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    Consult

    Intake desk

    Maren signed the clinic tablet at twenty-eight with a hand that did not shake. The waiting room at Willow Dairy Veterinary smelled like lemon soap and warm linen, not fear. Cameras wiped in twenty-four hours; breeding never implied by an exam order—ranch logistics, not a sermon. She initialed the heat-cycle order and felt her body go soft instead of braced.

    She had woken before dawn with her breasts aching and her thighs already slick, the heat-cycle her program liaison had flagged on Tuesday arriving right on the chart's prediction. Some women hated being predictable. Maren loved it. Predictability meant she could plan want the way other people planned groceries.

    "Maren Cole," the intake nurse said, smiling without pity. "Heat-cycle inspect, voluntary. Dr. Ward will review your notes with you before gloves. Any changes since the online form? Meds, mood, boundaries?"

    "No new meds. Mood is focused hungry, not floaty. Boundaries same: no public display beyond the bay, narrate before you change intent, breeding only on a second yes after seating." Maren took the offered water and drank half. Milk had been pressing at her for two days—program-induced lactation on a supervised schedule she had chosen after three interviews and a psych screen. She was not a tourist. She was a woman who liked paperwork almost as much as she liked being handled.

    Seth Ward appeared in the doorway at thirty-six looking like someone who slept on call and still ironed his scrub top: dark hair neat, stethoscope looped, eyes that went to her face first. "Maren. Come back when you're ready. No hurry."

    No hurry, she thought. She stood, bag on her shoulder, and followed him down a corridor lined with soft lighting and framed abstracts that carefully avoided anything resembling livestock art. The clinic took pains to be a medical space for adult desire, not a costume barn. That distinction mattered to her. It was why she had picked Willow over three prettier ranches.

    The consult room had a desk, two chairs, and a laminated wants card. Seth sat across, not crowding. He opened her file on the tablet and tipped it so she could read with him.

    "You're twenty-eight. Program cow six weeks. Last machine session yesterday evening. Today's order is a heat-cycle inspect: breast exam, milk sample, pelvic check, optional breeding if you ask for it after seating. Questions?"

    "Will you narrate?" Maren asked. "I like knowing what you're about to do."

    "I narrate," he said, as if the answer had always been yes. "And I ask before I change pressure, angle, or intent. If you want breeding today, you say it after the exam portion, not instead of it. Clear?"

    "Clear." She signed the day slip. He signed. Their knuckles brushed the edge of the tablet and neither of them pretended it was accidental.

    He scrolled to her preference notes. "You marked praise specific, not pet-name heavy. Hand work before flanges. Prefer rests for pelvic. Prefer table-edge if claim proceeds. Still accurate?"

    "Still accurate," she said, and felt a warm drop of milk dampen her bra at the word claim spoken so calmly in daylight.

    "Any pain overnight? Fever? Emotional drop after yesterday's session?"

    "Soreness mild. No fever. Mood high. I slept badly because I was wet, not because I was scared."

    Seth's mouth tipped. "Good distinction. Thank you for the precision." He set the tablet down. "Bay Three is ready. Gown on the hook. Write what you want today on the board when you're settled. I'll knock."

  
    Gown

    In the bay, she changed into an open-front clinic gown the color of fog. The exam table had a pad that gave under her hips. A soft strap hung unused on a hook—available, not assumed. A pump unit sat quiet on a rolling cart, flanges in sealed packs, bottles labeled with her name and today's date. On the dry-erase board Seth had left blank space under Welcome. Write what you want today.

    She wrote, Green. Full. Ask often. Heat is loud.

    She sat on the table edge and breathed until her pulse quit trying to audition. When the knock came, she said, "Come in," and meant it.

    He washed his hands with the seriousness of a man who respected both medicine and want. "May I open the gown?"

    "Yes."

    Cool air found her nipples. They were already beading. Seth's gaze was clinician-soft and not cold. He looked the way a careful person looks at a map before a drive: appreciative, responsible. "Swelling is even. Skin intact. No cracking. Pretty presentation," he said, factual praise that went straight between her thighs. "Hand exam first. Tell me if anything bites."

  
    Breast exam

    His palms were warm through a thin glove he changed after washing—clinic protocol, not distance. He started wide, supporting weight, rolling tissue with a care that made Maren's breath drop into her belly. The first let-down arrived as a quiet wet warmth against his glove. He caught it in a sterile cup without flinching, without theater.

    "There," he murmured. "Good response. Left side expresses a little faster—normal. Pressure okay?"

    "More," she said. "Please." Civility on greed felt adult. He increased the roll at the base of each nipple and her knees softened against the table edge. Milk threaded into the cup in a thin white ribbon. She laughed once, surprised at how little shame she had left in a room with a sink and a soap dispenser.

    He worked both breasts through a slow cycle of wide support and focused pulls, pausing whenever her breath snagged so she could pull him back in. "Ready?" he asked twice, and twice she said yes. On the third ask she added, "Ready and greedy," and watched his eyes warm without losing the professional line that made her feel filthy on purpose.

    "I'm going to fit flanges while you're responsive," he said. "Twenty-six left, twenty-four right. Bodies aren't symmetrical. Okay?"

    "Okay."

    Waiting bay memory

    While the flanges warmed in Seth's hands, Maren's mind flicked—not away from the room, but into it more deeply—to the first orientation night at Willow six weeks earlier. She had sat with nine other adult volunteers, ages twenty-two to thirty-nine, while a compliance officer walked them through barn logistics and breeding opt-in paperwork. Nobody giggled. Maren had raised her hand and asked whether wanting breeding on a first inspect made her reckless.

    "It makes you specific," the officer had said. "Reckless is skipping the second yes. Specific is writing the want where we can see it."

    That sentence had lived under her ribs ever since. Now, with silicone seating against her skin and Seth's eyes on her face, she felt the orientation classroom fold into the bay like a promise kept.

  
    Sample talk

    Between breast exam and pelvic, he labeled cups and showed her the chain-of-custody sticker. "These go to the program lab for composition notes—your liaison uses them to tune diet and session length. Nothing leaves with a joke written on it. Nothing gets posted. You can request destruction of residual samples after analysis; it's in section nine."

    "I read section nine twice," Maren said. "Destroy after analysis is fine."

    "Good." He taped the labels square. Competence was its own aphrodisiac. She watched his fingers and felt her empty flanges-waiting nipples tighten again, greedy for the next useful touch.

  
    Breathing drill

    Before pelvic, he coached a sixty-second breathing drill she had practiced at home: four in, six out, hand on sternum. It should have felt like delay. It felt like being built a runway. When he finally gloved and asked for rests or flat, her yes to rests came out steady instead of scrambled.

    During the exam he narrated landmarks without turning her into a lecture. "I'm checking for anything that would make claim unsafe today. So far you're textbook heat—swollen, responsive, no red flags. Textbook is a compliment here."

    "I'll take it," she said, and clenched around his fingers on purpose once to make him smile. He smiled. He did not punish the joke by going harder. He waited for her to settle and continued at the pace she had asked for in writing.

  
    Post-claim tea

    After the robe and the protein bar, he walked her to a small recovery nook with two armchairs and a kettle. Not a hidden romance suite—just a place where blood sugar and dignity could meet. She sat curled in the robe and told him, unexpectedly, about the apartment she had left behind: thin walls, a roommate who flinched at desire, a version of herself that apologized for leaking through shirts.

    "You don't apologize here," Seth said, pouring tea. "You report. Different grammar."

    "I like the grammar," Maren said, and meant every syllable.

    He did not ask for her number beyond the program channel. He did not hint at dinner. The claim was logged; the care continued through protocol. If something else grew later, it would grow from the same soil—want, schedule, clarity—not from a man mistaking access for destiny. That restraint made her want him more, which she filed under interesting and did not act on in the recovery nook. Timing was part of being twenty-eight and finally good at it.

  
    Flanges

    He opened the packs, warmed the silicone briefly between his palms, and seated each flange with a patience that made her throat tight. The clinic pump whispered to life. Compress, hold, release. Maren matched his count without being told. Bottles clouded. Her head tipped back. Heat crawled low and insistent, the cycle her chart had predicted and her body had been shouting about since dawn.

    "Peak coming?" he asked, watching her face more than the bottles.

    "Yes—don't stop."

    He didn't chase. He held the rhythm until the crest broke clean through her, thighs shaking, a sound escaping that the bay's soft walls seemed designed to hold. Milk surged harder into the bottles for three long pulses. Tears pricked and did not embarrass her. Seth eased suction after, supported each breast as cups came off, wiped her with warm cloths. Praise arrived like a chart note: "You took that beautifully. Hydrate. Sit up when you're ready."

    She drank. Her pulse was a drum under her tongue. The bottles on the cart looked like proof of something she had wanted to be true about herself for years: that her body could be useful and erotic and carefully supervised at the same time.

  
    Pelvic

    "Next is the pelvic portion," Seth said. "Gloves, lubricant, slow. You can keep your feet in the rests or flat. Preference?"

    "Rests," Maren said. "I want to feel held."

    He helped her settle, draped her lower half with a soft sheet until she nodded for him to move it, narrated every step. Cool gel. The careful press of two fingers. He watched her face the entire time. "Nod if you want more."

    She nodded. Heat made her clench around nothing and then around him; he waited, adjusted angle, found the place that made her vision flicker white and then backed off a degree so she could breathe. He did not finger-fuck her like a man stealing dessert. He examined and, because she was wet and willing and in heat, the exam felt like foreplay that refused to lie about being medicine first.

    "You're swollen and slick," he said, clinical and kind. "Consistent with peak heat. Cervix soft. No tenderness that concerns me. Pain?"

    "No. Want." The word landed between them like a signed form.

    He withdrew with care, stripped gloves, washed again, offered her the sheet. "Exam complete. Samples labeled. You can dress and leave with a follow-up schedule—or we can talk about the optional claim portion. No pressure. No implication. Saying no now does not change your care."

  
    Mirror

    There was a mirror on the side wall at an angle that showed her from collarbones down without forcing her face into a performance. She asked him to tilt it slightly. He did. Seeing her own breasts reddened from careful work, nipples glossy, belly soft, thighs open on a medical table, should have felt pornographic in a cheap way. It felt documentary. She liked the documentary. She liked being evidence of her own want.

    "I look like I belong here," she said.

    "You do," Seth said. "Belonging isn't the same as being owned. You know that already, but I'm saying it anyway."

  
    Claim talk

    Maren sat up on her elbows, gown open, milk still cooling on her skin in places the cloth had missed. She looked at the camera in the corner—safety, wiped daily, compliance only—and felt steadier for it. "I want the breeding option," she said. "I wrote it as a possibility on intake. I'm saying it as a request now. Condom or none is my call?"

    "Your call every time."

    "None," she said, cheeks hot, voice steady. "If I say yes again when you're seated. I want your claim logged on today's sheet. I want it written where I can see it."

    Seth's breath caught once—human, not performative. He turned the tablet so the breeding addendum glowed between them and waited while she read it aloud: voluntary; revocable mid-act; second yes required after seating; aftercare mandatory; emergency contraception discussion offered and declined by patient initials; follow-up ping within eighteen hours.

    She initialed. He initialed. "Strap optional," he said. "Position preference still table-edge?"

    "Table edge. I want to see you ask me."

    Prep for claim

    He laid out towels, water, a spare robe, and the tablet with the addendum already open to the signature block. Logistics as seduction. Maren stood, walked a slow circle to shake out her legs, and came back to the table edge on her own. That walk mattered. Choosing the table again after standing mattered. He waited until she was seated and had crooked a finger at him before he stepped in close.

    "Last chance to keep this exam-only," he said, not as a tease, as a door still unlocked.

    "I know," she said. "I'm walking through."

    He nodded, washed, considered gloves, then met her eyes when she shook her head. "Bare for this," she said. "I want skin. You can glove again after if you need for cleanup."

    "Skin," he agreed, and stepped between her knees only after she opened them. He shed scrub pants with the unsexy efficiency of a man who refused to turn undressing into a show she had not asked for. His cock was hard, flushed, careful in the way he held himself back from her entrance until she reached and guided him.

  
    Seating

    He pushed in slow, narrating depth like a man who refused to surprise anyone's body. "Halfway. Full if you want it."

    "Full," Maren said, gripping the table pad. She said yes before he asked, then laughed because he asked anyway.

    "Okay?"

    "Yes. More."

    He seated fully and held, forehead near hers, not kissing unless invited. She tipped her chin. He kissed her once, brief and grounding, then began a rhythm that matched the pump's earlier three-count: deep, hold, ease. Heat made everything sharper. Milk leaked when he rolled a nipple between careful fingers. The wet sound of their joining filled the bay without shame. She came first with a broken sound that turned into his name, and he praised her through it without speeding up to chase his own end.

    "Good," he said against her temple. "That's it. Breathe. Still green?"

    "Ready. Don't you dare stop asking."

    "I won't."

    He shifted her hips a fraction higher on the pad and the new angle dragged a helpless noise out of her. She wrapped her calves around his waist—not trapping, inviting—and he took the invitation with a groan he kept quiet enough for a clinic. Sweat cooled at her throat. The gown slipped off one shoulder. He fixed it without breaking rhythm, absurdly tender, and she loved him a little for the logistics of that gesture.

    Second wave on cock

    She asked for a breath—and he stilled deep inside her while she drank water with shaking hands. The intimacy of being full and hydrated at once made her laugh. "Okay," she said. "Again. Harder is fine. Harder is what I want."

    He gave her harder without losing the count, without turning careful into careless. When her second orgasm took her, milk sprayed faintly across his scrub top and he only said, "Pretty," like a measurement he liked.

    "Do you want me to breed you?" he asked at the edge of his control, voice low, eyes clear, hips stilled deep so the question could stand alone.

    "Yes," Maren said. "Breed me. Log it."

    He came with a stifled groan against her shoulder, heat flooding where her cycle had been begging. She shook through another crest on the feel of it, greedy and grateful, nails careful on his back. The claim felt like logistics and sacrament at once—exactly what the clinic tablet had promised it could be if both adults meant their words.

  
    Aftercare

    He stayed until their breathing matched. Eased out. Caught what needed catching with a towel he had staged within reach like a good clinician. Cleaned her with the same narrative care he used for exams. Helped her sit. Protein bar. Electrolyte drink. Warm robe from the warmer drawer. He filled the day sheet while she watched: heat inspect complete; voluntary breeding claim at patient request after second yes; aftercare completed; follow-up text tomorrow 10 a.m.; patient verbalized green at exit.

    "You okay in the math?" he asked. "Emotionally. Schedule. Body. Anything you want on the record that isn't already there?"

    "I'm better than okay," Maren said, throat rough. "I'm—scheduled. Write that I asked for bare and got it. Write that you asked twice."

    He typed both lines without smirking. "Done. Proud of how clear you were today."

  
    Corridor

    In the corridor, the intake nurse handed her a printed aftercare card and a sealed copy of her signed day slip. Maren tucked both into her bag like treasure. On the clinic steps, late afternoon sun made the parking lot look ordinary and holy. She texted her program liaison one line: Inspect done. Claim logged. Green all the way home.

    Seth's follow-up ping arrived before she started the car: Ready check when you can. Drink the second bottle in your bag. No heavy lifting tonight.

    She replied: Green. Loud. Second bottle open. Thank you for asking twice.

  
    Chart pride

    On her phone, between the recovery nook and the parking lot, Maren opened the patient portal and read the provisional note Seth had filed: Patient presented in voluntary heat-cycle inspect; patient request confirmed; lactation response strong; pelvic exam unremarkable; patient requested breeding claim; second verbal yes obtained after seating; bare finish per patient preference; aftercare complete; affect stable and positive.

    Reading herself described that way made her eyes sting. Not from shame. From recognition. She screenshotted the note for her private folder labeled evidence of joy and then locked the phone in her bag so she would not reread it while driving.

  
    Grocery stop

    She stopped for oranges and electrolyte packets because the aftercare card suggested vitamin C and salt after heavy expression. In the produce aisle a stranger's baby cried and Maren's breasts answered with a sympathetic ache that made her huff a laugh into her collar. She was a dairy program adult in a fluorescent supermarket, claimed and emptied and buying fruit. The ordinary surrealism of it delighted her.

    At the register the cashier asked if she had found everything. "Yes," Maren said, and the word carried more freight than the cashier would ever know.

    Texts with a friend

    Her friend June—thirty-one, vanilla, beloved—texted: You alive? Clinic day?

    Alive. Inspected. Claimed by request. Ready. Details later if you want them, none if you don't.

    June replied with a row of respectful emoji and: Proud of you for using your words.

    Maren sent back a photo of the peonies she had decided to buy after all and wrote: Adulting looks like flowers and a signed slip.

  
    Night body

    Before sleep she stood naked in her bathroom and inventoried: nipples tender in a good way, belly soft, thighs marked faintly where the table edge had pressed, the deep internal warmth of a claim that had been asked for twice. She said aloud to the mirror, "Twenty-eight. Ready. Done for today." Then she put on Seth's clinic aftercare socks—thick, ridiculous, included in the take-home kit—and went to bed like someone who had finished a shift of holy work.

  
    Drive

    On the drive home she kept the windows cracked and the radio low. Her body hummed with emptied fullness and the deep, specific ache of being well-used by agreement. At a red light she glanced at the sealed slip on the passenger seat and felt something like pride—adult pride, the kind that comes from asking for what you want in a room designed to hear it.

  
    Liaison call

    Before bed she video-called her program liaison, a woman named Patrice who was forty-four and had the calm of someone who had audited a thousand day slips. Maren held up the sealed copy to the camera and summarized without performance: inspect, flanges, pelvic, second yes, bare claim, aftercare, green exit.

    "Any coercion pressure?" Patrice asked, standard and welcome.

    "None. He slowed when I peaked on the pump. He asked at seating and again before finish. I asked him to log both asks."

    Patrice smiled. "That's the kind of note that makes my job easy. Ice if you're tender. Warm compress if you feel a duct sulking. Machine tonight only if you still want it after dinner—want, not should."

    "Want," Maren said, and meant it.

  
    Evening machine

    She went to the satellite stall her lease included two blocks from the clinic—a quiet room with her name on a smaller board and a machine that knew her flange sizes. Alone, she still wrote green. Alone, she still hydrated first. The evening cycle was shorter, maintenance rather than storm, and when she finished she texted Seth a single word because the aftercare card allowed optional handler pings for forty-eight hours post-claim: Settled.

    His reply: Good. Sleep. Proud of your clarity.

  
    Morning ping

    At 10:02 a.m. she answered Seth's check-in with a photo of her hydration bottle half empty and a note: Soreness mild. Mood high. Ready for routine machine tonight if liaison clears.

    Cleared, he wrote back. And Maren—yesterday was excellent medicine and excellent want. Those can be the same thing.

    She smiled at her phone in her kitchen and touched the faint ache between her thighs like a bookmark. Heat would come again. The clinic would still smell like lemon soap. She would still be twenty-eight, hungry, and precise about what she wanted.

    That, she decided, was the whole point of being examined in heat: not to be reduced to a chart, but to become one she could read out loud without flinching.
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