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Chapter Four




Caitlyn’s heart raced as Brittany pulled into one of the parking spots at her dorm. She pulled her ID and keys out of her pocket, ready to get inside as soon as possible. Her core ached, and her pussy throbbed, and she could feel her wetness soaking into her panties.

Before they could even get out of the car, Brittany took hold of Caitlyn’s hair, kissing her again. Caitlyn’s body immediately responded to her touch, and her hands flew to Brittany’s shoulders, tentatively sliding them beneath her shirt to feel her skin.

“I want you…” Caitlyn whimpered, and Brittany’s eyes flashed.

“Open your legs,” she commanded, and Caitlyn immediately parted them, gasping as Brittany cupped her pussy through her jeans.

Caitlyn arched her hips into Brittany’s palm, delighted at the friction, and she whimpered as Brittany withdrew, looking across at her with a wary gaze. Caitlyn’s brow furrowed in concern as she waited for Brittany to speak.

“We don’t have to do this, you know,” Brittany sounded vulnerable as she said the words, almost as if she couldn’t believe what was happening between them.

Caitlyn understood. She could hardly believe it herself.

“I want to,” Caitlyn urged, tracing patterns onto Brittany’s skin with her fingertips.

Brittany released a shaky sigh, and her eyes fluttered closed. Caitlyn’s stomach fluttered, seeing how much she affected her. She could feel her pulse throbbing in her throat, and all of her senses seemed heightened.

“Alright then,” Brittany resumed her usual confidence and took the keys out of the ignition. “Let’s go.”

Caitlyn eagerly opened the door and got out of the car, keys still in hand. Brittany locked the car behind them and sidled up to Caitlyn, wrapping her arm around her waist as they walked. Brittany’s mere proximity was enough to make her tremble, and she worried her knees would buckle before they even made it inside.

Caitlyn swiped them in through the front door, and they kept a brisk pace through the halls of the dorm until finally, they arrived at her room. Caitlyn hurriedly slipped the key into the lock and opened the door, breathing a sigh of relief as Brittany stepped inside. She shut the door behind them, and her stomach clenched with nerves as she turned to face Brittany.

The air seemed fragile, as if at any moment the atmosphere could be shattered with a wrong word or move. Caitlyn barely breathed as she watched Brittany step into the room, heading toward her bed.

Caitlyn stood, leaning back against the door for support, and waited as Brittany regarded her from beside the bed. Caitlyn watched as Brittany took her keys and phone out of her pockets, setting them down on the small desk. Caitlyn took a deep breath to steady herself, then followed suit, setting her own phone and keys beside them.

Caitlyn was ready to dissolve. She was so turned on in the car, but now her anxiety had risen to the forefront. What if she couldn’t follow through with it? What if she pushed Brittany away like she had earlier in the day?

“Caitlyn,” Brittany’s voice called her out of her thoughts, and her jaw tightened. “Come lie down on the bed.”

Caitlyn swallowed, nodding as she complied. She toed her shoes off, then stretched out along her bed, her eyes locked on Brittany the whole time. Brittany took off her shoes as well, then sat cross-legged at the end of the bed, facing up at her. Caitlyn stiffened, expecting Brittany to touch her, but she seemed content, at least for the moment, to keep her hands to herself.

When Brittany did finally touch Caitlyn, it was only to rest a hand on her ankle. Even that subtle touch sent chills down Caitlyn’s spine. Again, she was afraid to speak, or move, lest she somehow dispel the trance they both seemed to be under.

“Are you nervous?” Brittany asked, her voice a whisper.

Caitlyn nodded, biting her lip as Brittany traced her thumb over her skin. It felt electric.

“Don’t worry, sweet girl,” Brittany’s voice was soft and her eyes tender. “We’re going to take everything nice and slow.”

Caitlyn nodded stiffly, still unable to find her voice as Brittany shifted further onto the bed. Caitlyn’s stomach clenched as Brittany got onto her hands and knees, hovering over her. Brittany dipped her head and pressed her lips to Caitlyn’s in a soft kiss, and Caitlyn released a whimpering moan as her pussy fluttered.

Brittany pulled back to look down at Caitlyn, her eyes flitting over her face, searching her expression.

“Are you sure you want this?” Brittany’s voice was high and husky, brimming with uncertainty.

Caitlyn’s breath came in soft pants. She was already burning with arousal again, and she could feel the heat coming off Brittany’s body as it lingered so close to her own.

“Yes…” Caitlyn whispered, and Brittany’s eyes flashed as she kissed her again. This time the kiss was deeper, and Caitlyn whimpered as Brittany’s tongue caressed her own.

Caitlyn’s hips rocked of their own accord, and she whined into Brittany’s mouth, desperate for more friction than the seam of her jeans could provide. Brittany nipped Caitlyn’s bottom lip as she pulled back to kneel atop Caitlyn’s thighs.

Caitlyn’s eyes widened as Brittany took up the hem of her shirt, slowly raising it to expose her skin. Brittany slowly revealed a cream-colored lace bra, and Caitlyn’s mouth went dry to see the outline of her nipples through the sheer material. Caitlyn itched to touch them, and she tentatively reached out to press her palms against Brittany’s thighs.

Brittany let out a shuddering breath as Caitlyn touched her, and Caitlyn’s breath caught in her throat. Her head spun, and again she couldn’t help but arch her hips, moaning softly as she felt Brittany’s weight on top of her.

“Easy…” Brittany said, though Caitlyn thought it was likely to herself.

Caitlyn nodded, making an effort to keep still. Brittany’s hands moved to Caitlyn’s shirt, and she inched the material upwards, slowly exposing Caitlyn’s bellybutton. Brittany stopped, then, and her eyes flicked up.

“Do you want me to take it off?” Brittany asked in a whisper, lowering her body and pressing a kiss to the sliver of Caitlyn’s exposed skin.

“Please…” Caitlyn choked, her nerve endings on fire.

“Sit up,” Brittany instructed, and Caitlyn did, raising her arms up over her head so that Brittany could remove her shirt. Caitlyn shivered as her skin was exposed, and she gasped softly as her nipples hardened.

Brittany tossed the shirt onto the floor and looked down at Caitlyn’s body. In their current position, Brittany was all but sitting in Caitlyn’s lap, her breasts only inches from her face. Caitlyn’s mouth watered, and she was unable to take her eyes off of them. Overcome with need, Caitlyn leaned forward and kissed Brittany’s nipple through her bra.

Brittany gasped, and Caitlyn’s skin tingled at the sound. Feeling braver, Caitlyn wrapped her hands around Brittany’s back, holding her close and enjoying her warmth as she kissed her breasts.

“Oh, God…” Brittany’s voice shook, and she buried her hands in Caitlyn’s hair.

Caitlyn felt breathless. The scent and warmth of Brittany’s skin were intoxicating, and she could feel her hard nipples pressing against the lace of her bra. She needed to taste her. Caitlyn ran her hands up Brittany’s back, finding the latch of her bra.

Caitlyn looked up at Brittany, shivering as her eyes blazed down at her. Time seemed to stand still as their eyes locked, breathlessly sharing the moment.

“Take it off…” Brittany urged before Caitlyn could even ask, and she was all too happy to comply.

Caitlyn made short work of the latch, and she leaned back to guide the straps down her shoulders, finally exposing Brittany’s gorgeous breasts. Caitlyn’s breath caught at the sight of them, and she was helpless to control herself as she leaned forward again, sucking a nipple into her mouth and laving her tongue over the tip.

“Caitlyn…” Brittany’s voice broke, and Caitlyn moaned at the desperate sound.

Caitlyn could hardly believe what was happening. She never would have guessed she could be so enamored with another woman, much less worshipping her breasts with her mouth. Caitlyn’s scalp burned as Brittany’s hold tightened in her hair, but she persisted, only abandoning one nipple in favor of the other.

Caitlyn moved her hands to Brittany’s waist, pressing her down against her hips as she achingly rolled against them. Caitlyn circled Brittany’s nipple with her tongue, and Brittany’s back arched.

Caitlyn moaned against Brittany’s skin, and her hands dragged lower, her fingers slipping beneath the waistband of her jeans. Brittany released a harsh growl, and Caitlyn gasped as she yanked her head back. Brittany’s eyes were wild as she panted down at Caitlyn, whose stomach flipped.

“Lie down,” Brittany bit out, releasing Caitlyn’s hair.

Caitlyn obeyed, running her hands down Brittany’s thighs as she leaned back. Brittany lowered herself over Caitlyn’s body, pressing kisses to her stomach and over her bra. Caitlyn squirmed and moaned beneath her, digging her nails into Brittany’s knees as she dipped her tongue into her navel.

“Take your bra off,” Brittany uttered, then returned her mouth to Caitlyn’s ribs, kissing and nibbling.

Caitlyn arched her back to access the latch of her bra, fumbling with it in her haste to get it off. Finally, it came undone, and she jerked the straps down her arms, flinging it onto the floor. Caitlyn felt suddenly self-conscious, but one look at Brittany’s fierce eyes and parted lips banished her insecurities.

Brittany wasted no time palming Caitlyn’s breasts, and she groaned at the deep, rolling pleasure that coursed through her body. Tears sprang to her eyes at the rawness of the sensation, and she whimpered, bucking her hips against Brittany’s weight.

“That feels so good…” Caitlyn panted, moving her hands to Brittany’s hips, trying to press them down harder against her own.

Brittany hummed her acknowledgment and shifted her hands, circling Caitlyn’s nipples with her thumbs. The touch sent a jolt of arousal straight to Caitlyn’s pussy, and she let out a ragged moan, arching her back off the bed.

“Do you like that?” Brittany’s voice was husky as she continued teasing Caitlyn’s nipples.

“Yes, yes, yes…” Caitlyn’s voice hitched, and she moved her hands from Brittany’s hips to her breasts, mimicking her teasing.

“Fuck…” Brittany cursed, and Caitlyn moved her thumbs faster, flickering them over the very tips of the other girl’s nipples.

Brittany suddenly stopped and took hold of Caitlyn’s wrists, pinning them to either side of her head. Brittany dropped her head to Caitlyn’s breasts, and Caitlyn moaned as she sucked and nipped at her tiny buds. Caitlyn shook and arched her back into Brittany’s mouth, her core aching at its wet heat.

“Oh, oh…” Caitlyn whimpered, her brow furrowing with the force of her pleasure.

Brittany released a soft growl, then kissed and bit a line up from Caitlyn’s breast to her neck. Caitlyn shuddered and bucked as Brittany sank her teeth into her sensitive flesh, tightening her hands into fists.

Caitlyn could hear Brittany’s ragged breathing as she kissed along her jaw, finally arriving at her lips to sear her with a scorching kiss. Caitlyn was beyond herself, and she shoved her tongue into Brittany’s mouth. Brittany moaned, and Caitlyn whined, twisting her wrists with Brittany’s grasp, aching to feel her soft, warm skin.

Caitlyn pulled back from the kiss, her eyes wide as she pleaded up at Brittany.

“I want to touch you…” Caitlyn pleaded breathlessly, and Brittany’s eyes grew dark.

“Where?” Brittany nuzzled her face against Caitlyn’s, whispering in her ear.

“Everywhere…” Caitlyn was breathless, and she writhed as Brittany sucked her earlobe.

In the next instant, Brittany released Caitlyn’s wrists. Caitlyn wasted no time, sliding her hands into Brittany’s jeans and beneath her panties to grip her ass.

“Caitlyn!” Brittany gasped, shooting upright to look down at her, taken aback by her boldness.

“I’m sorry…” Caitlyn offered, still massaging Brittany’s firm ass. “Can we please take our pants off?”

“Not yet…” Brittany took hold of Caitlyn’s wrists again, pulling them up to her waist.

Caitlyn was going to protest, but Brittany laid down on top of her. The warm weight of her body and the softness of her breasts made Caitlyn gasp, and her arms instinctively entwined around Brittany’s back. Caitlyn moaned as she arched her body against Brittany’s, delighting in the friction as their breasts rubbed together.

“Brittany…” Caitlyn moaned, nuzzling her face into Brittany’s neck, raining soft kisses along her throat.

Caitlyn could feel Brittany’s muscles shaking, and she soothed her hands up and down her back even as she panted herself. Caitlyn could tell she was holding onto herself control by a thread, and she was grateful. Even so, her own lust was coming to a head, and her hips insistently rolled up against Brittany’s.

Brittany lifted herself up on her elbows and once again kissed Caitlyn, biting at her lips until she whimpered and squirmed. Caitlyn, however, was much more interested in Brittany’s hand as it trailed down from her sternum, over her navel, then finally arrived at the button of her jeans.

Caitlyn’s head fell back as she moaned, excitement tugging at her core as Brittany lowered her zipper. Brittany teased her pussy through the material of her panties, and Caitlyn shook.

“Please…” Caitlyn moaned, her hips helplessly arching into Brittany’s touch, desperate for more. “Can we take them off now?”

Brittany laughed, and Caitlyn whined as she took her hand away from her desperate sex.

“Yes,” Brittany nodded, her hand moving to undo her own jeans as she dismounted Caitlyn’s thighs.

Caitlyn watched, wide-eyed, as Brittany slowly lowered her jeans down her legs, revealing their muscled length. Caitlyn gasped at the round firmness of her ass, and her mouth dried up as Brittany turned to reveal her clean-shaven mound.

Caitlyn shoved her own jeans and panties down her thighs and past her knees, awkwardly kicking them off onto the floor. Brittany’s eyes darkened, and Caitlyn felt a moment of insecurity, covering the curls at the apex of her thighs with her hands.

“Move those hands…” Brittany growled. “Or I will tie them to the headboard.”

Caitlyn’s stomach flipped at the threat, and she obeyed, burying her hands in the sheets instead. Brittany once again crawled onto the end of the bed, this time parting Caitlyn’s legs so she could kneel between them. Caitlyn blushed to be so exposed, and she shivered as Brittany laid out her thighs atop hers, relishing the warmth of her smooth skin.

Brittany’s eyes were glued between Caitlyn’s legs, and she blushed under her scrutiny. Brittany’s hands soothed softly up and down Caitlyn’s inner thighs, sending tingles of pleasure to her pussy. Caitlyn whined and tilted her hips up, hoping Brittany would accept the physical invitation to touch her.

“You’re glistening…” Brittany whispered, her tone worshipful.

Caitlyn’s ears burned at the praise, but she ached to feel Brittany’s hands on her aching sex.

“Will you please touch me again?” Caitlyn begged, running her palms up and down Brittany’s thighs beneath her own. “Please?”

“Of course, I will…” Brittany hummed, and Caitlyn jerked as Brittany dragged her thumb between her soaked folds, then circled her clit.

“Oh my god!” Caitlyn gasped sharply, her hips frantic as they bucked against Brittany’s thumb. The pleasure was sharp and intense, and her whole body shook.

As Brittany’s thumb massaged her clit, Caitlyn felt the fingers of her other hand move lower to the entrance of her pussy. Caitlyn moaned as Brittany circled the tight hole with her fingertip and gasped as she lightly pressed against the ring of muscle. Caitlyn bit her lip as she looked up at Brittany, fear curling in her stomach.

“We don’t have to do this right now,” Brittany assured her, moving her hand away from Caitlyn’s pussy to soothe it up and down her thigh.

Caitlyn was vaguely relieved but also disappointed. She was glad Brittany wasn’t forcing her, but a part of her wondered if that was what she needed.

“Does it hurt?” Caitlyn’s lip trembled.

“It might,” Brittany answered honestly.

Brittany’s thumb was still working her clit, and Caitlyn moaned. As apprehensive as she was, she could feel her pussy convulsing, desperate for something to milk. Caitlyn looked back up at Brittany, then down at her slender fingers. Surely, they wouldn’t stretch her too much…

“I want you…” Caitlyn dug her nails into Brittany’s knees. “I want you to do it…”

Brittany’s jaw clenched, and Caitlyn felt her hips buck.

“Are you sure?” Brittany’s voice was husky, and Caitlyn could feel the lust pouring off her in waves.

“Yes…” Caitlyn nodded, feeling another jolt of fear as Brittany placed her hand once more between her legs. “Just, please, be gentle…”

“I promise,” Brittany assured her. “But there’s something else I want to do first. Sit up a little bit…”

Caitlyn allowed Brittany to push her up on the bed so that she was half-supported by the bed frame, leaving enough room for Brittany to fully settle between her thighs. Brittany kissed her way from Caitlyn’s knee all the way up her inner thigh. Before she reached Caitlyn’s pussy, though, she stopped short.

“I want to taste you, Caitlyn…” Brittany breathed, nuzzling her face into Caitlyn’s mound.

Caitlyn’s face burned at the idea of Brittany’s mouth on her pussy, and her clit twitched. Brittany slid her hands up Caitlyn’s ribs, then massaged her breasts again. Caitlyn’s hips nearly arched into Brittany’s mouth of their own accord.

“I just want to make you feel good…” Brittany breathed, and Caitlyn could hear the urgency in her tone. “Let me use my tongue on you…”

Caitlyn’s body shuddered at Brittany’s words and at the feeling of her breath over her aching sex. Caitlyn vividly remembered how Brittany’s mouth felt when they kissed, and her head spun at the thought of that hot wetness against her sex.

“O-okay…” Caitlyn conceded, and Brittany’s eyes flashed from between her legs.

“Yeah?” Brittany raised her brows, and Caitlyn nodded through a shaky breath. “Here, hold my hands…”

Brittany released Caitlyn’s breasts and entwined them with her fingers instead. Caitlyn squeezed them tight, her heart racing as she anticipated what was about to happen.

Caitlyn’s hips jerked as Brittany laid feather-light kisses upon her mound, then steadily moved lower, her lips brushing against Caitlyn’s folds. Caitlyn whined and squirmed at the light, teasing sensation, and her core burned.

“Brittany…” Caitlyn whimpered, and Brittany paused to look up at her. Caitlyn shivered at the wetness that already glistened on her lips.

“More?” Brittany asked, and her hands tightened around Caitlyn’s.

“Please…” Caitlyn nodded, flexing her hips toward Brittany’s mouth.

Brittany hummed and dipped her head, this time laving at Caitlyn’s swollen sex with her tongue. Caitlyn gasped as the long, slow strokes made her shiver, and she resisted the urge to close her legs to escape the teasing sensation.

“Please, please…” Caitlyn panted, tilting her head back as Brittany warmed her up.

“More?” Brittany asked between strokes of her tongue, her voice ragged.

“Yes!” Caitlyn nodded frantically, desperately humping against Brittany’s tongue.

Brittany released Caitlyn’s hands, taking hold of her hips instead to keep them still. Caitlyn’s hands moved up her stomach to caress her breasts, moaning as she tweaked and twisted her nipples.

The pleasure she wrought from her breasts, though, was nothing compared to the feeling of Brittany’s tongue as she swirled it around her clit. Caitlyn’s breath caught in her throat, and her hips surged in vain against Brittany’s hold as she circled her swollen bud.

Brittany’s tongue was hot, soft, and wet, and ecstasy coursed through Caitlyn’s blood. Brittany moved closer, wrapping her lips around Caitlyn’s clit, gently pulling blood into the nerve as she suckled it, flicking her tongue against its tip.

Caitlyn felt electricity crackling in her core, and panic rose in her chest as she felt the sharp tug, so similar to the protests of her bladder.

“Brittany, Brittany…” Caitlyn tentatively curled her hands into Brittany’s hair as her voice hitched. “Too much, p-please…”

Brittany released Caitlyn’s clit, offering it a last slow circle with her tongue. Caitlyn expected her to pull back up, but she didn’t, moving lower to the entrance of her pussy instead. Caitlyn trembled as Brittany circled the tight ring of muscle with her tongue, and Brittany pulled back, meeting Caitlyn’s frantic gaze.

“I want to fuck you with my tongue,” Brittany panted, and Caitlyn’s throat closed as she imagined how it would feel. “Just a little bit… just to warm you up…”

Brittany loosened her grip on Caitlyn’s hips, lightly circling her pelvic bones with her hips as she waited for permission. Brittany pressed soft kisses along Caitlyn’s inner thighs, sending tingles straight to her core.

“Okay…” Caitlyn nodded despite her apprehension.

“I promise to be gentle,” Brittany whispered, again kissing Caitlyn’s thigh. “Just tell me if you need me to stop, okay?”

Caitlyn nodded, trying to steady her breathing as Brittany lowered her head again. Caitlyn felt Brittany’s tongue against her clit, and she shivered, then felt it move lower, again teasing at her ring.

Caitlyn took her hands out of Brittany’s hair, burying them in her bedsheets as her muscles stiffened. Brittany’s tongue lapped up Caitlyn’s wetness, and she felt her moan against her pussy.

“You taste so good…” Brittany murmured, nuzzling her face against Caitlyn’s folds.

Caitlyn’s mind swam in a haze of pleasure and anxiety, but she trembled at Brittany’s words. Still overcome with lust, she couldn’t help but arch her hips and spread her thighs, giving Brittany more access.

Caitlyn’s pussy fluttered as Brittany set her tongue against its entrance and stiffened it, pressing the tip inside. Caitlyn bit her lip at the soft stretch, and she tightened her hold in the sheets as Brittany pressed forward, then back, softly and shallowly fucking her with her tongue.

The pleasure was delicate and subtle, and Caitlyn’s body shook. She whimpered as her hips began to rock of their own accord, and she felt Brittany moan again, the vibrations sending yet more pleasure through her pussy. Brittany pressed further with her tongue, and Caitlyn gasped at the slight twinge of pain.

Brittany withdrew her tongue from Caitlyn’s pussy and kissed it softly, then moved back up to her clit, gently licking and sucking it. Caitlyn looked down between her legs to see Brittany looking back up at her, seeming eager to read her expression.

Brittany shifted and started kissing her way up Caitlyn’s body, raising goosebumps along her skin. Brittany suckled each of Caitlyn’s nipples on her way up, and she arched her back off the bed into her mouth.

Brittany settled down beside Caitlyn, pressing into her body and pulling her close. Caitlyn struggled to catch her breath, and she nuzzled her face into Brittany’s hair. Her pussy still tingled between her legs, and she distractedly rubbed her thighs together in an attempt to ease her need.

“Are you okay?” Brittany kissed Caitlyn’s jaw as she murmured.

Caitlyn could only nod, and Brittany gave a satisfied hum as she turned on to her side. Caitlyn shivered as Brittany ran her nails from her sternum to her navel, and she gazed up at her, in awe of the things she made her feel.

Brittany leaned down, and Caitlyn shuddered at the taste of her own arousal as they kissed. Again, her hips surged upward, and Brittany laughed into her mouth.

“Spread your legs…” Brittany whispered the command, and Caitlyn obeyed, slipping one of her thighs between Brittany’s.

Brittany trailed her hand down further, tracing her nails down Caitlyn’s abdomen, twirling through the curls on her mound before stroking her clit. Caitlyn moaned, her back arching off the bed.

“Brittany…” Caitlyn panted, looking up at Brittany with frantic eyes.

“Does it feel good?” Brittany leaned down to nuzzle her face.

“Yes…” Caitlyn’s voice broke around the word.

Brittany hummed and arched her hips against Caitlyn’s thigh. Caitlyn’s head spun at the feeling of her wetness.

“Do you still want me inside of you?” Brittany’s voice was crisper, more insistent as her fingers moved lower, teasing her entrance.

Caitlyn’s pussy clenched, seeming to answer the question for her.

“Yes…” Caitlyn nodded, eagerly tilting up her hips. “Please?”

Brittany smiled with a soft sigh that made Caitlyn’s stomach flutter.

“Kiss me…” Brittany’s eyes smoldered, and Caitlyn turned her head, more than happy to do so.

Brittany’s tongue filled Caitlyn’s mouth even as her finger slid into her pussy. Caitlyn gasped. Brittany’s finger was much more substantial than her tongue, but it slid deliciously against her inner walls. Brittany slowly drew it out, then reentered her, setting a slow, gentle rhythm.

Brittany pulled back from their kiss, searching Caitlyn’s face.

“Are you alright?” Brittany’s brows furrowed in concern, holding her finger still.

“Don’t stop…” Caitlyn panted, rocking her hips against Brittany’s hand.

Brittany’s brows rose, and she seemed surprised but continued her steady motion. Pleasure swirled in Caitlyn’s core, and she bit her lip as her face contorted with her frustration. Caitlyn heard Brittany’s laugh, and the sound made her face burn.

“What is it you need, sweet girl?” Brittany stroked Caitlyn’s hair with her free hand.

“I don’t know…” Caitlyn whined, still bucking her hips into Brittany’s hand.

“You need me to go faster?” Brittany suggested, and Caitlyn whimpered as she nodded.

Brittany obliged, and Caitlyn moaned as she fucked her more fervently. Caitlyn could feel her pussy fluttering around Brittany’s finger, and her head spun. When Brittany pressed her thumb against her clit, too, she cried out, the sudden pressure pushing her toward an orgasm.

“S-stop!” Caitlyn begged, and Brittany relented with a soft chuckle.

“Too close?” Brittany asked, and Caitlyn nodded, burying her face in Brittany’s chest. “It’s okay, you’re alright…”

Caitlyn took several deep breaths, letting her heart rate settle as the fire in her pussy subsided into a low burn. She whimpered, still incredibly turned on. Caitlyn nuzzled her face against Brittany’s breasts and again wrapped her lips around her nipple.

“Oh…” Brittany moaned, and Caitlyn felt her hips rolling against her thigh.

Caitlyn moaned around Brittany’s breast, and she turned onto her side to wrap her arms around her waist. Brittany slid her leg between Caitlyn’s legs, and they moaned simultaneously as they each ground their pussy against the other’s thigh.

Brittany’s hands slid around Caitlyn’s back, and Caitlyn gasped as she dug her nails into her shoulder blades. The pain sparked another surge of lust in Caitlyn’s core, and she had to withdraw from Brittany’s nipples to keep from biting down on them.

“Do you like that?” Brittany hissed, dragging her nails down either side of her spine.

“Yes!” Caitlyn cried out as her hips bucked at the sharp spike of pleasure that accompanied the pain.

“You’re just a little pain slut, aren’t you?” Brittany purred the degradation into her ear, and Caitlyn whined as the mere words inspired another jolt of lust.

Still, Caitlyn wasn’t eager to confirm the accusation, and she covered Brittany’s lips with a hard kiss as she focused instead on seeking pleasure with her hips. The room was filled with the soft, wet sounds of their mutual ecstasy, and their hands wandered over each other’s flushed bodies.

Caitlyn could tell Brittany was every bit as keyed up as she was. Caitlyn felt Brittany’s body trembling alongside her own, and her stomach fluttered to think she was having such an impact on her. Caitlyn pulled back from their kiss to look Brittany in the eyes.

“Do you want me to touch you?” Caitlyn’s voice trembled at the flicker of emotion in Brittany’s eyes.

“You don’t have to…” Brittany assured her, stroking her hair, but Caitlyn could feel the tension in her hips and see the need in her eyes.

“I want to,” Caitlyn assured her with a hasty nod, but Brittany seemed hesitant.

“I know you do,” Brittany smiled, pressing a kiss to Caitlyn’s forehead. “Maybe we should take a little break?”

Caitlyn frowned. Her body was still on fire, and she could feel that Brittany’s was too.

“There’s no reason to rush,” Brittany insisted, and Caitlyn felt her body relax. “We have all the time in the world…”

Brittany peppered kisses along Caitlyn’s face, and she relaxed. Brittany snuggled closer, their legs still intertwined, and they laid in silence for a long while. Caitlyn finally noticed the sweat glimmering on their skin and the musky smell suffusing the room. It was the most intimate thing Caitlyn had ever experienced, and she felt tears prickling in her eyes.

“Hey…” Brittany looked at her, concerned. “What’s the matter?”

“Nothing,” Caitlyn sniffled, shaking her head. “I just… feel so nice…”

“Me too,” Brittany kissed Caitlyn’s lips, holding her even tighter. “You’re so beautiful and responsive.”

Caitlyn blushed, but her lips turned in a smile.

“You too…” Caitlyn offered, and silence lapsed between them again.

“So, you’ve… done this before?” Caitlyn ventured, feeling the sting of jealousy that anyone else had seen Brittany this way.

“Fucked someone?” Brittany shrugged. “Sure. But this… this is different.”

Caitlyn shuddered at the sudden, reverent shift in Brittany’s tone.

“I told you before,” Brittany went on. “I’ve never been so instantly attracted to someone. And at first, I thought it would just be fun to toy and flirt with you… but I was wrong.”

Caitlyn blushed, smiling again as Brittany shifted to look down at her.

“I’m glad,” Caitlyn peeped. “That you were wrong.”

Brittany laughed, and Caitlyn felt warm pleasure at the sound.

“Me too,” she confessed. “Now… how long has it been since you had something to drink?”

Caitlyn’s stomach twisted, and she blinked up at Brittany in surprise.

“Have you finished your water requirement for the day?” Brittany pressed, raising her eyebrow.

Caitlyn stammered wordlessly, the question catching her off-guard.

“You didn’t think I forgot about that, did you?” Brittany purred, rolling over to lie on top of Caitlyn, tracing her nails down her arm. “I think you specifically agreed to it, just a little while ago in the car…”

Caitlyn was flustered under Brittany’s weight, and the sensation of her nails against her skin easily reignited her lust.

“I did,” Caitlyn confirmed, her voice barely a whisper.

“Then answer me,” Brittany’s voice was sharper. “Have you met your water requirement?”

Caitlyn’s stomach twisted, and she knew she had to tell the truth.

“No,” she admitted, worried that her confession would warrant punishment.

“Well, the night is young,” Brittany rolled off Caitlyn, settling beside her again and propping her head on her elbow. “How much do you have left?”

Caitlyn thought for a moment. She had already had two of the twenty-ounce bottles, along with the bottle of water at the yogurt café.

“Twenty ounces,” Caitlyn answered, rounding up just to be safe.

“Well then,” Brittany sat up on the edge of the bed, and Caitlyn was momentarily transfixed by the bouncing of her breasts. “Go fill up your bottle.”

Caitlyn sighed, sitting up as well. She blushed, feeling suddenly self-conscious to be naked as she went through the routine process of filling up her bottle from the tap in her bathroom. She returned to find Brittany laid in her bed with the blankets pulled back, waiting.

“Drink up,” Brittany smirked, her eyes glimmering. “All of it.”

Caitlyn’s stomach clenched, but she knew better than to argue. As she was drinking the water, though, she realized that much of her dread was replaced by excitement. At this point, this wasn’t something Brittany was holding over her head, but something she was willingly participating in. She couldn’t deny the effect that Brittany’s control had on her, and by the time she finished the bottle, she could feel her pussy tingling.

“Good girl,” Brittany praised her as she set down the bottle, and Caitlyn’s body flooded with warmth at the words. “Come here.”

Brittany patted the space beside her, and Caitlyn slid into the bed, snuggling in as she drew the blanket on top of them.

“There we are,” Brittany sighed, sliding her arm between Caitlyn’s body and the bed, pulling her close. “Now I don’t have to worry about you getting dehydrated with all that dripping from your pussy.”

Caitlyn blushed but said nothing, content to press her body against Brittany’s warmth. She was still turned on, and she tentatively nibbled at Brittany’s collarbone, drawing a chuckle from her throat.

“Someone’s needy…” Brittany noted, sounding amused.

“Sorry…” Caitlyn blushed but kept her mouth busy at Brittany’s neck.

“You know it’s only going to be more intense when your bladder gets nice and full again,” Brittany mumbled against the top of her head, but Caitlyn was too distracted by the taste of her skin and the feel of her pulse against her lips. “Are you even listening to me?”

Caitlyn hummed a vague response. She heard what Brittany said, but all she cared about was feeling more of her. Caitlyn reluctantly pulled back to look up at Brittany with wide eyes.

“Can I touch you now?” Caitlyn whispered, her zeal evident in her tone.

“Hm…” Brittany’s eyes glimmered as she smirked. “I don’t know…”

“Please?” Caitlyn insisted. She didn’t know what had come over her, but all she wanted was more of Brittany.

“Fine,” Brittany’s tone was aloof, but her eyes were wild, and Caitlyn’s heart leaped with excitement.

Caitlyn shifted beneath the blanket to lay on top of Brittany’s body, and she shuddered at the feeling of skin on skin. Caitlyn dropped her head to Brittany’s neck again, gently sucking, being careful not to hurt her. Her hands slipped between their bodies to caress her breasts. The feeling of their full softness in her hands sent her mind into overdrive.

“They feel so good…” Caitlyn whimpered against Brittany’s neck, and her hips rolled down against her.

Brittany let out a soft moan and nodded, and Caitlyn felt her arch her back. Caitlyn’s lips tingled as she moved downward, and she moaned as she returned to her favorite place as yet- Brittany’s nipples.

Brittany’s hand weaved into Caitlyn’s hair, tightening as Caitlyn simultaneously sucked, nibbled, and massaged her breasts.

“That feels really good…” Brittany whined, her voice shaking, and Caitlyn felt a surge of power at being able to make her react that way.

Caitlyn kept her mouth busy at Brittany’s breasts but trailed her right hand lower. She was nervous, and she hesitated as she drew soft circles over Brittany’s mound. Beneath her, Caitlyn saw Brittany stiffen, and she looked up to meet her wild eyes.

“You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to…” Brittany insisted, but Caitlyn could tell by her flashing eyes and the subtle spreading of her legs that she wanted it.

Caitlyn’s hand shook as she dragged it lower still, and she was rewarded with a jerk from Brittany’s hips as she lightly cupped her mound. Brittany’s chest rose and fell rapidly, and Caitlyn redoubled her efforts at her nipples as her fingertips finally encountered Brittany’s liquid heat.

Caitlyn’s head spun, and her own arousal flared to life again as she swirled her fingers through Brittany’s juices. She mimicked Brittany’s actions from before and dipped her fingertips between her labia, feeling gently around for her clit.

“Oh, God, Caitlyn…” Brittany strained her hips upward, arching them against Caitlyn’s fingers.

Caitlyn moaned into Brittany’s breasts as she gave her nipple a soft bite, then pulled back. The look on Brittany’s face was intoxicating.

“Am I doing okay?” Caitlyn’s voice was tight as she drew tiny circles over Brittany’s clit.

Brittany gave a breathless laugh and frantically nodded her head.

“Yes, God, yes…” she confirmed, her face contorting in bliss.

Caitlyn’s head buzzed, and she twirled her fingers faster, rocking her own burning sex against Brittany’s leg. So far, she was much more affected by giving Brittany pleasure than she was by receiving it, though she would more than happily accept either.

“Do you want me to go inside?” Caitlyn whispered excitedly, her fingers already itching to be buried in her warmth.

“I don’t want to pressure you…” Brittany’s voice was tight, and her eyes flashed with fear as well as lust. “You don’t have to…”

Caitlyn heard the words, but they were belied by Brittany’s trembling and the way her hips arched at her touch. Caitlyn slid her fingers lower, drawing a ragged groan from Brittany’s throat as she gently prodded at her entrance.

“Fuck…” Brittany growled, and her eyes blazed up at Caitlyn.

Caitlyn’s brain was melting. Brittany’s anatomy was so similar to her own and yet so different. She pressed against the small ring of muscle and relished Brittany’s soft gasp as the first digit of her finger slipped inside.

Caitlyn panted as she slightly withdrew and then pressed in again, pressing her palm against Brittany’s clit as she did. Brittany’s mouth opened in a silent scream, and her back arched tightly off the bed. Caitlyn slid her finger deeper, and Brittany let out a ragged sob that sent electricity down Caitlyn’s spine.

“God, Caitlyn, so good…” Brittany whined, and Caitlyn moved even faster and deeper.

Caitlyn shook with her own pleasure as she watched Brittany convulse beneath her. She could feel her pussy leaking between her thighs even as her finger was surrounded by Brittany’s wet heat.

Caitlyn kissed her way lower, shoving the blanket down to the end of the bed as she ran her lips down Brittany’s ribs, then even lower. Caitlyn dipped her tongue into Brittany’s navel, delighted at the sound it drew from her throat.

“Caitlyn?” Brittany’s voice was tight as she looked down at her.

“Can I use my mouth?” Caitlyn’s voice shook, partly nervous but mostly eager, half-afraid Brittany wouldn’t let her.

Brittany panted, and Caitlyn nuzzled her face against her rapidly rising and falling stomach. Brittany took her hand out of Caitlyn’s hair, burying it into the sheets.

“Yes…” Brittany finally answered, and Caitlyn felt a thrill in her stomach.

Caitlyn kissed lower, and she could feel the faintest hint of stubble on Brittany’s mound against her lips. The scent of Brittany’s sex swirled in Caitlyn’s nostrils, and it made her head spin. She rose onto her knees, kneeling so she would have a better position for her hand, and tentatively ran her tongue along Brittany’s folds.

“Caitlyn!” Brittany rasped, her voice high as her hips jerked. “Nobody… I…”

Caitlyn stopped, drawing her head back. Was she the first person to use her mouth on Brittany?

“Nobody?” Caitlyn repeated, and Brittany shook her head. “Is… is this okay?”

Brittany hesitated for a second, then nodded.

“You’re so gentle with me…” Brittany whispered, and Caitlyn’s heart nearly stopped as she saw tears in her eyes.

Caitlyn softly licked her again, and Brittany gave a sob as her hips lurched forward. Brittany’s hands wound into Caitlyn’s hair, and she could feel them shaking. Caitlyn moaned as she slipped her tongue between Brittany’s folds and tasted her juices straight from the source, her body shuddering.

Overcome with lust, Caitlyn whimpered as she found Brittany’s clit and laved it with attention. Brittany thrashed and cried out beneath Caitlyn as she licked and kissed the swollen, pulsing button, deliberately keeping her mouth soft and tender.

“Please, Caitlyn…” Brittany’s voice was high, and Caitlyn felt another jolt of lust shoot down her spine.

Caitlyn moaned into Brittany’s sex, and she moved her finger faster. Brittany’s fingers tightened in her hair, and her thighs shook.

“I’m so close!” Brittany’s voice broke, and Caitlyn panted up at her.

“Do you want me to stop?” Caitlyn’s stomach twisted with anxiety.

“Don’t you dare!” Brittany’s head snapped down to look at her, eyes wide with horror.

“What can I do?” Caitlyn asked, then redoubled her efforts with her tongue, her jaw aching slightly.

“More, inside me…” Brittany shook as her face contorted again. “Another finger, please?”

Caitlyn hummed her acknowledgment, then slipped a second finger alongside the first. Caitlyn’s pussy clenched as she felt Brittany’s pulse around her fingers.

“And… and…” Brittany panted, rocking her hips fast and hard against Caitlyn’s mouth and hand. “Harder? With your mouth?”

Caitlyn mewled, pressing her face harder into Brittany’s pussy. She kissed it fervently, moaning as her juices coated her lips, and her saliva mingled with Brittany’s wetness. Caitlyn moaned and hardened her tongue, massaging Brittany’s clit as her lips wrapped around its base.

“Don’t stop, please, don’t stop…” Brittany whined, and she pressed Caitlyn’s head even harder against her sex.

Caitlyn let her, loving the slight burn at the roots of her hair. Brittany’s thighs trembled beneath her, and she felt her inner walls twitching and milking her fingers.

“You’re going to make me cum!” Brittany warned, and Caitlyn’s clit throbbed. “Don’t stop, don’t stop!”

Caitlyn’s forearm burned, and her jaw ached, but she didn’t care. She loved seeing Brittany react like this to her touch, and a sense of pride and power swirled through her body.

“Caitlyn!” Brittany screamed, and Caitlyn cried out in surprise as her inner walls clamped down hard around her fingers.

Brittany’s clit shuddered against her tongue, and Caitlyn softly massaged the tight bud as Brittany’s hips bucked into her mouth. Slowly but surely, Brittany relaxed beneath her, and her pussy stopped clenching so hard around her fingers.

Caitlyn withdrew, feeling Brittany shudder as she pulled her fingers from inside her. She gazed at the slick evidence of Brittany’s pleasure, and she lifted her fingers to her mouth, moaning softly as she licked it up. Caitlyn felt Brittany’s eyes on her, and she was broken out of her trance.

“Is… was that…” Caitlyn stammered, lowering her hand as she blushed.

“That…” Brittany dragged Caitlyn back up along her body by her hair. “Was exquisite.”

Brittany covered Caitlyn’s mouth in a hard kiss, and Caitlyn eagerly returned it. Her own pussy ached and burned between her legs, and she allowed Brittany to kneel on top of her.

“You have a real talent…” Brittany esteemed, and Caitlyn shivered as she ran her nails down her ribs. “I think I might have to pay you back for some of that…”

Caitlyn gasped as Brittany took her nipples between her thumbs and forefingers and sensuously rolled them. The sensation sent waves of bliss through Caitlyn’s body, and she panted as her back arched into Brittany’s touch.

“Your touch is so sweet and dainty…” Brittany praised her. “Everyone else I’ve been with was so rough and demanding.”

Caitlyn could only whimper and nod, her eyes flickering between Brittany’s face, her hands, and of course, her gorgeous breasts. Her hips tingled, and she rocked them up against Brittany’s weight.

“And don’t even get me started on that mouth…” Brittany tweaked Caitlyn’s nipples, and she squeaked at the sensation. “Are you sure you’ve never eaten pussy before?”

“I- I haven’t…” Caitlyn shook her head, embarrassed even at the suggestion.

“No?” Brittany raised a brow as she covered Caitlyn’s breasts with her palms. “You just picked it all up from me?”

Caitlyn couldn’t find her voice, and her throat tightened as she nodded her confirmation, her face hot. Brittany’s eyes softened, but her hands were insistent as she massaged Caitlyn’s breasts.

“You’re so easy to fluster…” Brittany purred, pricking Caitlyn’s skin with her nails. “I love it.”

Caitlyn panted, squirming under Brittany’s hands.

“Now, I’m beginning to wonder…” Brittany dragged her nails down Caitlyn’s stomach, raising goosebumps along her skin and settling them at her abdomen. “Is your bladder starting to feel full yet?”

Caitlyn’s face burned. While pleasuring Brittany, she had all but forgotten about the water she had been forced to drink. Now that it had been brought to her attention, though, her bladder was starting to feel stretched, and her tiny urethra quivered.

“A little…” Caitlyn answered tentatively, and Brittany laughed.

Brittany moved off Caitlyn’s legs, only to drape them over her thighs as she had done before. Caitlyn’s heart beat frantically as she was exposed to Brittany’s gaze, and she moaned as Brittany’s manicured fingers traced up her inner thighs.

“Well, the interesting thing is…” Brittany’s thumb easily slid between Caitlyn’s slick folds to massage her clit. “That fullness? Only enhances the pleasure you feel…”

Caitlyn gasped as Brittany slid a finger inside of her, and she twisted on the bed as she curled it, seeming to stroke her bladder directly. Caitlyn felt her urge to pee intensify, and her stomach clenched as tingles raced up her thighs.

“Relax,” Brittany purred, even as her finger worked. “I promised I wouldn’t let you cum, didn’t I?”

Caitlyn whimpered as need lanced through her core, and her pussy fluttered around Brittany’s finger. She remembered how blissful Brittany looked when she had her own orgasm, and she wondered if she had made a mistake.

“M-maybe you could let me have one?” Caitlyn posed, and a dark smirk curled Brittany’s lip.

“It wouldn’t be very ethical of me to go back on my word in the heat of the moment,” Brittany shook her head, pressing her thumb harder against Caitlyn’s clit.

Caitlyn’s back arched off the bed, and she bit her lip to keep from groaning. Her thighs shook, and she felt that familiar swell of urgency.

“Make sure you tell me when you get too close so I can stop…” Brittany urged, and Caitlyn gasped as she slid a second finger inside of her.

“Brittany!” Caitlyn whined as she was further stretched, and she felt her muscles quickening.

“I’m sorry, was that too much?” Brittany cooed in a sing-song voice, but she thrust her fingers even harder.

Caitlyn’s clit started to twitch, along with her urethra, and she tightened down her muscles to keep from losing control.

“I’m close…” Caitlyn’s voice was high, and mercifully, Brittany pulled her hands away.

“That’s alright, just settle down now…” Brittany ran her palms along Caitlyn’s thighs.

Caitlyn’s head whirled, and her pussy ached. Even without Brittany’s touches, her arousal formed a sharp pang in her core, and she whimpered as she helplessly rocked her hips in search of friction.

“What’s the matter?” Brittany slowly lowered herself between Caitlyn’s legs, gently draping her thighs over her shoulders as she nuzzled her mound. “You seem restless.”

“I’m sorry…” Caitlyn panted, squirming restlessly as Brittany nibbled her inner thighs. “It’s… it burns…”

Tears welled in Caitlyn’s eyes as her need reached a fever pitch, and her face burned as Brittany laughed from between her legs.

“It’s okay, sweet girl,” Brittany caressed her thighs. “Let me make you feel better…”

Caitlyn couldn’t respond as Brittany ducked her head and busied her tongue on her clit, again slipping her fingers inside of her. Caitlyn’s chest heaved, and she reached above her head to hold onto her bedframe, desperately trying to keep herself grounded. Her hips quivered again, and a sharper need shot through her core.

“Please! Please…” Caitlyn begged, her knuckled white as she gripped the headboard, filled with a mix of relief and frustration as Brittany withdrew her hands.

“Do you know what I’m doing to you, Caitlyn?” Brittany kissed the swath of hair on Brittany’s mound.

Caitlyn had to pant for a moment to collect herself. Her mind whirled, but eventually, she settled enough to gather her thoughts.

“E-eating my pussy?” Caitlyn finally guessed, and Brittany laughed.

“Well, yes, that,” Brittany purred. “But do you know what else?”

Caitlyn shook her head, biting her lip as Brittany gave her clit a light flick with her tongue.

“I’m edging you…” Brittany growled, and Caitlyn shuddered at the aggression in her tone. “I’m getting you so, so close to an orgasm and then taking it away. Just like I took away your bathroom privileges.”

Caitlyn whimpered, her bladder cringing at the reminder.

“And you’ve never had an orgasm before,” Brittany hummed, sounding satisfied, and Caitlyn shivered as Brittany started slowly fucking her with a single finger. “So you don’t even know what you’re missing…”

Caitlyn whimpered as Brittany worked her up again, hardly able to think as pleasure gathered in her core. She arched her hips into Brittany’s touch, meeting her stroke for stroke. Her bladder surged, and Caitlyn felt again that she might wet herself. That feeling only amplified her arousal, and even though Brittany was barely touching her, she knew she was close.

“B-Brittany?” she stammered.

“Already?” Brittany’s brows rose in surprise. “My, my, my…”

Caitlyn whimpered as Brittany withdrew her hand, and she collapsed in a frustrated heap on the bed.

“Don’t worry, sweet girl,” Brittany purred, moving up to stretch alongside Caitlyn’s body, her nails teasing over Brittany’s abdomen. “I like you this way. So frustrated, needy, and desperate…”

Caitlyn moaned, and her nipples hardened at Brittany’s words. As much as they humiliated her, they turned her on and made her feel special as well.

“It’s so intense…” Caitlyn whimpered, gazing up into Brittany’s eyes. “Does it feel… better after you orgasm?”

“Oh yes,” Brittany hummed. “It’s just a burst of hot pleasure, and then it all just melts right into your muscles… it’s so relaxing…”

Caitlyn shuddered, fully aware of the ache in her pussy, and wishing it would just melt away.

“But that’s not what you need,” Brittany tapped Caitlyn’s nose, momentarily shocking her out of her frustration. “You just need to ache and burn for me. All the time…”

Caitlyn swallowed, and her pussy clenched to think of what her life was about to become.
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