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She Just Started Lactating And Wanted Some Help


I just moved into one of those off-campus duplexes with a couple of friends of mine from school.  It's a pretty sweet deal with all the usual freedoms you associate with living off-campus and having all the independence of college life without all the shit that comes from being an adult later.

Every once in a while on the way home I would see this woman smile and wave as she was gardening.  

She didn't seem too much older than me, maybe in her late 20s.  She had this beautiful blond hair, was a bit curvy and had a face that'd stay in your mind for days.

One day I was walking back from finals slightly depressed and she decided to say hi.

"Ohhhh, rough end to the semester huh?"

"Yeah...I mean I tried to study but they came at us with all these hard questions out of nowhere."

"Mmmmmm, that's pretty rough."

I should probably point out here that she was married.  

She would often walk around with her husband laughing and talking about whatever, being one of those cute young couples looking to start a family.

They seemed happy.

"Uh, my name's Eddie by the way."  I said as I extended my hand.

"Oh, hi, I'm Emily."  She said as she gave me one of those dazzling smiles of hers.

Her hand was so delicate, her skin so smooth and perfect.

It was hard to think anything but pure thoughts about her.

At least until she started showing.  

At first I was uncomfortable seeing her pregnant because that meant I'd never be with her, but then her breasts got bigger and bigger, so big she stopped even bothering with bras.

Sometimes the milk would even seep through the fabric of her dress.  She was home so often I doubt she really even minded.  To be honest, I'm not sure anyone on the street even noticed besides me.

I never noticed just how much I was staring, I thought it was only a glance or two but then one day I caught a smirk on her face and got self-conscious and ran.

I was scared and avoided her for a while after that but then one day she managed to walk up to me on my way back to classes.

"Hey, have you been avoiding me?"  

"I, ummmm, well I...."

"If it's about where your eyes wandered, I really don't mind."  She came in close, "I actually kind of like it."

She smiled and kissed me on the side of my face then turned away.

That was the last time I saw her before she went into labor.  There was a constant stream of people running in and out of their house after that and I felt more guilty than ever.

Yeah, I WANTED her but then she was all caught up on hormones and probably felt like her husband didn't love her because she was bigger and felt alienated from her body.

It felt wrong trying to take a mother from her family.

It was maybe a month or so before I saw her again.  It was still summer so I just went back home.  By the time I came back for school, I saw her in the garden doing pilates.

Her body was healed but it was so, so curvy and not the least bit saggy.

And her breasts...oh her breasts....

Seeing them jiggle and sway, seeing a few wet spots where milk was likely leaking....

"Hey stranger."

FUCK, she caught me staring again!

On instinct I got ready to make a run for it when she yelled, "DON'T!  PLEASE!"

I hesitated then turned back to her.

"I...everyone just sees me a 'mom' as some breeder.  As a milk machine.  You still see me as a woman.  It motivated me to get back into shape.  To...to see you again."

"I don't wanna do this to you."

She started tearing up, "H-he won't look at me anymore.  He won't touch me.  No matter how hard I work to get into shape it doesn't matter."

I wanted to hold her but I just stayed back and listened.

"And I'm not producing like I'm supposed to-"

"Producing?"

"Lactating.  My milk isn't flowing right and it's messing with my head.  I keep feeling like this is a sign that I'm not good enough to be a mother.  That I'm not good enough to be a woman.  I mean, my husband won't touch me and I can't even feed my baby what's the POINT of me????"

She had broken into tears and I couldn't help wrapping my arms around her and holding her tight.

She felt so warm and her hair was so big and soft.

"I...I'm sorry but I just can't do this."  I broke the hug and walked off.

I couldn't hear it, couldn't see it but I could feel her crying in silence.

When I got back my shirt felt a bit wet.  I looked down and it almost looked like...no, she only had spots on her right?  It isn't flowing freely like that, she's having issues right.

A few days later I was walking home and I heard that familiar voice.

"Hey Eddie!"

I tried to keep walking, act like I couldn't hear her but her voice started getting loud, "C'mon Eddie, this is different I swear!"

For some reason, I don't know why, I stood in place.

"Oh, good, just stay there and I'll be right back."  

I heard her running into her place and saw her come in front of me while holding something behind her back.

"Can you guess what I'm hiding...."

"Emily, I don't wanna-"

"Pleaseeee, just try...."

"I don't know, a cold glass of lemonade?"

"Lemon-who do you think I am, Mrs. Robinson?"

"I mean...."

"Ok, fuck off, here."  She showed me what she had and it was a...bottle of milk?

"Yeah, I actually produced a bottle.  It still isn't flowing as well as it should but it's a whole bottle!  And it's all thanks to you."

"To me???"

"Yeah, right after we'd hugged, I felt something wet and realized I was leaking and blobs of dry milk on my sports bra.  When I pulled it off and squeezed, I felt it flow more easily than I had in ages!"

"You're saying that's all because of that hug?"

"Yes!"

"Emily I-"

"Eddie, I can't feed my baby.  I've tried all the stuff on Youtube, I've gone to a coach, the doctor, taken medicines but this is the ONLY thing that's worked so far."

"Well, what do you need me to do?"

She invited me back into her house saying she'd managed to get the baby to sleep, her husband was at work and her mother hadn't come in yet.

She pointed to a spot on the floor and asked to sit down with my legs opened.

"Good."  She said smiling as she pulled off her sports bra, letting her large, surprising firm, breasts fall out.

My heart was pounding a mile a minute and I couldn't take my eyes off them.

"Mmmmmm, I love when you stare at me like that."  She said as she threw her sports bra to the side.

She turned around and sat between my splayed legs.

"Ummmmm"

"Just massage my breasts"

"Huh?"

"It's something a lot of women do when they're trying to improve the way milk flows."

"Uh...okay?"  I started feeling her breasts, cautiously running my fingers across the
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