Part 3: Coming home.
"Aurora, I’m back! And I bought some ice cream!" you shout, announcing your arrival as you open your front door. You fake a jovial, happy tone, the same tone you’d use if today was a day like any other. But it takes all your willpower not to slam the door shut and run to your office, where you know Francis left your daughter in a terrible state.
--

The stallion left your place a bit before you stepped out of his. When you turned on the phone in the car, it rang nearly immediately. Sweating from fear, you answered:
"Finally. You’re late." Francis starts, nervously. "I’ve been calling non-stop for ten minutes".
"You were early then, I only went a few minutes over time." you answer, trying to calm him down, even though you are as nervous as he is.

"How... how is she? Did you do it?" the stallion blurts out.
"She’s okay. A bit shook. But we knew that would happen, right? I tied her up in the basement, she was passed out when I left her." You answer honestly, there is no point softening the truth.

"You checked her breathing, right? You must have –" he asks pressingly.

"Of course I did. But hold on a second. What about Aurora. What happened?" you interrupt him, the same question burning your lips.

"It went okay, like you said. She... she gave up a bit early so I didn’t tie her up." He says, hesitantly.

"What do you mean she gave up?" you ask, a fearful pang in your heart.

"I’m sorry dude. Right at the start she stopped reacting much, she wasn’t... I don’t know... all there. I might have been a bit rough on her–" he answers apologetically.

"Okay... don’t say anything else. We knew that would happen. I’ll fix it." You interrupt him, your eyes swelling up with tears. You don’t want to cry while you’re driving.

His voice is also at the edge of cracking, the stallion worrying intensely for his daughter. You try to calm him down:
"And your little warrior princess fought me tooth and nail by the way. They’ll be fine. They’ll be okay." You wonder who you’re trying to convince more, him or you.
"All right. Going home. Let’s talk later." Francis replies quickly.
"Same. Don’t drive like a madman. Talk to you later."

The worst thing that could happen now is for either of you to get in a traffic stop. But you arrive home safely only a few minutes later.

--

"Aurora! Where are you? Come give a hug to Daddy!" you pass the corridor to the kitchen, purposefully ignoring your closed office door, well aware of where she is. You put some groceries you had bought earlier that day on the kitchen table and wait a few measured seconds.

Still no answer. You realize she’s probably hiding, either not believing it is you, or not wanting to be seen in her current state. You walk to your office door and knock.
"Aura? You in there?" 

"No! Daddy... Please don’t come in. Please...can you go... back outside... I’ll... clean up." She answers in a pained, half crying voice.
"What’s going on, did you break something?" you ask in return, tears swelling up in your eyes again.
"No....yes, I broke something and... I’m cleaning. I promise if you don’t come in, I’ll clean it up." She says, desperately trying to keep you from entering the room.
"What happened? Why are you in my office? I’m coming in." You answer, in a croaking voice.
"N...NO!"
You fling the door open and find her on her knees, naked and covered in horse cum, manically hiding a bundle of tissues wet with the stallion’s semen. She tried to use her ripped clothes as rags to clean herself.
"What the hell? What happened to your clothes!" you shout, faking surprise.
"Please... dad... please don’t be mad... I... did a bad thing...dad...please..." she crumbles down on the floor, shaking in tears.
"No... No, no, no, don’t cry I’m here, don’t be afraid, you’re safe, I’m here now, you’re safe." 
You don’t have to fake the concern and love in your voice, immediately kneeling and taking her into your arms.
She hugs you back, bawling uncontrollably. She cannot even form proper sentences, repeatedly trying to ask for forgiveness. Even though you planned it all, you can’t keep yourself from crying with her, seeing how pained and traumatized she is. You shed genuine tears of regret and guilt as she cries on your shoulders. 

She’s in bad shape. Naked, apart from a few torn clothes over her neck, she smells. She has a potent smell of horse cum all over her, and the office itself is filled with the same musk, with pools of cum everywhere. The stallion really did a number on her. 
You had both agreed to this, to not stop at a single round, to hump them as hard and as often as you could in the space of two hours, and looking at the mess, you realize Francis beat you in stamina and volume.
Bringing one paw to the wall, you turn on the lights inside the office and take a good look at her. She is drenched with cum all over her face, her belly and her legs, leaking from every hole, and even while she cries and tries to breathe and talk to you, semen mixed with saliva drools out of her mouth. 
You take her in your arms and lift her up, carrying her away from this mess. You walk slowly, taking care not to touch her anywhere sensitive. She looks at you the whole time, fear finally fading out of her exhausted eyes, replaced by what looks like relief. She finally understands that her ordeal is over, that she can finally let go. 
"It’s over." you keep saying. "It’s over. I love you, I’ll protect you, I love you." Every word out of your mouth might be hypocritical, but at this moment they are completely true. You do mean it.
When you enter the bathroom, you turn on the tap to prepare a warm bath. You wait a minute for it to fill up, still carrying her body in your arms, and use the time to remove her last bits of torn clothing. She does not move in your arms, does not react to you in any way; completely despondent, abandoning herself. That’s what the stallion must have meant. 
You place her in the bath, and at first she does not react to its warmth, too distracted by all her parts still hurting like fire. Finally, when she starts to react to the warm water, she forms a sad smile on her face as you clean her gently. Trying to sound genuine, you ask softly:

"Baby, who did this to you?"
"There was a horse... you said I shouldn’t speak to strangers but... he was outside, said he had a package for me...I’m so sorry... I’m so sorry." She answers, her eyes, red from crying, avoiding your gaze.
"It’s not your fault. Just tell me what happened. I won’t be mad, I love you okay?"
"The man... he said he could carry it inside –"
"And you opened the door?"
"Yes... I did... I’M SO STUPID!" Aurora shouts accusingly at herself.
"Stop it! You are not! It’s not your fault..."
"I tried to fight him first... but he was too big... too big..." 

She repeats the last words and starts crying again.
"I should have been there. It’s not your fault." You try to comfort her as best you can, while you keep cleaning her, using shampoo to untangle the clots of dried cum from her fur.
"Daddy... he did things to me. It hurts... it hurts everywhere. It’s too hot. I feel too hot all over."
She is not talking about the bath. Her abused body, every part of her is suffering from the trauma and intrusion.
"It will go away eventually. In a few days it will be like it never happened." You try to reassure her.
"Why did no one... I yelled lot... nobody came to help... nobody."
"No one could hear you. I’m so sorry I didn’t come back earlier. I would have saved you."
"The man he did things... for a long time" She tells you, her tears mixing with the bath water.

You turn on the shower head, and gently clean her hair and face. You continue soothing her with calming words. When her face is clean, you kiss her on the cheeks, make her feel loved, anything to distract her from the pain. You were afraid she would reject your touch after the trauma she suffered, but instead she leans her head towards you, her wet fur dripping bath water on your shirt, craving to be close to you, to feel safe again.
"It will be okay Aura; it will go away. I’ll take care of everything. I’ll make sure the man never comes back."
"Are you going to tell someone? Are you going to tell the police?" She asks, seemingly afraid of the prospect.
"No. We’ll talk more about it later but no, we won’t tell anybody. If we tell someone, everyone who knows you will learn what happened. They’ll think you’re not you anymore. It’s better if we pretend it never happened. Only you and me will know. Okay?"
"Okay... thank you Daddy... I’m sorry..."
"I love you more than ever. Here, let me take you out of the bath and dry you up. I got most of it out of your fur, but you’re going to have to sit on the toilet for a while and drink some water, okay?

"What happens if... what happens if there’s still some of the horse’s... thing... inside of me..." she points at the steady trickle of semen leaking out of her vagina and rectum, visibly dripping in the toilet bowl after you took her out of the bathtub.
"Don’t worry. It will come out. Here, take this glass of water, and swallow these."
She feebly takes the glass, and you put two pills on her tongue and make her swallow them with the water. One is a light painkiller; it should help with the sore feelings all over her body. The other a plan-B pill, she is probably too young to get pregnant but both you and Francis agreed not to take any chances.
"It still hurts..."
"Tomorrow it will hurt much less. And the day after, it won’t hurt at all." You try to reassure her. "Are you hungry? You have to go to sleep, but I can make you some dinner if you’re hungry."
"No... I’m not... he made me eat a lot of... a lot of..." she breaks down in tears again.
She does not know how to say it, she has no idea what it was. Confused, ignorant of what a male can give to a female, she could only swallow when Francis forced himself inside of her muzzle, just like you did to Clémentine. The girls needed to learn the taste of it, and that it could satiate hunger, that’s another thing you had agreed on: you picked a time when both of your daughters would be returning from school, already a bit peckish. Before you left home heading for Francis’s place, when she asked for her usual afternoon snack, you promised ice cream "when I come back from the shop".
Instead, they would get a load of warm, nourishing cum pumped into them. Francis seems to have done a good job in that regard, your daughter’s stomach is visibly filled with his semen. In time, you were hoping that Aurora would remember that she could satiate her hunger this way.
"That’s okay. I understand. Come, let’s go sleep." All dried up, you take her into your arms again.
"Daddy? Do you know... why he did this? Why he did all these things to me?" she asks in a sad, broken voice.
"He did the same thing to you that all boys do with girls when they’re older."
"To make babies? The... sex?" she asks, parroting words she probably heard at school. 
"No. I mean yes, it is called sex, but it’s not to make babies. It was just so he could feel good." You answer carefully.
"Why? How does it feel good? It hurts so much –"
"It feels good for him. It always feels good for boys, and it feels good for girls too, when they’re older."
"But I really hurt –" she whines.

"Because it was your first time. It always hurts the first time. And he should never have done it to a girl as young as you, without asking. What he did was very bad." 
"Will he go to prison?" she asks.
"I have to find him first. But when I do, I’ll make sure he hurts as bad as you did."
"How are you going to find him." She asks the question groggily, having trouble keeping her eyes open.
"That’s not important. What’s important is that you’re safe, and that you feel better."
"I love you Dad."
"I love you more Aura."
You gently drop her in her bed. You wait a few seconds, standing over her. There is no way she’ll be fine sleeping alone tonight, but you still do it, to make her feel like she is making her own choices. She looks at her empty room, then back at you, her eyes filled with more tears.
"Wait... Daddy. Can I sleep in the big bed, please." She asks with an almost desperate tone. It has been a long while since she was young enough to sleep with her parents, but you knew she would ask for this tonight.

"Of course you can. Come, let’s get you warm and safe."
Once again, you carry the little cub, all too pained and exhausted to walk herself to your room. You sit next to her in the bed and caress her gently until she falls asleep. That night, you can barely sleep, excited as you are on the other side of your bed. But you have to let her rest, let her recover. These next few days will be crucial, you’ll take her out of school, call in sick at work, and spend as much time as you can with her, providing her companionship, unconditional love and warmth.
