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    Grant — Hollow

    Willa — Kit

    I pack the pasture kit like a picnic that knows what it is: folded blanket with waterproof backing, soft cuffs that look like friendship bracelets until they don't, travel flanges, battery pump, water bottles, aftercare bars, laminated wants card, mini-ledger, condoms, towel, wipes. I am twenty-seven. Today the sky is a wide honest blue and my breasts ache in the specific way that means the stall will not be enough.

    Grant meets me at the gate to the south meadow, thirty-six, hat low, mouth soft. "Ready?"

    "Ready," I say. "Outdoor green. I want wind on my back when you ask me."

    He nods once. "Rules same as barn. Breeding after seating. If a hiker appears on the far trail, we cover and pause—no performance for strangers. Camera is the bodycam on my chest for compliance, wiped tonight, not for porn."

    "I read the outdoor addendum," I say. "Twice." I kiss him because I want to, not because the kit requires it.

    Willa walks ahead into the meadow with the kit on her shoulder and the kind of posture that makes me check my own ethics twice. Soft dom without the costume. Rancher who knows weather. I watch her choose the hollow behind the ridge—visibility low, grass kind, ground even—and I love her competence like I love rain timed right.

    "Here," she says.

    I spread the blanket. She sets the wants card on a rock. Writes ready in marker that won't blow away. I wash my hands with the bottled foam like a man who refuses to pretend dirt is a personality.

    "Hands first?" I ask.

    "Hands first," she says. "Then pump if the battery's kind. Then cock under sky. Breed me if I say it."

    "If," I repeat, and she smiles like I passed a quiz.

  
    Willa — Hands And Pump

    His hands under open sky feel larger. Maybe that's romance math. Milk lets down fast in the breeze; cool air finds wet nipples and makes me hiss. Grant catches what he can in a cup braced on the kit lid. A real cow complains in the next field and I laugh, sudden and bright.

    "Not the same," I tell the horizon. "I'm on a blanket with you and a kit."

    "Damn right," Grant says, and rolls my nipple carefully until my knees fold to the blanket.

    Battery pump whirring soft, flanges seated, my palms braced in grass. Orgasm arrives with a cloud shadow moving over us. I come shaking, milk surging, mouth open to sky. Grant eases suction, wipes me, offers water. Praise specific: "Good ask at the gate. Good choice of hollow. Beautiful like this."

    I write a crooked line in the mini-ledger: pasture — machine orgasm — green — want seating.

  
    Grant — Seating

    She kneels up and reaches for my belt herself. I let her. Want can look like her hands on my jeans. Cock free to air. Her mouth warm for three slow takes that are greeting, not finishing. Then she turns, hands on the blanket, ass up, looking back.

    "Cuffs optional," she says. "Today I want wrists free to feel grass. Strap for your hands okay."

    I settle the soft strap at her hips—for me, to keep me honest—and push in slow while wind moves her hair. Heat of her. Cool of air. The contrast makes me groan like a man who remembers barns and still prefers this exact minute.

    "Okay?"

    "Yes. More."

    I give her more. Not reckless. Deep, counted, rancher-steady. She pushes back. Milk drips onto the blanket. My bodycam light is a tiny green star at the edge of my vision, ethics made visible.

  
    Willa — Claim

    I come first with my fingers digging soil through blanket weave, forehead on my forearm, Grant's name torn up by wind. He holds through it, praising, not pounding past my breath. When I can speak I say, "Ask me."

    He stills deep. "Do you want me to breed you?"

    Sky above him. Fence in the distance. Kit open like a promise. "Yes," I say. "Breed me under open sky. Log it."

    He spills with a sound he bites down on out of habit even though no aisle neighbors exist here—only grass and godless blue. Heat floods. I shake into a second crest and laugh into the dirt, joyful, claimed, outdoors without being unprotected.

  
    Grant — Aftercare

    I stay until our breathing matches the wind's pace. Ease out. Towel. Wipes. Soft shirt over her shoulders. Protein bar broken in half. She writes while I hold the page flat against breeze: BREEDING CLAIM — pasture — second yes — bare — Grant/Willa.

    Initials. Initials. I kiss her initials like a superstition I am not ashamed of.

    "Ready?" I ask.

    "Ready," she says. "Loud. Hungry for stew. Also sticky. Carry me halfway?"

    I carry her halfway because she asks, then set her down because she asks that too. Independence and spoiling in the same walk. The gate comes into view. The barn waits without jealousy. Outdoor claim does not cancel stall claim; it widens the map.

  
    Willa — Kitchen Paste

    In the kitchen I paste the mini-ledger page into the big book while Grant starts stew. My thighs feel sun and strap and him. I am twenty-seven and marked by sky. Dual truth: I needed the laminated card in the grass as much as I needed his cock. People who think paperwork kills heat have never watched a man wait for a second yes while the wind tries to rush him.

  
    Grant — Evening

    Evening, I wipe the bodycam per protocol and file the wipe confirmation. Dane-from-compliance will be bored in the best way. Willa naps on the couch with pasture dust still faintly on one calf. I cover her with a throw and write tomorrow's stall plan softer—hands heavy, machine light—because outdoor days deserve recovery math.

    She opens one eye. "Already scheduling me."

    "Always," I say. "Unless you scrub the schedule."

    "Ready," she murmurs, and sleeps.

    We wake later for stew and slow kitchen kisses that taste like rosemary and claim. Tomorrow the meadow will just be a meadow again. Tonight it is a page we both signed with our bodies and our pens.

  
    Willa — Next Morning

    I return to the hollow alone at midmorning with coffee and no kit, just to see the grass recover. Indentations remain faintly. I stand there and say thank you to a field like a person who has become unembarrassable about gratitude. A hawk turns overhead. I text Grant a photo of the flattened blanket-shape: Scene of the green.

    His reply: Proud of us. Hydrate. Stall at four if you want—not required.

    I want. I always check that I want.

  
    Grant — Stall At Four

    She arrives with meadow still in her eyes. I run hands and a short pump and do not aim for breeding. She declines before I ask, amused. "Sky got the claim. Barn gets tenderness."

    Tenderness is a heat beat. I mouth her until she comes quiet and then hold her on the stool while the machine idles unused. We log the unused machine with honor.

  
    Willa — Cuff Day

    The second pasture day I rebuild the kit from scratch to prove I know every object by weight. Blanket. Cuffs. Flanges. Battery. Water. Bars. Card. Ledger. Condoms. Towel. Wipes. Hat for Grant. Spare shirt for me. I say each item aloud like a spell. Grant listens from the doorway without interrupting. When I finish he says, "You're the safest risky woman I know," which makes no literal sense and perfect emotional sense.

    On cuff day I ask for wrists soft-bound to a ground stake loop designed for the purpose, quick-release tested three times. Bound under sky, I feel ceremony without helplessness. Grant milks me on all fours, cup in the grass, praise falling like light. Pump after. Orgasm into open air. He frees me before seating because I want hands in his hair while he pushes in. Breeding ask. My yes. Come like weather breaking.

  
    Grant — Noise Pause

    Once a truck rumbles on the distant road and her body flinches without her mouth. I feel it around my cock and stop cold. "Ready?" She breathes. "Noise. Pause. Still want you." We pause, cover, listen. Truck passes. She laughs. "Resume. Ask again anyway." I ask again. She says yes again. The double ask after a noise pause becomes a new favorite line in the mini-ledger.

    That night I upload wipe confirmation and a short outdoor note: voluntary pasture claim; wind; cuff experiment; noise pause respected; aftercare complete. Dane replies with a sticker reaction and "model pause." I show Willa. She preens without shame. Good. Shame has no lease on our meadow.

  
    Willa — Herdmate Fence

    Two stalls down, Rhea's laughter filters through. Different story, same architecture. I call a hello. She calls back. The program works because none of us are trying to be each other's villain. Open sky claim does not make me special; it makes me specific. Specific is enough.

  
    Grant — Night Thanks

    In bed she puts my hand on her belly and says, "If this one takes, we already have the outdoor page for the baby book we will never show anyone without asking."

    I breathe careful. "If it takes, we use every protocol we have. If it doesn't, we still have the page."

    "Ready," she says, and we sleep with the window open to a sky that already kept our secret in daylight.

  
    Willa — Comparing Rooms

    Barn claim is a hymn in a small room. Sky claim is the same hymn with the roof lifted off. I need both. Grant needs both. The program needs us to write both so nobody mistakes one location for the only holy place. Taken under open sky did not make me wilder than the stall; it made me truer to a part of me that wants witnesses as big as weather.

  
    Grant — Kit Ready

    I check the kit refilled for next time and set it by the door. Ready is a love language. So is waiting. So is stopping. I turn off the lamp and practice gratitude like drills: her age named, my age named, yes named. Then sleep.

  
    Both — Fence Coda

    At sunset we walk the fence line without a kit, just fingers linked. No sex. Plenty of pulse. "Again next clear day?" I ask. "If you pack the kit," he says. "If you check the trail," I say. Deal. The sky goes copper. Somewhere a coyote complains. We go inside to the ledger and write one joint line: open sky — still green — again soon.

  
    Willa — Board

    Dry-erase next morning: Pasture claim logged. Soft day. Hands welcome. Breeding decline pre-penciled. Grant reads it and kisses the board, ridiculous man, perfect man. We run the soft day exactly. Continuity after peak experiences is how you keep from treating heat like a crash diet.

    I am twenty-seven. He is thirty-six. The meadow is just grass until we say otherwise—and when we say otherwise, we say it with cards, kits, pauses, and second yeses that stand up in any wind.

  
    Willa — Packing Again

    The third clear day I rebuild the kit slower, inventing a checklist song under my breath that would embarrass me in town and delights me in the mudroom. Grant hums the wrong harmony on purpose until I swat him with the towel. Play lives inside protocol if you let it. We walk out earlier to beat afternoon wind, and the hollow feels like a rented church we always return to.

  
    Grant — Teaching Silence

    I practice saying nothing while she arranges the blanket corners. Silence is a tool. When everything is placed, I ask if she’s ready again even though the card already says ready. She rolls her eyes fondly and answers anyway. Fond eye-rolls are in our private glossary under affection / nonverbals.

  
    Willa — Long Pump

    Battery stronger after a full charge overnight. I ask for a longer cycle than first pasture day, curious how sky changes endurance. The answer is: sky makes me louder and somehow more patient. I come twice on the pump with hawks somewhere above the ridge, and Grant looks proud without looking possessive. Proud of my authorship, not his access.

  
    Grant — Water Discipline

    I make her finish the bottle before seating even when she tugs my belt. She calls me cruel. I call me compliant with the addendum she signed. She drinks, glaring sweetly, then thanks me when dizziness stays away. Cruelty that prevents harm is just another name for care in this dialect.

  
    Willa — Breeding Decline Outdoor

    Not every outdoor day ends in breeding. One bright noon I seat him, come hard, and say no to the claim question with grass in my hair and joy intact. He pulls out, finishes on the towel by agreement, cleans me, and logs the decline as carefully as any yes. The meadow does not punish us for restraint. Neither do we.

  
    Grant — Photo Rules

    She wants a photo of the kit open on the blanket—no bodies, just gear and sky. I take it. We store it in the encrypted folder labeled evidence of joy. If anyone ever asks what outdoor claim looks like when done right, we can show objects and light without showing skin. Archives stay private unless we say otherwise.

  
    Willa — Talking Future

    On the walk back I say I want a portable pump upgrade before next month's heat window. He says budget it from the pasture stipend line. Hearing my desire translated into budget lines makes me squeeze his hand until he laughs. Money talk as aftercare. I used to think that sentence would sound grim. It sounds like adulthood I enjoy.

  
    Grant — Storm Cancel

    Weather turns. We cancel a planned pasture hour without sulking. Soft-lock barn night instead. She writes on the board: Sky denied. Barn adopted. Ready. We milk, we claim, we stew. The canceled meadow remains a promise, not a failure. Ranch math includes rain.

  
    Willa — Compliance Chat

    Dane asks in a hallway whether outdoor claims feel pressured by romance aesthetics—sunset, wind, cinema. I say cinema can be a kink if you write it down; pressure would be skipping the card. Dane nods, satisfied. I leave humming. Being audited kindly is an under-marketed love language.

  
    Grant — Sleeping Watch

    Some nights after pasture I sleep light, not from fear—from fullness. Her breath. The kit by the door. The page in the big book. I am thirty-six and still surprised that ethics can feel this much like desire. Surprised, then grateful, then asleep with my palm on her hip where the strap had been.

  
    Willa — Last Line For Now

    Taken under open sky is not an escape from the stall. It is the stall's thesis taken for a walk: ask, wait, log, care, repeat. I am twenty-seven, grass-stained on purpose, and still green when the gate clicks shut behind us.

  
    Willa — Heat Window Map

    We mark the calendar for outdoor days the way sailors mark tides. Not every heat window wants wind; some want walls. Grant never argues aesthetics over comfort. If I wake swollen and sky-shy, we stay in. If I wake swollen and sky-hungry, we pack. Authorship includes weather mood.

  
    Grant — Neighbor Trail

    A new trail opens on the far ridge for public hiking next season. We walk it clothed first, timing crowds, noting sight lines. Outdoor claim is not rebellion against privacy; it is privacy relocated. We redraw our hollow options with that honesty. Dane gets a map update. Boring excellence continues.

  
    Willa — Milk In Wind Science

    I notice yields run slightly higher outdoors when breeze cools skin mid-pump. We log the hypothesis. Cal-from-ledger-energy would love our nerdiness; Grant already does. He buys a little anemometer as a joke gift. I use it seriously. Desire and data keep dating.

  
    Grant — Strap Wear

    The soft hip strap fades at one edge from sun and wash. I replace it before it can fail mid-honesty. Tools deserve maintenance. So do vows. Willa kisses the new strap like a ridiculous blessing. I let her. Ridiculous blessings are under-counted in ranch inventories.

  
    Willa — Telling June Carefully

    June asks what pasture sex is like without wanting gore. I say: cold nipples, hot ask, clipboard in grass, hawk overhead, man who stops for trucks. She says that sounds like the most organized picnic in history. I say yes exactly. We eat salad. Ordinary friendship holds extraordinary schedules.

  
    Grant — Jealousy Non Event

    Another rancher waves from a distant fence while we are clothed packing up. No spike. No scene. We wave back. Possessiveness would have ruined the sky. We chose a different religion. Walking home I tell her I am proud of our boredom at the wrong kinds of drama. She bumps my shoulder. Ready.

  
    Willa — Second Wind Claim

    Late season, cooler air, thicker blanket. We breed again under thinner sun. Second yes tastes like apples. I laugh when come cools faster outdoors than in stall heat. He writes a tiny note: physics is a kink now. Initial. Initial. Stew with extra pepper because cold claims ask for fire in the kitchen after.

  
    Grant — Winter Pause Outdoor

    Winter shelves the meadow. We do not force symbolism onto ice. Stall holds our hymns. Kit sleeps in the mudroom like a summer boat. Come spring we will oil the zippers and start again. Continuity includes off-seasons. Off-seasons are not failures of appetite; they are respect for frost.

  
    Willa — Closing Meadow Thought

    If anyone asks what I learned under open sky, I will say: the biggest witness still requires the smallest words—yes, water, log, hold me. I am twenty-seven. Grant is thirty-six. The gate clicks. The ledger waits. The sky keeps our secret without needing to understand it.

  
    Willa — Dawn Decision

    Some mornings I wake before Grant and stand at the kitchen window judging the light like a captain. If the light feels like invitation, I set the kit by the door as a question. If it feels like enclosure, I set coffee cups only. He answers either question without treating the kit as a test he must pass. That steadiness is why outdoor claim stays erotic instead of becoming a dare I have to keep winning.

  
    Grant — Bodycam Ethic

    I explain the bodycam to a new junior once: it is not for highlight reels; it is for days when memory argues. Wipe daily. Compliance only. If a cow asks it off for a clothed picnic with no scene, we honor that too—different form, different risk. Willa likes it on for claims. Preference is data. I record preferences more carefully than yields because preferences are how yields stay ethical.

  
    Willa — Afterglow Inventory

    Post-pasture I inventory: grass stains, strap ghost, nipple coolness, deep claim ache, emotional volume. High volume without fear means success. Fear with high volume means pause next time. The inventory lives in the mini-ledger margins. Grant reads margins like love letters because they are.

  
    Grant — Stew Recipe

    Outdoor days have a stew recipe now: root vegetables, extra broth, bread, quiet table. We do not debrief sex at the table unless she starts. Sometimes she starts. Sometimes we talk about fence posts. Both are intimacy. I used to think intimacy meant confession. Now I know it also means shared salt.

    Willa — Final Meadow Sentence For This Book

    Taken under open sky, logged, cleaned, carried halfway and set down by request—that is the whole plot. Not capture. Not escape. Placement. I place myself in grass with a card that says ready and a man who can read weather and words with equal seriousness. Twenty-seven. Thirty-six. Gate. Ledger. Sky.
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