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The café on Halkett Place was the kind of place Ellie liked best — half-empty on a Tuesday afternoon, the espresso machine hissing somewhere behind the counter, a single fly bumping itself stupid against the window glass. She’d ordered a flat white and a slice of lemon cake she wasn’t really going to eat, and she’d settled into the corner table with her phone face-down beside her, telling herself she was going to enjoy fifteen minutes of doing absolutely nothing.

She didn’t notice the woman until she was already sitting down across from her.

“Mind if I join you? Everywhere else is taken,” the woman said, though Ellie could see at least four empty tables from where she sat.

She was about to say something — not really an objection, more a reflex of politeness — when she saw it. Two dark circles bloomed across the front of the woman’s soft grey top, one beneath each breast, spreading slowly outward like ink dropped in water. Ellie’s mouth went dry. She looked away, then looked back, because surely she’d imagined it, surely that wasn’t what it looked like.

It was exactly what it looked like.

The woman caught her staring — there was no way she hadn’t, Ellie’s eyes had all the subtlety of a searchlight — and instead of the mortified scramble Ellie expected, the woman only smiled, slow and unbothered, and leaned forward onto her folded arms. The movement pressed her breasts against the table’s edge, heavy and full, the fabric clinging wet and translucent where the dampness had spread. Ellie’s pulse gave an uneven stutter.

“Sorry,” the woman said, not sounding sorry at all. “Occupational hazard. I’m Sophie, by the way.”

“Ellie,” she managed, because it seemed rude not to answer, even though every rational part of her was screaming that she should be looking anywhere else. She couldn’t. The stains were still growing, minute by minute, the wet outline creeping toward Sophie’s collarbone, and there was a faint sheen at the very center of each one, like something was actively seeping through the weave of the cotton.

“You’re staring,” Sophie said, not unkindly. “Most people do, the first time.”

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean—”

“Don’t apologize.” Sophie’s voice was warm, almost amused, the tone of someone entirely at home in her own body. “I’d be more worried if you weren’t looking. It’s not exactly subtle.” She glanced down at herself, at the twin patches now nearly the size of Ellie’s palm, and gave a small, rueful shrug, as if commenting on the weather. “I’m overdue. Should’ve pumped an hour ago, but the ferry was late and, well.” Another shrug. Her breasts shifted with it, heavy, straining faintly against the wet cotton.

Ellie’s throat tightened. “Pumped,” she repeated stupidly.

“I work at a farm,” Sophie said, dropping her voice slightly, though there was no one close enough to hear. “A private one, out past St. Ouen. Women, mostly. We’re milked there. Properly, I mean — machines, staff, the whole set-up. It’s not some backstreet thing. Very high-end. Very well paid.” She said it so plainly, so matter-of-factly, that for a moment Ellie thought she must have misheard, that the word milked must mean something else entirely, something ordinary, something that made sense.

But then Sophie leaned in a little further, and the fabric across her chest darkened again, visibly, a fresh bead of wetness blooming right at the peak of one breast, and Ellie understood with a lurch low in her stomach that she was watching it happen. Right there. Across a café table. Sophie was leaking, actively, unhurriedly, and either didn’t care or — worse, better, Ellie didn’t have the word for it — wanted her to see.

“You’re — that’s happening right now,” Ellie said faintly.

“Mm. Let-down doesn’t wait for polite company, I’m afraid.” Sophie smiled at her again, and there was something generous in it, something that made Ellie feel seen rather than judged, which somehow made it worse, made the heat pooling low in her belly harder to ignore. “It’s fine. Comes with the job. The pay makes up for a few ruined blouses.”

Ellie realized she was gripping her coffee cup with both hands, as if it might anchor her to the ordinary world she’d been sitting in ten minutes ago. Her heart was going far too fast for a conversation about dairy farming, or whatever this was. She was aware, uncomfortably, pleasantly, of her own breasts, full and a little sore the way they sometimes got before her period, aware of the lace of her bra suddenly, of the whole unfamiliar attentiveness of her body.

“How does someone even — get into that,” Ellie asked, because she needed to say something, and because she genuinely, helplessly, wanted to know.

“Same way you’re about to,” Sophie said, and there was no malice in it, no calculation Ellie could see — just an easy, open invitation, the kind you might extend for a coffee or a walk along the coast path. “I could show you the place, if you like. Today, even. It’s only twenty minutes from here.” She tilted her head, studying Ellie with a frank, unhurried interest that made Ellie’s skin prickle. “You’ve got the look for it, you know. The build. Some women just do.”

Ellie should have said no. She turned the excuses over quickly in her mind — that she had somewhere to be, that this was insane, that she didn’t even know this woman, whose top was still darkening at the center in slow, spreading blooms, whose eyes held hers with a calm certainty that felt like it was reaching straight into her chest and finding the answer before Ellie had even decided.

“Okay,” she heard herself say. “Yeah. Show me.”

Sophie’s smile widened, warm and pleased, and she reached across the table — not to shake Ellie’s hand, only to lay two fingers briefly against her wrist, light as a promise. “Good,” she said. “Let’s go, then.”

​
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The farm didn’t look like a farm at all. Sophie’s car turned off the main road onto a private lane lined with tall hedges, and what waited at the end of it resembled something closer to a boutique hotel — pale stone, long windows, a discreet brass sign that read only Jersey Gold Tops in looping script, as if it might have been a spa or a vineyard. Ellie’s stomach hadn’t stopped fluttering since the café, and it didn’t settle now.

Inside, the air smelled faintly of lavender and something warmer beneath it, something Ellie couldn’t quite name until later. Sophie led her down a corridor carpeted in deep cream, past doors with small brass plaques instead of numbers, until she pushed one open onto a room that made Ellie stop in the doorway.

It looked nothing like she’d expected. There were no metal stalls, no clinical trolleys. Instead there was a wide reclined chair upholstery in soft dove-grey leather, angled almost like something from a dentist’s office crossed with a lounge, with padded armrests and a gentle curve to cradle a body. Beside it stood a quiet, unobtrusive machine, brushed steel and glass, with two soft silicone cups resting in a cradle, and beyond that a viewing window of frosted glass set into the far wall.

“Clients watch through there,” Sophie said, following Ellie’s gaze. “They pay well for it. Some just like to see the process — the milking itself, the pumps working. Some like to watch the first session, especially.” She said it lightly, walking her fingers along the back of the chair. “You’d never see them, and they’d never come in. It’s all one-way glass, very controlled. Nothing happens that a woman hasn’t agreed to.”

Ellie’s mouth was dry again, the way it had been in the café. “And the money,” she said, because it seemed important to ask, to prove to herself she was here for practical reasons.

“Very good,” Sophie said. “Better than good. Room included, meals included, if you wanted to live in — some of the girls do, some just come for sessions. You’d be surprised how much a good producer can bring home in a month.” She smiled, and there was pride in it, the ease of someone who loved her work. “But you don’t have to decide any of that today. Today’s just a look.”

Except it didn’t feel like just a look. Ellie could feel her own pulse in her throat, in her wrists, in the tightness low in her belly that had been building steadily since Sophie’s damp shirt in the café. She was uncomfortably aware of her breasts inside her bra, the way they’d been swelling and aching in the days leading up to her period, only this ache felt different now — sharper, more insistent, tangled up with the roll of arousal she couldn’t pretend wasn’t there.

“Sit,” Sophie said, gesturing to the chair, and Ellie sat before she’d quite decided to.

The leather was warm, softer than it looked, molding around her like it had been waiting for her specifically. Sophie crouched in front of her, unhurried, and reached for the top button of Ellie’s blouse.

“May I?” she asked, fingers already resting there.

Ellie should have hesitated. She nodded instead, and Sophie undid the buttons one by one, slow enough that Ellie felt each one like a small event, the cool air of the room meeting skin as the fabric parted. When Sophie reached the last button and drew the blouse open, Ellie’s breasts spilled free of her bra straps where Sophie had already unhooked the clasp behind her without Ellie quite noticing — full and heavy, the skin pale and faintly blue-veined, nipples already stiff and slightly darker than usual, a little swollen at the tip.

“God,” Sophie murmured, and there was real appreciation in it, not performance. “Look at you.” She cupped both breasts in her hands, weighing them, testing their fullness with a gentle, assessing pressure that made Ellie’s breath catch audibly. “You’re perfect for this. Honestly — I don’t say that to everyone.” Her thumbs brushed slowly over both nipples, and Ellie felt the touch travel straight down through her, a hot pulse settling between her thighs. “Some women take months to build up to a good yield. I think you’re going to surprise yourself.”

“I’m not — I’ve never—” Ellie started, though she didn’t know what she meant to say, whether it was a protest or a confession.

“I know,” Sophie said gently. “That’s alright. Everyone starts somewhere.”

She bent her head, and before Ellie could brace for it, Sophie’s mouth closed over one nipple, hot and sudden, and sucked — hard, deliberate, no hesitation in it at all. Ellie gasped, a sound torn out of her that she didn’t recognize as her own voice, her back arching off the chair before she could stop it. And then she felt it: a strange, full-body clench somewhere deep in her chest, a tingling rush that rolled outward from behind her nipple, and warmth flooded Sophie’s mouth, thin and sudden and unmistakable.

Sophie made a small, satisfied sound against her skin, not pulling back, her tongue working over the softened bud as more of it came, wetting her lips, and Ellie stared down at the top of Sophie’s head with her whole body trembling, understanding — with a shock that went straight through her, hotter than embarrassment, hotter than fear — that she had just let down, right there in the chair, for a woman she’d met an hour ago in a café.
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Sophie finally lifted her head, lips glistening, and looked up at Ellie with an expression of frank delight. “See,” she said, voice a little rough. “Natural. I knew it the second I saw you in that café.” She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, unhurried, entirely unembarrassed, and rose to fetch something from the cart beside the machine. “Let’s do this properly. Full session. You’ll want to feel what the pump does — the fingers were only ever going to get you started.”

Ellie didn’t argue. She wasn’t sure she could have found words even if she’d wanted to; her whole chest still throbbed with the aftershock of that first, astonishing rush, her nipples tight and impossibly sensitive against the cool air.

Sophie eased her back into the chair until she was fully reclined, then drew two wide, padded straps across her — one low across her hips, one gentle across her ribs beneath her breasts, snug but not tight, more a cradle than a restraint. “Just to keep you steady,” Sophie said. “You’ll want to move, once it gets going. Everyone does.” She fastened soft cuffs around Ellie’s wrists, securing them loosely to the armrests, and something about the surrender of it, the careful gentleness of the restraint, made the heat pool thick and slow between Ellie’s thighs.

Then came the cups — soft silicone, warmed already from some hidden heating element, shaped to fit over each breast with a gentle, sealing pressure. Sophie fitted them with practiced care, adjusting the angle until the tips settled precisely over Ellie’s nipples. “There,” she murmured. “Perfect fit. That’s half the trick, you know — the wrong size cup and you’d fight it the whole time. This should just feel good.”

She reached over and touched a control on the machine’s glass panel. A low hum started, barely audible, and then Ellie felt it: a slow, deliberate pull, drawing her nipple forward into the cup, holding, releasing, drawing again. A moan tore out of her before she could catch it, startled by the strength of the sensation, by how directly it seemed to reach into her, some invisible thread strung taut between her nipples and the pit of her stomach.

“There we go,” Sophie said softly, watching the twin tubes that ran from the cups toward the collection bottles mounted at the machine’s base. Within moments Ellie saw it — thin white streams beginning to pulse down the clear tubing in time with the suction, faster than she would have believed possible, gathering in the bottles below. “Look at that. God, Ellie. That’s beautiful.”

The rhythm built, cup after cup, pull after pull, and Ellie’s hips shifted helplessly against the straps, her thighs pressing together for some friction that wasn’t there. Sophie noticed — of course she noticed — and knelt down between Ellie’s legs, pushing her skirt up with both hands, easing her underwear aside with unhurried fingers.

“Let’s help that along,” Sophie said, and then her fingers were there, right where Ellie needed them, slow at first, circling, learning the shape of her, and Ellie’s moan this time came out ragged and open, unashamed.

“You’re soaked,” Sophie said, sounding pleased, almost proud, her fingers working steady figures against Ellie’s clit while the pump kept its relentless rhythm at her chest. “First time in the chair and already producing like this, already wet like this — God, they’re going to love you here.” Two fingers pressed inside her, slow and deliberate, curling forward, and Ellie’s back arched hard against the straps, a broken sound catching in her throat. “That’s it. Let go for me. Just like before.”

The two sensations tangled together until Ellie couldn’t separate them — the deep, insistent pull at each nipple, milk surging down the tubes in visible white ribbons now, and Sophie’s fingers working inside her, thumb pressing firm against her clit, building something huge and inevitable low in her belly. She heard herself begging, words she didn’t fully choose, please, don’t stop, God, and Sophie only hummed in answer, unhurried, utterly in control.

When it came, it came all at once — Ellie’s whole body seizing, back bowing off the chair as far as the straps allowed, a cry tearing out of her that echoed off the frosted glass wall. She felt the clench radiate through her chest exactly as it had before, only stronger now, a full-body wave that crashed through her nipples and down through her spasming core together, and milk sprayed hard into the collection bottles, visible even through her closed eyes as a kind of white noise behind her eyelids, her whole body shaking, shaking, unable to stop.

Sophie didn’t ease off. She kept the pump running through it, murmuring praise Ellie only half-heard — good girl, that’s it, look how much you’re giving me — and when the initial peak began to soften, when Ellie lay trembling and spent against the leather, Sophie leaned in and detached one cup, bringing her mouth directly to the nipple beneath, sucking the overflow straight from her, swallowing, groaning softly against her skin like she’d been given something precious.

Ellie could only lie there, wrists still loosely bound, chest still leaking in slow pulses against Sophie’s mouth, and think, distantly, through the fog of it, that she had never in her life felt anything close to this — that some door in her had been thrown open that she hadn’t even known was there, and that she wasn’t at all sure she wanted it closed again.

​
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The recovery room was smaller than the milking suite, dimmer, done up in the kind of soft, forgiving light that made everything feel underwater. Ellie lay across a wide bed with white linen sheets gone faintly translucent beneath her, her blouse still open, her breasts bare and heavy against the pillow Sophie had tucked beneath her shoulders. Every few minutes a slow bead of milk still welled at each nipple and slid down the curve of her breast, staining the sheet beneath her in small, spreading marks, and she was too wrung out, too pleasantly hollowed, to feel any embarrassment about it.

Sophie sat on the edge of the bed, her own shirt changed now for a plain white one, dry, and reached over to brush a damp strand of hair back from Ellie’s forehead with something almost tender.

“How do you feel?” she asked.

“Like I don’t have any bones left,” Ellie said, and her own voice came out thick and slow, wrung through with something like laughter.

Sophie smiled at that, the same unhurried smile from the café, and let her hand rest lightly against Ellie’s stomach. “That’s about right, the first time. It gets easier. Better, even — your body starts to expect it, look forward to it.” She glanced down at Ellie’s chest, at the slow, steady leaking still going on there, and something in her expression sharpened with quiet approval. “You’re still going. Look at that.”

Ellie looked down at herself too — at her own breasts, fuller than she’d ever seen them, the skin taut and shining faintly, nipples still puffy and tender from the cups, from Sophie’s mouth, still weeping thin trails of white in slow, unhurried pulses she had no control over at all. She should have found it strange. Instead she found herself, unbelievably, wanting the pump back, wanting that deep, insistent pull again, wanting to be emptied out until there was nothing left and then filled again just so it could happen once more.

“We’d want you full-time,” Sophie said, gently, as if she’d read exactly that thought off Ellie’s face. “A place here. Proper room — you saw the corridor, they’re much nicer than they look from outside, private bath, the lot. Meals included. Milking twice daily, sometimes three times if you’re producing like you were in there.” She nodded toward the door they’d come through. “Same pay I mentioned before. Better, actually, once they see your numbers. First-timers rarely hit yields like that.”

“You’re serious,” Ellie said, though she already knew the answer.

“Completely.” Sophie’s hand moved slow along her stomach, not sexual now, only steady, grounding. “No pressure. Some women try it once and that’s enough for them. But I don’t think you’re one of those women, Ellie. I think you already know that.”

Ellie looked down at herself again — at the wet sheet beneath her, at her own breasts, swollen and sensitive and still leaking in slow, patient drops, aching now not with soreness but with a kind of hunger she’d never once felt in her life before this afternoon. She thought of the chair, of the cups closing warm around her, of the rush of let-down and the shattering, endless pull of her orgasm, and she understood with sudden, dizzying clarity that some part of her body had already decided this for her, long before her mind had caught up.

“Show me the contract,” she said.

Sophie’s smile widened, pleased, unsurprised, and she reached to the small table beside the bed where a folder had been waiting — waiting, Ellie realized distantly, before she’d even said yes, as if Sophie had known all along how this would end. She opened it and laid several pages across Ellie’s lap, the print neat and official, terms she skimmed without really absorbing — daily sessions, accommodation, compensation figures that made her breath catch even through the haze she was still floating in, a clause about client viewing she read twice and then let go, because it didn’t frighten her the way she thought it should.

“Here,” Sophie said, and pressed a pen into her hand.

Ellie’s fingers were still trembling, whether from the aftershocks of what had happened in that chair or from the size of the decision in front of her, she couldn’t have said. She looked once more at her own body — breasts still bare, still leaking, marked now as something new, something she hadn’t known existed in herself two hours ago — and she signed her name at the bottom of the page in a hand that barely looked like her own.

Sophie took the folder back gently, closed it, and leaned down to press a slow, warm kiss to Ellie’s forehead, the kind of kiss that felt less like a welcome and more like a seal.

“Good girl,” Sophie murmured, and Ellie felt those two words settle into her chest alongside the last, slow pulses of milk still sliding free of her, and understood, lying there in the soft white light with her whole body still humming, that whatever her life had been that morning, it wasn’t going to be that life anymore.
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 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



d2d_images/scene_break.png





