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Run, little cow.

Fleeing one monster, I stumbled into the arms of another.

Escaping my cruel master's estate, I never expected to find sanctuary in an ancient labyrinth. Or to be claimed by the massive minotaur who guards it. A creature who's waited three centuries for a mate with milk-heavy breasts and a fertile womb.

The giant minotaur doesn't just want to use my body like the others did. He wants to worship it. To chase me through stone corridors until he catches me, pins me down, and shows me exactly what it means to surrender to a bull who covets his cow.

I should run. I should fight the dark desires he awakens in me.

But when he calls me his beautiful fertile cow, when his massive hands turn gentle on my skin and his amber eyes burn with possessive love...

Maybe being claimed by a monster is exactly what I need.

***

A dark and steamy monster romance featuring a protective minotaur hero, ABF, breeding kink, primal chase scenes, and a HEA with pregnancy.


The Minotaur’s Fertile Claim

Myths and Milk
Monster Erotic Romance

X. Callisto


CHAPTER ONE

My lungs burn as I crash through the underbrush, brambles tearing at my dress, my heavy breasts bouncing painfully with each desperate step. The storm is getting worse, rain lashing through the canopy above, but I can't stop. Not when I can still hear his voice echoing in my head.

"My little milk cow. You'll never escape me."

Behind me, much closer now, the baying of hounds cuts through the thunder. My heart hammers against my ribs as I realize how quickly they're gaining ground. Master Aldrich didn't just send his men—he brought his best hunting pack, the ones trained to track escaped livestock.

Because that's all I am to him. Livestock that wandered off.

I stumble over a fallen log, catching myself on my hands and knees, mud soaking through the thin fabric. My breasts ache terribly. I haven't been able to express properly in hours, not since I fled the estate in the dead of night. The fullness is becoming unbearable, but the alternative was so much worse.

His hands on me, rough and cruel, squeezing until I cried out. Using me like an animal while his wife lay dying upstairs, then promising to "keep me properly" after the funeral. The way he looked at me when he said it—like I was nothing more than a resource to be milked dry.

The dogs sound closer. Close enough that I can hear individual barks now, excited yips as they catch my scent. I force myself to my feet, ignoring the sharp pain in my knees, and keep running.

What would freedom even look like? The thought flickers through my mind as I dodge between the trees. I've never lived without someone claiming ownership of my body, my milk, my very existence. First my father selling me to pay his debts, then Master Aldrich purchasing me like breeding stock. Even if I escape tonight, where could I go? Who would take in a woman whose only skill is producing milk for other people's children?

The questions threaten to overwhelm me, but I push them down. Right now, I just need to survive this night. I can figure out the rest later.

Lightning splits the sky ahead, illuminating something that makes me stumble to a stop. A wall of ancient stone rises from the forest floor—massive blocks fitted together without mortar, covered in moss and strange symbols that seem to shift and writhe in the flickering light. I've never seen anything like it, though my grandmother's stories whisper at the edges of my memory. Tales of old places, old magic, sanctuaries that appeared to those who needed them most.

There's an opening, a dark archway that seems to pull at something deep in my chest. The symbols around it glow faintly with their own light, pulsing like a heartbeat. Like the stones themselves are alive.

Every rational instinct screams against entering. This is exactly the kind of place from cautionary tales, where foolish girls disappear forever. But behind me, the hounds are close enough that I can hear their handlers shouting directions. Master Aldrich's voice rises above the rest, cold and furious.

"She can't have gone far! The little cow is too soft for this kind of terrain!"

The archway yawns before me, promising shelter from more than just the storm. Ancient magic hums in the air, older than memory, and something in my soul recognizes it. This place calls to me in ways I don't understand.

Maybe I was meant to find it. Maybe this is what freedom looks like.

I almost turn back. I almost choose the devil I know over the unknown waiting in that darkness. But then I hear Master Aldrich again, closer now, promising what he'll do when he catches me. The specific punishments he has planned for my disobedience.

I slip through the archway just as thunder crashes overhead, the sound echoing strangely in the corridor beyond.

The passage is dry and impossibly warm, lit by phosphorescent veins running through the stone walls. The light pulses gently, welcoming, and I realize this isn't just some old ruin. This is a maze, ancient and alive and waiting.

My wet dress clings to my body, outlining my swollen breasts, and I wrap my arms around myself protectively. The habit is so ingrained I don't even think about it anymore. Always hiding, always covering, always trying to make myself smaller.

But here, in this strange place, something feels different. The air itself seems to shimmer with possibility.

The corridor branches ahead: left, right, or straight. I choose right on instinct, my bare feet silent on the smooth stone. The phosphorescent light grows brighter as I move deeper, and I can feel the maze responding to my presence. Welcoming me.

For the first time in my life, I feel like I might be exactly where I belong.

I'm so focused on the impossible beauty of the branching paths that I don't notice the shadow detaching itself from an alcove behind me. Don't hear the soft scrape of hooves on stone. Don't sense the massive presence until hot breath ghosts across the back of my neck.

I freeze, every muscle in my body going rigid.

"Well, well." The voice is deep, rough with disuse, unmistakably male. "What have we here?"

Slowly, heart hammering against my ribs, I turn around.

He's enormous. That's my first coherent thought. At least seven feet tall, with the broad shoulders and muscled chest of a warrior, but it's his head that steals my breath. Bull-like, with curved horns and eyes that glow amber in the strange light. His lower body is powerfully human, and when he shifts, I catch the glint of hooves.

A minotaur. An actual minotaur.

I should run. Should scream. Should do anything but stand here staring at him like I'm mesmerized. But my body won't obey, caught between terror and something else I don't want to name. Something that notices how magnificent he is, how those burning eyes seem to see straight through to my soul.

His nostrils flare, and those burning eyes drop to my chest where my dress clings wetly to my swollen breasts. I see the exact moment he scents what I am, what I carry. His pupils dilate, and a low rumble builds in his chest.

"Little cow," he murmurs, and the way he says it—not cruel like Master Aldrich, but calm, hungry. "You're perfect."


CHAPTER TWO

I run blindly through the twisting corridors, my bare feet slapping against the smooth stone. The phosphorescent walls blur past me as I take turn after turn, hoping to put distance between myself and the creature who called me his "little cow" like I was something precious instead of something to be used.

But even as I flee, I can't escape the memory of his touch. The gentle way he cupped my face, so different from Master Aldrich's cruel hands. The reverent hunger in his voice when he scented my milk.

The soft scrape of hooves echoes behind me, never hurrying, never urgent. He's following at his own pace, and somehow that's more terrifying than if he were chasing me at full speed. Like he knows I can't escape.

My chest burns, not just from exertion but from the painful fullness of my breasts. The running is making it worse, each jarring step sending sharp aches through my swollen flesh. I need to express soon or I'll be in agony, but there's no time, no safety.

I round another corner and skid to a stop. Dead end. The corridor terminates in a wall covered with those same strange symbols, glowing softly in the dim light.

"No, no, no," I whisper, pressing my palms against the stone, searching desperately for a hidden passage or opening. There has to be something. There has to be—

"Found you."

The voice is right behind me, deep and amused, and I spin around to find him filling the corridor. Up close, he's even more imposing—and devastatingly magnificent.

He stands nearly seven feet tall, his body a perfect fusion of man and bull. Massive shoulders taper down to a broad chest covered in a light dusting of dark hair, every muscle defined and sculpted like he was carved from living stone. His skin is bronzed and scarred in places, telling stories of battles fought and won. A simple leather loincloth rides low on his hips, doing nothing to hide the powerful lines of his thighs or the obvious evidence of his arousal pressing against the worn leather.

His head is unmistakably bull-like, with a strong jaw and curved horns that gleam in the phosphorescent light. But his eyes hold an intelligence and hunger that's entirely, dangerously male.

He's not even winded from the pursuit, his broad chest rising and falling steadily, while I'm gasping like I've run for miles.

I should run. Every instinct screams at me to flee, but something about the way he's looking at me, not with the cold calculation I'm used to, but with genuine wonder, roots me to the spot.

"Please," I finally manage, my voice barely a whisper. "I'm just seeking shelter from the storm."

I expect him to laugh, to make some crude comment about what I'm really good for. Instead, his expression grows serious, concerned even.

"You're hurt," he observes, taking a step closer. His movement is deliberate, careful, like he's trying not to spook a frightened animal.

I want to deny it, but I can feel the scratches on my arms now, the ache in my knees from falling. More than that, though—I can feel the deeper wounds. The ones that don't show on the surface.

"I'm fine," I lie, but my voice cracks on the words.

Another step closer, and now I can see him clearly in the phosphorescent light. He's even more magnificent than my first glimpse suggested—every inch of him carved from bronze and shadow, powerful beyond imagining. But it's his eyes that capture me. Ancient amber, burning with intelligence and something that looks almost like...tenderness?

"No," he says gently. "You're not fine. You're terrified and hurt and running from something that put fear so deep in your bones you can't stop shaking."

The accuracy of his assessment hits me. I am shaking, I realize. Have been since I stopped moving.

"How do you…?" I start, then stop. What am I doing, trying to have a conversation with a creature from legend?

"I can smell it on you," he explains, his voice going rougher. "Fear, yes. But pain too. Old pain. Someone hurt you, little cow. Someone made you believe you were nothing more than what you could provide."

I flinch at how close to the truth he is. "You don't know anything about me."

"Don't I?" He takes another step, and I press back against the cool stone wall. "I can smell the milk on you. It’s sweet and rich and ready. But more than that, I can smell the tears you've shed, the bruises that have healed, the way your body recoils from touch even as it craves gentleness."

My breath catches. How can this stranger—this monster—see me so clearly when the people who claimed to care for me never bothered to look past what I could give them?

"I won't hurt you," he says, and something in his voice makes me believe him. "But I need you to understand something, little cow. The maze doesn't open for just anyone. It only accepts those who belong here."

"Belong here?" I echo, confused.

"Those who need sanctuary." His amber eyes burn into mine. "Those who are meant to be treasured instead of used."

The words shoot through me like arrows, each one finding its mark in the tender places of my heart. When was the last time someone spoke about me being treasured? When was the last time anyone suggested I deserved more than what I'd been given?

"You don't know what I am," I whisper, but there's less conviction in my voice now.

"I know exactly what you are," he counters, and there's something almost worshipful in his tone. "You're precious. You're powerful. And you're mine now."

The possessive word should terrify me, but instead it sends an unexpected thrill through my chest. Not the cold ownership I'm used to, but something warmer. Protective.

"I don't belong to anyone," I protest weakly.

His smile reveals sharp canines, but somehow it doesn't frighten me. "You will."

Before I can process what he means, he moves. One moment he's several feet away, the next his massive hands are braced against the wall on either side of my head, caging me in without quite touching. His body radiates warmth, and I can smell him now—earth and musk and something wild that makes my head spin.

"What's your name?" he asks softly.

I shouldn't tell him. Shouldn't give him anything personal. But looking into those burning amber eyes, I find myself answering anyway. "Lyra."

"Lyra," he repeats, and my name sounds different in his deep voice. Precious. Sacred, almost. "I'm Minos."

"Minos," I breathe, testing the name on my tongue.

"That's right," he murmurs approvingly. "Say it again."

"Minos." This time it comes out steadier, and his eyes flare with satisfaction.

"Good girl." The praise sends warmth spiraling through me in ways I don't understand. "Now, Lyra, I need you to tell me… are you in pain?"

I start to deny it automatically, but he cuts me off with a gentle shake of his head.

"Not that kind of pain. This kind." One massive hand hovers over my chest, careful not to touch but close enough that I can feel the heat of his palm. "You're full, aren't you? Aching with milk and no proper relief?"

Heat floods my face as I realize he's right. The combination of fear, exertion, and his proximity has caused my milk to let down completely. Dark spots are spreading across my bodice, the wet fabric clinging to my peaked nipples.

"It must hurt," he continues, voice dropping to something almost hypnotic. "Being so ready to give your gift, but having no one worthy to receive it."

"It's not a gift," I snap, though my voice wavers. "It's a burden. It's all anyone sees when they look at me."

Something dangerous flickers in his amber eyes. "Who made you believe that?"

I can't answer. Can't voice the years of being treated like livestock, like my only value was what my body could produce.

"The man who hurt you," Minos says, and there's violence lurking beneath his gentle tone. "He made you feel like property, didn't he? Like you were nothing more than a milk cow to be used."

I try to look away, but his presence fills my entire world. "That's what I am."

"No." The word is firm, absolute. "That's what he made you believe. But I can smell the truth on you, little cow. You weren't made to be used. You were made to be worshipped."

My breath catches at the word 'worshipped.' No one has ever suggested that what I do, what my body provides, could be anything sacred.

"Let me show you," he murmurs, his head dipping down until his nose brushes along my collarbone. "Let me show you how your gift should be received."

"I can't," I breathe, but my voice lacks conviction. "You're a stranger."

"I'm your stranger," he corrects, and the possessive certainty in his voice makes something clench low in my belly. "Your bull. And you're my little cow, whether you're ready to admit it or not."

He's wrong. He has to be wrong. But then why does the sound of those words make me feel more seen, more valued, than I have in my entire life?

"Your body knows," he continues, nose still tracing along my throat. "I can smell how you respond to me, even through your fear. Even through everything that bastard did to convince you that you weren't precious."

He's right, and we both know it. Despite my terror, despite everything logical in my head telling me to run, my body is responding to his proximity. My nipples are tight and aching, and between my thighs, I'm growing warm for reasons that have nothing to do with the temperature.

"Let me taste you," he says, and the raw hunger in his voice makes me whimper. "Let me show you what it feels like to have your gift truly appreciated."

"What do you want from me?" I whisper, because I need to know. I need to understand what this magnificent creature could possibly see in someone like me.

His smile is soft, almost tender. "Everything. But we can start with this—let me ease your discomfort, little cow. Let me care for you the way you should be cared for."

The offer hangs between us, and I realize this is a choice. Maybe the first real choice I've ever been given. He's not taking, not demanding—he's asking.

"I don't know how," I admit quietly.

"How to what?"

"How to be cared for. How to let someone touch me without..." I trail off, unable to voice the memories.

"Without cruelty?" he finishes gently. "Without being made to feel ashamed?"

I nod, not trusting my voice.

"Then let me teach you," he says simply. "Let me show you what gentle hands feel like. What reverence looks like."

Slowly, giving me time to pull away, he raises one hand to cup my face. His palm is warm and calloused, unmistakably strong, but his touch is so careful I want to cry.

"So beautiful," he murmurs, thumb brushing across my cheekbone. "So perfect, and so completely unaware of your own worth."

The tenderness in his voice breaks something loose in my chest, and I feel tears spring to my eyes.

"Hey," he says softly, thumb moving to catch the tear before it can fall. "None of that. You're safe now, little cow. I promise you're safe."

"How can you promise that?" I ask, because I need to understand. "You don't even know me."

"I know enough," he says with quiet certainty. "I know you're brave—it takes courage to run into the unknown rather than accept a life of misery. I know you're strong—you survived whatever that bastard did to you. And I know you're mine."

"I'm not—"

"You are," he interrupts gently. "The moment you stepped into my maze, the moment I caught your scent, you became mine to protect. Mine to care for. Mine to treasure."

The word 'treasure' sends warmth flooding through me in ways I don't understand. When was the last time someone thought I was worth treasuring?

"What does that mean?" I whisper.

"It means," he says, his other hand coming up to frame my face completely, "that no one will ever hurt you again. It means your body, your gift, your beautiful soul—all of it is precious to me. Sacred."

Before I can respond, his head dips down and I feel his lips brush against the wet spot over my nipple. The sensation sends a shock through my entire system, but not of fear—of something else entirely.

"May I?" he asks against the fabric, and the fact that he's asking permission makes my heart stutter.

I should say no. Should maintain some distance, some control. But the ache in my breasts is becoming unbearable, and something about this creature makes me feel safer than I have in years.

Slowly, hands trembling, I nod.

His rumble of approval vibrates against my chest as he begins to work my nipple through the wet fabric. The sensation is unlike anything I've experienced—gentle but persistent, designed to give relief rather than just take what he wants.

But it's more than relief. So much more.

A soft gasp escapes my lips as warmth spreads through my breast, followed by an unexpected pulse of pleasure that radiates down to my core. I've never felt anything like this before—the careful suction sending sparks through nerve endings I didn't know existed.

"Oh," I breathe, my hands flying up to grip his massive shoulders for support.

"That's it," he murmurs encouragingly, his voice rougher now. "Let me ease that ache, little cow. Let me take care of you properly."

His technique is nothing like the harsh, greedy pulling I'm used to. This is patient, reverent, each gentle draw of his lips sending waves of sensation through my body. The wet fabric creates a tantalizing friction that makes me arch against him without thinking.

"I didn't know," I whisper, confused by my body's response. "It never felt..."

"Like this?" he asks against my breast, understanding immediately. "Like pleasure instead of pain?"

I nod, unable to form words as he continues his ministrations. Each pull of his mouth sends liquid fire through my veins, and I feel myself growing wet between my thighs for reasons I don't understand.

"Your bastard master never cared about your pleasure, did he?" Theron's voice carries a dark edge. "Never learned how to touch you properly. How to make this good for you."

"It's not supposed to be good for me," I gasp, repeating words that have been drilled into my head for years.

He pulls back just enough to look at me, his amber eyes burning with something fierce. "Says who? Your body is sacred, little cow. Every sensation it's capable of feeling is a gift, not something to be ignored or suppressed."

Before I can respond, he returns to his gentle worship, but this time his free hand slides up to cup my other breast, thumb circling the nipple through the fabric. The dual sensation makes me cry out, my body arching into his touch like it has a mind of its own.

"So responsive," he murmurs approvingly. "So perfect. You were made for this kind of attention, weren't you? Made to be pleasured while you give your gift."

The careful attention, the obvious pleasure he takes in providing relief rather than demanding it, overwhelms me completely. This is what I've been missing, what I never knew was possible. Not just the physical relief, but the emotional connection. The sense of being truly valued.

But more than that—the building heat between my thighs, the way my body is responding to his touch with sensations I've never been allowed to feel. Every gentle pull sends pleasure spiraling through me, making me understand for the first time that my body is capable of more than just giving. It can receive too.

"I feel strange," I whisper, my voice breathless with confusion and growing arousal.

"Strange how?" he asks, though his knowing tone suggests he already understands.

"Warm. Tingling. Like there's pressure building somewhere I can't name."

His smile against my breast is purely male satisfaction. "That's arousal, little cow. That's your body learning what it means to be touched with care instead of cruelty."

When he finally pulls back, his eyes are bright with satisfaction and something deeper—hunger that promises this is only the beginning.

"Better?" he asks, though his gaze tells me he knows exactly how I'm feeling.

I nod, not trusting my voice. The relief is incredible, but more than that, I feel...awakened. Like I've discovered parts of myself I never knew existed. The ache in my breasts is gone, replaced by a different kind of need entirely.

"Good," he says, reaching up to adjust my dress with the same care he showed in touching me. "Now, my sweet little cow, let me take you somewhere more comfortable. Somewhere you can rest and recover from whatever drove you to my maze."

Before I can object, he scoops me up in his arms like I weigh nothing. This time, I don't struggle.

This time, as he carries me deeper into his sanctuary, I let myself imagine what it might be like to truly belong somewhere.

To belong to someone who sees me as more than just what I can provide.

And for the first time in my life, the thought doesn't terrify me.


CHAPTER THREE

The monster carries me through winding corridors that seem to shift and change around us, the phosphorescent walls pulsing with a gentle rhythm that matches my heartbeat. I should be terrified, I should be fighting to escape, but the careful way he holds me makes it impossible to feel anything but safe.

"Where are you taking me?" I ask, my voice smaller than I intended.

"Somewhere you can rest," he rumbles, and I feel the vibration of his words through his massive chest. "Somewhere safe, where you can recover from what that bastard did to you."

The casual way he speaks about my past, like he can read the damage written on my skin, should unnerve me. Instead, it's oddly comforting. Someone finally sees what was done to me, acknowledges it without making me explain.

We emerge into a circular chamber larger than any room I've ever seen. Soft furs are scattered across the floor, and there's a natural spring bubbling up from the stone, the water crystal clear and steaming slightly. Shelves carved into the walls hold books, clothes, and what looks like food. It's primitive but welcoming—a sanctuary hidden in the heart of the maze.

"This is your home?" I whisper.

"Our home," he corrects gently, setting me down on a pile of soft furs. "Though I suppose you haven't agreed to that yet."

The way he says it—so patient, so certain—sends a shiver through me. Like it's not a question of if, but when. I should find that presumptuous, terrifying even. Instead, something deep in my chest responds with longing.

"I don't even know what you are," I protest weakly.

His smile reveals those sharp canines again. "I'm exactly what you need, little cow. A guardian. A protector. Someone who understands that what you carry is sacred, not shameful."

The words hit places in my heart I didn't know were wounded. Sacred. When was the last time anyone called any part of me sacred?

He moves around the chamber with surprising grace for someone so large, gathering bread and fruit from the shelves. His movements are economical, purposeful, but there's something almost domestic about the way he prepares food for me.

"You must be hungry," he says, settling beside me with the meal. "When did you last eat?"

The question is so normal, so caring, that it catches me off guard. "I... um, yesterday morning, I think. Before I ran."

His expression darkens. "He didn't even feed you properly."

"He fed me enough to keep producing," I say bitterly, then flush at my own words.

Minos goes very still, a piece of bread halfway to his mouth. "Producing. Not nursing. Not feeding someone you cared for. Producing, like you were livestock in his stable."

The raw anger in his voice makes me flinch, but it's not directed at me. It's protective rage, the kind I've never had someone feel on my behalf.

"Eat," he says more gently, offering me the food. "Let me take care of you the way you should be cared for."

I accept the bread with trembling fingers, and the simple act of being fed feels revolutionary. No one has worried about my hunger in... I can't remember how long.

"Tell me about him," Minos says quietly, settling onto the furs beside me. Close enough that I can feel his warmth, but not so close that I feel trapped.

"I'd rather not—"

"Not the details," he interrupts. "Just... help me understand what was done to you. So I know how to undo it."

The gentleness in his request breaks something loose in my chest. "Master Aldrich hired me when his wife became ill. She couldn't nurse their son, and I have this ability to make milk." The old pain flashes through me, but I push it down. "At first, it was just my job. But after she died..."

"He decided you belonged to him," Minos finishes, his voice deadly quiet.

I nod, not trusting my voice.

"And he hurt you. Used you."

"He said I was his property. That he owned my body, my milk, everything I could give." The words come out in a rush, years of suppressed fear and anger pouring out. "He would... he would make me express milk for him to drink while he... while he used my body. Said I was his personal cow, that I should be grateful he was keeping me fed and sheltered."

A low growl builds in Minos's chest, and I see his hands clench into fists. For a moment, I'm afraid of his size, his obvious strength, the violence I can sense lurking beneath his careful control.

But then his expression softens as he looks at me, and he very deliberately unclenches his hands.

"I'm sorry," he says simply. "You deserved so much better."

"I'm not... I'm not good at this," I whisper. "At being touched gently. At trusting. He broke something in me."

"Then we'll fix it," Minos says with quiet certainty. "However long it takes."

I stare at him, this impossible creature who speaks of healing like it's a given rather than a hope. "Why do you care? You don't even know me."

His amber eyes burn with an intensity that steals my breath. "Because you're mine, little cow. The moment you stepped into my maze, the moment I scented your sweetness, you became mine to protect. Mine to cherish. And I protect what's mine."

The possessive words should terrify me, but instead they send warmth spiraling through my core. There's something primal and appealing about belonging to someone who actually wants to care for me.

"I should run again," I murmur, but I don't move from the furs.

His smile is sharp and knowing. "You could try. The maze would bring you back to me eventually. It always returns what belongs here. But I think you're starting to realize something, aren't you, sweet Lyra?"

"What?" I breathe.

"That you don't really want to run anymore."

The truth of it hits me like a slap. He's right. Despite everything rational in my head screaming at me to flee, I don't want to leave this warm chamber, this gentle giant who calls me precious.

"I'm scared," I admit.

"Of me?"

"Of this. Of wanting something I might not be able to have."

Minos reaches out slowly, giving me time to pull away, and cups my face in his massive palm. "You can have whatever you want, little cow. All you have to do is ask."

"What if I don't know how to ask for what I need?"

"Then I'll teach you," he promises, and there's something dark and heated in his voice that makes my stomach flutter. "Starting with this—are you still in pain?"

It takes me a moment to realize what he means, then I become aware of the building ache in my breasts again. It's been a few hours since he nursed from me, and my body is already responding to his presence, preparing to feed him again. But this time, there's something different about the sensation—an anticipation that wasn't there before.

"Yes," I whisper, and the word comes out breathier than I intended.

"Then let me help you." His thumb brushes across my lower lip, the simple touch sending unexpected sparks through me. "Let me take care of my sweet little cow. Show you how good it can feel when someone worships your body properly."

The endearment combined with his promise sends liquid warmth flooding through me, and I find myself nodding before I can think better of it. My body remembers the pleasure from last time, craves it in ways I'm only beginning to understand.

This time, when he reaches for the laces of my bodice, I don't tense. I help him, my hands trembling not with fear but with eagerness as I expose myself to his burning gaze. The way he looks at me—like I'm something precious and desired—makes me feel beautiful for the first time in my life.

"So beautiful," he murmurs, his hands hovering just above my skin, the heat of his palms making me arch toward him. "So perfect for me. Do you know how much I've been thinking about this? About tasting you again?"

His words make me clench with a need I don't fully understand. "You have?"

"Every moment since yesterday," he confesses, his voice rough with desire. "The way you responded to me, the sweet sounds you made. I've been aching to hear them again."

When his mouth finally closes around my nipple this time, I don't just allow it—I welcome it with a soft cry of relief and pleasure. The sensation is even more intense than before, every nerve ending heightened by anticipation and memory.

My hands tangle in his hair, holding him close, and the moan that escapes me is pure pleasure rather than reluctant surrender. This time, I know what's coming—the building warmth, the spiraling sensation that seems to connect my breasts to the growing ache between my thighs.

"That's it," he rumbles against my skin, the vibration adding another layer of sensation. "Stop fighting what you want, Lyra. Stop fighting me. Let yourself feel everything."

His free hand doesn't just stroke soothingly along my back this time—it traces patterns on my skin that make me shiver, fingers ghosting along my ribs, my waist, mapping every curve with reverent touches that leave trails of fire in their wake.

"You taste even sweeter today," he murmurs between gentle pulls. "Like your body is learning to crave this as much as I do. Is that what's happening, little cow? Are you starting to want this?"

"Yes," I gasp, the admission torn from my lips as he switches to my other breast. "I don't understand it, but yes."

"You don't need to understand it," he says, his hand sliding lower to rest on my hip, thumb stroking in small circles that make me press closer to him. "You just need to feel it. Let your body teach you what it needs."

The pleasure builds with each gentle pull of his lips, radiating outward until my entire body feels sensitized and alive. When he pulls back this time, I'm breathless and flushed, my skin humming with sensation.

"Beautiful," he breathes, pressing a soft kiss to the curve of my breast. "My perfect little cow, learning to embrace her desires. Are you ready for me to teach you more?"

I nod eagerly, past the point of shame or hesitation. Whatever he wants to show me, I want to learn.

I don't want to fight him anymore.

I want to see what it feels like to be truly cherished.

But even as I make that decision, even as I start to relax into his embrace, I catch sight of his loincloth and the way it's tented with his obvious arousal. The reminder of his desire, of what he ultimately wants from me, sends a spike of panic through my chest.

He notices immediately, of course, his head lifting from my breast to study my face.

"What is it?"

"I can't," I whisper, covering myself with shaking hands. "Not... not that. Not yet."

Understanding flashes in his amber eyes, followed by something that looks like patience. "I'm not asking for that, little cow. Not until you beg me for it."

"I won't—"

"You will," he says with quiet confidence. "When you're ready. When you trust me enough to know I'll never hurt you the way he did. But until then, this is enough."

He settles back on the furs, patting his thigh. "Come here. Let me hold you while you rest."

I should refuse. Should maintain some distance, some control. But the offer of simple comfort is too tempting to resist.

I curl up against his massive chest, and his arms come around me like a fortress. For the first time in longer than I can remember, I feel completely safe.

"Sleep, little cow," he murmurs, pressing a gentle kiss to the top of my head. "I'll watch over you."

And despite everything—the strangeness of this place, the impossibility of this situation, the lingering fear of what he might want from me—I do.

I sleep deeply and dreamlessly in the arms of a monster who might just be the first good thing that's ever happened to me.

When I wake hours later, it's to the feeling of gentle fingers stroking through my hair. I blink up to find Minos watching me with an expression so tender it makes my chest ache.

"Better?" he asks softly.

I nod, surprised to realize it's true. The exhaustion that's been weighing me down for months feels lighter, and the constant tension in my shoulders has eased.

"Good." His hand trails down to cup my breast through my dress, and I shiver at the contact. "Because I think it's time for another feeding, don't you?"

The casual way he says it, like it's the most natural thing in the world, sends arousal pooling between my thighs. And when I nod, when I help him unlace my bodice again, I realize something has shifted.

I'm not just allowing this anymore.

I'm starting to want it.

And from the satisfied rumble in Minos's chest as he settles between my breasts, I think he knows it too.

"My perfect little cow," he murmurs against my skin. "Learning to trust your bull, aren't you?"

This time, when he calls me his, I don't even think about denying it.

Maybe that's exactly what I am.

Maybe that's exactly what I want to be.

But even as contentment washes over me, a small voice whispers warnings in the back of my mind. This is too good to last. Too perfect to be real. Men like him don't want women like me—not really, not for long.

"What are you thinking about?" Minos asks, and I realize my tension must be obvious.

"Nothing," I lie, but he sees right through me.

"Lyra." His voice is gentle but firm. "Tell me."

"You'll get tired of me," I whisper, the fear spilling out before I can stop it. "Everyone always does. Once they've used what they want from me, they find someone better. Someone who isn't so..."

"So what?"

"Broken."

His growl of disapproval vibrates through both our bodies. "Look at me, little cow."

I force myself to meet his burning gaze.

"You are not broken. You are healing. And I will never get tired of caring for you, of treasuring what you give me." His hands frame my face with exquisite gentleness. "Do you understand?"

I want to believe him. God, how I want to believe him. But years of abandonment are hard to overcome.

"I don't know how," I whisper.

"Then let me prove it to you," he says simply. "One day at a time, for as long as it takes."


CHAPTER FOUR

I wake to the sensation of rough fingers massaging my breast, working out the fullness with practiced skill. For a moment, I tense—old instincts screaming danger—before I remember where I am. Who I'm with.

The panic subsides, replaced by something warmer. Anticipation, maybe. Or trust.

"Shh," Minos murmurs, his deep voice soothing. "You were whimpering in your sleep. Dreaming about being full and aching again."

I blink up at him, surprised to find genuine concern in his amber eyes rather than the calculating hunger I'm used to seeing when men notice my discomfort.

"You were watching me sleep?"

"I told you I'd watch over you." His thumb circles my nipple through the thin fabric of my dress, and I bite back a soft sound. "Besides, I can smell when you need me. Your scent changes when your milk comes in."

The casual way he talks about my body, like he's already learned its rhythms and needs, should disturb me. Instead, it's oddly comforting. Like someone finally understands what I need before I have to ask for it.

"Does it hurt?" he asks, increasing the pressure of his massage slightly.

"A little," I admit, and I'm surprised when I arch into his touch without thinking. The movement is unconscious, but we both notice it.

Something flickers in his amber eyes—satisfaction, possession, desire. But when he speaks, his voice remains gentle.

"Let me fix that," he says, but instead of immediately unlacing my bodice like I expect, he stands and moves away.

I watch, confused, as he gathers fresh fruit from the shelves. "What are you doing?"

"Taking care of my little cow properly," he says, settling back onto the furs with a bowl of berries. "You need to eat more. Keep your strength up."

"For what?"

His smile is sharp, predatory, but somehow I'm not afraid. "For what's coming."

Before I can ask what he means, he's selecting a particularly ripe berry and holding it to my lips. "Open."

The command in his voice makes me shiver, but I part my lips obediently. The berry is sweet and juicy, and when some of the juice escapes to run down my chin, Minos's eyes track the movement hungrily.

"Good girl," he murmurs, and the praise sends warmth spiraling through me in ways I don't fully understand. "Another."

We continue like this, him feeding me piece by piece while his free hand never stops its gentle massage of my breast. It's intimate in a way I've never experienced—not sexual exactly, but deeply sensual. Like he's claiming the right to care for every part of me.

"Why are you doing this?" I ask between bites.

"Because you need to be cared for," he says simply. "Because someone should have been doing this for you all along."

The matter-of-fact way he says it, like caring for me is as natural as breathing, makes my chest tight with emotion.

"Master Aldrich fed me," I point out weakly.

"Master Aldrich kept you alive," Minos corrects, and there's steel beneath his gentle tone. "There's a difference between sustenance and nourishment, little cow. Between keeping livestock functional and cherishing someone precious."

His words hit me like arrows, each one finding its mark in the tender places of my heart. I've never been cherished before. Never been seen as anything more than functional.

"I don't know how to be cherished," I whisper.

"Then let me teach you," he says, setting aside the bowl to cup my breast fully. "Starting with this—how does it feel when I touch you like this?"

"Good," I breathe, then flush at my own honesty.

"Good how?" he presses, thumb brushing over my peaked nipple. "Different from before?"

I consider the question, trying to find words for sensations I've never been allowed to acknowledge. "Gentle. Like you want to give me pleasure instead of just taking what you want."

"Because I do want to give you pleasure," he says, his other hand coming up to frame my face. "Your body, your gift, your beautiful responses—all of it deserves to be worshipped, not merely used."

The word 'worshipped' makes something clench low in my belly. When he says it, it doesn't sound blasphemous. It sounds right.

"I can feel how you respond to me," he continues, hand sliding down to rest over my heart. "The way your pulse quickens when I praise you. The way you arch into my touch. Your body knows what it wants, even if your mind isn't ready to accept it yet."

He's right, and we both know it. My body has been betraying me since the moment we met, responding to his gentleness with a hunger I've never felt before.

"What does it want?" I ask quietly.

"To be treasured," he says simply. "To be touched with reverence instead of greed. To be fed from instead of milked like livestock."

His hands move to the laces of my bodice, and this time I don't tense. I help him, eager now for the relief and connection only he can provide.

When my breasts are bared to his gaze, he makes that rumbling sound of approval that goes straight to my core.

"Perfect," he breathes. "So full, so ready for me." He cups both breasts in his massive palms, thumbs circling my nipples until I'm gasping. "Do you know what I'm going to do, little cow?"

I shake my head, not trusting my voice.

"I'm going to drink from you until you're empty and satisfied. And while I do, I'm going to tell you exactly what you mean to me. What you're going to mean to me."

Before I can respond, his mouth is on me, lips closing around my left nipple with that exquisite care that makes me sob with relief. But this time feels different. More intense. More claiming.

"That's it," he murmurs between pulls. "Feed your bull, sweet Lyra. Give me what's mine."

The possessive words, combined with the gentle suction, make me arch against him. My hands tangle in his hair, holding him close, and I hear myself making soft sounds of pleasure that I've never made before.

"You taste like honey and sunshine," he continues, switching to my other breast. "Like everything good I've been denied for centuries. Do you know how long I've waited for a little cow with such perfect tits to milk?"

The crude language should shock me, but coming from his lips it sounds like worship. Like he's claiming the earthiest parts of me and finding them sacred.

"How long?" I whisper, lost in the sensation.

"Three hundred years," he says against my skin. "Three hundred years of solitude, dreaming of a mate with sweet milk and fertile curves who could complete me."

The weight of that confession settles over me. Three centuries of loneliness, ended by my stumbling into his maze.

"I'm not special," I protest softly.

He pulls back to look at me, milk glistening on his lips. "You're everything. My sweet little cow, made to feed me, made to carry my offspring, made to be cherished and protected for the rest of your very long life."

"Offspring?" I breathe, and something hot and terrifying unfurls in my belly.

His smile is purely male satisfaction. "Did you think I just wanted your milk, little cow? You're going to give me so much more than that." His hand slides down to rest on my flat stomach, palm warm and possessive. "You're going to give me calves. Beautiful, strong children that I'll put in your fertile little womb while you feed me with these perfect tits."

"I can't," I whisper, even as my core clenches at the thought. "I'm not ready for that."

"Not yet," he agrees, thumb stroking over my belly. "But your body is already preparing for me, isn't it? Getting ready to take my cock, to have that tight little cunt stretched and filled with my seed."

His filthy words paint vivid images in my mind, and I feel myself growing wet with arousal despite my nervousness.

"Can you smell it?" he asks, nose brushing along my collarbone. "How wet your pussy gets when I talk about breeding you? How ready your womb is to be filled?"

A whimper escapes me at his explicit language, and I feel more wetness gather between my thighs.

"That's my good girl," he rumbles approvingly. "Learning to crave what your body needs. What your tight little cunt is begging for."

"I'm scared," I admit.

"Of me?"

"Of wanting this. Of wanting you."

Minos's expression softens, and he cups my face gently. "There's nothing to be afraid of, little cow. I'll take care of you. I'll worship your body, treasure your gift, and protect you from anyone who would dare hurt you."

"But what if—"

"No what-ifs," he interrupts. "Just this. Just us. Just learning what that sweet pussy was made for."

He returns to nursing from me, and I let myself sink into the sensation. Let myself imagine what it would be like to truly belong to him, to carry his children, to never have to fear cruel hands or harsh words again.

When he's finished, when I'm empty and languid in his arms, he doesn't pull away like I expect. Instead, his hand slides down from my stomach to rest on my thigh, and I feel my breath catch.

"You're wet," he observes with dark satisfaction. "So ready for pleasure you've never been properly given. Your little cunt is just begging to be touched, isn't it?"

"Minos..." I whisper, not sure if I'm warning him away or encouraging him.

"What do you need, sweet thing? Tell me."

The question catches me off guard. When was the last time someone asked what I needed instead of simply taking what they wanted?

"I don't know," I admit honestly.

"Then let me help you figure it out," he says, hand moving higher on my thigh. "Let me show you what it feels like to have pleasure given freely instead of stolen."

"What if I'm bad at it?" The question slips out before I can stop it, revealing fears I didn't know I was carrying.

"Bad at what? Receiving pleasure?" His expression grows serious. "Lyra, there's no such thing as being bad at letting someone worship your body. All you have to do is feel."

"Master Aldrich always said—"

"Master Aldrich is a fucking bastard who wouldn't know how to please a woman if his life depended on it," Minos interrupts harshly. "Whatever lies he told you about your body, your responses, your worth—forget them. I'm going to show you the truth."

His hand continues its slow journey upward, and I find myself holding my breath in anticipation.

"The truth is," he continues, voice dropping to something almost hypnotic, "your body is perfect. Your responses are beautiful. And you deserve to feel incredible pleasure."

When his fingers finally brush against my most sensitive place through my undergarments, I cry out at the sensation. I'm shamefully wet, my body betraying just how much his words and touch affect me.

"So fucking perfect," he rumbles approvingly. "So ready for your bull's mouth on that sweet cunt."

"I've never..." I start, then lose my nerve.

"Never what? Never had someone taste you properly? Never had a man worship your pussy like the sacred altar it is?"

I shake my head, unable to form words.

"Then you're in for a revelation, little cow," he says, beginning to gather my skirts. "Because I'm going to show you exactly what it means to be treasured."

"Then you're in for a revelation, little cow," he says, his hands sliding down to gather my skirts. "Because I'm going to show you exactly what it means to be treasured."

His fingers trace along my thighs as he lifts the fabric, and I gasp at the foreign sensation. No one has ever touched me there with anything but cruelty or indifference.

"So soft," he murmurs, his touch feather-light as he explores. "So perfect. Have you ever been properly worshipped here, sweet Lyra?"

I shake my head, unable to find words as his hands map the sensitive skin of my inner thighs.

"Then let me be the first," he says, pressing gentle kisses along my collarbone as his fingers continue their exploration. "Let me show you what your body was made to feel."

When his thumb brushes against my most sensitive place through my thin undergarments, I cry out at the intensity of sensation. I'm shamefully wet already, my body betraying just how much his attention affects me.

"So ready for me," he rumbles approvingly. "So perfect. Your little cunt is already weeping for attention, isn't it?"

The crude word should shock me, but from his lips it sounds like worship. Like he's claiming the most intimate parts of me and finding them sacred.

"I don't understand what's happening to me," I whisper as he slowly removes the barrier of fabric.

"Your body is waking up," he explains, his fingers now touching me directly, skin to skin. "Learning what it means to be pleasured instead of used."

The first touch of his mouth against me makes me sob with sensation I never knew existed. There's no roughness, no taking—just endless, patient worship that builds heat in my belly until I'm shaking with it.

"Minos," I gasp, hands tangling in his hair as he works magic with his tongue.

"That's it," he murmurs against my pussy, the vibration of his words making me arch off the furs. "Let me taste you properly. Let me show you what that sweet cunt was made for."

He finds a rhythm that has me panting, his large, rough tongue circling and teasing until I'm desperate for something I can't name. When he slides one thick finger inside me, I cry out at the stretch and fullness.

"So tight," he groans, adding a second finger and making me whimper. "So perfect for my cock. But not yet, little cow. First, you're going to learn how to come on my tongue."

The combination of his fingers and mouth is overwhelming. He works me with patient skill, building pressure until I feel like I might fly apart. When his lips close around that sensitive bundle of nerves and suck gently, I shatter completely.

My climax tears through me like lightning, making me scream his name as waves of pleasure crash over me. He works me through it with infinite patience, only gentling his touch when I'm boneless and gasping beneath him.

"Beautiful," he murmurs, pressing soft kisses to my thighs as I recover. "My perfect little cow, learning to come for her bull like a good girl."

Afterward, as I lie boneless and gasping in his arms, I realize something fundamental has changed. I'm not the same broken girl who stumbled into his maze. I'm becoming something new.

Something that belongs to him.

"How do you feel?" he asks softly, stroking my hair.

"Different," I whisper. "Like I'm discovering parts of myself I never knew existed."

"Good," he says with deep satisfaction. "Because tomorrow, we're going to explore even more of what that beautiful body can feel. What that sweet pussy was made to take."


CHAPTER FIVE

I wake to the sensation of being watched, and when I open my eyes, I find Minos crouched beside me like a predator ready to pounce. But it's his expression that steals my breath—raw hunger mixed with something almost feral.

There's something different about him this morning. His amber eyes burn brighter, his nostrils flare with each breath, and every muscle in his massive frame seems coiled with barely restrained tension.

"What is it?" I whisper, suddenly very aware of my body in ways I wasn't yesterday.

"You," he growls, and his voice is rougher than usual, more animal than man. "Your scent... Fuck, Lyra, you smell like you need to be bred."

A flush creeps up my neck as understanding dawns. My cycle—I'd been so focused on everything else that I hadn't been tracking it, but he's right. I can feel it now that he's mentioned it, the subtle changes in my body, the way my skin feels more sensitive, more alive.

"How can you tell?" I breathe.

"I can smell it on you," he says, moving closer despite what looks like a struggle for control. "Sweet and fertile and absolutely ready to be fucked. My little cow needs her bull's cock stretching her tight pussy."

The explicit words should shock me, but instead they send arousal spiraling straight between my legs. My body is responding to his crude promises in ways I don't fully understand, growing slick with need.

"What does it mean?" I ask quietly. "For your kind, when a female is... like this?"

His pupils dilate further, if that's even possible. "It means every instinct I have is screaming at me to pin you down and fuck you until you're swollen with my calves. It means my control is hanging by a thread."

The confession should terrify me, but instead it sends a thrill through my chest. The idea of being so desired, so needed by this magnificent creature, is intoxicating.

"But you won't," I say, and it's not quite a question.

"Not until you beg me for it," he confirms, though his voice is strained with the effort of restraint. "But fuck, little cow, you're making it difficult."

He stands abruptly and begins pacing the chamber like a caged animal, all restless energy and barely leashed power. Watching him move, seeing the evidence of his arousal straining against his loincloth, makes something primal respond in my belly.

"Tell me about it," I say, surprising myself with the request. "About what this means for your kind."

He pauses in his pacing to look at me, and there's something almost grateful in his expression. Like talking about it might help him maintain control.

"For minotaurs, a female's fertile time is..." He searches for words. "Sacred. Powerful. It calls to everything primitive in us. The need to breed, to claim, to ensure our bloodline continues."

"And for the female?"

"More sensitive. More responsive. Your body produces different pheromones, prepares itself to be filled and bred." His hands clench into fists. "Everything about you right now is designed to make me lose my fucking mind."

The raw honesty in his voice makes me clench with arousal. "What if I want you to lose control?"

The words slip out before I can stop them, and Minos goes perfectly still.

"Lyra," he warns, voice dropping to something dangerous.

"I'm not saying... not saying I'm ready for everything," I clarify quickly. "But maybe we could play a game? Like you mentioned before?"

His smile is sharp and predatory. "What kind of game did you have in mind, little cow?"

"The kind where you chase me," I whisper, my heart already starting to race with anticipation. "Where I run and you follow, and when you catch me..."

"When I catch you?" he prompts, moving closer.

"You show me what it feels like to be properly hunted by someone who treasures the chase."

For a moment, he doesn't respond, just stares at me with those burning amber eyes. Then his expression shifts into something that makes my breath catch.

"Are you certain? Because once I start hunting you when you smell like this, when your body is calling to mine, I won't be as gentle as before."

"I don't want you to be gentle," I admit. "I want to see what it feels like to be desired this much. To be wanted so completely that you can barely control yourself."

His growl of approval vibrates through the air between us. "My brave little cow. Do you know what you're asking for?"

"I'm asking to stop being afraid," I say, standing and moving toward the chamber entrance. "I'm asking to see what happens when I stop running from what I want."

"And what do you want?"

I meet his burning gaze directly. "I want you to catch me. I want you to show me what it feels like to surrender to someone who will never hurt me."

The silence stretches between us, heavy with promise and possibility. Then Minos's lips curve in a smile that's pure predator.

"Run," he commands, voice rough with desire.

I bolt from the chamber, my bare feet silent on the smooth stone. But this time feels different from my panicked flight that first night. This is anticipation rather than fear, excitement rather than terror. I'm not running from something—I'm running toward it.

I can hear him behind me, not immediately giving chase but letting me get ahead. Building the tension, the anticipation of being caught.

"I can smell you, little cow," his voice drifts through the corridors, and I shiver at the dark promise in it. "Your wet pussy is calling to my cock. You're leaving a trail of arousal right to that sweet cunt."

The filthy words make me stumble, arousal flooding between my legs at his crude assessment. I've never heard someone speak about my body with such raw, desperate hunger.

I turn left, then right, trying to stay ahead of him, but I can hear him getting closer. The sound of his hooves on stone echoes off the walls, steady and relentless.

"You can't hide from me," he continues, his voice closer now. "Not when you smell like a bitch in heat. Not when your fertile little body is begging to be bred."

I duck into a side passage, pressing my back against the wall and trying to quiet my breathing. My body is alive with sensation, every nerve ending heightened by the chase and his explicit promises.

For a moment, there's silence, and I wonder if I've actually managed to lose him. Then I hear the soft scrape of hooves, deliberately slow, and I realize he's stalking me now.

"Found you," he rumbles from much closer than I expected.

I spin around to find him filling the corridor behind me, and the sight of him takes my breath away. He looks magnificent and dangerous—muscles coiled for action, eyes blazing with primal need, his arousal obviously straining against his loincloth.

"Run," he says again, but this time it's softer. A command, but also a promise.

I turn and flee down the nearest passage, my heart hammering with excitement rather than fear. I can hear him pursuing me, not running but stalking with predatory patience. Like he knows I can't escape, that this is just prolonging the inevitable.

I round a corner and find myself in a dead end—the same type of corridor where we first met. But this time, when I turn to face him, I'm not afraid.

I'm exhilarated.

"Nowhere left to run, little cow," he rumbles, approaching slowly like I might bolt again.

"I know," I whisper, and the admission surprises us both.

"Do you?" He stops just out of reach, studying my face with those burning amber eyes. "Do you know why you led me here? Why you chose a dead end instead of continuing to run?"

I shake my head, but even as I do, I suspect I know the answer.

"Because you want to be caught," he says softly. "Because your body is screaming for mine, and you're finally ready to stop fighting it."

He's right, and we both know it. My entire body is trembling with need, with the desire to be claimed by this magnificent creature who looks at me like I'm everything he's ever wanted.

"I'm scared," I admit.

"Of what?"

"Of how much I want this. Want you."

His expression gentles slightly, though the hunger never leaves his eyes. "There's nothing to be afraid of, Lyra. I'm going to take care of you. Make you feel so good you'll forget every cruel touch you've ever endured."

He steps closer, and I can feel the heat radiating from his massive body. "Tell me you want this. Tell me you want your bull to touch you."

"I want it," I breathe. "I want you to touch me."

"Where?" he asks, another step closer. "How?"

The explicit question makes me flush, but I force myself to answer. "Everywhere. However you want."

"However I want?" His smile is sharp and predatory. "My sweet little cow, you have no idea what you're offering."

Before I can respond, he's moving. One moment he's several feet away, the next his massive hands are braced against the wall on either side of my head, caging me in. His body heat radiates against me, and I can smell him, earth and musk and something wild that makes my head spin.

"Say it again," he commands, voice dropping to that tone that makes my knees weak. "Tell me you want me to touch your fertile little pussy. Tell me you want me to make you come on my hands like the good little cow you are."

"Yes," I gasp, past the point of shame. "I want it. I want you to touch me."

His rumble of approval vibrates against my skin as he leans closer, his breath hot against my ear.

"That's my good girl," he murmurs. "My perfect little cow, finally admitting what she needs."

His hands move to frame my face, tilting my head up to meet his burning gaze. "But first, you need to feed me. I can smell how full you are, how ready those perfect tits are to nourish your bull."

Now that he mentions it, I can feel the familiar ache building in my breasts. The chase and arousal have only intensified my body's response to him.

"Please," I whisper, already reaching for my laces.

He helps me undress, and when my breasts are bared to his gaze, his expression becomes something close to worshipful.

"Beautiful," he breathes, cupping them gently. "So full, so ready. You're going to feed me while I pleasure you, aren't you, little cow? Going to nurse your bull while he shows you what that sweet pussy was made for."

The combination of his words and his gentle touch makes me arch against him, and I feel milk beginning to let down in response to his proximity.

When his mouth closes around my nipple, the sensation is so intense I cry out. Every nerve ending seems heightened by my fertile state, every pull of his lips sending sparks of pleasure straight to my core.

"That's it," he murmurs between draws. "Feed your bull, sweet Lyra. Give me what's mine while I take care of that dripping cunt."

His free hand slides down my body, gathering my skirt in his fist, and I feel myself trembling with anticipation. When his fingers finally brush against my most sensitive place, I nearly sob with the sensation.

"So fucking wet," he groans against my breast. "So ready for your bull's touch. Can you feel how swollen your clit is? How desperate your tight little cunt is to be filled?"

His fingers move with exquisite skill, finding places that make me gasp and arch against him. The combination of his mouth on my breast and his hand between my legs is overwhelming, building pressure in my core that threatens to consume me.

"Minos," I gasp, feeling myself getting close to that edge again.

"I know," he says, increasing the pressure of his touch. "Let go for me, little cow. Show me how beautiful you are when you come for your bull."

When the climax hits, it's more intense than anything I've experienced before. I cry out his name, my body convulsing with pleasure so sharp it borders on painful.

He works me through it with infinite patience, only easing his touch when I'm shaking and gasping in his arms.

"Perfect," he murmurs, settling me against his chest. "My perfect little cow, coming so hard from being properly touched. You're going to be incredible when I finally get my cock inside that tight pussy."

The promise makes me clench with renewed arousal, even as exhausted as I am.

"When?" I whisper.

"Soon," he says, pressing a kiss to my forehead. "Very soon. Your body is almost ready for me, little cow. And when it is, I'm going to claim you so thoroughly you'll never doubt who you belong to."

As he carries me back to our chamber, I find myself looking forward to that claiming with an anticipation that overwhelms any lingering fear.


CHAPTER SIX

I wake to the feeling of Minos's massive hands stroking my hair, and when I open my eyes, I find him watching me with an intensity that makes my breath catch.

"How do you feel?" he asks, voice rougher than usual.

"Good," I whisper, surprised to realize it's true. The soreness between my thighs from this thick fingers is a pleasant reminder of yesterday's pleasure, and my body feels more alive than it ever has. More aware of itself, of its desires.

"Good enough to play another game?" His amber eyes burn with promise, and I feel my pulse quicken.

"What kind of game?"

His smile is pure predator. "The kind where you fight me, little cow. Where you struggle and resist while we both know you want to be overpowered."

Arousal floods my core at his words. The idea of mock resistance, of being able to "fight" someone I trust completely, is intoxicating. A way to reclaim some of what was stolen from me.

"What are the rules?" I ask, and his expression flares with satisfaction at my interest.

"Simple," he says, fingers trailing down my neck. "You try to escape. I catch you. And when I do, you submit to whatever I want to do to that beautiful body."

"And if I actually escape?"

His laugh is dark and knowing. "Little cow, we both know you don't want to actually escape. But if you somehow manage it, I'll let you set the rules for our next encounter."

The offer is tempting, even though we both know I have no real intention of getting away from him.

"What happens when you catch me this time?" I breathe.

"This time, I'm going to make you admit what you really are," he says, thumb brushing over my pulse point. "My sweet little slut who gets wet from being dominated."

The degrading word should shock me, but coming from his lips it sounds like worship. Like he's claiming the darkest parts of me that I've never dared acknowledge.

"I'm not—" I start, but he cuts me off with a knowing smile.

"You're not what? A slut who loves having her tits sucked and her pussy licked? A little cow who gets off on being called dirty names by her bull?"

Each word sends sparks through my body, and I feel myself growing slick despite my protests.

"See?" he murmurs, nose brushing against my throat. "Your body knows the truth even when your mind won't admit it."

"It's not proper," I whisper weakly.

"Fuck proper," he growls. "Proper is for women who haven't found their bull. You belong to me now, which means you can be as improper as you want."

The permission to embrace the darker side of my desires is intoxicating. With Master Aldrich, my arousal had been shameful, something to hide. But Minos wants to see every part of me, even the parts I'm afraid to acknowledge.

"Should we discuss boundaries?" I ask, some practical part of my mind asserting itself. "Things that are off-limits?"

His expression grows serious, and he cups my face gently. "Always. What don't you want, little cow? What would make you feel unsafe?"

I consider the question, surprised by how much I trust him to respect whatever limits I set. "No restraints that I can't break free from. And if I say stop, you stop immediately."

"Of course," he agrees readily. "Anything else?"

"I... I don't want you to hurt me. Not really hurt me."

"Never," he says firmly. "I might overwhelm you, might dominate you completely, but I will never cause you real pain. You have my word."

The sincerity in his voice does something warm and soft to my chest. "What about you? What do you want from this?"

"I want to see you let go completely," he says honestly. "I want to watch you stop fighting your desires and embrace what you need. I want to see my perfect little cow become the insatiable slut I know she can be."

"And what's my safe word?" I ask.

"Sanctuary," he says without hesitation. "Because that's what this place is for you. What I am for you."

The word choice makes my throat tight with emotion. He really does see himself as my protector, even when we're playing games like this.

"Now," he says, standing and moving away from me, "are you going to run, or do I need to chase you from the start?"

I scramble to my feet, suddenly understanding the game. I'm supposed to flee, to make him work for what he wants. The thought sends adrenaline coursing through my veins.

"You'll have to catch me first," I say, backing toward the chamber entrance.

His laugh is dark and promising. "That's my good little slut. Now run."

I bolt from the chamber, my bare feet silent on the stone floors. But this time feels different from yesterday's chase. I'm not running from fear—I'm running toward something. Toward the moment when he'll overpower me and show me exactly what I've become.

I can hear him behind me, not chasing at full speed but stalking with deliberate patience. The sound of his hooves on stone echoes through the corridors, steady and relentless.

"You can't hide from me, little cow," his voice drifts through the maze. "I can smell how wet your pussy gets when you think about being caught."

His crude words make me stumble, arousal flooding between my legs. He's right—I am wet. Soaked, actually, just from the promise of what's coming.

I duck into a side passage, pressing my back against the wall and trying to quiet my breathing. For a moment, there's silence, and I wonder if I've actually managed to lose him.

Then massive hands slam against the wall on either side of my head, and I find myself trapped between stone and muscle.

"Found you," he rumbles, and his voice is pure satisfaction.

"No," I gasp, though my body is already responding to his proximity. "Let me go."

"Let you go?" His laugh is dark. "My sweet little cow, you led me right to you. You want to be caught."

"I don't," I lie, pressing my palms against his chest and pushing weakly.

"Don't you?" One hand drops to cup my breast through my dress, and I arch into the touch despite myself. "Then why are your nipples hard? Why is milk already leaking through your dress?"

He's right. My body is betraying me completely, preparing to feed him even as I pretend to resist.

"Because you know what you are," he continues, thumb circling my peaked nipple. "You're my little slut who gets off on being dominated. On being used for my pleasure."

"I'm not," I whimper, but the protest lacks conviction.

"Prove it," he challenges. "Fight me properly. Make me work for what I want."

The dare ignites something fierce in my chest. Without thinking, I bring my knee up toward his groin, but he catches my leg easily, pinning it against his hip.

"Better," he approves, pressing closer so I can feel his hard cock against my belly. "But not good enough."

I try to twist away, but his free hand tangles in my hair, holding me still while he grinds against me.

"That's it," he growls. "Struggle for me, little cow. Show me how much you want to be overpowered."

I rake my nails down his chest, and he hisses with pleasure rather than pain. The sound sends arousal straight to my core.

"Such a fierce little slut," he murmurs approvingly. "Fighting so hard when we both know you want my cock inside you."

"No," I gasp, but my body is pressing against him of its own accord.

"No?" His hand releases my hair to slide down my body, gathering my skirt in his fist. "Then why is your pussy so fucking wet?"

When his fingers find me through my thin undergarments, I cry out at the contact. I'm soaked, my body's arousal evident even through the fabric.

"Liar," he says softly. "My sweet little liar who pretends she doesn't want to be fucked senseless."

"Please," I whimper.

"Please what? Please let you go? Or please make you come like the desperate little slut you are?"

His fingers stroke me through the damp fabric, and I moan despite myself.

"I can feel how swollen your clit is," he murmurs. "How ready your tight little cunt is to be filled. Tell me what you want, Lyra."

"I want..." I start, then lose my nerve.

"Say it," he commands, increasing the pressure of his touch. "Say you want your bull to dominate you. To use you like the good little cow you are."

The combination of his commanding voice and skilled fingers is overwhelming. My resistance crumbles completely.

"Yes," I sob. "I want it. I want you to dominate me."

"And what are you?" he asks, pulling aside my undergarments and touching me properly for the first time.

"I'm... I'm your little slut," I gasp as his fingers find my clit.

"That's right," he says with deep satisfaction. "My perfect little slut who loves being used for my pleasure."

He spins me around suddenly, pressing my front against the cold stone wall while his body cages me from behind. I can feel his hard cock pressing against my ass through his loincloth, and the reminder of his size makes me shiver with anticipation.

"Such a good girl," he murmurs, one hand palming my breast while the other slides between my legs from behind. "Learning to admit what you really are."

When he slides two thick fingers inside me, I cry out at the stretch. It's more than yesterday, but my body welcomes the intrusion eagerly.

"Fuck, you're tight," he growls, beginning a steady rhythm. "So ready to be stretched by something bigger."

"Minos," I gasp, pressing back against his hand.

"That's it, little cow. Fuck yourself on my fingers like the desperate slut you are."

His crude encouragement sends me over the edge, and I come hard around his fingers with a cry that echoes through the corridor.

"Beautiful," he murmurs, working me through the aftershocks. "My perfect little cow, coming so hard from being finger-fucked against a wall."

When he withdraws his fingers, I whimper at the loss. But then I feel him adjusting his loincloth behind me, and my breath catches.

"Soon," he promises, the head of his cock brushing against my entrance through the fabric. "Very soon, I'm going to split this tight little cunt open on my cock. Fill you so full of my seed that it takes."

The promise makes me clench with need, and I find myself pressing back against him.

"You want that, don't you?" he asks. "Want to be bred like the good little cow you are?"

"Yes," I breathe, past the point of shame. "I want it."

"Then soon," he says, stepping back and leaving me aching and empty. "Very soon, you'll get exactly what that greedy pussy is begging for."

As he scoops me up and carries me back to our chamber, I realize I'm no longer afraid of what I'm becoming.

I'm his little slut, his perfect cow, and soon I'm going to let him prove it completely.

The thought fills me with dark anticipation that has nothing to do with fear and everything to do with finally embracing who I really am.


CHAPTER SEVEN

I wake to silence, but it's a different kind of quiet than before. Not the tense stillness of fear, but something deeper. Peaceful. Like my body has finally stopped fighting itself and accepted what it wants.

What I want.

Minos isn't beside me, and for a moment panic flutters in my chest. Has he left? Have I driven him away with my constant push and pull, my inability to simply accept what he's offering?

But then I hear the soft splash of water from the spring, and I realize he's simply bathing. Giving me space to process what happened yesterday, what I discovered about myself when I "fought" him in that corridor.

I touch my lips, remembering the filthy words that spilled from them. The way I begged him to dominate me, called myself his little slut like it was something to be proud of. A week ago, the memory would have filled me with shame. Now it sends warmth spiraling through my core.

"You're awake," Minos's voice rumbles from across the chamber, and I turn to find him rising from the spring like some ancient god. Water cascades down his massive form, over the carved muscles of his chest and shoulders, and I can't look away.

He's magnificent. Powerful and dangerous and completely, utterly male. And somehow, impossibly, he's mine.

The thought should terrify me, but instead it fills me with a fierce possessiveness I've never felt before.

"How do you feel?" he asks, reaching for a cloth to dry himself.

"Different," I admit, sitting up among the furs. "Like I discovered something about myself I didn't know existed."

His smile is warm, approving. "And how does that make you feel?"

I consider the question honestly. "Free. For the first time in my life, I feel... free."

He moves toward me with that predatory grace, but this time I don't tense. Instead, I watch the play of muscles beneath his skin, the way his amber eyes burn with controlled hunger, and I feel my body responding with eager anticipation rather than fear.

"Good," he says, settling beside me on the furs. "Because freedom is what I want to give you, little cow. The freedom to be exactly who you are, to want exactly what you want, without shame or fear."

His hand reaches up to stroke my hair, and I lean into the touch like a cat seeking affection. The gesture feels natural now, right in a way nothing ever has before.

"I've been thinking," I say softly, "about what you said yesterday. About teaching me to ask for what I need."

"And what do you need, Lyra?"

The question hangs between us, heavy with possibility. A week ago, I wouldn't have been able to answer. A day ago, I would have been too afraid. But now...

"You," I whisper. "I need you."

Something flares in his amber eyes, hot and possessive. "In what way?"

"All the ways…" I breathe, and the admission feels like jumping off a cliff. "I want to touch you the way you touch me. I want to learn your body the way you've learned mine. I want to stop being afraid of what I feel."

His rumble of approval vibrates through the air between us. "My brave little cow. Do you know what you're asking for?"

"I'm asking to stop running," I say, reaching up to cup his face the way he's done to me so many times. "I'm asking to surrender. Completely."

For a moment, he goes perfectly still, like he can't quite believe what he's hearing. Then his hand covers mine, pressing my palm more firmly against his cheek.

"Are you certain? Because once you give yourself to me, Lyra, I'll never let you go. You'll be mine for the rest of your very long life."

The promise should intimidate me. Instead, it fills me with a bone-deep certainty I've never felt before.

"I'm already yours," I tell him. "I think I have been since that first night, when you called me precious instead of property. I just needed time to understand what that meant."

"And what does it mean?"

I lean closer, until I can feel his breath ghosting across my lips. "It means I trust you. Completely. With my body, my pleasure, my safety. My heart."

The last word comes out as barely a whisper, but his sharp intake of breath tells me he heard it clearly.

"Your heart," he repeats, and there's something almost reverent in his voice.

"Yes," I confirm, and suddenly I need him to understand the depth of what I'm offering. "I love you, Minos. I love your gentleness, your strength, the way you make me feel cherished. I love the monster who calls me his little cow like it's the most beautiful thing in the world."

For a heartbeat, he doesn't respond. Then his arms come around me, pulling me against his chest so fiercely I can barely breathe.

"Lyra," he growls against my hair. "My perfect, precious little cow. Do you have any idea how long I've waited to hear those words?"

"How long?" I ask, though I think I already know the answer.

"Centuries," he confirms, pulling back to look at me with eyes that burn with emotion too deep for words. "Centuries of solitude, dreaming of a mate who would love the beast as well as the man. Who would see my nature and choose me anyway."

"I don't choose you anyway," I correct softly. "I choose you because of who you are. All of who you are."

His kiss, when it comes, is different from anything before. Not gentle or careful, but claiming. Possessive. Like he's trying to consume me, to merge us into something that can never be separated.

I kiss him back with equal fervor, pouring all my newfound certainty into the connection between us. My hands tangle in his hair, holding him close, and I feel him rumble with approval against my mouth.

When we finally break apart, we're both breathing hard.

"Show me," I whisper against his lips. "Show me what it means to surrender to you completely."

His smile is sharp and predatory and beautiful. "My eager little cow. Are you certain you're ready for that?"

Instead of answering with words, I reach for the laces of my bodice. But this time, I don't stop at exposing my breasts. I continue undressing, letting the fabric pool around my hips before standing to let it fall completely.

For the first time, I'm completely naked before him, and instead of shame, I feel powerful. Beautiful. Desired.

His gaze devours every inch of my skin, and the raw hunger in his expression makes me feel like a goddess.

"Perfect," he breathes. "So fucking perfect for me."

Then I do something that surprises us both—I reach for his loincloth, fingers working at the ties with shaking but determined hands.

"I want you," I say firmly. "All of you. I want to touch you the way you've touched me."

He doesn't stop me, but I can feel the tension in his massive frame as I push the leather away. When he's finally naked before me, I can't suppress my gasp.

He's enormous everywhere, his cock thick and hard and somehow even more intimidating than I expected. But there's also something beautiful about him, something that speaks to the most primal part of my femininity.

"Don't be afraid," he says gently, though I can hear the strain in his voice.

"I'm not," I realize with surprise. "I'm... fascinated."

Slowly, giving him time to stop me, I reach out to touch him. His skin is hot silk over steel, and when my fingers wrap around his shaft, he makes a sound I've never heard before—raw and desperate and completely undone.

"Fuck," he groans, hips jerking slightly into my touch. "Lyra, you don't know what you're doing to me."

"Then tell me," I say, growing bolder. "Teach me how to touch you. How to make you feel as good as you make me feel."

What follows is an education in pleasure I never could have imagined. He guides my hands, shows me how to stroke him, where to apply pressure, how to use my mouth in ways that make him throw his head back and roar with satisfaction.

But more than the physical techniques, he teaches me about power. About how surrender can be its own form of control, how giving pleasure can be just as intoxicating as receiving it.

When I take him in my mouth for the first time, when I hear him chanting my name like a prayer, I finally understand what he meant about being treasured. I'm not just receiving his worship—I'm giving it in return.

"Enough," he finally gasps, pulling me away before he loses control completely. "If you keep that up, I'll come down your throat, and I want to be inside you when that happens."

The crude promise sends liquid arousal pooling between my thighs. "Is that what you want? To be inside me?"

"It's what I need," he corrects, hands framing my face. "But only if it's what you want too. Only if you're ready to be claimed completely."

I look into his burning amber eyes, this magnificent creature who's shown me what it means to be cherished, and I realize there's no question in my mind.

"I'm ready," I whisper. "I want you to claim me, Minos. I want to be yours in every way possible."

"And I want to belong to you too," he says, pressing his forehead against mine. "My fierce little cow who's learned to ask for what she wants. Do you know what you're asking for?"

"I'm asking you to make love to me," I say with growing confidence. "I'm asking you to show me what it feels like to be worshipped by someone who treasures me. I'm asking you to fill me with your seed and make me truly yours."

His growl of approval vibrates through both our bodies. "Then lie back, my perfect little cow. Let me show you exactly what it means to surrender to your bull."

As I settle back among the furs, as he positions himself above me with careful reverence, I realize this is it—the moment everything changes. The moment I stop being a victim and become a willing participant in my own story.

"I love you," I tell him as he settles between my thighs, and the words feel like a benediction.

"And I love you," he replies, the tip of his cock pressing against my entrance. "My brave, beautiful little cow. Are you ready to be mine forever?"

"Yes," I breathe, and mean it with every fiber of my being. "Make me yours, Minos. Completely."

As he begins to push inside me, as my body stretches to accommodate his size, I close my eyes and surrender to the sensation. To him. To us.


CHAPTER EIGHT

The stretch is overwhelming.

Minos moves with exquisite care, letting my body adjust to his size inch by devastating inch, but I still feel like I'm being split apart. Not painfully—he's prepared me too well for that—but completely. Like he's claiming parts of me I didn't know existed.

"Breathe, little cow," he murmurs against my ear, his massive frame trembling with the effort of restraint. "Let your body open for me. Let me in."

I try to relax, try to accept the impossible fullness, but it's so much more intense than his fingers were. He's huge everywhere, stretching me beyond what should be possible, and yet my body seems to welcome the invasion. Like I was made for this. Made for him.

"That's it," he encourages as I consciously release the tension in my muscles. "Good girl. Such a good little cow, taking her bull's cock so beautifully."

The praise sends warmth flooding through me, and I feel myself growing even wetter around him. He notices immediately, of course, his rumble of approval vibrating through both our bodies.

"You like that, don't you?" he asks, pushing deeper as my body yields to him. "Like being told what a perfect little slut you are for your bull. How good you feel wrapped around my cock."

"Yes," I gasp, because denial is impossible when he's literally inside me, when I can feel how my body is responding to his filthy words. "I like it when you call me yours."

"Because you are mine," he growls, finally seating himself fully inside me. "Every inch of this tight little cunt belongs to me now. Every drop of milk from these perfect tits. Every breath in your lungs."

The possessive declaration should terrify me, but instead it makes me clench around him, drawing a harsh groan from his throat.

"Feel that?" he asks, holding perfectly still to let me adjust. "Feel how perfectly you fit around me? Like your body was made to take my cock, to be bred by your bull."

"Minos," I whimper, overwhelmed by the sensation of being so completely filled.

"What do you need, little cow? Tell me."

"Move," I breathe. "Please. I need you to fuck me."

His smile is pure male satisfaction. "My eager little slut. Already begging for more."

When he withdraws slightly and pushes back in, the friction is exquisite. Different from his fingers, more intense, more claiming. I arch beneath him, seeking more of that devastating sensation.

"That's it," he praises, establishing a slow, deep rhythm. "Take your bull's cock like the good little cow you are. Show me how much you want to be bred."

The word 'bred' sends a thrill through me that I don't fully understand. There's something primal about it, something that speaks to the deepest parts of my femininity. The idea of being claimed so thoroughly, of carrying his offspring, should be terrifying. Instead, it's intoxicating.

"I can feel how wet you're getting," he continues, his pace still maddeningly slow. "How your greedy little cunt grips me every time I mention breeding you. You want it, don't you? Want me to fill you with my seed until your belly swells with my calves."

"Yes," I sob, past the point of shame. "I want it. I want everything."

"Everything?" His thrusts grow deeper, more purposeful. "Tell me what you want, Lyra. Say it."

"I want you to breed me," I gasp, the words tumbling out in a rush. "I want you to fill me with your cum until I'm carrying your babies. I want to be your little cow forever."

His roar of approval echoes through the chamber, and suddenly his careful restraint snaps. His hips slam forward, driving into me with a force that steals my breath, and I cry out at the intensity.

"That's my perfect little slut," he growls, setting a punishing pace that has me seeing stars. "Begging to be bred like the desperate little cow you are. You want my seed? You want to carry my offspring?"

"Yes!" I scream, my body arching off the furs as pleasure builds to impossible heights. "Please, Minos, please breed me!"

"Then take it," he snarls, one hand fisting in my hair while the other grips my hip hard enough to bruise. "Take every drop of cum your bull gives you. Let me pump you so full of my seed that it has nowhere to go but deep into your fertile little womb."

His words, combined with the relentless drive of his cock, push me over an edge I didn't know existed. I come with a scream that tears from my throat, my entire body convulsing around him as waves of pleasure crash through me.

But he doesn't stop. If anything, the feeling of me clenching around him seems to drive him wilder, his thrusts becoming almost brutal in their intensity.

"That's it," he pants, sweat beading on his forehead from the effort. "Come on my cock like a good little cow. Show me how much you love being fucked by your bull."

Before I can recover from the first climax, he's driving me toward another. His hand finds my clit, rubbing in tight circles while he pounds into me, and I can only sob and take what he gives me.

"Going to come again," he observes with dark satisfaction. "My insatiable little slut, getting off on being bred. Can you feel how deep I am? How my cock is kissing your womb with every thrust?"

The mental image he paints is obscene and perfect, and I feel myself tightening around him again.

"That's where I'm going to put my seed," he continues, his voice rough with approaching climax. "Deep in your fertile little cunt, right against your womb. Going to fill you so full of cum that you'll be dripping for days."

"Please," I whimper, though I'm not sure what I'm begging for anymore.

"Please what? Please breed you? Please fill your tight little pussy with so much cum you'll definitely be pregnant?"

"Yes," I sob. "All of it. Everything."

"Then come for me again," he commands, increasing the pressure on my clit. "Come on my cock while I pump you full of my seed. Show me what a good little breeding cow you are."

The combination of his words and his touch sends me flying apart again, and this time he follows me over. His roar shakes the chamber as he slams deep and holds, his cock pulsing inside me as he empties himself into my willing body.

I can feel it—the hot rush of his release filling me, claiming me in the most primitive way possible. It seems to go on forever, pulse after pulse of his seed coating my inner walls, and the sensation is so intensely intimate that tears spring to my eyes.

"Mine," he growls against my throat, still coming inside me. "My perfect little cow, taking all of my cum like she was made for it."

"Yours," I agree breathlessly, my body still trembling from the intensity of what we've shared. "Always yours."

When he finally stills, we're both breathing hard, sweat-slicked and utterly spent. But instead of pulling away, he rolls us so I'm sprawled across his chest, keeping us connected.

"How do you feel?" he asks after a few minutes, his hand stroking soothingly down my back.

"Full," I whisper, and it's true in more ways than one. Physically, yes, but also emotionally. Like a part of me that's been empty my entire life has finally been filled.

"Good," he says with deep satisfaction. "Because we're not done yet."

I lift my head to look at him, surprised. "We're not?"

His smile is wicked. "Little cow, I've been waiting three centuries for a mate to breed. One round isn't nearly enough to satisfy me."

As if to prove his point, I can feel him hardening inside me again, his refractory period apparently nonexistent. The sensation makes me gasp and clench around him involuntarily.

"Besides," he continues, beginning to move again with slow, deliberate thrusts, "I need to make sure my seed takes. Need to fuck you until your fertile little womb has no choice but to accept my gift."

The idea that he's not done with me, that he plans to claim me again and again until I'm thoroughly bred, sends fresh arousal coursing through my veins.

"How many times?" I breathe, already getting lost in the sensation of him moving inside me.

"As many as it takes," he promises, his pace increasing. "Until you're so full of my cum that you can feel it sloshing inside you. Until there's no doubt that you're carrying my calves."

"And then?"

His smile is pure possession. "Then I'll keep fucking you anyway, because you're mine and I can never get enough of this perfect little cunt."

What follows is a claiming so thorough, so complete, that I lose track of everything except the feeling of being taken by him. Again and again he fills me, each climax more intense than the last, until I'm a sobbing, shaking mess beneath him.

He takes me on my back, my side, my hands and knees—each position allowing him to reach different depths, to claim me in new ways. By the time he's finally satisfied, hours have passed and I'm utterly ruined for any other touch.

"Perfect," he murmurs as we finally lie still, my body draped over his like I never want to move again. "My perfect little breeding cow, so thoroughly fucked and filled with my seed."

I can feel it leaking out of me despite my efforts to keep it inside, his cum mixing with my own arousal on my thighs. The evidence of our claiming is messy and primitive and exactly right.

"I love you," I whisper against his chest, the words feeling even more true than they did before.

"And I love you," he replies, arms tightening around me. "My brave, beautiful little cow who let me breed her so thoroughly. You're going to be such a perfect mother to our calves."

The casual way he mentions our future children, like it's a foregone conclusion rather than a possibility, should overwhelm me. Instead, it fills me with a deep sense of rightness. This is what I was made for. Not just the sex, but the belonging. The promise of a family built on love rather than obligation.

"Do you really think...?" I start, then trail off, suddenly shy.

"Do I think what?"

"That I might be pregnant? Already?"

His hand slides down to rest possessively over my flat stomach. "Little cow, after how thoroughly I've bred you? After how much cum I've pumped into your fertile little womb? There's no way you're not carrying my calves."

The certainty in his voice makes my core clench with renewed arousal, even as exhausted as I am.

"Good," I whisper, surprising myself with how much I mean it. "I want to carry your babies. I want to be round with your offspring while you drink from my breasts."

"Fuck," he groans, and I feel his cock twitch against my thigh despite how spent we both are. "Keep talking like that and I'll have to breed you again."

"Maybe I want you to," I say boldly, pressing a kiss to his chest. "Maybe I want you to keep claiming me until there's no doubt I'm yours."

His rumble of approval vibrates through both our bodies. "My insatiable little cow. Learning to be greedy for her bull's cock."

"Only yours," I confirm. "Always and only yours."

As we drift toward sleep, still connected, still claimed, I reflect on how completely my life has changed. A week ago, I was property to be used. Now I'm a treasured mate, bred and beloved and protected.

And tomorrow, I'll wake up as his in every way that matters.

The thought fills me with a contentment I've never known, and I fall asleep with his seed still warm inside me and his promises of forever echoing in my dreams.


CHAPTER NINE

My entire body feels different—claimed, satisfied, marked in ways both visible and invisible. Between my thighs, I'm tender and swollen, the evidence of our thorough mating dried on my skin.

But there's something else. Something deeper.

"How do you feel, little cow?" Minos's voice is softer than usual, filled with masculine satisfaction and something deeper. Pride, maybe. Or wonder.

"Different," I admit, shifting carefully against him. "Like something fundamental has changed."

His rumble of approval vibrates against my back where I'm pressed against his chest. "Something has changed. We both have."

I turn in his arms to study his face, seeing something new in his amber eyes. A connection that wasn't there before, invisible threads binding us together in ways I'm only beginning to understand.

"I can feel you," I whisper, amazed. "Not just physically, but... inside my head. Your emotions."

His smile is brilliant. "The mate bond. I wasn't certain it would take—it's been so long since my kind has found true mates. But you're not just human, are you, little cow? There's something more in your bloodline. Something that called to me from the moment you entered my maze."

The idea should frighten me, but instead it fills me with deep contentment. To be connected to him so completely, to never have to doubt his feelings or intentions again—it's a gift I never knew I wanted.

"What does it mean?" I ask, my hand drifting to rest over his heart. I can feel it beating, strong and steady, and somehow I know my own pulse has synced to match his.

"It means you're mine forever," he says simply. "Not just in this life, but in all the ones that follow. It means I'll always be able to find you, protect you, love you. And it means your life span will match mine."

"How long is that?"

His grin is wicked. "Long enough to give me many, many children."

The casual mention of children makes my hand drift to my stomach, and I'm startled by what I find there. Not the flatness I expected, but the slightest suggestion of change. A subtle fullness that wasn't there yesterday.

"Minos," I breathe, pressing my palm more firmly against my belly. "Something's different."

His expression grows serious, and he places both hands over mine, feeling for something I can't sense yet. After a moment, his face transforms with wonder and fierce joy.

"The quickening," he says reverently. "Your body is accepting my seed, making room for our offspring to grow. It's happening faster than usual—you really are perfect for me."

I stare down at our joined hands, trying to process what he's telling me. "You mean I'm actually...?"

"Pregnant," he confirms, and the satisfaction in his voice is unmistakable. "Carrying my calves. Probably more than one, given how quickly the change is manifesting."

The weight of that realization settles over me. Pregnant. With his children. The idea should be overwhelming, terrifying even. Instead, I feel a deep sense of rightness, like everything in my life has been leading to this moment.

"How is that possible?" I whisper. "It's only been hours since we..."

"Since I claimed you completely," he finishes. "But you forget, little cow—I'm not human. My seed is stronger, more potent. And you're not entirely human either, or the bond wouldn't have taken so quickly."

Another cramp, stronger this time, and I feel something settling deep inside me. Like pieces of a puzzle clicking into place, my body adapting to accommodate new life.

"What am I?" I ask, because suddenly I need to understand.

"Something precious," he says, pressing a gentle kiss to my forehead. "The old bloodlines aren't gone, just dormant. Your grandmother's stories about sanctuaries and magic—they weren't just tales, were they?"

I think of my grandmother's whispered words about places where the desperate could find refuge, about magic that still existed in hidden corners of the world. "She always said our family was different. That we had gifts."

"And you do," Minos confirms. "The gift to nurture, to nourish, to create life. That's why your milk production was so abundant, why your body responds so perfectly to mine. You're part of the old magic, little cow. Meant to be the mate of guardians like me."

As if summoned by his words, my breasts begin to ache with renewed fullness. But this time, the sensation is almost overwhelming, like my body is preparing to feed an army.

"Your milk is changing too," Minos observes, his eyes fixing on the growing dampness across my chest. "Richer, more nourishing. Your body already knows it's carrying precious cargo."

The way he says it, with such pride and possession, makes me clench with renewed arousal despite my tender state.

"I need..." I start, but the words trail off as the pressure builds to an almost painful degree.

"I know what you need," he says, reaching for my makeshift dress with careful hands. "Let me take care of my pregnant little cow."

When he bares my breasts to the air, we both gasp at what we see. They're visibly fuller, heavier, the nipples darker and more sensitive than before. And the milk beading at the tips is different too—richer, creamier, more abundant.

"Beautiful," Minos breathes, cupping them reverently. "So perfect, already changing to feed our babies."

When his mouth closes around my nipple, the sensation is so intense I cry out. Every nerve ending seems heightened, every pull of his lips sending sparks of pleasure straight to my core. The milk flows more freely than ever before, and I can hear him groaning with satisfaction as he drinks.

"Sweeter," he murmurs between draws. "Richer. Exactly what pregnant cows produce." His free hand slides down to rest on my stomach again. "Your body knows exactly what it's doing, doesn't it? Knows it's carrying precious cargo."

The combination of his words and his gentle suckling makes me arch against him, and I'm shocked to feel arousal building despite how thoroughly he claimed me last night.

"Already wanting more?" he asks with dark amusement, switching to my other breast. "My insatiable little breeding cow."

"I can't help it," I whimper as he continues his gentle assault. "Everything feels different. More intense."

"Because you're pregnant," he explains between pulls. "Your body is flooded with hormones designed to make you crave your mate's touch. To keep you receptive and eager to be bred again and again."

The idea that my body is programmed to want him, to crave his touch even more than I already do, sends fresh arousal spiraling through me.

"Is that what you want?" I breathe. "To breed me again?"

His laugh is dark and possessive. "Little cow, I'm going to breed you every day until your belly is so swollen you can barely walk. And then I'm going to keep breeding you until our maze is filled with the sound of children's laughter."

The promise paints such a vivid picture—me round with child after child, nursing them while he watches with pride, our home alive with family—that I feel tears spring to my eyes.

"I want that too," I whisper. "All of it. A house full of children, a lifetime of being yours."

"Forever," he corrects, pulling back to look at me with burning eyes. "Not just a lifetime—forever. The mate bond doesn't break, even in death. We'll find each other in every life, in every form we take."

The weight of eternity should be overwhelming, but instead it fills me with profound peace. To never have to fear abandonment again, to know that no matter what happens, we'll always belong to each other—it's more than I ever dared dream.

"I love you," I tell him, and the words carry new weight now. Not just the love of a woman for her man, but the bond of a mate for her eternal partner.

"And I love you," he replies, settling back against the furs and pulling me into his arms. "My perfect little cow, already carrying my children. Already planning to give me more."

As we lie together in the afterglow of discovery, I marvel at how completely my life has changed. A week ago, I was running from one nightmare. Now I'm living a dream I never knew existed.

But even as contentment washes over me, I can't shake the feeling that something is coming. Through the bond, I sense Minos's awareness too—a tension that has nothing to do with our newfound connection.

"What is it?" I ask softly.

His expression grows serious. "I don't know yet. But something is stirring beyond the maze. Old threats, perhaps. Or new ones."

The thought of anything threatening our perfect sanctuary makes my hand move protectively to my stomach.

"Nothing will hurt you," Minos says, reading my gesture. "Nothing will threaten our children. I swear it on my life, little cow. This sanctuary is yours now, and I will defend it to my last breath."

The fierce certainty in his voice soothes my fears, and I settle back into his embrace. Whatever comes, we'll face it together.

"What happens now?" I ask sleepily, exhaustion from our bonding finally catching up with me.

"Now you rest," he says, stroking my hair with infinite gentleness. "Your body needs time to adjust to the changes, to settle into pregnancy. And I need to make sure our home is ready for the children who'll be coming."

"Children," I repeat softly, testing the word on my tongue. "I'm really pregnant."

"Very pregnant," he confirms with masculine satisfaction. "And very mine."

As I drift toward sleep in his arms, one hand resting protectively over my still-flat stomach, I reflect on the miracle of what we've created. Not just new life, but a new future. A family built on love and choice rather than force.

And tomorrow, when I wake up in the arms of my mate, I'll begin the next chapter of a story that will last forever.

The thought fills me with such contentment that I fall asleep smiling, already dreaming of the children we'll raise together in our sanctuary deep within the maze.


CHAPTER TEN

Three weeks into my pregnancy, the changes are becoming impossible to ignore. My belly shows now, and my breasts have grown even fuller, producing milk rich enough that Minos looks drunk with satisfaction every time he feeds from me. But it's the bond between us that has grown strongest of all—I can feel his emotions as clearly as my own, sense his thoughts like whispers at the edge of my mind.

Which is why I know something is wrong the moment I wake to find the chamber empty.

Through our connection, I feel his tension, his coiled readiness for violence. Fear spikes through me as I reach for him mentally, finding him somewhere deep in the maze, listening to something I can't hear.

Then the sound reaches me too—distant but getting closer. The baying of hounds.

My blood turns to ice. Master Aldrich.

I'm pulling on my dress when Minos appears in the chamber entrance, moving with predatory silence. His entire body radiates lethal intent, every inch of him the dangerous guardian of legend rather than my gentle mate.

"Hunters," he says without preamble, and his voice carries death in it. "Men with dogs, following an old trail. They've found the entrance."

"It's him," I whisper, hand flying protectively to my barely-there bump. "He said he'd never let me go. He said I belonged to him, that he'd hunt me to the ends of the earth."

"Not him," Minos corrects with deadly calm, reaching for the war axe mounted on the wall. I've never seen him touch it before, but he handles it like an extension of himself. "Not anymore. You belong to me now, and I protect what's mine."

The possessive certainty in his voice should comfort me, but fear claws at my throat. "Minos, no. He has men with him, dogs, weapons. He's rich, powerful—he'll have hired the best trackers, the most dangerous mercenaries. I won't lose you—"

"You won't lose me," he interrupts, spinning to cup my face in his free hand. "I've been waiting three centuries for you, little cow. Do you think I'll let some human bastard take you from me now? When you're carrying my children?"

His amber eyes burn with such fierce determination that I almost believe him. Almost.

"He's not just any human," I whisper. "And if he finds me pregnant with another man's children..."

The unspoken threat hangs between us. Master Aldrich won't just take me back—he'll destroy everything I've built here. Everything I love.

"Then I'll kill them all," Minos says simply, and the cold certainty in his voice makes me shiver. "Every last one who dares threaten my mate and children."

Before I can protest further, he's moving, but this time I follow. I won't hide while he faces danger alone. Through the bond, I feel his awareness of my decision, his conflict between keeping me safe and understanding my need to be involved.

"Stay behind me," he commands as we move through the corridors. "Whatever happens, protect our children first."

The sounds of pursuit grow louder as we navigate the twisting passages. Voices echoing off stone, dogs barking, the scrape of weapons and armor. Master Aldrich didn't come unprepared this time.

We reach a chamber near the maze's heart just as the intruders break through. I count at least a dozen men, all heavily armed, with Master Aldrich at their center looking exactly as arrogant and cruel as I remember.

His eyes find me immediately, and his expression transforms with possessive fury when he sees me standing beside Minos.

"There she is," he snarls, pointing directly at me. "My little milk cow. I knew you'd be here, hiding behind your monster."

Minos's roar of fury is so loud it shakes dust from the ceiling. Through our bond, I feel his rage spike at hearing someone else claim ownership of me.

"Your cow?" Minos's voice carries clearly through the chamber, deadly quiet now. "The only thing that belongs to you is death, and I'm happy to deliver it."

"Brave words for a beast in a cage," Master Aldrich sneers, gesturing for his men to spread out. "But I've brought silver weapons, beast. Iron chains blessed by priests. You're just an animal, and animals can be tamed."

I hear the clash of metal on metal as Minos engages the first wave of attackers. Through the bond, I experience flashes of the battle—the weight of his axe, the spray of blood, the satisfaction of breaking bones.

But there are so many of them. Too many.

Master Aldrich hangs back, letting his mercenaries do the dangerous work while he watches with cold calculation. He's learned from whatever research he did about minotaurs, brought weapons specifically designed to hurt Minos.

"Lyra!" Minos's voice echoes through the chamber as a silver net drops over him. I feel his pain through the bond as the blessed metal burns his skin, sapping his supernatural strength.

"Got you now, beast," Master Aldrich pants, stepping forward now that the danger has passed. "Iron and silver, blessed by priests. You're not going anywhere."

"Stay away from him!" I scream, but two mercenaries grab my arms, holding me back.

"My, my," Master Aldrich says, his gaze traveling over my changed body with possessive hunger. "You've been a busy little cow, haven't you? Let the beast mount you like the animal you are?"

Rage fills me at his words, at the casual way he speaks of reducing what Minos and I share to something base and shameful.

"He's my mate," I say clearly, chin raised in defiance. "And I'm carrying his children."

The words hit Master Aldrich like a physical blow. His face goes white, then red with fury. "Pregnant? That little slut let you breed her?"

"Careful," Minos warns from beneath the net, and even weakened, there's menace in his voice. "That's my mate you're speaking of. The mother of my children."

Master Aldrich backhands him viciously, the silver in his gauntlets leaving bloody scratches. "She was mine first! I had plans for her, and you've ruined everything!"

Through the bond, I feel Minos's pain, but also his satisfaction. He's protecting me with his defiance, buying time even at the cost of his own suffering.

I can't let this continue.

"Let him go," I say, stepping forward despite the hands holding me. "Take me and leave him alone."

"Oh, I'll be taking you," Master Aldrich says with cruel satisfaction. "But first, I'm going to kill your beast. Make you watch while I put down this animal that dared to touch what's mine."

"I was never yours," I say fiercely. "I was your prisoner, your victim. But I belong to Minos now, and to our children, and to myself. You have no claim on me."

"We'll see about that," he snarls, drawing a silver blade. "If I can't have you pure, I'll at least make sure no one else can claim you."

He moves toward Minos with the weapon raised, and something snaps inside me. The thought of losing my mate, of our children growing up without their father, fills me with a rage I've never felt before.

"No," I say, and my voice carries a power I didn't know I possessed.

The chamber begins to rumble, dust falling from the ceiling. The maze itself seems to respond to my rejection, the ancient magic recognizing its guardian's mate in distress.

"What—" Master Aldrich begins, but his words are cut off as the phosphorescent walls flare brighter, casting eerie shadows.

This is my home now. My sanctuary. And no one threatens my family here.

Through the bond, I feel Minos's surprise and fierce pride as power flows between us. The silver net around him begins to smoke and crack, weakened by the maze's magic channeled through our connection.

"This maze protects what belongs to it," I say, feeling power flowing through me—not just mine, but Minos's, channeled through our bond. "And we belong to each other."

With a roar of triumph, Minos snaps the weakened chains completely, rising to his feet like an avenging god. The mercenaries holding me stumble backward as the chamber continues to shake.

"Impossible," Master Aldrich breathes, backing away as Minos retrieves his axe.

"Nothing is impossible when you're protecting your mate," Minos growls, advancing on the man who dared threaten his family. "Now, you have a choice. Leave my territory and never return, or die here."

"I'm not leaving without what's mine—"

Master Aldrich lunges forward with his silver sword, but he's forgotten that I'm no longer the helpless girl he once knew. As he passes me, I grab a fallen weapon and drive it into his side with all the strength I possess.

He falls with a grunt of surprise, his own blade clattering away across the stone. As he lies there bleeding, I stand over him with the weapon still in my hands.

"I told you," I say quietly. "I was never yours."

The remaining mercenaries, seeing their leader down and faced with an enraged minotaur in his own territory, turn and flee. Minos lets them go—they're no longer a threat.

When the chamber falls silent except for Master Aldrich's labored breathing, I drop the weapon and turn to my mate. He opens his arms and I fall into them, shaking with reaction.

"Are you hurt?" he asks immediately, his hands going to my face, my arms, my belly. "Did they touch you? Threaten the children?"

"I'm fine," I assure him, though I'm trembling from adrenaline. "We're all fine. But you're bleeding—"

"Surface wounds," he dismisses, pulling me against his chest. "They'll heal. What matters is that you're safe. That our children are safe."

As he holds me, I feel the last of my fear melting away. Master Aldrich is dead or dying. The threat to our happiness is over. We're truly free.

"I'm proud of you," Minos murmurs against my hair. "My fierce little cow, defending our home. Helping me break those chains."

"I couldn't let them hurt you," I whisper. "I couldn't lose everything we've built."

"You won't," he promises. "We're bound together now, you and I. Nothing can separate us. Nothing can threaten what we've created here."

As we stand among the aftermath of the battle, I realize he's right. This is our sanctuary, our home, our beginning. And no one will ever take it from us again.

"Take me home," I whisper against his chest. "Take me to our chamber and hold me until I stop shaking."

"Always," he promises, sweeping me into his arms. "My brave, beautiful mate. Mother of my children. My everything."

And as he carries me back to our sanctuary, I know with absolute certainty that we're finally, truly safe.

Our story is just beginning.


CHAPTER ELEVEN

Five months after the attack, our sanctuary has been transformed. What was once a simple chamber carved from stone has become a true home, filled with the promise of the family we're creating together and the evidence of a love that has grown beyond anything I ever dreamed possible.

Minos has spent weeks expanding our living space, his massive hands surprisingly gentle as he carved new alcoves and chambers from the maze's willing stone. The nursery is my favorite addition—a circular room with soft lighting where our twins will sleep, play, and grow. He's lined the walls with the softest furs and carved whimsical animals into the stone, each one a work of art that speaks to his devotion.

But it's the cradles that take my breath away. Two perfect bassinets carved from moonwood, just as he promised, inlaid with symbols of protection that seem to glow with their own light. They rock themselves with gentle magic, and when I hum, they respond with soft melodies that will soothe our children to sleep.

"How are they today?" he asks, settling beside me on the bed of furs where I'm resting. At seven months pregnant, I'm gloriously round, my belly stretched taut with the lives growing inside me. Every movement they make is visible now, little hands and feet pressing against my skin as they grow stronger each day.

"Active," I laugh, placing his hand over a particularly strong kick. "I think this one is going to be a fighter like his father."

Minos's face lights up with wonder as our son responds to his touch, the baby settling immediately under his palm. It happens every time—our children already recognize their father's presence, even in the womb.

"And this one," he says, moving his hand to where I felt our daughter moving earlier, "is going to be as beautiful and fierce as her mother."

"You can't possibly know which is which," I tease, but my heart swells at his words. He speaks about our unborn children with such certainty, such love, that I fall deeper for him every day.

"I know," he says with quiet confidence. "A son and a daughter, both perfect. Both ours."

The possessive way he says it sends familiar warmth spiraling through me. Even heavily pregnant, my body craves his touch constantly. The ancient instincts flowing through our bond tell me this is natural, even necessary—that our connection grows stronger with each touch, each shared pleasure.

"Your milk is coming in stronger today," Minos observes, his eyes fixing on my breasts where they strain against my loose dress. They've grown even fuller with pregnancy, heavy and sensitive and constantly producing. "You're going to need relief soon."

He's right. The ache is building to an almost unbearable degree, but I love this daily ritual we've developed. The way he cares for my body, tends to my needs, makes me feel cherished rather than simply functional.

"Please," I whisper, already reaching for the ties of my dress.

His hands are gentle as he helps me undress, revealing my changed body to his hungry gaze. I'm so much rounder now, my belly a proud curve that he worships daily, my breasts full and ready to nourish our children.

"Fucking gorgeous," he breathes, cupping my heavy breasts with reverent hands. "So perfect, swollen with milk for our babies. These tits were made to feed, weren't they, little cow?"

When his mouth closes around my nipple, the relief is immediate and overwhelming. The milk flows freely, richer and sweeter than ever, and I feel him groan like a starving man finally fed.

"That's it," I moan, threading my fingers through his hair and holding him against me. "Drink from me. Drain these heavy tits like the greedy bull you are."

This intimacy has only grown more intoxicating with my pregnancy. What started as necessity has become obsession—his daily worship of my milk-heavy breasts, my addiction to being consumed by him. He nurses from me with desperate hunger, tongue working my sensitive nipple until I'm writhing beneath him.

"You taste even sweeter pregnant," he groans between pulls, milk glistening on his lips. "Like honey and sin. Our children are going to be addicted to this perfect milk just like their father."

The filthy praise makes me arch against him, and despite my size, arousal floods between my thighs. Pregnancy has turned me into an insatiable creature, my body constantly aching for his touch.

"I need you inside me," I breathe, and he knows immediately what I'm begging for.

"Fuck, yes," he growls, pulling back to study my face. "You're so goddamn beautiful when you're desperate for my cock. Even pregnant, you're still my perfect little slut."

His hands are already moving me into position—on my side, his massive body curving around mine possessively. This has become our favorite way to fuck as my belly grew, allowing him to claim every inch of me while protecting what's his.

"My breeding cow," he murmurs against my ear as he slides his thick cock into me from behind. "Still so fucking tight even carrying my babies. This greedy cunt was made to take my dick."

"God, yes," I gasp, pressing back against him. "Pregnancy makes me so wet for you. I can't get enough of being filled by you."

Making love while pregnant is pure sin. Every sensation is amplified, every touch electric. My swollen breasts bounce with each thrust, milk beading at my nipples as he fucks me with careful intensity.

"So tight still," he groans, one hand gripping my hip while the other mauls my heavy breast. "My perfect little slut, clenching around my cock like you're trying to milk me dry. These gorgeous tits, so full they're leaking just from being fucked."

"Harder," I whimper, pushing back against his thrusts. "I need it harder. Make me feel owned."

"Careful, little cow," he warns, but his hips snap forward with more force. "Don't want to hurt our precious cargo while I'm splitting you open on my cock."

"You won't hurt us," I pant, desperate for more. "Nothing you do could hurt us. I need you to fuck me like you mean it—need to feel completely owned by you."

His control snaps at my words. The rhythm he sets is devastating—deep, claiming strokes that make me sob with pleasure. Each thrust drives him impossibly deep, hitting spots that make me see stars.

"That's it, take it," he snarls, his grip tightening. "Take every inch of your bull's cock like the greedy pregnant slut you are. You love being fucked while you're round with my babies, don't you?"

"Yes!" I cry out, my body tightening around him. "I love it! Love being yours!"

When the climax hits, it's earth-shattering. Pleasure radiates through my entire body in waves so intense they seem to reach our children too. They settle immediately in my womb, as if soothed by our connection.

"Perfect," he groans, filling me with his release. "My perfect pregnant mate, coming so hard on my cock. You're going to be the death of me, little cow."

"The instincts flowing through our bond tell me everything is perfect," I tell him, thinking of how my body has guided me through each stage of pregnancy. "The babies are growing beautifully, and I'm healthy and strong—I can feel it."

"Of course you are," he says with masculine pride. "You were made for this, little cow. Made to carry my children and thrive doing it."

"She thinks they'll come within the next few weeks," I continue, placing my hands over his where they rest on my stomach. "Are you ready to be a father?"

His expression grows serious, tender. "I've been ready for centuries. But more than that—I'm ready to see you become a mother. To watch you nurture our children the way you've nurtured me."

The thought of actually holding our babies, of nursing them and watching them grow, fills me with such anticipation I can barely contain it.

"What if I'm not good at it?" I ask quietly, voicing the fear that sometimes wakes me at night.

"Impossible," he says firmly, cupping my face. "You have more love in your heart than anyone I've ever known. More nurturing instinct. Our children will be the luckiest in the world."

"Will you help me?" I whisper. "I've never had a family before. I don't know how to—"

"We'll learn together," he interrupts gently. "Every step of the way. And if you think I'm letting anyone else near our newborns for the first few months, you're mistaken. It'll be just us, learning to be parents together."

The image he paints—the three of us in our sanctuary, learning and growing together—makes my chest tight with happiness.

"I love you," I tell him, meaning it more than ever.

"And I love you," he replies, pressing a kiss to my forehead. "My brave, beautiful mate. The mother of my children. My everything."

As we settle into sleep, I reflect on how completely my world has changed. A year ago, I was a prisoner fleeing abuse. Now I'm a cherished mate preparing to birth the next generation of guardians for this ancient place.

"One more month," I murmur against his chest, one hand protective over our children.

"One more month," he agrees, "and then our real adventure begins."

The thought fills me with such profound happiness that I fall asleep smiling, dreaming of the family we'll soon hold in our arms.

Tomorrow, when I wake in his embrace, we'll be one day closer to meeting the children who will complete our sanctuary. One day closer to becoming the family I've always dreamed of but never dared hope for.

And in a month's time, our home will echo with the cries of newborns who'll never know anything but love and protection.

The future has never looked brighter.


CHAPTER TWELVE

The contractions start at dawn.

I wake to the familiar sensation of Minos's hands on my belly, but this time his touch is different—urgent, alert. Through our bond, I feel his mixture of excitement and protective concern.

"It's time, little cow," he says softly, amber eyes bright with anticipation. "Our children are ready to meet us."

The labor is long but not difficult—my body knows exactly what to do, guided by instincts older than memory. Minos never leaves my side, his presence a steady anchor as I work to bring our children into the world. His massive hands support me, his voice encourages me, and when the pain becomes intense, he lets me grip his fingers with strength that would break a human man's bones.

"That's it," he murmurs as another contraction builds. "You're so strong, so perfect. Our babies are almost here."

When our son arrives first, his cries filling the chamber with life, I sob with relief and joy. He's perfect—ten tiny fingers, tiny hooves instead of feet, and the amber eyes of his father already alert and aware. Small horn buds are barely visible beneath his dark hair, marking him clearly as his father's child.

"Kaelen," I breathe, cradling him against my chest. "Our little warrior."

Minos's eyes are bright with unshed tears as he touches our son's face with one careful finger. "He's magnificent. Just like his mother."

Twenty minutes later, our daughter follows, smaller but no less perfect. Arianna has my green eyes and her father's stubborn chin, her tiny hooves a perfect mirror of her brother's. When she looks at us, I swear she's already planning something mischievous.

"Our family," Minos whispers, gathering us all into his arms. "Complete at last."

The first few days pass in a haze of wonder and exhaustion. The twins are healthy and strong, nursing eagerly whenever they're awake. My body produces exactly what they need, rich milk that seems to satisfy them completely. Watching Minos hold them—these massive hands so gentle with such tiny creatures—makes me fall in love with him all over again.

Now, three weeks later, I'm finally settled into the rhythm of motherhood. I wake each morning to soft baby sounds and the sight of my mate watching over us all with protective devotion.

"How are my beautiful girls this morning?" he asks, settling beside me on the bed where I'm nursing Arianna while Kaelen sleeps in his enchanted cradle.

"Perfect," I smile, adjusting our daughter's position. "Though I think Arianna is already showing signs of your appetite. She's been nursing almost constantly."

"She knows quality when she tastes it," he says with masculine pride. "Just like her father."

As if summoned by our voices, Kaelen begins to fuss. Minos immediately lifts him from his cradle, and our son settles the moment he's in his father's arms.

"Someone wants his turn," Minos observes, bringing Kaelen to my other breast. "Our greedy little bull."

The sensation of nursing both twins simultaneously is overwhelming but deeply satisfying. My body providing exactly what they need, just as it was meant to. Through our bond, I feel Minos's satisfaction watching us—his family, his legacy, his greatest treasure. The ancient knowledge flowing between us tells me everything I need to know about caring for our supernatural children.

"You're incredible," he murmurs, settling beside us to watch. "Feeding them both so easily, so naturally. You were made for this, little cow."

"We all were," I correct softly. "Made for each other, made for this life."

The twins are thriving in ways that amaze even Minos. Both have their father's supernatural resilience, needing less sleep and showing awareness beyond their weeks.

"Have I told you about the additions I'm planning?" Minos asks, stroking Kaelen's tiny head while he nurses.

"Only every day," I laugh. "But tell me again."

"A proper kitchen, so you can cook when you're ready. A library for when they're old enough for lessons. Play areas where they can run and explore safely." His voice takes on that planning tone that means he's already started carving. "And eventually, when they're older, rooms of their own."

"You're going to spoil them terribly," I point out, but I'm smiling.

"Good," he says firmly. "They should be spoiled. Loved and treasured and given everything their hearts desire."

"And when they're teenagers and want to explore beyond the maze?"

It's a conversation we've had before, planning for a future that still feels surreal in its perfection. Our children will be part minotaur, part human, part something else entirely. They'll need to understand all the worlds they come from.

"Then we'll teach them about choice," he says simply. "About the human world, about their heritage, about the responsibilities that come with power. The maze will always be here for them, but they'll be free to make their own paths."

Kaelen finishes nursing and immediately snuggles against my chest, his tiny fist gripping my finger with surprising strength. Arianna follows suit, both twins content and sleepy in the afterglow of being fed.

"Look at them," I whisper, studying their perfect faces. "They're so beautiful."

"They're ours," Minos says with deep satisfaction. "Our children, who'll grow up knowing they're wanted and loved and protected."

As we sit together—our family complete and safe in our sanctuary—I think about the journey that brought us here. A year ago, I was running through a storm with nothing but fear driving me forward. Now I'm surrounded by love in its purest form.

"Do you ever regret it?" I ask quietly. "Giving up your solitude for all this chaos?"

His laugh is soft and full of joy. "Little cow, you didn't interrupt my solitude. You ended it. You brought me to life in ways I'd forgotten were possible."

"Even when they're screaming at three in the morning?"

"Especially then," he says, pressing a kiss to my temple. "Because that screaming means they're healthy and strong and ours."

Arianna starts to fuss, and without thinking, I begin to hum—the same lullaby my grandmother used to sing, the one that seems to carry magic in its melody. Immediately, both twins settle, their breathing evening out as sleep takes them.

"That song," Minos says softly. "There's power in it."

"Grandmother's magic," I explain. "One of the gifts that makes our children possible."

"Our children will carry that magic forward," he says with quiet certainty. "Along with everything else we give them."

We settle the twins in their cradles, watching as the enchanted bassinets rock gently, adding their own melodies to the lullaby I hummed. The room fills with peaceful magic, the kind that protects innocence and nurtures growth.

"What are you thinking about?" Minos asks, pulling me into his arms.

"The future," I admit. "All the firsts we'll see—their first words, first steps, first time they realize they're different from other children."

"Different, but not alone," he says firmly. "They'll have each other, and us, and this entire sanctuary as their playground."

"And someday, maybe brothers and sisters?"

His eyes flare with renewed interest. "Already thinking about expanding our family?"

"My instincts tell me I should wait at least a year," I say with a smile. "But after that... I'd like them to have siblings. Lots of them."

"My insatiable little breeding cow," he murmurs approvingly. "Already planning to fill our home with children."

"Our children," I correct. "Who'll grow up knowing exactly how much they're wanted."

As we settle into sleep, our children peaceful in their magical cradles, I marvel at the life we've built. This sanctuary that was once just stone and solitude now rings with laughter and love. The maze itself seems happier, more alive, as if family was what it was always meant to shelter.

Tomorrow, there will be feedings and diaper changes and all the beautiful chaos of raising newborns. Next month, we'll celebrate their first smiles. Next year, their first words. In a decade, we'll teach them about the world beyond these walls and trust them to choose their own paths.

But tonight, we're perfect. Complete. A family bound by love and magic and the kind of happily ever after I never believed existed.

"I love you," I whisper into the peaceful darkness.

"And I love you," he replies, his arms tightening around me. "Forever, little cow. In this life and every one that follows."

"Forever," I agree, and drift off to sleep surrounded by the quiet breathing of our children and the steady heartbeat of my eternal mate.

Our story isn't ending—it's just beginning. And it's going to be beautiful.
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