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Chapter 16


Jack was dismissed from the house at
the end of the evening. Chelsea was completely spent. She barely
had energy enough to eat something for dinner before Laura put her
to bed. Laura took advantage of the situation and put Chelsea in
the master bedroom, sleeping with the pretty young
blonde.

When Chelsea woke, her tits were
aching again.

She moaned and cupped them.

“What’s the matter?” asked
a sleepy Laura.

“My boobs
hurt.”

Rolling over, Laura experimentally
massaged Chelsea’s tits. Chelsea was wearing nothing, as per
Laura's insistence. The older woman was wearing one of her
signature silk teddies, this one a muted dark green. “They’re
hard,” Laura reported.

Chelsea shied away. “I know. They
hurt.”

“That’s good, actually,”
said Laura. “They’re full of milk. Lay back and let me nurse
you.”

“How would you know that
I’m full of milk,” said Chelsea defensively.

Laura shook her head. “I fed Glenn for
almost two years with my milk. I know what I’m talking about. You
can either endure the pain for a couple of weeks and have your milk
dry up, or you can hand express it—and that is terrible, trust
me—or you can get the pump and hook it up to your tits.” She paused
and licked her lips. “Or you can let me nurse from you.”

Chelsea wanted the choices that Laura
was presenting to her to be difficult, but her decision was
easy.

“I want you to nurse from
me.”

“I thought that you
would,” said Laura. She pulled Chelsea to her and they
kissed.

She knew that Laura was the one in
charge, that Laura was the dominant one and Chelsea
was fine with going along in subservience. Even so, it was strange
because Chelsea was the one getting all the pleasure and Laura was
doing all the work.

She felt a bit guilty about
that.

But not guilty enough to stop Laura
from sucking on her tits. She enjoyed every minute of it. She even
happily parted her thighs and allowed Laura to finger her pussy.
The orgasm that Laura gave Chelsea delighted the younger
woman.

“A good way to start the
day?” asked Laura when Chelsea’s tits finally stopped offering up
milk. 

“Yeah…” sighed Chelsea as
she pulled Laura’s face up to hers for a kiss. She tasted the
sweetness of her own milk on Laura’s lips and tongue. “You made me
cum.”

“I know. It’s good for
your milk supply.”

“Can I…” Chelsea paused
and swallowed, finding her courage. “Can I make you
cum?”

Laura smiled. “Of course. I’ve been
waiting for you to ask.”

“I’ve never done this with
a woman before.”

“I know.” Laura hiked up
the hem of her teddy that was already riding high on her hips.
Chelsea glanced downward and confirmed that Laura had an elegantly
groomed pussy. Her narrow triangle of dark hair was the product of
either weekly waxing or expensive laser removal.

As Laura started to pull her teddy
higher to get it off her tits, Chelsea kissed her again. She didn’t
need the other woman’s breasts. She knew what she was going to
do.

On her back, Laura opened
her legs and allowed Chelsea to fully see her. Chelsea thought that
she’d be shy and worried and uncertain as to what she was going to
do with
Laura. She realized she was wrong. 

Once she was in position, Chelsea
found that Laura’s pussy was rather beautiful. Her scent was
provocative. When it came time to pleasure Laura, Chelsea found it
a rather interesting and intoxicating activity. Maybe it wasn’t
something that she would do all the time, but listening to Laura’s
soft moans and feeling her gently writhing limbs gave Chelsea a
certain satisfaction. It was similar to giving a man a blowjob, but
entirely different as well.

In the end, Chelsea found that she
needed to suck firmly on Laura’s clit while fingering her pussy at
the same time. That got the other woman over the
edge. 

An old boyfriend had once told her
that making a man cum was easy, but making a woman cum was an art.
Only now did he really understand what he had meant.

After a final satisfactory moan and
sigh, Laura’s body relaxed. “Thank you. You’re a
natural.”

“Thanks.”

“A little more practice
and you’ll be a hit at any lesbian orgy.”

Chelsea laughed a little and wondered
if Laura was being serious.

The older woman moved to the edge of
the bed. “Go shower and dress. Glenn is supposed to be home
today.”

Chelsea blinked. “He is? That’s a
quick trip. Across the country and back in just a couple of
days.”

“I’ve
gone to the other coast and back on the same day. It’s no
fun, even in a private jet, let me
assure you. Go shower.”

In her private bathroom, Chelsea
looked at herself in the mirror. Her small tits were slightly
deflated but otherwise she looked the same. She liked her pierced
nipples. She liked her tits better now that they were lactating.
Maybe she was a bit thin and didn’t have a big ass and chest, but
there was no reason to be ashamed of her body.

Maybe she needed to be a little bit
ashamed of what she had just done. There was nothing wrong with
eating pussy, she loved having hers eaten, but to do it with
another woman…

It felt good to wash herself in the
fancy shower with its powerful water pressure and too many soaps
and shampoos and lotions to choose from.

She dressed in what was becoming her
uniform. Bikini panties, tight black leggings, slippers, the
leather halter that framed her tits and served to show that she was
submissive to anyone enticed her into the bedroom.

The final touch was attaching the TENS
leads to the barbells in her nipples and switching the device
on.

The pleasant flow of electricity
calmed her and went straight to her clit. She wondered what Laura
had in store for her today. She wondered what Glenn was going to
think when he got home and found her tits full of milk.

Going down to eat breakfast, she
carried her sweater over her arm, showing off her tits. She no
longer had any shame. She wanted the world to see her as she now
was.

Laura barely spared her a glance when
she entered the small dining room, but when she realized Chelsea
was essentially topless, she put down her iPad. “Aren’t you a bit
cold walking around like that?”

Chelsea looked down at herself. Her
nipples were fully erect, partly from the cool autumn air and
partly from the excited state they were sent into by the
TENS.

“No. Not really. Do you
want me to cover up?”

A shrug from Laura dismissed the
issue. “Not if you don’t want to. However, Glenn and I do expect a
certain level of professionalism of our employees when they go out
in public.”

Chelsea opted not to remind Laura that
she had been on public display when Laura had driven her to the
various artists’ studios. 

“I’ll be sure to cover up
when I leave the house.”

“Good.
Now, have breakfast. I have plans
for you this morning. I’ll be going out while you’re
busy. I’ll be back this afternoon with Glenn. Be ready for him. I’m
leaving instructions with Angelica.”

It only took Laura a minute to finish
eating. “Angelica knows what to do for you,” she said as she headed
to the garage and her car. “Don’t question her.”

The way she said it made Chelsea
nervous. She judged that Angelica was roughly her age. Whatever
Laura had in store for her, it would have been easier submitting to
an older woman.

Chelsea lingered at breakfast as long
as possible. She told herself that she just needed to enjoy one
more cycle of the TENS and maybe masturbate in the comfortable
dining chair before finding Angelica. Eventually she delayed so
long that the housekeeper came to find her.

“Ms. Hayward has given me
explicit instructions for you, Miss Schneider. It would be best if
we started as soon as possible.”

“What are we going to
do?”

“Some grooming,” Angelica
said pleasantly. “I have training as an esthetician.”

“And what does that mean
exactly?”

Angelica led her through the house to
a room in the basement that Chelsea hadn’t explored. It wasn’t
exactly a spa, but it was close. There was a massage table, a door
to what could only be a sauna, soft lighting, and a cabinet full of
all sorts of lotions and oils. It was rather pleasant. There was a
scent she couldn’t identify wafting through the
air. 

“Take off your clothes,”
said Angelica in a no-nonsense tone.

“Am I getting a massage?”
asked Chelsea as she started to undress. 

“No.” Her answer was
blunt. 

It seemed normal now to get naked in
front of near-strangers. “Can you help me with this harness?” she
asked after she had tossed aside her sweater and kicked off her
shoes.

“No. You can leave that
and the TENS on.”

“Okay…” 

Chelsea finished removing her leggings
and panties. 

Angelica made some adjustments to the
massage table, turning it into something more akin to a
gynecologist’s exam table. “Put your feet in the stirrups,”
Angelica instructed.

Chelsea quickly sized up the other
woman. She was wearing a sort of uniform that was a far cry from a
French maid’s costume; it was closer to the scrubs a nurse would
wear. “What’s going on?” she asked bluntly.

“You’re getting groomed
according to Ms. Hayward’s request.”

“What does that mean
exactly?” Chelsea felt vulnerable in her state of
undress.

Angelica gave her a friendly smile.
“Relax.” She wheeled a small table into place and pulled on a pair
of latex gloves. “Just some waxing and shaving. Hair removal.
Nothing else. I promise.”

Getting onto the table was much more
unsettling than having to do it for a doctor. It wasn’t sexual, but
there was a sexual undercurrent to the whole thing. As Chelsea
looked down between her legs at Angelica and noticed for the first
time that the housekeeper (and esthetician?) was rather attractive
in an understated way. She had carefully and artfully put on her
makeup that morning.

“Lay back and relax,” said
Angelica. “This won’t take long…and it shouldn’t hurt
much.”

Twenty minutes later, Chelsea was
looking at herself in the mirror. Or, more accurately, she was
looking at her pussy in the mirror that Angelica was
holding.

“Ms.
Hayward’s specifically said to leave
enough to let everyone know that you’re a natural
blonde.”

The isosceles triangle that Angelica
had left behind was rather pretty. Her blonde curls were carefully
shaped and the length had been evened out so instead of her usual
tangle of yellow, she had a golden triangle. 

But that was just on her mons.
Angelica had removed everything from Chelsea’s lips and lower
around her asshole. 

“Oh. It’s…nice,” Chelsea
said in a muted tone.

Angelica snickered. “It sounds like
you’re disappointed.”

“I’ve never been waxed
before,” she said.

“I could tell by your
reaction.”

“Sorry.”

Angelica shrugged. “I’ve dealt with
worse. If you stay with Mr. Holt, he’s going to insist that you
have laser removal done. It’s permanent.”

Chelsea knew that. The thought scared
her a little. It was one thing to shave and wax, but a permanent
alteration of her body…even lactating and nipple piercing wasn’t
really permanent.

“Laser removal?” she
asked, her voice shaking.

Angelica took the mirror away and
indicated she could get up. “It’s very convenient. My boyfriend
likes
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