat up as the door flew open. Kevin just caught sight of the last furry tail as it tore from the room.

      “Mmmaster,” Grace yawned.

      “Morning ladies,” Kevin sighed.

      “Come back to bed,” Harriet complained. “It’s cold out there and I wanna be… warm.”

      Kevin blushed at the subtle demand for yet more sex. But the appearance of Bast saved him. The goddess smiled widely.

      “Unfortunately, ladies, Master has a busy day ahead of him.”

      “But!” they cried in unison.

      Kevin pressed a hand to each of them, stalling their complaint. “I know. If I have some time later, we’ll revisit this. But for now, you have each other.”

      “But Grace doesn’t have a dick,” Harriet pouted.

      Bast rolled her eyes as the twins began to conspire. With them distracted, Kevin slipped out of bed. With the kittens downstairs, he quickly dressed and followed Bast. Though he did pause to close the door to muffle the wet sounds and moaning now coming from the bed.

      “You’ve an inspection today,” Bast reminded Kevin.

      Kevin nodded slowly. He was aware. It was hard to forget when the sister of the inspector had been helping tidy up the last titbits to make sure everything was perfect. When Kevin stepped into the kitchen, four small forms darted out the back door to a chorus of frantic giggles. Flower shot them a disapproving frown as she handed Kevin a bowl.

      “Here Master, and-”

      “Don’t apologise,” Kevin chided her gently. “They’re children and they’re better off getting into mischief here than on the streets.”

      Flower smiled and nodded slowly. “Yes, Master.”

      Kevin rolled his eyes before taking his breakfast to the dining room. Here, Sable and Marla were murmuring to one another. Marla had one of her rare smiles as Sable used the curve of her tummy to prop up a similar-looking breakfast. If there were any doubts for any guests at Kevin’s home about the intelligence of animals. It was hard to voice them while they cooked you dinner or measured out teaspoons of sugar for your coffee.

      The pair of kitties paused as Kevin sat down and they both gave him a smile. Marla was as lithe as she always was. Kevin had wondered for a time, but he knew Marla would be uncomfortable with the question. So he left it, knowing if it concerned her, she’d come to him.

      “Good morning, Master,” Sue called as she came in behind him.

      He felt the warmth of her swollen stomach as she pressed herself to him. She was actually a little larger than Sable. But having quintuplets rather than triplets would do that to a kitty.

      “Morning Sue,” Kevin smiled as she waddled to the next available chair to sit.

      “No distractions, ladies,” Bast announced as she came in with her own breakfast. “Master has a busy schedule today.”

      Kevin sighed, “Is that… Appointment?”

      “Yes,” Bast nodded with a smirk.

      “Great,” Kevin sighed.

      “You’ve got nobody to blame but yourself,” Bast chided him.

      Kevin rolled his eyes and wolfed his tuna loaf. Despite the years of looking after himself, it turns out Flower was a whizz in the kitchen. She had taken their basic meal and twisted it into something else. It was always tasty, but now it was downright delicious. She’d even gone as far as cutting it into a slice before frying it lightly on each side, so it had a crisp exterior. Thanks to Sam, her culinary experience was well beyond anything Kevin could achieve.

      “Good?” she asked, coming into the room.

      “Very,” Kevin sighed, chewing the mouthful.

      “Where are the twins?”

      “Entertaining themselves,” Bast chuckled.

      “Those girls,” Marla sighed.

      “I haven’t seen Gemma this morning,” Kevin noted.

      “She’s sitting the kids for me,” Flower smiled.

      Kevin rolled his eyes, knowing exactly who it was that put the kittens up to their mischief then. She was always the most playful in the house. Only, since coming to this world, there was a new edge. Gentle nips, claw swipes to catch his clothing, ambushes, jump scares and head boops. Her antics increased until it hit almost a critical point where they turned violently sexual. And being a couple of months behind Sable in her pregnancy, things had only escalated. Her leash and collar had gotten regular use in the confines of the bedroom. Something more than a few of his kitties had experimented with. But none quite like Gemma.

      Kevin listened in to the chatter around him as he ate his breakfast. Mostly just plans for the day. Sable and Sue were practically on bed rest. Their advanced pregnancies left them fatigued, and the others took it upon themselves to keep them comfortable. That was when they weren’t demanding attention, though. And they demanded a lot of attention.

      Setting down his fork, Kevin looked around the table at his kitties. He could hear footsteps coming down the stairs, so he knew the twins were on their way. Picking up his dishes, he stood and made his way around, kissing each kitty as he went. Including a beaming Flower. None of the others had said anything about her growing affections towards him, so he just went with it. She had fit right into their little family and settled in, despite not sharing his bed.

      After passing out a kiss to each of the twins, Kevin made his way to work. Stepping out into the backyard, he could see the cafe was already doing business. Which just reminded him of the appointment he had this afternoon. Kevin sighed and put the thought out of his mind. First up, he needed to check on his guests. So he stepped up to the side entrance to the hangar.

      Kevin entered via the staff door. It wasn’t quite late enough for Mary to open. She had worked regular hours for the organisation as they attracted more business. Kevin didn’t quite know how to feel about that. Their relationship had been… Odd. But Kevin did not know if the odd part was just him. And she hadn’t wanted to talk about it. Not directly, at least.

      With a check of the front door and the alarm system, Kevin nodded and headed out the back. This was the true scope of the facility. There was a pool in the middle of the room and a security fence around it. The pool itself had a steep drop on one end and, and a shallow ramp on the other. It was perfect for getting anyone, or anything, in and out as gently as possible. Behind the pool was a workout area. Equipment of all shapes and sizes, from weights to industrial treadmills, sat waiting for use. Hanging from the ceiling was an industrial electric crane. It came in handy for some of the larger guests, like…

      “Good morning Hope,” Kevin smiled.

      Hope stepped up to the bars and leaned close to accept a peck on the beak.

      “Good morning Master,” Hope warbled softly. “They’re doing much better today.”

      Kevin looked at the back corner, where a nest contained three extremely fluffy chicks. They peered at him with mixed expressions of curiosity and fear.

      “No issues?”

      “No,” Hope shook her head. “Timmy’s stomach settled after I got him eating properly and his sisters have been a delight.”

      “Great,” Kevin smiled. “Let me know if you need anything.”

      “I…” She paused.

      Kevin caught the conflicted expression and smiled. “I might have some time later. We can put the space heater on for an hour or so while the kids have a nap.”

      Hope blushed and nodded quickly. “I’ll… Ah.”

      “It’s fine,” Kevin smiled. “Go on.”

      “Love you, Master,” she whispered and darted back to the nest.

      A trio of owlets had come in. Their mother was nowhere to be seen, and they were malnourished, missing feathers, and very frightened. After being corralled up, they had been delivered into Kevin’s care. They’d been watching other birds eating seeds and grains. Out of desperation, they’d done the same, leading to a few tummy problems. Hope had leaped into the role of surrogate and put aside her distaste for their carnivorous nature. In the wild, owls would eat smaller, non-humanoid creatures and insects to sustain themselves. Here, they were successfully feeding on the same protein substitute that everyone else ate.

      Kevin watched with a smile as Hope climbed back into the nest and fluttered down over the children. They cuddled up under her wings like any chick would normally. The room they were in, and yes, Kevin made sure they were rooms. Had everything they needed. There was even a bathroom with running hot water. This was a place of healing, and Kevin wanted the guests to have fond memories. Only about half of the rooms were full right now. And about a third of those were cattle from the farm. Sepsis had affected a few, others had shown injuries later on as the healing process began. Kevin made it a point to speak with each of them daily. This wasn’t a prison and, for the most part, they would have the freedom to roam as they pleased.

      Kevin emphasised that fact by opening the roller doors at the rear. As they went up, Norma stepped in and crushed Kevin to herself with a massive hug.

      “NORMA!” Kevin wheezed.

      “I missed you!” She lowed softly.

      “Put me down, you’re squashing the baby!”

      “Oh!” she huffed, putting him back down again.

      Kevin admired her for a moment. The swell of her stomach was coming along, but her tits were gravity defying. They could only have been described as massive when they met. But now they practically needed their own postcode. And Norma made a habit of pressing them against him every chance she got.

      “Kevin-”

      “I’ve told you.” Kevin shook his head. “I’m not doing it.”

      “But they want it so bad!”

      Kevin leaned around to see the usual gaggle of Norma’s friends. A few of them blushed and turned away, while another waved enthusiastically. Kevin rolled his eyes and turned back to his cow.

      “Why would I want to sleep with a bunch of random heifers when I have the prettiest cow all to myself?”

      “Fuck…” Norma moo’ed softly. “I’m so wet right now.”

      Kevin blinked, then blushed when he saw her rubbing her thighs together. Pregnancy really did something to the animals, but Norma was on another level to begin with. “Right, I think you need some more attention.”

      “Uh huh,” Norma eyed him like a big apple. “Do you think-”

      “I’ll schedule something in. It’s inspection day, so I have to play it by the book this morning.”

      “Fuck,” she stomped her hoof.

      “Hey,” Kevin frowned. “Don’t do that. The last thing I need is my prize heifer needing a stay in here with a white line crack while pregnant!”

      Norma pouted and nodded her head. “I’ll be good.”

      “No, you won’t,” Kevin chuckled, pressing a kiss to her cheek.

      She was still giggling as Kevin made his way around to the rest of the rooms. Most of the animals were mobile. But a few, like an old heifer recovering from a twisted stomach, needed more care. So Kevin took a few minutes helping her relieve herself and checked to make sure she had access to clean water. Truth be told, if Kevin could spend the entire day here with the animals, he probably would. But duty called and a small business owner always had something to do. So, after checking on his guests, Kevin made his way next door to the office.

      The small demountable had room for three desks. Penelope was closest to the door to speak with guests and answer the phone. Mabel sat on the far side when she needed to work out the finances. Kevin’s home office had been upgraded to a nursery after accepting the sheer abundance of babies that were coming. He sat at the opposite end to give them both space. So, after taking a seat, he booted his computer and opened his emails.

      He’d only just started scrolling when he heard the door open. Glancing up, he smiled at the pair of antennae coming around the reception desk. The shy smile on the young queen’s face made Kevin smile right back.

      “Your grace,” he bobbed his head.

      “Stop it,” she whispered in her characteristically high-pitched voice. “I brought you coffee.”

      Kevin blinked, as she held up the paper cup in two small, dual fingered hands. Her other two arms were linked in front of her as she squirmed nervously. Kevin reached out and gently took the cup before taking a sip. The taste of her honey filled his mouth, and Kevin smiled. It was one draw for the cafe. You could pay an additional fee and get honey instead of sugar. But for whatever reason, the small queen insisted on giving Kevin his cup personally.

      “My Queen-”

      “Lucy,” she corrected him softly. “I’ve told you before.”

      Kevin smirked and nodded. But he also knew how much she enjoyed him calling her that. “Lucy, you don’t have to stay here.”

      She frowned and suddenly looked cranky. “Why do you always ask if I want to leave? Whatever gave you the impression I didn’t want to be here?”

      Kevin froze, realising he’d put his foot in his mouth. It was the issue with bees, after all. They could remain calm, then suddenly become riled up. Kevin knew from experience the outside of the office would slowly attract her angry drones as they moved to defend the queen from a threat that didn’t exist.

      This entire enterprise started with a running jump because of those drones. It was one thing to convince a few people that animals could communicate directly with a single person. It was another entirely to have a meal cooked by a cat. But when a literal queen bee orchestrates her drones to fly in formation by verbal command, it was hard to ignore. There was a photo of Kevin, blushing as he was surrounded by flying, yellow, love hearts posted in the local newspaper stapled to a nearby wall.

      “Don’t you like me?”

      Kevin sighed and reached out to gently stroke her antennae. They were sensitive, extremely so, and during her recovery he’d discovered quite by accident how quickly he could calm her with the action. She looked at him with those big black eyes of hers and pouted, despite her obvious pleasure. And Kevin smiled like he had the day they met. Being a queen bee was tough business. They were tough on themselves, but they were tougher on each other. Little Lucy here, though. She was a sweet little thing most days, and the others took advantage of her. Kevin had no regrets about taking her in and away from that life.

      “Of course I like you,” Kevin sighed. “How could I not?”

      Lucy smiled softly before blushing. “Then… I need help.”

      “Anything,” Kevin smiled without a moment of hesitation.

      “I need to replenish my swarm.”

      Kevin froze, “And, ah…”

      “I need you to help me ovulate, so I can spawn.”

      Kevin’s immediate panic was thrown off as the door opened and a young woman stepped in.

      “Oh, good morning Sir,” Penelope smiled.

      Kevin ignored Lucy as she frowned. “Good morning.”

      “I’m actually glad I ran into you. The inspector is here.”

      Kevin couldn’t help the grin that broke across his face. “Right, thank you Penelope.”

      “No problem, sir. I’ll keep an eye on things here. Mabel was getting a coffee on her way in.”

      “Great,” Kevin smiled, before turning back to Lucy, who was pouting. “Later. Katherine is a friend, but that doesn’t mean I can slack off.”

      “Fine,” the queen pouted, before turning on her foot and storming out.

      “Is she okay?” Penelope asked.

      Kevin sighed and shrugged, “I have no idea how I got into the mess, y’know.”

      The receptionist giggled and shot him a smile. “Oh, I have a few ideas. I just didn’t think they applied to a bug.”

      Kevin rolled his eyes. The term was factually incorrect. But that hardly mattered. “Neither did I,” he sighed, and followed the queen out the door.

      Meeting with Katherine and Caesar was always a pleasure. The big dogman was always so damn happy to be around the kitties. And with them all pregnant, it was like having a dopey big brother around. After a quick hello to Kevin, he was off to find them.

      “He just about never shuts up about them,” Katherine shook her head.

      “Oh?” Kevin asked, slightly concerned. “And… It’s not… Affecting things?”

      Katherine smiled. “It is a little.”

      Kevin frowned and was about to ask for more details when he spotted her hand resting over her stomach. She made a gentle swirl before clearing her throat.

      “Is this a congratulatory moment?”

      “I’m the first human woman to birth a pup,” Katherine said in a tone that was more unsure than concerned.

      “It’ll be more or less like a regular baby. They’re born, they feed and sleep a lot, but with the animal genes, they develop rapidly. The quads are already running around pranking people.”

      Katherine nodded. “It’s just changed so quickly.”

      “Tell me about it,” Kevin chuckled. “C’mon, I’ll show you around.”
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      Kevin was looking at the clock. The appointment was about to start and he couldn’t find any of his kitties. It was almost like they were avoiding him. Even Flower had vanished with her children. And clearly Bast had gone with them. In desperation, he’d gone to find Norma, but she was nowhere to be seen. And without a four-wheeler to drive across the property to look, it was fruitless.

      Because of a scheduling mixup, the appointment was actually a class. Though considering there was a note from Mary, being the one who set it up, he thought it was less a mixup, and more manipulation. He’d be having words with her later about it, but for now, he needed a partner. And he only had two options. The first was Hope, but she was upstairs with the chicks, and the other…

      “Kevin?”

      He jumped, not realising anyone had approached. Turning on the spot, he saw the diminutive queen standing in front of him.

      “Lucy,” Kevin smiled, nervously. “What’s up?”

      “I was given a note from Bast to meet here.”

      “Bast, where is she?”

      “I don’t know,” she answered. “She left the note this morning. I only remembered it now. I’m sorry if I’m late.”

      Kevin grumbled and shook his head. “I need a partner for demonstration purposes, for my class.”

      The queen blinked, “You… Oh…”

      “Yeah,” Kevin nodded.

      “Very well.”

      Kevin blinked, and sighed, realising how thoroughly he was being manipulated in all this. Even HE wasn’t that dense.
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      Stepping into the small room, there were several people and several animals sitting inside. This wasn’t their first visit. To get what should have been a singular appointment, they needed to be screened first. The animals, in particular, had to be checked by Kevin personally. So it wasn’t all that surprising to see this collection. They were sitting in their own private partitions, so neither group could see each other. But they could all see him.

      “Good morning, everyone. I’d like to introduce my assistant for today, Lucy!”

      “You’re going to fuck me in front of all these people,” she trembled.

      Kevin ignored what she just said and smiled down at each group. Left to right was a middle-aged woman and a fluffy pink poodle. They were a same-sex couple Kevin had met several weeks before. The poodle, Missy, had displayed odd behaviour, and he had eased her owner, Bernese, into the idea of Missy’s sexuality.

      In the booth beside them, was Graham and his sphinx cat, Silver. She was rubbing herself over every part of him he could reach and Kevin could see he was as concerned as her behaviour aroused him.

      The oddest couple were the last. If Kevin was back in his video game days, he’d call the rather large snake a lamia. But Serpens lacked arms as he curled around the young woman’s legs. Anastasia, his owner, dressed in black and white, with red streaks in her hair. A stereotypical goth and her reptile.

      Some pets and owners were happy once boundaries were established, and masturbation was accepted. Some naturally progressed into sexual relationships. And others, like this group, needed a helping hand getting over their last little hangups. After all, if you couldn’t understand your partner, you couldn’t guarantee consent, and this is where Kevin specialised.

      “Now, first thing is first. Humans, if you consent to touch and be touched intimately by your pet, raise your hand.” He nodded at the three hands that went up. “Pets, if you consent to touch and be touched intimately by your owner, please move towards them. If you retract your consent at any time, simply move away from them and tell me so I can pass on the message.”

      As expected, all three pets practically clung to their nervous looking owners, while Lucy attached herself to Kevin’s hip.

      “Yes, you own me,” she mumbled softly. “You own this slutty little queen.”

      “Now, first,” Kevin swallowed nervously, while trying to keep his professional composure. “Get to know each other. I figure you’ve touched one another before, but now, explore. That soft belly might be good for scritches, but try going lower, or higher, as the case may be.”

      To emphasise his point, Kevin caressed the queen, who made small, high-pitched hums. Kevin would usually have Sable, Bast or sometimes Sue as his assistant for the one-on-one sessions. They knew what to expect, but putting his hands on the queen bee was something new entirely.

      He looked down at the three couples and watched how they got on. Bernese with Missy were standing nose to nose, pressing their bodies together while stroking each other’s faces. Graham was palming Silver’s bare ass. She was perched on his lap as they made out with one another.

      “Oh,” Anastasia gasped.

      Kevin looked down to see what was happening. She was still in the chair, with Serpens wrapped bodily around her. In her touching, it seems he’d gotten an erection. His twin reptilian cocks stood proudly in the air, and she touched them gently.

      “Mistresssss,” Serpens hissed, making her flinch.

      “It’s okay,” Kevin smiled at the goth. “That was him literally moaning your name, so you could probably go a little further…”

      Kevin trailed off as she started sucking on one of his cocks. Serpens tilted his head back and hissed loudly as she swapped to his other cock. So Kevin just let them go. This was supposed to be natural.

      “I want to try that.” Lucy frowned. “But you can’t cum in my mouth. I need that for ovulating. After I get that, I can be your little queen slut, I promise.”

      Kevin just stared at the queen in shock. She was always so polite and shy, so hearing the words coming from her mouth. In shock, more than anything, Kevin slumped back in his chair. Lucy took that as permission and fished his cock from his pants.

      Without a moment of hesitation, she drove herself down over his cock. Her exoskeleton made it impossible for her mouth to open as much as his Kitties could. But everything beyond her hard exterior was soft, plush, and extremely lubricated. It was extremely tight all the way down until she buried her nose against his public bone. Pulling back up, she licked her lips before smiling.

      “Am I doing that right?”

      Kevin nodded slowly and grit his teeth as she pushed his cock back down her throat. Unlike his kitties, she slacked a gag reflex of any sort. Looking from her face, up to the couples, Bernese was going down on Missy behind their chair. Missy was making small yips of pleasure as Bernese’s hand thrust back and forth. Graham shot Kevin a grin, enjoying a similar treatment from Silver. And… Well Anastasia was on her knees. She had pinned Serpens against the wall and was frantically kissing him. His lower half actually wrapped around her side and from the angle of the two cocks disappearing with each thrust between her legs… Kevin figured she was fine.

      Lucy pulled her mouth off Kevin’s cock with a small pop and sucked in a deep breath. “Wow,” she coughed. “I need to practice holding my breath.”

      Kevin blinked and pulled her into his lap. She hummed loudly in shock as Kevin pulled her close. But as his cock pressed between her legs, she frantically gripped it with her lower arms and tried to stuff it inside herself.

      “In me,” she begged. “Ruin your queen. Pierce her and take her like a common slut!”

      Kevin heard an amused snort and Graham moaned, so Kevin knew at least one pet in the room could hear her just fine. Taking Lucy under the hips, Kevin lifted her. Despite being back to a healthy weight, she was still extremely light. With her lower arms holding his cock, she used her upper arms to pry open a protective flap between her legs. Kevin couldn’t see much other than a small opening. But even that was obscured when she frantically stuffed his cock into it.

      “Down!” she begged. “Pull me down and ruin this queen!”

      Relaxing his grip, Kevin groaned as a similar sensation to her throat slid down his cock. True to her begging, Kevin wrapped his arms around her shoulders and pulled her down until her hips rested on his lap.

      “G-NNNN-eh!”

      Kevin frowned, “Are you okay?”

      “No,” Lucy whimpered. “No, I’m being brutalised by some commoner. I’m a queen, and I’m being treated like some common slut!”

      “Lucy, are you-?”

      “Yes, I’m your slut!” she screamed.

      Kevin was confused and concerned for about three seconds until she roughly grabbed him. Then, all at once, she was frantically bouncing on his cock like she needed it to live. The small queen kept up a constant stream of self-deprecating comments. Right until Kevin suddenly stood. Lucy let out a terrified squeak as he turned and pressed her into the nearby wall. Growling, he thrust his cock firmly into her while she clung to him.

      “More,” she begged. “Make me ovulate! Ruin me for other males! Make this queen a slave to your cock!”

      Kevin grit his teeth as the small queen rambled incoherently. Her grip on his arms was almost painful as she trembled and twitched with each thrust. Until finally, Kevin grabbed her by the chin and forced her to meet his eyes.

      “Take it… Slut.”

      Her eyes went wide for the briefest moment, right before she felt him pulse inside her. The moment his seed touched her insides, her orgasm hit. Her entire body milked his orgasm as her pleasure overcame her. And as billions of future drones flooded her ovaries, she clung to him and whimpered.
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      It had been a rather long day in the end. After finishing up the lesson and fielding a few questions, he sent the happy couples home. Then he had to deal with Lucy. She was dough in his hands. She stared up at him with a small smile and followed him around wherever he went. It was only when he reminded her she needed to lay her eggs that she begged him to walk her back to the hive. Her drone swarm was buzzing frantically around them the whole trip and only as Kevin went into the house did they finally leave him alone. Now, late in the day, Kevin was hungry, tired and… Alone…

      “Kitties?” Kevin called, frowning in worry.

      Listening out, he could hear something upstairs. With a small amount of trepidation, he climbed the stairs and followed the sounds into the master bedroom. What he saw stopped him in his tracks. Starting with what was closest to him was Sable’s well rounded ass. She clad it in a pair of black, crotchless panties. Her pussy was visibly engorged as she lapped between a human woman’s legs. Said human woman was being pinned by Marla and Bast. Both were also wearing the same matching panties. In fact, all the kitties were. With Marla and Bast holding the human’s legs open, Grace and Harriet were holding her arms while they feasted on her breasts. Sue and Gemma were gently sucking on the woman’s toes, while Flower was kneeling over the woman’s face.

      “Ummm.”

      “The kittens are with Mary’s sister,” Bast smiled. “Caesar almost cried when we asked him to babysit.”

      “Right,” Kevin nodded dumbly. “And, that’s…”

      “Mary!” Flower convulsed.

      A moment later, Mary began convulsing as well. She kicked her legs uselessly as Bast and Marla held them open. Sable giggled softly, but didn’t stop what she was doing. Even as Flower dismounted. That left Mary open to breathe and gasp loudly. With Flower shifting to one side, Mary finally caught Kevin’s eye.

      “Please?”

      Kevin blinked, “Are you okay?”

      “They keep making me cum!”

      Kevin watched as her back arched and her legs shook.

      “You’ve never had a human before, have you?” Bast asked with a purr.

      Kevin shook his head as Mary writhed, unable to escape Sable’s tongue.

      “So,” Bast grinned. “Who do you want first?”

      “Me!” Everyone, including Mary and Flower, called all at once.

      Kevin blushed and looked down, seeing Sable’s aroused pussy leaking on the floor. Unzipping his pants, Kevin fished out his cock and smiled.

      “We’ll go in order of the most advanced pregnancy.”

      Sable moaned as she felt him press inside her. Never in a million years did she ever think she could mate with her master. And as his hands grabbed her ass while he thrust deeply into her from behind, while her swollen, pregnant stomach swayed back and forth. She never in a million years wanted this to stop. Closing her mouth over Mary’s clitoris once again, she ignored the human’s screams and purred deeply in her chest.

      Bast smiled knowingly as she heard the click of the back door. Norma, with the help of Lucy’s spare key, hadn’t forgotten Kevin’s earlier promise.
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      It has been some time since Kye fought for the loves of his life.

      They have a new home, a new respect for their adversary and a set of new information.

      With the government getting involved, the media stirring the pot and a system quickly falling apart, Kye has just one question to ask himself.

      How does it end?

      

      Contains: MF, MFF, MFFF, MFFF, lactation, violence, gore, and a man beaten with a silicone marital aid.
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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

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      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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        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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