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Introduction


THIS IS A VERY ADULT 30k WORD NOVELLA! It's an age-gap 'cum fetish' erotica book with filthy scenes and dirty minds – not a love story! 
See the triggers at the end of the book – you've been warned!

Book 7 of Lily Corbett's "Taboo Tales" series of very naughty books!


Fake It Till You Make It


Ikicked the door shut behind me. Finally. The bang sound echoed through my tiny Clapham hallway, and that silence, God, that silence meant I was alone. Properly alone. Five days of smiling politely, answering phones, typing reports, pretending to be a normal twenty-one-year-old PA. Professional. Competent. Ordinary.

Bollocks to that.

My heels hit the skirting board with a satisfying clatter as I kicked them off. Black court shoes from Office, practical three-inch height, the kind that said "I'm serious about this job" without screaming "I'm desperate." They landed in a heap by the door where I'd collect them Monday morning, along with the mask of respectability I wore to Caldwell Hotels Group HQ.

The handbag dropped onto the sofa, contents spilling. Lipstick, Oyster card, half-empty packet of mints I kept for after coffee. All the evidence of pretending.

My skirt was next. Reiss, black, pencil cut. The zip hissed as I unfastened it and let the fabric pool at my ankles. I stepped out, left it there on the floor. The blouse was still tucked into my tights, cream silk from Zara that I'd bought specifically because it looked expensive but wasn't. He'd never know the difference. David wouldn't know the difference.

David.

My cunt clenched just thinking his name.

I padded into the kitchen in just my tights and blouse, cheap laminate cool under my bare feet. The Sauvignon was where I'd left it this morning, sweating in the fridge. I poured a large glass, nearly to the brim, and drank half in three long gulps. Cold. Sharp. Shit wine, really. Didn't matter.

The meal deal sandwich I'd bought at lunch was still at work, forgotten in the communal fridge on the fifth floor. I'd been too distracted to eat. Too busy thinking about him in the next room. Through that glass door with the frosted lower half. Ten feet away and utterly unreachable.

I carried the wine to the window, looked down at the street below. Friday night in South London. Couples walking hand in hand. Groups of twenty-somethings heading to the pub, already laughing. Normal people doing normal things.

They have no idea. No bloody idea what I'm about to do. What I need.

God, I was wet already. That familiar slickness between my thighs, just from thinking about it. About him. About what I wished he'd do.

The bedroom was stuffy, warm from the June evening. I'd left the window open this morning, but the air barely moved. I set the wine on the bedside table, next to the lamp I'd nicked from my parents' house when I moved out. The laptop was already there, half-open where I'd left it last Friday, and the Friday before that, and every Friday for the past God knows how long.

This is my ritual. My secret. The thing that keeps me sane through another week of typing emails and answering phones and pretending I don't spend half my day imagining my boss's cock in my mouth.

The blouse came off first. Silk sliding over my shoulders, buttons undone without looking. I'd got good at undressing quickly. Efficient. The bra was next, plain nude T-shirt bra from M&S, practical rather than pretty. 32C, nothing special. It joined the blouse on the floor.

My tights and knickers came off together. I rolled them down my hips, peeled them off my legs, kicked them towards the growing pile of work clothes. The gusset was damp. Visibly damp. I'd been wet since the Tube journey home, squeezed between commuters whilst my mind replayed the moment this afternoon when David had leaned over my desk to point at something on my screen and I'd smelled his cologne. Tom Ford something. Expensive. Masculine. I'd nearly moaned out loud.

Naked except for the small gold necklace my parents had given me at graduation. I never took it off. Couldn't quite bring myself to remove it even for this. Some last tether to the good girl I'm supposed to be.

I'm not a good girl. Not even close.

I propped the pillows against the headboard, settled back against them. The laptop opened with a soft whir. Incognito window. Old habit from university, from flatmates who might borrow my laptop. Now it was just me and my depravity.

The search bar waited. I typed what I always typed: cum compilation facial bukkake swallow.

Hundreds of results. Thousands probably. I clicked the second link. The first was always too short, unsatisfying. This one was forty-three minutes. Perfect.

The video loaded. Harsh moans filled my small bedroom, competing with the traffic noise from the street below. Close-ups of women's faces. Thick white cum hitting their cheeks, dripping from their chins, coating their tongues. Some looked bored, performing for the camera. Others looked ecstatic.

Those are the ones I watch.

There. A woman kneeling, dark hair, maybe late twenties. Three men standing over her, cocks in hand. She wasn't looking at the camera. She was looking up at them, mouth open, waiting. Eager.

She loves it. She actually bloody loves it.

Like me.

The first rope of cum hit her cheek. Thick, so thick it clung there without dripping. The second hit her forehead, ran down to her eyebrow. The third landed on her outstretched tongue and she moaned. Properly moaned. Not the fake pornstar nonsense. Real pleasure.

My hand had already drifted between my legs, fingertips brushing my clit. I gasped. Fuck. So sensitive. So ready I could've come from that alone.

But not yet.

I leaned over to the bedside drawer. It creaked, familiar sound. Inside was my arsenal. The dildo I'd bought online two years ago, realistic style, seven inches, flesh-toned, veined, slightly thicker than any boyfriend I'd had. The bottle of fake cum lube, white cap, half-empty because I went through it fast. Spare batteries for the vibrator that had broken last month. I keep meaning to replace it.

I pulled out the dildo and the lube bottle. Held them both. Cold silicone and plastic. Not the same, would never be the same as what I craved.

But it'll have to do.

The lube bottle opened with a click. The smell hit me immediately. Sharp. Chemical. Nothing like the real thing. I'd tasted real cum before, of course. University boyfriends, a few awkward hookups. But none of them had produced much. None of them had wanted to cover me in it. When I'd asked, they'd looked at me like I was mad.

Maybe I am.

I squeezed a generous amount into my palm. Thick and white and cold, wrong temperature entirely. Real cum was warm, body temperature, and this felt fridge-cold.

Didn't care.

I smeared it across my chest, over my nipples, between my breasts, down my stomach. Obscene. This is what I need. Covering myself. Marking myself. Even if it's fake. Even if I'm alone.

More on my face. I dragged my palm across my cheek, my chin. Let it drip. Some landed on my neck, slid down to my collarbone.

Then I squeezed the bottle directly over my open mouth. The lube-cum landed on my tongue, thick and cool. I swallowed. The taste was wrong. Slightly sweet. Artificial. Nothing like the salt-bitter reality.

But I close my eyes and pretend.

Pretend it's his. David's. Warm. Fresh. Real.

The video was still playing. The woman was swallowing now, gulping down what the men were giving her, moaning between mouthfuls. I envied her so much it made my cunt ache.

I positioned the dildo between my legs. Slick with the fake cum, it pressed against my entrance. I was soaked, properly soaked. It slid in easily, stretching me, filling me. Not quite right, never quite right, but close enough to make me whimper.

I began to fuck myself. Slow at first, long deliberate strokes. The dildo was cool from the drawer, warming gradually inside me. My free hand went to my clit, circling, pressing.

My eyes moved between the laptop screen and the ceiling. Watching, then imagining.

His office. That enormous mahogany desk. The Persian rug I'd noticed my first day, deep red and navy, probably antique, probably worth more than my yearly salary. I picture myself kneeling on it. Naked. Hair down. He prefers it down, I've noticed. His eyes follow me when I wear it loose.

David standing over me. Still in his suit. Charcoal three-piece today, I remember. White shirt, navy tie with a subtle pattern I hadn't been close enough to identify. He wouldn't undress. That's part of it, in my fantasy. He stays clothed, powerful, controlled. Only his trousers unfastened. Zip down. Cock out.

God, his cock.

I'd never seen it. Obviously. But I imagined it constantly. Thick and heavy, probably cut. He was fifty-five, that generation was more likely. The hair at the base greying like the hair on his head. His hand wrapped around it, veined and confident, the same hand that signed contracts and pointed at spreadsheets and occasionally, accidentally, brushed against mine when passing documents.

"On your knees, Sophie."

His voice in my head. Clipped, authoritative, that Yorkshire accent softened by decades in London but still there underneath. The way he said my name during the day was professional, distant.

Not now. Not in this.

"Good girl."

The dildo was moving faster now. I was properly fucking myself, wet sounds competing with the video's moans. My clit was throbbing under my fingers.

"Open your mouth. Wider. I want to see."

I imagined looking up at him. Those blue eyes. Piercing. Intelligent. Watching me. Cataloguing me. Seeing everything I am, everything I need.

His hand moving on his cock. Slow strokes. Controlled. Even now, even this, he'd stay in control. That's what makes it perfect.

"You're going to swallow every drop, aren't you?"

Yes. God, yes. I'd swallow anything he gave me. Everything.

The fantasy shifted. His breathing getting heavier. Jaw clenched. That's how he looked when concentrating, I'd noticed. During phone calls with difficult clients. Reading reports. Completely focused.

Focused on me now.

The first rope of his cum hitting my face. Warm, properly warm. The weight of it. Thicker than the fake stuff coating my skin now. Landing on my cheek, my chin. I'd keep my mouth open. Wait. Patient. Good girl.

More. So much more than any boy ever could. He'd produce so much, I'm certain of it. Men his age, properly healthy, properly hydrated. I'd researched it. Obsessively. Volume increases with abstinence, with zinc intake, with hydration.

Did he abstain? Is he saving it?

For me?

The thought pushed me closer to the edge.

In my fantasy, he covers me. Face, hair, neck, tits. Everywhere. Marking me, claiming me. His hand never stopping, pumping every drop onto my waiting body.

And I'd love it. I'd moan. I'd thank him.

"Please. Please let him want this too. Please let someone want this."

I was begging out loud now, breathless, desperate. The dildo was slamming into me, my fingers rough on my clit. The fake cum on my skin was drying, tacky, wrong, but I didn't care because in my head it was real. In my head it was his.

The orgasm coiled tight in my belly, spreading down my thighs.

The fantasy peaks. David cumming. On my face. In my mouth. Covering my tits. His expression controlled but eyes blazing. Possessive. Mine.

"David, fuck, David, yes..."

I came hard. Back arching off the pillows, thighs clenching around the dildo, crying out his name into my empty flat. My cunt spasmed around the silicone, squeezing, milking it like it's real, my clit pulsing under my fingers, and the pleasure is white-hot, almost painful, ripping through me.

There. God. There.

I'm gasping, sweating, the fake cum on my chest sticky and warm now from my skin.

The dildo slipped out as my muscles relaxed, landed on the towel I'd had the sense to put beneath me earlier. Always prepared. Professional, even in my depravity.

My breathing was ragged, heart hammering. The laptop was still playing. Different woman now. Different men. I reached over, paused it.

The silence was immediate and damning.

Every time. Every bloody time it's not enough.

I sat up slowly. The fake cum on my skin had gone tacky, starting to dry. It itched slightly. Wrong texture. Wrong temperature. Wrong everything.

I grabbed tissues from the box on my bedside table. Cheap Tesco ones that disintegrated slightly as I wiped my face. More tissues for my chest, my stomach, between my thighs where I was still slick, still aching.

The laptop came with me to the bathroom. I set it on the closed toilet lid, still paused on that frozen image of someone else's pleasure.

The shower ran hot immediately. My flat's one luxury. Decent water pressure. Steam filled the small space quickly. I stepped under the spray, let it wash away the evidence.

Five years. Five bloody years of fake cum, fake scenarios, and real need.

The water was too hot. I didn't adjust it. Stood there, letting it beat down on my shoulders, my back. Watching the white lube-cum swirl down the drain.

When had it started? Sixteen, probably. Stumbled across something online. Some video. Wasn't even looking for it specifically. But the image burned into my brain. A woman's face. Covered. Ecstatic. Worshipped.

I wanted that immediately. Viscerally.

Boyfriends since then had been disappointing. Sweet university boys who came quickly and apologetically. A few hookups who'd been rougher but still limited in imagination, in volume, in enthusiasm.

None of them looked at me like I was beautiful when I asked for it. Most looked uncomfortable.

The shower turned off. I stood dripping on the bath mat, staring at myself in the mirror above the sink.

Harsh overhead light showed everything: flushed skin, smudged mascara I'd forgotten to remove before showering, hair damp and tangling. Nipples still hard from arousal and the cooling air. I look fucked. I look like I've just been used.

I wish I had been.

I touched my own face. Traced where the fake cum had been. Imagined it real. Imagined his hand in my hair. His voice telling me I was beautiful like this.

I'm twenty-one. I should be at the pub with mates. Instead I'm here, wanking over my fifty-five-year-old boss covering me in spunk.

A slight smile despite myself.

Worth it though. If he ever... if he even knew...

But he didn't know. Would never know. Men like David Caldwell didn't secretly harbour depraved fantasies about their assistants. They had wives. Reputations. Standards.

I wrapped myself in my towel. Thin, old, bought from Primark when I'd moved in. Returned to the bedroom where my laptop still sat on the floor, video paused, evidence of my solitary Friday night ritual.

I closed it. Placed it carefully beside the bed.

My phone was still in my handbag. I retrieved it, checked messages. Mum asking about weekend plans. University friend suggesting drinks next week. Nothing from work. Obviously nothing from him.

I set my alarm for tomorrow. Lazy Saturday. Maybe Tesco. Maybe more of this.

Probably more of this.

I climbed into bed naked. The sheets were cool against my skin, clean, changed this morning in a fit of optimism that maybe, possibly, I'd bring someone home this weekend.

I won't.

I stared at the ceiling. Cracks in the plaster I'd memorised over months of lying here. Alone.

God, I wish someone wanted this as much as I do. Someone real. Someone who'd look at me covered in cum and think I was beautiful, not disgusting.

Maybe David.

No. Don't be mental.

Men like that don't exist. Powerful, handsome, older men don't secretly want to cover their twenty-one-year-old PA in spunk.

Do they?

I closed my eyes. Let sleep pull me under. Outside, London continued. Traffic. Sirens. Laughter from the pub on the corner. Normal people doing normal things.

And me. Alone in my flat. Dreaming of something I'd never have.

Or so I thought.


The Key He Left Behind


Nearly done. Last quarterly report sliding into its alphabetical slot, my feet screaming in these fucking heels. Three-inch courts, patent leather, LK Bennett sale rack. Professional. Appropriate. Murdering my arches after twelve hours.

The office is quiet. Just my breathing, paper rustling, the antique clock on the mantle ticking towards 8:37pm. Five floors down, Berkeley Square hums with evening traffic. Muffled. Distant. Irrelevant.

David's at dinner. Some investor thing at Sketch. He'd left at six, told me I could head home. "No need to stay late, Sophie."

But I stayed. Wanted to impress him with my dedication. Wanted him to find everything perfect tomorrow, organised exactly how he needs it.

Wanted him to notice me.

Filing done. I turn back to his desk for my notepad, and that's when my hand brushes it again.

The bottom right drawer. Smooth mahogany, brass keyhole, unmistakably locked. I'd noticed it on day three, tested it casually whilst fetching documents from the unlocked drawers above. Never budged.

My fingers trace the edge now. Cool wood, perfect joinery, expensive. Everything in this office screams wealth. Old money. Power.

What does a man like David Caldwell keep locked in here?

Contracts probably. Personal documents. Tax records. Nothing remotely interesting. Absolutely none of my fucking business.

I glance at the frosted glass door separating his office from my anteroom. Empty corridor beyond. Maurice downstairs won't come up without calling first. Building's essentially deserted except overnight security on ground.

The desktop: leather inlay, embossed gold border, fountain pen lying diagonal, desk organiser holding business cards, paperclips, spare pens...

And a small silver key.

Different from his others. Older style, simpler. Half-hidden beneath the Mont Blanc, but visible if you look. Which I'm looking now.

My pulse hammers. I can feel it everywhere: throat, wrists, between my legs.

Could be for anything. Filing cabinet. Drinks cabinet. Bathroom cupboard.

But it's right there. Out in the open. Almost like...

No. Don't be stupid. He didn't leave it for you, you mental cow.

I pick it up anyway. Cold. Light. Fits perfectly in my palm.

The drawer sits three feet away. Locked and private; absolutely none of my fucking business.

Five minutes. Just look. If it's boring, lock it again, replace the key. He'll never know.

I check my phone: 8:41pm. David said dinner wouldn't finish until half nine at earliest, drinks after, possibly client entertainment until eleven. He won't return before ten minimum.

Time enough.

I kneel beside the desk. Navy Reiss skirt pulls tight across my thighs. I shift slightly, adjusting the fabric, heels digging into the Persian rug beneath me. This rug. Deep red and navy, antique, probably worth more than six months of my salary.

The key slides into the lock. Perfect fit.

I turn it. Smooth mechanism, well-maintained. Soft click of disengagement.

Pull the drawer open. Heavy, silent hinges, expensive and smooth.

Oh.

Five folders. Different colours, each labelled in David's handwriting. Black ink, fountain pen, that unmistakable script I've been reading for two weeks.

Red folder: "Jessica Cheung"

Blue folder: "Natalie Pemberton"

Green folder: "Lauren"

Yellow folder: "Amber"

Purple folder: Empty label line

Jessica. Natalie. I know those names. Jessica Cheung is CMO, Chief Marketing Officer. Natalie Pemberton, Senior VP of Operations. Both David's PAs before me. Both promoted internally.

Both...

What the fuck.

My hand shakes as I reach for the red folder. Jessica's. Pull it onto my lap. Thick. Heavy.

I open the cover.

Polaroids.

Maybe twenty of them, paper-clipped together. Glossy square format.

Top photo: Jessica Cheung. Early twenties in the image, though she's twenty-nine now. I'd seen her yesterday in the corridor. Sharp black suit, designer heels, immaculate.

This isn't that Jessica.

This Jessica's naked except for stockings. Black, seamed, Cuban heel. Kneeling on this exact rug. I recognise the pattern, the desk edge visible in frame.

And she's covered in cum. Thick white ropes crisscross her face. Cheeks, nose, chin. More in her dark hair, matted strands sticking to her neck and shoulders. Her mouth's open, tongue visible, glazed with it. Her expression...

Fuck. Fucking hell. That's... that's actual cum. His cum. On her face. In her hair. She's drenched and she looks...

Ecstatic. Eyes half-closed, face flushed, smiling. Not forced. Not uncomfortable. Properly gone. Lost in it.

My cunt clenches. Hard.

I flip to the next photo. Jessica bent over this desk, arse in the air, cum dripping down her inner thighs. Thick pearly trails against tanned skin.

Next photo: Jessica in the office bathroom. I recognise those tiles. Shower running in background. Cum washing off her tits, rivulets down her stomach.

Next: Close-up of her face. Tongue extended. A thick glob of cum sitting on it, stringy and viscous. She's looking directly at camera. At him. Satisfied.

Next: Jessica in business attire. Skirt, blouse. Visible stains on the fabric. Dark wet patches blooming across cream silk. She's standing in this office, professional except for the evidence soaking through her clothes. Looking at the camera. At David.

I turn one over. Date written on back in his handwriting: March 2020.

Three years ago.

I flip through the rest. All dated. Spanning six months. March to September 2020. Same year she was promoted to Marketing Director.

He did this. David did this. With her. Multiple times. She came to work, knelt here, got covered, got dressed again, went to meetings. And she... Christ, she loved it.

You can see it in every photo. The joy. The hunger. The gratitude.

I can't stop myself. My hand's already reaching for the blue folder. Natalie's.

Blonde. Tall, athletic build. I'd seen her name on the office door one floor down. Never met her in person; she's away on business in Edinburgh.

Here, she's younger. Maybe twenty-five. Bent over this same desk, stockings around ankles, cum dripping from her cunt. Another photo: her face covered, hair soaked, and she's laughing. Laughing. Mouth open, eyes crinkled, genuinely delighted.

Dates on back: June 2021 to November 2021.

Two years ago. She was promoted to VP Operations six months after her last photo.

Lauren's folder next. Brunette, petite, younger than the others. Twenty at most in the images. Photos more varied. His car; I recognise the leather interior of the Bentley parked in the underground garage. A restaurant bathroom, posh, marble counters. A hotel suite, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking Hyde Park.

Her face in every one: covered, drenched, worshipped.

Dates: 2019.

Amber's folder last. Redhead, curvy, pretty in a girl-next-door way. Close-ups mostly. Her face plastered, hair tangled with thick white strands. One photo: her laughing, cum dripping off her chin onto bare breasts.

Dates: 2018.

Five years ago.

I sit back on my heels, folders spread across my lap, photos fanned out.

They all got promoted. Every single one. Senior roles. He rewarded them for this.

For letting him cover them. For kneeling. For swallowing. For being his good girls.

This is...

Fuck. This is exactly what I want.

The thought arrives fully formed, undeniable.

My knickers are soaked. Properly soaked. I can feel it, damp fabric clinging to my cunt, wetness spreading. My thighs are slick beneath the tights. My nipples press hard against my bra, visible points through the white silk blouse if anyone looked.

No one's looking.

I'm alone.

I set the folders carefully back in the drawer. Exact positions, exactly as I found them. Red, blue, green, yellow, purple. The purple one still empty. Waiting.

For who? For... me?

I pull my phone from my skirt pocket. Hands trembling. Select one Polaroid. Jessica's close-up. Cum on her tongue, looking directly at camera.

Photograph it. Flash off. Image slightly blurred from my shaking hands but clear enough.

I'm already opening my photos app. Already zooming in on her cum-glazed tongue. Already so wet I'm afraid to stand.

I replace the Polaroid. Close the folders. Return them to the drawer in exact order.

Close the drawer. Lock clicks.

Stand. My thighs are shaking. Replace the key in the desk organiser, half-hidden by pens, exactly where I found it.

Done. He'll never know.

I walk back to my desk on unsteady legs. Close the frosted glass door between his office and mine. Sit in my ergonomic chair, leather cool against my thighs.

The office is silent. Just my ragged breathing. The clock ticking in his office behind me. Distant hum of the building's air conditioning.

I pull my phone from my pocket. Unlock it. Open photos.

Jessica's face fills the screen. Cum-covered. Blissed out. Proof.

He did this. He wants this. With women like her. Women like me.

My hand moves before I can think. I lift my hips, pull my skirt up to my waist. Tights and knickers still on, but my hand slides beneath the waistband anyway.

Soaked. Embarrassingly so. My fingers slip easily through the wetness, find my clit, circle it.

God. Fuck. God.

I check the corridor through the frosted glass. Empty. Maurice won't come up unannounced. David's at dinner. I have time.

My other hand holds the phone. Photo zoomed on Jessica's face. On the thick cum dripping from her chin. On her expression of pure satisfaction.

David did this. David's cum. His cock. His hands pumping, stroking, producing all that thick white cream. His voice telling her she's beautiful whilst he covers her.

My fingers move faster. Slippery, swollen, the pressure building quick. Too quick. I've been wet since finding the drawer, since seeing the first photo, since realising what this means.

My hips shift. Thighs spreading wider, heels digging into carpet, chasing friction.

His cum. I want his cum. On my face. In my mouth. In my hair. Covering me like Jessica. Like Natalie. Like all of them. I want to kneel on that rug and open my mouth and let him drench me.

A small moan escapes. I bite my lip, try to stay quiet, can't quite manage it.

My eyes are fixed on the photo but I'm seeing David. His hand wrapped around his cock. Thick, I imagine. Heavy. Veins prominent. Pumping. Standing over me whilst I kneel. His voice, low, commanding: "Good girl. Open your mouth. Wider."

"I'll give you what you need, Sophie. Everything you need."

My fingers circle faster. Wet sounds audible now, obscene in the quiet office. My breathing ragged, chest heaving, blouse pulling tight across my tits.

So close. God, so close. Just...

I whisper it aloud. Don't mean to. Can't help it.

"David... fuck... David, please..."

"Find something interesting?"

I freeze.

Complete, absolute, paralysing freeze.

My hand still in my knickers. Phone screen glowing with Jessica's cum-covered face. Skirt bunched around my waist. Face flushed, mouth open mid-gasp.

And David standing in the doorway.

Suit jacket over his arm. Tie loosened. Top button undone. Expression unreadable but eyes dark, fixed on me.

Fuck. Oh fuck. He's here. He's actually here. Oh Christ oh fuck I'm so completely fucked.

My hand jerks out of my knickers. Wet fingers, obvious. I try to pull my skirt down, fumble it, fabric tangling. Phone drops onto the desk, lands screen-up. Jessica's photo staring up at both of us.

My mouth opens. No words come.

Sorry I was wanking to your cum collection? Sorry I broke into your drawer? Sorry I want you to ruin me?

What could I possibly...

Nothing. My head's empty except: fuck fuck fuck oh Christ I'm fired.

David steps into my office. Closes the door behind him. Soft click. Doesn't lock it. Not yet.

Not dangerous. Not yet. But I'm not leaving either.

He walks slowly to my desk. Three steps. I track every movement. Can't look away.

Leans against the desk edge. Casual stance, relaxed, but those eyes never leave mine.

Picks up my phone. Screen still showing Jessica.

Studies it. Then me. Then smiles slightly.

Oh Christ, he's smiling.

"I left the key in the desk organiser three days ago, Sophie."

Nothing. My brain's just... nothing.

He... what?

"You took longer than I expected."

He knew. He knew I'd look. He wanted me to look. This was... fuck. This was a test.

"Maurice confirmed you were alone up here. I told him I'd forgotten some papers." David sets my phone down, Jessica's photo still visible. "Left dinner early."

He came back. For this. For me.

"The question is..." His voice drops lower. Quieter. More dangerous. "...are you disgusted? Or desperate?"

I open my mouth. Try to say I'm sorry. Try to say I can explain.

What comes out: "I..."

Nothing else. Voice breaks.

My thighs are still trembling. I'd been so close. Still am. Aching, empty, cunt clenching around nothing.

And he notices. Of course he notices. His eyes drop to my lap, to the visible dark patch spreading across my knickers beneath the tights, then back to my face.

"You didn't answer. Disgusted... or desperate?"

The truth spills out. Barely a whisper.

"Desperate."

There. I've said it. I'm fucked. But at least it's true.

David's expression shifts. Satisfaction and hunger and something darker: control.

"Good." He pushes off the desk. Walks to his office door, opens it, holds it. Waiting. "We'll discuss this properly. My office. Now."

I stand. My thighs are shaking, skirt still rucked up showing my stocking tops. Phone abandoned on the desk, Jessica's face watching me go.

Every step towards him feels monumental. Three feet. An impossible distance.

I pass through the doorway. His scent hits me immediately. Tom Ford Oud Wood, faded after the long day. Sweat beneath it. Something darker. Musk. Male.

I want to taste it. Want to bury my face in his neck and breathe him in and...

I hear the door close behind me.

Then the lock turns.

Solid. Final. Intentional click.

Wait, when did he... the lock. Christ. The lock means...

I turn. He's closer than expected. Inches away. Tall. Broad-shouldered. Looking down at me with those blue eyes, sharp, calculating, knowing exactly what I saw, what I did, what I want.

"Sit."

His voice. Low. Commanding.

I sit in the client chair. Leather wingback, cool against my bare thighs where my skirt's still dishevelled. He stays standing, looking down.

"We need to talk about what you saw." Pause. "And what you want."

My stomach's in my throat. My cunt's clenching. I think I might come just from him standing there.

He knows. He knows I'm desperate. He can probably smell how wet I am.

I stare up at him. Waiting.


The First Deposit


The client chair's leather groans under my arse, cool where my skirt's hiked up. David's standing over me, blue eyes sharp enough to cut. He knows. He fucking knows what I did at that desk.

The lock clicks behind him. Just us now.

My stomach drops. Lower, my cunt clenches so hard it aches. I'm wet already, soaked through my knickers from watching him turn that lock like he's sealing a deal.

"We need to talk about what you saw." His voice is low, controlled, the boardroom voice. "And what you want."

My mouth opens. Nothing. What am I supposed to say? Sorry I wanked to your cum collection, Mr. Caldwell?

He's past me in two strides, reaching for the blinds. The Venetian slats descend with a soft rattle, click click click, shutting out Berkeley Square, the streetlights, the whole fucking world.

Total privacy now.

When he faces me again, his eyes catalogue everything: my flushed cheeks, my trembling hands, the damp patch I know is spreading through my skirt where I'm pressed against the leather.

"Sit down, Sophie."

I start toward the client chair.

"Not there." He gestures. "My chair. Behind the desk."

His chair. Why?

I obey, rounding the desk, sinking into his captain's chair. The leather's still warm from his body, holds his shape. The seat's enormous, all authority and power. Too much for someone like me.

David perches on the desk edge facing me, casual. Thighs spread slightly, arms crossed. Studying me like I'm a balance sheet he's trying to reconcile.

Five seconds. I squirm. The chair creaks.

"How long have you been obsessed with cum, Sophie?"

The question slams into me. No build-up, no easing in. I choke on my own spit.

Christ. Right for the fucking throat.

"Since I was sixteen." My voice sounds strangled.

"And you found my collection. The photos. What did you think?"

I could lie. Should lie. Professional PA caught snooping, apologise and beg for my job back.

But fuck it. He locked the door. He's asking. He wants the truth.

"I thought I'd never seen anything more beautiful in my life."

Something shifts in his face. Not quite a smile. Recognition, maybe. Like he's found what he was looking for.

"I produce an abnormal amount. Always have. Medical term is hyperspermia." His jaw tightens. "My wife hasn't touched me in fifteen years. Finds it disgusting. The volume. The mess."

Fifteen years. Jesus Christ.

"So I found alternatives. Women who didn't just tolerate it. Women who craved it."

He stands, paces to the bookshelf. His shoulders are tight beneath the white shirt, waistcoat fitted perfectly across his back. Giving me space but also thinking, deciding something.

"Jessica was the first. Five years ago. She stayed late one night, like you. Found the drawer. I'd left it unlocked. She confronted me. We talked." He turns back, hands in trouser pockets, professorial. "She admitted she'd fantasised about it for years."

Just like me. She's just like me.

"We had an arrangement. Discreet. Consensual. I gave her what she wanted. She gave me what I needed. And in return, genuinely, because she was brilliant, I promoted her. CMO now. Deserved."

"And Natalie? Lauren? Amber?"

"All the same. All willing. All thrived. I don't coerce, Sophie. I offer. They accept or they don't. Those who don't get excellent references and leave amicably."

But none of them left. They all stayed. All got promoted.

"The photos aren't blackmail. They're documentation. Moments of perfection. I give each woman copies when they leave the arrangement. Some keep them. Some burn them. Their choice."

He's back at the desk now, opening the locked drawer without hiding it. I watch as he pulls out Jessica's red folder, opens it, spreads three photos across the leather desk pad.

Jessica covered. Jessica smiling. Jessica in a business suit after, looking powerful.

"Look at her face. That's not performance. That's genuine satisfaction."

I lean forward, study them properly. Not the stolen glimpses from before. Jessica's shoulders are relaxed, no tension anywhere. The light in her eyes is real. Cum drips from her chin but her expression is serene, blissed out, complete.

"She's beautiful like that."

"Yes. She is."

David gathers the photos, returns them to the folder. The drawer closes with a decisive click, lock turning.

He's directly in front of me now. I'm still in his chair, looking up at him, heart hammering so hard I can feel it in my cunt.

"So. You've seen the collection. You know what I want. The question is: what do you want, Sophie?"

Everything. I want everything.

"I want to be in there. In that drawer. I want you to cover me in your cum and take my photo and keep it forever."

Fuck. I said it. Out loud. To him.

David's eyes darken, pupils blown wide. I watch his throat work, swallowing hard.

"Have you done this before? With anyone?"

"Not properly. Boyfriends my age don't produce enough. Don't last long enough. And they think it's weird if I ask for it on my face." My voice is bitter now. "One ex called me a slag for wanting it in my mouth."

Fucking idiot.

"I've been using fake cum. Lube. For years. It's not the same. It's cold, it's wrong. I need the real thing. I need..." My voice breaks. "I need someone who wants to give it to me."

His hand moves, subtle adjustment to his trousers. I notice immediately. The thick outline visible against the charcoal fabric, growing.

Oh God. He's hard. From this. From me.

"And if I asked you to prove it? Right now? Show me you're serious?"

No hesitation. None.

"Yes. Anything. Tell me what to do."

David's breathing changes, deeper, controlled. He's holding back, barely.

"Stand up. Come around the desk."

I stand, legs shaking. Heels click on the wood floor, then go silent as I step onto the Persian rug.

We're facing each other now, maybe two feet apart. I can smell him properly: sweat beneath the faded Tom Ford cologne, something darker underneath, musky and male. Saliva floods my mouth so fast I have to swallow or drool.

"I'm going to unfasten my trousers. I'm going to wank. And you're going to kneel there..." He points to the spot directly in front of him. "...and watch. When I'm close, I'll tell you. You'll close your eyes, tilt your head back, open your mouth. Understood?"

Fuck. Fuck yes.

"Yes."

"Yes, what?"

"Yes, Mr. Caldwell."

"Good girl."

Oh Christ.

I drop to my knees. Immediate, graceless, don't care. The rug's soft, thick Persian weave cushioning me. I adjust my skirt uselessly. It's already wrinkled, already ruined.

Looking up at him, he's towering over me, backlit by the desk lamp. Face half in shadow but those eyes visible, watching, cataloguing my desperation.

I'm kneeling for my boss. In his office. About to watch him wank. About to let him cum on my face. This is insane.

This is perfect.

His hands move to his belt. Leather hisses through the loops, buckle clinks. Methodical. Deliberate. Torturing me.

He unfastens his trousers, button then zip. The fabric parts.

Pushes trousers and boxers down together, mid-thigh. Still mostly dressed, waistcoat and shirt pristine. The power of staying clothed whilst I'm on my knees, filthy and begging.

His cock springs free and I actually gasp.

Thick, cut, maybe seven inches, but Christ, the girth. My ex wasn't even close. Heavy balls already drawn up tight. The tip's glistening with precum, catching the lamplight, making my mouth water all over again.

Oh my God. He's huge. Thicker than anyone I've had. Thicker than my dildo at home.

David wraps his hand around his shaft, thick fingers barely meeting around the girth. I'm cataloguing everything like my life depends on it: the veins snaking up the length, the way he's cut so the head's fully exposed and slick with precum, the sheer heavy weight of his cock in his palm.

He starts stroking, slow, confident, like he's done this a thousand times whilst thinking of me.

God. Has he? Wanking in this office, imagining covering me?

"I haven't cum in four days. I've been saving it. Since I saw you bend over to pick up that dropped pen on Friday. Saw your arse in that skirt. Knew I wanted to test you."

He's been thinking about me. Planning this.

"Watch. See how much precum I produce? This is nothing. Wait until I properly cum."

His stroke speeds up, wet sounds filling the office, slick and obscene. His hand glistens, precum coating his palm, dripping down his shaft in thick strands.

I can't stay silent.

"Please. I want it. I want all of it."

"You'll get it. Be patient. Good girl."

Good girl. Fuck. He called me good girl again.

"Your cock is perfect. So thick. I want to taste it."

David groans, strokes faster. His hips shift slightly, thrusting into his fist, fucking his own hand whilst I watch.

"Not tonight. Tonight you watch. Tonight you receive. Next time I'll fuck your throat."

Next time. There's going to be a next time.

My cunt clenches so hard it hurts. I'm soaked, knickers stuck to me, uncomfortable and wet and I don't care. I press my thighs together, but it doesn't help. Just spreads the slickness.

David's breathing changes, ragged now, the controlled facade slipping.

"Close. Fuck. I'm close."

"Yes. Please. Cover me. I need it."

"Eyes closed. Mouth open. Head back. Now."

I obey instantly, snapping my eyes shut, tilting my head back, opening my mouth wide. Tongue out slightly, waiting, desperate.

I hear his breathing, ragged and harsh. His hand moving faster, the wet slick sounds. My heart's pounding so hard I can feel it in my cunt, in my throat, everywhere.

Please. Please. Please.

His groan is guttural, animal, ripped from somewhere deep. Then the first spurt hits my forehead.

Hot, thick, hotter than I expected. I gasp and another rope lands across my nose and cheek, so heavy it drips immediately, sliding toward my jaw. The third and fourth hit my chin and my open mouth. Salt-bitter-sharp, coating my tongue, thick as cream. Fuck. Yes. Finally.

I lose count after five. He just keeps coming. My hair, my neck, more on my face, hot ropes crossing the bridge of my nose. It's everywhere, running down my chin, pooling in the hollow of my throat. The smell hits me, musky and male, mixing with the salt taste flooding my mouth.

This is what I've been craving since I was sixteen. Real. Abundant. His.

The moan tears out of me, raw and shameless. I can't help it. Overwhelmed by the heat, the weight, the sheer fucking volume of cum coating my skin.

David's breathing slows. He's still standing over me, cock still half-hard, glistening.

"You can open your eyes."

I do. Vision blurred, cum on my lashes. I blink through it.

He's watching me, expression satisfied, possessive, hungry for more despite having just emptied himself on my face.

My hands come up without thinking, scooping cum from my cheek, bringing my fingers to my mouth. I suck them clean, eyes locked on his, tasting him properly. Salt and musk and bitter and perfect.

"Fuck. It's perfect. You're perfect."

David's expression shifts, something darker moving behind his eyes.

"I'm not done."

What?

His hand returns to his cock. Still semi-hard. He strokes it, coaxing, and within thirty seconds he's fully hard again.

He can... Christ. He can go again. Immediately.

"Hyperspermia. I can go multiple times. Now stay still. I want it in your hair."

I stay kneeling, face already drenched, cum dripping from my chin onto my lap. Now he's aiming higher.

"Head down. Look at the floor."

I drop my chin, stare at the Persian rug beneath me, expensive and intricate. My hands rest in my lap, trembling, waiting.

I feel it hit my scalp, warm and thick. He's aiming carefully, coating my hair.

Multiple spurts. My hair's matted now, dripping down the back of my neck, soaking into my ponytail.

My hair. He's covering my hair. Just like I've always wanted.

Another moan, I can't be silent. This is too good, too much, too perfect.

He steps back, cock still half-hard and glistening. The drawer. The locked one. Oh God.

"Don't move. Stay exactly like that."

I freeze. Head still down, cum dripping from my chin onto my skirt. Hair soaked. Breathing ragged.

Something's pulled from the drawer. I glance up through cum-sticky lashes.

Polaroid camera. Vintage. He's checking it, making sure it's loaded.

"Look up. At me. Don't smile. Just... be."

I raise my head, face the lens. Cum's dripping from my chin, hair matted and ruined, face glazed like a fucking pornstar. My eyes are half-closed, blissed out. This is me. This is actually me. Covered in my boss's spunk, about to be immortalised.

Flash.

The brightness makes me blink, cum on my lashes making my vision blur. I hear the mechanical whir of the Polaroid developing. Proof. Evidence. I'm in the collection now.

David lowers the camera, pulls the photo out, waves it gently. Watches it develop whilst I kneel there, cum cooling on my skin, going tacky.

Thirty seconds pass. He's studying it, absorbed. I'm still kneeling, thighs burning, cunt aching.

"Perfect. Absolutely perfect."

He walks to me, kneels down, eye level now. Intimate. Close enough I can smell his cologne mixed with sweat and cum.

Shows me the photo. Still developing but the image is clear.

My face covered. Thick white ropes across my cheeks, chin, dripping from my bottom lip. Hair matted with it. Eyes half-closed, expression blissed out, complete.

"Welcome to the collection, Sophie."

He hands me the photo. I take it, fingers trembling. Stare at myself.

That's me. Covered in his cum. Beautiful. Exactly like Jessica. I'm part of it now.

David stands, helps me up. Gentleman despite everything. I'm wobbly on my heels, he steadies me with a hand on my elbow, warm and grounding.

"Bathroom. There are towels. Clean up. Spare blouses in the cupboard, your size. I had them brought in last week."

He's been planning this. Buying me clothes. Preparing.

"Tomorrow we start properly. Wear something special. Stockings, not tights. Seamed. I'll know if you're not wearing them."

The photo's still clutched in my hand, precious.

"What happens tomorrow?"

"Tomorrow I test how well you follow instructions. How far you'll go. How much you can take."

How much I can take? He came twice just now and he's talking about more?

"I can take everything you've got."

David fastens his trousers, tucks his shirt back in. Returning to businessman mode, except for the satisfied gleam in his eyes.

"I have a business dinner week Friday. Manchester property inspection the week after, overnight trip. If you prove yourself this week, you'll accompany me to both."

Business dinner. Overnight trip. He's already planning.

"And the quarterly board meeting is in three weeks. I'll need you there. You'll be presenting the Edinburgh expansion figures."

"I've never presented to the board before."

"You will now. Jessica did her first presentation six weeks into her arrangement. You'll do yours in three. Prove you're serious about the work, not just the sex."

He's testing everything. Work performance. Sexual submission. Both matter.

Each step toward the bathroom makes his cum slide further down my neck, dripping onto my collar. I can smell it, musky and sharp, mixing with my own arousal, the wet heat between my legs.

I open the door, enter. Marble. Bright lights after the dim office, harsh and unforgiving.

Close the door. Face the mirror.

Full-length. No mercy.

I stare at myself. Cum streaks my face in thick, cooling ropes. Hair matted, ponytail destroyed, white globs visible throughout. Blouse stained with wet patches spreading across the silk. Skirt wrinkled. Tights twisted and laddered. Heels scuffed.

I look like I've been thoroughly used.

I have been.

I fucking love it.

The photo's still clutched in my hand. I set it on the sink edge, prop it against the mirror.

Two Sophies stare back at me: the one in the photo, face drenched and eyes glazed, and the one in the mirror, cum still cooling on her skin. This is who I am now. His. Part of his collection. Jessica, Lauren, Natalie, Amber... and me.

I run hot water, wet a flannel, begin wiping my face. The cum doesn't come off easily, thick and sticky, clinging like glue. Takes three washes before my skin's finally clean.

Hair's harder. I wet it under the tap, find shampoo in the cupboard (he's provided everything, of course he has), work it through the matted strands. Rinse in the sink, awkward angle but it works. The smell lingers, musky and sharp, even after shampooing.

Towel dry, rough and vigorous. Hair damp but no longer dripping.

I open the cupboard properly now. Blouses, five different colours, all my size. Expensive brands, Reiss and Jigsaw. Skirts, two, neutral. And lingerie boxes. Agent Provocateur. Unopened. My exact size.

How long has he been planning this?

I take a white blouse, crisp and new. Pull it on, button it carefully. The silk feels cool against my flushed skin.

My skirt's salvageable. Smooth the wrinkles, presentable enough for the empty building.

Check my reflection. Presentable. Professional. No visible evidence except slightly swollen lips and flushed cheeks. And the smell. Faint, but there. Cum and sex and arousal.

I exit the bathroom, photo in hand.

David's at his desk, reading documents. Glasses perched on his nose. I've never seen him in glasses before.

Devastatingly attractive.

He looks up when I enter.

"Better. You look presentable. Tomorrow, 8am sharp. My office. Wear the stockings. And Sophie?"

"Yes?"

"No knickers."

Fuck.

"Yes, Mr. Caldwell."

He smiles slightly. "Good girl. You can go."

I gather my things from my desk. Handbag, jacket, phone.

Walk to the lift on shaky legs, the faint smell of cum still in my damp hair despite washing.

The lift descends. I'm alone, studying my reflection in the mirrored walls. Composed. Together. Lying. My pupils are still blown wide, lips swollen, cheeks flushed. Anyone who looks closely will know.

Lobby. Maurice at the desk looks up, nods. "Good night, Ms. Hartley."

Does he know? Probably. Fuck it.

"Good night, Maurice."

Outside. Cool June night air hits me, refreshing and grounding. I breathe deep, letting it fill my lungs, clear my head slightly.

Tube to Clapham. Northern Line. Half-empty carriage. I sit, pull the photo from my handbag.

Study it under the flickering carriage lights. My face covered. Beautiful. Proof it happened, proof I'm not insane.

Tomorrow. No knickers. Stockings. Whatever he wants.

I can't fucking wait.

I arrive home at 10:47pm, climb three flights of stairs, unlock my door.

Drop my bag. Kick off my heels. Go straight to the bedroom.

Pull out my phone, take a photo of the Polaroid, back it up to the cloud. Paranoid I'll lose it, damage it, something.

Set the Polaroid on my bedside table, prop it against the lamp. I want to see it when I wake up.

Strip. Blouse, skirt, bra, tights. All discarded on the floor in a heap.

Lie on the bed naked, too wired to sleep, too overwhelmed to process.

My hand drifts between my legs. I'm soaked again, constantly wet around him, thinking about him, remembering.

Touch myself, think about his cock, his cum, tomorrow's promise. The thick girth in his hand, the way he stroked himself whilst looking at me, the heat of his cum hitting my skin.

I cum quickly, hard, imagining him watching. Tomorrow he will watch. Tomorrow he'll make me do it whilst he wanks over me.

Post-orgasm, I set my alarm for 6am. Need time to prepare. Find stockings. Shave. Be perfect.

Three weeks until the board meeting. Week Friday dinner. Next week Manchester overnight.

I'm going to earn every single opportunity. Work and sex. Both.

I'll be the best he's ever had.

Sleep finally takes me, dragging me under.

The Polaroid's the last thing I see before my eyes close: my face covered, beautiful, his.


The Arrangement
Dressed for Access


Green Park station, just before seven. Forty minutes early because sleep had been fucking impossible. Every time I'd closed my eyes: phantom heat on my skin, salt-bitter coating my tongue, that Polaroid propped against my bedside lamp like evidence of what I'd become.

His cum on my face. Dried now, but I can still feel where it landed. Mine. Proof.

I'd hit Boots the second it opened, panic-bought foundation I couldn't afford, reapplied mascara in the Tube's grimy window whilst some businessman pretended not to stare. My hands shook. Professional PA. Cum-obsessed slut. Both at once, and my cunt's already slick from anticipation.

The walk through Mayfair is pure surrealism. Polished commuters streaming past in their Barbour jackets and brogues whilst I navigate Berkeley Square in seamed stockings, no knickers, wetness coating my inner thighs.

The stockings had been an M&S panic purchase at opening: Cuban heel, proper vintage, seams I'd checked obsessively in the changing room mirror like some 1950s pinup. The suspender belt digs into my hips, unfamiliar metal clips cold against skin. No knickers means every step is exposure, risk, delicious filth.

Anyone could see if I bent over. Anyone could know what I am.

My thighs are damp before I even reach the building.

Maurice polishes brass in the lobby, methodical and utterly discreet. He looks up when I enter, and I wonder what he actually sees. Eager young PA in her Reiss work skirt, or the girl who'll be on her knees in an hour?

"Good morning, Ms Hartley. Early start today."

Nothing in his expression. Decades of discretion. He's seen this before. He knows.

"Important week." My voice sounds steadier than the pulse hammering in my throat. "Lots to prepare."

He nods, returns to his brass, and I take the lift alone.

The mirrored walls reflect someone composed. Together. Lying. My pupils are blown, lips parted, breath coming too fast for a slow mechanical ascent. I look like I'm about to fuck, which is accurate.

Fifth floor. The corridor stretches empty, my heels clicking against navy carpet, the only sound in the early-morning hush. I round the corner and stop dead.

A black gift bag sits in the centre of my desk. Expensive ribbon. My name in David's handwriting.

Oh fuck. Oh fuck.

My cunt clenches before I've even touched it.

I set my handbag down, approach the bag like it might detonate. Lift the card with trembling fingers.

Wear these. All of them. Come to my office when you're ready. —D

Tissue paper parts under my hands.

Agent Provocateur boxes. Three of them, stacked like Christmas morning for perverts. And beneath those, black silk wrapped around something shoe-shaped.

First box: black lace bra and knickers. The bra's a balconette, tits lifted and displayed like an offering. The knickers are high-waisted, vintage-cut, beautiful.

With a keyhole at the crotch.

I stare at that deliberate exposure and feel myself get wetter. He wants access. He wants to see. He wants me on display even whilst I'm covered.

Second box: suspender belt and stockings that cost more than my weekly food budget. Proper seamed, reinforced heel and toe, the kind you see in old Dior adverts.

Third box: red satin. Quarter-cup bra that'll barely cover my nipples. Crotchless knickers. Garter belt with eight suspender straps instead of four.

Eight. He's thought about this. How it'll frame my arse, my thighs, the exact angle when I'm bent over his desk.

The silk-wrapped item: Louboutin heels. Four-inch, black patent, red soles. Exactly my size.

Over a thousand pounds. On underwear. For his PA.

For his collection.

For me.

I gather the boxes and cross to his office. The door's unlocked, which means he's planned this, timed it, left me an invitation I'm desperate to accept. His bathroom: immaculate white tile, expensive Acqua di Parma on glass shelves, towels stacked with hotel precision.

And that cupboard. Spare blouses in my size. Skirts. Now these boxes of lingerie I'm clutching like treasure.

How long has he been planning this? Since he hired me? Since the interview when I crossed my legs and caught him staring?

I strip completely. My M&S stockings roll down pale thighs. Marks from the suspenders, red indents I press with curious fingers. My Zara blouse, my high-street skirt, all folded out of habit despite my hands shaking.

The black set first.

The bra lifts my tits higher than I knew possible, creating cleavage I usually lack. The knickers fit like they were made for me, high-waisted and elegant, and that keyhole exposes everything. I can see myself in the mirror: pink and wet and framed.

This is what he wants to see. This is what he'll photograph.

Suspenders clip to stockings with satisfying metal snaps. The Louboutins change everything: my spine straightens, arse lifts, legs look endless. I'm taller. Sharper. More.

I pull my own blouse back on over the lace. My skirt zips up smooth. To anyone in the corridor, I look identical. Professional. Appropriate.

Underneath, I'm exposed. Displayed. Marked as his.

I check my reflection one last time.

Composed and together on the surface. Completely fucking gone beneath. Let's go get my mouth filled.

I unlock the bathroom door.

David sits at his desk with the Financial Times, coffee steaming, the picture of corporate morning routine. He looks up when I enter, and something shifts. Satisfaction and possession, hunger he's barely keeping leashed.

"Close the door."

I obey.

"Lock it."

The bolt clicks home. Final. Absolute.

"Show me."

My hands move to my skirt's zip. The sound is obscene in the quiet, fabric pooling at my ankles. I step out carefully, conscious of the Louboutins, and unbutton my blouse with fingers that won't quite steady.

Silk parts. Black lace revealed.

I'm standing in a thousand pounds of lingerie he's chosen to display his property. Blouse hanging open, skirt abandoned at my feet, stockings and suspenders and these obscene knickers with the keyhole that hides absolutely nothing.

I'm so wet it's running down my inner thigh. He can see it. He knows.

David rises, circles me slowly. I feel his gaze like hands, cataloguing every detail: the way the bra lifts my tits, the suspender straps framing my arse, that keyhole exposing slick pink flesh.

He stops in front of me. One finger traces a suspender strap from hip to stocking top, following the seam.

Then lower.

To the keyhole, where he brushes my clit with deliberate lightness.

I gasp, nearly come from that single touch alone, fuck, I'm so ready for this.

"Perfect." His voice is rougher, control slipping at the edges. "You'll wear these daily. I'll provide new sets weekly. Understood?"

"Yes." Please. Yes. Whatever you want. Just touch me again.

"Good girl."

There it is. Those words. I'm dripping.

He withdraws his hand, returns to his desk, settles back in his chair like he's about to read quarterly reports instead of use his PA's mouth.

"Now get under the desk."
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Morning Briefing

The Louboutins came off first. Four-inch heels, gorgeous but useless when you're about to kneel under your boss's desk and swallow his cum. I need to be stable for this. Grounded. Ready.

The footwell beneath his partner's desk was more spacious than I'd expected, but still intimate. Close. My shoulders brushed his knees as I crawled into position, silk blouse whispering against the carpet. Eye-level with his crotch. Close enough to see the fine weave of his Savile Row trousers, the mirror-polish on his Oxfords. Close enough to smell him: expensive cologne layered over something warmer, masculine, the scent of his skin.

Christ, I'm actually doing this.

"Stay quiet. I have a call in two minutes. You'll watch. When I'm ready, I'll tap your shoulder. Open your mouth. Understand?"

"Yes."

He's going to take a business call. Discuss Edinburgh property portfolios or quarterly projections or whatever the fuck whilst I'm under here, kneeling, waiting for him to fill my mouth. The insanity of it made my cunt clench. And I'm wet. Already soaked. Fuck.

The phone rang, sharp and old-fashioned.

David answered. "Caldwell."

That voice. Calm, authoritative, the one I'd heard dozens of times in meetings and conference calls. Professional. Controlled. Discussing Edinburgh financials with someone important enough to call at 8:15 in the morning.

His free hand moved to his trousers.

The zip descended, quiet rasp of metal teeth. Fabric parted. His cock appeared, thick even half-hard, foreskin smooth over the head. Fuck. My mouth flooded. Not watering. Flooding. I wanted to lean forward, wrap my lips around him, feel him harden against my tongue.

But I waited. Good girl waits for permission.

He started stroking himself one-handed, discussing profit margins like it was perfectly normal.

I watched. Couldn't look away. Every vein visible beneath pale skin, the way his foreskin slid back with each stroke, exposing the thick mushroom head, dark pink and already glistening. Precum beaded at the slit, smearing with the next pump of his fist. The wet sounds filled the small space beneath the desk, obscene in the quiet office. Slick. Rhythmic. Fucking hypnotic.

My cunt throbbed. Empty, aching, clenching on nothing.

"Yes, the Edinburgh contractor confirmed..." A pause. A grunt, almost inaudible, disguised as clearing his throat. "Next quarter projections are conservative, but the market indicators suggest..."

His hand moved faster. Tighter. The wet sounds louder, precum slicking his shaft, making every stroke easier. His thigh muscles tensed beneath expensive wool, hard against my shoulder.

He's close. Oh God, he's close.

A tap on my shoulder.

I leaned forward, mouth opening, positioning myself beneath him. Yes. Fucking yes.

His rhythm changed. Shorter strokes, faster, fist tight around the base. His balls drew up, tight against his body. I could see it happening, his whole body tensing.

"Mmm... apologies, frog in my throat." Another stroke. Harder. "Yes, I agree, the timeline is aggressive but achievable if we..."

He came.

The first spurt hit my tongue, thick and hot and perfect. Finally. Fucking finally. I tasted it immediately: salt, bitter undertones, the reality I'd been craving since I was sixteen. More followed, heavy pulses coating my tongue, flooding my mouth whilst he maintained that calm professional voice, discussing contractor schedules and budget allocations like he wasn't currently filling his assistant's mouth with cum.

I swallowed. Thick, heavy, sliding down. God. It took effort, my throat working, muscles contracting around the volume. So much. Days' worth, maybe. The taste coated everything: salt-bitter, musky, clinging to my soft palate, my throat, soaking into my tongue. I swallowed again. And again. Getting every drop, feeling it settle warm and heavy in my stomach like I'd earned it. Mine.

I'm swallowing my boss's cum whilst he discusses property development on a business call. This is actually happening. This is my life.

The call continued. Five minutes. David's hand settled on my head, fingers tangling in my straightened blonde hair, a casual gesture of ownership whilst he concluded the Edinburgh discussion. His touch burned. Possessive. His.

I stayed there, kneeling, his softening cock inches from my face, cum coating my throat. Waiting.

"Excellent. Send the revised figures by Friday. Goodbye."

He hung up. Pushed his chair back slightly, tucked himself away with practiced efficiency. Zip up, trousers smoothed. Like nothing had happened.

"Good girl."

Fuck. Heat flooded through me. Those two words. I wanted to melt into the carpet.

"Back to your desk. I'll need the Manchester property report by noon."

That's it? Back to work. Cum in my stomach like breakfast, cunt aching and empty, and he's asking for reports. This is my life. This is actually my fucking life.

"Yes, Mr. Caldwell."

I crawled out from beneath the desk, redressed. Blouse straightened, skirt smoothed, Louboutins retrieved and slipped back on. Professional PA resuming her duties. Except I can still taste him. Salt-bitter coating my throat. I'll taste this all morning.

I returned to my desk, logged in, pulled up the Manchester files. Typed emails with competent efficiency whilst his cum settled warm in my stomach, the taste lingering every time I swallowed, every time I licked my lips.

Normal Wednesday morning. Completely routine. Absolutely insane.
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Cold Storage, Hot Delivery

Meal deal sandwich. Dry chicken, sad lettuce, the kind of lunch that makes you question your life choices. I'm forcing it down when David's door opens.

"Sophie. In here. Bring nothing."

I abandon the sandwich immediately. Thank fuck. I cross into his office, hear the door close behind me. Lock clicking.

The desk's been cleared. Leather surface empty except for a large silver thermos, a white ceramic bowl, and neatly folded towels stacked like we're about to perform surgery.

My cunt clenches. Oh God. What now?

"I produce more than I can use fresh." David taps the thermos. Matter-of-fact. Clinical. "So I save it. Freeze it. This is one week's worth. Defrosted this morning."

He unscrews the lid.

Pours.

Thick white liquid floods the bowl. More. More. Until there's maybe half a pint sitting there, gleaming under the office lights like some obscene science experiment.

Cum. A week's worth. He's been saving his loads, freezing them, and now they're here. Defrosted. For me.

Jesus Christ.

"Strip to your lingerie. Lie on the desk. I'm going to pour this over you. You're going to rub it in. Then you'll lick your fingers clean whilst I photograph you."

Fuck. Yes.

"Yes."

My hands move to my blouse buttons. Today's set is red satin: quarter-cup bra that barely covers my nipples, crotchless knickers that leave everything exposed. I've felt filthy all morning wearing them beneath my Reiss suit.

Now I'm stripping down in broad daylight.

Blouse off. Draped over the client chair where some CFO sat yesterday. Skirt unfastened, pooling at my feet. I step out of it, fold it despite my hands shaking.

I stand there in the obscene lingerie, stockings, heels. David's gaze drags over me, slow and hungry.

He's cataloguing. Every inch. Adding me to his mental collection.

"Heels off. Lie back. Head at this end."

I obey. Climb onto his desk, the same desk where he signs contracts, conducts board meetings, makes million-pound decisions. The leather's cool against my back.

I lie flat. Stare at the ceiling. Ornate plasterwork, Victorian roses, the kind of detail you only notice when horizontal, half-naked, waiting for your boss to drown you in frozen cum.

This is insane. Completely insane. I'm so wet I'm dripping onto his desk.

David picks up the bowl. Heavy. Sloshing.

"This will be cold. Don't flinch."

He tips it.

Ice-cold liquid hits my chest and I gasp, back arching off the leather. Fuck. Goosebumps explode across my skin. My nipples go rock-hard instantly, aching. It pours over my tits, thick and relentless, sliding down my ribs in cold rivulets.

More across my stomach. Pooling in my navel. Trickling down my sides. He's methodical, controlled, coating me like I'm a canvas.

Between my legs next. Soaking through the crotchless opening, flooding my cunt, coating my inner thighs. The cold's obscene. Shocking. And I'm so turned on I might come just from this.

The bowl empties. He sets it aside.

I lie there shivering, covered in his cum. It's starting to warm now, heated by my skin. The smell hits me: sharp, masculine, overwhelming. His.

"Rub it into your skin. Slowly. I want to watch."

Oh God.

My hands slide through the mess on my stomach. Slippery. Warming. I spread it across my ribs, up to my tits, massaging it in like lotion. The filthiest moisturiser in existence. I circle my nipples and they're so hard they ache, oversensitive, and the cum's slick between my fingers, webbing when I spread them.

I'm covered in him. Coated. Claimed. This is what I've wanted since I was sixteen and didn't even know it.

Down between my legs. My fingers find my clit through the slippery coating and I moan.

Can't help it.

"Don't make yourself come. Not yet. Just coat yourself."

Torture. Absolute fucking torture. I'm so close already and he's making me edge whilst drenched in his frozen cum.

Flash.

I blink. The Polaroid camera's in his hand, lens aimed at my spread body.

"Don't stop. Keep rubbing."

Click. Whir.

He sets the developing photo aside. Adjusts the angle. From above now, capturing my glistening skin, my half-closed eyes, my fingers working the cum into my thighs.

Click. Whir.

Close-up of my face. Cum smeared on my cheek where I've touched it. Expression blissed-out, desperate, completely gone.

Click. Whir.

"Beautiful. Absolutely beautiful."

His voice is rough, strained. I glance down. His cock's straining against his trousers, thick outline visible. He adjusts himself, jaw tight.

He wants this as much as I do. Maybe more.

Good.

"Now clean your fingers. Suck them. Slowly."

I bring my hand to my mouth. Cum coats my fingers, thick strands webbing between them. I wrap my lips around my index finger and suck.

Salt-bitter. Thick. Coating my tongue. I swallow slow, exaggerated, making sure he sees every second. Making sure the camera catches it.

Fuck, I love this. The taste. The texture. The absolute obscenity.

Next finger. I swirl my tongue, hollow my cheeks, perform for him. His breathing's changed, heavier now.

His cock twitches against the fabric.

Yes. Fucking yes.

"Shower. There's shampoo, soap. Clean up thoroughly. You have the finance meeting at two."

Reality slams back. The quarterly budget meeting. Spreadsheets. Forecasts. I'd completely forgotten.

I sit up. Cum drips off me onto the towels he's laid out, strategic and prepared. I slide off the desk on shaky legs, feel it trickling down my thighs, sticky and cooling.

David hands me the three Polaroids. Still developing but the images are sharpening: me, spread, soaked in cum, worshipped.

I'm part of the collection now. Properly.

"Thank you."

"You're welcome." He pauses. "Next Thursday. Same time. Two weeks' worth."

Two weeks. Double. Fuck.

I head for the bathroom, legs unsteady, skin tacky with drying cum.

I'm already planning what lingerie I'll wear.
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Quarterly (Internal) Review

I'm at my desk, pretending to review finance meeting notes. Budget allocations. Quarterly projections. Words that mean nothing because my cunt's been wet since this morning, since he filled my mouth under his desk, since he promised more.

David emerges from his office. Oh fuck. Here we go.

He slides a small glass vial across my desk. Frosted glass. The kind that holds essential oils. Except I know what's inside. I know.

"Bathroom. Now. Pour this in your knickers. Wear it to the meeting."

I stare at him. Meeting. Fifteen minutes. Six people. The fucking CFO.

"I want to watch you sit there," he says, voice low, "with my cum soaking through your knickers, dripping onto the chair, whilst you're explaining budget allocations like a good little professional."

My cunt clenches. Oh God. Heat floods my thighs.

"Yes, Mr. Caldwell."

I'm going to do this. I'm actually going to do this.
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Bathroom. Lock the door. Hands shaking. Christ.

I lift my skirt, bunch it at my waist. Black lace knickers, already damp. Always damp around him. I hook my thumb under the gusset, pull the fabric taut, and unscrew the vial.

Cold glass against my fingers. I tip it.

Fuck.

His cum floods the lace. Cold. Thick. So much thicker than I expected, clinging to the fabric, soaking through instantly. I gasp, nearly drop the vial. The shock of it, ice-cold against my burning cunt.

I let the gusset snap back. The cum presses against me, spreading, seeping into my own wetness. His and mine. Mixed. Oh God.

I smooth my skirt down with trembling hands. The weight shifts when I move. Slick. Heavy. Sliding between my thighs, pooling in the fabric.

I'm going to a professional meeting like this. Six colleagues. CFO. Quarterly budget review.

With his cum in my knickers.

My reflection in the mirror: flushed, pupils blown, lips parted. I look fucked. I look like I need to be fucked.

Fifteen minutes. I can do this. I have to do this.
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The conference room's on the fourth floor. I take the lift, stand pressed against the mirrored wall, watching the numbers climb. Three. Four. The cum shifts with every movement, a constant slick reminder between my thighs.

Doors open. Deep breath. Professional. Composed. You can do this.

I enter. Portfolio under my arm, heels clicking on polished floor, expression perfectly neutral.

Six people around the mahogany table. CFO at the head, two accountants whose names I should know, finance VP checking his phone, David at the far end reviewing documents, and one empty chair.

Beside him. Of course.

I cross the room. Every step, the fabric shifts. Wet. Heavy. They can't know. They can't.

I sit.

The cum squelches.

Oh fuck. Oh Jesus Christ fuck.

I freeze, thighs clenched, praying no one heard. The leather chair's cold through my skirt. I shift slightly, feel the wetness spread beneath me.

I'm sitting in a puddle of my boss's cum. In a finance meeting. This is insane.

The CFO clears his throat. "Right, let's begin."

"Quarterly budget review," the CFO announces. "Starting with Manchester occupancy projections. Sophie, you've prepared the analysis?"

Shit. Me. First.

"Yes." My voice comes out steady. Miracle. "I've built in conservative estimates given current market volatility, but the location and amenities should support higher rates than comparable properties."

The CFO nods, pleased. "Excellent work. Very thorough."

Thorough. Right. Professional PA. Competent analysis.

I smile. Nod. Cross my legs.

Mistake.

The movement shifts the cum, sends a fresh trickle sliding down my inner thigh. Warm now, body-temperature, indistinguishable from my own wetness except I know. I know it's his.

I press my thighs together, trap it, feel the slickness spread.

Don't squirm. Don't move. Just sit here like a normal fucking person.

Across the table, David's reviewing a document. Doesn't look up. But I feel his awareness, the slight curve of his mouth.

Bastard.
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Twenty minutes in. The finance VP's droning about Edinburgh contractor delays. I'm nodding, taking notes, functioning.

And leaking.

The cum's everywhere now. Soaked through the lace, through my skirt probably, definitely pooling on this leather chair. I can feel it, wet and cooling, every time I shift.

"Sophie."

David's voice cuts through the VP's rambling. I look up.

Those eyes. Fuck.

"Regarding the Edinburgh expansion, are we confident the timeline's achievable given these delays?"

Bastard. He's testing me. Seeing if I can think straight whilst sitting in his cum.

My cunt clenches. More wetness, mine this time, adds to the mess.

"Yes, Mr. Caldwell." Steady. Professional. "The revised timeline builds in two weeks' contingency. We've identified backup contractors if needed."

"Good." He holds my gaze. Too long. "I trust your judgement."

Three seconds. Four. The table might as well not exist.

They see a competent PA. He knows I'm drenched in his cum, cunt aching, probably leaving a wet patch on this chair that I'll have to explain or hide or—

He looks away. Back to his documents.

I exhale shakily.
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"Right, I think that covers everything." The CFO closes his folder. "Excellent work, everyone. Enjoy your weekends."

It's over. Thank Christ.

Chairs scrape. Papers shuffle. Everyone stands, stretches, makes small talk about weekend plans, Saturday football, Sunday roasts.

I stay seated. Can't stand yet. Need them to leave first.

One by one they file out, voices fading down the corridor.

Just David and me.

I stand slowly. Look down.

Oh no.

Small damp patch on the dark leather. Barely visible unless you're looking. But there. Definitely there.

I shove the chair in fast, hiding it, grab my portfolio with shaking hands.

David passes me on his way to the door. Pauses. Leans in, close enough that his cologne mixes with the musky, unmistakable scent of sex clinging to me.

"Good girl," he murmurs. "My office. Five minutes."

My cunt clenches so hard I gasp.

He's gone before I can respond.

I walk back to the fifth floor on trembling legs. The cum's dried tacky on my inner thighs, knickers ruined, absolutely soaked. Every step reminds me. His. Mine. Mixed.

Five minutes.

What's he going to do to me in five minutes?

I'm so wet I might actually drip on his carpet.
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The Swallow

Monday morning, 8am. I'm already wet before I even step off the lift.

There's a package on David's desk when I arrive. Brown paper, discreet, professionally wrapped. My cunt clenches. I know what this is.

'Open it.'

I step forward, heels clicking on polished floor, and lift the lid.

Vibrators. Three sizes, smallest to oh-fuck-that's-ambitious. A realistic dildo, silicone, thick enough to make my breath catch. Thicker than the one at home. Thicker than any cock I've had. A butt plug, small, black, terrifying. A Hitachi wand, the proper plug-in kind, the kind I've only seen in hardcore porn. Glass bottle of lube, expensive, the label minimalist and French.

Jesus Christ. He's going to wreck me.

My hands are shaking.

'We'll start with the vibrator today.'

His voice is calm. Clinical. Like he's outlining a business strategy.

'You'll use it on yourself. I'll watch. I'll tell you when to stop, when to start.' He pauses, eyes on mine, and I'm already aching. 'If you cum without permission, there are consequences.'

My stomach flips. Consequences.

'What consequences?'

He smiles. Slow. Dangerous.

'You'll find out if you disobey.'

Fuck.

I strip. The routine's familiar now, but it doesn't make it less exposing. Blouse unbuttoned, skirt pooled at my feet, standing in black lace lingerie and seamed stockings, the suspenders framing my hips. Today's knickers are crotchless, the slit exposing my cunt, already wet, already swollen.

He watches. Expression unreadable.

I sit in the client chair, the leather cool against my arse, and spread my legs obscenely wide, feet braced on the armrests. My cunt's on full display, slick lips parted through the lace, clit throbbing.

David sits opposite, fully dressed. Suit immaculate. He could be reviewing quarterly reports.

'Use the small vibrator. On your clit. Low setting.'

I pick it up. Slim, matte black, deceptively innocent. I switch it on. The buzz is low, quiet, but I can feel the power thrumming through the silicone. I press it against my clit, lace between us, and the contact punches a gasp out of my lungs.

Oh. Oh fuck.

Pleasure sparks sharp and instant, my hips jerking.

'Slower. Circle it. Don't press so hard.'

I adjust, biting my lip, moving the vibrator in slow circles, teasing myself, building gradually. The sensation ripples through me, heat pooling low in my belly, my thighs starting to tremble.

He's watching. Not my face. My cunt. Clinical focus, like he's cataloguing every twitch, every clench.

God, that shouldn't make it hotter. It makes it so much hotter.

My breath's coming faster, shallow, hitching. The pressure's building, coiling tight in my cunt, my clit swollen and throbbing under the relentless buzz.

'Stop.'

What? No. Fuck, no, I'm right there, I'm so close—

I pull the vibrator away, and the sound that escapes me is wrecked, desperate, halfway between a sob and a moan. My cunt clenches on nothing, aching, furious at the denial.

'Good.'

Good? I'm dying.

'Now inside. Fuck yourself. Slowly.'

I shift the lace aside, exposing my cunt fully, and slide the vibrator inside. I'm so wet it enters easily, no resistance, slick and hot, and I gasp at the stretch, the fullness, the relentless vibration deep inside me.

I start to thrust. Slow, controlled, the way he ordered, and it's torture. I want to go faster, harder, chase the orgasm that's already rebuilding, but I don't. I hold the rhythm, fucking myself steadily whilst he watches, legs spread, cunt gripping the toy.

'Faster. You can cum this time.'

Thank God.

I speed up, thrusting harder, the vibrator slick with my wetness, the wet sounds obscene in the quiet office. My free hand grips the armrest, knuckles white, my head falling back as the pleasure mounts, sharp and insistent.

'But—'

I freeze.

He pulls his thermos from the desk drawer. Pours cum into a glass. Thick, white, viscous. Cold from storage.

Oh fuck. Oh fuck, what—

'—this stays in your mouth whilst you do. Don't swallow until after.'

He hands me the glass. It's half-full, maybe more, the cum thick enough to cling to the sides. I can smell it. Salt-musk. My mouth waters.

I drink it into my mouth. All of it. Cheeks bulging, lips sealed tight, and the taste floods my senses. Salt-bitter, thick, coating my tongue, pooling heavy and cold.

Jesus Christ, there's so much.

'Now cum. I want to watch you cum with my cum in your mouth.'

I fuck myself harder, the vibrator slick and buzzing, my cunt gripping it, clenching, and the cum in my mouth sloshes with every thrust, every clench of my jaw, warming slowly, thick and viscous on my tongue.

The orgasm builds. Fast. Inevitable.

I'm whimpering, the sound muffled, desperate, vibrator relentless, cunt throbbing, and I can feel it, the edge, right there, right fucking there—

The orgasm hits. Fast. Brutal. I try to scream but I can't, my mouth full, cheeks bulging, and the sound that comes out is muffled, animal, desperate. The cum threatens to spill past my lips as my body jerks, convulses, cunt spasming around the toy, thighs shaking, sweat slicking my skin.

'Swallow.'

I swallow.

Oh God oh fuck oh—

It's thick, difficult, sliding down my throat in hot, viscous globs whilst I'm still coming, still clenching, and the sensation doubles, triples, the taste flooding my senses, the warmth spreading through my chest, and I can't stop shaking, can't stop coming, the orgasm stretching endlessly, wrecking me, my thighs trembling, cunt pulsing, heart hammering.

The vibrator slips from my grip, still buzzing on the leather seat, and I slump forward, gasping, chest heaving, cum coating my throat, the taste lingering salt-bitter on my tongue.

Fuck. Fuck. I've never—that was—

I can't even finish the thought.

David's still watching. Expression unreadable. Satisfied.

'Clean yourself up. We have a ten o'clock.'

Professional. Detached. Like he didn't just make me swallow his cum mid-orgasm.

God, I'm fucked. Completely fucked.

I stand on shaking legs, retrieve my clothes, and head for his en-suite.

The taste stays with me all morning.
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The Alumni Network

I round the corner from the finance meeting, Edinburgh figures still rattling in my head, and nearly walk straight into Jessica Cheung.

Christ. Too close. I can smell her perfume: something expensive, floral with an edge. Something I'll never afford on a PA salary.

Not yet.

"Oh, sorry, Sophie, isn't it?"

Her voice is smooth. Polished. She's perfect. Fitted black Armani, heels that probably cost more than my monthly rent, the kind of confidence you only get from being very good at your job and very good on your knees.

I know which photos she's in. I've studied them.

"Yes. Ms. Cheung. Sorry, I wasn't looking where I-"

"How are you finding the role? David's an... exacting boss."

My cunt clenches.

She knows. The pause before 'exacting' was deliberate, coded. She's been where I'm desperate to be: kneeling in his office, mouth open, face tilted up. Waiting for him to cover her. I've seen the proof. Polaroid evidence of her dedication. Eyes half-closed, blissed out, his cum streaking her cheeks, dripping from her chin, matting her hair.

She looked beautiful.

"I'm learning a lot," I manage. Professional. Composed. My thighs press together under my skirt. "He has high standards. I'm trying to meet them."

Her smile sharpens. Complicit. "I'm sure you are. He rewards hard work. Both kinds."

Both kinds.

Professional and filthy. Filing reports and swallowing loads. The words settle low in my belly, hot and tight. She's telling me she knows. She's been there. Done it. Thrived.

Heat floods between my legs. I'm wet. Of course I'm wet. I've been wet since Tuesday, since I found those photos, since I realised what he wanted, what I wanted, what this could be.

"If you ever need advice, professional or otherwise, my door's open."

Professional or otherwise.

Fuck. Does everyone know? Or just us? The collection. Past and present. The women who knelt and rose and stayed.

I watch her walk away, heels clicking sharp against polished marble, and my cunt's aching. Properly aching. She did it. Let him use her, photograph her, catalogue her drenched in his spunk. And now she's CMO. Corner office. Six-figure salary. Respect.

Proof it works.

I can do this. I'm already doing this. And I'll be better at it than anyone before me.

I turn towards David's office, Edinburgh projections forgotten, knickers damp, pulse hammering.

Tomorrow I'm wearing the seamed stockings he mentioned. The ones that make my legs look endless.

Tomorrow we go further.
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Smooth and Ready

Half four on a Friday and I'm at David's desk, going through my Edinburgh presentation. Board meeting's next week. This needs to be perfect. Career-making. Knicker-soaking, if I'm honest, which I always am in my own head.

He walks in from his meeting, yanks his tie loose. Drops into his chair with that smug-bastard look I've come to crave.

Satisfied. Why? What's he planning?

Those hands. Christ. Two weeks until those hands are on me properly.

"You've done well this fortnight," he says, leaning back. "Better than I expected."

Praise. Fuck. I'm wet already.

"Thank you."

"Next Friday. Business dinner. Four clients, high-value. Manchester hotel development investors." He watches me. "You'll accompany me."

Public. He's taking me out with clients.

My cunt clenches. Professional setting. Professional Sophie. Except I'll be drenched underneath, thinking about what he did to me that morning.

"You'll need to be... prepared."

Prepared.

"Prepared how?"

"I'll explain Monday." He drums his fingers on the desk. Those fingers. "Discretion. Control. Trust."

Heat floods between my legs. What's he planning? Clients. Dinner. Public. Discretion. Oh God.

"And the following week..." He pauses. Deliberate. Bastard. "Manchester property inspection. Overnight. We'll take the train Thursday morning, return Friday evening."

Overnight.

Hotel.

Him.

Alone for a full night.

I forget how to breathe.

"The inspection's legitimate," he continues, voice steady, professional, whilst I'm melting into his chair. "You'll need to be competent. Handle yourself well." Pause. "But the evenings..." He leans forward. "The evenings are mine. You're mine."

"I understand."

"Do you?" His eyes narrow. "Because what I'm planning for Manchester is more extreme than anything we've done here."

More extreme than frozen cum? Than the Polaroids? Than fucking myself with toys whilst he catalogues me?

My mind blanks. What could possibly...?

"I can handle it."

"We'll see." He studies me, weighing, calculating. Then: "This weekend. I want you to practice."

Practice.

"Use the toys. Edge yourself. Don't come unless I say so. Get comfortable with the larger dildo." Pause. His eyes lock on mine. "Because in Manchester, I'm fucking you. Properly."

Oh.

Oh fuck.

His cock. Inside me. Not toys. Not fingers. Him.

My cunt clenches so hard I gasp. Can't help it. The sound escapes before I can swallow it down.

He smiles. Slow. Wicked.

"I..." My voice is barely there. "Yes."

"And Sophie?" He's still watching, drinking in my reaction like it's expensive wine. "Shave. Completely. I want you smooth when I fuck you."

Bare. He wants me bare. Exposed. Nothing hidden.

"Yes, Mr. Caldwell."

The formality's absurd. He's just told me he's going to fuck me bald-cunted in a Manchester hotel in two weeks and I'm Yes-Mr-Caldwelling him like I'm confirming a meeting.

"Good girl." He waves a hand, dismissive, back to work-mode in a heartbeat. "Now go home. I'll see you Monday. Eight a.m. Sharp."

I grab my bag, knees shaky. At the door, I stop. Turn.

Say it. Thank him. He's giving you everything you've ever wanted.

"David?"

His eyes flicker. I called him David. First time outside of sex. It sounds strange. Intimate.

"Yes?"

"Thank you." My voice cracks. Shit. "For this. For seeing me. For understanding me."

His face changes. Softer. Almost fond. Not the boss. Not the dominant pervert. Something else. Something real.

"You're welcome, Sophie." Pause. Then the mask slips back. "Now go. Before I bend you over this desk and we're both here until midnight."

I leave grinning like an idiot, cunt throbbing so hard I'm afraid I'll leave a wet spot on his leather chair.

Worth it.
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The Tube's rammed. Friday rush, everyone desperate to escape the week. I'm wedged between a bloke in a cheap suit reeking of aftershave and a woman scrolling Instagram, dead-eyed.

They've no idea.

No clue I'm standing here, gripping the handrail, picturing my boss's cock splitting me open in two weeks.

Manchester. Hotel room. His hands. His cock. Finally.

The train lurches. I steady myself. My thighs are slick. Wet. I'm so turned on I can feel it running down, soaking the gusset of my knickers.

Professional PA. Absolutely fucking normal.

The woman beside me shifts her Pret bag. I catch my reflection in the dark window opposite. Flushed. Pupils blown. I look fucked already.

Two weeks.

Dinner with clients next Friday. Then the week after, Manchester overnight.

Work and sex. Parallel tracks. I'll excel at both.

Jessica earned her promotion on her knees. Natalie too. Lauren and Amber before them.

I will too. Better. I'll be the best he's ever had.

The Polaroid drawer flashes through my mind. My face, covered in his cum, eyes half-closed, blissed-out. Joining Jessica, Natalie, Lauren, Amber. Proof. Evidence. Art.

I deserve that drawer.

I'll earn it.

Three weeks until the Edinburgh board presentation. Professional Sophie, competent and sharp, nailing the numbers whilst underneath I'm his filthy obsession.

I can do both.

I will do both.

The train pulls into Clapham Common. I step off, legs still shaking, and walk home through the warm June evening.

Two weeks until he fucks me properly.

I'm going to practice all weekend. Edge myself stupid. Get comfortable with the big dildo. Shave myself bare.

Whatever he wants. However he wants it.

I'm ready.


The Business Dinner
The Appetiser


Maurice holds the limousine door, his face a professional mask. "Enjoy your evening, Ms. Hartley."

He definitely knows. They all know by now, and I don't even care.

The leather's cool against my bare thighs as I slide into the back seat, the Roland Mouret dress riding up until I smooth it down over my knees. David's already inside, navy Tom Ford suit immaculate, silver hair catching the dim interior light. The door thuds shut, sealing us in leather-scented privacy, and the limousine pulls smoothly into Friday evening traffic, tinted windows blocking out the city chaos beyond.

The privacy screen's already raised between us and Maurice. We could do anything back here.

David's staring.

His gaze travels deliberately from my Louboutin heels up my stockinged legs to where the dress skims my knees, then higher, lingering on my waist, my chest, my throat, my mouth. Appraising me. Cataloguing. Possessing.

"You look stunning. Expensive. Exactly right."

Heat creeps up my neck and I duck my head slightly, unable to stop the flush spreading across my cheeks. "Thank you. The dress is... I've never worn anything this beautiful."

True. The price tag alone could've paid two months' rent, but he'd insisted, sent me to Selfridges with his credit card and instructions to get whatever I needed. The sales assistant had stared at me with barely concealed envy when I walked out laden with shopping bags.

"You deserve beautiful things, Sophie. Especially when you're being so good for me."

His hand settles on my knee, warm and possessive, then slides up, fingertips grazing sheer La Perla stocking until they find the lace top, the suspender clasp beneath my dress. Higher still. Bare skin.

"No knickers?"

"No. Like you said."

"Good girl."

Every fucking time. Those two words and I'm molten.

My cunt clenches hard, already wet, already aching. I've been soaked since I woke up this morning knowing what tonight would bring.

David reaches into his suit jacket and pulls out two small glass bottles, the miniature kind you'd get on a flight, screw-capped and filled with thick, opaque liquid. White. Creamy. Unmistakable.

Oh fuck. Oh God.

"Is that...?"

"A week's worth. Saved. Kept refrigerated. I've been wanking at home every night thinking about tonight, about watching you do this."

A week. Jesus Christ. Two entire bottles full.

They sit between us on the leather seat, innocuous enough that a stranger might mistake them for cream or some expensive supplement. But I know better. I know exactly what they are.

David picks one up, holds it to the light. The liquid's opaque, viscous, moving slowly when he tilts it. "This one's mine. From this week."

He sets it down and picks up the second bottle, his expression unreadable. "This one... let's just say Maurice has been very generous."

My brain stutters, short-circuits completely.

"Maurice? The driver?"

David glances toward the privacy screen. Beyond it, I can just make out the back of Maurice's head, grey hair beneath his chauffeur's cap. "He's been with me fifteen years. Very loyal. Very discreet. When I mentioned I needed extra volume for tonight, he offered to contribute."

Maurice. The driver sitting three feet away has wanked into that bottle for me. Jesus fucking Christ.

My cunt throbs, heat flooding between my legs so fast I nearly gasp. My thighs are slick beneath the dress already.

"You're telling me that bottle is... his?"

"Every drop. Produced it this morning. Still thinks you're lovely, by the way. Said so when he handed it over."

Fuck. That's so dirty. Maurice has seen me every day for weeks, all professional politeness and 'Good morning, Ms. Hartley,' and all the while he's been wanking, knowing I'd be swallowing his cum tonight.

I'm drenched. Absolutely soaking. Slick coating my inner thighs.

David watches my reaction, eyes dark and hungry. "Does that disgust you?"

I shake my head, honest. "No. It makes me so fucking wet I can barely think straight."

His smile spreads slow and satisfied. "Good. Because here's what's going to happen. You'll drink one bottle now, in the car, whilst I watch. Savour it. Enjoy it."

He hands me Maurice's bottle.

"This one. The driver's. I want you to taste another man's cum whilst sitting next to me, whilst he drives us to dinner."

The glass is cold and surprisingly heavy in my palm. I can see the thickness of the liquid inside, smell it faintly when I unscrew the cap: sharp and musky, different from David's somehow, slightly sweeter.

Maurice's cum. I'm about to drink Maurice's cum.

I raise the bottle to my lips.

David's hand tightens on my thigh.

I tilt the bottle and let Maurice's cum pour onto my tongue, thick and viscous, already warming from my palm. It coats every surface of my mouth, the weight of it undeniable, and when I swallow it slides down slow and heavy, clinging to my throat.

Christ. I can feel it all the way down. Different. Mellower. Still that sharp bleach edge but smoother, sweeter.

I tip the bottle higher and drink more, letting it pool on my tongue before swallowing again. Maybe two good mouthfuls total. I take my time with the second one, savouring the taste, the texture, the knowledge of what I'm doing.

Maurice's spunk coating my tongue whilst he drives us through London.

When the bottle's empty, I lower it and lick my lips, tasting the salty residue.

"How does he taste?"

David's voice is rough, strained.

"Good. Different from yours. Sweeter. But still... God, still so fucking good."

David takes the empty bottle and sets it aside, then picks up the second one. His. "This one you'll take with you into the restaurant. Keep it in your handbag. Throughout dinner, you'll drink from it. Small amounts. Between courses. Whilst they're distracted. You'll savour it, hold it in your mouth as long as you can before swallowing. Make it last the full two hours."

Wait. What?

"You want me to drink your cum during dinner? In front of them? At the table?"

"Exactly."

"What if they see? What if they smell it?"

"They might. Cum has a distinctive scent. If you've just swallowed a mouthful and someone leans close, they might notice something sharp, bleach-like. You'll have to be careful. Subtle."

This is insane. Drinking cum at a business dinner. Smelling of spunk whilst discussing investment portfolios. Fuck.

My thighs are slick, wetness spreading. The familiar ache pulses low in my belly, throbbing between my legs. I want this. God, I desperately want this.

David hands me the bottle, his cum, a week's worth. I unscrew the cap briefly and the smell hits me immediately, sharp and familiar, unmistakably his.

I want to drink it now. All of it. Pour it down my throat.

But I screw the cap back on and slip the bottle into my clutch, nestling it beside my lipstick and phone.

His cum. In my handbag. Ready.

David's hand slides higher up my thigh, under the dress hem, finding the stocking top, then bare skin. His fingers trail up my inner thigh and reach my cunt. No barrier. No knickers. Just wet, bare flesh. His fingertip brushes my clit and I gasp, eyes locked on his.

"Soaked. I can feel it dripping. You love this, don't you?"

I can't speak, just nod whilst his finger circles my clit in slow, teasing patterns. I'm shaking, the limousine humming beneath us, smooth and steady, and his finger keeps working lazy circles and I'm trembling, cunt throbbing, desperate.

"You're not allowed to cum. Not until after dinner. Understood?"

I nod again, whimper caught in my throat.

He removes his hand and brings his finger to his mouth, tasting me whilst maintaining eye contact. "Delicious. Now. The clients."

I try to focus through the pounding of my heart, the aching throb of my cunt, the taste of Maurice's cum still coating my tongue.

"Four investors. Manchester hotel development. Two men, two women. They're deciding between us and a competitor. This dinner is crucial."

Oh fuck. High stakes. And I'm going to be drinking spunk throughout.

"You'll be charming, intelligent. You'll discuss the Edinburgh projections if asked, you know them backwards. You'll smile, nod, be the perfect assistant."

My hand rests on my clutch. I can feel the bottle inside, waiting.

"What if they ask me direct questions whilst I've just swallowed?"

"Then you'll answer. Your breath might smell slightly of bleach, of salt. They might notice. They might not. That's the risk."

The risk. Fuck. The risk makes it so much hotter.

"I can do this."

"I know you can. You've done everything else I've asked. This is just the next step."

The limousine slows, turning into Knightsbridge, pulling up outside Marcus. Michelin-starred, exclusive, expensive. The kind of place I'd never afford in a lifetime of saving.

David straightens his tie, checks his Rolex. 7:12pm. Perfectly timed.

"Remember. Small sips. Savour it. Hold it on your tongue as long as you can. Swallow when it's safe. Make the bottle last two hours."

I clutch the handbag tighter, feeling the weight of the bottle shift inside.

Here we go. Professional. Composed. About to drink cum in public.

The door opens, valet in black tie, cold November air rushing in.

David exits first, then turns and offers his hand. I take it and slide out, standing in my Louboutins, the dress smoothing itself down my thighs. My legs are trembling, but the heels hold me steady.

Maurice is standing by the driver's door. He sees me and nods, polite and professional. "Enjoy your evening, Ms. Hartley."

He knows. He knows I've just drunk his cum. He knows I'm carrying David's in my bag.

I smile, composed and professional. "Thank you, Maurice."

He holds my gaze a fraction too long, something flickering in his eyes. Hunger? Satisfaction? Pride? Then it's gone.

I turn and follow David toward the restaurant entrance, the bottle shifting in my handbag with every step.

I'm going to do this. I'm going to drink his cum in front of strangers. I'm going to savour it, hold it in my mouth, swallow it slowly whilst discussing business projections and market trends.

I'm his perfect little slut.

And I fucking love it.

[image: ]

Tasting Menu

The maître d' leads us through the restaurant, past tables lit by candles, the air thick with perfume and wine and the particular scent of money. My heels click on polished wood, and with each step the bottle shifts in my clutch, heavy and present, a secret weight that makes my cunt pulse. I can do this. Small sips. Savour it on my tongue. Swallow when no one's looking.

The booth's at the back, tucked into a corner with curved leather seating and a white tablecloth already set for six. Four people are rising as we approach, smiles warm and professional.

"David! Good to see you. And this must be Sophie—we've heard excellent things."

The man speaking, fifties and grey-suited with a broad Yorkshire accent, must be Michael Thornton, the lead investor. They've heard excellent things about me. My analysis skills, my professionalism. Not about the bottle of cum in my clutch. I smile and extend my hand, gripping his in a firm shake.

"Lovely to meet you all. David speaks highly of this project."

My voice sounds normal, confident even, and they smile back, clearly charmed. The woman in the burgundy dress steps forward, sharp-eyed and beautiful, her bone structure the kind that makes you think she was stunning at twenty and will be stunning at seventy.

"Priya Desai. I've been looking forward to meeting you, Sophie. David's been singing your praises."

I shake her hand, hers cool and dry, mine probably clammy. "He's generous."

"He's not known for generosity unless it's deserved."

Oh, I've deserved it. Every thick rope across my face. Every frozen load he's fed me. Every degrading instruction I've followed like a good girl. I smile wider.

The other two introduce themselves: Catherine Wu, an architect with a soft Scottish lilt and an elegant silver bob, and James Hartley—no relation, thankfully—a financial analyst, quiet, wire-rimmed glasses, the type who notices everything. David gestures me into the booth first and I slide along the curved leather, clutch held carefully in my lap. He follows, close enough that his thigh presses against mine immediately, possessive, a reminder.

Menus arrive, heavy and embossed, the kind that don't list prices because if you have to ask you can't afford it. I set my clutch on the seat beside me, within easy reach, and accept the glass of Chablis the waiter pours, cold and crisp. I lift it, sip, and the sharp citrus cuts through the lingering taste of Maurice's cum from earlier, the salt-bleach flavour I've been carrying since the car. The bottle's right there. Inches away. When do I start?

"Sophie, David mentioned you've been instrumental in the Edinburgh analysis. What's your read on the market?"

Priya, leaning forward slightly, direct and expectant. I set my wine glass down and compose my thoughts, slipping into professional mode like a second skin.

"Edinburgh's performing twelve per cent above projections. Tourism's strong, and our Royal Mile location positions us perfectly for both business and leisure travellers. The contractor delays David mentioned are manageable—we've built in a two-week buffer, and even if we hit it, we're still ahead of market entry targets."

Professional, measured, exactly the right balance of confidence and deference. They nod, approving, and Michael leans back with a satisfied grunt.

"And Manchester projections?"

"Conservative. We're forecasting seventy-eight per cent occupancy in year one. The market could support higher, but we'd rather exceed expectations than disappoint."

James nods, almost smiling behind his glasses. "Smart. I like cautious projections."

The waiter reappears to take orders, and I choose scallops for the starter, then lamb for the main, light dishes, easy to eat whilst managing... other things. As he leaves, the conversation shifts—Michael and James debating United's form, Priya and Catherine comparing notes on a mutual contact in property development. Now. This is the moment. They're distracted. Do it.

I reach for my clutch, casual, like I'm checking my phone, but my fingers find the small bottle instead, concealed in my palm as I bring it under the table. One-handed, I unscrew the cap—practiced, careful—and raise it to my lips beneath the table's edge. A quick glance around: everyone's distracted, talking, laughing about United's dismal form. I tilt the bottle and David's cum flows onto my tongue, thick and still cold from the freezer, the taste so sharp and chemical-bleach that my throat tries to close. I swallow immediately, can't risk holding it yet, too visible, too risky this first time. The liquid slides down heavy, coating everything, settling warm in my belly. Oh God. His. A week's worth of his loads. And I'm drinking it at Marcus whilst they discuss football. The cap goes back on, the bottle disappears into my clutch. Five seconds, maybe. No one noticed.

I reach for my wine, sip, let the sharp citrus wash away the residue, the sharpness.

David's hand lands on my thigh under the table, squeezes once. He saw. Of course he saw. The touch radiates approval, pride, possession, and my cunt clenches in response.

The first course arrives, three fat scallops per plate, beautifully plated with microgreens and tiny dots of beurre blanc that probably took the chef an hour to perfect. I cut into one, take a tiny bite, and the buttery richness mixes with the lingering taste of cum on my tongue, salt and cream and the faint bleach edge underneath. This is insane. I'm eating Michelin-star scallops and tasting spunk.

"This is exquisite. Do you dine here often, David?"

Catherine, savouring her own plate with the kind of focussed attention that suggests she takes food seriously.

"Occasionally. When the client's worth impressing."

They laugh, charmed, and I finish my scallops slowly, sip wine between bites, contribute to the conversation when asked about Edinburgh's Royal Mile footfall or Manchester's commercial district saturation. All the while I'm hyper-aware of the bottle in my clutch, the weight of it, the potential. When's the next chance?

The plates are cleared, and there's a brief lull whilst the waiter refreshes water glasses. Michael's launched into a story about a disastrous site visit in Glasgow, something about a surveyor and a flood and a very angry contractor. Everyone's listening, engaged, entertained.

Now.

I reach for the bottle again, same motion, casual and hidden, but this time I take a larger mouthful, letting it pool on my tongue instead of swallowing immediately. Fuck. So thick. I can feel the texture, gloopy and heavy, coating everything. I hold it—five seconds, ten—and the taste intensifies, salt and bitter and sharp, unmistakably his. I swallow slowly, deliberately, feeling it slide down, and my cunt throbs hard enough that I have to press my thighs together under the table. The heat between my legs is unbearable, a wet ache that's only getting worse.

I replace the bottle, reach for my wine, and that's when Priya glances at me, her eyes narrowing slightly as I sip.

"You all right, Sophie? You look flushed."

Fuck. Fuck. She noticed. Can she smell it? Does my breath reek of bleach and salt? My heart kicks against my ribs, but I force a smile, aiming for sheepish. "I'm fine, just warm. The wine's lovely, though."

She smiles back, seems to accept it, and returns to her conversation with Catherine about some mutual contact in property development. Too close. Way too fucking close. Calm down. Breathe through your mouth. Be more careful.

The second course arrives—lamb, cooked pink and perfect, rich jus pooling around fondant potatoes and tender stem broccoli. I cut into it and the meat's buttery soft, melting on my tongue. I eat slowly, sip wine frequently, let the alcohol settle my nerves and blur the edges of the risk I'm taking. The conversation flows around me—investment structures, return timelines, risk assessments, the kind of business talk I could do in my sleep. David contributes occasionally, confident and authoritative, but his hand remains on my thigh, squeezing now and then, reminding me. You're doing this. You're drinking my cum in public. Good girl.

I wait, patient, letting them settle properly into the main course before I try again. Then, during a lull whilst the waiter refills wine glasses, I reach for the bottle and take a good mouthful, holding it longer this time—twenty seconds—whilst the taste floods my senses. I'm barely aware of the lamb I'm chewing, just the thick liquid coating my tongue, warm now from being in my bag, almost body temperature. I swallow, feel it slide down heavy and slow, and immediately reach for my wine, gulping to chase the residue.

That's when James speaks directly to me, leaning slightly forward.

"Sophie, what's your background? Where did you study?"

Fuck. Direct question. I just swallowed. Does my breath stink? I smile, hoping the wine's masked it. "Exeter. Business Management. Graduated last year."

"First class honours, David mentioned?"

"Yes. I was fortunate."

He leans slightly closer, interested, and I can see the sharp intelligence behind those wire-rimmed glasses. "And you've adapted to the role quickly. That's impressive."

He's close. Can he smell it? The bleach-sharp tang? Please don't notice. Please. "David's an excellent mentor. He makes it easy."

James nods, leans back, and if he noticed anything he doesn't show it. My heart's still pounding, though. That was too close. But fuck. The thrill. The thrill of almost being caught makes it so much better.

I finish my lamb—the flavours are exquisite, but I'm barely tasting them, my focus split between performing professionalism and managing the bottle. The plates are cleared again, and there's a brief pause before dessert. Michael excuses himself for the toilet, and Catherine stands as well. "I'll join you."

Now it's just Priya, James, David, and me at the table. Quieter, more intimate, which means less cover but also fewer eyes to catch me in the act. I wait until Priya and James are deep in conversation about Edinburgh property values, technical and detailed, the kind of discussion that demands focus. Then I reach for the bottle again, but this time I hold it differently, bringing it up slightly higher, like I'm taking a sip of water. No one's looking directly at me. I tilt the bottle to my lips and drink, a long pull, maybe a third of what's left.

I hold it in my mouth, don't swallow yet, letting the thickness coat everything—my tongue, the roof of my mouth, between my teeth, even my gums. Savour it. He said savour it. Make it last. I close my eyes for a heartbeat, lost in the salt-bitter taste, the weight of it, the wrongness. When I open them, Priya's looking directly at me.

Our eyes meet. She smiles, polite, then glances at my wine glass as if checking I'm hydrated. She thinks I'm sipping wine. Water. Something normal. Not her colleague's week-old spunk. I smile back, warm and professional, and swallow slowly whilst holding her gaze, feeling every second of the slide down my throat. My cunt clenches so hard I gasp, but I cover it with a small cough. I just swallowed David's cum whilst looking a senior investor in the eye. Christ. That's so fucking dirty I can barely stand it.

I reach for my actual wine, sip, casual, and Priya returns to her conversation as if nothing happened.

David's hand slides higher on my thigh, slipping under my dress hem to find bare skin above my stocking top, and his finger traces slow, maddeningly light circles on the sensitive flesh. Touch me. Properly. Please. I want to spread my legs, hook one knee over his, guide his hand to where I'm soaked and aching, beg him to rub my clit right here at the table. Instead, I sit perfectly still, composed, professional, whilst Priya discusses property yields and my cunt throbs so hard I can feel my pulse in it.

Michael and Catherine return, and dessert arrives—chocolate fondant with a molten centre, vanilla ice cream melting beside it in a slow, obscene puddle. I've got maybe two more good mouthfuls left in the bottle. Pace it. Make it last. Don't waste it.

I eat the fondant slowly, rich and bittersweet, the chocolate coating my tongue, and between bites I take another sip from the bottle, holding it for thirty seconds this time whilst I listen to Michael discuss exit strategies and timeline flexibility. The cum's warm now, almost body temperature, and it feels heavier, thicker, more real somehow.

I swallow. Chase it with wine. One more left.

The conversation's winding down, coffee mentioned, and I can see in their body language that the clients are pleased—relaxed, smiling, sold. David's charmed them, and I've played my part perfectly. And I've drunk his cum throughout the entire meal, right under their noses.

Coffee arrives in tiny espresso cups, but I decline, too wired already, my heart racing from adrenaline and arousal. The clients are discussing logistics, timelines, next steps, and I reach for the bottle one final time, emptying it completely. The last thick mouthful floods my tongue, coating my teeth, heavy and warm now from sitting in my bag for two hours. This is it. The final taste. Make it count. Forty seconds. Go.

I hold it, eyes fixed on the table, breathing carefully through my nose whilst Michael drones about exit timelines. My cunt's throbbing, soaked, and I can feel wetness on my inner thighs now, slick and cooling, probably seeping down to the tops of my stockings. Don't think about it. Just hold. Taste. Feel. I swallow slowly, deliberately, mapping every second of the slide down my throat, the weight of it settling in my belly.

Gone.

All of it. Two hours. I did it. I drank every drop.

I slip the empty bottle back into my clutch, zip it closed, and reach for my wine glass. It's empty. I don't refill it. Instead I sit back, satisfied, almost sated, the taste still lingering, sharp and salty and his.

David's hand squeezes my thigh hard, possessive, proud, and I know he's as turned on as I am.

Priya leans across the table towards me, smiling warmly. "You've been wonderful company, Sophie. Truly. Though I hope you don't mind me saying—you've barely touched your wine all evening. I noticed you kept reaching for... well, I thought perhaps you had water? Or are you just very disciplined?"

Fuck. She noticed. She noticed me reaching for something. My brain scrambles for a plausible lie, and I force a sheepish smile, embarrassed.

"I... I have a bit of a habit. I carry mints. Strong ones. I'm paranoid about my breath during business dinners. Probably excessive, I know."

I pull out the empty bottle slightly, just the top visible, small enough to pass for a mint container if you're not looking closely.

Priya laughs, warm and understanding. "Oh, not at all! I do the same. Can't stand the thought of garlic breath during negotiations."

She winks, and I nearly collapse with relief. She believes it. Thank God.

James chimes in, grinning. "I thought maybe you were sneaking nips of something stronger. You kept reaching for your bag and I thought, 'She's either nervous or she's got a flask.'"

He's joking, teasing, but there's a flicker of something in his eyes. Does he suspect? Did he smell it? No. He can't have. He's just being friendly.

I laugh, light and dismissive. "God, no. Just mints. I promise."

Michael grins. "Well, if you did have a flask, I wouldn't blame you. These dinners can be intense."

They all laugh, and the moment passes, but I'm shaking slightly, the thrill of almost being caught mixing with the lie I just told, the truth underneath. They nearly knew. Nearly figured it out. And I lied straight to their faces, smiled and performed innocence whilst reeking of spunk.

David stands, signalling it's time to leave, and the clients follow suit. There are handshakes, cheek kisses, business cards exchanged. Priya leans close as she kisses my cheek, her perfume floral and expensive.

"Lovely meeting you. You're going places, Sophie."

If only she knew where I've been tonight.

The clients depart - early meetings tomorrow, a long drive back to Manchester - and David and I remain. He signals the waiter, pays discreetly with a black card, then leans close, his lips brushing my ear.

"You were perfect. Better than perfect. I'm so fucking hard right now I can barely think."

My cunt clenches, empty, desperate, and I turn to him, my voice barely a whisper. "I need you. Now. Please."

"Disabled toilet. Far corridor. Thirty seconds after me."

He stands, adjusts his suit jacket to hide his erection, and walks towards the back of the restaurant, calm, controlled, every inch the composed businessman.

I wait and count. One. Two. Three.

My heart's pounding, cunt throbbing, the taste of his cum still coating my tongue, faint now but there. I can feel the wetness between my legs, soaking through my knickers, probably leaving a damp patch on the leather seat beneath me.

Ten. Eleven. Twelve. Thirty seconds. That's all. Just thirty seconds and then I can have him.

Twenty. Twenty-one. Twenty-two.

I stand, smooth my dress, and check my reflection in the darkened window beside the booth. Composed, professional, flushed but beautiful.

No one would know.

Thirty.
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After-Dinner Mints

I walk down the corridor, past the main toilets and coatroom, heels clicking on marble, cunt throbbing with every step. Around the corner to the disabled toilet with its single door and brass handle. I turn it and slip inside, already breathless.

David's already there, waiting, leaning against the marble sink with his eyes dark and hungry.

I close the door and slide the heavy bolt home; the solid click cuts the restaurant noise to muffled nothing, sealing us in.

He doesn't move, just watches me, appraising, and the weight of his gaze makes my nipples peak under the thin dress.

"You were fucking perfect out there."

"Thank you. I..." The words stick. "God, that was intense."

"You drank every drop. Held it in your mouth. Swallowed whilst looking them in the eye. Did it make you wet?"

I nod, because I can't lie, not with my cunt this soaked, not with my knickers probably ruined.

"Soaked. I'm dripping."

"Show me."

I lift the hem of my dress slowly, reveal my stockinged thighs first, then the suspenders, then higher until my bare cunt comes into view. Glistening. Swollen. No hiding how wet I am.

He groans, low and guttural, the sound going straight to my clit.

"Fuck. Look at you. Absolutely drenched."

I let the dress fall and step closer, my heels clicking on the tile floor, closing the distance between us.

"Please. I need you. I've been good. I did everything you asked. Please let me have your cum."

"Begging already?"

"Yes. Please. I'm desperate. I'll do anything."

His eyes narrow, considering, and I know that look. He's about to push me further.

"Anything?"

"Anything. Whatever you want. I'm yours."

He pushes off the sink and steps towards me, his hand reaching out to grab my jaw, firm but not painful, purely possessive.

"On your knees."

I drop immediately, knees hitting cold tile, the dress pooling around me. I'm eye-level with his belt, his obvious erection straining against expensive wool, and my mouth waters.

"Prove it. Prove you'll do anything."

I reach for his belt with shaking hands, unfasten it, and the metal clinks obscenely loud in the tiled space. I unzip his trousers and drag them down his thighs along with his boxers.

His cock springs free, thick and hard, the head angry red and already leaking pre-cum that makes my tongue ache.

God. Perfect. I want it so badly I can barely think.

I lean forward, opening my mouth.

"No. Not yet."

I freeze and look up at him, confused, desperate.

"Lower. My balls. Suck them."

I adjust my position, lowering my head, and his cock brushes my cheek as I move down, thick and hot and leaving a smear of pre-cum on my skin.

I take his balls into my mouth one at a time, gentle, rolling my tongue over them. They're heavy and full, and he groans above me, the sound making my cunt clench around nothing.

"Good girl. Now lick. Use your tongue properly."

I lick in long strokes from the base of his balls upward, wet and slow, savouring the salt-musk taste of his skin, the scent of him filling my lungs.

"Lower."

Lower?

I hesitate, brain catching up.

"I said lower. Lick my taint. Show me you meant it when you said anything."

Oh fuck. He wants me to... yes. Anything. I said anything.

I shift lower, extend my tongue, and find the smooth skin between his balls and his arse. I lick slowly, firmly, and the taste is stronger here, musky and male, sweat and skin and something indefinably him.

He groans louder, his hand finding my hair.

"Fuck. Yes. Keep going."

I lick again and again, getting into it now, my cunt throbbing because this is so filthy and I love it.

"Even lower, Sophie. You know where I want that tongue."

My brain shorts out.

He wants me to lick his arsehole. Here. In the bathroom of Marcus. Whilst investors are fifty feet away eating dessert.

I'm going to do it. Christ, I'm actually going to do it.

I spread his arse cheeks with trembling hands, lean in, and extend my tongue to find his hole.

The first lick sends taste exploding across my tongue—sharp, earthy, pure male musk mixed with expensive soap, and something darker underneath that makes my cunt clench hard.

He gasps above me, his grip tightening in my hair.

"Fuck. Yes. Good fucking girl. Lick my arsehole. Show me how desperate you are."

I lick again, circling the rim, pressing gently, degrading myself completely and loving every fucking second of it. His hand grips my hair tighter, not pulling, just anchoring me, holding me in place while I work my tongue wet and eager against his hole.

I'm such a dirty slut. Licking his arse in a public bathroom. If anyone walked in. If anyone knew.

The thought makes me wetter.

"That's it. Fucking perfect. You're such a dirty little slut, aren't you?"

I moan against him, affirmation, agreement, and the vibration makes him groan.

Yes. I'm your dirty slut. I'll lick your arse in public. I'll do anything.

His cock's jerking above me, leaking steadily now, and I can see it from the corner of my eye, thick and ready, and I want it in my mouth so badly.

"Stand up. Turn around. Bend over the sink. Now."

I pull back, stand on shaking legs, turn, and brace myself against the marble, cold under my palms. I'm panting, face flushed, cunt aching.

David's behind me immediately, his hands on my hips, grabbing the hem of my dress and lifting it, bunching it at my waist.

My arse, stocking tops, suspenders, bare cunt—all exposed in the harsh bathroom light, and I watch in the mirror as his eyes darken further.

"Fuck. Look at you. Perfect."

His hand runs over my arse, possessive, squeezing the flesh, then spreading me slightly, exposing my arsehole, and I shiver.

Behind me, I hear the wet sound of his hand on his cock, wanking fast and urgent, chasing his release.

"I'm going to cover your arse. Your thighs. And then I'm going to push some inside you. Understood?"

My cunt clenches, empty and desperate and aching.

"Yes. Please. Cover me. Fill me."

His hand moves faster and I watch in the mirror, watch his face tighten, jaw clenched, eyes locked on my arse like he's memorising it.

He groans, low and guttural.

Then he cums.

The first spurt hits my right arse cheek, a thick rope of hot cum that makes me moan before I can stop myself. The second splashes across the left and I watch in the mirror as he aims, deliberate and possessive, painting my arse with his load.

Third and fourth spurts land down the backs of my thighs and it drips immediately, sliding down toward my stocking tops in thick white rivulets.

More. He's cumming hard, a huge load, and it's everywhere now, pooling in the curve of my arse, dripping between my legs, coating my skin.

"Fuck. Fuck. Look at you."

I watch in the mirror, mesmerised. My arse is painted white with his cum, thighs streaked, and it's running down in thick rivers that glisten under the bathroom lights.

Beautiful. I'm beautiful like this. Marked. Claimed. His.

His cock's still hard, still leaking, and he doesn't put it away.

Instead, his hand reaches down and gathers cum from my arse cheek, a thick gloop coating his fingers.

"Stay still."

I feel his cum-slicked fingers at my arsehole and my breath catches.

Oh God. He's going to...

He pushes gently, and his finger breaches me, slow and careful, the slide eased by his own cum.

I gasp because the sensation's intense, foreign, not painful but overwhelmingly full, and I've never had anything in my arse before.

"Relax. Let me in."

I breathe and force myself to relax, and his finger slides deeper, up to the knuckle, and I whimper.

"Good girl. You're taking it so well."

He withdraws slightly, gathers more cum from my arse cheek, and pushes back in, deeper this time, fucking my arse slowly with his finger whilst his cum coats me inside and out.

"You feel that? That's mine. Inside you. Marking you from the inside."

I moan because I can't help it, my cunt throbbing and empty and desperate whilst the fullness in my arse is filthy and perfect and so taboo it makes my head spin.

He's fingering my arse with his own cum. Christ. I'm letting him. I'm loving it.

He withdraws his finger completely, gathers more cum, and this time pushes two fingers against my hole.

The stretch makes me cry out, stifled, biting my lip hard as he works them inside.

"You love this, don't you? Love having my cum inside your tight little arsehole."

"Yes. God. Yes."

He fucks me slowly with his fingers, in and out, pushing more cum inside with each thrust, and I'm shaking, trembling, watching everything in the mirror—my flushed face, his concentrated expression, my arse stretched around his fingers, cum dripping down my thighs in obscene white streaks.

He withdraws completely and wipes his fingers on a towel.

Then his hand finds my cunt from behind and two fingers plunge inside without warning.

I gasp and grab the sink edge, knuckles going white, because he's not gentle, he's fucking me hard and fast, curling his fingers against my G-spot with brutal precision.

His other hand finds my clit and rubs merciless circles.

"Cum. Now. You've earned it."

The orgasm punches through me and I'm clenching around his fingers, cunt spasming, thighs shaking so hard I nearly collapse. I bite my lip to keep from screaming and taste blood, and I'm still coming, wave after wave, my clit throbbing against his merciless fingers whilst my arse leaks his cum down my legs.

Fuck. Fuck. Yes. God. Yes.

He withdraws his fingers, slick and glistening with my wetness, and wipes them on the same towel.

I slump against the sink, completely wrecked, panting, barely able to stand.

David steps back, adjusts himself, tucks his cock away, and fastens his trousers. He buckles his belt, smooths his shirt, and re-composes himself like nothing happened, like he didn't just wreck me completely.

I turn and face the mirror, assessing the damage.

My hair's mussed, and I smooth it with shaking hands that won't quite steady.

My makeup's smudged, lipstick completely gone. I reapply from my clutch, trying to steady the wand, painting my lips red again whilst my hands tremble.

My dress—I lower it carefully and feel the wet fabric settle against cum-slicked skin. The back's damp and sticky, and I can feel it clinging.

My legs—there's cum visible on my inner thighs if you look closely, the sheer stockings showing the streaks. I don't wipe it away.

My arse—still full of his cum, pushed inside, and the sensation's strange and intimate. I clench experimentally and feel it shift.

This is insane. I look fucked. Used. Thoroughly ruined. Perfect.

David's watching me in the mirror, satisfied and possessive.

"You were extraordinary. Better than I imagined."

I turn to face him, still flushed, still trembling slightly.

"Thank you. That was... I've never felt anything like that."

"Good. Because next week in Manchester, we're doing far more than this."

Far more. How? What's left?

But I don't ask. I just nod.

"I'm ready. Whatever you want."

His hand reaches out and cups my jaw, thumb stroking my cheek tenderly.

"I know you are. You proved it tonight. Drinking Maurice's cum. Mine. Throughout dinner. Nearly getting caught. Lying for me. Licking my arse. Taking my cum inside yours."

I shiver at the praise, my cunt clenching again despite the orgasm still thrumming through me.

"Speaking of Maurice..."

My breath catches.

"You enjoyed his cum, didn't you? In the car. You said it tasted different. Sweeter."

I nod, honest, because there's no point lying now.

"I did. I loved it."

"Good. Because from now on, he'll be supplying you regularly. Alongside mine, of course. I told him tonight. He was... very pleased."

Maurice. Regular supply. Oh fuck.

My cunt clenches again, the thrill shooting through me despite how wrecked I am.

"Really?"

"Really. He'll prepare bottles for you. Leave them in the limousine. In the office. Wherever I decide you need them. You'll drink them. Savour them. Thank him appropriately."

Thank him appropriately. What does that mean? Will I... will he want me too?

The thought makes me wetter, fresh arousal mixing with the mess already coating my thighs.

"I... yes. Whatever you want."

David smiles, rare and genuine.

"Perfect. Now. We need to leave. Manchester awaits. Monday we'll discuss specifics."

Manchester. Monday. What's he planning?

But I just nod.

"Okay."

"And Sophie? Don't clean up. Not yet. Walk out with my cum inside you. On you. I want you to feel it all the way home."

He wants me to walk through the restaurant with his cum in my arse. Dripping down my thighs. Jesus Christ.

But my cunt's throbbing and I want it, I want the risk and the filth and the evidence of what we've done.

"Yes, Mr. Caldwell."

He unlocks the door, opens it slightly, checks the corridor. Empty.

"Wait thirty seconds. Then leave."

He exits and his footsteps recede down the corridor.

I wait.

Count.

Breathe.

My arse feels full and strange, the cum inside shifting when I move. I clench again, feeling it, and fresh heat floods between my legs.

I'm about to walk through Marcus with his cum in my arse. On my thighs. Smelling of sex. They'll all see me and have no idea.

Thirty.

I open the door and step into the corridor.

Composed. Professional. Every inch the competent PA.

I walk toward the restaurant exit, heels clicking, and feel every shift of the liquid inside me with each step.

Past tables where diners glance up and see an elegant woman in a designer dress. They don't notice the wetness on my thighs, don't see the cum soaking through, don't know what's inside me or what I've just done.

But I'm aware of every step, every shift of the liquid inside me, every slick slide down my skin.

The maître d' stands at the exit, smiling.

"Good evening, madam. I hope you enjoyed your meal."

"Lovely, thank you."

If only you knew what I enjoyed. If only you could smell the sex on me.

I exit to the street and cold November air hits me, making me shiver.

David's at the limousine with the door open, Maurice holding it, waiting.

Maurice sees me and his eyes flicker down then back up. Does he know? Can he tell?

I smile at him, professional and grateful.

"Thank you, Maurice."

"My pleasure, Ms. Hartley."

Pleasure. He said pleasure. He knows I drank his cum. He knows David's planning more.

I slide inside and the leather's cool beneath me, then warm, then wet as cum squelches between my arse and the seat. Some of it leaks out and I feel it, warm and slick, and I don't care.

David climbs in beside me and the door closes, privacy screen already up.

The limousine pulls away.

I lean back, feeling the wetness spreading beneath me, the leather seat getting damp, the fullness in my arse shifting. I don't care about any of it.

David's arm comes around my shoulders and pulls me close, kissing my temple.

"You were extraordinary. Better than I imagined."

I turn my face toward him and his cologne fills my lungs, expensive and masculine.

"Thank you. That was... I've never felt anything like that."

"Good. Because next week in Manchester, we're doing far more than this."

Manchester. What's waiting for me there?

I remember his words from earlier in the week. The hotel suite. The toys. The arrangements.

Oh God. What has he planned?

But I don't ask. I just nod.

"I'm ready. Whatever you want."

His hand squeezes my shoulder, possessive.

We drive through Knightsbridge, past Hyde Park Corner, down toward Victoria, and I watch the city lights blur past whilst feeling his cum cooling inside me, on my skin, drying tacky. The smell fills the enclosed space—musky, sharp, undeniably his—and my cunt's still throbbing, satisfied but already wanting more.

Maurice's voice comes through the intercom, professional and neutral.

"Ms. Hartley, I've prepared something for Monday. Mr. Caldwell will inform you of the details."

He's prepared something. For me. Oh fuck.

David leans forward slightly and presses the intercom button.

"Thank you, Maurice. Ms. Hartley appreciates your... contribution."

"My pleasure, sir."

The intercom clicks off.

I'm trembling because the implications are hitting me. Maurice preparing things for me. Regular supply. What else has David arranged?

David's hand slides down and finds my thigh, squeezing.

"You'll see on Monday. Trust me."

I nod because I do trust him, completely, even though I have no idea what I'm agreeing to.

The limousine crosses the river into South London, eventually pulling up outside my building in Clapham.

"Go home. Don't shower yet. Sleep with it. Feel it. Remember tonight. Monday we'll discuss Manchester specifics."

Don't shower. Sleep with his cum inside me. On me. God.

"Yes, Mr. Caldwell."

He smiles and kisses my forehead, tender and unexpected.

"Good girl. Now go."

I exit the limousine and climb the steps to my building, legs sticky with cum dried on my thighs, more still inside me. I can feel it with every step, shifting, warm, claiming me from the inside.

I love it.

Inside my flat, I strip carefully.

I peel the dress off and it's stiff with dried cum at the back. I fold it and place it on my bed.

He said he wants to keep this one too. Another trophy. Another piece of evidence.

The stockings next, ruined and cum-stained. I drop them in the washing basket.

I stand naked in my bathroom and look at myself in the mirror.

There are streaks of white down my thighs, some flaking off, some still wet where it pooled. My cunt's pink and swollen, thoroughly used. My arsehole feels strange, full, claimed in a way I've never experienced.

I should shower. I don't. Instead I climb into bed naked, sheets cool against overheated skin and reach down between my legs to find my clit, still sensitive, and replay the evening whilst I touch myself.

Maurice's cum in the car. Thick. Sweet. Different from David's.

David's cum throughout dinner. Two hours of swallowing gradually, speaking carefully, the clients completely oblivious.

The lie. The near-discovery. The thrill of almost being caught.

The bathroom. Licking his arse. Begging. Being filled.

His promise. Maurice supplying me regularly, bottles of cum available whenever David decides.

Manchester. Next week. Whatever he's planning.

I cum again, quick and hard, gasping into my pillow whilst my other hand presses against my arsehole, feeling the cum still inside.

Afterwards, I lie still, staring at the ceiling.

Monday, he'd said. Details. Maurice's contribution.

What is he planning? What have I agreed to?

I set my alarm for six AM because I need to be ready, always ready for him.

Before I sleep, I photograph the dress, black fabric with stiff white patches visible in the flash.

Evidence.

I fall asleep smiling.

Thinking of Manchester. Thinking of Maurice. Thinking of Monday.


Earning It
Covered: A Week's Worth


The keycard beeps. The handle turns. David steps aside.

"After you."

I walk into the suite and stop dead.

Open-plan living area, exposed brick, floor-to-ceiling windows framing Manchester's skyline. Should be impressive. I don't give a fuck about the architecture. My eyes go straight to the bedroom.

Through the open doors, I see the king bed covered in white sheets, layered with white towels. The bedside table's been moved close. On it: three vibrators, two dildos, a black butt plug, a Hitachi wand already plugged in, bottles of lube lined up.

The dining table's been repositioned beside the bed, and on it sits a white ceramic bowl filled with thick white liquid.

Cum.

Oh fuck. So much. A week's worth. Jesus Christ.

The top layer's separated, watery. Underneath it's thick, glutinous, clinging to the bowl's sides. My cunt clenches so hard I gasp, wetness flooding between my legs, soaking through my knickers.

The door closes behind me. Locks. David presses something on the wall and the floor-to-ceiling windows darken electronically, tinted enough for privacy but we can still see out across the city.

He crosses to stand beside me, looking at the bedroom setup like an artist appraising his canvas.

"That bowl contains one week's worth. I've been saving. Doctor-supervised to ensure volume. It's the most I've ever produced for one session."

I can't look away from it. I've fantasised about this exact scenario, but seeing it laid out, prepared, waiting for me...

This is real. He's really doing this.

"I'm going to cover you. Completely. Hair, face, tits, stomach, cunt. Every inch. Then you're going to use those toys whilst you're drenched. I'll photograph everything. And when you've cum so many times you can't think straight, I'm going to fuck you properly. Understood?"

My voice comes out rough, throat tight.

"Yes."

He turns to face me fully, blue eyes searching mine.

"You can say no. We'll do the inspection, go home, continue as before. But if you say yes, there's no stopping halfway. You're mine for the next twelve hours."

Twelve hours. Tonight too. Sleeping here. With him. Fuck.

"Yes. I want this. All of it. Please."

He nods once, satisfied.

"Strip. Everything. Slowly."

I set my leather portfolio on the sofa, actual work documents inside forgotten. I remove my blazer, fold it carefully, drape it over the chair back. Habits.

I unbutton my blouse and the silk parts, revealing the black lace bra underneath. His eyes track every movement, hungry.

I unfasten my skirt, the zip hissing, fabric pooling at my feet. I step out carefully in my Louboutins.

I'm standing in lingerie now: black Agent Provocateur balconette bra, keyhole knickers, suspender belt, seamed stockings, heels.

"Beautiful. But I want you naked. All of it."

I reach behind and unclasp my bra, let it fall. My tits are bare, nipples already hard from cold air and arousal, aching.

Knickers next. I slide them down, kick them aside, the gusset soaked through.

The suspenders are fiddly but I manage, unclipping each strap, rolling the stockings down one leg then the other. I step out of my heels last.

Naked.

I'm standing in bright daylight with Manchester spread out below, floor-to-ceiling windows behind me, completely exposed.

Anyone could see. Anyone with binoculars in those office buildings opposite. Fuck. I don't care.

"Lie down. Centre of the bed. On your back."

I climb onto the bed, the towels soft and layered, absorbent. I lie back and stare at the ceiling, industrial beams and exposed brick beautiful above me.

My legs spread without conscious thought, offering myself, ready.

David removes his suit jacket, drapes it over the chair, rolls his shirtsleeves to his elbows. Methodical. Controlled. I watch his forearms flex, veins prominent, and my cunt clenches again.

He picks up the bowl and carries it to the bedside.

It sloshes, thick and obscene.

"This will be cold. It's been in the fridge overnight. Thawed this morning but still cool."

I nod, bracing myself, thighs trembling.

He tips the bowl and pours directly onto my hair.

Cold shocks through my scalp. I gasp, can't help it, the thick liquid flooding across the crown of my head and running down the sides. It soaks into the towels beneath, the smell hitting me sharp and bleachy, musky underneath.

His. This is his. A week of it. On me.

He pours more, saturating me. My hair is drenched, dark blonde turning white, matted, cum everywhere. It runs down the sides of my neck, pools under my head on the pillow.

So cold. So much. My hair. Fuck. My hair's drenched in his cum.

"Close your eyes. Open your mouth."

I obey, eyes shut tight, mouth wide, tongue out.

Waiting.

He pours.

It cascades across my face, forehead, nose, cheeks, chin. Thick globs land on my tongue and I taste it properly: fresh-ish, week-old but preserved, still his. Salt-bitter-bleach. I swallow some, keep some pooled in my mouth, savouring it.

My face is covered, dripping off my chin, eyelashes stuck together. I'm blind, just sensation and smell and taste.

"You can open your eyes."

I do, blinking through the cum coating my lashes, vision blurred. I see him watching, expression awed, reverent.

He pours more between my tits this time, filling the valley of my cleavage. It spreads across my breasts, warming from my body heat now, slippery, coating my nipples. His free hand spreads it, massaging into my tits, circling my nipples, possessive and thorough.

He pours more down my stomach. It pools in my navel, runs down my sides. He's using both hands now, smoothing it into my skin, covering every inch, reverent but filthy.

"You're a fucking masterpiece. Look at you."

I can't see. But I feel it. Everywhere. Covering me. His.

"Spread your legs wider."

I obey, thighs falling open, cunt exposed and already wet with my own arousal.

David pours the remaining cum directly onto my cunt.

Thick stream, shockingly cold against hot flesh. I cry out, hips jerking.

It floods me, covers my cunt, runs between my arse cheeks, soaks into the towels beneath. His fingers spread it, rubbing it into my labia, over my clit, circling my entrance. He pushes some inside, two fingers deep, and I moan.

"Full. You're going to be full of me. Inside and out."

The bowl's empty. He sets it aside.

I'm drenched, white from hair to thighs, glistening. Cum everywhere. I can smell it, sharp and musky, can feel it cooling on my skin, tacky and claiming.

David retrieves the Polaroid camera from the dresser, checks it, film loaded.

"Don't move. Just... be."

Flash.

Bright. I blink, vision already blurred. He's photographing my face, covered and blissed, cum dripping from my chin. The photo slides out with a whir and he sets it aside without looking, already lining up the next shot.

Another angle: full body from the foot of the bed, my spread legs, covered torso, matted hair. Flash, whir.

Close-up: my tits, cum-slicked, nipples hard, glistening. Flash, whir.

Close-up: my cunt, cum coating it, my wetness mixing, pink flesh barely visible through white. Flash, whir.

"Perfect. Every single one. You're art, Sophie."

Art. I'm his art. Covered in his cum. Displayed. Perfect.

David sets the camera aside and picks up the small vibrator from the bedside table, bullet style, powerful.

"Touch yourself. Use this. Make yourself cum. I'll watch."

He hands it to me. I take it with slippery fingers, turn it on. It buzzes, loud in the quiet room.

I press the vibrator to my clit through the cum, slippery and obscene, and the vibrations punch through me. I gasp, hips bucking, chasing it. The cum squelches, wet and filthy, obscene sounds filling the room.

David sits in the chair beside the bed, fully dressed, legs crossed, watching me. I'm naked, drenched in his cum, legs spread, fucking myself with a toy whilst he watches. The power dynamic slams into me and pushes me closer to the edge.

I've been wet for hours. This breaks me.

I cum hard, crying out, thighs shaking, vibrator pressed so hard against my clit I see stars, cum smearing everywhere.

"Again. The dildo this time. Fuck yourself. I want to watch my cum get pushed inside you."

I reach for the dildo, large and realistic, thick. I'd practiced with it all weekend like he'd instructed, trained myself.

I coat it in cum from my stomach, slicking it until it's dripping. I position it, press the head against my entrance. I'm soaked, open. I push in.

It slides easily, stretches me, thick and relentless. I moan and start thrusting, working it deeper.

The cum squelches, pushed inside with each thrust, leaking out, mixing with my wetness. The sounds are obscene, wet and filthy.

"Faster. Harder. Fuck yourself like you'll fuck my cock later."

I obey, pounding myself, desperate, chasing the second orgasm. I get there fast, too fast, the dildo deep, my cunt clenching around it. I cum again, harder this time, screaming, not caring who hears.

David stands and retrieves the Hitachi, plugging it in properly, testing it. The buzz is loud, powerful, relentless.

"This doesn't stop until I say. You'll cum. Multiple times. You'll beg me to stop. I won't."

I'm already wrecked, clit oversensitive, thighs trembling.

"I... I don't know if I can..."

"You can. You will."

He presses the Hitachi to my clit, right over the cum, and the vibrations are fucking brutal, instant and relentless.

I scream, proper scream, the kind that scrapes my throat raw.

Too much. Too fucking much. I try to close my legs, escape it, but he holds them open with his free hand, strong, unyielding.

The orgasm rips through me, third in ten minutes, and I'm sobbing now, tears streaming, pleasure-pain blurring together until I can't tell which is which.

He doesn't stop, keeps it pressed there. I'm thrashing, overstimulated, crying, begging.

The fourth orgasm hits before the third has even finished, this one weaker, my body struggling, breaking down.

"Please. Please. I can't. Too much."

"One more. Give me one more."

The fifth breaks me. I go limp, shaking, tears streaming, cumming weakly, whimpering, nothing left.

He removes the Hitachi and sets it aside.

I'm gasping for breath, destroyed, beautiful in my ruin.

David climbs onto the bed, still fully clothed, and lies beside me. He pulls me into his arms, cum transferring to his shirt. He doesn't care.

"Breathe. You're okay. You did so well. So fucking well."

I cling to him, shaking, overwhelmed, tears drying, cum sticky between us. I can smell it on both of us now, musky and claiming.

"Ready for me? My cock? Properly?"

I nod against his chest, voice hoarse.

"Yes. Please. I need you inside me."

David stands and strips finally.

I watch through heavy-lidded eyes, sated but wanting more.

He unbuttons his shirt, discards it. Unfastens his trousers and boxers, shoves them down, kicks them off.

Naked.

I see him fully for the first time: body solid, chest hair grey, cock thick and hard and heavy, balls full. He's magnificent.

He climbs over me, kneeling between my spread legs, positioning himself.

"I'm not gentle. Not this first time. Understood?"

"I don't want gentle. Fuck me. Claim me. Make me yours."

He thrusts in, one movement, balls-deep.

I'm so wet there's no resistance, just the stretch, the fullness, the ache.

I scream.

He stretches me, thicker than the dildo, real and warm and alive. Perfect.

He sets a brutal pace, pounding into me, the bed shaking, headboard slamming against the brick wall. The slap of skin on skin is obscene, wet, filthy.

"Mine. You're mine. My perfect little cumslut. Mine."

"Yours. Fuck. Yours. Always."

His rhythm breaks, getting close. I feel his cock swell inside me, thickening.

"I'm cumming inside you. Filling you. Breeding you. Fuck."

"Yes. Do it. Fill me. I want it all."

He roars, slams deep, and cums.

I feel it, hot pulses flooding my cunt, so much, the hyperspermia meaning it keeps coming, pumping into me.

He keeps thrusting, fucking it deeper, and I'm overflowing, cum leaking out around his cock.

Finally he stops, buried deep, panting. His forehead presses against mine, both of us slick with sweat and cum.

"You feel that? All of it? Inside you?"

"Yes. God. Yes."

David pulls out slowly.

Cum follows, thick white flood from my cunt, dripping onto the towels beneath me.

"Don't move. Stay exactly like that."

He retrieves the camera again and photographs my cunt: gaping slightly, cum pouring out, obscene and beautiful. Flash, whir.

"Perfect. Absolutely perfect."

He shows me the developing Polaroid.

I see myself: destroyed, filled, leaking, beautiful in my ruin.

"That's me. That's... I've never looked more beautiful."

"Shower. Together. Let me wash you."

He helps me stand. I'm wobbly, cum dripping down my thighs, legs shaking, exhausted.

He leads me to the bathroom: massive walk-in shower, dual heads, marble, luxury.

He turns on the water, hot, steam rising, and pulls me inside.

He washes my hair, gentle fingers massaging my scalp. The cum rinses away, circling the drain, and I watch it go with something like regret.

He soaps my body, hands everywhere, cleaning me, worshipping me, tender.

I lean against him, exhausted, satisfied, safe.

"You're extraordinary. I've never had anyone like you."

"I've never felt like this. Complete."

After the shower, he dries me carefully, towel soft against my oversensitive skin. I'm still shaking. He hands me my suit.

"Get dressed. Full professional. Suit, tights, heels." He pauses, eyes on mine. "No knickers. My cum stays inside you. We're inspecting the property in one hour."

"For how long?"

"Three hours. Full tour. Kitchens, conference rooms, meeting the manager and staff. You'll smile. You'll take notes. You'll be competent. And you'll feel my cum leaking the entire time."

Arousal spikes again despite my exhaustion, heat flooding between my legs.

"Yes, Mr. Caldwell."

I dress: suit from earlier, fresh blouse from my bag, tights sheer and natural. No knickers underneath.

I feel his cum shift inside me, still so much, his hyperspermia producing obscene amounts. It's pooling, gravity pulling it down.

I stand and immediately feel the trickle down my inner thigh. I gasp.

David's fully dressed again, immaculate, no evidence of what we've just done.

"Perfect. Let's go."
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The Business of Leaking

The lift descends. I shift my weight, Louboutin to Louboutin, and there it is: warm, thick, sliding down my inner thigh beneath the sheer tights. His cum. Still leaking. Christ, how much did he pump into me?

"It's already dripping. I can feel it in my shoe."

David's mouth curves slightly, gaze fixed on the descending floor numbers above the doors. He doesn't look at me.

"Good. I want you aware of it every second."

Every second. Every fucking second.

The doors glide open. Martin Fraser waits in the lobby: hotel manager, eager smile, hand extended. Behind him, marble floors gleam, chandelier glittering overhead. Professional. Expensive. And here I am, cunt full of my boss's spunk, leaking into my stockings.

"Mr. Caldwell! Wonderful to see you. And this must be Sophie; I've heard excellent things."

I shake his hand, gripping my portfolio tighter with the other. The movement shifts everything inside me, and more slips free, creeping lower. Stay composed. Professional. Don't think about what's running down your leg.

"Lovely to meet you, Mr. Fraser. Looking forward to the tour."

My voice is steady. Thank Christ for that.

Martin beams, turning to David, launching into occupancy statistics and revenue growth whilst I pull out my notebook and click my pen. Write neatly: Occupancy +18% YoY. My hand's steady even though my thighs are slick, wetness spreading with every shift of weight.

We move towards reception. Two steps in, the cum reaches the lace tops of my stockings, soaking into the delicate fabric, and I nearly gasp but catch myself and adjust my stride. How much is still inside me? How long will this last?

Martin gestures at the guest check-in area, explaining software upgrades and customer satisfaction scores. I nod, scribble notes, hyperaware of everything: the slickness between my thighs, the dampness spreading, the faint warmth pooling in my right shoe. David glances at me once, brief and knowing. His mouth doesn't move, but his eyes say it all: You're doing perfectly. Keep going.

I breathe through my nose, focus on Martin's words, write: Customer satisfaction: 94%.
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The lift takes us to the second floor. Conference suite, Martin says proudly, showing us the long mahogany table, projector screen, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city skyline. My cunt clenches involuntarily, more cum leaking free.

"We've hosted, what, four major corporate events this quarter? Feedback's been exceptional."

David leans against the table, arms crossed, all controlled power in tailored navy wool.

"Sophie, the Edinburgh conference comparative?"

I flip through my notes, grateful for something concrete to anchor myself.

"Edinburgh hosted two events same period. Revenue lower. Manchester's outperforming significantly."

Martin lights up like I've handed him a fucking trophy.

"Exactly! Please, both of you, sit. I'll show you the booking projections."

Sit.

Fuck.

I lower myself into the leather chair carefully, thighs clamped together, and feel it: the squelch, wet and obscene, as his cum shifts inside me and seeps against the seat. Please don't let it show when I stand. Please. I cross my legs. Mistake. More slips free, trickling down, unstoppable, soaking into the lace. This chair. I'm leaking onto this expensive conference chair. Professional business meeting. Christ.

Martin opens his laptop, angles it towards us, clicking through spreadsheets whilst David asks questions. I pretend to study the figures, nodding at appropriate moments, but all I can think about is the wet patch forming beneath me, the evidence of what I am, what we've done.

When Martin finally closes the laptop, I stand quickly, smoothing my skirt, refusing to glance back at the chair. Walk briskly towards the door before he notices.

"The kitchens next?" Martin asks.

"Perfect," David says, voice smooth as silk.
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The basement kitchens are industrial: stainless steel, chefs in whites moving efficiently, the smell of roasting meat and fresh bread mixing with the musky scent of sex clinging to my thighs. Head Chef Andrew, gruff but passionate, walks us through prep areas, storage, plating stations, and I stand the whole time. Relief from sitting, but walking makes it worse.

Each step, I feel more dripping: past the stocking tops now, onto bare skin above the lace, trailing down my calves, pooling in my shoes. My gait is careful, measured. I can't stride normally or I'll squelch audibly. They'll hear it. They'll know.

Andrew demonstrates a plating technique, talking about the menu refresh and Michelin consideration, and somehow I manage to ask:

"What's the financial impact of Michelin star potential?"

I don't know where that came from. Autopilot. Professional Sophie, functioning despite everything leaking out of her.

David nods, approving, and warmth floods my chest alongside the filth between my legs.

"Sophie's right to ask. Martin, projections?"

Martin launches into revenue forecasts. I write them down, pen steady even though my legs are trembling, cum sliding further with every shift of weight. Good. I sound competent. Despite... despite everything.
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After the kitchens, I excuse myself.

"Apologies, could I use the facilities?"

Martin gestures down the corridor without missing a beat.

"Of course, just down the hall, second door."

I walk carefully, aware of David's eyes on my back, aware of the staff bustling past, completely oblivious to the depravity soaking through my tights. I reach the bathroom, single-room staff toilet, and lock the door behind me.

Lean against the sink. Breathe. Hands shaking.

I lift my skirt and nearly moan.

Jesus fucking Christ.

My inner thighs are streaked white: dried in some places, fresh and slick in others, the contrast obscene against my pale skin. The stockings are drenched, sheer tights clinging, every wet trail visible if anyone looked closely. And my shoes... I lift one Louboutin, and there's a puddle inside, pearly and thick, squelching with every step I've taken for the past hour.

How is there still so much? How long can I keep doing this?

I grab toilet paper, wipe my thighs. Mostly futile. The cum's still inside me, gravity relentless, and it'll keep leaking until there's nothing left. I adjust my tights, pulling them straight, smoothing the fabric over sticky skin. Check the mirror. Face flushed but composed, hair perfect, makeup intact. Professional PA who definitely isn't leaking her boss's spunk into a five-star hotel.

Two more hours. I can do two more hours.

I unlock the door, return to the corridor where David and Martin are discussing staff retention and turnover rates. I rejoin them, notebook ready, and Martin barely pauses.
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Fourth floor. Guest rooms. Martin shows us the renovated suites: king beds with Egyptian cotton, marble bathrooms, views of the city stretching endlessly.

"Sophie, your notes on the Edinburgh property design were invaluable. We incorporated several suggestions here."

I blink. I'd forgotten I'd sent those notes. Last month. Before everything changed.

"The bathroom layouts especially. Guest feedback confirmed the changes worked beautifully."

Martin turns to David, enthusiasm genuine and unguarded.

"She's excellent, truly. Detail-oriented, sharp. You've got a star here."

David's expression doesn't shift, but his voice is warm, possessive in a way only I can hear.

"I'm aware. Sophie's proved herself invaluable. In every capacity."

Every capacity.

Fuck.

If only Martin knew. If only he knew what capacities I'm proving right now.

I swallow the inappropriate laugh building in my throat, focus on my notes, write something, anything, to keep my hands busy and my face neutral.
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Final stop: rooftop terrace. The lift climbs, my ears popping slightly. The doors open onto converted space: bar area, sleek furniture, fairy lights strung overhead, and beyond the glass barriers, the Manchester skyline stretches endlessly under grey clouds.

Wind whips across the terrace. My hair lifts, skirt flutters, and I hold it down with one hand whilst clutching my portfolio with the other. The cold air hits my wet thighs, and I shiver, goosebumps rising, nipples hardening beneath my blouse.

Martin spreads his arms, proud as a father showing off his firstborn.

"Our premium offering. Events, private hires. Booked solid through Christmas."

David steps to the edge, looking out over the city, hands in his pockets, every inch the powerful CEO surveying his empire.

"Impressive. Sophie, final notes?"

I flip through my notebook, skimming the last three hours of scribbled observations. My hand aches from writing, my legs ache from standing, my cunt aches from being filled and emptied and filled again with his cum.

"Occupancy strong, revenue up across all departments, customer satisfaction high. Expansion investment justified. I'll compile the full report for the board."

Martin's eyebrows lift, impressed.

"The board? You're presenting?"

"Yes. Next week."

"Brilliant. They'll love this, absolutely love it."

I did it. Three hours. Professional. Competent. Leaking the entire fucking time. And I did it.
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We return to the lobby. Martin shakes David's hand, then mine, grip warm and genuine.

"Thank you both. This was incredibly helpful. Sophie, absolute pleasure working with you."

"Likewise. I'll send the report draft by Monday."

Martin beams, waves, disappears back towards his office, and David and I step into the lift.

Alone.

The doors close.

I lean against the wall, legs shaking, exhausted. The adrenaline that's been holding me upright for three hours evaporates, leaving only the awareness of how utterly wrecked I am.

"You were perfect. Absolutely perfect."

I close my eyes, head tilted back against the cool mirrored wall.

"I can barely walk. My shoes are full. I'm... I'm destroyed."

The lift climbs. He steps closer, tilts my chin with one finger, eyes dark and possessive.

"I know. You're beautiful like this. Ruined. Mine."

The doors open. Penthouse floor.

"Come."

I follow him down the corridor, legs unsteady, cum still dripping with every step, and I've never been more exhausted or more satisfied in my entire fucking life.
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The Promotion

The door closes behind us as we enter the penthouse, and finally, finally, some privacy.

The portfolio hits the carpet the second my hands are free, leather scuffing against pile, and I don't give a fuck. All I want is these fucking shoes off my feet. Left Louboutin first, kicked off hard enough it skids across the floor, then the right, both landing askew, black patent leather catching the suite's ambient glow. I stare down at them, and my stomach flips. The insoles are soaked through, darkened patches spreading across the branded lining where my feet were. Puddles of his cum pooled inside, still wet. Evidence. Proof. I actually fucking did it.

"I did it." My voice sounds far away, like someone else is speaking through my mouth. "Fuck. I actually did it."

David's behind me in an instant, his hands catching my shoulders, steadying me, and I hadn't realised I was swaying until he holds me upright. His grip is firm, grounding.

"You did." His voice is warm, possessive, proud. "Extraordinary."

I lean back into him, boneless, exhausted, and he supports my weight easily.

"Go shower. Clean up properly. I'll order dinner."

I nod, don't trust myself to speak, and walk barefoot towards the enormous bathroom, marble and luxury everywhere I look. Walk-in shower with rainfall head and handheld attachment, separate bath big enough for three people, mirrors covering one entire wall. I catch my reflection as I pass and pause. Flushed, hair mussed from his hands, professional veneer cracked but somehow still holding. I look fucked. I look perfect.

I strip, suit jacket draped over the towel rail, then my blouse, fingers fumbling the buttons because I'm shaking, adrenaline or exhaustion or both. Skirt next, unzipped and pooling at my feet, then the tights, and fuck, peeling them down is obscene. The sheer fabric clings to sticky thighs, dried and fresh cum streaking my skin in white lines, evidence of every step I took through that hotel, and I'm wet again just looking at it. Professional PA. Covered in spunk. Walking around Manchester for three hours like this. Christ.

Naked, I look at myself properly in the mirror, and fuck, I'm a mess. My inner thighs are streaked white, some of it dried and flaking, some still wet and glistening, sliding down towards my knees. My cunt's swollen, pink, thoroughly fucked, and when I touch myself, gently because I'm tender, I feel how slick I still am. His cum's still inside me, leaking out warm and thick, mixing with my own wetness. I should feel disgusting. I feel powerful.

I step into the shower, twist the controls to scalding, and stand under the spray, letting the water cascade over me. Hot, almost too hot, and I just let it run, washing away the afternoon's evidence. I scrub between my legs, my thighs, watching his cum rinse away down the drain in milky swirls. Part of me wants to keep it, preserve the feeling of being marked and filled, but I know there'll be more. There's always more with him.

I shampoo my hair, working the hotel's expensive product through dark blonde waves, and I'm smiling, ridiculous and satisfied. This morning's cum is long gone, washed away hours ago, but I remember it. The weight of it soaking my hair, dripping down my neck, matting the strands together. Bowl after bowl poured over me whilst I knelt in his office. Covered. Drenched. His.

The water runs clear eventually, and I stay under it longer than necessary, letting it ground me, letting my mind catch up with my body.

I was covered in his cum this morning. Completely drenched, hair and face and tits. Filled with it this afternoon, his cock pumping load after load into my cunt, leaking through a three-hour professional inspection. Walked through lobbies and kitchens and conference rooms with his spunk dripping down my legs, soaking into my knickers, and no one knew. And I loved every second.

I turn off the shower eventually, step out, and wrap myself in the plush hotel robe. White, soft, far too luxurious for what I've been doing in this suite. I towel-dry my hair, minimal effort, and pad back into the main room, bare feet sinking into carpet.

David's on the sofa waiting, suit jacket off and draped over the armrest, shirtsleeves rolled to his elbows so I can see his forearms. Veins prominent, hands resting on his thighs, and my cunt clenches just looking at him. He's ordered food whilst I was showering. The coffee table's covered: two silver cloches, wine glasses catching the light, a bottle of red already open and breathing.

"Sit. Eat. You need energy."

I sit beside him, legs curling under me, still in the robe, and he lifts the cloches. Steaks, medium-rare and perfectly cooked, sides of roasted vegetables and creamy mash. The smell hits me and my stomach growls, loud and embarrassing, and I realise I'm starving. Haven't eaten since breakfast.

We eat in silence, and it's comfortable, easy, the kind of quiet that only comes after shared intensity. The steak's perfect, butter-soft, and I devour it, manners forgotten, just fuel. He watches me, amused, sipping his wine.

"How do you feel?"

I swallow the bite of steak, take a sip of wine to wash it down. Rich, so smooth it's probably worth more than my rent, and I'm sitting here in a hotel robe with his dried cum still on my tits under the fabric, flaking against the terry cloth. Surreal. This whole day is surreal.

"Exhausted. Satisfied." I pause, meet his eyes. "Proud. Like I could do anything you asked."

"You can." His certainty is absolute, unshakeable. "You just proved it."

I believe him. I've never believed anything more.

He pours more wine, and I cradle the glass, warmth spreading through my chest, though whether it's the alcohol or his proximity I couldn't say.

"The board meeting next week. Your presentation." He's watching me, reading me. "You'll be brilliant."

Nerves flutter despite the day's success, despite everything I've just endured. "I'm nervous. It's my first time presenting to them."

"They'll love you."

He sets his glass down, turns to face me fully, and the weight of his attention makes my breath catch.

"And after the board meeting, I'm creating a Junior VP role. Operations support." He pauses, watching my face. "It's yours."

The wine glass stops halfway to my lips. My hand's shaking. Junior VP. A month in. This is—fuck. I can't process it. Can't breathe. Surely I misheard.

"What? I've been here a month."

"You've earned it. Professionally and otherwise."

His eyes hold mine, serious, no teasing, no games. Just fact.

"Jessica was promoted after six months. You're faster. Better."

My heart's hammering against my ribs. Junior VP. A month in. It's insane. It's everything I've wanted since I graduated. Everything my parents never had.

"I don't know what to say."

"Say yes."

"Yes." The word tumbles out, breathless, desperate. "Fuck. Yes. Thank you."

He smiles, and it's genuine, warm, the rare expression that transforms his face from commanding to almost tender.

"Good. We'll announce it after the board meeting. You'll move to the fourth floor. Your own office." He pauses. "Your own assistant."

My own assistant. The implications hover between us, unspoken but crystal clear. The cycle continuing. Me in his role, some recent graduate in mine, and I wonder if I'll... if I'll do what he's done with me.

He stands, offers his hand. "Bedroom. I'm not done with you."

I take his hand, let him pull me to my feet, and the robe falls open slightly, exposing the curve of one breast. His gaze darkens, pupils dilating, and heat floods between my legs.

In the bedroom, the bed's been remade, fresh sheets crisp and white, towels gone, evidence erased. Housekeeping must have come whilst we were eating. David unties my robe, slides it off my shoulders, and it puddles at my feet. I'm naked again, exposed under his scrutiny, and I don't cover myself. I want him to look.

He undresses, and I watch, greedy for it. Shirt unbuttoned slowly, cufflinks removed and placed carefully on the bedside table. Trousers unfastened, stepped out of, folded over the chair with habitual precision. Boxers last, and his cock's already hardening, thickening as I stare, and my mouth waters despite everything we've already done today. I want to taste him. Again. Always.

He guides me to the bed, lays me down gently, and there's no roughness this time, no command to position myself. Just his hands, firm and sure, arranging me how he wants. On my back, legs spread, hair fanned across the pillow.

He climbs over me, settles between my thighs, and looks into my eyes.

"This time I want to see your face when you cum."

He pushes into me slowly, and I'm sore, properly sore, swollen from hours of being fucked and filled, but I'm also soaked, clenching around him as he slides in deep. One steady thrust and he's fully inside, stretching me, and I gasp, wrapping my legs around his waist, heels digging into his arse to pull him deeper.

"David... fuck... this is different."

"You're different." He rolls his hips, grinding against my clit, and I whimper. "Special."

He fucks me slowly, deep, rolling his hips with each thrust so he grinds against my clit, hitting that spot inside me that makes my vision blur.

"You're mine, Sophie. Completely."

"Yours." The word tears out of me. "Always. I'm yours."

The words feel bigger than sex, heavier than kink, and he must feel it too because he kisses me. He's never kissed me during sex before, not like this. Quick pecks, yes, possessive claiming of my mouth after I've swallowed his cum, but never slow, deep, tongues tangling, desperate and searching. I kiss him back, pouring everything into it. Gratitude, lust, something dangerously close to more, and he groans into my mouth.

He fucks me steadily, never breaking eye contact, his blue eyes holding mine, pupils blown wide, and I can't look away. I see myself reflected there, small and claimed and utterly his.

"Cum for me. Let me see you."

I'm close already, wound so tight I might shatter, hours of this building and breaking and building again, and his cock's dragging against that spot inside me with every thrust, his pelvis grinding my clit. I can't hold it. Can't—

I cum staring into his eyes, clenching around his cock so hard he groans, my whole body shaking, thighs trembling against his hips, and I'm bare. Stripped. He sees everything, every filthy thought, every desperate need, and he doesn't look away.

"Perfect. Fucking perfect."

He pulls out abruptly, kneels between my legs, and wraps his hand around his cock. I watch, transfixed, as he strokes himself, three, four pumps, and then he's cumming. Thick white ropes land across my tits, hot against flushed pink skin, painting me, marking me once more. He milks himself, ensuring every drop lands on me, covering my breasts and the valley between them, and I'm panting, watching his face twist in pleasure.

When he's finished, breathing hard, he retrieves the Polaroid camera from the bedside drawer.

Click. Whir.

I don't move, just lie there, his cum cooling on my skin, going tacky, and I smile for the camera. Genuine. Happy.

He shows me the developing photo, and I watch myself sharpen into focus. Flushed, hair spread across white pillows, tits covered in his spunk, thick ropes across my nipples, and I'm smiling. Not performing. Not posing. Just genuinely happy.

"I look... happy."

"You are." It's not a question. "Aren't you?"

"Yes. Incredibly."

He sets the photo aside to finish developing, lies down beside me, and pulls me close. He doesn't make me clean up, doesn't hand me tissues. Just holds me, one arm around my shoulders, his cum drying sticky on my skin between us.

We don't speak. Don't need to. I'm exhausted, boneless, floating in the aftermath. His warmth surrounds me, solid and real, and I've never felt safer. Never felt righter.

Sleep's pulling at me, heavy and insistent, dragging me under.

"Can I ask you something?" My voice comes out small, half-asleep.

"Anything."

"Do you... do you feel anything for me? Beyond this?"

Silence. Long enough I think he won't answer, that I've crossed some unspoken line. Then:

"Yes. More than I should. More than I planned."

Relief floods through me, warm and overwhelming, loosening something tight in my chest.

"Good. Me too."

Sleep takes us both.

I wake in darkness, disoriented. Unfamiliar room, unfamiliar bed, then it comes back. Manchester. Penthouse. His arm heavy around me, his chest against my back.

I shift slightly, and feel his cock, hard and insistent against my arse, pressing into the curve of it. He's awake too, his breathing changed, shallow.

"Again?" His voice is rough, sleep-gravelly, and fuck, it sends heat straight to my cunt.

"Yes."

He pushes into me from behind without preamble, still spooning, one lazy thrust and he's inside my cunt, and I'm sore, tender, but I don't care. I want this. Want him. Always.

He fucks me slowly, sleepy, half-conscious, just the steady rhythm of his hips and my body accepting him, welcoming him despite the ache. His hand slides around my hip, finds my clit, circles gently, and I cum quietly, biting my lip to muffle the sound, shaking against him.

He follows, filling me again, and we don't separate. Just stay connected, his cock softening inside me whilst his cum leaks out, warm and slick, soaking the sheets beneath us. We drift back to sleep like that.

Morning arrives harsh and sudden with his phone alarm. Seven AM. He silences it quickly, and I groan, burying my face in the pillow, trying to burrow back into unconsciousness.

"We need to leave by nine. Train at ten-fifteen."

I feel his cock pressing against me again, already hard, morning wood insistent against my arse, and I'm half-laughing, incredulous.

"Again? Seriously?"

"Can't help it." His voice is amused, unapologetic. "You're naked in my bed."

I roll over and climb on top of him, straddling his hips, and my cunt's tender, protesting as I sink down onto his cock, but I don't care. I'm wet, dripping actually, addicted to the stretch and burn of him filling me. I start to ride him, fast despite the soreness, chasing that edge, one more orgasm, one more hit of this perfect fucking drug. My tits bounce with each movement, and his hands come up to grip them, rough, possessive, thumbs circling my nipples.

I cum quickly, clenching around him, grinding down hard, and he grips my hips, pulls out at the last second, and paints my stomach with thick white ropes, covering my skin.

It's routine now. Normal. My mornings involve being covered in his cum, and I wouldn't have it any other way.

We shower together, and it's almost domestic. He washes my hair, gentle, fingers massaging my scalp, and I scrub his back, tracing the muscles and faint scars I've memorised. Intimacy beyond sex, and it terrifies me as much as it thrills me.

We dress, professional armour restored. I'm transforming back into Sophie the PA, soon-to-be Junior VP, but fundamentally changed underneath. Marked. Claimed. His.

I pack my overnight bag methodically, smooth down my fresh blouse, check my reflection in the bathroom mirror one last time. Composed. Perfect. No one would ever know what I've done in this suite.


The Promotion
Passing the Torch (and the Cum)


Six months. That's all it's been since I knelt on David's Persian rug with his cum dripping down my face, heart hammering so hard I thought I'd faint. Six months since I discovered those folders and my world cracked wide open.

Now I've got my own desk on the fourth floor, nameplate gleaming: Sophie Hartley, Junior VP Operations Support. Fucking surreal. The office is smaller than David's, naturally, with a side street view instead of Hyde Park, but it's mine. Earned through spreadsheets and presentations and quarterly reports that actually mattered, earned through competence and hard work.

And earned through kneeling, through swallowing, through wearing his cum to board meetings and smiling whilst it dried on my thighs.

Both matter. I've learnt that. You can't succeed here on your back alone, but you also can't succeed without understanding what David needs, what this place requires.

It's half four on a Friday, quiet, most of the building emptying already with weekend plans calling. I should leave too—dinner with university friends tonight, normal twenty-one-year-old activities, pretending I'm not fundamentally different from who I was six months ago.

But first, my private ritual.

The small key on my lanyard unlocks my bottom drawer. My folder waits inside, purple like David chose that night in Manchester when he told me I'd earned my place in the collection. I pull it out, spread it open on the glass, and my cunt clenches before I've even looked at the first photo.

Thirty-two Polaroids. Six months documented in glossy, obscene squares.

The first one stops me every time. My face absolutely drenched, thick white ropes across my cheeks and chin, dripping from my bottom lip. Eyes half-shut, expression caught between oh fuck and oh God yes. I look so young in this one, so uncertain. I remember the taste, though—salt-bitter and warm—and the absolute disbelief that this was real, that I'd found someone who wanted this as badly as I did.

I flip through slowly, charting my transformation.

Me under his desk, cum dripping from my chin whilst I tried not to smile during his conference call.

Me on his desk, frozen cum poured across my tits like some perverted ice sculpture, rubbing it into my skin whilst he photographed my compliance. The cold shock of it, the way it warmed and melted against my body heat.

The business dinner preparation shot. Me in that black Roland Mouret dress, makeup flawless, his cum in a bottle tucked in my clutch. I'd felt so powerful that night, so dangerously alive, swallowing it between courses whilst investors droned about market projections.

Manchester. Multiple photos from Manchester. The suite. My hair completely soaked and matted, face drenched, body coated in a week's worth of his saved cum. I'm spread on that bed like an offering, and I remember the weight of it, the cold shock, the way it warmed against my skin, the way I'd never felt more desired or worshipped or absolutely owned.

And the recent ones from this office, christening it properly. Me bent over this very desk, skirt around my waist, his cum dripping onto the glass surface whilst he photographed the evidence. VP now, but still his. Always his.

I trace one photo with my fingertip, heat building between my legs.

Six months. From terrified PA to Junior VP. From virgin to this world to... what? Expert? Mentor?

The thought makes me wetter.

A knock snaps me back to reality. The folder's still open, my fingertips on that Manchester photo. I'm wet, of course I'm wet. I close it quickly, muscle memory, and slide it back into the drawer. Lock clicks. I smooth my burgundy MaxMara skirt, check my cream blouse is sitting properly, and call out, voice steady.

"Come in."

David walks in, and Christ, six months later and I'm still Pavlovian. Charcoal suit, tie loosened, that end-of-day dishevelment that makes me want to crawl under his desk. Silver hair slightly mussed. Those blue eyes assessing me with the same hunger they always have. Heat floods between my legs before he's even spoken.

"Got a minute?"

"For you? Always."

He settles into the client chair opposite my desk, and the role reversal isn't lost on either of us. Six months ago I trembled in that chair whilst he stood over me, and now I'm behind the desk, VP, equal in many ways.

Not equal in our arrangement, though. Never equal there. I don't want to be.

"Your board presentation last week," he says, settling back. "Unanimous approval for Edinburgh phase two. Fifteen million investment signed off."

I allow myself a small smile. "I had a good teacher."

"You're a natural." He pauses, studying me carefully. "Speaking of which, I need to hire a new PA. My workload's increased since your promotion. I need someone at assistant level again."

My heart kicks up a notch. I know exactly what this means.

"You have someone in mind?"

"Emma Ross. Twenty-two. Durham graduate, History degree. Sharp, eager, ambitious." He pauses deliberately. "And I think she might be compatible with our methods."

Our methods.

The phrase hangs between us, loaded with meaning. Our methods. The folders. The Polaroids. The cum play. The rewards. The system that works, that transforms eager young women into powerful executives whilst satisfying needs most people won't even admit exist.

"You want me to interview her."

"I want you to assess her. See if she's right. You'll know." His gaze holds mine. "You were her once."

I was. Six months ago, desperate and curious, hungry for something I couldn't even name back then.

"When?"

"She's waiting outside. I told her you might have time today for an informal chat."

Bold. But that's David, isn't it? He's already decided, seen something in this Emma the same way he saw something in me. Now he wants confirmation, wants me to test her, wants me to begin what he began with me.

The cycle continues.

I lean back in my chair, remembering Jessica Cheung in the corridor six months ago, that knowing look, that coded conversation. Professional or otherwise. I'd understood immediately. Now I'm Jessica. Now I'm the one who knows, who initiates, who passes on the tradition.

Am I ready for this?

Fuck yes.

"Send her in. I'll feel her out."

David stands, crosses to the door, then pauses with his hand on the handle, looking back at me.

"Sophie. You've become exactly what I hoped. Better, even."

Heat spreads through my chest, genuine and unexpected. "Thank you. For everything. For seeing me."

"Always."

He exits. The door closes.

I sit for a moment, breathing slowly, memories flooding back. Finding David's drawer. The shock of those photographs. Jessica's face covered in cum. The recognition that I wasn't alone, wasn't broken, wasn't disgusting for wanting this.

Emma's about to have her moment. Her discovery.

Am I really doing this?

Yes. Absolutely fucking yes. She deserves this if she wants it. And I'll know if she does.

I unlock my drawer again, pull out the purple folder, and select three Polaroids carefully. My face covered, that first night. Me on David's desk drenched in frozen cum. And Manchester, the full body coverage shot, the one where I'm completely saturated, spread wide, exposed, beautiful in my degradation.

I arrange them face-down on my desk in a neat row, my cunt throbbing with anticipation.

Smooth my suit. Check my chignon is perfect. Reapply lipstick in my compact mirror.

Professional, composed, and ready to fucking hunt.

A knock. Softer this time. Nervous.

"Come in, Emma."

The door opens.

Emma Ross enters, and I see myself immediately.

She's petite, curvy, red hair pulled back in a professional ponytail that's trying very hard. Freckles dust her pale skin. She's wearing a black Zara suit that's good but not expensive, white blouse, mid-height heels she probably bought specifically for this interview. Minimal makeup. Nervous smile.

Trying so hard to impress, to be professional, to hide the hunger underneath.

But I see it. I recognise it. The same desperation I had six months ago.

"Ms Hartley. Thank you for seeing me. I know it's late on a Friday."

Northern accent. Manchester, maybe. Polite. Eager to please.

"Call me Sophie. Sit, please."

She does, crossing her legs carefully, clutching a folder with her CV like a shield. Those green eyes flick around my office, taking everything in, cataloguing, trying to understand how a woman became VP at twenty-one.

God, she's me. Six months ago. That same desperate hunger.

"David speaks highly of you," I begin, leaning back slightly. "Durham, History degree. Why Caldwell Hotels?"

"I'm interested in hospitality, but more..." She pauses, choosing words carefully. "I'm interested in working for someone like Mr Caldwell. Someone exacting, demanding. I want to be challenged."

Demanding. Challenged.

She's choosing those words deliberately. I know because I would have chosen them too.

"He is demanding. Very, in all aspects." I let that hang. "Can you handle pressure?"

"I think so. I hope so."

"It's more than admin, you know. It's anticipating needs, fulfilling them, going beyond normal boundaries."

Her cheeks flush slightly. Barely noticeable, but I'm watching for it, and there it is.

"I understand. I'm willing."

Willing.

"Tell me, Emma. What do you want from this role? Really?"

She pauses, swallows, then looks directly at me.

"I want to excel. I want to be indispensable. I want someone to see my potential. All of it."

All of it.

There. There's the signal. She might not even know she's sending it, but it's there, the same coded language I used, the same desperate need to be seen, understood, utilised completely.

"And if the role required discretion? Absolute confidentiality? Things that might seem unconventional?"

"I'm very discreet. And I don't judge unconventional."

Perfect. Absolutely fucking perfect.

I lean forwards slightly, elbows on desk, fingers steepled.

"Good. Because working for David, and with me—we collaborate closely—requires openness and trust."

She nods eagerly.

I make my decision.

"Let me be direct. This company rewards loyalty, hard work, and compatibility."

I pick up the first Polaroid, keep it face-down.

"Before I recommend you to David, I need to know you're compatible with the culture here."

"I'll fit in. I promise."

"Will you?" I slide the photo across the desk, still face-down. "Let me show you something."

I flip it.

There I am: face covered in thick white ropes of David's cum, eyes half-closed, mouth slightly open, blissed and ruined and fucking beautiful.

Emma's gaze drops. Her breath catches, audible in the quiet office. I watch her throat work, watch her pupils dilate, watch her press her thighs together.

Got you.

"Is that... is that you?" Her voice comes out hoarse.

"Yes. Three months ago. In David's office. That's his cum on my face."

"I... I don't..."

"Don't lie." My voice sharpens, commanding. "Your pupils just dilated. You're breathing faster. You're not disgusted, are you?"

She swallows hard, whispers, "No."

"Good. Because if you were, you'd be wrong for this role."

I slide the second Polaroid across. Me on David's desk, frozen cum poured across my tits, rubbing it into my skin like lotion, fingers to my mouth, sucking them clean.

"This is what being his assistant involves. Professionally, you'll be brilliant—I'll train you. But this..." I tap the photo with one manicured nail. "This is the other side."

Emma studies it. She can't look away, and I recognise that glazed expression, that shift in her seat. Thighs pressing together. Cunt responding.

"How long have you been doing this?"

"Six months. Since the week I started. He tested me. I passed. I've been promoted twice. I'm twenty-one and I'm a VP." I lean back. "This works, Emma. If you want it."

I slide the third photo across.

Manchester. Full body coverage: hair completely soaked and matted, face drenched, tits and stomach coated in thick white cum, so much of it you can see it pooling in my navel. Legs spread wide, cunt glistening and exposed, pink and swollen. A week's worth of his spunk decorating me like I'm his personal canvas.

Emma gasps softly. I hear it.

"That's Manchester. Overnight trip. One week's worth of his cum. He covered me completely, then fucked me, then I presented to investors the next day with his cum still inside me."

Emma stares at the photo, and her hand trembles slightly as she touches the edge, reverent.

"That's the most beautiful thing I've ever seen."

There.

There it is.

She's mine. She's ours.

I gather the photos slowly, stack them, tap them straight against the desk, set them aside.

"So, Emma. Do you want this job? Understanding what it entails? Both sides?"

She nods, breathless. "Yes. God, yes."

"Then we start now. Close the door. Lock it."

She stands immediately, crosses to the door. The lock clicks.

Returns. Sits. Waiting.

"Good girl."

She shivers visibly at the praise.

"Now. Let's talk about what you'll do for him, and how I'll teach you."

She's me. Six months ago. Desperate, eager, perfect.

I'll teach her. Show her. Guide her through exactly what I went through, only better because I know the pitfalls, the fears, how to manage them.

David will have his assistant, his release. His collection will grow.

And I'll have my protégée. Proof that this works, that I'm not alone, that we're not broken, just specific.

The cycle continues. Jessica to me. Me to Emma. Generations of us. Successful. Satisfied. His.

I open my desk drawer, pull out the purple folder again, and open it to the blank pages at the back where new photos will eventually live.

Set it on the desk. Push it towards Emma.

"This will be your folder. When you're ready. When you've earned it. Purple's taken." I smile. "What's your colour?"

Emma looks at the folder, at me, understanding dawning across her freckled face.

"Green. I've always liked green."

"Green it is." I close the folder, set it aside. "Now. Let's begin."


Also by Lily Corbett


Daddy’s Team: The Old Men’s Breeding Ground

"Some girls are made for nice boys and safe futures. Lacey Morgan was made for this."

Book 9 in Lily Corbett’s “DADDY ISSUES” series of hardcore age-gap and very taboo erotica.

FIND ON AMAZON

Welcome to the filthiest corner of Beeston Rangers FC, where nineteen-year-old Lacey Morgan’s boredom with useless young lads is about to be spectacularly cured by seventy-two-year-old groundskeeper Malcolm Hewitt. This isn’t your typical age-gap romance – this is raw, degrading, and absolutely unapologetic about what it is: a breeding obsession story where the girl begs for exactly what society says she shouldn’t want.

Lacey’s sick of boys who can’t make her cum. She’s been watching rougher porn, craving the intensity she sees on screen, fingering herself to fantasies of older men who know what they’re doing. When Malcolm corners her with upskirt photos he’s been collecting for weeks, offering her a choice that isn’t really a choice, Lacey discovers the truth: she walked into his trap willingly. She’s been waiting for someone like Malcolm, someone who’ll treat her like the slag she’s desperate to become.

Malcolm’s no amateur. He’s got a black leather book documenting fifty years of women he’s corrupted at this club, each one catalogued with photos and explicit details. Lacey’s just the latest entry, but she might be his masterpiece. He introduces her to cucumbers from his allotment, teaches her to deep-throat on her knees in his equipment shed, marks her with his piss on the centre circle at midnight. Every degrading act makes her wetter, proves she’s made for this.

Then there’s Liam Scott – a cocky left-back who finds Lacey’s phone and sees everything. Her texts with Malcolm, the photos, the proof of what she’s become. Liam thinks he can blackmail his way into her cunt, force her to service him and his mates Connor and Elliot. He films it all, thinking he’s in control. But Malcolm’s been playing this game since before Liam was born, and he’s got leverage of his own: photos of Liam stealing club kit, evidence of hidden injuries that could end his career.

The physio room gangbang is where everything collides. Lacey on the reinforced treatment table, Malcolm and Dennis double-penetrating her cunt whilst Liam fucks her mouth, all of it captured on camera for mutual assured destruction. Ryan’s celebrating promotion in the bar directly overhead, completely oblivious that his little sister’s being filled by six men one floor below. It’s brutal, explicit, and Lacey cums harder than she ever has; because the danger, the wrongness, the risk of discovery makes it perfect.

The Lactation Consultant: A Hucow Training Story

When desperate relief becomes total surrender, some treatments transform you completely.

Book 3 in Lily Corbett’s “TABOO TALES” series of hardcore and very taboo erotica.  ADULTS ONLY HUCOW FILTH!  

FIND ON AMAZON

Maya Chen’s body started producing milk at nineteen – spontaneously, painfully, relentlessly. No pregnancy. No explanation. Just swollen, leaking breasts that got her fired from her retail job and made every doctor she saw dismiss her as psychiatric case. By the time she found the Hartwell Lactation Specialists online, she was desperate enough to believe anything.

Richard and Diane Hartwell run a private clinic for women with conditions like Maya’s. What starts as a legitimate-seeming medical appointment quickly reveals itself as something far darker. These aren’t licensed physicians. They’re collectors, fetishists who’ve built an entire operation around exploiting young women with lactation disorders, turning desperate patients into permanent milk-producing hucows.

The first examination crosses every professional boundary. Richard’s hands on her swollen breasts, testing her production, making her come on the table while Diane documents everything. Maya knows it’s wrong. But the relief is overwhelming, and she hasn’t felt this cared for in years. When they offer her a residential weekend to “optimize her treatment,” she accepts.

By Saturday morning, Maya’s stripped naked and restrained while they drain her together: Richard’s mouth on one breast, Diane’s on the other, both feeding from her while she writhes between them. They don’t hide their arousal anymore. They discuss her milk production like farmers evaluating livestock. They photograph and video everything, cataloging her as “Subject 23” in an archive of twenty-two previous women they’ve conditioned exactly the same way.

The breeding protocols come next. Dr. Marcus Matthews – a distinguished physician who serves as the couple’s breeder – examines Maya’s naked body while Richard and Diane watch. He tests her fertility, evaluates her hips, tastes her milk. Then he fucks her on the examination table while Richard and Diane nurse from her breasts, all three of them using her body simultaneously. Matthews fills her pussy with his come while promising to impregnate her, to swell her belly and triple her milk production.

Maya signs a permanent residency contract. Two thousand dollars monthly to live with Richard and Diane, producing milk and serving their needs. She agrees to breeding protocols: multiple pregnancies with different men for genetic variation and comparative data. She consents to complete documentation including her face and full name. She accepts restraints, pump training, network presentations where other collectors will taste her milk and evaluate her potential.

The corruption is total. Maya goes from virgin to bred hucow in three weeks. Her body transforms, breasts enlarging, production increasing from twenty-eight ounces to over sixty daily. She orgasms every time they drain her now, conditioned to associate milk extraction with sexual pleasure. She calls herself their cow without shame. She begs Matthews to breed her again immediately after the pregnancy test comes back positive.

Dirty Work: Daddy's Garage Girl

"Some skills can only be taught by experienced hands."

FIND ON AMAZON

When twenty-year-old Aisha Khan takes an apprenticeship at Marshall & Sons Garage, she's desperate to escape her family's arranged marriage plans. What begins as a strategic rebellion quickly shifts gears when garage owner Tony Marshall offers her a dirty deal: submit to his "special training program" or lose the job that's her only route to freedom.

Trapped between her conservative Pakistani heritage and her growing desire for independence, Aisha makes a calculated decision. She'll endure whatever these older men demand—for now. But as Tony insists she call him "Daddy" during their private "lessons," Aisha discovers her body's traitorous response to his degrading commands.

Soon, her "training" expands to include Tony's business partner Keith, wealthy clients like distinguished Mr. Winters and Indian businessman Raj Singh, and eventually even Tony's reluctant son Matthew. Each encounter pushes her further from the dutiful daughter she once was.

With each forbidden act in the inspection pit, storage room, and across every surface of the grimy workshop, Aisha finds herself transformed. The gold anklet that once symbolised her cultural heritage now adorns her naked body as she kneels before these men, her conservative upbringing deliberately desecrated with every filthy fluid they share.

While her family searches frantically for their missing daughter, Aisha's new skills earn her more than just mechanical knowledge. Her "special services" secure enough cash for a flat of her own—and the freedom to become the garage's prized Pakistani princess.

As her final "certification ceremony" approaches, Aisha must decide: return to her family's expectations or fully embrace her new identity as Daddy's Garage Girl, serving the needs of every man in the workshop. The engine's running hot, and Aisha's about to redline in ways her parents never imagined.

Will she put the brakes on her descent into depravity, or accelerate into a life where she calls all the shots about who uses her body and how? In the end, Aisha discovers the most powerful tool in the garage might be her own newfound thirst for submission.

Dirty Work: Daddy's Garage Girl is the first instalment in the taboo-shattering "Daddy Issues: Forbidden Taboo Mentors" from Lily Corbett, where forbidden desires meet cultural rebellion in the gritty underbelly of working-class Britain.

FIND ON AMAZON

Daddy's Garage Band: A Taboo Backstage Romance


FIND ON AMAZON

Her mother left, but she stayed with Mum's ex-boyfriend - now the heat between them is about to ignite a forbidden passion!

During the hottest summer on record, 21-year-old Chelsea Daniels can't stop fantasising about her mother's ex-boyfriend Jake. After her mum ran off with a younger man two years ago, Jake let Chelsea stay in his house. Now she's developed an obsession with his mediocre garage band, Steel Dogz, and with Jake himself.

When Chelsea starts attending band practice in the sweltering converted garage, the temperature isn't the only thing rising. Dressed in her most provocative outfits, she captures the attention of all four middle-aged rockers, including her reluctant guardian Jake.

As the heat wave intensifies, so does Chelsea's determination to seduce the man she calls "Daddy"—not by blood, but by choice. Jake's resistance is crumbling, and his bandmates are more than eager to welcome their curvaceous new "mascot" into their world.

What begins as innocent flirtation quickly transforms into a series of increasingly taboo encounters. Chelsea discovers power in her sexuality while exploring sensations she never imagined possible with men three times her age.

For these ageing rockers who never quite made it big, Chelsea represents a second chance at the rock-and-roll fantasy. For Chelsea, they offer experience, validation, and the forbidden thrill she's been craving.

As boundaries shatter and inhibitions melt away in the scorching heat, Chelsea must decide how far she's willing to go to become the ultimate band groupie—and whether Jake will finally accept his desire for the young woman he was supposed to protect.

The sweat-soaked rehearsal space becomes a pressure cooker of lust, pushing everyone involved toward acts they can only justify in the throes of passion. When the temperature peaks, so will their depravity.

FIND ON AMAZON

Marrakech Descent: A Naïve Young Woman's Taboo Journey

Book 1 of Lily's Descent: An Erotic Taboo Foreign Education.

FIND ON AMAZON

Her gap year adventure becomes a forbidden education when a naïve English girl falls into the skilled hands of Marrakech's most powerful men. A semi-autobiographical taboo tale of age gap and interracial lust.


Starting her gap year before university, Lily Matthews steps off the plane in Marrakech with nothing but a backpack full of sensible clothes and a carefully planned itinerary. Armed with her trusty travel blog and dreams of cultural enlightenment before university, this sheltered British young woman is woefully unprepared for what awaits her in the ancient city's labyrinthine medina.

When disaster strikes and Lily finds herself alone, phoneless, and completely lost in the twisted alleyways, panic threatens to overwhelm her. That is, until Karim, a distinguished, middle-aged fabric merchant, offers her shelter and assistance with grandfatherly concern that dispels her initial wariness.

Behind his shop's ornate façade, Karim introduces Lily to a side of Moroccan hospitality never mentioned in her guidebooks. His experienced hands and silver-tongued explanations of "cultural customs" awaken sensations the inexperienced young woman never imagined possible, leaving her confused, ashamed, and undeniably aroused.

As days pass, Lily's options narrow while her experiences expand. Introduced to Karim's circle of business associates, including the intense Fayez and the enigmatic brothers Malik and Jamal, she finds herself passed between these powerful men, each with their own desires and methods of "education."

In luxurious riads and ancient hammams, Lily receives lessons in submission and pleasure that shatter her proper English upbringing. Each boundary crossed makes the next easier to breach, each forbidden experience more intoxicating than the last.

While her family receives carefully crafted emails about Moroccan architecture and local cuisine, Lily descends into a world of sensual awakening where her pale skin and innocent blue eyes make her an object of fascination and desire among men accustomed to taking what they want.

The crimson carpets of Karim's back room, the steam-filled chambers of a private hammam, the silk-draped bedroom of a luxury riad, each setting becomes another scene in Lily's rapid transformation from naïve tourist to willing participant in her own corruption.

Most disturbing of all is Lily's growing realisation that part of her doesn't want to escape. As her body betrays her with responses she can't control, she begins to wonder if these men have simply uncovered desires that were always lurking beneath her proper façade.

When the brothers announce that Lily's "education" will continue in the isolated Sahara with their cousin Ahmed, she faces a crucial decision. Return to the safety of her planned itinerary and the future that awaits her at university, or surrender completely to the dark thrills of this new path.

"Marrakech Descent" marks the first instalment in the provocative "Lily's Descent" series, chronicling one young woman's journey from innocence to experience against the exotic backdrop of North Africa, where cultural differences provide the perfect cover for the systematic dismantling of Western inhibitions.

FIND ON AMAZON

Tribal Initiation: Bred by the African Tribe

Book 2 of Lily's Descent: An Erotic Taboo Foreign Education.

FIND ON AMAZON

Tribal Initiation: Bred by the African Tribe is the second book of Lily Corbett’s notorious erotica series, and it takes the corruption further than ever before. If Marrakech Descent stripped away Lily’s virginity and illusions, Book Two leaves her raw, branded, and bred.

Alone in the Congo Basin, nineteen-year-old Lily is handed into the keeping of a remote tribe. She expects anthropology, note-taking, and cultural ritual. Instead, she is paraded naked, mocked by jealous wives, and forced to embody the “fertility rites” she once studied in textbooks.

This isn’t romance. This is hard, unapologetic extreme taboo erotica. A wide-eyed English girl bent, spread, shared, and turned into a vessel for an entire village. Readers will watch her transform from “guest” to Mbala—the tribe’s whore, bitch, and breeder.

The men are older, darker, bigger, and utterly unashamed. Warriors drag her into the dirt, filling her throat, her cunt, and her arse. The chief—a scarred man in his sixties—seals her fate by taking her in front of the tribe, planting his seed in her teenage body.

And it isn’t only the men. The women of the tribe—jealous, mocking, predatory—force Lily’s tongue between their thighs, ride her face, and humiliate her in acts of sapphic domination. There is no solidarity here; they despise her softness, and so make her crawl.

The old professor who brought her here does nothing to protect her. He watches. He records. He asks Lily to write down descriptions of every cock that splits her, every smear of seed across her, every word they force from her lips. Her humiliation becomes his “field notes.”

What follows are graphic gangbangs, outdoor rituals, cum-drinking ceremonies, throat training, anal initiations, whipping chants, and the final baptism of her pale English body in a tribal fertility bowl brimming with seed. This is Lily at her lowest—and her most shamelessly aroused.

By the book’s climax, Lily no longer recognises the girl who left Manchester. She is Mbala now, waisted with beads, dripping cum daily, renamed as the tribe’s fertile wife. She begs to be filled. Shame is gone. Only submission and hunger remain.

Readers who crave the extremities of interracial, age-gap, exotic breeding porn will find this book the rawest experience yet. Where Book One was her “initiation,” Book Two is her breaking-in—and the marks are permanent.

This is not for the faint-hearted. This is taboo erotica at its filthiest: gaping holes, leaking seed, power abuse, ritual filth. Lily is gone. Mbala remains. Do you dare follow her to the point of no return?


Trigger Warnings


Content Warning: This book contains adult themes that some readers may find distressing, including:

Extreme age gap relationship (21F/55M)

Explicit employer/employee power dynamics

Extreme cum fetish and cum play

Public sexual risk and exhibitionism

Clothing degradation and bodily fluids

Use of sex toys and forced orgasms

Photographic documentation of sexual acts

Infidelity (married male character)

Multiple male contributors to sexual acts

Discussions of breeding/impregnation (fantasy only)

Intense BDSM elements and control

Potentially triggering workplace scenarios

All sexual activity is between consenting adults over 18.
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