
        
            
                
            
        

    
BOSS'S XXX HUCOW


CHAPTER 1


"No," my boss says, interrupting me mid-sentence. I click my tongue and cross my arms. My lower lip juts out in a full-on pout.


But Mr. Rennell ignores me and keeps talking. "I already told you that you don't qualify for the new pharmaceutical research study. Don't ask me again," he adds, waving me out of his office.


Stomping out on my sky-high stilettos, I slam the door to his office behind me. I really thought that being the CEO's personal assistant would give me some big perks.


So far, though, I just have to deal with Mr. Rennell's constant demands. It's been the longest two weeks of my life.


When I accepted the job, I imagined my post-college life would be way more exciting. After all, I'm a hot girl in a big city.


I make sure I always look great. But everyone at the office acts like I'm invisible, especially Mr. Rennell. It makes no sense because when he interviewed me, I saw him lick his lips and look me up and down.


He couldn't take his eyes off me, just like I'm used to. And now I have an incredible opportunity to get my hands on a breast augmentation pill, and he won't let me?


Well, Mr. Rennell has another thing coming.


I head straight from the CEO's office to my desk. I toured the lab when I first landed the job, and all the lab techs were drooling over me. So that's who I call now.


"Hi, this is Nikki, Mr. Rennell's assistant," I say into the receiver, smirking at the way the lab tech stammers out a reply. "Can you bring up a double dose of the pill in development? Bring it up right away," I say, biting my lip to keep from giggling.


I feel so naughty to be defying Mr. Rennell, and it feels even more forbidden doing it when he could step out of his office at any second and catch me.


But that's not how things go. Instead, Mr. Rennell doesn't come out until I'm switching off my computer and turning off the lights in the executive suite.


I don't know why, but I feel like he can see through my purse, like he can sense that some lab tech nerd brought up the pills and I buried them under all my make-up, saving the two pills in the bottle for later.


That's crazy, though. Mr. Rennell has no way of knowing what I've done, and he never will.


All the marketing brochures talk about how the pills give your breasts a "subtle size increase," and that will be easy to hide under my clothes.


"Are all the files ready?" Mr. Rennell barks when he sees me walking away.


I turn and look over my shoulder. "Yes, sir," I say sarcastically. And then I let him watch me leave.


At home in my apartment, I study the pill bottle, holding up the orange-y plastic in the light. There's a warning label on the side, and I read all the text.


I can't believe what I'm seeing. The side effects for this medication are insane. But because I'm constantly giving Mr. Rennell files that I skim, I Know that only a couple of the volunteers who are testing it have had any side effects.


Plus, it's not like the side effects last forever. But the breast augmentation does.


I uncross my legs and stride over to my full-length mirror. Turning to the side, I flip back my glossy brown hair and admire my slim figure, with curves in all the right places — except my chest.


This is the missing piece of the puzzle for me. Once my breasts are bigger, I'm going to be irresistible.


And my boss, who doesn't recognize such a hottie is right under his nose, will never be the wiser. It's the perfect revenge.


Pouring the two pills into my palm, I swallow them down with no second thoughts. I can't wait for them to take effect. The instructions on the pill bottle say that my breasts will increase in size in about eight hours.


So I go to sleep with a smile on my lips, dreaming about how good I'm going to look tomorrow.


CHAPTER 2


When I wake up, I leap out of bed and run to the mirror. In my reflection, I see my face fall. Nothing's changed.


Totally dejected, I get ready for work slowly. I swipe on two extra coats of mascara, and one extra coat of cherry red lip gloss just to make myself feel a little better.


All the guys checking me out on the subway would normally make me feel good, but today, I frown into my fashion magazine. I have the worst luck.


And it doesn't add up. The pills worked for every one of the volunteers, so why not me?


At work, Mr. Rennell exits the elevator doors and shuts himself into his office without a word. The whole thing makes me mad.


He can't acknowledge me? When I'm in a mini skirt, high heels, and a tight, low-cut shirt? I don't think so.


I don't feel like I have anything to lose, so I walk into his office without knocking. I know it's going to make him mad, but I bet he can tell from the look on my face that I don't care at all.


"Nikki, this is not the type of workplace where you can come and go as you please," he tells me, sitting back in his chair at his desk.


Even though I'm annoyed, I still can't get over how awesome his office is. I mean, he's the CEO of a huge, successful company, but this office is unreal.


The floor-to-ceiling windows give a great view of the city's skyline. All the furniture is metal and glass. So chic.


With my hands on my hips, I glare at Mr. Rennell. "I. Don't. Care," I say, jabbing a manicured finger toward him.


My boss's eyes widen, but he doesn't say a word. He just lets me keep tapping my foot and glowering at him.


Just as his lips part, and he's about to say something, I get a strange feeling. It's like a fluttering that starts in my flat stomach and travels up.


Then the fluttering turns to a sharp pain. Immediately, I cross my arms over my chest, trying to hide what's going on.


But it's no use. My cheeks turn red, and I bite my lip. It's too obvious that I'm in pain and that something's going on.


At least it stops Mr. Rennell from yelling, which he was just about to do. He stands up and hurries over to me, helping me onto the leather sofa in the corner.


I collapse against the arm of the couch; I can't really hold myself up right now. Mr. Rennell's eyes dart from my crossed arms, up to my face, and then down to my arms again.


Wincing, I see him connect all the dots. And that's before I look down: it's unreal. I was wrong when I said the pills didn't work. My breasts are enormous.


They're growing so big so fast that I don't know if my tight shirt is going to tear open.


"You disobeyed me," Mr. Rennell says darkly.


I start to shake my head, but the flaring pain in my chest stops me in my tracks. Then, all of a sudden, it doesn't hurt anymore.


I feel totally back to normal. Straightening up, I square my shoulders and stare at my boss defiantly. "I didn't disobey you," I snap.


Mr. Rennell leans down. "I'm tired of you lying and behaving like you can do whatever you want," he says in a gravelly whisper. "I'm going to teach you who's really in charge here."


I meet his eyes, and a pulse of arousal travels through my whole body, and I shiver. Mr. Rennell is standing so close, and he's so hot.


He sees the way I'm eyeing him, and he smirks. "Tell me. What are you thinking right now? And be honest for once."


The CEO crouches so that his face is inches from mine, and I blush. "I — I'm not going to tell you," I stammer, blushing. All of a sudden, I feel so embarrassed. There's no way I can tell my boss the fantasies about him that are swarming in my head.


"Tell me. Now," he barks.


And I have no idea what comes over me, but I tell him the truth. "I was...I was thinking about how much I want you," I say.


Mr. Rennell chuckles and then stands up to pace around. "You've behaved like a little slut since I hired you. And you couldn't handle it when I wasn't wrapped around your finger," he says matter-of-factly.


I can't believe he's talking to me this way. But at the same time, my pussy starts to quiver under my skirt. It's getting me even hotter that he's being so firm with me.


"I Know that I could have you any time I wanted," he continues. "But it doesn't work like that around here. I'm in charge. I'm going to teach you that once and for all. And then I'll give you what your body craves. Take off your shirt."


Without even thinking about it, I stand up slowly and pull my shoulders back, showing off my new cleavage. I still can't believe how big, bouncy, and round my tits are.


I pull off my shirt and see that my bra has torn because my breasts are too big to be contained by it. Giggling, I take that off too. I'm so turned on that it feels perfectly normal to be doing this.


Plus, I want my boss so bad and always have. If he wants to talk a big game about being in charge, then whatever.


Mr. Rennell stares at my new tits, and I do too. They're incredible. Perky and perfect and everything I wanted. They look even more massive considering that my body is so small and toned.


My boss takes a step toward me and holds out his hands, and I take a step forward so that he's taking handfuls of my breasts. The feeling when his big, rough hands touch my sensitive tits is like nothing I've ever felt before.


I moan, and he looks at me with disgust. "You can't control yourself, can you?"


Blushing, I look at the ground. Normally, the guy I'm hooking up with is the one going wild, not me.


"Look at me," Mr. Rennell commands.


Slowly, I drag my eyes up from the ground. He waits until I make eye contact before speaking again. His hazel eyes are piercing, and I fight the urge to look away.


"Are you willing to do anything I tell you to?" he asks me. His voice is more serious than I've ever heard it.


Immediately, I understand that if I do what he asks, he's going to make sure that I'm satisfied. A shiver goes through me.


I have to say yes to this. My body demands it. But more than that, I've been trying to get him to notice me this entire time.


I nod, but Mr. Rennell scowls. "I need to hear you say it," he tells me.


"I will do anything you ask of me," I reply breathlessly.


The CEO grabs my chin with one hand and strokes my tits with the other. I squirm a bit, trying to get closer to him.


Then, without warning, it happens.


I feel warm liquid splattering on my belly, and I break eye contact with my boss. The liquid is white, and it's coming from me.


Swallowing hard, it hits me like a ton of bricks: I'm experiencing the rarest side effect. This liquid is my milk.


CHAPTER 3


My hands fly to my breasts, but Mr. Rennell pulls them away and wags his finger at me. "Do as I say, and only as I say," he commands.


He reaches under my skirt, and his fingers grasp at my panties. Mr. Rennell pulls them down slowly and leaves them around my ankles.


"Walk to the conference room," he tells me, and I start to kick off my panties and reach for my shirt.


"No!" he barks. "Just as you are."


And that's how I find myself shuffling to the conference room with my panties around my ankles and my milky breasts on full display.


It's completely humiliating, and when I walk into the room behind the CEO, every man sitting around the table gapes at me.


"I brought you a special treat," my boss tells the men. "Show her her place."


Gulping, I look as the men spring out of their seats. They're whooping and talking loudly and excitedly to each other.


"She was always so stuck up to me," one of them crows. "And look at her now!"


"Seriously," someone else says. "What a fucking slut."


I blush from head to toe. I can't believe I'm doing this. But I just don't want to stop, not when Mr. Rennell gives me a slight nod, encouraging me to keep going.


Biting my lip, I let one of the men undress me the rest of the way. He leaves my heels on and then lifts me by my hips up onto the table.


The next thing I know, there's a stranger leering over me. He gazes at me, his eyes narrowed with desire, and he fumbles with his zipper.


With his pants around his waist, the man lines his cock up with my entrance. Pure arousal courses through my body, and my chest feels wet again.


My milk is pouring out onto the conference room table.


The man on top of me ignores that I'm leaking and pushes forward. My body stretches around his huge cock, even though it's a struggle to take him.


Tossing my head from side to side, I try to relax under him. But it's just such a tight fit.


All the other men in the conference room are going wild. One of them walks over and leans down to take one of my aching, swollen breasts into his mouth.


He starts to suck the milk out, and a surge of pleasure fills me. Then Mr. Rennell walks up and pulls him off me. "Don't. She has to earn it," he says darkly.


The disappointment is almost too much. But all I can do is try to please the man my pussy is gripping. I know that I will be passed around the room before I can get milked.


So I buck and writhe and meet every thrust. The roughness of the man turns me on even more, and before I know it, the mushroom-shaped head of his cock is swelling inside me.


He grunts and pounds me harder before spilling his seed. He's barely pulled out before someone else takes his place.


And the entire day is like that. The men fuck me as hard as they can, and I arch up and let them deeper. It feels amazing to be arranged in all different positions and get stretched and filled.


But as incredible as my body feels, I never come. The men come in me over and over. Sometimes, they pull out and pump their cum on my flat belly. But I can't get there. Not with such bursting breasts.


I get even more desperate for release and look at my boss pleadingly. Mr. Rennell just shakes his head.


That is, until everyone but him has had a turn.


Then he snaps his fingers and gestures to the guy who tried to milk me before.


Is this it? Is he finally going to let me be milked?


Mr. Rennell makes a big show of taking off his belt. He loops the leather belt around my wrists, and then holds my bound wrists over my head.


There's no question that I'm totally at his mercy. He's making it clear that I'm his plaything.


Then he plunges into me without giving me a chance to get used to his huge size. He snaps to another guy, and that man leaps onto the table and straddles my face.


I part my lips when he presents his musky cock. The three men all pick up the pace. I'm held down onto the table and my pussy and mouth are full and there's a man drawing out my milk in big slurps.


I've never felt this way in my life. I push aside all the shame and humiliation of being used and give into the bliss.


Every nerve ending is sensitive in my entire body. My pussy loves the way that Mr. Rennell's enormous cock stretches me to the brink. My mouth and cunt are stuffed, and the better I feel, the farther down my throat I take the cock in my mouth.


The four of us suck and fuck like our lives depend on it while everyone else in the conference room watches. I don't let myself think about what I must look like.


Instead, I slip around in the milk I've leaked and scrunch my eyes shut. Mr. Rennell rams into me over and over, and I squeal.


My toes curl under and I claw at the table. My orgasm is about to wreck me; I can tell.


I go more wild than before. I'm screaming around the cock in my mouth and slamming into Mr. Rennell as hard as I can.


My little used pussy starts to spasm, and Mr. Rennell pushes my hips down so that I can't meet his thrusts anymore. He's going to take his time and draw the orgasm out of me slowly.


It's the best feeling I've ever had as my pleasure mounts. Then the orgasm hits me like a huge wave breaking, and I scream again and go totally rigid.


I feel warm and euphoric, and my pussy squeezes the life out of the CEO. The pleasure lasts and lasts, and I lie back, totally satisfied.


Then my aftershocks clamp down around Mr. Rennell, which makes him go over the edge too. The man in my mouth comes at the same time, and I swallow his salty, warm load.


The problem is that the second Mr. Rennell comes, he signals to the man latched onto my milky tits. The man stops milking me, and all three men leave me lying on the table.


I whine and plead with Mr. Rennell, who just smirks at me.


"You only earned one milking," he tells me in his husky voice. "To earn the next one, you're going to have to please us all over again."
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