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Introduction
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1: Still Got It
Leaking on Credit


My bathroom mirror's got toothpaste spatter I should've wiped off last week, and the light flickers if you breathe on the switch wrong, but it does the job. I'm stood here in my knickers and nothing else, tits out, because the sports bra's been damp since this morning and I couldn't stand it another minute. Three months behind on rent, but right now, I'm not thinking about my dodgy landlord Frank or the arrears or what I'm gonna say when he knocks Tuesday. Right now I'm just looking at what I've got left after nine months of growing a human and three months of leaking like a knackered tap.

Hair's a fucking state, dark blonde with two inches of roots showing because the box dye's eight quid and I've not had eight quid going spare in a while. Face is still sharp, cheekbones holding up, eyes knackered but that's what you get for waking up three times a night even when there's no baby in the flat to wake you. Tits, though. Tits are the headline act. Used to be a 32B, neat little handful, never caused me any trouble. Now they're a 34D and they're still producing like I'm supposed to be feeding someone. I'm not of course, because he's at my mum's and has been for three months. Aching if I don't sort them out every few hours. Nipples darker than they used to be, bigger, sensitive enough that the breeze from the window makes me want to cross my arms over them except I can't, can I, because they're leaking again.

I press my palm under my left tit, pushing up, and a bead of milk runs down towards my ribs. Right one's the same, wet patch forming before I've even touched it properly. Should've grabbed the breast pads from the drawer. Didn't, though, because I thought I'd got them both sorted this afternoon, thought I had a few hours before they'd start complaining again. Wrong. They're like a fucking timer I can't turn off.

Stomach's finally got back flat, more or less. Bit of silvering across my hips where the skin stretched, faint white lines low on my belly, but I earned those, didn't I? C-section scar's there, neat little line just above my knickers, can barely see it unless you're looking. And no one's looking, because no one's been in this flat except me and the gas meter bloke for three months, and he definitely wasn't interested.

Still fucking got it, though. That's what I tell myself when I catch my reflection in shop windows or the mirror at the end of the hall. Body bounced back fast. Tits are bigger, arse is the same, legs still look alright in leggings. I'm twenty-three, not dead. Just skint. And constantly fucking leaking.

Oh of course, the small thing that I'm about to get evicted if I don't come up with a plan that doesn't involve ringing my mum and admitting I can't hack it. Not that she'd have me back - disgracing the family like that.

Fifteen hundred, that's what Frank's owed. Which I know because he's told me, every Tuesday, same time, same speech, very calm, very reasonable, like he's letting me off easy by not booting me out yet. He probably is, to be fair. I'm doing shifts at a phone shop in Lewisham when they'll have me, cash in hand, unlocking handsets for blokes who definitely nicked them, and it's not covering the rent, it's not covering the electric, it's barely covering the Tesco meal deal and the bus fare to get there.

I wipe the milk off my ribs with the back of my hand, sticky and warm, and grab a towel off the rail. Press it to my chest, soak up what's already leaked, then chuck it in the laundry basket that's been full for a week because the laundrette's three quid a load and three quid's three quid. The sports bra's still on the floor where I dropped it, damp and rank, and I should rinse it out but I'm too fucking tired.

Tomorrow, I think. Tomorrow I'll sort it. Tomorrow I'll sort all of it.

Except I won't, because tomorrow's the same as today, and today's the same as last week, and Frank's knocking Tuesday whether I've got the money or not.
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I head back to the bedroom, which is just a box room with a double mattress on the floor and a clothes rail I nicked from Primark when they were chucking them out. No curtains, just a flat sheet pinned over the window with bulldog clips because the landlord, bless him, never got round to fitting a rail.

Figure it out later. That's what I tell myself every time the panic starts creeping up my ribs, which is about twice a day now. You've got till Tuesday. You'll think of something.

No one's hiring. No one I know's got money to lend me, and even if they did, I'd just owe them instead of Frank, and at least Frank's got a contract that says he can't chuck me out without notice. A mate'd just stop answering my texts and I'd be even more lonely and fucked up.

I flop onto the mattress, land on my back, stare at the ceiling. There's a damp patch in the corner that's been growing since January, spreading out like a shit little flower, and I keep meaning to tell Frank about it but then I remember what I owe him and maybe I should keep my mouth shut about the damp until I've cleared the arrears.

My tits are still heavy and the ache is building, and I know I should grab the pump from the bathroom and sort them out properly, but I can't be arsed. Can't be arsed to get up, can't be arsed to sit there for twenty minutes squeezing milk into a bottle I'm not even gonna use because the baby's not here and he's drinking formula now anyway because my mum says breast milk's too much trouble when you're doing three feeds a day and keeping an eye on EastEnders.

Fine. Whatever. He's better off there. She's got a house, she's got a routine, and to be brutally honest, I don't give a fuck.

I close my eyes, just for a second, and my hand drifts down, slipping under the waistband of my knickers. Not thinking about it. Just doing it, because my body's awake and pissed off and it wants something I can't give it, which is someone else's hands, someone else's mouth, someone who isn't me having a wank on a Thursday night because there's fuck all else to do.

Two fingers slide through the wet mess between my legs, and I'm soaked, properly soaked, knickers sticky and clinging before I've even tried. Don't know when that started. Wasn't paying attention. Was thinking about Frank and the rent and the damp patch on the ceiling, and somewhere in the middle of all that my cunt decided it was time to join the conversation.

Typical.

I rub slow circles over my clit, legs spreading wider, heels digging into the mattress, and it feels good, feels better than it should given I'm skint and stressed and my tits are leaking onto the sheet beneath me, warm trickle running down my ribs and I can't be bothered to stop and grab a towel. I'm thinking about hands that aren't mine, cock that isn't a plastic bullet vibe I got off Amazon for twelve quid, someone who knows what they're doing and doesn't stop after four minutes like they've just climbed Everest.

Faster now, messier, thighs clamping round my wrist because I need it, need something to take the edge off, need to not think about Tuesday or Frank or the money I don't have. My tits are leaking properly now, can feel it pooling under my back, and I should care, should stop, should do something about it, but I'm too close, cunt clenching round nothing, hips lifting off the mattress like that's gonna make it better, like there's someone here to grind against instead of just my own fucking hand.

I come hard, thighs shaking, breath catching in my throat, and for about ten seconds it's good, it's enough, it's exactly what I needed.

Then it's not.

I'm lying there, wet between my legs, wet across my chest, sheet sticking to my back where the milk's gone cold, and the ache's still there. Worse, maybe. Because now I'm awake and sticky and I've just reminded my body what it wants and can't have, which is someone else doing this, someone who doesn't stop after one go, someone who isn't me.

Four years of lads my age and none of them knew what the fuck they were doing. That's the truth of it. Four minutes, tops, most of them. One went down on me exactly once, first date, like he'd used up a year's worth of generosity in one go and expected a medal every time after. And I let them, didn't I? Let them fumble and finish and roll over like that was job done, because I didn't know any better and I thought that's just what sex was.

Maybe it is. Maybe this is as good as it gets. A wank on a stained mattress in a shithole flat I can't afford, tits leaking, rent overdue, no one here but me and the damp patch on the ceiling.

I wipe my hand on the sheet, because where else am I gonna wipe it, and stare at the dark spreading across the fabric where my tits have been dripping. Should get up. Should shower. Should sort myself out.

Don't, though.

I just lie there, sticky and frustrated, and think about Tuesday.
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No Bra, No Argument

The knock comes while I'm still lying here like something washed up and left to rot on the shore.

Three knocks, slow and even. Same rhythm every single time, like he's stood out there counting the weeks I owe him in his head.

Fuck.

I know that knock. Course I do. It's Tuesday, Frank turns up Tuesdays like clockwork to remind you what you owe, and my stomach does that thing where it drops and sits somewhere around my knees.

I sit up. Takes a second, that, like my body's got to argue with my brain about it first. Swing my legs off the bed, look down.

Proper state of me.

Grey vest, no bra, knickers I've been wearing since yesterday because I can't be arsed with adding to the growing laundry. Top's damp again where my tits have leaked through, darker patch spreading across the fabric, nipples standing out like I'm gagging for it when I'm just sat here existing. Clear as day, that. Anyone who looks is getting the full show whether I'm offering it or not.

Should put something else on. Hoodie, bra, something that doesn't scream "I've been horizontal all morning leaking through my clothes." Make myself look like I've got my life remotely together.

But he's knocking again, same three beats, patient as a fucking bailiff. If I make him wait he'll just stand there till I crack, won't he, because he's got nowhere else to be and I'm the one who owes him three months’ rent money.

I cross the room, bare feet slapping against the cheap lino like something pathetic. Don't even bother checking the mirror by the door, what's the point, he's already heard me moving.

Here we go, then.


2: Fifteen Hundred (The Price of Milk)


Ipull the door open and there he is, Frank. Same as always: plain trousers, shirt tucked in like he's off to Tesco, little notebook in one hand, pen in the other. Sixty-odd, bit of a belly, mostly bald, grey stubble he probably shaved yesterday. Nothing special, nothing threatening, just the bloke who owns the building and never fixes the boiler unless you ring him four times.

He doesn't smile, doesn't frown either. Just looks at me like I'm a line item he's ticking off.

"Alright," I say, leaning against the doorframe because standing up straight feels like effort I haven't got in me.

"Kayleigh."

Fuck. No "how are you," no "nice weather." Straight in, which means I'm fucked.

I wait. He waits. This is how it always goes: he knows I know why he's here, I know he knows I've got nothing for him, and we're both gonna stand here pretending there's a conversation worth having before he writes another note in that little book of his and pisses off till next week.

Except this time he doesn't write anything. Just stands there, eyes on me, not blinking much. Bit creepy, that. Never really clocked it before.

"Three months now," he says, flat as you like, no anger in it, no disappointment, just stating a fact. "Fifteen hundred."

Hearing it said out loud makes it worse somehow, puts a shape on it I've been trying not to think about. My stomach drops.

"I know. I've got shifts coming up, definitely next week, I just—"

"You said that last week."

"Yeah, well. They keep mucking me about with the rota, don't they. But I'm sorting it."

I'm not sorting it. I reckon he knows I'm not sorting it. The phone shop pays cash in hand when they've got work going, which is about twice a week if I'm lucky, and even then it's fifty quid for a full day standing around while some kid beside me tries to flog insurance on a cracked iPhone.

Frank doesn't argue, doesn't even bother to raise his voice. Just stands there, patient as a fucking headstone, waiting for me to run out of excuses.

I fold my arms across my chest, and the damp fabric sticks to my skin. Bollocks. Forgot about that. My tits have been leaking all morning, and I didn't bother changing before answering the door, because what, I thought he wouldn't notice?

His eyes drop. Just for a second. Down to where I've crossed my arms, where the wet patch is spreading across the grey vest, dark and obvious and absolutely fucking mortifying now that someone else is looking at it.

Then back up to my face. Still no expression, just that same flat, patient look.

"You're leaking," he says.

Same tone he uses for telling me the bins are out on the wrong day. Not a question. Not sympathetic. Just information.

I drop my arms and look down properly for the first time since opening the door. There it is. Soaked right through, nipples standing out like they're begging to be sucked, fabric clinging to every curve. The patch has spread since I crossed my arms, darker now, unmistakable. Christ.

I look back up at him.

"...Yeah. So?"

It's all I've got. My standard response to anything that might make someone else uncomfortable. Shove it back at them, see if they flinch. Most people do.

Frank doesn't.

"So," he says, calm as anything, "you owe me fifteen hundred quid and you've been walking around like that for what, ten weeks now?"

I bristle. Can't fucking help it. Who's this wanker to call me out?

"It's not like I'm doing it for fun, is it. It's just what happens when you've had a baby and the baby's not there anymore. Body doesn't get the fucking memo."

"I know what it is."

Course he does. He's sixty-odd, probably seen it all before, wife or girlfriend or whoever. Not my problem what he knows.

"Right. Well. Thanks for the biology lesson, Frank. Was there anything else or are we done here?"

He doesn't move, doesn't even blink. Just keeps looking at me with those deep-set eyes that don't give anything away.

Then he says it.

"I'll wipe two months off what you owe if you let me deal with that properly."

I actually laugh. Properly laugh for the first time in ages, the kind that comes out before your brain's caught up, sharp and disbelieving.

"You're fucking joking."

"I'm not."

And the way he says it, dead serious, no smirk, no creepy leer, just plain and factual like he's offering to fix the damp patch on my ceiling after all, my stomach does something else entirely. Tightens. Low down, where it shouldn't.

I stare at him, back into those unblinking eyes. The landing's gone very quiet. I can hear Marta downstairs clattering about in her kitchen, some kid yelling outside, but it all feels miles away, like someone's turned the volume down on everything except my own heartbeat thudding in my ears.

"Deal with it," I repeat slowly. "What's that mean, exactly?"

"Means what it sounds like."

"You want to... what, milk me? Like I'm a fucking cow?"

He doesn't flinch at the crudeness. Doesn't look embarrassed. Just nods once, like I've finally caught up.

"Two months clear," he says. "Brings you down to five hundred. That's manageable, isn't it. Easier than fifteen."

My brain's three steps behind my mouth and both of them are losing to my cunt, which just clenched so hard I had to lock my knees. He said it. Out loud. Milk me. And I'm wet from it. Properly wet, the kind that's got nothing to do with what's leaking through my top.

I should tell the creepy bastard to fuck off. Should slam the door in his face and ring my mum and eat the silence and the disappointment and whatever lecture she's got queued up about responsibility.

I should.

"This is so messed up," To say the fucking least!

"Probably."

"You're, what, sixty?"

"Sixty-one."

Old enough to be my fucking granddad. Stood here on my landing talking about my tits like they're a negotiating point in a rent dispute. And I'm stood here listening, not walking away, letting the thought sit in my head and turn over and get warm.

What does that make me, then.

I glance down at the wet patch again. It's not getting any smaller. If anything it's worse now, because we've been standing here long enough for another letdown to happen, and my body's doing what it does, leaking through the fabric, making a show of itself whether I want it to or not.

Frank's looking too. Not staring, not leering, just looking, the way you'd look at something you're thinking about buying.

"And if I say no?" I ask.

"Then you owe me fifteen hundred and I'll expect it by the end of the week, or I start formal proceedings and you'll be out on your arse."

Eviction. County court, bailiffs, the whole humiliating parade. Mum taking me back in because I couldn't hack it on my own, baby in the next room reminding me exactly how much I've already fucked up.

No. Not happening.

I chew the inside of my cheek, weigh it properly for the first time. Two months clear. That's a grand, a grand I don't have and won't have any time soon. And all he wants is... what, exactly? To put his mouth on me? His hands? Both?

Some nosy little bit of me wants to know. That's the bit that scares me. Not much, but enough to make my stomach twist.

"Next Tuesday," Frank says, like I've already agreed. "My flat. Downstairs. Come down about two, after Marta's gone out."

"...Fine."

It's out before I can stop it. My mouth said yes and the rest of me's catching up, stomach flipping, thighs pressed together because apparently this is what gets me going. A sixty-one-year-old landlord offering to clear my debt in exchange for my tits. The word just sits there between us now, solid as a signature, can't take it back even if I wanted to.

Frank nods once. Doesn't smile, doesn't gloat, just nods like we've agreed on bin day.

"Tuesday, then."

He turns and walks back down the stairs, same steady pace as always, his stupid notebook still in his hand, pen clipped to the top. I watch the door to his flat open and close behind him with a quiet click, and then I'm stood here on my own again, in a wet top, debt a grand lighter in theory, and buzzing in a way I've got no business buzzing about rent.

I shut the door and lean against it, pulling in a deep breath. Stare at the opposite wall, which has got a crack running down it I've been meaning to tell Frank about for months but never bothered because what's the point, he never fixes anything anyway.

Tuesday.

A week to change my mind, ring my mum, or find the money some other way. Seven days to chicken out.

I won't, though. I already know I won't. Not because I'm desperate, not because I'm skint, not because Frank's got leverage and I've got nothing.

Because I want to know what happens.

I want to know what it feels like when someone who isn't me puts their hands on my tits and doesn't apologise for wanting them. What it feels like to be wanted like that, plainly, no romance, no pretending it's anything other than what it is.

I've had enough cock to know what sex is. I've sucked enough of them, had them wank all over my face, had them fuck me in a Nando's car park because we couldn't be arsed waiting till we got home. None of it's ever made me feel like this, jittery and tight and wet in a way that's got nothing to do with milk. None of those lads ever looked at me the way Frank just did, like they knew exactly what they wanted and weren't embarrassed about it.

I shove off the door, cross back to the bed, drop down on the mattress. My reflection's right there in the mirror propped against the wall: wet top clinging to my tits, nipples dark through the grey, the damp patch spreading. Some girls would be mortified. I'm checking myself out like I'm getting ready to go out.

Still fucking got it.

Still leaking, still curvy, still got a sixty-one-year-old landlord willing to wipe a grand off my rent just to get his mouth on me.

I lie back, stare at the ceiling, at the spreading damp patch I'm definitely not telling Frank about until I've cleared the arrears. My hand's already sliding down, slipping under the waistband of my leggings before I've properly decided to do it. I reach for my bullet with the other hand.

Tuesday can't come fast enough.


3: First Taste
Waterproof Measures


The week crawled past like someone had personally slowed down every clock in South London just to fuck with me. Caught myself in shop windows checking if the grey vest made my tits look bigger than the black one, standing in Primark holding two identical pairs of leggings like the choice mattered, like I was getting ready for a proper date instead of an appointment to let my landlord milk me like livestock. Bought neither in the end. Wore what I already had: black leggings with the hole forming near the inner thigh seam, grey vest, no bra.

Why bother. He's seen them leak. He's gonna have his mouth on them.

Didn't tell anyone. Not because I'm ashamed, before you start. Just because there's no one I know who'd hear "my landlord's sorting out my leaking tits in exchange for rent" and not want details I wasn't ready to hand over yet. Maybe ever. Some things you keep to yourself, and apparently this is one of them.

Tuesday came round anyway. Always does.

Walked down the stairs at two on the dot, same creak on the third step from the bottom, same damp patch spreading across the ceiling at the turn of the landing. Heart's hammering, cunt already warm and slick, but I'm not stopping, not turning round, not bottling it. Got to his door and stood there for maybe three seconds trying to decide whether to knock or just wait, then it opened anyway.

He'd heard me coming.

"You're on time," Frank said.

"Yeah, well. Not like I had anything better on, is it."

He stood back, let me in without any more chat. No 'how've you been,' no 'nice weather,' just straight to business, which I appreciated more than I'd admit if you asked. His flat's spotless! Not the shove-everything-in-a-cupboard kind I'm running upstairs. Single mug in the sink, white with a chip on the rim. From this morning, that. It'll sit there till tonight because there's no one else here to tell him to wash it up. Kitchen calendar still showing January even though it's March.

Bit sad, that.

Also making me wet, which, fuck. Old man's lonely flat, his practical no-bullshit calm about the whole thing, and I'm stood in his hallway with my knickers already soaked through.

Apparently I'm into this. Properly into it.

Leads me through to the bedroom without another word. I follow on obedient legs - my cunt aching, brain already half-gone.

Plain walls, plain furniture, and a bed big enough for two. And right there, covering the whole mattress, a fucking rubber sheet!

I stop in the doorway, staring…

When did he buy that? Last week? This morning? Has he always had it?

The mental image of Frank in Argos, browsing waterproof bed sheets on his phone, checking reviews. "Excellent for incontinent relatives, five stars." nearly makes me laugh out loud, except I'm also throbbing now, properly wet, because this, all of this, the planning, the supplies, the fact that he's been thinking about my tits enough to go shopping for them, that's what's doing it.

Not the money, or the leverage he had over me. No, it was the sheet. The fucking rubber sheet and what it means.

"Expecting a flood, are we?" I say, trying to sound like I'm not halfway gone already.

"Yes."

Dead serious, not a flicker, like I've asked him about the weather. I stare at him. He stares back, waiting.

"Right," I say. "Fair enough."

I sit, and the sheet crinkles under my arse like I've just opened the world's loudest crisp packet at a funeral, ridiculous squeaky rubber noise filling the room. Look up at him, half expecting him to crack a smile, acknowledge how mental this is.

Nothing. Just stood there, waiting, face blank.

Right. We're doing this, then. Soundtrack's gonna be me wrestling a Tesco bag every time I shift.

The sheet's cool and slightly sticky against the backs of my thighs through the leggings, smells faintly of new plastic, and the sheer practicality of it, him thinking it through and sorting it without any fuss, that's hotter than anything any lad my age has ever done, with their fumbling in the dark, apologising, asking if I'm sure.

Frank's not asking anything.

"Top off," Frank says. "Sit back properly."

"This is mental."

Top's already half over my head as I say it, tits out, nipples standing to attention. Great timing for a protest, Kayleigh. Really nailing the moral high ground there.

I sit back properly, arse in the middle of the sheet instead of perched on the edge like I'm about to run. Sheet crinkles again, louder this time. Still funny, still mortifying, and I'm still sat here, tits out, not going anywhere.

I drop the top beside the bed because where else is it going, and that's it, that's me committed. Tits out, milk already beading at the tips without him touching me yet, and Frank just stands there looking at me like I'm a problem he's about to solve.

Cool air on my tits and everything tightens, nipples going hard, and I can feel them starting already, warm beads forming, trails running slow down the curve. My body knows what's coming, and I can't stop it.

Don't want to stop it. That's the whole point.

He doesn't say anything else, just watches, and I sit there on his plastic-covered bed trying not to shift too much because every time I do the sheet makes that ridiculous noise and I'm already mortified enough without adding a fucking sound effects track.

Except I'm not mortified. Not really.

I'm soaking wet. Absolutely drenched, knickers stuck to me, thighs slick, and he hasn't even touched me yet.

"You're full," he says eventually, like he's commenting on the weather.

"Yeah. Haven't expressed since yesterday."

"Good."

Good.

That one word goes straight between my legs, settles there hot and certain, and I realise I've been holding my breath. He's still just stood there, looking at my tits like he's got all day, and I'm sat here gagging for him to start, to do something, to put his fucking hands on me.

Drops running down now, proper trails of it, warm and obvious, can't hide it even if I wanted to.

That's the thing that's doing my head in. I don't want to hide any of it, I want him to see. Want him to know I'm leaking for him, wet for him, sat on his plastic-covered bed with my tits out like I've been thinking about nothing else all week.

Which being the slag I am, I have.
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First Taste

He moves in, no asking, no "is this okay," hands on my tits like he's weighing fruit at Tesco. Rough palms, thick fingers, and he's cupping them, not squeezing, not doing anything yet, and I'm already holding my breath.

"Relax," he says. "Let it come."

I do, and it does.

A thumb presses round the edge of my nipple, firm and purposeful, proper pressure, and the milk comes faster than it ever does when I'm doing it myself. Didn't know there was this much. Thought I'd been keeping on top of it, but apparently my tits had other ideas, been saving it up for him.

His other hand works the right one, alternating, methodical, and I'm watching milk run down his wrists, drip onto the sheet, more and more of it, thin and white.

None of the lads I've been with would've gone for it like this. They'd have asked first, probably twice, made sure I was okay with it, like I'm some delicate fucking flower instead of a woman who's had a cock in every hole and a baby out the front. Frank doesn't ask. Frank does what he wants, calm as anything, and that confidence, that total lack of fucks given, is what's got me squirming on this crinkly sheet trying not to make a noise.

Except I am making noises, aren't I. Little gasps, breath catching, and knickers are stuck to me now, thighs slipping against each other, soaked through, and he's not even touched me there yet.

Milk's pooling in his palm before dripping onto the sheet, warm against my skin where it runs down between my tits, tickling my ribs, and the relief of it, the actual physical relief of being properly emptied by someone who knows what they're doing, that's almost as good as the arousal.

Almost.

He leans down and I'm thinking right, here we go, but then his mouth's on me and there's no thinking, no brain, just the pull of it going straight down through my tits into my cunt like he's tied a string between them and yanked. Not the pump's clinical drag, fuck no, this is a man drinking from me because he fucking wants to, and my back's arching off the sheet before I've even registered I'm moving.

"Fuck."

Can't help it. The word just escapes, breathy and shocked, and he doesn't stop, doesn't even pause, keeps drinking, swallowing, tongue working my nipple even as he's taking what's there, and the sound's obscene, wet and sucking, loud in the quiet room.

Four years of lads going down on me like they're looking for their keys in the dark. One went down exactly once, first date, like he'd used up a year's worth of generosity in one go and expected a medal every time after. And it takes a pensioner with a lactation kink to finally make me understand what all the fuss is about.

Typical. Absolutely fucking typical.

His mouth's doing something my pump definitely never did - Frank's drinking, calm as anything, like he's got all day and nowhere else he'd rather be, and I'm making noises I don't recognise, thighs clamped together because if they weren't I'd be begging him to touch me there.

Best oral I've ever had and it's not even my cunt he's got his mouth on. State of my life. Genuinely.

He switches breasts without breaking rhythm, the left one still dripping where his mouth just was, and I look down, see his grey stubble rough against my skin, his eyes closed, total focus, no performance, want written all over his face.

Some escapes the seal of his mouth, runs down the curve of my breast, I feel it warm and then cooling, and I don't care, I want him to keep going, keep pulling, keep making me feel like this.

His hand's still working the other tit, ensuring continuous flow, and I'm leaking everywhere now, the sheet's wet beneath me, my thighs are slick with it where it's run down, and none of it matters because his mouth's on me and I've never been this turned on in my entire life.

He pulls back and there's milk in his mouth, mine, white on his tongue, and he's leaning up and I know, I fucking know what he's about to do. Should stop him. Should say this is too weird, too far.

"Open."

Already am. He leans in and feeds it to me, spitting it mouth to mouth, warm and thin and faintly sweet mixed with his spit, and I swallow, throat working, taste of him and me together, and it's so fucked up I've gone full circle back to fuck yes.

He does it again. Pulls back, drinks, comes back, feeds it to me, tongue against mine this time, messier, some of it escaping and running down my chin, and I don't care, I take it and swallow and want more, tongue chasing his.

It coats my mouth, slightly slippery from all the spit mixing in, warm enough to feel it going down, aftertaste lingering, mineral and faintly sweet, less sweet than I expected, more like I'm drinking something real, something essential, myself.

Third time I'm leaning into it before he's fully pulled back, chasing his mouth, and that's when it hits me properly.

I've sucked cock in a Nando's car park. I've done stuff I wouldn't tell my mum if she paid me. I've had three blokes in one weekend and didn't think twice about it. But this. Him feeding my own milk back to me off his tongue, spit and milk mixed together, and me swallowing it like it's the best thing I've ever tasted, throat tight thinking about it, cunt tighter, that's new. That's a first, that.

Never wanted anything this badly, especially not from any of those shit lads.

Anyway. Didn't stop me going back for more, did it. Didn't stop me opening my mouth every time he pulled back, waiting for it, wanting it, gagging for it by the end.

There's milk on both our faces now, dripping down my chin, smeared on his lips, and neither of us care, and by the third transfer I've got one hand on his face holding him there because I don't want him to stop, don't want this to end, want him to keep feeding me, keep filling my mouth with myself mixed with him.

Some catches in my throat and I swallow twice, the texture thicker now from all the spit, coating everything, and I can still taste it minutes later, still feel it in my mouth even after I've swallowed.

His hand returns to my breast, works me hard while his other hand moves lower, brief touch between my legs through my leggings, not penetration, just pressure, palm grinding against my clit through soaked fabric, and that's it.

That's all it takes - I'm gone. Completely fucking gone.

Cumming harder than I have in years, thighs clamping round his wrist, shaking, and the noises coming out of me don't even sound human. Sheet's crinkling under me like I'm wrestling a family-size bag of Walkers, racket so stupid I'd laugh if I could breathe, which I can't, because his mouth's back on my tit and he's still drinking, still pulling, and I'm still coming, wave after wave of it, sweat running down my ribs, his hand between my legs pressing just right, and I can't work out which bit's doing it, his hand or his mouth or the taste still coating my tongue or the fact that he's not stopped, hasn't stopped once, and I'm saying his name, I think, or just noise, just fuck and please and nothing that makes sense.

Best orgasm of my life. In my landlord's bedroom soaking on a fucking plastic sheet. On a Tuesday afternoon.

Fucking state of me!

My back arches, toes curled, breath catching and releasing in gasps, and the sheet's making a proper racket every time I move, crinkling and sliding under me, and I'm thrashing about like I'm having a fit, can't help it, and the noise is so fucking stupid but somehow it makes it better, makes it real, this is happening, this filthy thing is actually happening.

He doesn't react to it. Probably why he bought the thing, sly bugger knew I'd make a state once he got his hands on me.

Somehow that makes it better.

Milk's still flowing during the peak, muscle contractions making it spray slightly, pooling on the sheet beneath me, soaking into my leggings where I'm sitting, more volume across this whole session than I've expressed in a week of doing it myself, and Christ, the relief of it mixed with the orgasm is doing my head in, I'm wrung out, emptied, filled up, all at once.

The room smells like milk and sweat and the salty-sweet stink of me gagging for it, sharp and obvious, thick in the air, and I'm still swallowing occasionally even as I'm coming, the taste still there, and when my eyes open, which isn't often, I see the ceiling, plain walls, Frank's face still calm and focused, utterly unbothered by me falling apart in front of him, getting off on it, probably, the dirty old bastard.

Takes ages to come down properly, longer than usual, waves of it rolling through me even after the peak, aftershocks every time he shifts his hand or his mouth finds a new spot, and by the time I'm finished I'm sprawled on the wet sheet like I've been through a car wash, utterly wrecked. Ceiling's got a crack in it. Takes me a minute to realise I'm staring at it, still twitching.

He steps back, wipes his mouth with the back of his hand, and that's it. No cuddling. No "how was that for you." Back to business, landlord mode, like he's just fixed a leaky tap.

Course there's a towel, folded on the radiator, course he's thought this through, every detail, and I'm still sprawled on the wet sheet trying to remember how legs work while he's doing his shirt buttons up, calm as anything. Bastard. I'm drenched in milk and sweat and my own cum, tits still leaking, knickers soaked through, and he looks like he's been to the corner shop.

I catch my breath slowly, still flat on my back, staring at that crack in the ceiling, trying to remember how my body works.

"Same time next week."

A statement of fact, delivered calm, like he's confirming a plumber's appointment.

"Yeah. Alright."

Still catching my breath, voice coming out rougher than I expected, and I sit up, start looking for my top, which is somewhere on the floor by the bed, and Christ, sitting up's harder than it should be, thighs shaking.

"Two o'clock."

"I'll be here."

As I struggled up, he's already fucking tidying! Putting the towel somewhere, and I'm pulling my top back on over raw nipples, leggings readjusted, everything clinging in ways it shouldn't, damp and cold now, evidence everywhere.

"Rent's...?"

"Sorted."

That's it. Transaction complete, new understanding established, and we both know it's not about the money anymore, hasn't been since about the second his mouth was on me.

I'm a state. Properly, genuinely, can't-put-this-in-a-work-email state. Leggins are soaking wet, and my hair's everywhere, and I can still taste him and me mixed together every time I swallow.

I wobble and have to grab the doorframe. Legs still don't work right. Grab my hoodie from where I dropped it by the door, pull it on, and it stinks of fags and cheap fabric softener, normal life, not this.

Catch my reflection in his hall mirror on the way out.

Top's doing fuck all, wet patches everywhere, lips still swollen from the rough kissing, cheeks still flushed. Look like I've been through a car wash, like I've been properly done, and fuck me, I have, haven't I. No cock involved and I'm still more wrecked than four years of twenty-somethings ever managed.

Should feel embarrassed - but fuck that. He wanted it - I wanted it, and I look fucking alive for the first time in months. If that's what it takes, then fine.

Walk down his stairs, cool air of the hallway hitting my overheated skin, damp fabric clinging to my still-leaking breasts, faint ache between my legs from the pressure and arousal, not pain, awareness, proof.

Marta's telly's on downstairs, someone's music faintly through a wall, ordinary sounds of the house resuming around me like nothing just happened, surreal contrast, and I'm walking through it dripping milk and my cum into my knickers, tasting myself on my tongue, no one knows, no one has a fucking clue what just happened two floors up.

This is what Tuesdays become; milk and spit and him drinking from me like I'm his, and me wanting it, wanting him to do it again, already counting days.

And I fucking love it.


4: Home Alone
Fair's Fair


Barely made it back up the stairs, legs still don't work right, and the bathroom mirror's got the full picture: car wash victim, post-tumble dry. Top soaked through in patches, darker grey where the milk's seeped and dried sticky, hair everywhere like I've been shagging in a wind tunnel, face still flushed, lips fat and swollen from all that mouth-to-mouth feeding.

Still got it, even when absolutely wrecked.

Best oral of my life and it wasn't even my cunt he had his mouth on.

Top comes off, goes straight in the sink because the laundry basket's overflowing and I can't be arsed. My lighter tits are still leaking, slower now but not stopped, little beads forming at the tips and running down the curve, warm then cold. Red marks where his stubble scraped, nipples raw and oversensitive, and when I brush my thumb across one just to see, the ache shoots straight down between my legs like he's pulled a wire I didn't know was there.

Fuck.

I should shower, rinse off the dried milk, the sweat, the whole evening plastered to my skin - but I don't want to, though. Fuck it, I want to sit with this a bit longer, want to keep smelling like him, like us, milk and spit and arousal all mixed together, sharp and salty-sweet.

He didn't cum.

That thought stops me dead, one hand still on the tap. He didn't even get his cock out. Just drank from me for twenty minutes, fed it back till I was swallowing my own milk off his tongue, rubbed me through my leggings till I came so hard I forgot my own name, then buttoned his shirt like he's finished a pint and sent me packing.

Sixty-one years old and he's got more self-control than every lad I've been with combined. Depressing, that.

But even that thought is making me wet again.

Christ, I'm gone for this.

Thighs press together and there it is, fresh slickness mixing with what's still there from earlier, knickers damp from the first round and now soaked through for the second. Can't leave this alone. Not tonight. Body's still buzzing, still awake, still gagging for the bit it didn't get, and I already know how this ends.

I lean against the sink, stare at the toothpaste spatter that's still there mocking me and wonder if he's downstairs doing the same thing. Probably is, isn't he? Probably waited till I'd left, pulled his cock out, wanked himself off thinking about my tits in his mouth, the noises I made, how easy I was.

Fuck he could be stroking himself right now, cumming into his fist thinking about next Tuesday, what he'll do to me, whether he'll fuck me this time or keep me waiting just to prove he can.

That image, him losing it finally, sends another pulse of heat straight through me.

Right, cum first, shower after!

Back to the bedroom, mattress smelling faintly of damp and cheap fabric softener same as always, and I don't bother straightening the sheet, just flop down flat. Don't need to tidy up, do I, it's just me here, same as every night for the last three months.

Except tonight I'm still leaking, still throbbing, still tasting milk and him on my tongue.

Leggings first, peeling down, then the knickers, which are plastered to me, gusset soaked and clinging like it's got unfinished business with my cunt. Chuck them at a new pile of dirty clothes on a chair and miss. They hit the floor in a wet heap and I'm already on the mattress, legs spreading before I've finished moving, one hand going straight between them.

Fucking hell.

Properly soaked, slick all the way to my arse, and when I slide two fingers through the mess it makes this obscene wet sound that'd be embarrassing if anyone was here to hear it.

But there's just me and the damp patch on the ceiling and the memory of Frank's mouth on my tits, sucking, drinking, swallowing me down like I'm his.

Left tit, both hands now, squeezing the way he did, methodical pressure round the base, working upward. Milk beads at the tip, runs warm down my ribs then cools, and it's relief but it's not right. Wrong angle. Wrong hands. I know what's coming so there's no surprise when it lets down, no anticipation, just me milking myself like a fucking cow in a shithole flat that reeks of damp.

This is like trying to tickle yourself. Technically possible. Completely pointless.

Work my nipple anyway, thumb and forefinger pressing the way he showed me, and more comes out than I expected. Thought he'd emptied me, but apparently my tits saved some back for round two.

Drips onto the sheet, spreading. That's coming out the deposit if I ever move. Probably gonna die here owing Frank another six months.

The thought makes me grin, which is mental given I'm lying here topless milking myself like livestock, but there you go. That's where I'm at now.

Other hand's still between my legs, fingers working slow circles on my clit, and it feels good, thighs already trembling, but something's missing. Relief's there, milk flowing, pressure easing, but the want's not going anywhere. Getting worse, actually.

It's him. That's what's missing.

Squeeze harder, pull, make myself leak faster, and it still doesn't do what I need. Doesn't feel like his mouth on me, tongue working my nipple even as he drank.

Fuck this.

Reach for the vibe in the drawer, my cheap bullet thing, battery probably half-dead but it'll do. Click it on, press it to my clit, and the buzz goes through me like a shock, hips lifting clean off the mattress.

Fuck, that's better!

I spread my legs wider now, like the slut I am, heels digging into the mattress, working my tit with one hand while the vibe does its job between my legs, rhythm building, thighs starting to shake. Close my eyes, let my head tip back, and the fantasy kicks in.

Frank downstairs. Cock out finally, stroking himself slow because he's got that kind of patience, the smug bastard. Probably edging, making it last, thinking about next Tuesday, planning it, whether he'll fuck me or keep me waiting again.

Bet he's reading the Telegraph while he's at it. Checking the cricket scores with his cock in his hand.

Makes me laugh, breathless little noise that turns into a moan when the vibe hits the right spot, and I'm squeezing my tit harder now, milk running down my side in a steady trickle, sheet soaking beneath me and I don't care, don't care about anything except this.

His face when he first latched on. Stubble rough against my skin, eyes closed, total focus, no hesitation, just want. The way he fed it back to me, mouth to mouth, warm and slippery with spit, taste of it coating my tongue, him and me mixed together, swallowing it down like I was starving.

Cunt clenches, thighs trying to close round my hand even though I don't want them to, and I'm so close, right on the edge, vibe buzzing, tit leaking, can still taste him if I concentrate, still feel the pull of his mouth dragging on me.

Next time I'm getting my hands on his cock. Fair's fair.

That thought, the image of it, him hard and thick and finally losing control because of me, tips me straight over, hits me like a slap, back arching off the mattress, thighs clamping so hard round my wrist I feel the bone, vibe slipping in the wet, but I don't care, I'm gone. Properly gone. Shaking, gasping, might be saying his name or just swearing, can't tell, brain's offline and there's just the roll of it, muscles seizing, cunt clenching round nothing, and the pathetic crinkle of the bare mattress under me because I never bought that fucking protector.

Milk sprays slightly at the peak, muscle contractions forcing it out, pooling on my ribs, and the mess of it, the sheer state of me, just makes it better somehow.

Lasts longer than usual, waves of it rolling through me even after the peak's gone, and by the time I'm finished I'm sprawled flat, legs still twitching, vibe buzzing faintly somewhere near my hip, utterly done.

Lie there staring at the damp patch on the ceiling, trying to remember how breathing works.

Fuck.

It was good. Really good. Best I've managed on my own in ages.

But it's not enough.

That's the bit that does my head in. Just came harder than I have in weeks and I'm still lying here frustrated, still aching, still gagging for something that isn't a twelve-quid plastic toy and my own imagination.

Need him. Need an older man who doesn't apologise for wanting me, doesn't fumble, doesn't ask if I'm sure, just takes what he wants and makes me love it.

I'm fucked. Properly fucked.

Because I've just realised I can't do this myself anymore. Four years of lads my own age and none of them ever made me feel like this. None of them ever ruined me for everyone else.

Frank did that in one session. Didn't even get his cock out and he's wrecked me.

Typical. If there's a shit decision to be made, I'll fucking find it.

Wipe my hand on the sheet and turn my head to look at the clock on the floor. Half ten, and I'm already counting days till the next session.

One week till I get my hands on his cock, till I see what he looks like when he's not in control, till I make him cum the way he made me. Watch him fall apart, hear him say my name, prove he's just as gone for this as I am.

Fair's fair.

Reach down, brush my fingers across my clit just to see, and the aftershock makes me twitch, oversensitive, too much. Give it an hour and I'll probably go again, can already feel the want building back up, but right now I'm spent, sticky, thoroughly done.

Close my eyes, one hand drifting absently to my nipple, not arousal, just touch, just awareness, and let myself imagine it. Him downstairs right now, finished, cleaning up, planning next week like it's another line item in that stupid notebook of his.

Except it's not, is it? He knows it. I know it.

Next Tuesday, I'm gonna make sure he can't pretend otherwise.

Vibe's still buzzing faintly somewhere near my hip, battery dying, and I reach down, click it off. Silence fills the room except for the muffled sound of Marta's telly through the floor and some kid yelling outside.

Normal life, carrying on around me, and I'm lying here drenched in milk and cum, ruined for anyone who isn't a sixty-one-year-old landlord with a rubber sheet and zero shame.


5: Full Service
The New Rule


Tuesday comes round faster than it should, and here I am at his door, early even, none of that fashionably-late bollocks. Been thinking about this all week, about getting my hands on him, about making him lose it the way he made me lose mine last time, about reversing who's begging who.

Except he opens the door before I've even knocked, which throws me slightly, and his eyes go straight to my chest like they did last week, except this time there's something different in the look. Assessing, checking something off some internal list.

"Don't express before you come here anymore. I want you totally full."

Just like that. No hello, no "come in first," just straight into what he wants, and I'm stood there on his doorstep with my mouth half-open trying to work out if I've heard him right.

"That's... I'll be uncomfortable for days!"

"I know."

He's not smiling, not joking, just standing there waiting for me to agree or fuck off, same way he waited last week when he made the offer in the first place.

My tits are already throbbing at just the thought of it, walking round all week heavy and tight and aching, saving it all up for him. Knickers going damp before I've even answered him.

"...Fine."

"Good girl."

Two words. That's all it takes. Two words and my knees have gone funny, stomach flipping over itself, and he's not even touched me yet. Already doing what he says, agreeing to walk round uncomfortable all week just because he wants me full for him. Mental. Absolutely mental.

Still walked straight in though, didn't I.

His flat smells the same as last week, faint bleach and nothing else, the single chipped mug probably still in the sink. I follow him through to the bedroom, floorboards creaking under my knackered Nikes, and the rubber sheet's already down on the bed. Had it ready before I even knocked.

Green flag. Weirdly.

My tits are heavier than last week, tight and tender under the vest, and I'm aware of every step on the way through, every brush of fabric against my nipples. I think him suckling me has made my body kick in properly, producing more for him.

He's got me trained already and we've only done this once.

"Top off."

Same command as last week, same flat tone, and I pull the vest over my head without arguing, drop it on the floor next to the bed. Weight of my tits dropping free, already leaking through the fabric before I even got it off. Sit down on the plastic sheet and the crinkle of it doesn't even make me flinch this time. Landlord's bedroom, sheet, tits out, Tuesday afternoon. This is just what I do now, apparently.

Frank's looking me over before touching anything, taking his proper time about it, and Christ, that's worse than if he'd just grabbed. Veins showing blue under the skin like roadmaps, nipples already leaking just from the walk down the stairs and sitting here under his stare.

Overfull tits ache in a way nothing else does, tight and tender and throbbing with every heartbeat, and the waiting for him to finally touch me is almost worse than the ache itself. Milk's beading without any pressure at all, just from sitting here, trickling down slow and warm, and I can see him tracking the path of it down my ribs.

Cool air's raising goosebumps across my chest, plastic sheet crinkling slightly under my shifting weight, and I'm already wet through my knickers, can feel it starting to soak into the gusset.

He finally reaches for me, both hands going straight to my tits, and the relief is instant and overwhelming.

No gentle build-up this time, no careful testing. Frank's hands go straight to both breasts and squeeze hard, kneading, and milk comes fast, running down his wrists in steady streams almost immediately.

His mouth goes to my left nipple without warning and sucks hard, and fuck, the relief, I nearly fold forward into him, gasping, hands coming up to grip his shoulders because my whole upper body's gone liquid. Wet heat of his mouth, scratch of stubble against the swell of my tit, the rhythmic pull of him drinking.

He drinks, swallowing, working me with more urgency than the tender, exploratory feeding of the first session. This is business now, him getting what he's owed.

"Fuck. Yeah."

He's right and all, isn't he, the bastard. Feels about ten times better than last week, like he's known exactly what he was doing making me wait for it. Course he did. Man's not stupid. Man's not anything except exactly in control, and I'm sat here loving every second of not being. Thighs clenching, knickers soaked, his fucking sex puppet.

The wet suck of his mouth, milk running down my ribs in proper rivulets now, his stubble scraping rougher than last time because he's not being careful. The sheet's crinkling under my shifting hips, thighs pressing together because the pull on my tits is going straight down between my legs and I'm drenched, actually drenched, wetter than last week.

He pulls back briefly, mouth wet, milk on his chin, dripping off onto his shirt.

"That's better, isn't it."

"Yeah."

He goes back to my other breast, mouth latching on hard, and I'm making noises I don't recognise, high and desperate, fingers digging into his shoulders hard enough to leave marks. Milk's pooling faster than last session, soaking into the sheet in a wider patch already, and the relief of it, the sheer physical relief of being emptied properly after days of building pressure, is almost as good as the arousal.

Almost.

His free hand slides down my side, over my hip, round to my arse while his mouth is still working my breast, and I don't clock what he's doing at first because too much, tits and hands and wet heat, brain can't keep up.

Then I feel him tugging my leggings and knickers down, not all the way off, just enough to get between my cheeks, and his hand's there.

A blunt finger circles my hole, dry at first, testing, and the moment I clock what his hand's doing my whole body goes still for half a second, brain catching up.

"What are you-"

"Relax."

He pulls his mouth off my nipple just long enough to lean over and spit, right onto his own fingers, and I see it, thick and wet, before he goes straight back to my arse with it, using the spit as lube, casual as you like. Goes back to drinking from my other breast immediately after: mouth pulling at my tit, wet finger circling my hole, both at once.

"You just spat on your fingers."

"I did."

"That's minging."

"You're not stopping me."

I'm not though, am I. Because I don't want him to stop. Nobody's ever touched me there before, not like this, and the fact that he just spat my milk onto his fingers and went straight for it without asking, without apologizing, is making my cunt clench hard enough to hurt.

I'm sat here with my legs falling open like I've been waiting my whole life for exactly this. Bang out of order. Absolutely bang out of order.

Don't want him to stop though. Dirty bastard.

Blunt, cool press of his finger against my hole, rougher than I expected, the slick spit warming fast. New sensation layered under the familiar pull of his mouth on my tit, and fuck, this is filthy, this is exactly right.

The finger presses in, just the tip, just enough to breach me, and my back arches, thighs shaking, a noise coming out of me I've never heard myself make before. Not pain, not quite, something sharper than pleasure but feeding straight into it, tight ring of muscle resisting and then giving just enough to let him in.

His mouth never stops, never pauses, still drinking from me while his finger works deeper, millimetre by millimetre, and the two sensations together are doing something to my brain I can't articulate, can't name, just yes and more and fuck.

"Good girl," he murmurs against my nipple, and I'm gone, properly gone, everything below my waist clenching and shaking and my vision going white at the edges.
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Earned Access

Frank works his finger in properly now, past the first knuckle, slow but steady, and his mouth's still locked on my breast, drinking like it's the only thing he's here for. Can't separate the two sensations, can't work out which one's doing what to me. Just know that every time his mouth pulls, I feel it in my arse too, like he's wired something new into me without asking.

Never let anyone near there before, not properly, and now I'm sat on a pensioner's plastic sheet gagging for him to keep going because it feels like every good thing that's ever happened to my tits is happening to my arse at the same time. No idea how he's done that. Don't care. Don't want him to stop, don't want him to ever fucking stop.

My hips start moving without asking me first, rocking back onto his finger, forward into his mouth, chasing both at once. Can't help it. Body's decided what it wants and my brain's just watching it happen. What a fucking ride.

He sucks harder on my nipple the exact moment he shoves deeper into my arse, and fuck, it's not two things now, it's one thing, one line of heat from my tit straight down through my guts to where he's filling me. Milk sprays into his mouth, proper gush of it. He does it again, same fucking timing, and oh, the bastard's training me, isn't he, making my body think one means the other, and it's working, it's absolutely working.

Doesn't let me dwell on it though, because he's adding a second finger, still lubed with nothing but spit and whatever's running down between my cheeks from how wet I am, filthy and blunt about it, no warning, just pressure and then he's in.

Second finger burns going in, properly fucking burns, everything back there trying to clench shut against him, and he doesn't slow down, doesn't stop, just keeps that same steady push until the burn flips into something I've never felt before, deep and aching and so good I'd beg if I had the breath for it.

Wet obscene sound of his fingers working me, slick squelch every time he moves, milk still flowing into his mouth, sweat breaking across my chest and running down my spine. The sheet's crinkling louder than ever with how much I'm moving now, hips grinding back onto his hand, forward into his mouth, completely lost to it. No thought of stopping him. Just rising, desperate need for more of both.

His mouth pulls back just enough to speak, still wet, milk shining on his chin.

"You love my fingers in your arse, don't you slut?"

"Yeah."

"Say it properly!"

My face goes hot, not from shame, from how badly I want to give him the words.

"I love it. I love your fingers in my arse!"

"Good girl."

Two words and my cunt clamps down so hard I gasp out loud, thighs shaking, everything between my legs going hot and loose and fucking desperate, and I'm making a noise I didn't mean to make, high and needy, like he's just unlocked something in me I didn't know was there. He goes back to my breast, mouth latching on hard, fingers curling inside me on the pull-out in a way that makes my whole body jerk, and I've no control left.

The stretch and burn's gone now, just deep overwhelming fullness, tight and perfect, every nerve ending back there lighting up in ways I didn't know they could. Sweat's pooling in the small of my back, dripping down between my shoulder blades, and the room stinks, proper thick stink of milk and sex and sweat, and I'm drowning in it, never coming up for air, don't want to.

Mid-stroke I remember what I promised myself last week, and my hand drops from his shoulder, slides down his front, finds the obvious bulge in his boxers.

Grip it through the cotton, determined this time to get somewhere, to make this reciprocal, because he's had his hands and mouth on every part of me and it's only fair, isn't it, only right. He's thick, properly thick, straining against the fabric like it wants out as much as I want it out, and for half a second I think he's going to let me, because he doesn't stop me, lets me hold it, feel the length and heat of him.

Then I try to pull the waistband down and his free hand catches my wrist.

Doesn't get angry, doesn't even really react, just stops me cold, calm as ever, fingers still working inside me the whole time like nothing's happened.

"Let me get it out, come on, please-"

"Not yet."

"Why not?"

"Because you haven't earned it."

I stare at him, brain struggling to catch up, because surely I've earned it by now, surely sitting here with his fingers in my arse and milk running down my ribs counts as earning it.

"You're such a tight bastard."

"You'll get it when I say."

Felt it though, didn't I. Thick, proper thick, and he's just stopped me stone dead like it's nothing, still got two fingers up my arse like that's the only thing worth concentrating on right now. Haven't earned it. The absolute cheek of him. Only makes me want it more, the tight old sod.

He's denied me his cock and I'm about to push it, about to properly beg, when his mouth's back on my tit and his fingers curl inside my arse and oh fuck, never mind, never mind, this is better, and I'm gone, I'm absolutely gone.

Frank goes back to both at once, mouth locked on my right nipple now, two fingers working steadily inside me, curling on the pull-out in a way that makes my whole body jerk every single time. The rhythm builds properly now, no more testing, just steady, relentless pressure timed exactly with the pull of his mouth.

My hips are moving on their own, grinding back onto his hand, forward into his mouth, and the two sensations stop feeling separate at all, everything blurring into one continuous, rising wave that's going to drown me if I don't come soon.

I don't know which one's bringing me to orgasm, and I don't care, everything's happening at once, everything's building, and I'm not thinking about anything except don't stop, don't stop, don't you dare fucking stop.

Everything narrows to those two points of contact. Nothing else exists. Not the room, not the rent, not the fact that this is my landlord old enough to be my granddad with his fingers in my arse. Just his mouth and his hand and the rising pressure that's going to split me in half if he doesn't let me come soon.

His mouth pulls off just long enough to speak, voice low and rough.

"Cum on my fingers. Go on."

And fucking hell I do. I come even harder than last week, harder than any time I've done myself, and it's not coming from my tit or my arse, it's both at once, can't tell which is which, just this one massive rolling wave that splits me open and won't stop. My arse clenches hard round his fingers, my back arches, milk sprays so hard at the peak some of it misses his mouth entirely and hits my own chin, hot and wet and ridiculous.

The sheet crinkles violently under me, and I'm not making words - just noise, raw and continuous, something between a moan and a sob that won't stop coming out of my mouth. It rolls through me in waves, longer than last time, each aftershock firing again whenever his fingers so much as twitch inside me, and I'm shaking, properly shaking, thighs clamped round his wrist, trying to hold him there, keep him inside me, never let this feeling end.

Overwhelming fullness in my arse at the exact same moment as the release in my chest, sweat soaking the sheet beneath me, the room stinking thick with milk and sex and something sharper that's just him, Old Spice and sweat. Milk sprays in thin, forceful jets at the peak, more than either previous session, pooling on the sheet and streaked across my own chin and chest where it missed his mouth.

He doesn't stop, doesn't ease off, just keeps the same rhythm going through the whole thing, drawing it out until I'm begging him to stop, too sensitive, too much, can't take any more.

Only then does he pull his fingers free, slow and careful, and the empty ache left behind is almost worse than the stretch.

I'm barely holding it together, still gasping, thighs twitching with aftershocks, when he sits back slightly and cleans his fingers in my hair! The ones that were in my fucking arse. Casual as you like, unbothered, like this is just another Tuesday for him - what the actual fuck? Oh fuck… oh fuck that's so fucking hot! I feel a follow up mini-orgasm tweaking my cunt just from being used like a cum rag.

Dirty, dirty bastard!

Then he reaches for the milk still beaded and pooled on my chest.

Doesn't lean in to kiss it into my mouth this time like last week. Instead he collects a little in his fingers and holds it above me, making me wait.

"Open your mouth. Tongue out. My little slut."

I do it instantly, no hesitation, tongue out, waiting, and my little slut, fuck, those words hit me low and hot, and I've never been anyone's anything before but suddenly I want to be his, want it so badly it frightens me.

He lets it drip from a height, watching me try to catch it, some missing and running down my chin, some landing right on my tongue, faint mineral sweetness mixing with the taste of him still in my mouth from earlier.

Makes me do it again, and again, never coming closer, always that same distance, making me stretch my tongue out and wait like I'm a dog begging for scraps. Not a woman. Not even human. Just his. And fuck, that's better than the kiss last week, that's so much better, the coldness of it, the way he's making me work for every drop.

Tongue out like I'm nothing, and some of it lands and some of it runs down my chin and I don't even care, don't even wipe it off, just want him to do it again. My little slut. Two words and I've gone soft in the head, sat here soaked through and dripping, gagging for the next drop like it's the only thing that matters.

I'm aware of how I must look, sprawled on his plastic sheet, milk-stained and arse-fucked and desperate, but I don't care, can't care, too far gone for caring.

"Good girl. Catch it."

He does it one more time, slow drip from his fingers to my waiting tongue, and I catch it perfectly this time, swallow it down, taste of myself and him mixed together in a way that shouldn't be as hot as it is but absolutely fucking is.

Then he pulls his hand back, starts doing his shirt up, business concluded as far as his body language goes.

Frank pauses mid-button to look at me properly, still sprawled and wrecked on the ruined sheet, milk everywhere, thighs still shaking, and his face doesn't change, calm and matter-of-fact as ever.

"Next time I'm going to ruin that slag arse of yours properly."

Statement of intent, in the same flat tone he uses for telling me the boiler's not his problem this month.

My brain doesn't hesitate, not even the token half-second I managed earlier, just pure want, immediate and total.

"Please."

His eyebrow lifts, barely, and I realise I've never begged him before, not outright like this.

"Please what."

"Please ruin it. Any hole you want, Frank. I don't care which. They're all yours."

Any hole you want. Said it like I meant it, and I did mean it, didn't I, meant every filthy word, because sat here leaking and aching and wrecked on his plastic sheet, there's genuinely not one part of me I wouldn't hand over if he asked.

Frank's slut. Properly, officially, no take-backs.

He nods once, like I've just confirmed something he already knew, does his top button up with steady fingers.

"Same time next week then."

"Yeah."

"Don't be late."

"I won't."

The lingering ache in my arse, the tightness easing slowly, milk still cooling on my chin and chest. The sheer domestic calm of him doing his shirt buttons up while I'm still shaking, still dripping, still sprawled on his bed like I've been hit by a truck.

He stands, smooths his shirt down, doesn't offer to help me up or hand me a towel or any of the things a bloke usually does after. Just looks at me once more, nods toward the door.

"You can let yourself out."

I drag myself upright, legs wobbling, arse aching in ways I'm going to feel for days and reach for my clothes. Top's soaked through, knickers are a write-off, leggings are somehow mostly clean except for the wet patch at the crotch that's definitely not milk.

Fuck it.

Bundle them in my arms, pull my trainers on barefoot, and walk out into his hallway in nothing but shoes, marked head to toe, milk drying on my skin, stink of cum and sweat following me like a cloud.

Catch my reflection in his hallway mirror on the way out. Hair's a state, face is flushed, nipples still hard and leaking through the dried patches, and I look exactly like what I am: a twenty-three-year-old slag who's just had her arse fingered by her pensioner landlord and loved every second of it.

Still fucking got it.


6: The Walk of No Shame
Up the Stairs, Slow as She Dares


Out into the hallway, bollock naked except for my trainers, clothes bunched up against my tits like that's gonna do anything. Leaking straight through the fabric, warm and obvious, and Marta's door's half open, telly blaring EastEnders, half the ground floor can hear it. I'm stood here sticky with milk and spit, marked up like something Frank's just finished with and sent back out, and I am absolutely not legging it to my door like I've got something to hide.

What the fuck was I thinking?!

Actually, scratch that. Wasn't thinking, was I. Cunt made the call, same as every Tuesday since this started, brain didn't get a look-in. And now I'm stood in the shared hallway, milk dripping down my ribs, thighs slick with my cum, Frank's spit cooling on my neck, and I can still feel where his fingers were deep in my arse every time I shift my weight.

Brilliant. Absolutely brilliant life choices, Kayleigh!

The stairwell to my flat's one flight up, dim yellow lighting that makes everyone look half-dead at the best of times, and right now I can hear at least two other lives going on around me. Someone's music bleeding through the wall to my right, bassline I can feel in my chest, in my cunt if I'm honest. Marta's telly. The creak of floorboards somewhere above, someone pacing, oblivious.

Ordinary sounds of the house around me, everyone just getting on with their evening, and I'm about to walk through the middle of it naked from neck to trainers.

Heart's hammering, tits aching, cunt still fluttering like it hasn't got the memo that we're done, and it's not fear. Not even close. It's the thrill of it, the paranoia, the risk of being seen like this, properly seen, no clothes, no excuses, just me, wrecked and used and dripping, walking through the house like it's nothing.

What if Marta sees... anyone sees? What if they all know?

Thought goes straight between my legs, sharp and wet, and I'm clenching again even though I'm already destroyed, cunt slick, arse aching, trainers squeaking as I take one step toward the stairs.

Frank's slut. That's what I am. That's all I am. And I fucking love it.

I start climbing. One step, then another, slowest climb of my life, and every step makes my thighs rub together, cum slick between them, the stretch in my arse flaring hot and deep. My tits bounce despite how sore they are, milk running fresh down my stomach, and the clothes in my arms shift with the motion, nearly drop. I lower them - and I tell myself it's to keep them a little dry, but it's so I can expose myself completely.

Milk visible now, wet tracks down my ribs, and I don't fix it, don't pull the bundle higher, just keep climbing, slow, taking my time.

Halfway up, a door opens below. Not Frank's. Someone else's. Footsteps, slow, someone's definitely clocking the back of me, bare arse and wet thighs and all.

The footsteps stop. Someone's staring. I can feel it, eyes on my back, on my arse, on the milky wet streaks between my thighs. But I don't speed up. Obviously, any normal person would be sprinting, but I'm slowing down instead, adjusting the bundle so it slips lower, tits out and proud, running a hand through my wrecked hair, giving them a proper fucking ogle.

Just keep climbing, slower, every step deliberate, every movement showing them more, and my cunt's clenching so hard it's almost painful, thighs trembling, not from the stairs but from the thought of it.

Want to be seen. Want them to clock the state of me, bollock naked in the stairwell, and know exactly what I've been doing. Want them to smell it on me. 'She's a right slut that Kayleigh, Frank's been fucking her for rent money'.

Not ashamed or embarrassed, just thrilled and wet and gagging for someone to see, properly soaked again even though I'm already wrecked, and I can feel my arse with every step, gaping, evidence I can't hide.

Frank's slut. His nasty, dirty toy. His Tuesday-afternoon fuck. And I love it, I fucking love it.

The footsteps start again below, moving away, door groaning shut… but there's no bang. Maybe they're still watching? I wanted them to say something, wanted them to ask what the fuck I've been doing down there, wanted them to see the full state of me and know exactly whose fault it is.

Almost.

I reach the top of the stairs, trainers squeaking on the landing, and my door's right there, couple of metres, keys somewhere in the bundle except the bundle's slipping and I've got to shift everything to one arm.

Should be easy. Get the keys, unlock the door, done.

Don't though. I'm fumbling for the keys one-handed, making a proper meal of it.

Keys are tangled in the leggings somehow, caught in the pocket, and I'm fishing for them, standing on the landing, tits out, milk running, and then I drop them.

Keys hit the floor with a sharp clatter, loud in the quiet landing, metallic and obvious, and I stand there for a moment, looking down at them, then bend to pick them up.

Slowly, so I'd be giving anyone watching the full show.

When I bend, the clothes slip completely, and milk is dripping onto the floor between my feet, arse in the air behind me, thighs spread to keep balance, everything on display, and I stay there longer than I need to, bent double, trainers planted, bare arse up, milk pooling.

Know exactly what I'm doing. Know exactly what I'm offering.

Then I straighten, keys in hand, clothes draped over one arm doing fuck all, just fabric now, pointless, and I turn to my door, back to the stairwell, fiddling with the lock.

Takes me three goes. Not because I can't manage it. Because I'm dragging it out, lingering, giving Marta or whoever the fuck's watching a proper eyeful, tits out, arse on show, thighs wet, stood here like I've forgotten how keys work.

Want them to see. Want them to know I've been downstairs getting used by a man old enough to be my granddad, sent back up naked with his marks all over me, and I'm already gagging to go back for more.

My door swings open finally, and I step inside, close it behind me, and the clothes drop from my arms before I'm two steps in, hitting the floor in a damp, useless heap.

Still in just my trainers, laces trailing, I'm across the room in seconds, legs spread, hands going straight between them.

Don't even kick the shoes off. Too desperate and turned on.

Fingers in my cunt first, two of them, sliding in easy because I'm soaked and wrecked and still dripping him. Not enough. Nowhere near. These are my fingers, not Frank's, not thick enough, not rough enough, not his, and my cunt knows the difference, clenching round nothing, trying to find something that isn't there.

Switch to my arse instead, chasing what he did, two fingers pushing into the gape he left, rougher than I should, don't care, need the burn, need the ache, need something that feels like him, like his spit-slick fingers going in without asking, taking what he wanted.

Other hand on my clit, vibe abandoned somewhere under the bed, needs this now, needs my own hands, needs to chase the high he gave me because I'm still buzzing, still wrecked, still wanting more.

The stretch in my arse flares, sharp and good and wrong, filthy, and I'm thrusting deeper, rougher, trying to make it the same, trying to trick my body into thinking it's him.

My arse is his now, gaping and aching for him, and I'm chasing that feeling with my own useless fingers.

Can't though, never will, because it's not about the fingers, it's about him, the way he doesn't ask, the way he just does things and waits for me to catch up, the way he makes me feel like I'm his, like I belong to him, like Tuesdays are the only day that matters.

I cum anyway, hard and sharp and not enough, cunt clenching round fuck all, arse tight on my own fingers, and I'm half-gasp half-moan, as milk beads fresh at my nipples, mixing with the dried stuff from earlier, chest sticky and rank with it, and I don't clean up, don't wipe myself, just lie there wrecked and wanting, sucking my dirty fingers clean because the taste of myself is the closest I'm getting to him till next Tuesday.

The orgasm leaves me shaking, trainers still on, laces loose, sheets damp under me, and it's hollow. Sharp but hollow. Nothing like what Frank gives me, and that realisation sinks in deep, cements everything I already knew.

I'm his now. Totally his, no take-backs, and I'm fucking buzzing from it.

Never been happier. Not once. Not with any of the lads, not with anyone. Just me and Frank and Tuesdays and this filthy, perfect arrangement where I get everything I didn't know I wanted.

Sprawled on the bed, sticky, frustrated, and I'm already counting days.


7: What Tuesdays Are Now
Straight to Ruin


I'm outside Frank's door at five to two, phone in hand like I'm checking something important, like I haven't been pacing my flat since half one. Like I'm not absolutely gagging for this.

Fuck it. I am desperate! Have been all week long.

I knock, and the door opens before my hand's back at my side, with Frank standing there in his Tuesday uniform, trousers and shirt, looking at me like he knew I'd be early, and he's been waiting behind the door for me.

His eyes go straight to my chest - no surprise there! The damp patch is spreading through my grey vest, darker at the nipples, wet enough to cling. I followed his rule, haven't expressed since Sunday morning, and my tits have been aching all day, heavy and so fucking full, desperate for his mouth.

"You're early," he says.

"Yeah, well. Couldn't be arsed waiting, could I."

He doesn't reply, just steps aside, and I'm through the door and down the hall before he's closed it. Same route as every week, straight to the bedroom, faster this time, both of us done pretending this is anything other than what it is.

The plastic sheet's already down on the bed, and there's a bottle on the bedside table that wasn't there last week. Proper lube, a pump dispenser, clear bottle - not just baby oil at least.

My cunt clenches so hard I nearly stop walking.

Not just spit and fingers this time. My arse knows exactly what that means and it clenches in anticipation.

I reach the bed, brace one hand against the frame, waiting for his order. I'm already wet through my knickers, already leaking through my vest, already gone before we've even started.

Frank closes the bedroom door behind us, shuts us in, and the sound goes straight through me, makes my thighs clench, makes my cunt throb.

Whatever's about to happen is going to be louder and filthier than anything we've done before.

"Top off, slut," voice rougher than usual, and I'm already reaching for the hem before he finishes.

I peel the damp fabric over my head slowly, making a bit of a show because I like the way he's watching. Eyes tracking me as I lift my arms, as the vest drags across my tits and pulls free, as I drop it in a damp heap on the floor.

My tits are even bigger than last week, properly swollen, veins standing out under the skin, nipples darker and already beading milk without pressure.

I go to sit on the sheet, but Frank stops me, one hand up.

"Stay standing. Turn around."

I blink at him. "What, like a motor you're thinking of buying?"

His mouth twitches. Closest thing to a smile I've seen in weeks.

"Something like that."

I do it anyway, slow spin, sarcastic little flourish with my hands, and he watches the whole thing, taking his time. My tits bounce as I turn, milk flicking off the nipples in thin arcs, and I feel it running down my ribs, warm then cooling, pooling at my waistband.

When I'm facing him again he's still looking, still taking me in, and I'm stood there letting him. Proud of his gaze which feels like a touch, tracking every curve and damp patch and silver stretch mark.

My cunt's clenching, wet and wanting, just from being looked at like this.

"You've been thinking about this all week,"

"Yeah. Obviously."

"Good. So have I."

He's looking at me like I'm the first meal he's seen in a month. Four years of lads who fucked with the lights off, and here's Frank, sixty-one, bald as an egg, looking at me like I'm the filthiest thing he's ever wanted.

Milk's running steadily now, down my ribs and stomach, drying tacky on my skin. I can smell it, sweet and strange, mixing with my sweat. My heartbeat's loud in my ears and I've already kicked my trainers off, bare feet on the cheap carpet, toes curling because I'm this wound up already.

Frank finally reaches for me, both hands going straight to my tits, and the relief of it after a week of waiting punches a gasp out of me.

His hands knead hard, harder and more demanding than ever, no gentle build-up, just firm pressure that makes me wince and lean into him. He now knows how much I'll take - and maybe wants to test me more?

Milk comes immediately, spraying across his wrists in proper streams, more than any session before because I've been saving it like he told me, and my tits are desperate to give it up. Aching with relief.

His mouth goes to my right nipple and sucks hard, pulling deep, and I'm gasping, gripping his shoulders, nails digging through his shirt because it's too much and I need more, both at once, and I don't care which wins.

He pulls off just long enough to look up at me, mouth wet, and asks, "How much do you want this?"

No filter left in me. "So fucking much. All week, I've been - couldn't even get myself off properly, just thinking about your mouth on me."

"And today?"

"Today I want everything. Whatever you've been planning. Fucking all of it, don't hold back."

He goes straight back to my breast, sucking far harder, and I'm making filthy moans, high and desperate, bouncing off the walls while Marta's telly hums downstairs and the house creaks around us.

His mouth's rougher than usual, like he's trying to wreck me, and I'm not asking him to ease up because I don't want him to. Want him to ruin me, properly, the way he's been threatening for weeks.

Milk sprays across his face when he switches breasts too fast, dripping off his chin, and he doesn't wipe it, just seals his mouth over my left nipple and sucks with the same relentless rhythm.

My voice is ragged, begging without meaning to, "please" and "don't stop" and "more," and I don't care how desperate I sound because I am desperate, properly gagging for whatever comes next.

The wet sucking of his mouth is loud in the quiet, rhythmic and filthy, and the ache in my tits is easing under his tongue, pleasure spiking through my chest and down, straight to my clit. I'm this close to coming just from this, just from his mouth and his hands working me over like he owns me.

He does. Completely fucking owns me at this point.

While his mouth's still on my breast, his hand slides down, rough and fast, yanking my leggings and knickers to mid-thigh. Goes straight between my legs without asking, two fingers pushing inside me, and I'm so wet, his fingers slide in easy. Thicker than my own, rougher texture, hitting deeper.

He doesn't pause, just starts working me with the same rhythm he uses on my tits, firm and relentless, his mouth still feasting, and I'm shaking within seconds, legs trembling, barely staying upright.

He curls his fingers, finds the spot that makes my knees buckle, and holds it there, pressing and rubbing, edging me on purpose, keeping me right on the brink.

Pulls his mouth off just long enough to say, flat and filthy, "You're going to come on my fingers first, then my cock's going in your arse, then your cunt. In that order."

I'm nodding before he finishes, already agreeing, hips grinding down because I need more, need everything he just promised.

"Yeah. Yes. Fuck, yes."

"You want my cock in your cunt after it's been in your arse?"

No pause. Not even a flicker. "I don't care. I want it. All of it."

"Dirty little slag."

I'm grinning through the gasps, breathless. "Your dirty little slag."

Arse first, then cunt, no cleaning off. That's minging. That's properly, genuinely minging. And I'm about to come on his fingers just from him saying it out loud.

My wetness is audible, slick and filthy as his hand moves, the sound making me hotter, my cunt clenching tighter around him. The rubber sheet's crinkling under my feet as I shift, trying to grind down harder, chasing it.

He speeds up, mouth pulling harder at the same time, and I go over hard and fast, orgasm slamming into me.

My legs shake, knees gone, and I'm gripping his shoulders to stay upright, nails digging through his shirt. I'm making noises, fuck, high and broken, cunt clenching tight around his fingers, dragging it out, riding his hand like I'll die if I stop.

Milk sprays from both breasts as I come, the stimulation too much, his mouth still pulling, my body answering before I can stop it, drenching his face and chest in thin white streams, soaking his collar, running down his neck.

He keeps his fingers moving through it, dragging every last shudder out until I'm gasping, trying to pull away, but he doesn't let me. Just holds me there, fingers buried deep, making me ride it out completely.

Pulls his hand out slow, holds his wet fingers up between us, and says, "Clean them."

I suck his fingers into my mouth, tasting myself, sharp and salty, mixing with the milk still on my tongue. Licking them thoroughly while he watches, tongue working between his knuckles, making sure I get every drop.

"Good girl. You taste yourself?"

I nod, mouth still full, sucking deeper.

"You're soaked. Been like that all week, haven't you."

Pull off his fingers with a wet pop, breathless. "Yeah. Your fault."

First one and I'm already wrecked, legs like jelly, and he's just watching me lick his fingers clean like it's the most normal thing in the world, and I want more.

My eyes drop to his crotch. I can see the bulge pressing against his trousers, and my mouth waters, already thinking about the weight of it on my tongue, the taste, wanting it before it goes anywhere else.

Frank steps back, starts undoing his trousers. Belt clinking, zip sliding down, and I'm staring, properly staring, because this is the first time I'm actually going to see it, touch it, after weeks of him keeping covered.

He pushes his trousers and boxers down together, kicks them off, and his cock springs free.

Thick. Hard. Flushed dark at the head, already leaking.

Not huge, not small, just solid, exactly what I've been thinking about all week, and I want it in my mouth right fucking now!
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The Full Service

Frank steps back, and his shirt follows his trousers onto the floor. First time I've seen him fully naked, and I'm staring, can't help it. Soft belly, thick legs, grey chest hair and all. Sixty-one years old and his cock's standing up hard, thicker than I thought it'd be at his age, and I need it in me, ruining every hole.

"Get on the bed. Arse up, face down."

I'm moving before he finishes, clambering onto the sheet with my leggings and knickers still tangled round my knees. He pulls them off fully, tosses them aside, and positions me exactly how he wants me: knees wide, arse high, chest pressed flat into the plastic, so my tits are squashed and leaking steadily, pooling under me in a sticky mess.

The degradation of it, face down in my own mess with my arse in the air for him, makes my cunt clench. This is perfect, it's exactly what I want!

He reaches for the lube bottle on the bedside table. The sound of the cap flipping open makes me clench harder, arsehole tightening like it's got its own brain.

This is bigger than fingers. This is going to hurt before it feels good. Don't care. Want it anyway. Want him to wreck me.

His hand goes between my legs, fingers spreading lube everywhere, more than he needs, slicking me up thoroughly. He's being careful despite the rough talk, and I love him for it, just for a second, then shove the thought down because this isn't about feelings.

"You've been wanting this."

My face is pressed into the sheet, voice coming out muffled. "All fucking week."

"You want my cock in your arse?"

"Yes."

"Then beg!"

I lift my head slightly, louder now. "I want your cock in my arse. Please."

He doesn't answer, just adds more lube, works it in with two fingers, stretching me, reminding my body what's coming. I'm shaking, anticipation making my thighs tremble, and the rubber sheet's sticking to my face, smells faintly of bleach and milk and the sex we've already had.

Tits leaking into the sheet like a cow, and I'm begging him to fuck my arse. Sixteen-year-old me would think I'd lost my mind. She'd be right, but I don't fucking care. I want it and want him. Want whatever he's been planning all week since he bought that lube.

The blunt head of his cock presses against my arsehole and everything tightens, body trying to keep him out before I force it to let go, relax, open up.

He pushes in slow, and fuck, it burns, stretching me wider than his fingers ever did. Thicker, harder, my body fighting it for half a second before it just gives way and lets him in.

I gasp into the sheet, fisting the plastic, and he pauses halfway, hand on my hip.

"Alright?"

"Yeah. Don't stop. Keep going."

He pushes in the rest of the way, slow and steady, and the sensation of being filled completely, stretched round him, makes me whimper. Halfway between pain and pleasure, my arse clenching tight, trying to adjust.

He stays still for a moment, letting me breathe, and his other hand reaches under me to squeeze my breast rough, milk sprays across the sheet in a sharp burst, and I moan into the rubber, the sensation overwhelming, arse and tit at the same time.

"That's it. Take it all you nasty slut."

"Fuck. Fuck, you're so deep."

He starts moving, pulling almost all the way out then pushing back in, building a rhythm, and the burn fades into something much better, deeper, different from anything I've felt before.

His hand keeps working my tit, squeezing and releasing in time with his thrusts, milk flowing steadily, pooling under my chest. Arse and breast together, it's too much, my whole body responding, and I'm making those noises again, low and animal.

"Your arse is so tight, so perfect."

"Yours. It's yours."

He's buried in me now, arse stretched round him, and it's nothing like I thought it'd be. Hurts, yeah, but under that it's fucking incredible. Feel him everywhere, every nerve I've got down there firing at once. His hand's squeezing my tit, pulling milk out in time with his thrusts, and my body's running the show. And the show is me getting fucked in the arse by my sixty-one-year-old landlord on a Tuesday afternoon. Living my best life. No joke.

The slap of his hips against my arse gets louder as he speeds up, skin on skin echoing in the plain room, and my voice is ragged and desperate, words dissolving into sounds. Just gasps and moans and his name on a loop.

The sheet crinkles and sticks under us, and the bed bangs against the wall, Marta downstairs definitely hearing every second of this, but I don't care. Can't care. Too busy being split open and milked at the same time.

His rhythm builds, faster and harder, both hands on my hips now, pulling me back onto him with every thrust, and the burn tips fully into pleasure. Something building low in my belly, tighter and hotter than the first orgasm.

Frank's rhythm gets rougher, yanking me back onto him by my hair now, he's forgotten to be gentle, and I'm gasping into the sheet, face slick with sweat and spit and probably tears at this point.

He pinches my nipple hard, and milk sprays across the sheet in a sharp burst. The pain-pleasure tips me right to the edge.

All hits at once and I go over harder than the first, second orgasm slamming through me from being fucked in the arse raw, no cunt stimulation needed, just this.

I'm screaming into the sheet, face pressed flat, spit and milk soaking the sheet under my mouth, cunt clenching, thighs shaking, and he just keeps going, thrusting through it, dragging every aftershock out of me like he's got all fucking day.

"Fuck, fuck, I'm coming again, I'm-"

"That's it. Come on my cock. Good girl."

I'm coming so hard I can't breathe, muscles convulsing, arse clenching tight round him, and milk's still flowing, more from the stimulation now, and I'm slip sliding under this anal pounding.

The room spins, air going thin, pleasure tipping into pain then back again, and I'm begging him to stop because it's too much. But he doesn't, not yet, just keeps moving until I'm sobbing into the sheet, hair sodden with my milk, absolutely wrecked.

Second one knocked me proper sideways. Coming from my arse. Never thought that was a thing I'd be into, but here we are, face down in a puddle of my own mess, screaming into Frank's rubber sheet. State of me.

"Too much. Fuck, it's too much."

"You can take it."

I'm half laughing, half crying, gone. "You're going to kill me."

"You'll live."

Finally he slows, then pulls out, and the sudden emptiness makes me whimper into the sheet, arse clenching on nothing, already missing the stretch of him.

I can't move, just lying there gasping, thighs sticky with sweat and milk and my own slick.

"Turn around, still on your knees."

I slowly rotate, legs weak from two orgasms, and push myself up, kneel in front of him wobbling like a newborn foal or something equally pathetic.

His cock's right there, an inch from my face, still hard and slick with lube and my own arse. He doesn't say anything, just waits, and the smell of it, of me on him, hits me before anything else.

Right then.

This is rank. This is genuinely rank, cock that's just been deep up my arse and I'm about to put it in my mouth. And I'm going to do it anyway because I want to prove I'll do anything, prove I'm exactly as filthy as he thinks I am.

I lean forward and take him in without being told.

Taste myself straight away, sharp and bitter under the sweetness of the lube, taste of my own arse on my tongue, and I gag but I don't pull off. Just breathe through my nose and take him deeper, throat opening up, and the taste gets worse and better at the same time.

He grips my hair, not rough but firm, guiding me, and I suck him thoroughly, tongue working the underside, cleaning him the way he told me to.

"Good girl. That's filthy. You know how filthy that is?"

I pull off briefly, gasping. "Yeah."

"You like it?"

I go straight back down on him, humming agreement, and he groans, hand tightening in my hair.

"Dirty little slag. You'd do anything for me, wouldn't you."

I look up at him, eyes watering, and nod, mouth still full.

His cock's in my mouth and it tastes like my own arse and I'm not stopping. That's where I'm at now. That's the line I've crossed without even thinking twice. And he's stood there watching me, hand in my hair, calling me a good girl for sucking him clean. Mental. My cunt's making all the decisions and the decisions are universally terrible. Love it.

I realise this is exactly the degradation I've been craving, and I'm proud of myself for not pulling off, for taking him deep even when my throat protests.

Spit and lube drip down my chin, messy as fuck, exactly how he likes it, and my tits are still leaking, milk dripping onto my thighs as I kneel.

His cock's thick and hot in my mouth, stretching my jaw, tip brushing the back of my throat, and I gag again but stay on him, determined to prove I can take it.

He pulls me off gently after a minute, and I sit back on my heels, wipe my mouth, grin up at him because I've just proved exactly what I wanted to prove.

"That's enough."

I'm breathless and chin-wet, grinning like an idiot. "Fair's fair, innit."

He almost smiles, closest I've seen to it, and reaches down to cup my face briefly, thumb wiping spit from my bottom lip.

"Lie back. Legs spread."

I lie back on the bed, still horny and eager, legs falling open without thinking, and he positions himself between my thighs. Cock still hard, slick from my mouth.

He pauses just long enough to look at me, and there's something in his face I can't quite read, but then he says it, flat and filthy, exactly what I've been waiting for.

"You want this in your cunt now? After it's been in your arse?"

"Yes. Fuck, yes. Fuck me, please, just-"

"Dirty girl."

I'm grinning, breathless. "Your dirty girl."

He's asking like I'm going to say no. Like there's any version of this where I don't want his cock in my cunt after it's been in my arse. Dirty bastard. But I want it. Want everything.

He grabs the lube, slicks himself up again, not that he'll need it, my cunt is gushing a waterfall now.

He lines himself up, and the anticipation spikes, my heartbeat loud in my ears.

Milk's still trickling from my tits, slower now but constant, pooling in my collarbones, and I'm sticky everywhere, already wrecked, but I want more.
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His cock forces itself deep inside my desperate cunt in one smooth stroke, and the ease of it after how tight my arse was makes us both groan. The stretch is perfect, different, easier but just as overwhelming, and fuck, I'm gasping before he's even moved properly.

He stays still for a moment, buried right to the base, both hands going straight to my tits, squeezing and kneading with proper pressure, and milk sprays across his chest and face in steady streams.

"Fuck. Look at the state of you."

I'm staring right back at him, can't look anywhere else, watching his face as he milks me, and then his mouth drops to my left nipple, sucking hard while his cock fills my cunt, and the double hit of it punches through me.

He moves, slow at first, each thrust deliberate and deep, and the noises coming out of me are already high, desperate, nothing close to words.

His mouth pulls at my breast, swallowing, and the relief mixed with how full my cunt feels, builds something massive low in my belly, third orgasm coiling tight already.

He switches to my right breast, mouth working, hands still on both, and milk's everywhere now, running down my ribs, pooling in my collarbones, coating his face and chest, and he doesn't wipe any of it, just keeps drinking and fucking me in the same brutal rhythm.

"This cunt's mine now."

"Yes. Fuck. Yours."

"Say it properly."

I'm screaming it before I can think, voice wrecked and hoarse. "My cunt's yours. My arse is yours. All of me. Fucking ruin me."

"I am."

My cunt is stretched round him, and I've never felt this used, this fucking alive. Two orgasms down and the third one's building, can feel it low in my belly like a fist tightening. I'm just here for it, his, just body and want and the filthy wet slap of him fucking me.

The drag and stretch of his cock is perfect, thicker than any lad I've been with, and the rhythm's brutal now, bed creaking under us, the slap of his hips against mine loud enough Marta downstairs can definitely hear.

I don't remotely fucking care, all I care about now is cock.

My legs wrap round his back, pulling him deeper, and milk's still spraying from both breasts, drenching us, the sheet beneath me soaked now, clinging to my back and arse, plastic squeaking with every thrust.

He switches again mouth going to my other breast, and I know what's coming, the feeding that tips me over every single time, and my cunt clenches in anticipation.

His mouth filling with milk, then pulls back and grabs my jaw hard, and feeds it to me mouth to mouth, rougher than the first time, more degrading.

I swallow it, gasping, tasting myself mixed with his spit, and before he pulls back I spit into his mouth, my saliva mixing with my milk on his tongue.

He swallows it without hesitation, no flinch, no disgust, just takes it and goes straight back to my other breast, drinking more.

Feeds it back to me again, and I'm gasping, swallowing, spitting back before he pulls away, and the exchange keeps going, three, four times, both of us soaked now, spit and milk running down our chins, our faces, our necks, zero dignity left anywhere.

This is the moment I live for, the mutual degradation, proof neither of us has limits. Third orgasm building faster now, the feeding pushing me right to the edge. Somewhere in my head I'm clocking this is the filthiest thing I've ever done. Want to do it forever, though.

His cock never stops moving, relentless rhythm underneath the feeding, and every nerve's firing, mouth hanging open, waiting for the next mouthful, and my cunt's clenching round him in time with my heartbeat.

"Filthy."

"Yours."

Milk and spit everywhere, running down my neck and chest, pooling in my collarbones, mixing with the sweat and lube already there, and the sheer volume of it makes the whole exchange more degrading, hotter, filthier.

The wet sound of our mouths meeting, sloppy and deliberate, his tongue pushing milk and spit onto mine, me pushing it back, neither of us bothered by how rank this is, how wrong.

We're feeding each other my milk like it's communion and I'm about to come harder than I ever have. This is the thing I didn't know I needed until Frank's mouth was on me, and now I can't imagine not having it. Tits leaking, cunt clenching, his cock still moving inside me, and we're just passing fluids back and forth like it's normal. Mental. Genuinely mental.

The feeding pushes me right to the edge, orgasm building fast and enormous, and I'm begging him not to stop, faster, harder, fill me, wreck me, anything.

His rhythm speeds up, one hand in my hair for leverage, pulling me onto him with every thrust, and he leans down close to my ear, voice rough and deliberate.

"You want me to knock you up? Fill you properly?"

"Yes. Fuck. Yes."

Zero hesitation. Don't care it's fantasy, don't care I'm on the implant and he's probably firing blanks at his age anyway, the idea alone is enough, the taboo of it hitting harder than the physical.

"Say it."

"Breed me. Knock me up. I don't care. Just fill me."

He thrusts harder, brutal now, right against my cervix, and I'm gasping, sobbing, loving every second.

"Dirty little slag. You'd let me do anything, wouldn't you."

"Everything. Anything."

He's asking if I want him to knock me up and I'm screaming yes, like it's real, like we're making babies not just making me come so hard I see stars. Don't care. Want him to say it. Want to say it back. Want to pretend for thirty seconds this is about breeding instead of just wrecking me. Third one's coming. Gonna fucking wreck me.

His breath's hot against my ear, voice rough, commanding, and the brutal rhythm of his thrusts hits deeper than before, relentless, and I'm just taking it, can't do anything else.

My own voice is ragged, desperate, begging, agreeing to everything, words dissolving into pure sound, just moans and gasps and his name. I can hear the sordid sound of my cunt slurping cock and milk now, he's fucking my milk deep inside me, totally fucking filthy.

The tightness low in my belly coils tighter, orgasm about to snap, and I'm screaming into the room, no control left.

Then it slams into me, the third orgasm, all at once, everything clenching, cunt gripping his cock so hard it hurts, and I'm gone, obliterated.

Milk sprays from both breasts without being touched, pure reflex, drenching us in steady streams, and I'm screaming, thrashing, legs wrapping tighter round his back, pulling him deeper, deeper, trying to get him inside me so far he never comes out.

He keeps thrusting through it, dragging every aftershock out, and I'm begging him to stop, don't stop, can't tell which anymore, can't tell anything.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck, I can't, I-"

"Yes you can. Take it."

"Too much. It's too much."

He's still moving, brutal. "You're taking it anyway."

Third one and it's killed me. Genuinely, properly killed me. This is what dead feels like and it's fucking incredible. Can't breathe, can't think, can't do anything except shake and clench and scream into Frank's face. Best orgasm of my life. Best anything. And he's still fucking me through it like he's trying to make it last forever.

Everything clenches and releases in waves, pleasure so intense it tips into pain then back to something even better, and I'm just riding it, completely gone.

Milk everywhere, more than any session before, coating us both, running down our bodies in rivers, pooling on the sheet, and the room's spinning, oxygen thin, everything white-out for a few seconds.

His cock's still hard inside me, still moving, the drag of it almost too much but not quite, and I'm gasping, sobbing, laughing all at once, wrecked.

The orgasm peaks then rolls through me in smaller waves, aftershocks hitting like smaller earthquakes, cunt clenching rhythmic, and I feel him tense, rhythm stuttering, and I know he's about to come.

His thrusts get erratic, losing the steady pace, and he buries himself deep one final time, groaning loud, first real noise I've properly heard from him.

I feel the warmth flooding immediately, his cock pulsing spunk inside me, filling my cunt, and the sensation is overwhelming.

So much cum! More than I expected from an old guy, flooding me, and I can feel it leaking out round his cock before he's even finished.

He stays buried through the whole thing, shaking slightly, and I wrap my legs tighter, holding him there, wanting every drop, every pulse, everything.

"Fuck. Fucking hell."

I'm gasping, laughing breathless. "Yeah. Fucking hell."

He's still catching his breath, weight heavy on me for the first time, collapsed rather than controlled, first time he's let his weight go fully. "You feel that?"

"Every drop."

Three months ago I was handing a baby to my mum. Now I'm on my landlord's rubber sheet getting filled with his cum after he's wrecked both my holes and milked me dry. Life's fucking incredible.

The warmth spreads inside me, thick and unmistakable against my inner walls, and the pulse of his cock slows gradual, rhythmic, fading.

His weight on me is solid, heavy, and I can feel his heartbeat against my chest, ragged breathing matching mine, both of us wrecked.

He pulls out slow, accompanied by a slurping noise as my cunt tries to keep it and fails, running down onto the rubber sheet, mixing with the milk and sweat already there.

We both look down at the mess, his cum pouring out of my cunt in a thick stream, pooling on the sheet between my thighs, white and sticky and everywhere, mixed with my own wetness and traces of lube, filthy.

He scoops some cum up, feeds it to me without asking.

I suck his fingers clean, tasting the mix of us, salt and bitter and perfect, then he tastes it off his own fingers, and yeah, mutual degradation achieved.

Neither of us moves to clean up properly, just lying there in the wreckage, catching our breath, the room stinking of sex and milk and sweat, thick enough to taste.

"Taste good?"

I'm still sucking his fingers, grinning. "Yeah. We taste good."

He licks his own. "We do."

We're lying in a puddle of milk and cum and sweat on his rubber sheet, feeding each other the evidence like it's pudding. This is my life now. This is what Tuesdays are. And I fucking love it.

The sticky warmth of cum coats my thighs, still leaking slow from my cunt.

The rubber sheet clings to my back and arse, uncomfortable now but neither of us moves, both to wrecked to move.

The smell of sex fills the small room, thick, unmistakable, overlaying the usual bleach-and-nothing smell of Frank's flat.

Frank sits up first, reaches for the towel he's got ready on the chair, wipes himself down quick, efficient, practical as always.

Tosses the towel to me, and I catch it but don't use it immediately, still lying in the mess, reluctant to move, wanting to stay in the filth and satisfaction longer.

He gets dressed with the same unbothered practicality as every session, trousers on, shirt buttoned, back to landlord mode within two minutes.

I finally sit up, wipe myself down half-hearted, start pulling my clothes back on, legs shaky, cunt still leaking his cum into my knickers.

"You alright?"

I'm pulling my top on, grinning. "Define alright."

"Can you walk?"

"Probably. Might take me a minute."

He almost smiles. "Take your time."

He's asking if I can walk like it's a genuine practical concern, which, fair, it is. Legs are jelly. Arse is sore. Cunt's still leaking him into my knickers. And I'm sat here grinning like an idiot because this is exactly what I wanted. Exactly.

The uncomfortable stick of dried milk on my skin under my top, cum soaking into my knickers, warm, slick, undeniable.

My legs tremble slightly as I stand, and he's already by the door, waiting to walk me out.

He opens it, and before I step out he says plain, "Same time next week."

I'm nodding before he's finished the sentence, already thinking about it. "Yeah. Obviously."

"Don't be late."

"I won't. I'll be early, probably."

He almost smiles. "Good."

Same time next week. Three months ago this was about clearing rent. Now it's just what Tuesdays are. His rubber sheet and my tits and whatever filthy thing he's thought up next. Already counting down the days.

The cool air of the hallway hits my overheated skin, raising goosebumps, and cum's still leaking steady, soaking through my knickers properly now, unmistakable.

I catch my own reflection in Frank's hallway mirror as I pass, wrecked, milk-stained, fucked, grinning.

His door closes behind me with a soft click, and I start the walk up to my room on shaky legs, cunt and arse complaining, already thinking about next Tuesday.

Marta's door is cracked open, telly blaring, and I know she's listening, probably heard everything, the screaming and the bed creaking, all of it.

Don't fucking give a toss, I just keep walking. Even slow down deliberately when I pass her door, letting her get a proper look if she wants.

Get to my own door, unlock it, step inside, collapse onto my bed still fully dressed, staring at the ceiling.

I'm drenched in him, still leaking, tits still damp from my own milk, and I can already feel next Tuesday pulling at me. Frank's dirty little Tuesday slag who lets him fuck her arse then her cunt without cleaning off in between and begs him to breed her like it's real. And I fucking love it. Every filthy second. Hope the whole house knows. This is what I am, and I'm not changing a thing.

The plain walls of my flat, same as always, but everything feels different now.

Same time next week. Can't fucking wait.
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Lily Shares Two Men: A Filthy MMF Confession

Book 1 in Lily Corbett's confessional "Lily's Naughty Adventures" series of erotica.

" She watched two men who loved each other. Then she joined in. And she's never forgotten a single detail. "

FIND ON AMAZON

I've done things in my life that would make most people's eyes water. I've travelled four continents, tried everything at least once, and I've never once apologised for any of it. But when my neighbours knocked on my door with a bottle of expensive wine and a proposition I didn't see coming, even I had to catch my breath.

They were gorgeous. They were together. They were very much in love with each other. And they wanted me to join them for one night, no strings, no complications, just curiosity and chemistry and whatever happened next. I'm twenty-three, freshly back from two years of adventures across the world, living alone in a flat that feels too quiet. What do you think I said?

What followed was the most intense, filthy, unforgettable night of my life. And that is saying something, believe me. I watched things I'd never expected to see from that close. I tasted things I'd never tasted before. I asked for exactly what I wanted, in terms that made one of them blush and the other one grin. And I got every last bit of it.

This is my confession. Stand-alone, explicit, shameless, and every word of it true. Or near enough that it really doesn't matter.

LILY’S FORBIDDEN EXAM: An Explicit Gynaecologist Erotica Confession

Book 2 in Lily Corbett's confessional "Lily's Naughty Adventures" series of erotica.
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I went for a smear test. I left with secrets I promised I'd never tell... until now!

I needed a routine check-up. Overdue, bored, twenty-three and back from four years travelling the world. I Googled "private cervical screening Stevenage," found a gorgeous doctor with a wedding ring and a five-star rating, and booked an appointment for that Friday. Seemed simple enough. It wasn't.

Dr Marcus Ashford was older, posh, married, and absolutely not supposed to look at me the way he did when I started answering his questions about my sexual history. His nurse, Sarah, wasn't supposed to bite her lip and flush pink when I told them exactly what I'd done in Morocco, Australia, and that time in San Diego with two Marines. And I definitely wasn't supposed to spread my legs in that examination chair and beg them both not to stop.

But I've never been good at following rules. I've had experiences most people only fantasise about. I know what I want. And that afternoon, in a discreet clinic on a quiet Victorian street, I wanted them. Both of them. Boundaries blurred. Gloves came off. The appointment became something else entirely.

This is what happened when a routine exam turned into the filthiest threesome of my life. No apologies. No regrets. Just the truth, every explicit detail, exactly as I remember it.

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


Trigger Warnings


Content Warning: This is an explicit 18+ hardcore erotica novella. All characters are consenting adults. Readers should be aware this story contains:

Significant age-gap relationship (38-year age difference)

Landlord/tenant power dynamic and financial leverage

Lactation and breastfeeding content (postpartum, non-infant context)

References to childbirth, postpartum body, and adoption/family separation

Financial hardship, rent arrears, and threat of eviction

Degradation, humiliation, and submission themes

Semi-public exposure and exhibitionism risk

Anal content

Cum play, including breeding/impregnation roleplay dialogue (fantasy only, no pregnancy occurs)

Explicit sexual language throughout

No non-consent, no illegal content, no characters under 18. Written for adult readers seeking hardcore taboo fantasy fiction.
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