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HOW I BECAME A PEE ADDICT...
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I don’t know what I expected, exactly.

Because everything about this university I had decided to enroll in was so secretive. Secretive to the point where most of the general population seriously doubted any of the stories told about this place were real and dismissed them as a ridiculous myth that had long been attached to this historic, prestigious university for women located on the outskirts of Cambridge.

It was a myth likely imagined by the male students of the neighboring colleges who had allowed their imaginations to run wild about how the young women of St. Wylvine’s carried on with each other when they were alone, behind closed doors, under cloak of night.

In truth, it was St. Wylvine’s infamous reputation for secret, sordid, sapphic escapades that had drawn me to choose it and move from here from London. I had known I was a lesbian since I was twelve and had never even thought about being with a guy. So an all-girls college with a potentially scurrilous history was just what I was looking for.

And it didn’t take long for me to find it.


I saw Ava before she saw me.  Or maybe she saw me first and simply let me believe otherwise?



It was my first Friday night at St. Wylvine’s, so I’d ducked into The Queen’s Scepter pub for a pint or two.  I hadn’t met many people yet so I was all by myself.


Ava was in the back corner, tall, athletic, with a gorgeous mane of straight black hair, and wore a long, sleek, bottle green leather coat over a short denim skirt and a tight white tank t- shirt that showed every peak and curve of her firm, medium sized breasts.


And once my eyes found her, it did not take long for hers to return the favor.  Stealing glances at me with a wry smile as she sipped from what appeared to be a small glass of scotch whiskey. And every time our eyes met, she didn’t look away first. She held my gaze as if daring me to continue it as well. And did, for as long as I was able. But her look was so penetrating. I felt like she was seeing straight inside me. And it made me feel vulnerable, and exposed.  It embarrassed me, bringing a flush to my cheeks and making me look away, but I liked it. I loved it. Somehow, just by looking at me, she was making me feel alive and unmistakably aroused.


I knew I was gay before I ever knew what to call it. But I hadn’t done anything. Not really. No girlfriends, no hookups, not even a kiss. I’d lived in my head for years, letting desire simmer and spin fantasies out of shadows. But this

girl... she looked like someone who could reach in and unwrap me. Like she’d already seen what was hidden.


And then she smiled at me, and slightly tilted her head as if she were extending an invitation.  I wasn’t sure how to respond. I tried to smile back but was sure I looked like an idiot so my face flushed, again, and I looked down.  Again.



Fuck! I silently chastised myself. What is wrong with me?  How come every time a pretty girl looks in my direction, I start acting like a pathetic loser?


When I gathered the courage to glance back at her, she was already walking towards me.


“You’re  Lily,” she said as she slid into my booth across from me.


How does this goddess know my name already?

I stuttered out my response. “Ummm, yeah. How did you know that?”

“We make it a point to know who all the new girls are once they start at St. Wylvine’s.”

“Who’s we?”

“I can’t say just yet. Not until you pass the first test.”


Test?  It took me a moment to realize what was happening. St. Wylvine’s was infamous for the number of secret student societies that operated in the school’s shadows. They were not officially recognized but had operated for hundreds of years. Some of them were rather benign and about what you would expect. But some were the subject of scandalous rumors that they were essentially bizarre sex cults that subjected their members to all sorts of kinky, forbidden trials.



The prospect of this should have terrified me. But it didn’t.  The thought of what this gorgeous creature might have in store for me excited me beyond belief, making my pussy wet and aching with desire.


“What sort of test?” I asked. My voice sounded innocent, but I licked my lips seductively, hoping to leave no doubt in Ava’s mind that I was anxious to play her game.

Ava grinned at me wickedly.


“Well, that’s what...your second pint of lager?  I imagine it’s time for you to use the loo.”


I couldn’t imagine where she was headed with this, but I attempted to hide my bewilderment.

“Yeah, I suppose it’s about that time.”

“For me too. Why don’t we go together?”
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