
        
            
                
            
        

    
BECOMING THE OFFICE HUCOW: SHARED BY MY BOSS

By Ava Lear


CHAPTER 1


All the hairs stand up on the back of my neck. But I'm not afraid; I'm excited. This lab is off-limits to everyone except my company's research and development team — and I just broke in.


The floors gleam white, even in the still darkness, long after all the scientists have left for the day. The last time I was down here I was a new hire on an official tour. I barely remember the long, stainless steel tables that are in front of me now.


Footsteps down the hallway make my breath hitch in my throat. Darting behind the open door, I wait until the security guard has passed. That was a close one.


I feel exhilarated that I was almost caught. I had my excuse ready for why I am down here after hours, so the stakes aren't that high. But for someone who always follows the rules, the chance I could be in trouble makes me feel irresistibly naughty.


And so does the reason I'm down here in the first place.


After today's meeting, I knew I had to get my hands on the pills the CEO discussed. I've spent years lamenting my flat-as-a-board chest. So when Mr. Jeffries talked for an hour about the promising results of the company's new breast augmentation pill, I started to make a plan.


But nothing could have prepared me for how I feel in the moment, during my little heist. My heartbeat is so loud in my ears I half expect the security guard to be drawn back by it.


Unclenching my fists, I take a deep breath and roll my shoulders back. It's time to get what I came for.


Next to me, there's a refrigerator, and I cautiously pull it open. What I'm looking for is on the very bottom shelf, and I have to drop to a crouch to grab one of the bottles. There must be fifty bottles of the breast augmentation formula crowded together down there.


I stand quickly and shut the fridge before leaning back against it to study what I've stolen.


The bottle is white plastic, and it looks identical to the daily multivitamin I take every day. Popping the cap, I peer down at three round tablets. Perfect.


The CEO said that two to three pills is the ideal dose for most women, and I think there are so many bottles that no one will even notice that this one is missing.


Still, I don't start to feel calm until the bottle is tucked into my purse and I'm in the elevator, riding away from the basement lab. Even though I try to walk casually toward the front door of the office building, I can't help but break into a run once I reach the parking lot.





Crossing my legs, I sit upright at my desk the next morning. In my palm, the three tablets look smaller than they did in the bottle.


Can these really make my breasts bigger?


It seems impossible, and I try to remember everything Mr. Jeffries said about them. But honestly, once he said, "breast augmentation" and "effective," I stopped paying attention.


My mind was racing too fast. Shutting my eyes, I slam the pills into my mouth before I can talk myself out of it. I chase them with a glass of water and get back to work.


Tossing my bright red hair over my shoulder, I type up another boring report, and my mind wanders. If the pills don't work, I'll still have my good looks. My small breasts are really my only complaint, and no man has ever been turned off by them.


They're usually too busy ogling my long, slim legs and the rest of my flexible, fit body. Case in point: the guy at the desk next to me is staring right now, thinking I can't see him.


Ignoring Brian completely, I try to get as much work done as possible before today's meeting. And I'm so busy that all thoughts of the pills disappear from my mind.


"Sabrina, are you coming?" Brian asks a while later, hanging over the side of my cubicle. He never did stop staring at me, and I must've gotten lost my work because I'll be late for the meeting if I don't hurry.


Nodding at Brian, I smooth my skirt and walk way ahead of him so that it's clear I'm not in the mood to talk. I never chat with my colleagues, especially not any of the ones who watch me like a hawk when I bend over the copier.


Today's meeting was only supposed to have about five people, so I'm surprised that there's like twenty in the conference room. But I think nothing of it as I sit in the corner and pull out my notepad.


"I've called you all in here," the CEO starts, "to talk about lab security."


My face goes hot, and the room seems like it's tropical all of a sudden. The meeting agenda was about something completely different. Do they know about my little escapade? Am I in huge trouble?


Staring at the ground, I try not to give myself away. Behaving completely normally, I jot down the meeting topic at the top of my page.


"Lab security is of the utmost importance," the CEO continues, clearing his throat. For a second, I look up and my eyes meet his before I quickly look back down.


Mr. Jeffries has no right to be as good-looking as he is. He's one of those business prodigies who became the head of a multinational corporation really young, and even though I don't know for sure, I think he's in his mid-40s.


He keeps his dark hair short, which makes it impossible to avoid his piercing eyes. Mr. Jeffries only wears the most expensive suits, and to be honest, I've always had a crush on him.


"Starting today, we are putting a new protocol in place," Mr. Jeffries continues. "It will take two key cards to enter the lab." He crosses his arms, and I start to feel a little strange.


"Why the change?" one of the managers in the room asks.


Mr. Jeffries steeples his fingers and says nothing for an excruciating moment. "The change will put us in line with well-accepted best practices," he says finally.


I let out a breath that I didn't know I was holding. I was crazy to think the change had anything to do with me! I don't know what I was thinking.


But instead of feeling relieved, my stomach twists. Wait, maybe not my stomach. It's like a pressure, a thudding, pounding feeling that's working its way up toward my chest.


It hits me all at once: the pills are kicking in. Right now. With me surrounded by my coworkers, my manager, and the CEO.


CHAPTER 2


Jumping out of my chair, I start to run out of the room. The sharp pain inside me grows, and I almost trip, catching myself on the mahogany conference room table.


I press my palms against the wood and touch my forehead to the cool wood too.


"Are you okay?" Brian's voice calls to me, but he sounds like he's a million miles away or underwater or something.


Mr. Jeffries clicks his tongue. "I'd imagine she isn't okay," he says matter-of-factly. "But she will be soon," he says. There's a threatening note in his voice that isn't lost on me, despite how out of it I feel.


All the men around me are whispering to each other, and I wonder absently if I need a doctor. Then, almost as soon as it started, the pain completely disappears.


I straighten up as fast as I can, trying to play it off like nothing happened, and taking a seat back in the corner.


"What the fuck?" someone says, and I notice that everyone is staring at me still. I follow their gaze, my eyes trailing down, and that's when I see what they're looking at.


My breasts have swelled so big that the buttons on my shirt are straining. Biting my lip, my eyes widen. The pen I was using to take notes clatters to the floor.


There's no denying how effective those pills were. I'm at least four cup sizes bigger, and my see-through, lacy bra is starting to dig into my skin.


But that's the least of my worries. The CEO is glaring at me, and the conference room is pin-drop silent.


"You see, gentlemen," the CEO starts, "we have a good reason to change the lab protocol. Well, two good reasons," he adds, pointedly looking from one of my breasts to the other. "Security cameras caught Sabrina here sneaking into the lab last night. You might be able to guess which pharmaceuticals she helped herself to."


I open my mouth to deny it, but Mr. Jeffries holds up a hand, silencing me. At the same time, my breasts start to throb and ache, and a tingling feeling builds between my legs.


"Sabrina, what did I say about the breast augmentation pills in our meeting yesterday?" Mr. Jeffries asks me. His penetrating stare makes me shift in my seat.


"That you were pleased with how effective they are," I manage to squeak.


"What else?" he prompts.


"I... I don't know," I say, crossing my arms in the vain hope of covering myself up.




Mr. Jeffries laughs a mean laugh. "I think Sabrina here stopped listening and missed some very important details regarding effects and side effects in our products. Including excessive milk production."


"You've got to be kidding me." I say, as I try not to move. And the throbbing in my chest is also getting worse.


"It's not a joke," Mr. Jeffries says.


I don't get why they're still messing with me until I feel something dripping down into my lap. Soon, my shirt is soaked through.


They weren't lying. I'm leaking milk everywhere.





An overwhelming mix of arousal and panic rises in my throat.


"Do you want relief?" Mr. Jeffries says, staring down his nose at me.


I don't even think about it; I simply nod, and Mr. Jeffries rises and approaches me. Leaning down over me, he looks me straight in the eyes, and a shiver runs through me.


He grabs hold of my button-down shirt just below the collar, and his strong hands tear it open, sending the pearly white buttons flying around the conference room. The shock of it makes me jump, but mostly, I'm desperate for whatever is coming next.


Roughly, he unclasps my bra, and I get my first look at my transformed body. A gasp escapes my lips. My breasts are enormous, and they are stretched to the brink. My dusky nipples are throbbing still, and I moan as Mr. Jeffries runs his thumb across one.


Drops of milk continue to splash out as my tits bounce with every shallow breath I take.


"You're going to sit perfectly still," Mr. Jeffries commands me.


Biting my lip, I nod again.


Mr. Jeffries snaps his fingers and points at my manager. "You're up first," the CEO says with a smirk.


Rich ambles over toward me, leaning down just as Mr. Jeffries did. But he doesn't use his hands on me. Instead, he leans down and takes one of my aching breasts into his eager mouth.


As soon as his wet, warm tongue makes contact with my body, I start to shake with pleasure. I don't care that I'm on display in a conference room full of men. I forget all of that. Nothing matters but the way Rich is using his mouth to greedily slurp down my milk.


It's exactly what my body was craving, and I didn't even know. The more my manager milks me, the better it feels until I'm going wild. Animal sounds keep coming from deep in my throat, and it takes everything in me to obey Mr. Jeffries and sit still.


If I was allowed to move, I would pull up my skirt and dip my fingers into my quivering, soaking pussy. Mr. Jeffries must know he's pushing me to my brink. After all, he never breaks eye contact with me, and he's giving me an amused, knowing look.


Rich smacks his lips and pulls back. "I think Brian should be next," he says to Mr. Jeffries, and Mr. Jeffries gestures Brian forward.


I can't believe I'm going to let Brian near me. He's rubbing his hands together and sprinting forward, but I want relief from the pressure too bad to care who gets the next turn. Brian grins huge and crouches in front of me until I look at him.


"You've always been so stuck up," he tells me. "So I want to hear you say it."


"Please," I say weakly.


"Please what?" Brian says, his voice turning gravelly.


I shut my eyes. "Please milk me. Please give me some relief."


CHAPTER 3


Brian turns his head and looks at all the rest of the men. "Seems like she starting to learn her place," he tells them and then he leans forward as slow as possible, until finally he's sucking on me the way I need him to.


Once Brian finishes, the feeling of fullness is gone from my chest. Now there's only one sensation pulsing through my whole body: desire.


Mr. Jeffries comes over and takes hold of the back of my neck, guiding me toward the conference room table. He bends me over so that my cheek and my big tits are pressed against the mahogany.


Then he tears off my skirt, exposing my soaked-through panties. My face turns red again. I'm so ashamed that I want this so badly.


Mr. Jeffries isn't in a rush to give me what I need. "Can you even believe how wet this slut is?" he laughs loudly, slapping me hard on the ass.


Every single person in the room laughs uproariously. Their reactions to my situation completely humiliate me. But I've never felt this way before, and I'll let them do whatever and say whatever if I can just have what I crave.


Mr. Jeffries doesn't even bother to take my panties off. He simply pushes them to the side. "I'll let you decide amongst yourselves who goes first," he tells the men.


His words set off a frenzy, and all the men I work with are pushing each other trying to get to me first. It's like a stampede.


Because I can't see behind me, I have no idea who wins. All I know is that before long, there is a massive cock lined up with my entrance. Arching back, I try to urge it inside. But that just earns me another spanking.


"Don't rush me," a voice I don't recognize growls in my ear. "I'm in control."


He runs his cock up and down the length of my slit, and I can imagine it glistening with my juices. I claw at the table. I'm so desperate to be fucked that I can barely stand.


Just as I'm starting to give up hope that I will get what I need, the man thrusts in in slow motion, and it's a good thing too. He's so big that I can barely fit him, and I moan as I stretch obscenely around his girth.


"I thought a whore like this would be looser," he jokes to his buddies. "But it's a nice, tight fit."


Then he stops talking and starts grunting as he ruts me, his hips slapping against my ass as he pulls all the way out and slams back in. The feeling is indescribable.


I've never been stretched like this before, and my entire body tingles as I clamp down around him. The more I moan and pant, the harder he fucks me. I'm at the edge of coming, and I keep thinking that any second now, I'll have the most earth-shattering, mind-blowing orgasm of my life.


But it never happens. The man inside me starts to move slower and more deliberately, and he grunts as the head of his cock flares inside me. He unloads with one final slap on my ass, and my frustration that my orgasm is just out of reach mounts.


I don't have time to think about it, though. Because as soon as the first guy withdraws, someone else takes his place. And someone else hops up onto the conference room table, pulling his cock from his pants and waving it in front of my lips.


Instinctively, I open wide, and now I'm taking it in two holes. My two coworkers take turns thrusting, and I squeal around the cock in my mouth. The musky, heady scent of it is intoxicating, and I breathe through my nose as tears sting my eyes, gagging when my colleague goes deeper.


They fuck me with abandon, and again I get the sensation deep in my core that I'll finally come. My body tenses, and the man in my pussy groans. "She's squeezing the life out of me," he says.


Holding my breath, I will myself to go over the edge. My body has never felt better, so it shouldn't be hard. But both men come simultaneously, and I feel like screaming with frustration as I swallow down the cum spraying down my throat. I just want to come.


All afternoon, it's the same. I'm passed around and used, arranged into different positions, and commanded to please. I obey completely and utterly. And I don't know how many of my coworkers I let fuck me, and still my orgasm is out of reach.





Hazily, I look up as firm hands arrange me on my back on the floor. It's Mr. Jeffries, and he's got a gleam in his eyes.


"How do your milky tits feel?" he asks me. But from his tone I can tell he doesn't expect an answer out of me. "I bet they're starting to ache again," he tells me.


That's when I realize he's right. This entire time, the pressure was starting to build again. I was so distracted being fucked and used that I didn't notice.


"Don't worry," he tells me, patting my head as he straddles me. "If you please me, I'll take care of you."


I watch as Mr. Jeffries unzips his suit pants. I've taken a lot of cocks today, but still my jaw drops. Mr. Jeffries is bigger than them all. His dark eyes shine as he spreads my ankles and enters me with a single thrust.


I'm glad he doesn't command me to stay still because I can't help but buck and spasm around him. When he finds his rhythm, he snaps his fingers, and two men position themselves over my throbbing tits.


Instantly, they start milking me, and it's clear that this is what it takes for me to come now. I need to be milked and fucked at the same time.


I totally give in to the pleasure.


My cunt pulses around the CEO, and I toss my head from side to side, lost in the sensations of the way he's fucking me and how it feels to have a man on each of my tits. They're guzzling my milk in long draws, and it's running down their faces and onto the floor.


I'm already sticky with cum from head to toe, and the milk adds to the mess. Somehow, it makes this even hotter for me. And as Mr. Jeffries picks up the pace, I finally get what I need.


A wave of pure pleasure mounts inside of me. It makes my body warm and loose — all except for my spasming pussy, which grips Mr. Jeffries. Starting to scream, I lift my hips off the ground.


Stars dance in front of my eyes, and I grip at the conference room carpet, completely lost in my orgasm. My eyes roll back in my head and I scream and tense and scream some more.


When I'm finally done, Mr. Jeffries pulls out and pains my tits with his cum. Then he stands up and tucks his cock away, leaving me there, in the total mess of milk and the cum of the guys in the office.


He towers over me. "Rest up," the CEO growls. "You'll need to be milked again soon."
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