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    Prep

    Stall

    The stall smelled like antiseptic over fresh hay, and my breasts already ached for the cups. Twenty‑four, three weeks past the birthday that made the dairy contract stick, I stood barefoot on the rubber mat with my name on the brushed metal plate and the day’s plan clipped below: measurement, flange fit, hygiene, trial suction. Handler: Morgan. Thirty‑one. His note was block letters and hunger dressed as logistics—I’ll walk you through everything. Hydrate. A cold bottle beaded on the shelf.

    I checked the mirrors in the prep room because that was part of the ritual they’d explained—look at yourself before and after to see the changes you stop noticing when you’re inside them. My breasts had been touchy for months, heavier the week before my period and then not quite losing all that weight after. I cupped them over the soft cotton shelf bra I’d chosen this morning. The pressure made my nipples tighten. Anticipation does that. I felt warm in my throat.

    Morgan knocked once and opened the door the way people do when they’ve already been given permission. Navy shirt, rolled sleeves, forearms lightly dusted with hair gone darker where he’d rinsed his hands. No rush in him, but there was that quiet, practical readiness I recognize in competent men—the ones who check in before they begin, who make the bed before they mess it up.

    “Mara?” he said, my name careful but not testing. “Good to meet you. I’m Morgan. I read your intake notes. We’ll do the fit, then a short cycle to your first let‑down, if that comes easily. You control the pace.” He waited, letting me see him. No clipboard between us, no distractions. It was an intimacy of attention, and it calmed me.

    “I want this,” I said, voice lower than usual. “I’m twenty‑four. I read the contract twice.” I swallowed. “Put the cups on me.”

    “Good,” he said, that small curve at the corner of his mouth. “Hydrated?”

    I drank, throat working, then nodded. “Hydrated.”

    He held out a hand, palm up. “May I help you with prep?” The phrasing mattered: not assuming, not coy. I put my hand in his, and warmth moved up my arm like a confirmation. He closed the door.

    The prep bench held wipes, gel, a soft towel, and a small tray with rings that looked like jewelry until you could see the function in their shape. Morgan explained as if we had all day. We did. “We’ll fit the flanges so there’s no pinching,” he said. “We start slow. Tell me if anything bites wrong. I’ll adjust.”

    I undressed to the waist, then further at his request, because we’d agreed he’d help with lubricant and cleanup; it was in the box I’d checked and reviewed with the nurse. He didn’t ogle. He looked like a maker checking materials, respect first, interest curated into carefulness. My nipples were already hard, skin around them pebbled tight.

    He warmed gel between his fingers and met my eyes before touching me. “Okay?” he asked. “Yes,” I said, already leaning into his hands.

    His fingers spread the gel around my areolae with a clinical gentleness that wasn’t cold at all. The first contact pulled a breath from me, and the second had my knee bending a little against the stool. He steadied me with a hand at my hip—pressure, not restraint, and the difference sang through me. “That’s it,” he murmured, as if my body were answering a question he’d been waiting to ask. He checked flange sizes with the practiced eye of someone who’d done this hundreds of times. “We’ll start with the twenty‑four,” he said. “If it drags, we adjust. Tell me at once.”

    The machine was neat and smaller than I’d imagined, humming like an expensive refrigerator. He fitted the clear cups, fingers sure and slow. Even before the suction started, the calibration of it—the weight of the plastic, the slick seal—made me tip my head back. He held one cup in place with his palm, eyes on my face, and found the dial without looking. The first pull was light, a compressed kiss. I exhaled, and the world narrowed deliciously.

  
    First cycle

    “We match your breath,” he said. “In through your nose, out through your mouth.” He watched my chest, setting the rhythm: compress, hold, release. The cups tugged, then eased, then tugged, a steady persuasion. I felt the ache bloom, not pain, a sweetness like the urge to stretch a yawn you don’t want to end.

    “Talk to me,” I said, surprising myself with the hunger in it. My voice skated toward a whimper and then righted itself. “Tell me what you’re doing.”

    “Priming your ducts,” he said. “Bringing blood to the surface. Teaching the body we mean relief when we ask. See the draw?” He feathered his fingers at the edge of the cups where a small crescent of skin blushed under suction. “Nothing sharp. If it pinches, I stop.”

    “No pinching,” I said, breath catching on the “pin‑,” because he increased the draw two clicks and my nipples thickened further, a pulse of ache that read as pleasure in my spine. I rolled my shoulders, and he adjusted the angle of the left cup with the absent competence of a man who loves his work. He did not rush. He did not ask for drama. He asked for feedback. “Pressure’s good,” he said, almost to himself. “You’re taking this beautifully. How’s the pressure?”

    “More,” I said, and then, needing to be the kind of brave I signed up to be: “Please.” He raised an eyebrow, not because he needed the word but because he liked hearing me choose it. Two more clicks. The suction deepened. My body answered, milk‑ache ripening like weather moving over a field: a roll, a low thunder, then the first clean drop.

    It was everything they promised when you’re wired to want it. The first let‑down left me open‑mouthed, weightless behind my eyes, a surprised laugh breaking into a moan. Morgan steadied the bottles, watching not the milk but me, the way emergency medics watch pupils. I loved him for the professionalism of it, for the fact that this was a skill and he had it. “That’s it,” he said, voice quiet and certain. “Good girl. Breathe. Let it happen.”

    “Good cow,” I said on an exhale without thinking, the word sliding out of somewhere lower than my throat. Heat rushed through me, not blush but ownership of the desire I’d tried for years to call something else. He smiled then, a real one. “Good cow,” he echoed gently, and something inside me softened and allowed.

    The rhythm carried me like a tide. My thighs trembled, not from fear but from relief as the pressure eased and then returned in waves. Milk ribboned into the bottles, the clear sound strangely tender. He kept me on the edge—no sharp peaks, just crest after crest. When he set one hand on my sternum and said, “Breathe slower,” I did; he had my body’s ear.

    “Still with me?” he said at a rise between cycles, voice anchoring me.

    “Yes,” I said, more vowel than consonant. “More, if you can. Please.”

    He gave me more. The machine obeyed him the way my body did. I felt big in my skin, full, then thinner than air, tears leaking not from sadness but from intensity. He wiped them with his wrist and said, “Pretty,” as if it were a technical note. My laugh turned to a noise I didn’t plan, and he let me be messy. I trusted him to keep the world small and safe until I could take it back.

    He didn’t touch me anywhere he hadn’t announced first. He didn’t need to. My whole chest was a mouth, and he knew how to feed it rhythm. When the first peak crested, it wasn’t the violent kind I’d trained on in my teens with a toy in a locked shower. It was wide and slow and absolutely undeniable, like an elevator lifting through a dozen floors without the numbers blinking. My hands found the edges of the bench and held. I shook, and the bottles filled. He said, “That’s my girl,” and the praise blew through me like a warm front. I came on the suction alone, not once but in a series, soft‑edged and clean.

  
    Bridge

    He eased the draw to a lull and clicked the machine to standby. The world returned—air, room, the fine ache under my skin that promised more. He was careful removing the cups, supporting each breast with his palm at first contact so there was no sudden drop. “You did well,” he said. There was pride in it, not ownership, and somehow that made me want to be owned. Language is alchemy; he knew his metals.

    “Water,” he prompted, and I drank like I’d earned it. He watched my throat move, then looked away, disciplined. I felt like I’d been ironed from the inside; the world’s edges were new.

    “How do you feel about hand work next?” he asked. “Slow. Different angle if you cramp.”

    “I want your hands,” I said, startled by how steady I sounded. “I want to feel you.” I let the word sit. “I want you to…breed me. When you ask, I’ll say yes.” The intake sheet had a breeding line; I’d initialed it with a thrill that was now simply present tense.

    His eyes warmed. Not darker—clearer. “You’ll hear the question,” he said. He touched my knee with the backs of his fingers. “Position?”

    We tried standing first—me braced at the bench, him behind, hands cupping and lifting, his thumbs tracing arcs that made me gasp. Hand work is different: less machine, more human friction and tiny decisions. He milked me in long glides that ended with a roll at the base of my nipples, coaxing another small let‑down and another after. “There,” he said, as if spotting a star. “You’re responsive to lateral pressure.” He sounded like a farmer praising a yield and a lover cosigning a kink; both truths at once.

    I wanted him in every nerve. I wanted to be a good cow and a greedy woman and a person who looks a man she trusts in the eye and tells him exactly what to do. “Mark me,” I said, shaking a little because asking is the hardest part. “Not bruises. Just—make me feel your claim before you give it.”

    He nodded as if I’d requested a tool from a kit he’d already laid out. He brought a soft leather strap from the shelf—not tight enough to bind, just a cue—and buckled it lightly at my waist. His hand settled there, an anchor. “Breathe with me,” he said, and I did, and when he pressed me forward an inch, not rough, his other hand finding the angle that made my back arch, I felt domesticated and wild in the same breath. “Good cow,” he said, and the praise was a tug at an invisible halter I wanted to wear.

  
    Claim ask

    He paused long enough that I could hear the room again. “Mara,” he said, name like a tug. “Do you want my cock?”

    Time slowed. It wasn’t a teasing question. It was grammar, simple and declarative: do you want. I straightened, looked back over my shoulder, and said, “Yes.” I swallowed, and said the rest, not using baby talk or bargaining. “I want you to fuck me and fill me. Breed me if you want me that way.” The word sat between us with the weight I meant. Twenty‑four saying it to thirty‑one, a contract on the wall, hydration bottle sweating, the machine silent and patient.

    “I do,” he said. He didn’t press closer yet. “Condom?” he asked, simple as breath.

    “No,” I said, the shame of the yes I wanted finally clean in my mouth. “I want your claim.” I smiled because nerves needed an outlet. “You’ll take care of me after?”

    “Always,” he said, simple as breath.

  
    Claim

    He took his time. He didn’t fumble. He tested the slick between my thighs with two fingers and hummed at the heat that climbed his wrist. When he slid them inside me, not deep, just to test the angle where I opened most, I made a sound I’d never made with anyone else. He learned it instantly, filed it next to the way my hips tipped when his palm cupped my breast from below. “Here,” he said, and “Here,” and “That’s it.”

    I wished, abruptly and fiercely, that I could see him. “Mirror,” I said, and he turned us with a tug at the strap so I faced the tall one. I met my own eyes. I looked kissed, though his mouth hadn’t been on mine. I looked claimed, though he hadn’t seated in me yet. He stepped in behind me and set his cock at my entrance with an economy of motion that told me he wanted to be inside me as much as I wanted him there, but wanted it right.

    “Breathe with me,” he said again—command and comfort intertwined—and I opened on his inhale, my exhale easing him in. The first stretch made my scalp prickle. He stopped halfway, not a tease but a check. “Okay?” he asked.

    “Yes,” I said, and then, because I’m thorough: “More. Please.” I pressed back, felt the second stretch, deeper, a pleasant burn that tipped fast into ache and then into its opposite. He fit, and my body sang yes, and then he was all the way in and his hand at my waist went gentle for a moment as if he were petting a spooked animal. The tenderness shot me straight into wanting everything at once.

    He set a slow rhythm. He didn’t pound. He didn’t perform. He made the kind of decisions that felt like someone reading me fluently. His free hand bracketed my ribs, then slid up to cradle a breast; his thumb caught the nipple, sensitive now in a way that blurred pleasure from one axis into another. He timed his thrusts to my breath, and when I lost count he gave me a count to follow. “Two slow. One deep. Breathe.” It was instruction and permission. When he said, “Good,” every time I hit the exhale on the deep one, I felt praised down to the bone.

    “Tell me when you’re close,” he said into the back of my neck. “I’ll change the angle. I’ll hold you right there.”

    “Now,” I said on a startled laugh that tripped into a moan. “I’m close now.” He adjusted: a quarter step wider, tilt of his hips, pressure at my waist, a firmer pinch at my nipple that yanked a line of sensation straight down. The second peak built differently—narrower, hotter, threaded through with language. He said, “Good cow,” when I clenched; he said, “Mine,” when I trembled; and when he asked, low, “Do you want me to breed you?” my yes came out like a sob. “Yes,” I said, into the mirror and into his skin. “Yes, yes.”

    “I’ve got you,” he said, voice roughened at the edges now, pleasure catching up to his professionalism. He held me exactly where I could take him deepest. The last strokes blurred. I said his name like a function. He groaned against my shoulder and pushed in hard and held there, and the heat of his claim landed in me bright and undeniable. My orgasm chased it and then sat down in it, deep and shaking, a full‑body weeping that felt like gratitude. He didn’t move until we were both done moving.

  
    Aftercare

    We stood breathing together for a while. The room was very quiet in the way I love most—no performance left, no need to narrate. My skin was damp. My thighs were slick. He was still inside me, softening, heavy in a way I wanted to memorize. He kissed the place where my neck meets my shoulder, an ordinary kiss that felt like a signature line under a promise.

    He eased out carefully and caught whatever needed catching with a clean towel like it was the most normal thing in the world. I felt my blush rise and then fade, edged out by the calm that comes when someone moves through a routine they know well and you’re safe inside it. He unbuckled the strap but left his hand at my waist a second longer than necessary, and I leaned back because I could.

    “Hydrate,” he said, gentler than an order. He handed me the bottle and watched me drink. He cleaned me with warm cloths, asking permission for every touch like the ritual it remained even now, post‑claim. “Okay to rinse?” he asked, and I said yes and lifted my hips from the bench; he was deft, efficient, soft. He checked me for chafing and found none. “You respond well to twenty‑four millimeter,” he said like a technician, and I laughed, the sound a little wrecked.

    “I respond well to you,” I said, and it was embarrassingly earnest, but he didn’t make fun of me. He tucked a blanket around my shoulders while I sat and let the shiver finish. He took notes on the clipboard—yield, duration, settings—and then set it down and gave me back his attention fully.

    “Schedule,” he said after a minute, the sweetness of normalcy returning. “How early can you be in your stall tomorrow?”

    “Six,” I said, absurdly pleased at the idea of belonging to a time he would meet. “I’ll be here at six.”

    He nodded, content. “First week that way. I’ll meet you at the door. Hydrate. Hand warm‑up before the machine. We’ll chase yield and keep you fed.”

    “I know,” I said, and I did. The knowledge was a blanket under the blanket, heat you carry in your chest. I reached out and caught his wrist. “Thank you.”

    “You’re welcome,” he said simply. He didn’t dramatize it. He tucked a strand of hair behind my ear as if we’d been at this for months and this was just another good morning on a schedule we both liked.

  
    Cleanup

    We did it together. He taught me how to rinse the bottles, what to soak and what to sanitize, the path the tubes took so there were no kinks. I liked the ordinary competence of it, the way sex became work became sex again in memory and sensation. He labeled the bottles with my name and the time and a smiley face he didn’t comment on; I did, and he shrugged. “I’m proud of a good yield,” he said, and I glowed like I’d won a trophy.

    We stood by the door for a minute before he opened it to the hallway. “Text if anything feels off this afternoon,” he said. “I’ll check in at eight regardless.” His hand skimmed my waist as he reached for the handle; I didn’t think it was accidental, and I didn’t need it to be. I leaned once, quickly, and kissed his jaw. It was a polite kiss that remembered the impolite things we’d done. He smiled into it and then let me go.

  
    Evening

    At home, the mirror game told the truth they’d promised. My nipples were darker, my breasts a shade heavier in the curve. I was sore in a way that asked for stretching and a bath and—unexpectedly—sleep. I made tea and drank it leaning against the counter, naked and unashamed in my own kitchen in a way that surprised me. Ownership sits oddly the first night you put it on. It settled fast.

    Morgan texted at eight on the dot: How are you feeling? Any tenderness beyond ache? Hydration?

    I told the truth. I sent him a photo of the water bottle half‑empty and wrote, Achy and happy. Can’t stop smiling. He sent back a cow emoji and then, right after, Sorry, too corny? I laughed alone in my kitchen and typed, Good cow is a magic trick. Don’t you dare retire it.

    Six a.m.

    I was early. The hallway lights were dimmer than yesterday, the ranch quiet as a church in the hour before first service. He met me at the door to the stall, hands already clean, hair damp from a shower that made him smell like cedar and steam. He checked in with his eyes and then his voice. “Morning. Ready?”

    “Ready,” I said, and I was, all the way down. A new note on the plan: hand warm‑up, machine mid‑cycle, check angle, test shorter holds. His handwriting made me feel tender and a little feral at once. I stepped onto the mat and the rest of the day narrowed to something like prayer.

    When he settled me later with the cups humming and my body climbing, he angled the mirror so I could watch the bottles fill. “Breathe,” he said, and I did, and I said, “Good cow,” before he could, and he laughed, a low delighted sound that trembled in my chest and then lower. When he asked, “Do you want my claim again?” my yes came calm and quick. Pleasure likes practice. I was made for this work. We were very good at it together.

  
    After

    He walked me out at seven with my hair damp from a quick wash and my body humming like the machine had left its imprint. He tucked two protein bars and an apple into my tote like a parent, kissed my temple like a lover, and then reverted to handler as he tapped the schedule. “Tomorrow, same time,” he said. “Text me if you want an earlier slot. I’ll make it happen.”

    “Bossy,” I said, and he grinned because the word fit him differently here than it did in offices I’d left behind.

    “Handler,” he corrected lazily, and I flushed because names have gravity. I left the ranch with my gait a little looser and my heart crowded in my chest by a feeling I hadn’t planned for but didn’t intend to run from.

    I signed a contract for a program. I got a man who knew how to listen to my body and a schedule that made me feel chosen. I got a name that, said in the right voice, made me open like a breath. Tomorrow, I’ll be in my stall at dawn. Good cows learn fast. Good handlers know it. The rest we’ll write between us, one hum, one kiss, one claim, one careful cleanup at a time.
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