
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Emma’s White Lies 3

––––––––

[image: ]


Milessa Mae

––––––––

[image: ]


This is a work of fiction. All of the characters, organizations, and events portrayed in this work are products of the author’s imagination. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

––––––––

[image: ]


Emma’s White Lies 3

An Erotic Lactation Novel

––––––––

[image: ]


Copyright © 2025 Milessa Mae

––––––––

[image: ]


Second Edition

All rights reserved. No part of this work may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage or retrieval system, without the written permission of the publisher.

––––––––

[image: ]


A Wood and Iron Press Book

––––––––

[image: ]


Contains adult material that might not be suitable for all audiences. This work is a fantasy, but in your own life be sure to follow safer sex practices. All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 10


[image: ]




I preferred not to panic when I went into the restroom and was glad it was single occupancy with a locking door. I hurriedly unbuttoned my blouse and unhooked my bra. Small tits are nice when you can buy bras that have front closures. 

My nipples were erect. I already knew that, but the issue was that milk was starting to weep out. 

“Fuck and fuck and fuck,” I cursed under my breath.

Maybe Venus, Hera, Artemis, and Leto were all smiling on me that morning. For whatever reason the breast pump box had come with some sample pads and I had tossed them into my purse without a second thought.

The last thing I needed was a bunch of men and catty women staring at my chest as I leaked milk through my bra and blouse.

As it was, my bra was only slightly damp. Not a problem, I told myself as I blotted it the best I could with paper towels. I put the bra back on and made sure the absorbent pads inside the small cups were properly aligned. 

I knew what had caused the sudden leaking: Simon.

My sexual relationship with him had ended years previously, but I still had very fond memories of what we had done together.

He had professed a love of my small tits.

I didn’t need that thought floating around in my head today.

Wisely I had dressed in business professional attire with a bra, blouse, and blazer. I just added pads to the bra and I’d be good.

Just survive the day and get home.

And don’t think about fucking Simon in my hotel room.

He wouldn’t want to fuck me anyway. Last I knew he had a girlfriend. I had a boyfriend. My boobs were full of milk. He’d hate that.

Except Jay loved my milky tits.

And Simon said he’d always love my boobs no matter what.

Fuck...

As I had predicted, the meeting was a complete waste of my time. I didn’t need to be there. 

I listened with half an ear.

I doodled in my packet.

I daydreamed, but not about Simon.

I made my one-sentence report. (“All key indicators are following expected tracks.”)

I forced myself not to glance Simon’s way.

I drank coffee and went to the bathroom at appropriate intervals to pee and make sure the pads hadn’t soaked through. (They hadn’t.)

I checked my phone when it silently buzzed with messages. Most I could deal with later. One was from Jay (“Love you. Can’t wait to see you tonight.”). A few were a waste of time. 

And one was from Simon.

Simon: What are you doing after this time and money wasting panic?

I told myself I was going to be a good girl. I told myself my loving boyfriend was waiting for me at home and I could drive the two hours so he could nurse on my tits when I climbed into bed and the sex we’d have would be so incredible my head would spin off my spine.

Me: Going home as soon as possible.

Simon: I was hoping to take you to dinner.

Simon: Surely you need to eat before you leave here.

I didn’t reply to him right away. He was four seats away on the opposite side of the long conference table. I made a conscious effort not to look at him.

After ten minutes I finally sent a message.

Me: I’m hoping this will be over by lunch.

The meeting was not over by lunch. It was just getting going. The VP who had been in charge of it was suddenly joined by the CFO. Arguments ensued. I continued to ignore Simon.

Lunch rolled around. The company brought in food, fancy sandwiches and salads. Things couldn’t be that bad if they were springing for a decent meal.

I made a second, one-sentence report. (“Current conditions should continue excepting unexpected outside factors.”)

The meeting dragged on. And on. And on.

Finally, when it was well past the normal time I stopped working for the day, some accord was agreed upon, there was much grumbling, and a senior manager had been fired.

“Fucking finally,” I breathed as I gathered up my materials with the full intent of getting out of the building, back to my hotel, and then home.

“Did you check out of your hotel this morning?” Simon asked, skillfully meeting me as I walked out of the conference room

Fuck...

“Shit. No. I was in too much of a rush.”

“It’s late,” he said. “Why drive home tired? Let’s go to dinner on the company dime and you can spend a relaxing night in a quiet hotel and leave tomorrow morning.”

I knew exactly what he meant and it had nothing to do with me getting a night’s restful sleep.

“Fine. But I need to change my clothes first.”

Fifteen minutes later I was back at the hotel. I changed into jeans and a t-shirt. I was going to be comfortable, damn it. I changed the pads in my bra—they were damp but not soaked through—and checked myself out in the hotel mirror.
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