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Morgan LeLait has been hiding her hyperlactation syndrome from everyone at work until the company CEO discovers her unique condition. He approaches her “lactation management” with clinical precision and possessive authority.

Their arrangement becomes both professional and intensely personal. As Morgan's production increases under his exacting attention, she discovers the powerful man has been hiding passionate desires.

-

Milk for the CEO is a 13,000-word story featuring lactation, ABF, workplace taboos, and one corporate hucow’s journey from shame to acceptance.
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ONE

Six weeks into my new position as Associate Director of Digital Marketing, I finally felt like I was hitting my stride. My team was small but effective, our campaigns were gaining traction, and I'd established a reputation for innovative thinking that had caught the attention of upper management.

What I hadn't expected was that "upper management" would include Augustus Smith himself.

The CEO of Smith Daniels Marketing rarely involved himself in department-level operations. He was the face of the company to clients, the strategic visionary who had grown the firm from a boutique agency to an industry leader in less than a decade. Most employees went their entire careers without having a one-on-one conversation with him.

So when his executive assistant emailed to request my presence at the quarterly leadership retreat, I assumed it was a mistake.

"It's not a mistake," Thomas Kellerman, my direct supervisor, assured me when I asked. "Augustus specifically requested that you present the Anderson digital campaign results to the executive team. He was impressed with the numbers."

My stomach fluttered. "The Anderson campaign was mostly Reese's work. I just implemented the—"

"Stop that," Thomas cut me off, his tone firm but not unkind. "You've expanded the campaign beyond Reese's initial concepts. The engagement metrics are unprecedented. Take the credit you deserve, Morgan."

I nodded, trying to project more confidence than I felt. "When is the retreat?"

"This weekend. Lakeside Resort. Two nights, with the presentation Saturday morning." He handed me a folder. "All the details are in here. Pack for business casual, though there's a formal dinner Saturday night."

I took the folder, immediately calculating when I'd need to express during the weekend. A two-night business trip required careful planning when you had hyperlactation syndrome.

Thomas noticed my hesitation. "Is there a problem?"

"No," I said quickly. "Just thinking about preparations."

Since my move to the new department, I've been careful about my condition. I'd told Thomas the bare minimum—that I had a medical condition requiring regular breaks throughout the day. He'd been accommodating without prying, and I'd maintained a strict pumping schedule that prevented any embarrassing incidents.

As I walked back to my office, I checked my phone out of habit. There was a new text from Reese.

Heard about your invitation to the retreat. Congratulations. You've earned it.

Reese and I had kept our promise to remain friends. We met occasionally for lunch, keeping conversation professional with just enough personal warmth to acknowledge our history. The physical aspect of our relationship had ended the night of my promotion celebration, but I still valued his presence in my life.

Thanks. Nervous about presenting to Augustus Smith.

His reply came quickly: Don't be. You're brilliant at what you do. Your condition doesn't define you, remember?

I smiled at the reminder of his words from that final night. Reese had gifted me with more than physical relief during our brief arrangement—he'd helped me rebuild my confidence, both professionally and personally.

I remember. I'll let you know how it goes.

Back in my office, I reviewed the retreat agenda. My presentation was scheduled for 10 AM Saturday, followed by a strategy session, lunch, team-building activities, and the formal dinner. Sunday would be more casual, with a morning hike and brunch before departures.

I'd need to bring my portable pump, extra pads, and backup blouses. The mental checklist was second nature by now. The key would be finding private time and space at regular intervals. Resorts usually had single-occupancy bathrooms where I could express myself in privacy. It was not ideal, but I'd managed worse.

***

The Lakeside Resort lived up to its name—a sprawling collection of upscale cabins and meeting spaces nestled along the shore of Lake Champlain, about two hours from the city. I arrived Friday afternoon, checked into my assigned cabin, and immediately located the nearest bathrooms and potential private spaces where I could pump if needed.

The first event was a welcome reception at 6 PM in the main lodge. I chose a navy pantsuit with a silk blouse that would hide any potential leakage, secured my breasts with fresh pads, and headed to the gathering with my presentation notes tucked into my bag for last-minute review.

The lodge's great room was already filling with executives and department heads when I arrived. I recognized some faces from meetings but knew few by name. Thomas waved me over to a group by the fireplace.

"Morgan, perfect timing," he said, making space beside him. "I was just telling Augustus about the Anderson metrics."

I froze momentarily at the name, suddenly face-to-face with Augustus Smith himself. At fifty, he was imposingly tall with silver-streaked dark hair and the kind of presence that commanded attention without effort. His tailored suit probably cost more than my monthly rent, but he wore it with casual confidence.

"Ms. LeLait," he said, extending his hand. "I've been looking forward to meeting you."

His handshake was firm, his gaze direct and assessing as he looked down at me. Something about his steady evaluation made me acutely aware of myself—not just as a professional, but as a woman.

"The pleasure is mine, Mr. Smith," I replied, pleased that my voice remained steady.

"Augustus, please." His smile was slight but genuine. "I've been following your work on the Anderson campaign. Thomas tells me you've increased engagement by forty-seven percent since taking over."

"Forty-nine as of yesterday," I said, the correction automatic.

He raised an eyebrow, clearly pleased by the precision. "Even better. I'd like to hear more about your methodology."

"That's what tomorrow's presentation is for," I said with more boldness than I felt.

A flicker of amusement crossed his face. "Indeed it is. I look forward to it."

The conversation shifted to broader company matters, but I remained aware of Augustus's presence beside me, the subtle cologne he wore, the way others deferred to him without question. He carried power as naturally as breathing.

An hour into the reception, I felt the familiar heaviness in my breasts that signaled I needed to express soon. I excused myself as unobtrusively as possible, retreating to the nearest single-occupancy bathroom with my small bag of supplies.

Inside, I locked the door, quickly unbuttoned my blouse, and set up my portable pump. The bathroom was elegant but small, and I had to balance the pump awkwardly on the narrow sink counter. As I began expressing, relief flooded through me—I'd waited slightly too long, and the pressure had built uncomfortably.

I was halfway through when a sharp knock on the door made me jump.

"One moment," I called, heart racing. I couldn't stop mid-session—I'd be in pain and at risk of leaking through my clothes.

"Take your time," came the reply, and I recognized Augustus Smith's voice with a jolt of panic. Of all the people to be waiting outside while I pumped breast milk...

I tried to hurry the process, but my body had its own schedule. Five excruciating minutes later, I'd finished, cleaned up, and made myself presentable again. When I opened the door, Augustus was leaning against the opposite wall, scrolling through his phone.

He looked up, tucking the device into his pocket. "Sorry to rush you."

"Not at all," I said, stepping aside so he could enter.

But he didn't move. "Are you feeling alright, Ms. LeLait?"

The question caught me off guard. "I'm fine. Why do you ask?"

His gaze was too perceptive, making me wonder if he'd noticed something—a damp spot on my blouse, perhaps, or the outline of my pump bag.

"You seemed uncomfortable during the reception." His tone was neutral, neither accusatory nor particularly concerned. "I value the well-being of my team members, especially those presenting to our executive board tomorrow."

"Just pre-presentation nerves," I assured him. "Nothing to worry about."

He studied me a moment longer, then nodded. "If you need anything, don't hesitate to ask." He gestured toward the bathroom. "I'll find another facility."

As he walked away, I released a breath I hadn't realized I was holding. While I'd grown more accepting of my condition thanks to my experience with Reese, the idea of Augustus Smith—the CEO of the company, a man known for his exacting standards—discovering my hyperlactation syndrome still filled me with dread.

I returned to the reception briefly to make my presence known, then retreated to my cabin, citing preparation for tomorrow's presentation. Alone in my room, I spread my notes across the bed and tried to focus, but my mind kept returning to Augustus Smith's penetrating gaze, the way he'd looked at me with what seemed like genuine concern.

Men like Augustus didn't get to his position by missing details. If I was going to make it through this weekend without embarrassment, I'd need to be more careful with my timing.


TWO

My presentation went flawlessly the next morning. I'd rehearsed extensively, knew my data inside and out, and had prepared for every potential question. The executive board seemed impressed, particularly with the ROI numbers from the Anderson campaign.

Throughout my thirty minutes at the front of the room, I was hyper-aware of Augustus Smith's presence at the head of the conference table. Unlike the others, who took notes or occasionally glanced at their phones, his attention never wavered from me. His expression remained impassive, but his eyes tracked every movement, every gesture, until I felt as if he could see right through me.

When I finished and opened the floor to questions, his was the first voice.

"Impressive work, Ms. LeLait," he said, leaning forward slightly. "I'm curious about the demographic breakdown of engagement. You mentioned higher-than-expected responses from the 45-60 age range."

"Yes," I replied, clicking to a slide I hadn't planned to show but had prepared just in case. "We found that our messaging resonated particularly well with established professionals in that bracket, especially when delivered through these three channels."

I explained the unexpected finding, warming to the topic as I detailed how we'd adjusted our strategy to capitalize on this audience without losing younger demographics. Throughout my explanation, Augustus nodded, occasionally asking follow-up questions that demonstrated not just a grasp of marketing principles but genuine strategic insight.

By the time the Q&A ended, I felt a rare sense of professional satisfaction. I'd held my own with the executive team, including Augustus Smith himself. As people filed out for the scheduled coffee break, several stopped to compliment my presentation.

I gathered my materials quickly, aware that I'd need to express soon. I'd timed my morning session carefully, emptying my breasts completely before the presentation, but the stress and adrenaline had accelerated my production. Already I could feel the familiar heaviness and tingling that signaled I was filling rapidly.

"Ms. LeLait."

I turned to find Augustus approaching, his expression unreadable.

"Your presentation was exceptional," he said. "I'd like to discuss some aspects of your strategy in more detail later."

"Thank you, sir," I replied, trying not to shift uncomfortably as the pressure in my breasts increased. "I'd be happy to elaborate any time."

He seemed to notice my discomfort, his eyes narrowing slightly. "Are you alright?"

"Yes, I just need a brief break before the next session," I said, clutching my laptop bag tighter, painfully aware of the portable pump inside.

"Of course," he nodded. "Don't miss the coffee, though. Chef's special blend. Quite remarkable."

I smiled tightly. "I'll try to catch some."

As soon as he walked away, I slipped out a side door, seeking the nearest private bathroom. The main facilities would be crowded during the break, so I headed down a hallway marked "Spa Services," hoping to find a single-occupancy restroom.

I tried a door labeled "Steam Room Preparation," finding it unlocked and blissfully empty. Inside was a small changing area with lockers, benches, and a private shower stall. Perfect. I locked the door, quickly set up my portable pump, and began expressing.

The relief was immediate and intense. I'd waited too long again, and milk flowed freely, quickly filling the collection bottle. I closed my eyes, focusing on the sensation of release, the easing of pressure that made my whole body relax.

I was so absorbed in the process that I almost missed the sound of a key in the lock.

My eyes flew open in panic as the door began to swing inward. There was nowhere to hide, no way to explain what I was doing half-undressed with a breast pump attached to my chest.

The door opened fully, and Augustus Smith stood in the doorway, a small towel in one hand and what appeared to be a spa key in the other.

Time seemed to freeze as his eyes took in the scene—my exposed breasts, the pump, the bottles half-filled with milk. His expression shifted from surprise to something I couldn't interpret, his gaze lingering on the thin streams of milk still flowing into the containers.

"I—I'm sorry," I stammered, mortified beyond words, unable to even cover myself without disrupting the pumping process. "I thought this room was empty."

Augustus stepped inside and closed the door behind him. Instead of the disgust or embarrassment I expected, his face showed something entirely different: recognition.

"Hyperlactation syndrome," he said quietly, his voice betraying no judgment or revulsion. "My wife had it."

I stared at him, speechless, as he set down his towel and approached slowly.

"May I?" he gestured toward the bench beside me.

I nodded mutely, still too shocked to form words.

Augustus sat, his gaze now respectfully averted from my exposed chest. "Eleanor developed it after our son was born," he continued, his voice softer than I'd ever heard it. "The doctors called it persistent lactation. It continued long after she stopped nursing."

"I—I didn't know," I managed.

"Few people do," he said. "She passed away nine years ago. Cancer." A flicker of old pain crossed his face before he composed himself. "She used to sneak away during events, just like you. Always worried someone would discover her condition."

The pumping had slowed, the initial pressure relieved, but I was too stunned by this revelation to move. Augustus Smith, the intimidating CEO I'd been so afraid would discover my secret, not only recognized my condition but had intimate familiarity with it.

"I should have knocked," he said, finally looking back at me. "This was meant to be my private steam room session before the afternoon activities. I apologize for intruding."

"No, I'm the one who should apologize," I said, finding my voice again. "I shouldn't be in here."

"Nonsense," he replied with unexpected gentleness. "You needed privacy for a medical necessity. I understand completely."

The pump had finished its cycle, and I was suddenly acutely aware of my exposed state. Augustus seemed to sense my discomfort and stood.

"I'll wait outside," he said. "Take your time. And Morgan..." he paused at the door, "your secret is safe with me. I know how difficult this condition can be."

The door closed behind him, leaving me alone to process what had just happened. Augustus Smith knew my secret. Augustus Smith understood my secret. And perhaps most surprising of all, Augustus Smith had just called me by my first name for the first time.

As I disconnected the pump and began to clean up, I realized the weekend had just become infinitely more complicated.


THREE

I spent the team-building exercise that afternoon in a daze, barely registering the collaborative puzzle challenges as my mind replayed the moment Augustus Smith had walked in on me pumping. Rather than the disgust or awkward pity I'd come to expect from people who discovered my condition, he'd shown understanding.

"Eleanor developed it after our son was born."

His late wife had the same condition. The knowledge altered how I saw him, transforming the intimidating CEO into someone who might actually comprehend what I dealt with daily.

By the time dinner rolled around, I'd changed into the black cocktail dress I'd packed for the formal event, careful to choose one with slightly thicker fabric that wouldn't immediately show dampness if I started to leak. I'd expressed again before changing, emptying my breasts completely, but the schedule showed a three-hour dinner, which would be cutting it close.

The resort's dining room had been transformed for the evening, with crisp white linens, candles, and arrangements of autumn flowers adorning each table. Name cards directed us to assigned seating, and my heart skipped when I saw mine placed directly across from Augustus Smith.

Coincidence? Or deliberate?

I'd barely settled into my seat when he arrived, wearing an impeccably tailored charcoal suit that emphasized his broad shoulders and commanding height. As he greeted those around the table with practiced ease, I noticed how others responded to him—a mixture of deference and eagerness to impress that seemed automatic.

When he took his seat across from me, his eyes met mine with unmistakable intensity.

"Ms. LeLait," he said with a slight nod. "I trust you've recovered from your presentation?"

The double meaning wasn't lost on me. "Yes, thank you," I replied, equally measured. "It was a productive afternoon."

Throughout dinner, I caught him watching me when he thought I wasn't looking, his gaze occasionally dropping to my chest before returning to my face. There was something hungry in that look, something that made heat pool between my legs despite myself. It had been weeks since my arrangement with Reese had ended, weeks of managing my condition alone with just my pump for relief.

Midway through the main course, I felt the first warning signs—the familiar heaviness in my breasts and the tingling that signaled milk beginning to gather in my ducts. I shifted in my seat, trying to ignore the mounting pressure as I calculated how much longer I could last.

Augustus's eyes flicked briefly to my chest, then back to my face, his expression darkening. But when the dessert plates were cleared and people began mingling over coffee, he appeared at my side.

"The resort has a small library off the main lobby," he said, his voice a low rumble near my ear. "Private. Lockable door. If you need a moment."

Heat rushed to my face, embarrassment mingling with something else at his perceptiveness. "Thank you," I murmured.

"Take your time. I'll ensure you're not missed."

With that, he moved away to join another conversation, leaving me to slip out discreetly. I retrieved my pump bag from where I'd stashed it in a coat closet and made my way to the library he'd mentioned.

The room was blessedly empty, lined with leather-bound books and furnished with comfortable armchairs. I locked the door, quickly set up my pump, and began expressing, relieved to ease the building pressure.

I was nearly finished when the quiet whirring of the pump suddenly sputtered and died.

"No, no, no," I muttered, examining the device. The motor had seized completely, unresponsive to my attempts to restart it. I'd emptied one breast, but the other remained painfully full.

Panic rose in my throat. I had no backup pump, and manual expression was difficult and time-consuming. I'd be missed if I stayed away too long, but returning to the dinner with one breast still engorged would lead to certain embarrassment when the milk inevitably leaked through my dress.

A soft knock at the door made me jump.

"Morgan? Are you alright?" Augustus's voice was low, urgent.

I hesitated only briefly before responding. "My pump broke. I'm... in a situation."

Silence, then: "May I come in?"

I looked down at my exposed breasts—one empty, one still swollen and leaking—and the useless pump beside me. Pride warred with desperation.

"Yes," I finally said, reaching over to unlock the door without moving from my partially concealed position behind a high-backed armchair.

Augustus entered quickly, locking the door behind him. His eyes immediately fixed on my exposed breasts, his pupils dilating as he took in the sight of my leaking nipple, milk beading at the tip and running in a thin rivulet down the curve of my flesh.

"Fuck," he breathed, the crude word shocking from his usually polished lips. "You need help."

It wasn't a question, but I nodded anyway, suddenly acutely aware of the power dynamic between us—me half-naked and vulnerable, him fully clothed and in control.

He removed his suit jacket, tossing it carelessly over a nearby chair, then rolled up his shirtsleeves with quick, efficient movements. Rather than the clinical detachment I'd expected, his eyes blazed with barely contained hunger.

"I haven't touched a woman since Eleanor died," he said, voice rough as he pulled an armchair closer to mine. "But I remember exactly how to do this."

The confession sent an unexpected thrill through me. Augustus Smith, the untouchable CEO, had been celibate since his wife's death—and now he was about to put his hands on my bare breasts.

"Please," I said, the word coming out needier than I'd intended. "It hurts."

His hands, when they finally touched my skin, were hot and slightly rough, the hands of a man who worked at a desk but wasn't a stranger to physical exertion. They cupped my swollen right breast with firm pressure that bordered on possessive.

Milk immediately spurted from my nipple, spraying across his wrist and forearm. Instead of recoiling, he groaned, a deep sound that seemed torn from his chest.

"Yes," he muttered, fingers working with practiced skill to express more milk, his eyes fixed on the white streams now flowing freely over his hands. "I'd forgotten how fucking hot this is."

The vulgarity from the usually controlled CEO sent a shock of arousal through me. This wasn't the professional, distant Augustus Smith who commanded boardrooms. This was a man with raw need in his eyes, working my flesh with an intensity that bordered on reverence.

"Does this feel good?" he asked, his voice dropping to a register I hadn't heard from him before.

"Yes," I admitted, unable to lie as his fingers found the perfect pressure points, drawing milk in steady streams. "It's intense."

His eyes flicked to mine, dark with unconcealed want. "I used to make Eleanor come just from this," he said, the crude admission hanging between us. "She'd get so fucking wet when I milked her."

The explicit phrasing made me gasp, a pulse of arousal surging between my legs at the mental image. His fingers continued their rhythmic pressure, coaxing rivers of milk that now soaked the towel in my lap, his hands, his rolled-up sleeves.

"You like hearing that, don't you?" he observed, his clinical perception now focused entirely on my responses. "Your nipples just got harder."

I couldn't deny it. My body was responding to both his touch and his words, heat building inside me that had nothing to do with embarrassment and everything to do with raw desire.

"Nine years," he said, his grip tightening slightly as milk continued to flow. "Nine years since I've touched a woman like this. Since I've seen milk flow because of my hands."

The naked need in his voice penetrated any professional distance I might have maintained. Augustus Smith wanted me. Not just to help with my condition, but with a primal hunger that matched the ache building between my thighs.

"Look at you," he murmured, gaze dropping to where my legs had parted unconsciously. "Your dress is hiked up. You're squirming in that chair. Are you wet, Morgan?"

The directness of the question shocked me even as it sent another pulse of desire through my core. "Yes," I admitted, beyond pretense.

A predatory smile touched his lips. "I thought so. Eleanor used to soak through her panties when I helped her like this."

As the flow of milk began to slow, his touch became more deliberate, more overtly sensual. His thumb brushed across my nipple, drawing a gasp from me as a fresh spurt of milk hit his wrist.

"Sensitive," he noted with satisfaction. "Good."

When my breast was finally empty, the painful pressure relieved, he didn't withdraw his hands immediately. Instead, he continued to cup my flesh, thumb circling my nipple in a way that had nothing to do with expressing milk and everything to do with pleasure.

"Better?" he asked, his voice a low rumble.

"Yes," I said, voice unsteady. "Thank you."

He nodded, finally releasing me to wipe his hands on a handkerchief he pulled from his pocket. Milk streaked his expensive shirt cuffs. I wondered if there was a dry cleaning service on the resort.

"My cabin," he said without preamble, tucking the soiled handkerchief away. "After this interminable dinner ends. If you want more than just relief."

The bluntness of the proposition should have offended me. Instead, it sent a fresh surge of arousal through me. No emotional complications, no romantic gestures—just raw, honest need from a man who'd been too long without.

"Yes," I said simply.

His eyes darkened further. "Yes, to which part?"

"To your cabin. To more than relief."

He nodded once, sharply, as if confirming a business arrangement. "One hour after dinner concludes. Don't keep me waiting."

With that, he stood, straightened his cuffs as best he could, and left the library without looking back, the command in his parting words hanging in the air behind him.


FOUR

The rest of dinner passed in a blur of superficial conversation and heavy glances exchanged across the room. By the time the event officially concluded at eleven, I was so aroused I could barely sit still, the memory of Augustus's hands on me and the anticipation of what was to come making my skin hypersensitive.

I waited the full hour as instructed, each minute stretching endlessly until it was time to make my way to the secluded executive cabin at the far end of the property. The night was clear and cold, stars brilliant above the lake, but I barely noticed the beauty around me, focused entirely on what awaited me.

Augustus opened the door before I could knock, as if he'd been watching for my approach. He'd removed his tie and unbuttoned his collar, but otherwise remained dressed in his dinner attire, the formal clothing somehow making the situation more illicit.

"You came," he stated, his expression unreadable.

"Yes," I confirmed, stepping inside as he moved back to allow me entry.

His cabin was larger than mine, rustic luxury evident in the stone fireplace, plush furnishings, and panoramic windows overlooking the moonlit lake. A fire crackled in the hearth, casting golden light across the space.

"Drink?" he offered, gesturing to an open bottle of whiskey on a side table.

"Please."

He poured two glasses, handed me one, then stood looking at me with unconcealed hunger. No pretense of casual conversation, no attempt to ease the sexual tension crackling between us.

"Nine years is a long time," he said, taking a swallow of his whiskey. "I've had opportunities. Many of them. But none of them had what you have."

"The condition," I said, understanding immediately.

"Yes." His directness was both intimidating and arousing. "I've thought about it. Remembered it. The warmth. The taste. The fucking abundance of it."

He set down his glass and closed the distance between us, one hand coming up to cup my jaw with surprising gentleness for a man whose eyes held such intensity.

"I'm going to taste you again," he said, voice low and rough. "Properly this time. I'm going to drink you down until you're empty and begging me to fill you with something else. Is that what you want, Morgan?"

The crudeness of his intent, stated so plainly, should have shocked me. Instead, it unleashed something primal inside me, a need to match his raw honesty with my own.

"Yes," I said, setting aside my barely touched drink. "That's exactly what I want."

His mouth claimed mine with none of the restraint he'd shown in the library, his kiss hungry and demanding. His tongue pushed past my lips, claiming, possessing, as his hands worked the zipper of my dress with urgent efficiency. The garment fell to the floor, followed quickly by my bra as Augustus stripped me with single-minded purpose.

"Wow," he muttered, pulling back to look at me standing before him in just my panties. "Your tits are already full again."

The crude terminology from such a refined man was unexpectedly erotic. I watched as he dropped to his knees before me, hands coming up to cup the weight of my breasts.

"I've dreamed about this," he confessed, thumbs brushing over my nipples until milk beaded at the tips. "Woken up hard and aching with the memory of how it feels, how it tastes."

Without further preamble, he leaned forward and took one nipple into his mouth, sucking strongly. I cried out at the sensation—the relief of milk flowing combined with the erotic pull of his mouth, so different from the mechanical action of my pump.

He groaned against my flesh, the vibration sending new sensations rippling through me. One hand continued to work my other breast, fingers expressing milk that ran down my torso in warm rivulets. Rather than being embarrassed by the mess, I found myself arching into his touch, offering myself more fully to his mouth.

"Fuck," he growled, releasing my nipple to move to the other, milk dribbling from the corner of his mouth. "Sweeter than I remembered. Better."

He drank deeply, greedily, alternating between my breasts with single-minded focus. Milk soaked the front of his shirt, his hands, his chin, but he seemed beyond caring about the mess. Each pull of his mouth sent dual waves of relief and pleasure through me, until I was clutching at his shoulders, fingernails digging into expensive fabric.

When my breasts were finally emptied, he stood, looming over me with dark intensity. "Bed. Now," he commanded, the executive accustomed to being obeyed.

I complied without hesitation, backing toward the king-sized bed and climbing onto the plush mattress. Augustus remained standing, methodically removing his ruined shirt, then his belt, his movements controlled despite the obvious bulge straining the front of his tailored pants.

When he was fully undressed, I couldn't help staring. For a man of fifty, Augustus Smith was impressively fit—broad shoulders, firm chest dusted with silver-streaked hair, flat stomach. And his cock—thick and hard, jutting proudly from a nest of dark hair, the head already glistening with evidence of his arousal.

"Like what you see?" he asked, a hint of arrogance in his tone.

"Yes," I admitted, not bothering to pretend otherwise.

He climbed onto the bed with predatory grace, positioning himself above me. "Spread your legs," he instructed, voice dropping to that commanding register that sent shivers down my spine.

I obeyed, letting my thighs fall open as he settled between them. Rather than kissing me again or moving to enter me, he began working his way down my body, mouth hot and demanding against my neck, my collarbone, the slopes of my emptied breasts.

"Need to taste all of you," he muttered against my skin, moving lower with single-minded determination. "Been too fucking long."

When he reached the edge of my panties, he hooked his fingers in the waistband and yanked them down with none of the gentleness I might have expected from a man of his refinement. The garment tore slightly at the seam, the minor destruction evidence of his impatience.

"Look at you," he growled, pushing my thighs wider as he positioned himself between them. "Soaked. Is this from the milking or from me?"

"Both," I gasped, beyond modesty. "Everything."

A sound of satisfaction rumbled in his chest before he lowered his head and licked a broad stripe through my folds. I arched off the bed at the contact, a cry escaping my lips at the sudden intensity of sensation.

"Fuck, you taste good," he groaned, diving back in with the same hunger he'd shown for my milk. His tongue worked mercilessly, circling my clit before dipping lower to thrust inside me, then returning to the sensitive bundle of nerves that had me writhing beneath him.

Augustus Smith ate pussy like a man starved, with none of the hesitation or awkwardness I might have expected from someone who'd been celibate for nearly a decade. His technique was flawless, varying pressure and speed in response to my reactions, his large hands gripping my thighs to keep me open to his assault.

"Please," I begged as he brought me ruthlessly to the edge without allowing me to fall over. "I need—"

"I know what you need," he growled against my flesh, punctuating his words by thrusting two fingers inside me. He curled them in a "come here" motion that hit exactly the right spot, his mouth never leaving my clit as he drove me relentlessly toward climax.

When I came, it was with a shout that would have embarrassed me if I'd been capable of embarrassment in that moment. My body clenched around his fingers, hips bucking against his face as waves of pleasure crashed through me.

Before I'd fully recovered, Augustus was moving up my body, positioning himself at my entrance. His face was slick with my arousal, eyes wild with a need I'd never seen in the composed CEO.

"Ready?" he asked, the single word strained with the effort of his restraint.

"Yes," I breathed, still trembling from my orgasm. "Please."

He pushed into me with one powerful thrust, seating himself fully inside me. We both groaned at the sensation—the stretch of accommodating his considerable thickness, the heat of being joined so intimately.

"Fuck," he bit out, holding still for a moment as if collecting himself. "So fucking tight. Hot. Wet."

Then he began to move, establishing a rhythm that was neither gentle nor punishing—deep, controlled strokes that hit exactly where I needed him. His eyes remained locked on mine, watching my reactions with the same intensity he'd shown in the boardroom, adjusting his angle and pace in response to my gasps and moans.

"Your tits," he growled, gaze dropping to my chest. "They're filling again already."

He was right—I could feel the telltale heaviness returning, my breasts swelling slightly with fresh milk production, nipples tightening and beginning to leak.

Augustus groaned at the sight, his rhythm faltering momentarily before he redoubled his efforts, driving into me with increased force. One hand came up to cup my breast, thumb brushing over the sensitive nipple and drawing a fresh bead of milk that he watched with naked fascination.

"Going to make you come again," he promised, voice rough with exertion and desire. "Want to feel you squeeze my cock while your milk flows."

His hand slipped between us, finding my clit with unerring accuracy. The additional stimulation, combined with his continued thrusts and the relief of pressure as milk began to leak from my overstimulated breasts, quickly pushed me toward a second peak.

"That's it," he encouraged, watching my face intently. "Let go. Come for me, Morgan."

The command in his voice, the authority he wielded so naturally, was the final push I needed. I came with a keening cry, my inner walls clamping down on his length, milk spurting from my nipples in thin jets that splashed against his chest and arms.

The sight and sensation of my milk flowing as I orgasmed seemed to shatter Augustus's control. With a guttural groan, he drove into me one final time, his body tensing as he found his own release deep inside me.

"I Needed that," he said simply, none of the awkwardness I might have expected after such an intense encounter. "More than I realized."

I nodded, understanding completely. "Me too."

He propped himself up on one elbow, looking down at me with a combination of satisfaction and lingering hunger. "This doesn't have to be a one-time thing," he said, direct as always. "I want more of this. Of you. Your body. Your milk."

The bluntness was oddly refreshing after weeks of carefully navigating office politics and social niceties. "I'd like that," I admitted.

"The retreat ends tomorrow," he continued, already thinking ahead like the executive he was. "But we could establish an arrangement afterward. My penthouse is private. Secure. We could meet there when you need... relief." The pause before the last word made it clear he was offering far more than assistance with my condition.

"An arrangement," I repeated, the same term I'd used with Reese, yet somehow different coming from Augustus. More structured. More intense.

"Mutually beneficial," he clarified, his hand still idly stroking my milk-dampened skin. "No strings beyond discretion. Just this. Whenever you need it. Whenever I want it."

The way he framed it—as something that would satisfy both his desires and my needs—was undeniably appealing. No pretense of romance, no complicated emotions, just raw physical connection with a man who understood and appreciated my condition.

"Yes," I said, decision made. "I want that."

Satisfaction flashed in his eyes, the CEO closing another successful negotiation. "Good. We'll discuss specifics tomorrow after the retreat concludes." His hand moved to my breast, gently squeezing until more milk beaded at the tip. "For now, though, I'm not finished with you yet."

As Augustus lowered his head to my breast again, mouth closing around my leaking nipple with renewed hunger, I surrendered to the pure physical pleasure of being desired exactly as I was.


FIVE

Sunday morning arrived with pale sunlight filtering through the cabin's panoramic windows and the weight of Augustus Smith's arm draped possessively across my waist. My breasts were deliciously empty, having been thoroughly drained multiple times throughout the night by his demanding mouth and skilled hands.

I shifted slightly, feeling the pleasant soreness between my thighs that testified to the CEO's unexpected stamina. For an older man who'd been celibate for nine years, Augustus had shown remarkable endurance, taking me three times before we'd finally collapsed into exhausted sleep.

"You're awake," he murmured against my neck, his voice rough with sleep yet still commanding. His hand slid up to cup my breast, testing its weight. "Starting to fill again already."

The casual possessiveness of his touch sent a ripple of arousal through me despite my exhaustion. "Morning," I replied, turning to face him.

In the clear light of day, Augustus looked different—silver-streaked hair tousled, jaw darkened with stubble, the polished corporate mask completely absent. Somehow, this disheveled version was even more arousing than the immaculate CEO who commanded boardrooms.

"Check-out is at noon," he said, thumb idly circling my nipple until milk beaded at the tip. "Which gives us just enough time."

"Time for what?" I asked, though the hardness pressing against my thigh made his intentions abundantly clear.

His smile was predatory. "Time for me to drain these gorgeous tits properly before we have to return to civilization."

The crude phrase from his usually refined mouth sent heat pooling between my legs. Nine years of celibacy had clearly unleashed something primal in Augustus Smith—something raw and hungry that had been hidden beneath expensive suits and corporate restraint.

"We have the morning hike and brunch first," I reminded him, though I made no move to leave his embrace.

"Fuck the hike," he growled, rolling me onto my back and positioning himself above me. "I've got better ways to exercise."

He lowered his head to my breast, taking my nipple into his mouth with none of the hesitation or gentleness of our first encounter. The hot suction made me gasp, milk flowing immediately in response to his skilled tongue and perfect pressure.

"Sweet," he murmured against my skin between pulls. "Fucking delicious."

His hand moved to my other breast, fingers working with practiced efficiency to express milk in steady streams that ran down my torso. The dual sensations—his mouth on one nipple, his hand working the other—had me arching into his touch, pleasure mingling with the relief of pressure.

When the flow from my right breast slowed, he switched sides, groaning with satisfaction as the first jet of milk hit the back of his throat. I watched, mesmerized, as his throat worked, swallowing rhythmically.

"Can't get enough of you," he muttered, milk dribbling from the corner of his mouth. "Your milk is addictive."

As he continued drinking from me, his free hand slid down my body, fingers unerringly finding the wetness between my thighs. "Already soaked," he noted with satisfaction, circling my clit with practiced skill. "Does this turn you on, Morgan? Feeding me?"

"Yes," I admitted. "God, yes."

He hummed against my breast, the vibration sending new sensations rippling through me. Two fingers pushed inside me, curling forward to find the spot that made my back arch off the bed.

"I’m going to make you come while I drink you down," he promised, the crude words somehow making the pleasure more intense. "Want to feel you clench around my fingers while these perfect tits feed me."

Augustus worked me with the same focused determination he brought to business acquisitions, his mouth never leaving my breast as his fingers established a rhythm designed to drive me rapidly toward the edge. The relief of milk flowing freely combined with the building pressure of his skilled touch until I was gasping, hovering on the verge of climax.

"Let go," he commanded, pulling off my breast just long enough to give the order before returning to his feast.

I obeyed, coming with a sharp cry as waves of pleasure radiated outward from where his fingers worked inside me. My milk flowed faster in response to my orgasm, spurting into his eager mouth as my body clenched around his fingers.

When I finally went limp beneath him, Augustus raised his head, milk glistening on his lips as he smiled down at me with masculine satisfaction. "Perfect," he said simply, removing his fingers from me and bringing them to his mouth, tasting my arousal with the same appreciation he'd shown for my milk.

"My turn," he said, moving to position himself between my thighs, his cock hard and ready against my entrance. He slapped his cock against my slit and rubbed it in my pussy juices until it was glistening. Then, with a groan, he pushed inside of me.

"Fuck," he growled, beginning to move in deep, controlled strokes. "Still so tight. So wet."

He maintained eye contact as he took me, his gaze intense with a possessiveness that should have alarmed me but instead heightened my arousal. Augustus Smith, powerful CEO and corporate legend, was looking at me like I was the most desirable woman he'd ever encountered.

"Touch your tits," he commanded, gaze dropping to my chest. "Show me how full they still are."

I complied, bringing my hands up to cup my breasts, feeling the remaining milk shift inside as I pressed gently.

"Express for me," he urged, pace quickening as he watched. "Show me what these gorgeous tits can do."

I squeezed gently, gasping as thin jets of milk arced upward, some landing on Augustus's chest as he drove into me. The sight seemed to inflame him further, his thrusts becoming harder, more demanding.

"That's it," he growled, eyes fixed on the milk still streaming from my nipples. "Fucking beautiful."

He shifted slightly, changing the angle of his thrusts to hit deeper inside me, and I cried out at the intensified pleasure. Augustus Smith fucked with the same precision and attention to detail he brought to running his company—noting every response, adapting his approach for maximum impact, completely focused on the task at hand.

"Going to come," he warned, voice strained with the effort of his control. "I want to feel you come with me. I want your milk flowing while I fill this sweet pussy."

When his hand slipped between us to circle my clit, I came undone, walls clenching around him as pleasure crashed through me.

The sensation of my inner muscles pulsing around him triggered Augustus. His cock spurted ropes of hot come. With a hoarse shout, he drove deep one final time, his body tensing as he emptied himself inside me.

Once my cunt was full of his seed, he finally eased himself to my side, he immediately reached for my breast again, gently expressing the last drops of milk.

"Insatiable," I commented, not entirely displeased by his continued fascination.

"Nine years," he reminded me, watching with undisguised appreciation as milk trickled over his fingers. "Nine years without this. Can you blame me for wanting to make up for lost time?"

Before I could answer, his phone chimed with an incoming message. He reached for it with reluctance, scanning the screen with a frown of annoyance.

"Thomas is looking for me," he said. "The brunch begins in thirty minutes."

Reality intruded—the retreat, our colleagues, the professional world waiting beyond this isolated cabin. Tomorrow, Augustus would be the untouchable CEO again, and I would be just another department head navigating corporate hierarchies.


SIX

Back in the office on Monday, I threw myself into work, trying not to think about the fact that I had only my pump for relief now—the cold, mechanical device a poor substitute for Augustus's hot mouth and skilled hands. By Tuesday afternoon, my breasts were achingly full despite regular pumping sessions, my body seemingly having adjusted to more frequent and thorough emptying over the weekend.

At precisely 5:30, my phone chimed with a message from an unknown number:

7PM. Penthouse floor. Security will expect you. Come ready.

The terse instructions sent a thrill through me. Augustus Smith didn't waste words, didn't engage in flirtatious preamble. He stated what he wanted and expected compliance. The authority that made him an effective CEO translated seamlessly to our private arrangement.

I left the office at six, giving myself time to go home and prepare as instructed. I showered carefully, applied light makeup, and dressed in a wrap dress that would provide easy access. Beneath it, I wore a nursing bra that was more decorative than my usual practical choices: black lace with convenient front clasps.

By the time I arrived at the luxury high-rise where Augustus lived, my breasts were heavy and sensitive, ready for the relief I knew awaited me. The security guard nodded respectfully when I gave my name, directing me to a private elevator that required a key card he provided.

"Mr. Smith is expecting you, Ms. LeLait."

The elevator opened directly into Augustus's penthouse—a sprawling, minimalist space with floor-to-ceiling windows offering panoramic city views. The decor was expensively understated, all clean lines and muted colors, more like an upscale hotel suite than a home.

Augustus stood at a floor-to-ceiling window, tumbler of amber liquid in hand, still dressed in his work attire minus the jacket and tie. He turned at the sound of the elevator, eyes immediately assessing me with that penetrating gaze that seemed to see through clothing, through pretense.

"Morgan," he said, setting down his drink and crossing to me with purposeful strides. "Right on time."

Without further greeting, his hands went to my breasts, cupping them through my dress with practiced familiarity. "Full," he noted with satisfaction. "Perfect."

Something was thrilling about his directness—no small talk, no pretense of this being anything other than what it was. Augustus Smith wanted my milk, wanted my body, and saw no reason to disguise that fact now that we were alone.

"The bedroom is through there," he said, gesturing toward a hallway. "But first..."

He untied my wrap dress efficiently, pushing it off my shoulders until it pooled at my feet. His eyes darkened at the sight of the lacy bra, so different from the utilitarian garments I'd worn at the retreat.

"You dressed for me," he observed, trailing one finger along the lace edge.

"I thought you might appreciate it."

A hint of a smile touched his lips. "I do appreciate initiative," he said, unclasping the front hooks with practiced ease. "And easy access."

As my breasts spilled free, milk immediately began to leak from my nipples—tiny beads that grew and ran in thin rivulets down my skin. Just being in the same room with him was making me leak.

Augustus watched with naked fascination, making no move to touch or taste yet, simply observing the natural response of my body. "Beautiful," he murmured, finally reaching out to catch a droplet on his finger, bringing it to his lips. "I've been thinking about this taste for two days."

He sank to his knees before me, a position that should have seemed submissive but somehow didn't. Not with Augustus Smith. Even kneeling, he projected absolute control, absolute certainty as he leaned forward and took my right nipple into his mouth.

The first pull drew a gasp from me, milk flooding his mouth as relief and pleasure washed through me in equal measure. His hand came up to work my other breast, fingers expressing milk in steady streams that ran down my torso to dampen the waistband of my panties.

I threaded my fingers through his silver-streaked hair, holding him to me as he drank deeply, his throat working as he swallowed mouthful after mouthful. The intimacy of it—of literally feeding this powerful man from my body—was more erotic than I'd ever expected.

When he switched to my left breast, his right hand slid down my stomach and beneath the elastic of my panties, seeking and finding the wetness that had gathered in response to his ministrations.

"Always so ready for me," he noted with satisfaction, fingers circling my clit with devastating precision.

He established a rhythm—the pull of his mouth matching the circles of his fingers—that had me gasping and clutching at his shoulders for support. Augustus Smith multitasked as effectively in the bedroom as he did in the boardroom, simultaneously emptying my breasts and building my arousal with methodical skill.

When my legs began to tremble, threatening to buckle beneath me, he pulled back slightly. "Bedroom," he decided, rising to his feet with fluid grace. "Now."

He led me down the hallway to a spacious bedroom dominated by a massive bed with dark linens. Like the rest of the penthouse, it was minimalist in design but clearly expensive, the kind of understated luxury that required significant wealth to achieve.

"On the bed," Augustus instructed, already unbuttoning his shirt. "On your back."

I complied, watching as he undressed with efficient movements, revealing the fit body I'd come to appreciate over the weekend. For a man of fifty, Augustus Smith was impressively well-maintained—with broad shoulders, a flat stomach, and powerful thighs. And his cock—already hard and thick, rising from a nest of silver-threaded dark hair.

He positioned himself above me, lowering his head to my breast again to resume his feast. Milk flowed freely now, my body conditioned to release for him, responding to his mouth with eager abundance.

As he drank from me, his hand returned to the juncture of my thighs, fingers sliding through slick folds before pushing inside me.

"Augustus," I gasped as he curled his fingers to hit exactly the right spot inside me. "I need—"

"I know what you need," he murmured against my skin, adding a third finger and increasing the pressure. "Going to make you come while I drain these perfect tits dry."

When his thumb pressed against my clit in firm circles, I came undone, walls clenching around his fingers as waves of pleasure crashed through me. My pussy juices flowed as easily as my milk.

"That's it," he encouraged, never stopping his attentions as I rode out the orgasm. "Give me everything."

As the aftershocks subsided, Augustus finally released my emptied breast, milk dripping from the corner of his mouth as he looked down at me with dark satisfaction. "Turn over," he commanded. "On your hands and knees."

I complied, my body still humming from release as I positioned myself as instructed. Augustus moved behind me, hands gripping my hips with possessive strength.

"I’ve been thinking about taking you like this," he said, voice rough with desire as he aligned himself with my entrance. "Watching these gorgeous tits sway while I fuck you from behind."

He pushed forward in one smooth thrust, filling me completely. We both groaned at the sensation—the deeper penetration this position allowed, the primal nature of being taken from behind.

"Perfect," he muttered, beginning to move in deep, measured strokes. "So fucking perfect."

One hand moved around to cup my breast, fingers working the sensitive nipple until fresh milk began to flow, dripping onto the expensive sheets below. The sight seemed to inflame him further, his pace increasing as he watched my body's response to his touch.

"Mine," he growled, the possessive word slipping out as his control began to fray. "This sweet milk is mine."

I should have been offended by the claim, but in the heat of the moment, it only intensified my arousal. There was something primal about being claimed by Augustus Smith, about having this powerful man lose himself in desire for what my body could provide.

His thrusts became harder, more demanding, as his own pleasure built. One hand remained at my breast, expressing milk in steady streams, while the other slipped between my legs again, finding my still-sensitive clit with unerring accuracy.

"You’re going to come for me again," he promised, voice strained with the effort of his control. "Want to feel you milk my cock like these perfect tits milk my fingers."

When he pinched my nipple, drawing a fresh jet of milk that arced onto the bed, I came with a hoarse cry, inner walls clamping down on his length.

The sensation of my muscles pulsing around him drove him to the edge. We came together, both writhing against each other. With a guttural groan, he drove deep one final time, his body tensing as he emptied himself inside me. His come was hot and sticky, dripping down my thighs.

He glanced at his watch, the executive never far beneath the surface. "I have calls with Tokyo at nine. You're welcome to shower before you leave."

The dismissal wasn't unkind, simply practical—a reminder of the nature of our arrangement. This wasn't about emotional connection or post-coital cuddling. It was about mutual satisfaction of needs, efficiently delivered.

"Thursday?" he asked as I gathered my discarded clothing. "Same time?"

"Thursday works," I confirmed, appreciating his directness. No games, no uncertainty, just clear expectations.

Thursday couldn't come soon enough.


SEVEN

Over the next three weeks, my arrangement with Augustus Smith settled into a rhythm as precisely calibrated as any business operation he oversaw. Tuesdays and Thursdays at 7 PM, I would arrive at his penthouse to find him waiting with barely contained hunger. Sometimes he'd be on a call, gesturing me toward the bedroom while continuing his conversation, multitasking as effortlessly in his personal affairs as he did in business.

The routine never varied: I would undress, he would drink deeply from my aching breasts until they were empty, and then he would fuck me with the same thorough attention to detail he brought to corporate acquisitions. By the time I left, my body would be satisfied, my breasts pleasantly empty, and Augustus would return to whatever executive matters required his attention.

There was something oddly liberating about the arrangement's straightforward nature. No emotional complications, no romantic expectations—just the mutual satisfaction of needs. Augustus wanted my milk with an intensity that bordered on obsession, and I needed the relief his mouth provided far more effectively than any pump.

"Your production has increased," he noted on our sixth meeting, weighing one breast in his palm with clinical assessment. "You're fuller than when we started."

He was right. My body had adjusted to being more thoroughly emptied, responding by producing more milk to meet the increased demand. Where once I'd needed to express every four to five hours, I now felt uncomfortable after just three.

"Does that bother you?" I asked, watching as he unbuttoned his shirt with practiced efficiency.

A rare smile touched his lips. "Quite the opposite. More for me."

That night, he was particularly ravenous, drinking from me with such thoroughness that I came simply from the sensation of his mouth on my breasts, crying out as pleasure crashed through me without him even touching between my legs.

"Fascinating," he murmured, milk dripping from his lips as he watched my unexpected climax with the same analytical interest he might give a promising market trend. "Your body is becoming more sensitized to me."

He was right about that too. Each time we met, my response to his touch intensified, my body anticipating the relief and pleasure he would provide with Pavlovian precision.

On our eighth encounter, Augustus surprised me by greeting me at the elevator with a small box in hand.

"A gift," he said, extending it toward me. "For practical purposes."

Inside was a sleek, expensive breast pump—far more advanced than the model that had broken at the retreat. The accompanying card contained only a phone number and the words: For emergencies when I'm unavailable.

The gift was typical Augustus—practical, expensive, and explicitly tied to our arrangement rather than any romantic sentiment. Still, I appreciated the gesture, recognizing it as his way of acknowledging my condition's challenges.

"Thank you," I said, setting the box aside. "Though I prefer your mouth to any machine."

His eyes darkened at my words. "Show me why."

That night, he took me on the living room floor, unwilling to wait long enough to reach the bedroom. As I rode him, milk spraying from my bouncing breasts across his chest and face, Augustus looked up at me with naked hunger that made me feel more desirable than any romantic declaration could have.

"Fucking perfect," he growled, hands gripping my hips with bruising strength as he drove up into me. "These tits, this pussy—everything about you is fucking perfect."

As I came on his cock for the third time that night, I realized with mild surprise that I'd grown comfortable with Augustus Smith in a way I wouldn't have thought possible when we'd first begun our arrangement. Not that we were friends, exactly—Augustus didn't seem to do friendship any more than he did romance. But there was a growing ease between us, a mutual understanding that extended slightly beyond the purely physical.

***

The following week brought an unexpected complication. Augustus texted at 5 PM on our usual Thursday:

Tokyo crisis. Working all night. Use the pump.

Disappointment flooded me, followed immediately by concern about managing without him. By 7 PM, my breasts were painfully full, having adjusted to our regular schedule. The new pump helped, but felt woefully inadequate after weeks of Augustus's skilled mouth and hands.

I was just finishing my second pumping session of the evening when my phone chimed again:

Crisis contained. Are you still full?

I glanced down at my still-heavy breasts, already refilling despite the pump's efforts. Yes.

The response came immediately: On my way to you. Address?

I sent my address without hesitation, both surprised and aroused by the thought of Augustus Smith coming to my modest apartment rather than summoning me to his penthouse.

Twenty minutes later, a discreet knock announced his arrival. When I opened the door, Augustus stood there in a slightly rumpled suit, the only sign of the long day he'd endured. Without greeting, he stepped inside, eyes immediately fixing on my breasts visible through my thin robe.

"Still in business clothes," I observed.

"I was in a hurry," he replied simply, shrugging off his jacket. "Couldn't stop thinking about these." His hands came up to cup my breasts through the silk, assessing their fullness with practiced familiarity. "You need relief."

I nodded, already aching for his touch. Augustus didn't waste time on preliminaries, untying my robe and pushing it off my shoulders in one fluid motion. His mouth was on my breast seconds later, drawing deeply as milk immediately flooded his waiting mouth.

"Fucking missed this," he muttered against my skin between pulls. "The pump isn't the same, is it?"

"No," I agreed, threading my fingers through his hair to hold him to me. "It's not."

He drank from me with even more hunger than usual, as if making up for the missed appointment. His hands roamed my body possessively, rediscovering curves and responses he'd already mapped thoroughly over the past weeks.

When he'd drained both breasts to his satisfaction, he straightened, looking around my apartment with frank assessment. "Bedroom?"

I led him to my room, suddenly aware of how modest it must seem compared to his penthouse. Augustus didn't comment on the surroundings; his attention was entirely focused on me as he stripped off his remaining clothes with efficient movements.

"On the bed," he instructed, his voice dropping to the commanding register that never failed to send heat pooling between my legs. "Hands and knees."

I complied, anticipation building as he positioned himself behind me. His fingers found me already wet and ready, drawing a sound of satisfaction from his throat.

"Always so eager," he noted, circling my entrance teasingly. "You love leting me fuck you, don’t you?”

"Only for you," I replied, the words escaping before I could consider their implication.

Augustus paused momentarily, slapping his cock against my ass, rubbing my slit and teasing my aching cunt. "Good," he purred, positioning himself at my entrance. "That's how it should be."

He thrust into me with one powerful stroke, filling me completely. We both groaned at the sensation—the perfect fit of our bodies, the rightness of our connection.

"Fuck," he breathed, beginning to move in deep, measured strokes. "Tighter than I remembered."

One hand slipped around to find my breast, squeezing until the last drops of milk beaded at the nipple. "Mine," he growled, the possessive word becoming a common refrain during our encounters. "This sweet milk is mine."

His growly voice made my body tremble and even more milk squirt from my tits. There was something undeniably arousing about being wanted so intensely by a man who could have anyone.

Augustus reached beneath me, fingers finding my clit. He knew my body so well now, sex with him was like a well-rehearsed presentation that never lost its edge. "Come for me," he commanded, circling the sensitive bundle of nerves in time with his thrusts. "I want to feel you squeeze my cock."

I let go, coming and squirting milk at the same time until the bed was soaked.

“Fuck, that’s so beautiful,” he groaned. He clutched my ass with both hands, forcing his cock even deeper. I was sure my cervix was bruised. He let out a long groan and came, his cock twitching as he filled me with his seed.

This the best a girl like me could ever want. All the cock and all the milk she ever wanted.


EIGHT

For long moments afterward, we remained locked together, both catching our breath. When he finally withdrew, I expected him to dress immediately and leave, returning to his corporate responsibilities now that our mutual needs had been satisfied.

Instead, he surprised me by stretching out beside me on the bed, one hand idly tracing patterns on my milk-dampened skin.

"The company is holding its international client conference next weekend. It will be three days at the mountain resort upstate."

The abrupt subject change was typical of Augustus—moving from topic to topic with minimal transition, expecting others to keep pace with his rapid thoughts.

"I've heard about it," I said carefully. "The digital marketing department isn't usually invited."

"You are this year," he replied. "I want you to present the Anderson case study to our global partners."

Professional excitement warred with practical concerns. "A three-day conference would be challenging with my condition," I said, automatically calculating pumping schedules and private locations.

Augustus's hand moved to cup my breast possessively. "That's why I'll ensure you have the suite adjoining mine. For convenience."

The implication was clear—he would be available to help with my condition throughout the conference. The arrangement made practical sense, yet something about it felt like a subtle shift in our dynamic.

"People might notice," I said, the concern legitimate despite my growing arousal at the thought of having Augustus available whenever I needed relief.

"Let them," he replied with the confidence of a man accustomed to being above reproach. "I've never concerned myself with office gossip."

His hand trailed down my stomach, fingers dipping between my thighs to find me still wet from our recent activities. "Besides," he added, circling my entrance teasingly, "I'm not finished with you yet. Not by a long shot."

Two fingers pushed inside me, curling forward to hit the spot that made my back arch off the bed. "Three days at a mountain resort," he continued, working me with practiced skill as if discussing a business proposal rather than fingering me toward another orgasm. "Three days of having these perfect tits available whenever I want them."

Augustus watched my face with predatory satisfaction, thumb pressing against my clit as his fingers continued their relentless assault on my inner walls.

"Fuck. Come again," he commanded, voice dropping to that irresistible register of authority. "Show me how much you want this arrangement."

I obeyed, climaxing around his fingers with a keening cry that would have embarrassed me if I'd been with anyone else. Augustus worked me through the aftershocks, only withdrawing when I went limp with satisfaction.

"The conference starts Friday," he said, rising from the bed. "My assistant will email you the details tomorrow."

Just like that—back to business. The moment of unusual intimacy passed as if it had never happened. I watched as he transformed before my eyes, corporate armor reassembling with each button fastened, each crease smoothed.

"Thank you for coming here tonight," I said, pulling the sheet up to cover my nakedness, suddenly aware of the disparity between us—him nearly dressed in expensive clothes, me lying milk-stained and satisfied on rumpled sheets.

Augustus paused, something flickering in his expression. "The arrangement benefits us both," he said after a moment. You provide something I want, and I provide something you need."

The clinical assessment of our relationship should have felt cold, but there was something refreshingly honest about it. Augustus Smith didn't pretend our connection was more than it was—a mutually satisfying exchange of physical needs.

As he prepared to leave, he turned back, eyes dropping to my sheet-covered breasts. "I've been thinking we should increase our schedule," he said, the business executive proposing an adjustment to terms. "Your production has increased. Twice weekly may no longer be sufficient."

Heat bloomed in my core at the suggestion. "What did you have in mind?"

"Three times minimum," he replied. "With additional sessions as needed. Your body seems to respond best to consistent emptying."

The matter-of-fact way he discussed my condition was interesting. Augustus saw my difference as an asset rather than a liability, something to be maximized rather than minimized.

"Three times works for me," I agreed.

He nodded, satisfied with the negotiation's outcome. "I'll see you at the office tomorrow. And at the conference next weekend."

After he left, I lay in bed, considering the evolution of our arrangement. What had begun as an emergency solution at the retreat had developed into something more structured and significant than I'd anticipated. It was not a relationship in any conventional sense, but certainly more than a casual hookup.

For Augustus, I suspected the appeal remained primarily physical—access to my milk, which he craved with an intensity that bordered on addiction, combined with the sexual satisfaction my body provided. For me, the benefits were both practical and pleasurable—relief from my condition and the undeniable satisfaction of being desired so completely by such a powerful man.

***

The international client conference arrived the following weekend, bringing with it new dimensions to our arrangement. True to his word, Augustus had arranged adjoining suites with a connecting door that allowed discreet movement between our rooms.

During the day, we maintained absolute professionalism—Augustus the commanding CEO, me the competent marketing executive presenting case studies to impressed clients. No one would have guessed from our public interactions that each night, sometimes multiple times, he drank from my breasts with insatiable hunger before fucking me with increasing possessiveness.

It was during the final night of the conference that something shifted between us. Augustus had been particularly demanding that evening, draining my breasts completely before taking me with an intensity that left marks on my hips and shoulders.

"I'm going to Japan next month. Two weeks."

The statement shouldn't have affected me—our arrangement was practical, not emotional—yet I felt an unexpected pang at the thought of going without his relief for so long.

"I'll manage," I said, striving for the same matter-of-fact tone he always used. "The pump you gave me is excellent."

Augustus was quiet for a moment, his thumb idly circling my nipple. "I've been researching," he said finally. "It's not uncommon for production to decrease without regular stimulation. Two weeks might affect what we've established."

The concern surprised me—not just that he'd researched my condition, but that he was thinking ahead to maintain what we'd built. "What are you suggesting?"

"I've arranged for my physician to write prescriptions for medications that can help maintain your current levels," he said, the CEO presenting a solution to a business problem.

The extent of his planning, all to ensure my milk production remained consistent during his absence, was both touching and slightly unsettling.

"That's... thorough," I managed, unsure how to respond to this unexpected level of investment.

"I protect my investments," he replied simply, as if that explained everything. His hand moved to cup my breast more possessively. "And I've invested considerable time in optimizing your production."

As he drank from me with renewed hunger, I realized our arrangement had evolved into something neither of us had initially anticipated—not romance, certainly, but a unique bond centered around my condition and his desire for it. Whether this would remain sustainable long-term remained to be seen, but for now, I was content to let Augustus Smith drink his fill, satisfying both our needs in the process.

After all, Augustus Smith didn't do love or romance. He did business. And for now, our particular business remained mutually satisfying in every way that mattered.

To be continued…

Read what happens after her promotion in Milk for the Intern!


WANT MORE HUCOW GOODNESS?

HUCOW MAID
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WANTED - A housekeeper to cook, clean, and milk!

Bryan is a rich single dad looking for a new housekeeper and he has very specific tastes. Not only is he looking for a maid to cook and clean, but also to indulge in his domestic hucow fantasies. When he meets the beautiful and submissive Belinda, he knows that she’s the perfect hucow to meet all of his needs.

READ HERE


Would you like a FREE copy of X. Callisto’s Bearing the Alien’s Spawn?

Newsletter Subscribers get their own copy of the too-hot-for-the-‘zon
EXTENDED and UNCENSORED version.

CLICK HERE TO CLAIM YOUR COPY
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https://mybookcave.com/direct/bearing-the-aliens-spawn-extended-edition/


OTHER BOOKS BY X. Callisto

DOMESTIC HUCOWS

Hucow Sitter

Hucow Maid

Hucow Trainer

Hucow Nurse

Hucow Milk Maid

Hucow Nanny

HUCOW SANCTUARY RANCH

Milked on the Ranch

Promised to the Ranch

Owned by the Ranch

Mated on the Ranch

Taken to the Ranch

Saved by the Ranch

Shared by the Ranch

Hidden on the Ranch

Trapped on the Ranch

Traded to the Ranch

Punished on the Ranch

Coming Soon!

MILKED BY THE BOSS

Milk for the Boss

Milk for the CEO

Milk for the Office

Milk for the Intern

Milk for the Client

Coming Soon!

HUCOW INVASION

Hucow Invasion

Hucow Invaders

Hucow Raiders

THE MILKY WAY HUCOW FARM

Bessie

Daisy

Rosie

Maisy

Ellie

HUCOW BED AND BREAKFAST

Dominating the Hucow Maid

Punishing the Hucow Maid

Coming Soon!

HUCOW MAIL ORDER BRIDES

Mail Order Hucow

Hucow Bride

Hucow Engagement

Hucow Honeymoon

Coming Soon!

THE COLLEGE CREAMERY EXCHANGE PROGRAM

Gloria

More coming soon!

HUCOW HOLIDAY SPECIALS

Cookies & Milk

Holly Jolly Hucow

Milk Chocolate

Naughty Hucow

Milk for Santa

Coming Soon!

-

Smashwords Exclusives

Looking for something a little (or a lot) more… taboo? Check out X. Callisto on Smashwords!

X. Callisto’s Smashwords Catalog

-

Chosen for the Alien Experiment

Buy Here

Trapped in the Alien Nest

Buy Here

Bearing the Alien’s Spawn

Buy Here


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

X. Callisto

X. Callisto writes alien-abduction and sci-fi/horror themed erotica. They are an avid monster fucking enthusiast and have spent their life savings on the strangest silicon toys money can buy.

JOIN THE MAILING LIST HERE AND NEVER MISS A NEW RELEASE!

https://tinyurl.com/xcallisto

X. Callisto’s newsletters features promotions, NSFW exclusive cover art, and sneak peaks at the stuff that’s too spicy for Amazon :)
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