
        
            
                
            
        

    
HUCOW: MILKED BY MY BOSS


CHAPTER 1


Flipping through my note cards, I try my best to focus. This is the biggest presentation of my life, and I only have five more minutes before it starts.


I've spent three weeks practicing, but that doesn't help the knots in my stomach as I pace around mouthing what I'm going to say. A deep voice jolts me out of my spiraling thoughts.


"Don't disappoint me out there, Kirsten," Mr. Banyan says. I take one look at his perfectly tailored navy-blue suit, and my mouth goes dry.


"I — I won't," I manage to stutter. Mr. Banyan tilts his head like he doesn't believe me. His bright green eyes don't miss a thing: not my clenching fists or the paleness of my face.


Why did I ever agree to present in front of twenty people?


"Remember that you are representing my company, the one I built from nothing," Mr. Banyan continues.


"Yes, sir," I say, meeting his eyes and pretending that I feel the slightest bit confident.


Thankfully, he brushes past me to walk straight into the hotel conference room. Looking at my watch, I sigh. This is it. It's time.


I tug on the hem of my skirt, smoothing it out. Then I paste a smile on my face and somehow manage to walk in like I own the place.


My heart is beating so fast, like I just ran a marathon. But I can do this. I only have to make it through the next thirty minutes.


Plus, I know every word of my note cards, and I've thought through every possible thing that could go wrong. I have a bottle of water if I get hoarse, a second pair of pantyhose if I get a run in my thigh-high stockings, and my slideshow is backed up on a flash drive in my briefcase.


Thinking about all of the preparation I've done starts to put me at ease. And at first, everything goes perfectly.


I crack a joke, and all of the businessmen laugh appreciatively. When I launch into my talk, I speak loud and clear.


Clicking to the next slide, I look at Mr. Banyan. He's sitting back, totally relaxed, his fingers steepled, and he gives me a slight nod of encouragement.


But midway through all of the information I need to cover, the smile slips off my face. There is a tightness in my chest, and pain and pressure starts to shoot through my aching breasts.


I know exactly what it means. Why is this happening now? Why is my milk Coming in when a room full of businessmen are watching my every move?


I've been so careful not to get caught.


Until now, I've been able to hide who I really am. But as I look uneasily around the room, I see that my luck has run out. There is no way to escape, not unless I run out of my own presentation.


And that's not an option. Mr. Banyan wouldn't hesitate to fire me.


I have one choice, and one choice only: race through the rest of the presentation with my arms crossed.


I start speaking faster and faster. I click through my slides one after the next, and I can't help but notice that Mr. Banyan is clenching his jaw. He's sitting up rigidly now, leaning forward in his chair.


"This graph shows the projected growth for Q3, and..." I trail off. I only have three more slides, but the throbbing inside me is making it impossible to stand, let alone talk.


I press my palms to the conference room table, trying to stay upright. At the same time, a drop of white liquid hits my note cards.


Oh no.


"What Kirsten is trying to say is that we'll be taking a fifteen-minute break before resuming," Mr. Banyan's voice calls out. The businessmen look at each other, confused, but the room fills with the sounds of shuffling papers as people file out.


When the last man leaves, Mr. Banyan and I are alone. He slams the conference room door shut and strides over to me.


By now, I've slumped into a chair, my cheek pressing against the conference room table. My whole body aches, especially my straining tits and my super-sensitive pussy.


"I should have known," Mr. Banyan growls. "I knew that there was something about you, but I didn't guess this. Look at me," he commands.


Slowly, I drag my eyes up to him where he's looming over me.


"How are you going to make this up to me?" Mr. Banyan asks, smirking.


"I don't know that I can," I say, hiding my face behind my hands. "I ruined the presentation, and I know how important it is."


Mr. Banyan reaches forward and pulls my hands away. He pinches my chin between his thumb and forefinger, tilting my head up so that I'm looking at him.


"You're right, of course," Mr. Banyan tells me. "I've had to adjourn the meeting. It's a disaster. But these things happen, and I'm a reasonable guy."


I have no idea what he's talking about. My mind is totally blank, and I can tell he's about to suggest something, but I have no clue what it will be.


Mr. Banyan blows out a long sigh. "Who normally milks you?" he asks finally. His bluntness startles me and makes my cheeks go red.


"There's a machine close to my apartment," I mumble.


"Well, I can tell you there isn't one anywhere near here," Mr. Banyan growls. "I'll tell you what," he says, rubbing his hands together, "I have a solution that will suit us both."


"You do?" I say under my breath, desperate.


"Absolutely. It's a perfect one. You'll get what you really, really need. All you have to do is submit to me completely," the CEO says, still holding my face in his big, callused hand.


His voice has a rasp to it, and my body responds to his desire. It's like the air goes out of the room. My legs are quivering, and I bite my lip.


I've never been alone with Mr. Banyan before, and I had hoped never to be — he is so good-looking, so in control that I knew I wouldn't be able to hide my arousal.


And I was right. He's giving me a knowing look, watching me so closely I feel like he's inspecting me. Then his eyes drop to my blouse, which is sticking to me and has turned see-through. Milk is leaking everywhere, and there's only one thing I can do.


"I'll submit. I'll do whatever," I say, my voice thick with need.


CHAPTER 2


"Start by getting undressed," Mr. Banyan barks. He crosses the room in a few strides and locks the door.


I remember that he told everyone to be back in fifteen minutes, so we're going to have to be quick. That's why I don't hesitate at all. I unbutton my wet shirt and fling it aside before on clasping my bra.


Mr. Banyan's eyes go wide when my tits finally bounce into view. They are huge and full. The way he's looking at them makes me giggle.


Unzipping my skirt, I shrug out of my panties, and that's it. I'm totally naked in front of the CEO of my company. On the other side of the door, I can hear the businessmen milling around, waiting for me to get back to my presentation.


It feels so naughty to be doing this, but I can't help myself. I need to be milked, and I want to feel Mr. Banyan inside me.


But Mr. Banyan doesn't get undressed like I am. Instead, he unzips his pants and roughly pulls his cock out. He's huge and so hard that it stands straight out from his body, twitching in time to his heartbeat. A single drop of precum glimmers on its head.


"What are you waiting for?" Mr. Banyan barks. "Get on your knees and worship my cock."


I scramble to obey. Sinking to my knees in front of him, I open my mouth wide. Mr. Banyan's hand grabs the back of my head and he pushes me forward.


My tongue connects with his throbbing, musky cock, and I stifle a moan. To be on my knees in front of such a big, strong man when my milk has come in is sweet torture.


Bobbing back and forth, I choke on my boss's dick as his grip on the back of my head tightens. He is so big that I struggle to fit him down my throat, and my eyes roll back in my head imagining the tight fit in my pussy.


Maybe after this, he'll bring me up to his hotel room. I can see myself on my back in a lush penthouse suite, spreading my legs for him.


I get carried away fantasizing, so I don't notice at first that Mr. Banyan has let go of my head. The next moment, he backs away from me, tucking his dick away and studying me.


"Not a bad start," he says.


I think that it must be time to get back to my presentation, and I reach for my clothes. Mr. Banyan ignores the fact that I'm undressed, and before I have time to remind him, he flings open the door to the conference room.


"Come back in," the CEO tells all the businessmen. "This presentation is going to have a big finish."


I try in vain to cover myself up. There isn't enough time to put my clothes back on as the men start streaming in. After all, they were just waiting on the other side of the door.


One by one, they see me and go slack-jawed. They're all staring as I kneel on the ground with one hand over my pussy and an arm across my chest.


But my tits are too big to cover up. And with each breath, they knock against each other, making milk puddle on the floor.


"Is that the presenter?" I hear someone say, laughing. "What a fucking whore. We left for, what, ten minutes? And she was in here naked with her boss!"


Mr. Banyan shuts the door behind him. He clears his throat. "I'm afraid we're going to have to preempt the rest of her presentation," he jokes to the other guys. "I'd like to watch you all fuck her instead."


I can't believe what I'm hearing. I train my eyes on the ground, unable to look at anyone.


For their part, the men laugh and clap each other on the back. "I thought this conference was going to be boring," a guy says. "I guess I was wrong; I'm going to get my dick wet in that tight little pussy."


This has to be the most embarrassing thing that's ever happened to me. All of my skin flushes, and I still stared at the ground. But the most humiliating part is how much I want this, how much I need this.


Mr. Banyan walks back over to me. "Stand up," he commands. I rise on shaking legs, and he pushes me up against the wall, lifting my arms over my head. "You boys should get a good look before you get a taste," he calls over his shoulder.


CHAPTER 3


I'm totally on display for them. Wetness from my milk coats my stomach, and there's shimmering wetness on my inner thigh from my dripping pussy.


Mr. Banyan pulls a chair next to me and drops down into it so that he can watch. Then he snaps his fingers and gestures a guy forward.


The next thing I Know, a pair of stranger's hands is arranging me on my hands and knees on the floor. He tilts my hips up, and I can hear him dropping his pants behind me. Slowly, teasingly, he runs his hard cock up the length of my slit.


At the same time, two other men walk up in front of my mouth. They both expose themselves to me, and I know instantly what they want. As the guy behind me plows into me, I lick one cock, twirling my tongue around its head and then move to swallow the cock of the next man.


The guy behind me ruts me, sending me forward to choke on the cock in my mouth. I pull back, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand before worshiping the other cock.


I have no idea how long it continues like this, but I blow both men simultaneously while the guy deep in my pussy speeds up, groaning. Just as the cock deep inside me starts to flare, one of the men in front of me tugs on himself feverishly. I open wide just in time for him to spray his load on my tongue.


Meanwhile, another warm, sticky load pumps into my pussy. I tilt back, urging out the rest. When the man who fucked me pulls out, he slaps me hard on the ass.


"Thanks for sharing," I hear him tell Mr. Banyan. He talks about me like I belong to the CEO, and I feel a strange mix of shame and pleasure.


But there's no time to think about it. Two more guys come up to my mouth, and a pair of rough hands dig into my hips too.


I have no idea how long this goes on. There are always at least two guys waiting for me to lick and suck their cocks, and my red, swollen pussy never gets a break, either.


Everyone laughs as the pool of milk underneath me gets bigger. It's soaking into the carpet, and sometimes I slip on it as ''m thrust forward and back.


No one ever touches my tits, though. It's understood that they are off-limits, that Mr. Banyan is in charge of my cream.


The entire time, my arousal makes my breasts swell more. They knock together painfully, and I moan with each bouncing thrust. I need to be milked. And everyone knows it.


Still, my tight channel grips each man inside me, and my pleasure builds. Some men come for second blowjobs or third blowjobs.


I can't tell who has unloaded inside me; I can't see over my shoulder. I try not to think about the fact I haven't seen who has had me.


Over time, the crowd in the room thins out. There's less noise of people talking and laughing and making fun of how I'll pleasure anyone.


When I look up, only Mr. Banyan and one other man is left. I stay on my hands and knees obediently while they talk in low voices. After a while, they shake hands.


Then the man I don't Know steers me by the back of my neck over to the conference room table. He pushes me forward until I'm bent over, my used and desperate pussy on display.


Once he spreads me open with his big cock, Mr. Banyan sits on the conference room table and straightens me up just enough so that he can latch onto my tits.


His warm, wet tongue probes my puckered nipple, and I gasp so loud that both men chuckle. When Mr. Banyan seals his mouth around my tit and starts sucking, I can barely stand because it feels so good.


"How is her slut pussy so tight?" the guy behind me asks Mr. Banyan, who shrugs and keeps sucking. He's drawing the milk out of me faster now, and my eyes roll back.


"She likes that," the guy inside me tells my boss. "The more you milk her, the more she grips me."


I know it's true. I can feel myself tightening around the stranger's thick, long cock as he pulls out and plunges back in.


I'm totally lost in the sensations of bliss that are overtaking me, and I stop hearing all the things he's saying about me and my eager body. I'm just so relieved to be milked and filled up.


I buck back against him, spearing myself on his cock as Mr. Banyan moves to my other breast.


My toes curl under, and I scrunch my eyes shut. I know I can't hold back. With one more rough thrust, I'm done.


My eyes snap open, and I scream in a high-pitched whine. I frantically ride the dick inside me as the pleasure explodes.


All of my body is tingling, and my muscles are loose and relaxed. All except my cunt, which spasms wildly around the businessman.


Tossing my head from side to side, I let the orgasm wreck me. I've never felt this good before. My aftershocks continue for minutes, and I moan and ride them out.


When I'm done, I collapse forward, but Mr. Banyan and the businessman hold me in place. They're not finished using me, and they prove it by milking and fucking me, switching places, and then taking another turn.


They're both so rough with me, hammering away like they're trying to push me across the table.


Absently, I think about how I have no idea how many times I've been fucked today, and I don't care. Once I've orgasmed, I scrunch my eyes shut, and just enjoy how satisfied my body finally feels.


"Get dressed," Mr. Banyan says after a while, once he's thoroughly used me for his pleasure. Blinking, I open my eyes and see that we're alone.


The CEO tosses my clothes to me, and I put them on over my cum-streaked skin.


He leads me to his penthouse suite, where he guides me into his shower. "Clean yourself up, slut," he says, his eyes narrowed. He watches as I scrub my skin clean. "Make sure my pussy is spotless," he barks.


"Tonight I'm having a bunch of the conference attendees up to my suite for a poker game," he tells me. "But I doubt we'll be playing any cards. After all, you'll need another milking," he says knowingly. "And you won't get it until all my guests have had a turn."
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