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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


Rommi didn’t start crying until she arrived
home. Up to that point she had been ecstatically happy, sailing
along on an orgasm high. She had just had her first threesome with
Shelly and Gray. It had been wonderful.

Sex with Shelly was always good, but it had
been for far too long since she had been properly penetrated with a
cock. She had missed that. She didn’t feel like it was cheating on
Chad because they hadn’t been having sex in almost a year. Of
course it wasn’t cheating when she had sex with Shelly, because
Chad wasn’t a woman.

Rommi knew her logic was twisted and flawed,
but she had to justify herself somehow.

It was the twisted and flawed logic that
started making her cry because she knew she was lying to herself
and by extension she was lying to Chad, if not outright then by
omission.

Her tears brought her down from her happy high
to a depressive low that practically crushed her.

It was only when Grace woke up in the back
where she was in her baby seat did Rommi get ahold of herself.
Rommi’s sobbing had woken her daughter. She quickly got ahold of
herself and realized that Chad wasn’t home yet. That was good. She
still had time.

Everything with a baby was more difficult and
took longer. Rommi knew she had time but she still rushed. Grace
wasn’t hungry, she just wanted to play. That was solved by putting
her in the playpen with an armful of toys. Rommi then went to the
shower, leaving the bathroom door open to listen for signs of
problems, and quickly washed of any scent or left behind traces of
contact with either Shelly or, more importantly, Gray. She spent a
lot of time with the water directed at her pussy, washing away any
evidence of his having cum inside her.

She had never immediately showered afterwards
when she had sex with Shelly. Doing so now made everything seem
more tawdry, more dirty, more wrong.

It didn’t stop her from showering. It didn’t
stop her from resolving to keep her secret from Chad.

When she was drying off she noticed in the
mirror that her breasts seemed almost deflated. They had always
felt empty after her dates with Shelly, which only made sense
because Grace had drastically decreased her active nursing from
her, but this time it was obvious they were empty. That too made
sense because she had both Shelly and Gray nursing from her,
drawing out her milk at twice the normal rate. It had given her
huge orgasms, but it had also completely dried her up. She knew the
milk would return, and the more demand that was put upon her body
the more she would make.

She was looking forward to feeding both Gray
and Shelly. She wanted to please them both.

Just that thought gave her shivers and she
quickly dressed in preparation for Chad’s return from work. He was
always staying late now, which was good because they needed the
money, but it was annoying as hell because it meant that Rommi had
way more than her fair portion of the child rearing.

It was late when Chad got home. She had
already fed Grace and put her to sleep. She had made dinner for
herself and watched TV until Chad walked in.

He had that look on his face. That look he had
had for far too long. “I want to talk with you,” he said almost
before he was in the door.

Just the way he said it made her stomach fall
through the floor. When she had that experience with Shelly and
Gray, it was exciting, like riding a roller coaster. This time it
was the complete opposite, like the dread when someone is
delivering bad news.

“What…what do you want to talk about?” Rommi
just stayed on the couch, unwilling to move. He stood in the
doorway to the kitchen, unwilling to come all the way
in.

He didn’t ease into it “I know you’ve been
wondering why we haven’t had sex since…since Grace was born. And
I’ve been…working late. But it’s not just because of either of
those things.” He hesitated and took a deep breath. “It’s me. I’ve
been…I’ve been with someone else.”

Rommi didn’t know what to say. She should have
expected such a confession from him, but it was still a shock to
hear it. A long uncomfortable pause. “And he’s a man.”

It would have been the perfect time for Rommi
to confess her transgression, but she didn’t.

She couldn’t.

She knew she should have, but she
couldn’t.

Instead she said, “You’ve been fucking a man
instead of me.”

It wasn’t a question; it was a statement of
resignation.

“I don’t really want to go into detail,” he
said, avoiding the issue.

“How long have you known that you’re gay?” she
asked him.

“I’m not gay!” he snapped at her, his
long-seething anger coming to the forefront. “I’m bi!”

Rommi wasn’t sure if her husband was lying to
her or to himself. Or both.

“Okay, how long have you known that you’re
bi?”

Chad looked away from her. He suddenly found
the wood grain patterns in the doorjamb more interesting than the
conversation they were having. “I don’t know. All my life. I
thought that maybe it would go away when you and I got
married.”

“That’s fucking great,” said Rommi, somehow
not feeling like she was a hypocrite.

“I’m sorry, but I thought that you should
know.”

“Yeah…thanks.”

“And I’m sorry.”

“You already said that.”

“Well what the hell else am I supposed to
say?”

“I don’t know. Maybe a promise you won’t stick
your dick in someone else?”

He looked down at the floor. “I can’t promise
that.”

Rommi now felt like a hypocrite for not
confessing because she fully intended to cheat on him again. It
made no sense. Nothing did.

 


The next morning Rommi woke up to an empty
bed. Chad had spent the night on the couch. She didn’t complain. He
left early. She texted back and forth with Shelly, telling her
everything about what Chad had confessed to her.

She was relieved when Shelly told her to come
over as soon as she could. Even though Shelly worked half days,
they were flexible. That worked out well when the two women wanted
to make their little affair more physical. Rommi was taking
advantage of her friend now and she knew it. Rommi felt like a
horrible human being, but she couldn’t control herself. It made her
wonder what was wrong with her.

The moment that Shelly let her into the house,
she put down Grace and embraced her friend. That only lasted a
second before giving Shelly a kiss on the side of her neck, and
then the cheek, and then finally on her mouth.

It was Shelly who broke the kiss. “What are
you doing?”

Rommi smiled. “Kissing you. Let’s have sex. My
tits are bursting with milk.” That was an exaggeration, but she
could feel their fullness.

“I thought you wanted to talk about
Chad.”

“I want to fuck.” She started pulling at
Shelly
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