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Brent had been vice President at Rayburn Industries for twelve years and during that time had had twenty-one assistants. The other executives liked to give him a bad time about his inability to keep an employee who didn’t get fired or storm out, but it wasn’t that the owner’s son wasn’t competent or intelligent. Brent simply wouldn’t suffer fools, and his impatience showed that.  

His last assistant, a young lady named Trisha who liked to pop her gum while she worked on the department’s database, had cried when he fired her. Between ugly, mascara-smeared sobs she’d called him a dictator and a micro manager, as she packed a box with her framed photos and stuffed mouse and tropical plant, then slammed the outer door on her way out.

It was going to be a hot Monday, he thought, as he threw his briefcase on his desk and then poured his first cup of coffee. Five minutes to eight, and no sign of his newest minion. Not a good start.

At three minutes to eight, the office door opened. A young woman with dark hair came in, smiled quickly at him, and stuck out her hand, her face showing her nervousness. “My name is Megan,” she said. Brent shook her hand firmly, noticing that she was probably wearing her best ‘dress for success’ outfit—a dark pencil skirt and a white button-down blouse, with a double row of freshwater pearls as her only jewelry.

“I’m Mr. Rayburn. That’s your desk there,” he said, pointing to the corner near his office door. “File cabinets are out here, Wayne from IT will be by later to show you how to sign into the computer system, and the break room is down the hall. You get a half-hour lunch and two fifteen minute breaks a day. Now, let’s get to work.”

Sitting next to her, Brent couldn’t help but notice the light fragrance that she was wearing, and that the silk blouse she wore hugged her lush breasts, just short of being scandalously tight across the front.  Human Resources could’ve done worse than hiring this one, he thought to himself. At least he could enjoy the view.

After the first three hours, it was apparent that Megan was bright, focused, and had plenty of experience with the software that Rayburn Industries used. She listened carefully, learned quickly, and took good notes.  

Maybe this one will last more than a week, he thought.

Brent was famous for the long hours he worked, and never taking breaks or lunch, so it took him awhile to realize that Megan was shifting uncomfortably in her chair.

Probably has to pee, he thought. Probably had too big a Mocha Supersize Latte Whatever at Starbucks before she came to work. Brent decided to push her a bit to see how long she’d go before she’d crack and admit to it. While he was explaining the expense spreadsheet to her, he got a kick out of seeing her attention wander, obviously uncomfortable, her hands clenching a bit as she gripped her pen.  

It was another twenty minutes before she suddenly sat bolt upright, silent, her eyes flicking to Brent’s face.  

“I need a break, please,” she said, her voice tense. Brent frowned, but just as he was going to tell her to wait another few minutes, he noticed a dark, damp spot on the crest of her right breast. Megan’s face was flushed red with embarrassment. She had seen her new boss’ eyes drop to her chest, his face surprised as he realized that she was leaking breastmilk.

“It’s my first day away from my baby,” she stammered. “I.... I need a private place to take care of things. If that’s okay.”

Brent couldn’t remember the last time he’d been flustered. “Of course, of course.” He kept his eyes carefully on the computer screen. “I’ll be in a meeting for a bit. When you’re done, come back and proofread this document for errors.”

She nodded, obviously relieved.  

The meeting was packed with managers, reviewing a PowerPoint presentation of the projected revenue growth for the next year, but Brent’s attention wasn’t anywhere near that room. His mind was locked onto the image of the moist spot on a white silk blouse, and his imagination was wondering how she was going to relieve the pressure of all that warm milk. All that luscious, warm milk....

By the time he got back to his office, he was surprised to find that Megan hadn’t returned to her desk. Another assistant scared off, he thought. Probably had caught him looking at her chest. Too bad. He’d liked this one, and she’d certainly been easy on the eyes.

The sound of movement in the small bathroom off his private office caught his attention. No one except him was supposed to use that bathroom, and everyone knew it. Brent scowled as he leaned around the door jamb, ready to confront whoever was foolhardy enough to use his office for their personal business.

The sight that greeted him stopped him in his tracks. The door was cracked open at least a foot, and he could see Megan, her silk blouse unbuttoned and pulled down around her shoulders, and what looked like two suction cups attached to her nipples. Clear tubes ran down to the breast pump, contained in a black case with a strap. Brent could hear the soft sucking sound as the pump pulled the warm breastmilk into a bottle. The plastic bottle was nearly full. The cups of her lacy nursing bra were pulled down beneath the gentle swell of her full breasts, and she was massaging the sides of her tits, drawing the milk down to her nipples.

Oh my God, he thought, she’s milking herself. It was the most erotic, sensual thing he had ever seen, and it was going on in his office.

She leaned down to turn off the pump, and slowly pulled the suction cups off her chest. Her nipples were red and swollen, her areolas dark and sticky with milk. As she straightened up, her startled eyes met those of her boss, transfixed by what he had seen. Her mouth dropped open in a silent O, and her face instantly flushed with embarrassment. She grabbed at her blouse and frantically began to adjust her bra and button her shirt.

Brent knew he should turn and walk out. He knew he should forget what he’d seen, but he also knew that if he lived a hundred years, he would always remember the sight of this young woman, half undressed in his office, milking herself. Courtesy be damned, he thought, and he stood and watched her hastily fix her clothes, cap the bottle, and stash everything she could in the dark bag. Finally, she stepped out of the restroom, her face still bright red. Her eyes couldn’t meet his.

“I’m so sorry, Mr. Rayburn! I thought I’d be able to use the ladies’ room, but there isn’t an electrical outlet in there that I could use, and I was so uncomfortable that I just had to take care of it right away, and I give so much that –“

Brent interrupted her with a wave of his hand. “It’s all right, Megan. You’re welcome to use that room anytime you need it. I’ll be at your desk when you’re ready to learn about the data archive.”

That night, Brent juggled a bag of Chinese take-out while he dug his keys out of his pocket and opened the door to his apartment. Swinging the door wide with his foot, he set his briefcase down on the entry table and headed for the kitchen. It was scrupulously clean, as it always was, with nothing on the counters, and only six of each type of silverware in the nearly empty drawer. Brent grabbed a fork, poured himself a glass of water and stood by the sink, poking the noodles in his little white box while he looked around his living room. The modern furniture was neatly arranged, the colors carefully coordinated by a designer, and no extra accessories cluttered the metal and glass tables. With a pang, he suddenly realized that his home looked exactly like the dozens of hotel rooms he’d visited on business trips—sterile, expensive, and cold as hell. He’d never invited a woman here, because he didn’t like anyone in his space or his business. This apartment was as angular and inviting as his personal life, with the exact same lack of warmth.

Maybe I need a fish or some houseplants, he thought, but he knew that wouldn’t help.

His mind kept replaying the scene in his office, the beautiful young woman running her hands over her full breasts, the milk spurting from the swollen nipples. The encounter had been completely out of his comfort zone, and it had shaken him to the core.  

A plan began to form in him, a plot so satisfying and splendid that he could see the details playing in his head over and over again, like a favorite movie. When he slid between the crisp sheets on his bed that night, he had a slight smile on his lips, and for the first time after years of insomnia, fell asleep nearly instantly.

The next day, Megan was ten minutes early and dressed for success again. Brent smiled to himself when he saw that she had opted for a loosely fitted jacket over her button-down blouse.  

Good luck trying to hide those curves, he thought. I know the secrets you’ve got hidden under that navy blue blazer...

The morning was full of more training, getting Megan up to speed on the company’s proprietary software, and an overview of his department’s confidentiality restrictions. Brent watched her secretly, knowing that soon she would need a break and some private time. Around 10:30, his wait was over.

“Sir, may I use your restroom again for my break? I promise I’ll be out as soon as I can.” She was the picture of neutrality, her face turned away a bit so she didn’t have to meet his eyes or see his reaction.

“Of course, Megan. Take your time.”  

A quick trip down the hall to visit one of his analysts, and in less than five minutes he was already on the way back to his office. He knew she’d have just enough time to strip off her jacket and unbutton her blouse, to hook up the breast pump, and to start.  

He was right.

As soon as he walked through the door he knew she was in there, in the restroom. He could hear the small sounds of movement, and could see the sliver of light under the door.

He took a deep breath to steady himself, and slowly pushed the door open.

Her eyes were huge, startled, as she saw him. She was stripped to the waist, and there was a trail of creamy milk running over her hand as she held one suction cup in place on her broad nipple. Subtle blue veins snaked underneath the alabaster skin of her engorged breasts.

“This is getting to be a habit, you coming in here like this,“ she said. It was an observation, not an accusation.

“Megan, you don’t need to be scared of me or embarrassed.” He had practiced this speech in his head over and over. “What your body is doing is beautiful and natural. It is. You should be proud that you’re a woman who can give milk for her baby. It is a miracle of nature.”

Her eyes didn’t even blink, even though her heart was racing. “I.... I am sorry about all this. I have too much milk
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