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		Harold arrived on a Thursday in late May with three suitcases and a cardboard box of framed photographs. Ingrid watched from the kitchen window as Michael helped his father down the basement stairs, both men moving with careful, silent choreography. The old man's shoulders were stooped, his cardigan hanging loose on a frame that had clearly lost weight. Grief did that. Hollowed people out from the inside.

		

		She didn't go down to help. Oliver was fussing against her shoulder, rooting at her collar with increasing desperation, and her breasts were already aching with fullness. Three months old and the baby's schedule ruled everything. She lifted her shirt and unclipped her nursing bra, sighing as he latched on and the pressure eased. The relief was immediate and physical, milk letting down in a warm rush that made her close her eyes.

		

		Michael came back upstairs twenty minutes later, looking tired. "He's settled. Says he doesn't need anything."

		

		"Give him a day or two." Ingrid shifted Oliver to her other breast, the baby's small hand kneading against her skin. "He'll come up when he's ready."

		

		He did. Saturday morning, just after ten, she heard the basement door open and Harold appeared at the top of the stairs. He looked uncertain, standing in the doorway to the kitchen like a guest in an unfamiliar house.

		

		"Come in." She smiled at him from where she sat on the living room floor, Oliver on his back on a blanket, kicking his legs. "You don't need to ask."

		

		"I don't want to intrude."

		

		"You're not. I'm just keeping him entertained before he realizes he's hungry again."

		

		Harold lowered himself carefully to the floor beside her, joints creaking audibly. He reached out one large, age-spotted hand and Oliver grabbed his finger with surprising strength. The old man's face softened immediately, something loosening in his expression.

		

		"Strong grip. That's good."

		

		"He's determined." Ingrid leaned back on her hands, watching them. "Takes after his grandfather, apparently."

		

		They stayed like that for nearly an hour. Harold lay on his side, letting Oliver grip his fingers and babble at him, making low nonsense sounds back that seemed to delight the baby. Ingrid found herself relaxing, the quiet presence of another adult in the house unexpectedly soothing after months of long days alone with an infant.

		

		When Oliver started fussing, rooting toward her with his mouth open, she scooped him up. "Lunch time for him. Are you hungry? I was going to make sandwiches."

		

		"If it's no trouble."

		

		"It's bread and cheese. Not exactly trouble."

		

		The pattern established itself without discussion. Harold came upstairs mid-morning, played with Oliver on the floor or held him while Ingrid showered or folded laundry, then stayed for lunch. They sat at the kitchen table with the baby dozing in his bassinet nearby, eating simple food and drinking tea. English breakfast, always. Milk for him, no sugar. She learned to pour it the way he liked it, strong and pale brown.

		

		The first time she nursed Oliver during their tea, she didn't think about it. The baby woke hungry and she lifted him from the bassinet, settling back in her chair and pulling up her shirt. Harold was mid-sentence, something about the garden he and Martha used to keep, and he stopped. His eyes flicked down to her exposed breast, the baby latching on, then away again quickly.

		

		Ingrid felt heat touch her cheeks but kept her expression neutral. He's eighty and family. It's just bodies. She'd nursed in front of her own father, her brothers, half the relatives at the christening. This wasn't different.

		

		Except Harold didn't look again. He stared at his tea, hands wrapped around the mug, and resumed his story in a voice that was slightly too careful. She noticed the tension in his shoulders, the way he kept his gaze fixed on the window behind her.

		

		It should have been awkward. Instead, something about his deliberate politeness made her want to laugh. She bit the inside of her cheek and let Oliver nurse, his small hand resting against the curve of her breast.

		

		When the baby pulled off, milk beading at her nipple, she wiped it with the muslin cloth draped over her shoulder and shifted him to the other side. Harold's eyes stayed on his tea. She wondered if he could hear the wet sound of Oliver latching again, the soft grunts of satisfaction as he fed. The kitchen was quiet except for the baby and the faint tick of the clock on the wall.

		

		"More tea?" She kept her voice light.

		

		"Please." He pushed his mug toward her without looking up.

		

		She couldn't pour one-handed with a nursing baby, so she waited until Oliver finished and dozed off, milk-drunk and heavy in her arms. She clipped her bra closed and pulled her shirt down, then refilled both their mugs from the pot. Harold's shoulders relaxed fractionally when she sat back down, the baby now safely bundled in her arms.

		

		"Sorry. He doesn't care about timing."

		

		"No need to apologize." Harold met her eyes again, his expression carefully neutral. "You're feeding your son. It's natural."

		

		Natural. The word sat between them, too deliberate. She took a sip of tea and let it go.

		

		The days folded into each other. Harold came upstairs, played with Oliver, stayed for lunch. They talked about small things. The weather. The baby's sleep schedule, or lack of it. Repairs Michael kept meaning to do in the basement. Harold's hands were steadier when he held Oliver, his voice less tentative when he asked if he could help.

		

		Ingrid found herself looking forward to mid-morning, to the sound of the basement door opening. The house felt less empty with him there. Less like waiting.

		

		She nursed Oliver during their lunches now without thinking about it, and Harold stopped flinching. He still didn't look directly, but the rigid politeness eased into something more comfortable. He'd keep talking, or drink his tea, and she'd sit there with her breast out and the baby feeding and it was fine. Normal.

		

		Except sometimes she'd catch him glancing. Quick, almost furtive, his eyes dropping to where Oliver's mouth worked at her nipple before jerking away. It happened often enough that she couldn't pretend she didn't notice.

		

		He's eighty. What does it matter?

		

		It didn't. She told herself it didn't. He was a widower, lonely and grieving, and she was the daughter-in-law being kind. That was all.

		

		But her awareness sharpened. She noticed when his gaze lingered half a second too long. Noticed the faint flush on his weathered cheeks. Noticed the way his hands tightened around his mug.

		

		And she didn't cover herself any faster.

		

		A week passed, then another. The lunches continued. Harold came upstairs just before noon, played with Oliver until the baby tired, then sat across from her at the kitchen table. Sandwiches, tea, conversation that meandered through safe topics. The weather turning warmer. Oliver's newfound ability to grab at things. Michael's long hours at the office.

		

		Ingrid found herself wanting more. The polite surface of their talks felt thin, stretched over something unspoken. She wanted to know him properly, not just as Michael's father or Oliver's grandfather. Wanted to understand the man who sat in her kitchen every day with grief still visible in the lines of his face.

		

		On a Tuesday in mid-June, with Oliver asleep in his bassinet and their sandwiches half-eaten, she asked.

		

		"What was she like? Martha."

		

		Harold's hands stilled on his mug. He looked at her for a long moment, something cautious in his eyes.

		

		"You don't have to talk about it if you don't want to." Ingrid kept her voice gentle. "I just realized I never really knew her. Michael doesn't talk about his mother much."

		

		"No. He wouldn't." Harold's mouth curved slightly, not quite a smile. "He takes after his father that way. Keeps things inside."

		

		"So tell me. I want to know."

		

		Harold set down his mug and leaned back in his chair. His gaze went distant, settling on something beyond the kitchen window.

		

		"She was remarkable. Truly. The most alive person I've ever known." His voice warmed as he spoke, years falling away. "She laughed constantly. Loud, from her belly. You could hear her across a room, across a garden. She filled spaces."

		

		Ingrid smiled, imagining it. "She sounds wonderful."

		

		"She was." He paused, fingers drumming once against the table. "She was also... quite sexual. Insatiable, really."

		

		The word hung between them. Ingrid felt her eyebrows lift, surprise and interest sparking together.

		

		Harold's face flushed slightly. "I probably shouldn't say such things."

		

		"Why not?" Ingrid leaned forward, elbows on the table. "I asked. And we're adults."

		

		"You're my daughter-in-law."

		

		"I'm also someone who sits with you every day and wants to know who you are. Who she was." She held his gaze. "Don't edit yourself for me."

		

		Something shifted in his expression. Relief, maybe. Or gratitude. He picked up his tea, took a long sip, then set it down again.

		

		"She wanted me constantly. From the very beginning, from our wedding night onward. Multiple times a day when we were young. She'd initiate in the morning, in the afternoon, middle of the night." He shook his head, wonder in his voice. "I was twenty-five when we married and I could barely keep up with her."

		

		Ingrid felt warmth spread through her chest, unexpected and pleasant. This honesty. This openness. Michael never talked like this. Never revealed anything real.

		

		"How did you meet?"

		

		"Dance hall. She asked me to dance, not the other way around. That was Martha. Bold. Shameless, really, in the best way." His eyes crinkled at the corners. "She told me that night she was going to marry me. I laughed. She wasn't joking."

		

		"Was she always so confident?"

		

		"About sex? God, yes." Harold's voice dropped lower, more intimate. "She had no shame about her body or what she wanted. She'd walk around our bedroom naked, touch herself in front of me, tell me exactly what to do to her. In detail."

		

		Heat bloomed in Ingrid's face. She should stop this. Change the subject. Instead she heard herself ask, "What kind of things?"

		

		Harold looked at her, assessing. Whatever he saw in her expression made him continue.

		

		"She loved being on top. Riding me for as long as she wanted, using me to get herself off. Sometimes twice before she'd let me finish." He spoke slowly, testing each word. "She'd grab my hands, put them on her breasts, tell me to squeeze harder. She liked it rough sometimes. Liked me to hold her down, pin her wrists."

		

		Ingrid's mouth had gone dry. She reached for her tea and drank, the liquid barely registering.

		

		"She sounds incredible."

		

		"She was." Harold's voice roughened with emotion, grief and something else tangled together. "Fifty-two years and I never tired of her. Never stopped wanting her. Even at the end, when she was sick, she'd still reach for me in bed. Still wanted to be touched."

		

		Silence settled over the kitchen. Oliver made a small sound in his sleep, a soft sigh. Ingrid's heart beat faster than it should.

		

		"I'm sorry you lost her."

		

		"So am I." Harold looked down at his hands. "I don't know what to do with myself now. The wanting doesn't stop just because she's gone."

		

		The admission felt raw. Honest in a way that made Ingrid's throat tight. She reached across the table and covered his hand with hers. His skin was warm, the bones prominent beneath.

		

		"You can talk to me. About her, about anything. I like hearing it."

		

		He turned his hand over, palm up, and squeezed her fingers gently.

		

		"Thank you. Truly. Michael doesn't want to hear these things. I understand why. But God, it helps to say it out loud."

		

		They sat like that, hands clasped across the table, tea cooling. Oliver stirred and whimpered, the sound breaking the moment. Ingrid pulled her hand back and lifted the baby from his bassinet, settling him against her shoulder.

		

		"I should let you rest. You've been here for hours."

		

		Harold stood, joints audibly cracking. "Same time tomorrow?"

		

		"Always."

		

		He smiled at her, genuine warmth in his weathered face, and headed for the basement stairs. Ingrid watched him go, Oliver warm and solid in her arms.

		

		Her heart was still beating too fast. She pressed her lips to the baby's head and breathed in his milky scent.

		

		Why was that so interesting? It's just an old man's memories.

		

		But her hands were trembling slightly as she poured the cold tea down the sink.

		

		Oliver slept for two hours that afternoon, a rare gift. Ingrid stood at the kitchen sink washing their lunch dishes, hands moving through warm soapy water while her mind circled back to the conversation.

		

		'She wanted me constantly.'

		

		Harold's voice replayed in her head, that rough edge when he'd said it. The flush on his weathered cheeks. The way his hands had trembled slightly around his mug when he admitted his wife used to touch herself in front of him.

		

		Ingrid scrubbed at a plate that was already clean.

		

		It's just an old man's memories. Nothing more than that.

		

		Except her pulse had kicked up when he'd talked about Martha riding him, using him. The image had formed before she could stop it. A woman confident and shameless, taking what she wanted. Fifty-two years of that. Of being desired so completely.

		

		When was the last time Michael had looked at her the way Harold's voice suggested he'd looked at Martha?

		

		She couldn't remember.

		

		The plate slipped from her fingers back into the water with a soft splash. She stared at the suds clinging to her wrists.

		

		This was ridiculous. Harold was eighty years old, her father-in-law, a grieving widower who needed someone to talk to. That was all this was. Kindness. Company. She was reading something into it because she was tired and touched-out and starved for adult conversation that went deeper than diaper counts and sleep schedules.

		

		But her face was warm. Had been warm since he'd said 'insatiable'.

		

		Oliver woke crying and she dried her hands, grateful for the interruption. The baby needed changing, needed feeding, needed to be walked around the living room until he stopped fussing. Normal things. Her real life, solid and demanding.

		

		She settled into the nursing chair and lifted her shirt. Oliver latched on hungrily, one small hand pressed flat against her breast. The pull of his mouth was rhythmic and soothing, her body responding automatically with the tingle of letdown.

		

		Harold had looked at her breasts this morning. She'd caught him, just for a second, before his eyes jerked away.

		

		Her stomach flipped.

		

		Stop it.

		

		But the thought persisted, unwelcome and insistent. He'd looked. He looked most days now, quick glances he probably thought she didn't notice. And this morning, after talking about his wife's body, about sex, he'd looked at her while she nursed and something in his expression had been different.

		

		Hungry.

		

		The word surfaced before she could suppress it. She shifted Oliver to her other breast and tried to focus on him instead. His perfect small fingers. The way his eyes were starting to focus on her face when he fed. The weight of him in her arms, solid and real.

		

		Her mind drifted anyway.

		

		'She'd grab my hands, put them on her breasts, tell me to squeeze harder.'

		

		Heat spread low in her belly. Unwelcome. Inappropriate.

		

		She was getting turned on thinking about her eighty-year-old father-in-law's sex life with his dead wife. What the hell was wrong with her?

		

		Oliver finished nursing and she burped him, his small body warm against her shoulder. She walked him around the living room, bouncing gently, and tried to think about anything else. Laundry. Groceries. The pediatrician appointment next week.

		

		But the warmth lingered. And underneath it, something else. Curiosity. The wanting to know more. To hear Harold's voice go rough again, to watch his hands shake, to sit across from him while he confessed things he probably shouldn't say.

		

		Michael came home just after six. Ingrid was making dinner with Oliver in a sling against her chest, the baby drowsy and content. She heard the front door, Michael's keys hitting the bowl on the hall table, his footsteps.

		

		"Hey." He kissed her cheek, perfunctory. "How was your day?"

		

		"Fine. Quiet. Oliver napped for two hours."

		

		"That's good." Michael loosened his tie and glanced toward the basement door. "Dad come up at all?"

		

		"For lunch. He played with Oliver for a while."

		

		"Good. That's good." Michael pulled open the refrigerator, scanning the contents. "I'm glad he's settling in. You don't mind him being here so much?"

		

		"No. It's nice, actually. Having another adult around."

		

		Michael nodded, already distracted, pulling out a beer. He took a long drink and sighed. "Long day. I need to answer some emails after dinner."

		

		"Sure."

		

		He disappeared into his study. Ingrid stirred the pasta sauce and felt the secret of the afternoon conversation glow privately inside her chest. Michael hadn't asked what they'd talked about. Hadn't asked anything real. He never did.

		

		She ate dinner alone while Michael worked and Oliver dozed. She cleaned the kitchen, bathed the baby, nursed him to sleep in the darkened nursery. The evening routine, familiar and isolating.

		

		Michael came to bed after eleven. She was already under the covers, staring at her phone without reading anything. He kissed her shoulder and rolled over, asleep within minutes.

		

		Ingrid lay awake in the dark.

		

		Tomorrow Harold would come upstairs. They'd have tea. They'd talk.

		

		Her heart beat faster just thinking about it.

		

		She squeezed her legs together and felt the ache there, low and insistent. She hadn't touched herself in months. Hadn't wanted to. Too tired, too touched-out from constant nursing, too disconnected from her own body as anything other than a feeding source.

		

		But right now she wanted to slide her hand between her legs and replay Harold's voice in her head. 'She wanted me constantly. Multiple times a day.'

		

		God.

		

		She didn't touch herself. Just lay there with the wanting pooling hot in her belly and Michael's breathing steady beside her.

		

		This was insane. She was a good person. A good wife. A good mother. She didn't get aroused thinking about her husband's elderly father.

		

		Except she was. And she had been, all afternoon, all evening, and now here in the dark with her breasts aching with fullness and her body waking up after months of numbness.

		

		She rolled onto her side and closed her eyes.

		

		Tomorrow. The thought settled in her chest, anticipation and guilt tangled together.

		

		She'd pour his tea at eleven-thirty. Milk, no sugar. They'd sit at the kitchen table with Oliver nearby. And maybe, maybe he'd tell her more.

		

		She wanted him to tell her more.

		

		That realization should have frightened her. Instead it hummed through her body like a low current, pleasant and dangerous.

		

		Ingrid pressed her face into the pillow and waited for sleep.

		

	
		Stories Continue
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		Harold came upstairs at eleven the next morning. Ingrid heard the basement door open and her pulse kicked up before she could stop it. Ridiculous. She poured water into the kettle and focused on the simple task. Tea. Sandwiches. Normal Wednesday routine.

		

		Oliver was on his play mat, batting at the fabric animals dangling above him. Harold appeared in the kitchen doorway, hesitant again, hands in his cardigan pockets.

		

		"Morning." She smiled at him, kept her voice easy. "Tea?"

		

		"Please."

		

		The relief in his face was obvious. He'd been worried too. That yesterday had been too much, gone too far. The thought made something warm settle in her chest.

		

		They sat at the table with their mugs steaming between them. Harold watched Oliver grab at a plush elephant, his expression soft. Ingrid sipped her tea and wondered if she should say something. Acknowledge what they'd talked about. Or pretend it never happened and let things go back to surface-level pleasantries.

		

		She set down her mug.

		

		"Tell me more about Martha."

		

		Harold's eyes met hers, cautious but interested. Testing.

		

		"What do you want to know?"

		

		"Anything. Everything." Ingrid leaned back in her chair, cradling her tea. "You said she initiated constantly. What was that like?"

		

		A slow smile spread across his weathered face. Permission granted.

		

		"Thrilling. Exhausting sometimes." He wrapped both hands around his mug. "She didn't wait for the right moment. She made moments."

		

		"Like what?"

		

		"She'd start things in the kitchen while I was trying to cook dinner. Come up behind me at the stove, press herself against my back, slide her hands down to my belt." His voice dropped lower, memory making it rough. "She'd unzip me right there. Just pull me out and stroke me while I tried to focus on not burning whatever was on the hob."

		

		Heat bloomed in Ingrid's face. She kept her expression neutral, curious. Oliver made a happy gurgling sound from his mat.

		

		"Did you ever burn dinner?"

		

		Harold laughed, surprised and genuine.

		

		"More than once. She'd get me so worked up I'd forget what I was doing. She loved that. The power of it."

		

		Ingrid's stomach tightened. She knew that feeling. The wanting to make someone lose control. She'd felt it with Michael years ago, before Oliver, before everything became routine and tired. When had they stopped being spontaneous?

		

		"What else?" She heard herself ask, leaning forward now, elbows on the table. "What other things did she do?"

		

		Harold studied her face. Whatever he saw there made him continue.

		

		"She'd wake me up in the middle of the night. Not gently. She'd straddle me before I was fully conscious, already naked, already wet. Ride me until I didn't know what was dream and what was real."

		

		Ingrid's thighs pressed together under the table. Her breasts felt heavy, aching with more than just milk. This shouldn't turn her on. An eighty-year-old man describing his dead wife's sexual habits over tea and biscuits. It was absurd.

		

		It was also unbearably hot.

		

		"She sounds incredible."

		

		"She was insatiable." The word again, deliberate. His gaze flicked down to her chest then back up, quicker than yesterday but not quick enough. "Demanding. Sometimes I couldn't keep up. She'd laugh at me, call me an old man even when I was thirty."

		

		Oliver started fussing, small whimpers building toward real complaint. Ingrid lifted him from the mat and settled back in her chair. She pulled up her soft grey nursing top and unclipped her bra without thinking about it.

		

		Her full, pale breast spilled free. Oliver latched on immediately, greedy and satisfied.

		

		Harold stopped mid-sentence. His mouth stayed slightly open, whatever he'd been about to say forgotten.

		

		Ingrid met his eyes. She didn't cover herself or adjust the angle. Just let him look while Oliver nursed, her nipple dark and stretched in the baby's mouth, milk leaking from the corner of his lips.

		

		Harold's throat worked as he swallowed. His hands tightened around his mug until the knuckles went white.

		

		The kitchen was silent except for Oliver's soft grunts and the wet sound of sucking.

		

		"Go on," Ingrid said quietly. "You were saying she called you an old man."

		

		Harold dragged his gaze back to her face. The effort it took was visible, physical. His cheeks were flushed dark.

		

		"She did. Then she'd prove I could manage one more round."

		

		His eyes dropped again to her breast. This time he didn't look away.

		

		The lunches continued. Every day at half past eleven, Harold climbed the basement stairs and they sat together with tea cooling between them while he talked about his wife.

		

		The stories got filthier.

		

		Thursday he described Martha's favorite position. On her knees, face pressed into the mattress, demanding he hold her hips hard enough to bruise. Friday he admitted she used to tell him exactly what to do, explicit instructions delivered in that loud, shameless voice. Pull my hair. Harder. Make me feel it tomorrow.

		

		Ingrid listened with her heart beating too fast and her body responding in ways she couldn't control. She asked questions. Pressed for details. What did she say? How did you feel? Show me with your hands how she liked to be held.

		

		Harold's answers came easier now. He'd stopped apologizing for the explicit content. Stopped prefacing with I probably shouldn't say this. He watched her face while he spoke, gauging her reactions, and whatever he saw there encouraged him.

		

		Monday afternoon, Oliver napping in his bassinet, Harold set down his mug and went quiet.

		

		"What?" Ingrid prompted.

		

		"She used to brag about me." His voice was rough with embarrassment and something else. Something darker. "To her friends. About my body."

		

		Ingrid's stomach flipped.

		

		"What did she say?"

		

		Harold's face flushed. He looked down at his hands, age-spotted and trembling slightly on the table.

		

		"She told them I was thick. That she couldn't get enough of my cock." The word landed between them, crude and electric. "She called it her obsession. Said it in front of people at parties. Made jokes about it."

		

		Heat flooded through Ingrid's body, instant and overwhelming. Her thighs clenched. Her nipples tightened against her nursing bra, oversensitive and aching.

		

		"Was she exaggerating?" She kept her voice casual, curious. Like this was normal conversation. "Or was it true?"

		

		Harold finally looked up. His eyes were dark, pupils dilated. His breathing had gone shallow.

		

		"It was true."

		

		The kitchen felt smaller. Hotter. Ingrid reached for her tea and took a long sip to hide the tremor in her hands.

		

		"She'd tell her friends I filled her completely. That she loved the stretch of it." Harold's voice dropped lower, intimate. "She'd describe it to them in detail. How long it took for her to adjust. How full she felt. How she'd touch herself afterward and still feel where I'd been."

		

		Ingrid's breath caught. Between her legs she was soaking wet, sudden and undeniable. Her body responding to his words like they were hands on her skin.

		

		Oliver stirred in his bassinet. Ingrid lifted him automatically, grateful for something to do with her hands. She pulled up her shirt and unclipped her bra. Her breast fell free, heavy and swollen.

		

		Harold's gaze locked on it immediately.

		

		She positioned Oliver and he latched on, pulling hard. Her milk let down in a rush that made her gasp. The sensation shot straight through her body, pleasure and relief tangled together.

		

		Harold shifted in his chair. The movement drew her eyes down.

		

		The bulge in his trousers was obvious. Thick and straining against the fabric.

		

		Her mouth went dry.

		

		He was hard. Genuinely, visibly aroused. Talking about his dead wife's obsession with his cock while watching Ingrid nurse had given an eighty-year-old man an erection.

		

		God.

		

		"Did she really love it that much?" Ingrid's voice came out breathier than intended. "Or was she just teasing?"

		

		"She meant every word." Harold's hands were fists on the table now. "She'd beg for it. Multiple times a day. She'd wake me up in the night already stroking me, telling me she needed to be filled. That nothing else satisfied her."

		

		Ingrid shifted Oliver to her other breast. Her movements were shaky. Her whole body felt flushed, oversensitive. When she glanced up, Harold was staring at her exposed breast with naked hunger.

		

		Not her face. Not the baby. Her heavy, milk-swollen breast with the nipple wet and dark.

		

		She should cover herself. Should change the subject. Should do something to break this building tension before it went somewhere neither of them could walk back from.

		

		She didn't move.

		

		"More tea?" Her voice was steady despite everything.

		

		"Please."

		

		Rain hammered against the kitchen window. Tuesday afternoon, grey and heavy, the kind of weather that made the house feel smaller. More intimate.

		

		Oliver slept soundly in his bassinet, milk-drunk and content. The monitor on the counter showed his chest rising and falling in steady rhythm. Ingrid had lowered the lights, drawn the curtains halfway. The kitchen felt like a cocoon.

		

		Harold sat across from her with his third cup of tea. They'd been talking for over an hour. He'd told her about Martha's demands in the shower, how she'd drop to her knees on the wet tile and take him in her mouth until his legs shook. How she'd make him finish on her breasts and laugh at the mess.

		

		Then he went quiet.

		

		Ingrid watched him over the rim of her mug. His expression had shifted, something darker moving behind his eyes. Shame, maybe. Or memory that cost more to share.

		

		"What is it?"

		

		Harold's jaw worked. He set down his tea and stared at it.

		

		"She was with other men sometimes."

		

		The words landed flat and heavy. Ingrid's pulse kicked up, surprise and something else flooding through her.

		

		"What do you mean?"

		

		"After parties. Wild ones, when we were younger. She'd drink too much, flirt too openly." His voice was rough, tangled with emotions she couldn't separate. "She'd disappear with my friends. Come back disheveled with her lipstick smeared."

		

		Ingrid leaned forward, elbows on the table. Her body had gone hot and tight, arousal mixing with shock.

		

		"You let her?"

		

		"I didn't stop her." Harold finally looked up. His eyes were wet, grief and something hungrier battling in his weathered face. "She'd tell me about it after. Every detail. What they did to her. How it felt. She'd get so worked up describing it that she'd climb on top of me right there, still wet from them."

		

		God.

		

		Ingrid's thighs pressed together hard. Between her legs she throbbed, swollen and aching. This shouldn't turn her on. The image of Martha stumbling back to her husband after fucking his friends, using that experience to fuel her own desire, was dark and wrong and unbearably erotic.

		

		"Were they close to you?" Her voice came out hoarse. "The men she was with?"

		

		Harold's hands trembled on the table.

		

		"Close enough. Colleagues from work. Neighbors we'd have over for dinner." His throat worked. "My own brother."

		

		The last word hit like a punch.

		

		"Your brother?" Ingrid breathed.

		

		"Robert. Eight years younger than me. Still vital, still handsome." Harold's voice dropped to barely audible. "Christmas party, nineteen seventy-three. I went looking for her. Found them in the spare bedroom. Door half open. She was bent over the bed and he was behind her, holding her hips. Her dress was bunched around her waist."

		

		Ingrid couldn't breathe. The image formed too clearly in her mind. Martha's full body, her shameless pleasure, taking her husband's younger brother while the party continued downstairs.

		

		"What did you do?"

		

		"Watched." The admission came out raw. "Stood in the hallway and watched my brother fuck my wife. She saw me in the mirror. Made eye contact while he was inside her. She smiled."

		

		Ingrid's hand found her throat. Her pulse hammered under her fingertips.

		

		"Did it ruin things between you? With your brother?"

		

		"No." Harold's laugh was bitter. "That's the strangest part. We were closer after. He understood her the way I did. Loved her the same way." His eyes went distant. "It happened several over the years. Always Robert. She'd seek him out at family gatherings, disappear with him. Once in our own bedroom while I was downstairs hosting dinner guests."

		

		The rain intensified outside, drumming harder against the glass. The kitchen felt too warm. Too close.

		

		"How did that make you feel?"

		

		Harold finally met her eyes fully. The conflict there was devastating. Grief and arousal and shame and nostalgia all twisted together.

		

		"Destroyed. Aroused. Furious. So hard I ached." His voice broke. "That first time, I followed her downstairs after. Found her in the kitchen surrounded by people. Pulled her into the pantry and fucked her against the shelves while she laughed into my neck. She told me I felt different after Robert. Told me she could feel both of us."

		

		Ingrid's breath came shallow and fast. Her whole body felt electric, wired with dark fascination.

		

		"What did she say about him? About the difference?"

		

		"She loved the contrast between us. She'd tell me Robert was harder, faster, rougher. Younger." Harold's hands were shaking badly now. "Then she'd tell me I was the one she needed. That his cock was nothing compared to mine. That only I could fill her the way she craved."

		

		Oliver shifted in his bassinet but stayed asleep. The small sound grounded Ingrid back in reality for a moment. Her father-in-law's brother. Had been inside Martha. Multiple times. Had been part of their marriage in this dark, tangled way.

		

		"Does he know you told me?"

		

		"Robert knows everything about me. Always has." Harold's smile was bitter and fond at once. "Brothers who kept no secrets our whole lives."

		

		Wednesday morning Ingrid stood in front of her closet longer than usual. She pulled out a soft grey nursing top, stretched and worn thin from washing. The neckline dipped lower than her others. Easy access for feeding Oliver. That was all.

		

		She left her cardigan on the bed.

		

		Her hair was still damp from the shower. Usually she twisted it into a messy bun, practical and out of the way. Today she left it down, blonde and loose around her shoulders.

		

		She wasn't dressing for Harold. She was just making different choices.

		

		The lie sat comfortable in her chest.

		

		He came upstairs at half past eleven. His eyes tracked over her immediately, lingering on the exposed line of her collarbone, the curve of her breasts visible through the thin fabric. She'd skipped the nursing pads. Her nipples were dark circles through the grey cotton.

		

		"Tea?" She kept her voice light.

		

		"Please."

		

		They sat at the table. Harold talked about Martha's boldness at dinner parties, how she'd stroke him under the table while making conversation with their guests. Ingrid listened with her pulse beating fast in her throat. She was aware of everything. The way Harold's gaze dropped to her chest between sentences. The slight tremor in his hands when he lifted his mug. The tension building in the air between them, thick and electric.

		

		Oliver fussed from his bouncer. Not hungry yet. Just wanting attention. Ingrid lifted him anyway and settled back in her chair. She pulled up her shirt and unclipped her nursing bra.

		

		Her heavy breast spilled free. Full and pale, blue veins visible under the skin, nipple already leaking.

		

		Harold's breath caught audibly.

		

		She positioned Oliver and he latched on, pulling hard. Her milk let down in a rush that made her gasp. The sensation shot straight between her legs, pleasure and relief tangled together.

		

		Harold stared. Not trying to hide it anymore. His eyes were fixed on her exposed breast, on Oliver's small mouth working her nipple, on the milk leaking from the corner of the baby's lips.

		

		Ingrid let him look. Let the moment stretch while arousal pooled hot and insistent in her belly.

		

		This was insane. Sitting across from her eighty-year-old father-in-law with her tit out, deliberately letting him stare while she fed his grandson. Getting wet from the way his hands shook around his mug. From the obvious bulge straining against his trousers.

		

		But God, it felt good. Felt powerful. Felt like the first real thing she'd experienced in months.

		

		Better than sex with Michael. Better than anything with Michael in years.

		

		The thought landed sharp and true. Her husband fucked her in the dark with efficient, apologetic movements. Got himself off and rolled away. Hadn't touched her breasts since they'd started leaking. Barely looked at her body anymore.

		

		Harold looked at her like she was the only thing in the world worth seeing.

		

		Thursday she wore a thin white nursing top. Friday a pale pink one that showed everything when the light hit it right. She stopped bothering with cardigans entirely. Let her hair stay loose and drying naturally, wavy around her face.

		

		The lunches stretched longer. An hour. Sometimes ninety minutes. Harold would talk and she'd nurse Oliver, switching breasts slowly, making sure he saw everything. The weight of them. The milk streaming over her fingers when she unlatched the baby. The wet, dark nipples before she covered herself again.

		

		Except she started covering herself slower. Taking her time to clip her bra closed, letting her breast hang exposed while she adjusted the baby in her arms. While she wiped the milk from her skin with the muslin cloth. While she shifted Oliver to her shoulder for burping.

		

		Minutes, sometimes. Just sitting there with her full breast bare and leaking while Harold watched with desperate, undisguised hunger.

		

		Harold's arousal was constant now. Visible and undeniable every single lunch. The thick bulge in his trousers, the flush on his weathered cheeks, the way his breathing went shallow when she pulled up her shirt.

		

		Tuesday of the third week, Oliver finished nursing on her right breast and dozed off immediately. Ingrid wiped her nipple clean, then switched him to her other side. He was too sleepy to latch properly. Just mouthed at her wetly before giving up.

		

		She should have covered herself. Clipped her bra and pulled down her shirt.

		

		Instead she sat there with both breasts exposed under her lifted shirt. One still leaking, the other wet from Oliver's half-hearted attempts. The baby sleeping warm and heavy in her arms.

		

		Harold made a sound low in his throat. Strangled and desperate.

		

		Ingrid reached for the muslin cloth on the table. Slowly. So slowly. She wiped the milk from her left breast first, then her right. Dabbed at her wet nipples while Harold's hands went white-knuckled on his mug.

		

		"Sorry." Her voice came out breathy. "They're making a mess."

		

		"Don't apologize."

		

		The words were rough. Raw.

		

		She finally clipped her bra closed and pulled down her shirt. Stood carefully and placed Oliver in his bassinet.

		

		When she sat back down, Harold was staring at the wet spots on the table where her milk had dripped. His breathing was audible, ragged.

		

		"More tea?" She kept her voice steady despite the heat flooding through her body.

		

		"Please."

		

		Her hands shook as she poured.

		

		Michael came home just after six. Ingrid was at the stove with Oliver in his sling, the baby drowsy and warm against her chest. She heard the front door, keys hitting the bowl, footsteps in the hall.

		

		"Hey." He kissed her cheek, perfunctory and distracted. His hand touched her shoulder briefly before moving away.

		

		"How was work?"

		

		"Long." He loosened his tie and glanced toward the basement door. "Dad come up today?"

		

		Her stomach flipped. Sharp and sudden.

		

		"For lunch. Like always."

		

		"Good. That's good." Michael pulled open the refrigerator and grabbed a beer. "He seems happier lately. More like himself. I was worried for a while there, but I think having us close is helping."

		

		The words landed like a punch.

		

		Ingrid stirred the pasta sauce with trembling hands. Her face felt hot. Her whole body felt exposed, like Michael could see everything just by looking at her.

		

		"Yeah. I think so too."

		

		"You're good with him. Patient." Michael took a long drink and sighed. "I appreciate it. I know it's a lot, having him here every day."

		

		"It's fine." Her voice came out steady. "I don't mind."

		

		Michael nodded, already pulling out his phone, scrolling through work emails. The conversation was over. He disappeared into his study without asking anything else. Without noticing the flush on her cheeks or the way her hands shook or the fact that she couldn't quite meet his eyes.

		

		Ingrid stood at the stove with Oliver sleeping against her chest and the secret glowing hot and dangerous inside her.

		

		This wasn't just conversation anymore. Wasn't just kindness to a lonely widower. She'd sat across from Harold today with her breasts bare and milk dripping onto the table while he stared at her with desperate hunger. Had felt her body respond to that hunger. Had wanted him to keep looking.

		

		She was complicit. Actively building this tension between them, pushing boundaries, testing how far it could go.

		

		And she wasn't going to stop.

		

		The realization settled into her bones, certain and irrevocable.

		

		That night she lay in bed beside Michael, listening to his breathing go slow and steady with sleep. Her body hummed with anticipation. Tomorrow Harold would come upstairs at half past eleven. They'd sit at the table with tea between them. She'd nurse Oliver and let her shirt ride up, let him see everything.

		

		Her hand slid between her legs. She was wet. Soaked and aching.

		

		She touched herself in the dark with her husband sleeping inches away and thought about Harold's eyes on her breasts. About the bulge straining against his trousers. About what might happen if she let this go further.

		

		Her orgasm came fast and silent, pleasure flooding through her body in waves.

		

		Tomorrow. The thought pulsed in her chest like a heartbeat.

		

		Tomorrow.

		

	
		Voyeur
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		The stories got filthier .

		

		Two weeks passed where Harold climbed the basement stairs at half past eleven each day and sat across from her with tea cooling between them while he described his wife's body in explicit detail. Not just memories anymore. Specifications. The weight of Martha's breasts in his hands—heavy, full E-cups that had grown even larger after nursing their sons. How her areolas had darkened to deep rose, stretched wide, nipples thick and always slightly puffy. How they'd leak during sex, milk streaming over his fingers when he squeezed.

		

		Ingrid listened with her pulse beating too fast in her throat.

		

		She asked questions now. Leading ones. "What did they feel like? Were they firm or soft?" Harold's voice would go rough answering. Soft, yielding, the kind that spilled over his palms. Martha had loved having them held while she rode him. Would grab his wrists and position his hands exactly where she wanted them, tell him 'Squeeze harder. Make me feel it.'

		

		Ingrid shifted in her chair and felt the wetness between her legs.

		

		The lunches stretched longer now. Ninety minutes sometimes, the sandwiches forgotten while Harold talked and she nursed Oliver with her shirt pulled up higher than necessary. She'd stopped wearing nursing pads entirely. The thin fabric of her tops showed everything when her milk let down—dark wet circles spreading, nipples visible through the cotton. She told herself it was practical. Too hot for extra layers. The pads were uncomfortable.

		

		The rationalizations sat thin and transparent in her mind.

		

		Wednesday afternoon, late June heat making the kitchen feel smaller, Harold described how Martha used to wake him in the middle of the night. Not for sex. Just to have her breasts sucked. She'd straddle his chest in the dark, feed him one nipple then the other, sometimes for an hour or more while she touched herself.

		

		"She'd come like that?" Ingrid heard herself ask. Oliver was dozing against her shoulder, milk-drunk and heavy.

		

		"Multiple times." Harold's hands tightened around his mug. "She loved the feeling of my mouth on her. Said it was better than being fucked sometimes. More intimate."

		

		Heat bloomed through Ingrid's chest, spreading lower. Her breasts ached with more than just fullness.

		

		"What would she say? While you were doing it?"

		

		Harold's throat worked as he swallowed.

		

		"She'd tell me exactly how it felt. 'That's good, right there, use your teeth.' Her hand would be between her legs, moving fast, and she'd describe what she was doing to herself while I sucked." His eyes dropped to Ingrid's chest, lingering on the damp circles spreading through her grey nursing top. "Sometimes she'd pull my hand down too. Make me feel how wet she was. She'd come with my fingers inside her and my mouth on her nipple and she'd shake so hard I had to hold her steady."

		

		Ingrid's thighs pressed together under the table. The pressure did nothing to ease the ache there. She was soaked through her underwear, could feel it clinging to her when she shifted.

		

		"That sounds incredible," she managed. Her voice came out breathier than intended.

		

		"It was." Harold's gaze stayed fixed on her chest. "And she'd talk the entire time. Tell me stories about men she'd been with. Before me, when she was younger. The American soldier who'd taken her in an alley behind the dance hall. The married professor who'd bent her over his desk."

		

		The words landed heavy and dark. Ingrid's stomach flipped.

		

		"While you were sucking her breasts?"

		

		"She'd get so worked up remembering." Harold's voice dropped lower, rougher. "Sometimes she'd tell me about men from after we were married too. My friends at parties. My brother Robert. She'd describe their cocks in detail, what they'd felt like inside her, and then she'd tell me 'But yours is what I need. Only you can fill me properly.'"

		

		God.

		

		Ingrid's breath came shallow and fast. Her whole body felt flushed, electric. The image of Martha straddling her husband in the dark, his mouth on her heavy breasts while she confessed to fucking other men—it was wrong and twisted and unbearably erotic.

		

		"How did that make you feel?"

		

		"Destroyed. Aroused. So hard I ached." Harold finally met her eyes. The conflict there was devastating—grief and shame and hunger all tangled together. "I'd give anything to feel that again. Just once. That kind of raw honesty. That intimacy."

		

		The words hung between them, weighted with meaning neither of them acknowledged directly.

		

		Oliver stirred against her shoulder, making small fussing sounds. Ingrid lifted him and settled back in her chair. She pulled up her shirt and unclipped her nursing bra without hesitation now. Her full breast spilled free, pale and heavy in the afternoon light streaming through the half-drawn curtains.

		

		Harold's breath caught audibly.

		

		She positioned Oliver and he latched on, pulling hard. Her milk let down in a rush that made her gasp—the sensation shooting straight through her body, pleasure and relief tangled together. The baby's small hand kneaded against her skin, his mouth working rhythmically.

		

		Milk leaked from the corner of his lips, running down the curve of her breast.

		

		Harold stared. Not trying to hide it anymore. His eyes were fixed on her exposed breast, on Oliver's mouth stretched around her dark nipple, on the milk glistening on her skin.

		

		Ingrid let him look. Let the moment stretch while arousal pooled hot and insistent in her belly.

		

		She noticed the bulge in his trousers. Thick and obvious, straining against the fabric.

		

		‘I'm getting him hard every single day now. Just by feeding my baby.’

		

		The thought made her breath catch. Made her nipples tighten further, more milk streaming over the baby's cheek.

		

		Tomorrow Harold would come upstairs at half past eleven. They'd sit at this table with tea between them. And she'd pull up her shirt again and let him watch.

		

		She wanted him to watch.

		

		That realization should have frightened her. Instead it hummed through her body like a low current, pleasant and dangerous.

		

		Thursday afternoon arrived heavy and still. The kind of heat that made the air feel thick, pressing against skin. Ingrid had drawn the curtains halfway against the sun, leaving the kitchen in soft golden light that made dust motes visible, drifting lazy through the warmth.

		

		Oliver had just finished nursing. He lay drowsy and milk-drunk in her arms, his small hand still resting against her breast. She hadn't bothered to cover herself yet. Her nipple was wet and dark, glistening with milk in the filtered sunlight.

		

		Harold was mid-sentence, something about the garden he and Martha used to keep, when his voice faltered and died.

		

		Ingrid glanced up.

		

		He was staring at her breast. Not with the quick furtive glances she'd grown used to. This was different. Fixed and hungry and desperate in a way that made her stomach flip.

		

		She shifted Oliver carefully in her arms. The movement made her breast sway slightly, heavy and full. More milk beaded at her nipple, threatening to drip.

		

		Harold's throat worked as he swallowed.

		

		The silence stretched. Ingrid stood slowly, acutely aware of how exposed she was, her shirt bunched up under her arms and one breast completely bare. She walked to the bassinet in the corner, each step deliberate. Placed Oliver down gently, tucking the muslin blanket around him. His eyes were already closing, lashes dark against his flushed cheeks.

		

		When she turned back, Harold was gripping his mug with both hands. His knuckles had gone white. His mouth opened, closed, opened again.

		

		"I—" He stopped. Started over. "You look—" Another pause, longer this time.

		

		Ingrid waited. Her breast was still exposed, cooling in the air. She should clip her bra closed, pull down her shirt. Instead she stood there watching him struggle.

		

		"Would you think I was mad if I asked you something?" The words came out rough, uncertain.

		

		Her pulse kicked up immediately. She knew what he was going to ask. Had known for days, maybe weeks, that they were building toward this moment.

		

		"Probably." She kept her voice light. "Ask anyway."

		

		Harold set down his mug. His hands were trembling badly now. He pressed them flat against the table, steadying himself.

		

		"You remind me so terribly of her. The way you look sitting there. Your..." His eyes dropped to her breast again, lingering on the fullness, the milk still glistening. "Could I see them properly? Without the baby? Just to remember what that was like."

		

		The request landed exactly as she'd expected. And still her stomach flipped, heat flooding through her body in a rush that made her breath catch.

		

		‘This eighty-year-old man just asked to see my tits.’

		

		The absurdity should have killed the moment. Should have made her laugh or deflect or gently refuse. Instead arousal pooled hot and insistent between her legs. She wanted to say yes. Had wanted to say yes for days now without admitting it to herself.

		

		"You're a shameless old man, you know that?"

		

		Harold's face flushed dark immediately. "Christ. I'm sorry. That was—I shouldn't have—"

		

		"I didn't say no."

		

		The words stopped him mid-apology. His eyes snapped to hers, searching, uncertain if he'd heard correctly.

		

		Ingrid reached for her tea with hands that were suddenly unsteady. Took a long sip to buy herself time. The liquid was lukewarm now, bitter on her tongue.

		

		"Just looking?" she heard herself ask.

		

		"Just looking." Harold's voice cracked slightly. "I swear it."

		

		"No touching."

		

		"No touching."

		

		She set down her mug. Her heart was beating too fast, pulse visible in her throat.

		

		"And this is absolutely the last time we discuss this afterward."

		

		The lie sat comfortable between them. They both knew it was a lie. Both knew this wasn't an ending but a beginning, a line they were choosing to cross together.

		

		"I understand." Harold's hands were still pressed flat to the table. Still trembling. "Thank you. God, thank you."

		

		He hadn't seen anything yet. Was already thanking her.

		

		Ingrid glanced toward the bassinet. Oliver slept soundly, his chest rising and falling in steady rhythm. The monitor on the counter showed his heartbeat, strong and even. Everything was fine. Everything was normal.

		

		Except she was about to expose herself to her father-in-law in her kitchen on a Thursday afternoon.

		

		She reached for the hem of her shirt. Her fingers caught the fabric. Paused there.

		

		Harold watched her with an expression she couldn't quite name. Desperate. Grateful. Hungry enough to make her thighs press together.

		

		"Last chance to change your mind," she said quietly.

		

		"Please." Just that single word, raw and honest.

		

		Ingrid took a breath.

		

		Then she began to lift her shirt.

		

		The fabric lifted slowly. She pulled her shirt up and over her breasts, the cotton catching briefly on her nursing bra before sliding higher. She bunched it under her chin, held it there for a moment while she reached behind herself.

		

		Her fingers found the clasp of her bra. Three hooks, stretched and worn from constant use. She unclipped them one at a time, deliberately slow, aware of Harold's eyes tracking every small movement.

		

		The elastic released.

		

		Her breasts spilled free.

		

		Heavy and full, they settled against her ribcage with their own weight. The relief was immediate and physical—the pressure of the tight fabric finally gone. She pulled the shirt over her head completely, dropped it onto the chair beside her. Unhooked the nursing bra straps from her shoulders and let that fall too.

		

		She sat there topless at her kitchen table in the golden afternoon light.

		

		The air felt cool against her overheated skin. She could feel the weight of her breasts, the slight ache of fullness, the oversensitivity that came from constant nursing. They were pale in the sunlight, blue veins visible beneath the skin like rivers mapping unknown territory. Her areolas had darkened during pregnancy—deep rose now, stretched wider than they'd been before Oliver. Her nipples were thick and prominent, already leaking clear milk that beaded at the tips and threatened to drip.

		

		She became hyperaware of every sensation. The warmth of sun through the window on her left shoulder. The slight stickiness of milk on her skin. The rapid beat of her heart visible in the rise and fall of her chest.

		

		Harold hadn't moved.

		

		He sat frozen across from her, hands still pressed flat to the table. His mouth had fallen slightly open. His eyes were fixed and unblinking, drinking in every detail like a man dying of thirst finally shown water.

		

		Ingrid watched him watch her.

		

		His face was flushed dark red now, the color spreading down his neck and disappearing beneath his collar. His chest rose and fell with shallow, rapid breaths. His hands trembled against the wood, tendons standing out sharp beneath age-spotted skin.

		

		Then she saw the tears.

		

		They formed slowly in his eyes, welling up and spilling over to track down his weathered cheeks. Silent. He didn't seem to notice them, didn't wipe them away. Just stared at her breasts with his vision blurring and his throat working soundlessly.

		

		The sight did something to her. Made heat bloom low in her belly, spreading outward until her whole body felt flushed and electric.

		

		I'm doing this to him. Making him feel this.

		

		More milk leaked from her nipples. She felt it bead, grow heavy, finally spill over to run down the curves of her breasts in thin streams. The sensation made her breath catch. Made her nipples tighten further.

		

		"Just like her." Harold's voice came out broken, barely audible. "God. Just exactly like her."

		

		Ingrid's hands rested in her lap. She fought the urge to cover herself, to cross her arms over her chest. Instead she sat still and let him look. Let him see everything.

		

		"The weight of them," he whispered. "The color. Even the way you sit."

		

		His right hand moved unconsciously across the table toward her. Reached halfway before stopping, trembling in the air between them. She saw him remember—no touching—and watched his fingers curl into a fist. He pulled his hand back slowly, pressed it flat to the table again.

		

		The restraint visible in that gesture made arousal spike through her body, sharp and sudden.

		

		The kitchen was silent except for Oliver's soft breathing from the bassinet. The clock on the wall ticked steady and rhythmic. Outside, a car drove past slowly, engine fading into distance.

		

		Ingrid became aware of the wetness between her legs. Not just dampness now. Soaking wet, her underwear clinging uncomfortably, the ache there insistent and demanding.

		

		She shifted slightly in her chair. The movement made her breasts sway, heavy and full. More milk dripped, spattering onto the table in small wet drops that pooled on the wood surface.

		

		Harold made a sound low in his throat. Strangled and desperate.

		

		His other hand moved to his lap.

		

		Ingrid's eyes followed the movement.

		

		The bulge in his trousers was obvious. Thick and straining against the fabric, the outline clear even through the grey wool. He adjusted himself without seeming to realize he was doing it, palm pressing against his erection.

		

		I just made an eighty-year-old man hard. And it's the most erotic thing I've felt in months.

		

		The thought should have disgusted her. Should have broken whatever spell had settled over the kitchen. Instead it made her nipples tighten almost painfully, made her thighs press together seeking pressure that wouldn't help.

		

		She wanted to touch herself. Wanted to slide her hand between her legs right here at the table while he watched. Wanted to see what would happen if she did.

		

		The wanting frightened her with its intensity.

		

		"How long?" Her voice came out husky, unfamiliar to her own ears. "How long has it been since you saw breasts like this?"

		

		Harold's eyes finally lifted to her face. The devastation there was complete—grief and arousal and gratitude all tangled together into something she couldn't name.

		

		"Since she died. Eighteen months." His hand tightened over the bulge in his lap. "I thought I'd never... that no one would..."

		

		He couldn't finish. Just shook his head, fresh tears spilling.

		

		Milk dripped steadily from Ingrid's nipples now, running down her stomach, pooling in her navel. She felt it cooling on her skin, the sensation both strange and arousing. Her breasts felt impossibly heavy, swollen with more than just milk. They ached in a way that had nothing to do with needing to nurse.

		

		The afternoon light shifted slightly, dust motes dancing through the beam falling across her chest. She sat in it like a spotlight, exposed and powerful. Every breath made her breasts rise and fall. Every small movement sent more milk streaming over her skin.

		

		Harold watched it all with desperate focus. His breathing had gone ragged. His whole body trembled with the effort of staying still, of keeping his hands to himself.

		

		"Thank you," he whispered. "Christ. Thank you."

		

		The gratitude in his voice made something twist in her chest. This wasn't just voyeurism or perversion. This was a lonely man being given back something he'd lost. Being allowed to remember what intimacy looked like.

		

		And she was choosing to give it to him.

		

		That realization settled into her bones—the acknowledgment of her own complicity. Her own desire. She wasn't doing this out of kindness or pity. She was doing it because she wanted to. Because sitting here bare-breasted while he stared at her with tears running down his face made her feel more alive than she'd felt in years.

		

		More alive than Michael had made her feel in longer than she could remember.

		

		Ingrid sat bare-breasted at the kitchen table, milk dripping onto the wood surface in small puddles that spread slowly. Harold stared with wet cheeks and visible desperation, his hand still pressed over the thick bulge straining his trousers. The afternoon sun had shifted slightly, falling warm across her shoulders now.

		

		She felt no shame. Only curiosity and dark satisfaction. She liked being looked at this way. Liked the power of it. Liked watching an eighty-year-old man come undone just from seeing her body.

		

		The silence stretched between them, charged and heavy.

		

		Harold's hand moved unconsciously over his erection. Not stroking. Just pressing, adjusting. The gesture was automatic, instinctive. She watched his palm flatten against the grey wool, watched his fingers curl slightly.

		

		Heat pooled low in her belly at the sight.

		

		"Thank you." His voice came out rough, broken. "Christ, thank you. I thought I'd never... that no one would..."

		

		He couldn't finish. Just shook his head, throat working as he swallowed hard.

		

		More milk leaked from Ingrid's nipples. She felt it bead heavily, the drops growing fat before spilling over to run down her breasts in thin streams. The sensation made her breath catch. Made arousal spike through her body sharp enough to hurt.

		

		She noticed his hand tighten over his lap. Noticed the flush spreading darker across his weathered face. Noticed the way his breathing had gone shallow and fast.

		

		Neither of them moved to end this. To transition back to normal.

		

		The puddles of milk on the table had grown larger, spreading toward the center where their mugs sat cooling. She watched one stream reach the edge of the wood and begin to drip slowly onto her bare thigh. The sensation was cool and strange. She didn't wipe it away.

		

		Harold's eyes tracked the movement. Watched the milk run down her leg. His mouth opened slightly, tongue wetting his lips.

		

		"Was she really so much like this?" Ingrid asked quietly.

		

		"Yes." The word came out strangled. "The size. The weight of them. How they'd leak." His gaze stayed fixed on her breasts. "She'd sit across from me just like this sometimes. Topless in the kitchen or bedroom. Making tea or reading the newspaper. She loved being looked at."

		

		"Did you look at her this way?"

		

		"Every single day for fifty-two years." His voice cracked. "I never stopped wanting to."

		

		The admission landed heavy between them.

		

		Ingrid's nipples were almost painfully tight now, oversensitive from the combination of leaking and arousal. She could feel the ache spreading through her breasts, the fullness that had nothing to do with milk production. Her body responding to being watched, being wanted.

		

		She'd forgotten what this felt like. Being desired so completely.

		

		Michael looked at her body like an afterthought. Something familiar and convenient when he needed release. He hadn't really seen her in years. Certainly hadn't looked at her the way Harold was looking at her now—like she was the only thing in the world worth seeing.

		

		The comparison made something twist painfully in her chest.

		

		"You should cover yourself," Harold said finally. But he didn't look away. Didn't release the pressure of his hand on his lap.

		

		"Should I?"

		

		"Before I forget the rules."

		

		The words hung between them, weighted with meaning. No touching, she'd said. But the way he looked at her made it clear how badly he wanted to. How thin his restraint had worn.

		

		Ingrid reached for the discarded nursing bra with movements that felt too slow, too deliberate. She was hyperaware of how her breasts swayed as she moved. Of the milk still glistening on her skin. Of Harold's eyes tracking every motion like a man memorizing something precious.

		

		She clipped the bra closed, the elastic tight and uncomfortable over her oversensitive nipples. Pulled her shirt back on. The fabric clung to her damp skin, showing the wet patches where milk had soaked through.

		

		Harold finally looked away. Stared down at his cooling tea like it held answers to questions he couldn't articulate.

		

		Ingrid poured fresh tea for both of them. Her hands were steadier now, though her pulse still beat too fast. She set his mug in front of him and watched him wrap both hands around it, using the heat to ground himself.

		

		They drank in charged silence.

		

		The kitchen felt smaller somehow. Warmer. The air between them thick with everything they weren't saying.

		

		Harold cleared his throat. Tried to speak. Failed. Tried again.

		

		"The weather's meant to turn tomorrow." His voice came out too careful, artificially normal. "Rain expected by afternoon."

		

		Ingrid almost laughed. The absurdity of it—discussing weather forecasts after sitting topless while he cried and got hard from looking at her breasts.

		

		"Is it?" She took another sip of tea, bitter on her tongue.

		

		"According to the forecast." He was still staring at his mug. Still gripping it like a lifeline.

		

		She did laugh then. Surprised and genuine. The sound broke something in the tension, made it bearable again.

		

		Harold's mouth twitched. Almost a smile. Then he did laugh too, quiet and slightly desperate. The sound of two people acknowledging shared madness.

		

		"This is insane," Ingrid said.

		

		"Completely."

		

		"What are we doing?"

		

		"I don't know." Harold finally met her eyes. The hunger there hadn't diminished. If anything it had intensified—want and gratitude and something darker all tangled together. "But I don't want to stop."

		

		The honesty in those words made her stomach flip.

		

		She should stop this. Should reinforce boundaries, make it clear this was a one-time thing, ensure it never happened again. She should protect her marriage, protect Harold from his own grief-driven impulses, protect herself from wherever this was leading.

		

		She didn't want to.

		

		"Same time tomorrow?" Harold asked. His voice was quiet, uncertain. Asking permission for something they both already knew would happen.

		

		Ingrid looked at him across the table. Eighty years old with tear tracks still visible on his weathered cheeks. A widower whose loneliness she could feel radiating from him like heat. Her husband's father. Her son's grandfather. The man she'd just exposed herself to in her kitchen on a Thursday afternoon.

		

		The man she wanted to expose herself to again.

		

		"Always," she heard herself say.

		

		Harold stood slowly, joints audibly creaking. The bulge in his trousers was still visible, straining against the fabric. He didn't try to hide it. Just looked at her with desperate gratitude before turning toward the basement door.

		

		Ingrid watched him go.

		

		When the door clicked shut behind him, she sat alone at the table with Oliver sleeping peacefully in his bassinet. Her body still hummed with arousal—breasts aching, wetness cooling between her legs, skin oversensitive to every sensation.

		

		The puddles of milk on the table had begun to dry, leaving faint white rings on the wood.

		

		Tomorrow he'd come upstairs at eleven-thirty. They'd have tea. And something more would happen.

		

		She already knew it would.

		

	
		Exploration
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		Three days had passed since Ingrid first bared her breasts for Harold at the kitchen table. Three days of him sitting across from her with his tea cooling, staring at her exposed chest while Oliver dozed and the afternoon light slanted through the curtains.

		

		It had become part of their routine now. She'd nurse the baby, settle him in his bassinet, then pull her shirt back up and unclip her bra. Let the weight of her breasts spill free while Harold watched with that desperate, reverent hunger. Ten minutes. Sometimes fifteen. Long enough for her nipples to tighten under his gaze, for milk to bead and occasionally drip onto her thighs.

		

		He'd talk during those sessions. Tell her about Martha's insatiability, the positions she'd demanded, the filthy things she'd whispered during sex. His voice would go rough and low, stumbling over words when Ingrid shifted and her breasts swayed. She'd sit there feeling powerful and absurd and unbearably aroused while he described his dead wife's appetites with his cock visibly straining against his trousers.

		

		Monday he'd told her about Martha riding him in their car after dinner parties, parked in their own driveway with the neighbors' lights still on. Tuesday it was the time she'd bent over their kitchen counter at dawn, nightgown pushed up, demanding he fuck her before work. Wednesday he'd admitted Martha used to make him finish on her breasts, loved the mess and heat of it.

		

		All while staring at Ingrid's milk-heavy chest like a drowning man watching the shore.

		

		She should have stopped it after that first time. Should have covered herself and changed the subject and pretended it never happened. Instead she'd poured more tea Thursday morning and unbuttoned her nursing top before Harold even asked. Had sat there with her breasts bare while he talked about his wife's shamelessness and she felt her underwear grow damp.

		

		This was insane. She knew it was insane. But Christ, it felt good to be looked at this way. To be wanted with such naked, uncomplicated need.

		

		Michael barely glanced at her anymore.

		

		Friday afternoon the tension finally broke.

		

		Harold came upstairs at eleven-thirty like always. Ingrid had Oliver on her hip, bouncing him gently while she waited for the kettle. The baby was fussy, overtired but fighting sleep the way he did lately.

		

		"Here." Harold held out his arms. "Let me try."

		

		She passed Oliver over and watched Harold settle into his practiced rhythm. Walking slow circles around the kitchen, humming something low and tuneless. The baby's eyes drooped within minutes, his small body going heavy and pliant.

		

		"You're better at that than I am." Ingrid poured their tea, adding milk to his without measuring. She knew how he liked it now.

		

		"Practice. Michael was a terror about naps." Harold lowered himself carefully into his chair, Oliver sleeping soundly against his shoulder. "Martha used to hand him off to me and disappear for an hour. Come back with her hair wet from the shower and that smile."

		

		Ingrid set his mug down. "What smile?"

		

		"The one that meant she'd taken care of herself." His eyes met hers, steady and knowing. "She never waited for me if she needed it. Just did it herself and told me about it after."

		

		Heat flooded through Ingrid's body. The image formed too clearly—Martha in the shower with her hand between her legs, getting herself off while her husband walked their fussy baby.

		

		Had Ingrid touched herself? Not once. Not since Oliver was born. Too exhausted, too touched-out, too disconnected from her body as anything except a milk source.

		

		Except now. Now she lay awake at night with Michael snoring beside her and replayed the way Harold looked at her breasts. The desperate hunger in his weathered face. How hard he got just from watching.

		

		She took Oliver from Harold's arms and placed him gently in the bassinet. The baby stayed asleep, one small fist curled near his mouth. She adjusted the muslin blanket and straightened slowly.

		

		Harold was watching her. Not trying to hide it anymore.

		

		Ingrid pulled her grey nursing top up over her ribs and reached back to unclip her bra.

		

		Her breasts spilled free, heavy and full. Pale skin traced with blue veins, nipples already pebbled and leaking slightly. She settled back in her chair and wrapped both hands around her mug.

		

		"Go on. You were talking about Martha in the shower."

		

		Harold's throat worked. His gaze dropped to her chest and stayed there, traveling over the curves, the weight, the way they moved when she breathed.

		

		"She'd come find me after. Still damp, smelling like soap. She'd take the baby and tell me exactly what she'd done. How many times. What she'd imagined." His voice roughened. "Then she'd hand Michael back and pull me into the bedroom."

		

		Silence settled over the kitchen. The clock ticked. Oliver made a small sound in his sleep, a soft exhale.

		

		Ingrid's nipples tightened further under Harold's stare. She felt milk beginning to leak, warm trails down the underside of her breasts. Arousal pooled low and insistent between her legs.

		

		Harold's hands were shaking. White-knuckled around his mug, trembling visibly. The bulge in his trousers had grown thick and obvious, straining against the fabric.

		

		Eighty years old and hard as stone from looking at her.

		

		God.

		

		"Harold." Her voice came out quieter than intended.

		

		His eyes jerked up to her face. Caught. Guilty.

		

		She should tell him this needed to stop. That they'd gone far enough. That this was her husband's father and her baby's grandfather and they couldn't keep doing this.

		

		Instead she heard herself say, "You can touch them if you want."

		

		The words landed between them like a stone into still water.

		

		Harold went completely motionless. Even his breathing seemed to stop.

		

		"You want to feel the weight of them. Like you did with Martha." Ingrid's pulse hammered in her throat. "I know you do. So just... just ask."

		

		"Ingrid." Her name in his mouth, rough and disbelieving. "You can't mean—"

		

		"Can I touch them?" She kept her voice steady despite everything. "That's all you have to say."

		

		Harold set down his mug with trembling hands. He stared at her exposed breasts, at the milk beading on her nipples, at the flush spreading across her chest.

		

		"Can I?" The question came out cracked. Desperate. "Please. Just to feel the weight. Just to remember what that was like."

		

		Heat flooded through her, instant and overwhelming. This was the line. The real one. Everything before had been looking, talking, building tension. But this—letting him put his hands on her—crossed into something they couldn't take back.

		

		"You're impossible. You know that?" The deflection came out playful, almost fond.

		

		"I know." Harold's hands hovered above the table, shaking badly. "But Ingrid. Christ. Please."

		

		She should say no. Should laugh it off and cover herself and pretend this was all still innocent somehow.

		

		"Alright." The word left her mouth before she could stop it. "Just... be gentle. They're sensitive."

		

		Harold pushed back his chair. The scrape of wood against tile seemed impossibly loud. He stood slowly, joints audibly protesting, and moved to her side of the table.

		

		Ingrid stayed perfectly still in her chair. Her heart slammed against her ribs. Between her legs she throbbed, swollen and aching.

		

		Harold knelt beside her. His weathered face level with her chest. His large, age-spotted hands reaching out, hesitating inches from her skin.

		

		"You're certain?"

		

		"Yes." Her voice barely worked. "Touch me."

		

		His palms settled against the underside of her breasts.

		

		Oh.

		

		Warm. His hands were surprisingly warm. And gentle, cupping the weight of her carefully, reverently, like something precious that might break.

		

		Ingrid's breath caught. Her nipples tightened further, milk beginning to flow in thin streams over his fingers.

		

		Harold made a sound low in his throat. Strangled and broken. His thumbs brushed across her slick skin, not quite touching her nipples, just exploring the fullness, the heat, the way she overflowed his palms.

		

		"God," he breathed. "Just like her. Exactly like her."

		

		Ingrid closed her eyes and let an eighty-year-old man hold her leaking breasts in her kitchen at noon on a Friday while her baby slept three feet away.

		

		What was her life?

		

		That first session stretched until Oliver stirred in his bassinet. Harold pulled back immediately, his face flushed dark, breathing ragged. The bulge in his trousers looked almost painful.

		

		"Thank you." His voice came out wrecked. "That was... thank you."

		

		Ingrid clipped her bra closed with shaking hands and pulled down her shirt. Her breasts ached where he'd touched them. A good ache. The kind that made her want more.

		

		"See you tomorrow?"

		

		Harold's eyes widened. Hope and disbelief warring in his weathered face.

		

		"You'd let me again?"

		

		"If you want." She kept her voice light despite the heat flooding through her. "It's not hurting anything."

		

		The lie settled comfortable between them.

		

		By the next day the pattern had established itself.

		

		Harold came upstairs at eleven-thirty. They had tea while Oliver played on his mat. Normal conversation. The weather, Michael's long hours, whether the basement radiator was working properly. Surface-level and safe.

		

		Then Oliver grew fussy and Ingrid nursed him. Let Harold watch while she fed the baby, while milk dripped and her nipples darkened. Let the tension build until Oliver drowsed off milk-drunk.

		

		She placed him in the bassinet. Straightened. Pulled up her shirt and unclipped her bra.

		

		Harold dragged his chair beside hers. Close enough that his knee brushed her thigh. His large, age-spotted hands settled against her breasts with more confidence than the day before. Still gentle, still reverent, but less tentative. He explored the fullness, the weight, the heat of her skin. His palms lifted and tested, learning the shape of her.

		

		"Martha's were softer," he murmured. "Yours are firmer. Fuller with all that milk."

		

		The comparison should have bothered her. Instead it made her stomach tighten, arousal spiking sharp and sudden. Milk streamed warmer now, coating his knuckles as her body responded.

		

		"Is that bad?"

		

		"No." Harold's thumbs traced the underside of her breasts, following the curve. "Just different. Still perfect."

		

		Ingrid's breath hitched. Between her legs she was already soaking, underwear damp and clinging. Just from his hands on her chest. Just from the hunger in his voice.

		

		A few days later he circled her areolas.

		

		Not deliberately at first. His exploration had grown methodical, mapping every inch of skin. But his thumbs kept drifting inward, brushing the darker flesh surrounding her nipples, testing her reaction.

		

		Ingrid bit the inside of her cheek to keep from gasping. The sensation shot straight through her body, pleasure so acute it bordered on pain. Her milk let down harder, streaming over his fingers.

		

		"Mm." The sound escaped her before she could stop it.

		

		Harold's eyes jerked to her face.

		

		"Does that hurt?"

		

		"No." Her voice came out breathy. Wanting. "Feels good."

		

		Something shifted in his expression. Recognition. Understanding. His thumbs circled again, deliberate this time, watching her face while he touched the sensitive skin.

		

		She arched slightly into his hands. Couldn't help it. Her body responding before her brain could catch up.

		

		"Like that?" Harold's voice dropped lower, rougher. "Tell me what feels good."

		

		God.

		

		"That. Exactly that." She was panting now, chest heaving under his palms. "You can go firmer."

		

		He did. Circling her areolas with more pressure, thumbs spiraling inward until they brushed the base of her nipples. Milk flowed freely now, coating his hands, dripping onto her thighs.

		

		By Friday afternoon Harold's confidence had grown undeniable.

		

		He sat beside her with his tea forgotten on the table. Took her breasts in both hands and kneaded gently, testing the give of her flesh. His thumbs found her areolas immediately, circling with steady pressure that made her gasp.

		

		"She used to leak like this." His voice was rough with memory and present desire tangled together. "When she was nursing the boys. I'd touch her and she'd soak my hands."

		

		Ingrid couldn't speak. Could barely breathe. His thumbs were so close to her nipples now, spiraling inward with each pass. The anticipation was unbearable.

		

		"Did you touch her like this?"

		

		"Every chance I got." Harold's breathing had gone shallow. "She loved it. Would arch into my hands just like you're doing now."

		

		Ingrid froze. She hadn't realized she was moving. Pressing forward into his touch, seeking more contact, more pressure.

		

		"Sorry. I—"

		

		"Don't apologize." His eyes locked on hers, dark with hunger. "I want you to feel good. Want to know what you like."

		

		The admission hung between them. This wasn't just about him remembering Martha anymore. This was about her. About Ingrid's pleasure. Her responses.

		

		About what they were becoming together.

		

		His thumbs brushed the base of her nipples and she whimpered. Actually whimpered. The sound embarrassing and desperate and completely genuine.

		

		Harold made a strangled noise low in his throat. His cock visibly twitched in his trousers, the thick bulge jerking against the fabric.

		

		He was close. She could see it in his face. The tension, the barely controlled need. Just from touching her breasts he was nearly coming in his pants like a teenager.

		

		The realization sent heat flooding through her body. She did this to him. Her thirty-two-year-old post-pregnancy body with its stretch marks and softness made an eighty-year-old man so desperate he could barely function.

		

		When had Michael last looked at her with even a fraction of this hunger?

		

		She couldn't remember.

		

		When Oliver finally woke crying, they broke apart like guilty teenagers. Ingrid's breasts were slick with milk and swollen from handling. Harold's hands shook so badly he could barely hold his mug.

		

		They didn't talk about what they'd done. Just drank cold tea and ate sandwiches and pretended this was still somehow innocent.

		

		The second week Ingrid stopped being passive.

		

		It started subtly. Monday afternoon, after the usual tea and nursing and Oliver's nap, she bared her breasts and Harold dragged his chair close. His hands found her immediately, warm palms cupping the heavy undersides, thumbs circling her areolas with that steady pressure she'd come to crave.

		

		But this time when his touch grew lighter, teasing the edges, she reached down and caught his wrists.

		

		"Firmer," she murmured. "Like that."

		

		Harold froze. His eyes snapped to hers, surprise flickering through the hunger.

		

		Ingrid guided his hands herself. Pressed his palms fully against her, showed him the rhythm—knead, release, knead. Milk responded instantly, letting down in warm spurts that soaked his fingers and trailed down her ribs.

		

		Ahh. The sound slipped from her lips, soft and involuntary.

		

		"Better?" She watched his face while she moved his hands, feeling powerful and exposed all at once.

		

		"Yes." His voice cracked. Rough. "Much."

		

		She released his wrists but he kept the pressure, following her lead. Thumbs digging deeper into her areolas, deliberate now, coaxing more milk from her. He watched it stream over his knuckles, fascinated, murmuring how Martha had arched the same way when he'd squeezed her during nursing days.

		

		Ingrid's core throbbed. She shifted in her chair, thighs pressing together against the slick heat building there. Soaking. Undeniable. Her underwear clung wetly, arousal seeping through to dampen her leggings.

		

		By Wednesday she didn't need to guide him. Harold's hands were confident, kneading with purpose, thumbs pinching the edges of her areolas until milk sprayed in fine arcs. He leaned closer, breath hot against her skin, describing how his wife had begged for harder squeezes, how she'd soak the bedsheets from it.

		

		"You're doing it on purpose." Ingrid gasped when a particularly strong pinch made her hips buck.

		

		"Yes." No shame in his voice. Just raw honesty. "Want to see how much you make. How you respond."

		

		She was responding. Wildly. Breasts swollen and tender when he finally pulled away, nipples throbbing, pussy aching with neglect. That night she lay beside sleeping Michael and pressed her thighs together, replaying Harold's deliberate pinches, the way his cock strained thick and rigid against his trousers the whole time.

		

		She'd stared at it openly now. Measured the girth pushing at the fabric. Imagined the weight of it. Just like Martha had bragged about.

		

		Fuck.

		

		The third week the sessions grew hungrier.

		

		Early Monday Harold barely waited for Oliver to settle. Chair scraped beside hers, hands claiming her breasts before she'd even caught her breath from nursing the baby. He kneaded hard from the start, fingers splaying wide to grip as much flesh as possible, squeezing until milk jetted out in rhythmic pulses.

		

		Schhht. The wet sound of it hitting his shirtfront made her clench.

		

		"God, look at that." He sounded awed. Almost reverent. "So much more than Martha ever did. You're overflowing."

		

		Ingrid arched into it, head tipping back. "Harder. There—yes."

		

		He obeyed instantly. Squeezing in earnest now, watching milk stream down his wrists, pool on her thighs. His free hand steadied her ribcage, thumb brushing the underside of one breast while the other worked relentlessly. Pressure built and released, her body surrendering to the rhythm, letdown crashing over her in waves that left her panting and soaked.

		

		Between sessions her breasts ached constantly. Swollen, tender, nipples hypersensitive to the rub of her bra. She caught herself adjusting her tops more often, aware of how they dominated her silhouette, how Harold's eyes tracked them hungrily every time he climbed the stairs.

		

		His bulge was permanent now. Thick, insistent outline tenting his trousers from the moment she unclipped her bra. She stared openly during the later sessions, watching it twitch when she gasped, strain harder when milk sprayed. Once she swore she saw a dark spot form at the tip, precome seeping through.

		

		"You're staring." Harold murmured it Friday, mid-squeeze, his own gaze on the wet patch darkening his crotch.

		

		"Can't help it." Honesty spilled out with her milk. "It's... impressive."

		

		He groaned low. Hands faltering for a second before resuming, rougher. Milk gushed over his fingers, splurt-splurt, soaking his sleeves. Ingrid's pussy clenched emptily, clit pulsing against drenched fabric. She was close—just from this. From his age-spotted hands worshipping her tits, from the desperate heat radiating off him.

		

		When Oliver woke that final afternoon, they broke apart breathing hard. Ingrid's breasts gleamed slick under the kitchen light, marked faintly from his grip. Harold adjusted himself discreetly, but not discreet enough. The thick ridge shifted heavily under his palm.

		

		Neither mentioned how close he'd come to spilling untouched.

		

		Ingrid covered herself slowly, savoring the ache. Two weeks in and she craved his hands like air. Needed the release only he coaxed from her body.

		

		Late in the third week the air between them crackled constantly. Harold climbed the basement stairs each day with purpose now, eyes finding Ingrid's chest before her face. Tea time shortened. Sandwiches went untouched. Oliver's naps structured their hunger.

		

		That Friday afternoon built to a peak.

		

		Rain pattered against the kitchen windows, grey light filtering through half-drawn curtains. Oliver nursed longer than usual, fussy from teething, finally drowsing heavy in Ingrid's arms. She placed him in the bassinet, blanket tucked secure, monitor humming softly.

		

		Harold had already dragged his chair flush beside hers. Knee pressing her thigh. Breath shallow.

		

		She turned to him, shirt lifting slow, bra unclipping with a quiet snap. Her breasts tumbled free, fuller than ever, veins stark against pale skin stretched taut. Nipples peaked instantly in the cool air, already beading milk.

		

		Harold's hands were on her before she settled. No hesitation. Palms engulfing the undersides, fingers splaying wide, kneading with firm, rolling pressure that dragged gasps from her throat.

		

		Schlick-schlick. Milk expressed in steady streams, slicking his wrists, soaking the hem of his cardigan. He squeezed rhythmically, watching it arc and splatter against his shirtfront.

		

		"Ahh—yes." Ingrid gripped the chair arms, hips shifting restlessly. Pussy clenching around nothing, swollen lips sliding wetly in her drenched underwear. She was a mess. Had been since his first touch that morning when he'd brushed her thigh "accidentally" pouring tea.

		

		"Beautiful." Harold's voice gravel-rough. Forehead nearly touching her shoulder, hot breath ghosting her skin. "So responsive. Martha never leaked like this. Never this much."

		

		He shifted his grip. Thumbs and forefingers pinching her areolas, tugging outward in slow pulls that made milk jet in forceful pulses. Splurt-splurt-splurt. The wet sounds obscene over the rain's drone.

		

		Ingrid whimpered. Arched hard into it. "Harder—God, like that. Don't stop."

		

		He didn't. Squeezed relentless now, alternating breasts, hands slick and gleaming. Milk poured freely, rivers down her belly, pooling warm in her navel. Her clit throbbed in time with his kneads, orgasm hovering just out of reach. She ground her thighs together, chasing friction, staring openly at the monstrous ridge in his trousers.

		

		Thicker than ever. Fabric stretched shiny at the tip, dark precome stain spreading. It jerked visibly with each splurt, as if her milk sounds alone could make him burst.

		

		"You're going to come in your pants." The words tumbled out, filthy and breathless.

		

		Harold groaned. Deep, broken. "Nearly. Christ, Ingrid—watching this. Feeling it."

		

		One hand abandoned her breast, dropping to palm his cock through the fabric. Rough stroke over the bulge, eyes never leaving the milk streaming over his remaining fingers.

		

		The sight shattered her control. Ingrid grabbed his free wrist, guided it back—squeeze—milk exploding in a fresh gush. "Not yet. Touch me first."

		

		He obeyed. Both hands reclaiming her, mauling now, fingers digging bruises into soft flesh. Milk everywhere. Table slick. Chair damp. Her shirt sodden.

		

		She was close. So close. Hips rocking shamelessly, breaths ragged hah-hah-hah. Breasts throbbed electric under his assault, every pull yanking straight to her core.

		

		Harold lifted his head suddenly. Face inches from hers, eyes wild and desperate. Milk-smeared lips parted.

		

		"Could I..." Swallow. Tremble. "Could I taste? Just once?"

		

		The world narrowed to that plea. His mouth hovering near her dripping nipple. Tongue visible behind teeth. Hands frozen mid-knead, milk still trickling warm.

		

		Shock hit first. Absurdity crashing in—this eighty-year-old man, her father-in-law, begging to suckle her like the baby three feet away.

		

		Then heat. Flooding white-hot. The image seared her: his lips latching, tongue working her nipple, swallowing her milk while she came untouched.

		

		Yes. The word rose automatic, primal.

		

		But Oliver whimpered in his sleep. Tiny sound shattering the moment.

		

		Harold jerked back. Hands withdrawing slick and shaking. Face crumpling with frustrated need.

		

		Ingrid clipped her bra frantically, breasts pulsing neglected. Pulled down her shirt over leaking dampness. "Next time," she rasped. Promise wrapped in breath. "Tomorrow. We will."

		

		He nodded. Wild-eyed. Adjusted his cock again—huge, leaking heavily now. Stood on creaking joints and shuffled to the basement door without another word.

		

		Ingrid sat alone at the table, rain drumming harder. Breasts aching fiercely, pussy spasming with denied release. Hands trembled refilling the teapot.

		

		What were they now? Lunchtime lovers playing at innocence while her body screamed for his mouth.

		

		Tomorrow he'd taste her. And God, she wanted it.

		

		She wanted everything.​

		

	
		Touch
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		The question hung between them, immediate and electric. "Could I taste? Just once?"

		

		Harold sat across from her at the kitchen table, hands still resting on her bare breasts. His weathered face was flushed dark red, breathing shallow and ragged. The bulge in his trousers strained thick and obvious against grey wool. Three weeks of touching her had led here, to this moment, this ask.

		

		Ingrid stared at him. Her heart slammed violent against her ribs, pulse visible in her throat. Between her legs she throbbed with an ache she'd been carrying through every lunch for days now, underwear soaked through, thighs pressed together under the table seeking relief that never came.

		

		'This eighty-year-old man just asked to suck my tits.'

		

		The absurdity should have ended it. Should have made her laugh or stand or gently refuse and reset the boundaries they'd been systematically destroying for weeks.

		

		Instead heat flooded her body in a rush that left her gasping. Her pussy clenched hard, clit pulsing sharp and insistent. Milk streamed freely from both nipples, running warm over his stalled fingers, dripping onto the table in soft patters.

		

		She wanted this. Wanted his mouth on her. Needed to know what it would feel like.

		

		"You're shameless." The words came out breathless, barely audible over the rain hammering the windows. "You know that?"

		

		"I know." His voice cracked, desperate. "But God, Ingrid. Please. I've been dreaming about it."

		

		Oliver slept soundly in his bassinet beside the table, monitor showing steady breaths. Rain turned the afternoon grey and intimate, curtains half-drawn, kitchen lights dimmed.

		

		Her breasts ached fiercely. Nipples oversensitive and pulsing from weeks of escalating touch, swollen and leaking constantly now. Her body had learned to respond to him, to let down hard whenever his hands claimed her.

		

		"Sofa." Her voice barely worked. "Better angle there."

		

		Harold stood slowly, joints creaking. She rose on shaky legs, breasts swaying heavy with the movement, milk dripping steady onto her bare thighs. She walked into the living room acutely aware of him following, of Oliver sleeping peacefully three meters away, of the line they were about to obliterate.

		

		Ingrid sank onto the sofa cushions, settling back against the armrest with her legs curled to one side. The position made her breasts look impossibly full, gravity pulling them heavy and round, blue veins stark beneath pale skin. Milk streamed freely down the curves, soaking into her bunched shirt still pushed high under her armpits.

		

		Harold lowered himself onto the cushion beside her with visible effort. He shifted closer, turning his body to face her, one hand bracing on the sofa back for balance. His large age-spotted hands reached out, reclaiming her breasts with familiar ease, lifting her left one gently to angle the nipple toward his mouth.

		

		"You're certain?"

		

		"Yes. Do it."

		

		He leaned forward and latched.

		

		"Oh. Fuck."

		

		The sensation bore no resemblance to nursing Oliver. Nothing like the practical relief of feeding her baby, the gentle tug and release, the drowsy comfort.

		

		This was erotic. Deliberate. Devastating.

		

		His lips sealed tight and warm around her nipple, tongue curling before he sucked hard. Her milk let down in a violent rush, flooding his mouth immediately. She heard him swallow desperate and hungry, throat working audibly. Gluck. Gluck. Gluck.

		

		Harold's eyes rolled back briefly, pure bliss crossing his weathered face. He moaned against her breast, the vibration buzzing straight through sensitive flesh. Mmmph. Then sucked harder, cheeks hollowing with effort, tongue swirling and flicking her nipple with focused intensity that made her spine arch involuntarily.

		

		"God. Harold." Ingrid gasped, hands finding his shoulders, gripping the soft cardigan. The pleasure was shocking, acute, shooting from her nipple straight to her core in pulses that made her hips shift restlessly. 'So close already. Wound so tight from weeks of this, from weeks of wanting. Clit throbbing vicious between my legs.'

		

		He released her left breast with a wet pop, leaned in further to capture her right. Latched on greedily, sucking ravenous pulls that dragged milk from her in forceful streams. More than Oliver ever drew. More than she'd thought possible. It just kept flowing, overflowing his mouth, streaming down his chin to drip onto his collar.

		

		"So warm." He gasped between swallows, barely releasing her nipple. "Just like I remembered. Better. Christ, so much better."

		

		His free hand moved unconsciously to his crotch, palm pressing hard against the bulge straining his trousers. Adjusting the thick length, seeking relief through the fabric.

		

		Ingrid's eyes tracked the movement, arousal spiking sharp enough to hurt. 'He's touching himself. Can't even help it.' The realization made her pussy clench violently, made fresh wetness flood her already soaked underwear. She could feel it spreading, dampening her inner thighs, seeping through to the sofa cushion beneath her.

		

		Harold switched breasts again, leaning back slightly then forward to her left, hand at his crotch moving in subtle rocks now. Not quite stroking, just grinding pressure through wool while he drank from her, while his other hand kneaded her free breast roughly enough that milk sprayed between his fingers.

		

		Ingrid whimpered low in her throat. Her hips rocked seeking friction against the cushion, grinding down with shallow desperate movements. The ache between her legs was unbearable, pulsing in time with his pulls on her nipple, her whole body coiling tighter and tighter.

		

		"Like this?" His words muffled wet against her breast. "Is this what you wanted?"

		

		"Yes. Ahh—yes. Don't stop."

		

		He obeyed, latching harder, sucking relentless while his hand worked faster over his straining cock. She could see it jerking beneath the fabric, thick ridge pulsing, dark stain spreading where precome soaked through.

		

		'This eighty-year-old man is about to come in his pants from sucking my tits.'

		

		The thought alone nearly broke her. Her clit throbbed vicious, pussy clenching rhythmic and empty, so fucking close to release she could taste it.

		

		"So good." Harold gasped, switching breasts again with desperate speed, leaning back and forward. "Perfect. Thank you. God, thank you."

		

		Milk overflowed his mouth constantly, streaming over his chin, soaking his collar and cardigan, dripping onto the sofa. He didn't slow, just kept sucking and switching breasts, moaning ragged against her skin while his hand rubbed frantic over his cock.

		

		Oliver whimpered from his bassinet in the kitchen. Small sound carrying through the open doorway, cutting through the wet obscene noises filling the living room.

		

		Harold released her nipple immediately, jerking back with milk dripping from his lips and chin. Face flushed nearly purple, eyes wild and unfocused. Breathing like he'd climbed stairs, harsh and wheezing.

		

		The front of his trousers was visibly damp, dark stain spreading where his cock strained rigid against the fabric, jerking with each ragged breath.

		

		Ingrid sat frozen, breasts glistening wet and throbbing, nipples swollen dark and oversensitive. Her whole body screamed with denied release, arousal coiling tight and vicious in her belly, clit pulsing sharp enough to hurt.

		

		They stared at each other. Both panting. Both flushed. The magnitude of what they'd just done settling heavy and undeniable between them.

		

		She covered herself with shaking hands. Clipped her nursing bra closed over tender breasts, pulled her shirt down over damp fabric. Stood on unsteady legs and checked Oliver in his bassinet, still sleeping peacefully, oblivious.

		

		Harold pushed himself up from the sofa with effort. He adjusted himself discreetly, though there was no hiding the thick ridge still tenting his trousers or the wet patch darkening the grey wool. He cleared his throat, ran one trembling hand through his white hair.

		

		They returned to the kitchen table without speaking. Sat in their chairs with cold tea between them, sandwiches forgotten and congealing on plates.

		

		The silence stretched. Loaded. Charged.

		

		"Tomorrow?" Harold's voice came out hoarse, wrecked.

		

		Ingrid nodded. Couldn't speak past the tightness in her throat, past the need still pulsing hot and unsatisfied through her body.

		

		She watched him disappear down the basement stairs, then sat alone with rain drumming steady and her secret burning bright inside her chest.

		

		The next day Harold came upstairs at eleven-thirty sharp. They didn't discuss what had happened. Just went through the motions. Tea poured. Oliver nursed. Bassinet. Then Ingrid pulled her shirt up and unclipped her bra without a word.

		

		Harold's hands claimed her breasts immediately, kneading firm and confident. No hesitation now. He leaned in and latched onto her left nipple, sucking hard from the start.

		

		The pattern established itself quickly. Every lunch, after tea and sandwiches, after Oliver dozed milk-drunk in his bassinet, she'd bare her breasts and Harold would spend twenty minutes drinking from her. Sometimes on the sofa, sometimes at the kitchen table with her chair pushed back, him leaning over from his seat beside her.

		

		By the third day he'd grown bolder. Kneading rougher, squeezing her breasts to trigger massive letdowns that sprayed his face before he could latch. Milk jetted thin streams across his weathered cheeks, dripped off his chin. He'd lap at it, moaning, then seal his mouth over her nipple and suck ravenous.

		

		"Deeper." Ingrid heard herself whisper, hand on the back of his head. "Use your tongue deeper like that."

		

		He obeyed, tongue swirling and probing, flicking the sensitive tip while he sucked. The sensation shot through her body like electricity, pooling hot and insistent between her legs.

		

		Her thighs clenched. Pressed together hard under the table. The pressure built sharp and sudden, coiling tight in her belly, spreading outward in waves that made her breath hitch.

		

		'Oh God. Oh fuck. I'm going to—'

		

		The orgasm hit small but devastating. Sharp contractions pulsing through her core, clit throbbing hard between squeezed thighs. Her hand shot to the table edge, gripping white-knuckled. She bit her lip hard but the gasp escaped anyway.

		

		"Ahh—"

		

		Harold didn't stop. Kept sucking, switching to her other breast, oblivious or ignoring it. Milk flowed steady into his mouth while aftershocks rippled through her body.

		

		'I just came. From him sucking my tits. Jesus Christ.'

		

		The fourth lunch it happened again. Faster this time. His mouth barely five minutes on her before the tension peaked and broke. She shifted her hips trying to dissipate it, grinding subtle against the chair cushion, but her body betrayed her. Quivers rippled through her breasts, nipple pulsing in his mouth. A stifled moan escaped despite biting her inner cheek bloody.

		

		"Mmph—"

		

		Harold's eyes flicked up to her face, still latched. Something knowing passed through his expression before he closed them again and sucked harder.

		

		'He knows. He fucking knows I'm coming.'

		

		By the end of the first week the orgasms intensified. No longer small tremors she could half-conceal. Full climaxes that made her spine arch, thighs shake, pussy clench rhythmic and empty. She'd grip his shoulder hard, bite her knuckle, try to breathe through her nose, but the sounds escaped. Whimpers. Gasps. Breathy little "ahh" moans she couldn't swallow.

		

		He never acknowledged them. Just kept drinking, kept switching breasts, kept kneading and sucking until she'd come twice, sometimes three times before Oliver stirred or the timer in her head said enough.

		

		The second week she stopped trying to hide it. Let the sounds come. Let her hips rock. Let her hand tangle in his white hair and hold him against her breast while waves of pleasure rolled through her body.

		

		"Yes. Right there. Don't—ahh—don't stop."

		

		Harold groaned against her skin, the vibration pushing her over again. His hand stayed on his cock through his trousers now during every session, rubbing slow and steady, the dark stain spreading as he leaked.

		

		One afternoon, eighth day of this new routine, he released her nipple long enough to gasp, "You leak more than Martha did. So much more. I could drink all day."

		

		'Cumming from my eighty-year-old father-in-law's mouth on my tits. Cumming harder than Michael's made me come in years. What the fuck is wrong with me?'

		

		Nothing felt wrong. Everything felt inevitable.

		

		She started wearing thinner tops. Skipping nursing pads entirely so her nipples showed dark and prominent through the fabric when he arrived. Her body leaked preemptively now, responding to the sound of the basement door opening at eleven-thirty. Pavlovian. Trained.

		

		Michael noticed nothing. Came home at six, kissed her cheek, asked nothing real. Disappeared into his study with his phone and beer.

		

		At night Ingrid lay beside him in the dark, hand between her legs, replaying the afternoon. Harold's mouth. The wet sounds. The way he'd groaned when she came. The thick bulge she'd seen jerking in his trousers.

		

		She touched herself frantically, biting the pillow to muffle the sounds, pussy soaked and swollen, clit oversensitive from multiple orgasms hours earlier. Her second orgasm came fast and silent, back arching off the mattress. Her third took longer, required two fingers inside and her palm grinding her clit.

		

		Michael's breathing stayed steady beside her. Oblivious. Sleeping.

		

		'He hasn't touched me in six weeks. Hasn't made me come in months. Doesn't even look at me.'

		

		Harold looked at her like she was sustenance. Like he'd starve without her.

		

		She came a fourth time thinking about tomorrow's lunch. About his mouth latching. About the inevitable climax she'd stopped pretending to hide.

		

		The wet spot on the sheets beneath her spread cold and shameful. She didn't care.

		

		The eleventh day, mid-afternoon with rain pattering steady outside, Harold latched onto her right breast and sucked deep. His hand kneaded her left roughly, milk spraying between his fingers. Ingrid felt the familiar tension building, coiling tight.

		

		Her orgasm hit fast. Sharp contractions pulsing through her core. She gasped, hips rocking forward involuntarily.

		

		Her hand shot out seeking anchor. Found his thigh. Gripped hard.

		

		Then slid higher.

		

		Her palm pressed flat against the bulge straining his trousers. Thick and rigid beneath grey wool. Hot even through the fabric.

		

		Harold froze. Mouth still sealed around her nipple but not moving. Eyes flying open, locking with hers.

		

		They stared at each other. Her hand on his cock. His lips around her breast. Neither breathing.

		

		'Do it. Cross this line too. We've crossed every other one.'

		

		Ingrid's fingers curled slightly, exploring the shape of him. The impressive girth. The length extending down his thigh. The wet patch where precome had soaked through.

		

		Harold made a strangled sound against her breast. Half-moan, half-plea.

		

		She found his zipper. Tugged it down slowly. The rasp of metal teeth loud in the quiet kitchen.

		

		Her hand slipped inside. Found hot skin. Rigid flesh. She wrapped her fingers around him and pulled his cock free.

		

		"Jesus." The word escaped her breathless.

		

		He was thick. Genuinely impressive even accounting for age. Flushed dark at the head, veins prominent along the shaft, curved slightly. Precome beaded at the tip, pearling thick before sliding down.

		

		'Martha bragged about this. Called it her obsession. I understand why.'

		

		Harold groaned ragged. Released her nipple with a wet pop, gasping. "Ingrid—God—I—"

		

		"Shh." Her hand explored tentatively. Stroking base to tip, learning the weight and heat of him. He throbbed in her grip, pulsing hard. "Keep going. Keep drinking."

		

		He latched back onto her breast immediately, sucking desperate. His hips jerked forward into her fist involuntarily.

		

		Ingrid stroked him slowly. Base to tip. Tip to base. Her thumb swirled over the head, spreading precome slick. He was leaking constantly, making her movements smooth despite no other lubrication.

		

		"How did Martha do it?" Her voice came out husky. "Show me. Did she grip tighter?"

		

		Harold moaned against her breast, nodding fractionally. She tightened her fist. He groaned louder, hips bucking.

		

		"Like this?" She stroked faster. "Or did she go slow? Tease you?"

		

		"Both." The word muffled wet against her skin. He released her nipple, gasping. "She'd—ahh—she'd twist her wrist. At the top. Thumb on—Christ—on the head."

		

		Ingrid obeyed. Twisted her wrist as she stroked up, thumb pressing and circling the sensitive crown. Harold's whole body shuddered.

		

		"Fuck. Yes. Like that."

		

		She found a rhythm. Long slow strokes base to tip, twisting at the top, thumb swirling before sliding back down. His cock jerked and pulsed in her grip, rock hard and leaking steady. Precome poured over her fingers, dripping onto his trousers, slicking her movements.

		

		Harold latched back onto her breast and sucked ravenous. The pulls synchronized with her strokes. Every time her fist tightened around his cock, his mouth pulled harder on her nipple. Every time she twisted at the top, his tongue swirled.

		

		The rhythm built. Faster. Harder. Her hand pumping firm and steady. His mouth working desperate. Milk overflowing. Precome coating her palm.

		

		Ingrid's second orgasm crept up unexpected. The combination of his sucking and the power thrumming through her veins. Control over his pleasure. His desperation. The thick cock throbbing in her fist.

		

		"God—Harold—I'm—"

		

		She came hard. Pussy clenching rhythmic, clit pulsing sharp. Her hand kept stroking through it, mechanical and relentless. Her other hand tangled in his hair, holding him against her breast.

		

		Harold moaned ragged, hips jerking erratic into her fist. Close. So fucking close. She could feel it in how his cock swelled thicker, how his balls had drawn up tight against the base, how his breathing turned harsh and wheezing.

		

		"Please." He gasped against her breast between frantic sucks. "Please—Ingrid—I need—"

		

		Oliver whimpered from his bassinet.

		

		Ingrid's hand froze mid-stroke.

		

		Harold released her nipple with a desperate sound, head dropping to her shoulder. His cock jerked violent in her grip, pulsing hard, right on the edge.

		

		"No. Fuck. Not yet." His voice cracked. "So close."

		

		Oliver whimpered again, building toward a real cry.

		

		She released him slowly. His cock jutted rigid and flushed, veins bulging, precome dripping steady from the tip. The sight was obscene. Beautiful.

		

		Harold tucked himself back into his trousers with shaking hands. Couldn't zip fully closed over the bulge. Gave up. Slumped back in his chair breathing ragged.

		

		Ingrid covered her breasts with trembling fingers. Stood on unsteady legs. Lifted Oliver from his bassinet, shushing him softly.

		

		The baby settled quickly. False alarm. Just shifting in sleep.

		

		She placed him back down gently. Turned.

		

		Harold watched her with wild eyes. Face flushed dark. Chest heaving. Cock still obviously rigid beneath fabric.

		

		"Tomorrow." Her voice came out rough. "I'll finish it tomorrow."

		

		Harold came upstairs at eleven-thirty the next day. Neither spoke. The air between them crackled electric, loaded with yesterday's unfinished business.

		

		Tea poured mechanical. Oliver nursed then settled drowsy in his bassinet. Ingrid pulled her shirt up. Unclipped her bra. Breasts spilled free, already leaking.

		

		Harold's hands claimed them immediately. No preamble. He leaned in from his chair beside her and latched onto her left nipple, sucking hard and desperate from the first pull.

		

		Ingrid reached for his crotch without hesitation. Found the bulge already straining thick. Unzipped him. Pulled his cock free.

		

		He groaned against her breast, hips jerking forward into her grip.

		

		She stroked him firm and steady. Base to tip. Twisting at the top. Thumb circling the head. He was rock hard already, flushed dark, leaking precome that slicked her movements.

		

		"Not going to last." Harold gasped against her skin between frantic sucks. "Too worked up. Been thinking about this... ahh... since yesterday."

		

		"Good." Ingrid tightened her fist. "Come for me. I want to feel it."

		

		He switched breasts desperately, mouth sealing over her right nipple. His cock throbbed hard in her grip, pulsing faster. She could feel him getting close. The way his shaft swelled thicker. The way precome poured instead of dripped. The way his breathing turned ragged and wheezing.

		

		Her own arousal built sharp. Watching him unravel. Feeling the power of his need pulsing hot in her palm. Her pussy clenched rhythmic, thighs squeezing together, but she ignored it. This was about him. About finishing what she'd started.

		

		"That's it." She stroked faster, grip firm. "Let go. Come in my hand."

		

		Harold's whole body went rigid. Mouth locked on her nipple. Hand crushing her other breast. Then he shattered.

		

		His cock jerked violent in her fist. Once. Twice. Hot ropes of cum erupted, thick and forceful. The first spurt shot high, landing hot across her bare thigh. The second hit her hip. The third and fourth pulsed over her knuckles, coating her fingers.

		

		"Ahh. God. Yes." The words muffled desperate against her breast. He kept coming, pulsing and jerking, more than she'd expected from an eighty-year-old man. It painted her thigh, pooled in the creases of her fingers, dripped onto his trousers.

		

		Ingrid stroked him through it, milking every pulse. Her hand worked base to tip, squeezing gently, coaxing out the last shuddering spurts.

		

		Harold released her nipple finally, face pressing into the curve of her breast. Gasping. Shaking. His cock still twitching in her grip, softening slowly.

		

		"Christ. Ingrid. I... thank you. God. Thank you."

		

		She released him carefully. Her hand was covered, fingers sticky and warm. Cum dripped from her palm. Her thigh glistened where he'd hit her, thick white streaks sliding slow toward her knee.

		

		They sat frozen. Both panting. Both flushed. The magnitude settling heavy between them.

		

		'Just stroked off my husband's father at the kitchen table. During lunch. His mouth on my tits while I made him finish.'

		

		The thought should have horrified her. Should have triggered shame or regret or panic.

		

		Instead arousal pulsed hot and insistent through her body. Unsatisfied. Aching. Her pussy throbbed, clit swollen and desperate between clenched thighs.

		

		Harold tucked himself away slowly, fingers trembling. Then stood with visible effort and moved to the sink. Ran the tap until water steamed. Dampened the muslin cloth she kept folded there.

		

		He returned to her side. Knelt carefully beside her chair.

		

		"May I?"

		

		Ingrid nodded, throat tight.

		

		Harold pressed the warm cloth to her thigh with reverent care. Wiped slow and gentle, following each streak, cleaning her thoroughly. His touch was tender, almost worshipful, like this aftercare mattered as much as what had come before.

		

		When her thigh was clean he moved to her hand. Wiped each finger individually. Pressed the warm cloth into her palm.

		

		The intimacy of it struck harder than the act itself. This gentle tending. This quiet care.

		

		He stood finally. Rinsed the cloth in the sink. Folded it carefully. Set it on the counter.

		

		Ingrid covered her breasts with shaking fingers. Clipped her bra. Pulled her shirt down.

		

		They returned to the table. Sat in their chairs with cold tea between them. Sandwiches untouched.

		

		Ingrid picked up half a sandwich. Bit into it without tasting. Chewed mechanical.

		

		Harold sipped his cold tea. Set the mug down. Cleared his throat.

		

		"Michael won't hear about this from me." His voice came out rough. "I swear it."

		

		"I know."

		

		"I don't want to cause problems. Between you two."

		

		'There are no problems to cause. We barely exist to each other anymore,' she thought.

		

		"You're not." Ingrid met his eyes. "This is... separate."

		

		Harold nodded slowly. His gaze dropped to her chest, lingering on the damp spots where milk had leaked through her shirt. Then back to her face. Something hungry still burning there despite what they'd just done.

		

		"Are we still on for tea tomorrow?"

		

		The question held weight. Promise. Escalation.

		

		"Yes." The word came out steady. Certain. "Tomorrow."

		

		She walked him to the basement door. Watched him descend the stairs slowly, one hand on the rail. He looked back once. Smiled small and private.

		

		Ingrid closed the door and leaned against it. Heart racing. Body humming with unspent arousal.

		

		Oliver slept peacefully in his bassinet. Oblivious. Innocent.

		

	
		On Her Knees
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		Aweek passed. Two more lunches where Ingrid stroked Harold to completion while he sucked her breasts, her fingers tangled in his white hair, his breathing ragged against her skin. It had become routine in the sense that they both knew what would happen now. Knew the pattern. But nothing about it felt comfortable or ordinary. Every touch still felt wild, transgressive, electric with the wrongness of it.

		

		But the routine wasn't enough anymore.

		

		She wanted more. Wanted to taste him the way he tasted her milk. Wanted to feel the weight of him on her tongue, watch his face when she took him in her mouth. Wanted the power of bringing an eighty-year-old man undone completely.

		

		The thought had been building all week. Every time she'd stroked him, every time he'd finished in her hand with those desperate, grateful sounds, she'd wondered what it would be like. What he would taste like. How he'd react.

		

		Tuesday morning she woke up knowing. Today.

		

		Harold came upstairs at half past eleven. He wore a pressed button-down shirt tucked neatly into his trousers, freshly shaved, smelling faintly of soap and aftershave. He always dressed carefully for their lunches now. Clean, presentable, like these daily visits mattered. Like she mattered.

		

		Tea first. Always tea. She poured it the way he liked—strong, pale brown with milk, no sugar. They sat at the kitchen table with their mugs steaming between them. Harold talked about the garden he and Martha used to keep, how she'd insisted on planting vegetables they'd never eat just because she liked the way they looked. Tomatoes sprawling wild and red. Courgettes thick as her forearm.

		

		Ingrid barely heard him. Her pulse kicked faster with every sip of tea, anticipation coiling tight in her belly.

		

		Oliver fussed from his bouncer. She lifted him, settled into her chair, pulled up her thin grey top. Her breast spilled free, heavy and full. Harold's words died mid-sentence. His eyes locked on her nipple, already leaking.

		

		Oliver latched on and her milk let down in that familiar rush. Relief and pleasure tangled together, shooting straight between her legs. She was wet already. Had been wet since she'd woken up with this decision settled in her chest.

		

		They moved to the sofa after. Harold's mouth found her breast the moment they sat down, eager and hungry. He sucked hard, pulling deep, one hand kneading her other breast until milk streamed over his fingers. His cock was already straining against his trousers. Thick and obvious.

		

		Ingrid reached down and stroked him through the fabric. He groaned against her skin, hips jerking up into her touch.

		

		This was the moment. The place where she usually unzipped him, wrapped her hand around him, brought him off while he sucked her. But not today.

		

		She pulled back. Harold's mouth released her nipple with a wet pop, confusion flickering across his weathered face.

		

		Ingrid reached down and pulled her shirt over her head. Let it drop to the floor. Then she unclipped her nursing bra and tossed it aside. Her breasts hung heavy and bare, nipples still wet and dark from his mouth, milk beading at the tips.

		

		Harold stared. His breathing went shallow.

		

		She slid off the sofa and settled onto her knees on the carpet between his legs.

		

		Oh God. The carpet was rough beneath her knees, grounding and real. She was really doing this. Kneeling half-naked in her living room in front of her husband's eighty-year-old father while their baby slept ten feet away in his bassinet.

		

		Harold made a sound. Strangled. Desperate. "Ingrid—you don't have to—"

		

		"I know." She reached for his belt, fingers steady despite the hammering of her heart. "I want to."

		

		His hands trembled on his thighs. She could see the conflict in his face—shock, desperate hope, disbelief that this was actually happening. That she would actually do this.

		

		She unbuckled his belt. Unzipped his trousers. The sound was obscenely loud.

		

		When she pulled him free, thick and heavy in her palm, Harold's head fell back against the sofa. His breathing came in short, ragged gasps.

		

		Ingrid looked up at him. Met his eyes. Let him see exactly what she was about to do.

		

		Then she leaned forward and took him in her mouth.

		

		Fuck.

		

		He was thick. Genuinely, impressively thick. She'd felt it in her hand before, stroked the girth of him while he moaned into her breasts, but having him this close, right in front of her face, heavy on her tongue, drove home exactly what Martha had bragged about all those years.

		

		This was what his wife had been obsessed with. What she'd told her friends about at parties. What she'd craved multiple times a day for fifty-two years.

		

		Ingrid understood now.

		

		She started slow. Tentative. Just her tongue at first, tracing the underside of his shaft, learning the texture and warmth of him. He tasted different from Michael. Saltier. Earthier. The skin was softer than she'd expected, velvet over steel.

		

		Harold made a sound. Low and broken. "Ah, God."

		

		She wrapped her lips around the head and took him deeper. Not all the way. She couldn't, not yet. Just enough to feel the weight of him filling her mouth, stretching her jaw.

		

		His hands flew to her hair. Trembling. Gentle. Like he was afraid she'd stop if he moved wrong.

		

		She wouldn't stop. She was already lost in it. In the power of having him like this, vulnerable and desperate. In the obscene wetness of her own mouth around him. In the way her breasts swayed with each movement, heavy and full, brushing against her forearms.

		

		"Nnh." Harold's breathing came in ragged gasps. "She used to... Martha used to... oh God."

		

		Ingrid pulled back slightly, tongue swirling around the head. She looked up at him through her lashes. Watched his face go slack with pleasure.

		

		"Tell me," she said, voice rough. Then she took him in again, deeper this time.

		

		"She'd... fuck... she'd take me all the way." His hands tightened in her hair, still gentle but desperate. "Down her throat. She loved it. Loved making me, making me lose control."

		

		Ingrid tried. Relaxed her throat and pushed forward, taking him as deep as she could manage. Not all the way. Nowhere near what Martha apparently could do. But enough that Harold groaned, hips jerking up involuntarily.

		

		"Yes, like that. God, just like..."

		

		She had to pull back, gasping. Drool connected her lips to his cock in a thin strand. Obscene. Beautiful. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and went down on him again.

		

		Her rhythm built. Steady and deliberate. Head bobbing, tongue working, lips sealed tight around his thickness. Her jaw ached. Her knees burned against the carpet. She didn't care. She was soaking wet between her legs, throbbing with need, turned on beyond reason by the sounds he was making.

		

		"She used to tell me..." Harold's voice was barely coherent now. Fractured. "Ah... tell me what she wanted. Tell me to, to hold her head. Guide her."

		

		Ingrid reached up and took his wrists. Placed his hands more firmly on her head. Permission granted.

		

		Harold groaned. His fingers flexed in her hair, not forcing but guiding now. Setting the pace. She let him. Let him move her the way he needed, the way Martha used to let him, and the surrender of it made her moan around his cock.

		

		The vibration did something to him. His whole body went rigid.

		

		"Ingrid, I'm... I'm going to... where do you..."

		

		She didn't pull back. Didn't even slow down. Just kept going, kept sucking, kept working him with her tongue while his fingers tightened almost painfully in her hair.

		

		He came with a broken cry. "Oh... God..."

		

		Hot and thick, spilling onto her tongue, flooding her mouth. She swallowed reflexively. Once. Twice. The taste was overwhelming. Bitter and salt and purely him. She took it all, every pulse, every trembling aftershock, until he was spent and gasping above her.

		

		When she finally pulled back, Harold looked wrecked. Face flushed dark, eyes wet, chest heaving. His hands slipped from her hair to cup her face with shaking fingers.

		

		"Thank you." His voice cracked. "God. Thank you. I never... I never imagined... at my age... with you..."

		

		Ingrid sat back on her heels, catching her breath. Her lips felt swollen. Her jaw ached. Milk was leaking from her nipples, twin streams running down her belly. She felt filthy and powerful and more alive than she had in years.

		

		"Did I do it right?" The question came out smaller than she intended. Vulnerable.

		

		Harold laughed. Breathless and disbelieving. "Right? You... Ingrid, you were..." He couldn't finish. Just pulled her up onto the sofa beside him and kissed her forehead. Reverent. Grateful.

		

		They sat there in the quiet living room. Her half-naked and leaking. Him with his cock still out, softening against his thigh. Oliver sleeping peacefully in his bassinet, completely oblivious.

		

		The clock on the wall read twelve-fifteen. Michael wouldn't be home for hours.

		

		Three days later, Friday afternoon, she did it again.

		

		They'd barely made it through tea before Harold was on the sofa with his mouth on her breasts and her hand working him free from his trousers. But this time she didn't wait. Just stripped off her top and bra, sank to her knees, and took him in her mouth with an eagerness that surprised them both.

		

		She was getting better at it. Learning what made him groan. Where to press her tongue. How deep she could take him before she had to pull back. When he came, she swallowed without hesitation, almost greedy for it.

		

		Harold pulled her back up onto the sofa afterward, still breathing hard. He tucked himself away with shaking hands and reached for her, pulling her close against his side. His fingers traced absent patterns on her bare shoulder.

		

		They sat like that for a long moment. Quiet. Her breasts pressed against his shirt, leaking slightly. His arm warm around her.

		

		Then Harold shifted. Pulled back to look at her properly.

		

		"This isn't fair," he said quietly.

		

		Ingrid blinked. "What?"

		

		"You give me everything." His weathered face was serious. Almost troubled. "Every time. You let me touch you, taste you. You just... you gave me that. And I give you nothing in return."

		

		Heat flooded her cheeks. "You don't have to..."

		

		"I want to." His hand cupped her face, thumb stroking her cheekbone. "Let me give you something. Please."

		

		Her stomach flipped. Sharp and sudden. This felt different. More intimate somehow than everything they'd already done. Him touching her breasts was one thing. They were functional, maternal, tied to Oliver. But her there? Between her legs where she'd been wet and aching and desperate for weeks?

		

		That felt like crossing a line she couldn't uncross.

		

		Except she wanted it. God, she wanted it so badly she could barely breathe.

		

		Michael hadn't touched her properly in months. Not since before Oliver was born. Their infrequent, awkward sex happened in the dark with minimal foreplay and even less attention to her pleasure. He'd push inside, finish quickly, roll away. She couldn't remember the last time she'd actually come with him.

		

		And here was Harold, eighty years old and offering. Wanting to touch her. To make her feel good.

		

		"Okay," she whispered.

		

		Relief flooded his face. He kissed her forehead gently.

		

		Ingrid stood on shaky legs and hooked her thumbs into her leggings. Pulled them down and stepped out of them. She stood there in just her underwear, bare breasted, milk still beading at her nipples. Harold's eyes traveled over her slowly. Hungry. Reverent.

		

		She climbed back onto the sofa, kneeling up on the cushions beside him. Close enough that he could reach her. Her thighs were pressed together, her body humming with nervous anticipation.

		

		Harold's hand slid up her hip to the edge of her underwear. He paused, meeting her eyes. Last chance to say no.

		

		She nodded.

		

		He hooked his fingers under the fabric and pulled it aside. The cool air hit her exposed skin and she gasped. She spread her knees wider, opening herself to him.

		

		Harold stared. His breathing went shallow.

		

		"You're soaked," he said hoarsely.

		

		Ingrid's face burned. She was. Knew she was. Had been wet since she'd woken up this morning thinking about kneeling for him again.

		

		Harold's hand slid up her inner thigh. Gentle. Reverent. His fingers traced through the wetness and he made a sound low in his throat. Wonder and hunger mixed together.

		

		"All this from..."

		

		"Yes." She couldn't look at him. "From that. From doing that to you."

		

		"Christ." His finger slid inside her. Just one. Carefully. Testing.

		

		"Oh." The sound escaped before she could stop it. Her hips jerked forward involuntarily. She was so sensitive, so ready, that even that single finger felt overwhelming.

		

		Harold added a second. Pushed deeper. His thumb found her clit and circled it slowly, experimentally.

		

		"Ah... fuck..." Ingrid's hands gripped his shoulder for balance.

		

		"Martha always told me to ask." His voice was rough but gentle. "Said every woman knows best what she needs. So tell me, Ingrid. Tell me how you want it."

		

		The tenderness in his words made her throat tight. He wasn't comparing. Wasn't treating her like a replacement. He was asking her.

		

		"Harder," she gasped. "Faster. Don't... don't be gentle."

		

		Harold's fingers curled inside her, finding that spot that made her vision blur. His thumb pressed harder on her clit, circling with purpose now. And with his other hand he cupped her breast, guiding her nipple to his mouth.

		

		The combination nearly broke her. His fingers working inside her, his thumb on her clit, his mouth sucking her breast. All at once. All exactly what she needed.

		

		"God, oh God..."

		

		Her milk let down hard. She felt it spray into his mouth, felt him moan against her skin as he drank. His fingers never stopped. Never slowed. Just kept pumping into her while she writhed above him, gasping and incoherent.

		

		This was going to be fast. Embarrassingly fast.

		

		She couldn't hold back. Couldn't slow it down. Her whole body tensed, coiling tighter and tighter with each thrust of his fingers, each circle of his thumb, each pull of his mouth on her nipple.

		

		"Ah... ah... I'm going to..." She couldn't finish the sentence. Could barely breathe.

		

		Harold didn't stop. Just worked her harder, faster, exactly how she'd asked. His mouth sealed around her nipple and sucked deep, pulling milk in long swallows while his fingers pumped into her relentlessly.

		

		The orgasm hit like a freight train.

		

		"Oh fuck oh fuck oh..." She pitched forward, burying her face against his shoulder to muffle the sounds. Her whole body shook. Convulsed. Her inner walls clenched around his fingers in rhythmic pulses. Milk sprayed from both breasts, soaking his shirt, dripping down her stomach.

		

		She came so hard she saw stars.

		

		Harold held her through it. His fingers gentling but not stopping, drawing out every last tremor until she was gasping and boneless against him. Only then did he slowly withdraw his hand.

		

		Ingrid couldn't move. Could barely think. She stayed collapsed against his shoulder, panting, thighs trembling from the effort of holding herself upright.

		

		"Good?" Harold's voice was soft. Careful.

		

		"God." It came out as a breathless laugh. "That was... I haven't... not in so long..."

		

		Not ever, really. Not like that. Michael had never made her come that hard. That fast. That completely.

		

		Shame crept in as her breathing steadied. She'd just had an orgasm on her father-in-law's fingers. Had soaked his hand, screamed into his shoulder, made a complete mess of both of them. What was wrong with her?

		

		As if sensing her thoughts, Harold tilted her chin up gently. Made her look at him.

		

		"Don't," he said quietly. "Don't do that. Don't feel ashamed."

		

		"I came in like thirty seconds." Her face burned. "That's mortifying."

		

		"That's beautiful." His thumb stroked her jaw. "That's you letting yourself feel good. Finally. There's nothing shameful about it."

		

		Tears pricked at her eyes. Unexpected and overwhelming. When was the last time someone had cared about her pleasure? Had wanted her to feel good just for the sake of it?

		

		She kissed him. Quick and impulsive. Just a press of lips, nothing deep, but it felt important. Necessary.

		

		"Thank you," she whispered against his mouth.

		

		Harold smiled. Genuine and warm. "My pleasure. Truly."

		

		They separated slowly. Ingrid climbed off the sofa on shaky legs, acutely aware of the wet fabric of her underwear against her skin. Her thighs were slick. Her breasts still leaking. She grabbed the muslin cloth from the coffee table and cleaned herself up as best she could.

		

		Harold adjusted his shirt. It was soaked down the front with her milk, the fabric clinging to his chest. He didn't seem to mind. Just watched her with quiet satisfaction.

		

		The dynamic had shifted. She could feel it in the air between them. They'd crossed into something new. Something reciprocal. This wasn't just her servicing him anymore, letting him touch her breasts while she got him off. They were pleasuring each other now. Deliberately. Equally.

		

		It felt dangerously close to an actual affair.

		

		A soft whimper came from the bassinet. Oliver stirring, not quite awake but getting there.

		

		Reality crashed back in. The living room. The baby. The fact that Michael could walk through that door at any moment and find them like this. Her half-dressed and flushed. Harold with his shirt soaked through. The smell of sex and milk hanging in the air.

		

		Ingrid pulled her leggings back on quickly. Found her bra and shirt, dressed with fumbling fingers.

		

		Harold stood and straightened his cardigan. "I should go down. Let you..."

		

		"Tea first," she interrupted. "We always have tea after."

		

		Something in his expression softened. Grateful. Like maintaining the ritual mattered. Like they could pretend this was still normal somehow.

		

		They went back to the kitchen. Ingrid reheated what was left in the pot and poured fresh mugs. They sat at the table like they did every day. Sandwiches half-eaten between them. Oliver dozing peacefully in his bassinet.

		

		Harold wrapped both hands around his mug and looked at her. Really looked at her. "Next time?"

		

		Her stomach flipped. "Yes. Next time."

		

		The promise hung between them. Warm and certain and terrifying.

		

	
		The Final Line
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		Late October brought shorter days and the first real cold. Ingrid stood at the kitchen window watching rain streak the glass while the kettle heated on the stove. Oliver sat in his high chair behind her, gnawing on a teething ring and making wet, frustrated sounds. Seven months old now. Sitting up unassisted, grabbing at everything, starting to seem like an actual person rather than just a demanding milk machine.

		

		The basement door opened. Her pulse kicked up before she could stop it. Five months of this and her body still responded like clockwork to that sound.

		

		Harold appeared in the doorway, cardigan buttoned crooked, hair neatly combed. His eyes found hers immediately, that searching look he always gave her first thing. Checking if today was a day she wanted this. If the permission still held.

		

		She smiled. "Tea's almost ready."

		

		The relief in his face was visible. "Perfect timing."

		

		Their rhythm had settled into something both predictable and varied. Always tea first at the kitchen table. Always conversation—sometimes about Martha, sometimes about nothing important, small talk that felt like foreplay. Always the slow build of tension while they sat across from each other pretending this was normal.

		

		What came after varied. Some days she'd finish her tea, stand without discussion, and kneel between his legs at the kitchen chair. Pull him out and take him in her mouth while he gripped the table edge and told her how Martha used to do this. Other days he'd touch her first—on the couch usually, his hand sliding up her thigh under her leggings, fingers finding her already wet. Working her slowly while she leaked milk through her nursing top and bit down on her sounds.

		

		They never planned which. It just happened. Depended on the day, the mood, whose need felt more urgent.

		

		Ingrid poured the tea. Milk for him, splash for herself. Set his mug in front of him and settled into her chair with Oliver babbling happily between them.

		

		"He's getting so big." Harold reached over to let Oliver grab his finger, the baby's grip surprisingly strong. "Look at that. He'll be walking before we know it."

		

		"Don't rush it." Ingrid sipped her tea. "Once he's mobile I'll never sit down again."

		

		Harold smiled, but his eyes had already dropped briefly to her chest. Quick glance, almost automatic now. Her nursing top was pale blue today, thin enough that the outline of her bra showed through. No cardigan. She'd stopped bothering with those weeks ago.

		

		The conversation meandered. Harold told her about a phone call with his other son, Michael's brother, who was planning to visit for Christmas. Ingrid half-listened, watching Harold's hands around his mug. Large, age-spotted, slight tremor when he lifted it. Those same hands had been inside her two days ago. Three fingers working her while she ground against his palm and came so hard she'd left a wet spot on the couch.

		

		Her thighs pressed together under the table.

		

		"You're quiet today." Harold's voice pulled her back. His eyes were knowing, a little amused. He'd caught her staring.

		

		"Just thinking."

		

		"About?"

		

		About your fingers. About whether today you'll touch me first or if I'll suck you off against the kitchen counter.

		

		"Nothing important." She stood and collected their empty mugs. "Come on. Oliver needs his nap."

		

		She lifted the baby from his high chair and carried him to the living room bassinet—he was getting too big for it, would need to transition to the crib soon, but for now it still worked for quick naps. Oliver went down easily, drowsy and content from his morning of playing. She turned on the monitor and set it on the coffee table.

		

		Harold had followed her to the living room. He stood near the couch, waiting. Always waiting for her signal. That old-fashioned politeness even now, five months into touching each other almost daily.

		

		She turned to face him. The afternoon light through the curtains was grey and soft. Rain tapped steadily against the windows. The house felt smaller in this weather. More private.

		

		"Tell me something about her." Ingrid sat on the couch, tucking her legs under herself. "Something you haven't told me yet."

		

		Harold lowered himself beside her, careful with his joints. "What do you want to know?"

		

		"Anything. Something that made you love her."

		

		His expression softened, going distant with memory. "She used to fall asleep on my chest after we'd made love. Every single time, no matter how late, no matter how tired. She'd press her ear right here—" He touched his sternum. "—and listen to my heartbeat. Said it was the best sound in the world."

		

		The tenderness in his voice made Ingrid's throat tight. "That's beautiful."

		

		"She'd fall asleep like that and I'd hold her. Sometimes for hours." His hand had drifted to Ingrid's knee, resting there lightly. "All that softness against me. Her weight. I've never slept well since she died. The bed feels too empty."

		

		His thumb moved in a small circle against her leggings. Unconscious, probably. Or testing.

		

		Heat spread through Ingrid's belly. Low and insistent.

		

		"I miss holding someone like that," Harold continued quietly. His eyes met hers. "The intimacy of it. Not just the sex, though God knows I miss that too. But the after. The closeness."

		

		His hand slid higher on her thigh. Deliberate now. Question and answer both.

		

		Ingrid's breath caught. Her body responded immediately, heat pooling between her legs, nipples tightening against her nursing bra. She shifted slightly, opening her legs just enough.

		

		Permission granted.

		

		Harold's hand moved up her thigh, fingers finding the waistband of her leggings.

		

		He tugged at her leggings. She lifted her hips and he pulled them down, taking her underwear with them in one motion. The cool air hit her exposed skin. She kicked the fabric off her ankles and settled back against the couch cushions, legs falling open.

		

		Harold's hand returned immediately to her thigh, sliding upward. His fingers found her pussy and he made a low sound in his throat. "I love how wet you are."

		

		She was. Had been wet since they sat down for tea, maybe before. Her body knew this routine now. Responded to his presence, his voice, the anticipation of his touch.

		

		Two fingers slid into her easily. Ingrid gasped, her back arching slightly off the couch. He knew what she liked by now. Knew to curl his fingers just so, to use his thumb against her clit in slow circles while he worked inside her.

		

		"That's it." His voice was rough, approving. "Let me feel you."

		

		She opened her legs wider, giving him better access. His fingers moved deeper, finding that spot that made her breath catch. The wet sounds were obscene in the quiet room. Slick, slick. Mixed with her shallow breathing and the rain against the windows.

		

		Harold's free hand found the hem of her nursing top and pushed it up. Her bra was already damp, milk leaking through the fabric. He pulled one cup down and her breast spilled free, heavy and swollen. Milk beaded at her nipple immediately.

		

		"Fuck." The word came out strangled. He couldn't take his eyes off it.

		

		His fingers pumped into her steadily, his thumb circling, and she felt the familiar tightening low in her belly. Building faster than usual. Something about today felt different. More urgent.

		

		She rocked against his hand, chasing the sensation. Close already. Too close.

		

		"Ah..." Her thigh muscles tensed. Right there. Right on the edge.

		

		Her hand shot out, finding the bulge in his trousers. Hard. Straining against the fabric. She squeezed and he groaned, his fingers stuttering inside her.

		

		She fumbled with his zipper, fingers clumsy with arousal. Got it down, reached inside. His cock was thick and hot in her palm, already slick at the tip. She wrapped her hand around him and stroked once, twice.

		

		The orgasm hovering just out of reach shifted, changed shape. Suddenly she didn't want his fingers anymore. Wanted something else. Something they hadn't done yet.

		

		Ingrid pulled back from his hand. His fingers slipped out of her with a wet sound and he made a confused noise, eyes questioning.

		

		She didn't explain. Just shifted position, moving to straddle his lap. Her knees sank into the couch cushions on either side of his thighs. His cock jutted up between them, thick and flushed dark. She positioned herself above him, one hand wrapped around his shaft to steady it.

		

		The head of his cock brushed against her pussy lips. Just the barest contact. Hot and blunt and right there.

		

		They both froze.

		

		Ingrid looked down at him. His face was flushed, eyes wide with surprise and desperate want. His hands had come up to grip her hips, not pulling, just holding. Waiting.

		

		Her heart hammered against her ribs. This was it. The line they hadn't crossed. Everything else, hands, mouths, fingers, had been something else. This was different.

		

		She met his eyes. Held his gaze. Her voice came out breathless. "Ok?"

		

		Harold's fingers tightened on her hips. His throat worked as he swallowed. "God, yes."

		

		She sank down.

		

		Slowly. So slowly. The head of his cock pushed into her and the stretch made her gasp. Thicker than Michael. Noticeably thicker. She had to pause, adjust, her body accommodating the difference.

		

		"Mmh..." The sound escaped her throat, pleasure and pressure tangled together.

		

		Harold's eyes were fixed on her face, watching every micro-expression. His breathing had gone ragged. "You alright?"

		

		"Yeah." She sank down further. Inch by inch. The fullness was overwhelming. "Oh, fuck, you're..."

		

		"I know." His voice was strained. "Take your time. I'm not going anywhere."

		

		She would have laughed if she could breathe properly. Instead she lowered herself the rest of the way, taking him completely. Her ass settled against his thighs and she sat there, impaled, her body stretched tight around him.

		

		"Jesus." Harold's head fell back against the couch. His hands slid from her hips to her waist, gripping hard. "You feel... Christ, Ingrid."

		

		She felt full. Impossibly full. Different from his fingers, from anything. The angle pressed him against spots inside her that made her thighs tremble.

		

		Her breasts hung heavy in front of his face, the nursing top bunched above them. Harold's hands came up and pushed her bra all the way up, freeing both breasts. They spilled out, swollen and leaking. Milk dripped from both nipples onto his shirt, dark wet spots blooming on the fabric.

		

		His eyes locked on them, transfixed. He cupped both breasts in his large hands, thumbs circling the areolas. Squeezed gently and milk streamed over his fingers from both sides.

		

		"Ah..." She clenched around him involuntarily. The sensation of his hands on her breasts while his cock filled her completely was too much.

		

		She started to move. Lifted herself slowly, felt him drag against her inner walls, then sank back down. Testing. Finding what worked.

		

		"Oh god." Harold's voice broke. His hips jerked up slightly, pushing deeper.

		

		Ingrid found a rhythm. Slow at first, rolling her hips, feeling every inch of him. Her breasts swayed with the movement, milk spattering onto his chest, his neck. He couldn't stop touching them, kneading them, thumbs circling her nipples.

		

		The pleasure built differently than when he fingered her. Deeper. Fuller. She angled her hips and gasped when he hit something perfect inside her.

		

		"There..." She did it again, chasing that angle. "Mmh, right there."

		

		"Tell me." His hands tightened on her breasts. "Tell me what you need."

		

		"Just... ah, just like this." She rode him faster, less carefully. Her thighs burned but she didn't care. The coil of heat in her belly wound tighter with every stroke. "Don't stop touching them."

		

		He didn't. His fingers worked her nipples deliberately, milk streaming over his hands, down his wrists. The dual sensation, his cock inside her, his hands on her breasts, pushed her rapidly toward the edge.

		

		"You're so beautiful." His voice was wrecked, worshipful. "Look at you. Taking me like this. Your tits in my face, your pussy so tight around me. God."

		

		The words shattered something in her. Ingrid came hard, her body clenching rhythmically around his thickness. "Oh, fuck..." Milk sprayed from her nipples as her back arched, the orgasm ripping through her in waves.

		

		She didn't stop moving. Rode him through the aftershocks, her pussy still fluttering, oversensitive. His breathing had gone harsh and desperate beneath her.

		

		"Ingrid..." Warning. Question.

		

		"Mmh, yes." She knew what he was asking. "Inside. It's... I'm on the pill. It's ok."

		

		His hands dropped to her hips, gripping bruisingly tight. Three more strokes and he groaned, low and guttural. She felt him pulse inside her, the warmth flooding her, intimate and overwhelming.

		

		"Ah..." His whole body tensed beneath her, then slowly relaxed.

		

		Ingrid collapsed forward onto his chest, both of them breathing hard. He was still inside her. Still thick, though softening. His arms came around her back, holding her close.

		

		They stayed like that for a long moment. Her forehead pressed to his shoulder. His heartbeat rapid beneath her ear. The wet mess between them. Her arousal, his come, her milk soaking into his shirt.

		

		A laugh bubbled up her throat. Quiet and a little hysterical.

		

		Harold's chest rumbled beneath her. "What?"

		

		"We just..." She lifted her head to look at him. His face was flushed, hair mussed, shirt soaked with her milk. She was pretty sure she looked equally wrecked. "I just fucked my eighty-year-old father-in-law on the living room couch."

		

		His mouth twitched. Then he was laughing too, breathless and amazed. "You did."

		

		"We're really doing this." She could feel him still inside her, feel his come starting to leak out around his softening cock. "We're really... God."

		

		"No going back now." His hand came up to cup her face, thumb brushing her cheekbone. Tender. The way he'd touched Martha, probably. "Do you regret it?"

		

		She thought about it. Searched herself for guilt, for horror, for the shame that should be there.

		

		Found only satisfaction. And the desire to do it again.

		

		"No." She kissed him, brief and soft. "Not even a little."

		

		His smile was relieved and grateful and still faintly shocked. "Good. Because that was... you were..." He shook his head. "I didn't think I'd ever feel that again."

		

		Ingrid shifted carefully, lifting herself off him. His cock slipped free and she felt the rush of wetness between her legs. She grabbed the muslin cloth from the side table, the one she used for Oliver's spit-up, and cleaned herself quickly. Handed it to Harold.

		

		He wiped himself off, tucked himself back into his trousers, zipped up. Looked down at his soaked shirt and laughed again. "I'll need to change before dinner."

		

		"Probably." She pulled her nursing top down, adjusted her bra. Found her underwear and leggings tangled on the floor and pulled them back on. Her legs felt shaky.

		

		From the nursery down the hall, the baby monitor showed Oliver still sleeping soundly, oblivious.

		

		"Tea?" Ingrid headed for the kitchen, needing something normal to do with her hands.

		

		"Please." Harold followed her, slower. She heard his joints crack as he stood.

		

		She put the kettle on. Poured fresh water. Got down clean mugs. He stood in the doorway watching her with that soft expression that made her chest tight.

		

		"What?" She kept her voice light.

		

		"Just looking." He crossed to her, kissed the top of her head. Brief. Affectionate. "Thank you."

		

		"For what? The sex or the tea?"

		

		"Both." His hand squeezed her shoulder, then he moved to sit at the table.

		

		The kettle boiled. Ingrid made tea. They sat across from each other like always, like nothing had changed.

		

		Except everything had.

		

		It happened again three days later.

		

		They'd had tea, moved to the couch. She'd intended to blow him like usual. Got as far as kneeling between his legs before he pulled her up into his lap instead. "Can we...?" His hands already lifting her shirt. She'd straddled him right there on the couch, still half-dressed, and rode him until they both finished gasping into each other's mouths.

		

		After that it became part of their pattern. Not every lunch. Maybe once or twice a week, mixed in with the oral they'd already established. Some days she still sucked him off at the kitchen table. Some days he still fingered her on the couch until she came on his hand. And some days they fucked.

		

		They discovered what worked for his age, for his joints. Spooning on the couch was his favorite. He could hold her breasts that way, one hand cupped around each while he moved slowly inside her from behind. Less strain on his knees, his back. She liked it too. Liked the closeness of it, his breath warm against her neck, the unhurried rhythm.

		

		Twice they used his bed in the basement apartment. Michael had taken Oliver to his parents' group on a Saturday morning and Ingrid had gone downstairs with tea. They'd made love there properly, stretched out on the mattress, more room to move. He'd been on top that time, slow and careful, watching her face the whole time.

		

		Once, spontaneous and reckless, sitting in his lap at the kitchen table. She'd been pouring his second cup of tea when he'd pulled her down onto him. Had already unzipped himself beneath the table. She'd hiked up her skirt and sank onto him right there, the chair creaking beneath their combined weight, both of them half-laughing at the absurdity and the thrill of it.

		

		But always tea first. That mattered somehow. The ritual of sitting across from each other, talking, drinking from their matching mugs. It made the rest feel less sordid. More like something they were choosing together rather than just compulsive rutting.

		

		And always the baby monitor visible nearby. Oliver in his crib down the hall, or in the bassinet, or later in his playpen. Never far. Never forgotten. The reminder of reality, of what this actually was.

		

		Their dynamic shifted, softened. The desperation of those first weeks eased into something more affectionate. She started calling him "you dirty old man" when he got handsy before they'd even finished their sandwiches. He called her "my beautiful girl" when she came on his cock, when she leaked milk all over him, when she smiled at him afterward over cooling tea.

		

		It felt tender. That was the dangerous part. Not just arousing but genuinely intimate. She liked him. Liked talking to him, laughing with him, the way he touched her like she was precious.

		

		Michael noticed nothing.

		

		"Dad seems like his old self again," he said one evening in late November, scrolling through his phone at dinner. "More energy. Happier. I think moving in with us was the right call."

		

		Ingrid kept her eyes on her plate. "He does seem better."

		

		"You're good with him. Patient." Michael reached over and squeezed her hand briefly before returning to his phone. "I appreciate it. I know it's a lot, having him here every day."

		

		Guilt should have swamped her. Sharp and immediate. Instead she felt irritation. Michael appreciated her patience with his father. Appreciated her the way he'd appreciate a competent employee.

		

		He had no idea his wife was fucking that same father most afternoons while he sat in his office drafting contracts.

		

		"It's fine," she said. "I really don't mind."

		

		That night she lay beside Michael in the dark and thought about Harold's hands on her hips. The way he'd looked at her that afternoon, grateful and hungry and tender all at once. The way he'd held her after, arms wrapped around her back, both of them still breathing hard.

		

		My beautiful girl.

		

		She pressed her thighs together and felt the pleasant ache there. Evidence. He'd been thick enough today that she could still feel where he'd been.

		

		Michael's breathing went slow and steady beside her. Asleep already.

		

		Ingrid stared at the ceiling and didn't feel guilty at all.

		

		December arrived with early darkness and the first real snow. The affair was six months old now, fully established. Ingrid's body had learned Harold's rhythms as thoroughly as it knew Oliver's feeding schedule. She could tell by the way he touched her knee at the table whether today would be hands or mouths or more. Could read the flush on his weathered cheeks, the slight tremor in his fingers.

		

		Christmas was coming. Michael's brother and his family were driving up for the day. The house would be full of people, noise, normalcy.

		

		The secret hummed between her and Harold like a live wire.

		

		Christmas Day arrived bright and cold. Michael's brother Daniel and his wife pulled up just after noon with their two teenagers, arms full of wrapped packages and casserole dishes. The house filled instantly with noise, laughter, the controlled chaos of family gathering.

		

		Ingrid moved through the kitchen in her dark green sweater dress, nursing Oliver discreetly in the corner while conversation swirled around her. She'd chosen the dress deliberately. Modest neckline, hem to her knees. Nothing that drew attention. The last thing she needed was anyone noticing the way Harold's eyes followed her.

		

		He sat in the living room armchair, looking every bit the doting grandfather. Oliver's older cousins showed him their phones, their games. He asked polite questions, smiled at their answers. Completely normal. Just an elderly widower enjoying the holidays with family.

		

		Except his gaze found her every few minutes. Quick glances across the crowded room that made heat pool low in her belly.

		

		She looked away first. Always. Busied herself with hosting duties, refilling drinks, checking on the turkey. Anything to avoid that pull between them.

		

		Dinner was loud and warm. Sixteen people crammed around the extended dining table, passing dishes, talking over each other. Ingrid sat between Michael and Oliver's high chair, spooning mashed sweet potato into the baby's mouth while the adults drank wine and swapped stories.

		

		Harold sat at the far end. Safe distance. But she felt hyperaware of him anyway. The way he laughed at Daniel's jokes. The way his hands looked wrapped around his wine glass. Those same hands had been inside her two days ago, working her to orgasm on the living room couch.

		

		She took a long sip of water and focused on Oliver.

		

		After the main course, while she was in the kitchen arranging dessert plates, Harold appeared in the doorway. Casual. Just coming to see if she needed help.

		

		The kitchen was empty. Everyone else in the living room, the teenagers loud with some game on the television.

		

		He crossed to her at the counter. Stood close. Not touching, but near enough that she could smell his aftershave, feel the warmth of him.

		

		"You look beautiful." His voice was low. Meant only for her.

		

		Her pulse jumped. "Harold..."

		

		His hand found her hip through the dress fabric. Just for a moment. Squeezed gently. "I know. Just wanted to say it."

		

		Footsteps in the hallway. Michael's voice calling for more wine.

		

		Harold stepped back smoothly, picked up the coffee pot from the counter like that had been his purpose all along. By the time Michael appeared in the doorway, there was safe distance between them again.

		

		"Got it." Harold held up the pot. "I'll bring this out."

		

		Michael barely glanced at them. "Thanks, Dad."

		

		After he left, Ingrid braced her hands on the counter and took a shaky breath. Her heart hammered against her ribs. Too close. That had been too close.

		

		But God, the thrill of it. The danger mixed with wanting.

		

		Later, after dessert, Michael stood with his wine glass raised. "A toast. To Dad, who's found a new lease on life this year. We're so glad you're here with us."

		

		Everyone raised their glasses. Harold's eyes met Ingrid's across the table. Something passed between them. Acknowledgment. Gratitude. Heat.

		

		She lifted her water glass and drank.

		

		The family left just after eight. Hugs at the door, promises to do it again soon. The house felt cavernous and quiet in their absence.

		

		Michael helped her clean up, loading the dishwasher while she wrapped leftovers. Harold had retreated to the basement, claiming exhaustion. Smart. Safer for all of them.

		

		Oliver went down easily, overstimulated and tired. Ingrid nursed him in the dim nursery, his small body heavy and warm in her arms. When she laid him in his crib, he barely stirred.

		

		She found Michael already in bed, scrolling through his phone.

		

		"Good day," he said without looking up.

		

		"Yeah. It was nice."

		

		She changed into her pajamas and slid under the covers. Michael kissed her cheek, distracted, then rolled over. Asleep within minutes like always.

		

		Ingrid lay in the dark beside him. New Year's was a week away. A new year. The affair was six months old and showed no signs of stopping. If anything, it had deepened. Become more than just physical release.

		

		She thought about Harold's hand on her hip in the kitchen. The way he'd looked at her across the dinner table. The warmth in his voice when he called her beautiful.

		

		This couldn't last. Eventually something would give. Michael would notice, Harold's health would decline, the pattern would break somehow. She knew this with absolute certainty.

		

		But lying there in the dark, her body still humming from that brief touch, she couldn't imagine stopping.

		

		Didn't want to stop.

		

		The realization settled into her chest, solid and undeniable. Whatever guilt she should feel had been replaced entirely by want. By the anticipation of tomorrow's lunch, of his hands on her again, of the next time she'd sink onto his cock and feel him fill her completely.

		

		‘My beautiful girl.’

		

		She pressed her face into the pillow and waited for sleep, already counting the hours until mid-morning when the basement door would open.

		

	
		Winter
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		January settled cold and grey over the house. Snow piled against the basement windows. The radiators clanked and hissed. Oliver turned ten months old and started pulling himself upright on furniture, babbling nonsense syllables that almost sounded like words.

		

		The affair had been going seven months. Long enough that Ingrid no longer counted days between encounters or rehearsed justifications in her head. Long enough that the pattern felt as routine as grocery shopping or folding laundry.

		

		Tuesday afternoon, half past eleven. Harold came upstairs with his careful shuffle and settled at the kitchen table. Ingrid poured tea without asking how he wanted it. Milk, no sugar, steeped exactly three minutes. She knew.

		

		Oliver sat in his high chair gnawing a teething ring. Drool soaked the front of his blue romper. He banged the ring against the tray, delighted by the noise.

		

		"Michael says the furnace needs servicing." Harold wrapped both hands around his mug. His knuckles looked more prominent lately, joints swollen and aching in the cold. "I can call someone if you'd like."

		

		"Already scheduled." Ingrid sipped her own tea, too hot still, burning her tongue. "Friday morning."

		

		"Good. That's good."

		

		They talked about nothing. The weather forecast. Whether the grocery delivery would arrive before the roads iced over. Ordinary conversation between family members sharing a house. Surface level and safe.

		

		Oliver threw his teething ring onto the floor. Ingrid retrieved it, rinsed it under the tap, handed it back. He immediately threw it again. She laughed and left it there this time.

		

		Harold watched her move around the kitchen. His eyes tracked the sway of her hips in grey leggings, the way her loose cardigan gaped when she bent to wipe Oliver's chin. She wore a soft pink nursing top underneath, stretched across her breasts. No bra yet today. Easier access.

		

		She felt his gaze like heat on her skin.

		

		Twenty minutes later Oliver started fussing. Rubbing his eyes, arching away from the high chair. Tired but fighting it the way he always did.

		

		Ingrid lifted him out and settled on the sofa. Pulled up her shirt and let him latch onto her left breast. His small hand kneaded against her skin, eyes already drooping as milk flowed. The sensation shot through her body, relief and pleasure tangled together.

		

		Harold stayed at the table. Drinking his tea. Watching.

		

		Her nipples tightened under his stare. Milk leaked faster. Oliver gulped and sputtered, overwhelmed by the sudden flow. She adjusted him and felt wetness spreading between her legs.

		

		This happened every time now. Her body responding before they'd even touched.

		

		Oliver finished and went limp against her shoulder, milk-drunk and heavy. She stood carefully and carried him down the hallway to his room. Laid him in his crib on his back, tucked the light blanket around his small body. His mouth worked in his sleep, still sucking at nothing.

		

		She pulled the door nearly closed. Left it cracked just enough to hear if he stirred.

		

		When she returned to the living room, Harold had moved to the sofa. Sitting with patient hunger in his weathered face.

		

		Ingrid pulled off her cardigan and dropped it on the chair. No words needed anymore. They'd done this enough times that the choreography felt automatic. She straddled his lap, knees sinking into the cushions on either side of his narrow hips. His large hands settled on her waist, thumbs brushing the soft skin above her leggings.

		

		"You smell like milk." His voice came out rough, wanting.

		

		"Always do lately."

		

		She grabbed the hem of her nursing top and lifted it over her head. Her breasts spilled free, softer now than they'd been months ago. Still large and full with milk, but the rock-hard engorgement had eased. They yielded under their own weight, pale skin traced with fading blue veins. Darker areolas, thick nipples already tight and leaking.

		

		Harold stared. Seven months and he still looked at her breasts like a man seeing salvation.

		

		His hands came up slowly. Cupped the weight of them, testing the give, the warmth radiating through her skin. Milk beaded at her nipples and ran over his knuckles.

		

		"Christ." He breathed the word more than spoke it. "You're perfect."

		

		Ingrid reached between them and worked his belt open. Unzipped his trousers. He lifted his hips and she pulled everything down just far enough. His cock sprung free, thick and already half hard. Impressive girth even at eighty, even accounting for age.

		

		She wrapped her hand around him and stroked slowly. Watched his weathered face flush darker, his mouth fall open. Felt him thicken and stiffen in her palm.

		

		"Mmm." The sound escaped her without permission. She was soaked already, underwear clinging uncomfortably. "That's good."

		

		Harold's thumbs circled her areolas. Spiraling inward with steady pressure that made her gasp and arch forward. Her breasts swayed, milk dripping onto his fingers, onto his grey flannel shirt.

		

		"You're so responsive." His voice cracked slightly. "Touch you and you just... God."

		

		She ground against him. Seeking friction through too many layers of fabric. Her clit throbbed, swollen and demanding attention she wasn't getting yet.

		

		"Inside me." She heard herself panting. Desperate already. "Need you inside me."

		

		Harold released her breasts long enough to help her shimmy out of her leggings and underwear. She kicked them onto the floor and knelt back over him, positioning herself. His cock pressed against her entrance, thick and blunt.

		

		She sank down slowly.

		

		"Ah, fuck." The profanity felt natural, necessary. He stretched her completely, that overwhelming fullness she'd grown addicted to. Different from Michael. Thicker. "Oh God."

		

		Harold gripped her hips, fingers digging into her soft flesh. His breathing went ragged and uneven. Hers matched it.

		

		Ingrid began to move. Slow at first, adjusting to the stretch, the angle. Then faster. Riding him with steady rhythm, breasts bouncing, milk spraying with each downward thrust.

		

		"Yes." Harold's eyes locked on her chest. Watching her tits move, watching milk stream over her skin. "Just like that. Beautiful."

		

		Pleasure built low in her belly. That tight coiling heat that meant she was close already. Too fast but she couldn't slow down. Her body chasing release with single-minded urgency.

		

		"You're such a dirty old man." She smirked down at him, breathless and teasing. Good-natured mockery of what they were doing. "Eighty years old and fucking your daughter-in-law while your son's at work."

		

		Harold groaned. The words made his cock twitch inside her. "God, you're terrible."

		

		"We're terrible." She laughed and rode him harder. "This is completely insane."

		

		"Touch them." She grabbed his wrists and pulled his hands up to her breasts. "Squeeze."

		

		He did. Large palms covering her completely, kneading with firm pressure. His thumbs found her nipples and rubbed deliberately, making more milk flow, making her whimper.

		

		"So full." His voice sounded wrecked. "Heavy and perfect and mine for right now."

		

		The possessiveness in those words sent her over the edge.

		

		Her orgasm hit sudden and overwhelming. Pleasure slamming through her body in waves that made her shake and cry out. She muffled the sound against Harold's shoulder, biting down on flannel fabric, clenching hard around his thick cock.

		

		"Christ, Ingrid." Harold thrust up into her, matching her rhythm. "Can't... I'm going to..."

		

		"Yes." She lifted her head and looked at his face. Flushed dark, eyes squeezed shut, mouth open. "Come. Fill me."

		

		He did. Groaning low in his throat, hips jerking erratically, cock pulsing inside her as he spilled. Hot and wet, flooding her completely.

		

		They stayed connected for long seconds. Both breathing hard, her breasts pressed against his chest, his hands still gripping her waist. Aftershocks rippled through her body. Small clenches that made him gasp.

		

		Then Ingrid lifted herself carefully off him. Felt his release immediately start to leak out, running warm down her inner thigh. She grabbed tissues from the side table and cleaned herself efficiently. Handed him several.

		

		Harold tucked himself away and zipped his trousers. Stood slowly, reaching for her as she pulled her leggings back up. His hands found her hips, then slid around to cup her ass through the fabric.

		

		"You feel different." His voice carried genuine observation, not criticism. "Firmer. Your legs too." He squeezed gently, testing the muscle beneath soft skin. "Stronger than you were a few months ago."

		

		Ingrid clipped her nursing bra closed and smiled. "The gym I started going to in November is finally paying off. Few times a week when Michael's home with Oliver."

		

		"It shows. You look more like yourself. The way you were before pregnancy." Harold's thumbs traced circles on her hips. "Slim and strong."

		

		"Getting there." She tugged her pink top back over her head. Covered the evidence. "Still soft in places."

		

		"Perfect in places." He released her reluctantly. Then something shifted in his weathered face. Wistful and resigned. "I'm sad my body doesn't stay the same. Used to be I could..." He trailed off. Shook his head. "Getting old is hell."

		

		Ingrid picked up her cardigan from the chair. "You're doing fine for eighty."

		

		"For eighty." Harold smiled, but it didn't reach his eyes. "That qualifier does all the heavy lifting."

		

		He moved toward the basement door. Paused with his hand on the knob and glanced back at her. Something soft in his expression. Gratitude and affection and bone-deep satisfaction.

		

		"See you tomorrow?"

		

		"Probably."

		

		The door clicked shut behind him. She stood alone in the living room. Her body still hummed with residual pleasure. Between her legs she throbbed, oversensitive and tender. She could feel his release inside her, slick and cooling.

		

		Ingrid walked to the kitchen and poured herself fresh tea. The routine grounded her. Kettle heating, tea bag steeping, splash of milk. She leaned against the counter and drank slowly.

		

		This was their pattern now. Tea, sex, separation. Quiet and passionate and then quiet again. They never stayed entangled after. Never pretended this was something it wasn't. The respect for Michael lived in that boundary. For Harold's son, for her husband, for the man whose house they were doing this in.

		

		They fucked and then returned to their separate spaces. The domesticity existed in the rhythm itself. In how little needed to be said. In the comfort of predictability.

		

		Seven months. Long enough that Ingrid no longer questioned whether she'd stop. She wouldn't. Not yet. Maybe not ever, if Harold's body held out.

		

		That thought should have frightened her.

		

		It didn't.

		

		"That's it." Ingrid's voice came out breathy, strained. "God, you feel so good."

		

		She rode Harold slowly on the kitchen chair. Her leggings and underwear pooled around one ankle where she'd kicked them half off. Nursing top pushed up over her breasts, bra unclipped and hanging loose. His trousers open just enough, cock buried deep inside her.

		

		Oliver napped in his crib down the hall. Door closed. Monitor on the counter showing his steady heartbeat. Safe. Asleep.

		

		Harold gripped her hips with large, trembling hands. Guiding her rhythm. Slow and deliberate, savoring every movement.

		

		"You're incredible." His weathered face was flushed dark, mouth open, breathing ragged. "So tight. So perfect."

		

		"Your slutty daughter-in-law." She smirked and rolled her hips. Ground down on him deliberately. "Getting fucked on a kitchen chair while your son's at work. I'm terrible."

		

		"Ah, fuck." The profanity punched out of him. His fingers dug into her soft flesh. "Keep talking like that."

		

		"Like what? Reminding you how naughty we are?" She leaned forward, breasts swaying, milk beading at her nipples. "Eighty years old and balls-deep in your son's wife. We're both shameless."

		

		Harold groaned. His cock twitched inside her. "Christ, Ingrid."

		

		"Bet you never imagined this when you moved into the basement." She picked up speed slightly. Still slow, still teasing, but with more force behind each downward thrust. "Your slutty daughter-in-law riding you every other day."

		

		"I didn't. God, I didn't." His voice cracked. "But now I can't... can't stop thinking about it. About you."

		

		"Good." She clenched around him deliberately. Watched his eyes roll back. "I like you obsessed."

		

		Her phone rang on the counter. Loud and jarring in the quiet kitchen.

		

		She glanced at Harold. Mischief flickering across her flushed face. Reached for the phone without checking the caller ID.

		

		"Hello?"

		

		"Hey." Michael's voice. Clear and immediate in her ear.

		

		Ingrid froze. Went completely still with Harold's cock still buried inside her. Her stomach dropped so fast she felt dizzy.

		

		Harold's eyes went wide. Panicked recognition. His hands tightened on her hips, holding her motionless.

		

		"Hey." Her voice came out steadier than it should. Normal. Casual. Like she wasn't currently impaled on her father-in-law's erection. "What's up?"

		

		"I feel like shit." Michael sounded awful. Tight with pain. "Migraine came on during the conference call. Can barely see straight. I'm leaving now."

		

		No. No no no.

		

		"Oh God, that's awful." Ingrid's free hand gripped Harold's shoulder. Digging in hard enough to hurt. "How long until you're home?"

		

		"Twenty minutes? Maybe less if traffic's okay." Michael exhaled heavily. "Can you make sure it's quiet? And maybe have my medication ready?"

		

		"Of course. Drive safe." Her thighs burned from holding herself completely still. From not moving a single inch while Harold stayed buried inside her and Michael talked in her ear. "I'll take care of everything."

		

		"Thanks. Love you."

		

		"Love you too."

		

		She hung up. Stared at the phone in her shaking hand.

		

		"Twenty minutes." The words came out strangled. "He's coming home."

		

		"Fuck." Harold's voice was barely a whisper.

		

		Ingrid lifted herself off him quickly. His cock slipped out, already softening with panic. She felt his release start to leak immediately, running warm down her inner thigh. When had he come? Had he come while she was on the phone with Michael?

		

		No time to think about it.

		

		She grabbed tissues from the counter. Cleaned herself frantically while Harold tucked himself away and zipped his trousers with shaking hands. She yanked her underwear and leggings back up. The fabric stuck to her damp skin, uncomfortable and wrong.

		

		"Basement. Now." She clipped her bra closed. Pulled down her nursing top. "Go."

		

		Harold stood too quickly. His knee buckled and he grabbed the table edge for balance.

		

		"Careful." Her hands steadied him automatically even as her heart hammered. "Are you okay?"

		

		"Fine. Just moved too fast." He straightened, breathing harder than normal. His face had gone pale. "I'm going."

		

		He shuffled toward the basement door. Not fast enough. Never fast enough in an emergency. His joints creaked audibly with each step.

		

		Ingrid looked around the kitchen with frantic assessment. The chair where they'd just been fucking looked normal. No evidence. But the air smelled like sex and milk and sweat.

		

		She opened the window. February cold rushed in immediately. She didn't care.

		

		Moved to the living room. Checked for anything out of place. Grabbed the waste bin from beside the sofa and shoved it under the kitchen sink. Tissues hidden. Evidence gone.

		

		The basement door finally clicked shut.

		

		Ingrid stood alone in the kitchen. Her hands wouldn't stop shaking. Her legs felt weak, unsteady.

		

		Fifteen minutes ago she'd been riding him slowly. Calling herself his slutty daughter-in-law. Getting them both off with dirty talk and deliberate movements.

		

		Now Michael was driving home with a migraine and she was frantically erasing proof of the affair that had nearly gotten caught in the most catastrophic way possible.

		

		She rushed to the bedroom. Pulled the blackout curtains closed. Turned off all the lights. Retrieved Michael's migraine medication from the bathroom cabinet and set it on his nightstand with a full glass of water.

		

		The room looked perfect. Dark, quiet, ready.

		

		Oliver's monitor showed him still sleeping soundly. Innocent. Oblivious. Perfect little baby with no idea his mother had just been fucking his grandfather while talking to his father on the phone.

		

		The thought made her want to vomit.

		

		Car engine in the driveway.

		

		Ingrid moved to the kitchen. Closed the window she'd opened. Stood by the counter trying to look normal. Trying to make her breathing steady. Trying to be a concerned wife and not a woman who'd had her father-in-law's cock inside her ten minutes ago.

		

		The front door opened.

		

		"Ingrid?"

		

		Michael's voice. Strained with pain. He sounded miserable.

		

		"Here." She met him in the hallway. "I've got your medication ready and the bedroom's all set. Dark and quiet."

		

		Michael's face was grey-pale, eyes squinted against even the dim light. He pressed one hand to his temple like he could physically hold back the agony.

		

		"Thank you." Relief flooded his expression. "It's bad. Came on so fast."

		

		"I know. Come on." She guided him toward the bedroom with genuine sympathy. His migraines were brutal when they hit. "Lie down."

		

		He stumbled to the bed and collapsed onto it fully clothed. Reached for the medication with shaking hands. Swallowed the pills with half the glass of water.

		

		"Keep Oliver quiet if you can." His voice was barely audible. "Please."

		

		"I will. Sleep." She adjusted the blanket over him. "I'll check on you in a bit."

		

		Michael's eyes were already closing. The medication would knock him out within minutes.

		

		Ingrid backed out of the room and closed the door softly behind her.

		

		Stood in the hallway. Listening to her husband's labored breathing through the door. The house creaked around her. Everything quiet. Everything normal.

		

		Her legs gave out. She slid down the wall and sat on the floor.

		

		That was fifteen minutes. Fifteen minutes between fucking and catastrophe. Fifteen minutes between secret affair and marriage-ending disaster.

		

		Her phone was still in her pocket. She pulled it out and typed quickly.

		

		“Too close. Can't see you today.”

		

		Three dots appeared immediately. Harold typing in the basement.

		

		“I know. I'm sorry. Tomorrow?”

		

		She stared at the message. Should type no. Should say they needed to stop. That this was too dangerous. That they'd gotten impossibly lucky but luck always ran out eventually.

		

		Her thumbs moved.

		

		“Tomorrow.”

		

		She set down the phone and closed her eyes.

		

		The adrenaline still pumped through her veins. Made her hands shake and her stomach twist. The fear should feel like a warning. Like her body screaming at her to stop this insanity before it destroyed everything.

		

		Instead it felt like fuel.

		

		Dark and thrilling and addictive in a way she didn't want to examine too closely.

		

		They'd almost been caught. Almost lost everything. Michael had called while Harold was literally inside her and she'd answered without thinking and held perfectly still while her husband's voice filled her ear.

		

		That should have ended this.

		

		It didn't.

		

		Friday morning, eleven-thirty. Harold came upstairs. They had tea. Talked about a documentary he'd watched. When Oliver went down for his nap, she led Harold to the sofa and straddled him with urgent, desperate need.

		

		"Wednesday scared the hell out of me." Harold gripped her hips as she sank down on his cock. His voice shook. "I thought... Christ, I thought we were done."

		

		"Me too." Ingrid started riding him. Faster than usual. More reckless. "God, me too."

		

		She came twice before he finally spilled inside her with a strangled groan. The orgasms hit harder, sharper, more intense than they'd been before. The fear had transformed into something darker. Something that made her crave this even more.

		

		Afterward, redressing in charged silence, she realized what had changed.

		

		The close call didn't scare her away. It made the affair more necessary. More intoxicating. The danger wasn't a deterrent. It was gasoline on a fire already burning out of control.

		

		Harold kissed her cheek before heading downstairs. Gentle. Affectionate. "Monday?"

		

		"Yes." She touched his weathered face. Felt genuine tenderness mixed with dark arousal. "Monday."

		

		The basement door closed. Ingrid stood alone with her body humming and Michael down the hall and Oliver napping peacefully.

		

		She should stop. She knew she should stop.

		

		She wouldn't.

		

		Late February bled into March. The affair continued with its established rhythm. Tea, conversation, sex, separation. Harold came upstairs at eleven-thirty most days. Sometimes they skipped straight to fucking. Sometimes they talked for an hour before touching. The pattern shifted based on mood and opportunity but never stopped completely.

		

		Ingrid started noticing things.

		

		Small things at first. Harold needed longer to catch his breath after sex. His hands trembled more when he unbuttoned his shirt. The flush in his weathered face took minutes to fade instead of seconds. He moved slower climbing the basement stairs, gripping the railing tighter.

		

		She told herself it was winter. Cold weather, stiff joints, normal aging. Eighty-year-old bodies didn't recover as fast. Nothing alarming.

		

		Then she saw the nitroglycerin spray.

		

		Tuesday afternoon in early March. They'd had sex in his basement apartment for the first time in weeks. Change of scenery. His narrow bed with the worn blue comforter, walls lined with boxes he'd never fully unpacked. More private down here. No baby monitor, no risk of Oliver waking early.

		

		Ingrid lay beside Harold afterward. Both of them dressed again but still catching their breath. His small bedside table held a lamp, reading glasses, water glass. And a small white pharmaceutical bottle she hadn't noticed before.

		

		She reached for it. Read the label.

		

		Nitroglycerin sublingual spray. Take as needed for chest pain.

		

		Her stomach dropped.

		

		"Harold." She sat up and turned to face him. "What's this?"

		

		He glanced at the bottle in her hand. Something flickered across his face. Resignation. "Preventative."

		

		"Preventative for what?"

		

		"Angina. Chest pain." He propped himself on one elbow. "It's not a big deal. Doctor prescribed it months ago."

		

		"Months ago?" Her voice went sharp. "How many months?"

		

		"I don't know. October? November?" He waved his hand dismissively. "Standard precaution for someone my age with my history."

		

		"Your history of what?"

		

		Harold sighed. Sat up fully and swung his legs over the edge of the bed. His back was to her. "Had a mild heart attack six years ago. Very mild. Barely even counts. Doctor wants me carrying the spray just in case."

		

		Ingrid stared at his bent shoulders. At the prominent knobs of his spine visible through his thin undershirt. "You had a heart attack."

		

		"Small one."

		

		"There's no such thing as a small heart attack." She stood and moved around the bed to face him. "Harold. We've been having sex almost daily for seven months. You never thought to mention you have a heart condition?"

		

		"Because it's managed." His voice stayed calm. Reasonable. "I take my medication. I see my cardiologist. Everything's under control."

		

		"You get winded walking up stairs."

		

		"I'm eighty."

		

		"You need longer to recover after we fuck."

		

		"I'm eighty, sweetheart." He reached for her hand. "Everything takes longer now. That's just how aging works."

		

		Ingrid pulled her hand away. Crossed her arms over her chest. The fear sitting in her stomach felt different from the adrenaline rush of almost getting caught. This was deeper. Colder. "What if something happens? What if you have another heart attack?"

		

		"Then I'll use the spray. And if that doesn't work, you'll call an ambulance." Harold stood slowly. His knees popped audibly. "But that's not going to happen."

		

		"You don't know that."

		

		"No. I don't." He cupped her face with one large, age-spotted hand. His touch was warm. Steady. "But I know that these months with you have been the happiest I've felt since Martha died. Maybe the happiest I've felt in years."

		

		The admission made her throat tight.

		

		"I was just waiting to die before you." His voice dropped lower. Softer. "Going through the motions. Marking time until my body gave out. And then you... this..." He gestured vaguely between them. "You gave me a reason to feel alive again."

		

		"Don't say that." Tears pricked at her eyes. Unwanted and surprising. "Don't make this about me keeping you alive. That's not fair."

		

		"I'm not trying to be fair. I'm trying to be honest." Harold's thumb brushed across her cheekbone. "If my heart gives out tomorrow, at least I'll die happy. That's more than most people get."

		

		"That's not funny."

		

		"I'm not joking." He smiled. Gentle and genuine. "I mean it. These afternoons with you, Ingrid. The sex, yes. But also the talking. The tea. The way you laugh when I tell bad jokes. Watching you with Oliver. Feeling wanted again. Feeling useful." His eyes searched hers. "I've never felt more alive."

		

		The tears spilled over. She wiped them away angrily. "I hate this."

		

		"I know."

		

		"We should stop."

		

		"Probably." Harold pulled her closer. Wrapped his arms around her. She let herself lean into his chest. Felt his heartbeat under her cheek. Steady. Regular. Alive. "Are you going to stop?"

		

		Ingrid closed her eyes. "No."

		

		"Good." He kissed the top of her head. "Neither am I."

		

		They stood like that for long minutes. Holding each other in his basement bedroom while the furnace hummed and the radiator clanked. The intimacy felt different from sex. More tender. More dangerous in its own way.

		

		Finally she pulled back. "You have to promise me something."

		

		"What?"

		

		"If you feel chest pain during... when we're together. You tell me immediately." She looked up at his weathered face. "Don't try to hide it. Don't brush it off. You tell me and we stop."

		

		"Alright."

		

		"I'm serious, Harold."

		

		"I know you are." He tucked a strand of blonde hair behind her ear. "I promise."

		

		She didn't believe him. Not entirely. But she nodded anyway.

		

		They went back upstairs separately. Harold first, then Ingrid five minutes later. The routine maintained. The boundaries respected.

		

		Oliver was awake in his crib. Babbling happily to himself. She lifted him out and held him against her chest. Breathed in his baby smell. Clean and innocent and completely dependent on her to make good choices.

		

		She was having an affair with an eighty-year-old man who had a heart condition and carried nitroglycerin spray in case his chest pain got too severe during their encounters.

		

		Good choices clearly weren't her strong suit.

		

		That night she lay in bed beside Michael. He slept soundly, one arm thrown over his head. She stared at the ceiling and listened to his breathing.

		

		Harold's words kept circling in her head. I was just waiting to die before you.

		

		She'd given him a reason to feel alive. That should feel good. Noble, even. Like she was providing comfort to a lonely widower in his final years.

		

		Instead it felt like drowning.

		

		Because she wasn't doing this for him. Wasn't sacrificing herself out of kindness or duty. She was doing it because she wanted to. Because the sex was good and the attention was intoxicating and feeling desired made her feel more like herself than she had in years.

		

		She was using him as much as he was using her.

		

		Maybe more.

		

		The thought should have made her stop. Should have filled her with enough guilt to end things before his heart gave out or Michael discovered them or everything collapsed into disaster.

		

		It didn't.

		

		Thursday afternoon, Harold came upstairs at eleven-thirty. They had tea. He told her about a book he was reading. She complained about Oliver's sleep regression. Normal conversation. Surface level and comfortable.

		

		When Oliver went down for his nap, she led Harold to the sofa. Straddled him. Fucked him with deliberate care. Watching his face for signs of pain or distress. Ready to stop at the first indication something was wrong.

		

		He came with a low groan. No chest pain. No need for nitroglycerin. Just an eighty-year-old man having an orgasm with his daughter-in-law and looking grateful for every second of it.

		

		Afterward, redressing in comfortable silence, Ingrid realized she was watching him differently now.

		

		Not just with desire. With fear.

		

		Counting each encounter as potentially the last. Wondering if this would be the time his heart couldn't handle it. If she'd be the one to kill him.

		

		The thought should have terrified her into stopping.

		

		Instead it made every touch more precious. Every afternoon more urgent. Every orgasm more intense.

		

		She was going to ride this until it ended. However it ended.

		

		That made her terrible. She knew it made her terrible.

		

		She didn't care.

		

		Mid-March. Spring threatening but not yet arrived. Snow melting into grey slush. The light stayed longer in the afternoons. Oliver started pulling himself up on furniture, cruising along the sofa edge with unsteady steps.

		

		Harold came upstairs on a Tuesday. They had their tea. Talked about nothing important. The ritual as ingrained as breathing.

		

		When Oliver went down for his nap, Ingrid led Harold to his basement apartment. More privacy down here. Less risk of the baby waking and needing her.

		

		They undressed slowly. No rush today. Harold sat on the edge of his bed and watched her peel off her leggings, her underwear, her nursing top. She unclipped her bra and let her breasts spill free. Softer now, still full with milk but not engorged the way they'd been months ago.

		

		"Come here." His voice was rough with want.

		

		She straddled him. Sank down on his cock with familiar ease. The stretch and fullness she'd grown addicted to. He gripped her hips and she started moving. Slow, deliberate rhythm. Building pleasure gradually instead of chasing it fast.

		

		"God, you're beautiful." Harold's hands slid up to cup her breasts. Kneading gently, thumbs circling her nipples. Milk leaked over his fingers. "So perfect."

		

		"Mm." She rolled her hips. Ground down on him. "That's good. Just like that."

		

		They moved together. Finding their rhythm. His cock thick and hard inside her, her breasts heavy in his palms. The afternoon light filtered through the basement windows. Dust motes drifting lazy through the dim space.

		

		Ingrid leaned forward. Changed the angle. Pleasure spiked sharp and sudden. She gasped and picked up speed.

		

		"Yes." Harold's breathing went ragged. "Just like that, Martha."

		

		The name landed like a slap.

		

		Ingrid froze. Still impaled on his cock but motionless. Staring down at his flushed face.

		

		Harold's eyes were closed. Lost in sensation. He didn't seem to realize what he'd said.

		

		"Martha." He murmured it again. Reverent. His hands tightening on her breasts. "God, I missed this."

		

		Something twisted in Ingrid's chest. Not quite hurt. Not quite jealousy. Something more complex she couldn't name.

		

		She started moving again. Slowly at first. Testing her own reaction.

		

		He called her by his dead wife's name and she didn't mind.

		

		Should bother her. Should break the spell. Should remind her how fucked up this entire situation was.

		

		Instead it felt right. Natural. Like she'd stepped completely into Martha's role now. Not just sexually but in every way that mattered to Harold. The woman who let him feel alive. Who gave him pleasure and comfort and a reason to keep going.

		

		She rode him harder. Chasing her orgasm with renewed urgency. Harold's hands moved from her breasts to her hips. Guiding her rhythm. Thrusting up to meet her.

		

		"That's it." His voice cracked. "So good. You're so good."

		

		Ingrid came first. Pleasure crashing through her body in waves that made her shake and cry out. She clenched hard around his thick cock, milk spraying from her nipples, head thrown back.

		

		"Christ." Harold groaned. "I'm going to—"

		

		His whole body went rigid. Not with orgasm. Something else. Something wrong.

		

		His face drained of color instantly. Grey-pale. His mouth opened in a silent gasp. One hand released her hip and clutched at his chest.

		

		"Harold?" Panic flooded through her. "Harold, what's wrong?"

		

		He couldn't speak. Just pressed his hand harder against his sternum. His breathing went shallow and fast.

		

		"Fuck." Ingrid lifted herself off him quickly. His cock slipped out, still hard but forgotten. She grabbed his face with both hands. "Is it your heart? Harold, talk to me."

		

		He managed a jerky nod. His eyes were wide with pain and fear.

		

		The nitroglycerin spray. Where was it?

		

		Ingrid lunged for the bedside table. Knocked over the water glass in her panic. Grabbed the small white bottle. Her hands shook so badly she almost dropped it.

		

		"Open your mouth." She pulled off the cap. "Under your tongue."

		

		Harold obeyed. She sprayed once. The medication misted under his tongue. He closed his mouth and stayed completely still.

		

		Seconds ticked past. Ingrid's heart slammed against her ribs. She watched his face. Watched for any change. Any sign the medication was working or failing.

		

		How long before she should call an ambulance? How would she explain what they'd been doing?

		

		Harold's breathing started to even out. The grey color in his face faded slightly. Pink returning to his weathered cheeks.

		

		"Better?" Her voice came out strangled.

		

		He nodded slowly. Swallowed. "Better." The word was barely audible. "It's passing."

		

		"Jesus Christ." Ingrid sat back on her heels. Naked and shaking. "You scared the hell out of me."

		

		"Sorry." Harold tried to smile. Failed. "Came on fast."

		

		"We need to stop. This is—we can't keep doing this." She was crying now. Tears streaming down her face. "I almost killed you."

		

		"You didn't." He reached for her hand. His grip was weak but steady. "I'm fine."

		

		"You're not fine. You just had chest pain so severe you couldn't breathe." She pulled her hand away and started grabbing her clothes. "This is insane. We're insane."

		

		"Ingrid—"

		

		"No." She yanked her underwear on. Her leggings. Not bothering with her bra. "I'm not doing this anymore. I'm not watching you die because you got too excited fucking your daughter-in-law."

		

		Harold sat on the edge of the bed. Still naked, still catching his breath. His soft cock resting against his thigh. Vulnerable and old and suddenly so fragile she wanted to scream.

		

		"I don't want to stop." His voice was quiet. Defeated. "Please don't make me stop."

		

		"You could die." She pulled her nursing top over her head. "Do you understand that? You could have a heart attack right here and I'd have to call an ambulance and explain why you're naked with me in your basement."

		

		"I know the risks."

		

		"I don't think you do." She grabbed her bra from the floor. Balled it up in her fist. "Because if you did, you wouldn't be begging to keep going."

		

		Silence filled the small room. Harold stared at his hands. Large and age-spotted and trembling slightly. The tremor that never fully went away anymore.

		

		"These afternoons are all I have." His voice cracked. "Take them away and I'm just waiting to die again."

		

		The words broke something in her chest.

		

		Ingrid closed her eyes. Tried to find resolve. Tried to hold onto the fear and let it guide her toward the right choice.

		

		She couldn't.

		

		"If you feel even a twinge of chest pain, you tell me immediately." She opened her eyes and looked at him. "I mean it. The second you feel anything wrong, we stop."

		

		Hope flickered across Harold's weathered face. "You're not ending this?"

		

		"I should." She shook her head. "I know I should. But no. I'm not."

		

		He stood slowly and pulled her into his arms. She let him. Let herself be held by an eighty-year-old man who'd just called her by his dead wife's name and then almost had a heart attack while she rode him.

		

		This was the most fucked up situation she'd ever been in.

		

		And she wasn't ending it.

		

		"Thank you." Harold whispered against her hair. "Christ, thank you."

		

		Ingrid didn't respond. Just held him and wondered how much time they had left. How many more afternoons before his heart finally gave out or Michael discovered them or she found the strength to walk away.

		

		Not many. She could feel it.

		

		The ending was coming. She just didn't know what form it would take.

		

	
		The Gift
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		Harold came upstairs at eleven-thirty.

		

		The basement door opened with its usual creak and Ingrid heard his footsteps on the stairs. Slower than they used to be. More deliberate. She poured water into the kettle and tried to ignore the way her pulse kicked up automatically. Ten months of this and her body still responded like a teenager. Ridiculous.

		

		Oliver sat in his high chair, smearing porridge across the tray with focused concentration. Nearly a year old now. Walking more than crawling. Growing so fast she could barely keep up. He ate real food now. Mashed vegetables, soft fruit, cereal. Still nursed but more for comfort than sustenance.

		

		"Tea?" She kept her voice light when Harold appeared in the doorway.

		

		"Please."

		

		He looked tired. The lines around his eyes deeper than usual, his cardigan hanging loose on shoulders that seemed bonier every week. Spring had arrived but he still moved like winter lived in his joints.

		

		They sat at the table. The ritual unchanged. English breakfast, milk for him, no sugar. Sandwiches she'd made while Oliver napped that morning. Ham and cheese, edges going dry now.

		

		"Lovely weather," Harold said, nodding toward the window. "Finally warming up."

		

		"Oliver and I went to the park yesterday. He loved the swings."

		

		"I bet he did. Growing so fast."

		

		The conversation felt thin. Stretched over something neither of them wanted to acknowledge. A melancholy she couldn't quite name hung in the air between them, settling heavy despite the afternoon sunlight streaming through the curtains.

		

		Harold talked about a program he'd watched on television. Something about gardens. She half-listened, more aware of his hands around the mug. The slight tremor that was always there now. The age spots darker than they used to be.

		

		When did he get so old?

		

		Oliver finished his porridge and started fussing. Rubbing his eyes, leaning toward her with outstretched arms. Ingrid lifted him from the high chair, wiped his sticky hands and mouth, settled him against her hip. He rooted toward her chest immediately. The habit still strong even though he didn't need her milk anymore.

		

		"Sleepy already?" She smiled and carried him to the living room. Settled on the sofa with him in her arms.

		

		She pulled up her thin blue nursing top. Unclipped her bra. Her breast fell free, smaller than it used to be. Less swollen. Her supply dropping now that Oliver ate solids. Oliver latched on with less urgency than he used to, more interested in the comfort than the food. Small hand kneading against her skin.

		

		The familiar tingle of letdown made her sigh. Relief flooding through her body the way it always did. Less milk now but the sensation still present.

		

		Harold followed her into the living room. Stood near the sofa, hands in his cardigan pockets, watching with that hunger that never quite left his weathered face.

		

		Oliver nursed for barely five minutes. Eyes drooping, movements slowing. Finally he went limp against her, drowsy and satisfied.

		

		She carried him down the hall to his room. Laid him in his crib on his back, tucked the blanket around him gently. His mouth still worked in his sleep, sucking at nothing.

		

		The monitor on his dresser showed his steady heartbeat. She watched it for a moment before pulling the door nearly closed.

		

		When she returned to the living room, Harold had moved to the sofa. Sitting with his back against the cushions, waiting.

		

		No words needed. They'd crossed too many lines to pretend anymore.

		

		Ingrid sat beside him. Close enough that their knees touched. His hand found her thigh, resting there lightly. Testing.

		

		She turned toward him. Met his eyes. Something different lived in his expression today. Softer. Sadder. Like he was trying to memorize her face.

		

		"Ingrid." His voice came out rough. Uncertain.

		

		"What is it?"

		

		He reached up slowly. Trembling fingers found the hem of her nursing top, pushed it higher. She lifted her arms and let him pull it over her head.

		

		Her breasts spilled free, pale and soft. Milk beaded at both nipples, less than before but still leaking in thin streams down the curves.

		

		Harold made a sound low in his throat. Reverent and desperate. His large hands cupped her breasts, testing the weight, the warmth. His thumbs circled her areolas with familiar pressure that made her breath catch.

		

		"I need to give you something." His eyes were wet when they met hers. "Let me. Please."

		

		She nodded. Couldn't speak past the tightness in her throat.

		

		He leaned forward and buried his face between her breasts.

		

		His mouth found her left nipple first. Latched on with familiar hunger and sucked deep. A small amount of milk released, thin and warm. Oliver had already nursed her nearly empty minutes ago.

		

		"Mmh." The sound vibrated against her skin.

		

		Ingrid gasped. Her hands found his shoulders, gripping the soft cardigan. Ten months of this and the sensation still shocked her. Different from Oliver. Deliberately erotic. His tongue worked her nipple, circling and flicking. Drawing out what little milk remained while the suction sent sparks straight between her legs.

		

		Harold's large hands cupped both breasts, lifting, supporting the softness while his mouth pulled rhythmic and steady. A thin stream leaked, barely wetting his lips. He switched sides without releasing her completely, lips dragging wet across her chest before sealing around her right nipple.

		

		"God." Her voice came out breathless. The pressure building already, coiling low in her belly.

		

		His teeth grazed her sensitive flesh. Not hard. Just enough pressure to make her hips jerk forward. He sucked and nibbled, tongue circling the darkened areola. Sexual stimulation more than feeding now. Her body responding to every pull, every scrape of teeth.

		

		His free hand slid down. Found the hem of her skirt bunched around her thighs. Fingers traced the inside of her knee, moving higher with deliberate slowness.

		

		She knew where he was going. Wanted it. Her legs fell open slightly, granting permission.

		

		Harold's hand reached the junction of her thighs. Fingers pressed against damp cotton. He made a sound low in his throat, surprised and pleased.

		

		"Already."

		

		"Always. You know that."

		

		He pushed her underwear aside. Two fingers slid into her wetness with no resistance. So easy. So slick. Her body had been ready since he'd walked through the door.

		

		"Ah." Ingrid's hips jerked forward involuntarily.

		

		Harold worked her with practiced skill now. Ten months had taught him exactly what she needed. Fingers curling inside her, finding that spot that made her vision blur. Thumb circling her clit with steady pressure. His mouth never leaving her breast, sucking rhythmic pulls that matched the thrust of his fingers.

		

		The pleasure built fast. Too fast. She was wound too tight already, had been since yesterday's lunch when they'd come so close.

		

		Her right hand slid down his chest. Found his lap.

		

		Nothing.

		

		The bulge that had been constant for months, thick and straining every single lunch, wasn't there. His trousers lay flat. Soft.

		

		Ingrid's fingers explored cautiously. Felt the shape of him through the fabric. Completely flaccid. Not even a hint of arousal.

		

		Harold's body had finally stopped cooperating. Eighty years old and frankly miraculous he'd managed to get hard at all these past months. This was normal. Expected. His age catching up.

		

		He knew she'd noticed. His fingers stuttered inside her for a moment before resuming their rhythm. His mouth pulled harder on her nipple, compensating. Proving he could still give her this even if his cock wouldn't cooperate.

		

		"Let me give you this." Harold pulled back just enough to gasp against her wet skin. "I need to give you something."

		

		His fingers moved faster. Harder. Thumb pressing firm circles on her clit while he pumped into her with purpose. His mouth sealed back around her nipple and sucked deep, drawing out the last traces of milk before focusing entirely on the sensitive flesh itself.

		

		"Yes." Ingrid's hands tangled in his white hair. "Right there. Don't stop."

		

		He didn't. Worked her relentlessly, his entire focus on her pleasure. On making her come one more time. On proving he could still do this for her.

		

		Her orgasm built sharp and inevitable. The combination of his fingers inside her, his thumb on her clit, his mouth sucking and biting her nipple, pushed her rapidly toward the edge.

		

		"Close." She gasped. "So close."

		

		Harold groaned against her skin. His fingers found that perfect spot and pressed. His thumb circled faster. His teeth scraped her nipple just hard enough to blur the line between pleasure and pain.

		

		"Come for me." The words muffled wet against her breast. "Please. I need to feel it."

		

		She shattered. "Oh God. Oh fuck."

		

		Her pussy clenched rhythmic around his fingers, waves of pleasure rolling through her body. Her back arched, thighs trembling, gasping breaths she couldn't control.

		

		Harold kept going. Drew it out. Fingers gentling but not stopping, coaxing every last pulse from her until she was shaking and boneless against the sofa cushions.

		

		Only then did he slowly withdraw his hand. His mouth released her nipple with a soft wet pop.

		

		They sat tangled together. Both breathing hard. His hand wet with her arousal.

		

		"Thank you." Harold's voice cracked. His forehead pressed to her shoulder. "For all of it. For these months. You gave me back my life."

		

		Ingrid strapped Oliver into his high chair at five-thirty. Mashed sweet potato and soft carrots arranged on the tray. The baby grabbed at the food with both hands, smearing orange across his face.

		

		She moved through dinner preparations on autopilot. Chicken in the oven. Rice steaming. The kitchen filled with ordinary domestic smells.

		

		Six o'clock passed. Then six-thirty.

		

		Harold hadn't come upstairs.

		

		She glanced at the basement door. Closed. Silent.

		

		Unusual. He always came up by now, even just to say hello to Oliver. To watch the baby eat and make silly faces that earned gummy smiles.

		

		Maybe he was still tired from this afternoon. Still resting.

		

		The memory of his hands on her breasts flashed through her mind. The desperate way he'd touched her. Made her come while his own body refused to cooperate.

		

		"You gave me back my life."

		

		Why had that sounded so final?

		

		Seven o'clock. Then seven-fifteen.

		

		Michael's car pulled into the driveway. She heard the front door open, his keys hitting the bowl.

		

		"Hey." He appeared in the kitchen doorway, loosening his tie. "Sorry I'm late. Conference call ran over."

		

		"It's fine. Dinner's almost ready."

		

		Michael bent to kiss Oliver's head, earning a shriek of delight from the baby. He straightened and glanced toward the basement door.

		

		"Dad come up today?"

		

		Her stomach flipped. "Earlier. For lunch."

		

		The lie came automatically. Natural.

		

		"He hasn't come up for dinner yet."

		

		Michael frowned slightly. "That's odd. He usually doesn't miss dinner."

		

		"Maybe he's napping."

		

		"I'll check on him." Michael walked to the basement door and opened it. Called down the stairs. "Dad? You coming up for dinner?"

		

		Silence.

		

		"Dad?"

		

		Nothing.

		

		Michael's footsteps descended. Heavy and deliberate on the wooden stairs.

		

		Ingrid stood at the stove. Listening. Her pulse had kicked up for reasons she didn't want to examine.

		

		Silence stretched too long. A full minute. Then another.

		

		Something was wrong.

		

		"Ingrid."

		

		Michael's voice from downstairs. Strained. Careful. Too controlled.

		

		Her hands stopped moving.

		

		"Ingrid. Call an ambulance. Now."

		

		The words didn't make sense. She stood frozen at the stove with the spoon in her hand.

		

		"Ingrid! Call 999!"

		

		Her body moved before her brain caught up. She grabbed her phone. Dialed with shaking fingers.

		

		"Emergency services. What's your emergency?"

		

		"My father-in-law. He's... I don't know. My husband says to call an ambulance."

		

		"What's the address?"

		

		She gave it mechanically. Answered questions she barely processed. Is he breathing? Is he conscious? The operator's voice calm and clinical.

		

		"I don't know. My husband's with him. I'm upstairs."

		

		"Paramedics are on their way. Stay on the line with me."

		

		Oliver started fussing in his high chair. Sensing her panic. She lifted him with one arm, phone pressed to her ear, trying to hear what was happening downstairs.

		

		Michael's footsteps coming back up. Fast.

		

		He appeared in the kitchen doorway. His face was paper white.

		

		"They're coming," she said.

		

		Michael nodded. Opened his mouth. Closed it again. His eyes were wet.

		

		The ambulance arrived within six minutes. Two paramedics with equipment bags moving quickly through the house. Michael led them downstairs.

		

		The operator disconnected. Ingrid stood in the kitchen with Oliver on her hip, listening to muffled voices from the basement. Equipment sounds. Radio chatter.

		

		The baby squirmed and whimpered. She bounced him automatically. Her whole body had gone numb.

		

		One paramedic emerged after ten minutes. Walked to where Michael stood at the bottom of the basement stairs. Spoke quietly. She couldn't hear the words but caught fragments.

		

		"...peacefully..."

		

		"...some time ago..."

		

		"...nothing we could do..."

		

		Michael's knees buckled slightly. He grabbed the railing.

		

		The paramedic's hand on his shoulder. Supportive. Professional sympathy.

		

		Michael climbed the stairs slowly. Each step deliberate. When he reached the top his face was destroyed. Tears streaming unchecked.

		

		"He's gone." The words came out broken. "Dad's gone."

		

		The sound that came out of Ingrid's throat didn't feel like it belonged to her. Raw and animal. Oliver started crying in response, frightened by the noise.

		

		"No. No, he can't be."

		

		"He is." Michael reached for her. "He's dead, Ingrid."

		

		She collapsed into him. Still holding Oliver between them. Sobbing so hard she couldn't breathe. The baby screaming now, overwhelmed and scared.

		

		Michael's arms around both of them. His body shaking with his own tears.

		

		The grief was real. Overwhelming. Genuine.

		

		And underneath it, something else. Something darker she couldn't name with her husband's arms around her.

		

		He was inside me this morning. His mouth was on my breasts. And now he's gone.

		

		The doctor arrived an hour later. Examined Harold's body in the basement while Ingrid and Michael waited upstairs. Oliver finally settled, nursing himself to sleep in her arms.

		

		The doctor emerged with his clipboard. Middle-aged man with kind eyes and practiced sympathy.

		

		"I'm very sorry for your loss. It appears his heart simply gave out. Very peaceful. He likely passed mid-afternoon during his nap."

		

		Mid-afternoon.

		

		Ingrid's breath caught.

		

		"Natural causes, given his age and recent stress from losing his wife. These things happen."

		

		Michael nodded, wiping his face. "Thank you."

		

		"I'll complete the necessary paperwork. You'll need to contact a funeral home. I can provide some recommendations if you'd like."

		

		They spoke in low tones. Logistics. Arrangements. Words that blurred together.

		

		Ingrid sat on the sofa. Oliver heavy and warm against her chest. Staring at nothing.

		

		Mid-afternoon. Right after their final time together. Right after he'd thanked her for giving him back his life.

		

		Had he known? Had his body known it was ending?

		

		The officials finally left after midnight. Police had come too. Standard procedure for home deaths. Asked questions. Examined the scene. Determined nothing suspicious.

		

		Michael locked the door behind the last of them. Stood in the hallway looking lost.

		

		"I should call Robert. My uncle. He'll want to know."

		

		"In the morning," Ingrid said quietly. "It's too late now."

		

		Michael nodded. Rubbed his face with both hands.

		

		They went through the motions of putting Oliver in his crib. Brushing teeth. Changing clothes. Moving like ghosts through their bedroom.

		

		Ingrid lay in bed staring at the ceiling. Michael beside her, his breathing uneven. Not sleeping. Just lying there in the dark.

		

		"I should have checked on him earlier," Michael said. "Should have noticed he didn't come up."

		

		"You couldn't have known."

		

		"I could have done more. Been more present."

		

		Guilt in his voice. Raw and painful.

		

		She reached over and took his hand. Squeezed it. Offering comfort while her own grief threatened to drown her.

		

		They lay like that for hours. Neither sleeping.

		

		Ingrid's mind replayed every moment of the afternoon. Harold's hands on her body. His mouth on her breasts. The way he'd looked at her after. That final kiss.

		

		He'd known. Some part of him had known.

		

		The tears came silently. Soaking into her pillow. Grief for the man who'd been her secret lover. Who'd worshipped her body. Who'd made her feel alive again.

		

		Grief she could never fully express. Could never explain.

		

		The weight of it crushed her chest. Made breathing difficult.

		

		He was gone. And she was the only one who knew what they'd really lost.

		

		The days after Harold's death blurred together. Michael handled arrangements from his study, voice low on phone calls with funeral directors and relatives. Ingrid moved through the house like a ghost, Oliver on her hip, accepting casseroles from neighbors who appeared at the door with sympathetic smiles.

		

		"Such a shock."

		

		"At least it was peaceful."

		

		"You were so good to him, having him close those last months."

		

		She nodded. Said thank you. Closed the door and set the lasagna on the counter with the other six.

		

		The basement door stayed shut. Michael couldn't face going down there yet. Said he'd clear out Harold's things after the funeral. After he'd had time to process.

		

		Ingrid was grateful. She couldn't walk past that door without remembering. Harold's bed. The afternoons she'd spent there. His hands. His mouth. The way he'd looked at her.

		

		She cleaned the house obsessively instead. Scrubbed floors that were already clean. Organized closets that didn't need organizing. Kept her hands busy so her mind wouldn't spiral.

		

		Oliver weaned himself that week. Just stopped asking for the breast. Reached for his bottle instead and seemed content. Her body adjusted quickly. Milk drying up. Breasts getting smaller, less sensitive, returning to something closer to their pre-pregnancy state.

		

		The thing Harold had obsessed over. The connection that had started everything. Already fading from her body like it had never been.

		

		Late May. Nearly two weeks after his death. The morning of the funeral arrived grey and overcast.

		

		Ingrid stood in front of her closet. Pulled out a simple black dress. Knee-length, modest neckline, appropriate for mourning. It hung differently on her frame now. Her body still adjusting post-weaning. Breasts smaller than they'd been for the past year. No longer that of a nursing mother.

		

		She dressed slowly. Applied minimal makeup. Twisted her hair into a low bun.

		

		Oliver squirmed in his small suit. Michael had bought it specially. Navy blue with a tiny clip-on tie. The baby looked impossibly grown up. Nearly a year old now. Walking a few steps. Saying "mama" and "dada" with increasing confidence.

		

		Michael appeared in the bedroom doorway. Also in black. Eyes red-rimmed from another sleepless night.

		

		"Ready?"

		

		She nodded. Lifted Oliver onto her hip. Followed her husband downstairs and out to the car.

		

		The church was larger than she'd expected. Relatives she barely knew filled the pews. Harold's old colleagues. Neighbors from the street where he and Martha had raised Michael. Faces she'd never seen before, all gathered to mourn a man they thought they knew.

		

		The service felt surreal. She sat in the front pew with Michael and Oliver. The baby mercifully quiet, entertained by the wooden toy she'd brought.

		

		The priest spoke about Harold. Devoted husband to Martha for fifty-two years. Loving father. Man of faith who attended services regularly. Pillar of the community.

		

		Ingrid listened to these descriptions. Heard the words. They weren't lies exactly. Just incomplete. Missing the parts no one else knew.

		

		Harold's mouth on her breasts. His fingers inside her. The desperate way he'd touched her that final afternoon.

		

		"My beautiful girl."

		

		Michael cried quietly beside her. Shoulders shaking with genuine grief for his father. She reached over and took his hand. Squeezed it. Offered comfort while her own secret grief threatened to choke her.

		

		The congregation stood for a hymn. "Abide With Me." Voices rising together in practiced harmony.

		

		Ingrid mouthed the words without sound. Her throat too tight. Her eyes burning.

		

		She'd never see Harold again. Never hear his voice. Never feel his hands. Never sit across from him at the kitchen table with tea cooling between them while he told her stories that made her wet.

		

		The hymn ended. They sat. The priest continued.

		

		More prayers. More words about Harold's life. His service in the war. His career. His devotion to family.

		

		Nothing about the affair. Nothing about the ten months he'd spent worshipping his daughter-in-law's body. Nothing about how she'd given him back his life in those final months.

		

		That story would die with her. Buried as deeply as Harold would be.

		

		Oliver started fussing. Ingrid lifted him, bounced him gently, whispered soothing sounds. The baby settled against her shoulder.

		

		Michael glanced over. Mouthed "thank you."

		

		She nodded. Kept bouncing Oliver. Kept her face composed.

		

		The service ended. They filed out behind the casket. Polished oak carried by six pallbearers she didn't recognize. Michael walked beside her, one hand on her elbow. Guiding her. Supporting her.

		

		The procession to the cemetery moved slowly through grey afternoon light. The cars wound through narrow paths between headstones, finally stopping near a freshly dug plot beside Martha's grave.

		

		Ingrid stood at the graveside. Michael's arm around her shoulders. Oliver toddling between them, small hand gripping hers with surprising strength. Nearly a year old and determined to walk everywhere now.

		

		The casket sat suspended over the grave. Polished oak gleaming dully in the flat light. The priest said final prayers. Words about dust and ashes and eternal rest.

		

		She watched them lower Harold into the ground. The mechanical whir of the mechanism. The casket descending slowly. Disappearing into earth.

		

		The finality of it hit her chest like a blow.

		

		He was truly gone. Not just dead. But buried. Committed to the ground. Irretrievable.

		

		People approached after. More condolences. More kind words. The same phrases repeated with minor variations.

		

		"You gave him such a gift, having him close to family."

		

		An elderly woman Ingrid didn't recognize. Dabbing at her eyes with a handkerchief.

		

		"He was so happy this past year." Harold's former colleague. Grey-haired man with kind eyes. "You made his final months meaningful."

		

		Meaningful.

		

		The word burned through her. They had no idea how happy. How meaningful. What kind of gift she'd actually given him.

		

		Her breasts in his mouth. Her body open to him. Her milk feeding him in ways that had nothing to do with nourishment.

		

		"Such devotion." Another voice. Another face. Blurring together.

		

		She nodded. Said thank you. Let Michael's arm support her weight.

		

		The crowd gradually thinned. People heading back to their cars. Making plans to gather at the house. Talking about food and tea and continuing the ritual of communal mourning.

		

		Oliver started fussing. Squirming with impatience.

		

		Michael bent down and lifted the baby. "I'll take him to the car. He needs a diaper change. Take a moment if you need it."

		

		"Thank you."

		

		She watched them walk away. Michael carrying Oliver toward the parking area. The baby's head on his father's shoulder.

		

		Father.

		

		The word twisted in her chest.

		

		She stood alone at the grave. Finally. Truly alone with Harold.

		

		Looking down at fresh earth. The headstone already in place. His name carved in stone. Harold James Wright. Dates of birth and death. Beloved husband to Martha. Devoted father.

		

		She thought about their year together. The progression from tea to touch to everything that came after. How it had started with innocent conversation and ended with his cock inside her. His mouth on her breasts. His hands worshipping her body like she was sacred.

		

		Her hand moved unconsciously to her stomach. Rested there flat against the black dress.

		

		The pill she'd thrown away in December. Secret decision made without telling anyone. Not Harold. Not Michael. Just her in the bathroom, holding the packet, making the choice.

		

		Not impulsive. Deliberate. Calculated.

		

		Wanting something more from their affair than stolen afternoons. Something permanent.

		

		She'd known for days now. Tested twice to be certain. Two pink lines both times. Unmistakable.

		

		Pregnant.

		

		She'd done the math immediately. Conceived in February. During their peak. When the affair was most intense. When they'd fucked multiple times a week and she'd been drunk on his desire for her.

		

		Michael had barely touched her during those months. Work stress. Exhaustion. The usual excuses.

		

		This baby was Harold's. Had to be.

		

		She looked down at his grave. Hand pressed to her belly where new life grew.

		

		Everyone had praised her for the gift she gave Harold. Companionship. Care. Devotion. Making his last year happy.

		

		Standing here alone with his child growing inside her, she knew the truth. Her hand pressed harder against her stomach. Still flat. Nothing visible yet.

		

		"Ingrid!" Michael's voice from the parking area. Distant but clear.

		

		She turned. Walked slowly across the grass toward where Michael waited beside their car. Oliver already strapped into his seat.

		

		She slipped under Michael's umbrella. Let his arm come around her shoulders.

		

		"Are you okay?" he asked softly.

		

		"Yes." She settled into her seat. Buckled her seatbelt. Rested both hands on her lap. Over her stomach. "I'm okay."

		

		Michael started the car. They pulled away from the cemetery.

		

		Harold's child growing inside her.
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