

Preview:

By sheer chance, Kennedy had run towards the toilet block nearby. Grinning over her stroke of good luck, Kennedy nervously looked around, and then darted behind them. In an instant, she, shoved her hand down her jeans, groping and searching for her needy slit.

It was clumsy, hurried masturbation through her soaked cotton panties, but Kennedy still moaned with lust as her fingers rubbed and fondled her clit, nestled tightly between her sopping wet folds. Her hips rocked, pushing her slit hard against her mound, the thrill of being potentially caught making this exciting beyond belief.

Kennedy knew somebody could come out of the toilet, come around the side, any second now, and catch her. There would be no way to hide it, no way to conceal what she was doing. With a naughty gasp, Kennedy's muscles pushed, and she let a trickle of urine run out over her fingers, dampening her jeans only slightly more…

***

Kennedy Kix SOAKS thePark

In the kitchen, Kennedy shook her skinny booty to the music playing through her tinny speakers. It was a beautiful day outside in the first few weeks of Summer, and Kennedy had decided today she’d go out for a walk with her dog, Cookie.

She knew he was going to absolutely love the long walk outside… and Kennedy herself would also have a very exciting time. She giggled, sipping her soda. She was wearing snug, light blue jeans and a form-fitting shirt that hugged her small breasts and hung loosely off of her soft, rounded shoulders.

Already she could imagine the rivulets of urine running down her legs, dark blue rivers appearing on her thighs and trailing down to her socks. It would feel so good, but so naughty, soaking her underwear and jeans with the contents of her full bladder, seeing it run right down and watering the grass.

Chugging the last of the soda can she was holding, Kennedy quickly threw the lunch she’d been preparing into her backpack along with Cookie’s portable bowl and a bottle of water for him, too.

“Wanna go for a walk, Cookie?” Kennedy asked, giggling as he jumped out of his basket and ran across the room towards her, waiting patiently until she clipped the leash to his collar.

Once outside, Cookie eagerly bounced along ahead of Kennedy, sniffing everything in sight. It was clear he was enjoying being outside, and Kennedy had to agree that the warm sun and the fresh smell of the cut grass were really pleasant that day.

But there were other smells on her mind - the hot musky scent of her own urine, the sweet, honey-like smell of clothes that were allowed to dry after she'd wet them. Her bladder barely ached now, only the mildest of urges as she walked Cookie around, taking occasional sips from her water bottle. The park wasn’t far away, and as they arrived Cookie instantly ran around, barking for sheer joy.

Kennedy looked around the large park, charting a route all the way around it. She could run in what was essentially a circle all the way around it, and she'd probably be bursting by the time she got back here. That seemed like a good choice, so Kennedy cooed at Cookie, who ran right over to her.

"Let's go, boy! Come on!" she said, excitedly, jiggling his leash a little.

Cookie's tail wagged frantically and he took off down the path, Kennedy jogging along behind him. She could feel a sweat breaking out on her forehead from the exercise, and she made sure to keep chugging her large water bottle, not wanting to lose any liquid to sweating. Not when there were much more exciting ways to lose it.

About a quarter of the way into Kennedy's lap around the park, she noticed the niggling feeling in her bladder had become a more focused need to go. It felt like weight pushing down at the end of her urethra, a drip, drip drop of urine filling the space inside her and flowing straight down, looking for a place to go.

It wasn't desperation, not yet. But Kennedy grinned anyway as she took a long slurp of her water bottle, imagining it travelling directly to her bladder, making it so full she'd burst if she didn't wet herself right then and there.

She had run past about half a dozen people by now, smiling and waving at several. Kennedy was a sociable person by nature, but this was partly due to her love of exhibitionism.

Kennedy wanted those people to remember her, to say 'hello' if they saw her again while she was in the middle of one of these challenges. For some reason it was so much more exciting when she felt she was being watched - or better, when somebody caught her in the act.

Her bladder now felt pleasantly uncomfortable - an odd turn of phrase, but Kennedy felt it was appropriate. It was distractingly swollen with pee, but the pressure, the feeling of slightly clenching, stimulated Kennedy in a gentle but still exciting way. She felt a giddy thrill run through her at feeling these things in such an open, public space.

Cookie ran into her field of vision, sniffing at a nearby tree, breaking Kennedy out of her daydream. She watched, and giggled slightly, as he lifted his leg, to pee on the tree.

"Clever boy, Cookie," she cooed, encouraging him to use the bathroom outside. She loved the smell of her own urine - not so much her dog's.

But seeing him do that sent a naughty thrill of inspiration through her. Kennedy glanced around - the nearest person was sat under a tree a good 100 or so feet away, and probably wouldn't really notice what she was doing.

Trembling with excitement, Kennedy circled the tree herself, walking behind it as her dog followed in confusion. She lifted her leg cautiously, eeping as a little spurt of urine came out prematurely, running down her leg.

It was awkward to lift her leg higher with her lower body so tense, muscles clenching to keep her bladder's contents inside. But she did it anyway, pushing herself, shaking.

With a harsh little laugh, Kennedy pushed her muscles slightly, enough to send the gush of urine right through her pants, a small spurt splattering onto the grass as she let go. She moaned with pleasure at the relief, grinning at the fact she was marking her territory with pee like a dog.

"Mmmm," she murmured, wriggling slightly - before she suddenly lost her balance, crashing onto the grassy ground beside her.

"Eep!" Kennedy gasped, not thinking to stop emptying her bladder as she fell.

Her legs now pressed together as the rest of her urine soaked right into her pale jeans, pee gushing audibly out of her and seeping into her crotch and thighs, dribbling onto the grass below. Kennedy laughed, and her little squirming motions sent more tiny spurts of pee out of her, onto the ground below.

Finally, she forced out the last few drops of pee, grabbing her water bottle once more. By the time she reached her starting point, she was sure her bladder would be full again.

***

Kennedy ran hard, her soaking wet legs slowly drying, but the cooling sensation was almost pleasant in the hot sun. She could feel it rubbing against her skin, smell the scent wafting off of it as she moved, the smell making her loins feel hot despite the way they were soaked with her own piss. It was a familiar, comforting scent at times - but at others, like this one, it sent electricity racing down between her legs, filling her with the urge to stroke, touch, fondle between her soaking wet folds.

Her prediction had been spot-on. Kennedy was now nearing the area she'd started from, and her bladder was as full as it could possibly be while still allowing her to jog. Well, walk, at least - Kennedy had taken a particularly enthusiastic step a little while ago, and shrieked as her muscles spasmed, releasing a little trickle of pee into her damp bottoms.

Now Kennedy really needed to go, and she walked with her thighs tightly squeezed together, stopping every few moments to jiggle and press her legs together.

It was delicious agony now, her bladder full and pressing down hard on her entrance, her clenching, occasionally spasming muscles teasing her clit into eager stiffness. Kennedy bit her lip, looking around, wondering if there would be a good place to stop for her to have an accident.

She kept going, until her walk had become more of a shuffle, and her legs were crossed messily over one another, her lower body one tense little knot of muscles as she tried to hold back the flood of urine that threatened to soak her jeans once again.

Kennedy glanced around once more, and whimpered. There was a group of young people playing soccer nearby, and while she didn’t think they were watching her at the moment, she knew that would probably change if she started openly wetting herself right then and there, even though the thought sent a shudder of excitement through her.

Continuing her awkward, slow-bouncing gait, Kennedy walked further up the path, looking around, until with some relief she noticed a large bush a few feet away. She dashed behind it - or rather, she shuffled clumsily towards it, making little gasps and moans of protest every time she stepped a little too heavily, jolting her poor, strained bladder.

Behind the bush, she panted giddily, peering through the leaves to the people playing on the other side of the bush. It looked so thick as she approached she was sure they couldn’t see her from her, but it still made her heart thump hard with an exhibitionist thrill, pretending they could see her as clearly as she could see them.

She squatted, spreading her feet out with little shuffles, looking like a little toddler crouching on the ground, clumsily undoing her jeans and pushing them down around her ankles..

With a sigh of pleasure and relief, Kennedy felt the first few drops of urine escape into her panties, and then, a flood followed, a fresh, hot torrent of piss that shot straight through her sodden underwear into the grass below. Kennedy shuddered, sliding a hand down between her legs, rubbing her soaking wet mound through her underwear, wriggling a finger between her cotton-covered folds.

Kennedy bit her lip as she rubbed herself, slowly draining her bladder, the liquid dripping quickly down her legs and onto the ground below. It felt so good, and the excitement of doing it in public made her shiver with delight, her hips rocking, shaking from the effort of holding herself up as her muscles fluttered, clenching and untensing occasionally, her clit throbbing under her soaking underwear, responding with building waves of pleasure as she stroked it.

A loud barking from nearby made her eyes fly open, muscles clamping shut hard in surprise. She winced as she stopped the flow of pee mid-stream,

Cookie, who had gotten bored of watching his owner’s strange behavior and started sniffing around, was yapping furiously at the soccer ball that had rolled behind the hedge. Kennedy gulped, standing as quickly as she could, yanking her jeans up her soaking wet legs, hearing footsteps approach.

She had barely gotten her fly buttoned when a tall, dark-skinned man turned the corner, looking for the ball. Cookie instantly ran forwards, his tail wagging furiously in greeting, so distracting that the man didn’t even notice Kennedy there, trying to hide the growing wet patch between her thighs and down her legs, the urine shining on her legs being absorbed by the fabric of her already-dampened jeans.

“Whoa! Hey there boy, hey there!” the man said, chuckling as he reached out to pet Cookie with one hand, reaching for his ball with the other. “Where’s your- oh.”

Blushing, Kennedy met the man’s brown eyes with her own, shyly waving as she stood a few feet away with Cookie’s leash in the the other hand.

‘Oh no, he’s cute!’ she thought to herself, standing awkwardly, not daring to move, her thighs squeezed together and pointing inwards slightly, hiding her wet crotch as much as possible.

“Uh, hey,” the guy said, looking Kennedy up and down.

“Hey,” she squeaked back, her face burning brighter as the man looked obviously at the wet patch between her legs, then down at the ground in front of her.

There was no puddle on the floor, most of the pee had simply sunk into the thirsty earth, disappearing - apart from making the top layer of soil into mud. But some of the blades of grass below Kennedy glistened in the sun, damp with yellow dew despite the clear sky.

“Are you okay?” the man asked, standing up himself.

“Uh, um, yes!” Kennedy said, blushing, trembling.

She wasn’t sure if she was more humiliated or excited that such an attractive guy was talking to her just after she’d flooded her underwear and soaked the grass below. After a moment, she decided it was both - she’d definitely be touching herself to the thought of him catching her like this later.

They both stared at each other for a few moments. Kennedy’s heart threatened to beat out of her chest as she swallowed, knowing he knew what she’d done, and she knew he knew, and did he know she knew he knew, and-

“Benjy, bring that ball back over here,” a voice called, and the man whipped his head around quickly in the direction of it.

“J-just a second!” he called back, before glancing over at Kennedy frantically.

“...See you around?” he said, his tone making it sound like a question.

Kennedy giggled and nodded, and in an instant, Benjy had rushed off, back to his game.

Kennedy smiled shyly to herself - was he just flustered, or was he flirting with her? Regardless, she decided that she would give him a little show, grinning as she gently pulled Cookie’s lead, running out from behind the bush. She caught Benjy’s eye and winked enthusiastically, giggling as she turned and ran, her bottom wiggling slightly behind her.

The same bottom that was still soaking wet from her recent wetting, a huge dark spot on her pants telling the whole story. Kennedy blushed red and giggled herself as she heard several people playing soccer gasping, whooping, laughing at her sodden backside. Kennedy turned around at the laughing group and blew a kiss right back at them - at one of them, in particular - and then ran off to the other side of the park.

***

Kennedy panted as she finally got out of sight of them. That had been exhilarating and terrifying all at the same time. Kennedy loved that feeling - her blood pumping hard, her cheeks flushed, adrenaline running through her body, riding the twin highs of embarrassment and arousal.

By sheer chance, Kennedy had run towards the toilet block nearby. Grinning over her stroke of good luck, Kennedy nervously looked around, and then darted behind them. In an instant, she, shoved her hand down her jeans, groping and searching for her needy slit.

It was clumsy, hurried masturbation through her soaked cotton panties, but Kennedy still moaned with lust as her fingers rubbed and fondled her clit, nestled tightly between her sopping wet folds. Her hips rocked, pushing her slit hard against her mound, the thrill of being potentially caught making this exciting beyond belief.

Kennedy knew somebody could come out of the toilet, come around the side, any second now, and catch her. There would be no way to hide it, no way to conceal what she was doing. With a naughty gasp, Kennedy's muscles pushed, and she let a trickle of urine run out over her fingers, dampening her jeans only slightly more.

Her rubbing felt heavenly, after she'd kept herself on edge for so very long. Now she whimpered, eagerly humping the air as her hand worked faster and faster, her breath hitching again and again as she thought about what a naughty, dirty girl she was, wetting herself, touching herself where anybody could see.

The good feelings were multiplying, piling on top of her as she frantically fiddled with her clit, gasping and moaning, jeans soaked with her own pee behind a public restroom, oh god, it felt so good, so good,so-

“NNGgghahh!” Kennedy cried out, her eyes rolling back in her head as she orgasmed.

Her clit pulsed with sheer, overwhelming pleasure as her needy, dripping hole clenched rhythmically again and again on nothing, her whole body trembling and pushing towards the source of her pleasure, her teasing, stroking fingers. Kennedy dragged out moment after moment of pleasure, her back arched, body tense, whimpering gently at the sheer intensity of it all.

Eventually, the wonderful feelings radiating from between her legs began to ebb away, like an ocean slowly leaving the shore. Sighing, Kennedy relaxed against the hard brick wall, sliding her hand out of her jeans. She panted against it for several minutes, before sighing, and heading off towards a big, open area of the field, her legs shaking.

***

Kennedy was now sat on the ground, looking out at the people running and playing, and the dog park nearby where she planned to take Cookie soon.

Soon… But not quite yet, since she was still eating. Tearing off her crusts, she tossed one to the Cookie, who eagerly and noisily snapped it out of the air. Kennedy giggled as she ate the rest of the sandwich, continuing the game with its partner.

Health-conscious, Kennedy had packed fruit for her ‘dessert’, a long, fat slice of watermelon. Kennedy loved watermelon for several reasons. First she loved to feel it running down her chin, the juices dribbling over her fingers, the pinkness staining her mouth and shirt. It was messy and embarrassing and a little exciting, not quite as good as wetting herself, but almost close, mimicking the feeling imperfectly.

The second reason was that every watery, crunchy mouthful felt like it was re-filling her bladder, providing it with fuel for more naughty exploits.

Plus, it was delicious. Kennedy also had a passion for things that were delicious.

Kennedy bit into the huge slice of watermelon, smiling as droplets of pink fluids dribbled down her hand, swallowing the sweet, crunchy flesh of the melon. She slipped her fingers into her mouth, pink lips wrapping around them as she carefully sucked the juices off.

Going in for another bite, Kennedy sighed happily, enjoying the day so far. She alternated bites with big swig of cola, swallowing hard, enjoying the mixed sweet flavors.

After a while, the melon was nearly all gone, and Kennedy lay back in the grass with a big grin on her face and melon juice smeared on her cheeks. It didn’t take long for all those fluids to head straight to her bladder for real, and Kennedy shuffled her legs together, pressing her thighs together tightly and sitting up slightly to watch.

As the urge made itself clearer, Kennedy simply relaxed her muscles, urine slowly trickling out from between her legs. She watched it soaking into her jeans, spreading out in strange patterns across the already-dampened fabric. Her legs squeezed together meant the pee slowly filled up a little pool between her legs, running over the top and down the sides.

Kennedy sighed with relief and the sheer enjoyment of emptying her bladder as urine ran in rivulets down her outer thighs, and underneath her, soaked her bottom. It felt so good, so warm, and Kennedy wriggled her rump, lying back once more in the hot sun.

“Good day, huh?” Kennedy said to Cookie, who snuffled over to check on her.

She idly petted him as she lay there, spreading her legs apart wide, the wetness own her thighs facing the hot sun, keeping them from cooling too much as they dried. Kennedy liked to wet and dry her clothes and then wet them again, enjoying that sweet, honeysuckle smell that only came from dried urine, not the musty scent that sometimes happened when you left clothes damp too long.

It didn’t take too long for her jeans to be mostly dry, although the areas where she’d wet several time showed some clear yellow-ish ‘tide marks’, the salty urine leaving wobbly lines that Kennedy excitedly traced with her finger. She loved when her clothing bore the marks of her wettings, accidental or otherwise. She loved thinking people could tell at a glance that she was a naughty little pottypants, soaking herself at the slightest provocation.

Sitting up with a sigh, Kennedy glanced over at Cookie, who was panting slightly.

“Thirsty, boy?” Kennedy asked, rummaging in her backpack for his portable bowl.

She opened it up, and poured some water from the bottle into it, giggling as Cookie rushed forwards, lapping water gratefully. Kennedy tipped the bottle back into her own mouth and chugged it too, the hot weather making her thirsty too. The cool clear liquid felt amazing as it flowed down her throat, and she gulped it down, feeling it fill her belly.

Once she and Cookie were both done drinking, she re-packed her backpack and slung it over her shoulder, leading him towards the dog park. Knowing where they were going, Cookie began running right to the end of his leash, wagging his tail furiously as Kennedy undid the gate.

“Hold still, boy, hold still!” Kennedy told him, as he jumped all over her. “...There!”

Kennedy smiled as she unclipped the leash, and Cookie rushed off to play with a nearby squirrel - who immediately darted up a tree, skittering away from the over-excited dog.

As she put the leash in her backpack, Kennedy fished out a squeaky toy for Cookie, squeezing it once, twice, and then throwing it, watching him run frantically towards it, pouncing on it, making it squeak over and over.

“Come on, Cookie, bring it here!” Kennedy giggled, reaching out for the toy.

Like always, Cookie ran over, and then scampered back a few steps as Kennedy reached out. It was one of his favorite games, and he could play it for hours if Kennedy let him. After several feints, he ran right up, depositing the squeaky toy in Kennedy’s outstretched hand.

“Good boy! Good boy!” Kennedy cooed, squeaking the toy gently, wondering how long it would take for her bladder to feel full again.

***

As it turned out, it was just over half an hour.

Kennedy’s bladder was now twinging slightly, occasionally sending a greater surge of need between her legs. She knew her weakened, strained muscles wouldn’t stand up to much of a challenge now, and it sent an excited tremor through her whole body to imagine herself wetting all over the place as the feeling grew.

Cookie was still playing, although they’d both taken several short breaks. Kennedy felt mean about asking him to stop… and if she just happened to have an accident while they were playing, well… was that so bad?

Another ten or twenty minutes passed, and Kennedy’s bladder slowly seemed to swell, until now she could hardly walk. She clenched her muscles hard, whimpering with pained pleasure as she reached for Cookie’s toy once more.

He darted away, but then, fortunately, ran back, wagging his tail.

“G-good boy,” Kennedy stuttered, bending her knees slightly, stiffly, as she took the toy.

She couldn’t make any sudden or extreme movements now, or it would force a little spurt of pee out. Kennedy tried to hold it in as much as possible, wriggling and bouncing her heel as she pulled her arm back, throwing the toy as hard as she could.

Even that small motion sent shockwaves through her, and Kennedy gasped as she felt her bladder quiver, a hot jet of pee splattering down her legs through her damp panties. She moaned, reaching her hand down between her legs, cupping her mound, half from pleasure, half just trying to hold back the inevitable flood now that the seal was broken.

Whimpering, Kennedy shuffled towards Cookie, who was squeaking the toy over and over.

“He-hey boy, bring it here,” she said, cheerily, an edge to her voice because of her desperation.

Kennedy moaned as he rolled over, dashing to her side and then running behind her, forcing her to turn around. Kennedy trembled, slowly doing just that, her legs tightly crossed as she awkwardly walked over towards Cookie, reaching out for the toy. Pinpricks of sweat on her forehead showed the tension she was feeling all through her body, locking her legs in place as she tried vainly to reach for Cookie’s toy.

There was so much pressure in her lower stomach, beyond discomfort and into pain now, her bladder feeling like it was being stretched to the limit by the amount of urine filling it. Kennedy knew that any sudden movement, any movement at all really, would make her wet herself, and tears hung in the corners of her eyes from the sheer intensity of the sensation.

“Cookie… bring it…” she said, reaching out one arm hopelessly.

In response, Cookie squeaked the toy frantically, his tail wagging equally quickly as he tried to lure Kennedy over. She sighed, closing her eyes in frustrated defeat, grunting and gritting her teeth as she tried to fight off another wave of spasms, pressing her palm hard against her mons pubis, grinding it there, feeling her clit throb slightly between her folds.

After a few seconds the intense pushing ebbed away slightly, and, shaking, Kennedy slowly bent her knees. She managed to get into a crouch once more, and, swallowing nervously, she reached out a hand to Cookie, trying to grab the toy.

This time her didn’t try to run away, he just sat there, wagging his tail goofily as she reached out. Kennedy frowned as her fingers just brushed the vinyl of the toy, leaning forwards again to try and grab it… She stretched, pushing herself, finally grasping it in her hand.

Triumphant, she pulled backwards quickly, putting the weight on her heels. Too quickly, as it turned out. Kennedy’s mouth turned into a little ‘o’ of shock as she felt the valve burst open, pee rushing quickly out of her.

She moaned in pleasure and distress at the feeling of it spilling out of her, through her thin underwear and pale jeans, onto the ground once more. She forced herself upright, wincing and gasping as that forced another hard spurt out of her, fighting desperately to clench her muscles closed, and hold everything in.

“P-playtime’s over, Cookie,” Kennedy said, gritting her teeth and waiting for her body to accept she was done going.

Cookie helpfully put his paws on her leg, craning his neck up to her, so she didn’t have to bend down incredibly far to clip his leash back on. Still, even that amount of movement felt like it was pushing pee down, hard against the opening of her urethra, fighting against her clamped muscles.

“NGghh… l-let’s go,” Kennedy said, forcing a smile that was half-genuine. As uncomfortable as this feeling was, Kennedy still loved it. It was an erotic mixture of painful discomfort and desperation, and pleasant, naughty tingles between her thighs as her clit stiffened and her heavy bladder pushed down on her g-spot, stimulating her slightly with every wobbly step she took.

Kennedy managed to make it out of the dog park, but she was still a ways away from her house. This was always one of her favorite parts of holding games, trying to make it to a ‘safe’ place to go, knowing her bladder was so strained and full it would be almost impossible to make it on time.

Every step felt like a mile, and Kennedy could feel herself trembling as she struggled to walk, crossed legs pinning her hand against her crotch. She kneaded and massaged her mound, groaning in deliciously painful pleasure as she rocked her hips against her palm, not caring who saw, just completely and utterly desperate, trying to hold back the flood.

“GAH!”

It wasn’t working well - Kennedy’s fingers pushed a little too firmly, breaking the seal her legs and warm slit had made, sending a miniature flood of pee down her thighs. She whimpered, trying to keep moving, trying to ignore the constant, growing pressure between her legs.

Kennedy took slow, shaky steps, barely moving at all, feeling like her house was a thousand miles away. And then suddenly she couldn’t move at all, knowing with absolute certainty that she’d wet herself immediately if she took another step.

Gritting her teeth, nostrils flaring, Kennedy gently leaned against a tree that was right next to her, shaking, and slowly but surely bending her knees.

She could see the blurry shapes of other people walking nearby, but in her haze of desperation she barely cared. She felt her bladder twitch, and then that was it.

It spasmed, hard, and Kennedy howled softly in pain and pleasure as, with no fanfare, her bladder abruptly emptied itself all down her legs, over her shoes, onto the grass and the rocks and the tree itself.

It felt hot, so hot, and it seemed to go on forever, pouring out of her like some unstoppable torrent. As she looked up, Kennedy was dimly aware that other people were watching her, and she moaned softly, blushing, but too overwhelmed to do anything but let it happen.

She trembled and shook as she wet herself completely uncontrollably, her feeble attempts to clamp her muscles down once more doing nothing against the flood that was soaking into the ground beneath her feet. Her jeans were sodden in moments, the excess pee running down her legs in shiny yellow rivers that pooled at her feet, before being soaked up into the ground, and her socks.

Finally, she managed to regain enough control to squeeze, forcing the flow of urine to stop. Kennedy groaned, focusing as she shivered all over, the spasms of her bladder trying to force her to empty it completely. After several long seconds, she finally managed to stand up normally, the need to go still present, but no longer anywhere near as urgent.

Kennedy opened her eyes, blushing as she saw several other people watching her, trying to pretend they hadn’t been. The fact so many people had just stood there, eyes wide as she completely drenched her already pee-soaked trousers… Kennedy wanted to rub one out right then and there, feeling her slit slicken eagerly from all the attention.

“I’m okay!” she blurted to nobody in particular, and, embarrassed, most of the people turned away, suddenly interested in something else.

Kennedy set back off for home, walking far easier and quicker now her bladder wasn’t full, although each step sent a jolt up between her legs, reminding her it wasn’t quite empty, either.

By the time she reached the house, Kennedy had to go rather badly again, enough that she wriggled and squirmed desperately as she filled Cookie’s food bowl, stroking his head before she hurried upstairs to her bedroom.

What she was looking for was already plugged into the wall. Her large ‘massage wand’ was her favorite toy, allowing her to stimulate herself even through layers of soaked clothes.

Eagerly, Kennedy removed her jeans and carefully hung them up, wanting them to dry and not become musty from laying on the floor in a heap. With that done, she clambered eagerly onto the bed, hearing the plastic sheet crinkle loudly underneath. Kennedy wet in her bed often enough that plastic sheets were just a good idea, as hot as it was to imagine her mattress bearing permanent marks of every time she soaked herself.

Sticking her tongue out cutely, Kennedy shuffled her legs apart and brought the head of the wand down between her thighs, pressing at her mound, shifting it slightly to try and find the sweet spot. Finally satisfied, she trembled as she pressed the switch.

Like always, Kennedy gasped as soon as she did it. It was somehow still amazing to her every time she used the wand, just how good it felt. The vibrations massaged her mound, pressing the soaking cotton of her underwear hard against her tender skin, her clit teased and vibrated by the wonderful toy.

Moaning softly, Kennedy began to rock her hips, working her sodden crotch against the rubber head of the massager. At one point she bucked a little more enthusiastically, and gasped as the powerful vibrations coaxed a small eruption of hot piss out, most of it running down onto the sheets, but some of it hitting the head of the vibrator, sending little droplets flying everywhere.

Gasping at the sexy naughtiness of that, Kennedy shuddered, grinding eagerly against the head of the wand. The pleasure built inescapably, and Kennedy loved it. She could have held completely still and it would have still, slowly but surely, brought her to a screaming, gasping orgasm. But Kennedy liked to be a naughty, dirty little girl, and so she frantically ground her pussy against the wand, vibrations teasing and massaging all her most sensitive spots between her folds.

She was close, oh god, she was close. It felt so amazing, Kennedy cried out in sheer bliss as she felt it getting stronger and stronger, muscles tensing harder as she remembered the day. Peeing in front of everyone, that cute guy seeing her, soaking herself uncontrollably on the way home…

With a soft wail of unbearable pleasure, Kennedy felt herself start to orgasm. Her pussy clenched and throbbed with excitement, as she worked herself hard against the wand, mouth hanging open as she was buffeted by pleasure. She could feel more urine gushing out of her with every tremor, moaning and thrashing at just how good it felt, her crotch pulsing with the bliss of the massage wand.

It felt so, so good, and Kennedy wished it could last forever, her hips bucking eagerly, desperately as she rode out her orgasm. But like all orgasms, it eventually came to an end, leaving Kennedy panting, eyelids fluttering as she noticed the extent of the fresh puddle soaking into her backside.

She sighed, every muscle in her body relaxing, her bladder finally empty. She waited a moment, allowing it all to soak into the sheet - and then, she rolled over, into a dry spot, instantly making it damp with her sodden underwear as she pulled the covers over herself, settling down for a nap after the day’s excitement, hoping she’d dream of wetting herself even more.

End.
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