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Chapter Three




Caitlyn heard an aggravated huff from across the room, and she looked up to see Brittany laid out in her bed, staring at the ceiling. She had come over after her classes to do some reading for her Mythology class, claiming the library had too many distractions.

“Everything okay?” Caitlyn peeped, nervous as ever to initiate a conversation with her.

“I’m fine,” Brittany answered, though she still sounded disgruntled. “Just bored.”

“I’m sorry,” Caitlyn offered. She wasn’t particularly thrilled to be doing her anatomy homework either.

Brittany sighed again and picked up the book. Caitlyn’s mouth twitched in a smile. There was something about watching Brittany study that made her seem small, a sharp contrast to her typical powerful aura. Still, she had her own homework to do, and she refocused her attention on her laptop and her calculations.

Brittany let out an aggravated growl, and Caitlyn looked over at her.

“How do you just do this all the time?” Brittany pouted, and Caitlyn smiled.

“I don’t know…” Caitlyn shrugged. “I just do.”

Brittany’s eyes narrowed, and Caitlyn’s stomach fluttered under her regard.

“I know what will make this more interesting,” Brittany purred, and dread seeped into Caitlyn’s core. “For every page I read, you have to take three gulps of water.”

Caitlyn stiffened in her seat. So far, Brittany had been lenient with her bathroom breaks today, and she hadn’t spent very long in discomfort. She had a feeling that was about to change.

“Okay…” Caitlyn nodded, hesitant, but at least it would give Brittany some incentive to focus on her reading.

“Perfect,” Brittany flashed her bright smile, and Caitlyn managed one in return, though anxiety was already setting in.

For the next hour or so, Brittany told her to drink each time she finished a page, and Caitlyn complied. At first, it wasn’t so bad, but Brittany seemed to be reading rather quickly, and it started to add up. It only took a half-hour of their arrangement for Caitlyn to start jiggling her leg in her chair.

“Well, that’s it for the chapter,” Brittany sounded satisfied. “How’s your homework going?”

“Fine, I just finished,” Caitlyn answered. In truth, she had finished her assignment a while ago. Now, she was just studying for another class and messing around on her computer.

“Great,” Brittany sounded chipper. “Come over here, then.”

Caitlyn was apprehensive, but she hadn’t rejected Brittany’s orders before, and she wasn’t about to start now. Brittany sat up, and Caitlyn took her place beside her on the twin bed, leaning her back against the wall.

Caitlyn stiffened as Brittany rested a hand on her thigh, teasing at the hem of her shorts. Caitlyn’s heart pounded faster, and she shifted nervously as Brittany’s fingers sparked her nerve endings.

“So…” Brittany purred, and Caitlyn shivered at her tone. “What should we do with the rest of the evening?”

Caitlyn could hardly think. Brittany was relentless with her fingertips, trailing them up and down her leg.

“We could go get dinner…” Caitlyn offered. She wasn’t particularly hungry, but she was willing to reach for anything that might make Caitlyn stop teasing her.

“Oh, that’s a good idea,” Brittany mused, though her thoughtfulness did not reduce the movement of her fingers. “Where did you have in mind?”

Caitlyn blinked.

“I thought we could just go to the student center…” Caitlyn shrugged. She didn’t want to make a habit of going out to restaurants when her meals on campus were already paid for.

“Ugh, no,” Brittany rolled her eyes, and Caitlyn held back a sigh. “Let’s go somewhere else. Don’t worry, I can get you.”

Caitlyn relaxed, glad not to be spending money but still anxious to go out. She felt a familiar urge in her bladder, and she already knew this was just the beginning of a long night.

“Do you have any preferences?” Brittany asked, and Caitlyn shook her head. “Cool. We can go to The Annex, then.”

Caitlyn had never been there, but she knew it was a sports bar not far from campus.

“That way, we don’t even need to drive,” Brittany sounded pleased with her choice. “You might want to throw on something a little nicer, though.”

Caitlyn blushed, looking down at her go-to outfit of shorts and a t-shirt. It was comfortable and practical enough for classes, but she agreed it was too relaxed for eating out, even at a sports bar.

“You should let me pick out your outfit,” Brittany leaned in to whisper into her ear, and her proximity was enough to make Caitlyn shiver.

“Sure,” Caitlyn conceded.

Brittany smiled again, hopping off the bed and opening up the closet. Caitlyn felt self-conscious. She knew her wardrobe wasn’t even half as glamorous as Brittany’s.

“I need to take you shopping sometime,” Brittany’s voice was muffled as she dug through the closet, having apparently come to the same conclusion.

“Okay…” Caitlyn shifted on the bed, wondering what a shopping spree with Brittany would entail. She probably knew about all manner of places Caitlyn had never been bothered to investigate.

“Here,” Brittany emerged with a pair of light-wash jeans and a simple, lavender blouse. “This will do for now. Now for your underwear…”

Caitlyn’s face flooded with heat, and she wanted to protest, but she thought better of it as Brittany examined her underwear drawer.

“Caitlyn, Caitlyn, Caitlyn…” Brittany sighed and shook her head. “What am I going to do with you?”

Caitlyn swallowed but remained silent, embarrassed at her bland selection of underwear. She knew girls her age probably had lace thongs or something along those lines to ramp up their sex-appeal, but sex wasn’t really at the forefront of Caitlyn’s mind. She had a feeling that would change, though, if her relationship with Brittany continued to progress.

Finally, Brittany withdrew a matching set of black bra and panties.

“This will have to do for now,” she said. “But we’ll definitely have to spice up your options soon. Or maybe you could just go without.”

Caitlyn’s face burned at the suggestion, but she kept quiet as she got off the bed and started to undress. She could feel Brittany’s eyes on her as she did, and her heart pounded. She hastily stepped into the panties and turned her back as she fastened the bra, drawing the straps up over her shoulders.

“It’s cute how you get so embarrassed,” Brittany’s voice was laced with humor, but Caitlyn wasn’t amused, and she was relieved when she was fully dressed again.

“You know, I have some shoes that would be great with this,” Brittany stroked her chin as she looked Caitlyn up and down, then moved again to the closet. “I guess these will do for now.”

Brittany withdrew a pair of coral Converse low-tops, and Caitlyn pulled a pair of no-show socks out of the drawer, toeing them on before putting on the shoes. Brittany looked her up and down, nodding her approval of the outfit.

“That’ll do for tonight,” Brittany smiled. “Just get your stuff together, and we can head over there.”

Caitlyn set about gathering up her things, aware of the growing need in her bladder. She glanced over at the bathroom as she put her phone and keys into her pockets, wondering if it would do her any good to ask. Brittany was already holding the door open, her brow raised expectantly.

“Um…” Caitlyn’s mouth felt dry, and she errantly picked at her nails. “May I please use the bathroom before we leave?”

Brittany’s smile widened, and Caitlyn’s stomach clenched. She cowered as Brittany stalked toward her, letting the door close.

“Do you already have to go from our little game?” Brittany smirked, and Caitlyn forced herself not to back away as Brittany hooked her fingers into the belt loops of her jeans.

“Yes,” Caitlyn admitted. There was no point denying it, and she wanted to be as agreeable as possible to increase her chances.

“Hm…” Brittany tugged on her jeans, and Caitlyn stumbled forward, gasping as she found herself pressed against the other girl’s body. “How many times have you already gone today?”

Caitlyn thought for a moment. She had used a freebie in the morning, and Brittany had allowed her to use the restroom three additional times.

“Four,” she answered, wondering how that information would impact Brittany’s answer.

“That seems awfully generous of me, don’t you think?” Brittany batted her lashes.

“Yes…” Caitlyn agreed, even as she squirmed. Yesterday Brittany had only allowed her to use the bathroom three times in total. To have already used it four times today was nothing short of a mercy.

“I think you can hold it a little longer,” Brittany flashed her smile, and Caitlyn bit her lip to hold back a groan. “Now come on, I’m getting hungry.”

Caitlyn sighed as Brittany released her hold of her jeans and twirled once more toward the door. She was careful to lock up on their way out and then followed Brittany down the hall toward the door.

The heat of the day was finally subsiding as the sun went down, and Brittany hooked her arm through Caitlyn’s as they made their way along the sidewalk. Caitlyn still felt awkward with the public displays of affection, but Brittany was as self-assured as ever.

Caitlyn was glad her urge to use the restroom seemed to fade into the background as they walked. She enjoyed the fresh air and let Brittany lead her to the sports bar.

“You’re so quiet,” Brittany pointed out, and Caitlyn’s face felt hot.

“I guess,” Caitlyn shrugged.

“Are you nervous?” Brittany’s eyes sparkled up at her.

“Yes,” Caitlyn answered honestly.

“Because of me?” Brittany’s voice sounded quieter, more vulnerable.

“Yes,” Caitlyn confessed, and Brittany hummed.

“You don’t need to be nervous around me,” Brittany assured her. “I don’t bite.”

Caitlyn shivered at the implication, and her bladder gave an instinctive twinge.

“I know,” Caitlyn tried to gather her words. “I’m just nervous about… the situation, I think.”

“What situation?” Brittany lilted, batting her eyes innocently.

“You know,” Caitlyn murmured, and Brittany laughed.

“I know, I know,” she sighed, patting Caitlyn’s arm. “I can’t help myself. There’s nothing quite like a power trip, is there?”

Caitlyn said nothing. She wouldn’t know anything about that.

“Well, anyway,” Brittany sighed, letting go of Caitlyn’s arm. “Here we are.”

Caitlyn looked at the small building and heard music filtering out of the bar as she held the door open for Brittany. There wasn’t a host, so she trailed after Brittany, who strode across the room to find a table for them.

“Welcome in ladies,” A waitress, similar in disposition and appearance to Brittany, set a couple of menus down on their table. “You can just order at the bar whenever you’re ready.”

“Thanks,” Brittany chimed and busied herself, studying the menu.

Caitlyn looked over it as well, grateful the prices weren’t extravagant, especially if Brittany was paying.

“Get whatever you like,” Caitlyn blushed as Brittany seemed to read her mind. “You keep looking at the menu, and I’ll go get us some drinks.”

Caitlyn nodded, shifting in her seat as she was reminded of the pressure in her bladder. She hoped Brittany wouldn’t torment her too much, but she had a feeling that was exactly what was going to happen. Her suspicions were compounded as Brittany returned with a pitcher of what could only be beer, as well as a couple of pint glasses.

“Um…” Caitlyn blinked. “How did you…”

“They didn’t ask for ID,” Brittany shrugged, setting down the glasses and pitcher.

“I don’t know…” Caitlyn was reluctant to drink again, remembering her hangover after drinking at Ashley’s house.

“Relax,” Brittany smiled. “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do. But for the rest of the night, you’ll be matching me drink for drink, regardless of whether it’s water or beer. So it might be in your best interest to help me with this pitcher, or you’ll end up drinking a pitcher of water by yourself.”

Caitlyn’s stomach twisted, and her bladder spasmed. Without another word, she poured a glass for Brittany and herself, taking a tentative sip. She wasn’t overly enthused with the taste, but it wasn’t awful.

“Good choice,” Brittany praised her, taking a drink of her own beer. “Have you decided what you want to eat yet?”

“I’m just going to get a side of fries,” Caitlyn felt uncomfortable. “If that’s okay.”

“You know you can get more than that,” Brittany raised a brow. “You can get whatever you want. I promise it’s no big deal.”

“I think just the fries will be okay,” Caitlyn couldn’t meet Brittany’s eyes. She didn’t know how to explain why she was so uncomfortable letting her buy her things, but it made her embarrassed nonetheless.

“If you say so,” Brittany sounded displeased, and Caitlyn worried what the consequences might be for not taking advantage of her generosity. “If you get hungry for something else before we leave, just let me know.”

Caitlyn nodded and dipped her head to take another sip of beer. Brittany perused the menu a while longer and finally stood up.

“I’m going to go put our order in,” she said. “I want that glass finished by the time I get back.”

Caitlyn blanched but nodded, and Brittany gave her a wink as she headed for the bar. Caitlyn’s abdomen was already distended, protesting against the waistband of her jeans, but she shoved the thought back. She took a deep breath, then lifted the glass, still mostly full, and steadily gulped its contents.

Caitlyn coughed as she returned the glass to the table. Her head spun, and she let out a long sigh. She could feel the effects of the alcohol already taking hold, but at least it dulled some of her anxiety.

“Wow,” Caitlyn jumped at Brittany’s voice as she returned to the table. “Color me impressed.”

Caitlyn shifted again, and Brittany made short work of finishing her own drink. She poured two more glasses from the pitcher, and Caitlyn nearly groaned. She knew it wouldn’t be long until the first pint settled in her bladder with the water she had already consumed throughout the day.

“So what did you get to eat?” Caitlyn peeped, trying meekly to engage in conversation, so her attention wasn’t wholly occupied by her straining bladder.

“I ordered a chicken sandwich and some fries,” Brittany shrugged. “Nothing fancy.”

Caitlyn nodded, nursing her glass between her hands.

“You know…” Brittany leaned across the table conspiratorially. “This is kind of like our first date.”

Caitlyn’s stomach flipped at the word, and her face felt hot.

“Kind of,” Caitlyn nodded, blinking down at the tabletop as she avoided making eye contact.

Brittany seemed amused by Caitlyn’s discomfort, and she took a long drink. Brittany then tapped the rim of Caitlyn’s glass, and she reluctantly lifted it to her mouth to take a small sip. Brittany smiled, pleased, and Caitlyn relaxed.

Their food came faster than either of them expected, but Caitlyn was grateful for the distraction. She nibbled at her fries, drinking her beer each time Brittany tapped the glass. Little by little, her urge to use the restroom became more prominent, and her thigh started to bounce under the table.

Brittany noticed, of course, and cast Caitlyn a smirk.

“On a scale of one through ten…” she mused, taking up one of her own fries. “How bad do you have to go?”

Caitlyn thought for a moment, her need momentarily magnified by the attention Brittany brought to it.

“Seven,” Caitlyn answered, keeping her eyes fixed on her basket of French fries.

“Not so bad then,” Brittany shrugged, and Caitlyn felt a flicker of irritation. “I’m sure you can hold it for the rest of our meal, at least. Drink.”

Caitlyn sighed through her nose but obediently lifted her glass. At that point, her senses were dulled by the alcohol, and she felt bolder than usual.

“I don’t know why I keep letting you do this,” Caitlyn grumbled, nibbling on the end of a fry. “It’s not like we signed a contract or anything…”

“A contract?” Brittany raised her brow, and Caitlyn instinctively shrunk into her chair. “Is that what you really want, Caitlyn? To sign a document? Go to a notary to make all this official?”

Brittany’s voice no more than a purr, but the steely glint in her eyes told Caitlyn she was treading on thin ice.

“N-no…” Caitlyn swallowed.

“Maybe integrity doesn’t mean as much to you as it does to me,” Brittany’s words were laced with ice. “But when I give my word, I keep it. Kind of like when I told you I would buy your food today.”

Caitlyn’s face flushed again, this time with anger.

“I didn’t ask you to do that!” Caitlyn hissed, and Brittany seemed surprised at the outburst.

Rather than responding verbally, Brittany slipped her hand between Caitlyn’s thighs, brushing her fingers against her crotch through her jeans. Caitlyn gasped at the intimate touch, and she frantically looked around the bar, hoping nobody could see.

“S-stop…” Caitlyn’s voice shook as she tried not to collapse into a trembling mess, and she bit her lip as Brittany pressed against her lower abdomen, reminding her just how much she had to pee.

“I can see that you need a moment to cool off,” Brittany smiled, but it didn’t meet her eyes. “So, I think I’m going to take a trip to the ladies’ room and give you a few moments alone with your thoughts. I sincerely hope your attitude has improved by the time I get back.”

Brittany once again pressed her palm into Caitlyn’s pelvis, then rose from the table. Caitlyn watched as she left, burning with embarrassment and jealousy.

“Oh,” Brittany looked back over her shoulder. “And I want that glass finished by the time I get back.”

Caitlyn’s face burned, and tears welled in her eyes. Her emotions shot back and forth between dismay and anger, and she had half a mind to knock the glass onto the floor. She wondered if it was the alcohol making her feel so disgruntled.

Ultimately, Caitlyn couldn’t shake off her anxiety of what would await her if she didn’t comply with Brittany’s demands. She finished off the rest of the glass and nibbled at her fries. Her bladder stung, and she couldn’t help but press her thighs together under the table, keeping her eyes tight shut as she tried to think about anything but her need to pee.

“Well, I feel much better now,” Brittany’s voice lured Caitlyn from her thoughts, and she opened her eyes to be greeted by the other girl’s smirk. “And how are you feeling?”

Caitlyn tried to glare at her, but the expression turned into a wince as her bladder surged again. She bit her lip as a tremor racked her body, and she pressed her shaking hands between her legs.

“I really have to go…” Caitlyn mewled, hoping that contrition might earn her more sympathy.

“Well, before your little outburst,” Brittany’s tone was clipped. “I was going to suggest that we go back to your dorm so you could take care of that.”

Caitlyn nodded eagerly, her urethra twitching at the hope for release. She pleaded silently at Brittany, the muscles of her thighs spasming as her legs bounced uncontrollably beneath the table.

“But I’ve decided I don’t like your attitude,” Brittany’s eyes blazed. “So, as a consequence, I’ll give you the opportunity to let a little out here before we go get some dessert to make me feel better.”

Caitlyn’s chest tightened. She cast a glance across the bar, and her skin crawled even to think of what the bathrooms here would be like.

“Please, no…” Caitlyn shook her head, her face burning with embarrassment to be reduced to begging in public.

“Or,” Brittany batted her lashes. “You can just wait until after dessert. Your choice.”

Caitlyn’s skin crawled at the idea of having to use a public restroom, but at this point, she wasn’t sure she could even walk without getting at least some relief.

“Can I please let some out here?” Caitlyn made her choice, squeezing her legs together under the table as her bladder twinged again.

“Of course,” Brittany flashed her dazzling smile and rose from the table. “Let’s go.”

Caitlyn’s face flushed, but she didn’t hesitate to follow Brittany to the back of the bar. Brittany held open the door to the single-occupant room, and Caitlyn eagerly entered, only to balk as Brittany followed her in, locking the door behind her.

“I have to make sure you follow my instructions, don’t I?” Brittany raised her brow. “Go ahead and pull down your jeans.”

Caitlyn’s hands trembled from desperation and embarrassment, and she fumbled with the button of her jeans. Finally, she was able to push her waistband down her thighs, and she looked with wide eyes at Brittany, waiting for further instructions.

“Now,” Brittany crossed her arms over her chest. “Once you start peeing, I am going to count back from ten to zero, and when I get there, you stop.”

Caitlyn wanted to whine, but she bit her lip. Her legs were shaking, and she was grateful for anything that might take the edge off.

“Go,” Brittany sounded annoyed, and Caitlyn immediately hovered over the bowl and released a stream, sighing in relief even as her ears burned.

“Ten… nine… eight…” Brittany counted back, and Caitlyn’s stomach twisted at the idea of having to stop.

“Seven… six… five…” Brittany seemed unfazed as she watched, a bored expression on her face.

“Four… three… two…” Caitlyn pressed harder, trying to get as much out of her body as possible.

“One… zero. Stop,” Brittany snapped, and Caitlyn whimpered but managed to cut off the stream of urine. “That’s it for you. Go ahead and clean yourself up.”

Caitlyn’s hands were still shaking as she gathered up some toilet paper and dried herself off, her bladder still longing to completely empty. Still, she did feel much better, and she sighed as she pulled up her underwear and jeans again. She used her foot to flush the toilet and thoroughly washed her hands.

“And what do we say?” Brittany pressed, and Caitlyn felt flustered.

“Thank you for letting me go,” Caitlyn forced out the words. She was grateful, but part of her was still conflicted and angry.

“You’re very welcome,” Brittany smiled, seeming mollified, at least for the time being. “Come on and get cleaned up. I know a great fro-yo place not far from here.”

Caitlyn nodded and followed Brittany out of the restroom, only to blush as she saw another girl waiting in the hallway. The girl’s eyes widened, and Caitlyn felt humiliated, knowing she would soon realize, if she didn’t already, that they had both come out of a single-occupant restroom.

Brittany only laughed and proceeded to the main floor of the restaurant, wholly unaffected. Caitlyn wondered how on earth she was so confident all the time.

“Are you sure you don’t need anything more substantial to eat?” Brittany’s voice was tender as she looked up at her.

“No, thank you,” Caitlyn cleared her throat. Her bladder still tingled, and she was just ready to get through with dessert already so she could go back to her dorm.

“Come on, then,” Brittany looped her arm through Caitlyn’s and pulled her toward the exit.

Caitlyn was silent as she allowed Brittany to take the lead, as always. They left the bar and headed down the sidewalk. Sure enough, just a few blocks away was a frozen yogurt café. Caitlyn was grateful that Brittany seemed content with their mutual silence as they walked.

They arrived at the café, and Brittany opened the door, ushering Caitlyn inside with a hand at the small of her back.

“Again, you can get whatever you like,” Brittany smiled.

“Thanks,” Caitlyn tried to be polite, and she helped herself to one of the serving bowls.

Caitlyn found herself more than a little entranced with Brittany’s movements as she moved between the selection of flavors, mixing a few of them together. She seemed buoyant and happy, and Caitlyn wondered if she had anything to do with her good mood. The thought made her blush, and she busied herself with preparing her own dessert, making sure she didn’t get too much.

Caitlyn followed Brittany through the line as she decorated her yogurt with toppings. Caitlyn, for her part, chose a couple spoons of diced strawberries, but again she was self-conscious about getting much more.

They arrived at the cash register, and Caitlyn set her bowl down next to Brittany’s o the could be weighed.

“And can we also get two bottles of water?” Brittany smiled at the cashier, and Caitlyn’s stomach sank.

“Sure,” he shrugged, turning to the fridge and withdrawing two bottles, and passing them over the counter.

Caitlyn’s ears burned and guilt curled in her stomach as Brittany once again paid for their dessert. She wished they had just gone to the student center so that money wouldn’t be a part of the equation.

Brittany took up her bowl and her bottle of water. Caitlyn followed suit, then joined Brittany at a small, round table.

“What flavor did you get?” Brittany asked, her eyes dancing.

“Um,” Caitlyn blinked, having already forgotten with all the thoughts flitting around in her head. “Raspberry sorbet. You?”

“A little cheesecake, some chocolate, and cookies and cream,” Brittany showed each of the selections. “A little chaotic, I know.”

Caitlyn laughed, smiling genuinely, taking a tiny bite of her own yogurt.

“You don’t eat very much, do you?” Brittany pointed out. Caitlyn knew it was likely just an observation, but her ears burned nonetheless.

“We just didn’t have that much to go around when I was growing up,” Caitlyn shrugged.

“I’m sorry…” Brittany’s tone softened, and Caitlyn looked up to see pity in her expression.

“Don’t look at me like that,” Caitlyn felt suddenly defensive but realized how harsh her tone sounded. “Please.”

Brittany’s brow furrowed, and she looked down into her bowl, silently picking through her toppings. Caitlyn felt guilty for her outburst, and she tentatively reached out to take Brittany’s hand.

“I’m sorry,” Caitlyn apologized, and Brittany looked up at her, surprised. “I shouldn’t have been so short with you. I appreciate you taking me out today.”

Brittany smiled, and a familiar glimmer danced in her eyes.

“Take a sip of your water,” she instructed, and Caitlyn’s stomach twisted, though she took some measure of comfort in the fact that they had resumed their usual roles.

“Actually…” Brittany smirked as Caitlin lifted the bottle. “Finish it.”

Caitlyn’s stomach twisted, but she obeyed. The water was cold, which made it take longer to drink, but she did manage to finish the bottle. She set it down with shaking hands, looking down into her bowl of slowly melting yogurt and strawberries.

“I don’t like when you make me chug it,” Caitlyn confessed, feeling uncomfortably full.

“Did I ask?” Brittany sounded amused, and she daintily sipped at her own bottle.

Caitlyn bristled silently as she took another bite of her yogurt. She still felt disgruntled from the beer, and she fidgeted with her plastic spoon.

“Is there a problem, Caitlyn?” Brittany posed from across the table, and Caitlyn shivered as she looked up, only to meet Brittany’s raised brow.

“No,” Caitlyn huffed, shoving another bite into her mouth.

“Hm,” Brittany didn’t sound convinced. “Finish your yoghurt.”

Caitlyn nodded and brooded silently as she took bite after bite. The remnants of beer settled into her bladder. Before she was even done with her bowl, she was squirming in her chair.

“You seem uncomfortable,” Brittany noted, and Caitlyn looked up at her with a scowl.

“Yes…” she hissed at Brittany, who only smirked.

“I wonder why that could be…” Brittany purred and sensuously wrapped her lips around her next bite of yogurt.

Caitlyn’s stomach flipped at the sight, and there was suddenly another prominent urge between her legs. She remembered the way Brittany touched her in her dorm the other night, and she shivered as blood ran into her face.

“Stop…” Caitlyn uttered before she even realized it.

“What was that?” Brittany snapped, her brows flicking up. “Surely you’re not telling me what to do.”

Caitlyn’s mouth moved wordlessly, at a loss for what to say. Brittany simply regarded her from across the table for a long moment, slowly lifting her water to her lips and finishing its contents. She set down the bottle, never breaking eye contact with Caitlyn, who waited, stewing in her own anxiety.

“Get up,” Brittany’s command was soft, but her tone was resolute. “Throw away the trash.”

Caitlyn rose, collecting their empty bowls and water bottles from the table. She felt unsteady on her feet as she crossed to the trash can, taking as long as she possibly could to get the trash into the bin. She swallowed drily as she moved back to the table, her heart pounding at the look on Brittney’s face.

Brittany stood from the table as Caitlyn approached.

“Follow me,” she instructed, and Caitlyn’s heart surged with hope as Brittany headed into the back of the café toward the restroom.

Brittany opened the door, revealing another single-occupant restroom, and she raised an expectant brow. Caitlyn hesitated, but the flashing of Brittany’s eyes told her to think better of resisting. Caitlyn stepped inside, and Brittney followed close behind, locking the door behind them.

“Would you like to use the restroom, Caitlyn?” Brittney asked, the question innocent enough, but her tone was steely.

“Yes…” Caitlyn answered, just the sight of the toilet magnifying her desperation.

“Too bad,” Brittany snapped, her eyes suddenly feral.

Before Caitlyn could fully process her words, Brittany seized her hair, shoving her back against the door. Caitlyn gasped as Brittany’s body trapped her as she covered her mouth in a demanding kiss. A chill ran down Caitlyn’s spine, and she pressed her hands against the door behind her.

Brittany pulled back and looked at Caitlyn ravenously, and Caitlyn’s attraction for Brittany reared its head. Lust flickered in her core, and she gasped as Brittany shoved her knee between her thighs.

“Maybe if you didn’t have such a snippy attitude,” Brittany hissed. “I would have let you go.”

“I’m sorry…” Caitlyn whined, looking past Brittany at the toilet.

“You’re not,” Brittany rejected the apology. “But you will be.”

Brittany suddenly took Caitlyn by the hips and spun her around, so she was pressed face-first against the door. She whimpered at first from the rough treatment and then cried out as Brittany’s hand landed in a sharp smack against her ass through her jeans.

“What are you doing?” Caitlyn’s voice was a frantic whisper as tears burned in her eyes. Her core ached dually with embarrassment and arousal.

“Adjusting your attitude,” Brittany’s tone was ragged as she landed a set of two more hard smacks.

“Please! Stop…” Caitlyn struggled, but Brittany’s hand shot to the back of her neck, keeping her firmly pressed against the door. Another hard smack lit up Caitlyn’s ass, and her legs trembled, still pressed together to hold back the flood that threatened to escape her bladder.

“Do you know how fucking hot it is to have so much control over you?” Brittany’s voice was raspy, and she shoved her leg between Caitlyn’s from behind, forcing them apart and dragging her thigh against Caitlyn’s sex.

Caitlyn could only whimper, her knees nearly buckling at the sudden assault. Still, she couldn’t help that her ass arched back against Brittany’s leg, relishing the dull pleasure and the distraction from her urgent need to pee.

“You like it too, don’t you?” Brittany accused.

“N-no!” she denied, her face flushing red.

“No?” Brittany raised her damned eyebrow again, and the mere expression was enough to make Caitlyn’s stomach clench.

Brittany released Caitlyn’s neck, whirling her around to face her, and her hands set to work on the button of Caitlyn’s jeans. Caitlyn bit her lip as she dragged the zipper down and then jerked the waistband down to her thighs.

“Go,” Brittany ordered, pointing to the toilet. “But don’t start peeing yet.”

Caitlyn didn’t dare hesitate, and she whimpered as she hovered over the seat, waiting eagerly for Brittany’s next instruction.

“When I say ‘go,’ you can let some out,” Brittany dictated. “And when I say ‘stop’… well, you get the picture.”

Caitlyn nodded eagerly, biting her lip and trembling as she waited.

“Go,” Brittany smirked, and Caitlyn cried out, her body trembling as she shot a jet of pee into the toilet.

“Stop,” Brittany commanded after no more than a second.

“Please! Please…” Caitlyn begged as she painfully cut off the flow.

“You like when I play with you like this,” Brittany accused. “Go.”

Caitlyn gasped as she let out another stream, pushing hard to get out as much as possible.

“Stop,” Brittany ordered, and Caitlyn sobbed. “Admit it. You like it.”

“No…” Caitlyn shook her head, denying it even as her pussy pulsed.

“You can clean yourself up, then,” Brittany decided.

“N-no, please…” Caitlyn shook her head, pleading up at Brittany with her eyes. “I need more…”

“Go,” Brittany said, stepping closer as Caitlyn once again shuddered with her release. “And… stop.”

Caitlyn shuddered again, groaning. Each time she had to stop seemed more difficult than the last.

“Tell me you like it, Caitlyn,” Brittany fisted her hand in Caitlyn’s hair and tilted her head up to meet her fiery gaze.

Caitlyn shook her head as best she could in the other girl’s grip. Brittany rolled her eyes and released Caitlyn’s hair.

“Clean yourself up,” Brittany’s tone was clipped.

Caitlyn sniffled as she dried herself off with some toilet paper, then regretfully started to pull up her jeans. Her bladder was still mostly full, and it ached severely.

“No, leave them,” Brittany shook her head, looking down at Caitlyn’s jeans. “Just stand up.”

Caitlyn swallowed, her stomach twisting, but she stood, her legs awkwardly straddling the toilet. Brittany stood in front of her, placing her hands on Caitlyn’s waist and steadily moving them lower.

“W-wait…” Caitlyn tried to struggle away, but Brittany was insistent.

“Stop fucking moving,” Brittany growled, digging her nails into Caitlyn’s hips. “I’m just going to make sure that your body is as opposed to this as you claim...”

Caitlyn whined as Brittany trailed her fingers between her parted thighs, and she shuddered as they grazed her folds. Brittany slid her finger along the wetness gathering at her entrance, and Caitlyn’s face burned even as her clit throbbed.

“Soaked,” Brittany smirked, and Caitlyn shook as she teased her tight entrance.

“Brittany, please!” Caitlyn begged, her knees threatening to give out. “Not here…”

Brittany stopped, her lashes fluttering as she looked up at Caitlyn. She pulled her hand back, but not before wiping the wetness along Caitlyn’s inner thigh, making her tremble even more.

“Fine,” Brittany snapped. “Pull up your pants.”

Brittany stepped back, pacing the room like a caged animal as Caitlyn sniffled and jerked her jeans and panties back up. She washed her unsteady hands and warily regarded Brittany out of the corner of her eye.

Once Caitlyn finished drying her hands, Brittany seized one of them and pulled her out of the bathroom, nearly dragging her through the cafe. Caitlyn’s heart pounded as Brittany led her outside, and her bladder surged as her legs worked to keep pace. A sudden, fast squirt soaked into her panties.

“Slow down!” Caitlyn’s voice shook as she made the plea, and Brittany growled her frustration but mercifully conceded. Caitlyn sighed in relief, able to maintain control of her muscles much better.

“I want you…” Brittany’s eyes blazed as she looked up at Caitlyn, who blushed at the raw words.

Caitlyn’s mind whirled as Brittany’s thumb traced patterns into her palm. Not least in her mind was her still desperate need to vacate her bladder, but also her swollen clit. Ever since Brittany had shown her how to touch it, she had been exploring the new sensations.

Caitlyn hadn’t yet been adventurous enough to push any further than a pleasant burn. She had a feeling, though, that Brittany wouldn’t stop until she tumbled over the edge to her first orgasm.

All too soon, they arrived outside Caitlyn’s dorm, and her hands shook as she swiped her ID card to get inside the building. Brittany increased her pace again, her grip tight on Caitlyn’s hand as they weaved through the halls to her dorm room. Caitlyn fumbled with her keys, and Brittany, clearly impatient, snatched them out of her hands, shoving the key into the lock and pushing the door open.

Caitlyn whimpered as Brittany shoved her into the room, letting the door slam shut behind them. Her eyes were predatory as she looked her up and down. Caitlyn shivered, close to tears as fear welled up in her chest.

“Get on the bed,” Brittany demanded, and Caitlyn had little choice but to comply as Brittany stalked toward her.

Caitlyn fell back onto the mattress, and in a matter of seconds, Brittany was pressed atop her. Brittany slid her thigh between Caitlyn’s legs again, growling as her mouth descended on her throat.

Caitlyn’s head spun, and she clutched Brittany’s shoulders as her hips took on a life of their own, desperately griding against Brittany’s leg. The fullness of her bladder only made the sensations more intense, and she was suddenly and horrifically embarrassed.

“Brittany, wait…” Caitlyn’s lip trembled as apprehension curled in her stomach.

Brittany lifted her head from Caitlyn’s neck blinked down at her, a look of clarity passing over her features. Brittany rolled off of Caitlyn and sat on the edge of the bed, still panting as she looked down at her.

“What’s wrong?” Brittany’s voice was tight, but she seemed less frantic.

“I…” Caitlyn’s mind whirled as she tried to think of a way to slow all this down. “I don’t want…”

“Oh,” Brittany’s voice was soft and hurt glinted in her eyes. “I see.”

A moment of silence passed between them, and Brittany squared her shoulders with a sigh. Caitlyn’s stomach twisted again as the quiet became oppressive, but she had no idea what to say. Brittany’s brows furrowed as she seemed to struggle with an internal battle.

“I should go,” Brittany resolved, standing up and turning toward the door.

“No!” Caitlyn protested, sitting up on the bed, suddenly realizing that wasn’t at all what she wanted.

“Caitlyn…” Brittany sighed, pinching the bridge of her nose. “I’m sorry. This… was a bad idea.”

Caitlyn’s throat tightened, and she didn’t know what to say. Part of her was relieved, but another part of her yearned to reassure her. Caitlyn hated the dejected look on Brittany’s face.

“I’m going to go,” Brittany offered her a small smile, but her disappointment was evident. “You can use the bathroom whenever you like.”

“Brittany…” Caitlyn said, but she was already heading out the door, which clicked shut behind her.

Caitlyn, shaking and overwhelmed, collapsed against the bed. She buried her head in her hands and tried to calm her breathing. Her bladder still ached, and her pussy tingled undeniably. Her tears finally overflowed, and she sobbed into her hands.

Caitlyn couldn’t understand all the emotions mingling inside of her. She was scared, aroused, and now guilty. Caitlyn berated herself for being so conflicted. She was undoubtedly the victim in this situation, and Brittany was taking advantage of her. Still, that fact wasn’t enough to keep her from being helplessly attracted to and aroused by her.

Caitlyn sniffled and raised her head, pulling a tissue from the box on her desk to wipe her eyes. Her hands shook, and again she mentally scolded herself. She needed to get a grip.

Caitlyn rose from her desk, still conscious of her need to relieve her bladder. She went into the bathroom, but even as she lowered her jeans down her legs, she felt a rush of guilt, and fresh tears welled in her eyes that she couldn’t even pee anymore without thinking of Brittany.

Caitlyn forced herself to go and then pulled up her pants and washed her hands. She felt calmer now that her bladder was not so insistent, and she could think more clearly.

Caitlyn wished Brittany hadn’t left. She didn’t want her to go. Everything was just happening too fast. She only met Brittany a few days ago but somehow managed to cede control of an essential bodily function. It was not exactly the relationship progression Caitlyn had been expecting.

At the same time, though, Caitlyn had to admit it was exciting. It certainly added an element of anticipation and surprise to even the most boring class. And she couldn’t deny, of course, just how gorgeous Brittany was and her undeniably charming personality.

Caitlyn sat down on the edge of her bed with a sigh, rubbing her temples as a headache formed between them. She picked up her phone, her stomach tightening as she pulled up the messages to Brittany. Her thumbs hovered over the keyboard, but she couldn’t think of what to say.

Aggravated, Caitlyn tossed her phone to the side and curled up in bed. Maybe it was for the best that Brittany left. Maybe she would be better off.

Somehow, even the idea of Brittany being permanently gone from her life made Caitlyn sick, and she tossed in her bed. She was restless, and she knew she couldn’t just linger in her dorm.

Caitlyn knew she had to go after Brittany. She sat up in bed and gathered up her keys, heading out the door.

Caitlyn’s strides were long and fast as she headed across campus, and before she even realized it, she broke into a run. Her lungs heaved at the sudden activity, and her feet hurt as they pounded the sidewalk. She had no doubt she looked like a mess, running in her jeans, but she didn’t care. Brittany’s dorm was all the way on the other side of campus, and she needed to get there as soon as possible.

Caitlyn crossed the campus in record time, lingering outside the dorm until someone opened the door. Caitlyn pressed her memory for which room was Brittany’s, and she made her way up the stairs to the correct floor, vividly remembering the first time she had climbed them.

Caitlyn’s heart beat fast, and she breathed heavily as she arrived at Brittney’s dorm. She took several deep breaths to steady herself, then lifted her hand to knock on the door. Her stomach twisted as she waited. And waited.

Caitlyn knocked again, louder this time, but there was still no answer. Her heart sank, and she felt suddenly stupid. Exhausted, she leaned against the wall and dropped down, resting her elbows on her knees. She wiped her sweaty forehead and closed her eyes, tilting her head back against the wall.

Caitlyn felt like she was losing her mind. Why was she so bent out of shape over Brittany? Maybe it was because she was the first person to ever show more than platonic interest in her. Maybe she had developed some strange sort of Stockholm syndrome toward her since she had taken control of her bathroom privileges.

Whatever it was, Caitlyn couldn’t shake it. All she could think of was Brittany’s dazzling smile and her mischievous eyes, and the fear that she might never see them again.

“Caitlyn?” her head shot up as she heard her name, but she was disappointed not to see Brittany but Lauren, and she only vaguely remembered the two of them were roommates.

“Oh my god…” Lauren looked down at her, concern painted across her features. “Are you okay?”

Caitlyn knew she must look like a mess. She had run all the way here, and now she was on the verge of tears.

“Sorry,” Caitlyn managed through her tight throat. “I was just looking for Brittany…”

“Oh,” Lauren blinked, seeming surprised. “Did something happen?”

Caitlyn’s eyes burned. How could she even begin to explain what was going on between them?

“Well, here, come inside,” Lauren said before Caitlyn could respond, putting her key in the lock and opening the door. “We can talk about it.”

At a loss for what else to do, Caitlyn nodded and allowed Lauren to help her to her feet. Caitlyn followed her into the dorm room, and her heart tightened at the sight of all Brittany’s things.

“Come sit down,” Lauren sat down on the edge of her bed, patting the place beside her.

Caitlyn did, taking comfort from Lauren running her palm soothingly up and down her back.

“Did you two… have a fight or something?” Lauren guessed, and Caitlyn gave a dry laugh.

“I… sort of,” Caitlyn shook her head. “We were back at my dorm, and just… things got a little out of hand…”

“Oh…” Lauren cleared her throat. “So… are you two… together?”

“I don’t know…” Caitlyn shook her head and gave a long sigh.

“I didn’t even know you liked girls…” Lauren said, almost to herself.

“I don’t, I just…” Caitlyn huffed her aggravation, rubbing her temples again. “Brittany is just so… I don’t know.”

Silence lapsed between them, and Caitlyn was grateful just to be able to talk to someone.

“Well,” Lauren finally piped up, the silence becoming too oppressive. “I know that she spends a lot of time at her sister’s place.”

Caitlyn sat up a little straighter, hopeful, but she sagged again as she realized she wouldn’t be able to walk the distance to Ashely’s house.

“That’s so far away…” she remarked, mostly to herself.

“I could drive you,” Lauren offered, and Caitlyn looked over at her, surprised.

“Look, I don’t know what’s going on between the two of you,” Lauren held her hands up. “But if you’re this upset about it, I think you two should talk it out.”

Caitlyn wrapped Lauren in a tight hug as tears welled in her eyes again.

“Thank you,” Caitlyn’s voice shook as Lauren hugged her back. “I know I just showed up out of the blue, but I really appreciate it.”

“It’s no problem,” Lauren laughed, and Caitlyn relented in her tight hold. “Just take a second to clean yourself up, and then we can go, okay?”

Caitlyn nodded, offering Lauren an embarrassed smile as she made her way to the suite’s bathroom. She turned on the water and gathered some in her hands to run it over her flushed face, then looked up at her own dripping face in the mirror.

Caitlyn could hardly recognize herself. There was no outward change, and it seemed vaguely odd to her that there should be no physical evidence of all the things that had happened to her over the past few days.

Caitlyn shook her head out of her strange thoughts. She needed to go find Brittany.

“I’m ready,” Caitlyn announced, maybe a little too eagerly, as she stepped from the bathroom.

“Let’s go, then!” Lauren piped, holding her keys up and making straight for the door.

Caitlyn was grateful for Lauren’s haste as they went down the stairs, out of the dorm, and across the parking lot to Lauren’s car. Caitlyn’s leg bounced with mounting anxiety as Lauren drove, and her heart was pounding by the time they pulled up into Ashley’s driveway. Brittany’s car was parked in the drive, and Caitlyn’s heart surged.

“I’ll hang here while you go see if she’s there,” Lauren smiled, and Caitlyn nodded as she unbuckled her seatbelt. “Good luck.”

“Thanks,” Caitlyn smiled, then got out of the car.

Caitlyn’s heart pounded as she approached the door and rang the bell. She heard movement inside, and Ashley tentatively cracked the door.

“Oh, hey!” Ashley warmed up as soon as she recognized her. “I remember you. Caitlyn, right? You were here with Brittany before the party.”

Caitlyn nodded, smiling sheepishly.

“What’s up?” Ashely’s brows furrowed in concern. “Did you forget something over here?”

“No,” Caitlyn shook her head. “I was actually just looking for Brittany.”

“Yeah, she just came over here a while ago,” Ashley said, somewhat reluctant. “She seemed kind of upset, though. I can go tell her you’re here if you want, but she may not be in the mood to do anything right now.”

“That’s okay,” Caitlyn nodded, maybe too eagerly. “Just um… let her know I’m here, and if she doesn’t want to talk, that’s okay.”

“Okay!” Ashley shrugged, smiling. “I’ll let her know.”

“Thanks,” Caitlyn said, offering a meek smile.

Caitlyn awkwardly toed at the porch, and she jumped as she heard the door open again. Her throat tightened as she saw Brittany in the doorframe, looking surprised.

“Caitlyn,” she said.

“Hi…” Caitlyn struggled to find her words, and she stepped back as Brittany stepped onto the porch.

“What are you doing here?” Brittany crossed her arms over her chest, eyeing Caitlyn warily.

“I just…” Caitlyn shifted, feeling as diminutive as ever under Brittany’s intense gaze. “I just wanted to talk to you. About… what happened.”

Brittany looked reluctant, and her eyes shifted over to Lauren.

“I don’t know if that’s a good idea,” Brittany shook her head. “You should just go back to campus and forget about it.”

Brittany turned to go back into the house, and Caitlyn took hold of her upper arm, stopping her. Brittany looked up at her, shocked.

“I don’t want to forget about it,” Caitlyn rushed, the words barely more than a whisper. “Any of it.”

Their eyes locked together, and the silence between them brimmed with tension. Emotion flashed in Brittany’s eyes, and Caitlyn’s blood pounded in her ears.

“Please…” Caitlyn released her hold on Brittany’s arm. “I want to talk to you.”

Brittany seemed to consider it, and finally, she released a sigh through her nose.

“Let me tell Ashley I’m leaving,” she said, and Caitlyn released a pent up breath. “And you tell Lauren I can drive you back to campus.

Caitlyn nodded eagerly and nearly ran back to Lauren’s car.

“What happened?” Lauren’s eyes flashed with excitement.

“Nothing yet,” Caitlyn was breathless. “We’re going to talk it out. Brittany said she would take me back to campus. I can’t thank you enough for bringing me over here.”

“It’s no problem at all,” Lauren smiled. “Best of luck. I’ll see you around.”

Caitlyn smiled as Lauren started to back out of the driveway, and she turned to see Brittany waiting for her on the porch.

“Ready?” she asked, twirling her keys on her finger.

Caitlyn nodded, nerves fluttering in her stomach as she approached the passenger’s side of Brittany’s car.

“I thought we could just drive around a while,” Brittany said as she turned the key in the ignition. Caitlyn nodded, her throat tight again, her nerves keeping her from articulating her thoughts.

Brittany pulled out of the driveway and headed down the roads of the neighborhood. She was quiet, and Caitlyn couldn’t help but notice she still seemed deflated, and she felt guilty for having caused that emotional state.

“I’m really sorry for what happened earlier,” Caitlyn finally managed, twisting her hands in her lap.

Brittany let out a soft sigh, her eyes still focused on the road as her hand tightened on the steering wheel.

“There’s nothing to be sorry for,” Brittany offered Caitlyn a weak smile. “I shouldn’t have put you in that situation. It was too much for you.”

Caitlyn looked down into her lap, picking at her nails. Feeling Brittany’s body pressed against her own was overwhelming. Maybe she wasn’t ready for it, or maybe she was just too overwhelmed with how badly she needed to pee. She couldn’t sort out her thoughts or find a way to fill the silence in the car.

“I think we should just…” Brittany sighed, and her voice was tight. “Stop.”

Caitlyn looked up in alarm, her heart sinking.

“I don’t want that…” Caitlyn finally found her voice, and Brittany gave a bitter laugh.

“You don’t know what you want…” Brittany mumbled, likely to herself, but it sparked Caitlyn’s ire.

“Maybe that’s true, but what else do you expect?” Caitlyn returned, just as agitated. “Do you have any idea how overwhelming you can be?”

Brittany looked over at her, surprised.

“I can barely even breathe when you’re in the same room as me,” Caitlyn confessed, her throat tightening as she was overwhelmed with emotion. “But it’s not just because I’m scared you won’t let me… you know. It’s… it’s something else…”

Brittany took a sharp turn into the parking lot of some store and threw on the brakes. Caitlyn was jarred, and she looked over in shock, only to gasp as Brittany took her face between her hands and kissed her ravenously.

Caitlyn melted into the kiss, and her hands found Brittany’s neck, then tangled into her hair. Brittany moaned into her mouth, and Caitlyn shivered. Her mind felt blissfully strung out as her world was overwhelmed by Brittany’s taste and smell and the softness of her lips and tongue.

Brittany finally pulled back, panting, her eyes searching Caitlyn’s face.

“I want you…” Brittany leaned forward to press her forehead against Caitlyn’s. “All the time. And I love toying with you.”

Caitlyn whimpered as Brittany’s hands moved down to grip her waist.

“But…” Brittany’s voice trembled. “I care about you. And I can’t keep doing this to you.”

Brittany loosened her grip, and Caitlyn’s heart dropped as she took her hands away.

“But…” Caitlyn protested. “I want you to…”

Brittany’s eyes blazed, and her hands curled into fists.

“It scares me,” Caitlyn confessed, avoiding Brittany’s gaze. “And today at the bar and at the fro-yo place, I just felt so overwhelmed…”

Brittany nodded her understanding but stayed quiet.

“But at the same time…” Caitlyn’s clit throbbed as she tried to find her words. “I like when you tell me what to do. It makes me nervous…, and it excites me.”

“Really?” Brittany seemed reluctant to believe it, and Caitlyn nodded.

“I was embarrassed today… when you asked me…” Caitlyn shifted anxiously at the memory of straddling the toilet at the café. “But it’s true…”

Brittany seemed to consider her words for a long moment. Caitlyn’s heart pounded, wondering what was going on in Brittany’s head.

“I want to keep doing this, believe me…” Brittany finally spoke, shaking her head. “But I’m not going to force you to. If you want this, it has to be completely of your own volition.”

Caitlyn nodded, equally relieved and excited by Brittany’s words.

“So, I need to hear it, Caitlyn,” Brittany went on. “I need to hear you say that you want this… that you want me.”

Caitlyn’s throat tightened at the vulnerability in Brittany’s voice, and her heart stirred at the emotion in her eyes.

“I want this,” Caitlyn nodded in a fervent whisper. “I want you…”

Brittany’s eyes flashed again, and she snatched Caitlyn’s face between her hands, kissing her hard. Caitlyn kissed her back, curling her fists into Brittany’s shirt and trying to pull her closer.

“Fuck…” Brittany growled. “Pull your jeans down…”

Caitlyn was flustered, but she nodded, and worked quickly to undo the fastenings of her jeans, then pushed them all the way down to her ankles. She looked back up at Brittany, who was panting.

Brittany set her hand on Caitlyn’s thigh, and she shivered.

“I want to be inside of you…” Brittany whispered raggedly into Caitlyn’s ear.

Brittany gathered up some of Caitlyn’s wetness and began to circle her clit. Caitlyn moaned and trembled, tightening her hold on Brittany’s waist as pleasure coiled low in her stomach.

“I’m scared…” Caitlyn admitted, and Brittany’s hand slowed.

“That’s alright,” Brittany’s voice was softer as she nuzzled her face into Caitlyn’s hair. “I won’t do it now. Not here. Just let me touch you…”

Brittany sounded enraptured as her fingers teased Caitlyn’s sex. For her part, Caitlyn could barely breathe. There was something about Brittany’s touch that she just couldn’t recreate on her own, and it was driving her insane.

“You’re so soft and warm and wet…” Brittany whispered the adorations into Caitlyn’s ear.

“I want to feel you…” Caitlyn whispered, shocked at the urge and that she had voiced it.

“Not yet, sweet girl…” Brittany sighed shakily, and Caitlyn whimpered as she withdrew her hand, her eyes widening as Brittany sucked on her own fingers to clean them of her wetness. “Pull your pants back up.”

Caitlyn wanted to protest, but she was eager to prove that she wanted to obey Brittany of her own accord. So, she took up the waistband of her jeans and wriggled them up over her ass, fastening them once more around her hips.

“Caitlyn…” Brittany said, and Caitlyn looked up at her. “Are you sure this is what you want?”

“Yes,” Caitlyn answered without pause, and Brittany smiled.

“I’m very glad to hear that,” Brittany’s voice was vulnerable.

Caitlyn gulped. Her attention was taken by the intense need between her legs, and she vaguely acknowledged that for once, it wasn’t a need to pee.

“Brittany?” Caitlyn looked up at her, a whine in her tone.

“Yes?” Brittany batted her eyelashes, and it made Caitlyn’s stomach flip.

“I feel…” Caitlyn struggled to find the right word. “Achy…”

“Oh, I’m sure,” Brittany’s voice was husky still but also amused. “Have you touched yourself at all since I showed you how?”

Caitlyn nodded, blushing to admit it.

“And have you managed to have an orgasm yet?” Brittany prodded further, and Caitlyn shook her head.

“Well, no wonder you’ve been so agitated all day…” Brittany purred, almost to herself.

“Earlier, in my dorm…” Caitlyn recounted. “Everything felt so good. I thought you were going to try to make me have one… and I was afraid…”

“Well, that’s nothing to be afraid of,” Brittany assured her, but then her eyes lit up as if with an idea. “But I don’t have to make you cum, if that’s not what you want.”

Caitlyn’s ears perked up.

“Really?” she was hopeful, surprised that Brittany even offered.

“Really…” Brittany’s eyes danced.

“I think I’d like that…” Caitlyn said meekly. “Please…”

Brittany let out a laugh, and the sound sent a wave of pleasure over Caitlyn’s body.

“Well, alright, then,” Brittany smiled, baring her blazing white teeth. “No orgasms for my good girl.”

Caitlyn shivered at the words, sensing darkness in Brittany’s tone, but relief flooded through her body that Brittany wouldn’t force her over that edge.

“Thank you…” Caitlyn sighed her relief, but her pussy still throbbed in her jeans. “Um… can we, maybe…”

“Go back to your place?” Brittany suggested, and Caitlyn nodded eagerly. “We certainly can.”

Brittany’s face held an easy smirk as she shifted the car into gear and pulled back into the street. Caitlyn’s stomach fluttered as they made their way back to campus, excited and nervous to find out what Brittany had in store for her.
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