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Introduction


THIS IS A VERY ADULT 30K WORD NOVELLA! A bored wife who works as a non-league football physio decides now is the time to have some fun in her life. The team are happy to make her their dirty piggy. 


See the trigger warnings at the end of the book – you've been warned!

Book 13 of Lily Corbett's "Taboo Tales" series of very naughty books!


1: EXTRA TIME
Professional Development


Six fifteen on a Tuesday. Year 3's classroom, just me and the small chairs and thoughts about what Darren Webb's mouth would feel like on my tits.

The room smelled of poster paint and something vaguely fruity. One of the desks had a sticky patch near the pencil groove. I sprayed it down with the blue cleaner, wiped it in careful circles. My mind was somewhere else entirely. Specifically, it was in the treatment room at Southwick Rangers with my legs spread and a twenty-four-year-old striker between them.

I'd woken up wet. Not damp, wet. Soaked through my knickers before I'd even opened my eyes. Forty-three years old and my cunt had an alarm clock.

The mop bucket rattled as I wheeled it toward Year 5. Radio 2 was playing something I didn't recognise, woman's voice over guitars. I turned it down and started on the floor, long strokes, automatic. My arms knew what to do. My mind went straight back to last Tuesday.

He'd come in with a tight hamstring. Legitimate, professional. I'd asked him to lie face-down and he'd peeled his training top off in one movement. Grey fabric over his head, shoulders bare, the muscles of his back shifting under skin that was younger than mine by nearly twenty years. I'd put my hands on the back of his thigh, found the knot, pressed.

He'd made this sound. Small, quiet, an intake of breath that was neither professional nor pain. I'd felt it between my legs like a fuse lighting. My cunt had clenched so hard I'd nearly dropped the fucking bottle of oil.

I'd kept my face neutral. Kept working. My hands had gone slick inside the latex gloves, and I'd had to concentrate very hard on what I was supposed to be doing, which was releasing a muscle knot, not imagining what that sound would be like if I had my mouth on his cock.

I'd been replaying that sound all week. In the car. At the kitchen table. Last night in bed with Dave snoring beside me and my hand between my legs, biting my lip so I didn't wake him. That sound. Over and over.

The mop sloshed. I wrung it out, moved to the next row of desks. I knew what I was doing. I knew exactly what I was doing. This was worse, probably. Better, definitely. I hadn't decided which mattered more.

My phone buzzed. I pulled it out, saw Dave's name.

you picking up bread on way home?

Yes.

I put the phone away. Dave wanted bread. I wanted a twenty-four-year-old striker to bend me over the treatment table and call me a greedy bitch while he fucked me stupid. Healthy marriage, this.

I finished Year 5 and moved through the rest on autopilot. Year 6, Reception, the staff room with its ancient kettle and the biscuit tin no one remembered to refill. By nine I was done, supplies packed away, side door locked behind me.

The drive home took twelve minutes. Radio 2 was on about interest rates. I indicated left at the roundabout, pulled into our road. Dave's car was gone. The house was quiet when I let myself in, that particular empty silence that meant no one was waiting and no one would notice when I got back.

I showered, water scalding, and when I soaped between my legs I was still slick. Not from the shower. From thinking about Darren's hands on my arse, the size of them, the grip. From imagining his mouth on my neck and what he'd say if he knew how wet I got just from putting my hands on his thigh. Professional sports therapist. Very fucking professional.

I dried off, stood in front of the bathroom mirror. The polo shirt was tighter than it was six months ago. I pulled it on, watched the buttons strain across my tits. The fabric pulled. The gap between buttons showed a strip of white bra when I breathed in. I could get the next size up. Brian wouldn't say anything. I wasn't going to get the next size up.

I made tea, ate toast standing at the counter, checked the time. Eleven thirty. I didn't need to leave for Southwick until two. Three hours to sit at the kitchen table and think about whether Darren would need treatment today, whether he'd make that sound again, whether I'd finally do something about the fact that I was soaking wet every Tuesday afternoon and had been for months.

Three hours. I sipped my tea. My thighs were already damp. Greedy pig, I thought, and felt myself flood.
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The Bolt and the Flood

I sat in the Fiesta for a full minute after I killed the engine, second from the left in the car park, listening to the tick of cooling metal and trying to look like a woman arriving for an ordinary Tuesday shift. The rear-view mirror showed me what I already knew: lip balm applied, hair tidy with the grey streak tucked behind my ear, face carefully neutral.

Which was a joke, really, because my knickers were already damp and I hadn't even gone inside yet.

I got out, locked the door, and headed for the training ground.

Pete had the strimmer out, doing the pitch edges, and the smell of cut grass hit sharp and green in the cold November air. He spotted me, killed the motor, lifted a hand in greeting.

"Alright, Jenny?"

"Not bad, Pete. Pitch looks good."

"Holding up. Rain's due Thursday but we'll be fine for Saturday." His grin arrived, the kind that meant he was about to say something he thought was clever. "You staying for training, then?"

"Course I am. When don't I?"

"Fair point. You're more reliable than half the bloody squad."

I smiled, said something about someone having to be, and made for the staff entrance. The key was already in my hand before I reached the door. Muscle memory. Twelve steps down the corridor, third door on the left.

The treatment room.

I unlocked it, pushed the door open, and breathed in the familiar smell: Deep Heat and disinfectant and underneath that, the smell of men. Sweat and skin and twenty-odd bodies coming through here every week, leaving traces I could taste at the back of my throat. I flicked the lights on. The fluorescent tube hummed, stuttered, caught.

My space. The only room at Southwick, possibly anywhere, that was entirely mine.

I set my bag down on the chair, pulled my hair back properly, and started the routine. Disinfectant spray on both tables, wiping them down in careful circles. Fresh paper roll on the main table, the crinkle of it loud in the small tiled room. Oils, tape, Deep Heat, ice packs. Everything in order. Everything exactly where it should be.

The kettle went on. I stood in the centre of the room and took a breath.

The treatment room smelled like it always smelled. The tiles gleamed white under the fluorescent light. The bolt on the door sat there, innocent and functional, the bolt I'd fitted myself eighteen months ago for privacy during sessions.

Privacy. That was what I'd told Brian.

That was what it was for. At the time.

My hands were steady when I arranged the supplies on the trolley. The rest of me was considerably less steady, but my hands have always known how to lie.

A knock. The door was still open, but Brian knocked anyway, ever polite.

"Jenny, love, you got a minute?"

"Course. Come in."

He stepped through, clipboard in hand, looking slightly harassed the way he always did before training. The Southwick fleece was zipped to his throat. He smiled at me, warm and genuine, and I felt the usual flicker of affection and guilt.

Roughly equal measure. Possibly guilt's winning.

"Pre-training briefing?"

"Go on then. Tea?"

"You're a star."

I made it without asking how he took it. GAFFER mug, two sugars, strong enough to stand a spoon in. I handed it over and he took a grateful sip.

"Right. So." He glanced at his clipboard. "Darren's hamstring is still tight from last week. Might need another look from you today."

Oh, Christ.

My cunt clenched, immediate and hard, and I had to shift my weight to keep my thighs from pressing together. Heat flooded up from my belly, into my chest, and I could feel the flush starting at my throat. Darren. On my table. Again. I made a note on the pad by the kettle, kept my face absolutely neutral, and prayed Brian couldn't see the way my hand had gone unsteady.

My knickers were soaked through already. I could feel it.

"No problem," I said, and my voice came out normal, which felt like a minor bloody miracle. "I'll have a look after warm-ups."

"Cheers. Tyler's got a sore ankle. Hasn't mentioned it, but I saw him limping Friday. Keep an eye?"

"Will do."

Tyler. Tyler with his mouth and his hands and absolutely zero filter. Another clench, lower, deeper. I was going to be a mess by the time training started.

"Darius is fine. Always fine." Brian shook his head, fond and exasperated. "Man's built like a bloody tank."

Darius.

I didn't let myself think about Darius. Not here, not with Brian three feet away and the taste of his tea still in my mouth. Later. I could think about Darius later, when I was alone, when I could properly fall apart about it.

"Saturday's the issue, really," Brian was saying. "Midfield's all over the place and the opposition's got that lad up front, the quick one. You know the one I mean."

I didn't, but I nodded anyway. Brian talked through his tactical concerns while I listened and made appropriate sounds. He finished his tea, set the mug down on the trolley, clapped me lightly on the shoulder.

"Don't know what we'd do without you, love. I genuinely don't."

He headed out. The door swung shut behind him.

Alone again.

Just me and the treatment room and the knowledge that in about twenty minutes, Darren Webb was going to walk through that door with his tight hamstring and his perfect arse, and I was going to have to keep my hands exactly where they belonged.

Professional. Competent. Forty-three years old and absolutely not thinking about the way he'd looked at me last Tuesday, or the way his voice had dropped when he'd said my name, or the fact that I'd gone home and fucked myself stupid in the shower thinking about him.

The bolt on the door sat there, waiting. I'd fitted it myself eighteen months ago. Privacy during sessions, I'd told Brian.

Privacy. That was one word for it.

I was so wet I could smell myself over the Deep Heat.
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Professional Necessity

I went back outside to watch.

Part of the job, observing players during training, watching for signs of strain or compensating movement they wouldn't report themselves. I could have done it from the dugout. I didn't. I stood at the edge of the pitch where I had a better view of everything, and I told myself it was professional necessity.

Liar.

The squad was running drills, the usual Tuesday sequence. Warm-up laps, then passing, then short sprints. Brian stood in the centre circle with his whistle and clipboard, shouting encouragement that was three-quarters instruction, one-quarter threat you'd better take seriously.

I folded my arms across my chest. Partly the November cold, partly because I needed something to do with my hands.

Darren moved through the drills in grey and white, all that easy grace, making it look simple when it wasn't. I watched him for the hamstring. That's the reason. The professional reason. My mouth had gone dry. My polo shirt was too tight across my chest and I could feel my pulse in my throat, in my wrists, between my legs. Irrelevant. All of it.

He stretched before the next sprint, bent forward, hands on his knees. Then he straightened and pulled the training top up to wipe his face.

The flash of his stomach lasted maybe two seconds. The dark trail of hair below his navel. The cut of muscle disappearing into his waistband. I felt it like a hand between my thighs.

Jesus Christ. I'm forty-three years old and looking at a twenty-four-year-old's happy trail like it's going to solve something.

I looked away. Looked back. Watched him sprint the length of the pitch, power in his legs, breadth of his shoulders, his body moving like something expensive and perfectly maintained. He was twenty-four. He was built like a promise someone had kept, and I wanted to put my mouth on every inch of it.

He'll need another session. Longer this time.

My thighs were slick. I shifted my weight, told myself to think about literally anything else. The fixtures list. The shopping. Dave's betting slips on the kitchen counter. It didn't work. Nothing worked. I was wet and getting wetter, standing on the edge of a football pitch on a Tuesday afternoon in November, and I'd stopped being embarrassed about it somewhere around the second time I'd touched myself thinking about his hands.

Halfway through a passing drill, Darren glanced toward the dugout.

Toward me.

His eyes met mine for maybe half a second. He didn't smile. He just looked. Then he turned back, accelerated into the sprint, didn't miss a step.

I looked away first. Pulled out my phone, pretended I had something urgent to check, something professional. My hands weren't steady. My cunt clenched, a pull so sharp I nearly made a sound. I was wet, properly wet, the kind of wet that was going to leave a mark on my trousers if I wasn't careful, and it had taken one glance.

One glance from a man who could be my son if I'd been particularly irresponsible at nineteen, and I'm stood here leaking into my knickers like I've never been looked at before.

The game had started. Neither of us had said a word.

Brian's whistle cut through the cold air. Training done. The players jogged toward the changing room entrance, loud and sweating, the usual post-training noise. Tyler was shouting something at Darius, something crude probably. Darius ignored him with the calm of long practice.

Darren was toward the back of the group. Walking, not jogging. Still protecting the hamstring.

There we are, then.

I turned and headed back inside. I didn't look to see if he was following. I didn't need to look. I knew.

The corridor was empty. The changing room door swung shut behind the last of the squad, and I unlocked the treatment room, pushed it open, left it slightly ajar.

The room smelled like it always did: Deep Heat, disinfectant, the faint warm human smell that never quite left no matter how often I scrubbed. I wiped down the table even though it was already clean. Checked the paper roll. Straightened the oils on the trolley. My hands were shaking and I was soaked through, the gusset of my knickers wet and clinging, and I had maybe thirty seconds before he walked through that door.

Forty-three. Treatment room. Tuesday afternoon. What the fuck am I doing.

I heard footsteps in the corridor. Slow. Deliberate.

Here we go.

I turned toward the door and waited.
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Standard Procedure

He knocked twice, steady and sure, like a man who knew he'd be let in.

I looked up from the trolley where I'd been rearranging supplies I'd already sorted twice. The door opened. Darren stepped inside, still in his training kit, the grey top dark with sweat at the chest and under the arms, his hair damp at the temples. He closed the door behind him, not all the way, just mostly. Enough.

With him in the room, the space felt smaller.

"Hamstring's still tight," he said, easy as anything. "You got time to have a look?"

My voice worked. Small bloody mercies.

"Of course. Up on the table."

He climbed on without fuss, settled face-down with his head turned to one side on the small padded rest. I moved into position beside him, the same spot I'd stood in a thousand times with a hundred different players. Professional distance. Therapist mode. My hands knew the routine even when the rest of me had stopped making sensible decisions.

I put both hands flat on his lower back, getting my bearings. Iliac crest, sacrum, the usual landmarks. Standard territory. My palms were damp already. His body was warm through the thin fabric, solid underneath, and I could feel every breath he took, slow and controlled like he had all the time in the world.

"Tell me if anything's tender."

I slid my hands down to his glutes, working through the white shorts, palpating for tension, for the specific tightness of muscle protecting an injury. He was solid under my hands, every inch of him. Twenty-four years old and built like someone had put in an order for it.

Christ, get a grip.

"Fine there."

I moved to the hamstring itself. Left leg. Started high near the glute attachment, my fingers pressing into the thick belly of muscle, working down toward the knee in the methodical pattern I'd done so many times I could do it in my sleep. His hamstring was fine. Bit tight, nothing worth a full session. I pressed deeper anyway.

He made a small sound. Not pain. Something lower.

"Where exactly are you feeling it?" My voice came out level, professional. Years of practice. "When's it worst?"

"When I sprint. Dull, not sharp."

I kept working, deep pressure now, my thumbs finding the familiar pathways through muscle fibres, the places that held tension and the places that gave. I could feel the heat of him through the thin shorts, the solid weight of him, the way his body responded when I pressed. My hands were doing their job. My cunt was absolutely not doing its job, flooding like I'd flipped a switch, wet enough that I was aware of it with every tiny shift of my weight.

"Bend your knee for me."

He did. I wrapped one hand round his calf, guiding the movement, resistance test, completely standard assessment. My other hand stayed on his hamstring, and my thumb dug in deeper than strictly necessary into the muscle belly.

He made that sound again, lower this time.

Then, quiet: "You're good at this."

The compliment landed wrong. The weight of it sat differently, not professional at all, something else underneath it that I felt in the pit of my stomach and lower.

I should've said thank you. Should've kept working, kept it light. Should've not engaged.

"I know."

The words came out low, almost amused. I felt them land and settle between us.

His breathing stayed steady, but something shifted in the quality of it.

"You've got strong hands."

I pressed in, felt the muscle yield completely under my palm. I was soaked through my knickers now, slick down the insides of my thighs, and the room smelled like Deep Heat and antiseptic and underneath it all, sharp and unmistakable, the smell of me wanting something I had absolutely no business wanting.

"Occupational requirement."

"Yeah?" A pause, his voice dropping half a tone. "Lucky for me."

Something changed. The air thickened. I felt it happen, felt the moment it stopped being a physio session and became something I was going to have to explain to myself later. I didn't stop it. My hands stayed on his leg. I let it shift.

Forty-three years old, standing here with my thumbs in a twenty-four-year-old's hamstring whilst my cunt floods and I pretend this is completely bloody normal.

"Right." My voice still worked, which felt like a miracle. "Turn over. I need to check your hip flexor."

He moved without hesitation. Rolled onto his back, settled himself with his head on the rest, arms loose at his sides. He looked at me. Proper eye contact. Direct and steady and not remotely professional.

I was supposed to assess his hip flexors. Put my hand on his anterior hip, ask him to resist, make a note in my book, send him back to the changing room. Standard procedure.

I just stood there.

"How's it look?"

I found my voice somewhere in the back of my throat. "You'll live."

He smiled, not quite a grin, something quieter and more deliberate. "Good to know."

Move. Touch his hip. Do your job. Finish the assessment and get him out of here before you do something catastrophically stupid.

I made myself step closer. Put my hand on his hip over the shorts, pressed gently, safe and professional.

"Resist for me."

He did. His muscle engaged against my palm and I felt the strength of it, the easy control. My hand was on his hip and his hand, casual, not aggressive, moved to rest on the edge of the table near my wrist. He wasn't touching me. Just close. Close enough that I could feel the warmth coming off his skin.

"You alright?" Quiet, almost curious.

"Fine." Too fast. "Why wouldn't I be?"

"You look..." He didn't finish.

I should've left it. Should've moved my hand, finished up, closed this down before it went somewhere I couldn't walk back from.

"I look what?"

A pause. Deliberate. Then: "Warm."

The word hit me like fingers between my legs.

I knew what he meant. He knew I knew. This was it, the moment where I could laugh it off or step back or say something deflecting and we'd both pretend nothing had happened and tomorrow would be exactly the same as yesterday.

I didn't do any of it.

I stood there with my hand on his hip and his hand a fraction of an inch from my wrist and my face flushed hot and my knickers ruined and I said absolutely fuck-all.

He knows. He knows I'm soaked. He knows I've been thinking about this. He knows and he's not looking away and neither am I.

His hand shifted, barely an inch. If I moved at all we'd be touching.

I was wet enough to hear it if I moved my thighs. I wanted to close the gap. I wanted him to close it. I wanted to slide the bolt on the door and stop thinking and let whatever was about to happen just bloody happen.

I didn't.

A knock, loud and cheerful. Tyler's voice cut through: "Jenny, you got a minute? Ankle's giving me trouble."

Everything stopped.

Darren sat up in one smooth movement, swung his legs off the table, stood. I stepped back, muscle memory slamming professional distance back into place so fast it left me dizzy.

"Two minutes, Tyler," I called out.

My voice sounded almost normal. Astonishing, really.

Darren looked at me, low enough that only I could hear: "Thanks for that."

I found words. "Ice it tonight. Should be fine."

He held my eyes for one more beat. Then he nodded, walked to the door, pulled it open.

Tyler was in the corridor, grinning at something Darius had said. Darren passed them both without comment, didn't look back.

The door swung shut.

I stood there beside the table with my hands shaking and my knickers soaked through and absolutely no idea what I was supposed to do with any of this.

Tyler's voice drifted through from outside, still talking to Darius, cheerful and completely oblivious. I could hear Darren's voice further down the corridor, saying something I couldn't make out.

I wiped down the table. Changed the paper roll. My hands did it on autopilot, the same routine I'd done a thousand times. I pulled in a breath. Straightened my polo shirt. Tucked back the strand of hair that had come loose from the clip.

I walked to the door and opened it.

"Right then, Tyler," I said. "Let's have a look at that ankle."


2: HANDS ON
Still Soaking


Tyler came in talking.

"Alright, Jenny, tell me I haven't done something stupid."

Already kicking off his trainer, already rolling his sock down, already hopping onto the table without being asked. All energy, no filter, exactly himself.

Focus. His ankle. Nothing else.

Slight swelling on the lateral side, nothing dramatic. I touched it, gentle palpation, checking for heat, except my hands were trembling and I could still feel the phantom weight of Darren's fingers near my wrist.

"What'd you, hang on, what'd you do to it?"

"Went over funny on a curb Friday night. Didn't think anything of it, but it's been sore since yesterday's session."

I rotated his foot, assessing range of motion. Professional. Competent. Not thinking about how wet I'd been ten minutes ago when Darren had said warm like he'd meant something else entirely. Tyler winced, not badly.

"That hurt?"

"Bit."

"Here?"

"Yeah, there."

Routine. Ligament check, joint mobility, rule out the serious stuff. My hands knew what to do even when my brain was somewhere else, replaying Darren's hand hovering near mine, the heat of him, how close I'd come to just, what, closing the gap? Grabbing him? I'd been so wet I could feel it, slick between my thighs, and now Tyler was here talking about the match on Saturday, something Darius had said in training, and I was nodding in the right places while my cunt throbbed and my face stayed carefully neutral.

I taped his ankle. Neat, efficient, the familiar rhythm grounding me back into something that felt almost real.

"Ice it tonight. Rest tomorrow. You'll be fine for Saturday."

"Cheers, Jenny. You're a bloody legend."

He hopped off the table, tested his weight on it, nodded, satisfied. Completely oblivious. Twenty-four years old and he had no idea I'd spent the entire appointment soaking wet and thinking about someone else's hands.

"You staying for the rest of the session?"

"Heading out soon."

"Fair enough. See you Saturday, yeah?"

"See you Saturday."

He left the way he'd arrived: loud, cheerful, the door swinging shut behind him with a soft thunk that seemed too loud in the sudden quiet.

The treatment room smelled like Deep Heat and something sharper underneath, something I was trying very hard not to think about. The adrenaline went out of me like someone had pulled a plug, left me stood there beside the table, shaking, too aware of my heartbeat, my breathing, the wet heat between my legs that hadn't gone anywhere.

I was still thinking about it. About him. About Darren's mouth and that word and how much I'd wanted, Christ, how much I'd wanted.

I needed to leave, get home, stop replaying the last twenty minutes like they were the first five seconds of a video I kept rewinding. Darren's hand. The almost-touch. The way he'd looked at me when he'd said it.

Warm.

I started packing my kit bag, hands still shaking, thighs still slick, forty-three years old and I couldn't even make it through a standard ankle tape without falling apart.
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The Empty House

The light turned green. I drove. My knickers were soaked through, wet fabric clinging to me, uncomfortable in a way that kept dragging my attention back between my legs. I was supposed to feel ashamed, probably. I felt awake. Four years of sleepwalking through my own life and somebody had just kicked the door in and turned every light on at once.

Radio 2 was playing something I didn't register. The A-road was the same route I'd driven three times a week for eight years, autopilot, except I'd never driven it like this before: wet and aching and replaying every second of the last hour in sharp, specific detail. I shifted in my seat, and the pressure made the ache worse, which somehow made it better, which made it worse again. I gripped the steering wheel hard enough my knuckles went white.

At the roundabout I indicated left without thinking, already halfway through replaying the moment Darren's hand had moved near mine on the treatment table. The heat of him that close. How easily he could have touched me, skin to skin, and chose not to. How badly I'd wanted him to. How badly I still wanted him to. Christ.

The word warm sitting in the air between us, and I'd felt it land in my cunt like he'd put his hand there himself. Which he hadn't. Which was somehow worse.

I gripped the wheel tighter and thought about his eyes on me, steady and certain, the way my body had answered before my brain had time to catch up and do something sensible. The flush that had risen hot and immediate across my chest, visible through the polo shirt I knew was too tight. The way I'd gone wet, actually wet, the kind of wet I could feel spreading, just from the way he'd looked at me and the specific tone in his voice when he'd said that single, devastating word.

Nearly home. The traffic was light. November daylight already fading, half four and nearly dark, the sky pressing down grey and heavy. I turned onto my road and Dave's car wasn't in the driveway.

Thank God.

Evening shift this week. He wouldn't be back until after nine.

The relief was immediate and physical, a loosening in my chest I hadn't realised was tight. Which was shameful. Which was also completely true. The house was mine for four hours and I knew exactly what I was going to do with it.

I parked. Sat in the car with the engine off, hands still on the wheel, and let myself admit what I was about to do. What I'd been thinking about doing since approximately three minutes after Darren had left the treatment room. What I'd been wet thinking about in the car on the way to Tesco's, standing in the pasta aisle, choosing between penne and fusilli while my knickers clung to me and I thought about his hands.

Then I got out, went inside, dropped my kit bag by the door and went straight upstairs without stopping, without thinking, without doing a single one of the normal, functional, wife-shaped things I was supposed to do on a Wednesday evening in November.

There was a shower I should have taken. Dinner I should have started. Washing I should have put on. The kitchen floor that needed mopping. A text from Dave I should have answered.

I didn't do any of it.

I went into the bedroom, closed the door, and my hand was inside my work trousers before the latch had even clicked.

Not between my legs. Inside them. Past the waistband of my knickers, which were soaked, absolutely soaked, wetter than I'd been in years just from thinking, just from wanting, just from forty minutes in a treatment room where technically nothing had even happened.

I pressed down and my hips came up off the bed, still fully dressed, polo shirt still damp with the sweat from earlier, work trousers still on, trainers kicked off somewhere between the landing and the duvet. I didn't care. I slid two fingers down and God, I was slick, swollen, aching in a way that made my breathing go shallow and fast.

I thought about Darren's eyes on me. The way he'd looked at my mouth when I'd been talking. The way his hand had hovered near mine on the treatment table, close enough I could feel the heat of him, and how I'd wanted him to close that gap so badly I'd nearly whimpered.

I circled my clit, slow and deliberate, the way I knew worked, and felt the first tight curl of pleasure start low in my belly.

I thought about the word warm in his voice. The specific quality of it. The way he'd said it like he was telling me something, like he knew exactly what it would do to me.

I pressed harder. My other hand came up to my chest, squeezed my breast through the polo shirt fabric, felt my nipple stiffen against my palm. I was breathing hard now, mouth open, hips rocking up into my own hand in a rhythm I couldn't control.

What if he'd touched me?

The thought arrived fully formed and devastating.

What if he'd put his hand on my thigh, slid it up, felt how wet I was? What if he'd said it out loud? 'You're so warm, Jenny. You're soaked. Is this for me?'

I whimpered. Actual sound, out loud, in my own bedroom in the middle of the afternoon. My fingers moved faster, slick and obscene, and I could hear it, the wet sound of myself, and instead of being mortified I got wetter.

What if he'd pushed my knickers aside and slid his fingers inside me, right there on the treatment table, while I was supposed to be professional, supposed to be doing my job?

"Oh God," I said out loud, to no one, to the empty house, to the version of myself who had spent four years not doing this, not feeling this, not wanting anything this badly.

I thought about him bending me over the treatment table. Pulling my work trousers down. Seeing how wet I was and saying something filthy about it, something that acknowledged how greedy my body was, how much I wanted it, how I couldn't help myself.

The orgasm hit fast and hard, rising up from nowhere, and I bit down on my own lip to keep from crying out. My body clenched, released, clenched again, waves of it rolling through me while I worked myself through it, fingers slick and relentless, hips grinding up into my own hand like I was trying to fuck it.

When I finally stopped, I was panting, sweating, my work trousers and knickers shoved halfway down my thighs, the duvet beneath me probably marked with how wet I'd been.

I lay there for a long moment, staring at the ceiling, catching my breath.

Forty-three years old. Wednesday afternoon. Treatment room fantasies and my hand down my trousers like a teenager.

I should have felt ridiculous.

I felt incandescent.

I pulled my hand out of my trousers, looked at my fingers, slick and shining, and thought about Darren seeing me like this. Watching me. Telling me to keep going.

Then I slid my hand back down and started again.
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The Smell of Want

I came with my hand shoved down my trousers, two fingers pressed hard against my clit through soaked knickers, Darren's voice in my head. You look warm.

It wasn't enough. It was nowhere near enough.

I lay there on the bed, staring at the ceiling, chest heaving, thighs still clenched tight around my own hand. The orgasm had been sharp and fast, unsatisfying the way solo always was now. A placeholder. A poor fucking substitute for what I actually wanted, which I absolutely could name if I let myself.

I wasn't letting myself.

Not yet.

My polo shirt was rucked up under my tits, my bra still on, the underwire digging in. My trousers were halfway down my hips, zip undone, hand still shoved down the front like a teenager who couldn't make it to the bed properly. I could smell myself. Sharp and female and unmistakeable in the quiet of the bedroom. The smell of wanting someone who wasn't my husband.

Forty-three years old.

I sat up slowly. Peeled the polo shirt over my head, unhooked my bra, let my tits fall free. My trousers were stuck halfway down my thighs. I kicked them off, left them in a heap on the floor with my knickers, which were wrecked, properly wrecked, the gusset soaked through.

I needed a shower. I needed to get my head straight. I needed to stop thinking about Darren Webb's hands and what they'd feel like on my skin instead of a treatment table.

I sat on the edge of the bed for another thirty seconds, completely naked, and let myself think it properly for the first time.

I wanted him.

I wanted Darren Webb. I wanted his hands where mine had just been. I wanted to hear what he'd say if I let him. What he'd do if I didn't stop him. What he'd call me if I let him go as far as I was imagining right now, sweating and wet in my own bedroom at half past seven on a Wednesday evening.

The thought should have horrified me.

It didn't.

I stood. Walked to the bathroom. Turned the shower up hot, almost too hot, scalding. The spray hit my shoulders and I stood there under it, letting the water beat down, the heat soaking in. My hands braced against the tiles. My head bowed. Steam rising.

I washed everything. Hair first. Then my face. The sweat on my chest, my belly. The wetness on my thighs. I was thorough. Clinical, even. Like if I scrubbed hard enough I could wash the want off, rinse it down the drain with the soap and the heat and the steam.

I couldn't.

I stood under the spray until the hot water started to run lukewarm, then cold. I turned it off. Stepped out. Dried myself methodically. Pulled on leggings and an old jumper, the soft one with the hole in the sleeve I should have thrown out two years ago.

Downstairs. Kitchen. Real life.

Dave wouldn't be home for hours. The betting shop closed at nine on Wednesdays and he'd be in the pub after. I had time. Time to make dinner, time to sit at the kitchen table with a glass of wine, time to pretend I was normal.

I wasn't normal.

I didn't think I'd be normal again.

I put the pasta on. Chopped an onion. Garlic. The smell filled the kitchen, warm and ordinary, the kind of smell that was supposed to be grounding. I grated cheese. Put the kettle on. Stirred the pot. The water bubbled. The pasta swirled.

I thought about Thursday.

I thought about Darren Webb on my treatment table, his shirt off, my hands on his back. The weight of him under my palms. The way he'd looked at me when he said you look warm.

I thought about what I'd do if he said it again.

I thought about what I'd do if he didn't stop at looking.

The pasta was done. I drained it. Plated it. Sat down at the table with a fork and a glass of cheap red and the quiet hum of the fridge in the corner.

I ate. I drank. I thought about Thursday.

And I knew, sitting there in my kitchen with pasta and wine and twenty years of marriage cooling on the counter, that I wasn't going to stop this.

I was going to let it happen.

Whatever it was.

[image: ]

Championship Manager

Dave came through the front door at ten past seven and I didn't turn around from the hob. Keys hit the side table, footsteps in the hall, the same sounds in the same order I'd been hearing for fifteen years. I could still feel Darren's thumb pressing into my hamstring. The heat of it. Three hours later and my knickers were damp.

"Alright," Dave said, appearing in the doorway in the Amazon fleece he'd been wearing since Monday. He looked tired. I didn't ask why.

"Dinner's ready," I said. "Pasta."

"Lovely."

I served him a plate, served myself, sat down. Dave scrolled his phone between bites. I ate pasta I couldn't taste and watched my husband not look at me and thought about a twenty-four-year-old's hands. The difference was obscene. Dave chewed. Darren had stared at my tits like he'd forgotten how to breathe.

"Steve's being a prick again," Dave said, still scrolling.

"Is he."

"Whole delivery schedule's gone to shit because he can't read a bloody manifest. I've told him four times."

"Mm."

"And then he acts like it's my fault when the drivers are standing around with nothing to load."

I made a sound that meant I was listening. I wasn't. Dave took another bite, scrolled further, frowned at something on his screen that mattered to him and not at all to me.

"Spurs are playing later," he said.

"Right."

"Should be decent. They've got that new lad up front."

I nodded. Ate another forkful. This was my life: this table, this kitchen, this man who'd stopped seeing me sometime around 2019 and hadn't noticed the difference.

This afternoon Darren's hands had been on my thigh, and I could still feel the shape of them.

Dave finished his pasta, took his plate to the sink, rinsed it, put it on the draining board. Came back through to the living room and settled on the sofa with his laptop.

"You watching this?" he said, nodding at the television.

"Not really."

"I'll put the match on then."

He did. Commentary filled the room, distant and irrelevant. I sat in the armchair with my phone in my lap, pretending to care about anything happening on the screen while my pulse beat hard between my legs and Dave clicked through Championship Manager like I wasn't there.

He'd be at this until midnight. I could go upstairs, lock the bathroom door, get myself off thinking about Darren's mouth on my throat, and Dave wouldn't notice I'd left the room.

My phone buzzed in my lap and the heat went straight through me before I'd even looked at the screen.

Unknown number. I knew. Jesus, I knew. My pulse kicked into my throat, my cunt clenched, and I opened the message with Dave five feet away managing a pretend football team.

Hamstring feels better. Thanks. Might need another session Thursday though. Darren.

I stared at it. Read it once, twice, three times, felt the heat spreading through my chest, my face, felt myself getting wetter.

He'd texted. He'd got my number from the squad contact sheet, which was entirely normal, entirely professional, everyone had access. The gaffer had my number. Half the lads did, for booking sessions, for asking about injuries.

This wasn't that.

Might need another session Thursday.

My pulse was hammering. I could feel it everywhere, could feel the flush rising, my nipples tight against my bra, the slick heat between my thighs.

Dave clicked something on his laptop. Made a small sound of annoyance. The match commentary droned on.

I looked at the message again. Professional on the surface. Absolutely not professional underneath.

Thursday. He wanted Thursday.

Delete it. Put the phone down. Go to bed. Do literally any sensible thing a forty-three-year-old married woman is supposed to do.

I typed back instead, pulse hammering, knickers wet, Dave six feet away not noticing I was about to go straight to hell.

Thursday 3pm. I'll make sure the room's free.

Sent it before I'd finished the thought.

Then I deleted the thread. Both messages. Gone.

I put my phone face-down on the arm of the chair and looked at the television and saw absolutely nothing. Thursday. Two days. I was so wet I could feel it when I shifted in the chair.

"Did you remember the bread?" Dave said, not looking up.

"Yes."

"Lovely."

I had. I remembered everything. Including exactly how Darren's breath had felt against my neck when he'd leaned in close to ask if the pressure was alright.


3: FULL CONTACT
Shaved and Ready


Dave left for work at half seven. I stood at the kitchen window with tea I didn't want, watching the street, seeing nothing. My hands were steady on the mug. That was something. Thursday. Three o'clock. Darren.

Jesus.

I tried to read. Sat in the armchair with a book I'd started three weeks ago and still couldn't tell you what it was about. Read the same paragraph four times, gave up, left it face-down on the arm. Made another cup of tea. Forgot I'd made it. Found it later, stone cold, scum on the top.

At half eleven I went upstairs. Ran the shower hot, stepped in, let the water beat down on my neck and shoulders. Washed my hair. Conditioned it, combed it through with my fingers, rinsed. Stood there longer than I needed to, water running between my tits, down my belly, pooling at my feet.

Then I shaved my legs.

Carefully. All the way up. Both of them. Inner thighs smooth. Everything smooth.

For a twenty-four-year-old footballer who's going to have his hands all over me in four hours.

I nicked my ankle. Tiny cut, bright red in the water. Didn't care.

I dried off, stood in front of the wardrobe in my towel. My uniform was hanging there. Navy polo. Dark trousers. I looked at my underwear drawer. Thought about it. Decided on the black bra, the good one, the one that actually fit.

Not that he's going to see it. Probably.

I got dressed slowly. Knickers first, then the bra, hooks and eyes, settling my tits into the cups. Then the trousers, the zip, the button. Then the polo shirt.

It pulled across my chest when I fastened the buttons. Gap between the second and third button, just visible. I looked at myself in the mirror. Looked at the gap.

Left it.

At quarter past one I picked up my kit bag, checked I had everything, locked the front door behind me.

I drove with the radio off. Wanted silence. Wanted to think, except thinking wasn't helping. The route was automatic. A-road, roundabout, left at the pub. My hands were tight on the wheel. I made myself loosen them. I could feel my pulse in my throat.

This is actually happening.

I arrived at twenty-five to two. Parked in my usual spot, second from the left. Turned the engine off.

Sat there. Hands on the wheel. Breathing.

I could drive away. Text him, cancel, say I was ill. Food poisoning. Migraine. Dead.

I got out of the car. The training ground was quiet. Thursday afternoon, most of the lads gone already. I could hear the groundsman's radio from the far pitch, faint. My kit bag was heavy on my shoulder. I walked toward the treatment room and my heart was going like I'd run a mile.

Three o'clock. Darren. This.

I unlocked the door and went in.
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Quarter to Two

I unlocked the treatment room and shut the door properly behind me. All the way closed, which I never did on arrival. Usually I left it ajar, welcoming, professional. Not today. The click of the latch felt deliberate, heavy. I am locking myself in with what I'm about to do.

My cunt was already warm, already slick. Quarter to two and I was already there.

I set my bag down by the trolley and went through the usual setup, hands moving on autopilot while my mind ran somewhere filthier. Wiped the treatment table down, laid fresh paper the full length of it, smoothed the creases flat with both palms. Preparing it for him. The thought made my nipples stiffen against the inside of my polo shirt. I could feel the fabric pulling tight across my chest every time I leaned forward, the buttons straining slightly. I wondered if he'd notice. I wondered if I wanted him to.

Checked my supplies. Oil, tape, Deep Heat, everything lined up and ready. All present, all correct, all about to be used for something Brian would absolutely not put in the budget report.

Then I went to the door and tested the bolt. Slid it across, smooth and silent. Slid it back. Rehearsing. Making sure it would work when I needed it to, when Darren was inside and I was locking the rest of the world out. I'd installed it myself eighteen months back, told Brian it was for patient privacy during sensitive treatments. That was true. Turned out it was true for this too, just not the kind of sensitive Brian had in mind.

I turned on the secondary lamp on the trolley, left the overhead fluorescent off. Softer light, warmer, less like a medical room and more like somewhere two people could do something they absolutely shouldn't. Deliberate choice. I wanted him to see me, but I didn't want to see myself too clearly.

Filled the kettle. Didn't turn it on. Not yet.

I stood in the centre of my treatment room, hands at my sides, and took stock. The table. The bolt. The lighting. The privacy. Everything was ready.

I'm soaking and he isn't even here yet.

I could feel it, the slick warmth between my thighs, my knickers already damp and clinging. The treatment room smelled like antiseptic and lemon cleaning spray and underneath it all, something warmer, sharper. Me. I was giving off heat. I wondered if he'd smell it when he walked in. I wondered if that would be the thing that tipped him, the evidence of how badly I wanted this, written in sweat and want and the specific scent of a woman who'd been thinking about a man's hands for three straight days.

A knock at the door made me jump. My heart kicked against my ribs.

I opened it. Brian, holding a printed sheet, cheerful as ever, utterly oblivious.

"Jenny, love, you got a minute?"

"Course." My voice came out normal. Steady. Professional. Good girl, Jenny. Keep it together.

He handed me the team sheet for Saturday. "Just finalised it. Wanted your thoughts on the fitness side."

I scanned it, forcing myself to focus. Darren's name in the starting eleven. Tyler on the bench. I felt something tighten low in my belly.

"Looks solid," I said. "Everyone's recovered well this week."

"Darren's hamstring sorted then?"

"Seems to be. He's moving well."

Brian beamed, properly pleased, and I felt the absurdity of the moment settle over me like a net. "Good lad. You work miracles, you do." He tapped the doorframe, affectionate, trusting, completely unaware. "Right, I'll let you get on. Training's at half two, I'll send anyone with niggles your way after."

"Perfect."

He left, whistling something tuneless, pulling the door closed behind him.

I stood there with the team sheet in my hands, Darren's name printed neatly in the starting eleven, black ink on white paper.

Brian thinks I've fixed his hamstring. He's grateful for my hard work. He trusts me.

In ninety minutes I was going to have Darren bent over this treatment table, or on his knees, or doing something that involved his cock and my mouth and every single boundary I'd spent eight years maintaining, and I was wet just thinking about it. Brian had just thanked me for my professionalism.

I should have felt worse about that.

I didn't feel bad at all.

I folded the team sheet, set it on the trolley next to the oil and the tape, checked my watch. Quarter to two.

I sat down in the fold-up chair by the window, thighs pressed together because if I didn't I was going to start touching myself right there, and I waited.

My pulse was in my throat, between my legs, everywhere. The treatment room was warm and quiet and mine. Outside, I could hear the distant thump of footballs being kicked, voices calling to each other, the everyday sounds of the training ground doing what it did.

Fifteen minutes.

I could already feel him. The weight of him, the heat, the specific gravity of what was about to happen in this small locked room.

I crossed my legs tighter and I waited.
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Greedy Pig Gets Her First Taste

Three o'clock. Two knocks, exactly on time.

Here we go, then.

I opened the door and there he was: Darren in his training kit, grey top, navy shorts, fresh from the shower. Clean soap smell, sharp and male, with something underneath it that made my cunt clench before I'd even said hello. Aftershave. Sweat. Him.

He stepped inside. I closed the door behind him.

Didn't lock it yet.

"Hamstring's still tight," he said.

We both knew that was bollocks. The excuse hung there between us, thin as tissue paper, neither of us bothering to pretend.

"Get on the table."

My voice came out steadier than I felt. My heart was trying to beat its way through my ribs.

He moved past me and the room shrank around him. Warmer already, the air thick with something I couldn't name and didn't need to. Darren climbed onto the table, settled himself face down, arms folded under his head.

Waiting.

I approached slowly. Professional. Still professional.

I put my hands on his lower back. Still safe. Still professional. Palms flat against the grey fabric, feeling the heat of him underneath, the slow rise and fall of his breathing. God, he's warm. The kind of warmth that goes straight to your cunt whether you want it to or not.

I worked upward. Shoulders, neck, loosening muscles that didn't need loosening. Taking my time. His body solid and hot under my hands and I was spending far longer on this than necessary and we both bloody well knew it.

"Training go well?" Standard question. Filling the silence with something that wasn't the sound of my pulse in my ears.

"Yeah. Fine."

"Hamstring give you any trouble?"

"Bit."

He stopped talking. Just lay there, breathing, letting me work.

I moved my hands lower. Down his spine, over his lower back, closer to where I'd been thinking about touching him since Tuesday. Nearly there. Nearly.

This was it. The last moment before the line got crossed properly and completely.

My hands reached the top of his hamstring. Still over the shorts, still technically professional. I pressed in, tested the muscle underneath.

Darren made a small sound that had nothing to do with pain.

I paused. Hands still on him, breath caught somewhere in my throat.

"You can use oil if you want." His voice quiet, careful. "Might help."

Permission. Invitation. The door opening if I wanted to walk through it.

I hesitated. Three seconds with my hands on his thigh, my mind racing, my cunt already wet and my body already decided.

I reached for the oil. Warmed it between my palms, the familiar ritual steadying me slightly. Just oil. Just a normal session. Except.

"You'll need to take the shorts off," I said. "Can't work through them properly."

Silence. Then:

"Yeah?"

Casual enough. Testing the water.

"Yeah."

Committed. Christ, I'm committed.

Darren lifted his hips. Slid his navy shorts down to mid-thigh, then off completely. Dropped them on the floor beside the table like it was nothing.

He was in his boxers now. Black, fitted, the fabric pulled tight across his arse and thighs.

He settled back down.

I stood there, hands slick with oil, staring at all that dark skin. His legs, his arse under thin black cotton. Jesus Christ. Twenty-four years old and built like a wet dream and half-naked on my table and I was forty-three and about to put my hands on him.

When I touched his bare hamstring, my hands were shaking so badly I nearly fumbled it.

Skin to skin. The oil slick between my palms and his thigh, warm muscle under smooth skin.

I can't breathe.

I worked the muscle. Deep pressure, thumbs pressing in, sliding upward toward his glute. Professional technique with completely unprofessional intent.

His skin was perfect under my hands. Warm, smooth, fucking perfect.

I worked higher. Thumbs pressing into the crease where his hamstring met his arse, deeper than necessary, slower than I needed to be.

Darren's breathing changed. Slower, deeper, controlled. I could see the tension in his back, his shoulders. He was holding himself very still.

"That's good." Quiet. "Don't stop."

I didn't stop.

My hands slid higher. No longer even pretending to work the hamstring now, both hands on his arse, kneading the muscle through the thin fabric of his boxers.

He was letting me. He's letting me do this.

"Your hands are incredible."

"I know what I'm doing."

"Yeah." A breath. "You do."

My hands moved over him, exploring, no pretence left anywhere. The oil made everything slick, easy. I could feel the heat of him through the cotton, the hardness of muscle underneath.

Darren shifted. Lifted his hips slightly.

"You should probably take these off too."

Oh God.

I should say no. Should stop. Should re-establish the boundary that was already in pieces on the floor with his shorts.

Instead my hands went to the waistband of his boxers.

I slid them down. Slowly, peeling them off completely, my breath coming fast and shallow.

He was naked on my table.

His cock hard underneath him, thick and dark, pressed between his body and the vinyl. I could see it, trapped there, and something in my brain just... stopped working.

I've lost my mind. I've absolutely lost my mind.

I put my oiled hands on his bare arse and I didn't stop. Both hands, gripping, kneading, sliding over the curve of him. Solid muscle under soft skin and I was touching all of it, every inch, my cunt flooding so hard I could feel the wetness soaking through my knickers.

Darren made a sound. Low in his throat, almost a groan.

"I need to turn over."

Different voice now. Lower. Certain. No more testing.

I stepped back, hands slick with oil, heart slamming against my ribs so hard it hurt.

Darren turned onto his back and didn't even try to hide what he had.

Fucking hell.

His cock fully hard now, thick and heavy, lying against his stomach. Dark skin, the head already wet. He wasn't trying to hide it, wasn't apologising. Just watching my face as I stared.

"Come here."

I stood there beside the table like I'd forgotten how to move.

"Jenny. Come here."

I stepped closer.

His hand reached out, slow and deliberate. Touched my hip through my navy trousers, just rested there, warm and certain, waiting to see if I'd step back.

I didn't step back.

His hand slid up over the curve of my waist, then down, around to my arse. Squeezed. Firm, possessive, his fingers sinking into the softness there.

"I've been thinking about this since Tuesday."

Oh Christ. My whole body responding to that, to his hand on me, the certainty of his grip.

He pulled me closer. His other hand joining the first, both hands on my arse now, pulling me against the edge of the table.

I could feel his bare thigh against mine. The heat of his skin through my trousers.

"You want this?"

I couldn't speak. Could barely get air into my lungs.

"Jenny. You want this?"

"Yes." Breathless, barely getting the words out.

"Say it properly."

"I want this."

"Good girl."

Then: "Take your shirt off."

This is real. This is happening. No more pretending this is anything other than what it is.

My hands went to my polo shirt. The buttons wouldn't cooperate, my fingers clumsy and shaking.

I got them undone. One by one, the fabric parting, my chest heaving under the beige bra.

He told me to take my shirt off. I'm doing it. I'm forty-three, I'm size sixteen pushing eighteen, my tits are heavy and I'm already sweating and he's watching me like I'm the only thing in the room that matters.

I dropped the polo shirt on the floor.

Standing there in my bra. Plain beige, functional, nothing sexy about it. The kind of bra a woman wears when she's stopped trying to be decorative and just needs something to hold her tits in place.

Darren's eyes travelled over me. Slow, taking his time, missing absolutely nothing.

His gaze on my chest, my belly, the way the bra cut into my soft flesh, the roll of fat above my waistband.

He reached for me again. Pulled me close, his hands on my waist, my sides, my belly. Warm palms against my bare skin.

"The rest."

I unfastened my trousers. Slid them down with my knickers in one movement because what was the point of modesty now?

Stepped out of them. Kicked them aside.

Standing there in just my bra, naked from the waist down, my cunt already dripping.

I reached back. Unfastened the clasp, let the bra fall, dropped it with the rest of my dignity.

I'm naked. I'm naked in my treatment room with a naked twenty-four-year-old footballer on my table and the door isn't even locked.

Darren looked at me. All of me. My breasts, heavy and hanging without support. My belly, soft and round. My thighs, thick and pale, the wetness already visible between them.

Then he smiled. Slow and genuine and absolutely filthy.

"Fucking hell, Jenny."

He pulled me against him, his hands everywhere at once. My softness against his hardness, his mouth on my throat, my collarbone, his teeth grazing my skin hard enough to leave marks.

"Get up here."

"On the table?"

"On the table."

I climbed up, the paper crinkling and tearing under my knees, positioned myself over him, straddling his hips.

His cock between us now, hard and thick against my belly, the heat of it shocking.

I could feel how wet I was. Not just wet. Dripping. Actually dripping onto him, onto his skin, leaving no question about what I wanted.

I'm on the table. I'm on top of him. I can feel my wetness on his skin, and he can definitely feel it, and I should be mortified but I'm not. I'm desperate. I'm starving.

Darren's hand slid between us, found my cunt, his fingers sliding through the wetness there with no resistance at all.

He groaned out loud.

"Fucking hell, you're soaked."

His fingers moved through me, obscenely easy, finding my clit, circling it, pressing just right.

I gasped, rocked against his hand without thinking.

"How long have you been this wet?"

I couldn't think. Could barely form words.

"All day."

"All day?"

"Since Tuesday."

His fingers stilled for just a second.

Then: "Greedy."

I felt it everywhere. Chest, belly, cunt, a full-body clench so hard his fingers must have felt it. Oh God. Oh Christ. Something unlocking, something I didn't know was locked, and it was flooding through me like heat.

Darren went very still. His fingers inside me, his eyes on my face, reading every reaction.

"You liked that."

Not a question.

I couldn't speak, just rocked against his hand, shameless, desperate for more.

"Say it. Tell me you're greedy."

I should refuse. Should shut this down. This is dangerous, this is something I don't understand, something that's unlocking parts of me I didn't know existed.

Instead I heard myself say: "I'm greedy."

Darren's fingers pressed harder, deeper, reward and punishment at once.

"Good girl."

He called me greedy and I came apart. I felt the click in my brain, the door opening. He knows. He felt my reaction and he fucking knows.

His fingers worked me. Two inside now, his thumb on my clit, and I was rocking on them without shame, chasing the pressure, the stretch, everything.

"You want all of it, don't you. Can't get enough."

I was beyond words. Just sensation, just need, riding his hand like my life depended on it.

He pulled his fingers out. Slick and dripping with me, held them up between us where I could see them.

"Look at the state of you. Dripping everywhere."

I looked. Saw my wetness coating his fingers, obscene and undeniable, the evidence of exactly how much I wanted this.

I should feel ashamed.

Instead I leaned forward and took his fingers in my mouth. Tasted myself, salt and heat and something raw, something animal.

Darren made a sound like I'd punched him in the chest.

"Fuck. You're filthy."

I released his fingers, met his eyes.

"Yes."

"You want me to fuck you?"

"Yes. Please."

"Beg properly."

"Please fuck me. Please. I need it. I need all of it."

"Greedy little thing."

Then, watching my face, testing further: "Greedy pig."

I moaned out loud, ground down against him, couldn't stop myself, couldn't hide the reaction.

Darren's hands gripped my hips, holding me still, his eyes locked on my face as he watched me come apart at two words.

"That's it, isn't it. You like being called that."

I nodded, beyond speech, beyond anything but raw honesty.

"Say it. Tell me what you are."

I could barely get the words out past the need choking me.

"I'm your greedy pig."

Darren lifted me, positioned me over him, his cock at my entrance, thick and blunt and exactly what I needed.

"Then take it. Take all of it."

He pulled me down onto him. One long slide, stretching me open, filling me completely.

Fuck. All of him. So full I couldn't breathe, couldn't think, could only feel the thick stretch of his cock inside me, the impossible fullness, the ache. He'd called me a greedy pig, and I'd begged for it and now I was riding him on my treatment table at half past three on a Thursday and this was the most alive I'd felt in ten years.

I started moving, setting the pace, my hands on his chest for balance. Rising and falling on him, taking him deep, letting him almost slip out, then slamming back down.

Darren's hands on my hips, on my arse, guiding me, pulling me down harder each time.

The table creaked under us. The paper tore completely. I didn't stop.

My tits bounced with every movement, heavy and unsupported, swinging, and he was watching them like he'd never seen anything better, his hands coming up to cup them, squeeze them, his thumbs over my nipples making me gasp.

"Look at you. Fucking beautiful. All this softness."

I couldn't speak. Just sounds, gasps and moans I couldn't control, animal noises I'd never made before.

"You're making a mess. Can you hear it? Listen to how wet you are."

I could hear it. The wet sounds obscene, audible over everything else, the slick slide of his cock in and out of me, the squelch each time I came down on him.

"Don't stop. Please don't stop."

"Not stopping. Fuck, Jenny, you feel incredible."

His hands gripped my hips harder, controlling the rhythm now, pulling me down onto him with real force.

"Come on my cock. I want to feel it."

I was close, so close, the pressure building low in my belly, spreading outward through every nerve.

He reached between us, found my clit, rubbed hard circles that made me cry out.

"Come for me, greedy girl. Show me."

I came. Clenched around his cock, the orgasm rolling through me in waves, obliterating everything else. I cried out, loud, too loud, didn't care who heard, just ground down on him and took every last second of it. My cunt pulsing, my thighs shaking, sweat running down my back.

I'm coming. Still coming. He's not stopping, his fingers on my clit, his cock inside me, and I'm going to come again. Forty-three years old and I'm having multiple orgasms on a footballer in my treatment room and I cannot stop.

Darren watched me, felt me pulsing around him, gripped my hips and held me still.

"Again. You're going to come again."

I was oversensitive, shaking, and he wasn't stopping.

His cock still hard inside me, his fingers relentless on my clit, circling and pressing and I didn't know I could do this, didn't know my body was capable of this.

The second orgasm built faster, sharper, almost painful in how intense it was.

I was making sounds I'd never made before, high and desperate and completely beyond my control.

Darren sat up, taking me with him, still buried inside me.

Kissed me for the first time.

His mouth hungry, possessive, his tongue claiming mine, tasting me, owning me.

Then he lifted me off him and I whimpered at the loss, the sudden emptiness.

He stood, turned me, bent me over the table face down where he'd been lying moments ago.

The vinyl warm and damp with our sweat.

He entered me from behind in one hard thrust that made me yelp.

"This arse. Fucking hell, Jenny."

His hands on me, squeezing, spreading me, his fingers sinking into the soft flesh.

"Harder." Muffled against the table.

"Yeah?"

"Harder. Please."

"Greedy pig wants it harder."

"Yes. God, yes."

He fucked me hard. The table shifting under the force of it, my breasts crushed against the vinyl, my whole body shoved forward with each thrust.

One hand in my hair, pulling my head back, not brutal but firm, controlling me.

The other hand on my hip, holding me in place, keeping me exactly where he wanted me.

I could hear him behind me, his breathing harsh, the slap of his body against mine, skin on skin, the wet sounds of my cunt taking him.

"You're soaking. Dripping down your thighs. Can you feel it?"

"Yes. God, yes."

"Messy girl. My greedy, messy girl."

"I'm going to come again."

"Do it. Come on my cock. Show me what a greedy pig you are."

The third orgasm shorter, sharper, almost painful in its intensity.

I clenched around him, cried into the table, my whole body shaking.

Darren kept fucking me through it, chasing his own release now, his rhythm getting erratic.

I'm bent over my own table and he's fucking me like I'm his and I am. I am his. Right now, in this room, I belong to him completely and I don't care about anything else.

His rhythm broke completely. Got desperate.

He pulled out suddenly and I felt the loss, the emptiness.

His hand on my back, pushing me down flat.

"Stay there. Don't move."

I stayed, face pressed to the vinyl, arse in the air, waiting.

He finished on me. Deliberately, his cum hot across my arse, my lower back, dripping down onto my thighs.

"Fuck. Look at you."

I couldn't see, face still pressed to the table, but I could feel it. Hot and wet and claiming.

"Covered in it. Marked."

I can feel his cum on my skin, cooling, dripping down. I'm bent over my treatment table covered in a twenty-four-year-old's cum and the door wasn't even locked and I should be horrified.

I'm smiling.

Darren grabbed tissues from the trolley, wiped my back clean. Gentle about it. Careful. Like I was something worth being careful with.

He helped me stand, kissed me again, softer this time. Different. Less filthy, more... something else I wasn't ready to name.

We dressed without talking. Passing each other clothes, him handing me my bra, me finding his boxers under the table. This is insane. The intimacy of it stranger than the sex, somehow. More real.

"You alright?"

"Yes." I managed a breath. "Very."

"Good."

Then: "Same time next week?"

I laughed, slightly breathless, slightly hysterical.

"You'll need to actually injure something eventually."

"I'll work on it."

He checked the corridor through the door. Slipped out, casual as anything.

I was alone in the treatment room.

I stripped the table methodically. Binned the ruined paper, the tissues, the evidence. Wiped everything down with clinical efficiency.

My legs were shaking so badly I had to lean against the trolley.

I could still smell him. Soap and sweat and sex. The room reeked of it.

I clean the table. I wipe down every surface. I spray air freshener that does absolutely fuck all. The room still smells like sex. I still smell like sex.

I bagged up the ruined paper.

Thursday. Every Thursday. I can do this every Thursday.

I put the kettle on.

And I smiled.


4: HOME ADVANTAGE
Evidence


Isat in the car for five minutes before I could make my hands turn the key.

Car park empty, Pete fucked off home already, floodlights not on yet. Just me and the November dusk and the smell of sex in the enclosed space. My sweat. His. The unmistakeable sharp salt smell of what we'd done.

I pulled down the visor, checked myself in the little mirror.

Flushed red, hair a complete mess even though I'd tried to fix it in the treatment room, lips swollen and dark. Eyes too bright, pupils blown wide.

Christ.

I looked like I'd been thoroughly, enthusiastically fucked.

Which I had.

Darren Webb had bent me over my own treatment table and fucked me until I couldn't remember my own name.

The flush was still there, heat spreading down my throat into my cleavage, probably all the way to my soft belly. I could feel it, the burn of it, the evidence written all over my skin. My polo shirt was buttoned wrong, one missed, the fabric sitting crooked.

I fixed it with shaking hands.

Started the car.

I should feel awful.

I felt fucking magnificent.

A-road to roundabout to my road, the route I'd driven a thousand times. I drove it now on autopilot, my mind absolutely nowhere near the road.

I could still feel him inside me. The ache, deep and satisfying, the stretch of him, the specific soreness that came from being fucked hard against a table by someone who knew exactly what he was doing and wasn't interested in being gentle about it.

My knickers were wet again. Fresh wetness, all mine this time. I was still turned on, still slick and aching, my cunt still humming from what he'd done to it.

Still greedy for more.

I shifted in my seat at a red light and the movement hit me like a fucking lightning bolt, pleasure and soreness combined, so intense I gasped aloud in the empty car. Sensitive, swollen, thoroughly and completely used in the best possible way.

I closed my eyes while the light stayed red.

Let myself remember.

The exact moment he'd called me a greedy pig and I'd come so violently I'd bitten through my own lip, tasted copper and couldn't stop couldn't breathe couldn't do anything but shake and flood and take it all, everything he gave me, his cock and his words and the filthy truth of what I was.

The light turned green. Someone behind me beeped. I drove.

I had sex with Darren Webb on my treatment table. I came three times. He bent me over and fucked me and called me a greedy pig and I begged him for more.

I am driving home to make Dave's dinner and I have never felt more like myself in my entire life.

Forty-three years I'd spent thinking I knew who I was. Boring, reliable, invisible Jenny. The woman who cleaned classrooms and taped ankles and made pasta for a husband who didn't look at her anymore, who hadn't touched her properly in longer than she wanted to count.

I'd been lying to myself.

Or I'd been someone else all along, just waiting. Starving. Ready.

Darren had given me the chance.

I'd taken it with both hands and my mouth and my greedy wet cunt and I'd loved every fucking second of it.

I turned onto my road. Dave's car wasn't there yet.

Good.

I pulled into the drive, cut the engine, sat in the silence.

The practical concerns tried to arrive then, dutiful and sensible.

I could lose my job. If anyone found out. Brian would be devastated if he knew, Brian who'd fought the chairman twice to keep my hours, who trusted me completely, who thought I was indispensable. I'd be mortified. The club would sack me immediately and they'd be right to.

I turned this over in my mind for maybe half a minute.

Then I thought about Darren's hands gripping my arse, pulling me back onto his cock, the wet slap of our bodies and the obscene sounds I'd made, and the rest of it just... dissolved.

Didn't matter.

Couldn't matter.

I'm going to do this again next Thursday. And the Thursday after that. I'm going to keep doing it until something stops me and nothing, absolutely fucking nothing, is going to stop me.

I got out of the car, smoothed down my crooked polo shirt, and went inside to make my husband's tea like a good wife should.

The flush on my chest was still there, and I didn't bother trying to hide it.
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The Marks He Left

I went straight upstairs, my thighs still slick, the ache of him settling deep.

Kit bag dropped by the bedroom door. Polo shirt peeled off, the fabric damp with sweat that wasn't from the treatment room heat. Trousers next, pooling round my ankles, and I kicked them aside without bothering to fold anything.

I stood in front of the wardrobe mirror in my bra and knickers, properly looking for once.

Usually I avoided the thing, got dressed with my back to it, pretended it wasn't there. Not anymore. I wanted to see what he'd seen.

The flush was still there, all across my chest, down between my tits, fading now but visible. My hair was wrecked, properly wrecked, the way it gets when someone's had their hands in it. My mouth looked different. Kissed. Used.

Fucking beautiful, he'd said, and he'd meant it. Looking at me. At all of me.

Marks on my hips. Faint but visible, small oval bruises where his fingers had dug in when he bent me over the treatment table and fucked me from behind. I touched them, gentle, and felt the echo of the grip, the remembered pressure. They'd fade by morning, disappear like nothing happened, and something twisted in my chest at the thought.

I want them to stay. I want to see them tomorrow and remember exactly how I got them.

I'm forty-three and size sixteen and I've spent years apologising for taking up space, making myself smaller, quieter, less. This afternoon a man half my age fucked me like I was everything he'd been looking for, like my size and my softness and my hunger were exactly the point.

I unhooked my bra, let it drop. Stepped out of my knickers, left them where they fell. Walked into the bathroom naked, the cool air raising goosebumps on flushed skin.

Turned the shower on hot, proper hot, the way I like it.

Stepped under the spray and let it beat down on my shoulders, my back, the heat soaking into muscles that were loose and satisfied in a way they hadn't been in years.

I washed between my legs first, slow and careful because I was still sensitive, properly swollen, the soap stinging in a way that made me suck in a breath. The water ran clear but I could feel him still, the ghost of the stretch, the specific ache that said I'd been fucked and fucked well.

Forty-three years old and I can still feel where a twenty-four-year-old's cock was half an hour ago. Good.

I washed my hair next, worked the shampoo through properly, the smell of it mixing with the lingering scent of sweat and sex that clung to my skin. Rinsed it clean, the water running through dark strands threaded with grey I kept meaning to do something about and probably never would.

Soaped my body. My neck where he'd kissed me, hard enough to leave a mark I'd have to cover tomorrow. My breasts, heavy and tender, nipples still sensitive from his mouth. My stomach, my thighs, washing away the evidence. The smell of him, the sweat, the traces of what we'd done.

But I couldn't wash away the feeling. The memory of his hands on me, the sound he'd made when he came, the way he'd looked at me after like he was already thinking about next time.

I don't want to.

The shower was practical, obviously. Get the smell of him off before Dave got home, wash the afternoon away, go back to being the woman who cleaned primary schools and made cups of tea and folded laundry without complaint.

But it felt like more than that. The hot water sluicing over flushed skin, washing away the woman who'd walked into the treatment room at three o'clock and apologised for taking up space, for being too much, for existing.

That woman's gone. I fucked her out of existence on a physio table.

I rinsed my hair one more time, let the water run clear. Turned off the shower, stepped out, reached for the towel. Dried myself slowly, wrapped it round me, tucked it between my breasts.

Looked at myself in the steamed mirror, just the outline of me visible through the condensation. Soft and full and flushed, the shape of a woman who'd spent the afternoon doing something she absolutely should not have done and was already planning to do again.

I did that. I chose it. And I'll do it again tomorrow if he asks.

I heard Dave's car pull into the drive, the familiar rumble of the engine, and felt absolutely nothing.

Wrapped in a towel, skin still warm from the shower, another man's fingerprints fading on my hips.

Hello, darling. Yes, I had a lovely afternoon. Very productive.

* * *

Dave's car in the drive, seven o'clock exactly, same as every night.

Right on schedule. Predictable as fucking clockwork.

I wrapped the towel tighter, went through to the bedroom, pulled on leggings and an old jumper. Heard the front door, his keys hitting the bowl on the hall table.

"Jen?"

"Upstairs. Down in a minute."

I brushed my hair, tied it back. Caught myself in the mirror one more time.

Normal. Utterly, boringly normal.

Downstairs, Dave stood in the kitchen, fleece still on, scrolling his phone.

"Alright?"

"Yeah. You?"

"Knackered. Steve's fucked up the delivery schedule again, had to stay late sorting it."

"That's annoying."

"Tell me about it."

The chicken and pasta sat plated and waiting, made hours ago while my body went through the motions and my mind replayed every filthy second. I handed him his plate, sat down opposite.

We ate.

Dave talked. Steve, the pallets, the wrong depot, the supervisor who hadn't backed him up. I made appropriate noises, nodded, asked a question about the rota that kept him going.

He didn't look at me once.

Just ate, talked at the space above my head, scrolled between mouthfuls.

Four hours ago I'd been on my back on a treatment table with Darren's cock buried inside me and I'd come twice, loud enough the whole fucking ground could've heard. Now I'm watching Dave fork pasta and complain about Steve.

He finished, said it was nice, got up to rinse his plate.

I tried.

"Darren's hamstring's loads better. He'll be starting Saturday."

Dave made a noise that might've been interest, didn't look up from his phone.

"Brian's pleased. Thinks we've got a good chance against Lewes if the defence holds."

"Mm. That's good."

He's not listening.

"Tyler's ankle's nearly sorted as well. Should be back in full training Tuesday."

"Right, yeah."

He scrolled, frowned at something, typed a response to someone more interesting than his wife.

I could've told him I fucked Darren on the treatment table. Same tone. Same "mm, that's nice, love."

I gave up.

Through to the front room. Dave settled on the sofa with his laptop, opened Championship Manager, half-watched some Europa League match he had no actual interest in. I curled into the armchair with my phone.

This. Every night. The same performance.

Him managing his pretend football team. Me scrolling nothing I'd remember. Sharing a room, not speaking.

I thought about Darren's hands on my hips, the grip of them, fingers sinking into soft flesh. The way he'd looked at me when he told me to get on the table, like I was the only thing in the room that mattered. The specific tone of his voice when he'd called me greedy and my entire body had lit up like he'd struck a match.

Dave's laptop made a small victorious sound. He'd won something, signed someone probably.

I looked at him properly.

Forty-seven. Thinning hair he wouldn't acknowledge. The same fleece he'd worn all week. He smelled of the warehouse, instant coffee, nothing else.

When did he last touch me? Properly touch me, skin on skin, with intent?

I couldn't remember. Eight months, maybe longer.

He'd stopped seeing me somewhere around 2019 and I'd stopped expecting him to notice and we'd both just carried on, two people sharing a house, a bed, a life that had gone cold without either of us calling it.

I'm not angry. Anger would require feeling something.

He'd become furniture, familiar as the sofa and just as responsive.

And I was forty-three and I'd spent years being invisible and this afternoon someone had looked at me like I was the only thing in the room that mattered and I'd discovered I was starving.

Not his fault, not really. He just stopped looking.

And I'd decided I was done being looked past.

I needed to be desired. Needed it like breathing, like oxygen. Needed someone to see all of me, the size of me, the heaviness of me, the mess of me, and want it anyway. Want it specifically. Want it because of it, not in spite of it.

Darren had done that.

He'd looked at every inch of me and wanted more.

Dave glanced up briefly.

"You want tea?"

"I'm alright."

He nodded, went back to his screen.

The match finished. He switched to the racing channel, checked odds on something.

I scrolled my phone, saw nothing.

At ten I stood.

"I'm going up."

"Right. Won't be long."

He'll be another hour. At least.

I went upstairs, brushed my teeth, got into bed. Lay in the dark, Dave's side empty, listening to the muffled sound of the telly downstairs, the occasional click of his laptop.

My hand slipped between my thighs.

Still sensitive. Still warm. Still slick.

I touched myself slowly, not to finish, just to remember.

His hands on my tits, the weight of them, the way he'd squeezed. The stretch of him inside me, thick and deep and so fucking good. The table under my cheek, cold against my skin. His breath in my ear, his voice.

Greedy.

The word alone made me wet.

I smiled in the dark.

Thursday. Six days. I can wait six days.

Downstairs, Dave's laptop made another small sound. A goal probably. A win.

I lay there and replayed it all. The moment I'd pulled my polo shirt over my head, the way his eyes had gone dark. The way he'd looked at my body, all of it, every soft inch, and said fucking beautiful like he meant it. The table under me. His hands on my hips. His voice in my ear, filthy and specific.

The way I'd come twice and wanted more.

The way I'd flooded for him, soaked, and he'd noticed, he'd said something, and I'd nearly come again just from that.

Dave would come to bed eventually. He'd lie with his back to me, same as always. He wouldn't touch me. He wouldn't know.

And I would lie here beside him and think about next Thursday and the Thursday after that, and I had never, in my entire life, been happier.


5: SECOND HALF SUBSTITUTION
Rougher


Iwiped down the treatment table. Second time in ten minutes. My hands wouldn't settle; they kept remembering Thursday, kept feeling the heat of Darren's skin, the weight of him pressing down, the stretch of him filling me. I'd been wet on and off all week thinking about it.

When Tyler knocked, I was already warm.

I looked up.

Tyler Oakes filled the doorway. Training kit soaked through, grey top clinging to his chest and shoulders, hair dark with sweat and smelling of grass and salt even from across the room. He had one hand braced on the doorframe, the other on his thigh, and he was limping.

Badly. Theatrically. Absurdly badly.

He was also grinning at me like he knew exactly what I'd done with Darren and wanted his turn.

Tyler Oakes was limping like he'd been shot and grinning like he'd just won fifty quid on a scratchcard. We both knew he was lying. Neither of us cared.

I crossed my arms, leant back against the trolley, raised one eyebrow. Waited.

Tyler limped into the room. Properly committed to it, wincing on every step, hand still clutching his thigh like he'd pulled something catastrophic.

"Alright, Jenny." His voice was cheerful, shameless. "Pulled me hamstring in training, didn't I. Gaffer said to come see you."

I let the silence sit for a second. Let him see I wasn't buying it.

"Did he now?"

"Yeah. Proper painful, like." Tyler took another step, still performing. "Might need a good long massage."

A smile tugged at my mouth despite everything.

"I'm sure it does."

Tyler stepped closer. Dropped the limp entirely, just like that, standing perfectly balanced on both feet. He tilted his head, grinned wider.

"So you gonna help me out or what?"

He had the audacity to wink at me. Actually wink. Twenty-two years old, standing in my treatment room with a fake injury and the confidence of someone who'd never been told no in his life. I should've thrown him out. Should've told him to stop taking the piss and get back to the pitch.

I didn't.

I walked past him instead. Close enough to smell him properly: sweat, grass, cheap Lynx body spray. Close enough he could've reached out and grabbed my arse if he'd wanted. He didn't. He just watched me go.

I reached the door.

Slid the bolt.

The sound of it, metal snapping into place, felt like signing something. Like stepping over a line I'd been edging toward all week. I stood there a second, hand still on the bolt, and felt my cunt pulse once, hard.

No going back now.

I turned.

Tyler's grin had changed. Still there, but sharper now. Hungrier. He was watching me like he'd just won something.

"Knew you would," he said.

"You're full of shit, Tyler Oakes."

"Yeah, I know." He stepped toward me. Confident. Direct. No hesitation at all. "You gonna tell me to leave?"

My heart was hammering against my ribs. My cunt was already slick, already responding, already remembering what Thursday had taught me about what I wanted. What I needed.

"No."

Tyler came closer. Close enough I had to tilt my head back to look at him. He was five foot ten, stocky, built square and solid through the chest and shoulders. Thighs like tree trunks. He smelled like the training pitch and something sharper underneath, something young and raw and certain.

His eyes were very blue. Very direct. The kind of blue that didn't blink first.

"Darren told me," Those blue eyes didn't leave mine. "About you and him."

The heat hit my face first, then spread lower, pooling between my thighs. My cunt clenched hard.

He'd talked. Darren had actually fucking told him. What we'd done. What I'd let him do to me in this room.

"Did he."

My voice came out steady. Steadier than I felt, anyway.

"Said you were fucking incredible." Tyler stepped even closer. I could see the sweat beading in the hollow of his throat, could smell the salt of him, the musk. "Said you liked it rough. Said you got properly soaking wet for it." His grin widened. "That true?"

I could've lied. Could've told him Darren was talking shit, that he'd got the wrong idea, that this was inappropriate and he needed to leave right the fuck now before I went to the gaffer. Every word lined up neat and ready in my mouth.

My knickers were soaked through. I was slick down the insides of my thighs. I could smell myself, warm and obvious and filthy.

He probably could too.

"Yeah," I said. My voice was rough. "It's true."

Tyler's grin turned into something else entirely.

"Good," he said. "Because I want the same. And I want it rougher."
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The Greedy Pig Admits the Truth

He kissed me without asking, both hands grabbing my face, his tongue in my mouth immediately. I made a sound halfway between a gasp and surrender, my hands coming up to his chest. I meant to push him away. They just rested there instead, feeling the solid heat of him through his training top, his heart hammering underneath.

He tasted of the energy drink he'd been necking at training, something artificial and sweet, and underneath that just Tyler. Just male and certain and very much here. His kiss was graceless, enthusiastic, all tongue and teeth and hunger. Nothing like the careful way Dave had kissed me when we were courting, back when Dave had still bothered with things like kissing.

Tyler's hands moved from my face to my arse, grabbing a proper handful through my work trousers, squeezing hard. I gasped and he swallowed the sound, pressed closer, and I felt it. The hard length of him pressing against my belly through his shorts, already thick and urgent.

"Fucking hell," he said against my mouth, pulling back just enough to speak. His pupils were blown wide, his breathing already rough. "Been wanting this since Darren told me."

"Tyler," I managed, though my voice sounded strange. Breathless and high. "We shouldn't..."

"Yeah we should." His hands were everywhere now. My waist, my hips, sliding up to my ribs. "You want this. I can tell."

One hand dropped back to my arse, grabbed hard, pulled me against him so I could feel exactly how much he wanted it.

"Christ, look at you. So much of you."

He said it like a compliment. Like my size, my softness, the sheer abundance of me was exactly what he'd been hoping for. His hand squeezed again and I felt my cunt pulse, the wetness that had started the moment he'd walked through the door intensifying into something urgent and slick.

His hands were everywhere. My arse, my tits, my waist, grabbing and squeezing with no hesitation at all. He wasn't careful. He wasn't gentle. I didn't want him to be. I was forty-three and he was twenty-two and he was kissing me like I was the best thing he'd ever tasted, and I was so wet I could already feel it running down my thighs.

Tyler pulled back and yanked his training top off. It caught on his chin, and he swore, wrestling with it, finally flinging it toward the door. Twenty-two years old and he still couldn't manage to take his shirt off smoothly. I would've laughed if I could've remembered how to breathe. His chest was broader than Darren's, more solid, lightly covered in fair hair that trailed down past his navel. I caught sight of black ink across his ribs, some kind of text I couldn't read properly, and then he was shoving his shorts and boxers down together, kicking them off. He nearly fell over, caught himself on the trolley, swore again.

His cock sprang free. Long and already leaking at the tip, curving slightly upward. He wrapped one hand around it, stroked once, and looked at me expectantly.

"Your turn. Come on, get 'em off."

My hands went to the buttons of my polo shirt. They were shaking. I couldn't get the first one through the hole properly, my fingers clumsy with want and nerves and the sheer bloody unreality of what was happening.

"Give me a second..."

"Fuck's sake, here."

Tyler stepped forward, batted my hands away, and yanked the polo shirt open. Buttons flew, scattering across the floor, one pinging off the treatment table. I heard myself make a sound of protest.

"Tyler! That's my..."

"I'll get you a new one. Bra. Off."

He was looking at my chest like he was starving. I unclasped my bra with shaking hands. Front clasp, thank God, because I'd never have managed a back one right now. I let it fall. My tits spilled free, heavy and pale, nipples already hard and aching.

Tyler stared. Actually stared, mouth slightly open, like he'd never seen tits before in his life.

Then he reached out with both hands, weighed them, squeezed, his palms hot against my skin.

"Fucking hell. Look at these. They're massive."

Heat flooded my face. "Tyler..."

"Nah, I mean it. These are fucking perfect."

He leant down, took one nipple in his mouth, sucked hard. I gasped, my hands flying to his head, fingers tangling in his short hair. He bit down, gently, tugged with my teeth, and I made a sound I didn't recognise. High and desperate.

He had my nipple in his mouth and his hands on my tits and he'd just called them massive like that was the best thing he'd ever seen. I should have been humiliated, and I was humiliated, and I was also so turned on I thought I might actually pass out. He bit down again, gentler, tugged, and my cunt clenched so hard I felt it in my throat.

Tyler dropped to his knees.

The sight of it made my legs go weak. This young gorgeous man on his knees in front of me in my treatment room. He undid my trousers, yanked them down roughly along with my knickers, and I stepped out of them, kicked them aside. I was standing completely naked now under the fluorescent light. Nowhere to hide. Everything on display.

Tyler sat back on his heels, looked up at me, then down at my cunt. Openly staring.

"Fuck me. You're soaking already."

Heat flooded my face. "Tyler, don't..."

"Don't what? Don't look?" He tilted his head, grinning. "Can't help it, can I. You're dripping, Jenny. Fucking dripping."

He reached up, ran one finger through the wetness, slow and deliberate, then held it up to show me. His finger gleamed.

"See? Drenched. That from thinking about Darren? Or me?"

I was standing naked in my treatment room at four o'clock on a Tuesday afternoon and Tyler Oakes was on his knees in front of me telling me I was dripping. I was. I could feel it, warm and slick down the insides of my thighs, the evidence of exactly how much I wanted this. He was looking at me like I was a three-course meal and he'd been starving for weeks.

Tyler stood, strong and easy, and guided me backwards to the treatment table. He lifted me onto it, his hands under my arse, and I was not light, but he didn't hesitate, didn't struggle. Just placed me there like I weighed nothing at all.

He pushed my legs apart, stepped between them. His cock was right there, thick and nudging against my entrance, the head slick. He didn't push in yet. Just rubbed himself through my wetness, coating himself, his eyes fixed on where we were almost joined.

"You want this?"

"Yes." My voice was barely there.

"Say it properly. Tell me what you want."

"I want you to fuck me."

His grin was cocky, delighted. "Yeah you do. Greedy for it, aren't you."

Greedy. There it was, the same word Darren had used. I clenched around nothing, aching and empty and desperate to be filled. Tyler saw it. Felt it somehow. His grin got wider.

He pushed inside me in one hard thrust. No preamble, no gentleness. I was so wet there was no resistance, but the stretch was still there, the fullness, the sudden shocking reality of him inside me. I gasped, my hands gripping the edges of the table, and he bottomed out. Held there for three seconds whilst I adjusted, whilst my body remembered what this was.

Then he started moving.

Hard and fast from the first stroke. No building up, no easing in. Just fucking me with a steady brutal rhythm that made the treatment table creak underneath us. My fat tits bounced with every thrust, and he was watching them, mesmerised, his mouth open.

"Fuck, you're tight. How are you this tight when you're this wet?"

I couldn't answer. Could only make sounds. High desperate noises that didn't sound like me at all.

He reached down, grabbed one tit, squeezed hard, pinched the nipple between his thumb and finger. Pain and pleasure mixed together and I cried out, clenched around him hard. He groaned, sped up.

"You like that? Like it rough?"

"Yes. God, yes."

"Knew you would. Darren said you were dirty. Didn't think you'd be this dirty though."

He leant forward, one hand planted beside my head, the angle changing, hitting deeper. I could feel every inch of him. The thick length stretching me, the head of his cock pressing against something deep inside that made sparks go off behind my eyes.

"Look at you. Sweating already. Big tits bouncing. Taking my cock like you were made for it."

I was sweating. I could feel it prickling across my chest, my forehead, the back of my neck. The room was hot and getting hotter and Tyler was fucking me so hard I could hear the wet slap of it, obscene and perfect and so loud anyone walking past would know exactly what was happening. I was making noises I'd never made before, high desperate sounds, begging without words for more, harder, don't stop, please don't stop.

Tyler pulled out and I whimpered at the loss, at the sudden emptiness. He flipped me over onto my stomach, rough, manhandling me like I was something he owned, and pulled me to the edge of the table. My feet on the floor, my arse in the air, everything exposed.

He pushed back in from behind. Even deeper now. I felt it in my throat.

One hand on my lower back, holding me down. The other on my hip, gripping hard enough I knew there'd be bruises tomorrow. I didn't care. I wanted the bruises. I wanted the evidence.

"That's it. Arse up. Let me see all of you."

He spanked me. Once, sharp and sudden, and my arse jiggled with the impact. I yelped, more from surprise than pain, and heard him groan.

"Fucking love that. Look at your fat arse. Fucking beautiful."

He'd just called my arse fat. I should have been mortified. I should have told him to shut his mouth and fuck me quietly. Instead I pushed back against him, offering more, wanting his hand on me again, wanting everything he'd give me.

Tyler's rhythm was relentless. Pounding into me from behind whilst I gripped the edges of the treatment table and tried to remember how to breathe. My face was pressed against the vinyl, my hands flat, and I could hear everything. The slap of his hips against my arse. The wet obscene sound of my cunt. My own breathing, harsh and desperate. Tyler's grunts behind me.

He was talking. A constant crude commentary. Every word made me wetter.

"You hear that? That's you, Jenny. That's how wet you are. Fucking soaking my cock."

"Don't stop," I managed, muffled against the table. "Please don't stop."

"Not gonna stop. Gonna fuck you till you can't walk."

He spanked me again, harder this time, and I yelped properly. The sting spread across my arse, warm and sharp, and my cunt clenched around him.

"You like being spanked? Like being treated rough?"

"Yes. God, yes."

"Course you do. Greedy little thing. Want it all, don't you."

Tyler leant forward, his chest against my back, his weight pressing me down into the table. His mouth came to my ear, his breath hot against my skin, and his voice dropped. Quieter but filthier.

"Darren told me what you're into. Told me you like being called names. That true?"

I couldn't breathe. I nodded against the table. Tiny desperate movements.

"Say it. Tell me it's true."

"It's true." My voice was broken, barely there.

"What do you like being called, then? Tell me."

I couldn't. The shame and the want were too much, warring in my chest, making my heart hammer against my ribs. I shook my head.

Tyler pulled almost all the way out. Stopped. Made me wait. The emptiness was unbearable.

"Tell me or I stop."

I whimpered. Actually whimpered, desperate and pathetic. "Don't stop. Please."

"Then tell me."

He was going to make me say it. Out loud. The thing I'd watched on my phone at 2am and been ashamed of and wanted anyway, the thing that unlocked something in me I hadn't known existed. My face was wet. Sweat or tears or both. My cunt was clenching on nothing, aching for him to move again, to fill me. I was going to say it. I was going to say all of it.

"Greedy," I whispered. My voice broke on it. "Call me greedy."

"Yeah? What else?"

The word caught in my throat. I couldn't.

"Pig," I finally managed, so quiet I wasn't sure he'd heard. "Call me a greedy pig. Please."

I felt him shudder. Heard the sharp intake of breath. "Fuck. You serious?"

I nodded frantically, past caring how I looked, what he thought. "Yes. Please. I need to hear it."

Tyler slammed back into me. Hard, brutal, perfect. He leant down, his mouth against my ear, and said it.

"You're a greedy little pig, aren't you, Jenny. Can't get enough. Look at you, dripping everywhere, taking my cock, begging for more. Fucking greedy pig."

I came immediately, violently, the orgasm slamming through me with no warning at all. I screamed, loud and raw and far too loud for this small room, but I didn't care. There was nothing except the feeling and the word and his cock inside me, the knowledge that he'd said it and I'd loved it.

I clenched around him so hard he swore, his rhythm faltering, his grip on my hip tightening to something that would definitely bruise.

I was shaking. Sobbing. Completely gone.

I came so hard I stopped existing. There was nothing except the feeling, the word, his cock inside me stretching me open, the knowledge that he'd said it, and I'd loved it and I was exactly what he'd called me. Greedy. A pig. More. I wanted more. I wanted all of it. I was never going to be the same.

Tyler pulled out whilst I was still trembling, still boneless from the orgasm. He hauled me upright, half-carried me to the wall, pressed me against the cold tiles. The shock of it against my hot skin made me gasp. He lifted one of my legs, hooked it around his waist, and pushed back inside me.

The angle was different. Tighter. I was still sensitive from coming, almost too sensitive, but he didn't stop. Didn't slow down.

"Not done with you yet. Gonna make you come again."

"I can't." I barely recognised my own voice. "Too much. I can't..."

"Yeah you can. You're gonna come on my cock again and I'm gonna listen to you scream."

He fucked me against the wall. Hard and fast, his hand under my thigh holding me up, the other braced against the tiles beside my head. My back scraped against the wall with every thrust, my tits pressed against his chest, the sweat between us making us slide together. I could smell him. Sweat and male and something young and vital that made me want to bite him.

His face was inches from mine. I could see every detail. The flush across his cheekbones. The way his mouth was open, panting. The intense focus in his eyes.

"Look at me. Want to see your face when you come this time."

I looked. I couldn't not. His eyes were very blue, very direct, holding mine whilst he fucked me.

"That's it. Good girl. My greedy girl. Gonna give me another one?"

I was building again. Impossibly. I didn't think I could, but I was, the pressure mounting low in my belly, spreading outward.

"Tyler. Oh God. Tyler, I'm..."

"Yeah you are. Do it. Come for me, you greedy little pig."

The second orgasm rolled through me in waves. Smaller than the first but deeper, longer, pulling everything tight and then releasing it all at once. I buried my face in his neck, bit down on the muscle there. Not hard but I needed something, needed to ground myself. He groaned, sped up, and I felt him getting close. Felt the change in his rhythm, the desperate edge to his movements.

I came again and I felt it everywhere. In my toes. In my teeth. In my cunt clenching around him. I bit his neck and tasted salt, and he called me greedy and I was, I was so fucking greedy, I wanted everything, I wanted this forever.

Tyler pulled out abruptly, lowered my leg. I nearly fell, my legs useless, but he caught me, held me upright against the wall. His hand was on his cock. Stroking fast, urgent, his eyes on my body.

"Where do you want it?"

I didn't understand the question. I was still floating, still dazed.

"Where, Jenny, tell me quick..."

The first thing that came to mind. "On me. Anywhere. I don't care."

He came. The first rope hit my stomach, then my tits, hot and thick. He kept going, more than I expected, covering me, marking me. His head tipped back, the muscles in his neck standing out, and he groaned through it. Rough and guttural. He milked the last of it, smeared the head of his cock across my belly. Deliberate.

I could feel it cooling on my skin, sliding down toward my belly button, dripping onto the floor between my feet. Cum covering my stomach, my tits, still warm where it hadn't started to run yet. My thighs wet with my own slickness, my skin flushed everywhere. I looked like exactly what I was, and Tyler was grinning at me, breathing hard, and I started laughing because this was insane and perfect and I was never going to be the same.

"Fucking hell, Jenny."

"Yeah."

"That was... fuck. That was incredible."

"Yeah, it was."

We stood there breathing, looking at each other. Both of us slightly incredulous. The treatment table was askew. There were buttons scattered across the floor. The room smelled of sex and sweat and something else. Something raw.

"You alright?"

The question surprised me. The genuine care in it.

"I'm more than alright."

We cleaned up at the small sink in the corner, passing paper towels back and forth like we'd done this a hundred times. I wiped his cum from my stomach, my chest, between my legs where I was still slick and swollen. Surprisingly domestic for a woman who'd just been called a greedy pig whilst being fucked against a wall. I decided not to examine that too closely. Tyler got dressed, pulled his training gear back on. I found my trousers, my bra, my ruined polo shirt with half the buttons missing.

I looked at it ruefully.

"I meant it about the shirt."

Tyler grinned, pulling his training top over his head. "I'll nick you one from the kit room. No one'll notice."

"Brian will."

"Nah. I'll say I spilled something on it. He'll believe me. I'm very believable."

I laughed despite myself. "You're full of shit."

"Yeah, but you like me anyway."

I buttoned what buttons remained, tucked the polo shirt in as best I could, tried to look professional. Tyler watched me, still grinning. The room smelled of sex. Unmistakeable. I'd have to open the window, spray some Deep Heat around, hope it faded before anyone else came in.

"So, this gonna happen again or what?"

I should have said no. Should have said this was a one-time thing, a mistake, that we'd both got it out of our systems and that was that.

"I don't know. Maybe."

"I'm gonna take that as a yes."

"Tyler..."

"Look, I get it. You're not gonna broadcast this, neither am I. But I'm not done with you. No way."

He stepped close, kissed me. Brief and firm.

"Same time Thursday?"

I should have said no. I should have said this was reckless and stupid and we'd both got it out of our systems and that was that. I looked at him. Twenty-two years old, cocky grin, the best fuck I'd had in a decade at least. Thursday was two days away. I nodded.

Tyler unlocked the door, checked the corridor. It was empty. The training ground quiet now, everyone long gone. He turned back to me.

"By the way, Darius knows."

My stomach dropped. "What?"

"Darius. The captain. He knows about you and Darren. Probably knows about this by now too."

"Tyler, how..."

"Darren told him Friday. They're mates. Don't worry, he's not gonna say anything."

"How do you know?"

Tyler shrugged. "Cause Darius is sound. Also cause I reckon he's interested himself."

He grinned, winked, and walked out.

"See you Thursday, Jenny."

The door swung shut.

I stood alone in the treatment room. Sat down slowly on the treatment table where I'd been twenty minutes ago. My legs were shaking. I could still feel Tyler inside me, the ghost of it, the ache and the fullness.

Darius knew.

Darius Cole knew about me. The captain. The serious one with the quiet eyes who watched everything and said nothing. He knew I'd fucked Darren and Tyler, and he was apparently interested himself. I should have been terrified. Should have been planning how to deny everything, how to explain, how to make this go away. I put my hand between my legs. I was still wet. Still aching. Thursday. Then Darius. Then: Christ, what have I started.


6: THE CAPTAIN'S ORDERS
Good Girl


Iwas wiping down the table for the second time, even though it didn't need doing. My hands needed something to do that wasn't replaying yesterday, wasn't thinking about Tyler Oakes calling me a greedy little pig while I came on his cock. I'd spent the last twenty-four hours pretending I was a woman who found that objectionable.

I wasn't. I was a woman who wanted to hear it again.

The training ground was quiet, properly quiet, just me and Pete somewhere outside with his leaf blower and Radio 2 playing softly from the speaker on the windowsill. I'd watched the last cars leave twenty minutes ago, tail lights disappearing down Fallowfield Lane through the frosted window. I hummed along to something I didn't recognise, folding the cloth into squares, thinking about Sunday lunch at Dave's mum's and whether I could get away with buying a Tesco trifle instead of making one.

Normal thoughts. Ordinary thoughts. The thoughts of a woman who absolutely had not been fucked against a wall by a twenty-two-year-old yesterday afternoon.

When I looked up, Darius Cole was standing in the doorway.

I jumped hard enough to knock the cloth onto the floor, hand to my chest like someone in a bad film.

"Christ, Darius, you scared me. I thought everyone had gone."

He didn't move or smile, just stood there leaning against the doorframe with his arms crossed. Looking at me. His voice, when it came, was quiet and certain, that South London accent he'd mostly lost.

"Not everyone."

Oh no. Oh Christ, no.

I knew that look. I'd seen it on Darren after that first time. I'd seen it on Tyler right before he'd bent me over this exact table. I'd seen it on men who'd heard things through dressing room walls and changing room banter and were wondering if the things were true.

My cunt clenched hard enough to hurt.

He knew. Of course he bloody knew.

Darius stepped into the room and closed the door behind him. Not the bolt. Didn't need to. He walked toward me slowly, stopped about three feet away. Close enough that I had to tilt my head back to meet his eyes. I put the cloth down, wiped my hands on my trousers even though they weren't wet. My knickers were, though. Already.

He looked at me. Five seconds. Ten. Long enough that I could feel the flush starting at my throat, creeping down into my cleavage.

"I know what you've been doing."

My mouth went dry. My cunt flooded. I tried for casual, for confused, for anything that wasn't the truth sitting between us in this small warm room that smelled of Deep Heat and clinical soap and my own want.

"I don't know what you—"

"Yes, you do."

He cut me off gently. Not unkind. Just certain.

"And I'm not angry."

He took one step closer. One step and I could feel the heat coming off him, the size of him in the space.

"I'm interested."

Oh God. Oh Christ.

I couldn't speak, couldn't make my mouth work. My pulse was hammering everywhere, throat and wrists and hard between my legs where I was throbbing, aching, already so wet I could feel it on my inner thighs.

He took another step.

"Sunday morning. Early. Before anyone else gets in. You'll be here."

Not a question.

Sunday morning.

I should have said no. Should have laughed it off, told him he'd got the wrong idea, played dumb, played professional, played anything except the woman I actually was: standing in front of the club captain in my too-tight polo shirt with my knickers damp and my breathing gone shallow and wanting.

Wanting this. Wanting him.

I didn't say no.

I just stood there with my heart hammering, and I knew he could see it. He could see all of it. Every filthy thought I'd had since Darren. Every time I'd touched myself thinking about what Tyler called me. Every single thing I'd been pretending wasn't true about myself for forty-three years.

I nodded. Once. Barely there, but there.

Something shifted in Darius's eyes. Not his expression. That stayed calm, controlled, captain-steady. But his eyes. Dark and certain and satisfied in a way that made my stomach drop and my cunt clench and I knew, I knew, he was going to ruin me.

He stepped closer, close enough that I could smell him properly now. Soap and faint sweat and something that was just him, clean and male and making my mouth water. My cunt was already throbbing.

He reached out slowly, touched my cheek with the backs of his fingers. Just that. Just the barest brush of skin on skin.

The first time he'd ever touched me.

The touch lasted maybe two seconds. Deliberate and gentle and unmistakeable.

"Good girl."

Oh Christ.

My cunt clenched so hard I had to lock my knees to stay standing. Two words and the ghost of his fingers on my cheek and I was right there, teetering on the edge, my knickers soaked through and sticking to me and if he'd touched me properly, if he'd slid his hand down and felt how wet I was, I would have come. Right there. Just from that.

He dropped his hand. Stepped back. Turned toward the door like he hadn't just detonated something in my chest.

"Seven o'clock. Don't be late."

He left. The door swung shut behind him and I stood there listening to his footsteps fade down the corridor, listening to my own ragged breathing, listening to the blood pounding in my ears.

Then my legs gave out and I sat down hard on the treatment table.

Sunday. Sunday morning. Seven o'clock.

I had four days to think about it. Four days to lie next to Dave and pretend I was fine. Four days to wonder what Darius Cole was going to do to me in this room. Four days to touch myself thinking about the way he'd looked at me, the way he'd said good girl like he was claiming something he already owned.

I was soaked through my knickers and shaking, and somewhere in the rational bit of my brain that was still working, I knew I was fucked. Properly, utterly, no-going-back fucked.

I pressed my thighs together and felt the slick heat of myself and thought: Yes. God, yes.
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The Long Saturday

I woke at half seven to the smell of instant coffee and Dave already downstairs. Twenty-four hours until Darius.

My hand went between my legs before I'd properly opened my eyes. Still swollen from Tyler, still tender, but the moment I touched myself I was wet. Already soaked. Already ready. I pressed my thighs together, thought about getting up, making tea, being normal. Then I thought: bollocks to normal, and slid two fingers inside myself just to feel it. The stretch. The slick heat. The way my cunt was already clenching around the intrusion like it was starving for more.

Forty-three years old and I can't keep my hands off myself.

I pulled my hand away, wiped it on the sheet, forced myself up.
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Breakfast was toast and tea at the kitchen table. Dave had his laptop open before he'd even finished his first slice, clicking through racing odds like he did every Saturday, like he had for fifteen years. I buttered toast, the knife tearing the bread because the butter was too cold and I couldn't be arsed to wait. Poured tea. Sat across from him. He didn't look up. He never looks up.

"Cheers, love," he said, eyes still on the screen.

"Mm."

"Spurs are on at three, that alright?"

"Fine."

He nodded, clicked something, sipped his tea.

I ate and tasted nothing. My cunt was already wet again, slick against my knickers, and I was thinking about Darius's hands. Whether they'd be rough or careful. Which one I wanted more. Both. I wanted both. I was thinking about the way he'd said good girl and how my cunt had clenched so hard I'd nearly fallen over. I was thinking about tomorrow morning, seven o'clock, before anyone else got in, and what he'd do to me on that treatment table.

Dave asked if we had any crisps. I said I'd pick some up.
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Tesco at half nine on a Saturday was rammed. I took a trolley and joined the slow shuffle through fruit and veg, past the bakery, down to cleaning products where I stood staring at bleach options I wasn't seeing. Nine hours.

My knickers were damp. I could feel the wet fabric shifting against me every time I moved the trolley, and wasn't that just perfect, wandering round Tesco on a Saturday morning with a soaking cunt thinking about a man young enough to be—well. Not my son. But young.

A woman in her fifties pushed past, muttered something about people blocking the aisle. I said sorry automatically, moved, carried on.

I kept picking up things I didn't need. Putting them back. Picking them up again. Tomorrow morning. Seven o'clock. Darius Cole is going to fuck me. The thought sat in my head, calm as the milk or the grey sky or the queue building up behind me. Tomorrow morning a twenty-six-year-old man was going to put his hands on me, and I was going to let him do whatever he wanted.

At the checkout I realised I'd bought milk twice and forgotten bread. The girl on the till scanned the first bottle, then the second, glanced up at me like she might say something. Didn't.

I drove home with both bottles in the passenger seat and Radio 2 on, not hearing a word of it. Put the milk away when I got in. Both bottles. I'd work it out later.
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Lunch at Dave's mum's. Roast chicken, overcooked veg, Maureen's little house that always smelled like gravy and Glade plugins. She asked how I was doing, was I eating enough, I looked peaky.

I told her I was fine, work was busy, football season was full on.

She made a noise like she didn't quite believe me, then turned to Dave. Asked about his job. He talked. I smiled, nodded, cut my chicken into smaller and smaller pieces while I thought about whether I'd shower before I went to Darius tomorrow or after. What knickers I'd wear. Whether it mattered when they'd be off in five minutes anyway.

What would he say when he saw me. When he saw all of me. My belly, my thighs, the softness I'd spent forty-three years apologising for. Would he say something about it. Would he call me something. The thought made me wet all over again, a fresh flood between my legs that I had to press my thighs together to manage.

"You're looking peaky, love," Maureen said, halfway through her plate. "You eating properly?"

"I'm fine, Maureen, honestly. Just busy."

She looked at me the way mothers-in-law do, the look that said I'm not convinced but I'll let it go, then turned back to Dave.

"You looking after her, David?"

Dave, mouth full: "Yeah, course."

I ate a roast potato. It was dry. They were always dry. Dave had three helpings. I thought about Darius's voice, low and certain, saying don't be late.
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Home by half past. Dave settled in front of the TV for the Spurs match, already halfway into the sofa cushions before kick-off. I said I was going to have a bath, needed to relax.

He grunted acknowledgement, eyes on the screen.

I ran the bath too hot and got in anyway, hissing at the heat. Lay back with my knees up, eyes closed, water lapping at my tits. They floated, heavy and full, my nipples hard from the temperature change. Or from thinking about tomorrow. Probably tomorrow.

My hand went between my legs. I was still swollen from Tyler, tender and puffy, the flesh sensitive under my fingertips. But the second I touched my clit I gasped. God. I was soaked already, the bathwater nothing compared to the slick heat between my thighs.

I circled my clit slowly, carefully, and thought about tomorrow. Darius's hands. Those long fingers. What they'd feel like inside me, stretching me, filling me. Would he be rough or would he take his time. His voice, low and certain, saying good girl while I was on my knees for him. The way he'd looked at me in the corridor like he already knew every filthy thing I'd been thinking for months.

I pictured him pushing me down onto the treatment table. Pictured his hand on the back of my neck, holding me there while he looked. Spreading my legs. Seeing how wet I was. Saying something about it. Something crude. Something that would make me flood even harder.

"Look at the state of you. Already soaking for me."

My fingers moved faster, slipping over my clit, two fingers sliding inside because I couldn't help it, I needed to be filled, needed something, anything. I was so wet I could hear it, the obscene sound of my fingers working in and out, and I thought about Darius hearing it too. Thought about him commenting on it, telling me what a greedy thing I was, how desperate, how hungry.

Tomorrow. Tomorrow he's going to fuck me. Tomorrow I'm going to let a twenty-six-year-old man do whatever he wants and I'm going to love every second of it.

I came so hard I had to bite my lip to keep from making noise, my cunt clenching around my fingers, my thighs shaking, my whole body going tight and then liquid. Gasped through it, riding my own hand, my hips bucking up out of the water. Yes. God. Yes.

I lay there afterwards in the cooling water, boneless, listening to Dave shout at the referee downstairs. My hand was still between my legs. I could smell myself, sharp and unmistakeable, the smell of wanting, and I thought: tomorrow.


7: THE BIG FIXTURE
Sunday Morning Confession


Iwoke at half five and knew I wouldn't get back to sleep. Lay there in the dark beside Dave, listening to him breathe while my heart did something it had no business doing at this hour. Sunday. Seven o'clock. Darius.

I slipped out of bed, showered in the dark with the bathroom door shut. Shaved myself smooth again even though I'd done it yesterday. My hands were steadier than I expected. I dried off and stood in front of the mirror, looking at myself properly in the thin pre-dawn light. Forty-three, size sixteen, soft everywhere, and in four hours Darius Cole was going to see all of it.

I put on the good underwear. Black lace, properly fitted, the bra that cost more than I wanted to admit and made my tits look like something worth looking at instead of something to apologise for. Matching knickers with the little satin bow at the front that served no purpose except pretty. I stood there in my black lace at quarter to six on a Sunday morning, looking at myself, and thought: well, this is madness, isn't it.

Then I got dressed over the top. Jeans, plain white t-shirt, my puffer coat. Nothing special. He'd see what was underneath soon enough.

Dave was still asleep when I left. I leant over, said I had an early injury assessment, one of the lads had texted. He grunted, rolled over, pulled the duvet higher. Never opened his eyes. I picked up my keys and left.

The roads were empty. Just me and the occasional taxi, streetlights still on, no sunrise yet. November dark, the kind that felt like it might never properly lift. I drove on autopilot, the same route I'd driven a hundred times, and my mind was entirely blank except for one thought on repeat: seven o'clock, seven o'clock, seven o'clock.

And I'm already wet.

I could feel it, warm and slick between my thighs, soaking into the lace. I'd been wet since I woke up. Since yesterday, if I was honest. My body knew what was coming even if my brain was still trying to pretend this was sensible.

I parked in my usual spot. The car park was empty, just mine and the pale glow of the streetlamp throwing long shadows across the gravel. I turned off the engine and sat there with my hands on the wheel.

I could still leave.

I could start the car, drive home, text him something about food poisoning or a family emergency or just the truth: changed my mind, sorry, can't do this. He'd accept it or he wouldn't, but either way I'd be safe. I'd go home to Dave and my ordinary Sundays, and I'd never have to know what this felt like.

I checked my face in the rearview mirror. Pale and alert, pupils huge and black. I looked like I was about to do something I couldn't take back.

Good.

I got out of the car. My legs worked, which felt like a minor miracle.

The staff entrance was unlocked. He was already here.

I pushed the door open and the warmth hit me immediately, the smell of floor polish and old kit and the faint damp that never quite left no matter how much Pete cleaned. The corridor lights were on. I could see the glow from the treatment room hallway spilling out onto the concrete floor.

I walked toward it. Each step echoed. The building was so quiet I could hear my own breathing, the rustle of my coat, the soft squeak of trainers on polished floor. I could still turn around, I thought, but my feet kept moving and then I was at the treatment room door and it was ajar, just slightly, light pouring through the gap.

I could hear nothing. No movement. Just the low hum of the overhead light and the faint buzz from the kettle on the shelf.

He was waiting.

I pushed the door open.

Darius was standing beside the treatment table, arms crossed, leaning back against the edge. Already in just tracksuit bottoms and a black t-shirt, the kind that fitted close across his chest and shoulders. He'd been here a while. Long enough to strip off his coat, settle in, prepare.

He looked at me. Said nothing.

Five seconds. Ten. Just looked.

I stepped inside. Closed the door behind me. The bolt was there, the same bolt I'd used with Darren, with Tyler, the one I'd fitted eighteen months ago for privacy during assessments. I slid it across. The sound was loud in the quiet, metal on metal, final.

He nodded once. Approving.

"You came."

His voice was low. No surprise in it. Just confirmation.

"I said I would."

My voice was steadier than I expected. That surprised me.

"Lock the door."

"I already did." I gestured toward the bolt.

He glanced at it, then back at me. The corner of his mouth lifted, not quite a smile. Something quieter.

"Good girl."

The words hit me low in my belly and my knees went. Actually went. I grabbed the edge of the doorframe and felt myself flood, wet soaking through the lace, slick between my thighs. Oh Christ. I could smell myself already, warm and female and unmistakeable in the small room.

He knew. I could see it in his eyes, the way they went darker. He knew exactly what state I was in.

"Come here."

I walked toward him on legs that barely cooperated. Stopped where he'd gestured, a few feet from the table. Close enough that I could smell him: something clean and male and specific, shower gel and skin and underneath it the faint musk of sweat. He'd worked out this morning. Of course he had.

He walked around me. Slow. A full circle. I stood there and let him look, my heart doing something violent against my ribs, my breath shallow. I was still in my coat, my jeans, my trainers, nothing special, but I could feel the lace underneath pressing against my skin and I knew he was imagining it. Imagining what was under it.

He stopped in front of me. Looked down. Six foot two to my five foot six. I'd never felt so small.

"Take off your coat."

I did. Unzipped it with shaking hands, pulled it off, hung it on the hook by the door. Turned back to face him.

He looked me over. White t-shirt, jeans, the outline of my bra visible through the thin cotton, the fullness of my chest obvious even clothed. His gaze lingered there, dropped lower, came back to my face.

"Good. Now tell me what you want."

My mouth went dry.

He wanted me to say it. Out loud. Explicitly. I'd said filthy things in my own head for months, I'd begged Tyler on Tuesday, but that had been in the middle of it, lost to sensation, the words dragged out of me. This was different. Darius wanted the words first, whilst I was still composed enough to choose them. He wanted to hear me ask.

I looked at him. At his dark eyes, steady and patient, waiting. At the breadth of his shoulders, the way he stood, grounded and certain. My cunt was soaked. I could feel the wetness spreading, warm and slick, my knickers drenched.

"I want you to fuck me."

The words came out quieter than I meant but clear.

He smiled. Slight. The first proper one.

"That's a start. What else?"

I swallowed.

"I want... I want what you said. Sunday morning. Whatever you want."

"No."

His voice was firm. Not harsh, but unyielding.

"What do you want, Jenny. Say it properly."

And something broke open in me. The last bit of pretence, the last attempt at dignity.

"I want to be yours. Your greedy pig. I want you to use me. I want... I want to be what Darren and Tyler have been using. I want to give you everything. I want you to call me names and fuck me and make me beg for it and I want to be so filthy for you that I can't even..."

My voice cracked.

"I want to be the team's dirty pig. I want all of you. I want to be so full of it I can't think straight. I'm yours. I'm yours to use. Please."

The silence went on so long I could hear my own heartbeat. I could smell myself, the sharp female smell of wanting, could feel the wetness soaking through my jeans now, could taste copper where I'd bitten my lip.

Darius looked at me for a long moment. Then he stepped forward, close, and his hand came up to my face. His fingers touched my cheek, warm and certain, and I leant into the touch without meaning to.

"Good girl," he said again, softer this time, and his thumb brushed my lower lip. "That's what I wanted to hear."

His other hand dropped to my waist, pulled me closer. I could feel the heat of him through the thin cotton of my t-shirt, could feel something else, the hard length of him pressing against my belly through his tracksuit bottoms.

He was already hard. For me. For this.

"Now," he said, his mouth close to my ear, his breath warm against my skin, "let's see if you mean it."

His hand moved to the hem of my t-shirt, fingers sliding underneath, touching bare skin. I shuddered. His palm was warm, calloused, certain. He slid it upward slowly, over my soft belly, higher, until his fingers brushed the underwire of my bra.

"This the good underwear?" he asked, voice low and amused.

I nodded. Couldn't speak.

"Let me see it."

He pulled my t-shirt up and off in one smooth movement. I raised my arms to help, past caring about anything except his hands on me. The t-shirt hit the floor. I stood there in my jeans and my expensive black lace bra, my tits spilling over the top, my belly soft and pale in the fluorescent light.

He looked at me. Really looked. His gaze travelled over my chest, my belly, my hips, slow and deliberate, taking everything in. The fullness of me. The softness. All of it.

"Fuck," he said quietly. "Look at you."

It wasn't a compliment. It wasn't an insult. It was observation, said with something like awe, and it went through me like current.

"Take off your jeans."

My hands went to the button. Fumbled it. My fingers weren't working properly. He watched, patient, while I got the zip down, pushed the denim over my hips. They were tight. I had to shimmy to get them off, graceless and red-faced, and when they finally hit the floor I stood there in my black lace knickers and bra and my white trainers and nothing else.

The knickers were soaked through. Visibly soaked. The dark patch spreading from the gusset, the smell of me sharp in the small room. I could see him looking at it, at the evidence of exactly how wet I was, and I felt my face flush hotter.

"Jesus Christ, Jenny." His voice was rough now, the control slipping slightly. "You're dripping."

"I know." My voice was barely a whisper.

"How long you been this wet?"

"Since... since this morning. Since I woke up."

"And you drove here like this."

It wasn't a question.

"Yes."

"Soaking your expensive knickers, thinking about what I was going to do to you."

"Yes."

He stepped closer. His hand went to my hip, fingers sliding into the waistband of my knickers, feeling the wetness there. I made a sound, something between a whimper and a moan, and his eyes went darker.
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"You're going to take them off," he said, quiet and certain. "Then you're going to get on that table, and we're going to find out exactly how greedy you really are."

Already soaked. Already shaking. Already saying yes in my head.

I nodded. Couldn't speak. My hands went to the waistband of my knickers, hesitated there for just a second.

"Do it."

I pushed them down. They stuck, soaked right through, the gusset clinging to my thighs. I had to peel the fabric away from my skin, could feel the wet drag of it. When they hit the floor there was a wet sound, audible in the small room.

We both heard it.

His eyes went darker.

Oh God. He liked that. The evidence. The mess of me.

I stood there, completely naked. Size sixteen, forty-three years old, soft belly, heavy tits, thighs that touched. Standing in a treatment room under fluorescent lights with a man who looked like he'd been carved from something expensive.

I should have been mortified.

I was mortified.

That was the entire fucking point.

He looked at me. Really looked, the way you'd look at something you'd been wanting for a long time. His gaze travelled slowly from my face down to my chest, lingered there on my tits, then lower. My belly. My hips. The dark hair between my thighs, the wetness I couldn't hide even if I'd wanted to.

He took his time.

I felt every second of it. Every inch of skin he catalogued. The heat of being seen like this, completely, nothing hidden.

"Fuck," he said quietly. "Look at you."

Not a compliment. Not an insult. Just observation, delivered with something close to awe.

It went through me like a current.

"On the table," he said. "On your back."

I moved, my legs shaking slightly. Sat on the edge of the treatment table, the paper crinkling beneath my bare arse, then lay back, my feet still on the floor. The table was cold against my skin, raising goosebumps. I could smell myself, the sharp female smell of want, mixing with the Deep Heat and clinical soap that always hung in the air.

He moved between my legs. Didn't touch me yet. Just stood there, looking down at me spread out on the table.

"Feet up on the table. Knees bent."

I did it. Drew my feet up, planted them flat on the paper, my knees rising.

"Wider."

I let them fall open. Completely open, everything visible, everything on display.

Exposed. Obscene. Perfect.

He made a sound, low in his throat. Satisfaction.

"Look at the state of you already," he said, his voice rougher now. "Fucking soaking wet and I haven't even touched you properly yet."

His hand moved, one finger tracing from my knee down the inside of my thigh. Slow, deliberate, the lightest possible touch. The callouses on his fingertip, the warmth of his skin, the path he was taking, all of it registering. He stopped just before he reached my cunt.

Pulled his hand away.

The bastard.

I made a sound, frustration and need and something animal.

He smiled. Just slightly.

He was teasing me. The bastard was teasing me and enjoying it.

"You want me to touch you properly?"

"Please."

"Ask me nicely."

Forty-three years old. A physio. A married woman. Lying on a treatment table with my legs spread obscenely wide, begging a twenty-six-year-old footballer to touch my cunt.

Well. Yes. Then.

"Please touch me," I whispered. "Please, Darius, I need you to..."

"What do you need, Jenny? Say it."

"I need you to touch my cunt. Please. I'm so wet, please just..."

His hand moved, cupped me fully. The heel of his palm pressed against my clit, his fingers sliding through the wetness, feeling all of it. I jerked, gasped, my hips lifting off the table.

He held me there. Didn't move his hand, just pressure, warmth, ownership.

"Christ, you're fucking drenched," he said. His voice had gone rough. "You been like this all morning?"

I could barely speak. "Yes. Since yesterday. Since you told me to..."

"Since Tuesday, I think," he said. His thumb circled my clit, light pressure, making me whimper. "Since you let Tyler fuck you and call you names. That's what you like, isn't it."

It wasn't a question.

He slid two fingers inside me, thick fingers that stretched me immediately. No resistance, just the slide and give of how wet I was. The sound was obscene, wet and slick and utterly filthy, echoing slightly in the tiled room.

Christ. He could hear exactly how soaked I was. So could I. The wet squelch of his fingers fucking into me.

He finger-fucked me slowly, deliberately. His thumb found my clit, circled it with exactly the right pressure, the perfect amount. He watched my face the entire time. Reading every reaction. Cataloguing what made me gasp, what made me whimper, what made my thighs shake.

"You're going to come for me," he said. Not a request. A statement. "I want to see it. Don't hold back."

"I'm..." I was already close, had been on edge for days. "I can't, it's too..."

"Yes, you can." His voice was firm, certain, absolute. "Come on my fingers, Jenny. Let me feel it."

His fingers curled inside me, found the spot, pressed. His thumb on my clit, circling, relentless, perfect pressure and rhythm. I was making sounds I didn't recognise, high and desperate and animal. My thighs shaking. The orgasm building, enormous, too much, too fast.

Couldn't stop it. Didn't want to. God, please don't stop, please...

It hit me, sudden and devastating and harder than I'd come in months. I cried out, loud, too loud for the thin walls and the bolt that might not hold and I didn't care. Clenched around his fingers, flooding, wetness pouring out of me and running down onto the paper beneath me, soaking it through.

Oh God oh God oh God...

He didn't stop. Kept fingering me through it, kept his thumb on my clit, watched me fall apart completely under his hands.

I came so hard I saw stars, actual white spots in my vision. His fingers inside me, his thumb working my clit in tight circles, and I was coming and coming and I couldn't stop, didn't want it to stop. I was making noises like an animal and I didn't care. I wanted more. I wanted all of it. I wanted him to never stop touching me.

When it finally subsided I was boneless, panting, sweat breaking out across my chest and throat and between my tits. He pulled his fingers out slowly, deliberately. They were soaked, glistening with my wetness, dripping.

He held them up between us. Let me see them, made sure I saw exactly how wet I'd been.

Then, deliberately, brought them to his mouth. Sucked them clean, his tongue working between his fingers, maintaining eye contact the entire time.

Fuck.

"You taste fucking incredible," he said.

I couldn't respond. Could barely breathe. Just lay there watching him taste me.

He stepped back, pulled his t-shirt off over his head in one smooth movement. His chest, his shoulders, the lion tattoo on his right shoulder blade.

All of it exactly as I'd imagined lying in bed at two in the morning with my hand between my legs.

Better.

So much better.

I watched from the table, legs still spread, not moving, couldn't move. My whole body felt liquid, boneless.

He pushed his tracksuit bottoms down, boxers with them in one go. Kicked them aside. His cock was hard, properly hard, thick in a way that made my breath catch.

The kind of thick that made me wonder if I could take it and made me desperate to try.

He wrapped his hand around it, stroked once, slow, watching me watch him.

Then he stepped back between my legs. The head of his cock nudged against my entrance, pressed there but didn't push in. Just rested there, hot and thick and promising.

The promise of it. The denial.

"Tell me what you are," he said quietly.

I looked at him, not understanding, desperate for him to just fuck me already.

"What?"

"You know what I want to hear." His voice was patient, certain. "Tyler told me what you like. Tell me what you are, Jenny."

Oh.

Oh Christ.

He knows.

The word was there. I'd thought it, heard it, let Darren say it, let Tyler shout it whilst he fucked me. But saying it myself was different.

Harder. More real. Admitting what I was out loud.

He waited, patient, the head of his cock still just barely touching me. I could feel the heat of him, the thickness, how much I needed him inside me. I'd say anything.

"I'm your greedy pig," I whispered.

"Say it again. Louder."

"I'm your greedy pig." My voice broke on the words. "I'm a fat, greedy pig and I want you to fuck me, please, Darius, please..."

He pushed inside me, one slow, deliberate thrust. Filling me completely, no pause, just the inexorable slide of his cock stretching me open.

The stretch was enormous. I gasped, my hands flying to his arms, gripping hard, fingernails digging in. He was thick, so thick, and the angle was perfect, hitting everything, filling me in a way that made my vision blur at the edges.

Too much. Not enough. Perfect.

He bottomed out, his hips flush against mine. Held there, didn't move. Just looked down at where we were joined, where his thick cock was buried inside me, then back at my face.

"Look at you," he said quietly. "Taking all of it. Greedy for it."

He pulled out halfway, slow, letting me feel every inch. Thrust back in, deep and deliberate.

"This is what you needed, isn't it. To be filled. To be fucked properly. To be mine."

"Yes." I could barely get the word out. "Yes. Yours."

He fucked me slowly at first, long, deep strokes that made me feel every inch of him, the drag and slide and stretch. His hands on my hips, holding me in place, controlling the rhythm completely. Then faster. Harder. The table creaking beneath us, the paper tearing under my back.

My tits were bouncing with each thrust, heavy and loose. He watched them, reached up with one hand, pinched one nipple hard between his thumb and forefinger. I cried out, clenched around him.

"You're so fucking wet," he said, his voice rough. "I can hear it. You hear that? That wet sound? That's you, Jenny. That's your cunt telling me how much you want this. How greedy you are for it."

I could hear it. The obscene slap and squelch of him fucking into me, the wetness coating his cock, running down onto the table, pooling beneath my arse.

"My greedy girl," he said, his rhythm steady, relentless. "My piggy. Taking my cock so well. You were made for this."

He was right. I was made for this. For him. For this exact moment. His cock inside me, his voice in my ear, calling me his, calling me greedy, calling me what I was. I'd never felt so completely, perfectly seen in my entire life.

He pulled out abruptly. I whimpered at the loss, the sudden emptiness.

"Turn over," he said. "Arse up."

I scrambled to obey, rolled onto my stomach, got my knees under me, arse in the air. The position was obscene, everything on display. I could feel the air on my wet cunt, on my arsehole, cooling the wetness.

Exposed completely. Everything visible.

His hand landed on my arse, not a slap, just resting there. Warm and large, covering half my arse cheek.

"Look at this," he said. His voice had gone quieter, more dangerous. "All this softness. Fucking beautiful."

Then his thumb pressed against my arsehole, right against the tight ring of muscle.

I froze, every muscle tensing.

"Relax," he said. Not gentle, not asking. A command.

Oh God. He's going to. He's actually going to...

His thumb pushed in, just the tip, breaching me. The intrusion was shocking, foreign, wrong in a way that made fresh wetness flood between my thighs, hot and immediate.

Wrong. So wrong. And my cunt just got wetter.

"Have you ever..." he started.

"No," I gasped into the table. "Never."

"Good." He pushed his thumb deeper, past the first knuckle. The stretch and burn made me whimper, made my hands fist in the torn paper beneath me. "You're going to let me though, aren't you."

It wasn't a question.

"Yes," I whispered. "Yes, anything."

He worked his thumb in and out, slow, deliberate, whilst his other hand reached underneath, found my clit, rubbed it in slow circles. The combination was overwhelming, wrong and perfect and too much.

His thumb in my arse. His fingers on my clit. The wrongness of it mixing with the heat.

Then he pulled his thumb out. Grabbed my hair, pulled my head up off the table, brought his thumb to my mouth. It was right there, an inch from my lips.

"Clean it," he said.

I hesitated. Just for a second.

The wrongness of it. The dirtiness. The line I was about to cross.

"Do it, Jenny. Suck it clean."

I opened my mouth.

He pushed his thumb in, pressed it against my tongue. I tasted myself, the familiar salt and musk, and underneath that the bitterness of where it had been. I sucked it clean, my tongue working around his thumb whilst he watched, his eyes fixed on my mouth.

Bitter. Wrong. Filthy.

I sucked harder.

"Good pig," he said quietly. "Such a good, filthy pig."

He pulled his thumb out, pushed me back down flat on the table, my face pressed into the torn paper. His thumb returned to my arsehole, pressed in again. This time he didn't stop at the first knuckle. Worked it deeper, stretching me, opening me.

"Does your husband know you're here?" he asked, casual, conversational, whilst his thumb stayed buried in my arse.

The contrast. The wrongness of that. Talking about Dave whilst Darius's thumb was inside me.

"No," I gasped into the table.

"Does he know you've been fucking the team?"

"No."

His thumb pushed deeper. I whimpered, the sound muffled by the table.

"What's his name?"

"Dave."

"Dave." He said it like he was tasting the word, finding it wanting. "Does Dave fuck you like this?"

"No."

"Does he fuck you at all?"

The question landed like a blow. The truth of it.

"...Not for months."

"Why not?"

"I don't know. He just... doesn't."

His thumb pulled almost out, then pushed back in. I gasped, my whole body tensing and releasing.

"Because he can't, can he." Not a question. Darius's voice was certain. "He's weak."

The word hung there between us.

Weak.

It was true. I'd never said it out loud, but it was true and hearing someone else say it was like permission.

"Yes," I whispered. The truth spilling out, unstoppable now. "He's weak. He can't give me what I need. He doesn't even try anymore."

There it was. Out loud. The thing I'd been thinking for two years.

"And what do you need, Jenny?"

"This. I need this. I need to be fucked properly. I need to be used. I need..."

"To be treated like the dirty slag you are."

"Yes." I was crying now, tears running sideways across my face into the paper. Not from pain but from relief, the breaking-open kind. "God, yes."

He worked a finger in alongside his thumb, stretching my arse wider. The stretch was enormous, too much, I cried out, my hands fisting in the paper beneath me, tearing it.

"You go home to him after this, yeah?" His fingers stayed buried in my arse whilst he spoke, working in and out. "Sit at the dinner table. Pretend you're a normal wife?"

"Yes," I sobbed.

"Whilst you're full of my cum. Whilst your arse is sore from me fingering it. Whilst you're thinking about next Sunday."

"Yes, yes, I do..."

"Bet you get yourself off thinking about it. In your bed next to him."

I did. Every night. He knew it.

"I do," I whispered. "Every night. I think about you, and Darren, and Tyler, and I..."

He pulled his fingers out abruptly. Flipped me over onto my back, rough and efficient, manhandled me like I weighed nothing. Spread my legs. Stood between them. His cock pressed against my entrance but didn't enter, just rested there, hot and hard.

"Darren and Tyler," he said. "You've fucked them both."

"Yes."

"And now me."

"Yes."

"Three of us. Half the starting eleven."

He pushed just the head of his cock inside me, then pulled out, teasing, making me whimper.

"Please," I begged. "Darius, please..."

"Please what?"

"Please fuck me, I need..."

"You want more than just me though, don't you." His eyes were black, fixed on mine, seeing everything. "You want all of us."

This was the line. Admitting it. Making it real.

"Say it," he said, his eyes locked on mine. "You've been thinking about it. I can see it on your face, Jenny. Say it."

"Yes," I whispered. My voice breaking. "I want... I want all of you."

"All of who, Jenny? Say it properly."

Oh Christ.

"I want the whole team." Louder now, the words falling out, unstoppable. "I want all of you to fuck me."

He grinned, dark and satisfied and knowing. Pushed into me fully in one brutal thrust, no warning, just the sudden fullness of him.

I screamed.

"Greedy fucking slag," he said, starting to fuck me hard, the table creaking dangerously beneath us. "You want to be passed around the changing room, is that it?"

"Yes." I was already close, the image in my head, his cock inside me, all of it. "God, yes, I want that, I want..."

"You want to be on your knees in the changing room after a match, don't you. Want all eleven of us queuing up."

The image exploded in my head. On my knees on the changing room floor. Eleven cocks. One after another. Being used. Being filled. Being exactly what I was.

"Yes," I gasped. "Fuck, yes..."

"Want us to use you. Pass you around. Fill every hole."

"Please, I want it, I want all of you, I want..."

"Want to be covered in cum, dripping with it. Our team cumslut."

The word.

Cumslut.

It broke me completely, shattered whatever was left of the polite married woman who cleaned schools at six in the morning.

I came, hard and sudden and devastating. Clenching around him so hard it almost hurt, screaming, not words just sound, completely gone.

Yes yes yes oh God yes...

"Yes!" The word tore out of me between screams. "I'm your cumslut, I'm the team's cumslut, I want all of it..."

He didn't stop, kept fucking me through the orgasm, leant down close to my ear.

"I'll make it happen," he said, his voice rough and strained, close to his own edge. "You want the team, I'll give you the fucking team, Jenny. I promise you that."

He meant it. He was going to make it happen. Every player. All of them.

"Please," I sobbed, still coming, the orgasm rolling through me in waves. Barely coherent. "God, please..."

"Every Saturday after a match. You'll service the lads. On your knees. In this room."

"Yes, anything, I'll do anything..."

"I know you will. Greedy pig. You'll suck every cock, won't you. Swallow every load."

"Yes, I'll swallow it all, I'll..."

"Your belly's going to be full of cum. Every week. Gallons of it. That's what you want, isn't it."

Gallons. Eleven men. All of them using my mouth, my cunt, covering me, filling me, using me completely.

"Yes," I gasped. "I want to live off it, I want..."

"Want to be our cumdump. Our fat little piggy cumdump."

"Yes!" I was coming again, harder, endless. "Fuck, yes, that's what I am, that's what I want to be..."

The orgasm rolled through me in waves, endless, too much. I was flooding, pouring wetness over his cock, the table soaked beneath me, the paper disintegrating. He groaned, his rhythm faltering, close now.

"You're going to think about this every day, aren't you," he said through gritted teeth, his control slipping. "Serving the team. Being used. Covered in our cum."

"Every day," I sobbed. "Every hour. I can't stop thinking about it, I want it so badly..."

"You'll get it. I promise you that. By the end of the season you'll have had every cock in this squad."

I believed him. Wanted it more than anything.

"Please. Make it happen. I'll do anything."

"I know you will, piggy. I fucking know."

He pulled out suddenly, the loss of him making me whimper. Manhandled me onto my stomach again, rough, efficient. His thumb went back to my arsehole, still slick from before. Pushed in deeper this time, past the first knuckle, then the second. Worked it in and out whilst I panted into the table, face pressed into torn, wet paper.

"You're going to let the team use this too, aren't you," he said.

"Yes."

"Every hole. You'll give us every hole."

"Yes, anything, all of me..."

He pulled his thumb out. Grabbed my hair again, yanked my head up, brought his thumb to my mouth.

"Clean it. Again."

I didn't hesitate this time. Opened my mouth, sucked his thumb in. Tasted the bitterness, the wrongness of where it had been. Sucked it clean, my tongue working around it whilst he watched, his other hand still gripping my hair.

His thumb in my mouth again. Tasting what I was. What I'd become.

I didn't flinch. I sucked it clean and looked at him and I knew he could do anything to me now. Anything at all. And I'd say thank you.

"Good pig," he said. "Such a good, filthy pig."

He pulled his thumb out with a wet pop. Hauled me off the table, strong hands on my waist. Walked me to the wall, positioned me there.

"Against the wall. Now."

My hands flat on the cold tiles, still slick with condensation. My arse out. Legs spread. He kicked my feet wider apart, positioned himself behind me. One hand on my hip, the other between my shoulder blades, holding me in place.

"Stay there. Don't move."

He slid back inside me from behind, the angle different, deeper. I gasped, my fingernails scraping against the tiles, trying to find purchase.

"Fuck," he said. "I can see everything from here. Your fat arse. Your cunt dripping. All of you."

He fucked me harder now, brutal, relentless. Each thrust drove me against the wall, my tits pressed flat against the cold tiles, nipples aching from the friction and the cold and the pressure. His hand in my hair, pulling my head back, not rough, just controlling.

Harder. God. So hard I'd feel it tomorrow. Bruises on my hips where his fingers dug in. Didn't care. Wanted it.

I was loud, didn't care, couldn't be quiet. The room echoed with it. The wet slap of skin on skin. My gasping, sobbing, begging.

"Let me hear you," he said. "I want to hear how much you love this."

"I love it." I was gasping, broken, barely coherent. "God, I love it. Don't stop. Please don't stop."

"You're going to come again. I can feel it. Your cunt's getting tighter, gripping me. Come on my cock, piggy. Show me."

His hand reached around, found my clit, rubbed hard and fast, no mercy, just pressure and rhythm.

I was there. Right on the edge. It was too much. I was going to break.

The orgasm ripped through me, tore me apart. I screamed, actual scream, high and broken and too loud for the thin walls. Didn't care who heard, didn't care if the entire training ground heard me coming. Clenched around him so hard he groaned, his rhythm faltering, almost losing it.

There. There. Right there oh God right there...

He pulled out, suddenly, left me empty and gasping. I was still shaking, still coming down. He turned me around, back against the wall, the tiles cold against my overheated skin. Dropped to his knees in front of me.

Looked up at me. Hand on his cock, stroking fast, urgent.

"Open your mouth."

I did, automatic, desperate to please him, to give him what he wanted.

"Good girl. Stay just like that."

He came, his whole body going rigid, locked. The first rope hit my chin, hot and thick, splashing across my mouth, my chest. He kept coming, more than I expected, more than seemed possible. Rope after rope, covering me, marking me, his cum dripping down onto my tits, running between them, hot and thick.

Hot. Thick. The smell of it, salt and something sharper. The taste on my lips.

I tasted it, salt and heat and him. Kept my mouth open, let him see, let him watch his cum drip into my mouth.

He milked the last of it, squeezed the head of his cock. Smeared it against my lips, marking me.

I was covered in him. Face, chest, mouth. I could taste him, smell him, feel him dripping down onto my tits, running down my belly. I'd never been more thoroughly marked in my life. I'd never wanted to be.

He was still looking at me, breathing hard, and I was standing against the wall of my treatment room with his cum on my face and I was so fucking happy I could have cried.

He stood, breathless and satisfied and still half-hard.

"You're perfect like this," he said.

"I'm a mess."

"Exactly."

He stepped back, looked at me. Really looked, took his time. Covered in his cum, sweating, wrecked, ruined.

Then he glanced down. At the floor between us. Where drops of his cum had fallen, missed my face and chest, landed on the grey tiles.

A beat. Him looking at it, then at me.

"Clean that up," he said quietly.

I looked at him, not understanding at first.

"Get on your knees," he said. His voice was quiet, certain. "Lick it up."

The air left my lungs.

He was serious. He actually wanted me to...

Oh God.

"Darius..."

"You said anything, didn't you. You said you'd do anything."

I had. I'd meant it.

I dropped to my knees. The floor was cold against my skin, hard against my kneecaps. I could see it, his cum on the grey tile. Not three drops. More. Small puddles of it, already starting to cool, going tacky.

I leant forward. Put my tongue to the floor.

This is happening. I'm doing this. I'm licking his cum off the treatment room floor.

Licked.

The taste was stronger like this, mixed with nothing, just him and the faint chemical taste of the floor cleaner I'd used yesterday morning. Salt and bitter and wrong and I didn't stop.

I licked up every drop.

I licked up the second puddle. The third. My tongue against the cold tile, the taste filling my mouth.

When I looked up at him, still on my knees, his cum still on my face, the taste of him and tile on my tongue, he was staring at me.

His face was shocked, genuinely shocked, like he'd expected me to refuse, to finally find the line.

And underneath that, aroused again already. I could see it, his cock starting to thicken, interested.

"Fuck me," he said quietly. "You actually did it."

I stayed on my knees, looking up at him. His cum still on my face, dripping down my chin. The taste of it in my mouth, salt and bitter and the chemical tang of floor cleaner.

"I told you," I said. My voice was hoarse, wrecked. "I'll do anything."

He reached down, helped me to my feet, his hand warm on my arm. Led me back to the treatment table, sat me down gently, his hand on my shoulder. Found the box of tissues on the trolley. Wiped my face, careful, thorough, gentle. My chest. Cleaned me up like it mattered, like I mattered.

The tenderness of it. After everything. After what I'd just done.

My eyes stung, hot and prickling. Not from sadness, from something bigger that I didn't have words for.

He dressed quietly, efficiently, like a man who'd done this before, knew the routine. Handed me my clothes, my knickers still damp from before.

I dressed slowly, my hands still shaking. My legs barely working, weak and unsteady. The polo shirt felt strange after being naked, the fabric rough against my oversensitive nipples.

When we were both clothed again, looking almost normal except for my hair and my face and the fact that I could barely stand, he looked at me. Serious, checking.

"You alright?"

I laughed, slightly hysterical, the sound escaping before I could stop it. "I think so. I don't know. Yes."

I'd just licked his cum off the floor. I was more than alright. I was terrified and exhilarated and more alive than I'd been in years.

"That was... intense."

"Yeah."

Silence, comfortable and loaded with everything we weren't saying.

He stepped closer, touched my face, just briefly, his hand warm against my cheek.

"Same time next Sunday," he said. "And bring your appetite."

Not a question. The same as last week.

I should have said no. I should have said this was too much, too risky, too everything.

I nodded.

Of course I nodded.

I was going to keep saying yes until one of us stopped asking.

He checked the corridor through the small window in the door. Empty, the training ground quiet, everyone gone for the day. Looked back at me.

"Lock the door after me. Clean yourself up properly. Take your time."

Then he was gone, the door clicking shut behind him.

And I was alone.

I sat on the treatment table, alone in the small room that now smelled of sex and sweat and something darker, rawer.

I could still taste him, salt and bitter on my tongue, mixing with the chemical taste of floor cleaner.

Could still feel where he'd been, inside me, everywhere. The ache between my legs and the sharper ache in my arse, the soreness that would remind me tomorrow of what we'd done.

I'd let him fuck my arse with his thumb and then I'd cleaned it with my mouth. Twice.

I'd licked his cum off the floor.

What was I becoming?

The answer arrived immediately: exactly what I wanted to be.

I looked at the floor, at the spot where I'd licked his cum off the tiles.

I did that.

I got on my knees, and I licked his cum off the treatment room floor and I'd do it again right now if he asked me to. I'd do worse.

Next Sunday. And the team. Every Saturday after a match. The whole fucking squad.

I am the luckiest woman alive.

My legs were still shaking when I stood, unsteady, my thighs slick with the evidence of what we'd done. I stripped the paper off the table, torn and wet and ruined. Balled it up, threw it in the clinical waste bin. Wiped everything down with antibacterial spray, the sharp smell cutting through the musk of sex. Sprayed disinfectant liberally, coating every surface. Opened the window wide, letting the cold November air rush in, goosebumps rising on my bare arms.

It would smell like sex for hours anyway. I didn't care. Let it.

I made myself a cup of tea, hands still shaking slightly as I poured, the kettle heavy. Sat in the fold-up chair, the one I'd sat in a thousand times after a thousand normal shifts and smiled at nothing.

Tea. As if tea was a normal thing to make after what just happened.

The smile got wider.

Thursday I had Darren. Tuesday I had Tyler. Now Sundays with Darius.

Three of them. Three different men who wanted me, who saw me, who made me into something filthy and perfect.

I finished my tea, lukewarm now, the milk skin forming on top. Packed my bag, everything exactly as it always was, the routine familiar. Locked the treatment room door behind me, the bolt sliding home with a click that echoed in the empty corridor.

Drove home to Dave and his betting slips and his Championship Manager and his complete and utter obliviousness to what his wife had become.

I was going to make him a roast, peel potatoes, set the table like a normal wife. I was going to sit across from him at the dinner table whilst my arse ached from where Darius had fingered it. I was going to go to bed beside him whilst my cunt was still swollen from being fucked against a wall.

Normal. All perfectly normal.

And I was going to lie there in the dark beside him, thinking about next Sunday. Thinking about the team, all of them, eleven men who were going to use me. Thinking about being exactly what I was.

A greedy pig who'd finally found her trough.

I'd never been happier in my entire life.


8: SQUAD ROTATION


Monday afternoon, half past four. The treatment room was mine, quiet except for the tick of the wall clock. I sat at the desk by the window with my professional diary open, biro poised over the page. Blank. Still blank. I should've been writing something clinical by now.

Who I'd seen today. What I'd treated. Marcus's ankle sprain, legitimate. Connor's tight calf, also legitimate. Standard Monday session, nothing remarkable.

Instead I was staring at the treatment table, at the exact spot where twenty-four hours ago I'd been on my knees licking Darius's cum off the floor.

The memory didn't just arrive. It fucking swallowed me whole. I could still taste it, salt and bitter with that sharp chemical bite of floor cleaner underneath. My cunt clenched, went slick in a hot rush. I shifted in the chair. Already wet. Already soaked through.

Twenty-four hours ago I was on my knees on that floor with his cum on my tongue, on my face, dripping off my tits. This morning I made Dave scrambled eggs.

The contrast wasn't just obscene. It was perfect.

I looked down at the page. The headings were printed there, same as always: Date. Player Name. Injury Assessment. Treatment Plan. All of it for a version of this job that had fuck all to do with what I was actually doing in this room.

What would I write if I was honest?

Monday: Saw Marcus for a rolled ankle. Taped it properly. Spent the entire session replaying Sunday morning, specifically the bit where Darius made me clean his thumb after he'd had it up my arse. Had to press my thighs together under the table. Still wet now. Prognosis: chronic slag. Treatment: eleven cocks minimum.

I smiled at that. The hysteria was there, bubbling under, but so was something else. Something that felt almost like pride.

Then I picked up the biro and wrote one line:

Team morale: excellent. Continuing existing treatment protocols.

I underlined it twice. Neat. Tidy. Absolutely professional.

There. Nothing to see here. Just Jenny Marsh, sports therapist, doing her job.

The giggle that came out of me was half-laugh, half-moan.

The treatment room was too warm, underfloor heating running hot the way it always did in November. I could smell Deep Heat and disinfectant, and underneath both, faintly, the ghost of yesterday. Sex and sweat and the specific raw-meat stink of cunt and cock and cum. I'd cleaned everything twice. Mopped, wiped, sprayed. The smell shouldn't still be here.

Except it wasn't in the room. It was in me. Soaked into my skin, my hair, the fibres of my polo shirt. Maybe I smelled like it now, permanently. Maybe I'd been walking around all day reeking of what I'd become and just couldn't tell anymore.

Maybe that's what happens when you let three men fuck you in the same room over and over. You start smelling like what you are.

The thought made me wetter.

I leant back in the chair, biro still in hand. Dave would be home by now, already settled in front of his laptop with Championship Manager loading and a mug of tea going cold beside him. Monday evening routine, predictable as Sunday morning Mass. He'd be there until gone eleven managing a fictional football team, completely oblivious to what his wife had become.

He has no idea. None.

And that made it better somehow. Hotter. The wrongness of it was the point.

Three of them. Three different men, three different ways of taking me apart and putting me back together filthier than before.

And soon, if Darius kept his promise, the rest of them. The whole squad. Saturday afternoons after matches, right here in this room.

Eleven men. All of them using me, filling me, marking me.

My belly's going to be sloshing with it.

I was so wet I could feel it soaking through my knickers, warm and slick against the chair seat. Plain cotton work ones today, nothing special. Drenched anyway. The ache between my legs was constant now, a low throb that sharpened every time I shifted.

My tits were heavy, sensitive, nipples tight against the polo shirt. I could feel the memory of hands on them, mouths, the specific way Tyler had pinched them whilst he fucked me against the wall. The way Darius had watched them bounce when he had me on my back, his cock so thick inside me I thought I'd split open.

They're going to see all of me. Every single one of them. Everything I've been hiding for twenty years. My soft belly, my big arse, my thick thighs, the way I sweat, the way I flood when I'm turned on. All of it.

And I'm going to let them.

I'm going to stand there naked under the fluorescent lights and let them look and touch and use me however they want.

My hand moved to my belly without deciding to. Soft. I'd always been soft here, spent twenty years apologising for it, covering it with loose tops and long cardigans. But now I was thinking about what it would feel like full. Gallons of it, Darius had said. Every cock in the squad emptying inside me, pump after pump, filling me until it leaked out, ran down my thighs, puddled on the treatment room floor in a spreading mess.

They're going to pass me around after a win. Take turns. Use me like I'm theirs.

Because I am.

That last thought should've horrified me. Instead my clit throbbed, sharp and insistent. I pressed my thighs together, felt the slickness there, the evidence of what I wanted.

That's when it hit me, sitting there with my diary open and my knickers soaked through: I was not satisfied. Three men weren't enough.

I want more.

I want all of them.

My mouth watered. Fresh wetness flooded between my thighs, hot and slick. My nipples went hard against the polo shirt, visible bumps under the navy fabric.

I want all of them. Every cock in that changing room. I want to be on my knees with cum on my face whilst they queue for their turn. I want my tits covered, my belly, my thighs, my arse. I want to be so full of it I can taste it in my throat hours later. I want to go home to Dave with it still leaking out of me, soaking into my knickers whilst I sit across from him at the dinner table.

I want to be the team's cumdump. Their piggy. Theirs.

My hand had moved between my legs without permission, pressing hard against the wet cotton. Not nearly enough pressure. Not nearly enough. I was going to do it. Make myself come right here at my desk with the treatment room door unlocked and my professional diary open to Team morale: excellent.

Forty-three years old and I've turned into an absolute slag.

I grinned at the ceiling.

Fucking good.

But I made myself stop. Hand back on the desk, breathing through my nose. Not here. Not now. I'd wait until I got home, until Dave was settled in front of his laptop, until I could lock the bathroom door and replay Sunday properly. Make it last. Do it right. Three fingers deep and my other hand on my clit, thinking about Darius's cock stretching me open whilst Tyler watched and wanked and told me what a greedy pig I was.

I'm going to service the entire squad. I'm going to be exactly what they need. What I need.

And Dave will never know.

I closed the diary and stood. Legs steady, which was something. I straightened my polo shirt, buttons straining across my chest the way they always did, and checked myself in the small mirror by the sink. Flushed, pupils blown wide, but presentable enough. Professional enough.

No one would know I'd just spent fifteen minutes thinking about being gangbanged by a football team in this exact room.

No one except me.

And I was never going to forget it.

I packed my bag, slung it over my shoulder. Locked the treatment room door behind me, the bolt sliding home with that satisfying metal click. Walked down the corridor past the changing rooms, waved to Pete through the window of the groundsman's office. Made it to my car.

The car park was nearly empty now, just mine and Pete's battered van in the far corner. I got in, started the engine, sat there for a moment with my hands on the wheel and my cunt still aching and the smell of myself thick in the small space.

My phone buzzed in my bag.

Darren: You free Thursday afternoon? Shoulder's playing up again.



I stared at it for three seconds, cunt clenching. Then I typed back, hands perfectly steady:

Me: Same time. I'll be ready.




I was smiling when I hit send. The kind of smile that would've made Dave ask if I was feeling alright.

I drove home to Dave and Monday evening and the pretence of normal. Pasta for dinner. Everton match on in the background. His laptop open by nine, same as always.

And all of it, every single minute, with my knickers soaked through and my cunt aching and my mouth already watering for Thursday afternoon.

I'm ready.

Let them all come.


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.
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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.
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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.
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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?


Trigger Warnings


Content Warning: This book contains material some readers may find distressing, including:

Explicit sexual content and graphic language

Infidelity and extramarital affairs

Age gap relationships (all characters 18+)

'Piggy' kink

Consensual degradation and humiliation kink

Size/body shaming used as consensual erotic play

Multiple partner scenarios

Workplace power dynamics and boundary violations

Strong language and crude sexual terminology

Anal play and explicit descriptions of bodily fluids

All sexual activity depicted is between consenting adults. This is a work of fiction intended for mature audiences only.
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