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Milk
Girls

 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 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.

 




Part One

 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 not knowing what to do,
when Rommi was brought back to Shelly’s bedroom with its huge bed
giant picture windows looking out on the gigantic back yard, she
sat down on the edge of the bed and regarded herself in the
mirrored doors that made up one wall. Behind the mirrors was the
closet.

“I didn’t want you to wake the babies,” said
Shelly as she dropped her towel and started hunting through a
dresser for clothing. Rommi was shocked at how casual Shelly was
about her nudity and she averted her eyes to the closet…which
immediately gave her a reflected image of Shelly.

She couldn’t look away. Shelly’s boobs were
big and beautiful. Rommi could definitely see now that she wasn’t
fat. She had a classically curvy body, almost like a model for a
Renaissance painter. Her skin was smooth and flawless and
irresistibly sexy. Rommi was temporarily ashamed of her tattoos.
She didn’t have many, but a few that now, next to Shelly, felt
tawdry.

It was wrong, but Rommi couldn’t help but
glance at Shelly’s sex. She couldn’t see much but there was no
evidence that Shelly had any pubic hair.

While she was staring, Shelly talked.
“Marshall’s my second. Nathan will be home at the end of school.
You’re lucky to have a girl. I wanted a girl, but I’m not sure if
we’re going to have a third. One thing though, with two kids you
learn to grab every free moment you have and take advantage of it.”
While talking, Shelly had dressed: camisole, tank top, underwear,
jeans. Casual mom chic.

Turning around to face Rommi, it suddenly
dawned upon Shelly that she might have been a little too casual
with her new friend. She actually blushed. “I apologize. I didn’t
mean to be so…open. I hope I didn’t offend you.”

Rommi stood up. “I’m not offended.” She didn’t
add what else she was thinking.

Shelly gave her an affirmative nod. “Good.
Sometimes I’m too casual. My one failing, my husband
says.”

Once more Rommi glanced down at Shelly’s tits.
“You’re…uh…leaking.”

Two wet spots had formed on Shelly’s shirt,
over each of her breasts. “Shit. Fuck. Marshall didn’t nurse much
for lunch and the warm shower must have gotten my milk flowing.”
Angrily, she yanked her shirt and camisole over her head, baring
her breasts.

Unable to help herself, Rommi breathed softly,
“They’re beautiful,” before snatching up the towel that Shelly had
tossed to the floor. She pressed it to Shelly’s chest, drying her
leaking milk.

“It’s no big deal,” said Shelly. “It happens
all the time. I’m sure it happens to you too.”

“Yes, but…” Rommi didn’t know what to do or
say. They looked at one another and Rommi was acutely aware that
she could feel Shelly’s breasts under the thick towel. That wasn’t
enough. She wanted more. She realized she was only a couple of
inches shorter than Shelly.

The older woman smiled at her. Rommi decided
that was a good sign and abruptly leaned in for a kiss, pressing
her lips to Shelly’s. It was uninvited and unexpected.

Even so, Shelly kissed back. Rommi’s lips were
soft and insistent and she found herself swept away in the
moment.

It was Rommi who broke the kiss, just as she
started it. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to.” She turned away. “I’ve
just always wanted to…”

“Wanted to what?” asked Shelly, partly amused
and partly intrigued. “Wanted to kiss me? We only met
yesterday.”

“Kiss a girl.” Rommi cleared her throat and
still couldn’t look back at Shelly. “Kiss a woman, I
mean.”

“Well, I liked it,” Shelly admitted. “Your
lips are very soft. It’s not like kissing Gray at all.”

Taking that as her cue, Rommi turned back to
her new friend and kissed her again. It should have been awkward.
It wasn’t.

Shelly let the towel fall to the floor. She
could feel her milk still slowly leaking. Pressed up again Rommi’s
body, she knew that the other woman’s shirt was absorbing the milk,
but she didn’t care. She had more important issues to think
about.

The kissing and exploring each other’s mouths
with their tongues was incredibly erotic. It was something Rommi
had always wanted to do with another woman, and it was something
that Shelly had never seriously pondered but was happy to indulge
and explore. She found herself getting turned on despite the fact
her baby was in the next room sleeping next to Rommi’s daughter.
She was getting turned on despite the fact that she was essentially
cheating on her husband.

Breaking the kiss again, Rommi asked, “Do you
want to?”

She kept the question intentionally vague. It
was Shelly who confidently pulled them both to the bed. “We don’t
have much time.”

It was time enough. The kisses increased in
intensity. Shelly, interesting in seeing Rommi’s breasts pulled up
her shirt and was rewarded with a quick view of small but full
breasts topped by large red nipples.

It was as if she had unleased a ferocious
she-cat. Rommi pushed Shelly to her back and kissed her way down to
Shelly’s large breasts. She latched onto the older woman’s light
brown nipple and sucked hard.

Shelly was used to aggressive nursing, but
this was something else. There was the sudden pressure relief as
her abundant supply of milk was allowed to flow free along with a
definite sexual thrill. More importantly she reminded herself that
she was open-minded to everything. While this was the first time
she had been alone with a woman, it was hardly the kinkiest thing
she had ever done.

When the sweetness of Shelly’s milk hit her
tongue, Rommi was surprised at how delicious it was. She hadn’t
expected anything like that. It made her suck on Shelly’s nipple
all the harder.

While it was a fierce suckling, it was nowhere
near the worst abuse Shelly’s nipples had ever suffered. The
situation and the fact that Rommi was nursing on her left breast
caused a reaction that Shelly was used to but was new for Rommi.
Her right breast started to leak; the drip was steady and Shelly
hardly noticed it.

Rommi was the one who brought attention to
Shelly’s reaction. “You’re…you’re dripping,” she said, pulling away
from Shelly’s breast and wiping her mouth with the back of her
hand. She had noticed the drip because it had landed on her
shoulder, wetting her skin.

“Yeah, my breasts do that when I’m turned
on.”

Now that Rommi’s mouth wasn’t covering
Shelly’s left nipple it too began to drip steadily.

“Why?” was all Rommi could think to
ask.

Shelly shrugged, making her dripping breasts
lightly spatter more milk on the both of them. “I really don’t
know. But it definitely has something to do with my
husband.”

“Your husband?” The situation was getting
awkward with Rommi kneeling in front of Shelly so that she could
suck on the other woman’s nipple, but neither made a move to change
positions.

“Yeah…the thing about Gray is that he’s really
into drinking my breastmilk. You know how, for some women, actively
nursing sort of acts like birth control? That’s why we have seven
years between kids.”

“Oh.”

“Are you going to stop?” asked
Shelly.

“You want me to keep going?”

“You seemed like you were into it,” said
Shelly. “And I’ve never been with a woman…”

“Neither have I,” Rommi admitted.

“Oh. Well. Do you want to stop?”

Rommi was staring at Shelly’s steadily
dripping nipple. “No.” She moved forward and latched on
again.

Shelly felt the thrill of contact and the way
that Rommi drew out her milk. It was wonderful. Different from how
Gray nursed from her, but just as erotic. When she felt herself
getting weak in the knees, she gently moved Rommi towards the
bed.

“Do you want to?” Rommi asked, suddenly
nervous. She was eager to play with Shelly, but she was afraid as
well. Ever since she was a teenager she had known she was bi, but
that was a secret she had kept from everyone. Her friends. Her
family. Her husband.

Everyone except Shelly. Now.

She let Shelly pull her up to her feet and
move toward the bed. Right as they reached the foot of the bed,
Shelly paused and they kissed again. Rommi wasn’t sure who
initiated the kiss, but Shelly liked the sweet taste of her milk on
Rommi’s lips.

“You don’t have to do this,” said Rommi. She
was half looking for a way out of the situation.

“I want to do this.”

That was good enough for Shelly. She didn’t
want to feel like she was taking advantage of the younger woman,
but that was enough consent for Shelly. They fell on the bed
together, both topless and both eager to see what would happen for
different reasons.

Shelly appreciated that Rommi was the
aggressor. It made her feel less like she was taking advantage of a
younger woman who might not know what she was doing. Rommi went
right back to Shelly’s breasts and started nursing again.
Automatically Shelly’s hand went to Rommi’s hair and started
stroking it. She could feel herself getting wetter and wetter which
made her wonder how far this was going to go.

When Rommi reached up to hold her free breast
while nursing on the other and then pinched the free nipple, Shelly
made the decision she was going to let it go as far as
possible.

If nothing else, Shelly was an intensely
curious woman when it came to sex. She didn’t let Rommi spend all
her time nursing from her tits, after a few minutes, when she was
good and horny; she pulled Rommi back up to her for a kiss. “My
turn.”

Rommi’s breasts were much smaller than
Shelly’s. They weren’t tiny by any measure and Shelly could tell
they were swollen by milk. Lowering her mouth to Rommi’s hard
nipple, she first flicked it with her tongue before actually
sucking. At first there was nothing, just a few small noises from
Rommi. Shelly glanced up and saw Rommi’s face scrunched up as she
breathed heavily and quickly.

It didn’t take long for the milk to start
flowing. Even though she knew it would be sweet and thick, to
actually taste it from the source was different than tasting it
from her husband’s kisses or had tasted it from her fingers after
wiping up her leaking milk. Though open-minded, Shelly wasn’t the
sort of woman who would suck her own nipples just to taste her
milk.

With Rommi on her back it was easy for Shelly
to move her hand down Rommi’s body. Thought Shelly would never have
pursued this herself, once she was in, she was all it. Her fingers
slipped under Rommi’s tight yoga pants. Rommi quivered for a second
and then calmed down. Shelly pushed her fingers down further,
encountered Rommi’s panties, burrowed under them, and eventually
found the top of Rommi’s pubic hair.

She didn’t stop, but Rommi stopped her,
grabbing Shelly’s wrist. “You don’t have to.”

Shelly lifted her mouth from Rommi’s small
breast. “Do you want me to?”

It took Rommi a second to get the word out.
“Yes.”

“Then let me.”

She pushed her hand all the way into Rommi’s
yoga pants, running her fingers over her curls and swollen lips to
cup her pussy while she continued to suckle on
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