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Morgan LeLait has been hiding her hyperlactation syndrome from everyone at work until her boss, Reese McMahon, discovers her secret during a late-night project. What begins as an emergency relief arrangement evolves into an intense FWB situation as Reese's wants to become her caretaker.

As Morgan struggles with her condition, she starts to accept herself. When an opportunity comes, will she be able to strike out on her own?

-

Milk for the Boss is a 10,000-word story featuring lactation, ABF, workplace taboos, and one hucow’s journey from shame to acceptance.
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ONE

I was twenty minutes into my presentation when I felt the first telltale ache. A dull throb that started deep in my breasts and radiated outward. Not now. Please, not now.

My name is Morgan LeLait, and I have hyperlactation syndrome. Yes, it's exactly what it sounds like. My body produces breast milk. Lots of it. Without pregnancy. Without a baby. Just an overactive pituitary gland and hormones that never got the memo that I wasn't nursing a child.

"Morgan, can you elaborate on the metrics for the social media campaign?" Reese McMahon's voice cut through my mounting panic.

I forced myself to look at my boss rather than at the wet spots I knew would soon be visible on my navy blue blazer if I didn't get out of there. Reese sat at the head of the conference table, his slate gray eyes fixed on me with that intensity that made junior executives tremble. At thirty-five, he was young for a department manager but had the gravity of someone with twice his experience.

"Of course," I said, clicking to the next slide while calculating how much longer I could last. Three hours since my last expression session. The pressure was building faster than usual, probably due to my nerves about this presentation. "As you can see, engagement increased by forty-seven percent when we implemented the—"

A sharp pain lanced through my left breast. I bit back a gasp, passing it off as a cough.

"Are you alright?" Reese asked, his brow furrowing slightly.

"Fine. Just a dry throat." I reached for my water bottle, using the moment to subtly adjust my posture. The special pads I wore inside my bra could absorb quite a bit, but they weren't miracle workers. I had maybe fifteen minutes before things got embarrassing.

I rushed through the rest of the slides, answering questions on autopilot while the pressure built and built. When Janine from accounting started her twenty-minute financial breakdown, I knew I wouldn't make it.

"Excuse me," I whispered, slipping out of my chair. "Bathroom emergency."

I didn't wait for acknowledgment, just grabbed my purse and walked as quickly as dignity would allow to the door. Once in the hallway, I practically ran to the women's restroom, locking myself in the furthest stall.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I muttered, peeling off my blazer. Two wet circles had already formed on my blouse, darkening the light blue fabric. The relief when I finally unhooked my bra was immediate, but it wasn’t enough. I needed to express, and I needed to do it now.

I fumbled in my purse for the small hand pump I always carried, cursing when I knocked half my belongings onto the bathroom floor. When I finally got the pump assembled and positioned, the first spray of milk hit the plastic container with a satisfying ping. The relief was so intense I had to bite my lip to keep from moaning out loud.

Ten minutes later, I had filled the small collection container twice and finally felt the blessed emptiness that meant I could function again for a few hours. I cleaned up, adjusted my bra with fresh pads, and put my blazer back on, buttoning it fully to hide any remaining evidence.

When I returned to the conference room, the meeting was wrapping up. I slid back into my seat, avoiding eye contact with everyone.

"Morgan." Reese's voice made me jump. "My office after this. We need to discuss your portion of the Anderson proposal."

My stomach dropped. Had he noticed? Did he think I was unprofessional for leaving? Was he going to reprimand me?

"Of course," I said, my voice steadier than I felt.

Reese's office was at the end of the hall, glass-walled on two sides but with blinds he could close for privacy. As I stepped inside, he gestured for me to sit while he closed the door behind me. Then, surprisingly, he closed the blinds.

"Is everything alright?" he asked, settling into his chair. "You seemed uncomfortable during the presentation."

"I'm fine," I said automatically. "Just a bit under the weather." The lie came easily after months of practice.

Reese leaned forward, resting his elbows on his desk. Up close, I could see the faint circles under his eyes, the slight stubble on his jaw. Rumors around the office said his divorce last year had been brutal. He worked like someone avoiding going home, often staying well past normal hours.

"Morgan, you've been taking extended bathroom breaks three to four times a day for the past six months. You wear bulky clothing regardless of the weather. You've declined every company lunch and dinner." He wasn't accusatory, just matter-of-fact. "I need to know if there's a problem that's affecting your work."

My heart hammered in my chest. I'd been so careful, but of course he'd noticed. He was paid to notice things.

"It's a medical condition," I said finally. "It doesn't affect my ability to do my job." At least, it hadn't until today.

He studied me for a long moment. "I'm not questioning your performance. You're one of our strongest team members. I'm concerned about your well-being."

Something in his genuine tone made my carefully constructed walls crack. Six months of hiding, of shame, of awkward excuses and bulky clothing in summer heat.

"I have hyperlactation syndrome," I blurted out, then immediately regretted it. I'd never told anyone at work. Only my doctor and my ex knew, and the latter's reaction had been a significant factor in him becoming my ex.

Reese didn't react immediately. His expression remained neutral as he processed what I'd said.

"That's why you needed to leave the meeting," he said. It wasn't a question.

I nodded, my face burning. "It gets uncomfortable if I wait too long between pumping sessions."

"Painful?"

The directness of his question surprised me. "Yes," I admitted. "Like a deep ache that gets sharper until it's like knives. And then the leaking starts, and..." I trailed off, mortified that I was telling my boss about my leaking breasts.

Instead of disgust, Reese's face showed something I’d dare hope was understanding.

"Thank you for telling me," he said. "I appreciate your trust. How can I help make things easier for you?"

It was the last thing I expected him to say. "You're not... freaked out?"

"Morgan, I've been in management for a decade. I've dealt with employees with all sorts of medical conditions. This is just one more."

But it wasn't just one more, and somehow, I felt he knew that.

"I just need the flexibility to take breaks when necessary," I said. "And maybe not be scheduled for back-to-back meetings lasting more than two hours."

"Done," he said without hesitation. "Anything else?"

I hesitated, then decided to try my luck. "Can I access the small conference room on occasion? The bathroom stalls aren't the most... hygienic place to be expressing milk."

He nodded. "I'll make sure you have a private space when you need it. Just let me know."

"Thank you," I said, relief washing over me. "I really appreciate your understanding."

As I stood to leave, he cleared his throat. "Morgan?"

I turned back.

"If you ever need anything—anything at all—my door is always open."

There was something in his eyes then, something that made my pulse quicken in a way that had nothing to do with my medical condition.

"I'll remember that," I said, and walked out before he could see the flush creeping up my neck.


TWO

Three days later, I was regretting my moment of honesty. Not because Reese had been anything less than professional—quite the opposite. He'd been so understanding that it made me hyperaware of his presence. Every time he looked at me in meetings, I wondered if he was noticing the outline of my pumping pads. Whenever he asked if I needed a break, I felt the weight of his knowledge about my body.

And worst of all, I'd started having inappropriate thoughts about my boss.

Maybe it was the relief of having someone know my secret. Maybe it was the quiet authority with which he'd accepted my condition. Whatever it was, I found myself watching how his broad shoulders moved under his dress shirts, noticing the strength in his hands when he gestured during presentations.

I was deep in one of these inappropriate daydreams when my intercom buzzed.

"Morgan, can you come to my office? We have an urgent situation with the Anderson campaign." Reese's voice was all business.

I grabbed my tablet and hurried to his office, where I found him pacing, his tie loosened and hair slightly disheveled from running his hands through it—a rare sign of stress from my usually composed boss.

"What's wrong?" I asked.

"Anderson moved up the deadline. They want the complete proposal by morning." He pointed to a stack of files on his desk. "We'll have to pull an all-nighter to get this done."

My heart sank. "All night?" I couldn't work straight through without taking breaks to pump.

Understanding dawned on his face. "I'm sorry, I didn't think..." He ran a hand through his hair again. "You can take whatever breaks you need, of course."

"It's fine," I said quickly. "I'll manage."

Six hours later, I wasn't managing. We'd ordered dinner and set up camp in Reese's office, spreading files across every surface. The creative team had delivered their assets before leaving, and now it was just Reese and me, integrating everything into the final proposal.

The familiar ache had started two hours ago, but I'd pushed through, not wanting to interrupt our workflow. Now, though, the pain was becoming unbearable. I shifted in my seat, trying to find a position that didn't make my overfull breasts feel like they were being stabbed.

"Morgan?" Reese was looking at me with concern. "You need a break."

"I'm okay," I lied, even as I pressed my arm against my chest, trying to relieve some pressure.

"No, you're not." He set down his pen. "Take whatever time you need."

I stood up, wincing as the movement sent a jolt of pain through my chest. "I'll just be a few minutes."

But as I stepped toward the door, I felt the distinctive warmth of milk releasing. I looked down in horror to see two large wet spots spreading across my blouse.

"Oh god," I whispered, mortification washing over me in a hot wave.

Reese was on his feet instantly, moving to close the blinds that were still open to the now-empty office floor. "It's okay," he said, his back to me as he gave me a moment to compose myself.

But there was no composing myself. The floodgates had opened, and now that my body had started releasing, the milk flowed faster than my pads could absorb. Pain and humiliation fought for dominance as I stood frozen, watching the wet spots grow.

"I need to go to the bathroom," I stammered, grabbing my purse.

"Morgan." Reese's voice was gentle but firm. "You're in pain. Let me help you."

I stared at him, not comprehending. "What?"

He took a step closer, his eyes never leaving mine. "You need relief. I can provide it. If you want."

My brain short-circuited as I realized what he was offering. "You can't be serious."

"I am." Another step closer. "No pressure. Just an offer."

The pain chose that moment to spike sharply, making me gasp. My breasts were so full they felt like they might burst, hot and heavy and aching for release.

"Why would you want to?" I managed to ask.

Something darkened in his eyes. "Because I've been thinking about it since you told me. Because I want to help you. Because I'm attracted to you, and have been since you joined the department."

The confession hung in the air between us, changing everything.

"This is crazy," I whispered, but I didn't move away when he took another step toward me.

"Probably," he agreed, now close enough that I could smell his cologne—something woodsy and expensive. "Say the word, and I'll forget I ever suggested it."

Another sharp pain made me whimper, milk visibly soaking through my blouse. The relief I desperately needed was standing right in front of me, offering himself in a way I'd never imagined.

"Yes," I said, the word escaping before I could reconsider. "Help me."

Reese moved with unexpected gentleness, leading me to the small leather couch against the wall of his office. He sat, then guided me to sit beside him.

"Tell me what to do," he said.

My hands trembled as I unbuttoned my blouse. "I need to take this off."

He helped me, carefully easing the wet fabric down my shoulders. Underneath, my special nursing bra was soaked through, the outline of my swollen breasts visible.

"Christ," he murmured, eyes darkening. "You're beautiful."

Nobody had called me beautiful since my diagnosis. Weird, awkward, inconvenient—those words my ex had used.

I reached behind to unhook my bra, wincing as the movement sent another jolt of pain through my chest. The moment the pressure of the bra released, milk began to flow more freely, streaming down my torso.

Reese groaned, not bothering to hide his desire, and then his hands were on me, warm and surprisingly gentle as they cupped my aching breasts.

"Like this?" he asked, his thumbs brushing over my painfully engorged nipples.

The touch sent an electric current straight to my core, pleasure mingling with the relief of pressure. "Yes," I gasped. "But firmer. You need to—"

He understood without me finishing, applying gentle pressure with his palms. Milk streamed out, running over his hands and down my stomach.

"Fuck," he breathed, watching with undisguised fascination. "That's incredible."

I should have been embarrassed, sitting half-naked in my boss's office while he milked me like some kind of dairy cow. Instead, I felt a heady combination of relief and arousal. The way he looked at me—like I was something precious and erotic rather than clinical and strange—made me feel desirable for the first time in months.

"Does it hurt?" he asked, continuing the gentle, rhythmic pressure that was drawing my milk out in steady streams.

"Not anymore," I said, my voice breathy. "It feels... good."

Better than good. Each squeeze sent dual sensations of relief and pleasure coursing through me. I found myself arching into his touch, wanting more.

Reese's breathing had grown heavier, his pupils dilated as he worked. "I've never seen anything like this," he murmured. "You're extraordinary."

The milk had reduced to a steady flow rather than jets now, the painful pressure finally easing. But neither of us made a move to stop. His hands kept working, occasionally slipping to caress the undersides of my breasts or ghost across my ribs.

"Reese," I whispered, not even sure what I was asking for.

His eyes met mine, dark with desire. "Tell me to stop, and I will."

"Don't stop," I said instead.

He groaned, and then he was leaning forward, his mouth replacing one of his hands. The hot, wet suction of his lips closing around my nipple tore a cry from my throat. The sensation was overwhelming—nothing like the clinical pull of my breast pump. This was primal, intimate, erotic in a way I hadn't been prepared for.

"Oh god," I gasped as he suckled, his tongue swirling around my nipple as he drew milk into his mouth. I felt him swallow, then suck more deeply, and my hips bucked involuntarily.

He pulled back slightly, milk dribbling from the corner of his mouth. "Is this okay?"

In answer, I threaded my fingers through his hair and guided him back to my breast. He made a sound of satisfaction against my skin, his free hand continuing to express milk from my other breast gently.

I'd never felt anything like it—the relief of pressure combined with the erotic sensation of his mouth, his hands, his obvious enjoyment of my body's strange gift. My head fell back against the couch as waves of pleasure washed over me. I never thought my condition could be so sexual. It was hot.

When he switched to my other breast, the suction of his mouth drawing strongly at my swollen flesh, I couldn't hold back a moan. His hand came up to tend to the breast he'd just released, thumb and forefinger rolling my wet nipple in a way that sent shocks down to my core.

"Your taste," he murmured against my skin between pulls. "Sweet. So fucking sweet."

His words, and the way he was looking at my leaking breasts like they were a feast rather than a medical oddity—it all combined to make me feel more desirable than I had in months. Years, maybe.

The steady release of pressure, combined with the new erotic sensations, left me boneless and trembling. By the time he'd drained both breasts to a comfortable emptiness, I was flushed and panting, my body singing with a need I hadn't allowed myself to acknowledge for too long.

Reese sat back, his eyes never leaving mine as he deliberately licked a drop of milk from his lower lip. His shirt was soaked, clinging to his broad chest in a way that showed every muscle. I could see the clear outline of his erection straining against his dress pants.

"Feel better?" he asked, his voice rough.

I nodded, suddenly shy despite what we'd just done. "Much. Thank you."

A smile touched his lips. "Don't thank me. That was..." He shook his head, apparently at a loss for words. "I'd like to do it again. If you ever need help."

The implication hung between us—this wasn't just a one-time emergency measure. He wanted more. And God help me, so did I.

"I'd like that," I said softly.

He reached for my hand, bringing it to his lips in a gesture that was somehow more intimate than what we'd just shared. "We should probably get back to work," he said against my knuckles. "But we'll continue this conversation soon."


THREE

The Anderson proposal was submitted at 4:37 AM, twenty-three minutes before the deadline. Reese and I had worked through the night and got it done.

"You should go home and get some rest," Reese said as he powered down his computer. "Take the morning off. Come in after lunch."

I nodded, exhaustion suddenly hitting me now that the adrenaline of deadline pressure—and our unexpected intimacy—was fading. "What about you?"

"I have an early meeting I can't reschedule." He rubbed his eyes, which was the first sign of fatigue. "But I'll catch a few hours of sleep on the couch after."

The same couch where he'd had his mouth on my breasts just hours ago. Where he'd swallowed my milk like it was the sweetest nectar. The memory sent a rush of heat through me despite my exhaustion.

"Morgan," he said, his voice dropping to that intimate tone that made my skin prickle. "About what happened..."

"It's okay," I said quickly, fear gripping me. Was he going to say it was a mistake? A momentary lapse in judgment?

He moved around his desk until he was standing right in front of me. "It's not okay. It's so much better than okay." His fingers brushed mine, a touch so light it could have been accidental if not for the intensity in his eyes. "I haven't been able to stop thinking about it. About you."

My breath caught. "Me neither."

"When will you need relief again?" The clinical word should have sounded sterile, but the way he said it made it sound like the dirtiest proposition.

"Usually every three to four hours," I admitted. "Though it's worse when I'm stressed or overstimulated."

Something like satisfaction flickered across his face. "Come to my place tonight. I want to help you properly, without worrying about someone walking in."

The boldness of his invitation surprised me. This wasn't a casual offering of assistance anymore. This was something else entirely.

"What exactly are you suggesting?" I asked, needing to hear him say it.

He stepped closer, his height making me tilt my head back to maintain eye contact. "I'm suggesting I want to take you to my bed, Morgan. I want to taste you again, to feel you against me, to make you come while your sweet milk flows for me." His words were blunt, raw, but his voice remained soft, almost reverential. "But only if you want that too."

My body answered before my mind could process—heat pooling between my legs, my recently emptied breasts already feeling heavy at his words.

"Yes," I whispered. "I want that too."

***

I spent the day in a fog of anticipation and anxiety. After catching a few hours of sleep, I returned to the office mid-afternoon as instructed. Reese was in meetings all day, and our only interaction was a single text message with his address and a suggested time.

8 PM. Bring a change of clothes if you'd like to stay.

The implication that I might spend the night sent butterflies swarming in my stomach. This was crossing so many boundaries—professional, personal, ethical. But I couldn't deny the pull I felt toward him, which had begun well before he'd ever touched me.

By six o'clock, I was painfully engorged again. I'd been too distracted to pump at my usual intervals, and now I was paying the price. Rather than use my pump, I decided to wait. To save it all for him. The thought made me squirm in my desk chair.

I left the office at seven, stopping at home to shower and change. I debated what to wear, finally settling on a soft wrap dress that would give easy access when the time came. Underneath, I wore my nicest nursing bra and matching panties—small luxuries I'd continued to allow myself even when my condition had made me feel anything but sexy.

Reese lived in a modern high-rise downtown, all glass and steel. The doorman nodded politely as I gave my name, directing me to the private elevator that would take me to the penthouse. Of course, he lived in the penthouse.

The elevator opened directly into his apartment, a sprawling open-concept space with floor-to-ceiling windows offering a panoramic view of the city. The décor was minimalist but warm—dark wood, soft leather, subtle lighting.

Reese stood at the kitchen island, sleeves rolled up as he poured wine into two glasses. He'd changed into dark jeans and a charcoal henley that stretched across his shoulders in a way his business suits only hinted at.

"You came," he said, something like relief.

"Did you think I wouldn't?"

He handed me a glass of wine. "I spent all day convinced you'd come to your senses and realize this is a terrible idea."

"It probably is," I admitted, taking a sip. "But I'm here anyway."

His smile was slow and devastating. "I'm glad." He raised his glass to mine. "To terrible ideas."

The wine was rich and smooth, better than anything I usually drank. I took another sip, trying to calm my nerves.

"Are you in pain?" he asked, his eyes dropping to my chest. Even in the dim light, he must have noticed how full I was, the way my dress strained slightly across my swollen breasts.

"Getting there," I admitted. "I waited for you."

He set down his glass, his eyes darkening. "That might be the sexiest thing anyone's ever said to me."

"That I'm about to leak all over your expensive furniture?"

He laughed, the sound warming me more than the wine. "That you saved yourself for me. That you trusted me enough to wait."

He moved closer, one hand coming up to cup my cheek. "We can just deal with your condition, if that's all you want. No pressure for anything more."

The consideration in his offer made something in my chest tighten. "And if I want more?"

His pupils dilated, a muscle in his jaw twitching. "Then I'll give you everything you can handle."

The tension between us snapped. His mouth came down on mine, hot and demanding. I melted into him, wine glass forgotten on the counter as I wrapped my arms around his neck. His hands slid down to my waist, pulling me against him. The pressure against my sensitive breasts made me gasp into his mouth. He broke the kiss, concern flashing across his face.

"Too much?"

"No," I breathed. "Just sensitive. I'm so full for you."

A groan rumbled through his chest. He took my hand, leading me through the apartment to a bedroom that continued the modern aesthetic of the living area. A large platform bed dominated the space, facing another wall of windows with the city spread out below.

"I've been thinking about what you need," he said, facing me again. "About how to make it good for you."

The care in his voice, the way he considered my comfort and pleasure, made my throat tight with an emotion I wasn't prepared for.

"Stand here," he said, positioning me at the foot of the bed. "And trust me."

With deliberate movements, he untied my wrap dress, easing it off my shoulders until it pooled at my feet. His sharp intake of breath as he took in my matching black lace bra and panties was gratifying.

"You're fucking gorgeous," he said, his voice rough.

His hands skimmed my sides. When they finally moved upward to cup my breasts, we both moaned. Even through the fabric of my bra, I could feel the heat of his palms, the gentle pressure that promised relief.

"These are soaked," he murmured, thumbs brushing over the damp fabric covering my nipples. "How long can you wait?"

"Not much longer," I admitted, a whimper escaping as milk began to leak through the fabric at his touch.

He unhooked my bra with practiced ease, drawing it down my arms. As soon as my breasts were free, milk began to leak in earnest, small rivulets running down my torso.

"Christ," he breathed, watching with naked fascination. "On the bed, leaning back against the headboard."

I obeyed, settling myself against the pillows, legs stretched out in front of me. Reese stripped off his henley, revealing a torso that was more muscled than his business attire suggested—broad shoulders tapering to a narrow waist, a dusting of dark hair across his chest.

He crawled onto the bed, positioning himself between my legs. Instead of immediately attending to my breasts as I expected, he surprised me by leaning down to kiss me again, slow and deep. His chest brushed against my leaking breasts, milk smearing between us, and he groaned into my mouth.

"I've been hard all day thinking about this," he murmured against my lips. "About tasting you again. About making you feel good while I drain you."

His hands finally came up to cup my breasts, beginning the gentle pressure and massage that would help express my milk. The first jets hit his chest, splashing against his skin. He looked down with undisguised arousal, then lowered his mouth to my right nipple.

The hot suction of his mouth made me cry out, my back arching off the bed. He hummed in approval, the vibration sending new sensations through my sensitive flesh. His tongue circled my nipple as he sucked, drawing milk in steady pulses.

One of his hands continued to work my other breast, fingers gently kneading to keep the milk flowing. His free hand slid down my stomach, tracing patterns on my skin before dipping beneath the waistband of my panties.

When his fingers found me, slick and swollen with need, we both groaned. He pulled off my breast long enough to look at me, milk dripping from his lips.

"You're soaked here too," he said, voice thick with desire. "Is this from what I'm doing to you?" His fingers slid through my wetness, circling my clit with just enough pressure to make my hips buck.

"Yes," I gasped, beyond embarrassment. "It feels so good when you—" I broke off as he lowered his mouth to my neglected breast, sucking strongly while his fingers continued their exploration.

He worked me with a confidence born of experience, learning what made me gasp, what made me whimper. All the while, his mouth moved between my breasts, draining me with a thoroughness my pump could never achieve. Milk ran down my sides, soaking into the sheets beneath us, but he didn't care about the mess.

"Reese," I moaned as his fingers found a particularly sensitive spot. "Please..."

He pulled back just enough to speak, his breath hot against my wet skin. "Please what, Morgan? Tell me what you need."

"More," I begged, beyond pride. "I need more. I need you."

He slid two fingers inside me, curling them in a way that made my vision blur. His thumb continued to circle my clit as his mouth returned to my breast, sucking with renewed vigor.

The the relief of my milk flowing freely and the building pressure of his skilled fingers pushed me toward the edge embarrassingly quickly. I'd been aroused for so long, wound tight with anticipation, that it took only minutes before I was trembling on the verge of orgasm.

"Let go," he murmured against my skin. "I want to feel you come while I'm tasting you. While you're flowing for me."

A particularly clever twist of his fingers sent me crashing over the edge. I came with a hoarse cry, my body clenching around his fingers, my back arching to press more of my breast into his mouth.

As the waves of pleasure rolled through me, my milk flowed faster, spurting in time with my pulse. Reese groaned against me, drinking deeply, his fingers still working me through the aftershocks.

When I finally collapsed back against the pillows, boneless and panting, he released my breast with a final gentle suck. Milk trickled from the corner of his mouth as he looked up at me with dark, hungry eyes.

"You taste even better when you come," he said, voice rough with desire. "I want to make you do that again. And again."

Despite having just experienced one of the most intense orgasms of my life, heat pooled in my belly at his words. My breasts felt lighter, the painful pressure gone, but my need for him had only increased.

"What about you?" I asked, eyes dropping to the obvious bulge in his jeans.

He sat back on his heels, quickly unbuttoning his jeans and pushing them down along with his boxer briefs. His cock sprang free, thick and hard, the head glistening with pre-come. He was huge and thick. Nothing like my ex.

"I've been aching for you since last night," he said, wrapping a hand around himself and stroking slowly. "The thought of being inside you while you're still wet with milk..." He groaned, his hand tightening around his shaft.

I reached for him. "Then don't wait."


FOUR

He didn't need to be told twice. He tore off my panties, then positioned himself between my thighs again. The head of his cock nudged against my entrance, hot and insistent. He slapped his cock against my glistening folds, pushing back and forth against my swollen clit.

"Are you sure?" he asked, his control visibly strained. "Once we do this, there's no going back to just being boss and employee."

I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him closer. "I stopped being just your employee when you put your mouth on me."

With a groan that seemed torn from deep in his chest, he pushed forward, filling me in one long, slow thrust. We both froze, adjusting to the sensation of being joined so intimately.

"Fuck," he breathed, forehead pressed against mine. "You feel incredible."

He began to move, establishing a rhythm that had me gasping with each thrust. My still-leaking breasts bounced with the motion, droplets of milk spattering between us. Rather than being turned off by the mess, Reese seemed entranced, his eyes locked on my chest.

"Touch them," I urged, needing his hands on me again.

He braced himself on one arm, using his free hand to cup my breast, thumb brushing over my sensitive nipple. The stimulation sent a new jet of milk arcing between us, hitting his chest and running down his abdomen.

"Christ, that's hot," he groaned, pace faltering momentarily. "The way you respond to me, the way your body gives for me..."

His hand moved to my other breast, repeating the action and earning another splash of milk. Some primitive part of me was thrilled at marking him this way and at seeing my milk on his skin.

He lowered his head to catch my nipple in his mouth again, sucking as he continued to thrust. The combination of sensations of his cock filling me, his mouth pulling at my breast, the relief of milk flowing freely had me climbing rapidly toward another peak.

"Reese," I gasped, fingers digging into his shoulders. "I'm close again."

He released my nipple with a wet pop, milk dribbling down his chin. "Come for me, Morgan. Let me feel you."

His hand slid between us, finding my clit and circling it in time with his thrusts. The added stimulation was all it took to push me over the edge again. I came with a sharp cry, my body clenching around him, milk spurting from both breasts in response to my climax.

The sight of my milk spraying across his chest and the feeling of my inner walls pulsing around him proved too much for Reese's control. With a hoarse groan, he drove into me one final time, his body shuddering as he found his own release.

For a long moment, we remained locked together, both trying to catch our breath. When he finally eased himself off me, collapsing at my side, my milk had slowed to a trickle. We were both soaked—sheets, skin, hair—in a combination of milk, sweat, and other fluids.

"I should warn you," I said between breaths, "this is what you're signing up for: wet sheets, constant laundry, milk in places you never imagined."

He turned to face me, expression unexpectedly tender as he brushed a strand of hair from my face. "I can think of worse things than having my sheets smell like you."

The simple statement, free of disgust or reservation, made my chest tight in a way that had nothing to do with my condition.

"Why are you okay with this?" I couldn't help asking. "Most men run for the hills when they find out about my condition."

Reese was quiet for a moment, his fingers tracing idle patterns on my damp skin. "My sister had hyperlactation after her second child was born," he said finally. "It was severe—much worse than yours, from what I can tell. Her husband couldn't handle it, thought it was 'gross.' Left her with a newborn and a toddler because he couldn't deal with the constant leaking, the smell, the interruptions."

Anger flashed in his eyes at the memory. "I helped her as much as I could—not like this, obviously—but with the kids, the house, support. I saw how much pain she was in, physically and emotionally. How something that should have been beautiful became a source of shame because of how people reacted."

He cupped my cheek, his gaze intense. "So when you told me about your condition, I didn't see something weird or gross. I saw someone dealing with a challenging medical situation with grace and professionalism. And yes, I found it incredibly arousing, but not in a fetishistic way. In a 'I'm attracted to this strong, beautiful woman who happens to have this unique aspect to her body' way."

Tears pricked at my eyes, unexpected emotion welling up at his words. No one had ever spoken about my condition that way—as something that was simply part of me rather than a defect to be tolerated.

"Thank you," I whispered, not trusting my voice for more.

He smiled, thumb brushing away a tear that had escaped. "Don't thank me for seeing you, Morgan. That's the bare minimum you deserve."


FIVE

My boss didn't need to be told twice. He tore off my panties, then positioned himself between my thighs again. The head of his cock nudged against my entrance, hot and insistent. He slapped his cock against my glistening folds, pushing back and forth against my swollen clit.

"Are you sure?" he asked, his control visibly strained. "Once we do this, there's no going back to just being boss and employee."

I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him closer. "I stopped being just your employee when you put your mouth on me."

With a groan that seemed torn from deep in his chest, he pushed forward, filling me in one long, slow thrust. We both froze, adjusting to the sensation of being joined so intimately.

"Fuck," he breathed, forehead pressed against mine. "You feel incredible."

He began to move, establishing a rhythm that had me gasping with each thrust. My still-leaking breasts bounced with the motion, droplets of milk spattering between us. Rather than being turned off by the mess, Reese seemed entranced, his eyes locked on my chest.

"Touch them," I urged, needing his hands on me again.

He braced himself on one arm, using his free hand to cup my breast, thumb brushing over my sensitive nipple. The stimulation sent a new jet of milk arcing between us, hitting his chest and running down his abdomen.

"Christ, that's hot," he groaned, pace faltering momentarily. "The way you respond to me, the way your body gives for me..."

His hand moved to my other breast, repeating the action and earning another splash of milk. Some primitive part of me was thrilled at marking him this way and at seeing my milk on his skin.

He lowered his head to catch my nipple in his mouth again, sucking as he continued to thrust. The combination of sensations of his cock filling me, his mouth pulling at my breast, the relief of milk flowing freely had me climbing rapidly toward another peak.

"Reese," I gasped, fingers digging into his shoulders. "I'm close again."

He released my nipple with a wet pop, milk dribbling down his chin. "Come for me, Morgan. Let me feel you."

His hand slid between us, finding my clit and circling it in time with his thrusts. The added stimulation was all it took to push me over the edge again. I came with a sharp cry, my body clenching around him, milk spurting from both breasts in response to my climax.

The sight of my milk spraying across his chest and the feeling of my inner walls pulsing around him proved too much for Reese's control. With a hoarse groan, he drove into me one final time, his body shuddering as he found his own release.

For a long moment, we remained locked together, both trying to catch our breath. When he finally eased himself off me, collapsing at my side, my milk had slowed to a trickle. We were both soaked—sheets, skin, hair—in a combination of milk, sweat, and other fluids.

"I should warn you," I said between breaths, "this is what you're signing up for: wet sheets, constant laundry, milk in places you never imagined."

He turned to face me, expression unexpectedly tender as he brushed a strand of hair from my face. "I can think of worse things than having my sheets smell like you."

The simple statement, free of disgust or reservation, made my chest tight in a way that had nothing to do with my condition.

"Why are you okay with this?" I couldn't help asking. "Most men run for the hills when they find out about my condition."

Reese was quiet for a moment, his fingers tracing idle patterns on my damp skin. "My sister had hyperlactation after her second child was born," he said finally. "It was severe—much worse than yours, from what I can tell. Her husband couldn't handle it, thought it was 'gross.' Left her with a newborn and a toddler because he couldn't deal with the constant leaking, the smell, the interruptions."

Anger flashed in his eyes at the memory. "I helped her as much as I could—not like this, obviously—but with the kids, the house, support. I saw how much pain she was in, physically and emotionally. How something that should have been beautiful became a source of shame because of how people reacted."

He cupped my cheek, his gaze intense. "So when you told me about your condition, I didn't see something weird or gross. I saw someone dealing with a challenging medical situation with grace and professionalism. And yes, I found it incredibly arousing, but not in a fetishistic way. In a 'I'm attracted to this strong, beautiful woman who happens to have this unique aspect to her body' way."

Tears pricked at my eyes, unexpected emotion welling up at his words. No one had ever spoken about my condition that way—as something that was simply part of me rather than a defect to be tolerated.

"Thank you," I whispered, not trusting my voice for more.

He smiled, thumb brushing away a tear that had escaped. "Don't thank me for seeing you, Morgan. That's the bare minimum you deserve."


SIX

Over the next four weeks, Reese and I fell into a routine that was anything but routine. During office hours, we maintained strict professionalism—no lingering glances across the conference table, no suggestive texts, nothing that would raise eyebrows among our colleagues.

But after hours was a different story entirely.

Some nights I'd go to his penthouse, where he'd meet me at the door with hungry eyes and gentle hands. Other nights, when deadlines kept us at the office late, we'd lock his office door and he'd help relieve my aching breasts on the same leather couch where we'd first crossed the line.

For the first time since my diagnosis, I wasn't constantly anxious about my next pumping session, about leaking through my clothes, about the shame that had become my constant companion. Reese had transformed my medical condition from a burden into something that brought pleasure to us both.

"It's the Anderson account," I said, setting my phone down on his kitchen counter. We'd been enjoying a rare Saturday morning together, making breakfast in his sleek kitchen, when my phone had buzzed with an email from the client. "They need revisions to the campaign strategy by Monday morning."

Reese sighed, setting down his coffee mug. "I'll head into the office and pull the files."

"I can go," I offered. "You had plans with your sister today."

He smiled, that soft smile that still made my heart skip. "I'll reschedule with Sarah. This is important."

"So is your family," I insisted. "I can handle the revisions."

"I know you can." He stepped closer, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear. "That's why I'm putting you up for the associate director position in the new digital marketing department."

I froze. "What?"

"The position opened last week. You're the most qualified candidate by far." His expression was serious, professional—the Reese McMahon who ran our department with confident authority. "I've already spoken to Thomas about your work on the Anderson campaign."

Thomas Kellerman was the executive vice president. If Reese had spoken to him about me, this wasn't just idle talk.

"But..." I trailed off, not knowing how to articulate all the complications.

"This has nothing to do with us," Reese said firmly. "You deserve this promotion based entirely on your work. This arrangement night have to come to an end, but it’s been great. I want what’s best for you.”

I tilted my head back to look at him. "I believe you."

And I did. In the weeks we'd been together, I'd come to know Reese as a man of integrity, someone who would never compromise his professional ethics, even for someone he cared about.

"The interview is Tuesday," he said. "You'll get the job on your own merits."

I nodded, mind already racing with preparation plans, portfolio ideas, and talking points.

"Now," Reese said, his tone shifting as his hands slid down to my waist. "About those Anderson revisions..."

"I should get to the office," I began, but his hands were already moving higher, skimming the sides of my breasts through my t-shirt.

"First things first," he murmured. "You're due for relief, aren't you?"

He was right. My breasts were already feeling heavier, the familiar pressure building. I'd been so caught up in our conversation that I'd ignored the early warning signs.

"I am," I admitted.

His smile turned predatory. "Then let me take care of you before you go."

He took my hand, leading me from the kitchen to the living room. Over the past month, we'd christened nearly every surface of his apartment, finding new positions, new ways to combine my need for relief with our mutual pleasure.

The living room had become one of my favorites, with its floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city. The exhibitionist thrill of being naked before the skyline, visible only as a silhouette to any distant observers, added an extra edge to our encounters there.

Reese settled onto the wide leather armchair, guiding me to stand between his spread knees. "Take off your shirt," he instructed, voice already rough with desire.

I complied, pulling my t-shirt over my head. My breasts strained against my nursing bra, already beginning to leak through the absorbent pads.

"And this," he said, reaching up to unhook my bra with practiced ease.

As my breasts spilled free, milk immediately began to drip from my nipples. Reese made a sound of appreciation, his hands coming up to cup the weight of them.

"Beautiful," he murmured, thumbs brushing over my leaking nipples and sending fresh spurts of milk onto his hands. "Every time, you take my breath away."

After a month together, I no longer felt the need to hide or apologize for my body's responses. Instead, I arched into his touch, enjoying the way his eyes darkened as milk streamed over his fingers.

"How do you want me?" I asked, already knowing there were multiple possible answers. Over the weeks, we'd discovered that different positions yielded different results—some better for complete emptying, others better for combining relief with pleasure.

"Straddle me," he said, helping me onto his lap.

I settled onto his thighs, knees on either side of his hips, feeling the hard ridge of his erection through his sweatpants. In this position, my breasts were perfectly aligned with his mouth, milk dripping onto his bare chest.

"Perfect," he murmured, before leaning forward to take my right nipple into his mouth.

The hot suction made me gasp, my hands flying to his shoulders for support. After weeks of practice, Reese knew exactly how to pull at my nipple, how to use his tongue to coax the milk from my ducts, how to vary the pressure to maximize both relief and pleasure.

His left hand cradled my neglected breast, fingers gently expressing milk in steady streams that ran down his arm. With his right, he guided my hips into a slow grind against his hardness.

"God, Reese," I moaned, head falling back as dual sensations washed through me—the relief of milk flowing freely and the building pressure of arousal as I rocked against him.

He hummed against my breast, the vibration sending new tingles of pleasure through me. His mouth was relentless, drawing strongly at my nipple, his throat working as he swallowed mouthful after mouthful of my milk.

When the flow from my right breast slowed to a trickle, he switched sides, guiding my left nipple to his waiting mouth. The first strong pull had me crying out, my hips jerking against him instinctively.

"You taste sweeter today," he murmured against my skin between pulls. "Honey and cream."

His words, combined with the relieving suction of his mouth, turned my insides to liquid heat. I'd learned over the past month that my milk production was directly tied to my arousal—the more turned on I became, the more abundantly I flowed for him.

"Please," I gasped, grinding harder against him. "I need you inside me."

In one rough motion, Reese lifted me, pulled down his sweatpants, and guided me back onto his lap—this time with his cock aligned with my entrance. He pushed me down on his cock, stretching me over him until he was fully inside of me.

"Fuck, Morgan," he groaned, his mouth returning to my breast as I began to ride him. "So wet for me. So perfect."

I rode his cock like I was possessed. Having someone fuck me while milking me was the sweet release I never knew I needed. Milk splashed between us with each bounce, soaking his chest, his thighs, the expensive leather chair beneath us.

His hands gripped my hips, guiding me into a rhythm that had us both panting. Each downward movement brought him deeper, his thickness hitting places that made stars burst behind my eyelids. Each upward motion created a vacuum at my breast that drew more milk into his waiting mouth.

As my pleasure built, my milk flowed faster, spurting in time with my racing heartbeat. Reese drank greedily, occasional drops escaping the corners of his mouth to run down his chin.

"I'm close," I warned, my movements becoming more frantic, less coordinated.

He released my nipple, milk spraying across his face at the sudden absence of his mouth. "Come for me," he urged, one hand sliding between us to find my clit. "Let me feel you."

His fingers circled the sensitive bundle of nerves with just the right pressure, pushing me rapidly toward the edge. When he lowered his mouth to my neglected right breast and sucked hard, the dual sensation—his cock filling me, his mouth pulling at my tender flesh—sent me crashing into orgasm.

I came with a hoarse cry, my body clenching around him in rhythmic pulses. My milk flowed in earnest now, spraying from both breasts as the waves of pleasure rolled through me.

The sensation of my inner walls contracting around him, combined with the sight of milk streaming from my breasts, pushed Reese over the edge. He groaned against my skin, his hips bucking upward as he found his own release deep inside me.

“Fuck, Morgan,” he held onto my hips as he pulsed come inside of me. It was so much this time. It leaked out, mingling with the warm milk I’d splashed everywhere.

For long moments, we remained locked together, both catching our breath. When I finally eased off him, my breasts were empty, the painful pressure completely relieved.

"You're going to be amazing in that interview," Reese said, tucking a strand of sweat-dampened hair behind my ear. "And when you get the promotion, we'll celebrate properly."

I leaned forward to kiss him, tasting the sweetness of my own milk on his lips. "I should go work on those revisions now, boss."


SIX

The interview went perfectly. Thomas Kellerman had been impressed by my presentation on digital marketing integration, and the other panel members had responded enthusiastically to my ideas for the Anderson campaign's social media strategy.

"Congratulations, Morgan," Thomas said, extending his hand across his massive desk. "The position is yours if you want it."

I shook his hand firmly, professional pride surging through me. "Thank you, sir. I definitely want it."

"Excellent. You'll report directly to me until we hire a department director. The transition period will be two weeks—time to wrap up your current projects and hand them off properly."

Two more weeks under Reese's direct supervision, and then a new chapter would begin. The thought was bittersweet. We’d see eachother less, maybe hardly ever now.

When I stepped out of Thomas's office, Reese was waiting in the hallway, his expression carefully neutral.

"Well?" he asked as we walked toward the elevator.

"I got it," I said, unable to keep the smile from my face.

His professional mask slipped for just a moment, pride lighting his eyes. "I never doubted it for a second. You earned this, Morgan."

In the privacy of the elevator, he allowed himself a brief touch—his fingers brushing mine in subtle congratulation. "Tonight," he murmured. "My place. We'll celebrate."

***

The rest of the day passed in a blur of congratulatory emails, transition planning, and barely suppressed excitement. By the time I arrived at Reese's penthouse that evening, I was floating on a cloud of professional accomplishment and anticipation.

He opened the door with a bottle of champagne already in hand, two flutes hanging from his fingers. "To the newest associate director," he said, ushering me inside.

The apartment was transformed, with soft lighting casting a warm glow over the modern space. A small table had been set near the windows, complete with covered dishes and a tasteful arrangement of fresh flowers.

"You did all this?" I asked, surprised by the gesture.

"I told you we'd celebrate properly." He popped the champagne, filling both glasses with the sparkling liquid. "This is just the beginning of your journey."

We clinked glasses, sipping expensive champagne as we looked out over the city lights. Everything felt surreal—the promotion, this beautiful setup, standing beside a man who’d helped me accept myself.

"I'm proud of you," Reese said, his tone genuine. "You're going to be brilliant in this new role."

"Thank you for believing in me," I replied. "For seeing past my... condition."

He set down his glass, turning to face me. "Morgan, your condition is part of you, but it doesn't define you. Your talent, your intelligence, your determination—those are what got you this promotion."

His words warmed me more than the champagne. For so long, I'd felt reduced to a medical anomaly, a body that didn't function properly. Reese had been the first person to see me as whole and complete, exactly as I was.

We enjoyed dinner—a delicious meal he'd ordered from my favorite restaurant—talking about my new role, the projects I was excited to take on, the team I'd be building. It felt wonderfully normal, this celebration of professional achievement, even with the unconventional nature of our arrangement.

After dinner, Reese refilled our champagne glasses. "I wanted to talk about what happens next," he said, his expression turning serious.

I tensed slightly, uncertain where this was going. "What do you mean?"

"With your promotion, you'll no longer be reporting to me." He swirled the champagne in his glass thoughtfully. "Which means our... arrangement... needs to be discussed."

My stomach tightened. I'd been avoiding thinking about this aspect of my move to a new department. What if he wanted to end things completely?

"I value what we have, Morgan," he continued, his eyes meeting mine. "You've become important to me—as a colleague, as a friend. And yes, as someone I share physical intimacy with."

"I feel the same," I admitted. The sex had been incredible, but the friendship, the acceptance, had been equally meaningful.

"But I think we both know we're not heading toward a traditional relationship." His voice was gentle, without judgment. "We found each other at a time when we both needed something the other could provide. You needed acceptance and relief. I needed to feel useful, desired, after my divorce left me questioning my worth."

I nodded slowly, surprised by his insight but recognizing the truth in his words. "So what are you suggesting?"

"That we remain friends. Good friends. That we celebrate your success tonight, with all the physical pleasure we've come to enjoy with each other. And then, as you start your new position, we give each other space to explore other possibilities."

His proposal should have hurt, but instead, it felt perfect. He was honest, respectful, acknowledging what we'd been to each other without forcing it into a conventional box.

"I'd like that," I said softly. "You've given me so much, Reese. Not just relief from my condition, but the confidence to see it differently. To see myself differently."

He smiled, reaching across the table to take my hand. "And you gave me back my sense of worth, my ability to be vulnerable again after my marriage ended."

As we talked, I felt the familiar heaviness in my breasts—it had been hours since my last expression, and the excitement of the day had increased my production.

Reese noticed immediately, his gaze dropping briefly to my chest. "You need relief," he said, his voice dropping to that intimate tone I'd come to associate with our private moments.

"Yes," I admitted, the ache intensifying now that I'd acknowledged it.

"Let me help you one last time as your boss," he said, standing and offering his hand. "A proper farewell to this chapter of our lives."

I took his hand, letting him lead me to his bedroom. The space was familiar now, comforting in its clean lines and masculine energy. I'd spent countless hours here over the past month, finding relief and pleasure in equal measure.

Reese undressed me with the practiced ease of someone who knew my body well, his fingers efficiently working buttons and clasps until I stood before him in just my panties. My breasts were heavy and swollen, milk already beginning to leak from my nipples in thin rivulets.

"Still the most incredible thing I've ever seen," he murmured, stripping off his own clothes before guiding me to the bed.

I lay back against the pillows, watching as he positioned himself beside me. There was no awkwardness between us now, no hesitation—just the comfortable intimacy of two people who had shared something unique.

"Thank you," I said suddenly, needing him to understand. "For everything these past weeks. For making me feel normal and desirable. For helping me when no one else would have understood."

His expression softened as he brushed a strand of hair from my face. "You never needed to thank me, Morgan. It's been my privilege."

Then his mouth was on my breast, the familiar hot suction drawing a gasp from me as milk flooded his mouth. After weeks of practice, he knew exactly how to pull at my nipple, how to use his tongue to coax the milk from my ducts, how to vary the pressure to maximize both relief and pleasure.

His hand cradled my neglected breast, fingers gently expressing milk in steady streams that ran down his arm. Unlike our usual encounters, there was no rush tonight, no urgent need driving us. This was a farewell of sorts, a celebration, and Reese took his time with my body.

"I'll miss this," he murmured against my skin between pulls. "The sweetness. The way you respond to me."

His words sent heat pooling between my legs, desire building alongside the relief of milk flowing freely. When he switched to my other breast, taking the sensitive nipple into his mouth, I moaned and arched into him, hands threading through his hair to hold him close.

I'd never felt so present in my body, so aware of every sensation—the relieving pull of his mouth, the warmth of his skin against mine, the building tension low in my belly as his free hand traced patterns across my stomach, dipping lower with each pass.

When his fingers finally slipped beneath my panties, finding me slick and ready, we both groaned. He knew my body like his own by now, knew exactly how to touch me to bring maximum pleasure. His fingers circled my clit with practiced skill, building pressure in perfect counterpoint to the suction of his mouth at my breast.

"Reese," I gasped, hips rising to meet his touch. "Please..."

He released my nipple, milk spraying across his face at the sudden absence of his mouth. "What do you need?" he asked, voice rough with desire.

"You," I answered simply. "Inside me. One last time, as my boss."

He didn't need further encouragement. In one smooth motion, he removed my panties and positioned himself between my thighs. His cock pressed against my entrance, hot and insistent.

"Look at me," he said, and I opened eyes I hadn't realized I'd closed. His gaze was intense, focused entirely on my face as he pushed forward, filling me in one long, steady thrust. He groaned as he filled me, slowly moving side to side, letting my pussy stretch around his massive cock.

My still-leaking breasts bounced with each thrust, drops of milk spattering between us. Reese lowered his head to catch one nipple in his mouth again, continuing to thrust as he drank from me. The combination of his cock filling me, his mouth pulling at my breast, sent waves of pleasure crashing through me.

"I'm close," I warned.

He released my nipple, one hand coming up to cup my face. "Come for me, Morgan. Let me feel you one last time."

His thumb found my clit, circling it in time with his thrusts, and that was all it took. I came with a sharp cry, my body clenching around him, milk spurting from both breasts in response to my climax.

The sight of my milk spraying across his chest and the feeling of my inner walls pulsing around him pushed Reese over the edge. With a hoarse shout, he drove into me one final time, his body shuddering as he found his own release. After the firs wave, he pulled out, jerking and spraying his come all over my stomach.

I kept eye contact, scooping up some of the blended come and milk and flicking my fingers. “Mmm,” I moan. “We are delicious together.”

For a long moment, we remained locked together, both trying to catch our breath. When he finally eased himself off me, collapsing at my side, my breasts were empty, the painful pressure completely relieved.

As I prepared to leave his apartment for what would be the last time as his subordinate, Reese pulled me into a final embrace. He hugged me tightly.

"I'm proud of you," he said again, his words simple but profound. "Not just for the promotion, but for everything you've overcome."

I hugged him back, grateful beyond words for what he'd given me. "Thank you for helping me see that what makes me different doesn't make me broken."

He smiled. "You were never broken, Morgan. Just extraordinary in a way most people aren't enlightened enough to appreciate."

As I rode the elevator down to the lobby, I felt a curious mixture of emotions—gratitude for what Reese and I had shared, excitement for my new position, and surprising optimism about my personal future.

For the first time since my diagnosis, I saw my condition not as a burden but as a unique aspect of myself—one that had led me to unexpected connection and, ultimately, to a new sense of self-acceptance. That didn't mean I needed to stay with Reese, to force our arrangement into something it wasn't meant to be. Instead, I could take what I'd learned and move forward, open to new possibilities.

Perhaps, somewhere out there, was another man—or men—who would see my difference not as a flaw but as something beautiful, something worthy of appreciation. All I knew was that I would never be ashamed of my condition again.

To be continued…
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