

Kennedy’s bladder felt heavy and full, thanks to the 3 cups of coffee she’d already downed. As she picked out her clothes, she shifted from foot to foot distractedly, feeling the urge to let go getting stronger. Her pussy felt slick and needy, crying out to be touched. Absently, Kennedy slid her hand down, cupping herself through her thin pajamas, gently fondling and sending little quivers of excitement up and down her spine.

She picked up a white pair of panties - white-ish, because they were stained with the results of several wettings. Kennedy blushed as she remembered the last time she’d wet them.

-----------

It had been a long, long day at the office - every time she thought she might get to go home, something else came up. Her bladder ached, full of hot piss, but she kept putting off using the bathroom, enjoying the pressure, the desperate feeling, like the floodgates would burst open at any time. By the time it was time to leave, Kennedy was afraid as soon as she stood up she’d immediately soak herself and the carpet.

Flushed and trembling, she managed to scramble past her coworkers to the bathroom, ignoring the wetness that squirted out whenever she moved.

“Fuck, fuck,” she groaned as she threw herself onto the toilet seat, legs shaking from the effort of keeping it in, and failing. She could feel hot liquid dribbling out in short bursts, through her trousers, as she fumbled with her pants, sliding them unsteadily down.

Kennedy bit her lip as she realized she’d have to lift her bottom again to pull her pants off further, and she gasped, half in pleasure, half in distress, as in that half second her bladder spasmed, trickles of pee squirting out and dripping on the seat.

Her cotton underwear still cupped her mound, snug around her ass, but she had no time to pull them off. With a groan, she found herself biting her lip and then letting go, a waterfall of urine flooding out of her, the sound of running urine hitting the water below. She shuddered with pleasure, feeling her white underwear growing soaked as pee spread across her groin.

“Oh god, I can’t believe I’m wetting myself at work,” she murmured, sliding her slender fingers down to massage her soaking pussy, her fingers teasing and stroking between her folds, hot urine still running down her fingers.

Biting her lip to muffle her cries of pleasure, she shook with bliss as she frantically masturbated, quickly bringing herself to a powerful climax that left her a sodden, gasping mess.

-----------------

Snapping back to reality, Kennedy realised she’d been touching herself without even thinking about it, caressing and fondling her neediness lightly.

“Yeesh, Kennedy, keep it in your pants!” she giggled, sliding her hand back out of her pajamas.

Shimmying out of them, Kennedy exposed her neatly trimmed pussy, and slid the panties up, feeling them tight against her womanhood. Running a finger along her slit through the fabric, she let her hand linger there for a moment longer - before she went back to picking out clothes.

The skirt? Kennedy hmmed, tracing a finger along the soft, gauzy fabric as she remembered the last time she’d worn it…

----------------------------

Kennedy had sat at the back of the bus, enjoying the vibrations that seemed to send jolt after jolt straight to her clit. Her bladder sloshed with liquid, and with every bump and jerky movement, she felt another spurt of fluid escape, soaking her underwear more and more.

“Ohhh, gosh,” she moaned to herself, wanting so badly to spread her legs wide and touch herself right there, in front of everybody, relishing the wetness against her skin, the naughty feeling of being exposed…

A bell dinged, and Kennedy looked up, realising this was her stop. Shaking, she tried to steady herself as she stood up, clamping her thighs together tightly to stop any more liquid escaping. She only mostly succeeded as she walked stiff-legged down the aisle, tiny trickles she couldn’t stop running down her thighs.

Kennedy heard a gasp from a woman behind her, but wasn’t sure if it was because of the sizable wet patch she was sure to have left behind, or yellow wetness staining the bottom of her skirt - or both. Regardless, she trembled with excitement, knowing the woman must be putting it together - somebody knew she’d wet herself, and it was thrilling.

Just as she got off the bus, she pretended to suddenly remember something, bouncing from leg to leg as she turned to the driver.

“Hey! Um…” she squirmed, trying to focus long enough to make up a question. “What time does the, uh, the bus to the mall come?”

“It’s on the schedule,” the driver replied, barely looking at her.

“Uh, this, this schedule here?”

Kennedy switched legs, bouncing frantically, as the man turned to look at her. His expression instantly changed, frowning at the strange girl who was squirming about desperately in front of him.

“Yes… Are you okay?”

Kennedy could only nod, she was so overwhelmed by the constant twitching of her muscles, fighting them, trying not to let go…

“Mmmf…” she moaned audibly as she relaxed, just slightly, squeezing her muscles to stem the flow.

“I’m fine!” she finally replied, visibly shivering as urine dripped down her bare legs, droplets landing on the sidewalk below her.

“Um, uh, okay, well bye,” the driver stammered, missing the button several times as he tried to close the door. Kennedy waved as he drove off, noticing the shocked faces in the window as she slowly wet herself, urine trickling steadily down her thighs, sinking into her socks, dribbling onto the hot pavement.

A grin on her face and a warmth between her legs, Kennedy walked away, with the same cautious, hobbling stroll, eeping quietly every time she felt her muscles give out and release more liquid into her panties to drip down her legs.

---------------

That had been an amazing day, and Kennedy almost wanted to start touching herself again just thinking about it. But no, not yet… she anticipated coming home after her jog, soaking wet… She squeezed her legs together hard and reached clumsily for a pair of pink leggings. Had she ever even worn those?

“I guess today I christen you!” she giggled, pulling them up over her panties.

The snug fabric pressed against her warm mound, and stomach, reminding her of her full bladder, which felt ready to empty right then and there. After a moment, she picked out some cream shorts, and pulled them over the top, knowing they’d probably hide a little leakage.

But not much…

Next, she re-filled her water bottle at the sink. As soon as the tap started running, she felt her need get more urgent, knees buckling, the sound of flowing water making her body cry out, reminding her all too much of how desperately she needed to go. Moaning, she held the bottle up with one hand while she pressed the other hard between her legs, physically holding the uncontrollable gushing back. Kennedy felt wetness on the tips of her fingers as she was unable to stop some urine escaping, but finally her bottle finished filling, and she turned off the tap, wobbling as she stood.

“Phew, nearly had a real accident,” she remarked, making her way unsteadily to the front door.

Kennedy’s dog, Cookie, instantly ran after her, wagging his tail eagerly. Kennedy often used his walks as an excuse to have naughty accidents in public - maybe he thought from the way she was hopping from foot to foot that he was coming with her.

“Not right now, Cookie,” she said, shaking her head. “I’ll take you out later.”

Feeling a little guilty, Kennedy closed the door behind her. It was a beautiful day outside, with a hot sun. She bounced from one foot to the next, clenching her muscles to hold in her pee.

She set off running. Every time her foot pounded the ground, it sent a shockwave right through her, her body’s signals flaring more urgently. It felt so good, and so bad, sweet torture. Moving around helped keep her from letting go, but it also made it hard to focus on clenching her muscles.

A neighbour was watering his lawn, and Kennedy waved to him with a smile. It gave her a naughty thrill to wonder if he knew what she was doing, if he could tell from her flushed face and unusual gait that she was desperate for the toilet and refusing to go.

As Kennedy ran further, her bladder ached more and more, the intensity of the feeling making sweat bead on her head. Flushed and desperate, she again moved her hand between her legs, pushing her palm against her mound, clutching herself urgently through her clothes.

“Nnn…” she whimpered, feeling certain her muscles would fail at any moment. “Just… a bit… further…”

Kennedy wanted to at least do a lap around her block, challenging herself to hold it that long. Her fingers fumbled, holding her pussy through her shorts, bouncing her palm against it. Pleasure mixed with pain as she approached the final lap, her bladder feeling like it was going to explode.

“Oh god, I’m going to lose control, I can’t hold it!” Kennedy grit her teeth, running full speed towards the point where she began. Her bladder spasmed with each step, and she could feel hot urine trickling almost nonstop into the crotch of her shorts, through the leggings and underwear, some trailing down her legs…

Finally, panting, she reached her goal. Kennedy gripped her knees as they bent, feeling the pressure in her lower stomach surging. She trembled all over with desperate need, looking left and right… Seeing nobody.

“Thank god!” she moaned, as she opened the floodgates quite literally.

A torrent of liquid flooded out of her, straight through the crotch of her shorts. She shuddered with pleasure as she pushed as hard as she could to empty her bladder, as fast as possible. Urine gushed and spilled all over the ground, splashing on the grass, soaking her leggings and turning the crotch of her shorts a far darker shade of cream, making it obvious that she’d wet herself.

Kennedy trembled with exertion as she tried to force as much urine out as possible, not caring how much dribbled down her legs in clear, dark tracks. But the moment of relief was short-lived - Kennedy saw someone coming out of their house nearby, and with great effort she tried to stop wetting herself.

Painfully, her muscles squeezed shut, reducing the flood of urine to a steady trickle, and then stopping it completely. Before the woman could notice what she was doing, Kennedy turned and ran, already feeling the air cooling the trails of pee down her legs.

As soon as she was far enough away, Kennedy immediately chugged from her water bottle. Her bladder still had some pee inside, she could feel, but now the urge was diminished - it just wasn’t a challenge.

The water was cool and sweet on the hot day, a contrast to the warm wetness rapidly cooling between her legs. The sun beat down on her, helping to dry out her damp leggings, but also causing the scent of fresh urine to rise from them. Kennedy breathed in deep the musky, erotic scent of her own pee, feeling a wave of fresh arousal wash over her.

The growing eagerness between her legs inspired her to keep drinking as she jogged leisurely down her block, eyeing each of the manicured lawns in turn and imagining wetting herself right there, watering the gardens in her own special way. It made her flush with embarrassment and excitement, making sure to take more enthusiastic, jumpy steps to jolt and tease the sweet spot between her thighs.

It had been long enough that her body was again sending her messages that she needed to go, but she ignored them, despite her body’s muscles trying desperately to give out. The urge grew and grew, slowly at first, then quickly, a constant, demanding ache in her lower belly, pleasurable pain that seemed to send shockwaves right to her little lovenub.

Kennedy’s bladder felt stretched to its limit, and every time she thought her bottoms were finally drying in the sun, Kennedy would gasp at the shock of feeling another spurt of urine escaping into her underwear, soaking them further. It was so exciting to know she was losing control, unable to contain herself.

“Kennedy? Kennedy!” an older woman greeted her, walking a scruffy-looking terrier. Kennedy frowned as she tried to recognize her - and then remembered her as the woman who’d drunk too much at her mother’s Christmas party last year.

“Oh, uh, hi… Sarah,” Kennedy forced a smile, bouncing from foot to foot again, as if she would take off again at any moment - and wasn’t desperate to use the toilet.

Her heart thumped with anxiety and excitement, wondering how long Sarah would talk to her. Would she make it? Would she get away without having an accident in front of her? Kennedy’s bladder said ‘no’, and said it loudly - burbling, growing, painful pressure reminding her with every movement that she needed to empty it.

“How are you? I saw your mother just the other day, I hope you’re calling her,” Sarah said chattily, and Kennedy’s smile grey more forced.

“Ahh… I-I’m fine, haha. I call her every other day, still,” Kennedy squirmed uncomfortably, trying to stand still and finding that she couldn’t. “How are you?”

“Oh, I’m alright, me and Dan just booked a vacation in Europe,” Sarah watched Kennedy closely, frowning. “Are you sure you’re okay, Kennedy? You’re looking very flushed.”

“Just...ngh… Just hot from running! I like to jog at least once a day, d-don’t worry about it!”

Kennedy’s desperate, frazzled appearance as she wriggled and bounced around told a different story, and she worried Sarah would press her further. But the older woman turned the conversation to dogs, asking about Cookie, and what food he ate, and what breed was he, and oh, Parsley here is a half whatsy-doodle crossbreed, isn’t that interesting?

She wasn’t sure if she’d usually have found that interesting, but right now all Kennedy could focus on was the urge to let go right now, her muscles straining hard, clenching, shaking with the exertion of holding it all in. Her conversation was limited to ‘mm’ and ‘uh huh’, having to really struggle to form actual words.

Kennedy could tell she was getting close to the limit, uncertain if she’d even have time to dash away if Sarah ended the conversation now, feeling tiny squirts escaping every time she separated her clamped legs. 


It happened suddenly, when Sarah asked about if Kennedy had heard about some dog food subscription service. 

“N-no, I, I haven’t,” Kennedy managed, visibly straining. “In fact I… Ah!”

“Are you alright?!”

Kennedy’s eyes went wide as she felt her stressed muscles finally relax, a thin, unstoppable stream of urine pushing its way out, heading straight down her legs, leaving an unmistakable area of wetness and darkness on the front of her shorts, growing by the second.

“S-sorry, um, I meant, I haven’t tried it, and I usually feed him just t-table scraps,” Kennedy flushed, determinedly keeping her eyes on Sarah as she fought against her body, trembling, trying to stop the flood that seemed never ending.

“Uh… uh…. Right,” Sarah stammered, trying not to let her own eyes drift down between Kennedy’s legs. Was that girl really wetting herself?! Right here? Sarah forced a smile of her own. “Well, perhaps you should try it out. I’ll have your mother send you a code…”

“S-sure thing,” Kennedy grinned too wide, as she finally felt the flood slowing to little trickles and spurts. Once it finally stopped, she squeezed her muscles tightly, beginning her little hopping dance once again.

“I, I actually have to get home now to Cookie myself,” she said apologetically. “Um, I hope I run into you again soon!”

Sarah seemed too dazed to say anything, just nodding and smiling politely, and Kennedy ran past her. Sarah waited one, two, three seconds, before she turned around as subtly as possible to see Kennedy’s retreating backside, legs clearly damp with her recent wetting, unable to stifle her quiet exclamation of ‘oh my god’.

Kennedy smirked as she heard it, feeling a strange mix of pride and shame that she associated with other people knowing what she was, a cute potty-pants with soaking wet underwear.

It was only a few moments later that she ran into the mailman, nearly literally.

“Oops! Sorry,” she said, with a disarming smile.

“No problem, Miss… Kix, right? Number 17?”

“Yep!” Kennedy replied, her recently-drained bladder no longer damaging her social skills.

But even though she didn’t need to go… she still wanted to. As the mailman sorted through his letters to find the ones addressed to her, she bent down, fiddling with her untied shoelaces.

“Just a moment, I need to tie this,” she said sweetly, flexing her muscles, pushing gently, knowing it wouldn’t take much for some pee to escape.

“Ahhh,” she said under her breath, savoring the feeling as a thin stream of piss flooded into her underwear, trailing down one leg, slowly, while she looked up at the mailman.

“A-anything good?” she asked, face-flushed, as she naughtily wet herself right in front of him.

“Hmm… Looks like bills,” he said with a smile, seemingly completely unaware of what was transpiring. “Sorry about that.”

“It’s alright,” Kennedy said with a smile, slowly bringing her stream to a stop and standing up. “Thank you!”

“You’re welcome,” the man replied with a smile of his own, handing her her letters. “Have a nice day!”

“You too!” Kennedy replied as she set off once more.

Kennedy’s dripping right leg reminded her of how much she’d wet today already, but in her mind she wasn’t finished until she had a big accident, completely losing control, not able to do anything but stand and let it happen, let urine flood down her legs and onto the grass below.

With that in mind, she raised the bottle of water to her lips and took an enormous swig, changing her direction slightly, jogging away from her house. It was too easy if she could just head home within an instant if she needed to go - it was exciting to pretend she was trying to get back, to find a place to use the toilet, and just couldn’t make it.

Knowing it would take a while for her bladder to refill, Kennedy chugged more and more water, jogging around impatiently, waiting for the feeling to grow again.

What started as a tickle after a while soon became a strong urge, and soon Kennedy found herself walking more and more slowly, most of her energy going into stopping herself from emptying her bladder too quickly. She found herself squeezing rhythmically to stimulate herself as the pressure and pleasure grew, knowing it wouldn’t be long before she had a real accident now.

Kennedy’s legs ached pleasantly from the long run, but her bladder ached more insistently, swollen with the urgent need to empty itself. She found she couldn’t even run now, only able to take halting steps, thighs pressed together, damp, strongly-scented fabric rubbing between them.

Biting her lip, Kennedy took a step - and then shuddered, gritting her teeth and closing her eyes, focusing on the intensity of her urge, feeling her body trying and trying to squeeze her bladder empty.

Wobbling, she lifted her foot again, muscles clenched, her whole body trembling with effort, feeling surges of desperation hitting her, again and again, closer together each time. Kennedy moved her legs just slightly further apart, and then made a strange choking noise as she felt her muscles spasm, pushing out a flood of hot pee.

She moaned, stepping forwards, only to be hit by another wave of spasms that racked her body. Kennedy gasped and trembled, her slit eager and excited as her body gave up the fight, a waterfall of pee tumbling down her thighs. Her shorts and leggings tried in vain to soak up the flood, but it spilled down her legs almost unhindered, golden droplets dribbling down into the grass, rushing to meet the green blades.

As she emptied her bladder entirely, Kennedy reached between her legs, kneading her desperate pussy through her clothes, grunting sensually and rocking her hips gently against her palm, feeling the liquid flowing out of her slowly come to a stop. She wanted, needed, so badly to touch herself right there… But with what she felt was unbelievable self control, she reluctantly pulled her hand out from her private area, letting her mind run riot with fantasies as she jogged back towards home.

She found she didn’t even care who saw her now, her arousal overriding all her sense of shame, finding herself hoping people saw her. What would people from work think if they caught Kennedy now, with dripping wet thighs and reeking of her own urine, clearly soaked and sodden from multiple accidents, shamelessly grinning as she imagined shoving her hand down her underwear and masturbating openly right then and there…

As her house came into view, Kennedy smiled with relief. She was barely in the door before she undid her shorts, shoving her hands down, under her leggings, under her sodden panties, finding her slit an oozing pot of lust.

“Oh god, oh god,” she murmured, not even bothering to close the curtains as she threw herself back onto the couch to stroke her excited nub, the feverish hotness between her folds driving her dripping fingers deeper between them. Her hips worked frantically, rocking and grinding against her questing fingers, which rubbed and teased her already-excited clit into throbbing, passionate neediness.

Soaked with her own urine, the room filled with the intoxicating scent of piss and her own female arousal as she fingered and stroked the hungry nook between her legs, wet leggings clinging to her skin, cool against her flushed upper legs. Kennedy moaned loudly, hips rolling with excitement as she rubbed frantically, feeling the pleasure rising, building on itself in wave after wave of gasping, shaking bliss.

Her chest pounded in time with her body’s desperate demands, her wetness getting wetter and wetter as she stroked and fondled her needy clit, her back arched desperately, seeking more of her own touch. She made a low noise of pure lust as she felt those waves building more and more now, sucking her under, pulling her in, inescapably…

With the same loss of control as when she’d stood, trembling and clothed, wetting herself helplessly for anybody to see her, Kennedy came, hard. She exclaimed loudly, bucking her hips frantically as she orgasmed, waves of gratification slamming her all at once. Her muscles clenched and relaxed rhythmically, clit throbbing as she rode out the intensity of her orgasm.

As the amazing, blissful peak drew to a close, Kennedy’s hips slowly stopped moving, her breath coming in hot pants as she bit her lip, enjoying the afterglow as it crept in. Exhausted, she let her head roll back, sighing with delight as her muscles relaxed, barely alerted as a trickle of hot piss escaped once more from between her legs.

Covered in her own pee, and sticky between her thighs, Kennedy fell asleep with a smile on her lips. She only hoped tomorrow would be just as fun.

End.
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