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Introduction


THIS IS A VERY ADULT 15K WORD NOVELLA! It's a taboo 'milky' age-gap and interracial erotica book with filthy scenes – not a love story!

Book 5 of Lily Corbett's "Taboo Tales" series of very naughty books!


Chapter 1: The Wet Patch


Two-seventeen am. The checkouts were dead. Denise scanned the drunk's shopping on autopilot: meal deal, fags, condoms. The holy trinity of a Friday night shag. Good luck to him.

"Thirty-two fifty," she said.

He was staring at her chest. Course he was. They all did these days. Except this pissed wanker was drunk enough to actually say something about it.

"You're looking proper fit for a..." He squinted at her name badge, swaying. "For a Denise."

Christ. The wit. The charm. She could write his Tinder bio.

"Thirty-two fifty," she repeated. Customer service smile number three: dead eyes, tight mouth, fuck off.

He fumbled two crumpled twenties onto the counter. His gaze still glued to her tits. Dampness spread across her chest, two wet circles blooming through the shirt. Fourth set of nursing pads this shift. The industrial-strength ones were supposed to last eight hours. Bollocks to that. Her tits had their own schedule.

She counted his change into his palm without touching him. "Have a lovely evening."

"You too, darling. Lovely pair of..." He gestured at her chest, grinning like he'd just won Countdown.

She stared at him. Waited. Let the silence stretch and curdle until his grin died.

"Right. Yeah. Cheers then." He grabbed his bag and shuffled towards the doors, optimistic condoms and all.

Alone again. The fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, that endless electrical hum drilling into her skull. Radio spewed manufactured pop bollocks she didn't recognise. Rain hammered the front windows, turning the car park into a smear of orange streetlights and wet tarmac.

Four more hours of this shite.

Denise glanced at the clock above the cigarette kiosk. Two-eighteen. Time moved like cold tar. She shifted on the stool, thighs peeling off the plastic seat through her work trousers. The supermarket was always too fucking hot. Her shirt stuck to her back with sweat. Her tits throbbed, milk building up again with that deep ache she'd been living with for fourteen months straight.

She should express. Trudge to the disabled toilet, pump the pathetic hand-pump from her locker, tip it all down the sink. Twenty minutes of relief before they filled up like water balloons again. Except she'd already done it twice this shift and couldn't be arsed for round three. What was the point?

Her gaze drifted across the shop floor. Aisles one through twelve stretched out under harsh white lighting, mostly empty. Stuart was in the warehouse doing stock check. Marcus was in the security office, probably watching porn on his phone whilst the monitors cycled through fuck-all.

And Bradley was in aisle seven.

She could see him from here. Skinny little sod in his too-big uniform, that ridiculous curtains haircut he thought made him look indie. Meant to be stocking canned veg. Instead he stood frozen with a tin of beans in his hand, staring at her chest like it was the second coming.

Denise looked down. The wet patches had spread further. Two dark circles on the green fabric, impossible to miss under the bright lights. Subtle as a pair of fucking searchlights. Her nipples showed through the bra, through the shirt, through everything. Hard as bullets.

She looked back up.

Bradley scrambled into motion like he'd been electrocuted. Dropped the tin. It hit the lino with a metallic clatter that echoed through the empty shop. He crouched to grab it, face going that mottled crimson he did so well. Shoved it on the shelf without looking. Grabbed another tin. Stacked it. Tried very hard to look like he hadn't just been caught perving on his supervisor's leaking tits.

Caught him.

Again.

Third time tonight. Fifth time this week. The lad was going to have a heart attack if he wasn't careful. Or maybe that's what he wanted. Maybe he was desperate for her to notice, working up the courage to say something, kept bottling it at the last second.

Maybe he went home after every shift, locked his bedroom door, and wanked himself raw thinking about her.

Heat flooded between her legs, cunt clenching around nothing. Christ. Here she was getting soaking wet over some twenty-one-year-old virgin who definitely still lived with his mum, probably wanked into a sock. Tragic didn't cover it. She was forty-three. Married. A mother. Getting wet over this spotty little shelf-stacker who wore the same three band t-shirts on rotation, who had acne on his chin and glasses that were always smudged, who'd never once made eye contact with her in six months.

But who couldn't stop staring at her tits.

Denise shifted on the stool. The seam of her work trousers pressed right against her clit. She was soaking through her knickers, had been for the past hour. Usually she'd have snuck off to the toilets by now, locked herself in a cubicle, got herself off quick and brutal with two fingers jammed up her cunt, flushed the desperation down with the cheap toilet paper. But tonight she hadn't. Tonight she'd just sat here getting wetter and wetter whilst Bradley stared and stammered and dropped things like the virgin he absolutely was.

She should go change her shirt. Spare one waiting in her locker, clean and dry and professional. Put on fresh nursing pads. Sort herself out. Be the responsible adult supervisor who didn't let twenty-one-year-old shelf-stackers make her cunt throb.

She should report him. Tell Marcus that Bradley had been staring inappropriately. Get him hauled into the office for a bollocking about workplace conduct. Watch him stammer through an apology whilst Marcus tried not to laugh at the wet patches on her shirt.

She should ignore it. Pretend she hadn't noticed. Let the poor bastard have his wank fantasies. What harm was he doing? Just looking. Same as the drunk who'd just left, except Bradley had the decency to be embarrassed about it.

Fuck it.

She stood up from the checkout before she could talk herself out of it. "Taking my break," she called to the empty shop. "Back in fifteen."

Not towards the staff toilet where she should go wank herself sensible. Not towards her locker where the spare shirt waited. Straight towards aisle seven and that trembling little virgin who couldn't stop staring at her leaking tits.

When had she become this person? Perving on lads young enough to be... no, don't finish that thought. He was twenty-one. Legal. An adult. She wasn't his mother. Wasn't anything to him except the supervisor who'd caught him staring for the fifth time this week.

Except her body knew exactly what it wanted. Her nipples were so hard they hurt. Milk was letting down properly now, that familiar tingle becoming a hot prickle that meant it was about to spray. Her cunt was clenching around nothing, desperate and greedy and so fucking empty. Two years since anyone had touched her. Two years since James had looked at her with anything approaching desire.

Bradley wanted her. She could see it in the way his hands shook when she walked past. The way his face went scarlet. The way he adjusted himself when he thought she wasn't looking, trying to hide the hard-on he got just from watching her stock cigarettes. The way his gaze followed her around the shop floor like she was the only thing worth seeing in this fluorescent shithole.

When was the last time anyone had looked at her like that?

Never. Not once in her entire fucking life.

She reached the end of aisle seven. Tinned veg on one side, pasta sauces on the other. Bradley was halfway down with his back to her, stacking tins of chopped tomatoes. His shoulders were rigid. He knew she was there. Could probably feel her eyes boring into him.

She waited. Let the silence stretch. Watched him try to concentrate on his work whilst knowing she was watching. His hands fumbled. Dropped a tin. It rolled across the floor towards her feet, coming to rest against her sensible black trainer.

Neither of them moved to pick it up.

"Bradley."

He spun round like she'd fired a starting pistol. Face already scarlet, those smudged glasses slipping down his nose. Mouth working but no sound coming out.

"Stockroom. Now."

Oh, the panic. Beautiful. He looked like she'd just announced a sacking. Or an execution. His whole body went rigid.

"Am I..." His voice cracked like a teenager's. He swallowed hard, Adam's apple bobbing. Tried again. "Am I in trouble, Denise?"

She didn't answer. Just turned on her heel and walked towards the staff corridor. The double doors that led to the warehouse. The stockroom beyond that. The walk-in fridges. The place where the security cameras didn't quite reach because Marcus was too lazy to angle them properly.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. What the fuck was she doing? This was insane. She was forty-three. Married. A mother. A supervisor. She had responsibilities. She had a baby at home with a childminder. A husband who'd be asleep on the sofa right now with his laptop still open because he couldn't even be arsed to make it upstairs to bed, certainly couldn't make it into hers.

Her feet kept moving.

She glanced back at the entrance to the staff corridor. Bradley was following, walking like he was heading to the gallows. Face pale now instead of red. Hands clenched into fists at his sides, shoulders hunched.

Poor bastard thought she was going to bollock him, report him to management, get him sacked for staring at her tits.

He had no idea what she was actually planning.

To be fair, neither did she. Not exactly.

But her body knew. Her cunt was slick, knickers soaked through. Her tits were aching, heavy as fucking bricks. Her skin felt hot despite the freezing stockroom air she was walking towards. Dampness spread further across her shirt, milk letting down properly now, unstoppable. She could feel it soaking through the nursing pads, through the bra, through the fabric.

Two years of nothing. Two years of being invisible. Two years of her body doing things her husband found disgusting. Two years of feeling like a fucking dairy cow instead of a woman.

Bradley wanted her. She could see it in his terrified virgin eyes.

She'd give him exactly what he'd been wanking about.


Chapter 2: Dairy Delivery


The stockroom door clanged shut behind Bradley. He froze just inside, pale as milk under the flickering fluorescent strips. Poor bastard looked like he was about to be executed, not fucked.

Denise leaned back against the nearest shelving unit and crossed her arms. The position pushed her tits up, made the wet patches impossible to miss. Milk had soaked through everything now. The nursing pads were fucking useless, her uniform shirt plastered to her skin in dark green patches. She could feel it running down her stomach beneath the fabric, warm and slick.

"You've been staring at my tits for three weeks, Bradley."

His face went from pale to crimson in half a second. "I... I wasn't..."

"Don't bullshit me." She stepped towards him and he backed up instinctively, bumped against the dairy delivery doors. Cold metal. Nowhere left to run. "I've caught you five times just this week. Want to tell me what's so fascinating?"

"Denise, I'm sorry, I didn't mean... I mean, I wasn't trying to be creepy, I just..." His voice cracked. He swallowed hard, Adam's apple bobbing. Behind his smudged glasses, his eyes were wide, panicked. "Am I getting sacked? Please, I really need this job, my mum..."

She closed the distance. Close enough now to see the spots on his chin, the way his chest was heaving, the sweat beading at his hairline despite the cold. Close enough to see the bulge straining against his cheap work trousers.

"Haven't decided yet." She reached up, touched the wet patch over her left breast. Drew his attention to it deliberately. "It's this, isn't it? The wet patches. You've got a thing for it."

His eyes followed her hand like they were on strings. He nodded. Couldn't seem to speak.

"Say it, Bradley. Use your words."

"I..." Strangled. He tried again. "Yeah. I like... lactation. I'm sorry, I know it's weird, I shouldn't have been looking, I'll stop, I promise..."

She laughed, not unkindly, but he flinched anyway. "Weird? You think that's weird? You should see my PornHub history, love."

He blinked. Processing. Brain struggling to catch up. "What?"

"Lactation porn. That's what you've been wanking to, isn't it? Women with massive tits, leaking milk everywhere, letting blokes drink from them."

He made a small choking sound. Didn't deny it. Couldn't deny it, based on the way his cock jumped visibly in his trousers.

Lactation. She'd guessed right. The lad had probably been wanking to milk porn since he discovered the internet at twelve. And now here she was, leaking through her uniform like a fucking dairy cow, and he was looking at her like she was every fantasy he'd ever had made flesh.

When had James ever looked at her with this much desperate want? Never. Not even at the beginning. James had never looked at her the way Bradley was looking at her right now, like she was the only thing in the world worth seeing.

"When's the last time you touched a woman, Bradley?"

His face went even redder. "Never. Not... not properly."

Virgin. Heat shot straight to her cunt. Twenty-one years old, worked night shifts at a budget supermarket, probably still lived with his mum based on what he'd just said. When would he have time to meet girls? He had porn though. Loads of it, clearly. Lactation, MILFs, older women. She'd bet money on it.

Well. She was better than porn. Real, warm, leaking. And so fucking desperate to be touched she was about to offer herself to a lad half her age in a stockroom at half two in the morning.

"Thought so." She unbuttoned her uniform shirt. One button. Two. Three. "Want to?"

"Want to... what?" He sounded like he was being strangled.

She kept going, shrugged the shirt off her shoulders, let it fall to the concrete floor. The industrial-strength nursing bra beneath was soaked through, dark with milk, all thick straps and reinforced cups. Unsexy as fuck, designed for function not seduction. Bradley stared at it like she'd just unveiled the Sistine Chapel.

"Touch me. Taste me." She unhooked the front clasp. "Since you're so fucking fascinated."

The bra fell away.

Her tits sprang free, massive and heavy, veiny from constant milk production. 36E now; Christ, they'd been a neat 34C before Lily. Her nipples were dark pink and fat, already hard, leaking steady streams. The medication was supposed to stop that. She kept forgetting to take it. Funny how that worked.

Bradley made a sound like he'd been punched.

"Fucking hell," he whispered.

She laughed. His face was a picture. Pure awe. Like he'd just discovered religion.

"Come here."

He didn't move. Too stunned. She reached out, took his trembling hand, guided it to her breast. His palm was hot, slightly damp with sweat. She pressed it against her, let him feel the weight, the heat, the fullness.

"Feel how heavy they are. Full of milk."

He made another strangled noise. His hand shook but he was touching her, actually touching her, weighing her breast in his palm, thumb brushing close to her nipple. Milk leaked faster, running over his fingers.

"Oh my God," he breathed. "Oh my God, Denise..."

She watched him bring his milk-wet fingers to his mouth. Watched him taste.

His whole body went rigid. His cock jumped visibly in his trousers, straining hard against the fabric. His eyes rolled back slightly.

Poor bastard was going to come before she even got his zip undone if she wasn't careful. The look on his face when he tasted her milk, like he'd just discovered something holy.

Two fucking years since anyone had touched her like this. Since anyone had wanted her. James hadn't touched her tits since she'd announced the pregnancy, treated them like they were contaminated. Disgusting. He'd actually used that word once when she'd leaked during dinner. Disgusting.

Bradley didn't think they were disgusting. Bradley looked like she'd given him the world.

"You want to taste properly?"

He nodded. Still couldn't speak.

She guided his head down, threaded her fingers through his mousy hair. It needed washing. She didn't care. "Open. Latch on."

His mouth closed over her nipple, tentative at first, gentle. She felt his tongue, hot and wet, circling.

"Now suck."

He did.

The milk let down in a rush, flooding his mouth. He made this gorgeous choking, moaning sound, tried to pull back. She held his head firm.

"Swallow. That's it. Good boy. Keep going."

He sucked harder and the pressure released, relief so intense it was almost orgasmic. Her tits had been aching for hours, swollen and tight. Now his hot mouth was draining her, taking everything, and fuck it felt good. She nearly came from the relief alone.

Her hand found his zip. Found the wet patch soaking through the fabric beneath.

She stroked it. "Oh, Bradley. You've already spunked yourself, haven't you?"

He nodded against her breast, kept suckling, face crimson right to his ears. Mortified but couldn't stop drinking from her. Beautiful.

He'd come in his trousers just from tasting her milk. Hadn't even been touched properly and he'd spunked himself like a teenager who'd seen his first pair of tits.

She should be disappointed. Frustrated. Instead she was so turned on she could barely stand. Her cunt was slick, throbbing, clenching around nothing. When had her body last done this? When had she last felt this electric, this needed?

"Don't worry, love." She unzipped him, slipped her hand inside, found his cock still wet and sticky from his first orgasm but already starting to thicken again. Youth. Bloody hell, the advantages of youth. "We'll get you hard again. Keep drinking."

He moaned around her nipple, sucked harder. Milk sprayed, ran down his chin. His cock was thickening in her hand, responding to her touch despite having just come.

James needed a fortnight between sad attempts at sex. Bradley had gone from spunking his pants to getting hard again in less than five minutes.

She stroked him properly now, root to tip, using his own mess as lubricant. He was uncut, average length but not bad, slick in her fist. His hips jerked, pushing into her grip.

"Denise," he gasped, pulling off her breast. Milk sprayed across his face. He didn't even notice. "I've never... I don't know if I'll be any good..."

"Shut up and kiss me."

She pulled his head up, crashed her mouth against his. He tasted of her, milk and desperation. The kiss was clumsy at first, too much teeth, he didn't know what to do with his tongue. She showed him, licked into his mouth, deepened the kiss, took control. He was a fast learner, caught on, kissed back properly, gaining confidence.

His cock was fully hard now in her hand, iron-hard, leaking again, twitching with need.

She broke away from his mouth, turned around, braced her hands against the cold dairy delivery doors. The metal was freezing against her palms, her flushed face. She shoved her trousers and knickers down around her thighs. Couldn't be arsed to take them off properly. This wasn't romance. This was fucking.

"Come here."

She heard him shuffle closer, felt the heat of him behind her. His cock brushed against her arse, left a wet trail.

"Line up."

He fumbled. Virgin. Didn't know where to aim. His cock slid against her arse cheek, her thigh, anywhere except where it needed to go. She reached back, gripped him, slick and hot, guided him lower.

"There." She positioned him at her entrance, felt the blunt head pressing against her. "Push in. Not too slow, just... yes. There."

He pushed in and Christ, she was soaking, two years of nothing and ten minutes of being wanted had her dripping down her thighs. He slid in smooth despite how tight she was, stretched her open, filled her completely, buried to the hilt in one stroke and fuck, fuck, she'd forgotten how good it felt to be full.

His reaction was immediate, a strangled moan, almost a sob. His hands gripped her hips hard enough to bruise.

Two fucking years since she'd had a cock inside her. The fullness, the stretch, the weight of another body against hers. Bradley was clumsy, too eager, had no idea about rhythm or pace. She didn't care. He was hard, he was young, he wanted her desperately, and he was inside her.

"Bradley." Her voice came out rough. "Fuck me. Move."

He thrust, no rhythm at all, just frantic rabbiting. Too fast, too shallow. She reached back, gripped his hip.

"Slower. Deeper. Pull nearly out then... yes, fuck, yes like that."

He followed instructions. Good boy. Pulled back until just the head was inside, then pushed in again, deeper now, steadier, learning fast.

The cold metal doors pressed against her face, her chest. Her tits were still leaking, milk running down the metal surface. His hands gripped her hips tight enough to leave marks. She'd have bruises tomorrow. She hoped she would.

She reached down between her legs, found her clit, circled it hard. The angle was awkward, but she managed, pressed the way she liked, the way James had never bothered to learn.

His rhythm got better, deeper, steadier, cock hitting something perfect inside her that made her clench tight around him.

"That's it," she gasped against the freezing metal. "Right there, don't you dare fucking stop."

He didn't stop, kept that same angle, that same depth. His breathing was ragged against her neck, harsh pants. She could feel him shaking with effort, trying not to come too fast, trying to make it good for her.

Sweet lad. Didn't realise she was already close. The stockroom filled with the slap of skin, her milk hitting the floor, his harsh breathing, the wet squelch of him fucking into her. Pornographic. She didn't care.

"Denise," Bradley choked out. "I'm gonna... I can't... I'm gonna come..."

"Do it." She circled her clit faster, tightened deliberately around him. "Come inside me."

He finished with a shout, probably heard on the shop floor. Didn't matter. Three, four hard thrusts, losing all rhythm, just desperate rutting. She felt the heat of him filling her, pulse after pulse, flooding her cunt.

That did it. Her orgasm hit and her cunt clamped down around him, milking every drop, greedy for it. Pleasure crashed through her in waves, intense enough to make her knees buckle. Her tits sprayed, milk hitting the metal doors, the floor, everywhere.

She was coming. Actually coming. From wall sex in a stockroom with a virgin shelf-stacker who'd spunked twice in fifteen minutes. James hadn't made her come in three years. Bradley had managed it in under a minute of fucking.

They were both breathing hard. Bradley was still buried inside her, softening but not pulling out yet. His forehead rested between her shoulder blades. His whole body shook.

"Fucking hell," he whispered.

She laughed. "Yeah."

He pulled out and she felt his cum immediately, leaking out, running down her inner thigh, warm and slick.

She turned around. He looked dazed, shell-shocked, happy. Still half-dressed, trousers around his thighs, cock softening and wet. His face and chest were covered in her milk. His glasses were smudged. He was gorgeous.

"Was that..." His voice cracked. "Was I okay?"

She laughed, pulled him down for a kiss, tasted herself on his lips, milk and sweat and sex. "You were perfect. For a first time."

They were both half-dressed, covered in milk. It was everywhere: the floor, the dairy delivery doors, their clothes, their skin. Health and safety nightmare. She should regret this immediately.

Instead she was already thinking about Thursday night. Same time, same stockroom. Maybe teach him a few more things. Maybe let him fuck her properly next time, in a position where she could see his face when he came.

"Shit." She looked down at herself, cum running down her legs, milk dripping from her tits. "We need to clean up."

There was a blue roll dispenser on the wall. They used half the roll between them, trying to wipe away the evidence. Her uniform shirt was ruined, soaked through with milk, unsalvageable.

"I've got a spare," she said. "In my locker."

She'd started bringing spares two weeks ago. For the leaking. Definitely not because she'd been planning this.

Bradley was doing up his trousers, tucking himself away, still looking shell-shocked. "Denise... can we... can we do this again?"

She should say no. This was madness. She was forty-three, married, a mother. She had a baby at home, a husband who'd be asleep on the sofa right now because he couldn't even be arsed to make it to bed. She had responsibilities.

"Thursday night," she heard herself say. "After the stock delivery."

His face lit up like Christmas morning. "Yeah? Really?"

"Really. Now get back to aisle seven before someone notices."

He hesitated at the door. "What about... I mean, you're married..."

"James hasn't fucked me in two years." The words came out flat, matter of fact. "I've earned this. Now go."

He left, grinning, adjusting himself, walking like he'd just won the lottery.

She was alone in the stockroom, surrounded by boxes of cornflakes and toilet paper and her own wet patches on the concrete floor. She touched herself, still wet, his cum leaking out, mixing with her own arousal.

What the fuck had she done? She couldn't help but grin.

Grabbed her ruined shirt off the floor. Headed for her locker and the spare uniform she'd pretended wasn't for this exact situation.

She knew the job had just got much more interesting.


Chapter 3: Cold Storage


Four days. Four shifts. Four times she'd had Bradley in various corners of this supermarket whilst James slept at home and her tits leaked constantly and she felt more alive than she had in years.

And now someone else was staring at her arse whilst she restocked meal deals in the chiller cabinet.

Not Bradley. She knew Bradley's stare by now: hungry, worshipful, like he couldn't quite believe she kept letting him fuck her. This was different. Bolder. This gaze had teeth.

She straightened up, turned her head slightly. Stuart Matthews leaned against the endcap display, arms crossed, cocky little smirk on his face. Her nipples went hard the second their eyes met. Taller than Bradley. Broader in the shoulders. Better looking if you went for that laddish type, and apparently she fucking did now.

Bradley had told him. Little shit had actually told his mate.

She should march straight to the office, file a complaint, get them both sacked for harassment. Instead she bent back over the chiller cabinet, made sure Stuart got a proper view of what Bradley had been fucking for the past week.

Four times since Tuesday. Four. Once in the stockroom against the dairy doors. Once in the disabled toilet during her break. Once bent over the stock rotation table in the warehouse. Once on her knees in aisle twelve at five in the morning, Bradley's cock down her throat, her tits leaking everywhere.

Junkie behaviour. Addict shit. James still hadn't touched her, still hadn't noticed his wife was different. Came home from work, microwaved his dinner, fell asleep on the sofa with his laptop open. Meanwhile Bradley had been fucking her brains out in every corner of this supermarket, twenty-one-year-old virgin who'd learned fast and now shagged like he was making up for lost time.

And now his mate wanted in.

Angry? Her knickers were soaked through. Body had already made the decision.

The wall clock said three-seventeen am. Two more hours until shift end. Store was dead, just some pissed students buying hangover supplies earlier and an old bloke getting fags. Stuart and Bradley were meant to be working the delivery in the warehouse. Instead Stuart was out here, eye-fucking her arse, waiting for her to acknowledge him.

Fine. She'd acknowledge him.

She walked past without looking at him, heading for the staff corridor. Not the stockroom, too obvious now. Out the back. Loading bay. Cold night air and space to think.

The metal door clanged shut behind her. Drizzle misted her face, cold and refreshing after the overheated shop floor. She leaned against the brick wall, closed her eyes. What the fuck was she doing with her life?

Forty-three years old. Mother, wife, supervisor. All the respectable, responsible, sensible shit.

Gagging for two shelf-stackers to fuck her in a supermarket freezer.

The door opened. Stuart, of course.

"Alright, Denise?"

She didn't turn around. "Bradley told you then."

"Yeah, he did."

Silence. Rain pattered on the metal awning. A car drove past on the main road, headlights sweeping the car park.

"Reckon you could teach me too?"

Cheeky bastard. No shame at all, just straight in with it like he was asking her to show him the stock rotation system. She turned around, looked him up and down properly. Jeans and hoodie under his work fleece, hands in pockets, that cocky grin still plastered on his face. Handsome in that laddish way. Knew it too. Probably had girls his own age falling over themselves.

He wanted the MILF experience. Wanted to tick that box, tell his mates he'd shagged a forty-three-year-old with massive tits and a milk fetish.

"Both of you?" The words came out before she'd properly thought them through. "Tonight?"

His grin widened. "If you're up for it, like."

Was she up for it? Two men at once. She'd never done that, not even when she was young and James was still interested. Proper porn territory. Dirty fantasy shit. Except it wasn't fantasy anymore, was it? She'd already crossed so many lines this week that one more hardly mattered.

Her cunt clenched at the thought. Two mouths on her tits. Two cocks. Taking turns or both at once, filling her from both ends, making her the centre of everything. Her milk let down, wetness spreading through the nursing pads.

"Walk-in fridge. One hour. Both of you."

"Serious?"

"Dead serious. And don't you dare make me fucking wait."

She walked back inside, left him standing in the drizzle. Her hands shook as she reached for the door handle. What the fuck had she just agreed to? Mental. This was so far beyond inappropriate she'd need a telescope to see appropriate from here.

Her nipples were leaking already, wetness spreading through the nursing pads, soaking into her shirt. One hour. She had one hour to decide if she was actually doing this or coming to her senses.

The shop floor was still dead. She walked back to the meal deal cabinet, started restacking sandwiches that didn't need restacking. Needed something to do with her hands. Needed to not think about what she'd just arranged.

Except she couldn't stop thinking about it. Two of them. Stuart's cocky confidence. Bradley's eager worship. Both of them wanting her, both of them hard for her, both of them focused entirely on making her feel good.

When had James last made her feel good? When had he last looked at her like she was desirable instead of just the woman who did his laundry and raised his child?

Three-twenty-four am. Fifty-three minutes left.

An old woman shuffled up to the checkout with cat food and a pint of milk. Denise processed the transaction on autopilot, made polite conversation about the weather, watched the woman leave. Back to silence. Back to waiting. Back to counting down the minutes until she could get fucked by two men young enough to be her sons.

Except they weren't her sons. They were legal adults who wanted her. Who desired her. Who made her feel like a woman instead of just a milk-producing, baby-raising machine.

She went to the staff toilet, changed her breast pads. Soaked through already, no point trying to salvage them. She looked at herself in the mirror. Tired eyes, hair pulled back in a ponytail, ugly uniform shirt with wet patches forming again. Not exactly pornstar material. But Bradley looked at her like she was every fantasy he'd ever had, and Stuart clearly wanted a piece of the same action.

"You're forty-three," she told her reflection. "You have a child. You're about to get fucked by two men half your age in a freezer."

Her reflection grinned back. Nipples already hard through her shirt. Wet patch spreading on the uniform. Body didn't give a shit about guilt. Body wanted cock.

Three-forty-seven am. Fifteen minutes.

She went back to the shop floor, restocked the chiller cabinet properly this time. The routine gave her something to focus on. Meal deals past their date got reduced stickers, fresh ones moved to the front. Health and safety. Stock rotation. All the boring shit that made up her normal life.

Except her life wasn't normal anymore. Not since Tuesday night when she'd bent over for Bradley in the stockroom and discovered that being desired was better than any drug she'd ever tried.

Four am. Time.

She walked through the staff corridor, past the break room, past the stockroom where this had all started. The warehouse was at the back: concrete and metal and industrial lighting. The walk-in fridge sat in the corner, heavy metal door with a strip curtain and a camera mounted above pointing at the entrance.

Marcus the security guard was on days this week. Night shift security was just the cameras and an emergency call system. No one watching. No one would know unless they checked the footage later, and why would they? Nothing ever happened at four am in a dead supermarket.

She pushed through the strip curtain, hauled open the heavy door. The cold hit immediately: brutal, shocking after the overheated shop. Her breath misted. Her nipples went diamond-hard under her shirt, milk already leaking at the temperature change.

Bradley and Stuart were already inside, standing between the frozen chip pallets, both looking nervous despite Stuart's earlier confidence. Their breath plumed white in the frigid air.

The door thunked shut behind her. Sudden silence, sound dampened by thick insulation. Just the hum of the refrigeration units and their breathing and her heart hammering in her chest.

"Right then." Her voice sounded too loud in the enclosed space. "Shirts off. Both of you."

They obeyed. Bradley fumbled with his polo buttons, fingers clumsy from cold or nerves or both. She'd seen his chest before: pale, skinny, smooth. Stuart was broader, more defined, the body of someone who actually played sport instead of just stacking shelves. Both of them shivering already in just their work trousers.

Her turn. She unbuttoned her uniform shirt slowly, watched their eyes track every movement. The shirt hit the floor. She reached back, unhooked her industrial-strength nursing bra. Her tits fell free: enormous, milk-swollen, nipples already dark and hard in the cold air.

"Fucking hell." Stuart's voice cracked. "Bradley said they were huge but Christ, look at them. Look at those fucking tits."

"Did you think he was lying?"

"Nah, but... fuck me, Denise. They're massive."

They were. Enormous and heavy and leaking. The milk beaded on her skin, started to freeze in tiny crystals. Steam rose from her body heat meeting the frigid air. She must look mental: half-naked in a freezer, tits out, milk everywhere.

She felt fucking powerful. Two lads staring at her like she was a goddess. This was power.

"Come here. Warm me up."

They moved forward together. Bradley's hand shook slightly as he reached out, cupped her right breast, thumb brushing the nipple. Stuart was bolder, grabbed her left tit properly, squeezed, watched milk spray across his fingers.

"Christ, it's actually warm. Your milk's warm."

"It's body temperature, genius. Now stop talking and start drinking."

She leaned back against the frozen chip boxes, cold cardboard shocking against her bare spine. Grabbed Bradley's hair, guided him to her right tit. He knew the drill by now, latched on immediately, confident from a week of practice. Stuart watched, hesitated, then mimicked the movement on her left side. His lips closed around her nipple, tongue circling, testing, tasting.

The relief was instant and overwhelming. Her tits had been aching all day, pressure building since her last pump, and now they were draining into two eager mouths. Both lads suckling, drinking from her, hands groping her tits to encourage more milk flow. Hot mouths on cold skin. Wet tongues on sensitive nipples. Milk flowing freely.

She moaned; didn't care how loud it was in the silent freezer. Let her head fall back against the boxes. One hand in Bradley's hair, one in Stuart's. Cold air on her skin, hot mouths on her nipples, milk spraying and dripping and flowing.

"Fuck. That's it. Drink it all. Every drop."

Stuart moaned against her breast, the vibration sending sparks straight to her cunt. He was rougher than Bradley, less reverent, greedier. Squeezed her tit hard, made milk spray into his mouth, swallowed it down like he was dying of thirst.

Bradley was gentler but just as eager, tongue circling her nipple between sucks, coaxing more milk out. Both of them drinking from her like they'd never tasted anything better. The pressure in her tits was easing beautifully, that aching fullness draining away as they drank and drank and drank. Her nipples were so sensitive she could feel every flick of their tongues, every pull of their lips, every swallow.

Stuart pulled off first, milk dripping from his chin, grinning like he'd won the fucking lottery.

"Fuck me, that's mental. It's actually sweet."

"What were you expecting, love? Orange juice?"

Bradley laughed against her breast, the vibration sending more sparks to her cunt. She could feel the wetness between her thighs already, soaking through her knickers, probably dripping by now. Two years of nothing and now she was gagging for it constantly, always ready, always wet, always desperate.

She pushed them both back gently. Milk sprayed from her nipples as they released, droplets hitting the concrete floor and freezing almost instantly. The cold air hit her wet breasts and she gasped, watched her nipples tighten even further, watched more milk bead and drip.

"Right. Trousers off. Let's see what you're working with."

They both hesitated for half a second, then scrambled to obey like good boys. Bradley she knew, had memorised every inch of him this past week. Skinny pale thighs, narrow hips, cock already straining at his boxers. He shoved his trousers and pants down together, kicked them aside. Five and a half inches, cut, the tip already glistening with pre-cum. Beautiful in its eagerness, in how much he wanted her.

Stuart took more care, folded his work trousers before setting them on a pallet. Show-off. His boxers came off last and Christ, he was thicker than Bradley. Six inches maybe, uncut, the foreskin pulled back to reveal a dark pink head already leaking. Both cocks bobbing in the cold air, both rock-hard despite the freezing temperature, both desperate for her.

Two cocks. Hard for her. One she knew, one she didn't.

She reached out, wrapped one hand around Bradley's familiar length, the other around Stuart's thicker girth. Hot, velvet skin over steel. Both lads gasped at the contact. She stroked slowly, experimentally, watched their faces. Bradley's eyes fluttered shut, mouth falling open. Stuart watched her hand moving on him, jaw tight, clearly trying to maintain some composure and failing.

Pre-cum beaded at Bradley's tip. Stuart's foreskin slid forward and back with each stroke. Her cunt clenched, empty and wanting and so fucking wet.

"Not bad. Not bad at all."

"Who's bigger then?" Stuart's voice had a competitive edge that made her want to laugh.

"Shut up. Not everything's a competition."

"Everything's a competition."

She squeezed both cocks simultaneously, made them both groan. "Fine. You want a prize? Here's your prize. Both of you get to fuck me. How's that?"

Bradley's cock actually twitched in her hand, leaked more pre-cum. Stuart's grin went filthy.

"Serious?"

"Serious. But I'm in charge, clear? You do what I say, when I say it, or this stops. Understand?"

"Yes, miss." Stuart's mockery was ruined by how breathless he sounded, how his cock throbbed in her grip.

She released them both, stepped back. Her tits were still leaking, milk running down her stomach, dripping onto the concrete and freezing. She was half-naked in a freezer, stroking two cocks, and somehow this felt like the most natural thing in the world. When had she become this person? Last Tuesday. Last Tuesday when she'd bent over for Bradley in the stockroom and discovered that being wanted, being desired, being fucking worshipped was better than any drug.

"Right. Bradley, you've earned first go. Stuart, you get my mouth."

Bradley blinked, cock bobbing. "First go at what?"

"At fucking me, love. Keep up."

She turned, looking for anywhere that wasn't frozen metal or concrete. The floor was brutal concrete that would destroy her knees, but what choice did she have? No furniture in a fucking freezer. Just pallets of oven chips and fish fingers stacked to the ceiling, the refrigeration units humming their industrial drone.

Bollocks to it. Concrete it was.

She dropped to her knees and the cold slammed into her skin like a punch. Fucking hell. Agony shot through her kneecaps as she braced on hands and knees, arse up, tits swinging heavy beneath her. The concrete scraped raw against her shins, brutal and unforgiving. Christ, it hurt. But the pain just made it filthier. Here she was, forty-three years old, on her knees in a freezer, about to get fucked by two lads half her age.

Her cunt clenched at the thought.

"Bradley, behind me." Her voice echoed off the metal walls. "Stuart, in front. Bradley, you're in my cunt. Stuart, you're in my mouth. And I'm in charge, clear?"

Both nodded, struck dumb.

"Good boys."

The floor was fucking freezing. Her knees would be bruised to fuck, probably scraped raw. Didn't matter. She had a cock about to slide into her cunt and another about to fuck her face. This was exactly what she needed.

Bradley moved into position behind her, hands tentative on her hips. A week of practice and he still touched her like she might shatter. Sweet lad. She reached back, shoved her work trousers and knickers down to her thighs in one movement, felt the cold air hit her soaking cunt. Freezing metal air on wet flesh, making her gasp.

"Come on then. You know what to do."

He lined up, the blunt head of his cock pressing against her entrance. Then pushed in, slow and careful like she might break. Bless him. She was dripping wet, cunt opening for him, swallowing him deep. Christ, she'd been waiting for this all shift. All week. Two fucking years, if she was honest.

"Fuck." Bradley's moan echoed behind her. "You're so tight. So fucking tight."

Kegel exercises and spite, love. That's what two years of being ignored by your husband did for a woman. She clenched around him deliberately, heard him groan. Yeah, tight as fuck, wasn't she? Let him feel it.

Behind her, Bradley started moving. Shallow thrusts at first, testing. She shoved back against him, taking him deeper. He got the message, gripped her hips tighter, started properly fucking her. That steady rhythm she knew now, deep and even, his cock dragging against her walls.

Stuart stepped closer, cock bobbing at eye level. She looked up at him. Cocky little shit was trying to look confident, but his hand was shaking as he guided his cock to her lips. All that swagger from earlier, all that talk about what he'd do to her, and now he was nervous as fuck. First time getting his dick sucked in a freezer, probably.

She licked the tip, tasted salt and bitter pre-cum. His breath hitched above her. Good. She took him in slow, just the head, tongue swirling around him. Christ, he was thicker than Bradley. Her lips stretched wide around him, jaw already aching. She relaxed her throat, took him deeper, felt him hit the back. Gagged slightly. Pulled off, gasping.

"Slower." She looked up at him. "Let me breathe."

"Sorry, yeah, sorry." His voice cracked.

He was trying too hard. Needed to prove himself, show he was better than Bradley, more experienced. She could see it in how his whole body was tense, how his fingers twitched in her hair. She took him back in her mouth, set the pace herself. Slow, controlled, just the first few inches. Let him feel her tongue working him, her lips tight around his shaft.

Stuart's hand tangled in her hair. Not pulling, just holding on like he needed an anchor. She looked up at him through her lashes, took him deeper, watched his face contort. Pulled off with an obscene wet sound.

"Easy. I'm not a fucking porn star."

"You look like one." Stuart's voice was strained, desperate. "Fucking hell, Denise, you look so hot right now."

She must look fucking mental. Forty-three years old, on her knees in a freezer getting spit-roasted by two lads half her age, milk starting to leak from her swinging tits. But Christ, the power of it. They were worshipping her, using her, both of them desperate for her body. When was the last time anyone had looked at her like this? Touched her like this? Two years of nothing and now she had two cocks filling her and they couldn't get enough.

Bradley's rhythm picked up behind her. His cock hit something perfect inside her, made her moan around Stuart's shaft. So full. Cock in her cunt, cock down her throat, milk dripping onto frozen concrete. Obscene and brilliant and wrong and perfect. Everything she'd been missing for two fucking years crammed into this freezing metal box.

Bradley's hands left her hips, reached forward. Found her breasts hanging heavy beneath her. Squeezed. Milk sprayed across the concrete floor, splashed and froze. He squeezed again, rhythmic, milking her whilst he fucked her. The relief was gorgeous, the pressure easing from her tits even as the pleasure built in her cunt.

She moaned around Stuart's cock, the vibration making him curse and jerk forward. Too far. She gagged, throat spasming, pulled back coughing.

Bradley was getting close already, she could tell from how his rhythm faltered, how his fingers dug harder into her breasts. Poor lad had stamina issues, came too quick every time. She'd have to train that out of him eventually. But not now. Now she needed variety.

She pulled off Stuart's cock, let it fall from her lips, a string of spit connecting them.

"Switch." Her voice was raw. "Stuart, fuck me. Bradley, my mouth. Move."

"Serious?" Stuart's grin was all teeth. "Fucking right."

They swapped, clumsy and stumbling, Bradley's knee almost catching her face, Stuart stepping in a puddle of milk and cursing. Stuart got behind her, grabbed her arse with both hands, spreading her wide. Bradley came round to her front, cock still glistening with her slick. She didn't wait, took him straight into her mouth, tasted herself all over him. Salt and cunt and the sweet-sick taste of her own arousal coating him.

Stuart entered her in one brutal thrust.

She gasped around Bradley's cock, the sudden fullness making her eyes water. Stuart was bigger, thicker, stretched her more. His hands gripped her arse hard, fingers digging in, pulling her apart. He started pounding into her immediately, no building up, no gentle exploration. Just raw, hard fucking, his hips slamming against her arse.

Christ, he was competitive. Wanted to prove he was better than Bradley, wanted to make her scream. His pace was punishing, cock slamming into her deep, balls slapping wetly against her clit with every thrust. The sound echoed in the freezer, obscene, unmistakable. Flesh on flesh, wet and desperate.

"Fuck, you're tight." Stuart's voice rough behind her.

Bradley was gentle in her mouth, let her control the depth and speed. His hand stroked her hair, almost tender. Sweet lad. The contrast was perfect, overwhelming. Stuart using her rough from behind, Bradley soft in her mouth. She was being taken from both ends, filled completely, worshipped and used all at once.

"She's amazing, right?" Bradley's voice slightly dreamy above her.

"Fucking unreal, mate."

They were talking about her like she wasn't there. Like she was just a body for them to fuck, to use, to share. She should be offended. She should tell them to shut up. Instead her cunt clenched around Stuart's cock, pulling him deeper, wanting more.

Stuart's hand reached around, found her clit. Rubbed hard, calloused fingers applying perfect pressure. That was it. That was what she needed. She pulled off Bradley's cock, gasping, spit stringing from her lips to his shaft.

"Fuck, fuck, I'm—"

The orgasm slammed through her, cunt clamping down on Stuart's cock so hard he shouted. Her vision whited out. Milk exploded from both tits, spraying Bradley's legs, splattering the concrete in thick white streams. She screamed, couldn't help it, didn't care, let it echo off the metal walls. Stuart kept pounding into her, fingers brutal on her clit, dragging it out, making it last.

Another wave crashed before the first finished. Her arms gave out, face nearly hitting the concrete before Bradley caught her. Too much. Couldn't breathe. Couldn't think. Just sensation, overwhelming, blinding, perfect.

Stuart pulled out suddenly, his cock slipping free with an obscene wet sound. "Where do you want it?"

She turned, still shaking, arms trembling as she forced herself upright. Her knees screamed in protest; concrete having scraped them raw. Blood probably, she didn't care. She pushed her tits together with both hands, looked up at both lads. They were both flushed, sweating despite the cold, cocks hard and glistening with her slick.

"Both of you." Her voice was wrecked. "On my tits. Cover them."

They moved in front of her, wanking frantically. Bradley was close, had been close since the start, hand flying over his cock. Stuart was gritting his teeth, competitive even now, wanting to last longer.

Stuart finished first. Thick ropes of cum splashed across her breasts, hot against her frozen skin. The contrast made her gasp. Bradley followed seconds later, shouting as he came, adding his load to Stuart's, white streaks mixing with the milk still leaking from her nipples, running down her stomach.

She looked down at herself. Covered in spunk and milk, kneeling on a freezer floor, breasts heaving as she tried to catch her breath. Knees scraped raw, thighs sticky, cunt throbbing.

"Fucking hell." Stuart was still breathing hard.

A box of frozen peas toppled off a shelf somewhere to her left. Crashed to the concrete with a loud bang. All three of them jumped, then dissolved into laughter. The absurdity. Shagging in a freezer surrounded by oven chips and fish fingers, knocking stock everywhere.

"Shit, sorry." Stuart was still laughing, breathless. "Think I knocked that with my elbow."

They scrambled for blue roll, trying to clean up. Useless. Just smeared everything around, made it worse. Denise found her uniform shirt, used it to wipe the worst off her chest. She'd brought a spare anyway, always did now. The fabric came away sticky with cum and milk, absolutely ruined.

Getting dressed was awkward, all of them shivering and fumbling with cold fingers. Her work trousers stuck to her wet thighs, wouldn't pull up properly. Her fresh shirt went on inside out first, had to start again, arms shaking. The lads were struggling with their own clothes, hopping about trying to get their legs back into trousers, Bradley almost falling over twice.

She glanced up, saw the camera mounted above the door.

Fuck.

Her stomach dropped.

"That camera." Her voice came out tight. "Does it see in here?"

Stuart followed her gaze, still grinning. "Nah, just the corridor outside. Been bust for months anyway."

"Yeah, Marcus said—" Bradley pulled his polo over his head, voice muffled. "Said it hasn't worked since last summer."

Ice flooded her veins. "Marcus knows it's bust?"

"Yeah, mentioned it ages ago." Stuart was doing up his flies, not paying attention to her tone. "Why?"

The camera was bust. Marcus the security guard knew it was bust. Marcus who watched every screen, who could review footage, who'd have seen them enter the freezer together. Who'd know exactly what they'd been doing in here. Fuck. Fuck.

A worm of dread started in her gut, cold and squirming.

"Nothing. Just wondering." She forced her voice steady. "We should be more careful though, yeah?"

"Yeah, course." Stuart grinned at her, oblivious. "Same time next week?"

"Maybe. We'll see."

They agreed to leave separately, two minutes apart. Stuart first, still whistling as he pushed through the strip curtain like he hadn't just fucked his supervisor in a freezer. Then Bradley, who paused to kiss her cheek before leaving, sweet lad, completely unaware they might be fucked.

Denise waited, counting slowly. One minute. Two. Her heart was still racing, but not from arousal anymore. The shop floor would be warm after the freezer, though it was probably only sixteen degrees out there. Her knees throbbed, scraped raw. Her thighs ached. Her cunt was sore in the best possible way.

But that camera.

She pushed through the strip curtain. The corridor was empty, fluorescent lights humming overhead. The camera above the door stared down at her. Blank. Dead. Recording nothing.

Probably.


Chapter 4: Security Measures


The tannoy crackled overhead just gone half-four.

"Denise to security office please. Denise to Security."

Everything stopped. Her hands on the till, breath in her lungs, heart in her chest. Then everything started again too fast, pulse hammering, palms going slick with sweat.

Marcus. Of course it was Marcus. Who else would it be at half-four in the morning when the store was dead and she'd just finished shagging two lads in the walk-in freezer?

One hand still on the till, the other gripping the counter edge hard enough her knuckles went white. Frozen. Couldn't move, couldn't think.

Stuart said the camera was bust. Marcus said it was bust. But she'd never actually checked herself, had she? Just trusted. Stupid slag. Or maybe Marcus had lied months ago, telling the lads it was broken whilst he collected footage, built his little archive of staff misbehaviour. Clever, patient bastard.

She was fucked, properly fucked, and not the good kind either.

"Denise Parker to security office. Thank you."

The tannoy clicked off.

Two customers in the store at this ungodly hour both looked up from their shopping. Some bloke buying milk and fags gave her a curious glance. The other, a woman in scrubs probably coming off a hospital shift, didn't even register it.

Right. Move then. Can't just stand here like a lemon.

Her legs weren't hers anymore as she walked away from the checkouts. The staff corridor stretched ahead, fluorescent lights humming their endless monotonous tune. Heart hammering against her ribs, wouldn't slow down. Uniform shirt stuck to her back, damp with sweat and probably milk. Always fucking milk. Her tits were already refilling, the relief from the freezer session wearing off, pressure building again behind her nipples.

The security office was in the basement. Down concrete stairs that smelled like bin juice and old mop water. She'd been down here twice before, both times to sign paperwork, both times with Marcus being professional. Courteous.

He wouldn't be courteous now.

She could run. Walk out the front doors, get in her car, drive home, never come back. Tell James she'd quit, find another job, pretend none of this happened.

Except Marcus had footage. He could send it anywhere. Head office, police, her husband. Bradley and Stuart would be sacked, blacklisted, humiliated. She'd be divorced, unemployed, a laughingstock.

All her fault.

Her hand touched the basement door handle.

No choice then. Never had been.

She descended.

Narrow stairs, walls that institutional beige that screamed council building circa 1987. Her footsteps echoed. Each step like walking towards a cliff edge in the dark, no idea what waited at the bottom.

The security office door. Solid metal with a small, frosted glass window, light glowing behind it. A sign: AUTHORISED PERSONNEL ONLY.

She knocked.

What else could she do?

"Come in."

His voice. Deep and calm. The voice of a man who held all the cards and knew it.

She pushed the door open.

Tiny fucking office, concrete box painted that same depressing beige. Desk took up most of the space, monitors everywhere showing the shop floor from every angle. Filing cabinets crammed against one wall. One chair, behind the desk. Nowhere else to sit. She'd have to perch on his lap or kneel on the floor if she wanted to rest. Warm in here, close, smelled like old coffee and electronics and him.

Marcus sat behind the desk, hands folded calm in front of him. He'd changed since she last saw him properly. Must've been weeks. Shaved his beard down to stubble, looked sharper. His security uniform shirt stretched tight across his chest and shoulders. Big lad. Always had been, but she'd never really looked before. Small scar cut through his left eyebrow, pale against dark skin. Shrapnel, probably. Ex-army bastard had seen actual combat.

And right now, he was watching her with dark eyes that missed nothing.

"Shut the door, Denise."

She shut it. The deadbolt clicked home.

"Have a seat."

There was nowhere to sit.

"I'll stand, ta." Her voice came out steadier than expected. Small mercy.

He shrugged, one shoulder lifting casual. "Suit yourself."

Then he turned to the keyboard. Few keystrokes.

The monitors flickered. Multiple screens showing different camera feeds, all timestamped, all very clearly from tonight. Her stomach tried to crawl out through her throat.

Top left screen: exterior view of the walk-in fridge door. Timestamp read 04:02. She watched herself approach, glance around like some amateur criminal, then push through the strip curtain. Seconds later, Bradley followed. Then Stuart.

The timestamp jumped forward. 04:47. All three of them emerged, one after another. Dishevelled. Her shirt was inside out; she could see that even in black and white. Bradley's hair standing on end. Stuart grinning like Christmas had come early.

So fucking obvious.

Marcus tapped another key.

Different screen. Stockroom from last week, high angle through what must be a window near the ceiling. Grainy but clear enough. Her and Bradley partially visible between stacks of boxes. His hand on her arse. Her head thrown back. No sound, but it didn't matter. Crystal clear what they were doing.

"Want to explain?"

She didn't. Couldn't. Her mouth was dry; tongue stuck to the roof of her mouth like she'd been eating sand.

"I could report this." Marcus leaned back in his chair. Relaxed. Conversational. Like they were discussing the weather. "To management. Police, even. Public indecency. Sexual misconduct with subordinates."

Her throat tightened. "It was consensual. They're adults."

"Doesn't matter." His tone didn't change. Still calm. "You're a supervisor. They're subordinates. Clear power imbalance. HR would have a field day."

He was right. She knew he was right. Employment law didn't give a toss about consent when power dynamics were involved. Didn't matter that Bradley had been gagging for it, that Stuart had practically begged. She was the supervisor. She was fucked.

"You'd all be sacked." He continued, almost sympathetic now. Almost. "Blacklisted from retail work. Your husband would find out."

That one stung. Actually stung. James. Christ, James would find out she'd been shagging lads half her age in freezers and stockrooms. What would he even do? Probably nothing. He'd barely noticed she existed for two years. Maybe he'd feel vindicated. Proof she was disgusting, just like he'd implied every time he flinched away from her leaking tits.

"James doesn't give a shit what I do." The bitterness came through sharp and clear.

Marcus raised one eyebrow. "Sure about that?"

She wasn't. Not really. But she wasn't backing down either.

Silence filled the small room. The monitors hummed. Somewhere above them, the fridge units cycled on with a distant whirr.

Marcus leaned forward. Elbows on the desk, that predator smile spreading.

"Or..."

That one word hung in the air between them. Heavy with possibility.

"Or?" She forced herself to meet his eyes.

"Or you make it worth my while to delete these files."

There it was. The other shoe, finally dropping.

"You want money?" Even as she said it, she knew that wasn't it.

He laughed, low and dark. "Fuck no. I want what they got."

Her pulse quickened. Not fear. Something hotter, something that made her cunt clench.

"You want to fuck me."

"I want the same treatment." He stood, pushing the chair back. Christ, he was tall. Six foot something, broad and muscular, taking up space in the small room like he owned it. "Better."

She should be angry. Insulted. Tell him to shove his blackmail right up his arse.

She was soaking. Properly soaking, cunt throbbing, nipples going hard against her bra. Because he wasn't asking. He was telling her. Taking what he wanted. When was the last time a man had done that? Never. James had never taken charge of anything in bed. The lads were eager and grateful but ultimately they'd let her run everything.

Marcus wouldn't.

"Better how?"

He moved around the desk towards her. Slow, deliberate, like a predator circling prey. "I'm not some virgin shelf-stacker who comes in his trousers the first time he sees tits. I want the full service."

"Full service."

"Everything they got." He stopped in front of her, close enough she had to tilt her head back to maintain eye contact. Close enough she could smell him: clean sweat, soap, something darker underneath that made her mouth water. "Plus what you've been holding back."

Blackmail. Proper fucking blackmail. She should tell him where to go. Report him. Scream. Run.

Instead she was imagining him bending her over that desk. Wondering how big his cock was. Wondering if he'd fuck her as hard as he looked capable of fucking her.

What the fuck was wrong with her?

Everything, apparently. And she fucking loved it.

"And if I say no?"

His smile was all teeth and certainty. "Then I send these files to head office Monday morning. You'll be unemployed by Tuesday. Divorced by Friday if your husband has any spine at all."

"And if I say yes?"

"Then we come to an arrangement." His hand reached out, fingertips brushing her jaw. Light touch. Testing. "Regular arrangement."

Regular. Christ, he wanted this ongoing. Not just once to delete the files. Multiple times. An actual arrangement.

She should consider this. Weigh her options. Think it through properly.

"Delete the files first."

His smile widened. "After. Incentive."

"You don't trust me?"

"Denise." His thumb traced her bottom lip, slow and deliberate. "You're fucking two lads in freezers and stockrooms. Not exactly trustworthy, are you?"

Fair point. Extremely fair point. She'd proven herself entirely untrustworthy when it came to keeping her knickers on at work.

Decision time. Say no, get sacked, get divorced, ruin three people's lives including her own. Say yes, get fucked by a man who clearly knew what he was doing, keep her job, keep her secret.

Not really a choice, was it?

Her cunt clenched again, empty and desperate. Already imagining what he'd feel like inside her. How rough he'd be. How thoroughly he'd wreck her.

"Fine." Her voice came out steady. Strong, even. "Lock the door."

He moved to the door, turned the deadbolt with a solid click. When he turned back, his expression had shifted. Still controlled, still calm, but darker now. Hungrier.

"Shirt off. All of it."

No please. No asking. Just orders.

Her hands moved to her uniform buttons. Slower than she'd stripped for the lads, more deliberate. Each button revealing more skin, more of her industrial-strength nursing bra struggling to contain her massive tits. She pulled the shirt off, dropped it on the floor.

The bra next. Unhooked at the back, slid the straps down, let it fall.

Her breasts swung free, heavy and swollen. Still sticky from the freezer session, dried milk crusted around her nipples, fresh milk already leaking in thin streams down her stomach.

Marcus watched. Appreciative but controlled, like he was assessing livestock. Should be degrading. Instead she felt powerful. Forty-three years old, mother of one, milk-swollen tits covered in stretch marks, and this fit ex-army bastard was rock-hard in his trousers just looking at her.

She could see the bulge. Massive.

Fuck.

"Trousers too."

She unzipped her work trousers, pushed them down along with her knickers. Stepped out of both, kicked off her trainers. Stood completely naked in the security office whilst monitors behind her showed empty aisles and closed checkouts. The concrete floor was cold under her bare feet. Goosebumps rising on her thighs.

Marcus walked around her. Slow circuit, taking his time, eyes roaming over every inch. Her arse, her thighs, her back, her stomach.

"You've been wasting this on those boys."

He stopped behind her. His hands landed on her arse, rough and possessive. Large hands, calloused, squeezing hard enough she gasped.

"Perfect fucking arse."

His fingers dug in, spreading her cheeks slightly. She was bent forward, exposed, and his other hand slid between her thighs from behind.

"Soaking. Absolutely soaking." His fingers pushed through her folds, not entering, just exploring, spreading her wetness. "You get this wet for them?"

"Yes." Honest answer. Why lie?

"You going to get wetter for me?"

"Yes."

"Good girl."

He spun her around by the shoulder, sudden and firm. Sat on the edge of the desk, legs spread. Pulled her between them by the hips, rough enough she stumbled. His face was level with her tits now, close enough she could feel his breath hot against her skin.

"Let's see if you taste as good as you look."

His mouth latched onto her right breast. Hard. Rougher than Bradley's reverent worship, rougher than Stuart's greedy sucking. He bit down slightly on her nipple then sucked, hard and demanding, no gentleness at all.

Milk flooded his mouth. He swallowed, kept sucking, drinking deep. The pressure released in a hot rush and she moaned, hands gripping his shoulders for balance. Relief, pure fucking relief, better than coming sometimes when the pressure got this bad.

He switched breasts. Same treatment, rough and consuming. His teeth scraped her nipple, and she cried out, half pain and half perfect pleasure. More milk flooding out, running down his chin, dripping onto his uniform shirt. He didn't care. Just kept drinking, kept taking, greedy bastard.

His hands were on her arse again, pulling her closer, fingers digging into flesh hard enough to leave marks. One hand moved between her legs from behind, found her soaked and ready. Two thick fingers shoved inside, no warning, just straight in and she was so wet he slid knuckle-deep in one push.

She moaned louder, grinding against his hand. Shameless. Desperate.

"Fucking hell, you're dripping." He pulled off her breast long enough to speak, milk dripping down his chin, making a mess of his shirt. "Absolutely gagging for it."

His fingers curled inside her, finding that spot, rubbing firm and relentless. She was going to come already, embarrassingly fast, his mouth back on her tit and his fingers inside her hitting that perfect spot and it was too much, too good, she was right there, so close—

He pulled his fingers out.

Just stopped. Withdrew completely.

"Marcus, I'm gonna—"

"Not yet." His voice was firm. Absolute. "You don't come until I say."

She actually whimpered. Actual desperate whimper like some pathetic creature. She'd been right there, seconds away, cunt clenching on nothing now, and he'd denied her.

He grinned up at her, milk shining on his lips. "That's better. Those boys let you run things. I don't."

He stood, forcing her to step back. Towered over her properly now, at least half a foot taller, broader, taking up all the air in the room. She had to tilt her head back to look at him, neck exposed, vulnerable.

"You've been a naughty girl, Denise." His hands went to his uniform shirt, started unbuttoning. "Fucking staff on company time."

Shirt open, pulled off. Christ, his chest. Defined pecs, dark skin smooth over muscle, flat stomach with visible abs. Nipples small and dark. He was beautiful. Fit as fuck and he knew it.

"Leaking all over the produce."

His hands moved to his belt. Unbuckled it with smooth efficiency, pulled it free from the loops.

"What kind of supervisor does that?"

Trousers unzipped. Pushed down. His boxers were tented obscenely, straining to contain what was underneath. A wet patch at the tip where he was leaking. Already leaking for her.

He kicked his trousers aside. Stood there in just his boxers, hands on hips, watching her watch him.

"Well?"

She didn't know what he was asking. Her brain had stopped working. All blood had rushed south and taken her vocabulary with it.

He hooked his thumbs in his waistband, shoved his boxers down.

His cock sprang free, thick as her wrist, long enough she actually wondered if it would fit. Already leaking, tip shining wet in the fluorescent light. Cut, clean, fucking gorgeous.

Her cunt clenched, empty and desperate.

"Think you can take it?"

"Yes." No hesitation. No doubt. She'd take every fucking inch and love it.

"Good girl." He stepped closer, cock hard between them, the tip brushing her stomach and leaving a wet smear. "Bend over the desk."

She moved. No arguing, no hesitation. Just obeyed, walking to the desk, bending forward over the surface. The monitors were right in front of her face, showing empty aisles and abandoned checkouts. Showing where she should be working instead of here, naked and bent over, waiting to be fucked by the security guard. The keyboard dug into her stomach, uncomfortable, plastic edge sharp. She could smell the office, electronics and coffee and sex already building in the air.

He positioned himself behind her. She felt his cock head press against her entrance, thick and blunt, hot against her soaked cunt.

"Beg."

"What?"

"Beg me to fuck you."

She should refuse. Should tell him to fuck himself. Should maintain some dignity.

"Please." The word came out desperate, needy. "Please fuck me."

"Better than that."

"Please fuck me, Marcus." She pushed her arse back against him, shameless, desperate slag. "I need your cock. Please. I need it. I'm so empty, please—"

"There we go."

He slammed in. One hard thrust, buried completely to the hilt, no mercy at all.

She screamed. Proper scream, pleasure and pain mixing, stretched and filled and so completely full she couldn't breathe. The desk scraped forward with the force of it.

Too big, he was too fucking big, splitting her open. She loved it.

He didn't give her time to adjust. Just started fucking her, hard and relentless, hips slamming against her arse. The desk scraped against the floor with each thrust, monitors shaking, keyboard rattling, mouse falling onto the floor with a clatter. She didn't care. Let it all break.

His hand twisted in her hair, pulling her head back, forcing her spine to arch, making her tits swing free and heavy. Milk leaked from her nipples, dripping onto the keyboard, the desk, making everything sticky.

"Look at the screens."

She looked. Couldn't do anything else with her head pulled back like this, neck straining. Empty checkouts. Dark aisles. Reduced-to-clear section with nobody shopping.

"See those empty aisles?"

"Yes." Barely got the word out, each thrust punching air from her lungs, making her tits bounce, milk spraying.

"That's where you're meant to be working."

His cock drove deeper, hitting something inside her that made stars burst behind her eyes, made her vision white out for a second.

"Instead you're bent over my desk with my cock in you."

His free hand reached around, found her left breast, squeezed hard. Milk sprayed out, hitting the monitors, dripping down the screens, coating the keyboard. Making a fucking mess. She was making a mess and he loved it.

"Look at you. Fucking mess. Milk everywhere, cunt dripping, and you love it. You love being my mess."

She did. She fucking did. Milk spraying with each thrust, running down her stomach, pooling on the desk. Her cunt soaked, dripping down her thighs, making obscene squelching sounds every time he slammed in. The smell of sex filling the small office, sweat and arousal and milk. She could hear herself, hear the wet sounds, hear her own moaning, pathetic needy sounds she couldn't control.

"Ask permission to come."

"Can I—" She could barely form words; brain turned to mush. "Please can I come?"

"No."

He kept fucking her. Relentless, brutal, perfect. Her orgasm was right there, building massive and unstoppable, and he wouldn't let her. She was going to die. Actually die from not being allowed to come. It was building behind her clit, in her cunt, in her tits, everywhere, too much, she couldn't hold it—

"Please, Marcus, please, I can't—"

"Not yet."

She sobbed. Actual sob, tears streaming down her face, pleasure building to unbearable levels. Every thrust pushed her closer and every time she begged he said no. It was torture. Perfect torture. Her thighs were shaking, couldn't hold herself up much longer, knees going weak.

His hand moved from her breast to between her legs. Found her clit, pressed down hard.

"Now." His voice was rough, breaking. "Come now."

She detonated.

Orgasm ripped through her like nothing she'd ever felt, nothing, stronger than the lads, stronger than her own hand, stronger than anything in her entire fucking life. Her cunt clamped down on his cock, milking him, her whole body convulsing, shaking, completely out of control. Milk sprayed from both tits, hitting the monitors, the desk, the floor, everywhere. She screamed loud enough the whole store probably heard, didn't care, couldn't stop, just kept coming and coming and coming.

He kept fucking through it. Didn't stop, didn't slow down. Kept that brutal pace whilst she came, whilst she shook, whilst she made animal noises she'd never made before.

Another wave hit. Then another. She'd never come this many times, this hard, this long. It was endless, overwhelming, too much and not enough all at once. Her vision whited out. Couldn't see, couldn't hear, just felt him inside her, his cock stretching her, his hand on her clit, his breath hot on her neck.

"Fuck, you're tight." His rhythm was breaking, thrusts becoming erratic, losing that perfect control. "Gonna make me—"

He pulled out.

She collapsed forward on the desk, legs shaking, barely able to stand. Milk dripped from her nipples onto the keyboard, mixing with the mess already there. She could feel her own wetness running down her thighs, cooling in the air.

"On your knees."

She slid off the desk. Her legs nearly gave out but she made it down, kneeling on the cold concrete floor in front of him. The cold bit into her knees, sharp and grounding. She could smell herself on him, smell sex and sweat and her own arousal.

"Mouth open. Tongue out."

She obeyed. Opened wide, stuck her tongue out like some desperate slag. Which she was, apparently. Desperate slag who'd do anything for cock, for being wanted, for feeling alive instead of half-dead.

He wanked over her face, hand flying over his cock, fist tight, aimed straight at her. She could see his stomach muscles clenching, his thighs tensing, his balls drawing up tight.

"Fuck, look at you. Perfect slut."

He came. Thick ropes of cum splashed across her face, hitting her cheeks, her lips, her tongue. She tasted salt and sweat and him. Kept her mouth open, taking everything he gave, greedy for it. More hitting her forehead, her nose, running down her chin. So much cum, coating her face, making a mess of her.

He milked the last drops onto her tongue. She swallowed, tasting him properly, bitter and salt and male. Then leaned forward and licked his cock clean, base to tip, every inch, tasting herself mixed with him. Musky and salt and sex.

When she sat back on her heels, she was wrecked. Cum cooling on her face, in her hair, sticky and drying. Milk dried crusty on her stomach and thighs. Knees scraped raw from concrete, already going to bruise. She could smell herself, smell him, smell sex and sweat and milk. The office reeked of it.

He looked down at her like she was his property now. Like he'd marked her and was admiring the view.

"That's better. That's what I wanted."

He helped her up. Surprisingly gentle now, hands steadying her whilst her legs remembered how to work. Handed her a box of tissues from his desk.

She cleaned her face. Wiped the worst of the mess off her body, but some of the milk had dried, sticky and stubborn. Her hands were shaking. Post-orgasm tremors, muscles turned to jelly.

"The files?"

He turned to the computer. Few keystrokes, couple of clicks. She watched the screen. Files highlighted. Delete key pressed. Confirmation dialogue. Yes. Gone.

"Deleted. All of them."

She nodded. Relief flooded through her, mixing with the post-orgasm exhaustion. He'd kept his word. She was safe. The lads were safe.

She found her clothes. Got dressed slowly, legs still weak, cunt still throbbing. Her knickers were soaked through. Disgusting. She'd have to change when she got to her locker. He watched the whole time, leaning against the desk, still naked and unbothered, cock still half-hard. Confident bastard.

"Regular security briefings, yeah?" His tone was casual. Like they were discussing stock rotation. "Keep standards up."

She should be angry. Should tell him where to shove his arrangement.

She grinned. "How regular?"

"Twice a week. You, me." His smile was wicked, predatory. "Sometimes the lads if you're good."

"And if I say no?"

"You won't."

He was right. She wouldn't. Already she was thinking about Tuesday night. Just her and Marcus. Thursday with the lads. Maybe Friday all of them together? Her cunt clenched at the thought, sore and satisfied but already wanting more.

Christ, she was insatiable. When had she become this woman? This slag who'd fuck three different men in one week, who'd get wet just thinking about the next time?

She didn't care. This was who she was now.

She finished buttoning her shirt, tucked it in properly this time. Checked her reflection in the dark monitor screen. Looked like she'd been thoroughly fucked. Because she had been. Hair a mess, face flushed, eyes bright. She looked alive.

"Same time next week?"

"Tuesday. Four-thirty. Don't be late."

She walked to the door. Unlocked it, pulled it open. Cool air from the corridor hit her, making her shiver. She looked back.

He was still naked, still watching her with those dark eyes that missed nothing.

"See you Tuesday, Marcus."

"Looking forward to it."

She climbed the stairs. Each step was an effort, legs protesting, cunt sore in the best possible way. Her thighs were sticky, wetness running down, soaking through her knickers. She'd definitely need to change. Back through the staff corridor, fluorescent lights too bright, making her squint. Out onto the shop floor.

Five-fifteen in the morning. Forty-five minutes left of her shift. Forty-five minutes of pretending she hadn't just been fucked senseless in the basement.

Bradley and Stuart were both at the far end of aisle twelve, restocking breakfast cereals. They looked up when she appeared. Bradley's mouth literally hanging open. Stuart grinning, cheeky bastard, he knew exactly what she'd been doing. They'd heard every scream. Course they had. Whole store probably heard.

She winked at them.

Both lads grinned back.

Marcus appeared from the staff corridor behind her, doing his rounds like nothing had happened. Walked past the checkouts, nodded at her professionally. Like he hadn't just had his cock in her mouth five minutes ago.

"Morning, Denise."

"Morning, Marcus."

No one else in the store would ever know. Just her little secret. Well, her and three men's secret. Four people who knew exactly what happened in that security office. What was still going to happen, every Tuesday and Thursday, maybe more.

She touched herself through her trousers. Still wet. Still ready. Already planning next week. Tuesday night. Marcus alone. No interruptions. He'd probably bend her over that desk again, make her beg, make her scream. Her cunt clenched at the thought.

Thursday night. The lads. Maybe both of them again. Maybe just Bradley, give him some one-on-one attention. He'd been so sweet in the freezer, so eager. She'd teach him more. Make him better.

Friday... well, Friday was open. Possibilities were endless.

Her phone buzzed in her pocket. Text from James: Working late tomorrow. Don't wait up.

She deleted it without replying. Didn't even feel a twinge of guilt. Why should she? He'd checked out years ago. This was her life now. Her choice.

The checkout till beeped as a customer approached. Some bloke buying energy drinks and sandwiches, night worker heading home probably.

"Morning," she said brightly.

"Morning."

She scanned his items. Made small talk about the weather. Took his payment. Handed him his receipt.

Normal. Everything perfectly normal.

Except her knickers were soaked through and her tits were leaking again, and she had cum drying in her hair and she'd just been blackmailed into the best fuck of her life. Except she had an arrangement now. Regular meetings. Regular fucks. Something to look forward to instead of just endless scanning and shelf-stacking and going home to a husband who couldn't even look at her.

Forty-three years old. Mother. Wife. Supervisor at a budget supermarket in Gravesend.

And she'd never felt more alive.


Chapter 5: Stock Rotation


Just gone six in the morning. Car park nearly empty, couple of vehicles scattered about that'd be day shift arriving stupidly early. Denise unlocked her Fiesta, dropped into the driver's seat, and fucking hell, that cold fabric against her arse. Everything hurt: cunt properly sore, thighs sticky with dried... Christ, everything, back still screaming from an hour bent over Marcus's desk. Hurt in the best way, though. The kind of ache that kept replaying exactly what she'd been doing, and with who, and how hard.

She could still feel him inside her. Marcus, thick as fuck, stretching her completely, that demanding rhythm that'd left her wrecked. Could still taste cum on her tongue, salty and rank. Her uniform was properly minging: milk, sex, sweat, the whole car filling with the stink the second she closed the door. Should've changed into the spare shirt. Too late now. She'd shower at home. Eventually. Right now she wanted to sit in this feeling a bit longer, hold onto the satisfaction before domestic shite swallowed her whole again.

The engine turned over. Heating blasted cold air that'd take ages to warm. She pulled out of the car park, drove through empty Gravesend streets lit orange and ugly by streetlamps, dawn just starting to break grey on the horizon. Radio kicked on automatically, some breakfast show tosser already too cheerful, banging on about traffic and weather. She switched it off. Needed silence. Needed to think, or not think, just... sit with it.

Tuesday night. Marcus. Security office, just the two of them, no lads waiting outside for their turn. What would he do with her when he had a full hour? The thought made her clench, made fresh wetness leak between her thighs despite the soreness. He'd been holding back tonight, she realised. Establishing who was in charge, making sure she knew her place. Next time he'd really let loose. Fuck, she couldn't wait. Couldn't wait to be bent over that desk again, hair pulled, arse slapped, called a dirty slag whilst he fucked her senseless.

Thursday. Bradley and Stuart. Stockroom probably, or maybe the walk-in fridge again if they fancied risking hypothermia for a shag. She'd let them decide. Let them plan it, work themselves into a proper frenzy anticipating what they'd do to her. They'd be gagging for it by Thursday. Bradley especially, sweet eager Bradley who looked at her like she was a goddess made flesh. She'd make him come in her mouth this time. Let him feel what that was like, properly.

Saturday. All three of them? The thought sent heat straight through her tired body, cunt clenching despite how sore she already was. Was that even possible? Logistically, yeah. Three cocks, three holes. Christ, when had she become this person? This woman who thought about being fucked by three men simultaneously and got wet from it instead of horrified?

Last Tuesday. That's when. The exact moment she'd walked into that stockroom and let Bradley touch her tits, let him taste her milk, let him fuck her against the dairy fridge doors. Everything before that had been existing: going through motions, pretending she was fine, pretending her marriage wasn't dead and buried. Everything after was living. Actually fucking living.

She grinned at the windscreen, at the empty road ahead. What the fuck had she become? And why didn't she care even slightly?

Traffic lights ahead, red. She stopped, glanced at her reflection in the rear-view mirror. Hair absolutely fucked, mascara smudged to buggery, face still flushed. Looked thoroughly shagged. Because she had been. Looked alive. Because she was.

Best she'd felt in years. Possibly ever.

The lights changed. She drove.

Home was a semi-detached on a quiet street, nothing special, exactly like every other house on the row. She parked in the drive, killed the engine. Just gone half-six now. James would be asleep. Always was. Baby Lily would be down for another hour at least, unless she'd woken early wanting a feed. Childminder wasn't coming until eight. Two hours to shower, change, pretend everything was normal.

Everything was normal. This was normal now.

She let herself in quietly. Hallway dim, shoes by the door in their usual mess, coat rack holding James's work jacket and her winter coat she hadn't worn in weeks. Living room door hanging open, blue glow from the television spilling out. She looked in.

James. Sofa. Asleep with his mouth hanging open, laptop still perched on his chest, Netflix frozen mid-scene on that crime thing they'd started months back. She'd bailed after episode two. He'd just kept watching without her, probably hadn't even clocked she'd stopped. Probably wouldn't clock if she vanished entirely.

Her husband. Father of her baby. The man she'd married because he was safe, reliable, made her laugh when he could be arsed. She waited for something: anger, guilt, even just basic irritation. Nothing came. Looking at him was like looking at furniture, something that'd been there so long she'd stopped seeing it. Except furniture you could replace when it stopped being useful.

Two years he could've had this. Two years she'd tried: dressed up in the lingerie he used to like, initiated sex, suggested things, practically begged him to touch her, please, just fucking touch her. He'd chosen the laptop. Chosen Netflix. Chosen sleep. Chosen literally anything except her.

His loss. Proper loss, actually, because what he'd rejected, three other men were currently queuing up for.

The baby monitor on the coffee table crackled slightly. Lily shifting in her cot but staying down. Fourteen months old now, sleeping through most nights thank Christ. Beautiful little thing who'd wrecked Denise's body and somehow made it better in the process. Given her these massive tits that leaked constantly, driven James away completely, attracted three men who couldn't get enough of her. Fair exchange, really.

She went upstairs. Bathroom first. Stripped off the minging uniform, stuffed it in the wash basket. Laundry could wait. Nursing bra next, soaked completely through, pads utterly useless as always. Her tits were still leaking, still heavy with pressure. She squeezed one over the sink, milk spraying out in a thick stream. Pressure eased slightly but not enough. Never enough. They'd fill again in a couple of hours, need draining again. Constant fucking cycle. Used to hate it, used to feel like livestock. Now she loved it. Loved that men wanted this, wanted her exactly like this.

Shower running hot. She stepped under, let water pound her shoulders, her back, her aching thighs. Washed her hair twice getting Marcus's cum out of the ends. Soaped her body, wincing when her fingers brushed her sore cunt. Properly fucked, no other word for it. He'd wrecked her and she'd loved every single second.

She dried off, pulled on pyjamas. Clean knickers, vest top, no bra because she couldn't be arsed. Her tits immediately leaked through the vest. Course they fucking did. She'd change again in an hour.

Bedroom was cold, curtains still drawn against the morning. She climbed into bed, sheets freezing against her clean skin. James's side untouched, completely undisturbed. He'd slept on that sofa all night. Again. When was the last time he'd actually come to bed? Weeks. Months, maybe. She didn't care.

Her hand slid between her thighs. Soaked. Still fucking soaked, cunt still wanting despite being wrecked an hour ago. She touched herself carefully, sore everywhere except her clit, and Christ, that first circle of pressure made her hips jerk. The sheets still smelled like her, like sex, like Marcus's sweat. She could still taste his cum, salt and bitter on her tongue.

She worked her clit in slow circles, avoiding the tender spots, and let herself remember. Marcus bending her over that desk, those big hands spreading her arse, his cock pushing inside whilst she was still tight and struggling to take him. The way he'd pulled her hair, called her a dirty fucking bitch, made her beg for it. Tuesday night. Two days until she could have him again. Two days.

Her orgasm hit sharp and sudden, cunt clenching around nothing, wanting to be filled. She bit down on her lip to stay quiet, kept her hand working through the pulses, milking every last bit. When it finally eased she was shaking, knackered, properly done.

She wiped her hand on James's pillow. Petty little victory but fuck it felt good.

Sleep dragged her under immediately, and the dreams came thick and filthy. Marcus's hands on her hips, bending her over that desk again except this time Bradley was there too, cock in her mouth whilst Marcus fucked her from behind. She could taste Bradley, feel Marcus stretching her, both of them using her exactly how she wanted. Then it shifted the way dreams do, and she was in the walk-in fridge with Stuart, freezing metal against her back whilst he sucked her tits, milk spraying everywhere, his cock grinding against her cunt. Then all three of them, security office, her riding Marcus whilst Bradley fucked her arse and Stuart's cock filled her mouth, surrounded completely, every hole stuffed, being used exactly how she'd been fantasising about. The dream cycled through positions, through combinations: her on top, them on top, her caught between two of them whilst the third watched and waited his turn. Wanting her. Taking her. Making her scream herself hoarse.

She shifted in her sleep, rolled onto her side. Milk leaked from her nipples, soaking into the vest top, dampening the sheets beneath her. Always leaking. Always ready. Her body had decided what it wanted and it wanted this: wanted them, wanted to be filled and used and worshipped.

A smile curved her lips even whilst she slept.

Monday morning. Technically. Hours still until her next shift. Five more days of the week stretching ahead. Tuesday night, Marcus waiting in that basement office with plans she could barely imagine. Thursday night, the lads planning what they'd do to her, working themselves up. Saturday, maybe, if she was lucky. If she was very good.

Four more shifts this week. Four more chances.

The milk run. That's what this was, what her whole life had become. Her late-night milk run through the deserted aisles of a budget supermarket, except the cargo was her and the destination was pleasure and the drivers were three men who couldn't get enough of her leaking tits and desperate cunt.

She was just getting started.
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Daddy’s Team: The Old Men’s Breeding Ground

"Some girls are made for nice boys and safe futures. Lacey Morgan was made for this."

Book 9 in Lily Corbett’s “DADDY ISSUES” series of hardcore age-gap and very taboo erotica.

FIND ON AMAZON

Welcome to the filthiest corner of Beeston Rangers FC, where nineteen-year-old Lacey Morgan’s boredom with useless young lads is about to be spectacularly cured by seventy-two-year-old groundskeeper Malcolm Hewitt. This isn’t your typical age-gap romance – this is raw, degrading, and absolutely unapologetic about what it is: a breeding obsession story where the girl begs for exactly what society says she shouldn’t want.

Lacey’s sick of boys who can’t make her cum. She’s been watching rougher porn, craving the intensity she sees on screen, fingering herself to fantasies of older men who know what they’re doing. When Malcolm corners her with upskirt photos he’s been collecting for weeks, offering her a choice that isn’t really a choice, Lacey discovers the truth: she walked into his trap willingly. She’s been waiting for someone like Malcolm, someone who’ll treat her like the slag she’s desperate to become.

Malcolm’s no amateur. He’s got a black leather book documenting fifty years of women he’s corrupted at this club, each one catalogued with photos and explicit details. Lacey’s just the latest entry, but she might be his masterpiece. He introduces her to cucumbers from his allotment, teaches her to deep-throat on her knees in his equipment shed, marks her with his piss on the centre circle at midnight. Every degrading act makes her wetter, proves she’s made for this.

Then there’s Liam Scott – a cocky left-back who finds Lacey’s phone and sees everything. Her texts with Malcolm, the photos, the proof of what she’s become. Liam thinks he can blackmail his way into her cunt, force her to service him and his mates Connor and Elliot. He films it all, thinking he’s in control. But Malcolm’s been playing this game since before Liam was born, and he’s got leverage of his own: photos of Liam stealing club kit, evidence of hidden injuries that could end his career.

The physio room gangbang is where everything collides. Lacey on the reinforced treatment table, Malcolm and Dennis double-penetrating her cunt whilst Liam fucks her mouth, all of it captured on camera for mutual assured destruction. Ryan’s celebrating promotion in the bar directly overhead, completely oblivious that his little sister’s being filled by six men one floor below. It’s brutal, explicit, and Lacey cums harder than she ever has; because the danger, the wrongness, the risk of discovery makes it perfect.

The Lactation Consultant: A Hucow Training Story

When desperate relief becomes total surrender, some treatments transform you completely.

Book 3 in Lily Corbett’s “TABOO TALES” series of hardcore and very taboo erotica.  ADULTS ONLY HUCOW FILTH!  

FIND ON AMAZON

Maya Chen’s body started producing milk at nineteen – spontaneously, painfully, relentlessly. No pregnancy. No explanation. Just swollen, leaking breasts that got her fired from her retail job and made every doctor she saw dismiss her as psychiatric case. By the time she found the Hartwell Lactation Specialists online, she was desperate enough to believe anything.

Richard and Diane Hartwell run a private clinic for women with conditions like Maya’s. What starts as a legitimate-seeming medical appointment quickly reveals itself as something far darker. These aren’t licensed physicians. They’re collectors, fetishists who’ve built an entire operation around exploiting young women with lactation disorders, turning desperate patients into permanent milk-producing hucows.

The first examination crosses every professional boundary. Richard’s hands on her swollen breasts, testing her production, making her come on the table while Diane documents everything. Maya knows it’s wrong. But the relief is overwhelming, and she hasn’t felt this cared for in years. When they offer her a residential weekend to “optimize her treatment,” she accepts.

By Saturday morning, Maya’s stripped naked and restrained while they drain her together: Richard’s mouth on one breast, Diane’s on the other, both feeding from her while she writhes between them. They don’t hide their arousal anymore. They discuss her milk production like farmers evaluating livestock. They photograph and video everything, cataloging her as “Subject 23” in an archive of twenty-two previous women they’ve conditioned exactly the same way.

The breeding protocols come next. Dr. Marcus Matthews – a distinguished physician who serves as the couple’s breeder – examines Maya’s naked body while Richard and Diane watch. He tests her fertility, evaluates her hips, tastes her milk. Then he fucks her on the examination table while Richard and Diane nurse from her breasts, all three of them using her body simultaneously. Matthews fills her pussy with his come while promising to impregnate her, to swell her belly and triple her milk production.

Maya signs a permanent residency contract. Two thousand dollars monthly to live with Richard and Diane, producing milk and serving their needs. She agrees to breeding protocols: multiple pregnancies with different men for genetic variation and comparative data. She consents to complete documentation including her face and full name. She accepts restraints, pump training, network presentations where other collectors will taste her milk and evaluate her potential.

The corruption is total. Maya goes from virgin to bred hucow in three weeks. Her body transforms, breasts enlarging, production increasing from twenty-eight ounces to over sixty daily. She orgasms every time they drain her now, conditioned to associate milk extraction with sexual pleasure. She calls herself their cow without shame. She begs Matthews to breed her again immediately after the pregnancy test comes back positive.

Dirty Work: Daddy's Garage Girl

"Some skills can only be taught by experienced hands."

FIND ON AMAZON

When twenty-year-old Aisha Khan takes an apprenticeship at Marshall & Sons Garage, she's desperate to escape her family's arranged marriage plans. What begins as a strategic rebellion quickly shifts gears when garage owner Tony Marshall offers her a dirty deal: submit to his "special training program" or lose the job that's her only route to freedom.

Trapped between her conservative Pakistani heritage and her growing desire for independence, Aisha makes a calculated decision. She'll endure whatever these older men demand—for now. But as Tony insists she call him "Daddy" during their private "lessons," Aisha discovers her body's traitorous response to his degrading commands.

Soon, her "training" expands to include Tony's business partner Keith, wealthy clients like distinguished Mr. Winters and Indian businessman Raj Singh, and eventually even Tony's reluctant son Matthew. Each encounter pushes her further from the dutiful daughter she once was.

With each forbidden act in the inspection pit, storage room, and across every surface of the grimy workshop, Aisha finds herself transformed. The gold anklet that once symbolised her cultural heritage now adorns her naked body as she kneels before these men, her conservative upbringing deliberately desecrated with every filthy fluid they share.

While her family searches frantically for their missing daughter, Aisha's new skills earn her more than just mechanical knowledge. Her "special services" secure enough cash for a flat of her own—and the freedom to become the garage's prized Pakistani princess.

As her final "certification ceremony" approaches, Aisha must decide: return to her family's expectations or fully embrace her new identity as Daddy's Garage Girl, serving the needs of every man in the workshop. The engine's running hot, and Aisha's about to redline in ways her parents never imagined.

Will she put the brakes on her descent into depravity, or accelerate into a life where she calls all the shots about who uses her body and how? In the end, Aisha discovers the most powerful tool in the garage might be her own newfound thirst for submission.

Dirty Work: Daddy's Garage Girl is the first instalment in the taboo-shattering "Daddy Issues: Forbidden Taboo Mentors" from Lily Corbett, where forbidden desires meet cultural rebellion in the gritty underbelly of working-class Britain.

FIND ON AMAZON

Daddy's Garage Band: A Taboo Backstage Romance


FIND ON AMAZON

Her mother left, but she stayed with Mum's ex-boyfriend - now the heat between them is about to ignite a forbidden passion!

During the hottest summer on record, 21-year-old Chelsea Daniels can't stop fantasising about her mother's ex-boyfriend Jake. After her mum ran off with a younger man two years ago, Jake let Chelsea stay in his house. Now she's developed an obsession with his mediocre garage band, Steel Dogz, and with Jake himself.

When Chelsea starts attending band practice in the sweltering converted garage, the temperature isn't the only thing rising. Dressed in her most provocative outfits, she captures the attention of all four middle-aged rockers, including her reluctant guardian Jake.

As the heat wave intensifies, so does Chelsea's determination to seduce the man she calls "Daddy"—not by blood, but by choice. Jake's resistance is crumbling, and his bandmates are more than eager to welcome their curvaceous new "mascot" into their world.

What begins as innocent flirtation quickly transforms into a series of increasingly taboo encounters. Chelsea discovers power in her sexuality while exploring sensations she never imagined possible with men three times her age.

For these ageing rockers who never quite made it big, Chelsea represents a second chance at the rock-and-roll fantasy. For Chelsea, they offer experience, validation, and the forbidden thrill she's been craving.

As boundaries shatter and inhibitions melt away in the scorching heat, Chelsea must decide how far she's willing to go to become the ultimate band groupie—and whether Jake will finally accept his desire for the young woman he was supposed to protect.

The sweat-soaked rehearsal space becomes a pressure cooker of lust, pushing everyone involved toward acts they can only justify in the throes of passion. When the temperature peaks, so will their depravity.

FIND ON AMAZON

Marrakech Descent: A Naïve Young Woman's Taboo Journey

Book 1 of Lily's Descent: An Erotic Taboo Foreign Education.

FIND ON AMAZON

Her gap year adventure becomes a forbidden education when a naïve English girl falls into the skilled hands of Marrakech's most powerful men. A semi-autobiographical taboo tale of age gap and interracial lust.


Starting her gap year before university, Lily Matthews steps off the plane in Marrakech with nothing but a backpack full of sensible clothes and a carefully planned itinerary. Armed with her trusty travel blog and dreams of cultural enlightenment before university, this sheltered British young woman is woefully unprepared for what awaits her in the ancient city's labyrinthine medina.

When disaster strikes and Lily finds herself alone, phoneless, and completely lost in the twisted alleyways, panic threatens to overwhelm her. That is, until Karim, a distinguished, middle-aged fabric merchant, offers her shelter and assistance with grandfatherly concern that dispels her initial wariness.

Behind his shop's ornate façade, Karim introduces Lily to a side of Moroccan hospitality never mentioned in her guidebooks. His experienced hands and silver-tongued explanations of "cultural customs" awaken sensations the inexperienced young woman never imagined possible, leaving her confused, ashamed, and undeniably aroused.

As days pass, Lily's options narrow while her experiences expand. Introduced to Karim's circle of business associates, including the intense Fayez and the enigmatic brothers Malik and Jamal, she finds herself passed between these powerful men, each with their own desires and methods of "education."

In luxurious riads and ancient hammams, Lily receives lessons in submission and pleasure that shatter her proper English upbringing. Each boundary crossed makes the next easier to breach, each forbidden experience more intoxicating than the last.

While her family receives carefully crafted emails about Moroccan architecture and local cuisine, Lily descends into a world of sensual awakening where her pale skin and innocent blue eyes make her an object of fascination and desire among men accustomed to taking what they want.

The crimson carpets of Karim's back room, the steam-filled chambers of a private hammam, the silk-draped bedroom of a luxury riad, each setting becomes another scene in Lily's rapid transformation from naïve tourist to willing participant in her own corruption.

Most disturbing of all is Lily's growing realisation that part of her doesn't want to escape. As her body betrays her with responses she can't control, she begins to wonder if these men have simply uncovered desires that were always lurking beneath her proper façade.

When the brothers announce that Lily's "education" will continue in the isolated Sahara with their cousin Ahmed, she faces a crucial decision. Return to the safety of her planned itinerary and the future that awaits her at university, or surrender completely to the dark thrills of this new path.

"Marrakech Descent" marks the first instalment in the provocative "Lily's Descent" series, chronicling one young woman's journey from innocence to experience against the exotic backdrop of North Africa, where cultural differences provide the perfect cover for the systematic dismantling of Western inhibitions.

FIND ON AMAZON

Tribal Initiation: Bred by the African Tribe

Book 2 of Lily's Descent: An Erotic Taboo Foreign Education.

FIND ON AMAZON

Tribal Initiation: Bred by the African Tribe is the second book of Lily Corbett’s notorious erotica series, and it takes the corruption further than ever before. If Marrakech Descent stripped away Lily’s virginity and illusions, Book Two leaves her raw, branded, and bred.

Alone in the Congo Basin, nineteen-year-old Lily is handed into the keeping of a remote tribe. She expects anthropology, note-taking, and cultural ritual. Instead, she is paraded naked, mocked by jealous wives, and forced to embody the “fertility rites” she once studied in textbooks.

This isn’t romance. This is hard, unapologetic extreme taboo erotica. A wide-eyed English girl bent, spread, shared, and turned into a vessel for an entire village. Readers will watch her transform from “guest” to Mbala—the tribe’s whore, bitch, and breeder.

The men are older, darker, bigger, and utterly unashamed. Warriors drag her into the dirt, filling her throat, her cunt, and her arse. The chief—a scarred man in his sixties—seals her fate by taking her in front of the tribe, planting his seed in her teenage body.

And it isn’t only the men. The women of the tribe—jealous, mocking, predatory—force Lily’s tongue between their thighs, ride her face, and humiliate her in acts of sapphic domination. There is no solidarity here; they despise her softness, and so make her crawl.

The old professor who brought her here does nothing to protect her. He watches. He records. He asks Lily to write down descriptions of every cock that splits her, every smear of seed across her, every word they force from her lips. Her humiliation becomes his “field notes.”

What follows are graphic gangbangs, outdoor rituals, cum-drinking ceremonies, throat training, anal initiations, whipping chants, and the final baptism of her pale English body in a tribal fertility bowl brimming with seed. This is Lily at her lowest—and her most shamelessly aroused.

By the book’s climax, Lily no longer recognises the girl who left Manchester. She is Mbala now, waisted with beads, dripping cum daily, renamed as the tribe’s fertile wife. She begs to be filled. Shame is gone. Only submission and hunger remain.

Readers who crave the extremities of interracial, age-gap, exotic breeding porn will find this book the rawest experience yet. Where Book One was her “initiation,” Book Two is her breaking-in—and the marks are permanent.

This is not for the faint-hearted. This is taboo erotica at its filthiest: gaping holes, leaking seed, power abuse, ritual filth. Lily is gone. Mbala remains. Do you dare follow her to the point of no return?
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