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 Part One

 


“Drink this,” my mother
said shoving a glass of milk in my face. I had spent the day at
home and the moment she came home from work she presented me with
another of what appeared to be one of her immune boosting
shakes.

“What is it?”

“Just drink!” She got
excited like this when she was trying something new on me. The
easiest path was just to give in.

“Fine.” I sampled it. Not
bad. Sweet. Milky. A little heavy and cloying on the tongue.
“What’s in it?”

“Milk,” she told
me.

“Just milk?” I asked
skeptically. “Tastes a little weird for just milk.”

“Human breast milk,” she
amended as I tried a second sip. It was all I could do to gag and
spit it all over the floor. Mom, cool as always when it comes to
any of my leukemia treatments, simply stated, “It’s full of all
sorts of immune boosting compounds, plus it’s the best food for
anyone!”

“It’s for babies,” I
complained while looking for a place to put the glass down while
not appearing to be grossed out.

“You’re a growing boy,” she
pointed out.

“I’m eighteen. I’ll be
nineteen in a few months.”

“But you’re
underdeveloped,” she pointed out. I had battled childhood leukemia
for most of my early teens and that had caused me to be smaller
than most of my peers. It also made my mother insane and was still
constantly searching for a way to help me, never mind that I had
been given a clean bill of health by the doctors over a year ago,
that I had completed high school on time and with honors, and that
I showed no signs of regression.

It was at that point my father walked
in and saw me eying the half-empty glass on the kitchen table. He
immediately looked at my mother. “You didn’t,” was all he
said.

“I had to try it,” Mom
replied.

I turned on Dad. “You knew about
this?”

He ran his hand over his bald head.
Dad’s a nice guy, but lets Mom completely run my life. “She read
about it on the internet, of course,” he glared at here. “There
seems to be some evidence it can help some cancer patients. But I
didn’t think she’d try it without discussing it with you first, and
not try and trick you into this therapy.”

“Wait. Therapy?”

Mom sighed, exasperated. “You don’t
just drink a glass and be done with it. You need to drink at least
a pint a day for six months.”

A thought occurred to me. “Where are
you going to get a supply of breast milk for six months?” I asked
knowing the answer as soon as I spoke the words.

“The internet,” she replied
brightly. After being out of work for years while she tended to my
medical problems, Mom had returned to work in a legal office and
had discovered the power of the internet.

“There can’t be that many
women willing to sell…” I started to say and trailed
off.

“You’d be amazed,” Mom
said.

“No, he wouldn’t,” Dad
said. “He’s home all day, usually alone, playing video games and
surfing the internet. I doubt there’s anything on the web he hasn’t
seen.”

Mom blinked and ignored the
implication. “I’ve got a woman who’s agreed to a one month contract
with options for extensions. We can start tomorrow.”

“Fine, but I get to start
going to classes at community college if I have to go through with
the treatment.” With my treatment and everything else, I hadn’t had
been permitted to go, or even apply to, college after I graduated
back in June, even though I graduated in the top ten in my class.
If I was lucky they’d allow me a January start at the community
college.

The next day Carrie started showing up
at our front door every day at 8am. A week later I was registered
for classes at the CC.

 


Carrie was a nice enough girl. I
didn’t know what to expect the first time I met her. She was short,
maybe five foot two at the most, but huge tits. That came with the
territory, I suppose, since she was lactating. I tried not to
stare, but her boobs were at least double Ds and I needed little
incentive not to stare at any moderately attractive woman. She was
a little heavy, which again was to be expected since she had a kid
six months ago. Fake blonde hair—I could see the roots—and a little
too much make up for my taste, she looked somewhat artificial to
me. However it wasn’t her skin or hair that ultimately interested
my mother—and by extension, me—it was her breasts. More
specifically: her breast milk.

My mother greeted her and they chatted
like old friends. I took a close look at Carrie from across the
kitchen, trying not to stare. She was youngish, older than me, of
course, probably around twenty-five. She was carrying a small
case.

“We’ll give you some
privacy in the den,” Mom said to her. “You got the pump
okay?”

Carrie held up the case. “Yup. It’s
working great.” She grinned at Mom, then looked over at me. I tried
to smile pleasantly.

“Will this early hour work
for you?” Mom asked.

“Yes, I just dropped of
Kenny and I’ll have plenty of time to get to work.”

“Great. Luke is looking
forward to this. It’ll really help him out.” Thanks for lying, Mom.
Carrie looked at me with pity in her eyes.

“Well, no use wasting time
then. Let’s get started.” Mom led her to the den.

Fifteen minutes later she came out
with two small bottles filled with her breast milk. Mom handed her
an envelope, exchanged some more pleasantries, and Carrie left. Mom
handed me the small plastic bottles. They looked like bottles you’d
nurse a baby with. They were warm to the touch which made sense.
Breast milk was stored in the body at 98.6 degrees, approximately.
Mom came back in the kitchen and looked at me holding the
bottles.

“Well?” she asked. “Get
drinking.”

“Right,” I agreed, opening
one bottle and taking a sip. It wasn’t bad at all. A little sweet,
and thin, but tasty.

“You could try it over
cereal,” she suggested.

“Mom, please. It’s
warm.”

“That’s when it’s best. If
you freeze or chill it, the milk starts losing
nutrients.”

I took a few more swallows. “What was
in the envelope?” I asked her. She pretended she didn’t hear. I
asked the question again.

“Money,” she answered
sharply. “To pay for the breast pump. And for her time.”

“But not the milk?” I asked
with a snicker and took another sip. I was starting to like the
taste of breast milk. It was something exotic, like going to a
fancy foreign restaurant and trying something you’ve never heard of
but it sounds interesting.

“That’s illegal, actually.
Or it borders on illegality. So we pay for her time and the pump
she needs. For you,” she added. I looked away and finished off the
first bottle. I didn’t feel bad about the money. Even after my many
medical treatments, my parents were doing okay. Dad never stopped
working as a patent lawyer—exciting stuff—and Mom was back full
time now too working some angle of the legal system. Then it
occurred to me what had bothered me about Carrie. She was low-rent.
She was poor and was probably doing this just for the money. I
pushed that thought aside and put the second bottle in the
refrigerator. “What are you doing?” she asked me.

“I just drank,” I paused
and looked at the bottle, “twelve ounces of milk. I need a break.
I’ll drink the rest later.”

“You need a break?” she
asked.

“It’s pretty
filling.”

Mom left for work with Dad shortly
after that. I went to the den and started hunting for a good
location to hide a webcam.

It took a few days of trying, but
eventually I found a spot in the bookshelf where I could hide a
small camera and record Carrie while she expressed her breasts. My
first few videos were low quality, out of focus and frame, but with
practice I got better. To tide me over during my developing days as
a voyeur I started searching the web for lactation videos. Internet
Rule 34 applied here, as always. There were a huge amount of all
sorts of nursing videos. These interested me only peripherally. I
wanted to watch Carrie empty her breasts.

On Friday I was rewarded for my
efforts. After she left the house I ran to my computer and ran the
digital recording. It was perfect.

She sat down on the small couch,
plugged in the breast pump—I could even hear the hum and suction
noises from the device—and opened her shirt. She pulled open the
flaps of her bra—I never knew that bras were made that way, and
then I realized it had to be a special nursing bra. I had never had
a girlfriend in high school—too sick, weak, and absent for that to
work—so I was somewhat mystified by the workings of women’s
lingerie. Her breasts were suitably large, swollen with her
luscious milk. Her nipples were bright red and were surrounded by
very large areolas. She pressed the cups of the breast pump to her
nipples, the suction was applied and out squirted a small stream of
whitish milk. Pause. Then another small stream. Pause. Repeat. It
was fascinating.

Carrie had no idea she was on camera.
That was probably a good thing since what I had done to her was
illegal. What kind of sicko records a woman expressing her breasts
so that a boy recovering from cancer could have a chance at life?
Me. I was that sicko. I was also the recipient of her life-giving
milk, so I somehow rationalized that in my mind. The fact that I
pulled out my cock and jerked off to her emptying her tits was
beside the point. I watched the fifteen minute video three times
before I allowed myself to cum. I rationalized that spanking it to
her semi-private activity was permissible because with her huge
tits I sure more than one guy had put her in the spank bank. When
she was done with the process I could definitely see that her tits
had shrunk from being emptied of milk. Intriguing.

I’m a naturally shy guy, but I forced
myself to be a little more forward with Carrie. It took more than a
week of me recording her before I was actually able to speak
directly to this woman who had become my object of obsession. I had
even pushed aside the idea of attending college if it meant I could
watch her tits.

“Hi,” I greeted her one
morning. “Need anything this morning?” I asked her. Normally Mom
answered the door, but today I was making an effort.

“Hi,” she answered
brightly. “No thanks, just the den.” I nodded and waved her
in.

Mom was in a hurry this morning, had
to leave early for the office. She handed me an envelope as she
left. “For Carrie,” she said. “See she gets it.”

I nodded.

Carrie was surprised I was the only
one left in the house when she emerged from the den. I handed her
the envelope and said, “Thanks.”

She laughed a little and tossed her
hair a little. “I should be thanking you. You’re the one paying for
something my son doesn’t want anymore.”

“Right,” I agreed not
knowing what else to say.

“You
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