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Chapter
10



 Chelsea wanted to masturbate. She had gotten used to doing
that when the TENS started on its cycle. She didn’t always make
herself cum, but playing with her clit and pussy distracted her
enough so that she could focus on whatever task was at
hand. 

“Are you cumming, dear?”
Laura asked her.

Chelsea shook her head
slightly.

“Would you like to? I
recognize that look. I’d recognize it on any woman’s
face.”

“Laura, please,” Glenn
said. “Have a little compassion for the girl.”

“I’d rather see her cum.
And you’d rather taste her milk.” Laura turned her head back to
Chelsea. “Would you like me to help you, girl, or would you like to
masturbate on your own?”

Her eyes popped open and she looked
with fear at Glenn.

“Go ahead and play with
yourself,” he encouraged her. “You know you want to.”

She wanted to do that more than
anything else in the world, but she was afraid and embarrassed. She
just stood there trembling, unable to motivate
herself. 

Glenn took her by the shoulders and
gently maneuvered her back to the conference table. Once she felt
the wooden slab on her butt, she half sat on the firm surface and
put one hand between her legs and the other on the tabletop to
support herself.

There was no way she was going to open
her eyes while she did this. Maybe she couldn’t fight her body’s
urges, but she could pretend everything was normal.

Chelsea knew her body and she was now
used to these interludes of self-pleasuring during the day, brought
on by the TENS. It only took a minute for her to make herself cum.
When she did, it was a little groan and some trembling limbs, but
there was no giant performance or gush of amrita on the
floor.

“Very pretty,” said Laura
when Chelsea was done. “Why don’t you go to the bathroom and clean
yourself up while I talk with Glenn. Please join us in his office
when you are ready.” She paused and looked the younger woman up and
down. “And please put some clothes on before you come
back.”

Chelsea hurried away. She hoped it
didn’t look like she was running when she left the office and
rushed upstairs.

When she returned to Glenn’s office,
she found Laura sitting in one of the comfortable visitor’s
chairs—the one, in fact, that Glenn had fucked her in the day
before, but she didn’t mention that, of course—and Glenn was behind
his desk, leaning back in his chair. They were chatting amiably,
but Chelsea still froze when she walked in on them. It was as if
she was interrupting even though she had been invited and was now
wearing an office appropriate suit along with the same blouse from
earlier. 

“Please sit down,
Chelsea,” Glenn said when he saw her in the doorway. Laura turned
her head to watch the small woman cross the office and sit on the
other chair. 

“Do you still have the
TENS on?” Laura asked the moment Chelsea sat down.

After first glancing at Glenn and
getting his permission, Chelsea nodded. “Yes.”

“It doesn’t look like
you’re wearing a bra. Are you?” Laura’s personal question bothered
Chelsea, but after having masturbated in front of the woman, it
wasn't like they were exactly strangers. 

“No. Just a
cami.”

“Did you realize what
Glenn was trying to do to you?” 

“Laura!” Glenn
protested.

She just held up her hand at him. “Did
you?” she pressed.

Chelsea’s face was still red. She
wondered how long she could stay in that state. “No,” she admitted.
“But I looked it up on my phone when I was upstairs.”

Laura shot Glenn a smug look. “And how
do you feel about that?”

It took her a minute to answer.
“Confused.”

“Do you want to lactate
for him?”

Chelsea had been staring at a stack of
papers on Glenn’s desk. It was easier than meeting either of their
gazes. This question, however, caused her to look up at the older
woman. 

“Do I want to lactate for
him?” she repeated dumbly.

“It’s his kink,” Laura
explained.

How would she know
that? Chelsea thought. 

“Laura, please,” Glenn
said. “You make it sound tawdry.”

“Would it be any less
tawdry if she suddenly started leaking milk while the two of you
were having sex?”

“That could happen?”
Chelsea exclaimed.

“That was his intent,”
Laura reported.

The blonde woman looked at Glenn. “Is
that true?”

His lips pulled into a
tight smile. “It’s true that I have a lactation kink,” he admitted.
“And everything I’ve been doing with you certainly
could lead to you
starting to lactate, but it was—and is—no guarantee of that
happening.”

Laura rolled her eyes. “Honestly. Why
don’t you just find a woman who wants to do that for you?” she
asked. “There are plenty of sex workers and kinky women out
there.”

“But not the right one,”
said Glenn softly.

“I’m starting to think
this is a fetish for you,” said Laura, “and not just a
kink.”

“Hey!” Glenn protested. “I
can perform just fine without tits and milk mixed into my sex. I
just prefer it that way. Ask her. We’ve had sex plenty of times
since I met her.”

Chelsea was confused. At first she
thought that Laura, as Glenn’s business partner, had stumbled into
the man’s private sex life—though certainly he had engineered
things so that someone was going to discover her half-naked in the
office eventually—and was trying to restore some sort of order and
decorum. Obviously they knew each other well, but something else
was going on and Laura knew a whole lot more about Glenn—and
Chelsea—than she was letting on.

“I don’t need to know
that,” Laura said. “But the important question, dear Glenn, is will
she stay here and play your perverted little game?”

“Why don’t you ask her?”
Glenn snapped.

“Why
don’t you ask her?” Laura replied archly.

“Ask me what?”

Laura turned to her and said simply,
“Do you want to stay here and be the object of Glenn’s kink, being
turned into a vessel that makes milk for him to drink and play
with, until he gets bored of you and sends you on your
way?”

“On…on my way where?”
asked Chelsea, her mouth dry and her throat closing up.

“I don’t know,” pondered
Laura. “I suppose we could ask the last woman he used like
this.”

“Don’t be like that,
Laura,” Glenn said. He was asking it plaintively, but there was an
air of desperation in his voice.

“What should I be
like?”

Things started clicking into place for
Chelsea. She focused, laser-like, on Laura. “Were…were you the last
woman who did that for him?”

Laura was easily able to mask her
emotions. “No. I was certainly not the last. I was the first,” she
admitted.

Chelsea didn’t know how to process
that. “And…you’re still with him? I mean as a business
partner.”

“You seem like such a
clever girl,” Laura complimented her, “but you miss the obvious as
well.”

“I’m lost,” said
Chelsea.

“The last girl’s name was
Quint, I believe,” Laura mused.

“Quinn,”
Glenn corrected her. “Quint was the boat captain in
Jaws. You know
that.”

“Right, right.”

“You haven’t answered the
question, Chelsea,” said Laura. “Do you want to stay and be Glenn’s
plaything? I can assure you that the benefits are good…until he
gets bored with you.”

The two older people in the room
looked expectantly at her.

Chelsea looked down at her hands in
her lap. “I have a shitty apartment. I just quit my teaching job.
My second job at the pizzeria sucks. I don’t want to go back and
live with my parents.” She paused and took in a breath, examining
her life for the first time since she began her whirlwind kinky
romance with Glenn. “I just saw my bank account this morning. I’m
making real money…as a sex worker, but still. Real money. Sex with
Glenn is amazing. I get the benefits of living here. He wants to
make my tits grow. All this just so he can taste my breast milk?”
She looked up at Laura. “Why would I say no to that?”

Laura snorted and looked away. “You
know how to pick them, Glenn. Preying on the
vulnerable.”

Glenn was smug. “Everyone has free
will.”

Chelsea wasn’t so sure of that. Maybe
she could make some minor choices in her life, but it always felt
like she was being controlled by someone else: parents, family,
teachers, friends, lovers.

Whatever the hell Glenn was to
her.

“You haven’t given a clear
answer, girl,” said Laura.

“I want to do this for
Glenn,” Chelsea said firmly.

 



Chapter 11


“I can’t believe that you
haven’t gotten out the pump yet,” muttered Laura as she fiddled
with the equipment. 

Chelsea was seated on the couch in
Glenn’s living room. She was topless. Laura had already told her to
remove the TENS leads from her barbells and she was waiting
patiently.

Glenn was watching from one of the
arms chairs in the room, but for the moment at least, Laura had
taken control of things. 

“It’s barely been two
weeks.”

“You know the pump is the
most effective way,” Laura lectured him.

“It’s not nearly as much
fun,” he groused.

“Do you want her milk to
come in or not?”

“For some women it can
take months,” he said.

That caught Chelsea’s attention.
“Months?” she asked nervously.

Laura gave her a confident smile.
“Only for women who have trouble lactating. You’re young and
healthy. It shouldn't take you long at all. Hold these over your
breasts.”

Her tits were still slightly tingling
from the electricity of the TENS, but Chelsea gamely held the
cup-shaped devices over her breasts. They were obviously designed
for someone with much larger boobs. That was always the case for
her. Laura had swapped out a larger pair of cups for the ones she
had offered to Chelsea. There was a hose attached to each cup that
went back to the small box that was the pump. Chelsea knew what was
going to happen, but she didn’t have
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