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Author’s Note



The original title of this work was
Mothers’ Milk. Note the plural possessive apostrophe;
writers get off on that sort of detail. I changed the title because
not only is it boring and predictable, but I didn’t want it to get
lost (as if it would even come up in a search) among all the advice
books with the same or similar titles aimed at mothers who want to
increase their milk supply for their newborn babies. I write kink
plain and simple. I also didn’t want to get caught in a hundred
filters looking to screen out erotica and adult material. Add to
that the sort of sentimental pablum that passes as emotional poetry
making a resurgence among certain writers and readers, and I
couldn’t see fit to use the title. (And I’m not even going to
mention the implied incestuous connotations. The less said about
the Red Hot Chili Peppers seminal album Mother’s Milk, the
better.)

Other titles I rejected were Two Women
Fucking and Playing with Breast Milk; Mommy and Me and Milk;
Heavenly Soft Tiddies; Hamlet, Part Deux; Lactation Erotica Number
Two, and (my favorite) Twilight, But With a Shitty Lactation
Subplot.

Anyway, here it is.

 




 Chapter One

 


The mommy and me class was ridiculous Rommi
quickly decided ten minutes in. The exercises were too easy for her
and the overly childish attitude the other women had toward their
babies was borderline demented. Still, she kept control of her
emotions—a skill she had developed since childhood—and stuck it out
to the end. After a half hour of weak exercise—which most of the
postpartum women desperately needed in Rommi’s opinion—there was a
circle time meeting where they were supposed to share histories and
feelings.

She felt like she was back in
Kindergarten.

Rommi felt no shame in faking getting a text
on her FitBit and then grabbing her phone. She furiously texted as
if her life depended on it and then offered up a weak excuse of a
family emergency before making a determined entrance with her
baby.

Rommi didn’t make it any further than the
Starbucks at the end of the strip mall from where the mommy and me
class was being held. Little Grace Agnes was happily sleeping in
her stroller while Rommi sipped a ridiculously oversized and
over-sugared caffeine drink and tried to relax.

Motherhood wasn’t it was all that was cracked
up to be.

She hadn’t been sitting there for more than
five minutes when a woman walked in wearing exercise clothing and
carrying a baby on her hip. It took Rommi a second, but she vaguely
recognized the woman from the mommy and me class. Since it was
impossible to hide, Rommi just nodded in acknowledgement of her and
secretly wished for continued anonymity.

Two minutes later the other woman sat down
next to Rommi at the long communal table. “Did you leave because
you found the whole thing ridiculous as well?” she
asked.

Rommi’s face went bright red with
embarrassment. “Sorry. It was my first time and I was just checking
it out. Sorry if I upset you.”

The other woman laughed. “You didn’t upset me.
I wished I had your courage to get the hell out of there so
quickly. You should have seen the look on the teacher’s face when I
got up and left. It was like we were the only ones smart enough to
get on the life boats as the Titanic was sinking and she was the
captain.”

Despite the ridiculous situation, Rommi asked,
“Did anyone else leave with you?”

“No. I think they were all too frightened or
brainwashed to leave.”

“Oh.”

The other woman extended her hand.
“Shelly.”

“Rommi.”

Shelly shook her hand and quickly ran her eyes
up and down the smaller woman’s body. “If you don’t mind me asking,
why the hell were you in that class? You don’t need the
exercise.”

Rommi was almost thin, the result of years of
athleticism in high school and college and continuing on into
adulthood. She didn’t need a mommy and me exercise class. “Boredom,
I suppose.” She glanced down at Grace. “I thought I was supposed to
be involved in these sort of things. Turns out I hate
them.”

“I need it,” replied Shelly. “But I hate them.
Mostly because I’m too lazy to get my fat ass up and
moving.”

“You’re not fat,” Rommi said automatically. It
wasn’t a lie, but it wasn’t the truth either. Shelly had big boobs
compared to the nearly perfectly flat chest that Rommi had. Beyond
her large breasts, Shelly was very curvy. Maybe she could lose a
little weight, but she was nowhere near fat.

“Thanks for the honest lie,” Shelly joked. She
saw Rommi staring at her chest but wasn’t upset. “My husband would
be upset if the first place I started losing weight in my boobs
first.”

“Sorry,” Rommi apologized again. “I didn’t
mean to stare.” She paused. “I just don’t have any…I thought
getting pregnant and breastfeeding would make them
grow.”

“They didn’t grow at all?”

“Well…a little.”

“Mine went up a cup size. My husband was
thrilled. As if I needed bigger boobs.”

Rommi didn’t know why, but she found talking
to Shelly very easy. They talked, their children slept, they
exchanged numbers. It had been years since Rommi had made a new
friend. It was strange but exhilarating.

 


They got together the next day at Shelly’s
place. It had to be in the afternoon because Shelly was working
part time in the mornings. Rommi couldn’t decide if she was happy
to not be working or if she was looking ahead to when she had to go
back to work. Being a fulltime stay at home mom was
exhausting.

Instead of a ridiculous exercise program that
was supposed to involve their babies, Rommi insisted that they put
the babies in their strollers and take a brisk walk around the
neighborhood. She would have preferred a jog or a run—she had the
stroller for it—but she didn’t want to push her new friend too fast
and too quickly. Shelly wasn’t fat, but she did look a bit out of
shape.

It was a warm day. They had fed the babies
before the walk. The two of them easily fell asleep on the walk. By
the time they returned to Shelly’s house—which was big and fancy
enough to impress Rommi, but she reminded herself that Shelly was
at least five years older than her—Rommi had worked up a light
sweat while Shelly was practically dripping.

“I haven’t walked that far and fast in years,”
she said after their transferred the babies to cribs. “I’m sweating
like a pig. I need a shower.”

“Pigs don’t sweat.”

“I know,” Shelly said, “so I’m going to take a
shower, if you don’t mind. Would you like one? You can use the one
in the guest bedroom.”

At first Rommi was going to refuse, but she
had a change of clothes in her car and it would make the walk seem
like an actual workout. Plus having the time for a luxurious shower
was a rarity for Rommi. And while Shelly’s place wasn’t quite
luxurious, it was still fancier than her place.

She took the shower. It felt great. Shelly’s
guest shower had a dozen different settings of water spray and it
felt like she was getting a massage. Worry about making the hot
water run out was the only reason she exited the shower.

Not wanting to put a sweaty bra back on after
realizing she didn’t have a complete change of clothing, she went
braless under her t-shirt. The shirt came down to just barely cover
her butt. She was glad she had remembered to bring panties if not a
bra. She put on her standard black and tight-fitting yoga pants
along with practical sandals. Figuring she had taken far too long
in the shower, she exited the guest bedroom to hear the shower
running in Shelly’s bedroom.

She frowned and checked in on the babies. By
some miracle they were still asleep.

Backing out of the room she ran butt first
into Shelly who was wrapped only in a towel. Managing not to shriek
in surprise, Rommi clamped her hands over her mouth and tried not
to laugh. Shelly held one finger over her lips, grabbed Rommi’s
hand, and pulled her from the room to her bedroom.

Keeping silent and
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