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Chapter 13




Glenn didn’t leave immediately. He
spent the night in the bedroom that Chelsea had been given. Chelsea
didn’t ask about Laura; there were dynamics going on she didn’t
understand.

It felt good to go to sleep with Glenn
sucking on her tits, drawing out the last of her milk. It felt even
better to wake up with his mouth already nursing from her. The
morning sex was intense. Chelsea liked the exchange they had made,
milk for cum. 

They lay side-by-side after he rolled
off her body. She liked that he had nursed from her so early. Her
breasts had felt full when she woke up and now were relaxed. She
lightly rested her hands on her tits, enjoying the
afterglow.

“When are you leaving?”
she asked him, already suspecting the answer.

“Today.”

“I mean, when does your
plane leave?”

He glanced at her. “When I get to the
airport. I’ll be taking the corporate jet.”

With every day she suspected he had
access to more money than she had guessed the previous day. Maybe
he was mega-wealthy, but he certainly didn’t act like
it. 

Most of the time, anyway.

“Do you have to go all the
way to the city or—”

“Nah. The pilot brought it
up last night. Our little municipal airport can easily handle it. I
just hated living in the big city.”

“When will you be back?”
she asked, slightly anxious over his answer.

“Hopefully in a couple of
days.”

“What did Laura mean when
she said ‘the patriarch’?”

He grimaced. “My grandfather. He
controls everything with the family businesses.” His grimace slowly
morphed into a sly smile. “Well, almost everything. My private
businesses he doesn’t really know about.” 

“You mean the one where
you pay naive young women to have pictures taken of their tits
so…so you can get them to lactate for your kink?”

“Exactly,” he answered
her, giving her a kiss on the cheek. “But that’s only part of it.
Some of those women go on to be successful specialty
models.”

“Am I the lucky one who
got roped into being your lactation toy?”

“Yes.” He sat up and
started to get out of the bed, but she grabbed his arm, stopping
him.

“If I don’t keep up the
treatment and everything, I’m going to lose my milk. Please take me
with you,” she begged.

He shook his head and removed her
fingers. Glenn’s expression darkened. “I can’t do that. Patriarch
Holt knows everything that goes on with his personal property. The
corporate jet is his personal property. I can have you as my
assistant, but only here.” He sighed. “But don’t worry, Laura
agreed to help you out.”

A shiver ran down her spine. That
scared and excited her. It wasn’t what she wanted, but she had
gotten to know herself well and oddly started to look forward to
Glenn’s absence.

As he stood up and headed to the door
that adjoined the master suite with her room, she asked, “Do you
love her?”

Glenn paused at the door.
“Who?”

Chelsea frowned. As if there was any
other woman she would ask about. “Laura. That’s who. Don’t play
games with me.”

He opened the door and stood between
the two rooms. She once again noted that he had a well-maintained
body and a beautiful cock that she would happily go down on her
knees to suck at the merest suggestion from him. 

“Do I love her?” He was
looking for a way to dodge the question.

“Yes.”

“Are you asking about
yourself?”

Chelsea had already looked within
herself on this issue. “I’m not stupid. I know I’m just a plaything
for you. Maybe we’ll have a few months together, maybe even a year,
but I’m just a distraction. Do you love her?”

“She’s my partner,” he
said. 

“You’re trying to hide the
answer from yourself, aren’t you?” Chelsea had had too many classes
in child psychology to be fooled by his dissembling.

“I love her,” he said
softly, “but it’s not a romantic love. We’re friends.”

“Friends with
benefits.”

“Yes,” he admitted. “And
business partners. And friends. And lovers. And a hundred other
things.”

“You should marry her,”
Chelsea suggested. “Not today or tomorrow, but you should get
married.”

Glenn laughed at her. “Don’t be
ridiculous. I’m almost forty, like her. In a few years I’ll marry
someone half my age, knock her up a couple of times, and then get
divorced.”

“You’ll get divorced
because of your affair with Laura.”

He just laughed again and walked into
the other room, closing the door behind him.

“I won’t be the girl half
your age that you marry,” she said softly.

By the time she showered and dressed
and went down to the breakfast table, Glenn was already gone. Laura
was there, waiting for her, eating a bagel and reading from her
tablet.

As always, Laura looked put-together
and professional. Maybe her hairstyle was a bit too severe and
maybe her bright red lipstick was a bit too vibrant, but her
clothes quietly but firmly announced that she was professional and
in control of the situation.

Laura said nothing as Chelsea sat down
to the plate that had been prepared for her. They ate together in
silence for a minute before Chelsea was unable to contain
herself.

“What was the shortest
amount of time that one of Glenn’s playthings stayed with him?” she
boldly asked the older woman.

Laura glanced up at her and held her
gaze a long moment before answering. “The shortest, I believe, was
two months. Are you trying to beat that record?”

Chelsea shook her head. “No. What was
the longest?”

Once more Laura hesitated to answer.
“There was a pretty girl who stayed under Glenn’s control for just
over a year.”

Chelsea nodded. “So none as long as
you,” she said.

“Clever girl,” Laura
complimented her. “But that was when I was young and
foolish.”

“But you’re still with
him.”

“It’s a professional
relationship.”

“Do you have sex with
everyone you have a professional relationship with?” Chelsea asked
archly.

Laura didn’t answer her question. “Are
you wearing your TENS?” she asked instead of answering.

Chelsea opened up her jacket and
showed the bulge of the unit on the belt around her
waist.

“Let me see your
tits.”

The young blonde was only wearing a
thin silk blouse under the jacket. The outlines of her nipples were
clearly visible through the silk. Someone with sharp eyes would
also be able to note the bulges of her barbells and the wire leads
attached to the barbell’s balls. 

Showing she wasn’t ashamed or easily
embarrassed, Chelsea pulled up the silk blouse and displayed her
small, bare breasts that were being stimulated by the electrical
pulses from the TENS. 

Laura nodded. “Very good. It’s my job
to keep your tits making milk while Glenn is gone. You need to wear
the TENS to make sure that happens. Put your blouse back
down.”

She did so and then asked, “What if I
leak because I’ve made too much milk?” Her thoughts went to the
jacket she had soiled. She wondered where it had gone. There was
the vague impression of people in the house who worked there, but
she hadn’t given them a second thought.

“Easily cleaned. If you’re
leaking, you’re making milk.”

“Did you enjoy lactating
for Glenn?” Chelsea asked, seeing if she could get a rise out of
the other woman.

“I did,” Laura answered
easily. “But that’s a young woman’s game. Are you enjoying being
Glenn’s personal assistant? Outside of supplying him with milk, I
mean.”

Chelsea raised her chin. “Yes. The
work is a little dull, however.”

“Office work is often
tedious. That’s why I prefer to focus my time on my
hobbies.”

“What are your hobbies?”
Chelsea suspected that Glenn’s hobbies were making money and being
obsessed with lactating tits.

“I like to dabble and
collect art from new artists. It gives me something to do with my
time that can be both profitable and intellectually stimulating.
I’ll need your help today.”

 



Chapter
14


What followed that day was a tour of
several artist’s studios, two were outside the city and two were
inside it, not far from Glenn’s brownstone. When Laura said
artists, Chelsea automatically thought of paintings. Specifically,
oil paintings and watercolors. 

Only one of the artists did any sort
of painting. They were of what Chelsea could only consider abstract
landscapes. Two of them were loaded into the trunk of Laura’s
Mercedes. The second artist outside the city made pottery. To
Chelsea’s eyes, it was horrible. Laura took one that looked like an
ashtray someone with schizophrenia would use. She also passed an
envelope of money to the woman who made it.

Inside the city the first artist’s
studio was filled with wooden dildos. They were all hand carved.
While Chelsea considered herself adventurous and the dildos were
made of hardwood polished to a smooth, high sheen, there was no way
she was going to put one in her pussy. 

The dildos were of all sizes and
colors, stained natural and ludicrous colors. The smallest she saw
was like a pencil stub. The largest was longer and thicker than a
man’s leg from ankle to hip. Chelsea wondered if the artist was
obsessed and mentally stressed.

She commented on that to Laura as she
put three of the custom made dildos, all nestled in specially made
padded boxes, into the trunk. 

“Possibly. She is a
lesbian, so I don’t exactly understand her obsession with the
subject and material. I always hesitate to think this, but the best
artists often suffer from mental and emotional
problems.”

Their last stop was at a studio that
Chelsea would not have called that of an artist, but she supposed
that there were many different types of arts. Fashion designers
would consider themselves artists. Sculptors, of course, considered
themselves fine artists. Chelsea would have considered purse makers
and custom saddle designers to be a sort of art.

A person working in leather fetishwear
was, therefore, a type of art. The cramped studio on a side street
of the arts district was filled with mannequins dressed in the most
outrageous sorts of leather garments that were only suitable for
porn videos and gay pride parades. Maybe swingers clubs as
well.

The artist was a middle-aged woman
with sleeve tattoos on both arms, purple hair, and enough facial
piercings to scare Chelsea. The young blonde considered it a gift
that the artist only talked with Laura as they were brought through
the studio.

Chelsea wondered what piece of art
they were going home with. She got nervous when she saw some whips
and floggers, but the main focus of the studio seemed to be
clothing. Fetish clothing. Kinky clothing. Weird
restraints. 

“Do you have anything
small enough to fit her?” Laura asked while Chelsea focused on the
dozen mannequin torsos in one room, all wearing different pieces of
leather corsets and harnesses. 

The artist sized up Chelsea who hadn’t
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