
        
            
                
            
        

    
THE CEO'S HUCOW


CHAPTER 1


"Can you cover for me?" I ask Penny. She looks up at me, her eyes filled with boredom.


"Yeah, whatever. There's no customers anyway," Penny says, and she goes back to inspecting her cuticles.


I heave a sigh of relief and run out from behind my register. Weaving through the racks of expensive clothes, I head toward the stockroom. I can probably make it before I start to leak any milk.


I've never cut it this close before, though, and my heart races. Looking left and right, I realize there's no way I can get all the way across the boutique.


Instead, I slide the lock behind me in one of the dressing rooms. As long as I'm quiet, I won't get caught.


In no time at all, I've unzipped my tight-fitting black dress and unclasped my lacy red bra. My breasts bounce out, full and tender. They're so full of milk that they ache.


Biting my lip, I start to squeeze them. The milk comes out slowly at first, in tiny dribbles that run down the pale skin of my stomach.


But with a little more effort, I'm able to coax out streams of it. I milk myself into a shirt that someone tried on that was hanging on the back of the dressing room door. I can buy it at the end of my shift, and that way, my secret will stay safe.


Convinced that I've thought of everything, I give in to the sweet relief that milking brings. Pretty soon, though, that relief turns into pure arousal.


My nipples are puckered and hard, and my pussy is quivering. I take one hand off of my big tits and press my palm to my hairless mound.


I'm so wet that my panties are soaked. I touch myself just the way I like it — hard and firm and steady. But I never stop milking myself while I do.


My eyes roll back in my head at all the pleasure. My entire body feels like it's electrified. I'm lost in the moment, forgetting completely that I'm at work.


"Heidi!" Penny calls out. I hear footsteps, and they're getting closer.


Yanking my hand away, I try to pull myself together. I put my bra back on as fast as I can, and I zip up my dress.


Balling up the milk-soaked shirt, I clear my throat. "I'm coming," I say, trying to sound normal. But even I can hear the rasp in my voice.


When I open the dressing room, Penny is tapping her foot outside.


"There are, like, five customers," she says before yawning. "You can't expect me to ring them all up just because you want to try on clothes," she adds, staring at the shirt in my hands.


"No, of course not," I tell her sheepishly. "I'm coming. Thanks for letting me shop."


The rest of my shift goes by fast. It's like everyone in the city has decided to come to the boutique at once.


I work as fast as I can while Penny rings people up slowly, sighing and complaining the entire time. When it's time to lock up, I ring up the shirt I soaked in my cream and stuff it into a bag.


Penny is pretending to push a broom across the floor, but she's mostly leaning on it. For a second, I think I feel her cut her eyes at me as I bag the shirt, but I must be imagining it.


There's no way anyone here knows my dark secret. I've been too discreet to get caught.


CHAPTER 2


During my next shift, I fantasize about taking my fifteen-minute break in the stockroom. Yesterday's milking was so satisfying, but I didn't come.


And when my milk is in, all I do is crave an orgasm. Every male customer makes me shiver, and I practically have to stare at the floor so that they don't see how turned on I am.


Looking at my watch, I smile to myself. In an hour, I'll get what I need.


But that's not how things go.


"Wel-welcome, Mr. Sprag," Penny stutters from the front of the shop. I've never heard her sound that nervous before. She never cares about anything.


My curiosity is enough to make me walk over. Penny is talking to the hottest guy I've ever seen.


His gray pinstripe suit shows off his broad shoulders, and his sandy blonde hair sets off his green eyes. I'm staring at his chiseled jaw when he looks up at me.


I freeze, totally caught, and Penny sneers.


"Shouldn't you be in the dressing room?" she asks me, and my eyes widen. I can't be sure, but I think she's hinting at something.


The man who Penny is talking to holds up a hand as I start to walk away. "No," he says in a gravelly voice. "Stay where you are."


Penny rolls her eyes. "Mr. Sprag, you don't want to waste your time talking to someone like her." She reaches for his arm, but he shakes her off. Her eyes fill with fire.


"I'm serious. Heidi is disgusting. You have no idea what she was up to just yesterday."


Now I know for sure that Penny noticed the shirt I covered in milk. There's a lump in my throat, and I twirl a strand of red hair around my finger anxiously. I want to run away, but Mr. Sprag told me not to move, and I instinctively understand that he's important, and I should obey him.


My cheeks turn pink under his gaze. He's so distinguished and hot and dominant.


I can't help it — it's time for my next milking, and I'm so turned on that it's painful. I put clench my hands into fists and put them behind my back just to stop myself from touching my breasts or my pussy.


"What did she do yesterday?" Mr. Sprag says, arching an eyebrow. He never takes his eyes off me, and I can tell that Penny is annoyed he's not looking at her.


"Seriously, you don't want to know. You'd fire her immediately." Penny grins, showing all her teeth.


I have no clue what she's talking about. Why would this guy fire me? He's not the manager or the district manager.


"I think you've confused your friend," Mr. Sprag says, chuckling.


"She's not my friend," Penny snaps. Then she turns to me and speaks slowly, like I'm too dumb to understand. "This is the CEO of our company," she tells me. "He's here to tour some of the under-performing stores."


The CEO? I gulp as Penny keeps talking. "Maybe we're under-performing because Heidi here has to sneak off for regular milkings."


Penny giggles, and I scrunch my eyes shut. This cannot be happening. No one is supposed to know my dirty secret, and now my coworker has told the CEO.


"Is this true?" Mr. Sprag says. At the sound of his deep voice, my eyes snap open. I stare at the floor and blink back tears.


I've never been so embarrassed in my life. I feel like he knows how turned on I am too.


"I asked you a question," Mr. Sprag barks.


"Yes, sir," I admit. What's the use in lying? The security cameras probably show me taking the soaked shirt out of the dressing room.


Mr. Sprag chuckles. "Well, then," he says, "it sounds like you and I need to have a little chat."


Penny smirks again. "In private," he says, cocking his head to look at her.


My coworker stomps away, and I know that she was looking forward to witnessing my firing.


"I'll go pack up my things," I say, looking at my watch. In a few more minutes, I'll be bursting with milk, so at least this is happening now while I can still get out and make it somewhere to be by myself.


"Oh, you're not going anywhere," the CEO says firmly.


"I'm not?" I squeak.


"No," Mr. Sprag insists. He gestures for me to follow him, and we pass the shoe section and the wall of accessories as he leads me to the dressing rooms.


"I've heard about girls like you," Mr. Sprag says, and I shiver at the tone of his voice. It's hard for me to be this close to him. "I'm going to give you what you need," he continues. "Would you like that?"


I meet his eyes finally, and he smiles broadly. I nod so fast I'm like a bobble-head, and he laughs again.


"That's what I thought," the CEO tells me. "There's just one rule: You have to do whatever I say. Otherwise, I won't be able to...help you out with your big problem."


I swallow hard thinking about what's going to happen next.


I'm going to get with the CEO; it's incredible, and so, so hot. "Yes, sir," I hear myself say. "I'll obey all your orders."


Then he steers me into the dressing room by the back of my neck and locks the door.


CHAPTER 3


"I've always wanted to get my hands on a hucow," Mr. Sprag says, rubbing his hands together and staring at my chest.


He smells like cedar aftershave, and I think about how it will feel when he finally touches me.


"You have?" I say excitedly.


He ignores my question and gives me a command: "Take your dress off."


My hands shake as I pull it off over my head, revealing a see-through bra and see-through panties. I'm surprised I can stand because my legs are shaking so hard.


"Look at those milky tits," the CEO says to himself. He reaches out and pinches my nipple, and I moan loudly. It doesn't matter to me that anyone in the dressing room can hear us.


Only Penny is here now. We haven't had many customers today.


Mr. Sprag looks pleased with my reaction, but he pulls his hand away. "Remember to do whatever I say," he says darkly. Then he adds, "Get on your knees."


Immediately, I sink down onto the hardwood floor. My full and aching tits bounce as I do, and a few drops of milk hit the ground.


I reach forward for Mr. Sprag's zipper and pull his already-hard member from his pants. I am desperate to give him what he wants so that he will milk me, and I stare at his enormous cock hoping that he will stretch my needy pussy around it.


Parting my lips, I swallow him down until he hits the back of my throat, making me gag. Mr. Sprag grabs the back of my head and fucks my mouth, thrusting back and forth.


His loud grunts echo around the dressing room, and it hits me how loud and obvious we're being. But at the same time, I don't want to stop to go somewhere more private.


The musky smell of Mr. Sprag fills my nose, and I push aside all my concerns. All that matters is pleasing the CEO.


I swirl my tongue around the tip of his cock before swallowing him again. But to my surprise, he pushes me back.


"Stay there," he says, tucking himself away. He leaves the dressing room, and I can't understand it. From the way that he was bucking and grunting, I thought I was doing a good job at pleasing him.


Mr. Sprag is gone for a long time, but I don't dare move. And as much as I want to touch myself, I know that he'll be mad if he catches me. Instead, I wait obediently on my knees, ignoring the milk that is starting to drip with every breath I take.


When Mr. Sprag walks back over and throws open the dressing room door, there's a pool of milk around me on the ground.


And Mr. Sprag isn't alone. There are five or six guys standing there with him, and they're all in suits.


"Meet the rest of the executive team," Mr. Sprag says as they all leer.


I start to cover myself, but Mr. Sprag shakes his head. "Pleasure them," he commands. "Now."


CHAPTER 4


My mouth goes dry, but I nod yes. I am so painfully turned on, and these strangers are going to have their way with me. It's like all of my darkest fantasies are coming to life.


One of the men stomps into the dressing room, and his rough hands haul me up. He marches me over to the pedestal in the center of the room and puts me on my hands and knees on it.


I can see myself in the three angled mirrors behind me, and I can't believe the desperation all over my face. The mirrors allow me to watch when one of the men unbuckles his pants behind me.


I stay where I am obediently, and I watch the reflection of myself as he spreads me open slowly with his huge cock. Biting my lip, I arch back to take him all the way inside.


Meanwhile, another man comes up in front of me and drops his pants. I open my mouth wide, and he plunges in.


Now I'm being bounced back and forth between the two men, and I feel so full. Their thrusts make me wonder if I'm going to fall off the pedestal, and I claw at it to stay in place.


My tits swing wildly, spraying milk everywhere, and the men laugh. "Generous of you to share your hucow with us," one of the men says to Mr. Sprag, clapping him on the back.


"She's so tight," the man in my pussy groans. "Wait until you get your turn. You'll love it."


For the first time, I understand that Mr. Sprag is going to pass me around to every man in the dressing room. It makes my pulse quicken. So far, the men are so big that it's hard to take them.


But I need to earn my milking from Mr. Sprag, so I don't complain. I just work harder.


The man in my dripping cunt is rutting me, and I mewl and buck to meet his strokes. Soon, my warm, tight pussy is too much for him.


He slaps my ass, making me jump, and I tighten around him, which sends him over the edge. He pumps spurts of cum deep inside me while the guy in my mouth holds the back of my head, guiding me to keep pleasing him.


The stranger I'm sucking off lasts and lasts. Two more men use my greedy slit before I drink down his load.


"She's begging for it," the next guy says, taking his place at my mouth. "Lick me clean after," he commands, and I get to work, taking him all the way to the back of my throat.


Every once in a while, I look at my reflection and see Mr. Sprag watching me carefully.


The men do whatever they want to my body, arranging me in different positions and using my holes like I'm a toy. But they never milk me.


And my body can't take much more. The pressure in my breasts is getting to be too much.


Finally, I look in the mirror and see that the other men have left. I must have gotten them all off, I think absently. I let so many men do whatever they wanted to my body.


Now it's just me and Mr. Sprag, who is studying my milk- and cum-streaked body. "I like you like that," he says darkly.


Then he strides over and flips me onto my back. Grabbing my ankles, he spreads my legs wide. He pulls me across the pedestal so that I'm right on the edge, and the CEO kneels down.


He lines up his massive cock with my entrance and thrusts in to the hilt with a single stroke, making me shake my head from side to side and cry out from the pleasure.


As he gives me punishing strokes, he dips his head toward my chest. Latching on to my breast, I moan and buck. His hot tongue circles my nipple before he starts to suck my milk out.


My body has never felt better. It's like I'm on fire. Every nerve ending has come alive, and my skin is sensitive to every touch.


Mr. Sprag is so rough with me, and I crave it. He pinches the nipple he's not sucking, and my legs start to shake.


I'm finally getting milked, and the pleasure is too much for me. I'm going to come — harder than I ever have before.


My eyes roll back in my head, and the walls of my channel grip his cock. I go rigid. This is it.


A wave of pure bliss sweeps over me. I scream louder than before, and I go limp as I come. I feel amazing; I'm tingling from the top of my head down to the soles of my feet.


For the first time today, my breasts aren't throbbing, either. Mr. Sprag slurps and sucks at my milky tits while he rams into me, and my aftershocks keep me gripping him until I finally go totally limp.


Mr. Sprag keeps using me, having his way with me just like every other man he brought to me. He doesn't stop until the head of his cock starts to flare inside me, and his hot seed fills me up.


Then, with a grunt, he withdraws and stands over me.


"I did what you asked," I hear Penny say sheepishly. I open my eyes and she's peering down at me too. I'm so embarrassed that I turn totally red.


Mr. Sprag chuckles. "Good," he tells my coworker. She walks away with a shocked look on her face. The CEO cracks his knuckles and neck and addresses me again.


"I told your coworker to round up as many male customers as possible," the CEO says, leering. "Why do you think I did that?" he asks.


"Because I should please them too?" I whisper.


"Yes," Mr. Sprag says. "Exactly. You're not done yet. I'll pass you around as much as I want to."

cover.jpg





