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The heels of my black, high patent heels echoed off the marble tiles as I approached the stiff-faced receptionist with a broad smile.

I grinned from ear to ear, showing her a row of pearly white teeth that lay beneath my full, round lips, with nude lipstick and eye pencil only- my entire makeup and look was neutral and professional and screamed luxury and elegance.

- I have to see Mr. Hudson.

The fact that I rarely looked like this was as amusing as it was intriguing. It's probably been years since I last climbed into heels and put on a skirt. I found it both amusing and overwhelming to look at my reflection in the huge lobby, which was completely lined with mirrors.

Hudson must have been literally in love with himself.

- Do you have an appointment?

I made a nonchalant hand gesture, flicking my long, curly, and shiny dark hair from my shoulders to my back, and glanced at the clock as if in a hurry, frowning slightly.

- Yes. I have an appointment at 10, and I'm already late.

The fact that I didn't really have an appointment and was just trying to squeeze into someone else's, or the empty space that Hudson was probably using to eat breakfast or drink his beloved mocha coffee, added a dose of danger and uncertainty to my entire endeavor.

I played the safe and confident card, convinced that the new receptionist would be just as careless and lazy as the previous one, to actually check my appointment. Everyone knew that Mr. Hudson had a variety of clients throughout the day, and it was difficult to check them all.

Relying on that, and pure good luck, I pulled my old press badge and the pass I used to use, actually the one I used when I first came here to Hudson Enterprises, to interview Gerald Hudson, a business titan who made it to the very top of the corporate pyramid by trading.

- Garson News.

I flashed her a nonchalant, confident smile once more, impersonating a reporter for the newspaper I used to work for.

I was reporting for Garson News when I first met him; the meeting was calculated and cold, businesslike and strictly professional, in a spacious, glassed-in office with a view of the entire city... until Hudson put his hand on my thigh, intimately resting his muscular body against mine.

I remember perfectly well the azure blue color of his eyes penetrating deep into me, as our bodies are ravishingly pressed and embraced together, and I remember trembling in his arms, all surrendering and giving, letting him deeper and harder, into the wet space of my tight womb.

I remember perfectly well his tight grip wrapping around my blonde curls - I still had my natural hair color then, him pulling me, stronger and stronger towards him, and taking me, shamelessly and irretrievably, forever marking me as his.

One terrible mistake and giving in to a dangerous man, a cold and insolent bastard, one reckless indulgence of passion, which in a way destroyed my life, or at least it destroyed life as I knew it.

Shortly after that day, an incriminating tape of Hudson and me leaked into public, highlighting how Garson News obtained information.

The journalistic agency I worked for was demolished, and I was immediately fired.

Soon, I found out that very Hudson was behind all this - filming our little affair and letting it into the ether, just because "Garson News" had in the past reproached him with a bad article about the potential illegal activities of his company.

Everything was a setup.

He took advantage of me in the worst possible way, defiling my name, my body, and my heart that had just begun to fall in love, with his ultimate, insidious, and corrupt intentions.

He did it all just to get revenge on the news agency; to get his miserable revenge, Gerald Hudson chose to destroy my life.

To him, people were just a tool, a means to an end, and in his dirty game, I was collateral damage.

A month after the event, I found out I was pregnant. The child was his.

I tried to get in touch with him, sending him emails and hundreds of messages, since at the reception they hung up the phone as soon as they heard my voice, and security kicked me out right at the entrance to the Hudson Enterprises building, but of course, without any success.

There was no answer, no response, not a single word from the man who took advantage of my naivety and kindness, the burning desire I felt for him and my passionate surrender, not a single word from the man who filled my fertile body with his seed and whose child I was now carrying.

I didn't want to have an abortion, and nine months after this, I gave birth to a beautiful daughter, Haley.

It was very difficult to live and make ends meet once I got fired and my name was tarnished, but somehow I managed to keep it up.

I did everything to keep Haley and me safe.

I soon sold the beautiful and spacious apartment I owned downtown, and bought a small and comfortable property in the countryside for half the price.

My six-month-old daughter and I started a new life there. I grew a garden and some animals, chickens and goats, so we had most of our own food, and we used the remaining money for all other expenses.

Life was calm, quiet, and somehow good, except for the fact that Gerald Hudson was on my mind.

Over time, I became obsessed with the idea of ​​taking revenge on him and repaying him for what he did to me, and so I began to use all my free time to research his potential illegal activities.

It turned out that they weren’t just potential. I had to dig deeper.

I was investigating him all the while handling this horrible issue - even though Haley stopped nursing already at three months, my lactation did not stop at all. The doctors said it was most likely due to hormones and reinforced stress, so Hudson was to blame for this as well.

It was his fault that my breasts filled with huge quantities of thick and heavy milk, and that every day I had to fight my swollen, stretched, and throbbing skin that yearned for relief, milking myself by hand in the solitude of my little farm.

I hated him from the bottom of my soul.

Days passed, and I searched for evidence that would destroy him. It took me a long time until finally, one day, I had him in my hand.

After the receptionist had given me passage, I strode confidently and smugly down the well-known hallway towards his office, my breasts full of milk, bubbling hot, and my heart full of tingling excitement.

In a tiny flash drive in my blazer pocket, I held Hudson's life in my hands. Now, I was the one giving the ultimatum, and the one setting the rules of the dirty game, it was time to confront him with the consequences of what he had done to me.

I barge into his office without knocking, eagerly imagining and expecting to see the shock on his face. Instead, he is the calm, stern, and sly as I remember him, with a perfectly shaven beard, and icy azure eyes that look right through me.

That look makes me freeze for a moment.

-Lola! I'm so glad to see you.

His lips quiver and stretch into a satisfied grin as he carefully measures every millimeter of my skin. I feel like I'm burning under the clothes that suddenly become too tight. The weight of the milk presses down on me, and under the influence of strong adrenaline, I feel my flesh expand and fill.

"Lola" was the dirty nickname given to me by the media after the video of me with Hudson leaked. My real name was Lauren.

- I'm afraid you won't be so happy, Gerald.

I speak through my teeth as my heels clink dryly as I approach his huge desk. Hudson gets up from his chair and puts his hands in the pockets of his perfectly tailored gray pants.

My body shakes as I approach him, afraid that my voice will crack and betray me the next time I speak. I forgot how numbing and heavy his closeness is.

I come very close to him and fix the look on his face. It's hard for me to stay focused as he shamelessly measures my swollen cleavage.

- You ruined my life.

I speak my teeth again as he takes another step closer to me, so close that I can almost feel his breath on my neck now, as he swallows me lustily and calls me to him again.

- Now I'm going to destroy yours.

I speak, in one breath, as my lips are dry and
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