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Candice stopped what she was doing to listen and realized she could hear the sound of her phone ringing over the noise of the rushing water.

“Shit,” she muttered as she looked down at the soap in her hand.

She contemplated getting out of the shower to answer the call for only a brief second before shrugging off the idea and carrying on washing herself. Whoever it was would have to wait. Turning her face up to the cascade of warm jets when she finished, she let the water rinse the lather from her body, then slicked her long, blonde hair back from her forehead.

She stayed under the showerhead for a short while longer before finally turning off the water to get out of the stall. When she was dry, she wrapped the towel around her chest and moved through to her bedroom. Her phone was on the bedside table, so she went to get it and threw herself down on the bed before looking at the screen.

“Sally,” she muttered under her breath when she saw the number.

She pouted her lips and wondered what her friend wanted. It was the first time she’d heard from Sally in a while and she debated whether to call back. They weren’t all that close although they usually met up every so often for a drink. That had tailed off in recent times, however.

Candice was concentrating on the screen when the phone rang again and it made her jump. The flicker of her pulse suddenly racing faster made her shake her head ruefully. She saw it was her friend trying again and decided not to ignore the call. She swiped her finger across the screen and brought the handset up to her ear.

“Hey,” she said.

“I just tried to call you,” Sally replied.

Yeah, sorry about that, I was in the shower,” Candice explained. “How are things with you?”

“Not too bad,” Sally replied. “Do you want to meet up for a drink?”

Candice screwed up her face and didn’t answer. She hated going out when she didn’t have money to pay her way and the loss of her job a few months before meant her financial situation was now dire. It was the main reason she’d made no attempt to get in touch with Sally in recent times.

“I can’t really afford to go out,” she said.

“Still not found a job?”

“No, I haven’t,” Candice answered in a resigned voice. “I’ve lost count of the number of interviews I’ve attended in recent times, but my face just doesn’t seem to fit at the moment.”

“Then maybe I can help and your face won’t matter a bit.”

“Huh?” Candice exclaimed. “What are you...”

“Just meet me for a drink,” Sally interrupted. “I’ll buy and explain what I’m talking about.”

“You know about a job opportunity?” Candice asked.

“Oh yes,” Sally said. “And I can get you in the door..., if you want it.”

The words piqued Candice’s curiosity and a hope that things might be about to get better made her agree to the meeting.

“Can you make the Boaster Bar at three this afternoon?” Sally asked.

Candice glanced at the alarm clock on the bedside table to see it was just after midday. She hadn’t expected to meet Sally straight away, but wasn’t about to refuse when there was a chance it might lead to work. It was getting to the point where she desperately needed something.

“Sure, I can do that.”

“OK, I’ll see you then,” Sally said.

The sound of the line disconnecting made Candice pull the phone away from her ear and she looked at the screen again. She wasn’t sure quite what to think, but it seemed an opportunity might be about to come her way. Then again, getting opportunities wasn’t the problem. She really had been to a lot of interviews and the fact nothing had come of them was starting to get her down.

“This time will be different,” she told herself, although wasn’t quite sure she believed the words.

She didn’t want to get her hopes too high anyway and turned her attention to getting ready. Moving to the side of the bed, she stood up, then walked over to the dressing table and got a hair dryer out from a drawer. She ran a brush through her blonde curls while they were drying, then fixed them into a ponytail. It kept her hair out of the way as she put on some makeup to get herself presentable for the meeting.

When she was satisfied with her look, she went to the wardrobe to pick an outfit. There was no point in going overboard for an afternoon visit to a bar, so she went for a simple, red summer dress and matched it with some strappy heels. She turned from side to side in front of the mirror and let a smile spread across her face.

“You scrub up well,” she teased herself before picking a jacket from the wardrobe and grabbing her belongings.

It was still before one o’clock when she walked out of the bedroom, so there was no point in heading off. She went to the kitchen to make a coffee and sat at the table wishing she’d asked Sally more about the opportunity. There was no point in worrying about it though. She’d find out soon enough what it was and carried on drinking coffee until it was time to leave.

A bus ride got her into town and she looked at her watch when she approached the bar. She’d timed it perfectly to arrive at three, so she expected to see Sally when she walked inside because her friend was usually on time for their meetings. A wave got her attention to show this occasion was no different and she smiled as she walked across to the table.

“Long time no see,” Sally said. “I was starting to think you were avoiding me.”

Candice scrunched up her nose as she sat down.

“I don’t like going out when I can’t pay my way,” she said. “It’s embarrassing.”

“Don’t you want that glass of wine then?” Sally teased.

The wicked smile on her friend’s face made Candice laugh.

“I’ll make an exception for you,” she said and picked up the glass to take a drink. “So,” she went on when she put her drink down. “Don’t keep me waiting.”

“And here I was thinking you wanted to meet me because of my scintillating personality,” Sally joked and laughed.

“Things are getting desperate,” Candice replied. “I could barely pay my bills last month and my savings have shrunk to almost nothing. It’s not much fun. My life is in danger of becoming an unmitigated disaster, so I need to find something.”

“I hear you,” Sally said. “It’s why I thought of you for this.”

“For what exactly?”  Candice asked.

Sally picked up her glass to take a sip of wine before going on.

“You like kids, right?”

The unexpected question made Candice frown and she shrugged her shoulders.

“I guess so..., why do you ask?”

“I temped for a wealthy businessman last year,” Sally said. “I don’t remember if I ever mentioned him to you. Aubrey Clayton is his name.”

“Is he looking for a nanny or something?”

“Umm..., not quite,” Sally said. “We got on pretty well when we worked together and I guess that’s why he called me the other day with a proposition, but I’m not prepared to give up the job I have just now to do it.”

“OK,” Candice said hesitantly. She wasn’t sure where things were going, but the conversation was making her jittery and she picked up her glass of wine to take a drink.

“He and his wife just had their first kid and they want some help in looking after it,” Sally went on.

“So, it is a nanny job,” Candice said.

“Well, kind of,” Sally said. “It’s a bit more unusual than that. Have you ever heard of a wet nurse?”

“Umm..., no,” Candice replied.

“Well, it’s where someone other than the mother of a baby breastfeeds it.”

“You’re starting to get weird on me,” Candice said.

Sally shrugged her shoulders.

“There’s no denying it’s a little unorthodox in this day and age,” she said. “But it does happen. Aubrey’s got a high maintenance, ex-model wife who gave him a kid, but she wants to get her shape back now and isn’t particularly keen on her perfect boobs being ruined by a greedy little mouth.”

“Jesus,” Candice let out. “Exactly how close were you to this guy that he came to you with all this.”

“I don’t kiss and tell,” Sally said and laughed. “Suffice to say he liked me well enough to turn to me when he needed help. I can’t do it myself, so I thought of you.”

“No,” Candice blurted out, without thinking. “Way, way, way too weird.”

“He’s a billionaire,” Sally went on. “And he’s prepared to pay good money to someone who will help. It would definitely get you out of your current financial problems and some.”

Candice pouted her lips.

“That does sound good,” she conceded and looked around. It was quiet in the bar and no one was paying any attention to them, so she lifted her hands to cup her large breasts and made a face. “Can you see an obvious problem with the idea?”

A smile spread across Sally face as she let out a cheeky laugh.

“They are pretty,” she said.

“And milk free,” Candice pointed out.

“Apparently that can be remedied,” Sally replied.

“Yeah, by getting pregnant and waiting how many months for the milk to come in,” Candice said and dropped her hands away from her breasts.

“Nuh-uh,” Sally said. “Aubrey is a bigwig in the pharmaceutical industry. His company developed a prototype medicine to stimulate milk production in women. It’s not in full commercial use yet, but that doesn’t mean it can’t be used.”

“Fucking hell,” Candice exclaimed. “This is a joke, right?”

Sally shook her head.

“According to Aubrey, the effects of a dose last a couple of months. It will obviously be targeted at mothers not producing enough milk for their baby, but that doesn’t mean other women can’t use it.”

“And his wife is OK with this?” Candice said.

“She’s apparently insisting on it,” Sally replied. “Aubrey is keen to get a deal set up straight away. I said I’d get back to him today with an answer, if you were interested.”

Sweat beaded on Candice’s brow and she gulped down the rest of the wine in her glass when she picked it up.

“I’ll get you another,” Sally said.

Candice didn’t refuse and watched as her friend crossed the bar to the counter. She turned away from the sight of the drinks being ordered and wiped a hand across her forehead. Her palm came away wet and she rubbed it dry on her dress.

“Don’t even think about it,” she muttered.

There was only one problem with that. Her assertion that she wanted nothing to do with the offer was already fading from her mind and she couldn’t believe she was contemplating getting involved. It was crazy, but her situation was becoming desperate. The end of the month was fast approaching and that meant her rent was due. There was no way she’d be able to pay it if she didn’t find a job and that went for the rest of her bills. She closed her eyes tightly as thoughts tumbled through her mind.

“So, what do you think?” Sally asked.

Candice opened her eyes to the sight of a glass of wine being put down in front of her.

“I think it’s fucking nuts,” she said and picked up the drink.

“You’re not interested then?”

Candice hesitated and her voice was hushed when she eventually spoke.

“I didn’t say that.”

She felt the heat flush onto her face and brought her hands up to cover cheeks she was sure were glowing red.

“So, you’ll do it?” Sally asked.

“What’s he like?”

“He’s a nice guy,” Sally replied. “And like I say, he’s worth an absolute fortune and lives in a house you would not believe. It’s huge.”

“What about his wife?”

“I only met her on a couple of occasions,” Sally replied. “She was a bit aloof and full of herself. She’s stunning, mind you. I can see why she worked as a model.”

“Not the mothering type though,” Candice remarked.

“Apparently not,” Sally replied.

Candice picked up the glass of wine to take a drink then stared down at the table. It was Sally who eventually broke the silence.

“It can’t hurt to meet him,” she said. “He’ll be able to give you more information about what he wants and you can make a final decision then.”

Candice lifted her gaze to stare at her friend and clamped her lips together as she considered what to do. In the end, she knew it would be foolish not to go and talk to Aubrey.

“Yeah, OK,” she said. “Set up a meeting.”

Sally reached down to get her phone out of her bag and dialed a number.

“Mr. Clayton, it’s your favorite temp here,” she said when the call was answered. “Are you available today?”

Candice lifted her glass to take another sip of wine and there was no missing the way her hand shook. It made her scowl and she kept her eyes on her drink as she listened to half of a phone conversation. Her nerves flared and there was no quelling them as a meeting was set up on her behalf.

“He wants to see you right now,” Sally said when she ended the call.

“What!” Candice exclaimed and realized how loud her voice was. She glanced around, but no one was looking in their direction.

“I did tell you he was in a hurry,” Sally said.

“But..., right now?” Candice let out. 

Sally put her phone back in the bag and there was a card in her hand when she lifted it.

“That’s his address,” she said. “He works from home a lot, so he’s there right now.”

Candice stared at the card, but didn’t reach out. Things were moving so quickly and she couldn’t get her thoughts straight.

“I..., I don’t know,” she muttered.

“It’s just a meeting,” Sally said. “Whether you go through with the arrangement or not is up to you once you’ve spoken with him.”

“Yeah, I guess,” Candice said and reached out to take the card. “Are you coming with me?”

“Sorry, no can do,” Sally said. “I need to get back to work.”

She picked up her glass to finish her drink and Candice did the same. Nothing else was said until they were outside the bar.

“Give me a call and let me know how things work out,” Sally said.

“OK,” Candice agreed as they hugged.

She watched her friend walk off before lifting the card and reading the address again. It was in an exclusive neighborhood although that was hardly surprising if Aubrey Clayton was worth billions. She used the internet on her phone to find the best way to get there and forty-five minutes after Sally made the phone call, she was looking through the decorative bars of a large, ornate gate.

“Sally was right,” she muttered as she stared up a long, gravel driveway to what was an impressive mansion.

She turned her attention to the intercom system on the concrete post at the side of the gate. Pressing the button got her a response a few seconds later and she leaned closer to the speaker.

“Umm..., hi, it’s Candice Baker,” she said. “I’m here to see Mr. Clayton.”

“OK, come on up.”

Candice heard the creak of the gates starting to slowly swing open and stepped through when the gap was large enough. Gravel crunched under her feet as she made her way up the driveway and the door of the large property was open when she got to it.

“Come in,” the butler said. “I’ll take you to Mr. Clayton.”

“Thanks,” Candice said.

The door was closed when she walked inside and she followed on as she was led through a beautifully decorated lobby to a curved staircase. A growing apprehension made her palms clammy and she rubbed them on her jacket as they climbed the steps then made their way along a hallway until the butler stopped at a room. He knocked and waited for the call to enter before opening the door. Candice sucked in a deep breath as she followed him inside.

“This is Miss Baker, sir,” the butler said.

Candice came to a stop as she stared across the room at Aubrey Clayton. She was immediately struck by how good looking he was and the flutter of her heartbeat wasn’t entirely down to nerves when he smiled at her.

“Glad you could make it,” he said and rose to his feet. “Come and have a seat.”

“Is there anything else, sir?” the butler asked.

“No, that’s fine,” Aubrey said.

The butler nodded and Candice watched him leave the room before turning her attention back to Aubrey.

“Take a seat,” he repeated and pointed to a chair at the desk.

Candice sucked in more deep breaths, but they did little to calm her as she crossed the room and dropped down on the seat. She tried to put a smile on her face as she looked at the man opposite, but it felt weird on her face and she couldn’t rid herself of the nerves.

“How do you know Sally?” Aubrey asked.

“Oh, we’ve been friends for years,” Candice answered. “We get together every so often for a drink and a chat.”

“And she told you what I’m looking for.”

The comment suggested the pleasantries were already over and they were about to get down to business. It made her all the more apprehensive when she nodded her head. She held her breath when Aubrey reached in a drawer and her eyes opened wide when she saw a small vial of clear liquid being brought out.

“This is it,” he commented as he held it up.

The urge to bolt flashed through Candice’s mind, but she was rooted to the spot. Her gaze remained on the vial and her words came out in a rush.

“You want me to take it now?”

“Sally vouched for you,” Aubrey said. “That’s good enough for me.”

“You don’t want to ask me anything?” Candice said.

“Like what?” Aubrey asked.

Candice dropped her gaze to the desk as she shrugged her shoulders. Considering what she was being asked to do, she’d expected to be quizzed. She wasn’t sure what to say though and didn’t need to speak when Aubrey went on.

“I trust Sally and I liked what I saw when you walked through the door. I’ve learned to go with my gut instincts about a person, so there’s nothing else I need to know at this moment in time. My wife has left the decision to find someone with me and I’ll pay you well if you’re prepared to do this.”

“How much?”

“The salary is five thousand a month,” Aubrey answered. “And you’ll get a room here for the duration of the job.”

Candice drew in a sharp breath. It was more money than she’d ever earned and would make her problems disappear. Her chest heaved and she knew it was now or never for her to make a decision.

“I’ll need to collect my belongings from my apartment,” she said.

“Don’t worry about that,” Aubrey said. “I’ll arrange for anything you need once the deal is sealed.”

Candice knew what was required for that and stared at the vial he held.  She lifted her hand, then dropped it back to her lap as her thoughts wavered between getting involved and making a run for it. Deciding which to do was proving much more difficult than she imagined. Nothing was said and the silence was unnerving, but she eventually forced herself past the hesitation and reached out to take the medicine.

“It’s safe, right?” she said when she caught the gaze watching her.

“The trials are complete and we’re anticipating the final approval shortly,” Aubrey said. “We’ll go into full production then to make it available for use.”

“How does it work?” Candice asked.

“The medicine stimulates the hormones that lead to lactation,” Aubrey explained. “It does so in an accelerated way to make the milk available in a few hours and the effects last for around two months before they wear off. Another dose is required at that time if breastfeeding is to continue.”

“Jesus,” Candice muttered under her breath.

The explanation was so clinical, but it was her body on the line. Five thousand a month was far too much money to turn down though and she knew it. There was no way she could miss out, so she opened the vial and brought it to her lips. A last flicker of hesitation disappeared when she tipped her head back to drink the liquid and she dropped her hand away from her mouth afterwards.

“It’s best for you to rest and let the process run its course now,” Aubrey said and got to his feet. “I’ll take you to a room you can do that in. Once we’re sure everything is fine, we can sort out the full details of your employment and stay here.”

Candice said nothing as she got to her feet and followed Aubrey to the door. They left the room and walked to another staircase that led to the second floor of the property.

“This is it,” Aubrey said when he got to a door and opened it.

Candice walked inside a large bedroom and looked around. She couldn’t quite take in the luxurious surroundings she found herself in and turned when she heard the words.

“I’ll have my butler bring you some food later,” Aubrey said. “I’ll be in my office, so just come down if there’s anything you want to know.”

The comment brought a question to mind and Candice put it into words.

“Do you want me to meet your wife?”

“She and the baby have gone to see her mother today,” Aubrey said. “They’ll be back tomorrow and hopefully we’ll get the new routine in place for you to start the job of nursing our child.”

Candice nodded her head, but said nothing and the door was closed to leave her alone. She remained standing where she was for a few seconds before moving across to sit on the edge of the bed.

“What the hell have you done?” she said under her breath and put her hands over her face when she threw herself back to lie down.

The answer to that question became all too obvious over the next few hours. The first sign of her body changing was a growing tightness in her bra and the increasing ache of it eventually prompted her to act. She moved over to the wardrobe and opened it. A bathrobe inside gave her something to cover herself with when she stripped down to her panties. There was some relief to the constriction on her breasts being eased, but there was no containing her anxieties as the transformation continued.

She couldn’t stop looking in the mirror every so often and was amazed at the increase in size. The first sign of milk leaking from a nipple made her grimace and she closed the robe to take the sight away.

There was an embarrassment to answering the knock when the butler arrived with a meal for her and she quickly closed the door after taking the tray. She didn’t feel like eating, but forced herself to do so as questions flashed through her head. There was no way she was walking to Aubrey’s office in a robe, however, but she knew it could only be him when she heard another knock. She saw she was right when she tentatively opened the door.

“Well, it worked,” he said.

Candice crossed her arms self-consciously across her chest and turned away from his gaze. She was aware of him following her into the room and her nerves flared when she heard the door closing.

“Can I see?” he asked.

There was something about the way he spoke the words that unsettled her and her pulse raced faster.

“They hurt,” she said, without turning.

“It’s because they’re engorged with milk now,” he said. “It won’t be so bad when you’re feeding the baby.”

“That doesn’t help me tonight,” Candice said and slowly turned around.

“You can use the pump,” Aubrey went on and moved to a chest of drawers.

He opened the top drawer and brought out a small device before crossing the room to stand in front of Candice. Her eyes fixed on what he was holding when he raised his hand, but her gaze went to his when he spoke.

“Place the breast shield over your nipple and press it tightly against your skin, then work the handle to start pumping. The suction will get the milk flowing to fill the small bottle and it will give you some relief.”

A flush of red burned on Candice’s cheeks as she reached out to take hold of the pump, but Aubrey didn’t release his grip on it.

“I can help,” he said.

Candice picked up on the note of excitement in his voice and held her breath as their eyes locked together. It suddenly dawned on her that there was more to the arrangement than feeding a baby.

“You’re..., you’re a married man,” she stammered.

“And I plan to stay that way,” Aubrey replied. “But I have a fantasy.”

There was no doubt what it was and Candice felt a flutter of unexpected excitement as she stared at his handsome face. The reluctance came out in her words, however.

“I can’t,” she said.

“This is strictly between us,” he said. “Please.”

There was no missing the longing in Aubrey’s voice and she froze when his free hand came up to brush along the lapel of the gown.

“Let me help you,” he said.

Candice rocked her head back. If she gave in to his offer, she knew they’d do so much more than pump the milk from her breasts. It was clear Aubrey had a lactation fetish he wanted to indulge and a glance down showed the mere thought of it was enough to arouse him.

“Shit,” she cursed under her breath.

“Loosen the belt,” Aubrey urged.

Candice flexed her fingers as she stared at him. She knew she should run..., get away from him before she did something she regretted. It wasn’t what she did, however. Her hands came to the belt and loosening it, let the sides of the robe slide apart. Aubrey tugged at the material to completely uncover swollen breasts.

“Beautiful,” he said quietly.

The heightened sensitivity made Candice shudder when fingertips grazed across her naked skin and the strong pulse of pleasure rippled down between her thighs. It made her legs tremble and she looked down to see a touch slide across the drop of white leaking from her nipple. There was something salacious about the way Aubrey sucked at the milk on his finger and she was transfixed as she watched.

“Use the pump,” she blurted out.

The words spurred Aubrey to action and he quickly clamped the breast shield in place around her nipple. Candice felt the swell of relief when he started to work the handle and couldn’t hold in the gasp. The pleasure of being milked came as a huge surprise and she watched in amazement as the small bottle filled. The ache in her breast eased when the pump was detached.

“Do the other one,” she urged.

Aubrey said nothing as he walked back to the chest of drawers. He grabbed an empty bottle from the open drawer before returning to Candice and seizing her wrist. A tug pulled her across the room to the door leading into the bathroom and she knew things were about to run out of control.

“Sit on the side of the tub,” he told her.

Candice wanted the relief of her other breast being milked and did as she was told. She watched as the full bottle was removed from the pump and the empty one fitted in place.

“Hold this,” Aubrey said.

Candice took the full bottle and looked down to the sight of the pump being pressed in place around her nipple. A tremor rippled through her when the milk began to flow and she couldn’t stop herself reaching out to press her palm against the hard outline of a fully erect cock.

“You’ve got it really bad for this,” she said as she felt the throbbing of hot-blooded arousal.

“I’ve fantasized about doing it for so long,” Aubrey admitted.

He continued to work the handle until the bottle was filled, then detached it and put the pump down. Their eyes locked together as he reached out with his free hand to cup a breast.

“What else happens in your fantasy?” Candice asked.

She knew her words would encourage him to go further, but she was caught up in the moment and was a slave to the hot prickle of arousal between her thighs.

“Tit fuck,” Aubrey said crudely. His fingers brushed across a leaking nipple and he brought them to his mouth afterwards. The taste made him shudder and he couldn’t resist the temptation.

Candice saw what was coming, but didn’t stop it when Aubrey bent down. His mouth latched onto her nipple and she rocked her head back as more milk was taken from her. Her chest heaved as relief and excitement mixed together and it was a heady brew that made her wriggle around on the side of the tub. Her nipple stiffened as the sucking continued and she gasped when it ended.

Aubrey straightened up to loosen his pants. He dragged them down and his underwear came as well to reveal his ramrod straight manhood. Candice instinctively knew what would turn him on more and reached out to tip up the bottle she was holding. His gasp was loud as warm milk spilled down his erection and she grabbed hold to start stroking with her other hand.

“Shit,” Aubrey gasped as the pleasure of the touch came alive.

Candice finally slid her hand down to the base of his wet cock and used the grip to pull him forward. They both watched as she spanked the head of his shaft on her engorged breasts.

“Hold this,” she said and gave him the half-empty bottle to free up her hands.

Aubrey thrust forward to slide his erection into her cleavage and she pressed against the sides of her breasts to squeeze them around hard flesh. It was the kinkiest thing she’d ever done and she could feel how wet it was making her. Milk splashed on her upper chest to spill into her cleavage and she looked up when she heard the groan.

There was no missing the excitement on Aubrey’s face as his erection was drenched. She pressed harder to force her engorged flesh around his stiff shaft and shuddered when he began to thrust. The bottle she’d given him was quickly emptied as he spilled everything from it to soak her chest and he started to thrust to fuck her milk-soaked tits.

It made them bounce as his movements grew more forceful and she looked down to the way the head of his cock popped out of the top of her cleavage. Her breath rasped out as she watched the dirty sight and she squirmed around all the more. The milk trickling down her body ran between her thighs to soak her panties and she knew what was about to happen when Aubrey pulled back.

He dropped the empty bottle on the floor, but kept hold of the full one as he fell to his knees and pushed her legs apart. Grabbing hold of her panties, he eased the waistband away from wet skin and poured some of the milk inside. Candice gasped when he ducked down to rasp his tongue across her panties. It gave him the taste of milk and pussy, which brought out a hunger in him he couldn’t control.

Candice spread her legs wider as rasping licks pleasured her through her panties. She grabbed the edge of the tub to hold on as she pushed towards the touches and her body responded.

“Don’t stop,” she gasped when he pulled back.

“Lift your butt,” Aubrey ordered.

She willingly did it to let her panties be dragged off and their eyes locked together.

“Fill the empty bottle,” he told her and picked it up to attach it to the pump.

He handed it over and watched as she clamped the breast shield over her nipple. His gaze dropped to pussy and he shoved his head back between naked thighs to kiss on wet skin. There was still milk in the bottle he held and he tipped it out to let it run down onto his tongue as he licked pussy.

Candice finished what she was doing and dragged the pump from her breast. Her breath came out heavily as the licking between her thighs grew more forceful and she squealed when she felt the penetration of Aubrey’s stiff tongue. The last of the milk from the bottle he held ran down between her thighs as he licked her out and she thrust her groin towards delectable touches that quickly started to drive her crazy.

“Don’t stop,” she repeated and put her free hand on his head.

Aubrey had no intention of doing that now and he jammed his head forward to force his milk-drenched tongue further into Candice’s silky depths. His actions became frantic as he licked out her wet pussy.

It took her right to the very edge of losing control and she was caught in a moment of tension that finally erupted to the burning pleasure of orgasm. The spasms of her muscles made her hips shudder as a swirling tongue continued to lick her out. Her head rocked back as her body was rattled by strong convulsions and she kept thrusting forward until her passion hit a breathless high. The tension returned for an instant before the moment passed to leave her gasping for air.

Aubrey’s tongue immediately pulled out of her. He sprang to his feet and grabbed the pump from her hand to detach the full bottle from it. The grip of his free hand wrapped around her upper arm and she felt the weakness in her legs when she was dragged up and spun around. She leaned forward to settle her hands on the side of the tub and bit her lip when the robe was pulled from her. It exposed her naked butt to the man behind and the hardness of his erection pressed on her naked skin.

“Put it in,” he said.

Candice shuddered when she balanced herself on one hand, so she could slide the other between her thighs. She gripped hold of a rampant erection to guide the tip to her slick pussy opening and let got when she felt the head slide inside.

Milk spilled on her back right away and ran down to soak her ass. Aubrey gasped as his erection was doused in the warm liquid and he continued to pour it until the bottle was empty. He was living his fantasy and the thrill of fucking his milk-soaked erection into her tight pussy brought out the animal in him.

Dropping the bottle, he sank his fingers into the soft flesh of Candice’s hips and held on tightly as he began to throw himself at her. His balls tightened up to his groin almost immediately and he could feel the rush of hot pleasure running out of control. There was no slowing down though as he ravaged milky-wet pussy until it was impossible to hold back.

He gave in to the sensation by fucking his cock deep and his hips jerked as he let go. His loud groans of delight echoed around the bathroom and he pulled himself onto his lover as the strong spurts of his seed continued to erupt until he emptied every last drop from his balls. It made him slump forward and he nuzzled his lips against naked skin in the moments after as he tried to recover his composure.

Candice eventually pushed him back and reached down to grab for the robe to cover herself up. She turned to the sight of Aubrey straightening his clothes.

“Maybe we should get in the tub next time,” he said as he stared at the white on the floor.

“Next time?” Candice queried.

She saw the smile spread across his face.

“My wife isn’t always here,” he said.

Candice felt the flicker of guilt, but knew she wouldn’t be able to stop things when Aubrey came looking for more. In truth, she didn’t want to and there was no doubt it was going to make her time working for him a kinky experience.

**************
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