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I should have gone before I left the dorm. I told myself I had time, that skipping the bathroom wouldn’t matter. The exam was at 9:00 sharp, and I was already five minutes behind schedule, rushing across campus with my bag slapping against my side, my ponytail whipping in the wind.

The thought crossed my mind again as I reached the lecture hall doors—maybe I could still sneak into the bathroom real quick—but one glance at the clock killed the idea. Two minutes until start time, and Professor Ellison was already walking down the aisles with the test packets in hand. That man lived to close the door at exactly nine and lock it behind him.

So I took a breath, adjusted the waistband of my jeans, and slipped into the hall.

The room was icy-cold and filled with quiet tension. Students were scattered across the vast room, sitting one seat apart in alternating rows—college exam protocol, zero chances to cheat. I found my assigned desk in the front third of the room, just close enough to feel the professor’s eyes on the back of my neck.

I sat down and instantly regretted my outfit. The jeans were high-waisted, tight, and unforgiving—cute, sure, but not designed for comfort. I tugged at the waistband, trying to give myself room to breathe, but there was no escape. They gripped my hips and thighs like a vice, compressing me in all the worst places.

At that point, the pressure in my lower abdomen was just a whisper. A faint twinge. Nothing urgent. I told myself I could handle it. Three hours, no bathroom breaks allowed, but I’d be fine. I hadn’t even had coffee that morning—just water. I’d been smart. Careful.

But that pressure was there. Lingering. A warm, dull heaviness I couldn’t quite ignore.

Professor Ellison’s voice rang out, crisp and authoritative, as he reminded us of the rules: no phones, no talking, no bathroom breaks for any reason. If you left the room, your test was over.

My bladder gave a subtle pulse, almost in protest.

I uncapped my pen and took a deep breath. The exam hit the desk in front of me like a thunderclap. Fifty pages. Essay questions, short answer, diagrams. Brutal. My heart sank.

As the clock ticked over to 9:00 and the room fell into complete silence, I shifted in my seat, hoping to find a more comfortable position. I didn’t. The waistband dug in deeper.

I told myself again: You’ll be fine.

But a quiet voice in the back of my mind whispered, You should have gone.

—-
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The first ten minutes passed in a blur of paper rustling and quiet breathing. I forced myself to focus, eyes scanning the opening questions while my hand moved almost automatically. Definitions. Theories. Things I knew cold. Normally, I would have been calm, methodical. Today, my awareness kept sliding downward, tugged by the faint but persistent presence in my lower belly.

I adjusted in my seat, shifting my weight from one hip to the other. The desk was narrow, the chair hard, offering no forgiveness. Every movement made the denim pull tighter across my lap. I spread my feet slightly, then pulled them back together, already instinctively protective.

It was ridiculous. I barely needed to pee. Barely. But the fact that I couldn’t go, that the option was completely off the table, made the sensation louder in my head. Each minute that passed without relief added a layer of tension I couldn’t shake.

I caught myself rereading the same sentence twice. Then three times.

Focus.

I crossed my legs at the ankle, the motion small and hopefully unnoticeable. The pressure eased just a fraction, enough to let me breathe out. My pen scratched across the page again. Around me, the room was silent except for the soft rhythm of writing, the occasional sniffle, the scrape of a chair leg. Every sound felt magnified, as if the room itself was holding its breath.

Twenty minutes in, the whisper had become a murmur.

My bladder felt heavier, warmer. A fullness that pressed outward instead of inward, as if it were trying to make itself known. I straightened my spine, then immediately hunched again when that only seemed to make it worse. Sitting upright forced the waistband of my jeans deeper into my stomach, and I winced, rolling my shoulders forward.

I told myself it was psychological. That if I stopped thinking about it, it would fade. I deliberately took a sip of air through my nose, then froze, heart jumping. The reflexive thought of don’t drink anything made me almost laugh. Too late for that now.

I bounced one knee, just once, then stilled it. The movement sent a tiny jolt through my abdomen, sharp enough to make me inhale quickly. I pressed my thighs together, the muscles already beginning to ache from clenching.

Why did everything suddenly feel so tight?

At thirty minutes, I shifted again, uncrossing and recrossing my legs, this time higher up. Thigh over thigh. The contact was comforting, the pressure grounding. I leaned forward slightly, resting more weight on my elbows, letting my torso angle down as if that might somehow change the internal geometry of my body.

It helped. A little.

The exam questions grew more complex, demanding actual thought, and for a few blessed minutes I lost myself in them. My breathing slowed. My pen moved faster. I even forgot, briefly, about my bladder.

Then a subtle pulse rippled through me.

I froze mid-sentence, pen hovering. The sensation wasn’t painful, exactly, but it was insistent. A gentle squeeze from the inside, like my body checking in. Still holding.

I swallowed and kept writing.

By the forty-five minute mark, I was no longer still. I shifted every few minutes now, unable to find a position that didn’t remind me of how full I was getting. My thighs were glued together, knees angled inward. I could feel the heat of my own body through the denim, the fabric stretched taut over my lap.

My hand drifted to my stomach, palm pressing lightly against the spot just above my waistband. The pressure was undeniable now. Solid. Present. When I pressed, it felt firm, almost swollen beneath my skin.

A flicker of unease curled in my chest.

I glanced at the clock mounted at the front of the room. Only fifty minutes had passed.

Two hours and ten minutes left.

The realization made my stomach drop. My bladder seemed to respond immediately, giving another small, urgent throb. I clenched reflexively, toes curling in my sneakers. The movement sent a faint shiver up my legs.

I forced myself to relax my shoulders, to breathe normally. Panic would only make it worse. I’d held it longer than this before. Way longer. This was nothing. Just an exam. Just time.

Still, I began to catalog exits in my mind. How fast I could gather my things. How quickly I could reach the bathroom down the hall if I just... didn’t care about the consequences. The thought was both terrifying and tempting.

I crossed my legs tighter, foot hooking around my ankle, and bent back over the exam.

An hour passed.

When the clock ticked over, marking sixty full minutes, I felt it in my body like a warning bell. The pressure had crossed a threshold. It wasn’t just a background sensation
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