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    Hand work

    Blue Gate

    The Blue Gate stall already had my name on the laminated card when I stepped onto the rubber mat barefoot, twenty‑seven and aching. Stipend, room on the north side of the ranch house, two daily sessions—ranch logistics I’d signed for before the drive. None of that mattered now. What mattered was the hum of a machine idling low and polite, air carrying bleach and milk and skin, and Cass waiting with clean hands.

    He didn’t look like a fantasy of a cowboy. He looked like someone who’d been up before dawn for a decade and liked it: clean jeans, boots worn to the shape of his step, a tan that didn’t come from a salon. Thirty‑five. He owned the place with his sister in town. He did the hands‑on here.

    “I’m Cass,” he said, reading my face the soft way a person reads weather. “We’ll start when you say. You’ll say what you want.”

    “I want your hands,” I said. “I’m ready now.” The nervousness quit biting my ribs. Want is a relief you can carry.

    The gate itself was the blue of a summer sky when the sun is still sensible. First line on the card, he’d written: Welcome. Write anything you want me to know today.

    I wrote, In a good mood. Ready, and drew a smile with the two lines I always add over the eyes like someone surprised, because being here felt surprisingly like a yes I’d been scared to voice out loud. Cass read it and looked pleased without getting sentimental. He washed his hands like a ritual and patted the paper towel onto the trash with the kind of aim born of practice. “We’ll start with hand work,” he said. “Flange fit after. I want to see how you respond without gear first.”

    “Okay,” I said. “I want your hands.” I glanced at the camera in the corner—recordings wiped daily, compliance only if something went wrong. The existence of it meant I could relax into my body more, not less.

    He stepped closer, the air warmer for it. “Talk through the touch, or quiet?”

    “Quiet,” I said, because sometimes silence is better than monologue. He nodded and waited for my yes before sliding his fingertips under the band of my sports bra and easing it up. He didn’t peel it like a present. He lifted it like gear and set it aside neatly. My nipples pebbled with the air and with the way he looked at them as if they had a job to do and were about to get a performance review, kind and thorough.

    His palms were warm. He started wide, the weight of his hands reminding my breasts they were attached to a body and not just their own weather systems. The first pressure eased something I hadn’t realized I’d been holding tight for years. He didn’t pinch. He cupped and rolled skin under skin, the glide clean. He’d warmed a little oil in a small cup, and he smoothed it without haste, always watching my breath. “In,” he said on my inhale, almost under his breath. “Out,” when I let it go. It worked. My shoulders dropped farther than I thought they could. He moved closer, one foot bracketing mine without pinning them.

    I thought I would be embarrassed hearing the first sounds I make when someone touches me with that much care. I wasn’t. The stall felt designed to hold them. He worked in long pulls that ended with a gentle roll at the base of each nipple, and my body responded like a map someone had bothered to study. My first small let‑down arrived quietly—the wet warmth sudden, then relief radiating outward like a tide going slack. He made a small pleased sound low in his throat. “There you are,” he said, not surprised, just respectful. “Good.”

    “Yes,” I said because he paused for it even though my body had already given it. “More, please.” I enjoyed the civility of please, the way it gave shape to greed. He tightened pressure and adjusted the angle, and the next wave had me half laughing, half cursing, back of my hand finding the stall wall like it needed a fact to press against.

    “Pressure’s good,” he said, glancing down and then back up at my face. “You’re taking pressure well. If you feel any bite, we back off.”

    “No bite,” I said. “Just—full.” The word flexed like a new muscle. He smiled because he recognized the hunger there and didn’t mistake it for anything other than exactly what it was. He worked me through a handful of smaller crests, letting me get used to the landscape of relief. He didn’t try to turn my first time in his stall into a thunderclap. He built a forecast.

  
    Flanges

    “Okay for gear?” he asked. “I’d like to fit you while you’re already responsive. We can stop at any point.”

    “Yes,” I said. “Please.” He fitted a pair of flanges with practiced care. Twenty‑six millimeter on the left, twenty‑four on the right. He smiled at my arched eyebrow. “Bodies aren’t symmetrical,” he said. “It’s normal.” He held one in place and set the machine to whisper to life. The first tug felt like recognition. I was glad for his hands first; the machine’s steady persuasion met me halfway, familiar because of the path his palms had already lit.

    The bottles under the cups started to cloud at the bottom in a way that felt private and also exactly the point. He set the suction to a slow three‑count: compress, hold, release. “Match me,” he murmured, his chest at my back, not touching except when he adjusted the angle, and my body did. “Good,” he said when I exhaled on the release. “That’s it.” He increased draw a click, then two. My knees softened, and he eased me to sit on the padded bench, not because I was unsteady but because rest makes intensity possible.

    The first true peak arrived like a confession I’d wanted to make for a long time. It left me damp‑eyed and quiet, more shake in my thighs than I’d planned to show a man I’d just met, and all of it felt right. He watched me with that rancher’s gentleness, not coddling but present. “You look good like this,” he said, calm as a morning forecast. “Breathe.”

    Money and mercy

    I thought of the stipend then for the first time since stepping into the stall. It felt, suddenly, like mercy instead of an invoice settled. I was getting paid because I was contributing to something this place valued. It was not a bribe. It was logistics, watermelon slices in August, hay stacked before the first frost, a hot meal you sit down to because you worked hard and need fuel. The realization surprised me into a laugh that turned into a sob that turned into a laugh again. Cass caught the whole mess with a hand on my shoulder blade—pressure, not patting. “You’re fine,” he said, which in his mouth meant you’re allowed. I nodded and let a few more sounds go feral and then civilize themselves again.

  
    Bridge

    He eased the suction and took the cups off with care, supporting each breast with his hand so the change in weight didn’t sting. “You did great,” he said. Praise in a stall should sound like a weather report: specific and true. “You want to change position before we talk about the rest?”

    I stood and rolled my shoulders, then bent at the waist to stretch my hamstrings, which made the towel on the bench slide and made his eyes flick there and back in a way that wasn’t leering; it was attentive. I liked being looked at by him. I liked being data he used to make good decisions. “Talk to me about the rest,” I said, and the way his mouth twitched told me he was answering a question he’d hoped I would ask.

    “Breeding is always opt‑in,” he said. “Every time. You can say no now and yes tomorrow. You can say yes now and no in ten minutes. If you say yes, I will ask again right before. I will ask during. You can stop me mid‑stroke. If you want condom or no condom, you call it. If you want a claim, you say it. If not, we finish another way and that is not lesser.”

    Hearing that out loud eased something in my spine I hadn’t known was braced. “Yes today,” I said anyway, because the word had been sitting behind my teeth for months. “If I say yes again then.” He nodded like a man noting a weather window opening.

  
    Position

    He had me step to the stall corner where there were two padded bars at different heights. “Hands here,” he said, and I gripped them, shoulder‑width, as he slid a soft strap around my hips. Not tight, just a line. “This is for me,” he said, tugging it once. “It keeps my hands honest when I start thinking like a man with a cock instead of a handler. Hold the bar. I’ll read your breath. If you need me softer, tug twice—I’ll ease.”

    I loved him then, a little, for the way he thought about future him. “Okay,” I said, and my voice was hoarse from either the machine or wanting or both.

    He used his hands first again, as if resetting a baseline: long glides pulling down, a lift at the end, a roll that made milk bead on my skin even without a cup to catch it. “You’re beautiful,” he said in a tone that wasn’t trying to get anything from me. He was just stating a fact he could use to build confidence. He slid his fingers between my thighs and met heat, slick and honest. “You want my cock?” he asked then, voice gone low and simple.

    “Yes,” I said, exactly as I’d imagined, but with a steadiness I hadn’t known I could hold under this kind of wanting. He didn’t move for a beat, giving me time to add whatever I needed. I did. “No condom,” I said, the words heavy and clean as a pail set down. “If I say yes when you ask me at the end, I want you to breed me.” My cheeks burned and cooled at once. “I want your claim.”

    His breath caught, barely. Not a show. “Okay,” he said, and it meant more than yes from him. It meant acceptance of responsibility after. It meant schedule. It meant he’d do the math with me and not turn the numbers into a threat. “Okay,” he repeated, and then he did what I’d wanted him to do since we stepped into the stall.

    Claim (first strokes)

    He pushed in slowly, careful with the kind of thoroughness I liked in contracts and hands. The first stretch surprised me into a wordless sound that might have been his name if I’d had any breath to give it syllables. He stilled halfway and let me feel full without being overwhelmed. “Okay?” he asked at my shoulder.

    “Yes,” I said, and then, because I didn’t want even an inch of ambiguity in my future memory of this moment: “More, please.” He slid the rest of the way in, seating with a patience that read as confidence, not control. The strap at my waist tugged lightly as he tested his grip. He didn’t pound. He rolled like the ocean I grew up beside: consistent, powerful, inevitable.

    He found the angle that made me see white, then eased off a degree and rebuilt to it so I didn’t go over the edge too fast. When he pinched my nipple—a careful squeeze at the base to avoid over‑sensitizing the tip—I shivered down and around him and made a sound that was as much sob as laugh. “That’s it,” he said, as if I were a horse finding a new lead. “Good. Breathe.”

    “Tell me when,” I said before I could think better of giving him that much authorial power over my body. I trusted him already with the schedule, the stall, the machine. I could trust him with this. “Hold me there.”

    He took the direction like he’d been waiting for it. “Now,” he said, a minute later, when my breath and hips met where he wanted them. He held me there with his hand at my waist and his cock deep, and the orgasm that unspooled from that hold felt like work done right. I cried like exercise makes you cry sometimes, involuntary and cleansing, and laughed at the end because joy is a reflex when someone brings you exactly where you asked to go.

    He didn’t let go when I shook. He stayed and breathed with me and, when I pressed back into him a second after I stilled, took that as the yes it was to keep going.

    Claim (the question)

    “Do you want me to breed you?” he asked, low and quiet. The stall felt small and holy. The camera in the corner didn’t exist for a second except as an extra set of eyes to make sure the future couldn’t lie to either of us about what we were about to do.

    “Yes,” I said, plain as a fence post. “Breed me.” The word shook the strap. I felt the heat behind my sternum turn into something lower and older. He groaned, not loud, as if his body had just been granted permission to be what it already was.

    He changed nothing about the rhythm. He didn’t chase. He let the question and my answer carry the sex where it was already going. When he came, it was with a sound he stifled against my shoulder like a gentleman and a field hand at the same time, and the heat of it landing made me come again, greedier and less polite. I said “mine” once, not because I wanted to own him but because his claim had given me a place to stand.

  
    Aftercare

    He stayed inside me until both our breathing settled. He didn’t do the inch‑in‑inch‑out dancer’s retreat some men do as if they’re writing a little coda. He rested and then eased out and caught what needed catching with a towel. He cleaned me with care and asked permission for every touch even though we’d been beyond permission and into act for minutes. Care doesn’t clock out just because you’re sated; it changes shape.

    He unbuckled the strap and set it on the hook with the same attention he gave to the flanges. He kissed the center of my back like a signature. “You okay?” he asked, and it carried all the questions: physically, emotionally, the math of later?

    “I’m better than okay,” I said, throat rough. “I’m—hungry.” He laughed at the word choice and handed me a bottle and a protein bar and then took one for himself, biting with the appetite of a man who’d done work and liked it.

  
    Dinner

    We ate stew at the kitchen island later, me damp‑haired from a shower and loose in a dress I’d thrown on without a bra because my skin felt like a door just opened and I didn’t want to shut it yet. He asked me about work I’d left. I told him about spreadsheets and how, if you love them, they can be an art form but not when you’re doing them for people who don’t care about the story numbers tell. He nodded and told me about rain timing and how hay cut a day too late can rot from the inside. We were two people who liked getting the details right and each other’s bodies besides.

  
    Schedule

    We set it at the table with a pen and a calendar. Morning at six, evening at six‑thirty, with an opt‑out clause I could exercise with a text and no explanation. “My sister makes me write that into every contract,” he admitted. “People try hard to be good when they live where they work. It’s my job to make sure you never think being good means ignoring your body.” He tapped the opt‑out line. “Use it any time. Even if it’s just because you want me to take you to dinner in town instead.”

    “You going to make me wear a bra to dinner?” I asked, and his grin was the slow kind that feels like a door unlocking in stages. “Only if you want to,” he said, and the invitation inside the joke warmed me down to my calves.

  
    Morning

    We discovered quickly that I responded to a longer hand warm‑up. He set the machine later in the session so my body read the cups like continuation, not novelty. He kept notes and showed them to me so I could feel the authorship of my own routine. “Yield is higher with a two‑minute longer hold on the second cycle,” he said one morning without triumph, just interest. I liked being an experiment we both chose. It felt like belonging.

    We tried a wedge under my knees the third day. We moved the mirror twice to find the angle that made me feel strongest, not just sexiest. When he praised me, it was specific: “Good breath,” when I didn’t rush; “Nice control,” when I rode the machine’s draw instead of bracing against it. He never used words that made my stomach lurch. He called me “good cow” once, voice pitched so low it felt like a proprietary hum on my skin, and the sound he got from me made him turn the word into a promise. He didn’t overuse it. He saved it for when he meant it, and I learned to crave it.

  
    Money again

    The stipend hit my account like a kind touch. I sent a piece of it to a savings fund labeled “fencepost” because I’d always liked the idea of owning one thing that wouldn’t blow away in a stiff wind. I texted Cass a screenshot of the label because it made me laugh, and he sent back a photo of a fencepost out back with fresh white paint and a crooked heart drawn at the bottom by a kid who’d visited last month. “We can name one after you,” he wrote. “If you still like it in a month.” Future talk done right is better than a candy bar.

  
    Second claim

    We saved breeding for days my body said yes before my mouth did. He’d ask the question every time and not in a way that made me feel I had to reach for enthusiasm if I didn’t have it. “No today,” I said once, head fuzzy with a headache from a storm front, and he nodded and finished me with his fingers and his mouth and the word “pretty” like a palm flat on a horse’s nose. I slept like a log and woke without guilt.

    The next night, though, I was bright and aching and cock‑hungry in a way that would have embarrassed me in my old apartment where the walls had ears. “Yes,” I said before he’d even gotten the question all the way out. He smiled like he’d been handed his favorite tool on a day made for using it. He put me over the padded bar and slid in like he owned the place and respected the deed. When he asked, “Do you want my claim?” I could have sworn the stall leaned in to hear my answer.

    “Yes,” I said, and the orgasm I had when he gave it to me made my calves cramp and my hands slide on the bar. He held me, laughing softly when my body kept squeezing him like it wanted to keep him, and said, “Hungry today,” as if I were a season. I was. I am.

  
    Town

    He took me to dinner, no bra, dress soft, me full of milk and nerves and pride I didn’t want to hide. He walked at my pace. He placed a hand at my back in the doorway like a claim without making me property. In the booth, he asked me whether I wanted him to sit beside me or across; I said beside, and he let our knees knock while we ate with the kind of appetite that embarrasses some people and turned him on. He tucked his hand between my thighs under the table once, just enough to remind me who would be at Blue Gate with me later, then moved it away like a gentleman. Foreplay that acts like patience is its own religion.

  
    Storm

    Power went out the following week for three hours. We did hand work by lantern light while rain hit the roof like applause. The machine sat patient and dumb as a cow that knows better than to challenge a fence in a storm. Cass made rhythm with his palms and mouth and breathed me through a sequence that felt older than the power grid anyway. He praised me in the dark and sounded proud when the bottles the next morning were full anyway. “Your body knows how to make do,” he said, and because he said it like a strength, I believed him.

  
    Hiccup

    On a Monday, the twenty‑four millimeter bit. It was small—just a hint of pinch on the right—but it annoyed me out of proportion to the sensation. He stopped immediately, pulled the cup, checked the edge. “A nick,” he said, showing me a tiny flaw I wouldn’t have seen. He threw it away and replaced it, no lecture about cost, no eye roll. My mood flicked back to good so fast I laughed. “Thank you,” I said, a little overdosed on gratitude, and he shook his head like a man who’s cut enough bales to know tools wear out.

    We sat on the bench between cycles and ate half an apple each. “You don’t have to be grateful for me doing my job,” he said. “You can be sweet about it because that’s who you are, but I’m not cashing it like a check.”

    “Let me be grateful anyway,” I said, because refusing a chance to feel good feels small. He nodded. “Okay,” he said. “Then I’m grateful too.” He kissed my milk‑slick shoulder and then went to sanitize the new cups.

  
    Series

    We started calling Blue Gate Session Three “Swollen Yield” because it had better rhythm than “Wednesday, late.” He suggested I write blurbs as practice for a series we might publish in a future I didn’t yet trust but wanted. I wrote one that made my own mouth water. He edited two words and sent it back with the note, “Heat up top. Good cow in the last line.” I rewrote and put “good cow” in the last line and blushed alone in my room.

  
    Friction

    We fought once about nothing that was actually nothing: whether six a.m. meant first touch at six or me walking into the stall at six with five minutes to settle. It was fatigue and a bad dream I hadn’t told him about and a pump that sounded wrong for two seconds. I snapped and then apologized mid‑snap because it is possible to be adult. He apologized for assuming I wanted to be talked through every step that morning. We fixed it in two sentences and a kiss that tasted like toothpaste. I wrote in the log: “Six a.m. means first touch at six. Please warm flanges while I wash.” He initialed it. Logistics are romance when they protect the body they serve.

  
    Third claim

    Sometimes you don’t need more words for the same thing. He asked. I said yes. He slid in with the kind of relief that sounds like a chuckle. He held me by the strap and my hip. He said “good cow” once and “mine” once and made noises that let me feel like a person who was doing something well and not just being done to. When I came, I said please, which is a funny word to say at the end of a sentence about having already gotten exactly what you want. He said, “Always,” into my neck. It was enough.

  
    Numbers

    We tracked yield because I liked numbers and he liked the illusion that numbers tell the whole story. We both agreed they never do. But when the line edged up over the month, neither of us pretended it didn’t feel like having done something right. He stuck the graph on the inside of the stall door where only I would see it. I tapped it before each session like athletes tap a sign. It made my body want to do what it already liked doing.

  
    Home

    The room stopped feeling like a rental. The towel hook felt like mine. The hallway smelled like bleach and coffee. He got good at reading my mood in the way I hung the towel—fast and tight on tired days, sloppy on days I wanted to be taken in hand. It became a joke he told with his eyebrows while we brushed our teeth. I laughed with a mouth full of mint and pressed a hip to his like I was stamping a document with a seal that said approved.

  
    Blue Gate (again)

    On a morning I will remember when I’m old, he set the mirror wider so I could see us both. I watched my body yield under the machine and under his hands and under choice. He stood behind me, all patience and purpose. “Breathe,” he said, and I did, and right before the second peak he asked if I wanted his claim, and my yes came out in a voice that sounded like the person I wanted to be when I applied to this ranch: brave, precise, a little hungry, never ashamed.

    After, he tucked me up in one of his shirts and handed me toast and eggs and sat on the bench while I ate, looking at me the way people look at a morning they didn’t earn but got anyway. “Tomorrow?” he asked.

    “Tomorrow,” I said. I licked butter from my thumb. He watched and then looked away on purpose. That kindness has its own heat.

  
    Contract

    We re‑read it at the kitchen table at the end of the month, pens in hand like two executives who also knew where to put their mouths to make the other come in under three minutes if the stew needed to be checked. We crossed out a clause we never used and added “opt‑in public kiss on the porch step on Fridays at dusk.” He laughed and signed. I signed and dated. He stuck the new page next to the old with a paperclip like a farmer’s version of romance.

  
    Blue Gate, dusk

    I wrote on the card: “All green. Hungry. Ask me at the end.” He wrote: “Ask at the end: check.” He folded the pen back under the clip, washed his hands, and turned me toward the blue gate, which looked like sky becoming night. “Ready?” he asked.

    “Ready,” I said, twenty‑seven and sure. He touched me the way he always did: like want was a language we both spoke fluently and pleasure was work we were lucky to share. When he asked me at the end, the yes I gave him felt like property correctly titled and a fencepost sunk straight, no wobble, set to last through weather. He gave me his claim; I took it like bread. We cleaned up and went to the porch for the Friday kiss. It was chaste and hot at the same time. That’s a trick some people never learn. We practiced until we were experts.
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