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Introduction


THIS IS A VERY ADULT 18.5k WORD NOVELLA! It's a taboo lactation kink age-gap and erotica book with filthy scenes and dirty minds – not a love story!

Book 6 of Lily Corbett's "Taboo Tales" series of very naughty books!


Chapter 1: Natural Supplements


The book was a prop. Sarah wasn't reading a single word, just staring at the same page while sweat slicked between her breasts and her cunt pulsed with need she couldn't satisfy. Forty-two years old, body like something from a gym advert, sexual appetite of a bloody teenager, and absolutely nobody to fuck. This was hell, basically actual hell. Late June in the South-East, thirty-two degrees, her back garden like a brick oven, and she was melting into this sun lounger like a forgotten Calippo.

She shifted position. The cushion stuck to her thighs, fabric clinging to skin slick with sweat. Her denim shorts were cutting in, too tight in this heat, but everything was too tight lately. Since Emma. Since her body had decided to transform into some kind of industrial milk production facility. Her breasts were enormous, rock-hard, aching constantly with the pressure. The white vest top was already soaked through, wet patches spreading across both tits like she'd been in a wet t-shirt competition. No bra; couldn't bear it in this heat. The nursing bras David had bought her from M&S were useless anyway, designed for normal women with normal milk production, not whatever biological anomaly she'd become.

She squeezed her left breast, testing the pressure. Milk leaked faster, soaking through cotton already gone transparent with it. The relief was minimal, temporary. She needed draining properly. The pump was in the kitchen, but she couldn't be arsed to move. Three hours until she had to collect Emma from nursery. Five hours until David got home from his monumentally boring job in London.

Five hours of absolutely fuck-all to do except lie here and think about sex she wasn't having.

When was the last time David had properly fucked her? Couldn't remember. Months, probably. Before Emma, definitely. Maybe even before pregnancy had turned her into a milk machine he'd stopped wanting to touch. He'd patted her shoulder last week after she'd hinted, said he was tired, rolled over and started snoring within thirty seconds. Her husband. Father of her child. Man who'd once bent her over a hotel sink in Barcelona and made her scream. That David was gone, replaced by this exhausted middle-aged ghost who smelled of stale office air and disappointment.

Her hand drifted lower, fingers brushing the button of her shorts. She could just... No. Too depressing. Wanking alone in her garden at half two on a Tuesday while her neighbours did DIY and her daughter was at nursery and her husband sat in meetings about actuarial tables or whatever the fuck insurance people talked about. Tragic, really.

Laughter came from next door, sudden and loud. Male voices, deep and unselfconscious, the kind of noise young men made when they thought nobody was listening. Music had been playing earlier, that grime stuff Jake liked, but someone had turned it down. Probably his mum complaining, except his mum was at work. Probably the other neighbours, then.

Bottles clinked. Someone swore cheerfully. She counted three distinct voices. Jake and his mates. Rugby lads. They'd be shirtless, obviously, twenty-one-year-olds didn't wear shirts in weather like this. All ridiculous shoulders and thick necks and thighs like tree trunks from endless training sessions.

She'd noticed Jake the moment he'd moved in six months ago. Impossible not to. Six-foot-two, built like something designed specifically to make women stare, always smiled at her over the fence. Called her Sarah, not Mrs Matthews, which made something low in her belly tighten every time. Twenty-one years old. Half her age. Completely off-limits.

Except she was currently lying here with soaking wet knickers thinking about his hands on her tits, so perhaps not that off-limits after all.

"Forty quid a tub, fucking criminal."

Jake's voice carried clearly over the fence. She tilted her head slightly, listening without shame. Eavesdropping on her neighbours—add it to the list of things she'd stopped caring about.

"Your coach still on about macros?" Different voice. Connor, probably. Jake's best mate. Mixed-race, gorgeous, abs you could grate cheese on. She'd seen him getting out of his car once, sun catching him just right, shirt riding up to show the cut of muscle above his hips.

"Yeah, wants us all bulking properly before next season. Says we're not eating enough protein."

"Just eat more chicken, mate." Third voice, quieter. Dev. The sweet one. British-Indian, polite, always said hello when he saw her.

Jake laughed. "I'd need about six chicken breasts a day. Fuck that."

Someone made a joke about tits. More laughter. Sarah felt her nipples harden against wet cotton. Traitorous bastards. They'd barely responded to David in months, now they were standing to attention for a conversation about poultry.

"My mum's always banging on about natural protein sources," Jake continued. "Like, yeah Mum, great, I'll just drink milk and eat beans, problem solved."

Natural protein sources.

Sarah sat up abruptly. Her heart kicked hard against her ribs. The Kindle slid off her lap onto the patio stones. She stared down at her chest—enormous breasts, veiny and full, milk leaking constantly through transparent fabric. She produced a litre a day, more than that actually. Emma only drank maybe three hundred millilitres. The rest went into freezer bags or down the sink. Liquid gold, the midwife had called it. Completely wasted.

They needed protein. Natural protein. She was producing litres of it.

This was insane, completely mental. The heat had finally broken her brain.

Except her cunt had just clenched hard enough to make her gasp, and her hands were already moving, pushing herself up off the lounger before conscious thought caught up.

The patio stones burned the soles of her feet, but she barely felt it, too focused on the fence and the throb between her legs that had gone from background ache to insistent pulse. Her nipples were already hard, milk leaking faster with anticipation. Six feet of weathered brown panels separated her garden from Jake's identical layout. She could see the tops of their heads now—dark hair, lighter hair, black hair. The smell of sun cream and beer and cut grass drifted over. Masculine and young.

She leaned on the fence, casual and neighbourly, except her vest was soaked through and basically see-through and her nipples were hard enough to cut glass.

"Alright lads." Her voice came out steadier than she'd expected. "Keeping well in this heat?"

Immediate reaction. Chairs scraping, bodies moving. Three faces appeared over the fence, looking up at her. Jake in the middle, broad smile faltering slightly as his eyes dropped to her chest. Connor on his left, mouth already quirking into something knowing. Dev on the right, sweet face going pink.

"Sarah, yeah, bloody roasting innit." Jake recovered first, grinning now. His eyes kept dropping to her tits and snapping back up. Polite boy, trying so hard. "You alright?"

"Melting, basically. Heard you talking about protein supplements."

Connor's eyebrows rose. Dev looked confused. Jake's smile went uncertain.

"Yeah, we're all supposed to be bulking for next season, coach is mental about it."

"They're expensive though, aren't they? Those powders."

"Forty quid a tub, goes nowhere." Jake shrugged, muscles shifting under tanned skin. No shirt, obviously. None of them wearing shirts. Just shorts and trainers and acres of young male flesh on display. "Trying to find cheaper options."

Sarah leaned forward slightly, deliberate. Made her breasts hang heavier against the fence, milk dripping faster now, wet patches spreading wider.

"There are natural alternatives. Very natural. Completely organic."

Silence. Beautiful, excruciating silence. Connor's mouth opened slightly. Dev's face went from pink to red. Jake froze with his beer bottle halfway to his lips.

"Natural?" Jake's voice cracked on the word.

"Mm." Sarah maintained eye contact, easy and confident, like she propositioned groups of twenty-one-year-olds every Tuesday. "I'm overproducing, actually. My daughter doesn't need nearly as much as I'm making. I pump litres every week and just dump it down the sink. Seems wasteful."

"You're..." Connor found his voice. "You're talking about breast milk."

"I am, yes." She kept her tone practical, clinical, like discussing the weather. "High in protein, easily digestible, completely natural. If you're interested, obviously. No pressure."

Jake's eyes were locked on her chest. She could see his cock hardening in his shorts, thick outline pressing against fabric. Her cunt clenched again, slick and aching.

"Are you serious?" Dev sounded strangled.

"Completely serious."

"That's..." Jake swallowed visibly. "Fucking hell, Sarah."

She reached down with her right hand and cupped her breast through soaking fabric, squeezed it properly. Milk sprayed through the cotton, visible white stream arcing before soaking back into transparent fabric. Her nipple stood out dark and hard underneath, leaking steadily. She let them see everything.

All three of them stared. Nobody spoke. She held their gaze whilst doing it, power move, absolutely shameless.

"If you're interested," she continued, releasing her breast and straightening, "come round tomorrow. Daytime. My husband's at work until seven."

She turned before they could respond, walked back across burning patio stones to her sun lounger, sat down with legs crossed, picked up her Kindle like nothing had happened.

Her hands were shaking. Her cunt was absolutely drenched, knickers soaked through, thighs slippery with it. She could feel her pulse everywhere, throat, wrists, between her legs where she ached to be touched. What the actual fuck had she just done? Propositioned three twenty-one-year-olds in broad daylight, in her own garden, offered them her tits like some deranged wet nurse.

Best she'd felt in months.

Nothing from next door for a moment. Complete, stunned quiet. Then sudden explosion of male voices, words indistinct but tone absolutely clear—excitement, disbelief, frantic discussion. She imagined them staring at each other, trying to work out if that had actually happened.

Her phone sat on the small table beside the lounger. She picked it up. 2:47pm. Tomorrow was Wednesday. Emma at nursery nine to five. David leaving for work at half seven, home at seven earliest. She'd have all day.

If Jake actually showed up.

He'd show up. She'd seen his cock getting hard. Twenty-one-year-old rugby player offered consequence-free access to a forty-two-year-old woman's body. Of course he'd show up.

Please let him show up.


Chapter 2: The Protein Arrangement


The doorbell rang at 11:03am.

Sarah dropped the cloth mid-wipe. Third pass over the same fucking counter in twenty minutes, granite so clean you could perform surgery on it, and she was still finding imaginary crumbs to obsess over. Displacement activity. She'd read about it in some magazine at the GP surgery. Apparently this counted as a coping mechanism for sexual anxiety. Brilliant. Forty-two years old and she'd regressed to teenage nervousness over a boy. Except this wasn't a boy, this was Jake-next-door, and she wasn't nervous about kissing him, she was nervous about whether she'd forgotten how to fuck properly after a year of David's quarterly pity shags.

The cloth went in the sink. She wiped sweating palms on her yoga pants. Deep breath. Didn't help. Nerves still jangling, nipples already hard, wet patches forming on the grey crop top where milk had started leaking the second she'd heard the bell. Subtle, Sarah. Very fucking subtle.

The hallway stretched. When had it got so long? Felt like walking to an execution, except executions didn't end with getting thoroughly railed by a twenty-one-year-old apprentice electrician with shoulders like a Greek statue.

She caught her reflection in the hall mirror. Paused. Damage assessment: Hair scraped back in a ponytail, face already flushed, crop top showing a deliberate stripe of toned stomach and underboob, yoga pants that might as well have been body paint. No bra, obviously. No knickers either, because she was apparently committed to this insanity.

Forty-two years old, mother of one, wife (technically), answering the door dressed for amateur porn. Marvellous.

She opened it.

Jake stood on her doorstep looking scrubbed clean and nervous as fuck and absolutely, devastatingly fit. Hair damp from the shower, curling at the edges where he'd clearly tried to tame it with product, failed gorgeously. White t-shirt that probably cost twelve quid from Sports Direct but fit him like bespoke tailoring, stretched tight over shoulders that belonged in a fragrance campaign, not on a suburban doorstep in Kent at eleven on a Tuesday. Jeans that looked new, actually new, not his usual battered training gear. Trainers that weren't caked in mud for once. He smelled like Lynx and fresh laundry and pure concentrated testosterone.

He'd made an effort. Proper effort. Showered, changed, probably told the lads he was "popping to Tesco" so they wouldn't take the piss.

For her.

Christ.

"Alright, Sarah." His voice came out strangled. "Look, I just... yesterday, were you serious or were you taking the piss? Because I've been going mental trying to work out if you were actually offering what I thought you were offering, or if it was heat stroke, or—"

"Completely serious." She stepped aside, gestured him in. Smooth. Controlled. Like she invited twenty-one-year-olds in for sex regularly. "Come through to the kitchen."

He walked past her, close enough she caught more of that shower gel smell, something citrus and cheap and young. His eyes had dropped to her chest the second she'd opened the door and he was fighting so hard not to stare. Good boy. Trying to be respectful whilst obviously sporting a semi in those nice new jeans.

Sweet. Polite. Absolutely going to fuck her senseless in about five minutes if this went the way she wanted.

She closed the door. Locked it. Habit. Paranoia. Common fucking sense when you were about to commit adultery whilst your husband sat in Canary Wharf answering emails about hedge fund bullshit, completely oblivious that his wife was three miles away planning to ride the neighbour on the kitchen counter.

The kitchen was too bright, sunlight streaming through the patio doors, heating the room past comfortable. Perfect. Sweat and fucking weather. Jake hovered near the island counter, hands in pockets, suddenly awkward. She'd never seen him like this. Usually he was all loud confidence, music bleeding through the walls at weekends, shouting at the rugby on telly, easy grins and "alright, Sarah?" waves over the fence.

Now he looked like a sixth-former called to the headmaster's office. Nervous. Unsure what to do with his hands.

Adorable.

"Want water?" She moved to the fridge, pulled out a bottle. Gave him something to do. "It's boiling."

"Yeah, cheers." He took the glass she poured, drank half immediately. Adam's apple bobbing as he swallowed. She watched it. Got distracted. Forced herself to look away before she did something stupid like lick it.

Focus. Negotiate terms first. Shag him senseless second. Order of operations.

She leaned against the counter opposite the island, two metres of space between them, tension crackling. Her nipples were getting harder, wetter, definitely visible now through thin grey cotton. His eyes kept dropping, snapping back up to her face, dropping again. Repeat cycle. Like watching a metronome.

"So." Jake set the glass down. Cleared his throat. "The protein thing. You were serious?"

"Completely serious."

"Right." He ran a hand through damp hair, messing it up further. "Fucking hell. I thought maybe the heat had got to you. Or you were winding me up. Taking the piss."

"The heat's got to me. Just not in the way you mean." She crossed her arms under her breasts. Deliberate. Lifted them slightly. His eyes followed the movement like they were magnetised. "I'm still producing far too much milk. Emma doesn't need it all, David doesn't want anything to do with it, and I'm sick of dumping litres down the sink every week. Seems wasteful when you lot are complaining about protein supplement costs."

"So you want me to..." He gestured vaguely at her chest. Words failing him. Bless.

"Drink from me, yes." She kept her voice level. Practical. Negotiating a contract, not propositioning her neighbour for regular sex. "But let's be completely transparent, Jake. I'm not offering this out of neighbourly generosity."

His eyebrows rose. "No?"

"No." She uncrossed her arms, gripped the counter edge behind her. Knuckles white. Here we go. Say it. Out loud. Make it real. "I haven't had proper sex in over a year. David barely touches me, and when he does it's like he's patting a Labrador, not fucking his wife. I'm horny beyond belief, my body's completely wasted on him, and yesterday when I saw you lot in your garden looking like a bloody Calvin Klein shoot, all shoulders and sweat and those fucking arms, I thought... why the fuck not? I'm producing a litre of milk a day, you need protein, I need an orgasm that doesn't come from my Satisfyer. Everybody wins."

Silence. Beautiful, loaded, electric silence. Jake's mouth had opened slightly. His cock was definitely hard now, thick outline straining against denim, and fuck that was gratifying. She'd done that. Her words, her tits, her complete lack of shame.

Power. This was what power felt like.

"So this is..." He swallowed. Tried again. "You want to fuck me?"

"I want to fuck you, yes. Regularly, if it's good." She tilted her head. Assessed him openly. Top to bottom. Lingered on his cock. "Which brings me to my question: are you any good in bed, or am I teaching you from scratch?"

His laugh came out surprised, delighted, slightly strangled. "Fucking hell, you don't mess about, do you?"

"I'm forty-two and desperately horny. I don't have time to mess about."

"Fair." He grinned. Some of that usual confidence returning, sliding back into place. "It's been a bit since I had a proper girlfriend or anything, but I'm willing to learn. I mean, I want to make you... yeah. I want you to enjoy it. Want to make you come."

Sweet boy. Honest answer. Eager. She could work with eager.

"Perfect. I like a project." She pushed off the counter. Walked slowly around the island towards him. Prowling. Predatory. His eyes tracked her movement, widening slightly as she got closer. "Here's the arrangement I'm proposing: you come here Tuesdays and Fridays, mid-morning, when David's at work. You get natural protein directly from the source, I get thoroughly fucked by someone who actually wants me. Everyone wins. Agreed?"

She stopped directly in front of him. He'd been perched on one of the bar stools but he stood now, automatically, towering over her. Six-foot-two of solid rugby player muscle and nervous energy and obvious arousal. Her breasts were at his chest level, leaking faster now, wet patches spreading dark across grey cotton.

Nearly there. Push him over the edge.

"Do you want to touch them first?" Her voice came out lower, rougher. "Before we go further. You've been staring at them for six months."

"Yes." Immediate. No hesitation. Voice gone hoarse. "Fuck, yes, please."

Good manners even when gagging for it. Lovely.

His hands came up. Hovered. Christ, was he asking permission with his eyes? Fucking adorable. Then contact, and she gasped like he'd electrocuted her. Big palms cupping her tits through cotton, rough skin catching on fabric, and fuck she'd forgotten what this felt like. Wanted. Touched like she was something precious and filthy at the same time. David's hands were soft from pushing paper, never grabbed her like this, like he was afraid she'd disappear if he didn't hold tight enough.

He squeezed gently. Testing. She felt milk start to flow faster, soaking through.

"Harder." The word came out breathless. Needy. Fuck it, she was needy. "They won't break, Jake. I'm not made of glass."

He kneaded properly then. Proper pressure. Thumbs brushing over nipples through fabric, and milk soaked through immediately, warm and wet, staining grey cotton dark. He swore under his breath, something awed and filthy she didn't quite catch, and she nearly laughed except she was too busy fighting not to come just from this, just from being touched like she mattered.

When was the last time someone touched her breasts like this? Like they wanted to? Like they were fascinating instead of functional? Months. Over a fucking year. Didn't matter now. This was now.

"Take the top off." Her hands went to the hem, pulled it up and over her head in one motion. Dropped it on the counter. "See what you're working with."

Her breasts fell free. Heavy, full, veins visible under pale skin, nipples dark pink-brown and already dripping milk onto her stomach. She stood there, topless in her kitchen at eleven on a Tuesday morning and watched Jake's brain short-circuit.

He stared. Lips parted. Hands frozen mid-air like he'd forgotten how to move, how to breathe.

There it is. That look. Want. Pure, uncomplicated, hungry want.

"You can do whatever you want to them," she said. Slowly. Making sure he understood. "That's the whole point of this arrangement, Jake. I'm offering them. Take them."

His hands returned. Skin on skin this time. Christ, yes, that was better. So much better. Rough palms, calloused fingers from manual work, strong grip making her tits look even bigger, which was saying something given she was currently a 38E and outgrowing that. Milk ran down her stomach, pooled in her belly button, dripped onto the floor. Obscene and beautiful and she didn't care who saw.

"They're fucking massive." His voice had gone rough, awed. "I've been thinking about them for months, you in your garden in those little vests, but seeing them like this... fuck, Sarah."

She reached down between them, found his cock through denim, stroked the thick outline. He jerked, hips bucking forward involuntarily, and fuck that response. Pure instinct.

"You can taste it, you know." She squeezed his cock. Felt it twitch in her palm. "That's what you're here for. Drink from me."

He leaned forward. Tentative at first. Licked her left nipple, one slow drag of his tongue over leaking skin, and she nearly came, actually nearly came standing in her kitchen from a single lick. Her cunt clenched, empty and desperate, soaking through yoga pants onto her thighs.

Pathetic. Absolutely fucking pathetic how wound up she was. Didn't care.

"Suck properly." Her hand tangled in his hair. Pulled him closer. Rough. Demanding. "Like you mean it, Jake. Don't be shy."

He latched on. Mouth sealing around her nipple. Sucked hard.

Milk flooded his mouth and the pressure released like a dam breaking, sweet relief mixing with searing arousal, and she moaned, loud, loud enough to be embarrassing, didn't give a single fuck. His right hand squeezed her other breast rhythmically, milk spraying through his fingers, hitting the counter, the floor, his white t-shirt, painting him.

She found his belt buckle. Fumbled it open whilst he drank from her, greedy pulls making wet sounds. Zip down. Jeans shoved roughly over his hips, boxers following. His cock sprang free, thick and hard and fuck that was perfect, flushed dark, pre-cum leaking already, and she wrapped her hand around it properly, wanked him with long strokes whilst he sucked.

Thick. Uncut. Veiny. Proper handful. David's was fine, perfectly functional, but this... this was a cock built for fucking, not disappointing your wife twice a month.

He pulled off her nipple, gasping, milk dripping from his lips. "Tastes amazing. Like... fuck, like sweet cream or something. I could drink litres of this."

"Less talking." She squeezed his cock. Thumb swiping over the head, spreading pre-cum, slick slide of skin. "More drinking. And since your hands are free, maybe get me properly naked?"

He grinned. Moved to her other breast, latched on whilst his hands went to her yoga pants. Hooked thumbs in the waistband, dragged them down over her hips, her thighs. She stepped out of them, kicked them aside.

No knickers underneath. Obviously.

His eyes went wide when he realised. Pulled off her nipple. Stared at her cunt, glistening wet, completely bare, swollen and ready.

"Fucking hell, Sarah."

"Seemed pointless wearing them when I knew they'd be soaked through in five minutes." She hopped up onto the island counter, granite cool against her bare arse, and spread her legs wide. Utterly shameless. Past caring. Past pretending she had any dignity left. Her cunt was slick and swollen, ready, had been ready since yesterday's proposition honestly. "Now. Ever fucked anyone on a kitchen counter?"

He kicked his jeans off properly. Stepped between her spread thighs, cock jutting up, thick and flushed, and Christ she wanted him inside her now.

"Never fucked anyone this good-looking," he said, voice gone hoarse.

Oh, he was good. Sweet and filthy in equal measure. Perfect.

"Right answer." She reached down, guided his cock to her entrance with one hand, notched the head against slick heat. Looked him straight in the eye. "I want you to fuck me on this counter. Right now. And Jake? Don't be gentle. I'm not made of glass, I'm gagging for it, and I need you to fuck me like you actually want me. Hard. Understand?"

"Yes." His voice cracked slightly. "Fuck, yes, I understand."

"Good boy."

He pushed forward in one stroke, no hesitation, and filled her so completely she saw stars.

Head back, throat exposed, and the moan that ripped out of her was pornographic, shameless, loud enough the neighbours three doors down probably heard.

Good. Let them hear. Let them know someone in this street was getting properly fucked.

Thick cock stretching her cunt, hitting spots David's perfectly average dick hadn't reached in years, and the angle was obscene, perfect, legs spread wide on the counter she'd chosen five years ago from the John Lewis catalogue thinking about fucking meal prep. Granite-effect laminate. Fifty quid off in the sale. Now it was holding her arse while a twenty-one-year-old rugby player split her open.

Upgrade.

"You're so wet." Jake's hands gripped her hips. Fingers digging in, going to leave bruises. Good. He started moving, slow controlled strokes, and fuck he had technique. Not just enthusiasm, actual skill. "Feel incredible, Sarah. So fucking tight."

"And you're thick." She reached down, started rubbing her clit whilst he fucked her. Tight circles. Building pressure already. "Now move faster. I said fuck me properly, not like I'm fragile."

He obeyed immediately. Pace increasing, hips snapping forward with force that made her breasts bounce, milk spraying with each thrust, hitting his chest, his face, everywhere. The counter was solid underneath her, didn't shift at all, perfect foundation for getting thoroughly railed.

This was happening. Actually happening. Jake's cock inside her, his hands bruising her hips, her kitchen filling with the sounds of sex, wet slap of skin, her moans, his grunts, milk dripping onto tiles.

David would be at his desk right now. Checking emails. Eating a Tesco meal deal, probably prawn mayo because he had the culinary imagination of a child. Completely fucking oblivious that his wife was getting the best fuck of her life three miles away on the kitchen counter.

The thought should make her feel guilty.

Should.

Didn't.

"That's it." She gasped the words between moans, could barely speak, didn't care. "Good boy, just like that, harder, fuck me harder—"

He fucked her harder. Rhythm steady, brutal, perfect. Breathing ragged. Sweat dripping down his face onto her stomach, mixing with milk. His eyes kept dropping to her breasts, watching them bounce, milk flying everywhere, and Christ he was fixated, utterly lost in it, in her.

This. This was what she'd been missing. Being wanted. Being watched like she was the only thing that mattered. Being fucked like she was worth the effort.

The floor was going to be a disaster. She'd need to mop. Possibly twice. Clean the cupboards. Erase all evidence before David got home.

Didn't care. Worth it. So fucking worth it.

"Can I...?" Jake leaned forward, mouth heading for her breast again, desperate. "Can I drink while I fuck you?"

"Yes." She grabbed his hair. Pulled him to her nipple roughly. "Christ, yes, do it, drink from me—"

He latched on whilst fucking her, sucking hard, and the dual sensation nearly whited out her vision. Cock pounding her cunt, wet mouth draining her tit, milk flooding into him with every pull, pressure releasing in waves. She could feel him swallowing, throat working, and fuck that shouldn't be this hot, but it was, it absolutely fucking was, like her body existed purely to feed him and get fucked by him.

Milk sprayed from her other breast with every thrust, hitting his chest, his stomach, mixing with sweat, painting him white. He was going to smell like her for hours. Days, maybe. Milk in his pores, his hair, his clothes.

Good. Mark him. Let Connor and Dev know what they were missing. Let them smell her on him and want it too.

"I'm close." She rubbed her clit faster. Tight vicious circles. Chasing the orgasm that had been building for months, for over a fucking year, and she was right there, right on the edge, nearly—

"Don't stop." Her voice came out ragged. Desperate. Breaking. "Don't you dare fucking stop, Jake, I swear to Christ if you stop now I'll kill you—"

He didn't stop. Kept that brutal perfect pace, kept sucking milk from her like she was his personal fucking dairy, and she came so hard she forgot her own name.

Scream ripping out of her throat. Head thrown back. Cunt clamping down on his cock in waves that felt endless, rolling through her in pulses, and thank fuck because she never wanted them to stop. This. This. This was what she'd been missing. This was what David had stopped giving her. This was what her body could do when someone actually tried, actually gave a fuck whether she came or just lay there like a starfish whilst he pumped away for three minutes and rolled off.

"Fuck, Sarah—" Jake's voice broke. Hips stuttering. Close to his own edge, cock pulsing inside her.

He pulled off her nipple, gasping, milk dripping from his chin. "Where— fuck, where do you want me to—"

"Pull out." She was still coming, aftershocks rolling through her in waves. "Come on my tits. Cover them, I want to see it—"

He pulled out fast, cock slick with her, and wrapped his hand around it. Three quick strokes, rough and desperate, and he was coming, thick ropes of cum hitting her breasts, mixing with milk, coating her skin, dripping down her stomach. He groaned through it, low and guttural, eyes locked on where his cum painted her, utterly fixated, like she was the most beautiful thing he'd ever seen.

Maybe she was. Maybe to him, right now, she actually fucking was.

Silence except for ragged breathing. Both of them catching breath, and then the laugh bubbled up from somewhere deep in her chest, half-hysterical, absolutely fucking delighted. She was covered in his cum and her own milk, sprawled on the counter she'd chosen from the John Lewis catalogue five years ago thinking about Sunday roasts and meal prep and normal married life.

Priorities change.

Jake stepped back, cock softening against his thigh, still grinning like Christmas had come early. She stayed on the counter, legs still spread, utterly satisfied and already thinking about round two. When could they do this again? Friday. Three days. Could she wait three days?

Would have to. Worth the wait.

"Fucking hell, Sarah." He ran a hand through sweaty hair, making it stick up in every direction. "That was... fuck. That was incredible. You're incredible."

"Yeah." She slid off the counter carefully. Legs wobbly. Used the edge for support. "It rather was, wasn't it?"

Kitchen roll. They needed industrial fucking quantities. She grabbed the roll from its holder, started wiping milk off granite, off tiles, off the cupboard doors somehow because physics was apparently involved now. Both of them laughing like teenagers who'd just got away with something.

Which, technically, she had. Adultery. In her kitchen. At half eleven on a Tuesday. While her husband sat in Canary Wharf eating his Tesco meal deal and answering emails about quarterly targets and compliance reviews, completely fucking oblivious that his wife had just had the best orgasm of her life three miles away.

The thought should make her feel guilty.

Should.

Didn't. Not even slightly. Guilt required energy she'd rather spend getting fucked again.

"So." Jake pulled his boxers and jeans back on, tucked himself away. Buckled his belt. Still grinning, couldn't seem to stop. "Can we do this regularly? Because I would very much like to do this regularly. Like, twice a week. Forever, maybe."

"Tuesdays and Fridays." She wiped milk off her stomach, cum off her breasts, sticky mess everywhere. Needed a shower. Needed to burn these kitchen rolls. Possibly burn the entire kitchen and start fresh. "Eleven to two, roughly. David's at work, Emma's at nursery. As long as you're discreet—"

"The lads are gonna lose their shit when I tell them."

She paused mid-wipe. "You're going to tell Connor and Dev?"

"I mean... yeah?" He looked uncertain suddenly, like he'd said something wrong. "They know I came round. They're gonna ask what happened. Can't exactly lie, can I? They'd know. We tell each other everything."

Three of them.

The thought made her cunt clench despite having just come hard enough to see God. She'd fucked one twenty-one-year-old. Could she handle three? Three cocks, three mouths, three pairs of hands all over her at once?

Could she? Of course she fucking could.

"What exactly will you tell them?" She kept her voice casual, conversational. Pulled her yoga pants back on, no point with the crop top, it was soaked through. She grabbed a clean vest from the laundry basket on the counter. "Be specific."

He grinned, confidence fully returned now. Cocky little shit. "That you're offering a full-service protein programme? Natural supplements, hands-on training, very... thorough benefits?"

Cheeky bastard. She liked him.

"If they're interested..." She met his eyes. Decision crystallising, sharp and clear. One rugby player was fucking magnificent. Three? That was Tuesdays and Fridays sorted for the foreseeable future, possibly the rest of the year. "Same terms. But Jake?" She stepped closer, still naked from the waist up, milk drying on her skin, cum cooling on her tits, utterly shameless. "Next time, bring them with you. Let's see if I can handle all three of you at once. Think I can. Interested in finding out?"

His cock visibly twitched in his jeans, already thickening again. Poor boy. Twenty-one-year-old recovery time. She'd forgotten what that was like. David needed a full day between attempts now, and even then it was questionable whether he could get properly hard.

"Seriously?" Jake's voice cracked slightly, went up an octave. "You mean... at the same time? All three of us?"

"Completely seriously." She smiled, slow and filthy and utterly without shame. Pulled the clean vest on over her head. "I've got two more holes and you've got two mates. Maths works out, doesn't it? Unless you're not interested in sharing...?"

"No, I— fuck." He stared at her, mouth open, brain clearly offline. "Yeah. Fuck, yeah, I'm interested. They will be too. Christ, Connor's gonna lose his mind. Dev might actually faint."

Sweet Dev. She'd be gentle with him. Teach him properly.

"Tuesday," she said firmly. Set the boundary. Make it clear. "Eleven am. Don't be late. And Jake? Make sure they understand the arrangement before they come here. This is sex, not dating. I'm not leaving David, I'm not looking for romance or complications, I just want to get thoroughly fucked on a regular basis by men who actually want me. Crystal clear?"

"Crystal clear." He was still staring, still processing, like she'd just offered him the winning lottery ticket, and he couldn't quite believe it was real. "Fuck, Sarah. You're... yeah. Fuck."

Articulate. Bless.

She walked him to the side door, the one that led to the garden path and the gate between their properties. Less obvious than the front door, less chance of nosy neighbours seeing. He left still grinning, still smelling like her milk, probably going to wank again the second he got home, thinking about her tits, her cunt, what Tuesday would bring.

Good boy.

She watched him go from the kitchen window, already leaking again despite having been thoroughly drained, arousal response kicking in. Biological. Pavlovian. Her body knew what it wanted now and it wanted more.

Her phone said 12:47pm. Plenty of time. Shower, clean properly, erase all evidence. Change the kitchen roll. Mop the floor. Open a window, air out the smell of sex and milk. Emma wasn't due back until five, David not until seven. Hours to make everything spotless.

She looked at the kitchen. Milk on the floor. Cum still visible on the counter despite her wiping. Wet patches everywhere. The whole room smelled like sex and sweat and her.

Three of them. Christ. Three cocks. Three mouths. Three pairs of hands. Tuesday.

She couldn't fucking wait.

Best decision she'd made in years. No. Best decision she'd made in her entire fucking life.

She grabbed the mop from the utility cupboard and started cleaning up the evidence of her magnificent, terrible, absolutely brilliant choice.


Chapter 3: Three-Point Conversion


The house was spotless. Sarah had wiped down every surface twice, cracked open windows to flush out yesterday's cooking smells, changed the throw pillows on the sofa where she'd pretended to read her Kindle last night instead of obsessing about this morning. Ten o'clock and she'd already showered, shaved everywhere that mattered (and several places that probably didn't), moisturised head to toe, and checked her reflection in the full-length mirror at least a dozen times.

Naked under the dressing gown, nothing else. White towelling, tied loosely at the waist because her breasts were too swollen for anything tighter. Heavy and aching beneath the fabric, full to bursting. She hadn't pumped this morning, wanted to be properly engorged when they arrived.

When all three of them arrived.

Christ almighty.

Her phone read 10:47am. Any minute now. Assuming Jake hadn't been talking shite to his mates. Assuming Connor and Dev actually wanted to show up and fuck their friend's married neighbour who happened to lactate like a bloody dairy cow.

Of course they'd show. Twenty-one-year-old lads offered no-strings sex with a woman who looked like her? They'd crawl through barbed wire for this.

She fussed with the dressing gown belt, caught her reflection in the hallway mirror again. Hair down and loose, still slightly damp from the shower, dark against her pale shoulders. Minimal makeup because she wasn't trying to pass for thirty, wasn't competing with girls half her age. She was forty-two and looked forty-two, and if they didn't fancy that they could fuck right off.

They'd fancy it. Jake had practically worshipped her last Wednesday. His mates would be the same, had to be.

God, please let them be the same.

The doorbell rang at 10:58am.

Early. Keen lads. Her cunt clenched.

Sarah checked the peephole. Three bodies crowding her doorstep. Jake in the middle with that stupid grin plastered across his face like he'd won the lottery, tall mixed-race lad to his right radiating confidence, slimmer brown-skinned lad to his left looking like he might bolt. Connor and Dev, presumably.

She unlocked the door and pulled it wide.

"Morning lads."

Three pairs of eyes hit her at once. She could feel their gazes tracking the dressing gown, the swell of her breasts underneath threatening to spill out, her bare legs, her bare feet. Jake's grin went absolutely feral. The tall one (definitely Connor) let his eyes travel slowly up her body with the kind of blatant male appreciation that should've been offensive but just made her wetter. The slimmer one (Dev, sweet Dev) flushed pink and managed something like a smile.

Bless him. So polite. She was going to corrupt him so thoroughly.

"Come in," she said, stepping back. "Quickly, before the neighbours get nosy."

They filed past, bringing the smell of shower gel and deodorant and pure masculine eagerness. Jake practically vibrated with it. Connor wore something expensive that smelled like sex already, moved like an athlete who knew every woman in the room was watching. Dev had scrubbed himself clean, his hair still damp, and mumbled "Cheers" as he squeezed past.

Sarah locked the door behind them. Proper deadbolt, chain across. Paranoid, maybe, but David turning up unexpectedly would be fucking catastrophic. He wouldn't, he was locked in some office tower in Canary Wharf until at least six, but still. Better safe than divorced and destitute.

"Living room," she directed, following the three of them through.

Her living room looked exactly like it always did: corner sofa with too many scatter cushions, cream rug David had insisted on (impractical, showed every stain), Emma's toy box shoved in the corner, framed photos on the wall including her wedding picture that she ignored religiously. Normal suburban domesticity, about to become the venue for a four-person fuck that would absolutely scandalise her book club.

They'd never know. Nobody would. This was hers and hers alone.

The three of them stood awkwardly near the sofa, big bodies taking up space, masculine energy flooding her living room like they'd dragged the rugby pitch inside with them. Jake looked relaxed already, at home. Connor was cataloguing the room with those sharp dark eyes, totally at ease. Dev kept glancing at the other two like he needed permission to breathe.

"Drink?" Sarah offered, the good hostess even when hosting a gangbang.

"Nah, we're sorted." Jake answered for all of them. "Thanks though."

Connor was staring now, not even bothering with subtlety. Dark eyes, sharp cheekbones, gold chain glinting at his throat against beautiful smooth skin. Mixed race, the kind of face that belonged in magazines, and he absolutely knew it. Casual arrogance radiating off him like heat.

Cocky little bastard. Perfect. She liked them confident.

Dev was his opposite: slimmer build, careful grooming, sweet face twisted with obvious nerves. British-Indian, probably grammar school educated, definitely the least experienced of the three. He was trying desperately not to stare at her breasts and failing spectacularly.

Poor lamb. He'd probably never seen tits this massive outside porn.

"Right," Sarah said, positioning herself in front of the sofa. They were still standing there like nervous schoolboys waiting for instructions. Good. She was in charge and they needed to understand that from the start. "Ground rules."

"There's rules?" Connor's voice, South London accent, playful edge to it.

"Always rules." She met his eyes, held them. "Sit down, all of you."

They sat. Jake in the middle, Connor to his right, Dev to his left. Three rugby lads on her sofa staring up at her like she was about to deliver a team talk.

In a way, she was.

"Rule one," Sarah began, "what happens here stays here. You don't brag about it, you don't post about it, you don't tell a single fucking soul outside this room. Jake's already bent that one by bringing you two, but I asked him to, so that's acceptable. Beyond that? This is private. Everyone clear?"

"Crystal," Jake said immediately.

"Yeah, course," Connor agreed.

Dev just nodded, looking relieved. Boys his age needed clear boundaries, bless them.

"Rule two." She shifted her weight, deliberate movement that made the dressing gown gape at the chest. All three pairs of eyes dropped to her cleavage like puppets on strings. Men. So bloody predictable. "I'm in charge. You do what I tell you, when I tell you. You stop when I say stop. This is mutual benefit but I'm directing the action. Everyone comfortable with that?"

"Very comfortable," Connor said, grin spreading across that pretty face.

"Good boy." She watched his pupils dilate, filing that reaction away. Oh, he liked being praised. Useful.

"Rule three. Everyone gets what they need. I get thoroughly fucked on a regular basis by men who actually want me, you get protein supplements and sexual experience. Win-win. But if anyone's uncomfortable at any point, you speak up. I'm not into coercion and I assume you lot aren't either."

"We're not," Dev said quietly. First proper words he'd spoken since arriving. Polite voice, educated accent, definitely grammar school. His family would be absolutely horrified if they knew he was about to participate in shagging a married woman twice his age.

Tough luck. Their loss.

"Perfect." Sarah smiled at him, genuine warmth. He relaxed slightly, shoulders dropping. "So. Logistics. Connor, you asked Jake what we'd actually be doing. Fair question. Answer is: whatever I fancy. Sometimes that'll be taking turns, sometimes it'll be all of you at once. Depends on my mood, how much time we've got, what I feel like. Everyone alright with that?"

Jake nodded enthusiastically. Connor leaned back, spread his legs, utterly relaxed. Dev looked nervous but nodded anyway.

"One thing," Connor said casually, "we've shared before. Parties and that. So it won't be weird for us being naked around each other."

Jake elbowed him. "Mate."

"What? She should know we're cool with it."

Oh, they'd run trains before. Of course they had. Rugby lads. Sarah filed that information away under extremely useful. Meant they wouldn't get territorial or awkward about taking turns.

"Good to know," she said aloud. "Sexual histories don't interest me unless there's health concerns. You're all clean?"

Three immediate nods.

"Excellent. I'm clean too, haven't fucked anyone except my husband in fifteen years and he barely counts at this point. I'm on contraception. We're sorted." She paused, let the moment breathe. "And you all shower together after rugby anyway, so you've already seen each other's cocks. That saves the awkward bit."

Dev went pink again. Adorable.

"Right then." Sarah reached for the belt of her dressing gown. "Let's get started, shall we?"

She untied it slowly, watching their faces. Let the fabric fall open. Slid it off her shoulders and let it pool at her feet.

Completely naked in her living room at eleven in the morning.

Three simultaneous reactions: sharp intakes of breath, Connor's muttered "Fuck me," Jake's grin going absolutely feral, Dev's eyes going wide as dinner plates.

There it was. Validation. Pure male appreciation, undiluted.

Her body in full daylight streaming through the bay window. Pale skin, freckles scattered across her shoulders and chest, breasts absolutely enormous and heavy, nipples already hard and beginning to leak. Stomach with its slight mum pouch she'd stopped caring about months ago. Hips wider than before pregnancy. Completely smooth between her legs, freshly waxed yesterday. Strong legs from yoga, phenomenal arse she knew they'd worship when they saw it properly.

Forty-two years old. Mother. Married woman. Standing stark naked in her living room while three men half her age stared at her like she was the most beautiful thing they'd ever seen.

Fuck David. Fuck him and his pathetic five-minute missionary and his complete inability to see her as anything except Emma's mum.

"Fucking hell," Connor breathed, voice rough. "You're fit. Properly fit."

"That's the plan, Connor." Sarah smiled, slow and filthy. "For you to fuck me. But first, clothes off. All of you. Now."

They moved fast, masculine efficiency. Pulling t-shirts over heads, toeing off trainers, unzipping jeans. Jake stripped fastest because he'd done this before, knew the drill. Connor took his time, confident bastard, letting her watch every inch of skin revealed. Dev was quicker, self-conscious, but he got there.

Three naked rugby players in her living room.

Sweet Jesus Christ.

Jake she knew already: thick cock, heavy balls, broad chest with light hair, powerful thighs. Still gorgeous. Still eager, his cock already half-hard just from looking at her.

Connor was leaner, more defined. Visible abs she could probably grate cheese on (not that she would, she had better uses for that stomach). Smooth chest, that gold chain the only thing he was wearing now. His cock was longer than Jake's, circumcised which was unusual for British lads, already standing to attention. He stood with easy confidence, comfortable in his skin, clearly used to being admired.

Dev was slimmer, runner's build rather than pure bulk. Smooth skin, careful grooming, shy smile. His cock was similar length to Jake's, darker skin tone, actually quite beautiful. He was half-hard, nerves probably, but getting harder as she looked.

Three cocks. All for her. All hard or getting there. When was the last time David's cock had shown this much enthusiasm? Never. The answer was definitely never.

"On the sofa," Sarah instructed. "Jake in the middle. I want you both watching while he goes first. He knows what he's doing."

They arranged themselves obediently. Jake centre, grinning like he'd won the lottery again. Connor to his right, already wrapping a hand around his own cock with lazy strokes. Dev to his left, hands on his thighs, visibly restraining himself.

Sarah approached, positioning herself between Jake's knees. Her breasts were at his eye level, leaking more now, milk beading at her nipples and starting to run down the curve of her breast. His hands came up immediately, cupping them with those big rough palms, thumbs brushing her nipples.

Electricity shot straight to her cunt.

"Show them how it's done," she said quietly.

Jake latched onto her left breast like he'd been starving for it, hot mouth closing around her nipple with strong suction. Immediate relief as milk flowed, the pressure easing, replaced by that peculiar pleasure-pain that went straight to her core. She gasped, hands going to his hair, holding him there.

God yes. Exactly like that. Drink it all.

She glanced sideways. Connor was watching while wanking slowly, his cock thick and hard in his fist. Free hand reached out tentatively and she grabbed it, guided it to her right breast. He squeezed experimentally and milk sprayed, hitting his chest, running down those perfect abs.

"Fuck," he muttered, awed. "There's loads of it."

"Told you," Jake said, pulling off briefly before latching back on, greedy.

Dev was frozen in place, watching with his cock fully hard now, leaking pre-cum. Sarah caught his eye, smiled.

"Watch and learn, sweetheart. You'll get your turn soon enough."

She straddled Jake's lap, knees either side of his hips on the sofa. Reached down between them, wrapped her hand around his cock (thick, hot, already slick with pre-cum), positioned him. Sank down slowly, taking him inside, that perfect stretch and fullness and fuck yes finally.

This. This was what she needed. Thick cock filling her cunt, hot mouth draining her breast, two other men watching and wanting her.

She started to ride him with a slow grind initially, feeling him deep, adjusting to the angle. Jake's hands gripped her hips, guiding her rhythm. Connor's hand was still on her breast, squeezing gently, milk running over his fingers and down her stomach. The sofa creaked beneath them, loud enough for neighbours to hear if windows were open.

Let them hear. Let the whole bloody street hear.

She switched Jake to her right breast, milk spraying as he detached with an obscene wet sound. He latched on immediately, greedy boy, drinking while she rode him. Her hand found Connor's cock again, wrapped around it, stroking in time with her movements.

"Good boy," she told Jake, breathless. "Drink it all. Now fuck me harder."

He thrust up beneath her, meeting her rhythm, changing the angle. Hit spots David hadn't touched in years, made her gasp. Connor's cock pulsed in her hand, thick and hot and eager. Dev's eyes were massive, watching her tits bounce, milk spray everywhere, Jake's cock disappearing into her cunt over and over.

Poor boy had probably never seen anything like this outside porn. She was going to corrupt him so thoroughly. Teach him exactly how to make a woman come. He'd thank her for it.

Her orgasm built embarrassingly fast. Ridiculous really, but she'd been obsessing about this for five days straight, working herself up, and now she had Jake's thick cock inside her and his mouth on her breast and Connor's cock in her hand and Dev watching and she was going to come far too quickly.

"Fuck," she gasped. "Jake, don't stop, right there, exactly like that, don't you dare fucking stop."

He maintained rhythm like a champion, thrusting up hard, sucking harder, hands gripping her arse now (finally), spreading her cheeks, pulling her down onto him. The sofa creaked louder. Milk sprayed everywhere, hitting Connor, hitting the cushions. Connor groaned as she squeezed his cock tighter.

She came hard, crying out properly, not caring about noise or neighbours or anything except the pleasure slamming through her. Her cunt squeezed Jake's cock rhythmically and he thrust up twice more, buried deep, and she felt him pulse inside her, filling her with hot cum.

When was the last time she'd come that hard? Never with David, that was certain.

She climbed off him slowly, deliberately. His cum leaked out of her immediately (obscene, she knew it), running down her inner thigh. Connor was staring, transfixed, his cock rock-hard in his fist.

"Your turn," she told him.

He stood immediately, cock in hand, thick and eager and beautiful.

"How d'you want me?" Sarah asked.

"Bend over the sofa arm." His voice was rougher now, properly aroused. "Want to watch Jake and Dev while I fuck you."

Confident. Direct. Bossy, even. She liked that in a twenty-one-year-old.

"Good choice."

She bent over the sofa arm, arse in the air, tits hanging down heavy. Glanced back at Connor. He was positioning himself, cock in hand, eyes locked on her cunt. Jake's cum was still leaking out, obscene. She was soaked.

"Come here, Dev," she called. "Let me taste you while Connor fucks me."

Dev scrambled over eagerly, sweet boy. Knelt on the sofa in front of her, his cock at perfect mouth height. She wrapped her hand around it (warm, smooth, already leaking), stroked once, looked up at him.

"Alright, love?" she checked.

"Yeah. Fuck. Yes."

She smiled, took him in her mouth just as Connor pushed inside her from behind.

Oh Christ almighty.

Connor didn't warm up gently or ease in slowly. One brutal thrust, balls-deep, stretching her cunt around his length. She gasped around Dev's cock, braced herself against the sofa. Connor pulled back and slammed in again, set a punishing rhythm immediately.

He fucked like he had something to prove, competitive bastard. She absolutely loved it.

His hands gripped her hips hard enough to bruise. She didn't care, wanted the marks, wanted evidence this was real. Her tits swayed beneath her, milk dripping onto the sofa cushions in steady streams. Connor reached around, grabbed her left breast roughly, squeezed hard. Milk sprayed everywhere: the rug, the coffee table, Jake's leg.

"Fucking hell," Connor grunted, pounding into her. "There's loads. You weren't kidding."

She pulled off Dev's cock briefly. "Told you. Now shut up and fuck me properly."

He laughed, actually laughed, and thrust harder. "Yes ma'am."

Dev's cock tasted clean, slightly salty from pre-cum, but he'd clearly showered specifically for this, probably scrubbed himself raw. Sweet boy. She took him deeper, hollowed her cheeks, sucked properly. He made a strangled noise, hips jerking forward involuntarily.

"Sorry," he gasped.

She pulled off. "Don't apologise. Fuck my mouth, Dev. I won't break."

His eyes went wide but he did it, gentle thrusts initially, testing, then more confident as she encouraged him with her tongue. Behind her Connor was pounding relentlessly, his cock hitting deep, angle absolutely perfect, finding spots Jake's thickness had missed.

Two cocks. One in her cunt, one in her mouth. She'd never done this before, never been this used, this wanted, this thoroughly fucked by multiple men simultaneously.

It was fucking incredible.

She came again, muffled moan around Dev's cock, her cunt clenching rhythmically around Connor's length. He felt it, swore viciously, maintained that brutal rhythm. Dev was close too, she could feel it: his cock swelling, thrusts becoming erratic.

"Pull out," she told him breathlessly. "I want Connor to finish on my tits."

Connor pulled out immediately, obedient. She turned, knelt on the rug, looked up at both of them. Two beautiful young men, cocks hard and glistening with her spit and wetness, staring down at her like she was a goddess.

"Come on then," she said. "Cover me."

Connor was first. Wrapped his hand around his cock, wanked fast and hard, groaned deep in his chest, came. Thick ropes of cum hit her breasts, mixing with milk still leaking from her nipples, obscene and beautiful. Dev followed quickly, shy boy suddenly confident, aimed for her chest deliberately, added his cum to the mess.

She looked down at herself. Covered in milk and cum and sweat, debauched and filthy and absolutely magnificent.

"Dev," she said, looking up at him with cum dripping down her tits. "Your turn properly. Come here."

He approached uncertainly. She lay back on the rug, spread her legs wide, let him see everything.

"How do you want me?" she asked gently.

"Can you... on your back?" His voice was soft, sweet. "Want to see your face."

Something in her chest squeezed. Sweet boy. Romantic. She was going to teach him so many things.

"Course, love. Come here."

He knelt between her legs, lined his cock up carefully, pushed in slowly. Gentle movements, careful, like she was something precious.

"You can be rough," she assured him. "I promise I won't break."

"Don't want to hurt you."

Bless him.

"You won't. Fuck me properly, Dev. Show me what you've got."

He adjusted his angle, found a rhythm. Slow deep strokes initially, then faster as confidence grew. Leaned down without prompting, his mouth finding her breast instinctively. Latched on, sucked, learned from watching Jake and Connor.

Quick learner. Natural rhythm. Some lucky person was going to have a very good time with him one day.

"That's it," she encouraged, threading her fingers through his hair gently. "Just like that. You're doing brilliantly."

He blushed but maintained rhythm, hips rolling steadily. She guided his hand down to her clit.

"Rub there. Gentle circles. Perfect. Don't stop doing that."

He didn't. Kept the rhythm steady, sucked her breast, rubbed her clit with exactly the right pressure, and she was going to come again (third time? fourth? she'd lost count).

"Dev, I'm gonna come. Keep going. Don't stop. Exactly like that, sweetheart."

He maintained everything with perfect consistency. The angle was right, his fingers were right, his mouth was perfect. She came, squeezing his cock, crying out properly now, past caring about noise or anything except the pleasure.

He pulled out without her asking (good instincts), came on her stomach, adding to the mess, then collapsed beside her on the rug, panting.

Silence except for heavy breathing. All four of them recovering, bodies cooling. Sarah lay there covered in cum and milk and sweat, thoroughly fucked, absolutely satisfied.

Three orgasms at minimum. When was the last time that happened? Never. The answer was definitely never.

"Thank you," Dev said quietly, genuinely.

She turned her head, kissed his forehead before she could stop herself. Maternal instinct breaking through. She suppressed it immediately. This is sex, not mothering. Get a grip, Sarah.

"Someone suggested shower last time," Connor said from the sofa, still catching his breath. "But it's fucking boiling. Garden?"

Sarah sat up, cum and milk sliding down her skin. "Garden. Now. Too hot inside."

"Won't someone see?" Jake asked.

She stood, dripping fluids onto her cream rug (David would have a fit). "Fence is high enough. And if they see, lucky them."

Connor grinned, headed straight for her kitchen. Helped himself to beers from her fridge like he lived here, cheeky sod.

All four of them walked naked through the patio doors into her garden. Blazing sun overhead, hot grass under her feet, warm air on her skin. She'd never been naked outside in broad daylight before, never stood in her garden completely bare while three nude men followed her like she was leading some kind of debauched parade.

If the neighbours saw this they'd have an absolute field day. Fuck the neighbours. Fuck David. This was hers.

She directed them to the sun loungers, lay back on one deliberately, legs spread wide. Sun hot on her skin, gentle breeze, birds singing like this was completely normal.

"Jake," she instructed, "your mouth on my cunt. Connor, fingers and mouth on my tits. Dev, just watch for now. You'll get another turn soon."

They moved immediately, obedient. Jake knelt between her legs, tongue finding her clit with practiced ease. Connor positioned himself beside the lounger, mouth closing around her left breast, fingers of his other hand sliding inside her cunt alongside Jake's tongue.

Oh God. Too much. Too sensitive.

She came fast, too sensitive from earlier, too much stimulation. Jake had learned her body well in just two sessions. Fourth orgasm, maybe fifth, she'd genuinely lost count.

"Reposition," she gasped. "Dev, lie on the grass. I'm riding you. Jake, my mouth. Connor, wait your turn, you'll get yours."

Dev lay down immediately on the warm grass, obedient and eager. She straddled him reverse cowgirl because she wanted Jake to see everything, sank onto his cock with a moan. Jake stood, his cock hard again already (twenty-one-year-old recovery time, absolutely magnificent). She took him in her mouth, rocked between them.

Connor watched from the lounger, wanking slowly, patient. His turn coming.

She pulled off Jake's cock, saliva stringing. "Connor. Get behind me. Use my arse."

He sprinted inside. Actually sprinted, naked, through her patio doors. Came back thirty seconds later with lube from her bedside drawer (snooping bastard), grinning.

Eager boys. All of them. Absolutely fucking perfect.

He knelt behind her on the grass, slicked his fingers with lube, worked one inside her arsehole gently.

"More," she told him. "I can take it."

Two fingers. Three. Stretching her, preparing her carefully. Then his cock, thick head pushing against her arsehole, slow steady pressure. She breathed through it, relaxed deliberately, let him in.

Full. Christ almighty. So fucking full.

Dev in her cunt. Connor in her arse. Jake's cock in her mouth. All three at once. She was actually airtight in her own garden in broad daylight.

If David could see this. If anyone could see this. Three cocks inside her simultaneously, milk spraying everywhere, sun hot on her back. This was her life now.

They found rhythm together awkwardly at first, learning each other's movements, then suddenly perfect synchronisation. All three thrusting, filling her completely, using her. Someone's hand found her clit (Dev's probably, good boy). Milk sprayed from her tits, hitting grass, glistening in bright sunlight.

She came, screamed around Jake's cock (didn't care about noise anymore), squeezed both cocks inside her hard, felt them respond.

Dev came first, buried deep in her cunt, groaning. Connor pulled out, came on her back, hot across her skin. Jake pulled out and she wanked him quickly, he came on her tits again, adding to the mess from earlier.

She collapsed onto Dev on the grass, warm earth beneath them, sun blazing above, covered in cum and milk and grass stains.

Absolutely perfect.

"Fucking hell, Sarah," Connor said, awed. "You're unreal."

"Best summer ever," Jake agreed.

Dev just lay there speechless, arms wrapped around her.

They recovered slowly, lazily. Hosed each other down with her garden hose, playful and laughing. Got semi-dressed: her in dressing gown again, them in jeans and t-shirts, still smelling like sex.

Made plans for Friday. Confirmed routine: Tuesdays and Fridays, eleven sharp.

Sarah's phone buzzed on the kitchen counter.

David.

Coming home early, 4pm, feeling rough

She checked the time. 2:30pm. Plenty of time. Still, Christ.

"You need to go," she told them. "Now. My husband's coming home early."

They dressed fast, suddenly efficient. She kissed all three goodbye at the side gate, tasting herself on their mouths.

Watched them leave. Showered properly, scalding hot. Changed bedding. Sprayed air freshener. Opened windows. Destroyed all evidence systematically.

David arrived at 4:15pm, loosened his tie, kissed her forehead absently.

"You look well. Been getting sun?"

"Bit of gardening, yeah."

He didn't notice she was glowing. Didn't notice the faint bruises on her hips. Didn't notice anything. Fell asleep on the sofa twenty minutes later, mouth open, snoring.

Sarah sat beside him, watching some mindless quiz show, thinking about Friday.

Zero guilt. Pure satisfaction. Dirty, filthy satisfaction.
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Domestic Arrangements

Saturday morning, and David fucked off to golf like clockwork. Sarah dropped Emma at her mum's, came home, spent two hours in the garden doing absolutely fuck-all except replaying Tuesday in her head. Jake's cock. Connor's tongue. Dev's shy grateful whimpers when she'd praised him whilst he was balls-deep inside her, like she'd given him a bloody prize. Her cunt throbbed just remembering it. Proper ache, the good kind, muscles remembering being stretched and used and utterly satisfied.

She'd barely looked at David all weekend. Couldn't, really. Hard to make eye contact with your husband when you'd spent Tuesday afternoon getting spit-roasted by the neighbours whilst milk sprayed everywhere and you'd screamed loud enough for the whole bloody street to hear. Screamed Connor's name, actually. Hopefully the neighbours thought she was watching porn with the volume up.

Friday night he'd actually tried to initiate sex. First time in months, possibly. Must've been feeling frisky after his third beer. Leaned over in bed, kissed her neck like he was apologising for it, hand sliding down her stomach with all the confidence of a teenager fumbling in the dark. She'd felt his half-hard cock pressing against her thigh and nearly laughed out loud. Five inches of apologetic middle-aged desperation. After Connor's thick seven and a half that made her eyes water? After Jake stretching her so perfectly she'd come just from penetration alone, no fingers, no clit stimulation, just his beautiful cock hitting every spot David had never found?

No. Absolutely fucking not, never again.

She'd feigned a headache. Easiest lie of her life. He'd rolled over without complaint, snoring within two minutes. Didn't even ask if she was alright. Didn't offer paracetamol or water or a forehead kiss. Just accepted her refusal and went to sleep, probably dreaming about spreadsheets or whatever the fuck actuaries dreamt about.

Pathetic. He was so pathetic it would be funny if she had to live with it.

And the truth was, she didn't care anymore. Simple as that. Couldn't dredge up even mild guilt about it, and she'd tried. Sort of. She'd spent years trying to be the good wife. Initiating sex, wearing nice lingerie from M&S that cost actual money, suggesting romantic weekends away. He'd responded with distracted pats and "maybe next month, love" until she'd stopped bothering entirely. Why waste Agent Provocateur knickers on a man who'd rather watch Question Time?

Then Emma had arrived and he'd completely checked out. Treated her like a milk machine, a nappy-changing appliance, a domestic fucking robot. Kissed her forehead like she was his elderly aunt. Came home from work, ate dinner, fell asleep on the sofa. Repeat. Endless grey repetition. Groundhog Day but with more responsibility and zero orgasms.

Well. Not anymore, that life was done.

She stretched out on the sun lounger, alone in the garden. Sunday afternoon, sun blazing, David inside watching some documentary about the Second World War. Grainy footage of tanks rolling across France, some posh narrator droning on about Rommel or Montgomery or whoever. Emma was napping. The house was quiet except for the documentary's background rumble and birdsong from next door's tree.

Perfect.

Her hand slipped beneath her denim shorts. No knickers. Hadn't bothered since Tuesday. What was the point when she was soaking wet half the day anyway? Constantly aroused, constantly ready. Walking around Tesco getting slick just thinking about Friday, standing in the cereal aisle remembering the taste of Dev's cock.

She rubbed her clit slowly, Sunday sun hot on her bare thighs. Tuesday played behind her eyelids in perfect pornographic detail. The three of them arriving early, eager, stripping fast in her living room like it was a rugby changing room. Her directing the action like a bloody porn director. Jake, lie down. Connor, fingers. Dev, watch and learn. Jake between her legs, thick cock pushing in slowly whilst Connor's fingers worked her arse, stretching her, getting her ready. Dev watching with his cock hard and leaking, waiting his turn like a good boy.

The way they'd looked at her. Wanted her like she was the only thing that mattered. Worshipped her tits, her cunt, her arse, every inch of her forty-two-year-old body like she was carved from solid gold.

When was the last time David looked at her like that? Before Emma. Before pregnancy. Possibly before marriage. Definitely before he'd seen her crowning during labour, that had killed any remaining attraction stone dead.

She'd come so many times Tuesday she'd lost count. Four? Five? More? Her body had become this endless fountain of pleasure, responsive and greedy and absolutely insatiable. And they'd kept going, kept making her come, like her orgasms were the whole bloody point. Which they were. Jake had made it his personal mission to make her squirt. Connor had eaten her out until her legs shook. Dev had fucked her so sweetly, so earnestly, asking "is this good?" like he genuinely cared about the answer.

David's approach to sex: five minutes of apologetic missionary, maybe some half-hearted fingering if he remembered, then rolling off and falling asleep before checking if she'd finished. Which she hadn't. Ever. Not once in the past eighteen months.

Eighteen months of faking it or just lying there waiting for him to finish. Eighteen months she'd never get back.

But now? Now she'd had three twenty-one-year-olds taking turns, competing to make her scream, drinking from her tits like she was something precious and delicious. Jake had fucked her on the sofa, bent her over the arm whilst milk sprayed across the cushions. Connor had taken her on the sun lounger, this exact lounger, right where she was touching herself now. Dev had fucked her on the lawn, grass stains on her knees, dirt under her nails, absolutely glorious.

And the airtight. Christ. The airtight. Connor's cock in her arse whilst Dev filled her cunt and Jake's beautiful thick length stretched her mouth. She'd been completely full, completely used, three cocks inside her simultaneously. She'd felt like a porn star. She'd felt like a goddess. She'd felt alive for the first time in years.

This was what her body was for. Not David's occasional disappointing fumbles. This. Being fucked properly. Being worshipped. Being satisfied.

She rubbed faster, legs spreading wider on the lounger. Anyone could see over the fence if they looked. Mrs. Patterson next door, the postman, whoever. She didn't care. Let them look. Let them see what forty-two and thoroughly fucked looked like. Let them see a MILF getting herself off in broad daylight whilst her husband watched documentaries about dead Germans.

She was a MILF now. Proper MILF. Married woman, mother, forty-two years old, and absolutely gagging for it. Three regular lovers, possibly more soon if she played this right. That gym instructor had given her his number months ago, written it on the back of a protein shake flyer. That bloke from Jake's rugby club, the one with the neck tattoo, kept staring at her tits during matches. The possibilities were endless. The world was full of young men with stamina and thick cocks and zero emotional baggage.

David had called her "mumsy" last week. Actually said it. "You're looking very mumsy today, love." Like it was a compliment. Like she should be pleased to be invisible, sexless, relegated to functional domestic appliance status. Mumsy. The worst word in the English language.

Fuck mumsy. She was a slag. A dirty, insatiable, milk-spraying slag, and she'd never been happier.

She came quietly, biting her lip, cunt clenching around nothing. Her fingers were soaked. Not as good as Tuesday. Nothing would be as good as Tuesday. But enough to take the edge off, enough to stop her climbing the walls until Friday. Three more days. Seventy-two hours. She could manage.

Friday. Connor had texted yesterday asking if they could try something new. Wouldn't say what, just "trust me, you'll love it." She'd replied immediately: I trust you. Surprise me. Possibilities raced through her head. Another position? More lads? Public location? Whatever it was, she was ready. She was ready for anything.

Her tits were leaking again, soaking through her vest. Two dark wet patches spreading across the fabric. She needed to pump soon, drain off the excess before they got painfully engorged, rock-hard and aching. But not yet. She'd save it. Save it all for Friday. Let them drink it all, every drop, whilst they fucked her senseless in her garden. Let her body produce for them, respond to them, give them everything David had stopped wanting.

Inside, David's documentary droned on. Grainy footage of tanks, someone narrating about battle strategies and supply lines and tactical retreats. He'd probably fallen asleep by now, mouth open, snoring in that annoying whistling way he did. Sunday afternoon nap, like clockwork. Predictable. Boring. Safe.

She could walk in there right now, straddle him on the sofa, pull his cock out, ride him until he came in thirty seconds. He'd probably just pat her arse and go back to sleep without getting her off. Without even trying. Like her pleasure was optional, irrelevant, something he'd forgotten existed.

No. Never again. That life was done. Finished. Dead and buried.

She was Sarah Matthews, forty-two, married, mother. Respectable. Boring. Invisible.

And every Tuesday and Friday, whilst her husband sat in his office in Canary Wharf answering emails about actuarial tables and pension calculations, she was getting absolutely destroyed by three twenty-one-year-old rugby players who treated her like a goddess. Who drank from her tits and made her scream and fucked her until she couldn't remember her own name.

Best decision of her entire fucking life. And she was only just getting started.


Chapter 4: Al Fresco


The bikini was a disaster. Three seconds after Sarah tied the halter behind her neck, her tits were already staging a prison break. Massive, milk-swollen, absolutely defeated by two triangular scraps of fabric that cost forty quid at M&S. Every breath threatened a full tit-spill across her garden. The bottoms fit fine, high-cut and flattering on her arse, but the top? Joke. Complete joke.

Perfect.

She stretched out on the sun lounger, Kindle propped on her thighs (some psychological thriller she hadn't absorbed a single word of), skin already slick with factor 30 and sweat. Christ, it was hot. Thirty-four degrees according to her phone. Hottest day of the year. The grass looked half-dead despite David's dutiful Sunday watering routine. Coconut sun cream melted off her in oily rivers. She could probably deep-fry chips in the residue pooling between her tits.

Friday. 10:58am. Any second now.

The side gate clicked.

Sarah's cunt clenched. Pavlovian. Gate sound equals wet pussy. Scientific.

Footsteps on the path. Then three familiar shapes appeared at the patio doors, already pulling shirts over their heads before they'd even said hello. Jake, Connor, Dev. Eager boys. She'd trained them beautifully.

"Alright, Sarah," Jake called, grinning.

"Fucking hell, it's hot," Connor added, his t-shirt already a ball in his fist.

Dev just waved, shy smile fixed on her barely-contained tits.

Sarah stood, set the Kindle aside. Her breasts shifted dangerously. All three pairs of eyes tracked the movement like heat-seeking bloody missiles.

"Too hot inside," she said, reaching behind her neck. "We're staying out here today."

She untied the halter. The bikini top fell away. Her breasts bounced free, heavy and full, nipples already hard in open air. Milk beaded on her skin immediately, drops running down her ribs.

Connor hesitated, glancing at the fence. "Someone might see."

Sarah smiled. Wicked. Shameless. "Good. Let them watch."

Exhibitionist. That's what she'd become. Who bloody knew? Forty-two years of suburban respectability, and it turned out she got off on the risk of being seen. Character development.

She hooked her thumbs in the bikini bottoms, shimmied them down her legs, stepped out naked in her garden in broad daylight. The sun hit everywhere, blazing and merciless. Sweat gathered in her lower back, between her breasts, behind her knees. She felt molten.

Who was she now? Standing naked while neighbours mowed lawns three gardens over. While kids shrieked in paddling pools down the street. While her husband sat in some Canary Wharf office completely fucking oblivious.

"Well?" she said. "Get over here."

They moved fast. Jeans hit the patio in a heap. Joggers following. Three cocks already thickening, gorgeous in their enthusiasm. Never getting tired of this. Ever. Twenty-one-year-old eagerness, uncomplicated and honest. They wanted to fuck her. Simple as that.

Sarah reclined on the sun lounger, spread her legs. The cushion felt warm beneath her back, slightly scratchy. She could hear a lawnmower somewhere. Radio playing chart hits. Children laughing. Normal Friday suburban soundtrack.

Except she was about to get fucked by three men while milk leaked from her tits and cum filled every hole.

Perspective.

"Jake," she said, "mouth. Connor, fingers. Dev, watch, sweetheart. Learn. Then you'll join in."

Jake dropped between her thighs without hesitation, thick shoulders blocking the sun. His tongue found her clit first try. Good boy. Flat pressure, steady rhythm, occasional suction that made her hips jerk. He'd learned her body fast. Knew exactly what she needed.

Connor knelt beside the lounger, mouth closing on her left breast. His fingers slid into her cunt alongside Jake's tongue, two easily, curling to hit that spot. They all knew where it was now. She'd taught them thoroughly.

Dev stood watching, cock in hand, stroking slow. His eyes darted between her face, her cunt, her breasts. Overwhelmed. Fascinated. Sweet boy. Still learning. Still grateful every single time.

Jake's tongue worked her clit in perfect circles. Connor's fingers pumped steady, his mouth sucking hard enough to pull milk in thick streams. She could hear him swallowing. Greedy. Her other breast leaked freely, milk running down her side, pooling in her navel.

"Harder," she told Jake.

He obeyed without hesitation, tongue faster, firmer. Added two fingers alongside Connor's, stretching her.

Fuck, already? Her cunt tightened, thighs trembling. The orgasm rushed up too bloody fast. She'd become so sensitive since they'd started this. Could come in minutes now. Sometimes seconds. Her body remembered what it was for. Not feeding babies. Not tolerating David's quarterly missionary attempts. This. Pleasure. Endless, greedy, shameless pleasure.

She came with a shout. Didn't bother muffling it. Let the neighbours hear. Let them call the police. Best sex of her life and she didn't give a single fuck who knew.

Jake kept licking through her orgasm, gentle now, easing her down. Connor released her breast with an audible pop, milk dripping from his chin. He grinned at her. Cocky bastard. Knew exactly how good he was.

Sarah sat up, breathing hard. "Dev, lie on the grass. Connor, lube's upstairs. You know where."

Connor sprinted inside, naked arse disappearing through the patio doors. Absolutely sprinted. Twenty-one-year-old enthusiasm. Magnificent. Dev lay down on the lawn, cock standing straight up. The grass would leave marks on his back. He wouldn't care.

Jake remained kneeling between her legs, chin glistening. "Want me to keep going?"

"Yes. Don't stop."

He dove back in. Tongue and fingers, relentless. She gripped the sun lounger arms, knuckles white. Fourth orgasm today? Fifth? She'd stopped counting Tuesdays ago.

Connor returned with the lube, grinning. "Found it. Bedside drawer, easy."

They knew her bedroom now. Where she kept towels. Which cupboard held clean sheets. How the shower worked. Knew her house better than David did.

"Good boy," she said. "Now prep me properly. I want all three at once."

She stood, slightly shaky, crossed to where Dev lay on the grass. The lawn felt scratchy beneath her feet, warm and dry from the heatwave. She straddled him reverse cowgirl, facing Jake and Connor, sank onto his cock with a moan. Perfect. Thick and hard and sweet. His hands gripped her hips, steadying her.

Jake stepped closer, cock level with her face. She took him in her mouth without prompting, tasted herself on his skin. Salt and musk and her own arousal. He groaned, hands tangling in her hair.

Behind her, Connor knelt on the grass. The lube bottle clicked open. Cold slickness touched her arsehole. One finger slid inside, careful. Patient. They'd done this enough now. He knew to go slow. Stretch her properly.

"More," she said around Jake's cock.

Two fingers. Scissoring. Opening her. Then three, thick and intrusive and exactly what she needed. Her arse burned. Good burn. Stretched and ready.

"Now," she told him.

Connor positioned himself, cock head pressing against her arsehole. Steady pressure. Slow. Careful. She breathed through it, relaxed, let him in. The burn intensified. Pleasure-pain. Utterly perfect. He sank deeper, inch by inch, until fully seated.

Full. Christ, so fucking full. Cunt stretched around Dev's cock, arse burning around Connor's, Jake heavy and thick on her tongue. Every hole stuffed. Used. Worshipped. This. This was what her body was for.

They found rhythm fast, practiced after weeks. Dev driving up into her cunt, Connor matching his thrusts from behind, Jake fucking her mouth in counterpoint. She was the axis, the centre where three bodies met. The sun beat down on her back. Sweat dripped from all of them, mixing with milk spraying from her tits every time Connor's thrust jolted her forward. She could smell it—sex and sweat and sun cream, cum and cunt and cut grass. Birds sang somewhere. A train rattled past. Someone's radio played chart hits.

Suburbia. This was actually happening in her garden on a Friday morning.

Someone's hand found her clit. Connor's, reaching around from behind. Rubbing in quick circles.

Going to come. Again. Already. Bloody hell. Insatiable.

The orgasm slammed through her, unexpected intensity. She squeezed all three cocks, felt them respond. Jake groaned, pulled out of her mouth, came across her tits in thick ropes. Connor followed seconds later, pulling out, adding his cum to her back. Dev held on longer, thrusting up hard twice more before finishing inside her cunt.

Sarah collapsed forward onto Dev. Grass pressed against her cheek, warm and scratchy. Cum and milk everywhere, drying sticky in the heat. Dev's heart hammered beneath her ear.

Married woman. Mother. Lying naked on her lawn covered in three men's cum while the sun blazed down and neighbours potentially watched. This was her actual life.

"Fucking hell, Sarah," Connor said, awed. "You're unreal."

"Best summer ever," Jake agreed.

Dev just held her, arms wrapped tight. Wordless. Worshipful.

Nobody moved for long seconds. Just breathing. Sweat cooling. Then Connor groaned, shifted, pulled free with a wet sound that made Jake laugh.

Sarah sat up, surveyed the damage. Grass stains on her knees and elbows. Cum literally everywhere. Milk dried crusty on her stomach.

"Shower," she announced. "All of us. Now."

Connor raised an eyebrow. "All of us?"

"Big shower. We'll fit."

They'd fit. Tight and awkward and perfect.

They walked through her house naked. Up the stairs, past the bedroom where David slept every night oblivious, into the en-suite. Sarah had never had naked men in this room other than David. Now she had three, dripping grass clippings and bodily fluids onto her carpet.

The transgression thrilled her. Should probably worry about that.

The shower was walk-in, glass-screened, genuinely large. Built during the renovation five years ago. She'd chosen it thinking about luxury. Spa mornings. Hadn't considered fitting four people inside for post-orgy cleanup.

Priorities changed.

She turned the water on. Steam rose. The mirror fogged. All four of them squeezed inside. Tight but manageable. Bodies pressed together. Wet skin on wet skin. Hands everywhere, soaping clean.

Connor's fingers found her cunt from behind, slid inside casual as breathing. Jake kissed her neck, sucking gentle. Dev watched, learning, his cock hardening again against her hip.

Twenty-one-year-old recovery time. Absolutely magnificent.

"Touch me, sweetheart," she told Dev. "Don't be shy."

His fingers joined Connor's, tentative then bolder. Two hands inside her, four fingers, stretching whilst water cascaded down. Jake's cock pressed against her stomach, hard again already. She reached down, wrapped her hand around him, stroked under the water. He groaned into her neck, hips jerking forward.

The orgasm built different this time. Slower. Deeper. Rolling through her like a wave. Fifth? Sixth? Lost count. Her legs shook. Three pairs of hands held her up.

"Got you," Jake murmured.

"We've got you," Connor echoed.

She came quietly, shuddering between them whilst water washed everything clean.

Afterwards they actually washed her. Properly. Shower gel and shampoo and careful hands. Jake scrubbed her back. Connor washed her hair. Dev soaped her legs, reverent.

Weird. Getting fucked by three men felt less intimate than this. Connor's fingers gentle in her hair. Dev treating her legs like they mattered. Like she was more than holes and tits and milk.

She washed them in return. Learned their bodies through soap and water. Jake's freckled shoulders. Connor's abs she could grate cheese on. Dev's lean muscles and smooth skin. Three different bodies. All beautiful. All hers twice a week.

They dried off with her good towels, the fluffy John Lewis ones David never appreciated. Jake wrapped one around his waist. Connor dried his hair, unselfconscious about his nakedness. Dev carefully hung his towel on the heated rail.

Considerate even now. Sweet boy.

Sarah should've sent them home. Should've started cleanup, erasing evidence before David's return. Sensible. Practical.

She looked at the three of them. Still naked. Still half-hard. Still utterly beautiful.

"One more round," she said. "Bed this time."

Connor's eyebrows shot up. "Fuck me, you're insatiable."

"And you lot have stamina for days. Perks of being twenty-one. Don't pretend you're complaining."

They weren't complaining.
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Her marital bed. King-size. Oak frame. White duvet David liked because it matched the walls. Boring. Safe. Middle-class and respectable.

She was about to fuck three men in it.

The transgression almost as hot as the actual sex.

Sarah climbed onto the bed, positioned herself on hands and knees. The mattress dipped as they joined her. Connor behind her without hesitation, cock sliding into her cunt. Jake in front, she took him in her mouth, already knowing the weight and taste. Dev beside her, she reached out, wrapped her hand around his cock, stroked in rhythm with Connor's thrusts.

David's side of the bed. Literally kneeling on David's pillow whilst three men fucked her.

They rotated positions every few minutes. Unspoken agreement. Equal turns. Dev got his go in her cunt, gentle and deep. Jake took a turn whilst Connor recovered, watching and wanking slow. Then switching again. Endless combinations.

Final position: Sarah riding Dev because he was gentlest and she was genuinely sore now but couldn't stop, wouldn't stop. Connor and Jake knelt either side of the bed. She wanked them both whilst rocking on Dev's cock.

All three came roughly together. Connor first, across her tits. Jake seconds later, adding to the mess. Dev inside her, groaning her name like a prayer.

She collapsed sideways. David's side. The sheets utterly ruined. Cum and milk and sweat everywhere. Would need washing. Obviously. David would notice.

No. He wouldn't. He never noticed anything.

They lay there, breathing hard. Sarah checked her phone from the bedside table.

2:45pm.

Plenty of time. Emma at nursery until five. David home at seven.

But.

Multiple texts from David. Four messages. Four. Her stomach twisted, ice-cold despite the heat still radiating from her skin.

He never texted during work. Never.

"Fuck," she said aloud, sitting up fast enough to make her head spin.

Jake propped himself up on one elbow. "What's wrong?"

Sarah read the texts aloud:

"Called home landline at 1pm, no answer, you okay?"

"Tried your mobile, went to voicemail"

"Starting to worry, call me when you get this"

"Sarah, please respond"

Connor sat up. "Shit. That's not good."

"He never calls during the day," Sarah said. Never. Something's wrong.

Dev looked genuinely concerned. "Are you in trouble?"

"I don't know."

She called David back. Put it on speaker so they could hear. Immediately regretted it. What if he said something incriminating?

He answered first ring.

"Sarah, Christ, where were you?"

"Hi love, sorry, I was in the garden. Phone was inside. Didn't hear it ring."

"I called the landline too."

"Must've been outside then. Honestly, I'm fine. What's wrong? You never call during the day."

A pause. Too long. Suspicious?

"Nothing. Just... long week. Needed to hear you. That okay?"

Oh God. Guilt? Was he feeling guilty about neglecting her? Now? After months of nothing, now he decided to be attentive?

"Of course. Are you sure you're okay?"

"Yeah. I'll see you at seven, yeah?"

"Yeah. Love you."

"Love you too."

She hung up. Stared at the phone.

"Fuck," Connor said. "That was close."

"It's fine," Sarah said. Not entirely convincing herself. "He's just being paranoid for once."

Jake frowned. "Maybe we should be more careful? Different times or something?"

Sarah considered. David calling twice. Asking questions. Not like him at all. Had he noticed something? The increased laundry? Her better mood? The fact she'd initiated sex Wednesday night for the first time in months?

Was she being careful enough?

"We keep the schedule," she decided. "Tuesday and Friday, eleven. But I keep my phone on me. Charged. Volume up. If he calls, I answer immediately."

They agreed. The garden felt different now. Too exposed. They dressed quick, efficient. Sarah walked them to the side gate, kissed each goodbye. Tasted herself on their mouths still.

Watched them leave. Then immediately started cleaning.

Sheets stripped, into the washing machine on hot. Shower scrubbed. Bathroom aired. Downstairs: windows opened, air freshener sprayed, surfaces wiped. Hoovered upstairs where they'd tracked grass. Made the bed with fresh sheets, hospital corners, perfect.

By five-fifteen, the house looked normal. Spotless. She'd showered again, dressed in clean yoga pants and t-shirt, washing in the dryer. Collected Emma from nursery, gave her dinner, played with blocks in the living room.

David arrived seven-fifteen. Walked in, loosened his tie, kissed Sarah's forehead.

"Hi love."

"Hi. Good day?"

"Long. You?"

"Fine. Quiet. Just gardening and reading."

He looked at her properly. Actually looked. Unusual. "You seem well. Glowing, actually."

Because she'd had six orgasms and three cocks inside her simultaneously. But sure. Glowing worked.

"Getting lots of sun. The garden's looking good."

"Mm."

He sat beside her on the sofa, arm around her shoulders. Rare gesture. Sweet, actually. If it wasn't several months too late. They watched some quiz show whilst Emma played.

Sarah's phone buzzed. Text.

She checked casual. Jake:

"Friday still on?"

Her heart hammered. Deleted immediately. Stood, excused herself to the bathroom. Replied from there:

"Yes. But be careful. I think he suspects something."

Three dots appeared. Stopped. Appeared again.

"We'll be careful. Promise. Can't wait xx"

She deleted the entire thread. Cleared recently deleted. Washed her hands for something to do, stared at herself in the mirror.

Forty-two. Married. Mother. Conducting an affair with three men half her age.

Any minute now the guilt would hit. The shame. The what-have-I-done horror. Any minute. She checked internally, waiting.

Nothing. Just her cunt still aching beautifully and milk leaking into fresh nursing pads.

She returned to the sofa. David's arm settled around her again. They watched TV in comfortable silence whilst Emma babbled.

Normal. Utterly, completely normal family Friday night.

Except Sarah's phone buzzed again. Connor:

"Tuesday can't come fast enough. Literally xx"

Delete. Clear. Breathe.

David glanced at her. "Popular tonight?"

"Just the nursery WhatsApp group. Someone's kid has nits again."

"Ah. Nightmare."

"Mm."

She tucked her phone away. Focused on the television. David's hand on her shoulder. Emma's laughter. The mundane domesticity of Friday evening.

Whilst her cunt still ached from three cocks. Whilst her tits leaked milk. Whilst grass stains probably remained on sun lounger cushions.

This was her life now. Double life. Secret life.

And she'd never been happier.

Tuesday. 11am. She'd be ready.
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Spaghetti & Subtext

Wednesday evening, half six, and Sarah was staring at the fucking saucepan like she could bully it into boiling faster. Pasta water sat there, stubborn and tepid, whilst her brain replayed the gym in glorious high-definition filth. Emma was already in her high chair, smearing Cheerios across the tray with focused toddler concentration. Radio 2 murmured something bland about roadworks on the M25. The kitchen smelled like garlic and tinned tomatoes.

Her mind was still at the gym, with Gary's eyes burning holes through her leggings.

That yoga class, hour ago. Downward dog, arse in the air, black leggings stretched so tight you could see the outline of her knickers. She'd known someone was staring. Could feel it, hot and hungry, crawling over her skin. When she'd glanced up through her arms, Gary had been frozen mid-rep, forty-kilo dumbbell dangling forgotten whilst he eye-fucked her from across the gym. Six-foot-four, vest clinging to his chest, absolutely zero subtlety. Just pure, undisguised want.

Good.

After class he'd been waiting by the water fountain. Towel slung over those ridiculous shoulders, close enough she could smell his shower gel. Fresh and clean, nothing like David's stale office air and defeated sighs.

"Sarah, right?" Like he didn't already know her name from three weeks of careful eye contact across the gym floor.

"That's right."

"Gary. Personal trainer. Been meaning to introduce myself properly." He'd extended his hand. She'd shaken it. His palm was huge, calloused, warm. The kind of hand that could palm her entire breast and squeeze. Christ. "You've got great form. Your downward dog's perfect."

Smooth. Bit obvious, but she'd take it.

"Thanks. I try."

"Listen, I know this might sound forward, but..." He'd glanced around, lowered his voice. "You mentioned to someone you're still producing milk? For protein?"

Oh Christ, the changing room gossip had spread. Perfect.

She'd adjusted her sports bra strap, deliberately slow, making her tits shift beneath black Lycra. Still massive, still clearly full, nipples already tightening. "I did mention that, yes. Overproducing, actually. My daughter doesn't need half of what I make."

His eyes had dropped. Locked onto her chest like a heat-seeking missile. "That's... I mean, that's fascinating. Natural protein source. High bioavailability."

Gym-bro speak for "I want to drink from your tits." Fucking adorable.

"Exactly," she'd said. "Seems wasteful, dumping litres down the sink every week when there are people who could use it."

"Litres." He'd said it quietly, almost reverent, like she'd just told him the winning lottery numbers. "Fuck."

She'd smiled. Slow. Deliberate. Let him see exactly what that word meant. "If you're interested in natural supplementation, let me know. Always happy to help fellow gym members with their macros."

He'd pulled his phone out so fast she was surprised he didn't drop it. "Can I get your number?"

She'd given it to him. Saved his contact. Watched him type her name with those huge fingers: Sarah (Gym).

They'd parted ways. Casual. Professional. Nothing weird. Just two gym members exchanging numbers for fitness advice.

Except her cunt had been soaking wet the entire drive home, and she'd had to grip the steering wheel hard to stop herself texting him immediately.

The kettle clicked off, steam billowing. Sarah poured boiling water into the pasta pan, added salt, slid the spaghetti in. Stirred. Her tits were heavy, aching slightly. They always got like this when she was aroused. Biological response, milk production ramping up because her body thought someone wanted feeding.

Well. Someone did.

Her phone buzzed on the counter.

She glanced down.

Gary: Great meeting you properly today. Been thinking about what you said.



Of course you have, sweetheart.

Sarah picked up the phone, leaned against the counter. Her nipples were hard now, pressing against her crop top. She could feel the dampness starting, tiny wet patches forming. Her thumbs hovered over the keyboard.

Sarah: All good thoughts, I hope?




Three dots appeared. Stopped. Started again. Nervous. Cute.

Gary: Very good thoughts. You're serious about the natural protein thing?

Sarah: Completely serious. Why, interested?


Gary: Definitely interested. When can we discuss properly?



She was about to reply when the front door opened. Keys clattered into the bowl. Briefcase thud. David's footsteps in the hallway, tired and predictable as a metronome.

Sarah set the phone face-down on the counter. Turned back to the hob. Stirred the pasta like she'd been doing it the whole time, like her cunt wasn't throbbing and her tits weren't leaking into her bra.

"Hi love," David called from the doorway. Tie loosened, shirt crumpled, that permanent crease of office exhaustion between his eyebrows. "What's for dinner?"

"Spag bol. Ten minutes."

"Lovely." He kissed Emma's head, then Sarah's cheek. Dry lips, brief contact, routine and robotic as a Tesco self-checkout. Gary's hand had been warm. Rough. Alive. Then David walked straight past her to the dining table, briefcase in hand, and sat down heavily. Pulled out a sheaf of papers. Started reading without another word.

Sarah watched him. Waited for him to ask about her day. About the gym. About fucking anything.

Nothing. Just rustling paper and the occasional heavy sigh.

This was her marriage. This sterile, silent fucking tedium.

She turned back to the hob. Gave the pasta another stir. Pulled the bolognese off the heat. Glanced at the dining table.

David had his reading glasses on now. Pen in hand, annotating something in the margins. Work document. Compliance review, probably. His idea of quality family time. Sitting three feet away from his wife whilst she slowly died of boredom and sexual starvation.

Her phone buzzed again. Face-down, but the vibration loud against granite.

David didn't even look up.

Of course he didn't.

Sarah picked it up casually. Checked the screen.

Gary: Sorry if that was too forward. Just can't stop thinking about it.



Her pulse kicked. She typed quickly, one eye on David's oblivious head.

Sarah: Not too forward at all. I like direct.


Gary: Good to know. So when?

Sarah: Let me think about it… I'll text you.


Gary: Perfect.



She set the phone down. Drained the pasta, steam rising, milk leaking steadily now, soaking through the thin fabric of her crop top. She'd need to change before David noticed. Not that he would. He hadn't noticed her tits in months except as vague obstacles when reaching for the remote.

She mixed the pasta with sauce. Served three plates, David's portion larger because he'd complain if it wasn't, even though he never thanked her.

Carried his plate to the table. Set it in front of him.

"Cheers," he said, not looking up from his document.

She returned to the counter. Picked up her own plate. Fed Emma a spoonful from the pink bowl, the one with the rabbit on it. Emma grinned, tomato sauce smeared across her chin. Adorable. Oblivious. Blessed.

David ate in silence, still reading. Didn't ask how her day was. Didn't comment on the food. Just shovelled spaghetti into his mouth whilst scribbling notes on his paperwork like she wasn't even there.

Her phone buzzed once more.

Gary: Just so you know, I'm very eager to learn. About natural supplementation.



Sarah smiled. Actually smiled, warm and private and absolutely filthy. Natural supplementation. Fucking hell. He wanted to suck her tits. Wanted to kneel in front of her and drink whilst she held his head and told him what a good boy he was.

David glanced up. "What's funny?"

"Hmm?" She looked at him, face neutral, smile gone.

"You smiled. At something."

"Oh. Just remembered something from yoga class. Instructor said something daft."

"Mm." He returned to his document. Already forgotten she existed.

Sarah deleted the message thread with Gary. Not because there was anything incriminating yet, just habit. She'd learned quickly these past few weeks. Leave no trace. Clear the history. Stay invisible.

She fed Emma another spoonful. Ate her own pasta standing up at the counter because sitting at the table with David felt unbearable tonight. Watching him chew and read and ignore her whilst her body screamed for touch, for hands, for someone who saw her as something other than a milk machine and unpaid domestic labour.

David finished his pasta, stood, carried his plate to the sink. Rinsed it perfunctorily, leaving it for her to load into the dishwasher later. "I'll be in the living room. Got more reading to do."

"Alright."

He left without another word. Didn't kiss her. Didn't touch her. Just walked out like she was part of the furniture.

Sarah stood in the kitchen, alone except for Emma and the faint hum of the fridge. No guilt. No anger. Nothing but the slick heat between her thighs and the certainty that sometime soon, Gary was going to get exactly what he'd been staring at.


Chapter 5: Supply and Demand


The sheets were damp beneath her, cooling against her arse and thighs. Sarah lay spread-eagled across the marital bed, still naked, still trembling, David's side of the mattress untouched and pristine. He wouldn't be home for hours yet. Time enough to recover. Time enough to come twice more if she fancied it.

She fancied it.

Jake had left twenty minutes ago, side gate clicking shut behind him, and his cum was still leaking out of her cunt. Warm, slick, soaking into the fitted sheet she'd have to strip and wash before David walked through the door. Another item for the to-do list. Wash sheets, hide the milk-stained cushions, erase every trace of her Tuesday afternoon getting thoroughly railed by the 21-year-old from next door.

Her tits ached. Properly ached, heavy and sore and tender to the touch. Jake had been rougher today, biting down, sucking hard enough to leave marks she'd need to hide under high-necked tops for the next few days. She touched her left breast gingerly and winced. Bruised, definitely. The nipple was swollen and darker than usual, and when she gave it a gentle squeeze milk beaded at the tip, fat and white.

Christ, still full. He'd drained her for nearly an hour, and she was still producing, still leaking, her body transformed into a relentless fucking dairy operation. Three mouths twice a week and her tits had responded like the obedient little milk machines they were. She was producing close to two litres a day now, maybe more. Evolution, doing exactly what it was designed to do.

She squeezed harder. Milk sprayed across her stomach in thin white streams, and the relief hit immediately, better than paracetamol, almost as good as an orgasm. She did it again, both hands working now, squeezing in rhythm, watching the milk arc through the afternoon sunlight slanting through the bedroom curtains.

This was her life now. Forty-two years old, sprawled naked on the marital bed, covered in cum and milk, tits bruised from being used like a fucking juice bar, and she'd never been happier. Her cunt was still throbbing, still sensitive, still wanting more.

David had absolutely no idea. He'd kissed her forehead this morning, distracted, already scrolling his phone. "Any plans today?" he'd asked. "Might pop to Tesco," she'd said. "Need to pick up some bits." He'd nodded, hadn't even looked up. If only he knew. If only he could see her now, cunt gaping and leaking, milk spraying everywhere, thoroughly debauched.

He wouldn't care anyway. Probably. He might even be relieved someone else was dealing with her needs, since he'd completely abdicated that responsibility.

Sarah slid her hand down between her legs, fingers gliding through the sticky mess Jake had left behind. Soaked. Her own wetness mixed with his cum, warm and slippery, coating her inner thighs. She circled her clit slowly, lazily, no rush. The lads would be back Friday. Two days. She could survive two days. Barely.

Her phone buzzed on the bedside table.

She snatched it up. Not the rugby lads' WhatsApp group. GARY.

Gary from the gym. Her cunt clenched before her brain even caught up. Six-foot-four, built like an absolute tank, personal trainer, thirty-five, recently divorced. She'd been flirting with him for three weeks now – but it had escalated beautifully after that.

Seven new messages, all sent while Jake had been balls-deep inside her. Perfect timing.

Gary, 1:47pm: Still thinking about what you said yesterday. Can't concentrate at work.

Gary, 1:52pm: Imagining you right now. Bet your tits are incredible.

Gary, 2:01pm: Need to taste you. Soon.

Gary, 2:15pm: [Image attached]



Sarah opened the photo and her breath stuttered. His cock. Massive, thick and long and veiny, gripped in one huge hand. The shot was taken from above, his muscular thighs framing the image, gym shorts yanked down. The caption beneath read: This is what you do to me. Just thinking about drinking from you.

Fuck.

Her hand moved faster between her legs, fingers rubbing her clit in tight circles now, the other hand going back to her sore nipple and squeezing hard enough to hurt. Milk leaked steadily, running down the curve of her breast, pooling warm in the hollow of her collarbone.

She typed one-handed, clumsy, autocorrect doing half the work:

Sarah: You're going to split me in half with that thing.


Gary: You can take it. I know you can.

Sarah: I'm dripping wet just looking at it.


Gary: Prove it.



Her cunt clenched hard. Fuck, he was good at this. She propped the phone against the pillow, angled the camera down her body, and spread her legs wide. The lens caught everything. Her swollen tits, nipples dark and leaking milk. Her flat stomach glistening with white streaks. And between her splayed thighs, her cunt, pink and puffy and absolutely dripping with cum.

She snapped the photo. Didn't hesitate. Sent it.

Sarah: Fresh from getting fucked. Still leaking.




Three dots appeared immediately. Stopped. Started again.

Gary: Holy fuck. Who?

Sarah: Does it matter?


Gary: No. Fucking hell, Sarah, you're perfect. I need to be inside you.

Sarah: When?


Gary: Thursday? I finish at 3.

Sarah: My place. Husband's at work.


Gary: I'll bring protein powder. You bring yours.



Sarah laughed out loud, her hand working faster between her legs, circling her clit in slick wet strokes. This was insane. Three regular partners already and she was lining up a fourth. Greedy insatiable slag at forty-two, that's what she'd become.

Best decision of her entire fucking life.

Gary: I'm going to drink every drop you've got. Then I'm going to fuck you until you can't walk. Fair warning.



She was going to come. Right now, alone in her bed, fantasising about Gary's enormous cock and his mouth latched onto her tits and how he'd probably fuck her even harder than the rugby lads, how she'd have four men on rotation now, four cocks to cycle through, never unsatisfied again.

Her fingers moved frantically, slippery and fast, grinding against her clit. The other hand twisted her nipple brutally and milk sprayed across her chest in a hot arc. She brought her wet fingers to her mouth, sucked them clean, tasted herself, tasted Jake's cum mixed with her own wetness, salt and musk and pure filth.

Then she squeezed her breast hard, caught the milk on her fingers, brought them to her lips. Sweet, warm, her own body's product. The lads went mad for it. Gary would lose his fucking mind.

Thursday. Gary arriving, huge and muscular, stripping in her hallway, cock already rock-hard. Lifting her onto the kitchen counter, spreading her thighs, burying his face between her legs first because he'd want to taste the mess. Then standing, lining up that massive cock, pushing into her slowly while she gasped and clawed at his shoulders and begged him to go deeper.

Then he'd lean down, latch onto her nipple, and drink while he fucked her senseless.

Four men. Four men drinking from her, fucking her, worshipping her body while her husband sat oblivious in his Canary Wharf office tower.

And Gary went to her gym. Commercial gym, hundreds of members, dozens of personal trainers. Rugby lads in the free weights section every evening, football players, bodybuilders, all of them obsessed with protein and gains and getting huge.

All of them potential clients.

She could expand properly. Not just the neighbours and one gym bloke. She could build an entire rotation. Different men on different days, constant variety, endless cock, endless appreciation for what her body could do.

Her cunt was a resource. Her milk was a commodity. She had supply, they had demand. Simple fucking economics.

The thought shoved her over the edge.

The orgasm hit like a fucking freight train. Her back bowed off the mattress, fingers grinding hard against her clit, thighs clamping shut around her own hand. Milk sprayed from both nipples untouched, purely from the intensity of it, white streams hitting her chin, her throat, the headboard behind her. She rode it out gasping, toes curling hard enough to cramp her calves, David's name nowhere near her thoughts. Just cock and milk and more and more and more.

When the spasms finally stopped, she collapsed back onto the damp sheets, breathing hard, covered in her own fluids and Jake's cum and utterly, completely satisfied.

For now.

Her phone buzzed again. Gary:

Gary: Just came all over my desk at work. Your fault.



She grinned, still catching her breath, and typed back:

Sarah: See you Thursday. Bring your appetite.




Thursday. Then Friday with the lads. Then maybe she'd text that bloke from the rugby club bar, the one who'd been staring at her tits last Saturday when she'd collected Jake. Then the CrossFit instructor who'd slipped her his number three months ago, back when she'd still been pretending to be a good wife.

The milk run was expanding.

And Sarah Matthews, forty-two, married, mother, had absolutely zero intention of stopping.

She closed her eyes, hand still resting between her legs, already thinking about round two.

Four hours until David got home.

Plenty of time.

Sarah cleaned up properly this time. Shower, fresh sheets, evidence erased. By the time David walked through the door at seven-fifteen, the house smelled like lavender fabric softener and the shepherd's pie warming in the oven.

"Good day?" he asked, kissing her forehead. Same question, same distracted tone. She wondered if he'd even notice if she answered honestly. "Got fucked by the neighbour, planned a session with my personal trainer, came six times. You?"

She smiled instead. "Quiet. Just pottering about. You?"

"Meetings. Conference call with the New York office ran over." He loosened his tie, headed for the sofa. Routine. Predictable. Boring.

Her phone buzzed. She checked it casually.

Jake: Friday, same time? Connor wants to try that thing you mentioned.



She deleted the message immediately. Replied from the downstairs loo:

Sarah: What thing?




Jake: DP whilst you're riding me. He wants to fuck your arse at the same time. Dev just wants to watch and wank, he said. He's shy like that.



Her cunt clenched. Friday. Two days.

Sarah: Tell Connor yes. Tell Dev he can join in whenever he's ready. I'll teach him.




She flushed the toilet for authenticity, washed her hands, returned to the living room. David had already fallen asleep on the sofa, mouth open, snoring.

Sarah sat beside him, scrolled through her phone. Found that CrossFit instructor's number from three months ago. Hi, it's Sarah from the gym. Are you still interested in those "private sessions" you mentioned?

Three dots appeared immediately.

She smiled, set her phone face-down, and turned on the TV. Some quiz show David liked. She didn't watch. Just sat there, planning her week. Thursday: Gary. Friday: the lads, DP, teaching Dev confidence. Maybe next week she'd invite the CrossFit bloke.

The milk run was expanding. And Sarah Matthews; forty-two, married, mother, utterly shameless - had absolutely zero intention of stopping.


Also by Lily Corbett


Daddy’s Team: The Old Men’s Breeding Ground

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

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

FIND ON AMAZON

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

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

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

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

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

The Lactation Consultant: A Hucow Training Story

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

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

FIND ON AMAZON

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Dirty Work: Daddy's Garage Girl

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

FIND ON AMAZON

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

FIND ON AMAZON

Daddy's Garage Band: A Taboo Backstage Romance


FIND ON AMAZON

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

FIND ON AMAZON

Marrakech Descent: A Naïve Young Woman's Taboo Journey

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

FIND ON AMAZON

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

FIND ON AMAZON

Tribal Initiation: Bred by the African Tribe

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

FIND ON AMAZON

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


About Lily Corbett
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Lily Corbett, writer of very dirty stories!


﻿At nineteen, I left Manchester with a backpack and a blog. At twenty, I abandoned my university placement and disappeared into Africa. Now, at twenty-six, I'm writing the truth about what really happens to naïve British girls who venture alone into places they don't understand – be that at home or abroad!

My "Lily's Descent" series is labelled as fiction because the publishing industry requires it. Those who have travelled similar paths will recognise the truth beneath the "story." The loss of my phone in Marrakech wasn't fiction. The shopkeeper who "helped" me wasn't fiction. What happened in that back room, and how it changed me forever, wasn't fiction.

I've changed names, combined certain men, and occasionally altered timelines. Everything else, every touch, taste, and transformation – happened exactly as written. My parents still believe I'm teaching English in Cape Town. They've never questioned why I never came home.

Why publish these experiences now? Partly for the money. Primarily because I've met too many other Western girls experiencing the same "cultural education" I received. Some fight it longer than others. None of us remain the same.

My stories aren't written to warn young women away from these experiences. They're written to prepare those secretly craving what I found, the freedom that comes from complete surrender to desires you're not supposed to have.

I also have many stories hidden away about taboo 'Daddies'… or just plain filthy stories I've either experienced or dream of experiencing.

If you recognise yourself in my journey, perhaps we've shared more than just similar experiences. Perhaps we've shared the same men.

Lily Corbett specializes in pushing boundaries with her uniquely British brand of taboo erotica, and when not writing about young women exploring their darkest desires with much older men, Lily can be found at punk gigs across the Midlands, collecting material for her next forbidden tale.

Yours in filth… Lily.

"Some girls find themselves abroad. Others lose themselves intentionally."


Trigger Warnings


This book contains very adult erotica themes and Intended for mature audiences (18+):

Explicit sexual content throughout (graphic detail)

Lactation fetish (primary theme)

Adultery/infidelity (married woman, no remorse)

Significant age gap (42F/21M)

Group sexual scenarios (MFM, multiple partners)

Strong language and British profanity

All characters are 21+ years old

All acts are consensual
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