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Chapter One




Caitlyn sat on her hands and leaned forward in her chair as she tried to pay attention to what her professor was saying. It was hard to concentrate on the lecture. For the past hour, she had needed to use the restroom. Her classes started at eleven every morning, and her last one before lunch ended at eleven fifty.

There were breaks built in between classes, but she had always hated using public restrooms. She was too shy and embarrassed to go if someone might be able to hear her, and she was always eager to get back to the safety of her dorm, where she would have at least some measure of privacy.

Today, though, she had not been able to go all the way back to her dorm during her lunch hour. She had forgotten an assignment from one of her classes, so she had to frantically complete it in the lounge of the liberal arts building between classes. She was relieved when she finished the assignment, but that meant she didn’t get to use the bathroom.

Fortunately, her second block of classes passed quickly, and it was only through her very last lecture of the day that the fullness of her bladder became persistent. Her eyes flickered up to the clock as it ticked closer to four-fifty when they were due to be released.

“Alright, that’s all the time we have today,” relief rushed through Caitlyn’s body at her professor’s words. “Remember to do your reading in time for class on Monday.”

With that, Caitlyn shoved her notebook and pencil into her backpack and scampered out of the lecture hall. She was tempted just to go into the women’s room, but the very idea was enough to make her skin crawl. Besides, now that she was moving around, her need wasn’t half as insistent. She was probably just bored in the lecture.

Confident that she could make it across campus to her dorm without difficulty, Caitlyn left the liberal arts building and headed that way. It was a beautiful Friday, and the weekend was already in full swing. Various student organizations were spread throughout the courtyard in the middle of campus, but she was determined not to be distracted by them. That is until she heard a familiar voice.

"Caitlyn?" she turned, and sure enough, it was Lauren, one of her friends from high school.

“Hey!” Caitlyn beamed at her, wrapping her into a hug. “I didn’t know you started here!”

“Yeah,” Lauren shrugged. “I wanted to go out of state, but I just got cold feet. So how have you been?”

"Good," Caitlyn answered as Lauren fell into stride with her. "I think I'm finally starting to get my schedule memorized, so I don't have to keep pulling it up on my phone."

"Same," Lauren laughed. "I just got finished with classes for the day. I was about to go get some dinner. You want to come?”

Caitlyn hesitated. She didn’t want to brush Lauren off. She had already been at college for a week, and she hadn’t exactly made any new friends. She had to admit she was lonely, and even if it meant she had to hold it for a little longer, she could make it until after dinner.

“Sure!” she answered.

“Awesome!” Lauren smiled. “I was just going to head to the student center.”

“Sounds good!” Caitlyn was secretly relieved. The student center was close to her dorm, so she could go straight there after they ate.

Lauren linked arms with Caitlyn, and they headed to the main building of their campus. Once inside, they swiped into the cafeteria with their student identification cards. From there, they split up to gather their food from the various stations. Caitlyn settled on a salad and a glass of soda, then found Lauren.

"So, how has your first week been?" Caitlyn asked as she sat down, eager to start a conversation to distract her from the increasing fullness of her bladder.

“Pretty good,” Lauren gave a noncommittal nod as she pushed some chicken around her plate. “My roommate is pretty fun. I think she must know some older people. She is like never home at night.”

"Oh, wow," Caitlyn nodded. She was there on an academic scholarship, so she could live in a private dorm and didn’t have to worry about a roommate.

“I see her most mornings, though, while she’s getting ready for class,” Lauren went on. “She’s actually supposed to text me later about this party. You should come!”

Caitlyn felt another surge from her bladder as she took a sip of her soda. She wasn’t opposed to a party, but she would definitely need to stop by her dorm. Not least to relieve herself and change into something more appropriate than her athletic shorts and a school t-shirt.

“I don’t know,” Caitlyn shook her head. “I’m not really dressed for it, and I don’t know what I would wear anyway.”

“Oh…” Lauren looked defeated, and Caitlyn felt guilty for declining her invitation so quickly.

“I mean, I would love to go with you…” Caitlyn tried to recover. “I just have never really been to a party before…”

It was true. In high school, it wasn’t uncommon for people to throw parties when someone’s parents were out of town, but she never attended. She was too shy and always focused on studying. Her parents both worked hard, but they still would never be able to afford to send her to school, so she knew she would need a scholarship. Without being an athlete, the only way she could accomplish that was through excellent grades.

“I could let you borrow some of my clothes!” Lauren offered eagerly. “We look about the same size.”

Caitlyn considered the offer, taking yet another sip of her drink.

“I guess I wouldn’t mind,” Caitlyn barely got the words out before Lauren squealed in celebration.

“That’s so exciting!” the other girl beamed. “We have to go straight to my dorm after this.”

Caitlyn’s stomach sank.

“I- um,” she stammered, at a loss for an excuse to make. “I really should go back to my dorm first. You know, to drop off my backpack and stuff.”

“Oh, you could just leave it at my place,” Lauren countered, and Caitlyn felt like she was being backed into a corner.

“Y-yeah, I guess…” she blinked rapidly as her thoughts raced. “I just, you know, have to take care of something…”

“If you don’t want to come over…" Lauren said, and Caitlyn could hear the hurt in her voice.

"No! That's not it!" Caitlyn insisted and took a deep breath to steel herself for what she was about to say. "Um… it's just… I really have to use the restroom…"

Lauren blinked at her from across the table, and Caitlyn’s face burned. She knew it was a normal body function, but it always embarrassed her to talk about it.

"Oh," Lauren said. "Well, I don't mind waiting. You could just use the bathroom before we head over there. It's no big deal."

Caitlyn’s heart sank with each of Lauren’s words, and she was yet again caught in her embarrassment. It was bad enough for her to admit she needed to use the restroom in the first place, and she knew she would sound ridiculous if she confessed her aversion to public restrooms.

“O-okay…” Caitlyn’s throat felt dry, and she took another sip of her soda, her heart already pounding in anticipation.

Caitlyn picked at her salad as they chatted, and she couldn’t keep from shifting in her chair as time passed, her bladder becoming still more insistent. She pressed her thighs together in her chair and bounced her knee as her need became urgent. She was relieved when Lauren finished her food and stood, gathering up her plate.

Caitlyn did her best to keep a steady pace as they went to put their plates in the wash station. She was really getting desperate, and all she wanted to do was sprint across the meager patch of grass separating the student center and her dorm and find relief in the privacy of her own bathroom.

“I’ll wait here while you go to the restroom,” Lauren said, and Caitlyn’s stomach clenched.

“O-okay…” she managed and looked anxiously across the lounge at the sign for the women’s room.

Caitlyn’s heart pounded hard in her chest, and the room seemed to stretch out as she walked, the restroom getting farther and farther away. When she finally arrived, she hesitated a moment before the door. She scolded herself for being ridiculous, took a deep breath, and stepped inside.

No sooner had she entered the room, her heart jumped into her throat. There was a host of three girls, maybe a little older than she was, crowded around the mirror, chatting as they applied their makeup. There was no way she would be able to go with all of them there.

Caitlyn considered abandoning the attempt, but another spasm from her bladder compelled her to slip into a stall. Her hand shook as she slid the lock into place, and she bounced on her toes as she struggled to untie the drawstring on her shorts. Finally, she pushed them down her legs and hovered over the toilet.

Despite her efforts, though, her bladder refused to release. She closed her eyes and tried to tune out the voices of the women at the sink, but it was impossible to ignore them. She tried to push some out, just for the sake of relieving some of the pressure, but her anxiety kept the muscles clamped shut.

Caitlyn was conscious of how much time this was taking, and she knew that Lauren was waiting for her. She wished the other girls would just leave. It was already bad enough to try and use a public restroom in the first place. With them there, it was impossible.

Finally, Caitlyn knew she’d been in the stall too long. She made a last effort to relax enough to go, but after several seconds she knew it was futile. Defeated and still very desperate, Caitlyn stood and pulled up her panties and shorts. She flushed the toilet just so the women at the sink wouldn't think she was rude, and she mumbled an apology as she slid between them to wash her hands. Her bladder throbbed at the sound of the running water, and she squeezed her legs together as her fullness neared the point of pain.

Caitlyn felt dejected and uncomfortable as she left the restroom, only to find Lauren waiting for her just outside the door.

“Feeling better?” the other girl chirped as she linked arms with her.

“Yeah…” Caitlyn lied, her bladder twinging even as she said the words.

“Great!” Lauren set off through the student center in the opposite direction of Caitlyn’s dorm, and she barely contained a groan.

Walking across campus was almost unbearable. Caitlyn's pelvic muscles ached sharply from holding back the liquid inside of her, and she nearly doubled over as several sharp pangs shot from her abdomen. Even the elastic of her shorts was starting to cut into her distended stomach, and she didn’t know how much longer she would be able to hold it.

“Which dorm do you live in?” Caitlyn asked, trying not to sound as desperate as she felt.

“I live in Anderson hall,” Lauren answered, and Caitlyn could have cried. That dorm was at the opposite end of campus.

Still, they were walking at a brisk clip, and Caitlyn's mind ran through her options. She would have no choice but to try to use the restroom at Lauren's dorm. She knew the layout of Anderson hall, and they were organized in suites, with one bathroom connecting every two dorm rooms. It wasn’t ideal, but it would have to do the trick.

Caitlyn’s need rose to a fever pitch as they approached the dorm, and her heart pounded as Lauren swiped them in through the main entrance. Lauren’s pace relaxed as they entered the building, and Caitlyn nearly whined aloud as she led them toward a stairwell.

“What floor do you live on?” Caitlyn asked, trying her best to sound like she was just making conversation.

“The third,” Lauren answered easily, and Caitlyn’s bladder convulsed again. She couldn’t imagine climbing all those stairs.

“Is there an elevator?” Caitlyn asked, a whine teasing at the edge of her voice.

"Of course," Lauren answered, but maintained her course toward the stairwell. "But so many people are always using it, it's just easier and faster to use the stairs. Plus, it's better for us anyway."

Caitlyn said nothing, knowing she had no choice but to follow. Her legs felt like jelly with each step she took, and her core throbbed painfully. She took a second to breathe when they reached the landing after the first story, pressing her hand against her painful lower belly.

“Oh, come on, Caitlyn, don't be dramatic," Lauren laughed. "They're just stairs!"

Caitlyn offered a strained laugh. If Lauren only knew how badly she needed to go to the restroom, she might understand. Caitlyn steeled herself. They were so close to Lauren’s dorm room, and she knew that this time she would be able to go regardless of who might be listening. So, she held her breath and trucked up the stairs after Lauren.

Caitlyn’s heart pounded hard against her chest as she followed her friend down the hallway. She had to work hard to keep from bouncing and clutching between her legs as Lauren unlocked the door and stepped into the room.

"Um, Lauren, I really have to…" Caitlyn started but stopped short at the sight of another girl in the room.

“Oh, hey Brittany!” Lauren said, and Caitlyn thought she might pass out.

“Hey!” the other girl, apparently Brittany, stood up and crossed toward them.

“This is my friend from high school, Caitlyn,” Lauren introduced her, and Caitlyn’s face burned.

“It’s nice to meet you, Caitlyn,” Brittany flashed a beaming, white smile.

Caitlyn immediately felt self-conscious. Brittany was the picture of a sorority girl to be, with wavy blonde hair, perfect makeup, and a body to match. She was shorter than Caitlyn, and her body more athletic and muscular than her own tall, gangly form. Caitlyn felt immediately inferior, her own hair thrown up in a messy bun and not a speck of makeup on her face. The fact that she had to pee only added to her embarrassment.

"It's nice to meet you, too," Caitlyn mumbled but was too distracted to say much else. "Lauren, I really really need…”

“I was just telling Caitlyn about the party you invited me to,” Lauren interrupted her again. “She was worried about what to wear, so I invited her over to let her borrow some of my clothes.”

Brittany’s eyes did a quick sweep of Caitlyn’s body, and she thought she would die of humiliation. Her bladder twisted with pain, and she bit her lip to keep from doubling over from the pain.

“You could borrow some of my clothes too,” Brittany offered, the same brilliant smile flashing across her features. “Is this your first college party?”

“Y-yes…” Caitlyn nodded, half her concentration devoted to not hopping up and down with her desperation. “My first party at all, actually.”

Brittany’s eyebrows rose.

“Well then,” she said, clapping her hands together. “We’ll have to make it a night to remember then, won’t we?”

Caitlyn swallowed and offered a halfhearted nod.

“We may as well do your makeup, too,” Lauren suggested. “Come on and sit down.”

Lauren patted the back of the small chair in front of her desk, and Caitlyn took an instinctive step toward the bathroom door.

“Actually, I…” Caitlyn’s mouth went dry, and she had to clear her throat before she could continue. “I think I need to use the bathroom…”

“Again?” Lauren’s brow furrowed in confusion, and Caitlyn wanted to disappear into the floor as Brittany raised a brow.

“Um…” Caitlyn shifted uncomfortably where she stood, not wanting to admit that she hadn’t been able to use the restroom in the student center because of the other women in the room.

"Come on, sit down," Brittany chimed in, and Caitlyn shivered as she took hold of her wrist, guiding her toward the chair.

Caitlyn was helpless to resist as Lauren and Brittany pressed her down into the chair by her shoulders. She bit her lip to hold back a groan as her seated position put even more pressure against her distended bladder. Her heart pounded in her chest, and she could feel the beat of her pulse in her aching urethra as it worked to keep from releasing the liquid trapped inside her.

Caitlyn bitterly regretted the soda she’d had at dinner. In front of her, Brittany and Caitlyn gathered up their arsenal of makeup and brushes.

“You look so tense!” Brittany laughed, the sound musical. “Relax, it’s just a little makeup. It will be over before you know it.”

Caitlyn wished she could make Brittany and Lauren understand that it wasn’t the situation making her uncomfortable but her urgent need to pee. Still, the idea of saying as much filled her with dread and embarrassment. Besides, she was a grown woman. She should be able to hold it for as long as she needed to. She took a deep breath to calm herself down, urging herself not to panic.

Caitlyn did her best to contribute to Lauren and Brittany’s conversation as they worked together to apply a coating of makeup to her face. The sound of their voices and the smells of the various powders were a welcome distraction, and Caitlyn relaxed. Finally, they finished making her up, and Caitlyn’s bladder twitched again, eager for the chance to get some relief.

“Come on and look!” Lauren took hold of Caitlyn’s wrist and pulled her out of the chair. Caitlyn almost gasped aloud as the abrupt change in position put even more pressure on her bladder, and she staggered the few steps over to the mirror.

“You look great, right?” Brittany chimed, and Caitlyn nodded. She could barely focus on the appearance of her face in the mirror with the intense throbbing of her abdomen.

“Yeah, it looks really nice,” Caitlyn offered, trying to be polite so she could finally go to the bathroom.

“Alright, now let’s find something for you to wear…” Brittany turned toward the closet, and Caitlyn’s throat tightened.

“Um, would it be okay if I used the restroom first?” she asked, trying to keep a whine out of her voice.

“Oh, sure!” Lauren piped in. “Just make sure nobody from the other suite is in there.”

Caitlyn nearly bolted across the room, and she gave a series of three quick knocks on the sturdy door.

“Occupied!” a high voice answered from the other side, and Caitlyn’s stomach dropped.

"Oh well," Lauren shrugged. "I guess you'll have to wait a little longer."

Caitlyn’s lip trembled, and she blinked to keep tears from gathering in her eyes.

“Here,” Brittany turned around, and Caitlyn’s chest tightened. “Why don’t you go ahead and try these on?”

Brittany held up a pair of light-wash skinny jeans, and the very idea of squeezing into them was enough to make Caitlyn’s bladder spasm.

“I’m not sure they’ll fit me,” Caitlyn rushed the objection.

“Oh, don’t be self-conscious,” Lauren waved away the excuse. “We’re all probably around the same size. Just try them on!”

Brittany nodded and eagerly held out the jeans. Caitlyn's hands shook as she took them, laying them out on one of the twin beds. She winced as she bent down to untie her shoes, then kicked them off and once again undid the drawstring of her shorts. She almost sighed in relief as the pressure against her abdomen was released, but it quickly turned to dread at the thought of replacing them with the tight jeans.

Brittany and Lauren watched her expectantly, and Caitlyn took a shuddering breath as she let her shorts drop to the floor and gingerly stepped out of them. She unhooked the button of the jeans and slid one leg into them. They already felt tight just around her calves, and that tightness persisted as she tugged them up along her thighs and over her butt.

When it came time to zip them up and fasten the button, Caitlyn couldn’t bring herself to even try.

“S-see?” she gestured weakly to the open fly. “I don’t think they really fit.”

"Oh, come on, sure they do!” Brittany stepped forward, and Caitlyn’s head spun as she took hold of the zipper and jerked it up.

Caitlyn’s bladder protested with sharp, jolting pangs as Brittany’s fingers deftly secured the button as well. Just as she suspected, the jeans were infinitely worse than her shorts, and she pressed her thighs together, agonized. Brittany’s eyes sparkled, and her lip curled in a smirk that sent a shiver down Caitlyn’s spine.

Caitlyn heard the toilet flush, and her heart leaped at the sound.

“Oh, thank goodness!" Lauren piped from behind her, and Caitlyn's jaw nearly dropped in disbelief. "I actually have to go now, too."

Caitlyn wanted to object, but the feeling of Brittany’s hand on her shoulder disoriented her.

“You go ahead,” she smiled. “I’ll find Caitlyn a top while you’re in there.”

“Perfect!” Lauren chimed, and Caitlyn wanted to cry as her friend stepped into the bathroom.

“Now…” Brittany purred. “What to do, what to do…”

Caitlyn could hardly pay attention to Brittany as she rummaged through the closet. Her legs trembled, and it took every ounce of her self-control not to shove her hands between her legs. Each breath she took seemed to put even more pressure on her bladder, and it was already too much to handle.

“Here we are!” Brittany held out a flowy, white blouse. “That should definitely work.”

“Thanks…’ Caitlyn peeped. With a concentrated effort, she was able to get her t-shirt off, and she let it fall haphazardly to the floor.

"Oh, dear…" Brittany frowned, and Caitlyn's stomach sank.

“What’s wrong?” Caitlyn’s voice was tight, and she felt another surge of self-consciousness under Brittany’s scrutiny.

“Your sports bra,” Brittany shook her head. “That’s not going to work. Go ahead and take it off so I can see what I’m working with.”

The blood ran out of Caitlyn’s face, and Brittany rolled her eyes.

“Come on, we’re both girls here,” she waved off Caitlyn’s embarrassment. “I just need to see if you’d be able to fit into any of my bras.”

Caitlyn swallowed. Between her growing need to pee and the idea of Brittany seeing her breasts, she wanted to sprint from the room. She knew, though, that she wouldn’t make it far at all before a torrent of urine ran down her leg. Her best bet was to wait until Lauren was out of the bathroom. Until then, though, she was at Brittany's mercy.

Caitlyn held her breath as she took hold of her sports bra and worked it off over her head, leaving her torso bare for Brittany’s perusal. Caitlyn worked hard not to squirm as her bladder pulsed again, and it felt like Brittany’s eyes lingered on her breasts for much too long.

“Hm,” the other girl mused, tapping her chin with her index finger. “I think I have something that might work.”

Brittany turned to sift through her dresser's top drawer, and Caitlyn took the opportunity to double over and shove her hands into her crotch. She could barely breathe, and her head spun. Her tiny hole quivered from exhaustion, and she knew she was down to minutes before she would have an accident.

“There you are!” Brittany announced, and Caitlyn shot upright just as she turned around, bra in hand. “Try this one.”

Caitlyn took the bra and awkwardly put it on, focused mainly on keeping her heels firmly planted on the ground so she didn’t end up hopping up and down. The bra was a little too big, and she could have guessed that would be the case just from looking at the other girl’s sizeable chest.

“Hm,” Brittany hummed, obviously seeing the same problem. “That’s my smallest bra, and I know Lauren wears the same size as I do. Well, it doesn’t matter, you could just go without. White probably isn’t the best choice, though…”

Caitlyn’s stomach twisted at the idea, but Brittany was already holding her hand out for the bra. She clenched her jaw as she took it off, and Brittany promptly began to rifle through her drawers again, presumably in search of another top.

Caitlyn heard the toilet flush, and hope surged in her chest again.

“Here,” Brittany’s voice caught her attention, and she looked back just in time as she tossed her a black shirt.

Caitlyn put it on without even checking what it was, her eyes locked on the door of the bathroom as she waited breathlessly for Lauren to emerge. Her strained urethra twitched inside Brittany's jeans, and as soon as her friend came out, she was ready to bolt in. She seemed to be taking an inordinate amount of time, and Caitlyn couldn’t help but rub her thighs together as she waited.

Finally, Lauren opened the door, but she held up her hands before Caitlyn could run in.

“Bad news,” Lauren looked apologetic. “The toilet won’t flush. I’m going to go down to the front desk and try to find maintenance. In the meantime, I don’t think anyone should use it just so it doesn't get any worse."

Caitlyn’s bladder twisted painfully, and she bit down hard on her tongue as tears welled in her eyes.

"I'll be right back!" Lauren said. "You look great, by the way!"

Caitlyn couldn’t even register the compliment as the crushing weight of her reality settled upon her. Before she could even protest, Lauren was out the door. Again, unable to help herself, Caitlyn doubled over with a groan, cramming her hands between her legs.

“Wow, you really do have to go,” Brittany said from behind her.

Caitlyn, knowing that her need was evident at this point, could only nod. Her face burned in humiliation, and her legs shook.

“Lauren said you just went,” Brittany sounded skeptical, and Caitlyn looked up to see her raised brow.

“I- I tried…” Caitlyn managed, hating how pathetic her voice sounded.

“But you couldn’t,” Brittany connected the dots, and Caitlyn nodded her admission. “Were there other people in the restroom?”

Caitlyn nodded again and bit her lip to hold back another groan.

"That's so cute…" Brittany purred, and Caitlyn's eyes shot up in confusion. "It's a shame our toilet is broken. I can see how desperate you are."

Caitlyn whimpered, and a tear trickled down her face. As if her physical discomfort wasn’t enough, Brittany’s comments were sending her mind into a spiral.

"I would say you could just pee in the shower," Brittany suggested, and Caitlyn's bladder spasmed again. "But that's pretty disgusting, and I'm not sure how our suitemates would feel about your piss getting all over the tile."

Cailyn trembled, her head swimming just from the imagery of squatting down in the tiny shower. She imagined how it would feel to release all the liquid she’d been holding for so long, and just the thought was enough to inspire yet another cramp. She groaned and bounced up and down on her toes, desperation overruling her embarrassment.

“I think I have something that might be able to help,” Brittany said, and hope flickered in Caitlyn’s chest. “Here…”

Caitlyn watched eagerly as Brittany crossed the room, reaching under her bed for a small trash can. She pulled out an empty water bottle, and Caitlyn's stomach dropped.

“It probably wouldn’t be able to hold everything,” Brittany unscrewed the cap, looking meaningfully down at Caitlyn’s crotch. “But it might take the edge off.”

Caitlyn was mortified as Brittany held out the bottle. There was no way she would even remotely consider peeing into a bottle. It was too humiliating. She shook her head and squeezed her eyes shut, concentrating on holding her pee even as the pain reached new levels.

“Suit yourself,” Caitlyn could hear the indifference in Brittany’s voice. “Lauren should be back any minute now. But who knows if she was able to find anyone from maintenance. And who knows how long it will take for them to fix it.”

Caitlyn’s bladder gave another strong surge, and Caitlyn gasped as a trickle of hot urine escaped her tiny hole. Her eyes shot open, and she looked desperately up at Brittany.

“I- c-can I please…” Caitlyn stammered, shuffling between one foot and the other as she tried to ask for the bottle.

“I don’t know…” Brittany’s eyes sparkled with malice as she tapped her manicured nails against the bottle. “It seemed like you really didn’t want it just a second ago…”

Caitlyn’s chest seized with humiliation, but she was past the point of dignity. Another drop forced its way into her panties, and her mind reeled.

“P-please!” she begged, sweat forming at her hairline. “I really really need it, please…”

Brittany hummed, deliberately taking her time.

“I’ll let you use the bottle,” she said, and Caitlyn nearly sobbed with gratitude. “But only on one condition.”

"Yes, yes, please!" Caitlyn nodded. She would comply with just about anything if she could get rid of some of the urine inside of her.

“I’ll let you fill up the bottle for now,” Brittany’s voice dripped with malice. “But after that, it’s my decision when you get to let go of the rest of it. For the rest of the night. Deal?”

Caitlyn whimpered.

“B-but…” she protested, her lower lip trembling as another tear trickled from her eye.

“Take it or leave it,” Brittany shrugged. “But you’d better not make a mess in my jeans.”

As if on cue, another trickle spurted into her panties.

“Okay! Deal!” Caitlyn nodded, desperately reaching for the bottle.

Brittany bared her teeth in a smile that made Caitlyn tremble, but she handed over the bottle. Caitlyn took it eagerly and immediately started to claw at the button of the jeans she was trapped in.

“Slow down,” Brittany scolded. “If you get too excited, you'll make a mess. Here, let me. Hands behind your back."

Caitlyn looked at Brittany in shock, but the sight of her raised brow made her think better of putting up a fight. She sniffled, her stomach churning with mortification as Brittany undid the button and slid down the zipper. Caitlyn bit her lip as Brittany yanked the jeans down around her thighs and gasped as she ran her index finger along the moistness of her panties.

"Oh, dear…" Brittany's voice dripped with mocking pity. "We're already cutting it close, aren't we?"

Caitlyn nodded eagerly, her urethra quivering from the effort of trying not to squirt as Brittany’s fingertip teased it. Caitlyn couldn’t believe this was happening but was too scared of losing her chance with the bottle to protest.

Caitlyn shuddered as Brittany grazed over her skin, then hooked her fingers beneath the waistband of her panties, dragging them down to join the jeans.

“Squat down,” Brittany ordered, and though her face was hot with her embarrassment, Caitlyn complied. She groaned from the effort of holding in that position, and she looked tearfully up at Brittany.

Brittany took her time, leisurely gathering up the water bottle and squatting down in front of her. Caitlyn flinched and whimpered as Brittany pressed the rim of the bottle against her tiny hole, and she bit her lip as their eyes met.

“Only let out enough to fill the bottle, then stop,” Brittany instructed, and Caitlyn shivered as a strange emotion pooled in her core at the command in the other girl’s tone. “If you get a single drop on my floor, you’ll regret it. Understood?”

“Y-yes…” Caitlyn nodded, truly at the end of her limit.

“Then go,” Brittany allowed. “I’ll tell you when to stop.”

Caitlyn’s eyes rolled back in her head, and despite her deep humiliation to be kneeling in a dorm room peeing into a bottle, she moaned with relief. Her body tingled with pleasure, and she blushed at the sound of her stream hitting the inside of the bottle.

“Almost…” dread filled Caitlyn’s stomach at the sound of Brittany’s voice. “And stop.”

It took a colossal effort to resist her body's compulsion to empty herself completely, but with a soft cry, she was able to squeeze her tiny muscles shut again. She panted from the effort, and her eyes were glued to the bottle as Brittany lifted it from between her legs, regarding it with an expression near curiosity.

“I’m very impressed,” Brittany gave her a smile. “I’m not sure I would have been able to stop, myself. Especially since you probably still have a lot left in there.”

Caitlyn nodded with a soft whine. It was true. Her bladder was still painfully full, and though peeing into the bottle did provide some relief, she was far from being comfortable.

“You can go ahead and pull your panties and jeans back up,” Brittany said, and Caitlyn scrambled to do so, realizing for the first time that Brittany had seen all of her secret places.

Caitlyn buttoned up the jeans and swallowed drily, looking across the room at Brittany.

“Th-thank you…” Caitlyn stammered, her voice meek.

“You’re very sweet,” Brittany’s eyes softened, and Caitlyn felt another flutter of emotion. “I think I’m going to have a lot of fun with you.”

Before Caitlyn could respond, the door opened. Brittany hastily capped the bottle of pee and tossed it into the small trashcan, which she shoved back under the bed with her foot.

“Well, I managed to talk with someone from maintenance,” Lauren barely gave them a second glance as she strolled into the room. “They said they would be able to get it fixed before the end of the night, but they didn’t say specifically when. Sorry, Caitlyn.”

"That's alright," Caitlyn choked and worked hard not to glance over at Brittany.

“Well, hey, go ahead and finish getting ready,” Brittany said to Lauren. “I thought we could swing by my sister's place before the party to pregame a little. That is if you two would like to join me."

“Sure!” Lauren was eager to accept the offer, and Caitlyn acquiesced with a weak nod, knowing she was bound by her agreement to follow wherever Brittany led her that night.

“Oh, and you need some shoes…” Brittany reached into her closet. “Does an eight work for you?”

Incidentally, it did, and Caitlyn nodded. Brittany withdrew a set of suede ankle boots, and Caitlyn was quiet as she slipped them on.

"Oh, we almost forgot your hair," Brittany noted and unceremoniously removed the ponytail containing Caitlyn's messy bun.

Her hair fell down around her shoulders, and Caitlyn put up no resistance as Brittany ran her fingers through it. She shivered each time her fingers brushed her skin, becoming increasingly confused by the feelings this other girl was inspiring.

“Alright, I think we’re ready to go!” Lauren said, giving her own hair a quick shake. “Whose car are we taking?”

“Mine,” Brittany answered in a heartbeat. “It’ll be easier since I know the address to my sister’s house.”

Lauren nodded, and Caitlyn felt a tingle of dread as she followed the other girls out of the dorm room. Caitlyn was silent all the way down the stairs and across the parking lot. Even when she settled in the back seat of Brittany's car, she couldn’t bring herself to say anything. She couldn’t believe what she’d done, and her bladder was still just uncomfortable enough to keep her from forgetting about it.

Caitlyn caught Brittany's eyes in the rear-view mirror, and she shivered at their predatory gleam. She hastily looked out the window, trying to ignore the way it made her heart race.

Britanny pulled out of the parking lot and chatted idly with Lauren as she drove them off-campus. Caitlyn tried to make a mental note of the turns they took, but it quickly became too much for her to keep track of. She shifted in her seat, still conscious of the looming pressure in her bladder.

Finally, Brittany pulled up to a small house, where a host of other cars was already gathered. She turned off the car, and the three of them got out. No sooner had Caitlyn shut the door, Brittany was at her side, linking arms with her.

“My sister’s going to love you,” she winked.

Caitlyn forced a smile, then let Brittany lead her into the house. Upbeat pop music spilled out of the door as they opened it, and Caitlyn jumped at the excited scream that greeted them.

“Brittany!” a girl, who could only be Brittany’s sister, crossed the room and enveloped her in a tight hug. “You finally made it! And who is this?”

“This is my roommate, Lauren,” Brittany gestured to Lauren, who gave a peppy wave. “And this is her friend, Caitlyn.”

“Hi,” Caitlyn offered, feeling horrifically awkward.

"Nice to meet you girls. I'm Ashley," she gave them a smile nearly identical to Brittany's. "Drinks for everyone!"

Caitlyn made to refuse, but a soft pinch from Brittany turned it into a soft yelp. Ashley gave her a strange look.

"Yes, please," Brittany saved her from having to respond. In the next instant, they were following Ashley through the house and into the kitchen.

“A drink will do you good,” Brittany purred into her ear. “You need to relax.”

Caitlyn knew better than to argue. Brittany had complete control over when she released her bladder, and she didn’t want to do anything that might irritate her. Ashley took up three red plastic cups, filled each of them with a pink liquid from a cooler, then distributed them.

"Bottoms up, ladies!" she cheered, lifting her own glass.

On either side of her, Lauren and Brittany proceeded to down the contents of their cups. The last thing Caitlyn wanted to do was add to the pressure in her bladder with another drink, but she didn’t want to risk upsetting Brittany. She took a breath, then turned up the cup, her chest burning as she downed the contents.

The other three girls laughed as they finished their drinks, and Ashley immediately set about pouring them more. Dread pooled in Caitlyn’s stomach as she took the second cup, and beside her, she could see Brittany’s eyes twinkling.

"Well, my house is your house," Ashley said. "We'll probably start filtering over to the main party within the hour, but in the meantime, feel free to just hang out and relax."

“Thanks, love you,” Brittany said, and Caitlyn felt another strange flutter as the sisters pecked one another on the lips.

Ashley left, and Caitlyn waited for Brittany to take the initiative, at a loss for what else to do. Lauren was already halfway through her second drink, and they followed her lead back into the main room.

The combination of the loud music and the alcohol in her bloodstream made Caitlyn feel disoriented, and as she sipped at her second drink, she found it increasingly difficult to stay on her feet. She leaned heavily against a wall, blinking rapidly as her vision swam.

“Caitlyn?” she heard Lauren’s familiar voice, and she did her best to focus on her face. “Are you okay?”

The question was enough to make tears pool in her eyes, and she sniffled as she shook her head.

“Oh, oh my god!” Lauren gasped. “I completely forgot! You haven’t been to the bathroom yet!”

Caitlyn’s face flushed, Lauren’s voice a little too loud for the subject.

“Here, let me find out where the bathroom is…” Lauren took her by the wrist, and Caitlyn stumbled after her.

“Um, really, it’s okay…” Caitlyn tried to protest.

“I bet Brittany knows,” Lauren said, mostly to herself, and Caitlyn’s chest seized.

“It’s fine! I promise!” Caitlyn protested, stopping short to keep Lauren from taking her any farther.

“I bet Brittany knows what?” Caitlyn’s stomach dropped as Brittany rounded the corner.

“Oh, perfect," Lauren sounded chipper, but Caitlyn was terrified by the dangerous look in Brittany's eyes. "I was just trying to find the bathroom for Caitlyn. She never got to go back at the dorm."

Caitlyn’s eyes burned as tears threatened to form, and she nearly shook at the veiled accusation in Brittany’s raised brow.

“Oh, no worries,” Brittany flashed her sparkling teeth. “I can take her. You go and mingle. We'll be right back."

Caitlyn was silent, her heart pounding in her chest as Lauren abandoned her. Brittany took her hand and led her through the hall and into one of the bedrooms.

“This is Ashley’s personal bathroom,” she explained. “I’m sure she won’t mind if we use it.”

Caitlyn couldn’t have responded if she wanted to. Brittany led her into the bathroom, then shut and locked the door behind them. Caitlyn clutched her drink with both hands and cowered under Brittany’s icy glare.

“So…” Brittany’s voice was cold as she leaned against the counter, crossing her arms. “You were going to go to the bathroom without my permission?”

“N-no!” Caitlyn shook her head insistently. “I wasn’t! I promise I wasn’t!”

“Really?” Brittany’s voice was clipped. “Because to me, it looked like you were trying to sneak off and pee without even asking me.”

"I-I'm sorry…" Caitlyn stammered, taking a step back, only to bump into the sliding shower door. "I know what it looked like. I t-tried to stop her! She just saw me and remembered, and I didn't know what to do!”

Brittany listened impassively, and a look of concern passed over her features.

“You’ve never had alcohol before, have you?” Brittany guessed, and Caitlyn shook her head, embarrassed. “Poor thing…”

Caitlyn’s cup, still half full of the pink liquid, shook in her hands, threatening to spill as Brittany stalked toward her. Brittany took the cup and held it up to her lips.

"Drink," she commanded and slowly tilted the cup, emptying its contents into Caitlyn's mouth. She drank quickly, afraid of letting any of it spill onto Brittany's shirt. When it was finished, she took a ragged breath.

"Very good," Brittany praised, setting the cup down on the closed lid of the toilet. "Are you feeling dizzy?"

Caitlyn nodded and gave a soft whimper, still having a hard time focusing her eyes.

“That’s normal,” Brittany nodded, and Caitlyn gasped as she cupped her face. “I promise you’ll be alright. I’m not going to let anything bad happen to you.”

Caitlyn’s lower lip trembled, confused by the tenderness she felt toward this girl who was so obviously manipulating her.

“How would you like to let a little more out?” Brittany’s hand trailed down, and her nails teased at the button of her jeans.

"Y-yes, please…" Caitlyn whimpered, nodding eagerly as Brittany set to work, unlatching the button.

“Not all of it,” Brittany warned. “Just… a cup full.”

Caitlyn followed Brittany’s eyes to the red cup that formerly held her drink, and she let out a soft groan.

“Please…” she sniffled. “C-can’t I just use the- the toilet?”

Caitlyn’s face burned, humiliated to be reduced to begging for the privilege of something so simple as using the toilet. Her bladder throbbed, and just being so close to it made her even more desperate.

"Now, don't be greedy, Caitlyn," Brittany scolded, and Caitlyn gasped as her fingers curled under the waistband of her panties, already dragging them down her thighs. "We had a deal, remember?"

Caitlyn nodded, but her eyes were still locked on the toilet she so badly needed to use.

“Hey,” Brittany snapped her fingers, and Caitlyn’s eyes shot to hers. “If it wasn’t for me letting you use that bottle in my dorm room, you would have already pissed yourself. Isn’t that right?”

“Y-yes…” Caitlyn confessed, shaking as Brittany picked up the cup.

“Exactly, and you agreed to my terms, didn’t you?” Brittany went on, her brow raised imperiously as ever.

“Yes, b-but…” Caitlyn started to protest.

“But nothing,” Brittany cut her off. “A deal is a deal. You can’t just change the terms on a whim. Spread your legs.”

Caitlyn whined but obeyed. The cup of punch she chugged had settled in her bladder, and she was already aching again. She looked into Brittany's eyes, knowing just how pathetic and desperate she must look. Brittany’s eyes softened, and much to Caitlyn’s alarm, she leaned forward and covered her mouth in a soft kiss.

Caitlyn had never been kissed before, and a shudder ran down her spine at the fullness of Brittany’s lips as they moved slowly over her own. She gave a soft moan at the feeling of Brittany’s tongue as it slid into her mouth, and she felt a mix of relief and regret as she pulled back.

“I really like you, Caitlyn,” Brittany confessed, her eyes hazy. “And I think you could learn to like me, too.”

Caitlyn was speechless, and for the first time, she identified the strange fluttering sensation in her stomach as attraction. She always wondered why she never felt pulled toward dating any of the guys from her high school, but could the answer really be so simple? And how could she be attracted to someone so intent on tormenting her like this?

“Please…” Caitlyn begged, tears blurring her vision as much as the alcohol. “I really need to go…”

Brittany’s eyes sharpened, and she lowered the cup between Caitlyn’s legs.

“Just enough to fill the cup,” she said, and Caitlyn wanted to cry. Still, she knew it was likely the best offer she would receive, and she really could not hold it for much longer.

Caitlyn closed her eyes and released her tightened muscles, gasping as a hard stream hit the bottom of the plastic cup. Tingles of relief raced up her spine, and she let her head roll back to rest against the shower door as she peed.

“That’s it, stop,” Brittany said all too soon, and Caitlyn sobbed at the effort of cutting off the stream.

Caitlyn sniffled, opening her eyes, curious about what Brittany was going to do with her pee. She watched as Brittany lifted the lid, and her thighs trembled at the soft trickle as Brittany poured the contents of the cup into the toilet. It made Caitlyn even more desperate, and a stream of whimpers fell from her throat.

“Oh, do you still need to go?” Brittany’s crystalline smile flashed as she mocked her.

“Yes! Please!” Caitlyn knew her voice was too loud, but she didn’t care. Brittany was being deliberately cruel, and it was almost more than she could take.

“I might be inclined to let you use the cup again…” Brittany offered, and Caitlyn nodded eagerly, her tiny urethra already quivering in anticipation. “But you have to give me something in return.”

Caitlyn’s stomach twisted to think of being further indebted to Brittany, but she was hardly in a position to refuse. The cup had barely taken the edge off her desperation, and she knew it wouldn’t be much longer until the second cup of punch would add to the liquid already stretching her bladder. She wouldn’t be able to wait Brittany out all night. Her surrender was only a matter of time.

“Okay,” Caitlyn nodded her defeat, her eyes fixed on the red cup. “What do you want me to do?”

Brittany’s smile turned into a contemplative smirk. She thought for a long time, and Caitlyn’s face burned as she could only wait, the jeans and her panties still halfway down her thighs.

“I want…” Brittany started, and Caitlyn’s heart pounded as she waited in dreadful anticipation for the terms. “Next week.”

Caitlyn’s brow furrowed, and she blinked her confusion.

“What?” she finally managed. “I don’t understand.”

“I want control of this…” Brittany trailed her nails over Caitlyn’s bulging abdomen. “Through next week.”

Caitlyn’s jaw dropped, even as a trickle of her piss escaped and began to roll down her thigh. She was horrified to be under Brittany’s control for the rest of the night, much less the following week!

“P-please no…” Caitlyn shook her head, her breaths coming in hard pants as she trembled. “I can’t do it, I can’t.”

“Oh, I see,” Brittany made a show of her disappointment. “I guess we can just go back, then. You might want to pull those up.”

Caitlyn shook with a mix of relief, disappointment, and overwhelming need as she pulled up her panties and the jeans, shakily fasting the button and pulling up the zipper.

“But while we’re here…” Brittany trailed off, and Caitlyn’s mouth went dry as she began to undo the button of her shorts. “I may as well take care of myself.”

Caitlyn watched with extreme jealousy as Brittany slowly lowered the shorts to her knees. Her face burned as she looked away, embarrassed.

“Look at me, Caitlyn!" Brittany snapped, and Caitlyn forced herself to meet her gaze. "I want you to see what you're missing out on…"

Caitlyn didn’t dare break Brittany's gaze, and she released a pained whimper as she heard the streaming of the other girl's urine into the toilet. Brittany's lips parted, and she gave a deep, relived sigh as she peed, which made Caitlyn's bladder spasm with envy. Finally, the stream petered off into a trickle, and Brittany gave a contented hum as she daintily cleaned herself up, then flushed the toilet.

“Well, I guess that’s that,” she shrugged as she washed her hands, then headed toward the door.

“W-wait!” Caitlyn burst, and Brittany turned back.

“What is it?” Brittany batted her eyelashes. “Is there something you need?”

Caitlyn wanted to dissolve into the bathroom's tile flooring, but she knew she had no choice if she didn’t want to spend the rest of the night in very wet jeans.

"I-I…" her teeth chattered with the force of her nerves, and she had to take a ragged breath to compose herself. "I'll give you a week."

“Oh, will you?” Brittany purred, crossing her arms again as she leaned against the door.

"Yes, yes," Caitlyn nodded emphatically, burying her hands once more between her legs. "Please, please, I need to let more out…"

Brittany seemed to think it over, glee dancing in her eyes. Caitlyn panted as she waited, bouncing on her toes and looking longingly at the toilet.

“Please, please…” Caitlyn couldn’t be quiet any longer. “You can have control over my bladder for the rest of the week, please… I- I can’t hold it anymore…”

"I'm thrilled to hear you say that,” Brittany said, and hope filled Caitlyn’s chest. “But I’m afraid that was a one-time offer, and you already said no.”

Caitlyn's eyes widened, and her jaw dropped. Another droplet escaped her exhausted urethra and soaked into her panties. Tears filled her eyes as she fell to her knees, doubling over as another sharp pang of need twisted her bladder.

Caitlyn didn’t know if it was her desperation, the alcohol, or the constant humiliation over the last several hours, but she finally reached her breaking point. She sobbed shamelessly on the floor, her body wracked with tremors.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry!” she blubbered, her voice cracking around the words. “Why are you doing this to me? I have to go, I have to go, please let me go!”

Caitlyn’s breath came in short, frantic bursts, and her head spun even more.

“Caitlyn,” Brittany’s voice was calm and measured. “You have to calm down.”

“No, no, I can’t!” Caitlyn shook her head as she started to hyperventilate. “Please, please… stop doing this to me, I can’t take it anymore…”

Caitlyn looked up to try and plead with Brittany, only to find her kneeling on the floor in front of her. Caitlyn whimpered as Brittany took her face once more between her hands, wiping away her tears with the pads of her thumbs. A sharp dagger of pain stabbed into Caitlyn’s bladder, and she convulsed.

“Please, please!” Caitlyn begged, clutching at her crotch as her muscles restlessly twitched and shook.

Brittany took hold of Caitlyn’s jaw and jerked her head up, forcing her to meet her gaze.

“Two weeks,” she laid the condition, and a fresh wave of tears filled Caitlyn’s eyes.

“Oh, god…” Caitlyn’s voice fluttered around the words.

“Going once…” Brittany’s voice was smooth, and her hold on Caitlyn’s jaw loosened.

“I can’t, I can’t…” Caitlyn’s voice was high and strained as she shook her head, anxiety twisting in her chest.

“Going twice…” Brittany's voice hardened. "Last chance or the only way you'll find relief tonight is by pissing your pants at a frat party."

“Okay! Okay!” Caitlyn conceded, accepting the terms and her defeat. “Two weeks!”

“Perfect,” Brittany purred, and Caitlyn shivered at the satisfaction in her voice. “Stand up.”

Caitlyn shook as she tried to do so, and it was only through Brittany's assistance that she managed to get to her feet. She leaned heavily against the shower door, holding tight to the rail to keep from collapsing again.

“I know this has been hard for you,” Brittany’s voice was sympathetic as she once again undid the fastenings of the jeans. “And I know two weeks is a long time…”

Caitlyn's chest rose and fell rapidly as she panted, and her eyes were wide as they locked once more on the cup as Brittany took it off the counter. She spread her legs eagerly, working hard to keep from having an accident.

“So…” she went on. “I’m willing to let you empty your bladder completely, one cup at a time.”

“God, please…” Caitlyn begged, and her tiny hole spurted another droplet.

“Just make sure that you always stop when I tell you to,” Brittany smiled. “We don’t want to make any messes.”

Caitlyn nodded eagerly and whimpered as Brittany lowered the cup between her legs.

“Go,” she commanded, and Caitlyn moaned as she released her muscles and shot a hard, long stream into the cup. “And stop.”

Caitlyn sobbed with the effort of cutting off the stream, and she trembled, waiting breathlessly as Brittany poured the cup into the toilet. Brittany took her time putting the cup between Caitlyn’s legs again, and she waited with bated breath for her next command.

“Go,” Brittany started the cycle again, and Caitlyn’s head spun.

Caitlyn lost count of how many ups she filled after the fifth one. With each one, her desperation lessened, and her humiliation increased as she was able to think more clearly. Dread ran cold through her veins as she realized that she had agreed to two more weeks of being at Brittany's mercy, and she shuddered to think of what else the devious girl could devise.

“Go,” Brittany said again, and finally, no more than a trickle escaped from between Caitlyn’s legs, barely enough to fill the bottom of the cup. “Well, I guess that’s it. Clean yourself up.”

Caitlyn’s hands shook as she took up a swath of toilet paper and patted herself dry, making sure to clean up the few trickles that had run down her thighs. She tossed the paper into the toilet bowl and flushed it, then drew her pants back up, making sure they were zipped and buttoned. She felt Brittany’s eyes on her the whole time, and she wished she could just disappear.

“Feeling better?” Brittany smiled, and Caitlyn just wanted to cry. She barely managed a weak nod.

“Hey, don’t look so glum,” Brittany scolded as Caitlyn washed her hands. “It’s only two weeks. How bad could it really be?”

Caitlyn felt a shudder run through her body, and her throat felt dry.

“I think you’ve been through enough tonight, though,” Brittany conceded, her voice gentle. “So for the rest of the night, you can go whenever you like.”

Caitlyn knew that was supposed to cheer her up, but she couldn’t even muster a smile. All she felt was anxiety and dread thinking about what the next two weeks would entail.

“Do you think you could take me home?” Caitlyn’s voice was tight as she tried to hold back tears. “I’m not feeling very well.”

Brittany’s expression sobered.

"Of course," she said, and for the first time, Caitlyn heard a hint of guilt at the edge of her tone. "You can head to my car. I'll just let Lauren know I'll meet her at the party."

Brittany handed Caitlyn the keys, and in the next moment, she was gone. Caitlyn felt lifeless as she made her way through the house, mostly empty as people had already started heading to the real party. She left through the front door and found Brittany's car, unlocked it with the key fob, and sat gingerly in the passenger's seat.

Caitlyn's throat tightened as Brittany approached the car, hopping into the driver's seat.

“Ashley is going to give Lauren a ride to the party,” Brittany explained, her voice bubbly and chipper, as if she hadn’t just spent the last ten minutes making her pee into a cup.

Caitlyn said nothing as Brittany turned the key in the ignition, and she fastened her seatbelt as she backed out of the driveway. Caitlyn felt sicker with each passing second, her heart sinking all the way into her stomach. By the time they got back on campus, silent tears were flowing down her face.

“What dorm do you live in?” Brittany asked as she began to weave her way through the residential area.

“The freshman honor’s dorm,” Caitlyn sniffled her answer.

“An honor’s student,” Brittany mused, sounding impressed. “Go figure.”

Caitlyn didn’t have the wherewithal to comment, and she was relieved when Brittany pulled up in the driveway of her dorm. She was just about to get out of the car when she realized she had left her backpack in Lauren and Brittany's dorm room. She could do without her school supplies, but her keys were there as well.

“Um…” she cleared her throat, embarrassed. “All my stuff is in your dorm room.”

Brittany blinked over at her for a moment, then laughed. She put the car back in drive and headed across campus toward her own dorm. Caitlyn wanted to cry again at the thought of spending any more time with her than necessary, but she had no choice.

Brittany let Caitlyn stay in the car as she went inside, and it wasn’t long before she returned with her backpack in tow.

“Thank you,” she managed, not wanting to be rude despite all that Brittany had done to her. “Um… I can just walk back to my dorm…”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” Brittany flashed her dazzling smile, and Caitlyn felt the familiar flutter of attraction that bewildered her so much.

Caitlyn was silent again as Brittany drove back her to her dorm, and this time she did get out of the car. She stood awkwardly, not quite knowing what to say.

“I had a really fun time with you tonight,” Brittany smirked, and Caitlyn was silent. “I’ll see you very soon.”

Caitlyn’s blood ran cold, and she said nothing as she shut the passenger door and watched Brittany drive off into the night.

What had she gotten herself into?
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