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About This Book

Hetty Monaghan’s ‘Nectar Café’ was experiencing a boon in customers since the Latte Lux was added to the menu, with influencers and coffee lovers flocking from across the country to sample the rich, decadent taste of her velvety sensation.

New barista Casper Lacy is hired to cope with the demand, and he discovers the secret of Hetty’s drink when they run out of special milk near the end of service and he has to collect it straight from the source.

Not wanting to turn away a customer, Hetty shows Casper exactly how she sources the ingredients, and Casper is keen to see more.  Read about the lactation adventure inside in this high heat age gap story of an older woman who knows how to handle a growing man.
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Casper nodded down at Hetty’s buttoned blouse.  “Show me.”

Hetty pulled her lips into her mouth nervously.  A deep breath steeled her nerves and stopped her fingers from trembling as they started to unfasten the buttons on her shirt.

“Gosh, you’re a naughtier boy that I thought,” said Hetty.

“Me?!” Casper gasped.  “I never imagined Mrs. England over here would be doing something like this.”

Hetty’s hand moved lower, and her bra was revealed to Casper again.  She leaned forwards and unclasped it at the back.

“Help a lady, would you?” said Hetty, extending an arm.

Casper tugged at the shirt sleeve and pulled it off Hetty’s arm as she spun left on the seat and then right, offering her other arm to Casper who didn’t hesitate.  Afterwards it was just Hetty’s loose, open bra that hid her charms.

“And now this,” Hetty said, motioning down at her bra.  “Help me with this, would you, Casper.”

Hetty tried to keep the moment as formal as possible.  The adrenaline was coursing through her veins, but she held it all back with trademark elegance.

“You’re going to get a girl in trouble, you know that?” asked Hetty as Casper approached.

She couldn’t sense any nervousness in the handsome, young man as he hooked his finger under the shoulder of her bra and pulled it forward.

“I’m just helping,” said Casper.  “You employed me to help, didn’t you?”

“Of course,” Hetty said, setting a stern expression on her face.  “I’m just a helpless woman that needs a young man’s stamina.”

Casper froze as Hetty’s bra fell.  He stared at her mesmerizing, big breasts and felt the saliva fill his mouth.

“Wow,” he said eventually, shaking his head and looking up into Hetty’s hopeful eyes.

“You like?” she asked.

Casper nodded and fell to his knees beside Hetty’s chair.  He studied her nipples and the soft-pink hue that imbued them.  A bead of milk was already squeezing its way out of Hetty’s primed node.

“Look,” hushed Casper, speaking as though he didn’t want to scare the milk away.

“Oh, gosh,” Hetty said.  “I must be getting excited.”

“I wonder why?” said Casper, moving his face closer.

Hetty looked down and Casper paused.  She couldn’t tease herself any longer.  She yearned to feel his lips around her.  All pretenses fell away.

“Suck my tits,” she said, sterner than she’d have liked.

Casper jolted at the instruction, but like the good boy that Hetty had employed, he took to task instantly.

He wound his tongue around Hetty’s nipple and enveloped as much of her breast as he could, suckling like a babe in arms as he worked the precious ambrosia free.

It flooded from Hetty’s nipple in a sprinkling rush, and she watched the glow arrive on Casper’s handsome face as the milk filled his cheeks.

His jaw worked and he suckled down the warm nectar.  Its tender heat spread out from his stomach as it settled inside him and stirred an eroticism within him.

“Oh, Miss Monaghan,” he groaned, pulling away to look at his boss’s big charms.
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The Nectar Café was Hetty Monaghan’s pride and joy.  She’d started the venture a decade ago, and for the entire time Hetty had manned the café solo, taking only one day off a week to close.

She’s survived financial crashes, cost-of-living crises, and encroaching chain-stores, charming her customers with her British sensibilities and warm heart.

At forty-five, Hetty wasn’t slowing down.  She still sought to be on the cutting edge of all things coffee, to the point that she was beginning to make her own recipes.

A new Instagram trend had seen a rise in coffees with multiple ingredients, having the complexity of a Michelin starred meal, and the showmanship to boot.

The Latte Lux was Hetty’s prize drink.  An experimental evening after work had seen her conjure an iced coffee that was beyond compare, and the next day it was included on the menu for a limited promotional period.

It went better than Hetty could ever have dreamt.  Word quickly spread, and the eye-catching, delicious drink became the coffee of the summer, being served in tall, elegant glasses that demanded to be photographed, uploaded and shared.

Business was booming, but Hetty couldn’t keep up.  She felt her high standards begin to slip as footfall increased, and it became difficult to keep up with the demands of the drink and its secret ingredient.

Many cafes tried to fill the gap, but nothing quite compared to the Latte Lux.  Try as they might, they could never capture the sweet, silky essence that left each customer yearning for more.  It all took its toll on Hetty, and for the first time in ten years, she employed a member of staff.

Casper Lacy impressed Hetty instantly as he came top of a host of applicants.  Not only did the twenty-year-old know his way around a coffee machine, but he had charm and good looks in abundance.  If anyone was going to be a worthy ambassador for The Nectar Café, it was him.

“Four Latte Luxes, please,” asked the hundredth customer of the day.

“No problem,” chirped Hetty.  “Let’s make sure it was worth the wait for you pretty ladies.”

“We’ve heard so much!” chirped the head of the pack.

“All good, I hope,” said Hetty, crouching for the refrigerator for more of her secret milk.

She winced and touched her breast.  The discomfort hit her several times a day, but she figured it was worth it for one summer.

Hetty took one of the creamy bottles from the shelf and handed it to Casper.

“He can do incredible things with that,” Hetty smiled, eyeing Casper as he worked with a smile at the machine.

He saw the telltale signs of lust in the fat pupils of the women who ogled him, waiting patiently for their showstopper drinks.

“That’s forty dollars, please,” Hetty said, holding up the card-machine.

Every beep of approval made Hetty’s heart race.  It was all worth it.

“I’m just going to my office,” Hetty told Casper after the queue began to die down.  “Shout me if you need anything, honey.”

“Will do, Miss Monaghan,” smiled Casper, turning his attention to the next customer.  “What can I get you, sir?”

Hetty swelled with pride for her young barista.  With him in her stead, she was able to busy herself with after-hours accounting and the litany of jobs that would normally have to wait.

For the first time in a long time, Hetty felt content.  She sat in her back-office chair and closed her eyes, listening to the pleasant hum of the happy customers in the cafe beyond.

As the clock approached five, Hetty worked at her spreadsheet, plugging in figures and wowing at the profit that her tiny shop was making when suddenly there came a frantic knock at the door.

“Miss Monaghan,” said Casper on the other side.  “We’re, uh, out of milk.”

Hetty’s eyes bulged.  She touched her breast as she stood up and looked around herself for a vessel.

“Come in,” she told Casper, thinking of solutions.

“Are we out?” asked Casper.  “I can tell them we’re out.  They’re the last customer.”

“No, no,” Hetty said, looking at the shelves around the room.  “We don’t send anyone away unhappy.”

“Should I run to the store quick?” asked Casper.

Hetty shook her head vigorously and clenched her jaw.  “We never use store-bought milk.”  She took a deep breath.  “Bring me one of the empty bottles and tell them you won’t be a second.”

Casper disappeared and Hetty unfastened her loose shirt.  She reached behind her back and pinched the clasp of her bra, feeling the relief as the day’s pressure was lifted.

“Here,” said Casper, returning with a glass bottle.

Hetty swallowed.  She figured if Casper was going to work for her, he needed to know how the Latte Lux was made.  She moved the bottle under her shirt and fought hard to hide her assets.

“What are you doing, Miss Monaghan?” hissed Casper, glancing back into the shop fearfully.

“This is the secret,” winced Hetty, pinching hard.

“The secret what?”

Just then the sound of liquid hitting glass could be heard, and the bottle began to fill up as it hung out of the middle of Hetty’s open shirt.

“You ... you’re ...” stuttered Casper, aghast.  “Is that ...?”

“Milk,” said Cathy, breathing deep to sooth herself.  She pulled the bottle out and handed it to her hunky understudy.

“You want me to use this?” asked Casper, astounded.

Hetty nodded.  “You’ve always been using that.”

Casper was startled beyond belief.  He looked at the creamy liquid and then across at the elegant English woman.  It was hard to compute what had just happened.

“So, I should ...?” began Casper, motioning back out to the shop.

“Is everything okay?” asked his customer.

Hetty nodded.  “Go.  We’ll talk later.”

“It ... it’s warm.”

“It’s better than nothing,” Hetty said.  “The ice will do the work.  Go.”

Casper closed the door and soon Hetty heard the whirr of the coffee grinder and the hiss of the espresso machine as the last Latte Lux of the day was made.

She sat musing in her office, wondering if she should have kept the secret from Casper, who had clearly been alarmed.  After five o’clock Hetty heard another, less urgent, knock at her office door.

“Come in,” she said, bracing herself.

Hetty had made herself decent, but it didn’t stop Casper from checking as he stepped into the older woman’s office.  He looked at her shirt and imagined the healthy charms beneath.

“So, that’s your secret?” he asked.  “It’s your ... milk?”

Hetty closed her eyes and nodded with a sigh.  “I’m afraid so.”

“I ... I don’t even know where to start.”

“I can get you up to speed?” asked Hetty.

“Please do,” urged Casper, taking a seat on the opposite side of Hetty’s desk.

Hetty interlocked her fingers and took a deep breath.  “It all started late one night after a busy Saturday shift.  As you know, I used to work on my own and suffered for it.  After one particularly tricky service, I came back here to my office to sit down, when I felt the most tremendous pain in my chest.

“It was like a headache, but in my breasts,” Hetty said, looking up at Casper and his narrow, suspicious eyes.  “They felt ready to
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