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Chapter 1

I’m so fucked, I think to myself. I leave the audition sad and deflated, blinking back tears. That was it. My last shot. I double-check my bank balance on my phone, and there it is—just enough to buy a bus ticket back to the Midwest after I settle my rent and bills for the month.

I thought I’d be one of those rags to riches stories. I wasn’t looking to be an award-winning actress or anything. I just thought that I could land enough parts to make a real go of it. Back home, everyone told me I look like a movie star. I’m not full of myself, but objectively, I knew what they meant.

My brown hair is always shiny, like I’ve come straight from the salon. I have high cheekbones and glittering green eyes. But what I got the most attention for back home in Kansas was my body. I have that classic hourglass shape, and men have never complained about my soft, perky tits or my round, full ass.

I must have served five million cups of coffee at my old diner in Kansas to save up enough for a year in LA. And today was day 360. And this was audition one billion, it feels like. I never even got a callback.

The idea of slinking home as a failure has my skin crawling. Worst of all, I’ll really miss it out here. The weather, the parties, the feeling that something great could be right around the corner. Oh, and my boyfriend. I should feel bad that he’s an afterthought, but we both know that what we have revolves around one thing.

Slamming the door on my beat-up old car, I struggle through afternoon traffic back home to the apartment he and I share. The second I walk in, he pulls me close. I guess he knew that an audition for a fast-food commercial wasn’t going to be the answer to my prayers, even if I landed it. Which, of course, I didn’t.

“Let me make you feel better,” he says, nibbling at my ear. My body responds to him right away. I bet I will feel better if I let him give me an earth-shattering orgasm. He pushes me down on the kitchen floor, and strips off my clothes so fast that my head spins. Before I know it, his incredible cock is out and pressing against my stomach. He’s so hard for me.

Soon, Michael is rolling my nipples between his thumb and forefinger. Then he yanks my hair back and enters my mouth roughly. Mmmm, he knows just how I like it.

When we met, he whispered to me that he could tell I was a “lady in the streets and a freak in the sheets.” Seriously. That was one of the first things he ever said to me. And even though it’s only true with him, I can’t deny it. Over the past year, Michael has pushed my limits further than I ever thought they could go. Damn I’m really going to miss this, I think, as he withdraws from my mouth and slams into my dripping pussy. They don’t make men like this in my small town.

My eyes well up with tears, and Michael looks down at me, full of concern.

“What is it, baby?”

“I don’t want to leave,” I say, barely suppressing wails.

“You know, Veronica, there is one job that I think would be perfect for you …” 


Chapter 2

Michael, I don’t understand,” I said, after he laid it all out for me.

“You know how I’m helping my buddy get his talent agency off the ground?” Michael explains again.

“Yeah, but I thought his company wasn’t going anywhere.”

“It’s going places now that he’s working with this new photographer.”

“And you think the photographer would want me to model?”

“I know he would,” Michael replies.

I get up from the floor and grab my robe. Wrapping it around myself, I pace in our small apartment, trying to decide how I feel about what Michael just told me.

“So, I could make enough money to stay,” I say, mostly to myself. “And all I would have to do is take some pictures?”

“Baby, I told you this twice already. They’re not looking for regular models. As sexy as you are, you’d still need some … modifications. We can meet with the photographer tomorrow if you want. He has all the details.”

I bite my lip. I don’t know what’s come over me, but I want to say yes already. I don’t really care what the exact details are. I want to stay in LA, and this is the perfect solution.

I give Michael the go-ahead, and he sets up the meeting for the next morning. All night, I toss and turn. But I’m not nervous, like I normally am the night before an audition. No, I’m excited.

Michael says that this is a done deal—if I agree to the terms, that is. That’s the part he was a little vague about. I’m sure it can’t be anything too crazy. Not if Michael’s involved. I finally drift off to sleep, and the rest of the night, I dream that I’m on a photo shoot stripping naked and loving every minute of it.


Chapter 3

Michael drives me to a nondescript office building. All the windows are covered over. “Grayson needs to be able to control the lighting,” Michael explains when I cock my head inquisitively.

We ring the buzzer, and the door clicks open to let us into an empty front hall. There’s a handwritten sign on one of the doors inside that says “STUDIO,” and Michael knocks. We wait for a full minute before Grayson appears.

He leans up against the door and looks me up and down. He’s a tall guy, much taller than Michael. And he’s older, too. He’s got a square jaw that’s covered in salt-and-pepper stubble. His shirtsleeves are rolled up, revealing rippling forearms.

I shiver involuntarily. He’s hot, and the way he’s evaluating me has me more than a little turned on. After a moment, he sticks out his hand and gives mine a quick shake.

“It’s nice to meet you, Veronica,” he says in a gravelly voice. “Please, come into the studio.”

Michael and I follow him to a couch in the corner. The rest of the studio is covered in equipment. There’s a shoot all set up that takes up a lot of the cavernous room. The white backdrop is behind a bed.

I gulp. Suddenly, this feels real. It was one thing when I could fantasize about getting naked and taking sexy photos, but now that I’m here, I don’t know if I can actually go through with it.

I talk a big game about all the kinky stuff I do with Michael. But the truth is, I was a virgin until I started dating him. I love the things we do together, but can I simulate sex in front of a photographer, though?

Since we’re already here and Michael and Grayson are looking at me expectantly, I decide I’ll do the polite thing and hear more about the gig. I sit gingerly on the couch, and Grayson gives a throaty laugh.

“I don’t bite,” he says, taking a seat on one side of me. “That is, unless I’m asked to,” he winks.

I can feel the color rising in my cheeks, and the sight of me blushing seems to please Grayson, who talks across me to Michael. “You’ve got a real pretty girl,” he says.

“Let’s get down to it,” Grayson continues. “I’m working for a client who wants photos for his own personal collection. He doesn’t want to distribute them; he’s rich enough that he can bankroll shoots just for fun.”

I brighten at that. If I’m going to take scandalous pictures, it’s nice to know that they won’t wind up all over the internet. But what Grayson says next gives me pause.

“The thing is, he has very particular tastes. I’ll be blunt with you so that no one’s time is wasted, Veronica—my time or yours. You have great tits, but they aren’t what the client wants. He wants bigger, sure. But it’s more than that. My client is enamored with lactation.”

It feels like all the air goes out of the room. When Michael said “modification,” I thought maybe a boob job, and I was happier to consider it when he said that all the costs would be covered as part of my payment. But lactation? Is that even possible? I try to form a question, but I can’t even form words I’m so shocked.

Looking over at Michael, I see that he doesn’t look surprised at all. He knew the whole time.

“Umm, lactation?” I squeak.

Grayson licks his parted lips and continues speaking. “There’s an injection I give the models that triggers milk production. Basically, it takes two or three days to kick in. You call me when you’re all set—and it’ll be obvious when that is. And then we take pictures of you covering this bed with your cream,” he says, gesturing to the bed. “Some of the photos will involve a male model milking you,” he says, like that’s an afterthought.

I clear my throat. It’s almost funny to me that we’re talking about this so matter-of-factly. “Anything else I should know?”

“Oh, yeah,” Grayson replies. “There are a few side effects of the injection that you need to know before you agree.”  


Chapter 4

I sit there as Grayson spells out how the injection would affect my body. I listen carefully out of habit, even though I have no interest in any of this. I guess that’s the polite Midwestern girl in me. I’d better get used to being her for the rest of my life.

When Grayson stops talking, Michael and he exchange tense looks.

“Guess we ought to get going,” Michael finally says.

“Thanks for hearing me out,” Grayson says to me, and I realize that I’ve been sitting in stunned silence for a while. “Here’s my card if you change your mind,” he says as he places the plain white business card in my hand.

We endure a silent drive back to our apartment. Michael keeps opening his mouth like he’s going to talk and then closing it.

Slamming my car door when we pull into the parking lot, I run inside. I can’t believe what happened in that meeting. What was I thinking agreeing to go there? I should have known there wasn’t a way out of my predicament.

Michael comes inside and makes me a cup of tea while I just sit at our kitchen table and think about how everything’s gone to shit.

* * *

The next morning, Michael gets out of bed early. I find him in the living room, nursing a cup of coffee. There’s a steaming mug on the table for me too. He pats the sofa for me to come over.

“Look, I’m really sorry about yesterday,” Michael says. “I think I found a way to make it up to you.”

The remorse is painted all over his face, and I crack. I agreed to the meeting; it wasn’t all his fault.

“What do you mean?” I ask.

He flashes his phone at me, and I squint at it.

“First-class tickets?!” I say, surprised.

“I figured if you’re going home, you should do it in style.”

“But—but that’s all the money from your trust fund for the month.”

“It’s worth it, baby. To say thank you for what we had together.”

He grins, and I feel myself getting wet for him. I’m a sucker when it comes to his handsome smile. But at the same time, I realize something.

“That’s a ticket for tomorrow …”

“It was the only direct flight for the next couple weeks. Plus, the landlord said that if we’re leaving, we need to be out ASAP.”

Everything he’s saying hits me like a ton of bricks. I knew I was leaving. But tomorrow? My LA dream is already over?

I run out of the room and lock myself in the bathroom. Looking at my body, I have to wonder: Was all that stuff Grayson said really that bad? It would be an easy job, and I can handle the side effects, right?

I’m just not ready to leave.

Michael starts to pound on the door, and when I open it, I’m naked.

His eyes go wide. “I need to get used to being naked, since I’m taking that job,” I purr as Michael lunges for me. 


Chapter 5

Grayson doesn’t sound surprised when I call, and he sends the injection over by courier within the hour. Michael helps me jab it into the fleshy part of my thigh. And then all there is to do is wait. We spend the next two days holed up in the apartment watching movies and looking at my tits for any sign that the injection is taking effect. Grayson said to call as soon as my milk comes in so that he can make final preparations for the photoshoot.

On the third day, I wake up and my nipples are throbbing. I sprint out of bed and pull my pajama top off in front of the mirror. My tits have grown at least three cup sizes. They’re firm and huge.

They’ve transformed my whole body. I look like a blow-up doll. I have to admit, it’s a really sexy look. The problem is that Grayson told me that I wasn’t supposed to have sex until after the shoot, and it takes all my self-control to obey.

All I want to do is wake Michael up with a blow job and feel his shaft pounding my dripping cunt. It’s like I need sex. I crave someone—anyone inside me.

With shaking hands, I dial Grayson’s number.

“What’s up, Veronica?” he asks, and I can hear his smirk over the phone.

“I’m, umm, I’m ready for the shoot, I guess,” I answer. My sex drive is scrambling my brain. A minute ago, I felt sexy and confident, and now I feel apprehensive about whatever’s going to happen next.

“That’s great new, V. You should head over immediately. You’re going to want to do this sooner rather than later. All the girls do,” he assures me.

Michael can’t stop looking at my chest on the drive back to the studio, and I’m afraid he’s going to crash the car.

“You look unbelievable,” he says, over and over.

And I can tell I do. It’s like sex is all I can think about. My thighs quiver the whole walk up to Grayson’s studio. And when Grayson sandwiches my hand between his for a slow, sensual handshake, it takes everything in me to remain professional.

I have visions of Grayson’s massive cock fucking my new tits, and those fantasies make it hard to see straight. It’s like Grayson can see inside my head because he leans forward and whispers, “Try to calm down, sexy,” in my ear.

That drives me even more wild. Before he even asks me to, I strip off my top. I’m not wearing a bra because none of mine fit anymore, so my newly enhanced, aching tits bounce out into the chilly air of the studio. My nipples pucker in the cold. They’re standing at full attention, and I can feel that Michael and Grayson’s cocks are too.

“Go ahead and take your pants and panties off for me and get on all fours on the bed,” Grayson commands. I immediately follow his instructions, savoring the feeling of the satin sheets on my skin.

“That looks great, sexy,” Grayson says. “I’m going to take some solo shots before the male model gets here.”

I pose on all fours for a while, arching so that my enormous breasts are on full display before Grayson has me turn around to show off my sopping wet slit.

Then he takes a phone call, and I hear him say: “I’ll buzz you in.”

The model must be here, I think, quivering in anticipation. I need someone’s hands on me. Now. This is perfect timing.

The guy who walks through the door makes Grayson look tiny. He’s a giant, and I can’t wait to see his cock. I don’t have to wait long, either. He takes off his clothes the second the door closes behind him. He folds them neatly and then hops onto the bed, like he’s done this a thousand times.

I swear my mouth is still hanging open from the sight of his dick. It’s at least eight inches and as big around as a soda can. I need to touch it. I grind back against the model, realizing I don’t know his name, and I don’t care.

“Easy,” Grayson says. “We need to get a bunch of photos, so try to keep it in your pants.”

I don’t know if I can. I barely register that the male model is posing next to me. For my part, I stay exactly as Grayson posed me before on all fours and wait for my next instructions. I can hear the shutter of the camera clicking, but it might as well be a million miles away.

And the male model might as well be a million miles away too. He’s next to me, but he hasn’t touched me at all. My tits are throbbing. They feel so hard and full that it seems like they could burst.

I hear a loud whimper, and I realize it’s coming from me.

“Okay, go,” Grayson shouts. Michael stands next to him, watching everything with excitement dancing in his eyes.

The male model turns to me. “I’m going to milk you now,” he says in his booming voice.

“Please,” I moan.

His warm hand makes contact with my breast, and it’s like I’ve been electrocuted. Before I know it, he’s inching toward my erect nipple. All my muscles are tense. Please give me the relief I need, I think.

I can feel the wetness from my pussy making a big spot on the bedsheets at the same time. The male model begins to milk me as the camera snaps. So much milk is pouring out of me; it’s like a waterfall. And the sensation is unlike anything I’ve ever felt.

He brings his mouth down across the tops of my breasts, and I shudder. Then he flicks my nipples with his tongue, and I purr again. If I thought it felt good before, I had no idea how good it would feel from him to suck and lick and drink my milk straight from the source.

But it’s not enough. I need his giant cock. I want it in my pussy, filling me up and stretching me.

“Please fuck me,” I shout, and all the men in the room chuckle.

Grayson turns to Michael. “This happens sometimes. Why don’t you get into a couple shots. You can milk her while I get some great photos of her being pounded.”

My boyfriend must really want to touch my tits because he readily agrees. He bounds over to the bed as the male model squares his hips behind me. I can feel the tip of his monster cock at my entrance as he rubs it into my wetness.

He plunges in just as Michael takes over milking me. I cry out. It feels great, but I also don’t know if I can take him all the way in. Michael is big, but nothing like that. My body must be wet enough, though, because soon his hips slap against my ass.

“Tight and wet, just how I like it,” he says.

Michael sucks on my tits harder, and I revel in all the sensations flooding my body. This is what I wanted. This is what I needed. I don’t hold back, either. My first orgasm comes almost as soon as the model starts thrusting in earnest.

I claw at the satin sheets and scrunch my eyes closed. The sound I make is primal as I tingle all over and the aftershocks clench around the model’s cock. Those aftershocks send him over the edge, and he unloads into my pussy.

I thought that would be enough, but it isn’t. “Grayson,” I beg. “Please. Take his place.”

Grayson smiles at me and sets down his camera. He pulls his cock out of his jeans, not even bothering to get undressed. He fucks me fast and hard, slapping my ass and gripping me tight.

Michael milks me the entire time that Grayson wrecks my pussy, and the model moves in front of me and gives me his cock to suck. I’ve never felt better in my life. I can’t believe that sex can feel this good, I think, as all three men work on me.

All afternoon, they trade positions. Everyone fucks me twice and unloads into my pussy and then into my mouth. And my milk never runs dry. When they’re exhausted, they leave me to curl up on the bed, covered in milk and cum and my own juices. As I drift off to sleep, I hear them talking.

“She didn’t want to do it at first, but I’m so glad she changed her mind,” Michael says.

“Yeah,” grunts the model. “She has such a tight cunt. I’m going to need a couple more rounds with her.”

“Not until I get another turn,” Grayson says.

When I wake up, my heavy, full tits and throbbing pussy let me know that I’m going to give these three exactly what they want. I bet the client will be happy, I think with a smile.

“Hey, Grayson,” I say. “Do you think that your client wants to come over now?”

Grayson smirks. “You’re a star, sexy. He’s going to fuck you senseless.”
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