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Chapter One

 


“I’ll be fine dad I promise,” I said
while looking at the man in the driver’s seat as we pulled into the
parking lot of my new school. He wasn’t my real father, but he had
been there for me for most of my life. Even in my earliest memories
Rob was present, guiding me to be the person I saw in the mirror
every day. But for the past summer Rob had been more to me than
just my father. Something strange had happened to me, and against
his better judgment, my step dad and I ended up having a rather
steamy relationship while my mother was away on
business.

I smiled as I thought of the first time Rob
touched me in a way a man touches another woman. I was scared and
confused not because of Rob, but because of what had happened to me
earlier in the day. Due to a chemical imbalance in my body I had
started lactating, and Rob was there to help me through this new
part of my life. Without him I think I might have gone mad.

The imbalance caused more changes in me than
just an increased bust size and soggy bras. Every time I looked at
Rob after that first day I could feel my panties grow damp with
excitement. I yearned for his touch, his body pressed against mine.
I wanted his lips wrapped around my swollen nipples, gently
suckling the milky goodness from within me while I breathed in his
heady aroma. I had stopped being his daughter and had become his
secret lover, and for an emotional teenager with out of whack
hormones, I was happy.

But the summer couldn’t last forever and
eventually my mother returned. While I was happy that she was back
home, I knew that the moments Rob and I shared together were now
over. Our passion still drove us together in secret when my mother
was out, but those happy moments became further and further apart
as we settled back into our normal routine. Rob had become my
father figure once more and while I was happy that we had
transitioned so well, I would always miss our special time and
secret touches.

But today wasn’t a day for regret. In the
past few weeks this day was all I could think about. Today I was
starting my first semester away at college and I couldn’t be
happier. While I had turned eighteen before I had graduated high
school, today really felt like the first day I was truly an adult.
Part of me was glad that Rob and I wouldn’t be living under the
same roof anymore. Seeing him everyday made it hard to get over our
strange relationship earlier in the summer.

“I know you will Jamie. I just worry.
It’s what a father does best.” He shut off the engine and turned to
face me. “I just want to make sure you’ll stay safe and not get
into too much trouble while you’re here, that’s all.”

I could see that he really was concerned for
my wellbeing, but having him assume the worst before I had even
gotten out of the car hurt me a little.

“It’s college dad not prison. I’m not
joining a gang or doing hard drugs, I’m getting a degree in English
lit. Please just stop worrying.”

“I don’t think that’s possible sweetie.
At least let me help you unpack the car.”

I sighed to myself, making a big show to Rob
about how put out I was, but deep down I was happy for the help. I
had quite a few items stored in the back and with his help, my
belongings could make the trip to my new dorm room all at once.

“Alright, you can help me. But don’t
embarrass me!”

Rob laughed, “Me? Why I’d never do anything
to make my lil sugar bear blush!”




Chapter Two

 


With my dad’s help, my boxes and bags were
brought up to my tiny living space with no hassle. Once the boxes
were piled up neatly to one side and the bags were tossed onto my
bed, Rob gave me a hug and a kiss on the forehead before his eyes
welled up and he said his goodbyes. I was a bit sad to see him go,
but also relieved in a way. I was finally on my own and it felt
good.

I started to unpack, moving first to fill the
built in drawers with my clothes. Folded shirts and pants of
assorted cuts and styles were tucked away into the many drawers of
the provided dresser. Colorful panties and socks filled a small
drawer near the top, while I co-opted a much bigger drawer for my
most important clothing items.

I opened my final clothing box and looked
inside. The cardboard box was filled with an assortment of bras.
Other than the amount in the box, there was very little that marked
any of the breast cradling cups as special, but each one was
important to me. While normal women would put on a bra in the
morning, taking it off only for bed at night, I would regularly
have to take my tits out during the day and on average had to
change my bra three times a day due to leakage.

I pulled one out from the box and ran my
fingers over the thick cotton cups. The padded material would be
the only thing keeping my 36D tits, and the surprise they held,
from becoming a source of embarrassment and shame. I arranged them
neatly in the large drawer, each one lying nestled up against the
bra behind it, forming little rows of cottony hills in the pine
dresser. I smiled at my handiwork before I turned my attention on
the rest of the boxes.

I was in no hurry to unpack most of the
remaining cardboard containers. Most were filled with things I
didn’t really need in my cramped dorm room, but one of the boxes
held my toiletries as well as a going away gift from Rob. I opened
the box and put away my bathroom supplies before taking out the one
remaining item within. It took the majority of space within the
cardboard walls, and I looked at it with apprehension.

I lifted the breast pump out of the box and
put it on my bed. I took a seat next to the strange machine and sat
quietly for a long time, hoping that some understanding of the
device would suddenly dawn on me. But I gained no great insight
into the operation of the intimidating black box, with its assorted
hoses and funnels. I knew Rob meant well when he bought it for me,
but I thought it would just be easier to stick with my tried and
true manual method.

And it was about that time too. I lifted up
my shirt and unlatched the front clasp to my bra, letting my ample
breasts pop free from their prison. Using a practiced hand I
grabbed my left breast and squeezed the sides above my nipple
gently, pushing downwards and applying pressure to the milk glands
below my skin. Thin streams of milk sprayed in all directions from
my inch long nipples. I stopped for a second to pull a towel from
the footboard of my bed to use for cleanup. I grabbed an old coffee
mug as well to collect my milk.

For fifteen minutes I squeezed and massaged
as much milk from my tits as I could, having to dump out the gather
liquid in the cup three separate times. But the time was well spent
and my breasts no longer felt heavy with milk. I thanked whatever
higher power was looking out for me when I was assigned my single
occupant dorm room. I don’t know how I could have kept my secret
from a roommate for more than a few days.

Now that I was dry, or at least not in danger
of having my tits pop like overfilled water balloons, I redressed
and got ready to head out onto campus. I checked myself in the
mirror, happy with the reflection that was staring back at me. My
reddish brown hair fell partially over one side of my face, and I
blew the stray locks away with a quick puff of air issuing forth
from between my plump lips. My green eyes glistened as they moved
out from behind the curtain of my stray bangs. I never needed much
makeup, and today was no exception. I was practically glowing!

I was quite pleased with the rest of my
reflection as well. My large rack filled out the tight shirt in
ways my body never used to. I had been heavy into gymnastics as a
child, not stopping until I was old enough to drive. I was unhappy
with what the sport had done to my body. The constant stresses of
the nimble sport had kept me in shape, but it had also stunted my
growth in more ways than one. The onset of puberty had been delayed
until I quit, my body lacking the energy to push my already
strained physical form to the next stage of my life. As a result I
was flat chested and mousy until I was almost seventeen.

And when my body finally did catch up to the
rest of my peers, it did so with a vengeance. The doctors I had
seen about my lactation problem had all reached the same
conclusion. My late stage puberty had sent my hormones into
overdrive, and it could be years before they autocorrected and
finally balanced out. There was a good chance I would be out of
college before my tits stopped leaking like a garden hose and a
slight breeze between my legs set off a wave of desire that would
take hours to subside if I didn’t take the time to touch myself. I
had grown used to my body’s odd way of dealing with puberty, and
liked how it enhanced my figure, but the drawbacks were still quite
annoying.

I headed out the door making a beeline for
the outside. But I stopped short at a notice board in the common
area of our dormitory. Dozens of flyers had been posted already,
ranging from used books to used instruments. Social clubs, parties
and notices for odd jobs took up a large amount of the corkboard.
And one flyer in particular had caught my eye. The garish pink of
the paper, with delicate black typeface curling and swooshing all
over drew me in. I skimmed the flyer once, becoming intrigued and
gave it a second pass, this time letting each word on the paper
sink in.

Do you want to be part of something big? Do
you want to make lifelong friends, improve your social circle and
be around likeminded people? Are you sick of living in a dorm room
smaller than your closet back home? Do you think you have what it
takes to be a Tau?

Three large Greek letters sat occupying the
middle of the flyer. I wasn’t sure what they were but the last line
of the flyer gave me a pretty good idea.

If you think you are Tau material then come
out for pledge week! Tau Iota Tau! The only sorority that
matters.

Tau Iota Tau. My mother had been part of a
sorority in college and she always had stories of wild parties,
sisterhood, and horny frat boys. They were quickly followed by
stories of how her wild nights had ended up causing my conception,
but I always tuned her out when she started to get too preachy. I
tore off a tag at the bottom of the flyer with the time and
location of the beginning of pledge week. I had spent my high
school years locked away in an all girls catholic school. Now that
I was in college, I was determined to live a little.




Chapter Three

 


It was two days later and I was standing on
the lawn of the Tau house looking up with half a dozen other girls
at the balcony of a beautifully crafted two story house that was
closer to a small mansion than it was a normal residence. The same
three Greek letters from the flyer were carved into the front door
as well as a large wooden sign that sat hanging from the balcony.
And on that balcony stood a girl only a few years older than I, but
who had all the confidence and presence that I wanted for
myself.

“Welcome to pledge week ladies,” the
girl on the balcony called down to us. “Today is the start of
something wonderful.”

She paused and threw her arms wide, gesturing
to the girls spread across the porch looking at us. They all wore
identical t-shirts with the sorority sign on them in pink
lettering.

“For us anyways. For you girls it’s the
start of your trial period. Hell week starts now ladies so step
forward and be chosen by a sponsor or get off my lawn. It’s your
choice. Make it a good one because it’s the last one you’ll be
making for the rest of the week.”

I looked to my left and right and saw the
hesitation in each of the girl’s faces next to me. No one wanted to
be the first to step forward and after looking at the girls
gathered on the stoop ready to pounce, I didn’t want to be the
first either. But as the seconds ticked by I knew someone had to be
the first and without even thinking, my feet carried me away from
the huddled mass of girls into the lonesome abyss between the
safety of the group behind me and the approaching horde in front of
me.

“We got a brave one Jenny!” called one
of the girls from the porch. “She barely even
hesitated.”

A different girl from the first stepped off
the porch and headed towards me. She stopped only a foot short from
where I was standing, and I found myself looking up at her. She was
quite a bit taller than I was, which was not really a surprise
since most people were. Her feral grin unnerved me, and I found
myself wishing could step back and lose myself in the frightened
group behind me.

“Name’s Amanda,” she said as she held
out her hand, “what’s yours?”

I extended my hand to meet hers. “I’m
Jamie.”

“Well Jamie, I’ll be your sponsor. It’s
not easy being the first girl forward, but being a Tau means that
sometimes you have too. Keep this up and you’ll be living in the
house in no time.”

I smiled at the thought of living in the
large house in front of me and was surprised by how nice Amanda
seemed. I thought for sure that I was going to be degraded and
belittled, but instead I got a handshake and a hello.

But the cordial attitude of Amanda wasn’t
just for my benefit. The girls behind me saw that the horror
stories of Hell Week might have been nothing but that; stories. One
by one they moved up to stand next to me.

Amanda pulled me out of line and towards the
house. The girls from the porch moved past me and I turned my head
in time to see that my treatment had been for show. Amanda had been
nice to me to put the others at ease. Now the sorority sisters had
descended on the line of girls shouting and tossing buckets of
water at the group. Other girls shook bags of flour haphazardly in
front of the soaked girls and as the flour clung to their damp
skin, it looked like the line of girls had been transformed into
ghosts melting in the rain.

“Smart move going first. Won’t win you
any points with the newbies but they aren’t the ones you need to
impress. I’m just surprised you turned on them so quickly. We
haven’t had a shark like you in years.”

I looked at Amanda in shock then turned my
attention back to the girls. I had no idea that this had been
planned or that this happened every year. I had no idea this was a
test of loyalty. The hesitation and fear I saw in the girls before
I stepped forward took on a new light now. They weren’t afraid of
hazing. They were afraid they were going to be the one singled out
for special treatment.

“I didn’t know!”

Amanda looked at me confused. “Didn’t know
what? The starting game?” She shook her head. “Jamie you came here
without even learning about pledge week?”

I just repeated myself. “I didn’t know.”




Chapter Four

 


Three days later and I stood shoulder to
shoulder with the other pledges, getting ready for a day of chores.
It was our job to clean the house from top to bottom in preparation
of the new pledge social tomorrow. The social was thrown by the Tau
and the Delta Iota Kappa house, a fraternity of party boys and
trust fund kids. The D.I.K.s and T.I.T.s party as it was known on
campus was supposed to be one of the premier parties of the year,
and it would be the first party that didn’t involve birthday cake I
had ever been to.

The last three days had been nothing but a
string of abuse and embarrassing situations for me and the rest of
the girls, but nothing was as bad as the dirty looks the other
pledges continually shot my way when the sisters weren’t looking.
The starting game had done its job and built up a lingering
animosity between me and the others which was far worse than
anything I had done so far during Hell Week.

My breasts began to ache as I scrubbed the
floorboards of the downstairs rec room. I knew it was only a matter
of time before I started leaking, but I had to wait for Amanda to
get back before I could get excused to go to the bathroom. My long
breaks in the restroom multiple times a day were not winning me any
points with the other girls. No one said anything, but I could tell
just by looking at everyone else that they thought I was hiding out
to escape work.

Amanda returned and I got cleared off to head
to the small bathroom down the hall. The door moved before I could
even touch the handle. Someone was already inside and was trying to
exit. I was surprised when the door swung open fully and the most
handsome man I had ever seen was standing in my way. He stood
taller than me in, decked out in a red Delta t-shirt and jeans. I
knew just looking at him that under his clothes was a perfectly
toned body.

He looked at me and I lost myself in his blue
eyes. My panties grew damp as he flashed me a smile and reached out
to touch my shoulder. Time seemed to slow down and I savored the
moment I had in his presence.

His fingers made contact against the skin of
my arm. He was talking but the sound of my own heartbeat within my
chest was deafening. I shook my head and refocused my attention on
his perfect lips. My nipples hardened as I heard his voice. It was
deep and smooth, the kind of voice you want to hear regardless of
what is actually being said. I was lost in a daydream when he
started snapping his fingers in front of my face.

“Hello? Earth to weird
girl.”

Weird girl? Ohh no that’s me!

“Ohh umm hi,” I managed to choke
out.

“Hi yourself. So I would really like to
exit the bathroom now.”

I stared at him. “Okay.”

He looked at me dumbstruck. “So this is the
part where you move to one side so I can get out. I’ve been asking
you to move since I opened the door.”

The realization that his touch on my arm was
not an intimate gesture, but a way to get me to move aside made me
feel like a complete idiot. I could feel my face grow hot and I
knew I must have looked as red as a cherry tomato.

“I’m sorry! I was daydreaming and I
didn’t mean to get in your way. I’m really sorry!”

A smile blossomed on his face and he began to
laugh. “Calm down. I remember Hell Week. Poor girls working you so
hard you don’t even know where you are.”

His hand slid away from my arm before
stopping halfway between the both of us, hand extended. “I’m
Mark.”

I grabbed his hand, noticing how much larger
his were than mine. “Jamie.”

He laid his other hand on top of mine,
sandwiching me between his own. His body warmth radiated through my
skin.

“Nice to meet you Jamie. I hope to see
you at the party tomorrow.”

I was dangerously close to drifting off into
a daydream again, but I stopped myself. I moved to the side to let
Mark pass. “Hope to see you too.”

He smiled at me once more then walked off to
the backyard where the Delta pledges were setting up. I closed the
bathroom door quickly behind me and made sure it was locked. Within
seconds I was naked from the waste up, massaging my breasts while
trying to ignore the growing need for attention emanating from
between my legs.

Images of Mark danced through my head as
streams of milk splattered into the sink. As I drained the built-up
milk from my tits, I couldn’t help but envision Mark’s mouth
wrapped around one of my nipples, slowing sucking out the warm
liquid from my tits. The thoughts lit a fire in me and I had to
stop squeezing my melons so I could free up a hand for more
pressing matters.

One hand drifted only slightly so I could
grasp the rounded tip of my nipple between my fingers and thumb,
rolling it in-between my grip before squeezing down and letting the
feeling shoot lightning bolts to my private parts. My other hand
was dipping under the waistband of my panties, searching for my
pink pleasure button hidden between my folds. When my fingers made
constant with my clit, I could see fireworks when I closed my eyes.
My hand turned into a blur as I touched myself to thoughts of Mark,
a man I had just met. But even though our conversation hadn’t meant
anything and Mark only showed a friendly, passing interest in me,
there was something about him that I couldn’t get out of my
head.

It didn’t take long for me to come. The hand
around my nipple dropped to grab the edge of the sink when the
orgasm hit me. My knees buckled and I was in serious danger of
falling over had I not caught myself in time. As it was, I was now
positioned perfectly to watch my face as I continued to rub myself,
trying to hold onto the intensely pleasurable feeling just a few
seconds longer. The sight of my face contorted in bliss was itself
a turn on, and my hand flew ever faster over my skin.

When the erotic feeling finally subsided, I
had to stop and catch my breath. It had only taken a few minutes
but the whole experience had made me exhausted. And before I could
leave the bathroom I had to finish up what I had originally came in
here for. It took another ten minutes to squeeze out enough milk
that I wouldn’t be in danger of leaking before it was time to
return to the dorms. When I returned to the group nearly thirty
minutes later, all eyes were on me and none of them were friendly.
Once again it looked like I was taking the easy road while the
other girls were left behind to suffer.




Chapter Five

 


In only an hour the party would start and I
was still stuck on what I should wear. I had already torn through
my closet twice, throwing clothes onto my bed, my floor, my desk
and every other surface in my small room. So far I had managed to
select a pair of panties and a comfortable bra, but the outfit
itself was simply not coming together.

I decided to take a little break to
calm my nerves and prep myself before the social. There was one
very important thing I needed to do before I left anyways. I headed
to my small bathroom and started to squeeze the milk from my tits
when I noticed a simple white camisole and a black skirt lying near
the door. It’ll do.

Twenty minutes later and I was out the door,
heading across campus to the sorority house. I quickened my pace
when I looked at my watch. Somehow I had taken far too long to get
ready and only had a few minutes to get to the party before I was
told to be there. I attempted to run, but the heeled shoes I picked
out and my large tits bouncing in the unsupportive bra worked
together in unison to make sure that I would maintain a much slower
pace than I needed to right now.

I arrived a few minutes late, upset with
myself that I hadn’t used utilized my time better. The pledges and
our sponsors were all waiting for me in the main hall.

“Thanks for deciding to show up Jamie,”
said Amanda, glowering at me.

“Sorry.” It was all I could think to
say.

Jennifer, the head sister of the house
stepped forward to address the pledges.

“Tonight is our first house party of
the semester. But don’t think that just because you are in the Tau
house at our party means you are Tau’s yourselves. You are still
pledges and that means that you cannot interact with any of the
members of the Delta house. If we catch any of you with a Delta you
will be out of the house and your time as a pledge will be over.
Understood?”

In unison we responded. “Yes Ma’am!”

Jenny dismissed us and the pledges and I
finished some last minute prep before the first party goers started
to arrive. Within an hour the party was in full swing. Red solo
cups and the smell of flat beer were in the air and I was in danger
of elbowing someone every time I turned around. I had never really
done anything socially with a boy, and I felt in over my head. If
it hadn’t been for my summer fling with Rob, I would still be a
virgin and completely clueless around the opposite sex. The
sheltered life that my mother had fostered kept me away from
experiences like this and I was beginning to see why she was so
adamant about it.

Everywhere I turned people had some type of
alcohol pressed to their lips. The music was loud and there was a
hazy smoke in the air that made me feel a bit lightheaded every
time I walked through a thick cloud of it. At some point a drink
had been pressed into my hand. I hadn’t even seen who had given it
to me before they melted back into the crowd. I sniffed the drink
and was surprised when a citrusy smell hit my nose. But when I took
a large gulp of the juice, I detected something else in my drink.
Someone had given me a screwdriver!

I looked at the drink in my hand, unsure of
what to do with it. I was only eighteen and I had never had a sip
of alcohol before. But as the vodka burned through me, it settled
into my body with soft warmth that made me feel good. I took
another sip of my drink and felt the same feeling wash over me.
Within the minute, my drink was gone and I was in search of
more.

I refilled my cup at one of the many kegs
spread throughout the party. I tried to mingle, but I didn’t know
anyone so I drifted lazily around the house, stopping only to take
a sip of my beer. I was three cups in and feeling fantastic when I
felt a hand land on my shoulder. My whole body tensed and I was
afraid that when I turned around I would be staring into the shiny
badge of a cop, or worse, the disapproving eyes of my parents.
Instead I found the soft blue eyes of Mark looking me up and
down.

“Fancy running into you here,” he said
while raising his cup towards mine.

I smiled with what I thought was a sexy come
hither look, but in reality only managed a drunken grin that left
me looking like I may have suffered a stroke. Luckily Mark had also
been drinking, so he didn’t seem to notice my stupid look.

“Good to see you again Mark. I was
beginning to think I wouldn’t see anyone here that I
knew.”

He laughed. “To be fair Jamie, we only met
yesterday. And all we really did was introduce ourselves to each
other. I think you could have managed that much with anyone
here.”

He had a point. But as I thought about the
night I realized I hadn’t wanted to meet new people. I was
stumbling from group to group with one intention in the back of my
head. I was looking for Mark without even knowing it. And as I
thought about our situation, something else popped into my head.
Shit!

“Mark I can’t talk to you right now! If
one of the other girls saw me I could get kicked out of the
house!”

“Well we can’t have that then. Tell you
what, why don’t I just get your number, and later we can go have
lunch or something.”

I was shocked. Mark was handsome and every
time he smiled my panties grew a little wetter. Now he wanted to
take me to lunch! I didn’t know what was happening or why, but I
liked it. I took Mark’s phone from his hand and entered my number.
I dialed the number to make sure I entered it correctly, and in my
pocket I felt my phone vibrate. When he took the phone back he
snapped a picture, saving me and my number for later. In moments he
had drifted back into the crowd, and I once again started my
aimless wandering, this time with my head full of dreams with
Mark.

Tonight was going wonderfully. I was leaning
over the banister on the second floor, watching people in the main
hall dancing to the music the DJ was putting out. The beer had
loosened me up and made me feel good all over. Mark had surprised
me with his interest and now that I had gotten used to the crowd
and the smells of such a big party, I was actually enjoying myself.
And that’s when I noticed I was leaking.

I didn’t know what to do. I could feel the
warmth of my milk spreading through the cotton layers of both cups
of my bra. When I reached up to touch my tits, the wetness had
already soaked through onto my shirt and was spreading! I had to
get out of here before someone noticed.

I tried to get outside but it was no use. I
couldn’t push through the crowds and I was afraid of drawing
attention to myself. With plan A out the window, I moved to plan B.
Plan B consisted of stumbling through the upstairs hallway looking
for an unoccupied room to hide in until I could come up with the
far superior plan C.

After two failed attempts at finding an empty
room, I managed to lock myself into the bedroom of one of the
sorority girls. I had no idea whose room I was in, but I didn’t
particularly care at this point. Right now I had to get my top off
before it got any wetter, and then I had to figure out a way out of
here without people noticing me.

I pulled my shirt off, leaving me in nothing
but a soaking wet bra that smelled faintly of milk. When I popped
that off as well, I was left sitting half naked on a stranger’s
bed. My breasts were throbbing. I wasn’t sure how it had happened,
but I had become engorged to the point it was painful. I hadn’t
hurt this bad since the first few days of lactating when I was
still new to the whole thing. This shouldn’t be happening!

Milk was dripping in a constant rhythm from
both of my nipples. I had to milk myself before I could do anything
else, but when I tried to squeeze the milk from my tits like I
always did, my touch was so painful that I wanted to cry. I didn’t
know what to do! I couldn’t touch my tits without feeling like
someone was stabbing me, but if I didn’t get the milk flowing I
knew from experience that the pain was only going to get worse.

Before I could make a decision on how to
proceed, I heard the door knob jiggle. I watched as it shook back
and forth while I prayed that I had indeed locked it. But when the
knob didn’t rotate and the door didn’t push open, I knew that I had
managed to secure the lock. I breathed a sigh of relief when the
knob quit shaking.

My relief was short-lived however. The knob
had quit shaking just long enough for me to hear a key being slid
into the lock on the other side of the door. With a metallic pop,
the lock disengaged and I watched in slow horror as the knob
rotated fully and the door began to push inwards on creaky hinges.
I reached for something to cover myself with, but came back with
nothing. As someone stepped into the room, I froze like a deer in
headlights.

“What the hell are you doing naked on
my bed?” asked Amanda.

If anyone was going to find me in such a
compromising position, I was glad it was Amanda. My sponsor and I
had spent a lot of time together over the past few days and
although she had been hard on me, she had also talked to me like a
friend when no one else was around.

“I can explain,” I said. “But you have
to promise not to tell anyone about this.”

Amanda just glared at me. “Talk first, then
we’ll see who I tell.”

“Please Amanda! Don’t tell anyone. I
have a problem right now and I need help!”

Her face softened as I pleaded. She shut the
door and moved in closer.

“What’s wrong Jamie?”

I moved my hands away from my breasts,
letting Amanda see my leaking tits. She jumped back like I was
contagious.

“What the fuck Jamie?! Is that milk?
How the hell are you leaking milk?” Amanda’s eyes were locked onto
my chest. I could feel the liquid still dripping from my nipples. I
must have been a sight.

“Remember when I told you I hit puberty
really late? Well the doctors think that caused a hormonal
imbalance. I’ve been lactating for about six months. But something
is wrong and I’m in a lot of pain and this shouldn’t be happening
right now!”

The worry and pain in my voice seemed to snap
Amanda from her trance. She looked up at me slowly. “Six months?
And this happens all the time?”

I shook my head. Tears were welling up in my
eyes as the pressure continued to grow in my breasts. “No. I milk
myself so this doesn’t happen when I’m out. That’s why I have to
disappear sometimes. This shouldn’t be happening. I’m in a lot of
pain and it hurts to touch myself. I drained myself before I came
to the party, I should have been good all night!”

Amanda stood in silence for a few minutes,
lost in thought. When she saw the red solo cup sitting on her
dresser though, I could see that she had an idea.

“Jamie were you drinking
tonight?”

“Yes. I’m sorry! I know I should have
but someone gave me a drink and it was really good so I had a few
more beers and then I came up here. Please don’t kick me
out!”

Amanda waved her hand through the air to get
my attention. “Shut up Jamie. I don’t care, it’s a party. But I
have a sister, a real sister, who has a little baby girl. She told
me once that the yeast in beer boosts your milk production. I think
you might have upped your game tonight on accident.”

“That makes sense then, but it still
doesn’t help. I need to get the milk out!”

“Well has this ever happened
before?”

I thought about it. “Once when it first
started happening. I’m engorged.”

“Well how did you fix the problem that
time?” asked Amanda.

How was I going to explain this one?
Truthfully I guess. “Please don’t judge me for what I’m about to
tell you. My step dad… he uhh… well he… sucked it out of me.”

Amanda’s face dropped at my statement. “He
did what?!”

“Sucked it out. He nursed and it didn’t
hurt and eventually I felt better.”

“So you’re telling me that your dad put
his lips to your tits and sucked milk out of them?”

“Step dad. But yes.”

“And that is the only way to get the
pain to go away?” she asked.

“The only way I can think of,” I
responded.

“Stay right here. I’ll be back in a few
minutes.” And with that Amanda was gone.

I sat on the bed cradling my sore breasts in
my hands. The pain was getting worse and I couldn’t hold back the
tears any longer. I needed release and I needed it now. I tried to
lay down on the soft bed, but every time I moved my tits would
throb in protest. I hoped Amanda would be back soon.

And seconds after I had that thought, the
door opened again. Amanda stepped in followed by Jenny.

“What’s she doing here?” I asked
panicking.

“I needed Jenny’s help. I didn’t know
what to do. But Jenny might have an idea. It might work out for
everyone.”

Jenny stepped forward. “Amanda seems to like
you but I know the other pledges don’t. That could be a big problem
down the road unless we fix it now. I might have a solution to both
your problem now and the issues you are having with the other
girls. Interested?”

I nodded. I was beyond talking at this point,
instead concentrating on trying not to cry loudly from the
pain.

“Good. Outside the door are the five
other pledges. I think to get you all to bond, they should come in
and suck you dry. They’ll see why you’ve been disappearing, you’ll
get release and you’ll both bond from the experience. On top of it,
whoever participates gets made a Tau on the spot.
Agreed?”

I wouldn’t have cared if her plan was to
simply chop off my tits at this point. Anything sounded good right
now. I nodded enthusiastically.

Amanda opened the door and the five other
girls piled into the room. The door shut again. The room was quiet
except for my whimpering on the bed. Jenny must have explained the
situation to the girls before she had even asked me if it was okay
because there were no directions given before the first girl
stepped up and dropped to her knees in front of me.

I looked down at her, happy that she was
here. She looked confused and out of place so I guided her towards
my leaking nipple. With my hand behind her head I pressed her ruby
red lips against my tit and held her there until I felt the
familiar feeling of suction. Immediately I noticed a decrease in
pain from the breast she was drinking from. But my other side was
jealous, throbbing even harder in protest.

I waved the next girl in line forward as
well, watching as she dropped on her knees next to the first. With
my other hand, I ran it over her silky smooth hair and pushed her
to my breast as well. I closed my eyes and let the feeling of the
two girls on my tits wash over me. The throbbing was gone and
although I still ached, this was a huge improvement over a few
minutes ago. I could hear the two girls breathing and they drank
from me, soft little inhalations through their noses pressed
against my chest.

When I opened my eyes and looked down I found
myself enthralled by what I saw. The girl on my left, Becky, with
her light blonde hair and angular face looked out of place pressed
against me, but her eyes were closed and her face was soft and
relaxed. She looked at peace with everything as she suckled slowly
on me.

In contrast, the girl on my right, Amy, with
her dark hair and furrowed brow looked angry at the whole
situation. Her dark brown eyes looked up at me and I could see it
in her gaze that she wasn’t happy about being forced to her knees
in front of me. I moved my hand from behind her head, letting her
pop free from my tit. She stood up quickly, wiping her mouth and
storming form the room. I looked down at Becky and was happy to see
that she hadn’t even seemed to notice Amy had left in a huff. I ran
my hand through her hair as she continued to suck.

Madison stepped forward next, looking
slightly scared. Her puppy dog eyes looked at me as if pleading.
Begging me to stop this from happening. But this was her choice not
mine and she continued forward slowly, dropping to her knees once
she was close enough. Like the others, I pressed her head against
my chest until she latched. And once she did, I saw the same look
of serenity that Becky wore pass over her face. The two girls
dutifully sucked in tandem, lost in the moment.

I looked at the last two girls, Allison and
Nicole, who were waiting patiently for their turn. Next to those
two, Amanda stood watching with a curious eye. And in the corner, I
noticed Jenny taking it all in, her hand disappearing under the
waistband of her skirt. I was glad someone was enjoying this as
much as I was.

The painful fullness that had been crippling
me had finally subsided. While I knew there was still plenty of
milk left in me, the girls were no longer needed. And yet they felt
so good on my tits. Allison and Nicole hadn’t gotten their turn yet
either. The deal had been for anyone participating to become a
sister immediately. If I didn’t let those two drink from me, they
might get denied entry into the house.

I tapped Becky and Madison gently on the back
of their heads. They seemed to understand and both girls pulled
away from me, Becky unlatching with a loud popping sound as I slid
from her mouth. Becky looked especially happy as she stood up and
left the room. It made me feel good that I had touched someone so
deeply on a personal level. If there weren’t four other women still
in the room with me, I had no doubt my hand would be pressed
against my crotch just like Jenny’s was earlier.

I waved Allison and Nicole over and they both
positioned themselves on the floor in front of me. Seeing both
girls staring up at me from the floor made me wet in a way I would
have never guessed. Just a few hours ago both of them had looked
down upon me for being a few minutes late. Both talked about me
behind my back and sneered at me when they thought I couldn’t see
them. But now they were looking up at me with admiration, waiting
for guidance. I smiled and pulled them both in close, holding them
in place until I felt their pouty lips make a seal around my fleshy
tips. I sighed as their mouths filled with my milk.

By the time I was dry, both girls had drunk
enough from me to be full for the rest of the night. Jenny had
managed to rub herself to completion if her face was anything to go
by and Amanda still stood watching everything like she was going to
write a documentary about it later. And even though I did nothing
except sit on the bed while my peers methodically drained me dry, I
felt exhausted. As soon as the two girls unlatched, I fell
backwards against the soft mattress.




Chapter Six

 


Even though I was tired, I couldn’t help but
feel unfulfilled. My clit throbbed and my pussy protested at the
lack of attention. While my tits had been serviced expertly, my
lady bits hadn’t been touched at all and I knew I needed something
more than my dainty fingers to get off tonight.

“Jenny? I’m a sister now right?” I
asked.

“Yep. You and all the other girls as of
right now are all full sisters of the Tau Iota Tau sorority. We’ll
have the formal ceremonies in a few days, but you can move into the
house as soon as you are ready.”

I wicked grin spread across my face. “So the
Delta boys are fair game now right?”

“I guess so. I think I know where
you’re going with this. Put your shirt on and I’ll show you to your
new room.”

I dressed quickly and hurried down the hall
behind Jenny. She opened the door to a room only a few doors down
from Amanda’s. There were no sheets on the four post bed and the
walls were bare except for the hand painted sorority name I assumed
was on all the bedroom walls, but it was mine. Jenny left the room
and I collapsed on my new bed. I pulled out my phone and dialed
Mark.

“Hello? Jamie?”

“Mark? I need you to come upstairs.
Sixth door on the left in the right hallway. Hurry up.”

“On my way!”

Mark must have run the entire way through the
house because my door opened in what only felt like seconds. And
standing in the doorway cutting a most dashing figure stood Mark,
with that heartwarming smile that drew me to him like a moth to a
flame.

“I thought you weren’t allowed to see
me tonight,” said Mark.

I motioned for him to hop onto the bed with
me. “That was when I was a pledge. I was just became a sister so
you are fair game now.”

“Lucky me.”

I pulled his shirt over his head and
ran my hands across his flat abs. He slipped my shirt likewise up
and over my head. His hands moved quickly to pop the
clasp of the bra holding back my tits. With my chest free of the
bra, Mark began kissing his way down to my nipples. His tongue
traced its way around the large pink disks before his mouth
enclosed on the protruding tit. He sucked gently on my left tit
before moving to the right. I was worried Mark might get a milky
surprise, but the girls had done a good job. I was completely dry
for now. With a free hand he cupped my left breast entirely and
rubbed my tiny pink tip against the palm of his hand. But Mark
didn’t delay long on my breasts. And after earlier, I didn’t want
him to.

Soon his hands were tugging on the waistband
of my thong. It wasn’t long until my underwear was down around my
ankles and Mark pushed me onto my back. He fell on top of me and
his naked body pressed against mine. I could feel his erection
searching for a hole to fill. He pushed my legs wide apart and ran
his finger down the crease of my pussy before thrusting his rock
hard dick deep into me.

I had only been with one other man in my
life, and I didn’t know that one man between my legs could feel so
different from another. Mark’s cock was firmer than Rob’s, and
while Rob seemed a little more practiced in how to use his dick to
bring me to come, Mark was full of youthful energy that Rob no
longer had.

He pushed in and out of me with such speed
that had I not been so wet, I’m sure would have started a friction
fire. And every time Mark slid his shaft back and forth, I could
see his muscles flex. I had already been spun up from earlier, but
seeing Mark’s body tense and dance while he drilled me did more for
my orgasm than his constant slamming into my G spot.

It didn’t take long for me to come. I could
feel the erotic energies collecting and building within me, finally
bursting free from the constant assault from Mark’s cock. My
stomach muscles tightened and I held my breath involuntarily. My
toes searched for sheets to try and grab onto, but instead slid
freely against the slick material of the mattress. And finally when
I couldn’t hold my breath any longer, a moan escaped from my lips,
causing Mark to ram himself into me even harder.

The repeated motions of his hips kept my fire
stoked for longer than it would have naturally. My nails dug into
his back, which again only increased his tempo. It was almost
maddening how hard and fast he was pushing into me. If this
continued, I was sure something on one of us was going to break,
but at the same time I wanted to see if he could go even
faster.

“Harder Mark. Give me
everything!”

And so he did. I didn’t think it was
possible, but with a shift of his hips, and his strong hands under
my ass, I felt my ass rise from the mattress, arcing my body on the
bed. And in this new position Mark seemed to have even more
leverage to thrust himself into me. I wasn’t sure what was going to
give out first. My back, my pussy or his cock. And just before I
thought I couldn’t take it anymore, I felt Mark swell within me.
His hips bucked against my own and his cock bobbed inside of me
while growing and shrinking in rhythm.

I felt his seed as he came within me, but I
was too happy to care are the consequences. My entire night was my
mother’s worst nightmare, but I had to admit I had never felt
better than I did right now. And as we both slumped back to the
mattress, with hints of sex glistening on both our bodies, I
couldn’t stop smiling. Mark spooned me from behind and I relished
the feeling of our naked bodies pressed together while not
expecting anything in return.

If this was what I could expect every
weekend, I think I’m going to like college.
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