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Introduction




My stories are raw, unfiltered, and wild. I don’t water it down—and I don’t hold back. 

All characters in my fictional stories are ALWAYS adults.

I believe in total transparency. I do often use AI to help me create my covers. Writing is my passion, spelling is not, I also may have used programs such as grammarly which is considered AI to help me edit this story.

Love taboo stories? The kind that Amazon bans? I’ve got you. Find more of my books and exclusive content at https://delilah-cole.com








  
  
Chapter 1




Inever thought my body would become a business. 

When I was younger, I imagined myself tucked away in an office, typing reports, chasing promotions, maybe even playing at the idea of someday having kids. None of that happened. Instead, I found something stranger, something I would never admit out loud at Sunday dinners or holiday parties.

I sell what no one expects a woman like me to sell.

It started quietly. I read somewhere online about how some women could make their bodies produce milk without ever being pregnant. At first, I didn’t believe it. But curiosity has a way of growing, and I have always had a streak of rebellion that made me try things I shouldn’t. I researched late at night, the glow of my laptop the only light in my apartment. Every article, every whispered conversation in forums pulled me in deeper. Medication, routine, patience—those were the keys.

I didn’t tell anyone when I started. It felt too personal, too strange, like some kind of secret science experiment I was running on myself. The first time I noticed the changes, I was shocked. My chest felt heavy, full in a way it never had before. And then, when I realized it was actually working, I sat on the edge of my bed with my heart racing.

What would I even do with it?

The answer came faster than I expected. People online were searching for exactly what I had. Some asked timid questions, others made bold offers. A market existed—quiet, discreet, hidden in the folds of the internet—and I was suddenly holding the key to it.

Now, months later, it’s become routine. My mornings begin with the hum of the pump, the steady rhythm filling the silence of my apartment. Bottles line the counter like little soldiers, each one sealed, labeled, and tucked into the fridge. Sometimes I stop and stare at them, rows of glass filled with something so intimate, so strange, it makes my skin prickle.

Today, I leaned against the counter, listening to the soft tick of the kitchen clock, and thought about the delivery scheduled for tonight. A man I’d never met would be waiting in a parking lot downtown. He’d slide a folded envelope across the seat, I’d hand over a cooler bag, and we’d both drive away like strangers. No names, no questions. Just an exchange.

I told myself it wasn’t dangerous, but I still kept a tight hold on my steering wheel every time I drove to meet someone. My palms always sweat, my breath came quicker. Part of me hated that thrill, and part of me fed on it.

During the day, though, no one would guess. At the bookstore where I worked part-time, I shelved novels, smiled at customers, and wore soft cardigans that hid the way my body had changed. I kept my secret life tucked behind polite smiles and receipts.

But secrets have weight.

This afternoon, while I sat at the cash register flipping through a magazine, I thought about what my friends would say if they knew. “You’re crazy.” Or maybe they’d just laugh. The thought made my stomach twist.

When my shift ended, I walked home, the sun low over the rooftops. I passed families on porches, couples pushing strollers, the kind of ordinary scenes that used to sting. Now they only reminded me of how unusual my life had become. I wasn’t a mother, but my body had been coaxed into acting like one.

At home, I dropped my bag and opened the fridge. The bottles sat there, lined neatly in rows, catching the light. I touched one, cool against my skin, and thought about the man waiting tonight. Did he picture me when he opened one? Did he wonder about the woman behind it, or was it only about the liquid itself?

Sometimes I wanted to ask. Sometimes I wanted to know what they saw in it, what made them reach for me instead of a carton on a grocery shelf. But I never did. Curiosity was dangerous. Curiosity could lead me to places I wasn’t sure I wanted to go.

I sat at the table and opened my notebook. Numbers filled the page—dates, amounts, names coded so no one else could understand. It wasn’t much money yet, but it was enough to keep me coming back. Enough to remind me that what I had was rare.

My phone buzzed. A new message lit the screen: Still on for 9?

My pulse quickened. I typed back quickly, Yes. Same place.

Afterward, I shut the notebook and leaned back in my chair. The air in my apartment was warm, the kind that clung to my skin and made every sound sharper. The hum of the fridge, the rustle of curtains, even the sound of my own breathing.

I thought about the drive I’d make later, about the way I’d keep my eyes fixed ahead as I pulled into the lot. I thought about the weight of the cooler bag in my hand, the silent trade, the way I’d drive home with the envelope tucked into my coat pocket.

No one knew. Not my friends, not my coworkers, not even the barista downstairs who always tried to flirt with me when I ordered coffee. This was mine alone, a secret I carried like a brand against my skin.

And yet, as I looked at the bottles again, I felt something else stir inside me—something darker, something hotter than just money or secrecy. It was the knowledge that I was giving them something forbidden, something they weren’t supposed to want, and that I was the one who made it possible.

I pressed the lid shut on the cooler and sat very still.

Tonight would be just another transaction. Tomorrow, another set of bottles. But deep down, I knew I was only at the beginning of a story that could twist into places I couldn’t yet imagine.









