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When the company’s international client, the irresistible Nikolai Volkov, offers to help manage Morgan's hyperlactation condition during crucial negotiations, she discovers a new cultural perspective that transforms her view of what she'd always considered a medical burden.

Nikolai's reverent approach to adult nursing and milk expression opens doors to possibilities Morgan never imagined—including a new life in Europe as both Chief Marketing Officer and his cherished partner.

Milk for the Client is the passionate 17,000-word conclusion to the series, featuring lactation, ABF, ADR, workplace romance, and one hucow’s journey from shame to acceptance.
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ONE

Six months had passed since Caleb Foster finished his internship, taking his academic approach to my condition back to his doctoral program. During these months, Augustus resumed his exclusive role managing my hyperlactation, our arrangement falling back into its established pattern with just a few adjustments based on the production improvements Caleb's research had identified.

The Tokyo merger transformed Smith-Daniels Marketing from a respected national agency into an international powerhouse, bringing new clients and expanded responsibilities for everyone—especially me. As the newly promoted Manager of International Digital Strategy, I traveled more frequently, managing my condition through a combination of Augustus's attentions when in town and the high-end pump he provided for trips.

It was during preparations for our biggest potential international client that Augustus called me into his office on a rainy Tuesday morning. Nikolai Volkov, representative of the European conglomerate Volkov Industries, was arriving tomorrow from Germany for a week of presentations and negotiations that could potentially double our company's annual revenue if successful.

"The Volkov presentations need meticulous preparation," Augustus said without preamble as I sat across from his desk. "Their expectations go beyond our standard protocols."

"I've reviewed their portfolio requirements," I assured him, having spent three weeks developing a comprehensive digital strategy for their diverse business units. "My team has prepared customized approaches for each division."

Augustus nodded, his expression revealing none of the pressure I knew he must be feeling with such a significant potential client. "Your professional preparations are exceptional as always. But there's another matter we need to address."

Something in his tone made me pay closer attention. "What is it?"

"Managing your condition during Volkov's visit," he replied, clinical as always when discussing my hyperlactation in professional contexts. "I'll be tied up with board presentations for the first three days of their visit. Your production schedule would be disrupted."

The realization that Augustus wouldn't be available for our usual sessions sent a ripple of concern through me. Extended business meetings without proper expression had proven problematic before, leading to uncomfortable leakage and painful engorgement.

"I can manage with the pump," I said, though we both knew it was a less effective solution, particularly during the stress of high-stakes presentations which tended to increase my production.

"That won't cut it," Augustus dismissed with characteristic directness. "The Volkov negotiations are too important for suboptimal condition management. We need alternative arrangements."

My pulse quickened. The last "alternative arrangement" Augustus had made was assigning Caleb the fake intern, and men from the office before that. "What kind of arrangement do you have in mind?"

Augustus studied me with that penetrating gaze that seemed to see through any pretense. "Nikolai Volkov and I have a long-standing professional relationship. During preliminary discussions, we exchanged certain... personal matters in confidence."

Understanding began to dawn. "You told him about my condition?"

"Not explicitly," Augustus clarified, ever precise with language. "But Volkov mentioned a family history that suggested familiarity with similar physiological variations. His grandmother was apparently a wet nurse of some renown in their village."

The revelation surprised me. In my experience, hyperlactation syndrome was rarely discussed openly, much less with any cultural appreciation. "And this is relevant because...?"

"Because Volkov has offered to help manage your condition while I'm unavailable," Augustus stated matter-of-factly, as if proposing nothing more unusual than a schedule adjustment. "He has experience from previous family situations and understands the need for discretion."

I stared at him, momentarily speechless. "Wait, you're suggesting that our potential biggest client should... help express my milk? During contract negotiations?"

"I'm suggesting a practical solution to a logistical challenge," Augustus corrected with his typical businesslike efficiency. "Your condition needs consistent management. Volkov has relevant experience and is willing to help. The arrangement would benefit both of you."

The casual way Augustus proposed loaning me to a client for what amounted to intimate physical assistance should have been shocking. Yet after all we'd experienced together—his original discovery of my condition, his careful management, even his calculated delegation to Caleb—I found myself considering the proposal with unexpected objectivity.

"Have you thought about the ethical implications?" I asked. "The power dynamics of a client relationship combined with such a personal arrangement?"

Augustus's expression remained unchanged. "I've assessed all variables. Volkov understands the professional boundaries. The arrangement would be entirely separate from business negotiations, with no impact on contract terms or professional evaluations."

I took a moment to process the proposal. While unorthodox, it wasn't entirely without precedent in my unusual journey. And there was a practical reality to consider—presentations to Volkov's team would be lengthy and stressful, precisely the conditions that exacerbated my production and made proper expression most necessary.

"I need to meet him first," I said finally. "Assess the situation myself before agreeing to anything."

"Of course," Augustus nodded, looking unsurprised by my conditional acceptance. "Volkov arrives tomorrow morning. I've arranged a private lunch introduction at Terrasse before the afternoon meetings."

The high-end restaurant was a familiar choice for Augustus's important client meetings—exclusive, discreet, and conveniently located in the same building as our offices. "Terrasse is hardly private," I pointed out. "It's always packed with executives."

"I've reserved their private dining room," Augustus clarified. "Complete seclusion for sensitive discussions."

The thoroughness of his planning indicated this wasn't a spontaneous suggestion but something Augustus had been considering for some time. Typical of him to have every detail arranged before even bringing the proposal to me.

"And if I don't feel comfortable with the arrangement after meeting him?" I asked, wanting to establish my agency in this unusual situation.

"Then we implement alternative protocols," Augustus replied without hesitation. "Your comfort is a primary consideration. The arrangement only proceeds with your explicit consent."

The acknowledgment of my choice in the matter was significant coming from someone as controlling as Augustus. Whatever his business motivations, he seemed genuinely concerned with my comfort and autonomy in this arrangement.

"I'll meet him tomorrow," I agreed. "But I'm not making any commitments until I've assessed the situation personally."

Augustus nodded, satisfaction evident in his posture. "A reasonable approach. I'll let Volkov know that introductions will proceed as planned." He glanced at his watch, our meeting clearly concluding. "How's your condition status currently?"

The abrupt shift to my immediate needs was so typically Augustus that I almost smiled. "Getting uncomfortable. It's been nearly four hours since morning expression."

Without another word, Augustus rose and locked his office door, already unfastening his cuffs and rolling up his sleeves with practiced efficiency. Our arrangement had become so routine that we could transition from business discussions to intimate relief within seconds, no awkwardness or hesitation remaining after months of regular sessions.

As his mouth closed over my breast moments later, drawing milk with the perfect pressure he'd mastered through long practice, I wondered what tomorrow's meeting would bring—and whether Nikolai Volkov's approach to my condition would be yet another chapter in my unexpected journey.


TWO

Terrasse's private dining room was even more luxurious than the main restaurant, with silk-covered walls, a single elegant table, and windows overlooking the city skyline. I arrived precisely at noon, my navy dress chosen specifically for both professional appropriateness and discreet access should my condition require attention.

Augustus was already there, engaged in conversation with a man whose presence commanded attention even across the room. Nikolai Volkov stood at least six feet tall, with broad shoulders and the kind of physical fitness that spoke of regular activity rather than gym obsession. His dark hair was threaded with distinguished silver at the temples, and his bespoke suit fit his powerful frame with clear custom tailoring.

As I approached, both men turned. Augustus made brief introductions with his typical efficiency before excusing himself—a pre-arranged exit to allow private assessment, I realized. The message was clear: this decision was mine alone.

"Ms. LeLait," Volkov greeted me, his accent adding rich texture to the words. "What a pleasure to finally meet you in person after reviewing your digital strategy proposals. They're quite impressive."

His handshake was firm without being domineering, his eye contact direct without being invasive. Up close, I noticed his eyes were an unusual shade—somewhere between gray and blue, with remarkable clarity and intelligence.

"Mr. Volkov," I replied, taking the seat he pulled out for me. "I hope our proposals aligned with your company's international expansion goals."

"Please, call me Nikolai," he smiled warmly. "And your work is truly exceptional. Creative yet grounded in data. Exactly what we need for breaking into the European market."

The conversation flowed naturally into professional topics as the first course was served, Nikolai demonstrating impressive knowledge of digital marketing strategies and technological integration. Despite the unusual subtext of our meeting, he maintained perfect professional courtesy, focusing entirely on business matters through the appetizer and main course.

It wasn't until dessert was served and the waiter had left us in complete privacy that Nikolai shifted the conversation with surprising directness.

"Augustus told me about your unique situation," he said, his tone conversational rather than awkward or judgmental. "And mentioned he'll be tied up during our critical presentation days."

I appreciated his straightforward approach—no euphemisms or uncomfortable circling of the topic. "He mentioned you might be... familiar with my condition."

A warm smile transformed Nikolai's face, his eyes lighting up with genuine interest. "In my grandmother's village, women with your gift were highly respected. She was a wet nurse to many children when their mothers couldn't produce enough milk."

The characterization of my condition as a "gift" rather than a medical anomaly caught me off guard. Most people—even Augustus with his clinical appreciation—viewed hyperlactation as a challenge to be managed rather than something valuable in itself.

"That's not how most people see it here," I said, studying his reaction. "Most think of it as a medical inconvenience at best."

"Western medicine loves to pathologize natural variations," Nikolai replied with a dismissive wave of his hand. "Back home, especially in rural communities, a woman with abundant milk was considered blessed, capable of sustaining life beyond her own children."

His perspective was refreshingly different from the clinical approach I'd grown accustomed to. Even Caleb, with his academic fascination, had viewed my condition primarily as a research subject rather than something with cultural significance.

"Augustus mentioned you have some... experience?" I prompted, carefully navigating the unusual conversation.

Nikolai nodded, completely at ease with the topic. "My sister had the same condition after her children were born. Her production continued long after weaning was complete. I helped her find resources and learned a great deal about management techniques."

The revelation that he had family experience with my condition rather than just cultural awareness shifted my assessment significantly. This wasn't merely Augustus loaning me to a client as a business accommodation—Nikolai genuinely understood the practical challenges I faced.

"So you're offering to... help during your visit?" I asked, wanting absolute clarity despite the delicate nature of the conversation.

"I'm offering to assist with a natural need during a week when your normal arrangements aren't available," he confirmed, his directness refreshing after Augustus's clinical euphemisms. "With clear boundaries and complete discretion, of course."

I studied him carefully, looking for any sign of unprofessional interest or discomfort. What I found instead was genuine understanding and matter-of-fact acceptance of the situation.

"Why?" I asked finally. "This isn't exactly a standard business accommodation."

Nikolai considered the question thoughtfully before answering, his eyes holding mine with genuine intensity. "Three reasons," he said with characteristic directness. "First, it's a practical necessity—your condition needs management, especially during stressful presentations. Second, in my culture, offering such assistance is considered honorable, not inappropriate. And third," a warm smile played at his lips, "I admit I'm personally interested in experiencing your gift firsthand. I've always been fascinated by the traditional practices from my culture."

The honesty of his answer, particularly the final admission, was surprisingly refreshing after Augustus's purely clinical approach and Caleb's academic framing. Nikolai acknowledged a personal dimension to his offer without making it the primary motivation.

"And what about the professional implications?" I pressed, needing to understand all aspects before making my decision. "The power dynamics between client and service provider mixed with such a personal arrangement?"

"Business is business," Nikolai stated firmly, his eyes serious. "Our contract negotiations will happen based solely on the merit of your proposals and what my company needs. The personal arrangement stays completely separate, with no influence on business decisions. You have my word on that."

His clear separation between business and personal matters aligned with Augustus's assurances. And something about Nikolai's straightforward manner, his cultural perspective on my condition, and his previous experience with similar situations made the arrangement seem less unusual than it might have otherwise.

"I'd need certain parameters established," I said, decision forming as I spoke. "Professional boundaries maintained regardless of the personal arrangement."

"Absolutely," he nodded, unsurprised by my conditions. "Complete separation of business and personal interactions. Professional decisions based solely on business factors. And," he added with genuine warmth in his eyes, "the arrangement only proceeds at your comfort level, with clear communication of boundaries."

The respect for my agency in his response finalized my decision. "Then I accept your offer of assistance during Augustus's unavailability. On a trial basis initially."

Satisfaction flickered across Nikolai's face, though nothing inappropriate or presumptuous. "A sensible approach. We'll assess compatibility and comfort after the first session."

With our unusual agreement established, conversation returned to professional matters for the remainder of lunch. As we prepared to leave for the afternoon's meetings, Nikolai checked his watch with a small frown.

"Our presentations start in thirty minutes and run for three hours," he observed. "Based on what Augustus shared about your typical timing, that could be challenging for you."

He was right. It had been nearly four hours since my morning session with Augustus, and the stress of important presentations typically increased my production. By the end of a three-hour meeting without relief, I would be painfully full and risking embarrassing leakage.

"Yes," I acknowledged, appreciating his practical awareness of my needs. "It could get uncomfortable."

Nikolai glanced around the private dining room, which remained secluded with the waiter instructed not to return until called. "Perhaps we should address your condition now, before the meetings. Just to be safe."

The suggestion made practical sense, yet represented a significant step in our newly established arrangement. This would be the first time anyone other than Augustus or Caleb had helped with my condition in a professional context.

"Here?" I asked, glancing at the door despite knowing it was locked.

"We have complete privacy," Nikolai confirmed, his matter-of-fact tone helping normalize the unusual situation. "And it's certainly more comfortable than trying to find relief in office restrooms between presentations."

He had a point. The private dining room offered security and comfort that wouldn't be available once we returned to the office. And starting presentations already uncomfortable would only make the problem worse as the afternoon progressed.

"Alright," I agreed, decision made. "That makes practical sense."

Nikolai nodded, moving to ensure the door was securely locked before returning to where I stood near the window. Unlike Augustus's clinical efficiency or Caleb's academic enthusiasm, Nikolai approached the situation with calm assurance—neither rushing nor hesitating as he gestured to one of the plush chairs.

"This might be most comfortable," he suggested, his eyes warm. "Are you ready?"

I appreciated his confirmation of my readiness rather than simply proceeding. Settling into the indicated chair, I reached for the concealed side zipper of my dress, designed specifically for discreet access when needed.

"Let me help you with that," Nikolai offered, kneeling beside the chair with surprising grace for a man of his size. His hands moved to the zipper with gentle confidence, easing it down to reveal the nursing bra I wore beneath.

His movements were neither clinical like Augustus nor academically curious like Caleb, but instead carried a sense of reverent appreciation as he helped ease the fabric aside to expose my already-leaking breasts.

"Beautiful," he murmured, his voice rich with genuine admiration. "In my village, such abundance would be seen as a blessing from nature herself."

The perspective was so different from anything I'd encountered before—my condition viewed not as a medical anomaly to be managed or a fascinating research subject, but as something naturally valuable and worthy of respect.

Nikolai cupped my right breast with gentle hands, testing its fullness with experienced touch. "You're quite uncomfortable already," he observed, noting the immediate milk that beaded at my nipple in response to even that light contact. "Let me help ease this for you."

When he lowered his head to take my nipple into his mouth, the sensation was immediately different from what I'd grown accustomed to. Where Augustus drew with possessive efficiency and Caleb with academic precision, Nikolai's approach carried a sense of cultural reverence combined with practical skill.

"Oh," I gasped as milk began to flow freely, the relief immediate and intense. "That's..."

"Better?" he asked, pulling back momentarily, a drop of milk glistening on his lip before his tongue captured it with appreciative attention. "Your milk is extraordinary."

"Yes," I confirmed, surprised by the effectiveness of his technique. "You clearly know what you're doing."

A warm smile touched his lips before he returned to his task, one hand continuing to work my breast with gentle kneading motions that encouraged maximum flow while his mouth drew with perfect pressure. His other hand moved to my neglected breast, fingers expressing milk in steady streams that he occasionally paused to taste directly from his palm.

"So sweet," he commented between pulls, genuine appreciation warming his voice. "Exceptionally so."

There was something uniquely compelling about Nikolai's approach—the combination of practical skill and cultural reverence creating an experience distinct from Augustus's clinical efficiency or Caleb's academic fascination. His touches were confident yet respectful, effective yet appreciative, drawing milk with impressive thoroughness while making the process feel almost ceremonial rather than merely functional.

As he switched to my left breast, mouth closing over the nipple with perfect pressure while his hand continued to express the last milk from the right, I found myself responding with unexpected intensity. The relief of pressure combined with his unique approach sent waves of pleasure radiating outward, more intense than I typically experienced during purely practical expression sessions.

"Your response is beautiful," Nikolai observed, his eyes darkening as he noted my quickened breathing and flushed skin. "In my culture, this pleasure is considered the natural complement to the gift—both giver and receiver blessed by the exchange."

The perspective was unlike anything I'd encountered before—the physical pleasure of expression framed as a natural, positive aspect rather than an awkward side effect to be clinically noted or academically documented. Nikolai approached my condition with a wholistic appreciation that somehow normalized the sensual aspects without making them the primary focus.

As milk continued to flow freely under his skilled attention, I felt the familiar warmth building within me—the arousal that typically accompanied proper emptying, intensified by the unique nature of this new experience. When Nikolai's free hand moved to rest lightly on my knee, the touch was questioning rather than presumptuous.

"Your comfort comes first," he said, watching my reaction closely, his eyes intense with restrained passion. "We can keep this focused only on relief, or include the natural pleasure your body clearly desires. The choice is entirely yours."

The explicit acknowledgment of my agency in determining how far this first encounter would go was refreshingly direct. Unlike Augustus's assumed authority or Caleb's academic progression, Nikolai was placing the decision completely in my hands despite the power differential our client-provider relationship might suggest.

"We have presentations in twenty minutes," I reminded him, though my body was already responding to his touch, thighs parting slightly in unconscious invitation.

"We have plenty of time for complete relief," he replied, understanding my unstated consent as his hand moved higher with gentle confidence. "Are you sure about this?"

"Yes," I breathed, decision made as his fingers traced patterns on my inner thigh, gradually approaching where heat had pooled in response to his ministrations. "I'm sure."

Nikolai's mouth returned to my breast, drawing milk with perfect pressure as his hand slipped beneath my dress, fingers finding the edge of my panties with experienced ease. When he pushed the damp fabric aside to explore with gentle thoroughness, I gasped at the dual sensations—the relief of milk flowing freely combined with the building pleasure of his skilled touch.

"Your response is incredible," he murmured against my skin between pulls, passion evident in his voice. "So natural, so perfect."

Where Augustus approached such moments with possessive entitlement and Caleb with academic curiosity, Nikolai brought a sense of appreciative reverence that somehow enhanced every sensation. His fingers moved with confident skill, finding exactly the right rhythm and pressure as if he'd been studying my responses for months rather than minutes.

"Right there," I gasped as he curled his fingers just so, hitting exactly the spot that made my back arch slightly in the plush chair. "That's perfect."

Nikolai hummed against my breast, the vibration adding new sensation as he continued to drink deeply while his fingers established a rhythm designed to build pleasure alongside relief. The combination—milk flowing freely while arousal built steadily—created a symphony of sensation unlike anything I'd experienced in previous arrangements.

"Let yourself go," he encouraged, briefly pulling back from my nearly-emptied breast, his eyes dark with desire as milk glistened on his lips. "Receive fully while you give."

The permission, combined with a particularly clever movement of his fingers and the continued relief of my now almost-empty breasts, sent me crashing into unexpected climax. I came with a muffled cry, inner walls clenching around his fingers as waves of pleasure radiated outward, intensified by the simultaneous emptying of my milk.

Nikolai continued his attentions through my orgasm, drawing the last drops from my breasts while his fingers prolonged my pleasure with skilled precision. Only when I was completely empty and trembling with aftershocks did he finally withdraw, reaching for his pocket square to gently clean the milk that had run down my torso.

"You honor me with your trust," he said, warmth and passion evident in his voice. "Your gift is truly extraordinary."

As he helped me readjust my clothing with respectful efficiency, I found myself appreciating the unique nature of this new arrangement. Where Augustus managed my condition with clinical authority and Caleb had approached it with academic passion, Nikolai brought cultural appreciation and reverent respect that framed my difference in an entirely new light.

"Thank you," I said as we prepared to leave for the afternoon presentations. "That was... different from what I'm used to."

"Different perspectives bring different experiences," he replied with a warm smile. "In my culture, what flows from you is sacred—life-giving essence worthy of reverence, not just a physiological anomaly to be managed."

The reframing of my condition as something valuable rather than problematic created a subtle but significant shift in my own perception. After months of Augustus's clinical management and memories of Caleb's academic investigation, Nikolai's cultural reverence offered yet another lens through which to view what made me different from others.

As we walked toward the conference room where our teams awaited the afternoon's presentations, Nikolai maintained perfect professional decorum—no lingering touches or knowing glances, just the appropriate distance of respected business associates. The clear delineation between our personal arrangement and professional interactions was reassuring, confirming his earlier promises about maintaining appropriate boundaries.

"We should schedule our next relief session after the presentations end," he noted quietly as we approached the conference room. "About three hours from now, if that works with your typical timing."

"That would be perfect," I agreed, appreciating his practical attention to my needs without making them the focus of our professional interactions.

"Excellent," he nodded, pausing before we entered the room filled with executives from both companies. His eyes met mine with unexpected depth. "And Morgan? Thank you for sharing your gift with me. In my culture, such sharing honors both giver and receiver."

With that, he opened the door, immediately shifting into his role as client representative with seamless professionalism. As I followed him into the room, prepared to present our digital strategy to his team, I realized that this week of negotiations might offer more than just a major international contract for our agency.


THREE

The afternoon presentations went remarkably well, our team showcasing the digital strategy I'd developed for Volkov Industries. Throughout the three-hour session, I stayed focused and comfortable, the relief Nikolai had provided during our lunch ensuring I could concentrate fully on business matters without the distraction of painful fullness.

Occasionally, I caught Nikolai's eye across the conference table as his team asked insightful questions about implementation timelines or ROI projections. Each time, his expression remained purely professional – no hint of our intimate encounter visible in his composed demeanor. The clear separation between our business relationship and personal arrangement reassured me, confirming his promise that boundaries would be respected.

As the presentations concluded and teams began gathering their materials, Nikolai approached me with perfect corporate courtesy.

"Excellent presentation, Ms. LeLait," he said, voice carrying just far enough for nearby colleagues to hear. "Your approach to our Eastern European market penetration is particularly innovative."

"Thank you, Mr. Volkov," I replied with matching professionalism. "We're excited about the potential partnership."

He glanced discreetly at his watch, a subtle reminder of our planned post-presentation session. "Perhaps we could discuss some additional questions I have about the implementation timeline? My suite at The Grand has adequate space for reviewing the materials."

The suggestion sounded perfectly innocent to any listening ears – a client wanting to continue business discussions in a more comfortable setting. Only I understood the true purpose behind the invitation.

"Of course," I agreed, gathering my presentation materials. "I'm available now if that works for your schedule."

"Perfect," he nodded, the slightest hint of anticipation flickering in his eyes before his professional mask returned. "My driver is waiting downstairs."

I texted Augustus a brief update as we rode the elevator down to the lobby, maintaining the professional appearance necessary in our corporate environment. Only when we were settled in Nikolai's sleek black car, privacy partition raised between us and the driver, did his demeanor shift subtly.

"You're becoming uncomfortable," he observed, eyes noting the slight tension in my posture that most would never detect. "How long since our lunchtime relief?"

"Almost four hours," I confirmed, impressed by his perception. "The presentations went longer than anticipated."

His hand moved to rest lightly on mine, the first personal contact since our lunch encounter. "We'll address your needs properly once we reach the hotel. The suite offers complete privacy."

The quiet assurance in his voice sent a ripple of anticipation through me. Our lunch session had been necessarily quick, focused primarily on relief before the presentations. This evening promised something less rushed, more thorough.

Nikolai's suite at The Grand occupied the entire top floor of the luxury hotel, offering panoramic city views through floor-to-ceiling windows. As the elevator doors closed behind us, leaving us in complete privacy, I felt a subtle shift in the atmosphere between us – business personas giving way to the personal arrangement we'd established.

"Your discomfort is obvious to me now," Nikolai observed, moving toward a bar cart to pour two glasses of what appeared to be expensive vodka. "Would you prefer immediate relief, or would you like a moment to transition from business to personal matters?"

The consideration in his question refreshed me – acknowledging that shifting between professional and intimate roles required mental adjustment. "A moment would be nice," I admitted, accepting the crystal glass he offered. "Though I am getting quite full."

"Of course," he nodded, gesturing toward the expansive living area with its plush seating. "Perhaps we could discuss something I've been curious about."

As we settled onto opposite ends of a luxurious sofa, I appreciated the respectful distance he maintained despite our arrangement. "What's that?"

"Your journey with this condition," he said, sipping his vodka with evident appreciation. "Augustus mentioned it was relatively recent – not something you've experienced your entire adult life."

I was surprised Augustus had shared such details, though I supposed it made sense as part of preparing Nikolai for our arrangement. "Yes, it developed about eighteen months ago. Hyperlactation syndrome – spontaneous milk production without pregnancy."

Nikolai nodded thoughtfully. "And your initial response to this development?"

"Shame," I admitted honestly. "Confusion. Embarrassment. I tried to hide it, to manage alone with pumps and absorbent pads. It was... isolating."

"And now?" he asked, genuine interest evident in his expression.

I considered the question, thinking about how my perspective had evolved through my experiences with Augustus, Caleb, and now Nikolai himself. "It's complicated. I've come to accept it as part of me, though I still struggle sometimes with feeling different."

"Different isn't lesser," Nikolai said passionately, his accent becoming slightly more pronounced. "In my culture, bodily gifts are seen as connections to natural forces that most have lost. Your body produces sustenance – the most fundamental expression of nurturing energy."

There was something compelling about his perspective – so different from Western medicine's clinical approach to my condition as a disorder to be managed.

"In your village," I began, curious about his background, "women with my condition were respected?"

"Revered," he corrected, setting his glass down as he warmed to the topic. "My grandmother was the most respected woman in our community precisely because of her gift. She nourished dozens of children whose mothers couldn't produce enough milk themselves. Some families credited her with their children's survival."

The image was powerful – my condition transformed from medical anomaly to life-saving gift. As Nikolai spoke about his cultural perspective, I became increasingly aware of the building pressure in my breasts, my body responding to both the extended time since relief and the intimate nature of our conversation.

Nikolai noticed immediately, his perceptive gaze catching the subtle shift in my posture and the slight dampness becoming visible through my dress. "You need attention now," he observed, statement rather than question. "May I?"

The formal request for permission, despite our established arrangement, reinforced the respect underlying our unusual connection. "Yes," I nodded, already reaching for the discreet side zipper of my dress. "Please."

Nikolai moved closer, his hands replacing mine with gentle confidence. "Allow me," he murmured, easing the zipper down with careful precision. Unlike our lunchtime session, where practical relief had been the primary focus, his movements now carried additional intention – not just assistance but appreciation.

As he helped me out of my dress, his touches lingered longer than necessary, appreciation evident in his gaze as he took in the sight of my nursing bra already darkened with leaking milk. "Beautiful," he said simply, the word carrying cultural reverence rather than merely male desire.

He unhooked my bra with surprising dexterity, drawing it away to reveal my breasts painfully swollen after the long afternoon presentations. Milk immediately began to leak in thin rivulets, my body responding to even the exposure to air with visible relief.

"Neveroyatno," Nikolai murmured—"Extraordinary"—watching the white streams with genuine fascination. When he reached out to cup the weight of my right breast, the gentle pressure drew a gasp from me as milk immediately flowed more freely, running over his fingers in warm rivers.

"You're very full," he observed, his free hand moving to my left breast with equal gentle skill. "Let me help you properly."

When he lowered his head to take my nipple into his mouth, the relief was immediate and intense. Unlike our quick lunchtime session, Nikolai now approached my condition with unhurried thoroughness, drawing milk with perfect pressure while his hand continued to work my other breast with gentle kneading motions.

"Oh god," I gasped as milk flowed freely, the painful pressure beginning to subside under his skilled attention. "That feels incredible."

Nikolai hummed against my skin, the vibration sending new sensations rippling through me as he continued to drink deeply. Where Augustus approached such moments with clinical efficiency and Caleb with academic curiosity, Nikolai brought passionate appreciation that transformed the experience from mere relief to something almost ceremonial.

He took his time, alternating between breasts with careful attention to ensure even emptying, occasionally pulling back to watch milk spray from my nipples with evident fascination. "In my culture," he said, voice rough with growing desire, "such abundance is considered a sign of powerful feminine energy – life-giving, nurturing, deeply connected to ancient rhythms."

The reverence in his voice, so different from the clinical approach I'd grown accustomed to, heightened every sensation as he returned to his feast. His hands began to roam beyond my breasts, exploring with appreciative thoroughness that sent waves of heat coursing through me.

"Your body responds beautifully," he observed, noting my quickened breathing and flushed skin. One hand slid along my thigh, gentle yet confident. "May I honor you more completely?"

The formal phrasing carried cultural significance rather than awkwardness, his request for explicit permission even as my body clearly indicated desire. "Yes," I breathed, legs parting slightly in invitation. "Please."

Nikolai moved with surprising grace for a man of his size, positioning himself between my thighs as he continued to drink from my right breast. His free hand skillfully removed my panties, revealing how wet I'd become from his attentions. When his fingers finally explored my pussy with gentle precision, I gasped at the dual sensations – relief flowing through my breasts while pleasure built between my legs.

"Sovershenstvo," he murmured against my skin—"Perfection"—fingers sliding through my slick folds with experienced ease. "So responsive, so giving."

Where our lunchtime encounter had been necessarily quick and focused primarily on relief, this evening session carried a different energy – unhurried, thorough, building toward something far more intense. As Nikolai's fingers explored with skilled precision, finding exactly the pressure and rhythm that made my hips rise to meet his touch, I felt myself racing toward climax with unexpected speed.

"Your taste is extraordinary," he said, briefly releasing my nipple, milk still streaming over his hand. "Sweet like nothing I've experienced before. I want to taste all of you."

Before I could process his meaning, he moved lower, positioning himself between my thighs. The first stroke of his tongue through my folds tore a cry from my throat, pleasure sharp and sudden. He approached this feast with the same reverent enthusiasm he'd shown for my milk, licking and sucking at my clit with passionate appreciation.

"Nikolai," I gasped, hands threading through his thick hair as his tongue explored with devastating skill. "Oh my god."

He hummed against me, the vibration adding new sensation as his tongue circled my clit with perfect pressure. One hand continued to work my breast, expressing milk in steady streams that ran down my torso as he devoured my pussy with single-minded focus.

The combination – relief flowing from my breasts while pleasure built between my thighs – created a symphony of sensation that had me teetering on the edge within minutes. When Nikolai slid two thick fingers inside me, curling them to hit exactly the spot that made my back arch off the sofa, I came with a sharp cry, my cunt clenching around his fingers as waves of pleasure crashed through me.

Nikolai didn't relent, his mouth continuing its feast as his fingers worked me through the aftershocks. Milk flowed more freely in response to my orgasm, spraying from both nipples in thin arcs that seemed to fuel his passion further.

"Krasivaya," he murmured—"Beautiful"—finally pulling back, his face glistening with evidence of his attentions. "But we're not finished. I want to honor you completely."

He rose to his feet with fluid grace, removing his remaining clothing with efficient movements to reveal a powerful body kept fit through obvious discipline. His cock was impressive – thick and hard, jutting proudly from a nest of dark hair dusted with the same silver that threaded his temples.

"If you're willing," he said, desire evident in his voice yet still seeking explicit consent despite our obvious mutual passion.

"Yes," I breathed, beyond hesitation after the intensity of what we'd already shared. "I want you inside me."

Nikolai rejoined me on the sofa, positioning himself above me with careful consideration. "Your comfort is essential," he said, hands moving to cup my breasts once more. "Tell me if anything doesn't please you."

When he finally pushed his cock inside me, it was with gentle control that belied the obvious intensity of his desire. I gasped at the sensation of being so completely filled, my pussy stretching to accommodate his considerable size. He remained still for a moment, allowing adjustment, his gaze locked with mine in a connection that transcended the physical.

"So perfect."

His hands returned to my breasts, expressing the last milk with gentle skill that combined relief with building pleasure. Each thrust sent new sensation cascading through me, his angle perfectly calibrated to hit exactly where I needed him most.

"You feel incredible," I gasped, wrapping my legs around his waist to draw him deeper. "Don't stop fucking me."

Something in my words seemed to release the last of Nikolai's restraint. His pace increased, powerful thrusts driving deeper as his control began to fray. Where he had been gentle and measured, now passion took precedence – his movements becoming more primal, more demanding, yet still attentive to my responses.

"So beautiful," he groaned, watching milk still occasionally beading at my nipples despite being mostly emptied. He lowered his head to catch the last drops directly from the source, the action pushing me rapidly toward another peak.

"Yes," I encouraged, nails digging into the powerful muscles of his back. "Just like that. Harder."

Nikolai's rhythm faltered momentarily as he shifted position, lifting one of my legs higher to change the angle of penetration. The adjustment hit something deep inside me that sent electricity coursing through my veins, a cry tearing from my throat as pleasure intensified beyond what I'd thought possible.

"There," he growled, satisfaction evident as he recognized my response. "Otpusti sebya—Let go completely, Morgan. Show me everything."

The command, combined with another perfectly angled thrust, sent me crashing into a second orgasm more intense than the first. I came with a scream that would have embarrassed me in any other context, my cunt clamping down on his thick cock as waves of pleasure radiated outward from where we were joined.

My release triggered Nikolai's own climax. With a guttural groan that seemed torn from deep in his chest, he drove into me one final time, his body tensing as he came deep inside me. For a moment, we remained locked together, both catching our breath as the intensity of our connection resonated between us.

When he finally eased to my side, gathering me against him with unexpected tenderness, I was struck by the unique nature of what we'd just shared. Unlike Augustus's clinical possession or Caleb's academic curiosity, Nikolai had approached my body with reverent passion – honoring what made me different while satisfying mutual desire.

"That was..." I began, words failing to capture the experience.

He sighed, pressing a gentle kiss to my forehead. "In my culture, such connection – giving and receiving life essence – is considered a communion with natural forces most have forgotten."

The perspective was beautiful, transforming what Western medicine viewed as a medical anomaly into something almost spiritual. As we lay together in comfortable silence, my body pleasantly empty and satisfied, I found myself appreciating yet another unexpected gift from my condition – this connection with someone who saw beauty and value where others saw only abnormality.

"We have destroyed your dress," Nikolai observed with a hint of amusement, nodding toward where milk had soaked the expensive fabric despite our attempts to remove it quickly.

I laughed, the mundane concern grounding after the intensity of our experience. "Hazard of my condition. I keep spares at the office for emergencies."

"Then perhaps you should stay," he suggested, fingers tracing lazy patterns on my emptied breast. "My meetings tomorrow don't begin until ten. We could have breakfast delivered, and..." his eyes held a question along with renewed desire, "...your tits will need attention again by morning."

The invitation tempted me – both practically and personally. Spending the night would mean morning relief without rushing to Augustus or relying on my pump. And after experiencing Nikolai's unique approach to my condition, I found myself curious what other perspectives he might share.

"I'd like that," I decided, settling more comfortably against him. "Though we should establish some parameters for our business meetings tomorrow."

"Of course," he agreed immediately, professional consideration returning despite our intimate position. "Complete separation of business and personal matters. In the conference room, we are strictly client and service provider – no indication of our private arrangement."

The clear delineation reassured me, confirming his commitment to maintaining appropriate professional boundaries despite our personal connection. "Exactly."

As evening deepened into night, we ordered room service, discussed business matters with surprising ease given our state of undress, and eventually made our way to the bedroom for another session of mutual pleasure when my breasts began to refill. This time, Nikolai took me from behind, one hand expressing milk from my hanging tits while he drove his cock into me with controlled power.

"Ya khochu videt', kak tvoe moloko l'yetsya, poka ya tebya trakhau," he growled in my ear—"I want to see your milk flowing while I fuck you."

His fingers squeezed my sensitive nipples, causing milk to spray across the sheets as he pounded into me from behind. The sensation of being simultaneously emptied and filled was overwhelming, my body responding with an intensity that surprised even me.

"Oh god, Nikolai," I moaned, pushing back against each powerful thrust. "Your cock feels amazing."

He reached around with his free hand, fingers finding my clit with unerring accuracy. "Come for me again," he commanded, working the sensitive bundle of nerves in perfect counterpoint to his thrusts. "I want to feel your pussy squeeze my cock when you come."

The combination—his thick shaft hitting perfectly inside me, his fingers circling my clit, and the continued relief as milk flowed freely from my breasts—sent me spiraling into another powerful orgasm. I came with a hoarse cry, inner walls clenching rhythmically around his length, the contractions so intense they triggered his own release.

"Blyad. Fuck!" he groaned as he drove deep one final time, his cock pulsing inside me as he filled me with hot spurts of cum.

We collapsed together on the bed, both gasping for breath, my breasts finally completely empty and his powerful body relaxed against mine. The intensity of our connection went beyond anything I'd experienced with Augustus's clinical approach or Caleb's academic curiosity.


FOUR

By morning, we had established a rhythm that felt surprisingly natural – professional discussion over breakfast transitioning seamlessly to intimate relief when my condition required attention. Nikolai approached each session with the same reverent appreciation, treating my milk as something precious rather than merely a biological function to be managed.

"In my village," he explained as he helped me dress for the day's meetings, "a woman with your gift would never waste a drop. Your milk would nourish children, heal the sick, be incorporated into sacred foods for special celebrations."

"Heal the sick?" I questioned, surprised by this claim.

"Breast milk contains powerful immune properties," he explained, fastening the buttons of my blouse with unexpected domesticity. "In traditional medicine, it was used for eye infections, skin conditions, even internal ailments when other treatments failed."

The idea that my condition might have practical value beyond feeding infants was a perspective I'd never considered. Western medicine approached hyperlactation purely as a hormonal anomaly to be managed, not a potential resource with practical applications.

"Your culture sees my condition very differently than mine," I observed as we prepared to leave the suite, returning to our professional roles.

"Western medicine excels at treating disease but often fails to recognize gifts that don't fit its narrow parameters," Nikolai replied, straightening his tie with meticulous precision. "Perhaps both perspectives have value."

As we rode the elevator down to where his driver waited, I reflected on how each man who had helped manage my condition had offered a different lens through which to view what made me different – Augustus with clinical efficiency, Caleb with academic curiosity, and now Nikolai with cultural reverence. Each perspective had contributed to my evolving understanding and acceptance of my body's unique nature.

The day's negotiations proceeded with perfect professional decorum, no hint of our intimate arrangement visible in either our behavior or decision-making. When we broke for lunch, Nikolai discreetly suggested using the hotel's executive meeting room for "reviewing preliminary contract terms" – a business-appropriate excuse for addressing my condition midday.

Once alone in the private room, Nikolai wasted no time helping me out of my blouse, his mouth closing over my leaking nipple with practiced skill. As he drank deeply, his fingers found their way under my skirt, stroking my already wet pussy through the thin fabric of my panties.

"So responsive," he murmured appreciatively, pushing the fabric aside to slide two fingers inside me. "Always so ready."

I gasped as he curled his fingers just right, his mouth never leaving my breast as he worked me toward a quick climax. The efficiency of this midday session was necessary given our time constraints, yet Nikolai still brought the same reverent passion to the act that made it transcend mere physical relief.

When I came around his fingers, milk flowing more abundantly in response to my orgasm, he drank deeply, ensuring complete emptying before helping me straighten my clothing. The entire encounter took less than fifteen minutes, yet left me both physically relieved and mentally centered for the afternoon's negotiations.

This pattern continued throughout the week – professional negotiations during business hours punctuated by private "meetings" when my condition required attention, followed by nights in Nikolai's suite where our arrangement evolved beyond mere relief into something that felt increasingly significant. Each session brought new insights into his cultural perspective, new ways of viewing my condition as valuable rather than merely problematic.

By Thursday evening, with contract negotiations progressing favorably and our personal arrangement established in satisfying rhythm, I found myself regretful that Nikolai's visit would conclude the following day. Augustus would return from his board presentations tomorrow afternoon, resuming his role in managing my condition – yet I realized I would miss Nikolai's unique approach, his reverent appreciation that had helped me see my difference in a new light.

"You seem contemplative," Nikolai observed as we lay together after another intense session, my breasts pleasantly empty and his powerful body relaxed beside mine.

"Just thinking about tomorrow," I admitted. "Augustus returns, the contracts will be finalized, and you'll be heading back to Europe."

Nikolai's fingers traced gentle patterns on my skin, thoughtful rather than possessive. "Our business relationship will continue, even after these initial contracts are signed. There will be implementation meetings, strategy sessions, quarterly reviews..."

The implication was clear – our personal arrangement needn't end completely with his departure tomorrow. The possibility of occasional continuation when business brought him to town offered unexpected comfort.

"And in the meantime," he continued, reaching for a small leather case beside the bed, "perhaps this might provide some assistance."

From the case, he removed what appeared to be an unusually designed breast pump – far more sophisticated than even the high-end model Augustus had provided. "This is designed by a medical engineer in my country," Nikolai explained, demonstrating its features with evident pride. "Based on traditional techniques but incorporating modern technology. More efficient, more comfortable, and..." he smiled slightly, "...calibrated to mimic natural drawing patterns that enhance pleasure along with relief."

The gift was both practical and intimate – acknowledgment of my ongoing need while offering enhancement to my daily management when he couldn't be present. "Thank you," I said, genuinely touched by the thoughtfulness. "That's incredibly kind."

"Eto samoe maloye, chto ya mogu sdelat' dlya takoy neveroyatnoy zhenshchiny," he replied—"It's the least I can do for such an extraordinary woman."

As he pulled me close, initiating what would be our final night together before his departure, I realized that each man who had helped manage my condition had left me with something valuable – Augustus with practical acceptance, Caleb with academic validation, and now Nikolai with cultural appreciation that framed my difference as a gift rather than a burden.

"I want to taste every part of you one more time," Nikolai murmured, moving down my body with deliberate intention. "To remember the sweetness of your milk, the heat of your pussy, the sound of your pleasure."

He spent hours worshipping my body, drinking from my breasts, licking deep into my core, filling me with his cock in positions that maximized both our pleasure. When we finally lay exhausted in each other's arms, my tits completely drained and his cum leaking from between my thighs, I felt a contentment I hadn't experienced before.

Whatever happened when our arrangement concluded tomorrow, this unexpected week with Nikolai Volkov had provided yet another perspective through which to view my journey – one that celebrated rather than merely accommodated what made me different from others. And for that perspective, I was genuinely grateful.


FIVE

We signed the contracts with Volkov Industries Friday afternoon in the main conference room, exchanging handshakes and congratulations across the polished table as champagne flowed freely between both teams. The week of negotiations had ended successfully, securing the largest international client in our company's history—a victory for everyone involved, especially Augustus, whose strategic vision had positioned our agency for this global expansion.

Throughout the celebration, Nikolai and I maintained perfect professional decorum—no lingering glances or private smiles betraying our arrangement of the past week. Only the subtle brush of his fingers against mine as he handed me a champagne flute suggested anything beyond client-provider courtesy, a touch so brief no one else could possibly have noticed.

As the celebration wound down and teams began dispersing, Augustus approached me with an intensity I rarely saw in public settings. "My office in thirty minutes," he said quietly, a hint of urgency in his voice that surprised me. "We need to talk."

There was something different in his tone, something beyond his usual commanding presence that made me curious and slightly uneasy about what awaited me in his office. I nodded my agreement, watching as he turned abruptly and headed for the elevator without another word.

When I arrived at his office precisely thirty minutes later, I found Augustus pacing by the window instead of seated behind his imposing desk. He turned as I entered, and I was struck by the unusual tension in his shoulders, the tightness around his eyes.

"Close the door," he said, his voice rough with something I couldn't quite identify. "Lock it."

I complied, the soft click of the lock echoing in the silence between us. Augustus crossed the room with purpose, stopping just inches from me, close enough that I could smell his expensive cologne mingled with something else—a raw masculine scent that made my pulse quicken.

"He wants you," Augustus said without preamble, skipping any pretense of a business discussion. "Nikolai fucking Volkov wants to take you to Europe."

The bluntness of his statement caught me off guard. "What are you talking about?"

Augustus ran a hand through his perfectly styled hair, a rare gesture of frustration from someone usually so composed. "We had dinner last night. He laid it all out—Chief Marketing Officer position at their European headquarters, triple your current salary, equity options." His jaw tightened. "And he made it damn clear he wants more than your professional skills."

I stared at him, processing both the information and Augustus's unusual intensity in delivering it. "You discussed me over dinner? Without telling me?"

"That's what you're focusing on?" he demanded, moving even closer. "Not the fact that he's trying to take you halfway across the world?"

"Nobody's 'taking' me anywhere," I countered, standing my ground despite his proximity. "Any decision would be mine to make."

"Exactly," Augustus said, his voice dropping to a near growl. "Your decision. That's why I'm telling you now."

There was something in his eyes I'd never seen before—a fierce, possessive heat that contradicted his words about my agency in the matter. Without warning, his hand came up to cup my face, thumb brushing across my lower lip in a gesture more intimate than anything he'd ever done in this office.

"You have no idea how much I want to tell you to stay," he admitted, voice rough with emotion. "To forget his offer and his European fantasies."

My breath caught at the unexpected vulnerability from a man who'd always maintained such strict control. "Why don't you, then?"

His laugh was harsh, humorless. "Because it's an incredible opportunity, and because I've seen how you look at him. How he looks at you." His eyes searched mine with burning intensity. "The way he talks about your condition... it's different from how I've approached it."

The acknowledgment surprised me. Augustus had always treated my hyperlactation with clinical efficiency, managing it like a biological function rather than something to be celebrated or revered.

"You deserve the choice," he continued, his hand sliding from my face down to my neck, then lower to rest just above my breast where he could undoubtedly feel my rapid heartbeat. "The position, the money, the European adventure... and him, with all his cultural reverence for your 'gift.'"

The way he said "gift" carried a hint of bitterness, as if he resented Nikolai's perspective on what Augustus had always viewed as a condition to be managed.

"But before you decide," he continued, fingers now tracing the outline of my breast through my blouse, "I need you to remember what we have. What we've built together."

Without further warning, Augustus claimed my mouth in a hungry kiss nothing like the controlled, almost businesslike intimacy we'd shared over the past year. This was raw, desperate, possessive—his tongue pushing past my lips to claim me with an intensity that left me gasping.

"You're so damn beautiful," he murmured against my mouth, hands now working the buttons of my blouse with none of his usual precision. "Every inch of you. Your mind, your body, these perfect tits that have fed me for months."

The vulgarity shocked me coming from Augustus, who typically approached our sessions with detached control and clinical terminology. His fingers fumbled with my bra clasps, frustration making his movements uncharacteristically clumsy.

"Let me," I whispered, reaching back to unhook it myself, freeing my already-heavy breasts from their confinement.

Augustus groaned at the sight, milk already beading at my nipples from the extended time since my last expression session with Nikolai before the contract signing. "Look at you," he breathed, cupping their weight with reverent hands so unlike his usual efficient touch. "So full for me. Always so ready."

When he lowered his head to take my right nipple into his mouth, the suction was different—hungrier, more desperate, drawing milk in strong pulls that sent immediate relief flooding through me. His hands gripped my waist, pulling me tight against him so I could feel his hard cock through his expensive suit pants.

"I've been taking this for granted," he murmured against my skin between pulls, milk dripping from the corner of his mouth onto my bare stomach. "Taking you for granted. Treating this like some clinical procedure when it's so much more."

The admission stunned me, revealing depths to Augustus's feelings about our arrangement that he'd never expressed before. As he switched to my left breast, drinking deeply with unrestrained hunger, his hands moved to grip my ass, grinding me against his evident arousal with none of his usual control.

"Do you know how hard I get every time I taste you?" he growled, pulling back to look at me with milk-wet lips. "How many nights I've jerked off remembering the taste of your sweet milk and the sounds you make when you come?"

The crude confession was so unlike Augustus's typical restraint that I could only stare at him, arousal building at this new, raw side of the man who'd managed my condition for over a year.

"Sit on the desk," he commanded, already unbuckling his belt. "I need to be inside you."

I complied, perching on the edge of his immaculate desk, papers scattering as he pushed them carelessly aside—another departure from his usual meticulous order. Augustus yanked my skirt up around my waist, fingers hooking into my panties with impatient urgency.

"Lift," he ordered, and I raised my hips so he could pull them down my legs, tossing them aside with none of his typical tidiness. His eyes darkened at the sight of my pussy exposed and ready for him, already wet from the intensity of his unexpected passion.

"Spread your legs wider," he demanded, freeing his cock from his pants without bothering to remove them fully. "Let me see what might be leaving me forever."

The vulnerability in his crude phrasing twisted something in my chest even as his words sent heat pooling between my thighs. Augustus positioned himself between my spread legs, the head of his impressive cock teasing my entrance as milk continued to flow from my breasts in thin rivulets.

"Tell me you want this," he said, surprising me again with his need for explicit confirmation—something he'd never sought in our previous encounters. "Tell me you want me."

"I want you," I breathed, the truth of it undeniable despite the complications of the choice before me. "Please, Augustus."

He thrust into me with one powerful stroke, filling me completely and drawing a gasp from both of us. There was nothing controlled or measured about this coupling—just raw need as he established a rhythm of deep, almost punishing thrusts that hit exactly where I needed him most.

"So fucking perfect," he groaned, one hand moving to my breast, squeezing until milk sprayed between us, spattering his crisp white shirt. "So tight around my cock, so sweet on my tongue."

His thumb found my clit, circling with experienced precision even as his thrusts grew more erratic, more desperate. Milk continued to flow freely, soaking us both as he leaned forward to capture my nipple again, drinking deeply while he drove into me with relentless intensity.

"I'm close," I warned, the dual sensations—his cock filling me perfectly, his mouth drawing milk with hungry pulls—pushing me rapidly toward the edge.

"Come for me," he commanded, voice rough around my nipple. "Let me feel that sweet pussy squeeze my cock while these perfect tits feed me."

The vulgar encouragement, so unlike Augustus's usual restrained directives, sent me crashing into orgasm with a sharp cry. My inner walls clenched around him in rhythmic pulses as waves of pleasure radiated outward, intensified by the continued relief of milk flowing freely into his eager mouth.

My release triggered his own. With a guttural groan that I'd never heard from him before, Augustus drove into me one final time, his body shuddering as he came deep inside me. For long moments, we remained locked together, his mouth still gently working my breast as the last tremors of pleasure pulsed through both of us.

When he finally pulled back, milk dripping from his chin onto his ruined shirt, I was struck by the raw vulnerability in his eyes—something he'd always kept carefully concealed behind his controlled exterior.

"You have to make your own choice," he said, voice still rough as he gently wiped milk from my breast with unexpected tenderness. "I won't try to keep you here if Europe is what you want." He swallowed hard, Adam's apple bobbing with the effort of his next words. "If he is what you want."

"Augustus," I began, unsure what to say in the face of this unexpected emotional display.

He shook his head, cutting me off as he helped me down from the desk with gentle hands. "Nikolai wants to meet you for dinner tomorrow night to discuss the position. I told him you'd call to confirm."

The return to practical matters felt like Augustus rebuilding his walls, retreating behind the professional mask that had slipped so dramatically during our intense encounter. Yet even as he helped me straighten my clothing with unusual attentiveness, I could see the cracks in his façade—the lingering heat in his eyes, the slight tremble in his fingers as they brushed against my skin.

"Whatever you decide," he said, voice low and intense as he finished buttoning my blouse, "know that what we've shared has meant more to me than I've ever let you see." His fingers traced the outline of my breast through the fabric. "Much more."

The admission hung between us, heavy with implications I wasn't prepared to fully process. "I need time to think," I said finally, still reeling from both his revelation and the uncharacteristic intensity of our encounter.

"Of course," he nodded, stepping back to give me space. "Nikolai leaves Sunday evening. You have until then to decide."

As I turned to leave, Augustus caught my hand, pulling me back for one more fierce kiss that felt like both a claim and a goodbye. "Don't forget what you're leaving behind," he murmured against my lips before releasing me.

The words followed me as I left his office, their weight settling alongside the unexpected glimpse of passion and vulnerability from a man I'd thought I understood completely. Whatever decision awaited me, it had just become infinitely more complicated.


SIX

Saturday evening found me at Le Ciel, the rooftop restaurant where Nikolai had suggested we meet to discuss the potential position with Volkov Industries. The setting stunned me—panoramic city views, discreet lighting, and elegant décor that managed to be luxurious without showing off. As the maître d' led me to a secluded corner table, I spotted Nikolai already waiting, rising to greet me with perfect European courtesy.

"Morgan," he said, taking my hand in both of his with genuine warmth. "Thank you for coming."

Unlike our carefully professional interactions during business hours, tonight Nikolai made no attempt to hide his personal interest, his appreciation obvious in his gaze as he helped me into my chair. "You look beautiful," he said simply, returning to his own seat across from me.

"Thank you," I replied, still unsettled from my intense encounter with Augustus the previous day. "The view here is incredible."

"I thought you might appreciate it," he nodded, gesturing toward the cityscape spread below us. "Heights give you perspective—something valuable when facing important decisions."

The reference to the choice before me was subtle but clear. After exchanging pleasantries and ordering drinks, Nikolai addressed the purpose of our dinner with his characteristic straightforwardness.

"Augustus has talked to you," he stated rather than asked, watching my reaction carefully.

"Yes," I confirmed, wondering exactly how much Augustus had revealed about his emotional response to the situation. "He mentioned the CMO position... and your personal interest."

Nikolai nodded, taking a sip of his wine before responding. "I prefer honesty in all matters. The position is genuine—a critical role in our global expansion requiring exactly your expertise. It would exist regardless of any personal connection between us."

The clarification reassured me—confirmation that the professional opportunity wasn't merely a pretext for personal pursuit. "And the personal aspect?" I prompted.

A smile touched Nikolai's lips, warming his typically serious expression. "Also genuine. Our time together revealed something rare—compatibility that goes beyond physical pleasure. Your intelligence, your strength, your unique gifts—all qualities I deeply admire."

His sincere assessment came without exaggeration or manipulation—just honest appreciation that made the decision before me even more complex after Augustus's unexpected display of passion.

"Moving to Europe would be a big change," I observed, considering all the implications—personal, professional, and practical.

"Indeed," Nikolai agreed. "Not a decision to make hastily or without considering every aspect."

As our meals arrived, conversation shifted to more specific details about the position—responsibilities, team structure, strategic objectives for the European markets. Throughout the discussion, Nikolai maintained perfect balance between professional information and personal connection, never allowing one to overshadow the other.

"The company would provide a residence in the historic district," he explained as we finished our entrées. "Close to headquarters yet with character and privacy." His eyes met mine with meaningful intensity. "Complete privacy for all personal matters."

The consideration behind this detail—recognizing my need for discreet management of my condition—demonstrated Nikolai's thoughtful understanding of my unique situation. Unlike Augustus's initially clinical approach that had only revealed deeper passion when threatened with my departure, Nikolai had approached my condition with reverent appreciation from our very first encounter.

"And if I decline?" I asked directly, needing to understand all aspects before making my decision.

"Then I would respect your choice completely," Nikolai replied without hesitation. "Our business relationship would continue according to the contracts we've signed, and my personal admiration wouldn't change. Distance would create challenges, but we could navigate those during my regular business visits."

His response reassured me in its clarity—no pressure, no manipulation, just honest acknowledgment of the realities while leaving all options open for consideration.

As dinner concluded and we moved to a quieter lounge area for after-dinner drinks, conversation shifted from professional possibilities to more personal matters. The privacy of our corner banquette allowed greater candor as Nikolai shared more about his background, his culture's perspectives, and his genuine interest in continuing what had begun during his week in the city.

"You're still uncertain," he observed after I'd explained some of my considerations. "Perhaps there are questions I haven't addressed?"

His perception was accurate—beneath the specific concerns I'd articulated lay deeper questions I hadn't yet voiced. "My condition," I began, lowering my voice despite our privacy. "It's been manageable here because of... established arrangements. First Augustus, then briefly Caleb, and now you during your visit. But in Europe..."

Understanding dawned in Nikolai's expression. "You're concerned about managing without these structured arrangements."

"Yes," I admitted. "It's a daily reality that requires consistent attention."

Nikolai's response was characteristically direct. "In my culture, no one would expect you to manage your condition in isolation. Family, trusted friends—support would come naturally and freely." He reached across the table to take my hand, his touch warm and reassuring. "I would be honored to help with your needs, but you would never depend solely on me."

The perspective refreshed me after the intensity of my relationship with Augustus, where management of my condition had been almost exclusively his domain until his calculated delegation to others during absences.

"Would you like to discuss your concerns more privately?" Nikolai suggested, noting the increasing fullness of my breasts that signaled my need for relief would soon become urgent. "My suite offers complete discretion."

The invitation was practical given my condition's timing, yet carried obvious additional implications given our previous encounters. After a moment's consideration, I nodded my agreement, recognizing that experiencing Nikolai's approach one more time might provide clarity for my decision.

In the privacy of his hotel suite, Nikolai helped me out of my dress with reverent appreciation, his touches lingering in a way that contrasted sharply with Augustus's desperate passion the previous day. When my tits were finally freed from their confinement, milk already beading at my nipples, Nikolai's expression held the same cultural reverence I'd come to recognize during our week together.

"Krasota," he murmured—"Beautiful"—cupping their weight with gentle hands. "Such a precious gift."

When he lowered his head to draw milk with perfect pressure, the relief hit me immediately and intensely, pleasure radiating outward as he drank deeply with evident appreciation. Unlike Augustus's possessive hunger or Caleb's academic curiosity, Nikolai brought cultural reverence that transformed the experience into something almost ceremonial.

"Your taste is extraordinary," he said between pulls, milk glistening on his lips. "Like nothing else in this world."

His hands began to roam beyond my breasts, exploring with appreciative thoroughness that sent waves of heat coursing through me. As he continued to drink deeply, alternating between breasts with careful attention, his fingers traced patterns along my inner thighs that made my breath catch with anticipation.

"May I worship you completely?" he asked, the formal phrasing carrying cultural significance rather than awkwardness.

"Yes," I breathed, beyond hesitation after the intensity of what we'd already shared throughout the week.

Nikolai moved with graceful purpose, guiding me to lie back on his bed as he positioned himself between my thighs. The first stroke of his tongue through my pussy drew a gasp from me, pleasure sharp and immediate. He approached this feast with the same reverent enthusiasm he showed for my milk, his skilled mouth drawing waves of sensation that had me clutching at the sheets.

"Prekrasno," he murmured against me—"Exquisite"—fingers replacing his tongue as he moved up to capture my nipple again, the dual stimulation—his mouth drawing milk while his fingers worked between my thighs—creating a symphony of sensation that rapidly pushed me toward the edge.

"Nikolai," I gasped, hips rising to meet his touch. "Please..."

Understanding my need without further words, he moved over me, positioning his cock at my entrance with careful attention. When he finally pushed inside, filling me completely with one smooth stroke, we both groaned at the perfect connection.

"Bozhestvenniy," he whispered—"Divine"—beginning to move with deliberate rhythm. "Absolutely divine."

Unlike Augustus's desperate claiming, Nikolai's approach carried reverent appreciation with each careful thrust, his eyes never leaving mine as we moved together in perfect harmony. His hands continued to express milk in gentle streams that ran between us, occasionally lowering his head to drink directly from the source with evident worship.

"You're so beautiful," he murmured, pace increasing as passion began to overcome ceremony. "So perfect in every way."

The genuine appreciation in his voice, combined with the skilled angle of his thrusts hitting exactly where I needed him most, sent me racing toward completion. When his fingers found my clit, circling with perfect pressure as he continued to fill me completely, I came with a sharp cry, my pussy clenching around him as waves of pleasure crashed through me.

My release triggered his own. With a groan that seemed torn from deep in his chest, Nikolai found his completion, his body tensing above me as our pleasure peaked together in perfect synchrony.

Afterward, he gathered me against him with tender care, both of us catching our breath as the intensity of our connection resonated between us. Unlike Augustus's complicated emotions or Caleb's academic detachment, Nikolai offered straightforward appreciation that felt refreshingly uncomplicated.

"Whatever you decide," he said, fingers tracing gentle patterns on my emptied breast, "know that your gift is precious and deserves to be honored as such."

The simple statement carried more meaning than elaborate promises or passionate declarations. As we lay together in comfortable silence, I found myself appreciating the clear choice before me—Augustus's newfound passion and established position versus Nikolai's cultural reverence and European opportunity.

By morning, as I prepared to leave Nikolai's suite with promises to inform him of my decision before his Sunday evening departure, I realized that my choice wasn't really about which man I preferred or even which professional position offered better advancement. It was about which path would allow me to fully embrace my condition not as a medical anomaly to be hidden or merely managed, but as an integral part of who I was.

Augustus had shown me acceptance when I most needed it, and his unexpected passion had revealed depths I hadn't previously seen. But Nikolai offered a cultural perspective that framed my difference as valuable rather than problematic—a gift to be celebrated rather than a condition to be controlled.

As I headed home to make my decision, I found myself surprisingly clear about the path forward. Whether I chose to remain with the familiar or venture toward the unknown, I would do so with newfound appreciation for what made me different—and for the unexpected journey my condition had taken me on, from shame to acceptance to something approaching pride in my body's unique capabilities.

My milk, once my greatest secret, had become the catalyst for possibilities I never could have imagined before that first desperate moment in Augustus's office so many months ago. Whatever I decided, I would never again see my condition as something to hide or overcome—but rather as the extraordinary gift that had opened doors to experiences and connections I would otherwise never have known.


SEVEN

"Welcome to Berlin, Ms. LeLait."

The chauffeur's voice pulled me from my thoughts as our sleek black car stopped before an elegant pre-war building in Charlottenburg, one of Berlin's most prestigious neighborhoods. Three months had passed since that fateful weekend when I'd made my decision—accepting Nikolai's offer to become Chief Marketing Officer for Volkov Industries' European division and everything that came with it.

Augustus's face when I told him my decision remained etched in my memory—a flash of raw pain quickly masked by professional composure as he wished me success in my new position. Our final night together had been intense, almost desperate, his usual control completely abandoned as he claimed me one last time with a passion I'd never known he harbored until it was too late.

But that was behind me now. Ahead lay a new chapter, one that had begun the moment I said yes to Nikolai and boarded the private jet that carried me across the Atlantic to my new life.

"Is this really all mine?" I asked as I followed Nikolai through the ornate entrance hall of what was apparently my new home—a stunning pre-war apartment with soaring ceilings, herringbone parquet floors, and windows that flooded every room with golden afternoon light.

"Ours," Nikolai corrected with a slight smile, watching my reaction as I took in the perfectly balanced blend of historic architecture and contemporary design. "The company owns the building, but this particular residence is my personal property. I hoped you wouldn't mind sharing it with me."

The invitation to live together had been unexpected when he first proposed it during our transatlantic flight—we'd known each other barely two weeks at that point—but somehow it had felt right. Unlike the calculated arrangement with Augustus or the academic experiment with Caleb, what Nikolai offered was something more holistic: a partnership that encompassed both professional respect and personal desire.

"It's beautiful," I breathed, running my fingers along the smooth marble of a kitchen counter that probably cost more than my entire former apartment. "I can't believe this is real."

Nikolai stepped behind me, his powerful arms encircling my waist as he pulled me against his chest. "Very real," he murmured, lips brushing my ear in a way that sent shivers down my spine. "And long overdue."

The three months of preparations—wrapping up my position, navigating immigration paperwork, transitioning my life across continents—had kept us apart except for video calls and one brief weekend when Nikolai had flown back to the States to assist with final arrangements. Now, finally, we were together without deadlines or departures looming over us.

"You must be tired from the journey," he said, though his hands were already moving from my waist to cup my breasts through my travel-wrinkled blouse. "Though I notice you're quite full. The flight schedule disrupted your regular management, didn't it?"

He was right. Between the long flight, time zone changes, and stress of arrival, I'd gone nearly six hours without expressing—longer than I'd become accustomed to with my carefully managed schedule. Even with the special pump Nikolai had given me, using airplane lavatories for relief had been less than ideal.

"Yes," I admitted, leaning back against him as his expert touch assessed my condition through my clothing. "I'm well past due."

"Then that should be our first priority," he decided, turning me in his arms to face him. "A proper welcome to your new home."

With gentle urgency, he led me through the apartment to a master bedroom that took my breath away—floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking a private garden, a massive bed dressed in linens that probably cost more than my monthly salary back home, and an adjoining bathroom visible through an open door that resembled a luxury spa more than a residential facility.

"I had something prepared for you," Nikolai said, opening what appeared to be a closet door to reveal a surprise that made me gasp.

The room beyond was smaller than the bedroom but just as beautifully appointed—plush seating, soft lighting, and what could only be described as a nursing station: a custom-designed chair with perfect ergonomic support, side tables with everything needed for expression, and even a small refrigeration unit discreetly built into cabinetry.

"You built this... for me?" I asked, stunned by the thoughtfulness and implications of such a dedicated space.

"In my culture, a gift like yours deserves proper honor," Nikolai explained, his hand resting at the small of my back. "This room is yours—a sacred space for your comfort and privacy, designed specifically for your unique needs."

Tears pricked at my eyes as I took in the beautiful room, so different from the clinical management I'd grown accustomed to with Augustus or the makeshift arrangements during Caleb's research. This was a space that elevated my condition from medical anomaly to something worthy of reverence and dedicated care.

"It's perfect," I whispered, turning to face him with genuine emotion. "Thank you."

Nikolai's expression softened as he reached up to brush a tear from my cheek. "Don't thank me for treating your gift with the respect it deserves," he said simply. "Now, let me help you with your current discomfort."

With practiced ease that spoke of our week together months ago, he began unbuttoning my blouse, his touch both efficient and reverent as he exposed my painfully full breasts contained in a nursing bra that was already damp with leakage.

"Prekrasna," he murmured—"Beautiful"—as he unhooked the clasps, freeing my swollen flesh. Milk immediately began to leak in thin rivulets, my body responding to even the exposure to air after being confined for so long. "Even more abundant than I remembered."

When Nikolai lowered his head to take my right nipple into his mouth, the relief was immediate and fucking intense. I cried out as milk began to gush freely, the painful pressure finally finding release under his greedy, demanding suction. His large hand roughly grabbed my left breast, squeezing and kneading to force the flow while his hot mouth worked my nipple with perfect, ruthless pressure.

"Fuck yes," I moaned, gripping his hair tightly as he sucked hard and deep. "I've been aching for hours."

The first expression after travel was always the most urgent, my tits swollen and throbbing from the stress and disruption of normal patterns. Nikolai devoured me with animal hunger I remembered from our week together, but with even greater intensity now that I was truly his.

"Bozhe moy," he growled—"My God"—pulling off my nipple with an audible pop, milk spraying across his face before his tongue lapped it up greedily. "You taste even better than before. So fucking sweet I could drink you dry."

As he attacked my other breast with almost brutal enthusiasm, alternating between deep pulls and greedy licking, heat surged between my legs, my pussy growing embarrassingly wet from the dual sensations. Nikolai's free hand grabbed my ass hard, squeezing the flesh possessively as milk streamed down my chest and stomach.

"I've jerked off thinking about these tits every fucking night for three months," he confessed, his civilized facade cracking to reveal raw, primal need as he tore at my remaining clothing. "Waking up with my cock rock hard, remembering how your milk tastes on my tongue."

When I stood naked before him in the beautiful room he'd created just for me, his eyes devoured me with such naked hunger that I felt like prey about to be consumed. His gaze locked on my breasts, still streaming milk that ran in rivers down to my thighs.

"Get those fucking clothes off," I demanded, reaching for his belt with urgent fingers. "I want to see all of you."

Nikolai grinned wickedly as I yanked his expensive pants down his powerful legs. When his cock sprang free—thick, veiny, and already dripping pre-cum—I gasped at its size, somehow forgetting in our months apart just how magnificently endowed he was.

"Spread those legs and sit," he commanded, guiding me to the custom chair with firm hands. "Let me feast on what's mine."

As I settled back, Nikolai dropped to his knees and roughly spread my thighs wide apart, exposing my dripping pussy to his hungry gaze before returning to my leaking breasts with renewed aggression. His mouth latched onto my right nipple with brutal suction that made me cry out, while his thick fingers pushed unceremoniously into my soaking cunt.

"Fuck, you're drenched," he growled against my breast, milk dribbling down his chin as he pumped two fingers deep inside me. "Your pussy gets so wet when I drain these gorgeous tits."

He curved his fingers upward, hammering my g-spot with devastating precision while his thumb pressed hard against my clit. All the while, his mouth never stopped its merciless assault on my breasts, alternating between them as milk sprayed and streamed with each powerful suck.

"God, I need your cock," I begged shamelessly, grinding against his hand as my pussy clenched around his invading fingers. "Fuck me, Nikolai. Fill me up."

He released my nipple with a feral growl, milk arcing through the air from the sudden absence of his mouth. "The sacred space is for draining these beautiful tits," he said, voice rough with lust as he yanked me to my feet. "The bedroom is where I'm going to fuck you until you scream."

He practically dragged me to the bedroom, milk still streaming from my breasts and soaking us both. Throwing me onto the massive bed, he crawled over me like a predator, his massive cock slapping heavily against my inner thigh.

"Look at what you do to me," he said, wrapping his hand around his impressive length, pre-cum glistening at the swollen purple head. "Three months thinking about this pussy. About these perfect tits."

Without warning, he slammed into me with one brutal thrust that filled me completely, stretching my walls and making me scream. The sudden fullness was almost painful, but exquisitely so, my body remembering and welcoming his invasion despite our time apart.

"So fucking tight," he snarled, pulling almost completely out before driving back in with savage force. "This cunt was made for my cock."

Unlike Augustus's desperate claiming during our final encounter, Nikolai fucked with dominant assurance—each powerful thrust seeming to stake his claim more deeply. His hands roughly squeezed my still-leaking breasts, forcing streams of milk to arc into the air before he leaned down to capture the flow directly from the source.

"Moya," he growled against my nipple—"Mine"—punctuating the word with a particularly deep thrust that made me see stars. "These tits, this milk, this pussy—all fucking mine now."

The filthy words combined with his relentless pounding sent me hurtling toward the edge. When his fingers dug into my hips, angling me perfectly to hit my g-spot with each powerful stroke, I came with a scream that might have alarmed the neighbors, my pussy clamping down on his thick shaft as waves of blinding pleasure ripped through me.

My clenching walls triggered his own release. With a roar that sounded more animal than human, Nikolai slammed into me one final time, his massive cock pulsing as he filled me with hot jets of cum. His entire body shuddered violently, muscles tensing as he emptied himself deep inside me.

Afterward, he gathered me against him with tender care, both of us catching our breath as the intensity of our connection resonated between us. "Welcome home, Morgan," he murmured, pressing a kiss to my forehead with unexpected gentleness from such a powerful man. "To our home."

In that moment, wrapped in Nikolai's arms in our Berlin apartment thousands of miles from where my journey had begun, I knew I'd made the right choice.


EIGHT

The first month in Berlin passed in a whirlwind of professional and personal adjustments. By day, I immersed myself in my new role as Chief Marketing Officer, learning the European market nuances while building my team across seventeen countries. By night, I discovered the pleasure of truly shared living with Nikolai—our days ending with expression sessions in my sacred space that invariably led to more passionate encounters in our bed.

Unlike my arrangement with Augustus, which had always maintained clear delineation between professional and personal interactions, my relationship with Nikolai seamlessly integrated all aspects of our lives. At the office, he treated me with complete professional respect, never allowing our personal connection to undermine my authority or influence business decisions. At home, he approached my condition with the same reverent appreciation he'd shown from our first encounter, celebrating rather than merely managing what made me different.

"You've already transformed our social media presence," he observed one evening as we shared a late dinner on our terrace overlooking the garden. "The Berlin team reports engagement metrics have increased seventy percent since your strategy implementation."

"The European audience responds differently than American consumers," I explained, warming to the professional topic despite our intimate setting. "They value authenticity and heritage more than innovation for its own sake. Our messaging needed recalibration to emphasize tradition alongside technological advancement."

Nikolai smiled, reaching across the table to take my hand. "This is why you were the perfect choice. You see nuances others miss."

The genuine respect in his voice, completely separate from our personal relationship, reinforced why this arrangement worked so well. Unlike Augustus, who had always viewed me through the lens of my condition even in professional contexts, Nikolai saw me as both a valued business partner and a woman with a unique gift—each aspect appreciated independently yet harmoniously integrated.

"I'm noticing changes," I admitted, glancing down at my notably fuller breasts straining against my silk blouse. "My production has increased significantly since we arrived in Berlin."

Nikolai nodded, his expression thoughtful rather than surprised. "My grandmother explained this phenomenon. When a woman with your gift feels truly respected and her production is fully appreciated rather than merely managed, her body responds by increasing output." His eyes met mine with genuine curiosity. "Are you uncomfortable with the change?"

"No," I answered truthfully. "Just adjusting to the new patterns. I'm expressing more frequently, but it feels... natural. Less clinical than before."

"As it should be," Nikolai agreed, rising from his chair to move behind me, his hands coming to rest on my shoulders. "You can feel the difference already, can't you? The heaviness in your breasts, the need for relief?"

He was right. Despite having expressed just two hours earlier, I was already noticeably full again, my body adjusting to new patterns that seemed to align with Nikolai's reverent approach to my condition.

"Yes," I admitted, leaning back against him as his hands moved from my shoulders to cup my breasts through my blouse. "It's coming more quickly now."

"Then perhaps we should move inside," he suggested, his voice dropping to that register that never failed to send heat pooling between my legs. "Your sacred space awaits."

In the beautiful room Nikolai had created for me, our expression sessions had evolved into a ritual that was anything but gentle. As he practically tore my clothes from my body with urgent hands, I settled into the perfect chair while he knelt before me, his powerful body radiating dominant energy despite his lower position.

"These fucking gorgeous tits," he growled as my breasts sprang free, already dripping in anticipation of his hungry mouth. "Look how full you are for me."

When he latched onto my right nipple with savage force, I arched off the chair with a scream, milk shooting violently into his greedy mouth. His large hand roughly mauled my other breast, squeezing mercilessly to force streams of milk that sprayed across his naked chest.

"Nothing tastes like your sweet fucking nectar," he snarled between aggressive pulls, milk running down his chin and neck as he attacked my other breast. "I get hard the moment these gorgeous tits start to leak."

As he drained me with brutal efficiency, his free hand shoved my thighs wide apart, exposing my pussy which was already embarrassingly wet. Without preamble, he thrust three thick fingers inside me, making me cry out at the sudden invasion.

"Soaked as always," he observed with smug satisfaction, pumping his fingers roughly while his mouth continued its relentless assault on my breasts. "Your cunt gets drenched the moment I start sucking these tits."

My hips bucked against his hand as he curved his fingers to hammer my g-spot with practiced precision. Unlike Augustus's clinical technique or Caleb's academic exploration, Nikolai fucked me with his fingers like he was claiming territory, all while draining my breasts with almost painful suction.

"Please," I begged, grinding shamelessly against his hand as he brought me to the edge only to slow down cruelly. "I need your cock inside me."

"Patience, dorogaya," he commanded—"darling"—biting my nipple just hard enough to make me gasp. "First I drain every drop from these tits. Then I'll fuck that greedy cunt until you can't walk."

The crude promise, delivered while milk streamed down my body and his fingers worked me into a frenzy, left me whimpering with need. Each time I approached orgasm, he would slow his movements, denying me release while continuing to suck every drop of milk from my swollen breasts.

By the time I was completely drained, I was practically sobbing with frustrated desire, my pussy clenching desperately around his teasing fingers. With a predatory smile, Nikolai stood and yanked me roughly from the chair, throwing me over his shoulder in a display of raw strength that made me gasp.

"Time to give this needy pussy what it's begging for," he announced, carrying me to our bedroom where he tossed me onto the mattress with casual dominance.

I bounced on the luxurious bed, watching with hungry eyes as he stripped off his remaining clothing, his massive cock springing free—thick, veined, and already dripping with pre-cum. Without ceremony, he flipped me onto my hands and knees, positioning himself behind me with clear intent.

"I'm going to fuck you like an animal," he promised, his large hands spreading my ass cheeks apart to expose my dripping entrance. "Show you who these tits and this cunt belong to now."

The head of his cock nudged against my opening for just a moment before he slammed forward, impaling me completely with one brutal thrust that made me scream into the pillows. The stretch was exquisite—painful and perfect as he filled me more completely than I'd thought possible.

"Take every fucking inch," he growled, withdrawing almost completely before driving back in with punishing force. "This pussy was made for my cock."

Unlike the reverent attention he showed my breasts in the sacred space, in our bedroom Nikolai fucked with animalistic abandon—his hips slapping against my ass with each powerful thrust, hands gripping my hips hard enough to leave bruises. The contrast was intoxicating—my milk treated as precious gift while my body was claimed with primal possession.

"Touch those empty tits," he commanded, one hand reaching around to roughly pinch my nipple. "Let me see if we can get more milk while I fuck this tight pussy."

I obeyed, reaching down to squeeze my sensitive breasts, gasping as a few remaining drops leaked out in response to the dual stimulation. Nikolai growled in approval, the pace of his thrusts becoming even more punishing.

"That's it," he snarled, hand moving to slap my ass with a sharp crack that echoed through the room. "Squeeze those fucking gorgeous tits while I fill this cunt."

His crude words combined with the relentless pounding against my g-spot sent me hurtling over the edge. I came with a scream that surely disturbed the neighbors, my entire body convulsing as wave after wave of blinding pleasure crashed through me. My pussy clamped down on his thick shaft like a vise, milking him with desperate pulses.

"Blyad!" he roared—a Russian expletive—driving into me with renewed savagery as my orgasm triggered his own. With a final brutal thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, his cock pulsing violently as he filled me with hot jets of cum that seemed endless.

When he finally collapsed on top of me, his weight pressing me into the mattress, we were both gasping for breath, sweat-soaked and utterly spent. After a moment, he rolled to the side, pulling me against his powerful chest with possessive hands.

"I have something to show you tomorrow," Nikolai murmured as we drifted toward sleep, his arms wrapped securely around me. "Something I think you'll find interesting."


NINE

"This is Marta Henkel," Nikolai introduced me to the elderly woman who greeted us at the door of a charming house in a quiet Berlin suburb the next day. "She was my grandmother's dearest friend who immigrated to Germany fifty years ago. And she shares your gift."

I stared in surprise at the dignified woman with silver hair and kind eyes. "You have hyperlactation syndrome?" I asked, using the medical terminology I'd grown accustomed to in Western contexts.

Marta smiled, shaking her head slightly. "In our village, we never had such clinical terms. We simply called it 'the blessing'—the ability to nourish beyond one's own children."

As she welcomed us into her home, I noticed photographs of children—dozens of them displayed lovingly on walls and shelves, spanning what appeared to be several decades.

"All of these children," Marta explained, following my gaze, "were nourished by my milk when their mothers couldn't produce enough. In our culture, a woman with the blessing was considered the most valuable member of the community."

Over tea in her sunlit kitchen, Marta shared her story—how she'd continued producing milk for nearly sixty years, how she'd found community even in Germany through underground networks of women seeking natural nutrition for their infants, how her gift had connected her to hundreds of families over decades.

"In the West, they treat our blessing as a medical condition to be managed or hidden," she said, her accent thickening with emotion. "But in our homeland, we understood the truth—that some women are chosen by nature to provide life beyond their own bloodlines."

As she spoke, I felt something shift inside me—a perspective transformation that completed what had begun during my week with Nikolai months ago. My condition wasn't just something to be clinically managed like Augustus approached it, or academically studied like Caleb viewed it, or even personally appreciated like Nikolai treated it. It was something that connected me to women across cultures and throughout history who had used this same gift to nurture communities.

"There are others like us here in Berlin," Marta continued, reaching across the table to pat my hand with grandmotherly affection. "Women who understand the blessing and gather to share their experiences. You would be welcome among us, if you're interested."

The offer of community—of belonging among others who shared my unique physiology—was something I'd never imagined possible. After leaving the isolation of hiding my condition, then the controlled management with Augustus, and even the reverent appreciation with Nikolai, the prospect of connecting with others who truly understood from personal experience was unexpectedly moving.

"I would like that very much," I said, blinking back tears I hadn't anticipated.

Nikolai's hand found mine under the table, squeezing gently in silent support. He'd brought me to Marta not just as a cultural curiosity but as a genuine gift—connection to a community that could offer perspective and understanding I couldn't find anywhere else.

***

Six months into my new life in Berlin, I stood at the floor-to-ceiling windows of my office at Volkov Industries' European headquarters, overlooking the vibrant city that had become home. My professional transition had been smoother than anticipated, my marketing strategies already showing impressive results across European markets. My team respected my expertise without any knowledge of my personal connection to Nikolai, my authority established through results rather than relationship.

But it was my personal evolution that marked the most significant transformation. Through Marta, I'd connected with a small community of women who shared my condition—or "the blessing" as they called it—gathering monthly to share experiences and knowledge passed down through generations. Some donated their milk to hospitals for premature infants, others provided direct nursing for mothers unable to produce enough, and all approached their gift with pride rather than embarrassment.

My own production had stabilized at a significantly higher volume than during my time with Augustus, my body responding to the consistent appreciation and thorough emptying Nikolai provided. The sacred space in our home had evolved with small personalized touches—artwork from some of the children Marta had nourished, a beautiful hand-carved wooden chair gifted by another woman from the community, herbs and teas known to enhance milk quality arranged in decorative jars.

Most evenings followed a pattern that never lost its appeal—coming home to our beautiful apartment, sharing dinner and conversation about our respective days, then retiring to my sacred space where Nikolai would help express my abundant milk with the same reverent appreciation he'd shown from our first encounter. These sessions inevitably led to more passionate celebrations in our bedroom, where reverence gave way to uninhibited desire that left us both breathless and satisfied.

"You seem contemplative tonight," Nikolai observed as we lay together after a particularly intense session, my breasts pleasantly empty and our bodies still humming with aftershocks of shared pleasure.

"I was thinking about how completely my life has transformed," I admitted, tracing patterns on his chest with idle fingers. "A year ago, I was hiding my condition, seeing it as a burden to be managed. Now..."

"Now you see the truth of your blessing," he completed, pressing a kiss to my forehead. "As you should have been taught from the beginning."

The contrast between my former existence and current reality was stark. As Chief Marketing Officer, I commanded respect throughout the organization, my strategies driving unprecedented growth across European markets. As a woman with "the blessing," I'd found community and purpose beyond professional achievement, my condition celebrated rather than merely accommodated.

And with Nikolai, I'd found a partner who valued all aspects of who I was—professional expertise, personal strength, and unique physiology—without compartmentalizing or prioritizing any single element above the others.

"I received a message from Augustus today," I said, the memory surfacing as I reflected on my journey. "The Tokyo offices are performing well under his direct management. He mentioned he's implemented some of our European marketing strategies with positive results."

Nikolai's expression remained neutral at the mention of Augustus—neither jealous nor dismissive of the man who had first helped manage my condition. "He's an intelligent businessman," he acknowledged. "Capable of recognizing effective approaches regardless of their origin."

The diplomatic response was characteristic of Nikolai's confidence—secure enough in our connection that past relationships posed no threat. Unlike Augustus's possessive reaction when faced with potential loss, Nikolai approached our relationship with the same reverent appreciation he showed my condition—valuing without claiming, honoring without controlling.

"Would you change anything?" he asked after a comfortable silence, his fingers tracing gentle patterns on my emptied breast. "About your decision to come to Berlin?"

I considered the question honestly, thinking about all I'd left behind and all I'd gained in the months since making that life-altering choice. "Not a single thing," I answered truthfully. "This is exactly where I'm meant to be."

As Nikolai pulled me closer, his powerful body curving protectively around mine, I reflected on the unexpected journey my condition had taken me on. From shame and isolation to clinical management with Augustus, from academic research with Caleb to cultural appreciation with Nikolai, each step had brought me closer to the self-acceptance and purpose I'd found in Berlin.

My milk, once my greatest source of embarrassment, had become the catalyst for possibilities I never could have imagined—professional advancement, cultural connection, community belonging, and partnership with a man who saw my difference as a gift to be honored rather than a condition to be managed.

As I drifted toward sleep in Nikolai's arms, I felt profound gratitude for the strange and beautiful path that had led me here—to a life where I was valued completely, my professional expertise respected, my unique physiology celebrated, and my whole self embraced without reservation.

Sometimes the most unexpected journeys lead to exactly where we're meant to be. My condition, once a burden I tried desperately to hide, had ultimately guided me home—to a place where the milk that flowed from my body was recognized as exactly what Marta and the others had always known it to be: not a medical anomaly or a management challenge, but truly a blessing.

The End
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