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Chapter Two




Caitlyn woke in the morning with a throbbing headache and an upset stomach. She groaned as she sat up in her bed, reaching for the water bottle she kept at her desk. She took several sips, grateful to relieve the dryness of her throat.

Caitlyn thought back on the previous day, and her heart sank. She could remember in detail her misery throughout the day and the relief she felt when she finally got to empty herself. She felt a shiver as she remembered Brittany's dazzling smile and the wolfish gleam in her eyes. Even the thought of her was enough to send confused emotions racing through her body.

Caitlyn picked up her phone to check the time and was more than a little surprised to see a message from an unknown number. She opened it, and her heart sinking as she read its contents.

Hey, it’s Brittany. I got your number from Lauren, it read. Text me when you get this.

Caitlyn swallowed, her mouth suddenly dry. She stared down at the phone in her shaking hands, and she could hear blood rushing in her ears. She could always just ignore the message. There was no legal requirement for her to go through with the deal she made with Brittany, and she had half a mind to ignore the message entirely.

Another part of Caitlyn, though, felt guilty even at the thought. A secret part of her was disappointed at the idea. Even now, Caitlyn's stomach twisted with her attraction toward the other girl. Brittany was undoubtedly beautiful, but Caitlyn had seen beautiful girls before and not had such an emotional reaction.

No. With Brittany, it was something else. And despite the physical strain and mental anguish she had to endure under her power last night, she was curious. If she ghosted Brittany now, she would never know what could have happened. Granted, a large part of her didn’t want to know, but there was that tiny part of her that certainly did.

Besides, this was college, right? This was where she was supposed to experiment and get into some trouble. She had spent her whole life too shy to try anything new. Well, this was indeed new. And ultimately, Caitlyn couldn’t shake the fact that she had already agreed to it. She never made a habit of lying before, and she didn’t intend to start now.

Caitlyn held her breath as she typed her reply.

Hi, she typed. I just got your message.

Caitlyn hit send and promptly put her phone back down on her nightstand, watching it half in fear and half in expectation. When her phone buzzed, she jumped, and her stomach clenched. She picked it back up, and sure enough, Brittany had responded.

Good morning, it read, and Caitlyn could practically hear the purr in her voice. Did you sleep well?

Yes, Caitlyn replied. It was true. Between the alcohol in her system and the exhaustion of what Brittany put her through, she slept like a rock.

I’m glad to hear that, Brittany remarked. Are you busy today?

No, Caitlyn admitted. But I should probably do some reading and homework for my classes.

Right, honor’s student, Brittany quipped, and Caitlyn blushed. Do you think you’d have time to meet up with me sometime today? I believe we have some things we need to discuss.

Caitlyn’s stomach sank. Her heart pounded in her ears, and she knew this was probably her last chance to bail. If she saw Brittany again, she knew she would be trapped. Still, she wasn’t thrilled at the idea of so readily abandoning her promise.

I could meet up sometime, Caitlyn answered, though she was already anxious at the thought.

How about the library? Brittany suggested. You could even bring some of your homework if you wanted.

Caitlyn almost laughed. As if she would be able to focus on her homework with Brittany around. Still, the library was as good a place as any.

Sounds good, Caitlyn agreed. What time?

There was a brief delay as Brittany typed her response.

Noon works for me, Brittany decided.

Okay, Caitlyn’s heart was already racing as she anticipated their reunion.

Okay, Brittany echoed. I’ll see you then.

Caitlyn breathed a sigh of relief at what she thought was the close of their conversation, but her chest tightened as she saw that Caitlyn was once again typing. She finally received it, and her thighs instinctively pressed together.

Have you used the bathroom yet today? Brittany asked, and Caitlyn felt a chill at the invasive and yet expected question.

No, Caitlyn confessed, surprised that she felt a sense of pride to report as much.

Very good. You’re a fast learner, Brittany esteemed, and Caitlyn’s face burned. You can go ahead and use it for the morning, but you won’t get another chance until after we’ve had our discussion in the library.

Okay, was the only reply Caitlyn could manage.

See you soon, Brittany typed, and it seemed that this time, the conversation was actually over.

Caitlyn sighed, relieved, but it was short-lived knowing that in just a few hours, she would be face to face with Brittany again. Still, she knew she couldn’t just wallow in her anxiety until twelve, so she went about the process of getting ready.

Caitlyn stripped out of Brittany’s clothes, which she had unintentionally fallen asleep in. She folded them neatly and set them on her bed, making a mental note to pack them up for when she went to the library.

Caitlyn then made her way to the bathroom, and for the first time in her life, she had mixed feelings as she sat down for her morning pee. Knowing that it would be her last time to go before she met up with Brittany, she made an extra effort to get every ounce out of her bladder.

When she couldn’t get another drop out, Caitlyn cleaned herself up and started the water for her shower. She was eager to wash off the remnants of sweat and alcohol from the previous night, and she felt a sense of calmness as she went through the familiar routine of her shower. When she was clean, Caitlyn dried herself off and dressed in her typical outfit of a pair of shorts, a sports bra, and a t-shirt, then found some socks and a pair of tennis shoes. She vaguely noted that the shoes she wore yesterday were missing, and realized they must still be at Lauren and Brittany’s dorm. She considered texting Brittany to bring them with her to the library, but the thought of initiating a conversation with her sent chills down her spine.

Satisfied with her appearance, Caitlyn's attention shifted to her unsettled stomach. By and large, she was hungry, and she knew that having breakfast would make her feel better. She gathered up her keys, wallet, and phone and headed for the student center, grateful it was only a short walk away.

Once inside, Caitlyn's nostrils were filled with the rich aroma of food, and she eagerly picked up a plate and visited the various stations to collect her meal. She gathered up some hash browns, a banana, and some eggs. She approached the drink fountain but hesitated, her stomach clenching. Brittany said she couldn’t use the restroom until after they met in the library, and she wasn’t going to put herself in the same situation she’d been in yesterday. She would have to pass on her customary orange juice.

Caitlyn settled down, and grateful that her stomach started to feel better with food in it. She heard of hangovers being truly horrific, so she was glad hers was mild. Maybe she hadn’t had enough to drink for it to be bad. She wondered what was in that drink in the first place but resolved that she would likely never know.

Caitlyn finished her breakfast, returned her dishes to the wash station, and then headed back to her dorm. As she walked, though, she could already feel the tendrils of anticipation curling around her heart. It was nearly ten, which meant there were only a couple of hours until her meet-up with Brittany.

Caitlyn returned to her dorm room but found she couldn’t sit still. She was antsy, and she paced back and forth within the confines of the small space. Caitlyn's mind whirled, and her heart raced as she wondered what Brittany had in store for her. She felt a twinge in her bladder just from the memory of what she’d already been through, and it was enough to make her shake.

Caitlyn stood from her bed with a huff and collected her books. She wasn’t going to sit around and work herself into a mess. She was in school, after all, and the least she could do was keep up with her homework. She carefully added Brittany’s clothes and shoes to her backpack as well, then headed to the library.

The library was at the other end of campus from the student center, close to Lauren and Brittany’s dorm. Caitlyn was grateful for the walk and the fresh air to help keep her head clear. Once inside the library, Caitlyn headed to the elevators, piling in with a couple other students, then go off on the third floor.

Along with the countless shelves of books, there were tables and cubby-holes scattered through the library so people could study in groups or in isolation. Caitlyn personally preferred the smaller individual corners, where she could concentrate without the distraction of other people. She knew, though, that she wouldn’t be alone for long, and she sighed as she sat down at a large table.

Caitlyn settled in easily enough, comforted by the familiarity of homework and studying. The sound of her pencil scratching on paper lulled her mind into a sense of security, and she almost forgot about her upcoming meeting with Brittany.

Almost.

Caitlyn’s phone buzzed against the desk, and she blinked over at it as her chest tightened. Could it already be twelve?

Sure enough, it was, and Caitlyn swallowed as she opened the text, undoubtedly from Brittany.

Where are you? it read, and Caitlyn couldn’t keep a slight tremor out of her hands as she typed her response.

On the third floor, Caitlyn sent. Take a left once you come out of the elevator, and I’m just around the corner.

Cool, Brittany’s response was instantaneous. I’ll be there in just a minute.

Okay, Caitlyn typed back, setting her phone back down on the table as her heart started to race.

Caitlyn shifted in her seat, grateful that her bladder was still largely empty. Maybe she would be able to talk to Brittany like a normal person now. Maybe she could think clearly and negotiate her way out of this absurd agreement.

Somehow, though, Caitlyn doubted it. There was nothing that could erase the memory of what happened between them the previous night. Her bladder ached at the memory of being so full, and her face burned that Brittany made her pee into a cup to earn her relief. Moreover, she couldn’t forget the predatory look in Brittany’s eyes as she watched her do it. The very image made her afraid. Not of Brittany, but of her own feelings.

“Hey!” Caitlyn jumped at the familiar voice, and her mouth went dry.

Brittany strode toward the table, relaxed and impassive as ever, while Caitlyn tried her best to shrink into her chair. She flinched as Brittany set a bag on the table and pushed it toward her.

“You left some clothes and shoes in our dorm last night,” Brittany’s voice was smooth.

“Thanks,” Caitlyn peeped, reaching into her own bag. “I brought your clothes, too. Thank you for letting me borrow them.”

Caitlyn’s throat was tight, and she could barely hear her own voice through the blood rushing in her ears. She set the clothes on the table, but Brittany seemed to have no interest in them, her eyes glittering at her from across the table with that light that made Caitlyn’s skin crawl.

“You’re very polite,” Brittany’s remarked, a smile turning the corner of her lips.

Caitlyn didn’t know what to say, so she averted her eyes. She took Brittany’s clothes out of her backpack to make room for her own, stuffing them inside. She placed Brittany's outfit neatly into the bag and pushed it back across the table. Caitlyn could feel Brittany watching her the whole time, and she intentionally kept her eyes down to avoid her gaze.

“Caitlyn…” Brittany said her name in a sing-song voice, and she finally looked up across the table. “Can you really not even stand to look at me?”

Brittany waited for a response, and Caitlyn struggled to find the right words. Not only was she embarrassed at what happened between them last night, she was nervous to be in her presence at all. She was intimidating, and it was hard for Caitlyn to gather enough courage to speak to her.

“I’m sorry,” Caitlyn’s voice cracked as tears pooled in her eyes. “I’m just so embarrassed.”

Brittany’s eyes softened, and again Caitlyn thought she saw guilt flash behind them.

“You don’t need to be embarrassed,” Brittany’s voice was gentle as she gave the assurance, but it did nothing to assuage Caitlyn’s shame. “I, for one, had a lot of fun.”

Caitlyn gave a harsh laugh. Of course she had. Each second she spent with Brittany’s eyes on her made Caitlyn want to squirm, and she had half a mind to grab her backpack and run. Still, though, a lingering spark of emotion compelled her to stay. The same spark that made her go through with all the things she had done last night.

“So,” Brittany’s voice was sharper, and Caitlyn flinched. “We have some terms to negotiate, don’t we?”

Caitlyn managed a nod. It was only two weeks. She could do this, and then she could forget anything had ever happened in the first place.

“First of all…” Brittany purred, and Caitlyn shifted uncomfortably as her eyes dropped into her lap. “On a scale of one through ten, how badly do you need to go right now?”

“Um… one?” she guessed. She was glad she had intentionally avoided drinking anything. Granted, she was thirsty, but she was glad Brittany didn’t have any leverage over her at the moment.

The sight of Brittany’s frown, though, told Caitlyn she wasn’t pleased with the news.

“And how, by chance, have we managed that?” Brittany crossed her arms, her eyes glinting dangerously. “You haven’t gone without my permission, have you?”

“No!” Caitlyn’s voice was a little too loud as her heart jumped into her throat. “I just… haven’t had much to drink today.”

“I see,” Brittany’s frown only deepened, and Caitlyn shrunk. “Here.”

Caitlyn watched as Brittany dug around in her bag, and her heart sank as she withdrew a large bottle of water.

“Drink it,” Brittany ordered. “Now.”

Caitlyn’s hand shook as she took hold of the bottle and unscrewed the cap. She drank several gulps and tried to set it back on the table, but Brittany scowled at her.

“All of it,” she corrected, and Caitlyn felt tears pricking at her eyes.

Still, Caitlyn didn’t want to have a confrontation in the middle of the library, and with some difficulty, she managed to finish the whole bottle. Her stomach was full, and she knew it was only a matter of time before all that liquid settled into her bladder.

“Much better,” Brittany flashed her smile. To Caitlyn’s dismay, she pulled out another identical bottle from her bag and pushed it toward her on the table.

“I can’t have you getting dehydrated,” Brittany explained. “So for the next two weeks, I expect you to drink no less than sixty-four ounces of water a day. You can drink other things as well if you like soda or coffee or whatever, but sixty-four ounces of whatever you drink must be water.”

Caitlyn’s jaw dropped. She wasn’t sure she drank that much a day in her entire life.

“Don’t be so dramatic,” Brittany rolled her eyes. “That’s just a generalized recommendation. Some studies suggest we need even more to really stay hydrated.”

Caitlyn blanched. If she only drank water, maybe it wouldn’t be so bad.

“Now, to more important things,” Brittany clapped her hands together, and Caitlyn flinched. “Just to give you a little flexibility, I’ll let you have two freebies a day. That means twice a day, you can go without getting my express permission.”

Caitlyn’s throat tightened, and her eyes flickered around the library to see if anyone could hear what they were talking about.

“Any time you use one of your freebies, though,” Brittany added. “You have to report it to me. You can just shoot me a text so that I know. Clear enough?”

Caitlyn nodded, her eyes once again falling to the table.

“Beyond the freebies…” Brittany’s voice was dark, and Caitlyn couldn’t help but look over at her, only to shiver at her smirk. “You’ll have to earn the privilege.”

Caitlyn’s heart was racing again, and she knew she had to muster the courage to defend herself.

“I- I don’t think this is a really good idea…” Caitlyn stammered, already wavering in her resolve under Brittany’s scathing glare.

“No?” Brittany posed. “It’s a shame you already agreed to it, then. You wouldn’t want to go back on your word, would you?”

Caitlyn's face burned, and her gut twisted. It didn’t seem fair that Brittany could so easily access her conscience.

“No, but…” Caitlyn shook her head and fiddled with her hands in her lap.

“But… what?” Brittany waited, but Caitlyn couldn’t find her voice. “You knew what you were getting into. Now it’s time to follow through.”

Caitlyn took a shaky breath and managed a nod. Her head was spinning, and she could barely breathe. Fear took over Caitlyn's emotions again, remembering the previous night and how helpless she felt under Brittany's control. Tears pooled in her eyes, and she lifted a trembling hand to swat them away, embarrassed to be so easily reduced to tears.

“You know what I like most about you, Caitlyn?” Brittany leaned across the table, her voice low.

Slightly alarmed by her proximity, Caitlyn leaned away, shaking her head in answer. Brittany’s eyes glimmered at the effect she had, and Caitlyn shuddered.

“I like that you can’t say no to me,” Brittany’s lips pulled back into a feral smile. “You’re too sweet, too polite. I know that you’d give me anything I asked at the drop of a hat. Just because you don’t know how to say no.”

Caitlyn wanted to protest, but she couldn’t. Brittany hit the nail on the head. Caitlyn had spent her whole life acquiescing to the wishes of people around her, and she didn’t know how to turn it off. Even with something as vital as her own bodily functions at stake. All she could do was look back at Brittany and give a pitiful sniffle.

"It's not a bad thing, Caitlyn," Brittany sounded satisfied, and Caitlyn shivered at the sound of her name as it rolled off her tongue. "Well, not for me, anyway."

Caitlyn shot Brittany a glare, but she was otherwise incapable of forming a response. Brittany shot her a smirk and tapped the new bottle. Caitlyn's stomach sank, but she opened it and took several sips, already dreading the outcome. Brittany smiled, and Caitlyn's face flooded with heat.

"Well," Brittany sighed, and to Caitlyn's surprise, she withdrew a book and a folder from her bag. “When in Rome…”

Caitlyn blinked, unable to take her eyes off Brittany as she spread out her materials and immersed herself in her reading. Caitlyn tried to focus on her own work, but her eyes kept drifting back to Brittany. It wasn’t the strangest thing for them to be doing homework together. They were in college, after all. This was a much more normal pastime than discussing the restriction of Caitlyn's bathroom privileges. Eventually, Caitlyn settled in and focused on her own work, though she couldn’t help sneaking the occasional glance across the table.

Brittany seemed aloof at first, but Caitlyn noticed she appeared to be getting more frustrated with each passing minute. At one point, Caitlyn recognized a look of hopeless vulnerability in her eyes, and she felt a flutter in her stomach. Brittany glanced up, and the look of lostness vanished, replaced by irritation as she caught Caitlyn staring at her.

“What?” she snapped, and Caitlyn looked down at her own papers.

“Nothing…” she mumbled, daring to look back up at Brittany. “What… what class are you working on?”

Brittany regarded her in silence for a moment, her eyes narrowed. Caitlyn looked back, frozen, and she breathed a sigh of relief when Brittany relaxed. Brittany tapped the bottle again, and Caitlyn took a long drink.

“Geology,” Brittany answered, her voice clearly expressing her distaste for the subject.

“Oh,” Caitlyn said, twisting on the cap of the water.

“Oh,” Brittany echoed, rolling her eyes and resuming her look of consternation at her book.

Caitlyn looked back at her own study materials, but she was having a hard time concentrating. Strangely, she didn’t like that Brittany seemed to be having a hard time with her homework. Or studying. Or whatever. This girl was comfortable enough lording over Caitlyn's body, but she was obviously not comfortable studying.

“You know,” Caitlyn cleared her throat as she gathered up the courage to speak. “I actually took a dual credit geology class last year, so… um… If you want, I could probably help. Maybe.”

Caitlyn regretted saying anything as Brittany slowly lifted her head, looking at her as if she had sprouted three heads. A long moment of silence stretched between them until, finally, Brittany sighed. She looked at the bottle again, and Caitlyn begrudgingly took a few more swallows, already starting to feel an urge between her legs.

“I was never really great with… all this,” Brittany vaguely gestured to the books and papers scattered across her side of the table. "It's only the first week, and I already feel so… overwhelmed."

Caitlyn nodded but was once again distracted. Brittany seemed deflated, not at all the confident girl who had been tormenting her yesterday. The glimpse of humanity reminded Caitlyn she was just another person. And surprisingly, she wanted to help her.

“Well,” Caitlyn ventured. “I could teach you some strategies and maybe walk you through a couple of things. If you want, I mean. I am almost finished over here, so it’s no big deal.”

Brittany seemed to consider the offer, and Caitlyn could tell she was battling between maintaining her position of power or accepting the much-needed help.

“I know it- it won’t change anything,” Caitlyn blinked rapidly as she spoke, embarrassed again. “You know, with our… our agreement…”

Brittany smiled, and the mischievous twinkle returned to her eyes. Strangely, Caitlyn was glad to see it, and she offered a meek smile in return. Brittany glanced at the bottle, and Caitlyn didn’t put up a fight as she took several more gulps of the clear liquid.

“Well, I really can’t afford to flunk out,” Brittany sighed, and Caitlyn felt a flicker of surprised happiness as she accepted her offer.

"Okay," Caitlyn tried to keep her voice measured. "Let me just finish up this last essay, and then I can focus on you. Keep working and see if you can come up with some questions, and maybe I'll be able to clear a few things up for you."

Caitlyn quickly fell into the role of tutor. She had spent her entire academic career helping struggling classmates, and she took comfort in offering her assistance. Besides, she would take any opportunity she could get to try to establish some level of normalcy in her association with Brittany.

Caitlyn made quick work of her essay and looked up again to see Brittany engrossed in her textbook, a frown creasing her brow. Caitlyn simply watched her for a long moment, feeling an unexplainable tenderness. She was suddenly aware of just how petite Brittany was, despite the powerful aura she possessed. Right now, Brittany didn’t look powerful at all. She needed help.

“I’m finished,” Caitlyn peeped, reluctant to break the moment.

“Good,” Brittany resumed her confident air.

“Um…” Caitlyn wasn’t sure how to frame her next question. "It would probably be easier if I could see your book and your notes…"

Caitlyn looked meaningfully at the chair beside Brittany.

“Are you asking if you can sit beside me?” Brittany was obviously ready to take any opportunity to capitalize on Caitlyn’s nervousness, and she confirmed the clarification with a hasty nod.

“By all means…” Brittany gestured to the chair, and Caitlyn gathered up her own notebook and pencil, her heart thudding as she took up the chair next to Brittany.

Caitlyn caught a whiff of Brittany’s shampoo as she sat down, and she had to shake her head to regain her focus. She took a sip from the water bottle of her own accord to try and settle her nerves.

“Okay,” Caitlyn pulled over Brittany’s textbook to see where they were in the unit. “Let’s see…”

Caitlyn relaxed as she took Brittany's questions and explained the more cumbersome parts of the chapter. She got a sense of satisfaction every time she saw realization dawn on Brittany's face, and she felt that familiar flutter every time Brittany smiled. Caitlyn couldn’t help but smile as well.

Slowly but surely, Caitlyn helped Brittany work through her assignment. Brittany was not content to let Caitlyn feed her the answers, and she took pains to find the answers herself, even if she did need some help along the way. Caitlyn would have been finished with the assignment three times over by now, but she didn’t mind.

What she did mind, though, was that Brittany had subtly inched closer to her as they worked. Their thighs were pressed flush together, and Caitlyn's skin tingled with every subtle motion. As if that wasn’t enough, the water Brittany had forced her to drink was finally starting to gather in her bladder. It certainly didn’t help that she was rapidly working her way through the second bottle of water, with Brittany continually looking at it or tapping it to indicate she wanted Caitlyn to drink. With each passing minute, Caitlyn’s need to pee grew stronger, and soon, her thigh was bouncing in her seat.

Brittany, being pressed against her side, didn’t fail to notice.

“Is something wrong?” Brittany smiled, and Caitlyn bit her lip to hold back a groan.

It didn’t matter that she had spent the last hour walking Brittany through her Geology homework. All it took was another spasm of her bladder to reduce her to a shaking mess.

"N-no…" Caitlyn tried to deny it, but Brittany laughed at the blatant lie.

"Don't worry, Caitlyn," Brittany soothed, and Caitlyn shivered as she rested a hand on her thigh. "Let's just get through this last page, and I'll take you to the restroom, okay?"

Caitlyn nodded but was considerably less helpful as they proceeded with the rest of the assignment. She was relieved when they finished the last of the questions, and it took a considerable effort for Caitlyn not to immediately leap out of her chair.

"Thanks for all your help," Brittany's voice was soft and genuine, and for a moment, Caitlyn's pressing need fell to the background.

“You’re welcome,” Caitlyn squeaked.

“Maybe we could make these study dates more of a regular thing?” Brittany suggested, her eyes taking back some of their usual glimmer.

“I think we could do that,” Caitlyn nodded, clearing her throat as it tightened around her words.

“Perfect,” Brittany smiled. “Now, I think there was something else we needed to tend to…”

Brittany’s eyes dropped to Caitlyn’s lap, and Caitlyn shifted, secretly relieved she hadn’t had to bring it up herself. She tried not to seem too hasty as she gathered up her things, but she wondered if Brittany was taking her time on purpose.

“Finish that up,” Brittany shot a glance at the water bottle, and Caitlyn knew better than to protest as she finished off what remained, then tossed the empty bottle into a trash can.

Finally, all Brittany's things were secured in her bag, and without a word, she headed for the elevators. Caitlyn was right on her heels, and in no time, they were back on the first floor and headed across the campus.

“I thought we could go back to your dorm,” Brittany suggested. “I know you don’t like public restrooms very much.”

“Thank you,” Caitlyn was surprised and relieved that Brittany remembered.

“So why does it bother you so much?” Brittany glanced up at Caitlyn.

“Well, the hygiene is one thing,” she shrugged under the straps of her backpack. “And I’m just kind of… shy. So, it’s hard for me to… go if there are people around.”

Brittany hummed her understanding, and the sound made Caitlyn’s bladder twinge.

“You must end up holding it a lot, then,” Brittany assumed, and Caitlyn’s face burned even to be talking about it.

“Yes,” she confessed. There was no point in lying about it.

“Then you must have been really embarrassed last night,” Brittany’s voice held a malicious edge.

“Yes, I was,” Caitlyn’s bladder twinged just from the memory of what had unfolded the previous night. “Um, can we not talk about it?”

“I think it’s important that we do talk about it,” Brittany dismissed the idea. “I need to be aware of your mental state so that I don’t accidentally push you too far.”

Caitlyn almost laughed.

“You don’t think we kind of crossed that bridge last night?” Caitlyn asked, and Brittany stopped walking.

“No,” she answered, her lips set in a firm line and her brow in a high arch. “I don’t.”

Caitlyn swallowed, and her stomach fluttered.

Brittany resumed their pace, and Caitlyn’s anxiety twisted in her stomach with each step toward her dorm. The silence was starting to unnerve her, and she fished around for some kind of conversation to start.

“So, have you…” Caitlyn vaguely waved a hand in the air. “Done this with anyone else before?”

"Not in a one-on-one setting," Brittany answered. "But back in high school, I was on a select volleyball team all four years. It was rare for a Freshman to be on the team, so for my first season, I was hazed, for lack of a better term. The older girls came up with some really… creative ways to remind me I was the lowest on the totem pole.”

“Oh,” Caitlyn felt a moment of pity. “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be,” Brittany gave her a wink. “It helped make me into the person I am today- to learn what I was really capable of. And that’s what I’m going to do for you.”

Caitlyn blushed. She wasn’t sure if she wanted to find out what she was capable of if she had to do it like this.

“Besides,” Brittany went on, obviously not looking for any kind of affirmation from Caitlyn. “It’s an excuse for me to get to spend more time with you.”

Caitlyn flushed, surprised someone like Brittany would even want to spend time with her in the first place. She probably had all manner of friends every bit as gorgeous and confident as she was.

“Well, I mean, we could always just study together…” Caitlyn posed.

“Sure," Brittany agreed. "And after these two weeks, I'm sure our study sessions will be even more productive. You know, without you constantly wondering if I’ll let you pee any time soon.”

The words made Caitlyn’s ears burn, and she felt her tiny muscles twitch. Brittany laughed, obviously aware of the impact of her words, and Caitlyn was relieved when they arrived at her dorm. A part of her was anxious about revealing her living space to Brittany, but it was too late to turn back now, and she was getting more desperate with each second.

Caitlyn unlocked her door and sheepishly held it open for Brittany, who had no problem making herself at home. She set her bag on the floor and hopped right on the bed, leaning back against the pillows as she looked around the room. Caitlyn shut the door behind them and cast a meaningful glance at the bathroom door.

“Your room is really cute,” Brittany noted, and Caitlyn had a feeling she was stalling on purpose. “Am I the first person you’ve had over?”

“Yes,” Caitlyn confirmed.

“Very good to know,” Brittany’s eyes sparkled. Caitlyn merely shifted on her feet, still eager to go to the bathroom.

“I’m pretty lucky that Ashley already goes here, so I already know a bunch of her friends,” Brittany’s voice became more tender. “I know it can be hard to start over someplace new.”

"Well, I mean, I never really had many close friends in the first place, so…" Caitlyn shrugged, a little embarrassed that she had unintentionally divulged the information.

“Oh?” Brittany’s customary impish expression sobered. “Because you’re shy?”

“Yes,” Caitlyn nodded, casting another meaningful glance toward the bathroom door. “And I was just always busy… you know, studying…”

“Right, of course,” Brittany got up from the bed and slowly stalked toward Caitlyn. “Honor’s student and all that.”

Caitlyn shrunk away from Brittany’s advance until she was pressed back against the door. Brittany’s nails trailed along the waistband of Caitlyn’s shorts, and she released a shaky breath.

“And I guess you never had time for a boyfriend, either?” Brittany’s voice was husky, and Caitlyn’s throat closed as her hand slid into her shorts. “Or a girlfriend, maybe?”

“N-neither…” Caitlyn stammered and gasped as Brittany’s fingers traced against her panties.

“A pretty girl like you?” Brittany raised a brow, and Caitlyn gasped again as her fingers became more insistent, brushing against her most sensitive places. “Surely someone must have taken an interest…”

Caitlyn’s mind almost short-circuited as Brittany’s fingers teased at the edges of her panties, trying to get underneath.

“C-can you please stop?” tears burned in Caitlyn’s eyes as she pleaded, and mercifully Brittany’s hand stilled.

"Has anyone ever touched you like this before?" Brittany's voice was genuinely curious.

Caitlyn shook her head, unable to say it out loud. Brittany seemed to think for a moment.

“Have you ever touched yourself like this before?” Brittany looked up at her expectantly.

Caitlyn's face burned, and again she shook her head. She knew about sex from biology, and she had heard passing gossip about her friends' sex lives in high school, but she had no experience of her own to speak of.

“Oh,” Brittany seemed surprised, and Caitlyn was relieved when she withdrew her hand from her shorts.

“M-may I please go to the restroom, now?” Caitlyn sniffled, a lone tear trickling down her cheek.

Brittany blinked, looking as if the question had caught her off-guard.

"Yes," she gave a hasty nod, and Caitlyn sagged with relief. "But leave the door open. I'll need to supervise you."

A chill ran down Caitlyn's spine, and she hesitated, humiliated once again at the idea of exposing herself. Brittany had already seen every part of her, but she wasn't eager to put herself on display again.

“Or you can wait another hour,” Brittany’s voice was sharp, and Caitlyn flinched.

Caitlyn opened the bathroom door with shaking hands and cringed as she left it open. Brittany leaned against the doorframe as Caitlyn untied the drawstring of her shorts. She breathed shakily as she lowered her pants and sat down on the toilet, keeping her eyes fixed on the tile and trying to pretend Brittany wasn’t there. Relief washed over her body in a warm wave as she started peeing, and for a moment, she couldn’t have cared less whether Brittany was there or not.

Finally, the stream relented into a trickle, and Caitlyn’s bladder was blissfully empty.

“Feel better?” the sound of Brittany’s voice made all the tension snap back into her body.

Caitlyn nodded as she cleaned herself up and pulled her shorts on again. She avoided Brittany’s eyes as she washed her hands, and she gulped as the girl remained in the doorframe, blocking her exit. Caitlyn opened her mouth to ask her to move, but her nerves got the better of her, and she lingered awkwardly in the middle of her bathroom.

“Do you know why I’m doing this to you, Caitlyn?” Brittany asked, her tone surprisingly diplomatic.

Caitlyn would have laughed if she wasn’t so nervous. She had no idea what would make Brittany compelled to do what they were doing. She had no idea why anyone would do anything like this.

“No,” Caitlyn decided to keep her answer simple.

“It's because I like you," she said, her tone matter of fact. "I've always had a thing for quiet, shy, smart girls. It's all the better that you're so cute."

Caitlyn blushed and looked everywhere but at Brittany. Nobody had ever said anything like that to her, and certainly not on the second day of knowing her. She had no idea what to say, but she felt warmth in her face and the familiar flutter of attraction in her stomach.

“Do you think I’m cute?” Brittany posed.

"I think you're stunning," Caitlyn said and again blushed, astonished at the words that had fallen out of her mouth. Brittany’s lips curled into a smirk.

“Well,” she purred, sounding flattered. “That’s certainly one way of putting it.”

Caitlyn wanted to sink into the tile. For once, she wished she had the excuse of desperation to justify how anxious and antsy she was. Sure, she was worried as to when her next opportunity to use the bathroom would be, but it was mostly just Brittany's presence that was driving her insane.

“I think we make a cute couple,” Brittany finally moved out of the doorway, and Caitlyn followed, shutting the door behind them even as her head spun at the word.

“Couple?” she ventured. “Is… that what we’re doing?”

“Well,” Brittany once again made herself comfortable on Caitlyn’s bed. “It might be a little easier to explain than what we’re actually doing.”

Caitlyn had to agree, but that didn’t make the idea any less disconcerting.

“I just…” Caitlyn shifted, pacing uncomfortably around her dorm room. “I’m not sure… I don’t really…”

“You don’t like girls,” Brittany smirked, and Caitlyn once again wanted to sink into the floor.

“I guess I don’t really know…” Caitlyn’s response was hasty. “I guess I’ve never been in a relationship before, so I don’t have any point of reference…”

“Well, think about it as a scientific experiment,” Brittany suggested, her voice laced with humor. “Lot’s of people experiment in college, and with how smart you are… well, I’m sure you can collect all the data with no problem.”

Caitlyn gulped. She wondered how she could even begin to quantify the way her stomach flipped every time Brittany even looked at her.

“So have you always liked girls?” Caitlyn ventured, hoping the question wasn’t too invasive.

“I like both,” Brittany answered, getting off Caitlyn’s bed and prowling around the room, seeming to be looking for something. “I didn’t really realize I liked girls until my sophomore year of high school. My parents would never approve of it, so I mostly just keep that to myself.”

“Oh,” Caitlyn couldn’t offer much more in the way of conversation as she watched Brittany open her closet. “Are you… looking for something?”

“I was just trying to see if you kept any water in your room,” Brittany answered, and again Caitlyn’s stomach twisted. “I was looking around for a case.”

“I don’t really like single-use plastics,” Caitlyn managed, nervously rubbing the back of her neck. “I have some water bottles I just fill up with tap water from the sink.”

Brittany looked over at her, an amused smile adorning her features. Caitlyn avoided her gaze, already disliking the direction of their conversation. Moreover, despite having just used the bathroom, she could already feel a tingle of need, no doubt a result of drinking so much in such a short period.

“Would you show me your collection of bottles?” Brittany asked, and Caitlyn nodded, moving over to a small cabinet in the corner by the closet. She opened the top drawer and scowled down at the bottled that looked suddenly insidious.

Brittany moved to stand beside Caitlyn, looking over the collection. She picked up each bottle, looking along the sides and on the bottoms. Of course, she finally settled one of the largest ones and handed it to Caitlyn.

“This is a twenty-ounce bottle,” Brittany explained. “If you drink three of these a day, and then a glass of water at one of your meals, you can easily make your water requirement for the day.”

Caitlyn nodded as she took the bottle. The math was simple enough, but the thought of having so much water inside her every day without the freedom to release it was unnerving, to say the least.

“I want you to start every morning by drinking a full bottle,” Brittany instructed, and Caitlyn looked at her in disbelief.

“A full bottle?” Caitlyn’s eyes were wide as she regarded the bottle. “I- I don’t think I can…”

“You will,” Brittany said simply. “The bottles you drank today at the library were each twenty ounces, and you drank the first one without any difficulty. Besides, it’s good to start your day by drinking water. And that way, you’re already almost a third of the way done before you even start your day.”

Caitlyn couldn’t dispute the health benefits, but she was leery of how full her bladder would be throughout the day. Just the thought of having a full bladder throughout her lectures sent a chill down her spine.

“Plus, you have two freebies,” Brittany went on, crossing the room to sit down on the bed again. “So, you might want to keep one of those for the mornings after your first bottle.”

Caitlyn sighed. She reminded herself it was only two weeks. After that, she could fall back into her familiar routines and not worry about such a basic bodily function as having to pee. Even as the thought crossed her mind, though, she felt a flicker of sadness that Brittany might not want to spend time with her if she wasn’t controlling her like this.

“And you should be happy to know you’re almost two-thirds done for today," Brittany smiled, but Caitlyn couldn’t muster much enthusiasm. "I'll just make sure you have a glass at dinner, and then you only have one more bottle to worry about."

Again, Caitlyn wasn’t overly encouraged, but she knew it wouldn’t do her any good to make any snarky comments. Instead, she tried to strategize when it would be best to take advantage of her freebies each day. It seemed logical to use one in the mornings and save one for the evenings. Then again, if Brittany was feeling especially devious, she might have to use one in the middle of the day and be at Brittany’s mercy at night.

Neither situation was ideal, and Caitlyn’s brow furrowed with frustration.

“What’s the matter?” Brittany’s voice broke her out of her thoughts. “You seem upset.”

Caitlyn laughed bitterly. That was an understatement.

“I just don’t understand why you’re doing this to me,” tears burned in her eyes with the force of her emotion. “And I don’t understand why I’m letting you…”

Ultimately, that was what caused Caitlyn the most distress. It was one thing for Brittany to try and bully her, but another for her to just let it happen without any kind of resistance. If she had half a brain, she would simply refuse. What would the consequences be? She had no real leverage over her other than the memories. Caitlyn guessed Brittany could always spread rumors about what had happened between them, but even that didn’t seem like enough for Caitlyn to endure what she was going through.

So what was it that kept her from shoving Brittany out of her dorm and out of her life? Caitlyn couldn’t put her finger on why, but even the idea made her feel a sense of loss and disappointment.

“Caitlyn,” Brittany’s voice interrupted the spiraling of her mind. “Come here.”

Brittany patted the side of the bed, and Caitlyn hesitated, only to relent as Brittany raised her threatening brow. Caitlyn heaved a sigh and sat down, keeping as much distance between the other girl as possible.

“I think…” Brittany’s voice was soft, and her tone serious. “You have a hard time saying no to people in general, yes?”

Caitlyn paused to think. All her life, she had found it easier to agree, even if someone else was wrong. It saved Caitlyn from many confrontations, which she was always eager to avoid. Even in high school, she shied away from classroom discussions, never wanting to ruffle anyone's feathers. Caitlyn realized the simple act of saying no, even disagreeing in general, was a skill she had simply never developed, and it was finally coming back to bite her.

Caitlyn nodded, confirming Brittany’s suspicion, tears prickling in her eyes.

“And I have a hard time taking no for an answer,” Brittany went on, sitting up in the bed and moving closer to Caitlyn, who instinctively shrunk away. “So, in a way, we’re a perfect match.”

Caitlyn wanted to laugh at the assertion, but she couldn’t find any humor in the situation. Brittany’s hand smoothed up and down her back, and Caitlyn shivered at the touch.

“Here, I know what will make you feel better,” Brittany’s voice perked up, and Caitlyn turned to look at her, interested. “Why don’t we establish some limits?”

“Limits?” Caitlyn blinked back at her, and Brittany nodded eagerly.

“Like, some things that you’re absolutely not okay with,” Brittany explained, and Caitlyn scoffed. She was not okay with any of this, but she was sure Brittany was looking for something more specific.

“Okay…” Caitlyn did her best to think within the realm of possibility, and she thought about what she had dreaded most from the previous night. “I don’t want to wet myself in public or in front of other people. Please.”

“I can work with that,” Brittany nodded, and Caitlyn was relieved she didn’t seem upset or disappointed. “Anything else?”

Caitlyn thought. She really didn’t want to be in this situation in the first place, but that ship had already sailed. She blushed to have to be thinking so intently about her bodily functions at all, but her blush deepened to think of the other bodily functions that might be impacted by her limited bathroom breaks.

“Um…” Caitlyn tried to find a way to say this delicately. “Peeing is one thing, but… I really don’t feel comfortable with… you know… the other thing…”

Caitlyn was grateful that Brittany didn’t laugh, instead nodding her understanding.

“Fair is fair,” Brittany said, and Caitlyn felt a surge of relief. “And of course, if you happen to get sick for any reason within these next two weeks, please let me know. And if you think of any other things that you really don’t want to do, you can always tell me.”

Caitlyn nodded, relieved and surprised that this conversation had helped. At least Brittany wasn’t wholly ruthless. That knowledge was only so helpful, though, and Caitlyn's bladder was already nagging at her again. Forty ounces of water was a lot, and one bathroom trip was certainly not enough to void all of what she had consumed.

"Why don't you go fill up your bottle for me," Brittany suddenly changed the topic, and Caitlyn swallowed but rose to obey.

Caitlyn could feel Brittany following close behind her as she filled up the water bottle, then shakily screwed on the cap.

“Very good,” Brittany praised, and Caitlyn tried to ignore the flutter the words inspired in her stomach.

Caitlyn followed Brittany back out of the bathroom, saying nothing as they sat down on the bed once again.

“So correct me if I misheard you…” Caitlyn’s throat tightened at the mischief that had returned to Brittany’s voice. “But I thought you said you’d never touched yourself before?”

Caitlyn blushed, wishing dearly she could avoid this conversation.

“I haven’t really done anything like that, no,” Caitlyn confessed in a rush.

“Is it because of like… religion, or…?” Brittany fished for the reason, and Caitlyn let out an agitated huff.

“I just… was always busy studying…” Caitlyn shrugged. “I never thought anything of it.”

“Wow,” Brittany’s voice was soft, almost disbelieving, and Caitlyn’s ears felt hot. “I mean, it’s nothing to be embarrassed about.”

“Well…” Caitlyn scoffed, but the feeling of Brittany’s hand on her shoulder disrupted her worsening mood.

“Here,” Brittany pressed her backward, and Caitlyn froze in alarm. “Lie back for me…”

Brittany’s gentle command sent a wave of chills over her body. As usual, she was reluctant to comply, but she didn’t want to risk upsetting her. So, with her heart pounding furiously in her chest, she laid back, her throat closing as Brittany straddled her thighs.

“The only reason I bring it up,” Brittany explained, but Caitlyn had a hard time making sense of her words with her weight pressing on top of her. “Is because touching yourself can help distract you when your bladder feels really full.”

Caitlyn felt her bladder spasm in response to Brittany’s words, and her breath caught as Brittany slowly gathered up her shirt to expose her stomach.

“Do you mind if I show you?” Brittany’s eyes burned into hers, and as nervous as Caitlyn was, she couldn’t deny she was just as excited. Without giving herself a chance to overthink it, she gave a hasty nod.

Brittany hummed, and Caitlyn shivered as her nails brushed her stomach as she found the drawstring of her shorts, easily untying them.

“Lift up your hips,” Brittany instructed, and Caitlyn did so.

Caitlyn’s breaths came in soft pants as Brittany lowered her shorts, bunching them around the tops of her thighs and dragging her panties down to leave her sex once again exposed to her gaze. She had seen it all the previous night, of course, but this seemed much more intimate.

Brittany ran her nails through the tuft of curls on her mound, and Caitlyn clenched her jaw to keep her teeth from chattering as she trembled. Her blood roared in her ears, and she gasped as Brittany softly dipped her hand between her legs and stroked her folds. Caitlyn held her breath and squeezed her eyes shut at the warmth that bloomed in her core.

“Caitlyn, look at me,” Brittany commanded, her voice firm, and Caitlyn’s eyes fluttered open. Her chest tightened at the darkness in the other girl’s eyes.

“I’m going to touch your clit now,” Brittany explained, and Caitlyn bit her lip as she slipped two fingers between the folds of her pussy.

Caitlyn's back stiffened, and she drew in a ragged gasp at the acute pleasure as Brittany pressed her fingers against her sensitive nub in slow circles. The sensation was unlike anything she’d ever felt before. Sure enough, it distracted her from the growing need to relieve herself, but another need was rapidly rising inside of her.

“I-I… um…” Caitlyn stammered, unable to piece her words together as newfound pleasure rolled through her body.

“Shh, Caitlyn, it’s alright,” Brittany soothed her, and Caitlyn shivered at her words. “Have you ever had anything inside you before?”

Caitlyn blinked up at Brittany, apprehensive, and shook her head. She didn’t even use tampons.

“I want to show you how it feels,” Brittany’s voice was tight and husky, and Caitlyn worked hard not to rock her hips against her hand as she continued to play with her clit.

“W-will it hurt?” Caitlyn was anxious, but a part of her was also curious. Just having her fingers on her clit already felt incredible, and she wondered how much better it would feel with her inside.

“A little,” Brittany nodded. “It’s okay if you don’t want me to.”

Caitlyn bit her lip as another surge of pleasure raced through her muscles. Her heart pounded, and she looked up into Brittany’s eyes with a sense of wonder, clearly seeing the lust within them.

“I- I’m a little nervous…” Caitlyn confessed, biting her tongue as a groan threatened to escape her throat.

“That’s alright, Caitlyn,” Brittany’s voice was warm as she reassured her. “We don’t need to rush. I just want to make you feel good.”

Caitlyn couldn’t contain her groan this time as the words themselves made her shudder.

“I really like that…” Caitlyn whimpered, unable to keep from rocking her hips against Brittany’s fingers.

“Here, you try,” Caitlyn whimpered in protest as Brittany withdrew her hand. Caitlyn hesitated, blinking up at Brittany.

“Go ahead,” Brittany’s voice was rough as her eyes burned down at Caitlyn. “Touch yourself for me.”

Caitlyn gulped, and her hand shook as she dipped it between her legs, moaning softly as her fingers grazed her clit. She gave it a few experimental strokes, wincing as her nail accidentally scraped the tender skin.

“It’s okay, just go slow,” Brittany coached her, and Caitlyn relaxed, pressing the pads of her fingers against her clit and moving in slow circles, just as Brittany had done.

Caitlyn let her eyes drift closed as she touched herself. The combination of Brittany’s weight on her thighs and the soft circles around her clit made her mind feel hazy, and she let out a series of soft whimpers and whines as a strange sensation traveled up and down her thighs.

“See?” Caitlyn’s eyes fluttered open as Brittany spoke. “It’s a nice distraction, isn’t it?”

Caitlyn nodded, surprised to remember she even had to pee in the first place.

“This way, when you really have to go,” Brittany’s nails drew feather-light circles over Caitlyn’s hips, sending goosebumps to rise along her skin. “You can just slip your fingers into your panties and take the edge off…”

Caitlyn moved her fingers faster as she felt a nagging sensation building inside of her. Her muscles were quickening, and her breaths came in rapid pants. She felt a sensation distinctly similar to when she had to pee, and with a gasp, she tore her hand away.

Brittany watched with glee from her place atop her thighs, and Caitlyn’s lip trembled as she looked down at her.

"I- I thought I was going to…" Caitlyn blushed as she tried to explain her actions. 

“Pee?” Brittany guessed, and Caitlyn’s face burned as she confirmed it with a nod. “I guess you’ve never had an orgasm before, have you?”

Caitlyn shook her head, feeling more embarrassed with every passing second. Brittany hummed, and Caitlyn’s stomach tightened as Brittany moved her fingers between her legs again, gasping as she dipped them lower and ran them along the outside of her folds. Caitlyn felt unmistakable wetness there, and she wanted to die of humiliation.

“I- I’m sorry…” she stammered the apology as Brittany drew up the glistening evidence. “I didn’t… m-mean…”

"You didn't do anything wrong, Caitlyn," Brittany assured her. "This isn’t pee. It's much thicker and clear, see? It just means you’re really turned on."

Brittany rubbed her fingers together smoothly, lubricated by Caitlyn’s wetness.

“I thought you’d be too nervous to get so wet…” Brittany mused. “But I guess not.”

Caitlyn swallowed as she trembled, and she was both relieved and disappointed as Brittany moved off her. Caitlyn quickly pulled her shorts back up to cover herself, and she blushed as she felt the wetness that had pooled beneath her on the bed. Echoes of pleasure coursed through her body, and she gulped at the dark look in Brittany’s eyes.

“Yeah…” Brittany sighed. “I’m going to have a lot of fun with you.”
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