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Morgan is assigned to mentor Caleb, a brilliant but inexperienced graduate intern with an unexpected academic background in adult lactation research.

Despite their age difference, Caleb's cocky confidence and scientific fascination with her condition creates an irresistible dynamic that challenges Morgan's assumptions about herself.

As their two-week mentorship unfolds, Morgan discovers that sometimes the student can become the teacher in the most intimate ways.

-

Milk for the Intern is a 16,000-word erotic story featuring age-gap desire, dominant younger man themes, medical play, and one corporate hucow’s journey from shame to acceptance.
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ONE

"Two weeks," Augustus said, his tone leaving no room for discussion despite the unusual nature of his pronouncement. "You'll mentor Foster exclusively, without reporting to me during that period."

I stared at him across his immaculate desk, trying to process what he was suggesting. Since his return from Tokyo nearly two months ago, Augustus had maintained almost exclusive access to my condition, only occasionally allowing Markus or Chris to assist when business demands made it necessary.

"You don't want updates?" I asked, confused by this departure from his typically controlling approach. Augustus Smith monitored my production with obsessive attention, demanding detailed reports and often visual confirmation of my expression sessions.

"Consider it an experiment in delegation," he replied, sliding a folder across the desk toward me. "Foster's credentials are exceptional. Top of his class at Wharton. Multiple internship offers. He chose us specifically for our digital marketing expansion."

I opened the folder, finding a professional headshot of Caleb Foster clipped to his resume. At twenty-four, he had the confident smile of someone who'd never encountered a challenge he couldn't conquer. Dark hair, sharp jawline, piercing eyes that somehow managed to look both intelligent and slightly arrogant even in a professional photograph.

"He starts Monday," Augustus continued, watching me study the file. "You'll be his primary supervisor. All aspects of his orientation fall under your purview."

The emphasis on "all aspects" wasn't subtle.

"And you've already vetted him for...compatibility with my condition?"

"Thoroughly," Augustus confirmed. "Psychological profile indicates adaptability, confidence, and appropriate discretion. Physical parameters appear suitable, should assistance become necessary."

I nearly laughed at the euphemism. "Physical parameters? Did you measure him during the interview?"

“There are ways to assess such matters without direct measurement. His file includes all relevant observations."

Of course it did. Augustus Smith left nothing to chance, especially regarding what he still considered primarily his territory, despite the brief loan of access to Markus, Chris, and occasionally David during his absence.

"And you're comfortable with me handling this without your oversight?" I pressed, still surprised by his willingness to relinquish control.

Augustus's expression remained impassive, but something flickered in his eyes—a calculation I couldn't quite decipher. "I find that periodic independent exploration can yield unexpected benefits. Your time with the others during my Tokyo trip resulted in increased production and enhanced sensitivity upon my return."

Ah, there it was. Augustus was framing this as another business optimization—allowing me time with a new partner to improve what he considered his property. The fact that he chose not to watch or demand reports suggested he was either more confident in his claim on me than before or he had other motivations he wasn't sharing.

"Two weeks," he repeated, standing to indicate our meeting was concluding. "After which we'll resume our regular arrangement."

I rose as well, tucking Foster's file under my arm. "And if we're not...compatible?"

"You will be," Augustus stated with absolute certainty. "After all, I selected him personally."

***

Monday morning arrived with unexpected butterflies in my stomach. I'd spent the weekend reviewing Caleb Foster's impressive credentials while trying not to fixate on Augustus's cryptic suggestion about his "physical parameters." My breasts were uncomfortably full—Augustus had insisted on emptying me thoroughly Sunday evening before beginning what he called my "independent research period."

The marketing department buzzed with the usual Monday energy when a confident knock sounded on my office door.

"Come in," I called, straightening papers on my desk in a belated attempt at organization.

The door opened to reveal Caleb Foster in person—taller than his photograph suggested, with the easy posture of an athlete and the sharp gaze of someone who missed nothing. His suit was impeccably tailored but with subtle touches—a patterned tie, distinctive cufflinks—that suggested he wasn't afraid to stand out.

"Ms. LeLait," he greeted me, crossing my office with purposeful strides. "Caleb Foster. I've been looking forward to working with you."

His handshake was firm, confident without being aggressive, and his smile revealed perfect teeth that probably cost his parents a fortune in orthodontia. Up close, I could see why Augustus had selected him—intelligence shone in his eyes, coupled with the kind of self-assurance that bordered on cockiness.

"Welcome to Smith-Daniels," I replied, gesturing toward the chair across from my desk. "I've reviewed your file. Very impressive background." I didn’t mention that he came from a medical background – strange for a marketing firm, but there was a method to Augustus’ madness. I’d learned that over the past months.

"Thank you," he said, taking the offered seat with casual grace. "Though I'm more interested in what I can accomplish here than what I've done elsewhere. I understand you're leading the digital expansion?"

Direct and focused. No false modesty or nervous chatter. I could see why Augustus had been impressed during the interview process.

"Yes, we're changing the digital team significantly following the Tokyo merger," I explained, launching into an overview of our department's structure and goals.

Throughout my explanation, Caleb listened with evident interest, occasionally asking insightful questions that demonstrated his thorough preparation. He took minimal notes, seeming to absorb information effortlessly. The combination of sharp intellect and casual confidence was admittedly attractive, especially in someone so young.

It was during my explanation of our current client portfolio that I felt the first telltale pressure in my breasts—the familiar heaviness that signaled I'd need to express soon. I shifted slightly in my chair, trying to ignore the growing discomfort as I continued reviewing project timelines.

If Caleb noticed my increasing restlessness, he gave no indication, remaining focused on our professional discussion. By the time we'd covered the essential information, nearly two hours had passed, and my breasts were painfully full, pressing uncomfortably against my blouse despite the special padding I wore.

"That covers the basics," I concluded, checking my watch with what I hoped was casual professionalism rather than obvious discomfort. "Why don't you take some time to review the project files I've shared? We can reconnect after lunch to discuss your initial assignments."

Caleb nodded, then surprised me by remaining seated rather than taking the offered dismissal. "Before that, there's something we should address," he said, his direct gaze making it clear he wasn't referring to work assignments.

My pulse quickened. "What's that?"

"Mr. Smith briefed me on certain aspects of my position that weren't included in the official job description," he said, voice level and matter-of-fact. "Specifically regarding additional assistance you might require during our mentorship period."

Heat rushed to my face. Of course, Augustus had told him directly. For all his talk of letting me handle the orientation independently, he'd already laid groundwork according to his precise plans.

"I see," I managed, unsure how to respond to his directness. "And you're...comfortable with those aspects?"

Caleb's smile held a confidence that seemed beyond his twenty-four years. "More than comfortable. I consider it an honor to be selected for such a unique position of trust." He glanced pointedly at my chest, where I was certain the dampness was becoming visible despite my protective layers. "And based on your current discomfort, it seems that assistance might be timely."

The boldness of his assessment left me momentarily speechless. Where Augustus would have stated a directive and expected compliance, Caleb had identified the issue and was essentially offering his services with the confidence of someone who knew exactly what he was doing, despite his youth.

"You seem very certain about something you've presumably never encountered before," I observed, curious about his unusual self-assurance regarding my condition.

"I approach new experiences with an open mind and thorough preparation," he replied simply. "Mr. Smith provided educational materials."

Educational materials? What had Augustus given him—medical journals on hyperlactation? Instructional videos? God forbid, the sex tapes?! The thought of Augustus preparing "training materials" for my condition was mortifying.

"Did he now," I said, not quite a question, mind racing with implications. "And you still accepted the position?"

"With enthusiasm," Caleb confirmed, a hint of something darker flickering in his eyes. "I've always been drawn to unique opportunities. This internship offers several."

The tension between us shifted, professional pretense giving way to something more primal as we both acknowledged what was being discussed. My breasts throbbed painfully, making the decision somewhat urgent regardless of my reservations.

"Well then," I said, decision made as I rose from my chair. "Let's continue this orientation somewhere more private."


TWO

Instead of my usual solution—the small conference room with its lockable door—I led Caleb to the executive wellness room adjacent to the executive suite. Ostensibly designed for meditation and stress relief, the small suite featured a comfortable daybed, ambient lighting, and most importantly, complete privacy with no windows and excellent soundproofing.

"Augustus had this built specifically for your needs, didn't he?" Caleb observed as I locked the door behind us, his perception impressive for someone who'd been in the building less than three hours.

"Among other purposes," I confirmed, already unbuttoning my blouse with urgent fingers. The pressure had built to painful levels during our extended meeting, and I needed relief regardless of how this mentorship was about to evolve.

"Let me," Caleb said, stepping forward with unexpected authority, his hands replacing mine on the buttons of my blouse.

I froze, surprised by his directness. Augustus always took control this way, but he was the CEO, twenty years Caleb's senior. The confidence with which this twenty-four-year-old intern was assuming command of the situation was both jarring and strangely exciting.

"I'm perfectly capable," I began, but Caleb merely smiled, continuing to unbutton my blouse with deft fingers.

"I'm sure you are," he agreed, pushing the fabric off my shoulders. "But Mr. Smith emphasized the importance of thorough assistance, and I always exceed expectations."

"You don't seem at all nervous about this situation," I observed as he unhooked my bra with surprising skill, freeing my painfully engorged breasts. "Most men would have questions or hesitation."

Caleb's eyes darkened as he took in the sight of my breasts, already leaking milk that ran in thin rivulets down my torso. "I prefer action to hesitation," he said simply. "And this—" his hands came up to cup the weight of my breasts, testing their fullness with gentle pressure "—doesn't require questions. Your needs are obvious."

Milk immediately flowed more freely at his touch, streaming over his fingers in a way that would have embarrassed me with anyone else. But Caleb's expression showed only appreciation and something like hunger.

"You're much fuller than I expected," he noted, fingers finding the optimal pressure points with surprising accuracy for a first attempt. "The educational materials didn't fully capture the abundance."

Educational materials again. I made a mental note to question Augustus about exactly what "training" he'd provided to this confident young intern.

"It builds up when I go too long between—" I broke off with a gasp as Caleb's thumb brushed over my right nipple, drawing a stronger stream that splashed against his wrist. "Between expression sessions."

"Fascinating," he murmured, watching milk flow over his hands with evident fascination. "And beautiful."

Before I could respond, he surprised me by leaning forward and taking my left nipple into his mouth, drawing deeply with none of the tentative exploration I'd expected from someone new to my condition. The relief was immediate and intense, milk flowing freely into his waiting mouth as he established perfect suction on the first attempt.

"Oh god," I gasped, hands flying to his shoulders for support as my knees threatened to buckle. "You seem to know exactly what you're doing."

He hummed against my flesh, the vibration sending new sensations rippling through me. His free hand continued working my other breast, expressing milk in steady streams that ran down my torso. When he pulled back slightly, milk dripped from the corner of his mouth as he looked up at me.

"Quick learner," he said simply before returning to his task, switching to my right breast while his hand moved to express the left.

As the painful pressure began to subside, replaced by the familiar pleasure of proper emptying, I found myself responding to his unique approach with unexpected intensity. My hands threaded through his dark hair, holding him against me as he drank deeply, his throat working as he swallowed mouthful after mouthful.

"The daybed," I suggested, needing to sit before my trembling legs gave way beneath me. "This will take some time."

Caleb guided me backward without releasing my breast, both of us settling onto the comfortable surface with practiced coordination despite this being our first such encounter. He positioned himself beside me, one hand continuing to work my breast as his mouth pulled rhythmically at the other.

"Your production volume is impressive," he observed during a brief pause to catch his breath, milk glistening on his lips. "Mr. Smith's notes indicated high output, but experiencing it directly exceeds expectations."

"Notes?" I questioned, distracted by the continuing relief as his fingers expressed more milk from my slightly less urgent breast. "Augustus kept notes on my production?"

Caleb smiled, that same confident expression that bordered on cockiness. "Detailed records. Volume measurements, composition variations, response patterns. Very thorough data."

Of course he had. I’d forgotten how Augustus Smith documented everything with scientific precision, apparently including my milk production.

"And he shared all this with you?" I asked, gasping as Caleb returned to my breast, sucking strongly to draw the milk that had pooled during our brief conversation.

He pulled back just enough to respond, "Enough to prepare me adequately," before resuming his feast with evident enjoyment.

As the initial urgency faded and my breasts began to empty, Caleb's touch became more exploratory, less focused solely on relief. His free hand slid from my waist to my hip, then along my thigh, leaving a trail of warmth through the fabric of my skirt.

"Mr. Smith's notes didn't mention how incredibly sexy this would be," he murmured against my skin between pulls. "Feeling you respond, tasting how sweet you are... the data didn't capture that part."

The frank appreciation in his voice sent heat pooling between my legs. "The mentorship involves more than just assistance with my condition," I said, attempting to reassert some professional boundaries despite the intimacy of our position.

Caleb lifted his head, milk dripping from his chin as he fixed me with a startlingly direct gaze. "Of course it does. But right now, this is clearly your most urgent need." His hand moved higher on my thigh, fingers tracing patterns that made my breath catch. "And I believe in addressing priorities in the proper order."

The confidence—arrogance, really—with which he assessed and stated my needs should have been irritating. Instead, I found myself responding to his directness with unexpected arousal. After months of Augustus's controlling approach, there was something refreshing about Caleb's straightforward desire.

"And what do your notes tell you about what happens next?" I challenged, curious how far Augustus's "educational materials" had extended.

A smile spread across Caleb's face—not the polite professional expression from our earlier meeting, but something darker, more predatory. "The notes provided only the basics. But I prefer to conduct my own research." His hand slid beneath my skirt, fingertips tracing the edge of my panties. "With hands-on methodology."

Before I could respond, his mouth returned to my breast, drawing the last milk with perfect pressure while his fingers pushed aside the damp fabric between my thighs, finding me embarrassingly wet despite myself.

I should have stopped him—reasserted the proper mentor-intern dynamic, clarified boundaries, or established ground rules. Instead, I found myself spreading my legs slightly, giving him better access as his confident fingers explored with the same assurance he brought to everything else.

"Caleb," I gasped as he pushed two fingers inside me, curling them forward to hit exactly the right spot on the first try. "This isn't—"

"Isn't what you expected from your new intern?" he finished for me, his thumb finding my clit with unerring accuracy. "I told you, I always exceed expectations."

The cocky assertion, coupled with the skilled movements of his fingers and the continued relief of his mouth on my breast, silenced any further protests. Pleasure built rapidly as he established a rhythm clearly designed to drive me toward climax with efficient determination.

"Your milk flows faster when you're aroused," he observed, pulling back from my nearly emptied breast to watch the last streams respond to his touch. "I wonder how intensely you produce when you come."

The clinical observation, so reminiscent of Augustus yet delivered with youthful enthusiasm rather than measured control, pushed me closer to the edge. Caleb's fingers worked inside me with confident skill while his thumb circled my clit in perfect harmony.

"Let's find out," he suggested, lowering his head to take my nipple into his mouth again, sucking strongly just as his fingers hit that perfect spot inside me.

The relief of the last milk flowing combined with the skilled stimulation between my thighs sent me crashing over the edge. I came with a sharp cry, inner walls clenching around his fingers as waves of pleasure radiated outward. True to his observation, milk sprayed from both breasts in response to my climax, soaking his shirt and face as he continued to work me through the aftershocks.

When I finally collapsed back against the daybed, trembling and sensitive, Caleb withdrew his fingers with a satisfied smile, licking them clean with deliberate eye contact that sent a renewed pulse of arousal through me despite my recent climax.

"Even better than the data suggested," he said with that same confident smile that bordered on arrogance. "Though I'll need multiple sessions to establish proper baselines."

I laughed despite myself, struck by the similarity to Augustus's approach despite the completely different delivery. "You're very sure of yourself for an intern on his first day."

Caleb shrugged, seemingly unconcerned by the milk soaking his expensive shirt. "I understand my value. And now I understand why Mr. Smith selected me specifically for this position." His eyes dropped to my empty breasts. "Two weeks of exclusive mentorship is going to be very educational for both of us."

As I began to put myself back together, Caleb helped with unexpected attentiveness, fetching tissues and helping me clean the milk from my skin before assisting with my bra and blouse. Despite the intimate encounter we'd just shared, he maintained an air of confident professionalism—as if providing sexual relief to his supervisor was simply another task he excelled at.

"I should warn you," I said as we prepared to return to the office, "Augustus can be possessive about my condition. This two-week arrangement is unusual for him."

Caleb's smile held a knowing quality that seemed beyond his years. "Mr. Smith and I had a very clear discussion about expectations and parameters. I understand exactly what this mentorship entails—and what happens when it concludes."

The implication that Augustus and Caleb had explicitly discussed "terms" for my use shouldn't have surprised me, yet it did. The CEO's calculating nature apparently extended to making detailed arrangements for what he still considered primarily his property, even when temporarily loaning access to others.

"Well then," I said, checking my appearance one final time in the small mirror beside the door. "Let's get back to actual work. You do have other responsibilities besides...this."

"Of course," Caleb nodded, straightening his tie with practiced movements. "Though I hope you'll agree this aspect of my internship deserves thorough attention. I believe in excelling at every assigned task."

As we returned to the office, I found myself intrigued by the unique dynamic Caleb brought to our unusual arrangement. Where Augustus controlled, Markus analyzed, and Chris appreciated, Caleb approached my condition with the confident determination of someone accustomed to mastering every challenge.

For the next two weeks, I would be mentoring this cocky young intern in both professional skills and the management of my unique condition. And based on our first session, he was already demonstrating exceptional aptitude in both areas.

Whatever "educational materials" Augustus had provided had clearly prepared Caleb well for his unusual internship. Now I just needed to discover exactly what those materials contained—and why Augustus had chosen to give me these two weeks of independence after months of possessive control.

I had a feeling Caleb Foster's internship was going to be educational for both of us…


THREE

By the end of Caleb's first week, I'd discovered his confidence wasn't just about handling my breasts - the cocky guy brought that energy to everything. He threw out ideas in meetings like he'd been working here for years, not days. When given research tasks, he came back with analysis that made even our most skeptical team members raise their eyebrows. Being young and just an intern didn't faze him - he knew exactly how good he was and didn't give a fuck who knew it.

"Your boy wonder is turning heads," Chris said when we ran into each other in the break room Friday afternoon. As one of my former helpers, he still checked in on me, though he'd backed off after Augustus reclaimed exclusive breast-draining rights after Tokyo. "I heard he went toe-to-toe with Thomas about the Westbrook thing yesterday."

I cringed. "Yeah, he did. Showed up with a completely different approach and data Thomas hadn't even thought about. Brilliant stuff, but the way he delivered it was..."

"Let me guess," Chris grinned. "Cocky as hell without even pretending to respect the hierarchy?"

"Exactly," I said, keeping my voice down even though we were alone. "The kid's incredibly talented, but his ego is just as massive as his brain."

Chris's eyes sparkled with amusement. "And how's he doing with the other part of his job?"

My face flushed hot despite trying to keep my cool. The "other part" had been going just as impressively as everything else Caleb touched. Three times a day, we'd find somewhere private—sometimes the wellness room, sometimes my office after hours, once even the supply closet when a surprise meeting left my tits aching and no time to get anywhere else.

Each time followed the same pattern: Caleb would drain my tits with surprising skill, then get me off with the same cocky self-assurance. Unlike Augustus with his clinical, emotionless approach or Markus with his analytical, data-driven style, Caleb attacked each session like he had something to prove—determined to show off how quickly he learned and how naturally talented he was.

"It's fine," I told Chris vaguely, not wanting to share details despite our history. "He's...attentive."

Chris's smile widened knowingly. "I bet he is. Augustus handpicked him, after all."

The reminder of Augustus's calculated selection made me wonder again about his motives. Why give me this exclusive two-week period with Caleb? What was his angle in this carefully managed arrangement for my condition?

Before I could overthink it, my phone buzzed with a text from the cocky intern himself: Production check needed. Your office. 15 minutes.

I almost laughed at how direct he was. Only a week into his internship, Caleb had started sending these blunt messages about my "production" whenever he decided I needed relief. Unlike Augustus with his clinical terminology or Markus with his spreadsheet schedule, Caleb seemed to just know when my tits were getting uncomfortably full, often texting me before I'd even realized it myself.

"Duty calls," I told Chris, who nodded knowingly.

"Have fun with your wunderkind," he replied with a wink, heading back to the creative department.

When I got back to my office, I found a fresh stack of reports on my desk that weren't there when I'd left for coffee. A Post-it note in Caleb's precise handwriting explained: Completed market analysis with additional demographic breakdowns. Condensed from raw data for efficiency. Will discuss findings after production check.

The casual reference to our upcoming milk-draining session alongside professional work perfectly captured Caleb's approach to his unusual internship—treating both aspects with equal importance and confidence.

Exactly fifteen minutes after his text, my office door opened after a quick knock. Caleb walked in, locked the door behind him without breaking stride. He wore the same crisp button-down and tailored slacks from our morning meeting, though he'd ditched the tie and undone his top button—his only nod to it being Friday afternoon.

"You're behind schedule," he stated flatly, putting his tablet on my desk before walking over to where I stood by the window. "The morning session was nearly three hours ago."

"I had the budget meeting with finance," I explained, already feeling the familiar heaviness in my tits that proved his point. "It ran long."

Caleb reached up and grabbed my breasts through my blouse, weighing them with practiced familiarity despite only knowing me for a week. "You're really full," he noted, his thumbs brushing over my nipples and making me gasp as milk immediately responded, dampening the fabric. "We need to take care of this now."

The confidence this twenty-four-year-old intern showed while handling my body still surprised me. Where Augustus approached my condition with the entitlement of a boss who'd earned the right through seniority and position, Caleb just acted like my body naturally belonged to him—a resource he got to manage because he was so damn capable.

"The blinds," I reminded him, glancing toward the windows facing the next building.

Caleb quickly closed the blinds before coming back to me. His hands made quick work of my blouse buttons, exposing my damp nursing bra underneath. "New bra?" he asked, noticing the different style from my usual practical ones.

"Yeah," I admitted, feeling a little embarrassed by the sexier option I'd picked that morning. "Thought it might be more comfortable for long days."

A knowing smile touched his lips as he unhooked the front clasp, freeing my swollen tits. "Looks better too," he said, watching as milk immediately started leaking from my nipples in thin streams. "But function comes first."

Without more talk, he guided me toward my desk, positioning me against its edge before dropping to his knees. The sight of this confident young intern kneeling in front of me in his expensive clothes should have seemed weird—he was younger, technically worked for me, and certainly had less life experience if not bedroom skills. Yet somehow Caleb made even kneeling seem like he was completely in control.

"You're really fucking full today," he said, hands cupping my tits with perfect pressure that immediately increased the flow to steady streams. "That long meeting really backed you up."

The clinical assessment sounded like something Augustus would say, but with youthful enthusiasm instead of measured control. Before I could respond, Caleb leaned forward and took my right nipple into his mouth, sucking deeply with practiced skill that sent immediate relief flowing through me.

"Oh fuck," I gasped, grabbing his shoulder for support while threading my other hand through his dark hair. "That feels amazing."

Caleb hummed against my skin, the vibration adding new sensation as he continued to drink with obvious enjoyment. His hand worked my other breast, squeezing milk out in steady streams that ran down my torso toward my skirt. After a week of regular sessions, he'd figured out my body remarkably well—how much pressure to use, which motions got milk out most efficiently, how to balance relief with pleasure.

When he pulled back to switch sides, milk dripped from his lips in a way that should have looked ridiculous but instead turned me on incredibly. "You're producing so much," he said, licking a drop from the corner of his mouth before latching onto my left breast. "Keeps exceeding expectations."

As he drank deeply, his free hand slid up my thigh, pushing my skirt higher with practiced ease. This had become our routine—emptying my tits followed seamlessly by getting me off, all approached with the same confident mastery.

"We have the marketing presentation at three," I reminded him, though my body was already responding to his touch, my thighs spreading instinctively to give him better access.

Caleb released my breast just long enough to say, "I'll make it quick," before returning to feast on me with undiminished enthusiasm.

His fingers found the edge of my panties, pushing the damp fabric aside to explore with confident familiarity. A week of regular sessions had taught him exactly how to touch me—how much pressure, which rhythms, what angles made me respond strongest.

"Already so wet," he said with satisfaction, two fingers pushing inside me with smooth confidence. "Your arousal syncs directly with milk release. Fascinating physical connection."

The scientific observation delivered while he knelt between my thighs, mouth on my breast and fingers working inside me, was so formally out of place that I couldn't help laughing. "Has anyone ever told you that you sound like a research scientist during sex?"

Caleb's eyes met mine, amusement glinting in them. "I analyze everything thoroughly," he replied, curling his fingers to hit exactly the spot that made my breath catch. "But I balance observation with hands-on application."

To prove his point, he sucked harder at my breast while his thumb found my clit, circling with perfect pressure that had me gasping within seconds. The dual sensations—the relief of milk flowing freely combined with the building pleasure between my legs—created a symphony of sensation that had me racing toward orgasm embarrassingly quickly.

"That's it," Caleb encouraged, pulling back from my breast to watch milk continue to flow in response to his skilled fingers. "Show me how responsive you are. How perfectly you perform when properly handled."

The slightly arrogant phrasing should have annoyed me, yet in the heat of the moment, it only turned me on more. There was something undeniably hot about this younger man's absolute confidence, his certainty that he could masterfully handle both my leaky tits and my pleasure despite our age difference and professional hierarchy.

When he lowered his head again, this time sucking strongly while grazing my nipple lightly with his teeth, the added sensation pushed me over the edge. I came with a sharp cry, my pussy clenching around his fingers as waves of pleasure crashed through me. My milk flowed faster in response to my orgasm, spraying against his face and chest as he continued to drink deeply.

As the aftershocks subsided, Caleb withdrew his fingers and rose smoothly to his feet, looking entirely too composed for someone with milk-dampened clothes and the scent of my arousal on his skin.

"Mission accomplished," he noted with that same confident smile that bordered on cockiness. "Both productivity and satisfaction metrics in the green."

I laughed despite myself, still catching my breath as I began to straighten my clothing. "Do you quantify everything?"

"I like measurable outcomes," he replied, grabbing tissues from my desk to clean his hands meticulously. "Success should be definable and repeatable."

Despite his youth, there was something of Augustus in his methodical approach—a desire to optimize, to perfect, to master every challenge presented. Yet where Augustus's control came from corporate authority and life experience, Caleb's confidence seemed innate—the natural assurance of someone who had never seriously doubted his own exceptional abilities.

"The presentation materials are ready," he continued seamlessly, as if we hadn't just been intimate in my office. "I've added several slides addressing potential client objections based on the previous campaign feedback."

The casual transition from sexual relief to professional matters was another aspect of Caleb's approach that both impressed and slightly unnerved me. Where Augustus maintained clear lines between business and pleasure, Caleb seemed to view both as equally natural aspects of our working relationship—tasks to be managed with the same efficient competence.

"Let me see what you've got," I said, settling into my chair as Caleb grabbed his tablet.

For the next thirty minutes, we reviewed his presentation additions, which showed the same exceptional insight and confident approach he brought to everything else. By the time we headed to the client meeting, both my professional and physical needs had been thoroughly satisfied, and Caleb showed not the slightest hint that anything unusual had happened between us.


FOUR

That evening, as I got ready to leave the office, Caleb appeared in my doorway with his bag already slung over his shoulder. "Dinner plans?" he asked bluntly.

"Nothing specific," I replied, surprised by the question. Our arrangement so far had stayed within office hours—productive "relief sessions" integrated into our workday routine.

"Join me," he said, the words more command than invitation despite his easy smile. "I've made reservations at Terroir. Seven-thirty."

Terroir was one of the city's most exclusive restaurants—notoriously hard to book without weeks of advance notice. The casual way Caleb mentioned securing reservations on a Friday night spoke volumes about his confidence and connections.

"That's presumptuous," I observed, though I found myself intrigued rather than offended by his directness. "Both assuming I'm available and that I'd want to extend our professional relationship into personal time."

Caleb's smile didn't falter. "Calculated risk, not presumption. Our arrangement works better with deeper understanding. Shared experiences outside the office will improve our professional dynamic." He checked his watch—an expensive timepiece that suggested family money behind his polished exterior. "Besides, your tits will need attention later tonight. More enjoyable to handle that after an excellent meal than in an empty office."

The practical assessment, delivered with such matter-of-fact confidence, made it difficult to find a reasonable objection. And truthfully, I wasn't looking for one. After a week of Caleb's unique approach to my condition, I found myself curious about the man behind the cocky exterior.

"Alright," I agreed, gathering my things. "But this is still part of your internship mentorship. Not a date."

"Of course," he replied, that knowing smile suggesting he saw through my attempt at professional boundaries. "Purely collegiate interaction with practical benefits."

Terroir proved even more impressive than its reputation suggested—intimate lighting, perfect service, and a wine selection that would impress even the pickiest wine snob. Caleb ordered for both of us with the easy confidence of someone used to fine dining, selecting a vintage that paired perfectly with our courses without consulting the sommelier.

"You seem very at home here," I observed as our appetizers arrived. "Not typical for most twenty-four-year-old interns."

"My father believes in experiential education," Caleb replied, sipping his wine with obvious appreciation. "Fine dining, cultural events, international travel—all considered essential preparation for business success."

"And what does your father do?" I asked, genuinely curious about the background that had produced this extraordinarily confident young man.

"Venture capital," Caleb answered. "Founded Foster Partners when I was a kid. Primarily tech investments and strategic acquisitions."

The casual reference to what was likely a multi-million dollar firm explained much about Caleb's confidence. He'd grown up with money and privilege, his path smoothed by family connections and resources. Yet his accomplishments at Wharton and his evident capabilities suggested he wasn't merely riding on family advantage.

"And you chose marketing rather than finance?" I prompted, wondering about his career path.

Something flashed in his eyes—a momentary intensity before his easy confidence returned. "I prefer creating value to merely measuring it," he said. "Marketing lets me directly influence consumer behavior and brand perception. More interesting challenges than pure financial manipulation."

Throughout dinner, I discovered layers to Caleb that his workplace performance hadn't revealed. Behind the cocky exterior was a genuinely curious mind, well-read and thoughtfully opinionated on topics ranging from behavioral economics to contemporary art. He listened with surprising attention when I shared professional experiences, asking insightful questions that showed real interest rather than polite conversation.

By the time we finished dessert, I found myself genuinely enjoying his company beyond our unusual physical arrangement. The age gap that had initially seemed so significant had faded into irrelevance as our conversation revealed a mind that matched mine in both interest and analytical capacity.

"My apartment is nearby," he mentioned as we left the restaurant, the statement once again more declaration than question. "More comfortable than returning to the office for your evening relief."

The directness of his proposition matched his approach to everything else—confident, unapologetic, and strangely compelling despite its presumption. After a week of office-based sessions focused primarily on efficiency, the prospect of a more comfortable setting was admittedly appealing.

"Your apartment," I repeated, considering the implications of this extension to our arrangement. "That seems like crossing a boundary."

Caleb's smile held that now-familiar knowing quality. "Artificial distinction. The location doesn't change what we're doing—only makes it better." He guided me toward a waiting Uber with a light touch at the small of my back. "Besides, I have something to show you that might explain why Augustus decided to loan you out to me."

The cryptic reference to Augustus's motivations piqued my curiosity enough to override my hesitation. What insight might Caleb have into the CEO's decision to grant this unprecedented period of independence?

His apartment, when we arrived, confirmed my suspicions about family wealth. Located in one of the city's most exclusive buildings, the spacious one-bedroom featured floor-to-ceiling windows with spectacular city views, minimalist designer furniture, and art that even my limited knowledge recognized as incredibly expensive.

"Impressive for an intern's housing," I observed, taking in the space that likely cost more monthly than my entire quarterly salary.

"Family keeps a corporate apartment for visits to the city," Caleb explained, moving to a sleek bar cart to pour drinks without asking what I wanted. "More practical than hotels for extended stays."

As he handed me a perfectly mixed Old Fashioned, I noted the ease with which he moved through the space—not the temporary occupancy of someone in a family property, but the comfortable familiarity of a permanent resident. Another small hole in the narrative of the ambitious intern from a wealthy family.

"You mentioned something about Augustus's delegation?" I prompted, accepting the drink and taking a seat on the low leather sofa.

Caleb smiled, settling beside me with casual proximity that somehow managed to feel both presumptuous and natural. "Curious timing for his experiment, wouldn't you agree? Two weeks of independent arrangement, precisely when the Tokyo partnership enters its final contract phase."

I frowned, connecting dots I hadn't previously considered. "Augustus is negotiating the final terms this week and next."

"Requiring his complete focus and attention," Caleb confirmed. "No capacity for managing additional... assets." His eyes dropped briefly to my chest, where I could feel the familiar heaviness building again hours after our office session. "So he arranged appropriate temporary management."

The calculation behind Augustus's decision suddenly seemed obvious. Rather than admitting he would be too busy with the Tokyo contracts to properly attend to my needs, he had framed my time with Caleb as an "experiment in delegation"—maintaining his control while effectively outsourcing my care.

"But why you specifically?" I asked, still puzzled by the selection of this particular intern for such an intimate role. "Why not Markus or Chris, who already knew about my condition?"

Caleb set down his drink, turning to face me more directly. "Several factors, I suspect. My credentials suggest exceptional capability and discretion. My age and temporary position pose minimal threat to his established arrangement." He reached out to brush a strand of hair behind my ear, the gesture casually intimate. "And perhaps most importantly, I possessed certain knowledge that made me uniquely qualified."

"Knowledge?" I repeated, increasingly aware of both his proximity and the growing pressure in my tits.

Instead of answering immediately, Caleb rose and crossed to a sleek desk in the corner, retrieving a tablet that he brought back to the sofa. "This might explain better than I can," he said, opening a folder and handing me the device.

The screen displayed a document titled "Hyperlactation Management Protocol"—a clinical-sounding name that did nothing to prepare me for the contents. As I scrolled through, my shock grew with each page. The file contained detailed notes on my condition—production volumes, optimal expression techniques, response patterns, even photographs documenting milk flow under various stimulation methods.

"What is this?" I demanded, torn between outrage at the invasion of privacy and disturbing arousal at the thoroughness of the documentation. "Did Augustus give you this?"

"He gave me access to his research," Caleb confirmed, watching my reaction with that same confident calm that never seemed to waver. "Pretty comprehensive data collection. Impressive analytical approach."

"This is—" I broke off, struggling to find the right word for the meticulous documentation of what I'd thought were private moments between Augustus and myself. "This is completely invasive."

"It's thorough," Caleb corrected, taking the tablet and scrolling to another section that featured annotated images of various expression techniques. "Augustus approaches your condition as a system to be optimized. The data collection is just his method of tracking progress and refining approaches."

The clinical framing was so typically Augustus that I couldn't deny its authenticity. Of course he would document everything—the CEO approached all aspects of his life with scientific precision. Yet seeing the evidence of his methodical record-keeping made me question how much of our arrangement had been about desire versus scientific curiosity.

"And he shared all this with you because...?" I prompted, still trying to understand why Caleb had been selected for this role.

A smile touched Caleb's lips—not the cocky grin I'd grown accustomed to, but something more knowing. "Because I already had relevant expertise. My graduate research at Wharton focused on hormonal response patterns in adult non-gestational lactation."

I stared at him, processing this unexpected revelation. "You studied my condition?"

"That's... not entirely accurate," he said, suddenly looking uncomfortable for the first time since I'd met him.

"What do you mean?" I asked, sensing something important was coming.

He took a deep breath. "I'm not actually a marketing student. The resume Augustus gave you was fabricated."

I sat up straighter. "What?"

"I'm pre-med, specializing in endocrinology. My research focused on hormonal response patterns in adult non-gestational lactation. That's how Augustus found me - through my published paper on hyperlactation management."

The revelation hit me like a truck. "So this whole internship..."

"Is a cover," Caleb confirmed. "Augustus approached me three months ago after reading my research. He proposed this arrangement - I pretend to be a marketing intern while actually helping manage your condition. He needed someone with expertise but didn't want to broadcast your medical situation to the company."
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Suddenly, Caleb's immediate comfort with my condition made perfect sense. He hadn't been merely confident in his ability to learn quickly—he'd already possessed extensive theoretical knowledge of hyperlactation before ever meeting me. The marketing brilliance was just a bonus talent.

"So I'm what—your research subject?" I asked, unsure whether to be offended or intrigued by this unexpected dimension to our arrangement. I should have been angry about the deception, but the skilled way his fingers were still tracing patterns on my skin was making it hard to focus on my indignation.

Caleb moved closer, his hand coming up to cup my cheek with surprising gentleness. "You're an extraordinary example of a physiological variation I find fascinating both academically and personally," he said, his voice dropping lower. "I understand if you're upset about the deception, but your condition is medically significant. And right now, your breasts need emptying, which I'm uniquely qualified to help with."

I should have thrown him out then, demanded explanations from Augustus, been furious about being manipulated. But something in the genuine academic fascination in his eyes, combined with the very real skill he'd shown in managing my condition all week, tempered my reaction.

His hand moved from my face to my breast, confirming the fullness that had been building throughout our dinner and conversation. Through my blouse, he assessed my condition with practiced familiarity, his touch triggering an immediate response as milk began to dampen the fabric.

"May I?" he asked, fingers poised at the top button of my blouse—the first time he'd actually requested permission rather than simply proceeding with confident assumption.

The brief display of consideration, combined with the growing discomfort in my breasts, made my decision easy despite my lingering questions about his research focus. "Yes," I nodded, already anticipating the relief his skilled mouth would provide.

Caleb undressed me with practiced efficiency, removing my blouse and bra before guiding me to lie back against the arm of the sofa. Rather than immediately beginning to drain my tits, however, he surprised me by first kissing me deeply—something he hadn't done during our office sessions, which had remained focused on efficient relief rather than broader intimacy.

His kiss was like everything else about him—confident, skillful, and slightly controlling. He knew exactly how much pressure to apply, when to deepen the connection, how to use his tongue to maximum effect. By the time he pulled back, I was breathless and my breasts were leaking freely, milk running in rivulets down my torso.

"Absolutely beautiful," he murmured, watching the white streams with evident fascination. "Even better than the documented examples."

Before I could respond to the clinical observation, he lowered his head to capture one nipple, drawing deeply with perfect pressure that sent immediate relief flooding through me. His hand worked my other breast with practiced skill, fingers expressing milk in steady streams that he occasionally paused to taste directly from his palm.

"So sweet," he commented between pulls, milk glistening on his lips. "Distinctive flavor profile compared to gestational production samples."

The academic terminology delivered while he knelt shirtless between my thighs, milk streaming over his hands and chest, created an erotic cognitive dissonance that somehow intensified the experience. This wasn't just Augustus's possessive feeding or Markus's analytical assistance—this was scientific passion combined with physical desire in a uniquely compelling package.

As milk flowed and pressure eased, Caleb's touches became more exploratory, his free hand tracing patterns across my skin that sent shivers of anticipation through me. Unlike our hurried office sessions, he seemed in no rush here in his apartment, taking time to discover new sensitive spots, new responses, new ways to combine relief with pleasure.

"Your research seems very hands-on," I observed as he switched breasts, his mouth closing over my left nipple while his fingers continued to express milk from the right.

He hummed against my skin, the vibration sending new sensations rippling through me before he pulled back enough to respond. "I believe in comprehensive methodologies. Theory must be validated through practical application."

With my breasts nearly emptied, Caleb's attention shifted, his mouth tracing a path down my torso through the trails of milk that had run from my breasts. When he reached the waistband of my skirt, he looked up with that confident smile I'd come to recognize as his signature expression.

"May I continue my research?" he asked, hands already unfastening the garment with practiced ease.

"For scientific purposes, of course," I replied, lifting my hips to allow him to remove both skirt and panties in one smooth motion.

"Academic rigor is essential," he agreed with mock seriousness, settling between my thighs with purposeful intent. "Requires thorough investigation."

His mouth on me was like everything else about Caleb—confident, skilled, and slightly showing off. He ate pussy with the same determination to excel that he brought to marketing strategies and milk expression, using techniques that suggested extensive practical experience despite his youth.

"Your responsiveness correlates directly with lactation volume," he observed during a brief pause, fingers replacing his tongue as he studied my reactions with academic interest. "Fascinating physiological connection between arousal and production."

The clinical observation delivered while his fingers worked inside me with expert precision was so incongruously formal that I couldn't help laughing, the sound quickly transforming into a moan as he found a particularly sensitive spot.

"Always the researcher," I gasped, hips rising to meet his touch as pleasure built rapidly.

Caleb smiled against my inner thigh, nipping lightly before returning to his task with renewed focus. "Data collection enhances performance," he murmured before applying his tongue with devastating accuracy to the precise spot that made my back arch off the sofa.

Unlike our office sessions, where efficiency was paramount due to time constraints, Caleb seemed determined to explore every response, every sensitivity, every technique that might enhance my pleasure. By the time he finally allowed me to cum, I was trembling and desperate, my body wound tight from his methodical edging.

"Now," he commanded, maintaining eye contact as his fingers curled inside me while his tongue circled my clit with perfect pressure. "Show me your peak response."

The authoritative tone, so confident from someone so young, pushed me over the edge I'd been hovering on. I came with a sharp cry, my pussy clenching around his fingers as waves of pleasure radiated outward. My breasts, though mostly emptied, responded with fresh droplets of milk that beaded at my nipples, a physiological connection Caleb noted with evident fascination.

"Exceptional response pattern," he observed, working me through the aftershocks with skilled precision. "Consistent with theoretical models but exceeding documented parameters."

I'll rewrite this passage to spice it up, focusing on Caleb losing control of his scientific demeanor during sex while maintaining active voice, less formal dialogue, and more explicit language.

Here's the spiced-up version:

As I caught my breath, still trembling from the intensity of my orgasm, Caleb rose from between my thighs and started stripping off his clothes with surprising urgency. His usual methodical movements gave way to something more primal as he yanked his shirt over his head and kicked off his pants. His body, now fully naked, confirmed my suspicions about his fitness regimen—lean muscle rippling across his chest and abs, the kind of physique that screamed dedication rather than just good genes.

"Your turn to contribute to my research," he said, his voice rougher than usual as he rejoined me on the sofa, grabbing my hand and placing it directly on his impressively hard cock. "Time to put all that theoretical knowledge into practice."

I wrapped my fingers around his thickness, feeling him throb against my palm. Despite being younger and technically my subordinate, Caleb remained confident even now—showing me exactly how he wanted to be touched, positioning us for what he called "optimal pleasure vectors," but I could see cracks forming in his scientific facade.

When he finally pushed inside me, his composed expression faltered. "Fuck," he gasped, a decidedly unscientific reaction as he filled me completely. His eyes locked with mine, and for once I saw raw desire overshadowing his usual analytical gaze. "God, you feel amazing," he groaned, establishing a rhythm that suggested either he'd done this many times before or he was a natural fucking genius at it.

As he thrust deeper, Caleb's carefully constructed academic persona began crumbling. His breathing grew ragged, his movements less calculated and more instinctive. "Your internal... muscular response is... exceptional," he tried to observe clinically, but the words came out between desperate pants.

"You're close again," he noted, his voice cracking as he shifted angles to hit deeper inside me. His typical data-collection tone giving way to something more urgent. "Come for me again. I need to feel your pussy squeeze my cock."

The unexpected crudeness from this usually composed researcher, combined with the almost arrogant confidence despite his flushed face and trembling arms, sent me racing toward another climax. When his thumb found my clit, circling with perfect pressure while he pounded into me, I came hard—my walls clenching around him as intense waves of pleasure crashed through me.

My orgasm triggered something primal in him. Caleb's eyes widened, his scientific mask completely shattered. "Fuck, fuck, FUCK!" he shouted, abandoning all pretense of data collection as he drove into me with abandoned force. With a deep, guttural growl that sounded nothing like his measured lecture voice, he slammed into me one final time, his entire body shuddering violently as he came.

For all his academic observations and cockiness, in that moment of release, Caleb was just a man completely lost in pleasure—his carefully maintained control not just temporarily surrendered but thoroughly demolished. Sweat dripped from his forehead, his body trembled, and the look of shocked pleasure on his face told me that even the brilliant researcher hadn't expected his own response to be so overwhelming.

"That was..." he gasped, seemingly unable to find the proper scientific terminology, "...holy shit."

I couldn’t help but laugh.

I should have been angrier about the lies, should have questioned everything more thoroughly. But the relief his skilled hands and mouth provided, combined with the genuine scientific curiosity he brought to my condition, made it impossible to sustain my indignation. There would be time for a reckoning with Augustus later.

One week down, one to go in this unique "internship" arrangement. Whatever Augustus's ultimate plan, I was increasingly certain that none of us would emerge from these two weeks quite the same as we'd entered them.
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Halfway through Caleb's second week, our routine had evolved into something I'd never have anticipated when Augustus first introduced his "delegation experiment." Three times daily, Caleb assisted with my condition—usually in my office with the door locked, occasionally in the wellness room when privacy was a concern. Each evening, I found myself at his apartment, where "data collection" extended far beyond simple relief into increasingly adventurous territory.

"Your production patterns are stabilizing," he observed Tuesday morning, studying my breasts with clinical interest as I sat on the edge of my desk. We'd arrived early specifically to address my condition before the workday began. "Consistent volume, predictable timing. Excellent adaptation to the new management protocol."

I laughed softly at his academic terminology. "Is that your scientific way of saying I'm making milk on your schedule now?"

A smile touched his lips—that confident, slightly arrogant expression I'd come to find unexpectedly appealing. "Your body responds to consistent stimulus with remarkable efficiency. It's simply recognizing optimal management."

Despite being only twenty-four, Caleb discussed my condition with the assured expertise of a specialist twice his age. His pre-med background gave him theoretical knowledge most medical professionals lacked, while our daily sessions had rapidly provided practical experience that transformed theory into skilled technique.

"Optimal management," I repeated, unable to resist teasing him. "And of course, you're the optimal manager?"

"Evidence supports that conclusion," he replied without a hint of self-doubt, hands cupping my breasts to assess their fullness. "Your production volume has increased seven percent since we began our arrangement, while discomfort intervals have decreased by nearly twelve percent."

Only Caleb could make such precise measurements sound like a compliment rather than clinical analysis. Before I could respond, he lowered his head to take my right nipple into his mouth, drawing deeply with the perfect pressure that sent immediate relief flooding through me.

"Oh god, yes," I sighed, threading my fingers through his dark hair as milk flowed freely into his waiting mouth. "That's exactly what I needed."

He hummed against my skin, the vibration adding to the sensation as he continued to drink with evident enjoyment. His hand worked my other breast with practiced skill, expressing milk in steady streams that ran over his fingers and down my torso.

We'd refined our technique over the past ten days—Caleb sitting in my chair, me perched on the edge of my desk, allowing optimal positioning for both relief and subsequent pleasure. As he switched to my left breast, his right hand slid under my skirt with familiar confidence, finding the edge of my panties and pushing them aside to explore with practiced ease.

"Already so wet," he observed, sliding two fingers inside me with smooth assurance. "Arousal response continues to correlate directly with lactation relief. Fascinating connection."

The clinical observation delivered while he fingered me expertly would have seemed odd from anyone else. From Caleb, it was simply his unique approach—academic interest layered over undeniable desire, scientific curiosity enhancing rather than diminishing his obvious enjoyment of my body.

As he continued emptying my breasts with methodical thoroughness, his fingers established a rhythm designed to build pleasure gradually, expertly balanced to reach climax just as my milk flow slowed to completion. After nearly two weeks of regular practice, he'd calibrated his technique with impressive precision.

"Perfect timing," he murmured against my skin as both my milk and arousal peaked simultaneously. "Come for me now, Morgan. Show me how effectively I've emptied you."

The command, delivered with that confident authority that seemed incongruous from someone so young yet suited him perfectly, pushed me over the edge. I came with a muffled cry, inner walls clenching around his fingers as the last milk flowed freely from my breasts.

As I caught my breath, Caleb rose from the chair, licking milk from his lips with evident satisfaction. "Optimal results," he noted, checking his watch. "And still thirty minutes before the staff meeting. Time for coffee?"

The casual way he transitioned from intimate encounter to normal workplace routine was another aspect of Caleb's unique approach that both impressed and slightly unnerved me. Unlike Augustus's careful compartmentalization or Markus's methodical scheduling, Caleb moved seamlessly between professional and personal interactions as if the boundaries were entirely fluid.

"Coffee would be great," I agreed, straightening my clothing and checking for any visible evidence of our activities. "But separate trips to the break room. We shouldn't be seen arriving together too often."

Caleb's smile held a hint of amusement at my caution. "Reasonable discretion, though most colleagues are notably unobservant about matters outside their immediate concerns."

He wasn't wrong. Despite nearly two weeks of regular "sessions" in my office, none of our coworkers seemed to have noticed anything unusual about the time the young intern spent with his supervisor behind closed doors. In a company where twelve-hour workdays and intense mentorship were common, our arrangement had remained remarkably inconspicuous.

***

That afternoon found us back in my office, reviewing the quarterly marketing data Caleb had compiled with his usual exceptional thoroughness. The document displayed the same attention to detail and analytical insight that characterized his approach to everything—whether professional projects or my condition's management.

"These demographic breakdowns are impressive," I noted, genuinely appreciative of his work quality despite our unconventional relationship. "The age-segmented response patterns will be valuable for the next campaign planning cycle."

"The standard demographic categorizations were insufficient," he explained, leaning over my shoulder to point out a particularly detailed section. "I created customized cohort groupings based on behavioral patterns rather than arbitrary age brackets."

It had been nearly four hours since our morning session, and I could feel the familiar heaviness beginning to build in my breasts again—a sensation Caleb noticed with his usual perception.

"You're approaching optimal expression timing," he observed, straightening to close and lock my office door with casual efficiency. "Approximately twenty percent capacity already."

I glanced at the clock—nearly three, with no meetings scheduled until four-thirty. "We should have time."

Caleb nodded, immediately shifting into what I'd come to think of as his "clinical mode"—focused, analytical, approaching my condition with scientific interest layered over evident desire. "Position preference?" he asked, already unbuttoning his sleeves and rolling them back with precise movements.

After nearly two weeks of regular sessions, we'd developed several preferred arrangements depending on time constraints and comfort preferences. "Desk setup," I decided, moving to perch on the edge as we'd done that morning. "Efficient and comfortable."

With practiced coordination, we quickly established our positions—me seated on the desk edge, Caleb in my chair, perfectly positioned to access my breasts while I leaned back slightly on my hands. He made quick work of my blouse buttons, exposing the nursing bra I'd taken to wearing full-time during our arrangement.

"New design again?" he noted, unhooking the front clasp with practiced ease. "Your lingerie selection has become more aesthetically oriented since our arrangement began."

I felt heat rise to my face at his observation. He wasn't wrong—I'd found myself selecting more attractive options recently, though I justified the choices as more comfortable for frequent access rather than acknowledging any desire to appeal to my young pre-med researcher's appreciation.

Before I could respond to his teasing analysis, Caleb leaned forward and took my right nipple into his mouth, drawing deeply with perfect pressure that sent immediate relief flowing through me. His hands cupped the weight of my breasts, fingers working with practiced skill to encourage maximum flow.

"God, that feels amazing," I sighed, threading my fingers through his hair as milk streamed freely into his waiting mouth. "You've gotten so good at this."

He hummed against my skin, the vibration adding new sensation as he continued to drink with evident enjoyment. After nearly two weeks of regular sessions, Caleb had developed an impressive understanding of my body—how much pressure to apply, which motions extracted milk most efficiently, how to balance relief with pleasure.

We were so engrossed in our routine that we almost missed the first knock.

"Morgan? Are you in there?" Thomas Kellerman's voice came through the door, followed by another, more insistent knock. "I need to discuss the Williams proposal before the call."

My eyes flew wide with panic. Thomas was my direct supervisor, and while he'd been supportive of my mentorship of Caleb, he certainly wasn't aware of the specific nature of our arrangement. Being discovered with the intern's mouth on my breast would end both our careers in spectacular fashion.

"One moment!" I called, my voice impressively steady despite my racing heart. With urgent gestures, I directed Caleb under my desk while hastily rebuttoning my blouse.

To his credit, Caleb moved with silent efficiency, sliding into the knee space beneath my desk without hesitation. I quickly rolled my chair into position, effectively hiding him from view, and straightened my clothing as best I could.

"Come in," I called, realizing belatedly that Caleb had locked the door earlier.

After a moment's fumbling with the lock, Thomas entered, a stack of folders under his arm and a frown creasing his forehead. "Why was your door locked?" he asked, his tone more curious than suspicious.

"Sensitive performance reviews," I improvised, gesturing vaguely at my computer screen, which thankfully displayed the quarterly data Caleb and I had been reviewing before our interrupted session. "Didn't want to be disturbed."

Thomas nodded, accepting the explanation without question. "Where's Foster? I thought he was shadowing you this afternoon."

"Coffee run," I lied smoothly, acutely aware of Caleb silently hidden beneath my desk, between my legs. "I'm addicted to those caramel lattes from the place across the street."

"Smart kid, keeping the boss happy," Thomas chuckled, settling into the chair across from my desk and spreading out several documents. "Listen, we need to revisit the Williams proposal before their call. They've added three new product lines they want included in the initial campaign."

As Thomas launched into a detailed explanation of the changes, I felt Caleb shift slightly beneath the desk. A moment later, his hands settled on my knees with deliberate intent. My eyes widened, but I maintained my composure, nodding attentively as Thomas continued outlining the additional requirements.

"So we'll need to expand the digital component significantly," Thomas was saying, pushing a spreadsheet toward me. "At least thirty percent more ad spend than initially projected."

I reached for the document, fighting to keep my expression neutral as Caleb's hands slowly pushed my skirt higher, his fingers tracing patterns on my inner thighs. The boldness of his actions—the risk he was taking while my supervisor sat just feet away—should have terrified me. Instead, I felt a forbidden thrill course through me, intensified by the danger of discovery.

"These numbers seem high for the return we're projecting," I managed to comment, scanning the spreadsheet while Caleb's fingers hooked into the waistband of my panties, tugging them aside with delicate precision. "Have we run a cost-benefit analysis on the expanded scope?"

Thomas launched into a detailed explanation of the financial projections, completely unaware of the intern now positioned between my thighs, his breath warm against my increasingly damp center. When Caleb's tongue made first contact—a long, deliberate stroke through my folds—I nearly gasped aloud, disguising the sound as a cough at the last moment.

"Are you alright?" Thomas asked, glancing up with mild concern.

"Fine," I assured him, taking a sip from the water bottle on my desk. "Just a dry throat."

Beneath the desk, Caleb continued his covert assault, his tongue exploring with the same methodical thoroughness he brought to his professional tasks. Each stroke was precisely calculated to provide maximum sensation while drawing minimal visible reaction—the perfect balance of pleasure and discretion.

"The key demographic is shifting younger," Thomas continued, turning to a new page in the report. "We need to adjust our voice and platform selection accordingly."

I nodded, struggling to maintain focus as Caleb's tongue circled my clit with devastating accuracy. "We should consider TikTok integration," I suggested, my voice remarkably steady despite the mounting pleasure building between my thighs. "Their user metrics align with the target audience."

Thomas brightened. "Excellent idea. Can you have Foster put together some preliminary concepts?"

The irony of discussing work assignments for Caleb while he currently performed a very different task beneath my desk nearly made me laugh. "He's already working on platform recommendations," I managed, gripping the edge of my desk as Caleb slid two fingers inside me while maintaining the rhythmic attention of his tongue.

The dual sensation—his fingers curling to hit exactly the spot that made my thighs tremble, his tongue circling with perfect pressure—pushed me dangerously close to the edge. Maintaining professional composure while Caleb skillfully drove me toward climax required every ounce of self-control I possessed.

"The timeline is tight," Thomas was saying, checking his calendar. "We need concept approval by next Wednesday."

"We'll make it happen," I assured him, subtly pressing my thighs together in a futile attempt to control Caleb's access. The action only seemed to encourage him, his efforts redoubling as if accepting a silent challenge.

As Thomas continued outlining project requirements, Caleb established a rhythm clearly designed to push me over the edge—fingers thrusting in counterpoint to his tongue's movements, the combination nearly unbearable in its intensity. The forbidden nature of the situation, the risk of discovery by my supervisor sitting merely feet away, heightened every sensation to an almost painful degree.

"Morgan? Did you hear what I said about the budget constraints?" Thomas asked, peering at me with mild concern.

"Yes, sorry," I responded, gathering my fractured focus with heroic effort. "We'll need to be creative with resource allocation. Perhaps repurpose some assets from the Henderson campaign."

The suggestion seemed to satisfy him, and he returned to his notes while Caleb continued his relentless attention beneath the desk. I could feel climax approaching inexorably, my inner walls beginning to tighten around his fingers as pleasure coiled tighter and tighter at my core.

"One last thing," Thomas said, checking his watch. "Augustus wants updates on Foster's progress. How's the mentorship proceeding?"

The question, so innocently unaware of the literal meaning in our current situation, pushed me to the very edge of control. "He's exceeding all expectations," I managed, voice only slightly strained. "Remarkably skilled for his experience level."

Beneath the desk, I felt Caleb's silent laughter against my thigh, followed by a particularly clever flick of his tongue that nearly undid me completely.

"Excellent," Thomas nodded, gathering his papers. "Augustus had high hopes for him. Glad to see his confidence was justified."

As Thomas stood to leave, Caleb chose that precise moment to curl his fingers just so while sucking gently on my clit—the combination that he'd learned would unfailingly trigger my climax. The orgasm hit with devastating intensity, forcing me to grip my desk white-knuckled while maintaining a neutral expression through sheer force of will.

"We'll continue this discussion at the team meeting tomorrow," Thomas said, completely oblivious to my silent climax occurring mere feet away. "Have Foster compile those TikTok metrics for review."

"Will do," I replied, voice remarkably steady despite the waves of pleasure still pulsing through me. "I'll let him know as soon as he returns."

With a final nod, Thomas left, pulling the door closed behind him. The moment he was gone, I pushed back from the desk, finding Caleb looking up at me with that confident smile that bordered on smugness, his chin glistening with evidence of his activities.

"Are you completely insane?" I hissed, though there was little real anger behind the words—the lingering pleasure of my climax making it difficult to summon genuine outrage.

"Calculated risk," he replied, rising smoothly from his hidden position with characteristic confidence. "Exceptional control on your part. Most impressive."

"He could have seen you!" I pointed out, still trying to regulate my breathing. "We both could have been fired."

Caleb shrugged, straightforward as always. "Minimal possibility given the desk configuration and your positioning. I assessed the angles before proceeding." He retrieved a handkerchief from his pocket, wiping his face with fastidious care. "Besides, the elevated risk significantly enhanced your physiological response. Your orgasm was approximately thirty percent more intense than our morning session."

Only Caleb could make such a clinical observation sound like a point of pride rather than scientific data collection. Despite my lingering concern about the risk he'd taken, I couldn't deny the intensity of my response—the forbidden nature of our activity had indeed heightened every sensation to extraordinary levels.

"That's not the point," I insisted, straightening my clothing and attempting to regain professional composure. "We agreed to discretion. That was the opposite of discreet."

"Discretion was maintained," he countered, looking completely unruffled despite having just performed oral sex under a desk during a business meeting. "Thomas remained unaware. No negative consequences materialized. Only positive outcomes were achieved."

"We were lucky," I maintained, though my protest lacked conviction. "Don't try anything like that again."

"Fine. But, everything is an opportunity for data collection and hypothesis testing," he confirmed without hesitation. "Particularly regarding your unique condition and responsive patterns."

Before I could formulate a suitable response, my phone chimed with a calendar alert for an upcoming client call. The reminder of professional responsibilities effectively ended our extraordinary interlude, returning us to the workplace reality that existed alongside our unusual arrangement.

"We should prepare for the Wilson call," I said, sliding back into supervisor mode with practiced ease. "And for the record, this discussion isn't over."

Caleb's confident smile suggested he considered it very much over—another calculated risk successfully navigated, another boundary pushed with his characteristic boldness. "I'll compile those TikTok metrics Thomas requested," he said, moving toward the door with casual professionalism. "And I'll see you at seven. My apartment. I have a new theory about production stimulation I'd like to test."

The matter-of-fact way he issued the dinner invitation—the absolute certainty that I would comply with his suggested schedule despite being his supervisor—should have irritated me. Instead, I found myself nodding in agreement, already anticipating whatever "new theory" he planned to explore.


SIX

I arrived at Caleb's apartment at seven, curiosity about his "new theory" overriding my earlier resolve to establish clearer boundaries. After the risky encounter in my office that afternoon, I should have been more cautious, more professional. Instead, I found myself increasingly drawn to his bold approach and clinical curiosity about my condition.

He opened the door wearing only dress pants and an unbuttoned shirt, clearly fresh from the shower. "Right on schedule," he noted with approval, stepping back to admit me. "Consistency benefits data collection."

"Is that what I am? A data point?" I asked, following him into the now-familiar space.

"You're an exceptional research subject," he corrected, moving to a sleek bar cart to pour drinks without asking my preference. "Both professionally and physiologically unique."

The casual confidence with which he assessed me—as if his judgment carried undisputed weight despite his youth and subordinate position—should have been irritating. Instead, I found it oddly compelling, his absolute certainty creating its own gravity.

"Your new theory?" I prompted, accepting the perfectly mixed Old Fashioned he handed me. "You mentioned wanting to test something."

Caleb's smile held that familiar academic eagerness layered over desire. "Research suggests production volume correlates with stimulation duration and intensity," he explained, leading me toward his bedroom rather than the living room where we'd typically begin our evening sessions. "I've designed an experimental protocol to maximize output through sustained stimulus management."

The clinical phrasing made me laugh despite myself. "In plain English?"

"I want to see how much milk I can make you produce through extended stimulation," he clarified, his direct gaze holding none of Augustus's possessive hunger or Markus's analytical detachment—just pure scientific curiosity and undisguised desire. "Properly managed arousal should significantly increase lactation volume and duration."

Heat pooled between my legs at his blunt explanation. "And how exactly do you plan to manage my arousal?"

Rather than answering verbally, Caleb led me into his bedroom, where I immediately noticed several new items arranged on the bed—silken ropes, what appeared to be a small vibrator, and an unusual device I didn't immediately recognize.

"Optimal stimulation requires control of multiple variables," he explained, setting down his drink and turning to face me. "Including movement, response timing, and release parameters."

Understanding dawned as I looked at the arranged items. "You want to tie me up."

"Restraint enhances sensory focus," he confirmed without hesitation. "And allows precise control of stimulation intensity and duration." His eyes met mine directly. "The research hypothesis requires maintaining you at peak arousal while preventing climax until maximum milk production is achieved."

The clinical explanation of what would essentially be extended erotic torture delivered in his matter-of-fact tone sent an unexpected shiver down my spine. This was far beyond our usual sessions—more intimate, more controlling, more intense than anything we'd explored during our arrangement.

"That's... quite a theory," I managed, trying to maintain some semblance of the professional superiority our actual positions demanded, despite my body's immediate and obvious interest in his proposal.

Caleb simply waited, watching my reaction with that penetrating gaze that seemed to see through any pretense. "The decision is yours," he said after a moment. "Though physiological indicators suggest significant interest in the experimental protocol."

He wasn't wrong. Despite any intellectual reservations, my body had responded with unmistakable arousal to his proposed experiment—nipples already tightening against my blouse, a dampness gathering between my thighs.

"For science, then," I said, decision made. "What's your experimental procedure, Dr. Foster?"

A smile touched his lips at the teasing title. "Initial baseline assessment requires removal of all clothing," he directed, already moving to help with the buttons of my blouse. "Followed by measurement of current production capacity."

The research terminology layered over what was clearly a sexual scenario created an erotic cognitive dissonance that somehow heightened my anticipation. As Caleb methodically undressed me, his hands moved with clinical precision yet unmistakable appreciation, cataloging my body with both scientific interest and male desire.

When I stood naked before him, he guided me to sit on the edge of the bed, immediately kneeling to examine my breasts with focused attention. "Current fullness approximately forty percent of capacity," he assessed, fingers gently probing the tissue with practiced familiarity. "Ideal starting condition for the experiment."

Before I could respond, he rose and began removing his own clothing with efficient movements, revealing the lean, muscled physique I'd come to appreciate over our two weeks together. For someone so young, Caleb carried himself with remarkable poise, comfortable in his naked body in a way that suggested complete self-confidence.

"Lie back," he instructed, gathering the silken ropes. "Arms extended."

I complied, a mixture of nervousness and arousal coursing through me as he began securing my wrists to his headboard with practiced knots. "You seem experienced with restraints," I observed, testing the bonds—firm but not uncomfortable.

"I find precision in all skills worth cultivating," he replied, moving to secure my ankles in a similar fashion, spreading my legs to allow complete access. "Proper technique ensures both security and comfort."

Once I was fully restrained—spread-eagled on his bed, completely exposed to his clinical gaze and whatever experimentation he had planned—Caleb sat beside me, running his hands lightly over my body in what felt like a scientific assessment of my responsiveness.

"The experiment begins with establishing baseline sensitivity metrics," he explained, fingers tracing patterns across my skin that sent shivers of anticipation through me. "Followed by graduated stimulation protocols designed to maximize arousal while controlling release."

The academic terminology delivered while I lay naked and bound before him created an erotic tension that had me already aching with need before he'd even properly begun. When his hands finally reached my breasts, testing their weight and current milk content with gentle squeezes, I gasped at the heightened sensitivity restraint seemed to create.

"Fascinating," he murmured, watching a drop of milk form at my right nipple in response to his touch. "Restraint appears to enhance let-down reflex responsiveness. Consistent with theoretical predictions."

He leaned down to capture the drop with his tongue, the brief contact sending electricity coursing through me. Instead of beginning to drink as he normally would, however, Caleb pulled back, reaching for what I now recognized as a breast pump—though significantly smaller and more sophisticated than the one I typically used.

"This device allows precision control of suction intensity and rhythm," he explained, attaching the first cup to my right breast with clinical efficiency. "Essential for maintaining optimal stimulation without triggering complete let-down."

When the second cup was secured to my left breast, Caleb activated the device, adjusting settings on a small control panel. The sensation was unlike anything I'd experienced—gentle pulses of suction that stimulated without providing the full relief of expression, creating a building pressure that was both pleasurable and slightly maddening.

"The protocol maintains sub-threshold stimulation," he explained, watching my reactions with scientific interest. "Production is initiated without complete expression, increasing sensitivity and volume accumulation."

As the device worked on my breasts with its teasing rhythm, Caleb turned his attention elsewhere, hands exploring with deliberate thoroughness, finding sensitive spots I hadn't even realized existed. His touch was methodical yet sensual, clinical yet unmistakably arousing—the perfect embodiment of his unique approach to my condition.

"Primary arousal pathways established," he noted, fingers finally sliding between my thighs to find me embarrassingly wet. "Excellent initial response."

He explored with practiced familiarity, already knowing exactly which touches produced the strongest reactions after our two weeks together. Yet tonight's approach was different—whenever I began to climb toward climax, he would immediately withdraw or change his technique, keeping me hovering at the edge without allowing release.

"The research hypothesis requires sustained arousal without climax," he reminded me when I whimpered in frustration as he once again pulled away just as pleasure began to peak. "Production volume correlates directly with arousal duration."

The clinical explanation did nothing to alleviate the building desperation as he continued this exquisite torture—bringing me repeatedly to the brink only to deny completion, all while the pump maintained its rhythmic teasing of my increasingly sensitive breasts.

"Your milk production is accelerating," he observed after what felt like hours but was likely only twenty minutes of this treatment. "Visible evidence of the correlation between arousal and lactation."

I glanced down to see milk now streaming into the collection cups despite the gentle nature of the stimulation, my body's response to the sustained arousal more abundant than anything I'd experienced previously.

"Please," I gasped as he once again brought me to the edge with skilled fingers before withdrawing. "I need—"

"Not yet," Caleb interrupted, checking what appeared to be actual research notes on his bedside table. "Maximum production requires minimum forty minutes of sustained arousal before release."

The realization that he was conducting this as an actual experiment, complete with documented protocols and time parameters, was both frustrating and unexpectedly arousing. Even in this most intimate scenario, Caleb maintained his academic approach, treating my body as a fascinating research subject worthy of thorough scientific investigation.

He continued his methodical stimulation, adding the small vibrator to his arsenal of techniques, placing it against my clit just long enough to send me racing toward the edge before removing it with clinical precision. Each time I approached climax only to be denied, my milk production seemed to increase, flowing more abundantly into the collection cups that were now nearly half full.

"Remarkable correlation between frustrated arousal and production volume," Caleb noted, genuine academic excitement in his voice as he observed the filling containers. "Your body is demonstrating extraordinary response to the protocol."

The praise, delivered as scientific observation rather than lover's flattery, somehow intensified my arousal further. After nearly forty minutes of this exquisite torture, I was desperate for release, my body trembling with need, milk flowing freely in response to the sustained arousal.

"Collection volume approaching maximum capacity," Caleb observed, checking the cups with evident satisfaction. "Final phase of the protocol may commence."

He removed the pump with careful movements, setting aside the containers of milk before immediately lowering his head to my right breast. The sensation of his hot mouth replacing the mechanical stimulation tore a cry from my throat, the difference so intense it nearly triggered climax without additional touch.

"Extraordinary sensitivity," he murmured against my skin between pulls, drinking deeply as milk flowed abundantly after the extended stimulation. "Protocol exceeding projected outcomes."

As he continued to drink from my overproducing breasts, alternating between them with scientific thoroughness, his hands resumed their skilled exploration between my thighs. This time, however, he didn't withdraw as I approached the edge, instead intensifying his efforts with deliberate intent.

"Simultaneous release of milk and orgasm should produce optimal hormonal cascade," he explained, momentarily pulling back from my breast, milk dripping from his lips. "When I give permission, you'll demonstrate the correlation."

The commanding tone from someone so young should have seemed absurd. Instead, I found myself nodding desperately, willing to comply with whatever conditions he set if it meant finally receiving the release my body so desperately craved after his extended teasing.

Caleb returned to drinking deeply, one hand working between my thighs, bringing me rapidly to the edge I'd been denied so many times. Just as I teetered on the brink, he pulled back slightly, his eyes meeting mine with academic intensity.

"Now," he commanded. "Show me the correlation."

The permission, combined with a particularly clever curl of his fingers and the continued pulling of his mouth at my breast, sent me crashing into the most intense orgasm I'd ever experienced. I came with a hoarse scream, back arching against my restraints, milk flowing in seemingly endless streams as pleasure radiated outward in waves that seemed to go on forever.

Caleb continued drinking deeply throughout my climax, his fingers working to prolong the sensation, his eyes watching with scientific fascination as my body demonstrated exactly the physiological response he'd hypothesized. As one orgasm began to subside, he shifted his attention and technique slightly, triggering another wave before the first had fully receded.

"Extraordinary response pattern," he noted during a brief pause, milk dripping from his chin as he observed my continued reactions. "Multiple climax capacity significantly exceeds standard parameters."

The clinical observation delivered while he continued to work my overstimulated body toward yet another peak created an erotic contradiction that somehow intensified everything. I lost count of how many times I came under his methodical attention, each orgasm seeming to trigger renewed milk production that he drank with evident satisfaction.

By the time he finally relented, I lay boneless and completely emptied, my body trembling with aftershocks, breasts remarkably devoid of the familiar weight and pressure despite having produced more milk than I'd thought possible.

"Hypothesis confirmed," Caleb stated with evident academic satisfaction as he carefully removed my restraints, checking each wrist and ankle for any signs of stress. "Sustained arousal significantly increases production volume and extends expression duration."

The matter-of-fact assessment of what had been an extraordinarily intense sexual experience was so typically Caleb that I couldn't help laughing despite my exhaustion. "Is that your scientific conclusion, Dr. Foster?"

A smile touched his lips as he gathered me against him with unexpected tenderness. "Initial findings strongly support the theoretical model," he confirmed, stroking my hair with gentle fingers. "Though additional trials would be beneficial for statistical validity."

The implication that he wanted to repeat this experience hung between us, complicated by the reality neither of us had acknowledged throughout our evening—tomorrow marked the end of his two-week "internship" rotation with me, and Augustus's return from Tokyo.

"Tomorrow's your last day," I said finally, voicing what we'd both been avoiding.

"My formal mentorship concludes," Caleb confirmed, his usual precision with language momentarily faltering. "And I return to complete my doctoral program next week."

The statement landed with unexpected weight. Throughout our arrangement, I'd somehow forgotten the fundamental reality—Caleb wasn't just pretending to be an intern at our company but a graduate student completing a temporary professional experience before returning to his academic career.

"Your doctoral program," I repeated, pieces falling into place. "In lactation research?"

"Hyperlactation syndrome and non-gestational lactation variations," he clarified, academic passion evident in his voice despite our intimate position. "This internship was specifically structured to further my research while providing practical business experience."

The realization that our entire arrangement had been part of his academic pursuit should have made me feel used, yet somehow it only enhanced the unique connection we'd developed. Caleb had approached my condition with genuine scientific fascination layered over undeniable desire—a combination that had proven remarkably satisfying over our two weeks together.

"So I've been your research subject all along," I said, unable to muster any real indignation.

"An exceptional research subject," he corrected, that familiar confident smile returning. "Your condition presents rare study opportunities that substantially advance theoretical understanding of non-gestational lactation."

I laughed at his academic framing of what had been an intensely physical relationship. "Happy to advance science through my leaky breasts."

"Your contribution to the field is significant," he replied with such earnest appreciation that I couldn't help feeling a strange pride in my unusual condition. "The data collected during our sessions will substantially enhance understanding of management protocols for similar cases."

As we lay together in what we both recognized was our final night, Caleb shared more details about his research—his academic focus on hyperlactation as a physiological variation rather than a disorder, his plans to develop improved management protocols based on our sessions, his hopes that better understanding would reduce the shame and isolation many women experienced with the condition.

His passion for the subject, his genuine belief in the importance of his research, gave our unconventional arrangement a meaning beyond mere physical satisfaction. In his own clinical way, Caleb had helped me see my condition not as an embarrassing abnormality but as a fascinating physiological variation worthy of serious scientific study.

When we finally drifted to sleep, his arms wrapped around me with surprising tenderness for someone so typically focused on data rather than emotion, I found myself grateful for our brief time together despite its impending conclusion.


SEVEN

Caleb's final day as my dedicated pretend-intern proceeded with surprising normalcy. We attended meetings, reviewed campaign materials, and discussed project next steps with professional focus that gave no hint of our extracurricular activities. The only acknowledgment of our unusual arrangement came in the form of a brief text message:

Final relief session, 4PM. Wellness room. Data collection completion required.

I found myself in the designated location at the appointed time, a mixture of emotions churning beneath my professional exterior. Over the past two weeks, Caleb had transformed from Augustus's calculated delegation to something unexpectedly significant—not just relief for my condition, but a unique approach that had changed how I viewed myself.

When he arrived, precisely on time as always, he locked the door behind him with practiced efficiency before turning to face me. "Final data collection," he stated, already unbuttoning his sleeves with methodical movements. "Completion metrics should be comprehensive."

Despite the clinical terminology, there was something different in his eyes—an intensity that went beyond scientific interest or physical desire. As he helped me out of my blouse with familiar ease, his touches lingered slightly longer than necessary, his clinical assessment of my condition interrupted by moments of what almost seemed like sentimental appreciation.

"Production volume appears optimal," he noted, cupping my breasts with gentle pressure that immediately drew milk in thin rivulets. "Response conditioning has been remarkably successful."

"Your research methods were very thorough," I acknowledged, a smile touching my lips as he lowered his head to my right breast, drawing deeply with now-perfect pressure that sent immediate relief flowing through me.

Unlike our usual efficient office sessions, Caleb took his time with this final expression, alternating between breasts with deliberate thoroughness, his hands exploring my body with what felt like memorizing intent. When he finally brought me to climax with skilled fingers, his mouth never leaving my breast, the intensity seemed heightened by the knowledge of our arrangement's impending conclusion.

Afterward, as we straightened our clothing in preparation to return to professional roles, Caleb handed me a small flash drive. "Complete research documentation," he explained. "Production data, response patterns, optimization protocols. For your personal records."

The gesture was so typically Caleb—clinical yet thoughtful, focused on data yet unmistakably personal in its own way. "Thank you," I said, pocketing the drive with genuine appreciation. "Very thorough of you."

"Thoroughness is essential in quality research," he replied, his usual confidence momentarily softened by what appeared to be genuine regret. "Augustus returns tomorrow morning. And I leave for the university on Sunday."

The statement hung between us, the reality of our arrangement's conclusion unavoidable. Whatever unexpected connection we'd developed over these two weeks, it had always been temporary—a brief intersection of our paths that was never meant to continue beyond this assigned period.

"Your research on hyperlactation will help others," I said, finding unexpected comfort in the thought that our unusual arrangement might ultimately benefit women with my condition. "I'm glad I could contribute to the data."

A rare genuine smile crossed Caleb's face—not his typical confident smirk but something warmer. "Your contribution has been invaluable. Both to the research and..." he hesitated, academic precision momentarily failing him, "...personally significant as well."

The admission seemed to cost him some effort, his usual clinical detachment briefly yielding to something more human. "I've enjoyed our arrangement beyond its research parameters," he acknowledged, honesty replacing academic terminology. "You're an exceptional subject, but also an extraordinary woman."

Coming from someone who typically framed everything in scientific terms, the simple compliment carried unexpected weight. "Thank you," I replied, genuinely touched by his rare display of personal rather than professional appreciation. "I've learned a lot about my condition—and myself—during our time together."

As we prepared to return to our separate professional lives for one final afternoon, Caleb straightened his tie with characteristic precision. "I'll send you my dissertation when it's published. Your case study will be anonymized, of course."

"I'd like that," I said, smiling at the thought of my condition becoming part of academic literature. "Dr. Foster's groundbreaking research on hyperlactation management."

"With acknowledgment to an exceptional research subject," he added, that confident smile returning as he checked his watch with habitual exactness. "Final team meeting in fifteen minutes. We should maintain appearance protocols."

We left the wellness room separately, returning to professional roles with practiced discretion. As I sat through the final meeting of Caleb's fake internship, watching him present his project findings with characteristic confidence and analytical precision, I found myself appreciating the unique person behind the clinical exterior—the brilliant mind that had approached my condition with fascination.

***

The next morning, I arrived at the office to find a text from Augustus awaiting me:

Flight landed. My office, 9AM. Bring comprehensive condition update.

The terse command was so typically Augustus that I smiled despite my uncertainty about our impending reunion. As I prepared the requested update—including the significantly increased production metrics Caleb had documented—I received one final message from my now-former pretend-intern:

University departure confirmed for Sunday. Research data securely archived. Exceptional experience both academically and personally. Thank you for your contribution.

The formal phrasing couldn't quite mask what seemed like genuine sentiment beneath—a rare acknowledgment of personal connection from someone so typically focused on clinical assessment and data collection.

At precisely 9AM, I found myself in Augustus's office, presenting the comprehensive condition update he'd requested. The CEO listened with his usual focused attention as I detailed the management protocols Caleb had implemented, the production increases we'd documented, and the overall improvements in my condition's manageability.

"Foster's academic background proved valuable," Augustus observed when I'd finished my report. "His research-based approach yielded impressive metrics."

"It did," I agreed, a tinge of regret coloring my acknowledgment despite my efforts at professional detachment. "His management protocols were extremely effective."

Augustus studied me with that penetrating gaze that had first identified my condition months ago. "You found his methodologies satisfactory, then? The experimental approach was beneficial?"

"Very beneficial," I confirmed, deciding honesty was the only reasonable approach given Augustus's perceptiveness. "His scientific interest provided unique insights into my condition."

A hint of a smile touched Augustus's lips. "As I anticipated when I selected him for the delegation. Foster's research focus made him ideally suited for the assignment." He leaned back in his chair, satisfaction evident in his posture. "Though I understand he returns to his doctoral program this weekend."

The casual acknowledgment of Caleb's impending departure confirmed what I'd already accepted—our unusual arrangement had always been temporary, a brief intersection of our paths that had reached its natural conclusion.

"Yes," I nodded, maintaining professional composure despite a pang of genuine regret. "His internship was specifically structured to complement his academic research."

"A mutually beneficial arrangement," Augustus observed, his clinical assessment so similar to Caleb's typical phrasing that I nearly smiled at the parallel. "His research advanced while your condition received appropriate management during my absence."

The CEO rose from his chair, moving around his desk with purposeful steps that signaled the conversation was shifting. "Now that I've returned, we'll resume our established protocol," he stated, the familiar possessive edge returning to his voice as he approached where I sat. "Beginning immediately."

As Augustus's hands moved to unbutton my blouse with practiced familiarity, I realized I had come full circle, returning to our original arrangement after the brief but significant diversion that had been Caleb Foster's scientific approach to my condition.

I wasn't the same woman who started this weird journey two weeks ago. The way Caleb got so excited about studying my condition—treating it like something fascinating instead of embarrassing—it made me excited, too.

We were going our separate ways now - him back to his fancy doctoral program, me back to my thing with Augustus—but what happened between us would stick with me. Someday my anonymous case would end up in some medical journal, maybe helping other women deal with the same condition without feeling as lost and ashamed as I did at first.

Caleb Foster was heading back to his academic world, our arrangement wrapped up right on schedule. But during his short time pretending to be my intern, he'd completely changed my relationship with my condition and myself–-something way more meaningful than either of us expected when Augustus first cooked up this "delegation experiment."

To be continued…
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