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    Prep bay

    Lot card

    Lena stood behind the soft rope in the viewing bay at twenty-six years old, ankles neat, breath even, and a laminated lot card clipped to the waist of her wrap that said exactly what she wanted the room to know: voluntary claim, lactation-ready, breeding opt-in. The barn had been built for this kind of night—high windows blacked for privacy, cedar warm under string lights, a raised platform that smelled like polish and fresh hay. She was not livestock. The paperwork in her folder was ranch logistics: medical clearance, two interviews, and a line where she had initialed that she could refuse any bidder without explanation.

    She had practiced saying her age out loud in the mirror that morning. Twenty-six. Hungry. The hunger was the part she used to dress in softer words. Tonight she let it be sharp.

    Drake watched her from the second row with the patience of a man who had already read her file twice. Thirty-seven. Broad through the shoulders in a charcoal shirt with the sleeves rolled, hands clean, a bidder paddle resting against his thigh like he respected tools. He did not stare at her breasts the way some men did, as if milk were a magic trick they could own by looking. He looked at her face first, then the card, then the way she held her shoulders—ready, not braced.

    The auctioneer—Mara, forty-two, voice like a well-tuned bell—tapped the lectern. “Lot Fourteen. Lena. Age twenty-six. Program-cleared. Soft stall preference. Claim night only if both parties sign the short form after the gavel. Breeding is never implied by a bid. Say it with me for the room.”

    “Breeding is never implied by a bid,” the small crowd recited, half smile, half ritual. Lena’s mouth shaped the words too. Ritual made her wet. She was not ashamed of that anymore.

    An hour before she stepped behind the rope, Lena sat in the prep bay with a nurse named Colette, fifty-one, who had the calm of someone who had seen every flavor of nerves. Colette rechecked blood pressure, asked about last meal, last water, last orgasm, and somehow made the last question sound as ordinary as the first.

    “I’m good,” Lena said. “Horny in a focused way. Not floaty.”

    “Focused is ideal for auction nights,” Colette said. “Floaty is for aftercare sofas. If you float early, you pause. If anyone rushes you, you find me.”

    Lena initialed the final medical slip. “Drake’s file says he pauses.”

    Colette’s mouth tipped. “His file says a lot of kind things. Still use your words. Kind men still need grammar.”

    In the mirror, Lena practiced the posture she wanted: chest open, chin level, eyes available without being vacant. She oiled light lotion into her skin where the wrap would leave her collarbones bare. Her breasts felt heavy already, a pre-show ache she had learned to read as readiness rather than inconvenience. She whispered to her reflection, “Twenty-six. You want this.” The woman in the glass looked like she believed it.

  
    Bidder cards

    From a screened slit in the prep door, she could see paddles and profiles without being seen. Rules allowed it; transparency ran both ways. She watched Drake arrive early, speak briefly to Mara, refuse a complimentary whiskey with a polite shake of his head. Sobriety on claim night was in his file too. That detail had been one of the stars Lena drew on her own notes.

    A different man—tall, loud laugh—scanned the bay like a menu. Lena felt her stomach tighten and then loosen when she remembered she could decline anyone at the table. Power was not only the gavel. Power was the chair in the side office and the pen she would hold.

  
    Opening

    Bids started polite. A woman from the east stalls offered a weekend observation slot. A handler Lena didn’t know offered a machine-only week with no claim. Drake lifted his paddle once, quiet, and the numbers climbed into a range that made Lena’s pulse sit forward in her throat—not because of money, though the stipend attached to a claim night was real, but because of the way he waited between raises like he was listening to her body from twelve feet away.

    “Going once,” Mara said.

    Lena met Drake’s eyes and gave the smallest nod the rules allowed before the gavel—acknowledgment, not pressure. He raised again.

    “Sold,” Mara said, soft gavel, soft cheer. “Claim paperwork in the side office. Lena, you may decline at the table. Drake, you may decline at the table. Nobody performs bravery for an audience.”

  
    Side office

    The side office smelled like coffee and clean paper. Lena sat first. Drake sat across, not crowding. He set his paddle aside like a finished tool.

    “I’m Drake,” he said. “Thirty-seven. I run the north barn wing. I asked for your file because your notes said you like being asked more than surprise praise, and because you wrote that you want a claim that feels like logistics, not theater. If that’s still true, I’m interested. If it isn’t, we shake hands and I walk you back to the bay.”

    Lena’s laugh came out low. “It’s still true. I’m twenty-six. I want the claim night. I want to be milked until I’m shaking and then taken—bred—while I’m still wet from the cups. I want aftercare that includes food and a schedule for tomorrow, even if tomorrow is only a check-in text.”

    He slid the short form toward her. “Read it again anyway.”

    She did. Opt-out mid-scene. No public display beyond the barn’s private viewing bay, which she had already approved. Hand work before machine. Machine before breeding. Breeding only on a second yes spoken after seating. Hydration mandatory. Camera for safety, wiped in twenty-four hours, accessible only to compliance.

    She signed. He signed. Their knees knocked once under the table and neither of them pretended it was an accident.

  
    Stall

    The stall assigned for claim nights had a gate the color of old brass and a mat that gave under bare feet like a promise. Lena’s name went on the dry-erase card in Drake’s block print: Welcome. Write what you want today.

    She wrote, Green. Loud green. Ask me often.

    He washed his hands with the seriousness of a surgeon who also knew how to mend a fence. “Clothes?” he asked.

    “Help me,” she said. He stepped in, untied the wrap, and set it folded on the shelf. Her nipples tightened in the air. He did not comment like a tourist. He said, “Hydrate,” and waited until she drank.

  
    Hand work

    He warmed oil between his palms and met her eyes. “Okay?”

    “Yes.”

    His hands were broad and careful. He started wide, cupping the weight of her breasts as if reminding them they belonged to a whole woman, then narrowed into long pulls that ended with a roll at the base of each nipple. Lena’s first sound surprised her—half laugh, half moan—and the stall held it without echo. Milk beaded, then let down in a warm rush that made her knees soft. Drake steadied her with a hand at her hip, pressure without pinching.

    “There you are,” he said, weather-report calm. “Good. Breathe.”

    “More,” she said. “Please.”

    He gave her more. He talked when she asked him to: pressure, angle, why he changed to a shorter stroke when her breath hitched. When her breath snagged once—too sharp on a stroke—he eased immediately, watched her face, and only resumed when she pulled him closer and said, “Again. Harder. I wanted to feel you listen with your hands.”

    “I heard you,” he said. “I’ll always hear you.”

    The second let-down left her damp-eyed and grinning. He wiped her cheek with his wrist and smiled like a man who had gotten the yield he hoped for without forgetting the person attached to it.

  
    Flanges

    “Gear?” he asked.

    “Yes.”

    He fitted her—twenty-five on the left, twenty-four on the right—and explained the asymmetry without making it a flaw. The machine woke on a whisper cycle. The first tug lit the paths his hands had already mapped. Lena sat on the padded bench because he asked if she wanted to, and because sitting made her feel claimed without being trapped.

    Compress. Hold. Release. She matched him. Bottles clouded. Pleasure stacked in soft layers until a peak rolled through her that made her tip her head back and say, “Fuck,” like a prayer with manners stripped off. Drake kept the cups steady and watched her face, not the milk, until she laughed through the aftershocks.

    “Still with me?” he said when the machine idled. “Still with me?”

    “Still with you,” Lena said. “I want the rest. If I say yes when you ask.”

  
    Bridge

    He removed the flanges with support under each breast so the weight change didn’t sting. He offered water, a protein bite, a blanket across her shoulders while her skin finished shivering. The strap he brought from the shelf was soft leather, the kind that looked like a reminder more than a restraint.

    “This is for my hands,” he said, buckling it loosely at her waist. “It keeps me honest when I start thinking with my cock. Hold the strap. I’ll follow your breath.”

    “Okay,” she said. Her voice had gone husky in a way she liked hearing on herself.

    He put her hands on the padded bar. He used his fingers first—slick heat, a patient stretch, a curl that made her rise onto her toes. “You want my cock?” he asked, plain as inventory.

    “Yes.”

    “Condom?”

    “No,” she said, cheeks hot, spine steady. “If I say yes at the end, I want your claim.”

    He exhaled once, controlled. “Okay.”

  
    Claim

    He pushed in slow, seating halfway, waiting. “Okay?”

    “Yes. More.”

    He gave her the rest and held there while her body adjusted around him. The strap tugged lightly when he tested his grip. He did not pound. He rolled—deep, even, the rhythm of a man who understood that claim nights were ruined by panic and made holy by attention. When he pinched carefully at the base of her nipple, milk welled and her cunt clenched and she made a sound that would have embarrassed her in any room without a contract on the wall.

    “Tell me when,” he said.

    “Now,” she gasped. “Hold me there.”

    He held her. The orgasm unspooled wide and clean. She cried a little, the exercise kind, and laughed when it ended because joy is a reflex when someone takes instruction like a gift.

    He kept moving when she pressed back—yes without words—and built her again with maddening patience.

  
    Edge

    Before he asked the breeding question, Drake edged her with a patience that made Lena want to swear affectionately. He pulled almost out, waited for her whimper, slid home, and held. His hand on the strap stayed gentle. His mouth at her ear stayed conversational.

    “Ready?”

    “Green—fuck—green.”

    “Want faster?”

    “No. Want deeper. Want you to stay.”

    He stayed. He rocked in tiny increments that lit her from cervix to nipples and back again. Milk dripped onto the towel he had laid without drama. When she clenched hard enough to make him curse softly, he praised the clench like a yield metric and a love language at once.

    “You’re taking me so well,” he said. “Good. That’s it. You can come whenever you want. You don’t need permission for that—only for the claim at the end.”

    The distinction undid her. She came with a broken thank-you, then another crest when he didn’t stop, then a third that left her hanging on the bar and laughing wetly.

    “Still want the question?” he asked after.

    “Ask,” she begged. “Please ask.”

    “Do you want me to breed you?” he asked at her shoulder, voice low.

    The stall felt small and bright. Lena looked at the safety camera and felt safer for it. “Yes,” she said. “Breed me. Claim me.”

    He groaned into her skin and gave her his heat in long, held strokes. She came again around him, greedier, saying his name like a signed page. He stayed inside until both of them remembered how to breathe like civilians.

  
    Aftercare

    He eased out, caught what needed catching, cleaned her with warm cloths and permission at every pass. He unbuckled the strap and kissed the center of her back once—signature, not spectacle. Food arrived from the barn kitchen: eggs, toast, sliced fruit. They ate on the bench with their knees touching.

    “How do you feel?” he asked, and it meant body, heart, tomorrow.

    “Claimed,” Lena said. “And like I still own my feet. That’s the combination I wanted.”

    He nodded. “Text window is open all night. Tomorrow at ten we can do a soft check—hand work only—or nothing. You choose by nine.”

    “Ten,” she said. “Hand work. I want to see if I still like your palms when I’m not high on auction lights.”

    His smile was small and real. “Good. I want that too.”

  
    Second wind

    After the eggs, Lena’s body asked for another cycle the way some people ask for dessert—greedy and a little shy about naming it. Drake noticed the way she kept rolling her shoulders toward the idle machine.

    “You want more milk work before we call the night done?” he asked.

    “I do,” she said. “Not breeding. Just—empty. I feel full again already.”

    “That’s common on claim nights,” he said. “Adrenaline. Let-down reflex on a hair trigger. We can do a short flange set. Ten minutes. You call the stop.”

    She nodded. He refit the cups with the same care as the first time, as if novelty had not earned him shortcuts. The suction found her faster now. She came once on the machine alone, quieter than before, forehead against his forearm while he braced the bottles. When she said stop, he stopped on the same breath.

    He massaged her back afterward with lotion that smelled faintly like citrus and clean laundry. “You’re allowed to be done,” he said. “You’re also allowed to want a second dessert. Neither makes you difficult.”

    “I used to date men who treated wanting like a mess,” Lena said into the blanket. “This feels like the opposite of a mess.”

    “Good,” Drake said. “Mess is for stalls that don’t sanitize. You’re not a mess. You’re a schedule with a pulse.”

  
    History

    They talked, because claim nights that only fucked tended to curdle by morning. Lena told him about the office job she had left—fluorescent lights, a manager who called her “intense” for asking clear questions, breasts that ached through quarterly reviews while she smiled like a professional. Drake told her about inheriting the north wing from an uncle who had built the first soft stalls “before the internet made everyone pretend they’d invented wanting out loud.”

    “He was imperfect,” Drake said. “But he wrote opt-out into every contract in pen, not fine print. I kept that.”

    “I felt it in the paperwork,” Lena said. “That’s why I put myself on the lot list.”

    He touched her wrist, asking with his eyebrows. She turned her hand and laced their fingers. Holding hands after a breeding claim felt almost more intimate than the claim itself—proof they were still people with coffee preferences and morning breath coming for them.

  
    Walkthrough

    He gave her a quiet tour of the wing she might use if she stayed past one night: rinse station, linen closet, the little fridge with labeled bottles, a bookshelf of novels with cracked spines. “Some cows read between sessions,” he said, then grimaced politely. “Participants. I know the word lands different for everyone.”

    “I like cow in the stall,” Lena said, surprising herself with how steady it came out. “I like my name everywhere else. Can we do both?”

    “We can,” he said. “I’ll ask which one you want when the heat’s high. You can change mid-sentence.”

    She kissed his knuckles because the answer deserved a thank-you that wasn’t paperwork.

  
    Jealous flicker

    On the way back past the viewing bay, now empty, Lena saw a discarded paddle on a chair and felt a stupid spike of possessiveness—not about other lots, but about the version of Drake who had sat there waiting. She said so out loud because secrecy had never helped her kink.

    Drake stopped walking. “That spike is information,” he said. “Not a failing. If you want exclusivity language for a trial month, we can draft it tomorrow with compliance. If you want open observation with no claim rights for anyone else, we can draft that too. I don’t do surprise arrangements.”

    “Trial month exclusivity,” Lena said, heart loud. “With my opt-out intact.”

    “Done,” he said. “We’ll write it when you’re not post-orgasm and starving for toast again.”

    She laughed. “I am a little toast-based as a person.”

    “I noticed,” he said, fond. “I’ll keep the kitchen stocked.”

  
    Bath

    The suite bathroom had a tub deep enough for sore thighs and a sealed note on the mirror: Water first. Then heat. Then sleep. —D

    Lena ran the bath and sank into it until her milk-ache loosened into a dull sweet throb. She touched herself once under the water, not to finish, just to feel the claim still there, the tenderness, the yes. When she got out, she texted Drake a photo of the empty water glass and the words, Following instructions. Twenty-six and smug.

    He replied, Proud of you. Rest. I’ll bring coffee at nine if you want company before the ten o’clock.

    Company, she sent. Clothes optional on my end if that’s not pressure.

    Never pressure, he sent. Invitation received. I’ll knock. You open only if you still mean it.

    She slept with the blinds cracked and the barn’s distant soft hum in her bones like a lullaby built out of machines and mercy.

  
    Porch

    They walked the private side corridor to a porch that faced nothing but pasture and night. Drake asked before he kissed her. She said yes. The kiss was almost chaste and somehow filthier than the stall for that reason—proof that claim night included the soft parts on purpose.

    “Lot Fourteen,” he murmured against her mouth, teasing gentle.

    “Lena,” she corrected, smiling.

    “Lena,” he agreed. “Twenty-six. Ready. Loud.”

    She leaned into his chest and felt the stipend paperwork in her tote like a boring miracle. Money was logistics. This—his hand at her waist, the ache in her breasts, the yes still echoing in her cunt—was the point.

    “Same barn tomorrow?” she asked.

    “Same barn,” he said. “New page on the card if you want one.”

    She already knew what she would write: All green. Ask at the end again.

    He walked her to the overnight suite assigned to claim-night guests, checked the lock with her, and left a bottle of water sweating on the nightstand like a love letter written in practical ink. Alone, Lena stood in the mirror and looked at herself: marked by suction blush, marked by choice, twenty-six and exactly where she had bid herself to be.

    She slept hard. She woke once to text him a single word—green—and got back a single word—here—and smiled into the dark like a woman who had bought her own wanting at a fair price and found a man willing to pay attention in full.

  
    Morning note

    At nine she confirmed ten o’clock. At nine-forty she wrote on the stall card before he arrived: Sore in the good way. Want hands. Breeding no today—ask Friday.

    Drake read it, washed his hands, and said, “Friday on the calendar. Today we do what the card says.”

    He milked her with palms and patience until she shook and thanked him and laughed. He did not push for more. He praised specifically—breath, openness, the way she asked for a lighter left side—and walked her out with an apple in her tote and a schedule that already felt like a relationship wearing work boots.

    Auction night had been a gavel and a signature. What came after was the real claim: repeated yes, repeated care, a barn that knew her name and a man who kept hearing it.

    Lena, twenty-six, walked into sunlight with milk-ache and appetite and no confusion about either. Drake watched her go only long enough to make sure she didn’t wobble, then turned back to sanitize the cups like a handler who understood that romance, here, was mostly competence performed with heat still on his hands.

  
    Compliance follow-up

    Two days after auction night, Lena met with compliance in a sunlit office that refused to feel like punishment. The officer—Jonah, forty—reviewed camera retention, confirmed the wipe schedule, and asked whether any moment had felt off.

    “No,” Lena said. “I tugged him soft on purpose. He listened. I asked for exclusivity language. He drafted it the next morning before coffee finished brewing.”

    Jonah smiled with his eyes. “That’s the report we like. You’re free to extend, pause, or exit. Extending doesn’t make you greedy. Exiting doesn’t make you ungrateful.”

    “I’m extending,” Lena said. “Month one.”

    She walked out feeling oddly ceremonial, like graduation, except the diploma was a continued right to be milked on purpose by a man who kept asking.

  
    Rain night

    The first rain after her claim arrived sideways and loud. Power flickered but held. Drake lit the stall’s battery lanterns anyway for mood and for backup. Hand work by warm light made Lena feel older than twenty-six in the best way—initiated, not infantilized. He mouthed milk from her left breast when she asked him to, careful of overstimulation, checking after every dozen pulls.

    “Still green?”

    “Ready. God. Ready.”

    When she wanted his cock without breeding, she said so. He fucked her against the bar with a condom he put on while narrating the choice like a chef naming ingredients, and she came hard enough to see white. Afterward she thanked him for the condom the way some people thank partners for flowers.

    “Logistics are romantic,” she said.

    “I’ve been saying that for years,” Drake answered, kissing her temple. “Nobody believes me until they need it.”

    One week later

    The trial exclusivity page lived in a folder on Drake’s desk and a scan in Lena’s email. They eased twice in seven days—once for a flange that sat wrong, once because Lena’s brain was loud from a family call—and both times the heat bent without breaking. On Friday, when she wrote breeding yes on the card, he asked the question at the bar like it was the first time, because want deserved a fresh ask.

    “Do you want me to breed you?”

    “Yes,” Lena said, twenty-six and sure. “Claim me again.”

    He did. Afterward they sat on the porch with lemonade like people who had invented a life out of a gavel strike and refused to treat that as accidental.

    “Auction night was the door,” Drake said.

    “The stall is the house,” Lena answered.

    He bumped her shoulder. “Good cow,” he said softly, checking her face for the green light she had taught him to seek.

    She leaned in, milk-warm and smiling. “Good handler,” she said back. “Same time tomorrow.”

    “Same time tomorrow,” he agreed, and the barn, indifferent and holy, kept their schedule like a vow.

  
    Author’s card

    On the dry-erase card at the end of week one, Lena wrote a private joke for herself and a clear instruction for him: Hungry. Soft strap okay. Ask me to say good cow before the claim. Drake read it, smiled without mocking, and did exactly that. When he called her good cow in a voice pitched for her spine alone, she opened like a door with good hinges. When he asked for the claim, her yes was boring in the best legal sense—clear, repeated, sober enough to stand up in any office that cared about adults keeping promises to themselves.

    She was twenty-six. He was thirty-seven. The barn was a building. The contract was paper. The heat was theirs.
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