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  I dedicate this book to a new generation of mothers, learning to love ourselves and to finding intimacy and pleasure in our every day. To a new generation of children, growing up with a knowledge and love of their bodies and selves along with the skills to navigate the giving and receiving of affection. May we all find profound pleasure and embrace the beauty and love that exists within all of us just as we are.


   


   


  “Last night, I found a cheddar Goldfish in my vagina.”


  —Colin Nissan, The New Yorker


  Preface


  WELCOME TO THE ULTIMATE Guide to Sex through Pregnancy and Motherhood! I wrote this guide in hopes that it will be a written sanctuary for you—for all of us. A place where we can remember to breathe; a place where we can grow together—physically and emotionally. A retreat from the social expectations and unyielding heaps of advice that we receive as women, through pregnancy and then into motherhood. This is not a book that promises to give you all the answers. But it is a book that promises to support you in your own individual journey, through your own relationship to your body, your child, and your partner. It is a space that is free of judgment and that instead offers tools to guide you toward your own truth. It is a space where you will change, evolve, and transform. It is a space that you can return to time and time again to find different answers within yourself. You will discover new gems of wisdom, because you have changed; the same passages will bring about new emotions, new enlightenment in your body and mind, new creative sparks of inspiration in the bedroom, and new questions and answers for how you guide your children through their own relationship to their bodies, relationships, and sexuality. This book is a place you can return to, and within it you will find loving acceptance and support, along with the voices of many friends—sharing their experiences, their stories, their honest and candid lives as mothers. This is a place where our differences are celebrated and our shared humanity is cherished. You are entering a space in which we acknowledge that our bodies are not void of desire for intimacy and sizzling sex during pregnancy or motherhood. You are entering a safe space. One that is filled with love, and that was carefully constructed with great intent to support you in your journey. This book is a conversation. Feel free to talk back to its pages, write in the margins, pass it among other moms in your community, read it at night with your partner, or propose reading it in your local moms’ group. Read it together. Talk about it. Add your own stories. Speak your story aloud. Your voice matters. You matter. You are love. You are pleasure. As you peel back the pages of this book, may pleasure, inspiration, and radical love fill your heart, body, and mind. May this book be a comforting embrace and tickle your heart with its inky words and earthy scent. Welcome.


  CHAPTER


  1


  Introduction and My Journey


  WELCOME TO THE ULTIMATE Guide to Sex through Pregnancy and Motherhood! I wrote this book because I struggled to find the resources I needed during my pregnancy and postpartum to support my shifting identity and desires. It was an awkward learning experience full of trial and error, and as I reached out to other mothers around me, I found that they were struggling too. We became a resource for one another, forming the Sexy Mamas Social Club and along the way meeting sex-positive therapists, wellness providers, parenting and sex coaches, and medical practitioners. This book is a culmination of five years of hands-on research that I have gathered and shared through many of my motherhood and sexuality workshops, as well as the many diverse voices of sexy mamas I’ve met in our community who are sharing their own personal journeys and experiences for the first time.


  As a sex educator, erotic filmmaker, longtime sexual adventurer, and someone who has worked in the realm of sexuality for over a decade, I thought that I knew everything there was to know about what I liked and how I liked it. Pregnancy and motherhood shook all of what I thought I knew about myself and sent me flying deep down a surreal rabbit hole. Much like Alice as she somersaults into a new and strange world, I found myself contemplating the question “Who are you?” and, for the first time, struggling to answer.


  Who was I? I was Madison Young, and I liked rough sex: tight bondage with hemp rope, accompanied by face slapping and nipple clamps...didn’t I? I followed the white rabbit into a surreal landscape that became curiouser and curiouser, one that included an unfamiliar body that seemed to grow and shrink in the most bizarre ways until I truly no longer understood or recognized it.


  You know the scene in Alice in Wonderland when Alice eats a bite of cake and grows to such an enormous size that her head and limbs break right out the roof and door and windows? Well, that’s how I felt ballooning up sixty pounds during my pregnancy. My round, pregnant belly became so large that I couldn’t see my precious vulva any longer! My breasts grew two cup sizes, from an A to a C—which, for someone who has never had cleavage, was a very strange experience—and postpartum, my nipples would squirt out milk when I sneezed or laughed. I felt out of control, and I wondered if I would ever know my body again.


  As I wandered through my nine months of preggo Wonderland, this was just a fraction of my emotional landscape. There were wonderful, brilliant moments as well. Pregnancy challenged me and humbled me in the most amazing ways. It was like having a life coach that taught me the importance of being absolutely present and in the moment. This skill would prepare me for motherhood.


  When we talk about sex and motherhood, we are talking about so much more than sexual techniques. We are talking about the emotional roller coaster that accompanies the huge transformations that pregnancy and motherhood bring—including hormonally. We are also talking about loving ourselves as we are in our bodies, in this moment—self-care, self-acceptance, and compassion for one’s self. We are talking about identity, desire, communication, and relationship dynamics. We are talking about body politics, the importance of sleep, how breastfeeding affects sexual desire and body image, creative date nights for exhausted parents, and postpartum depression. We are talking about how to cultivate intimacy with a partner while experiencing sleep deprivation and how to explore new roles and sexual adventures with a partner in this new phase of life.


  In this book, we will tackle all of these topics and guide you through this surreal landscape of experiencing pregnancy and motherhood as a sexual being. Because yes, mothers are still sexual beings, and just because we are now taking on the role of parents doesn’t mean that we have to sacrifice intimacy, partner connection, pleasure, and orgasms. In fact, it’s incredibly important as parents that we model healthy, loving relationships with our partners and a healthy relationship with our own bodies. This modeling sets a foundation for our children as they grow older—how they will share affection with others, the relationships they will develop, and the way they view their bodies. We will talk more about this, as well as how to set a healthy foundation for conversations around intimacy, consent, and shared affection, in Chapter 18.


  In this guide you will find the tools you need to find your grounded path, find your pleasure, and relax into this otherworldly experience. Above all, know that you are not alone. Motherhood has the capability to crack our hearts open in a remarkable way, allowing us to feel love, connection, and pleasure on an entirely new level. So let’s venture forward together, past the myths and fantasies of what we believe motherhood or pregnancy should be. Together, let’s discover pleasure in who we are, as we are, and in pregnancy and motherhood as they are.


  In this book I will share with you my findings as a sex educator and sex coach to parents, as well as my personal experiences throughout pregnancy and motherhood. I’ve also brought in the voices of many other mothers and experts on parenting, wellness, and sexuality to give us their points of view and add their voices to the book. It’s important as we journey on to remember that no one person experiences sexuality, sexual desire, pregnancy, or motherhood in exactly the same way. Experiences will vary, which is why I have tried to bring in a variety of voices and perspectives for this book. The way that you experience desire on your own time is perfectly okay. Loving and accepting ourselves as we are and releasing expectations from others is truly the first step to experiencing profound sexual pleasure.


  My Journey Down the Rabbit Hole


  My journey toward motherhood was a humbling one. Among other things, it taught me that we are more than we know we are and that everything evolves and transforms with each and every breath. It continues to teach me that life is never as you expect it to be. Motherhood, as well, is not as I expected it to be.


  When I was pregnant, I researched all the different models of parenting. I thought about what kind of parent I might be. What style of parenting would best fit me and my politics and my way of life? I was able to make what seemed at the time like concrete decisions: I wanted a natural childbirth, I would use only cloth diapers, I would co-sleep and breastfeed my child, and I would be back to work two weeks postpartum (did I even really need that much time?). But the reality of parenthood and pregnancy hit me hard well before I ever met my child.


  After I discovered I was pregnant, I had to examine how motherhood would affect my career, my body, and my life, and whether those were changes that I wanted. After some brief meditation, I decided that yes, I wholeheartedly wanted to journey into motherhood.


  I was on tour for the majority of my pregnancy, traveling to different cities, countries, and continents and taking advantage of early boarding privileges for pregnant ladies. Score! I had a relatively easy pregnancy, but my partner wasn’t around until the third trimester, and negotiating my way through all the emotional and hormonal roller coasters of pregnancy was tough.


  Then there were the body image issues. I love my body, but I did not expect to gain as much weight as I did. I’m five foot two and usually weigh in between 117 and 124 pounds; by the time I was in labor, I was tipping the scales at 180. My mother had gained fifty pounds with each of her two pregnancies, and I thought to myself, That won’t be me. I walk a minimum of five miles a day just commuting, I exercise, and I’m vegan. There was no way I’d gain as much as my mother. But...I did. And my line of work didn’t allow me to hide under large maternity garments.


  As both a body-based performance artist and adult performer, I was often naked. I vividly remember my last trip to LA before the birth of my child. I was performing in a MILF film—the first MILF film in which I was going to be the MILF. I was playing an expectant mother interviewing babysitters for her child-to-be. During the interview, I end up seducing the sitter. I was over 170 pounds, thirty years old and thirty-seven weeks pregnant, paired up with a one hundred-pound, nineteen-year-old girl. At thirty-seven weeks, I couldn’t even see my vulva anymore!


  Before the film shoot, I took a luxurious shower. For the first time in well over a decade, I found myself nervous about a shoot. In front of the camera was where I felt at home, but at thirty-seven weeks pregnant, I didn’t recognize my body anymore. I dried off and stared at my naked body in the mirror, large and round. My butt, for the first time in my life, looked flat in the mirror in comparison to the roundness of my belly and my swollen legs and ankles beneath me.


  I closed my eyes and felt my breasts, shifting my hips back and forth, swaying and breathing, generating erotic energy in my vessel. I looked up, smiled, and said, “You are beautiful. You are sexy. Your body is a powerful container for erotic energy. You are a conduit for delicious pleasure.” I kept repeating these words, seducing myself, staring into the mirror, touching my breasts and my round belly, finding my cunt below and all its juiciness. My physical container (my body) had expanded, and so my energy and pleasure within, my love for myself and for others, needed to expand and grow too.


  Despite the body-image challenges that arose during pregnancy, my sexual appetite was robust—though erratic! Although I felt challenged and terrified by my body changing noticeably every week, every month, I also felt radically turned on by it and empowered by my growing body and my curves, by having cleavage for the first time in my life and experiencing an element of the sexual goddess.


  I also know that my experience is not the experience of every woman—that just as our desires and bodies are all unique, sexual snowflakes prior to pregnancy, that each pregnancy and the sexual desires that accompany that pregnancy also vary widely. We are all unique individuals, and there is no need to tie yourself down with expectations of how you should feel.


  Being a sexy mama doesn’t mean always feeling sexy; sometimes you may also feel sadness or a lack of desire. It might mean caring for yourself as an individual, or just wanting to connect with your partner by holding hands. Intimacy may look like your partner rubbing your feet and legs as you eat your favorite ice cream.


  Self-care is sexy, and it’s a key element of nurturing your sexuality. Learning to honor your desires and needs is one of the first steps to developing a healthy relationship with your sexual self. This experience of nurturing yourself will be further challenged when your child arrives. When you have a small child who needs to be nurtured on a fulltime basis, it’s easy for your needs and desires—including showers and eating!—to take a backseat. No wonder so many moms face challenges in finding their way back to their sexual identity—if we can’t meet our basic needs of sleep, food, and hygiene, how do we intend to find, experience, and share pleasure with ourselves or our partners?


  If there is a single seed of wisdom that you take from this guide, I hope that it is this: Breathe deeply, inhale your reality, and exhale compassion. Be gentle with yourself. Create time for yourself—even five minutes a day—because nourishment is essential. You are beautiful and radiant just as you are, and you deserve pleasure and connection—don’t allow the world to shame or guilt you into thinking that you don’t. We may have entered Wonderland, but that doesn’t mean we have to scamper and struggle back up the rabbit hole. Stay for a while. Accept the surreal as your reality of the moment rather than struggling against it.


  
    A SEXY MAMA’S POV


    WITH AYA DE LEON


    In college, shortly after I stopped using the Pill, I discovered fluid leaking from my breasts. I called the university health services and they were utterly clueless, except to assure me that if it was happening on both sides, it couldn’t be cancer. Over the next two decades, it became clear that I had a hormonal imbalance, and eventually I stopped having my period because my body thought it was already pregnant.


    In my thirties, I began to have discomfort in my vagina during sex. At first, I thought it was as a result of the hormonal imbalance. I later learned that it was unrelated. Of course, these two things are connected because they both take place in my body, but one does not cause the other. Eventually, the vaginal pain was diagnosed as vulvo-dynia. This is a sort of catchall, garbage-can term for pain in the vulva or vagina. It’s the equivalent of referring to both a migraine and blunt force trauma to the skull as a “pain in the head.” But of course, when it comes to women’s genitals and sexuality, the medical industry is notoriously clueless and insensitive.


    In fact, vulvodynia came to the attention of medical researchers in the 1800s, but then Sigmund Freud explained this and various other women’s sexual health concerns with another garbage-can term, “frigidity,” and there was no more research done for one hundred years. So when my doctor referred me to a GYN specialist, he poked around a bit and gave me a prescription for a topical anesthetic. Yes, people, he told me that the answer to pain during sex was to numb my vagina. I thought, Are you kidding me? I’m trying to have pleasure here, not just close my eyes and think of the Empire. I didn’t use the prescription for months. But then, finally, I was sick of the discomfort and I broke down and used it. Imagine my despair when I slathered on tons of it and it didn’t work. Somehow, I was experiencing numbness and pain at the same time.


    I was really demoralized about getting any help. My sex life with my partner suffered a great deal, mostly due to the hopelessness. Eventually, I saw a pelvic physical therapist, who explained that the pain was actually muscular, but I felt it on the surface of the skin. She had me do Kegels and use dilators, and voilál Problem solved.


    A few years later, my (male) partner and I decided we wanted to have a baby. So I needed to use the dilators, and I also needed to take medicine for the hormonal imbalance to make me fertile. Sex with an agenda of getting pregnant was so foreign, because I had spent so many years trying not to get pregnant. But it happened immediately after the endocrinologist got me on the right dose. And also immediate was the rise in my sex drive during pregnancy. My partner was startled by how much I was interested in sex all the time—that is, all the time when I wasn’t worried about all the usual concerns that first-time moms have. I was also worried about the vulvodynia. Would my vaginal muscles clench when I was giving birth? Would it be really painful? I asked my midwife, and she couldn’t find a clear answer. As it turned out, I had a lovely home birth in a tub, which pretty much cured my vulvodynia for good. Stretching to accommodate a baby seems to have defeated that chronic clenching of my vaginal muscles.


    Since we became parents, however, the new challenge is finding time and energy to have sex. As a wage-earning mom who is always working on various writing projects, I find the bed most seductive for sleeping. But as my partner and I dig out from under the biggest challenges of new parenthood, we have a newfound appreciation for each other. We treasure the stolen moments when we can enjoy our bodies beyond being laps to sit on, horsies to ride, arms to lift someone sleepy, and machines to do all the earning and domestic work of a family. These moments are lovely, hard earned, and precious.

  


  CHAPTER


  2


  Discovering Your New Sexuality


  I HAD SO MANY ideas about how my labor would go down. I wanted to labor at home as much as possible. I wanted it to be as natural as possible, with no epidural and little to no medical intervention. I knew I was capable of birthing a child. I was capable of anything...but I wasn’t expecting a forty-seven-hour labor!


  Around forty hours in, I accepted the offer of an epidural after receiving the news that my cervix was swollen and my blood pressure (and baby’s blood pressure) was rising. I felt partially defeated, but continued on—what choice did I have? I realized this baby had ideas of its own and was coming into this world the way that it wanted to, on its own terms.


  Then there was the baby. This baby. This baby was there and screaming and did it ever stop screaming? No matter the number of Beatles songs that I quietly sang to my child or the number of tie-dyed onesies I bought, this kid was not going to give peace a chance. My kid was a rebel with a cause, a scream-core anarchist from the start.


  I deeply loved my spirited child. I loved our sleepless nights together. The intimacy of nursing and rocking late into the night. The deep, sweeping vortex of new motherhood that made the rest of the world nothing but a blur with a singular focus of nurturing this tiny creature.


  I had fallen deeply in love with the new dominant persona in the house, my child, and I was experiencing an all-new type of service and devotion as I saw my whole world reflected in the eyes of this new part of our family. A new relationship to nurture. Another person with needs and desires, and an individual in the making. Despite the intimacy and bond I felt for our colicky child, I desperately craved more intimacy with my partner.


  Our doctor had advised us to wait until after my six-week checkup before penetrative sex, which felt like a long wait! But I love non-penetrative play so much that it didn’t hinder our intimacy during that time. I adore performing oral sex, cocks and cunts alike. I love to have something in my mouth to seduce with my tongue, my lips, and my throat. During that six-week waiting period we enjoyed a great deal of blow jobs, analingus, and oral stimulation of my breasts. (Check out Chapter 20 for my favorite oral sex techniques.) And there were other aspects of live-out-loud sexuality that sidestepped penetration, like the creative sexual world of kink! (Which you can read more about in Chapter 21.)


  But there were other things that just didn’t work as well or as easily.


  Things That Go Squirt...and Things That Don’t


  As someone who has often experienced ejaculation when engaging in G-spot stimulation, I was not a novice when it came to squirting. However, milk squirting from my breasts—that was something new. Especially within the first few weeks postpartum, my breasts were incredibly engorged with milk, and if I sneezed, laughed, or became aroused, I would be leaking and squirting milk from my nipples. I felt like a teenage boy coming in his pants at the first glimpse of something that he found arousing, but I was coming from my breasts! This was both fascinating and, honestly, a little embarrassing. I’m usually very comfortable with bodily fluids, but this was a new bodily fluid, and something that I felt I had little control over. It didn’t last forever; my milk supply chilled out after a few weeks and I only occasionally experienced premature lactation after that, but it is something that I will never forget.


  As I mentioned, ejaculation was no foreign concept to me. It was a sexual experience that I quite enjoyed and that I continued to experience throughout my pregnancy. But after I birthed my child, my well ran dry. I stopped ejaculating. I was terrified by this. Why was this happening? Would I never ejaculate again? Had I traded in my wet orgasms for motherhood? I was panicky about a lot of the postpartum experience. I saw a distinct line in the sand. On one side lay life before motherhood; on the other, motherhood, with its challenges and uncertainties. But like everything, life continues to evolve and move and shift and change.


  Our bodies respond to stress. Stressors like lack of sleep and the anxiety of caring for a new child—as well as any tensions we might be experiencing with a partner or at work or around loss of identity—can affect our arousal response cycle, our sexual experiences, and our reactions to stimulation, such as ejaculation. Also, post–vaginal birth, the PC (pubococcygeus) muscles are stretched and weakened. These are the same muscles used to release and push ejaculate forth out of the body.


  Kegels can help in strengthening these muscles again, but it takes time to rebuild muscle strength. Along with weakened PC muscles, new motherhood caused such physical and emotional stress to my body that I wasn’t able to ejaculate for a little more than a year. I did experience plenty of hot sex and incredible orgasms, and when my body was ready, I started to ejaculate again.


  Other moms I have spoken with have told me that they didn’t start to ejaculate until after giving birth. That birth was this orgasmic experience that opened up the gateway to releasing this entirely new level of pleasure for them. Each experience is valid and different, and will vary based on our bodies, relationships, and emotional experiences around birth and postpartum life.


  The important thing is to know that our bodies are really smart, and that we can’t push them to do something that they don’t want to do. Listen to your body. Listen to what it needs, and let it respond to sexual stimuli in its own time in a way that makes sense to it in that moment. Be patient and present in the moment, and honor your body in its present experience.


  It’s common to attempt to try everything that you enjoyed before or during pregnancy, and to expect the same arousal experience and reaction. It’s what we know. But letting go of the past and connecting with what your body desires right now is a key element to building a road map to your new sexual identity as a mother. Your maps and destinations will continue to change and evolve throughout your life. So let go of the past, don’t worry about the future, and create a road map for the now.


  The Road Map to a Sexy Mama


  Let’s locate where you are right now and map out possible destinations to include in your travels as a sexy mama. This exercise will assist you in discovering where you are right now and create inspiration and confidence for what you might want to explore. Remember, it’s about the journey, not the destination.


  Reading your Compass and Identifying Home Base


  Before we venture into other lands, it’s important to establish where we are starting from. An excellent way to identify your home base is to do daily check-ins with yourself. It’s important to allow space to release your thoughts and feelings and create a place for reflection. A written or video journal can be a radically cathartic emotional release and provide space for your voice to be heard—by you. This is important, for we must first hear our own voices and needs before we can articulate our needs and desires to others.


  I really enjoyed using a video journal or even an audio journal, since for the first few months of motherhood I felt so brain-dead that writing a complete sentence was an utter challenge. Collecting my thoughts and ramblings on a video or audio recording was easier for me. I generally used a program like Photo Booth on my laptop, or the voice memo or video camera function on my smartphone. If you are more of a visual person, you might want to try sketching in a sketchbook. This doesn’t have to be polished; it’s for your own eyes and your own reflection. It helps if you can use the same check-in questions each day. It doesn’t have to be time consuming, and this should not take away from self-care. Even a timed five minutes of this practice can be radically helpful.


  Here are a few check-in prompts you may want to consider using:


  
    •   What is one way that I engaged in self-care today?


    •   Today I’m sending love and radiant energy to ______ (name a part of your body) because ______.


    •   Today I felt an intimate connection to ______ (name a person or thing) by or through ______ (name the act that served as the conduit for that connection).


    •   Today I felt gratitude for ______. I’ll express my gratitude by ______.


    •   Today I felt a desire for more ______in my life. I will let more ______into my life by ______.


    •   One thing I love about my partner (or self) today is


    •   One thing I love about my body today is ______.


    •   One way in which my partner could nourish my heart and body today is ______. (Share this with your partner.)


    •   One way in which I’d like to connect intimately with my partner today is ______.


    •   The part of my body that is most in need of touch, connection, warmth, and love right now is ______.


    •   The type of touch I’m craving right now is ______.


    •   One new thing I want to try is ______.


    •   One obstacle I faced today was ______. When I was met with this obstacle, I felt ______. When faced with obstacles like this, I’ll show myself love and compassion by ______.

  


  As you can see, these questions hold space for your self-reflection and honor your desires and needs on each day. The type of touch or connection that you need one day might not be what you need the next day. These check-ins will give you the emotional GPS coordinates for where you are and where you might be interested in exploring on any given day. Try to make it part of your daily practice. I always like to do mine during a soak in the bathtub, but you could do yours while your little one is napping, or while you’re strolling with your child or taking your child for a walk in the carrier. When you are able to identify your needs, it becomes much easier to articulate your needs and desires to your partner.


  You might find that occasionally your eyes are bigger than your stomach. Be gentle with yourself. I’m going to say this throughout the book, because it’s perhaps the most difficult thing to do as a mom. It’s important for us to identify our cravings and our needs and our desires and then do what we can. We won’t always be able to meet all of our desires or all of the desires of our partner or child. And that is okay. Small steps can create radical change and a huge difference. Keep with it. Before having a child, maybe self-care looked like soaking in a hot tub with your girlfriends or going for a spa day. But in the first few months of motherhood, self-care might look like having a coffee around the corner by yourself while you read a book for thirty minutes, or having an evening bubble bath while your partner rocks the baby, or asking a friend to hold your child or take your child for a stroll while you eat a meal, or buying your favorite lotion and taking the time to apply it after a shower, or going in for waxing! Maybe, instead of a mani/pedi, you only have time for a mani while the baby is sleeping. You will discover your little nibbles of self-care, and they will still be effective and nourishing to your spirit and body. Slowly, you will hit a new stride in your self-care and sexual well-being as you reclaim your sexuality and your daily desires and discover your new sexual identity as a mother.


  
    A SEXY MAMA’S POV


    WITH HARMONY NILES


    My baby started losing weight at around five weeks old. She was so small, so thin. It was breaking my heart to look at her, and I didn’t know what the problem was.


    I wasn’t producing enough milk to support her growth. I’m slowly starving her, I thought. I know that sounds harsh, but that’s exactly how I felt. I was devastated and full of self-blame. I wasn’t able to be a good mother.


    Tests were not able to find anything wrong with me. I started a punishing regimen of pumping five times a day. Since I was doing childcare by myself, I was exhausted all of the time. I was on an expensive and difficult-to-get drug called domperidone, plus enough fenugreek to make me smell like an IHOP. My milk production had some improvement, but not enough.


    It later became clear through working with a cranio-sacral therapist that my daughter had a dropped palate. She was unable to draw the nipple into her mouth very far, because it would choke her, so her sucking was very shallow. That set my milk production to be very low. My breasts were never emptied, which would have triggered greater production.


    Feeling like an absolute failure, I started to make her a homemade baby formula with a recipe that I had gotten from the Weston A. Price Foundation nutrition website. By the time she was six months old, I was thoroughly exhausted and demoralized, and she was much more interested in an easy-to-drink bottle than in my difficult breasts.


    My boyfriend adored breasts—breasts of all kinds, and especially milky breasts. I had been feeling too tense, my milk too scarce, to allow ourselves to have fun with that. But now I thought, what the hell! He nursed from my breasts as part of our lovemaking. The next morning I had the experience which they say happens three to five days after the birth of your child. I woke up to find the bed wet with milk and my breasts engorged. I cried.


    I shared this story with a lactation consultant, and she said, “Oh, yeah, that can really help a lot.” I was so mad that she hadn’t told me this before! I had been willing to do anything! Why wouldn’t she suggest the easy, cheap, and pleasurable way? Pure prudishness.

  


  CHAPTER


  3


  Getting in Touch with Your Sexual Self


  MY POSTPARTUM BODY BROUGHT up painful, deeply ingrained memories of the transitions and awkwardness that accompanied puberty. I was used to feeling confident, empowered, and present in my body. Now I felt weak, confused, and detached from whatever alien flesh-bag my spirit was housed in. Where did this mutant body come from? Why did this feel like a huge, cruel joke, that I was now supposed to care for my child in a body that I didn’t know, recognize, or want to be in? I didn’t know how to move around in this body. My joints were soft and gummy and not ready for high heels. My breasts were laughable—one was an entire cup size bigger than the other due to my child developing a strong preference for the left one. Thanks for that!


  When I sneezed or laughed, my engorged breasts squirted out milk, like one of those flowers on a clown’s lapel that squirt water—just like that, but with milk and it was not funny. It didn’t feel funny; it felt like the joke was on me, over and over again. And I could not complete a sentence. I’m an articulate woman who generally can’t stop talking when I’m asked about something like sexuality or feminism, and yet, as I stepped across the threshold of motherhood, I found myself without words, crying when my child was crying, crying when my child was laughing. Crying and covered in bodily fluids and mumbling incoherent, fragmented thoughts—incomplete words, sounds. Perhaps, like my newborn, I was learning to speak again.


  There is a loss of identity that comes with motherhood. A feeling that you are waiting for something, for time to pass, for a sign that you’re not failing. It seems clear that this is some sort of transitional period, and yet there is no clear defining marker of how long it will last, how long you will feel this way. Perhaps the most frightening thought is this: What in the world could I be transitioning into? What does that look like? What will that be like?


  So instead we reside in this middle ground. This state of change. Neither the Hulk nor Bruce Banner. A tadpole with legs, a Transformer that is not quite sure what it will transform into for the first time. And yet in the midst of all this transition and awkwardness and squirting of milk and feelings of depression and inadequacy, perhaps more than ever, I craved acceptance and intimacy. But what do our sexual identities look like when we are in the middle of an identity crisis as new moms?


  Well, our sexual identities might look a little fragmented, and that’s okay. I believe that intense transitions (like becoming a mother for the first time) are this experience in which who we were bursts into thousands of tiny pieces, and those little pieces of ourselves get swirled around like glitter in a snow globe. All of us is there, just fragmented and swirling around in this watery base of emotions, and we’re never quite sure where the pieces are going to land.


  One of the things that helped me to gain some control was to locate and state my emotions, and then let them go. I remember several scenarios where my newborn baby had a massive blowout and I found myself covered in poop. Once I was actually giving a talk at UC Berkeley while nursing my child in a sling, and my child had a huge blowout in the midst of my talk. I was covered in poop in front of a classroom full of students. I remember many other moments, such as at gallery art exhibits, when my wee one spit up on me. During these experiences, I’d acknowledge, “I am covered in poop. This sucks.” Then I’d clean up and let it go.


  Perhaps one of the most beautiful and helpful visualization tools that I used was to picture myself as a reed and tell myself that the emotion I was experiencing was not me. I was not the emotion; I was the vessel, and through my breath I could move sensations and emotions through my body. I had the power to release them. If I was experiencing a feeling of shame or awkwardness in the locker room of the gym while I was changing, that was okay. I could acknowledge that feeling of shame and awkwardness about my breasts being lopsided and my belly big and tiger-striped. I would stop right there in front of my locker rather than rushing to cover myself up, and release the feeling with a big exhale, acknowledging and releasing shame and making room for a new emotion. And I would smile. It felt so good to release those negative feelings and make room for new positive feelings about my “now” body instead of focusing on my pre-mommy body or my future body.


  Regaining strength, power, and control over your body, and experiencing radical acceptance of your body the way it is, are all building blocks toward reclaiming your body and loving yourself during this transformation. Here is a list of sexy mama tools to add to your toolbox. These tools will aid you in your journey toward embracing your sexual desire, body, and identity as a mother.


  Do something for your body that feels good physically—Dance! Turn on some of your favorite music and jam out! Find excuses to move your body, whether it’s walking with your baby, dancing, or doing yoga. Find a way to move your bodywhatever comes up emotionally. Use that feels good to you now. Moving your body helps to increase blood flow, adrenaline, and endorphins. It will also help you in finding your path back to your body. Something as simple as hip circles can start to bring erotic, loving energy back into your body. So get moving. Move with your baby, move on your own, move with your partner, and let out a wild call into the world that tethers you to the unified ecstasy of all humankind.


  Homework: Create a playlist of songs that make you feel amazing and inspired and make you want to move your body! Music is a wonderful motivator for movement—try a get-up-and-dance playlist, a sexy playlist for intimate time with your partner, and slow-dancing music for dancing and swaying your little one to sleep.


  Go to the mirror and look at yourself—Try it, right now. Take a long look and release whatever comes up emotionally. Use your breath and exhale any sadness, any fear, and any anxieties. Allow those emotions to flow out of your vessel. Release them. Now, settle into a place of acceptance and bliss, in the perfection of existing in this very moment. In the beauty of standing here in the midst of this journey. Recognize the curves of your body, the strength and determination in your eyes, the fullness of your breasts, the bow of your lips. Find a part of your body that turns you on. A part of you that your eyes gravitate toward and that you recognize as full of life and beauty.


  Wear something that turns you on in your sexy mama body—The clothes that used to look super sexy on us in our pre-mama life or even during pregnancy are not likely to be the clothes that look super sexy on us postpartum or during early motherhood. Find clothes that look sexy and feel sexy to you in your new sexy mama life. There is no one definition of what “sexy” looks like. In fact, what looks sexy on you will be the clothes that feel sexy on you. What textures feel really great on your skin right now? What textures or styles make you feel inspired and nourished and confident? Those will be your sexy clothes. That might mean a killer pair of cowboy boots that totally turns you on. It might mean some silky underwear that feels really smooth and luxurious against your skin right now.
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