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    Kitchen

    Alarm

    The alarm does not wake me so much as confirm what my body already knows. It is 5:42 a.m., I am twenty-five, and my breasts are full enough that rolling onto my stomach is a joke I stopped making weeks ago. Eli’s side of the bed is already cool. He rises at 5:15 like a man who loves mornings the way other people love dessert. I hear the kettle, the soft knock of a mug, the bathroom fan. Domestic sounds. Sacred sounds. My nipples tighten against the sheet at the thought of his hands, and I smile into the pillow like a person with a schedule she asked for.

    I signed the addendum four months ago: dawn session six days a week, evening optional, breeding opt-in per encounter, stipend direct-deposit Friday. I have skipped twice—migraine, family funeral—and both times Eli answered with grocery delivery and zero sulking. That is why my body trusts the alarm.

    I sit up. Milk leaks a little when I do. I cup myself through Eli’s borrowed shirt and hiss at the sweet ache. “Okay,” I tell my reflection in the dark window. “Okay.”

    Eli is thirty-three, hair damp, navy tee, the clipboard already on the table with today’s plan written in the block letters I can read half-asleep. Hydrate. Hand warm-up. Machine cycle A. Optional claim. Aftercare breakfast.

    “Morning, Nora,” he says, and my name in his mouth still undoes me. “Ready?”

    “Ready,” I say, voice rough. “Loud. Full.”

    He slides a glass of water to me and waits until I drink half. He kisses my forehead only after I tip my chin up for it. I love that order. I love that he does not assume my mouth is available just because my tits are.

    “Any changes to the plan?” he asks.

    I glance at the clipboard. “Breeding yes if I say yes at the bar. I want it today. I woke up wanting it.”

    His eyes warm. “Then I’ll ask at the bar. Not before. Not instead.”

    “Bossy,” I tease.

    “Handler,” he corrects, and I go wet at the word the way I always do.

  
    Walk

    We walk the covered path to my stall in slippers and breath fog. The ranch is quiet in the blue hour. Somewhere a real cow complains in a language I half understand now. My stall gate is painted the soft gray of a storm that never quite arrives. My name plate has a tiny scratch I refuse to buff out because it marks time.

    On the card I write: All green. Ask at the end. Extra pillow under knees please.

    Eli reads, nods, washes his hands. The ritual steadies me more than caffeine.

  
    Shirt

    “May I?” he asks, fingers at the hem of his shirt on my body.

    “Yes.”

    He lifts it off and folds it. Cool air finds my nipples and they draw tight, already beading. Eli’s gaze is technician-soft and lover-bright at once. “You’re swollen,” he says, factual. “Pretty.”

    “Please,” I say, already swaying toward him.

  
    Hand warm-up

    He oils his palms. He starts wide, supporting weight, reminding my nervous system that relief is coming. Long pulls. Slow rolls. I drop my head against his shoulder and moan into cotton. The first let-down hits like a tide going out—sudden heat, sudden ease, my knees dipping. Eli brackets my hip.

    “That’s it,” he murmurs. “Good. Breathe with me.”

    I do. In on his count, out on his count. Milk stripes his wrist. He licks a drop without breaking rhythm and checks my face. “Okay?”

    “Yes. More. Harder on the left—left’s louder today.”

    He adjusts. The left breast answers with a thicker stream and a sound from me that is not polite. I do not care. The stall is designed for impolite. My clit throbs untouched. Established mornings do that: the body remembers the whole map before the first turn.

    “Machine?” he asks after several cresting waves leave me shiny-eyed.

    “Machine,” I say. “Then bar. Then the question.”

  
    Flanges

    He fits me—twenty-four and twenty-four today, for once symmetric, which makes us both snort. The machine wakes. The tug is homecoming. I sit on the bench with the extra pillow under my knees exactly as requested, and the kindness of that detail makes my throat tight.

    Compress. Hold. Release. I ride it. Eli watches bottles, then me, then bottles. “Yield’s high,” he says. “You’re doing so well.”

    “Call me it,” I whisper.

    He knows what I mean. He does not cheapen it. He waits until the next deep pull lands and says, low, “Good cow,” like a key in a lock I installed myself.

    I come on the suction, shaking, laughing, swearing. He holds the cups steady through it and praises my breath when I remember to have one. Spit-slick praise. Work praise. I am twenty-five and milk-drunk at dawn and exactly where I meant to land when I answered the program ad with shaking hands months ago.

  
    Bridge

    Cups off. Towel. Water. His palm at my nape while I finish the glass. The strap waits on its hook. I nod at it before he asks.

    “Please,” I say.

    He buckles it at my waist, snug enough to feel, loose enough to forget if I need to. “You still want the claim on the table as a possibility?”

    “Yes,” I say. “Ask me properly when you’re inside.”

  
    Bar

    I grip the padded bar. He stands behind me, cock heavy against my ass, hands returning to my breasts because he knows I stay wetter when he milks me through penetration. Fingers first—two, then a stretch, then a curl that makes me rise on my toes.

    “You want my cock, Nora?”

    “Yes.”

    “Condom?”

    “No. If I say yes later, breed me.”

    He pushes in slow. The burn is familiar and precious. Halfway. Check.

    “Okay?”

    “Yes—more—”

    He seats. I feel filled in the way that makes my thoughts go narrow and bright. He fucks with the dawn rhythm we built: steady, deep, no performance panic. His hand works my right breast in time with his hips. Milk patters the towel. I am a mess on purpose.

    “Closer,” I pant.

    He changes angle, finds the spot that makes my vision go paper-white, and holds me there with the strap and his voice. “Come whenever you want. I’ve got you.”

    I come hard, silent for a second, then loud. He rides me through it without chasing his own end yet. I love him for that. Love is not too big a word at 6:19 a.m. when a man keeps your body from falling while it breaks open.

  
    Question

    He slows, forehead to my shoulder, still deep. “Do you want me to breed you?”

    Present tense makes the question sharper. Not a memory. A now.

    “Yes,” I say. “Breed me. Fill me. Claim me.”

    He groans like permission hurt him sweetly and gives me his heat in long thrusts that shove me up onto my toes again. I come around him from the raw fact of it—being chosen, being filled, being asked. He holds, pulsing, whispering good and mine and Nora in a braid that somehow does not contradict itself.

  
    Aftercare

    We stay locked until soft. He pulls out careful. He cleans me with warm cloths and asks before each pass even though I am still dripping his claim down my thigh. He unbuckles the strap, wraps me in the soft robe that lives on the stall hook, and walks me back along the path with his hand at my back.

    Breakfast is eggs, fruit, toast I butter myself because autonomy tastes good with salt. Eli logs yield and duration while I eat, then turns the clipboard so I can see. Numbers are a love language we share.

    “Soreness beyond normal?” he asks.

    “Normal ache. Happy ache.” I lick jam from my thumb. “Evening session?”

    “Only if you text green by four,” he says. “Otherwise we do hands in bed and a movie.”

    “Deal.”

    I am still leaking a little into the robe pad. I do not mind. This is my life: twenty-five, scheduled, claimed when I say so, held when I shake, paid on Fridays, kissed on the forehead after water. Some people call it extreme. I call it Tuesday.

    Stretching the morning

    After the first machine peak, Eli does not rush me to the bar. Established mornings have room. He kneels and kisses the inside of my knee where the pillow left a mark, then asks if I want his mouth between my thighs before penetration.

    “Yes,” I say. “But keep a hand on my breast while you do it. I don’t want to lose the milk thread.”

    He smiles like I have handed him a blueprint. His mouth is hot and patient. He licks like he has nowhere else to be, which is almost true at 6:05. Two fingers join his tongue. His other hand keeps a slow milking rhythm that makes me drip into his palm. I fist the robe we abandoned and come with my heel on his shoulder, apologizing for no reason.

    “No apology,” he says, chin shiny. “That was the point.”

    I pull him up by the shirt and kiss my taste off his mouth. “Bar now.”

    “Bar now,” he agrees.

  
    Variation days

    Wednesdays we change one variable on purpose—angle, flange size trial, blindfold, no talking except want. Today is not Wednesday, but I ask for a mini variation anyway: I want him to talk dirtier than usual while he fucks me, and I want to stay hungry the whole time.

    He checks. “Dirtier meaning praise, ownership words, or graphic?”

    “Ownership words,” I say. “Good cow. Mine. Full of me. Soften if I flinch.”

    “Understood.”

    When he is inside me at the bar, he gives me exactly that register—low, sparse, earned. Not a monologue. A few phrases timed to thrusts. Mine when he bottoms out. Good cow when I clench. Going to fill you if you ask when he is close. The rationing makes each word land like a strike of pleasure.

    I flinch once because a nipple pinch tips toward too sharp. He softens immediately, kisses my shoulder, waits.

    “Ready,” I say after three breaths. “Different pinch. Base, not tip.”

    He adjusts like a professional. The scene continues without sulk or lecture. I come so hard I see the grain of the wood bar in high resolution.

    After the claim — extended

    We do not go straight to breakfast. Eli walks me to the rinse station and we clean gear together. I like this part more than I expected when I first joined. Soap. Hot water. His shoulder against mine. He narrates the sanitize steps only when I ask him to; most mornings we know them. My legs are unsteady. He sets a stool behind my knees without making it a fuss.

    “Any cramping?”

    “No. Floaty. Happy.”

    “Food soon,” he says. “Protein. Then you can float on the couch with your laptop if you want a slow start to work.”

    “I want that.”

    On the couch after eggs, I answer two emails with damp hair and a bra that finally feels kind instead of like a lie. Eli passes behind me and squeezes my shoulder once. No groping while I am in spreadsheet brain unless I tug him down. I tug him down at 8:10 for a kiss that tastes like coffee and claim. Then I send him to his own chores because wanting him near forever is not the same as needing him hovering.

  
    Afternoon ache

    By 2:40 I am full again. Not emergency-full. Reminder-full. I text a photo of my hand cupping the underside of my breast over my shirt—nothing explicit for server safety, just shape and caption: Building. Still green for 6:30. Breeding still no unless I rewrite.

    He replies, Logged. Drink water now. I love your updates.

    I drink water. I smile at my phone like a teenager and then like a woman who built a life on purpose. Both can be true at twenty-five.

  
    Evening detail

    At 6:30 the stall smells like citrus cleaner and warm rubber. I write on the card: Hands and mouth. No machine. No breeding. Lots of praise.

    Eli does not argue with a softer night after a claim morning. He milks me by hand until I sob once from relief, then suckles the last stubborn fullness while I stroke his hair and tell him he is good at this. Reciprocal praise matters. He goes pink at the ears. I file that under things I love.

    He asks if I want his cock for non-breeding friction. I say yes. Condom on. Missionary on the bench with my legs over his elbows. Slow. Kissing. I come quietly. He follows and laughs into my neck at how gentle we can be and still feel ruined.

    “Still us,” I say.

    “Still us,” he says.

    Contract anniversary approaching

    Next month marks five months on the dawn schedule. We are planning a re-read of the whole contract with pens, like we did at month one and month three. I already know I will keep almost everything. I might add a clause about porch milking in summer if privacy screens go up. I might ask for one travel weekend where we practice handwork in a hotel with a door lock loud enough to make me giggle.

    Eli will bring tea. I will bring stickers for the pages I love. It is ridiculous. It is mine.

  
    Midday

    At noon I work remotely from the sunroom with a supportive bra and a body that hums. Eli texts a photo of sanitized flanges lined up like silverware and the caption, Proud of this morning’s work. I send back a cow emoji and then, because we have a rule about clarifying jokes, Good cow = yes I liked it. Not a bit.

    He sends a heart and a weather report for evening: Cooler. Good for porch. Your call on milking.

    I put a hand over my heart like a fool and feel milk threaten again at the pressure. Established does not mean boring. Established means my arousal has a calendar and a witness.

  
    Four o’clock

    I text green for evening. He replies with a time and a menu: hand heavy, machine light, breeding no unless you rewrite at the stall.

    I rewrite nothing. At 6:30 I want comfort more than claim. He milks me on the bed with a towel under my chest and a documentary playing ignored. I come twice on his fingers and once when he suckles, careful, checking, laughing when I grab his hair. Afterward he rubs my back and talks about nothing—fence posts, a novel, whether we should plant basil. The ordinary speech is the hottest aftercare I know.

  
    Before sleep

    I set the alarm for 5:42 again. Eli is already half gone into dreams. I slide his palm over my belly, then up to the curve of my breast, not asking for more, just placing him where he belongs on nights after a claim.

    “Tomorrow,” I whisper.

    “Tomorrow,” he answers without really waking, handler even in sleep.

    I lie awake one more minute in the present tense I live in now: full, emptied, scheduled, free. The dawn session is not a trap. It is a door I open on purpose every morning with wet thighs and a clear voice and a man who keeps asking the same beautiful bureaucratic questions as if my yes could expire—and because it could, because I am twenty-five and alive and allowed to change my mind, every yes feels like a gift I get to give again.

    Lights out. Milk-ache soft. His breath steady. My alarm armed for another green morning.

    First month memory (still present)

    Sometimes while the machine works I flash on the first dawn—how my hands shook on the bar, how he read the shake and eased until I pulled him back in. That memory lives under today’s ease like a foundation. I do not skip it. I honor it by staying hungry and loud.

    “Still with me?” Eli says now, mid-cycle, voice low under the hum, and I answer because I like being asked while I’m blissed.

    “Ready,” I answer. “Don’t stop.”

    He doesn’t. Bottles fill. My mind goes sweet and blank and then sharp again when he thumbs a tear from my cheek. “Proud of you,” he says. I nod. Pride is allowed here. Pride is part of the kink and part of the care.

  
    Body notes

    I keep a logbook on my phone. This morning I type: high yield, left louder, claim yes, mood bright, sleep 7h. Eli keeps a parallel log on paper because he likes pens. At breakfast we compare like nerds. The overlap is the relationship: two adults agreeing that data can be intimate when it describes pleasure instead of punishing it.

    Once a week we review boundaries. Last Sunday I added: okay to wake me with mouth on breasts if I went to bed green. He underlined it and asked three clarifying questions before he smiled. That is why I stay. Not the milk alone. The questions.

    Jealous of clocks

    I get jealous of the alarm clock sometimes, which is funny enough that I told Eli and he laughed into my neck. “You want to be the thing that starts the day,” he said. “You already are. The alarm is just a backup singer.”

    This morning I believe him. My body started the day before the beep. Want started it. Want will finish it—again—at the bar, filthy enough for me.

  
    Porch coda

    After breakfast we stand on the porch with coffee. My robe gapes. Eli’s eyes drop and climb politely. A real breeze finds my damp skin and I shiver happy.

    “Same time tomorrow?” he asks, even though the contract already says so.

    “Same time tomorrow,” I say. “I’m twenty-five and I want my dawn milking and my handler and my life.”

    He clinks his mug to mine like a toast. “Then you’ll have them.”

    I drink. I leak a little. I laugh. The schedule holds. So do we.

  
    Neighbor stall

    There is another participant three doors down—Jordan, twenty-nine—who waves on the path sometimes. We are not friends yet exactly, but we are collegial in the way people become when they share a rinse station and a respect for clipboards. This morning Jordan lifts a coffee mug at me as Eli and I walk back.

    “Good yield face,” Jordan says, teasing kind.

    “Best alarm I ever bought,” I say back.

    Eli’s hand stays at my back, not steering, just present. I like that he does not perform jealousy over a wave. Later I tell him I want a potluck for stall neighbors next month. He puts it on the house calendar without a speech about boundaries, only a question: “Private ranch folks only?”

    “Yes,” I say. “And no shop talk unless someone starts it.”

    “Smart,” he says.

    What I almost forget

    I almost forget, on easy mornings, that I used to wake ashamed of leaking through shirts at a desk job. I write it in the log once a week on purpose: Remember desk. Remember shame. Remember choosing this instead. The note is not for Eli. It is for me, so pleasure does not erase the path that made pleasure possible.

    Eli sees the note once when I leave my phone unlocked and asks if I want to talk. I do. He listens. He does not try to rewrite my past into a prettier arc. He says, “I’m glad you got here,” and refreshes my water. That is enough.

    Training the yes

    We practice saying no on Sundays sometimes—low-stakes refusals so the muscle stays strong. He offers machine; I say not today; he switches to hands without a flicker of disappointment he makes me manage. I offer breeding; he says not today because he slept badly and wants to be fully present for a claim; I kiss him and say thank you for the no. Reciprocal refusal is part of why our yeses ring clear at the bar.

    This morning’s yes still echoes in my cunt when I close my laptop at five. I press my thighs together at the sunroom desk and smile private. I am not empty. I am between. Between is a holy state on a schedule like ours.

    Lights and ledger

    Before bed I add the day to the paper ledger Eli keeps on the fridge: Sep morning claim, evening soft, both green, Nora init. He initials beside me. Two adults. One ranch. A fridge magnet shaped like a cartoon sun that Jordan gave us as a joke.

    I set the alarm. I set my intention: wake, water, truth, milk, ask, answer, eat, live.

    “Eli,” I whisper in the dark.

    “Mm?”

    “I’m glad you’re my handler.”

    His hand finds my waist. “I’m glad you’re my cow in the stall and Nora everywhere else.”

    “Good,” I say. “Keep saying both.”

    “Every dawn you want me to,” he promises, already sliding toward sleep.

    I hold the promise like a full breast—carefully, proudly, ready to give it somewhere useful when morning comes again.

  
    Rain dawn

    One dawn it rains so hard the covered path still spatters our slippers. Eli carries an umbrella anyway, mostly as a joke, and I press against his side under it with my robe clutched closed. In the stall, thunder makes the bottles rattle on the shelf. I jump once. He waits. I green. He milks me through the storm with the machine on a lower setting because loud days make me clamp without meaning to.

    “Easy,” he says. “Let the thunder do the drama. You just breathe.”

    I breathe. I let down. I come quieter than usual, face in his chest, while rain tries to rewrite the roof. Afterward we eat oatmeal instead of eggs because that is what storm mornings want. He towels my hair. I kiss the inside of his wrist where my milk dried. The day starts softer and somehow more claimed.

  
    Phone rule

    We have a rule about phones in the stall: his stays in the hall on silent except for ranch emergency tones; mine stays in the hall unless I am logging a boundary mid-scene, which I have done exactly once. The once matters. It proves the rule bends toward safety, not toward performance.

  
    Work-from-stall fantasy

    Sometimes I joke about taking a meeting with the flanges on. Eli says absolutely not, compliance would end him, and also he would be too hard to think. I love that he refuses the fantasy that would actually compromise care. We keep the joke. We do not enact it. Boundaries can be funny and firm at once.

  
    Sunday reset

    Sundays we sleep until 7:00 unless I wake engorged earlier. If I do, I can wake him with a tap on the shoulder and the word green. Today I wake at 6:50 already leaking. I tap. He smiles without opening his eyes. “Stall or bed?”

    “Bed,” I say.

    He milks me in our bed with towels and patience and no machine. I straddle his stomach after and rub against him until I come, then ask if he wants my mouth. He does. I give it. We shower. We grocery. We are boring in public and filthy on a schedule. I would not trade it for cinematic chaos.

  
    Closing breath

    I am Nora. I am twenty-five. I live in present tense on purpose because past tense used to be where I hid from what I wanted. Now I want out loud at dawn, and a handler named Eli writes my wanting into a plan I can read while I drink water, and the rest of the world can call it whatever they need to call it while I call it mine.
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