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With Augustus in Tokyo for extended negotiations, Morgan's hyperlactation syndrome requires alternative management from two trusted colleagues who develop a rotation schedule for her abundant production.

What begins as practical assistance quickly evolves into something far more intense, especially when Augustus demands to watch via video call, directing the encounters from afar with voyeuristic precision.

As Morgan experiences the thrill of sessions with multiple men under her boss's watchful eye, she discovers the unexpected pleasure of being the center of attention.

-

Milk for the Office is a steamy 11,000-word exploration of ABF, office taboos, long-distance control, and one corporate hucow’s journey from shame to acceptance.
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ONE

I shifted in my seat, acutely aware of the heaviness in my breasts. It had been ten days since Augustus left for Japan, ten days of making do with the expensive pump he'd given me. Despite its efficiency, the device was a poor substitute for his mouth and hands.

"Two weeks has become four," Augustus said, his face on my laptop screen looking more irritated than I'd ever seen him. "The Tokyo merger is more complicated than anticipated."

"I'll manage," I assured him, though my body disagreed. The medications his doctor had prescribed were maintaining my production levels, but without Augustus's thorough emptying, I felt constantly full, constantly aching.

His eyes narrowed, assessing me through the video call with the same penetrating gaze he used in boardroom negotiations. "Your discomfort is obvious, Morgan. The fullness around your collar indicates swelling. You're not managing adequately."

I shouldn't have been surprised by his perception. Augustus Smith missed nothing, especially regarding my condition, which had become his particular obsession over the past two months.

"The pump isn't as effective as your methods," I admitted. "But I'm coping."

"Unacceptable," he stated flatly. "I've invested too much in optimizing your production to allow regression due to my absence."

The clinical phrasing was pure Augustus—framing his desire for my milk as a business concern rather than the primal craving I knew it to be. Despite the thousands of miles between us, I could see the hunger in his eyes as they fixed on my chest, could almost feel his hands cupping the weight of my breasts as he had so many times before.

"What do you suggest?" I asked, knowing Augustus never mentioned problems without already having solutions prepared.

"I've arranged alternatives," he replied, shifting into the executive efficiency that had built his company. "Two trusted employees who understand discretion and can provide the... assistance you require until my return."

My pulse quickened. "You've told other people about my condition?"

"Not explicitly," he assured me. "I've presented it as a medical situation requiring specific assistance. They've both signed enhanced confidentiality agreements with substantial bonuses attached."

I should have been angry at his presumption, but my aching breasts made the proposition tempting despite my reservations. "Who?"

"Markus Chen from IT and Chris O'Leary from Creative," Augustus answered, watching my reaction carefully. "Both men I trust implicitly. Both are aware this arrangement is temporary, lasting only until my return."

The names weren't random. Both were department heads I'd worked with occasionally—professional, competent, and, I had to admit, attractive in completely different ways. Markus was analytical and reserved, with an intensity that reminded me slightly of Augustus himself. Chris was more expressive and artistic, with an easy charm that made him well-liked throughout the company.

"You've already approached them?" I asked, incredulous.

"Of course," Augustus replied, as if it were the most natural thing in the world to arrange for two employees to help express milk from a colleague's breasts. "They'll be at your apartment this evening at seven to establish parameters. I've cleared their schedules to accommodate regular sessions three times daily."

"Three times—" I broke off, stunned by his thoroughness. "Augustus, you can't just—"

"I can and have," he interrupted, his tone leaving no room for argument. "Your condition requires consistent attention. I've simply ensured you receive it in my absence."

Before I could protest further, he continued: "They understand this is a medical necessity first and foremost. However, I was explicit that if the arrangement develops a physical component beyond the primary function, I have no objections provided all parties consent."

Heat flooded my face at the implication. Augustus was essentially giving permission for me to fuck his employees if I wanted to.

"This is inappropriate on so many levels," I said, though my body betrayed me with a pulse of arousal at the thought.

Augustus's expression softened slightly. "Morgan, your production has increased significantly during our arrangement. Without proper emptying, you'll experience discomfort, potential infection, and decreased supply—all outcomes we've worked to avoid. This solution is merely practical."

His concern, though framed in clinical terms, was genuine. And he wasn't wrong—my body had adapted to his frequent and thorough attentions, producing more milk than ever before. The past ten days had been increasingly uncomfortable as the pump failed to empty me.

"Consider tonight an interview," he suggested, his business mind always seeking compromises. "If you're uncomfortable with either of them, we'll find alternatives."

My breasts throbbed at the thought of relief—real relief from hands and mouths rather than plastic and motors. "Fine," I conceded. "I'll meet them tonight."

Satisfaction flickered across Augustus's face. "Excellent. I've briefed them on the basics of your condition and proper expression techniques."

Of course he had. Augustus Smith left nothing to chance, especially when it came to my milk.

"I'll call tomorrow for your assessment," he said, already shifting focus to his next meeting. "Send photos of your results."

The crude request might have shocked me once, but after two months with Augustus, I merely nodded. He wanted visual confirmation of my proper emptying—evidence his arranged solution was working.

As the call ended, I leaned back in my chair, mind racing with equal parts apprehension and anticipation. In six hours, two of my colleagues would be at my door, prepared to help with my most intimate secret.


TWO

At precisely seven o'clock, my doorbell rang. Taking a deep breath, I smoothed my dress—a casual wrap style that would provide easy access when needed—and opened the door.

Markus Chen and Chris O'Leary stood side by side in the hallway, looking professionally composed despite the unusual circumstances. Markus wore a crisp button-down and dark jeans, his posture straight, expression serious. Chris was more casual in a t-shirt and jeans, his smile warm if slightly nervous.

"Morgan," Markus nodded formally. "Thank you for agreeing to meet with us."

"Augustus explained the situation," Chris added, his tone gentle. “We're here to help however you need it."

I stepped back, allowing them to enter my apartment. "This is... unconventional," I said, closing the door behind them.

"Augustus can be persuasive," Markus replied with dry understatement.

Chris laughed. "That's one way to put it. 'Non-negotiable assignment with substantial compensation' were his exact words, I believe."

The humor broke some of the tension, reminding me these were colleagues I'd worked with before, not strangers Augustus had recruited off the street.

"Would you like something to drink?" I offered, falling back on social niceties to navigate the awkwardness.

"Actually," Markus said, his directness reminiscent of Augustus, "I think addressing the purpose of our visit would be more efficient. You're visibly uncomfortable."

He was right. My breasts were painfully full, the wrap dress doing little to hide their swollen state. I'd skipped my evening pump session in preparation for their visit, and now my body was demanding relief.

"Yes," I admitted, heat rising to my face despite my resolve to be professional. "I am."

Chris stepped forward, his approach gentler than Markus's bluntness. "Augustus explained everything. Your condition, the proper techniques, and the importance of regular sessions. We're here to help, Morgan. No judgment, just assistance."

Something about his sincere tone eased my anxiety. "Thank you. Both of you."

"How would you like to proceed?" Markus asked, ever the pragmatist. "Augustus suggested beginning with manual expression to assess effectiveness before determining if... more direct methods are needed."

The clinical phrasing couldn't disguise what he meant—hands first, then mouths if necessary. Augustus had clearly briefed them thoroughly on his preferred techniques.

"The bedroom would be more comfortable," I said, decision made. If I were going to do this, I would better to embrace it fully rather than pretend it was a medical procedure to be endured.

I led them to my room, where I'd already laid towels across the bed in anticipation. Both men remained respectfully silent as I untied my wrap dress, letting it fall open to reveal my painfully engorged breasts, already leaking through my nursing bra.

"You're very full," Chris observed, concern evident in his voice. "How long since your last expression?"

"About six hours," I admitted, unhooking my bra with practiced movements. "The pump hasn't been as effective lately."

My breasts spilled free, heavy and swollen, milk already leaking from my nipples in thin rivulets. I heard Markus's sharp intake of breath, saw Chris's eyes widen with what looked like appreciation rather than shock.

"May I?" Markus asked, stepping forward with hands raised.

I nodded, beyond embarrassment as the need for relief overrode all other concerns.

His hands were different from Augustus's—slightly smaller but just as confident as they cupped the weight of my right breast. He began with gentle pressure, fingers positioned as Augustus must have instructed, working from the outer tissue toward the nipple.

Milk immediately flowed, streaming over his fingers and onto the towel covering my lap. The relief was instant and intense, drawing a gasp from my lips.

"Is this pressure correct?" Markus asked, ever analytical, adjusting his technique slightly.

"Yes," I breathed as milk flowed more freely with his adjusted grip. "That's perfect."

Chris moved to my other side, hands hovering uncertainly. "May I help with the other?"

"Please," I nodded, turning slightly to give him better access.

Unlike Markus's methodical approach, Chris's touch was more intuitive. His fingers found the right pressure points as if by instinct rather than instruction. When milk began to flow from my left breast in steady streams, his smile held genuine satisfaction.

"You produce so much," he murmured, voice filled with wonder. "Augustus said you were exceptional, but this is remarkable."

The compliment, so different from Augustus's clinical assessments, sent an unexpected wave of pleasure through me. Where Augustus desired my milk with obsessive hunger, Chris seemed to appreciate it with artistic admiration.

Between them, Markus and Chris established a rhythm—efficient relief combined with attentive care. As the pressure diminished, my initial tension faded, replaced by the familiar pleasure that came with proper emptying. Despite myself, I felt my body responding to their touch, heat building between my thighs as their hands worked my sensitive flesh.

"The manual approach seems effective," Markus observed as the flow began to slow, "but not complete. Augustus indicated you typically require more thorough methods for total emptying."

The implication hung in the air, both men waiting for my direction rather than assuming. Unlike Augustus, who commanded rather than asked, they left the choice entirely to me.

Perhaps it was the relief of pressure, or the weeks of making do with only my pump, or simply the desire to feel a mouth on me again after days of deprivation—whatever the reason, I made my decision.

"You're right," I said, meeting Markus's eyes directly. "More direct methods would be more effective."

"I'd be happy to assist further," he said, his formal phrasing at odds with the heat in his gaze.

"Me too," Chris added quickly, his more expressive face showing open enthusiasm. "If you're comfortable with that."

"I am," I confirmed, leaning back slightly to offer better access. "Please."

Markus moved first, leaning down to take my right nipple into his mouth. The hot suction drew a gasp from me, milk flowing freely as he established the perfect pressure.

Not to be outdone, Chris lowered his head to my left breast, his approach more exploratory, tongue circling my nipple before sucking gently. The dual sensation of two mouths working simultaneously sent shockwaves of pleasure through me, my hands flying to their heads to hold them in place.

"Oh god," I breathed as they found their rhythm, alternating between gentle suction and firmer pulls that drew my milk in steady streams.

Markus hummed against my skin, the vibration adding a new sensation as he swallowed methodically. Chris was more vocal in his appreciation, making small sounds of pleasure that suggested he genuinely enjoyed the taste.

The sight of two men suckling from me simultaneously was unexpectedly erotic—Markus with his controlled intensity, Chris with his expressive enjoyment, both clearly aroused, judging by the bulges in their jeans.

As milk flowed and the painful pressure eased, my body replaced the pain with heat. My thighs pressed together, seeking friction to alleviate the ache building between them. The movement didn't go unnoticed by Markus, whose hand moved to rest lightly on my knee.

"Augustus mentioned you might experience additional... responses to proper emptying," he said, pulling back slightly, milk glistening on his lips. "He authorized us to provide complete relief if you desire it."

Chris lifted his head as well, wiping milk from his chin with the back of his hand. "Only if you want that, of course," he added, his eyes dark with evident desire despite his respectful tone. "We're here for whatever you need."

"I want more," I admitted. "Both of you."

The admission shifted the atmosphere instantly. Markus's carefully maintained composure slipped, revealing the desire he'd been controlling. Chris's smile turned heated, his hand squeezing mine gently.

"We should finish emptying you properly first," Markus said, practical even in passion. "Then we can attend to your other needs."

As the last of my milk flowed and both breasts were finally, blissfully empty, I found myself trembling with anticipation for what would come next. Two men, so different yet equally attentive, ready to satisfy needs that had been building since Augustus's departure.

"Thank you," I said as they finally pulled away, my breasts empty and sensitive. "That's the first time I've felt properly relieved in days."

"We're just getting started," Chris promised, eyes dark with intent as he unbuttoned his shirt.

"Augustus was very specific about ensuring your complete satisfaction," he said, the formal phrasing contrasting with the naked desire in his voice. "And we always follow the CEO's directives."

As they undressed, revealing bodies as different as their personalities. Markus was lean and wiry with unexpected muscle definition, and Chris was broader and more casually athletic.

For the first time since he'd left for Tokyo, I felt genuine gratitude for Augustus Smith's controlling tendencies and thorough planning. The night ahead promised relief beyond mere milk expression—a different kind of emptying altogether.


THREE

I watched hungrily as both men finished undressing, their naked bodies making my pulse quicken. Markus's lean, efficient physique contrasted with Chris's broader, more artistic build. Both were rock hard, their cocks standing at attention, ready to service me.

My phone chimed with Augustus's text: Video confirmation required. Position your phone for optimal viewing angle.

The knowledge that my boss would be watching from Tokyo sent a surge of wetness between my thighs. We positioned the phone on the dresser, giving him a perfect view of what was about to happen.

When the video call connected, Augustus's face appeared briefly before he placed his phone down in his hotel room. I could see him seated in a chair, business shirt still on but tie removed, eyes intensely focused on us.

"Proceed," he commanded, his voice heavy with arousal. "Show me how effectively they empty you."

Kneeling in the center of the bed, I gasped as four hands immediately descended on my breasts. Chris's fingers teased my nipples while Markus cupped the weight from behind, both men working in tandem to stimulate my already leaking milk. Within seconds, white droplets beaded at my nipples, running in thin rivulets down my torso.

"Taste her," Augustus ordered from thousands of miles away, his breathing already growing heavier.

My back arched as both men's hot mouths latched onto my nipples simultaneously. The dual sensation was overwhelming—two different rhythms, two different pressures, two different tongues working my sensitive flesh. Milk flowed freely as they sucked, each pulling with his unique technique. Chris varied his approach with creative licks and gentle nibbles, while Markus established a methodical, relentless suction that drew a continuous stream.

"Fuck," I moaned, grabbing their heads to hold them against me. "Don't stop."

My pussy throbbed with need as they feasted, growing embarrassingly wet as they drained me with hungry efficiency. When Chris's hand slid between my thighs, finding me soaked and ready, I whimpered with desperate need.

"She's drenched," he reported to Augustus, fingers sliding easily through my folds.

"Proceed to the next phase," Augustus commanded through the screen, his voice strained with evident arousal. "I want to see her properly satisfied."

They rearranged me with practiced efficiency, laying me back against the pillows, spread open for Augustus's viewing pleasure. Chris settled between my thighs while Markus knelt beside my head, still drawing the last drops from my breasts.

Without preamble, Chris dove between my legs, his tongue licking a broad stripe through my folds that made me cry out. He devoured me like a starving man, tongue delving deep inside before circling my clit with devastating precision. All the while, Markus continued working my breasts, squeezing out every remaining drop of milk.

The knowledge that Augustus was watching, stroking himself to the sight of two men pleasuring me, heightened every sensation. I locked eyes with the screen, letting him see the pleasure contorting my features as Chris's tongue drove me rapidly toward the edge.

"She's close," Augustus observed, his perception accurate even through the video call.

Markus leaned down, his usually composed voice suddenly filthy in my ear: "Let go, Morgan. Show him how sweet you taste everywhere, not just your perfect tits."

I exploded against Chris's mouth, my thighs clamping around his head as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me. My back arched violently, pressing my breast more firmly into Markus's waiting hand, a fresh spray of milk arcing through the air.

"Proceed," Augustus directed, his voice now unmistakably strained. "She can take both of you now."

Markus positioned himself against the headboard, guiding me onto his lap, facing the camera to give Augustus the perfect view. His cock stretched me deliciously as I sank down, taking him fully inside with a gasp of pleasure. His hands immediately returned to my breasts, which had begun leaking again despite being emptied minutes before.

"Look at that," Augustus commented, his voice rough with arousal. "Her tits are still flowing for them."

Chris moved in front of me, capturing my mouth in a hungry kiss before dropping to take a leaking nipple between his lips. The sensation of being filled by Markus while Chris sucked strongly at my breast had me trembling on the verge of another orgasm already.

I reached for Chris's cock, unable to resist the temptation of feeling both men at once. "Inside me," I begged. "Both of you."

Chris positioned himself carefully, the head of his cock pressing against my already-filled entrance. With patient pressure, he pushed forward, my body stretching impossibly as he worked his way inside alongside Markus.

"Fuck!" I screamed as they both filled me completely, the fullness almost overwhelming. For a moment, we remained locked together, my body adjusting to being so thoroughly invaded.

Then they began to move, establishing a rhythm that never left me empty—one pushing in as the other withdrew. The friction was indescribable, both cocks rubbing against each other inside me while Chris continued to drain my leaking breasts with hungry pulls.

"Look at you," Augustus growled through the phone, his restraint clearly crumbling. "Taking both their cocks while they drink your sweet milk. Fucking perfect."

His words pushed me higher, the exhibition of being watched adding another layer to my already overwhelming pleasure. I could see his hand moving rapidly off-screen, knowing he was stroking himself while watching me being thoroughly used by his chosen replacements.

Their pace increased, thrusts becoming more desperate as their control frayed. Milk sprayed from my bouncing breasts with each impact, soaking us all as they pounded into me from both sides. Markus's fingers found my clit, circling with relentless precision as Chris bit down gently on my nipple, triggering a fresh flow of milk.

The combination was too much—being stretched by two cocks, breasts being emptied, clit being worked, all while Augustus watched with hungry eyes from across the world. I shattered with a scream, my inner walls clamping down on both invading cocks as pleasure exploded through every nerve ending.

My pulsing orgasm triggered their release. Chris came first, his cock jerking violently inside me as he groaned around my nipple. Markus followed seconds later, his usually controlled demeanor breaking completely as he bucked upward, filling me with hot spurts that seemed endless.

For long moments, we remained locked together, sweaty and gasping, milk and other fluids making a sticky mess of the sheets beneath us. When they finally withdrew, I felt achingly empty until they arranged me between them, four hands still caressing my spent body.

"Exceptional performance," Augustus commented from the phone, the camera catching him adjusting his clothing, evidence of his own release visible despite the distance.

His clinical assessment should have sounded cold after such an intimate display, but knowing he had climaxed while watching us—maintaining his connection despite the miles between us—sent another pulse of satisfaction through my body.

"This arrangement will continue three times daily until my return," he instructed, his commanding tone returning despite his obvious post-orgasmic state. "I'll require visual confirmation of each session."

As the call ended and I lay nestled between my two new helpers, I felt my breasts already beginning to refill, my body conditioned to their frequent attentions. For the next three weeks, I would be thoroughly serviced by these two very different men, my milk flowing freely for them while Augustus maintained his claim from afar, watching and directing our pleasure with controlling precision.

The thought of all those future sessions—being filled, emptied, and thoroughly satisfied while being observed—sent another throb of arousal through me even in my spent state. My condition, once my greatest shame, had become the center of an arrangement more decadent than I could have ever imagined.


FOUR

Our new arrangement quickly settled into a comfortable rhythm. Three times daily, I would meet with Markus and Chris—sometimes together, sometimes individually, depending on our schedules. They were thorough, attentive, and surprisingly skilled at managing my condition. Augustus watched most sessions via video call, his hungry eyes fixed on my flowing milk from thousands of miles away.

By the end of the first week, I found myself genuinely enjoying their distinct approaches. Markus was methodical and precise, approaching my body with the same analytical thoroughness he brought to complex IT systems. Chris was intuitive and creative, discovering new ways to draw pleasure from me with each encounter.

It was Thursday afternoon when I received Augustus's text:

Day-long merger negotiations. Cannot observe your sessions. Record all encounters and send complete files. No editing.

The command was typical of Augustus—controlling even when he couldn't be present. I forwarded the message to both men with a simple addition: My office after hours?

Markus replied immediately: Will bring recording equipment. 6PM.

Chris's response came seconds later: I'll come at 7:30. Give you both some private time first. ;)

The winky face was so characteristic of Chris's more playful nature. Where Markus approached our arrangement with serious efficiency, Chris brought a lighthearted enjoyment that made each session feel like a pleasurable adventure rather than a medical necessity.

By 6 PM, I'd finished my work and prepared my office—blinds drawn, door locked, desk cleared of unnecessary items. My breasts were painfully full, having skipped my afternoon session in anticipation of our evening plans.

Markus arrived on time, carrying a small equipment bag and his laptop. "I've brought a professional-grade camera," he explained, setting up a sleek device on a compact tripod. "4K resolution, excellent low-light performance, and secure file encryption for transmission."

"Of course you did," I smiled, already unbuttoning my blouse. After a week of regular sessions, modesty seemed pointless. "Would Augustus expect anything less?"

"He was quite specific about the technical requirements," Markus confirmed, adjusting the camera angle. "Optimal viewing experience is essential for his satisfaction."

I laughed at the clinical phrasing. "Is that how you describe watching porn? 'Optimal viewing experience'?"

A hint of a smile touched Markus's usually composed face. "I prefer precise terminology in all contexts." His eyes tracked my movements as I removed my bra, revealing breasts swollen and already leaking. "You're exceptionally full today."

"I skipped the afternoon session," I explained, wincing slightly at the pressure. "Thought it would be more... productive for our recording."

"Thoughtful planning," he approved, finishing the camera setup before crossing to where I sat on the edge of my desk. "The increased volume should provide a more visually impressive demonstration for Augustus."

Only Markus could make such a statement sound like a technical observation rather than the erotic anticipation it clearly was. Despite his composed exterior, I'd learned to recognize the signs of his arousal—the slight dilation of his pupils, the faint flush along his collarbones, the subtle adjustment of his stance to accommodate growing hardness.

"Ready?" he asked, hands hovering just above my breasts, awaiting permission despite our established routine.

"Please," I nodded, leaning back slightly to give him better access. "I need relief."

His hands were cool against my heated skin as they cupped the weight of my breasts, testing their fullness with gentle pressure. "Significant engorgement," he noted, fingers finding the optimal positions with practiced ease. "Let's begin with manual expression to reduce initial pressure."

Milk immediately flowed from my nipples as he began to work, thin streams becoming steady rivers that ran over his hands and down my torso. I gasped at the relief, head falling back as the painful pressure began to subside.

"The camera is capturing this perfectly," Markus observed, glancing at the setup before returning his full attention to my breasts. "Augustus will appreciate the detail."

The thought of Augustus watching this recording later, perhaps alone in his Tokyo hotel room, sent an unexpected pulse of arousal through me. Despite arranging for others to tend to me in his absence, he remained interested in every detail of my condition.

As the initial urgency eased, Markus's touch became more exploratory, less clinical. He'd learned my responses over the past week, discovered what made me gasp, what made me moan, what made milk flow more freely.

"Your production increases with arousal," he noted, thumbs brushing over my nipples in a way that sent shivers down my spine. "A fascinating physiological response."

"Less analysis, more action," I suggested, reaching for his belt. "Unless you'd prefer to document your observations first?"

A rare full smile crossed his face. "I can multitask effectively." To demonstrate, he lowered his head to take one nipple into his mouth while expressing milk from the other breast with skilled fingers.

The hot suction drew a moan from me, and the milk flowed freely as he drank with evident enjoyment. Where Augustus consumed my milk with desperate hunger, Markus approached it with appreciative efficiency, valuing the taste while ensuring complete emptying.

"You taste sweeter today," he observed, pulling back briefly, milk dripping from his lips. "Subtle variation in composition. Fascinating."

"You're the only man who could analyze milk composition while getting a handjob," I teased, working his belt open and lowering his zipper.

"I value comprehensive awareness in all situations," he replied, breath catching as I freed his cock from his underwear.

I wrapped my hand around his length, already fully hard and impressively sized for his lean frame. For all his analytical exterior, Markus responded to touch with gratifying immediacy—a slight tremble in his usually steady hands, a barely perceptible catch in his measured breathing.

As I stroked him with one hand, he returned to his task, mouth closing around my nipple again to draw deeply. The sensation of relief combined with growing arousal had me squirming on the edge of the desk, thighs pressing together to seek friction.

Markus noticed immediately, releasing my breast with a final pull. "You require more comprehensive attention," he stated, hands moving to my skirt. "Stand, please."

I complied, allowing him to push my skirt up around my waist and hook his fingers into my panties, drawing them down my legs with unexpected urgency for someone so typically composed.

"Step out," he instructed, his voice maintaining its calm tone despite the flush spreading across his chest. Once I'd obeyed, he guided me to turn around, facing my desk. "Bend forward. Place your hands flat on the surface."

The position was deliberately exhibitionistic, giving the camera a perfect view of both my leaking breasts and my exposed center. I braced myself on the desk as instructed, anticipation building as Markus moved behind me.

"Beautiful," he murmured, one hand returning to my breast to continue expressing milk while the other slid between my thighs, finding me already wet. "Optimally responsive."

His fingers explored with methodical thoroughness, circling my entrance before pushing inside, curling forward to find the spot that made my knees buckle. Meanwhile, his other hand continued working my breast, milk streaming onto my desk in steady rivulets.

"Markus," I gasped as he added a second finger, stretching me deliciously. "I need more."

"Specificity aids in meeting requirements," he replied, voice remarkably steady despite his evident arousal. "What precisely do you need?"

"Your cock," I said bluntly, beyond patience for his analytical approach. "Inside me. Now."

A soft laugh escaped him—a rare sound from the usually serious IT director. "Direct communication is always appreciated."

He withdrew his fingers, positioning himself behind me. The blunt head of his cock pressed against my entrance, teasing but not yet pushing inside. His hands continued to work my breasts, drawing milk in steady streams that now pooled on my desk, soaking important papers I was too aroused to care about.

"Proceed?" he asked, still seeking explicit consent despite our established dynamic.

"Yes," I hissed, pushing back against him in frustration. "Fuck me, Markus."

The crude language seemed to snap something in his careful control. With one smooth thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, drawing gasps from us both. Unlike Chris's more playful approach or Augustus's dominant claiming, Markus fucked with focused precision—each stroke carefully angled to hit exactly the right spot, each movement of his hands on my breasts calculated for maximum milk expression.

"Optimal depth and angle," he murmured, establishing a steady rhythm that had me moaning with each thrust. "Your body accommodates me perfectly."

Only Markus could make such clinical observations while balls-deep inside me, his cock stretching me deliciously as his hands continued to express milk from my aching breasts. Yet there was something undeniably erotic about his analytical approach—the way he noted and remembered every response, adjusted his technique for maximum effectiveness, treated my pleasure as a system to be optimized.

His restraint started to fade as we fucked. His hands gripped my hips as he increased his pace. The change in position sent my breasts swinging beneath me, milk spattering across my desk with each impact. The sight seemed to inflame him further, his usually measured thrusts becoming more urgent, more primal.

"The camera is capturing everything," he reminded me, one hand leaving my hip to reach around and find my clit. "Your milk, your pleasure, your response to stimulation. Augustus will find this recording most satisfactory."

The reminder that we were performing for Augustus, that he would watch this later with hungry eyes, pushed me closer to the edge. Markus's fingers circled my clit with perfect pressure, his cock hitting deep inside me as milk continued to flow freely from my swinging breasts.

"Close," I warned, feeling the tension building rapidly. "So close."

"Optimal," he approved, fingers moving faster against my clit. "Come now, Morgan. Show Augustus how thoroughly I've satisfied you."

The command, so similar to what Augustus himself might say yet delivered in Markus's measured tone, sent me crashing over the edge. I came with a sharp cry, inner walls clamping down on his length as waves of pleasure radiated outward. My milk flowed faster in response to my climax, spraying across papers and computer equipment I'd regret ruining later.

With a groan that sounded wrenched from deep in his chest, he drove into me one final time, his body tensing as he emptied himself inside me. For a man so controlled in every aspect of his life, Markus's moment of completion was a fascinating glimpse of the passion beneath his analytical exterior. He gasped as his cock jumped inside of me, not stopping until every drop of his seed had gone deep into me.

When he finally eased out of me, I felt the evidence of his release trickling down my thigh—a mess he immediately addressed with tissues from my desk, his habitual tidiness reasserting itself.

"That should provide Augustus with the visual confirmation he requested," Markus noted, glancing at the still-recording camera as he tucked himself back into his pants. "Your milk expression was particularly abundant."

I straightened, turning to face him with a smile. "Always the analyst, even after sex."

A hint of warmth touched his eyes. "I observe that you enjoy multiple approaches to your condition. My analytical method, Chris's creative exploration, Augustus's commanding presence. Each provides unique benefits."

He wasn't wrong. The variety of their different styles had given me pleasures I hadn't experienced with Augustus alone, despite the CEO's thorough attention to my needs.

"Speaking of Chris," Markus continued, checking his watch, "he should arrive in approximately twenty minutes. Would you like me to assist with cleaning before I leave?"

The offer was surprisingly thoughtful. "I can manage," I assured him, already gathering tissues to address the milk splattered across my desk. "But thank you."

He nodded, moving to adjust the camera. "I'll leave this recording. Chris can start a new file for his session." His eyes traveled over my body, taking in my emptied breasts and disheveled appearance with evident satisfaction. "You should rehydrate before he arrives. Significant fluid loss requires proper replacement."

I laughed at his perpetual practicality. "I'll drink some water."


FIVE

After Markus left, I cleaned up as best I could, straightened my clothing, and drank water as advised. By the time Chris knocked on my office door, my breasts were already beginning to fill again—not painfully full yet, but noticeably heavier.

"Hey there," he greeted me with his characteristic easy smile as he entered, locking the door behind him. His eyes immediately noticed the camera. "Ah, for our absent CEO. Markus mentioned the setup."

"Augustus can't watch live tonight," I explained. "Day-long negotiations."

Chris's expression turned playful. "So we get to put on a private show for him? I like that idea." He approached, his gaze appreciative as it traveled over me. "How are you feeling after Markus? He can be pretty... methodical."

"Efficiently emptied," I replied with a smile, unbuttoning my blouse again to reveal breasts already beginning to leak. "But I'm filling up again surprisingly quickly."

"Your body's getting used to more frequent emptying," Chris observed. His approach to my condition was always more intuitive than technical. Unlike Markus's analytical assessment or Augustus's clinical knowledge, Chris seemed to understand my body on an instinctive level.

He shed his jacket, tossing it carelessly over a chair—so different from Markus's careful folding or Augustus's precise hanging. "Let's give Augustus something different to watch," he suggested, eyes bright with creativity. "Markus probably recorded the most efficient milk extraction possible, right?"

I laughed, recognizing the accurate assessment. "Complete with technical commentary on optimal angles."

"Then let's show Augustus the artistic side," Chris said, guiding me toward the small sofa in the corner of my office. "Something more... expressive."

Where Markus had positioned me for maximum camera exposure, Chris arranged us with aesthetic consideration—my body displayed not just for visibility but for beauty. He settled me on the sofa, then knelt between my legs, looking up at me with genuine appreciation.

"You're fucking gorgeous," he said simply, hands coming up to cup my breasts. "These perfect tits, already making milk again."

His touch was different from Markus's precise pressure or Augustus's possessive grip—more exploratory, appreciating the weight and texture, the way milk beaded at my nipples in response to his gentle squeezing.

"I love how your body responds," he murmured, thumbs brushing over my nipples, drawing thin streams that ran over his fingers. "So eager to give."

He lowered his head, but instead of immediately latching onto my nipple as Markus or Augustus would have done, he began with gentle kisses around the areola, his tongue tracing patterns that made me shiver. When he finally closed his mouth over my nipple, the suction was teasing at first, gradually increasing as milk began to flow more freely.

"Perfect," he sighed against my skin, drinking with evident enjoyment before moving to my other breast. "So sweet. Augustus doesn't know what he's missing tonight."

The reminder of our absent audience sent a ripple of excitement through me. "We should make sure the recording shows him exactly what he's missing," I suggested, reaching for Chris's belt.

He grinned against my breast, pulling back slightly. "I like how you think. Let's give him a show he'll replay more than once."

Unlike Markus's methodical undressing or Augustus's efficient disrobing, Chris made removing his clothes part of the performance—a playful striptease that had me laughing even as desire built inside me. By the time he stood naked before me, his cock hard and ready, I was squirming with anticipation.

When we were both naked, he surprised me by sitting on the sofa and guiding me to straddle him, facing the camera, cowgirl style. "Let Augustus see everything," he explained, positioning me so my breasts were prominently displayed. "How you respond, how your milk flows, how perfectly you take me."

I sank down onto his length with a gasp, the position allowing deep penetration while keeping my breasts accessible to his hands and mouth. Chris groaned as I settled fully onto him, his hands coming up to cup my breasts.

"Ride me," he encouraged, thumbs brushing over my nipples until milk streamed down my torso. "Show Augustus how good we are together."

I began to move, establishing a rhythm that had us both moaning. Unlike Markus's precise efficiency or Augustus's controlling pace, Chris let me set the tempo, his hands and mouth following my lead. When I moved faster, he matched my urgency; when I slowed to savor the sensation, he became more teasing, more playful.

"Your tits are fucking incredible," he murmured, watching milk flow over his hands with artistic appreciation. "The way they move, the way they give... absolutely beautiful."

He leaned forward to capture one nipple in his mouth, drinking deeply as I continued to ride him. The hot suction combined with the fullness of his cock inside me had me racing toward climax embarrassingly quickly.

"That's it," he encouraged between pulls, milk dribbling from the corner of his mouth. "Let it happen. Let Augustus see how good you feel."

My moans became louder and louder. Good thing no one was left in the office this late.

I came with a cry that would surely be picked up by the camera's microphone, inner walls clamping down on Chris's length as waves of pleasure crashed through me. My milk flowed faster in response to my climax, spraying across his chest and face as he groaned in appreciation.

"Fucking perfect," he gasped, his own control slipping as my body pulsed around him. With a hoarse shout, he came deep inside me, his hips bucking upward with his release. He thrusted with every pulse until I was full.

Chris smiled up at me with genuine warmth. "Augustus is going to wear out his replay button on that recording," he predicted, brushing a strand of hair from my face with unexpected tenderness.

"Two very different performances for him to enjoy," I agreed, thinking of how Markus's analytical approach and Chris's creative expression would provide an interesting contrast.

"That's what makes this arrangement work so well," Chris observed, helping me ease off him before reaching for tissues to clean us both. "Different styles, different approaches, all focused on taking care of you."

The thoughtfulness of his observation struck me. Where Augustus had arranged this setup purely for practical reasons—ensuring my condition was managed during his absence—both Markus and Chris had brought their own personalized care to the arrangement, making it more than just a clinical solution.

"What time is your morning meeting tomorrow?" Chris asked as we dressed, his consideration extending to practical matters despite his creative nature.

"Nine-thirty," I replied, buttoning my blouse over breasts now pleasantly empty.

"I'll come by at eight," he offered. "Give you a proper emptying before you have to sit through budget presentations. Markus mentioned he has an early call, but he could meet you at lunch."

The casual way they coordinated my care, ensuring I was never left too full or uncomfortable, touched me unexpectedly. In Augustus's absence, these two men had become not just relief providers but thoughtful partners in managing my condition.

"Definitely," I agreed. "I think Augustus would approve."

"Augustus approves of anything that keeps his favorite commodity flowing," Chris observed with surprising insight. "But I think he's missing more than just your milk while he's in Tokyo."

The comment lingered in my mind after Chris left. Was Augustus developing feelings beyond our practical arrangement? His possessiveness in his texts, his insistence on watching or reviewing every session, and his detailed instructions to Markus and Chris suggested a level of investment beyond mere physical gratification.

I sent the recordings to Augustus with a simple message—Tonight's sessions as requested.

My phone chimed with Augustus's response: Recordings received. Exceptional performance from both. Maintain this schedule until my return. Additional male may be required for optimal coverage during peak production hours.

I laughed at the clinical phrasing, so typically Augustus, despite the erotic content he'd just watched. Always thinking about optimization, about efficiency, about maximizing what he considered his.

A third man? I texted back, curiosity piqued.

His response came immediately: Considering candidates. Will advise. Continue current rotation until further notice.

As I packed up to leave my office, breasts empty and body satisfied after two thorough sessions, I marveled at how completely my life had changed. From hiding my condition in shame to being the center of an arrangement involving multiple men specifically selected to appreciate it—all orchestrated by a CEO who viewed my milk as a resource to be carefully managed and thoroughly enjoyed.

Whatever Augustus was planning for my return, I found myself looking forward to it with an anticipation that went beyond physical relief. This strange journey had only begun, and I was surprisingly eager to see where it would lead next.


SIX

The final week of Augustus's Tokyo trip brought unexpected developments to our arrangement. True to his text, a third man was added to our rotation—David from Legal, a quiet but surprisingly eager participant who approached my condition with respectful fascination. Between the three of them, my needs were thoroughly met, my production levels maintained to Augustus's exacting standards.

"Your output has increased approximately twenty percent since we began," Markus noted during our Friday morning session, consulting the spreadsheet he'd created to track my production. Only Markus would document my milk volume with the same meticulous attention he gave to server performance metrics.

"Is that your clinical way of saying my tits are making more milk?" I teased, already positioned on the small couch in his office, shirt open and breasts heavy with morning fullness.

"Precise terminology aids in optimization." His hands cupped my breasts with familiar confidence, testing their weight. "Augustus will be pleased with our maintenance of your condition. He’s asked me to report on it."

The mention of Augustus sent a flutter through me. After three weeks of his absence, I'd grown accustomed to the varied attentions of my three helpers, each bringing their unique approach to managing my needs. I found myself anticipating the CEO's return with surprising eagerness.

"When does he land?" Chris asked that afternoon, his mouth pulling rhythmically at my right breast while his fingers worked inside me with artistic precision. We'd squeezed in a quick session between meetings, using the small storage room adjacent to the creative department.

"Tomorrow evening," I gasped, threading my fingers through his hair as milk flowed freely into his waiting mouth. "Late flight."

Chris hummed against my skin, the vibration sending new sensations rippling through me. "So this is our last full day of private playtime," he observed, switching to my other breast without breaking the rhythm of his fingers. "Better make it memorable."

He certainly did, bringing me to climax twice before we had to straighten our clothing and return to our respective meetings.

***

That evening, all three men gathered in my apartment for what we'd jokingly called the "final performance review" before Augustus's return. The CEO himself would be watching via video call, eager to see his arranged solution in action one last time before reclaiming his role.

"Camera's ready," David announced, adjusting the professional setup Markus had provided. At thirty-five, the legal director was the oldest of my helpers. His approach to my condition was a blend of Markus's thoroughness and Chris's appreciation. "Augustus should be calling in any minute."

As if on cue, my laptop chimed with an incoming call. Augustus's face appeared on screen, looking tired but intensely focused despite the late hour in Tokyo. His eyes immediately fixed on me, a hunger in his gaze that hadn't diminished despite the distance and time apart.

"Morgan," he said. "Your condition appears optimal based on the daily reports."

Leave it to Augustus to open with a clinical assessment rather than any personal greeting. "The team has been very thorough," I confirmed, already unbuttoning my blouse for his viewing pleasure. "Production levels are higher than before you left."

Satisfaction flickered across his face. "Excellent. Show me."

The command was directed not just at me but at all three men, who moved into position with practiced coordination. Over the past weeks, they'd developed a remarkable synchronicity, each finding his role in our unusual dynamic.

Markus took a position behind me on the couch, hands reaching around to cup my breasts with clinical precision. Chris knelt before me, ready to taste what Markus expressed. David positioned himself to the side, prepared to record close-up details that Augustus had requested for his "comprehensive assessment."

"Begin," Augustus directed from the screen, his eyes never leaving my breasts as Markus's fingers began their skilled manipulation.

Milk immediately flowed, streaming over Markus's fingers and onto Chris's waiting tongue. The IT director's thumbs circled my nipples with perfect pressure, drawing steady rivers that Chris lapped up with evident enjoyment.

"Production volume is significant," Markus reported. "Consistency is ideal."

"Taste is sweeter than last week," Chris added, milk glistening on his lips as he looked up at me with appreciation. "Fucking delicious."

David's camera captured everything—the streams of milk, the eager mouths, my increasingly aroused responses as their hands began to roam beyond my breasts. Augustus watched with hungry intensity, his breathing visibly heavier despite his composed exterior.

After several minutes of observing my milk flow, he instructed us, “Proceed to the next phase. I want to see how efficiently they empty you now."

The "next phase" had become our standard procedure—one man nursing from each breast simultaneously while the third provided additional stimulation. Chris and David took positions on either side, mouths closing over my nipples with practiced coordination while Markus knelt between my thighs.

The sensation of two mouths working me at once never failed to overwhelm—different pressures, different rhythms, different techniques combining to create a symphony of sensation that had me moaning within seconds. When Markus added his mouth between my legs, licking through my folds with methodical thoroughness, I nearly came on the spot.

"Fuck," I gasped, one hand in Chris's hair, the other gripping David's shoulder as they suckled deeply. "They've gotten so good at this."

"I can see that," Augustus observed, his voice carrying a rough edge that betrayed his arousal despite being thousands of miles away. "They've learned your body well."

There was something possessive in his tone—not jealousy exactly, but a reminder that this arrangement existed at his discretion, that these men were essentially stewards of what he considered his property during his absence.

Soon all four of us were naked, my helpers taking turns in different positions as Augustus directed the performance from his Tokyo hotel room.

"I want to see her take all three simultaneously," he commanded. "Show me how thoroughly you've learned to satisfy her."

They arranged themselves around me with the practiced ease of men who'd done this many times before – David stretched out on his back, his thick cock standing proudly as I straddled him; Chris positioning himself behind me, his hands spreading my ass cheeks; and Markus moving to the headboard, his impressive length level with my waiting mouth. After weeks of practice, our bodies moved together like we'd been doing this for years.

I sank down with a moan as David's thick shaft filled my pussy completely, stretching me deliciously. Before I could adjust, Chris was pressing the head of his cock against my tight back entrance, working himself inside with steady pressure that made me whimper and gasp. Markus seized the opportunity, sliding his cock between my parted lips, muffling my cries as all three men penetrated me at once.

"Fuck, that's hot," Augustus groaned from the screen, his eyes glued to the sight of me being stuffed from every angle. "Look at her taking all of you."

They found their rhythm quickly, each man knowing exactly how deep I could take him, how fast I needed it. David's hands squeezed my bouncing tits, milk spraying everywhere as he pumped up into me. Chris reached around, pinching my nipples until more milk streamed down my body, making sure Augustus could see every white drop flowing from me.

"Her tits always leak more when we're all fucking her," Chris panted, his hips slapping against my ass with each thrust. "Like her body's so turned on it can't help but give more."

David nodded, his face and chest soaked with my milk as I rode him. "Nothing hotter than feeling her pussy squeeze around me while these gorgeous tits spray everywhere."

They sped up together, their cocks working me in perfect sync – David thrusting up into my soaking pussy, Chris pounding my ass with increasing force, and Markus fucking my mouth with controlled strokes, his hand tangled in my hair. Milk poured from my breasts, soaking the sheets and all of us in the warm, sweet liquid.

"She's about to come," Chris announced, feeling my body tense. "You can always tell when her pussy gets even tighter and her milk tastes sweeter."

Augustus leaned closer to his screen, his breath coming faster. "Make her come hard. Show me what you've learned about making her explode."

They shifted in perfect harmony – David's thumb finding my clit and rubbing circles around the sensitive nub, Chris angling his hips to hit that spot deep inside my ass that made me see stars, while Markus pulled back just enough to let me breathe through the overwhelming pleasure building inside me.

"Come for us, baby," David urged from beneath me. "Let it all go. Soak me with that sweet milk while these cocks fill you up."

The filthy encouragement pushed me over the edge. I came with a screaming moan around Markus's shaft, my entire body convulsing as pleasure tore through me like lightning. My pussy and ass clamped down hard on the cocks inside me, milk shooting from my tits in long arcs as I shuddered through the most intense orgasm of my life.

David felt my pussy contracting around him, squeezing his cock in rhythmic pulses. "Oh fuck!" he bellowed, his eyes rolling back as his cock swelled and pulsed inside me.

I could feel every hot jet of cum flooding my insides, each spurt filling me deeper as his hips bucked uncontrollably. His hands gripped my hips hard enough to bruise as he emptied himself, groaning with each pulse of pleasure that wracked his body.

Chris followed within seconds, my ass tightening around his thrusting cock as David's orgasm made me clench everywhere. "Jesus, I'm coming!" he shouted, driving into me with savage force. His cock throbbed violently as he began pumping me full of hot cum, the sensation of being filled from both holes making me dizzy with pleasure.

I could feel the warmth spreading inside me as he continued to empty himself, his entire body shuddering against my back as he cursed and moaned.

Markus watched it all happening beneath him, his control finally breaking at the sight of my milk-soaked body being filled with cum. With a deep groan, he pulled his cock from my mouth, his hand furiously stroking his shaft.

"Fuck, fuck, FUCK!" he grunted, his cock erupting in thick, heavy spurts. The first rope of cum landed across my face, the second and third coating my neck and milk-streaming tits. I could see his stomach muscles contracting with each powerful blast, his usually composed expression transformed by raw pleasure as he painted me with pulse after pulse of hot cream.

"Goddamn," Augustus breathed from the screen, clearly having just finished himself off. "That was fucking incredible."

As we collapsed into a tangle of sweaty limbs, milk and cum dripping from every part of me, I couldn't help but smile. "Your boys definitely know how to keep me satisfied," I purred, my body completely drained and utterly fulfilled. I could feel their cum slowly leaking from my thoroughly used holes, the sensation of being so completely filled and emptied at the same time leaving me in a blissful daze.

David laughed, running a finger through the mixture of fluids coating my breasts. "Just following the boss's orders – empty those beautiful tits and make sure she's thoroughly fucked."

Mission definitely accomplished.

"Excellent work," he approved as we disentangled ourselves, catching our breath. "Morgan appears thoroughly satisfied and optimally emptied."

The clinical assessment made me laugh despite my pleasure-hazed state. "Very thoroughly," I confirmed, milk still dripping from my completely drained breasts. "Your team has been incredibly...effective."

Augustus's lips curved in a rare smile. "I select personnel based on capability and adaptability. They've performed admirably in my absence." His eyes moved to each man in turn. "You'll receive appropriate compensation bonuses in your next pay cycle. The arrangement concludes upon my return tomorrow evening."

Just like that—business concluded, services rendered, contracts fulfilled. So typically Augustus to frame what had become an unexpectedly intimate arrangement in such corporate terms.

"It's been our pleasure," Chris replied with a grin, wiping milk from his chin. "Literally."

David simply nodded, always the legal mind aware that saying less was often safer.


SEVEN

After cleaning up and seeing my helpers out, I returned to my laptop where Augustus still waited, his expression thoughtful.

"You've grown comfortable with the arrangement," he observed, studying my face with his usual perception. "More confident in your condition."

"Yes," I admitted, seeing no point in denying it. "Having multiple perspectives has been...illuminating. Each of them approaches my condition differently."

"As I anticipated," he nodded, satisfaction evident in his tone. "The varied stimulation optimizes production while providing comprehensive satisfaction." He paused, something shifting in his expression. "However, my return will necessitate adjustments to the current model."

The phrasing was pure Augustus—businesslike, treating my body and its needs as a system to be managed. Yet I'd learned to read between the lines of his corporate speak. The only time that slipped was when he was fucking me.

"You want exclusive access again," I translated, unsurprised.

"For the immediate term," he confirmed. "I've been...deprived of direct contact with your condition for three weeks. I find myself experiencing something like withdrawal."

The admission was surprisingly vulnerable coming from Augustus Smith, who rarely acknowledged any form of weakness or need. During our video calls, I'd noticed his growing impatience, his increasingly specific directions, his lingering gaze on my flowing milk—all signs of the craving he was now obliquely confessing to.

"I've missed your particular approach too," I admitted, realizing it was true despite my enjoyment of the varied attentions I'd received. There was something about Augustus's commanding presence, his absolute certainty, his single-minded focus on my milk that none of the others quite matched.

Satisfaction flashed in his eyes. "Good. I'll come directly to your apartment upon landing tomorrow. Ensure you're adequately full for my arrival."

The instruction made me feel warm inside. I was thrilled at his continued assumption of control even after weeks apart. "I'll be waiting," I promised.

***

Augustus arrived at my apartment the following evening, looking immaculate despite the long flight, his hunger evident in the intensity of his gaze as I opened the door. Without greeting, his hands went immediately to my breasts, assessing their fullness with possessive familiarity.

"You followed my instruction," he approved, feeling the weight of milk I'd accumulated by skipping my afternoon expression session. "Excellent."

"Welcome back," I said dryly, closing the door behind him. "The flight was fine, thanks for asking."

"Forgive my directness. I've been anticipating this reunion with unusual focus."

"I can tell," I replied, already unbuttoning my blouse to give him access to what he so clearly craved. "Three weeks is a long time."

"Too long," he agreed, watching intently as I revealed breasts heavy and swollen with waiting milk. "The recordings were an insufficient substitute for direct contact."

His mouth was on me seconds later, drawing deeply from my right breast with none of the patience or ceremony the others had shown. Augustus consumed my milk with desperate hunger, like a man denied water finally reaching an oasis. His throat worked rapidly as he swallowed mouthful after mouthful, hands kneading to encourage stronger flow.

When he finally pulled back, milk dripping from his chin, his eyes were dark with a mixture of satisfaction and lingering hunger. "Better than I remembered," he murmured, moving to my other breast. "Sweeter. Richer."

He drained me with thorough efficiency, emptying both breasts before I could even suggest moving to the bedroom. Only when the last drops had been squeezed out did he straighten, wiping his mouth with uncharacteristic carelessness.

"The others maintained your condition adequately," he observed, hands still cupping my breasts possessively. "But they didn't optimize extraction techniques fully. There's residual volume I can detect."

Only Augustus would critique other men's technique while milk still dripped from his chin. "They each had their approach," I said, defending my temporary helpers. "Different, but effective."

"Different isn't necessarily optimal," he countered, leading me toward my bedroom with the easy authority of someone who considered my space an extension of his domain. "I've been researching additional techniques during my absence. I have several new approaches to implement."

His "research" and "techniques" were his way of expressing his continued fascination with my condition without admitting to the emotional component of his interest.

In the bedroom, he undressed me. Despite weeks apart, there was none of the desperate urgency I might have expected—only the controlled desire that characterized everything Augustus did.

"On your back," he instructed, positioning himself between my thighs once I'd complied. "I want to observe how quickly your production resumes after complete expression."

His mouth closed over my recently emptied breast, sucking gently despite the lack of milk. The sensation was different—more directly erotic without the relief component, focusing all awareness on the connection between my nipples and my core. When his fingers pushed inside me, finding me already wet and ready, I gasped.

"Interesting," he murmured against my skin. "Your arousal response is more immediate than before my departure. The varied stimulation appears to have increased your overall sensitivity."

"Less analysis, more action," I urged, echoing words I'd said to Markus more than once during our sessions.

A rare chuckle escaped Augustus. "Did my substitutes require such prompting as well?"

"Markus did," I admitted. "He's nearly as analytical as you."

Something flashed in Augustus's eyes—not jealousy exactly, but a possessive awareness that other men now knew my body almost as well as he did. Rather than speaking, he demonstrated his superior knowledge by curling his fingers to hit the spot that made my back arch off the bed.

"They learned your primary responses," he observed, working me with practiced skill as his mouth continued to tease my breast. "But I doubt they discovered this."

His thumb pressed against a spot just inside my hipbone, applying firm pressure while his fingers continued their internal exploration. The combination sent a jolt of pleasure so intense I cried out, hands clutching at his shoulders.

"Oh my God!" I gasped as he maintained the dual pressure points. "What is that?"

"A secondary pleasure node I identified during our earlier sessions," he explained, continuing the stimulation until I was trembling on the verge of climax. "Properly activated, it intensifies milk production while significantly enhancing orgasmic response."

I've rewritten the passage to make the sex scene more descriptive and less business-like, adding sensory details while emphasizing the physical experience:

Only Augustus could make such clinical language sound like filthy pillow talk. Before I could respond, he withdrew his slick fingers and positioned his thick cock at my entrance, the swollen head parting my folds. With one powerful thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, stretching me deliciously as we both groaned in raw pleasure.

"Fuck, I've missed this tight pussy," he growled, his usual corporate facade cracking as he began to move inside me. His cock dragged against my sensitive walls with each deep stroke, hitting spots that made my toes curl. "Those videos of you with the others got me hard every night, but nothing compares to feeling you squeeze around me."

His hands found my breasts again, fingers expertly working my sensitive nipples even though I was emptied. The dual sensation of his thick shaft splitting me open while his thumbs flicked across my tender buds sent electricity shooting through my body. Even drained, my nipples responded eagerly, hardening under his skilled touch as new wetness gathered between my legs.

"Augustus," I gasped as he rolled his hips, changing the angle to hit my g-spot with devastating precision. His cock felt impossibly hard inside me, pulsing with each heartbeat as he fucked me with the perfect rhythm he'd mastered over our months together.

"I can feel your tits starting to fill again already," he murmured, voice husky with lust as he pinched my nipples, drawing a fresh bead of milk that made him groan with hunger. "By morning, you'll be so full for me. I'm going to drain these gorgeous tits over and over while you beg for my cock."

The image of him sucking me dry repeatedly through the night, taking his fill of both my milk and my body, sent heat surging through my core. My pussy clenched around his invading shaft as pressure built low in my belly.

"I'm going to come," I warned, my back arching as he drove deeper, his pubic bone grinding against my clit with each powerful thrust.

"That's it," he demanded, his controlled rhythm faltering as his own pleasure mounted. "Come all over my cock, Morgan. Show me this sweet cunt still remembers who it belongs to."

His possessive words pushed me over the edge. I came with a sobbing cry, my pussy spasming wildly around his thick length. Every nerve ending exploded with pleasure as my body convulsed beneath him, my thighs trembling and my toes curling as wave after wave of blinding ecstasy washed over me.

Augustus watched my face as I fell apart, his eyes dark with primal satisfaction. My pulsing inner walls were too much for even his iron control. With a strangled curse, his hips slammed forward one final time, driving impossibly deep. I could feel his cock swelling before the first hot jet of cum painted my insides, each forceful spurt making him shudder violently above me.

"Fuck, Morgan," he groaned, his composed mask completely shattered as pleasure overtook him. His powerful body trembled, muscles tensing as he emptied himself deep inside me, filling me with his hot seed. For these few seconds, Augustus Smith wasn't the controlled CEO, but a man completely undone by raw, animal pleasure.

The sight of him losing himself so completely, knowing I was the cause, was almost as satisfying as the orgasm itself.

As we caught our breath afterward, Augustus remained characteristically focused on my condition, hands returning to my breasts to check for signs of refilling. "Excellent vascular response," he noted, feeling the subtle changes in my tissue. "Production resuming already."

"I've missed your unique pillow talk," I teased, surprisingly comfortable with his clinical assessment after weeks of his absence.

A hint of a smile touched his lips. "My approach may lack conventional romance, but it's highly effective for your specific needs."

He wasn't wrong. For all the varied pleasures Markus, Chris, and David had provided, none understood my condition quite as thoroughly as Augustus, whose obsessive interest had led him to study every aspect of my unique physiology.

"The company is implementing structural changes next month," he said after a moment, his hand still idly stroking my breast. "New departments, expanded teams to accommodate our growth following the Tokyo merger."

I nodded, aware of the coming reorganization that had been rumored throughout the office. "Will it affect our arrangement?"

"Potentially," he acknowledged. "The digital marketing department will be expanding significantly. You'll need additional support staff. I've been considering candidates."

Something in his tone caught my attention. "You've been considering candidates for my department based on their potential response to my condition, haven't you?"

Rather than deny it, Augustus nodded with his usual directness. "Efficiency requires considering all variables. Your condition requires regular attention. Selecting team members who might provide that attention if necessary is simply good planning."

I should have been offended by his presumption, yet after the past weeks of his arranged solution, I found myself curious rather than angry. "What kind of candidates?"

"There's a graduate intern program starting next month," he replied, fingers detecting the subtle changes as my breasts began the process of refilling. "Caleb Foster. Twenty-four, exceptional academic credentials, highly adaptable based on psychological profiling."

The calculated way Augustus had already selected a potential new assistant for my "needs" was so characteristic of his controlling nature that I couldn't help laughing. "You're already planning who might help with my condition next?"

"I plan for all contingencies," he replied with typical pragmatism. "While I intend to resume primary responsibility for your maintenance, business demands occasionally require alternatives."

As Augustus continued outlining his methodical planning for managing my condition within the changing company structure, I marveled at how completely my life had transformed. From hiding my hyperlactation in shame to having the CEO arrange a rotation of qualified men to help express my milk—and now potentially selecting new employees partially based on their suitability for the task.

As milk began to bead at my nipples, responding to Augustus's continued stimulation, I realized I'd found an unexpected form of acceptance through this unusual arrangement. Not conventional romance perhaps, but something equally valuable—appreciation for exactly what I was, milk and all.

"Your production is resuming already," Augustus noted with satisfaction, lowering his head to capture a fresh drop on his tongue. "Excellent response. I've missed this taste."

"And I've missed your particular approach," I admitted, threading my fingers through his hair as he began to suckle gently, encouraging my body to produce more for him.

Whatever came next—expanded departments, new team members, this young intern Augustus had already assessed—I knew my condition would no longer be a burden to hide but a unique gift to be shared, on my terms, with those who truly appreciated it.

As Augustus continued his gentle stimulation, preparing my body for the next round of expression, I closed my eyes. I surrendered to the strange journey that had led me here—from shame to acceptance to something approaching pride in what made me different from everyone else.

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

READ HERE


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

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

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


OTHER BOOKS BY X. Callisto

DOMESTIC HUCOWS

Hucow Sitter

Hucow Maid

Hucow Trainer

Hucow Nurse

Hucow Milk Maid

Hucow Nanny

HUCOW SANCTUARY RANCH

Milked on the Ranch

Promised to the Ranch

Owned by the Ranch

Mated on the Ranch

Taken to the Ranch

Saved by the Ranch

Shared by the Ranch

Hidden on the Ranch

Trapped on the Ranch

Traded to the Ranch

Punished on the Ranch

Coming Soon!

MILKED BY THE BOSS

Milk for the Boss

Milk for the CEO

Milk for the Office

Milk for the Intern

Milk for the Client

Coming Soon!

HUCOW INVASION

Hucow Invasion

Hucow Invaders

Hucow Raiders

THE MILKY WAY HUCOW FARM

Bessie

Daisy

Rosie

Maisy

Ellie

HUCOW BED AND BREAKFAST

Dominating the Hucow Maid

Punishing the Hucow Maid

Coming Soon!

HUCOW MAIL ORDER BRIDES

Mail Order Hucow

Hucow Bride

Hucow Engagement

Hucow Honeymoon

Coming Soon!

THE COLLEGE CREAMERY EXCHANGE PROGRAM

Gloria

More coming soon!

HUCOW HOLIDAY SPECIALS

Cookies & Milk

Holly Jolly Hucow

Milk Chocolate

Naughty Hucow

Milk for Santa

Coming Soon!

-

Smashwords Exclusives

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

X. Callisto’s Smashwords Catalog

-

Chosen for the Alien Experiment

Buy Here

Trapped in the Alien Nest

Buy Here

Bearing the Alien’s Spawn

Buy Here


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

X. Callisto

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

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

https://tinyurl.com/xcallisto

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