

Preview:

"Oh god I'm such a naughty girl," Kennedy moaned to herself, slamming the door with a foot as she sat on the toilet seat, hiking her dress up high and groping her soaking wet mound through her tights and undies.

"Sooo dirty... Wetting myself... nnn... right there, where everybody could see..." she whimpered, caressing herself more firmly, wriggling to peel the sodden tights off of her legs.

Her pussy felt slick and wet in more than one way, and as she slid her hand under the waistband of her panties, she found her clit erect and throbbing. Wasting no time, she began to rub in eager circles, whimpering and gasping from the intense pleasure, the scent of female piss heavy in the air...

***

Kennedy Kix SOAKS the Shopping Mall! - A Christmas Omo Adventure!

Kennedy found she could hardly stop moving in her seat, gripping the wheel with both hands. There were two reasons for that: first was that Kennedy was a big kid, and loved Christmas at the mall - the promotions, the cool new candle scents... but especially the decorations.

The second reason was that Kennedy had filled her bladder to almost bursting in preparation for this trip, enjoying the delicious anticipation before she had her first accident of the day.

Kennedy found it hard to keep her thighs pressed together as she was driving, so instead she settled for wiggling about desperately on the upholstered seat. It had seen more than a few accidents already, but it still sent a naughty thrill through her to know she was risking another one.

There are plenty of spaces available on the third, even the second floor of the parking lot. But Kennedy drove straight past all of them, going up higher and higher ‘til she was on the fifth floor.

Kennedy didn't know this parking lot very well, and she knew that the unfamiliarity would make it more of a challenge to get back before having accident. He grinned as she hesitantly stepped out of the car, walking awkwardly with crossed legs to the ticket machine.

Her adventure had barely begun, but already her bladder felt full, pressure building in her lower stomach, sending twinges of mixed pleasure and pain to her slit. Every tiny step towards the ticket machine was a gamble, and Kennedy wasn't really surprised when she took one step too far and the resulting jolt to her womanhood made her bladder spasm uncontrollably. A small amount of urine spurted into her underwear, trickling down her black tights, chosen because they would hide her naughty activities.

She fumbled with the ticket machine, too distracted by her heaving bladder to think correctly. On her third or forth try, Kennedy was successful, and she left her ticket on the car before she hopped in the elevator down to the shopping mall.

She was completely alone on the slow ride down, and her overly full bladder and impish imagination worked together to put a naughty idea on her head. It would be a more exciting desperation game of she slowly worked up to having her bladder this full again.

With some effort, Kennedy stopped squirming momentarily, pushing her legs apart and biting her lip. She visibly relaxed, and then a hot, pale yellow stream of urine spurted out through her clothes.

With her legs spread, her underwear and tights were no barrier at all, becoming soaked in less than a second, allowing the flood to pour out onto the elevator floor, where it formed a little puddle below her, the sound of tinkling liquid on metal filling the air. Kennedy moaned softly from relief and pleasure as she pushed her feet further apart, hoping to avoid soaking her socks.

As the stream began to slow, Kennedy stepped forwards away from the puddle and pressed her legs together. Not from desperation this time, but so that she could feel her clothes grow sodden and warm with her own urine as the last few drops of urine ran out, seeping out between her thighs and dribbling slowly down her legs.

As the elevator doors thing down, Kennedy stepped demurely off, a big smile on her flushed face. She could already feel the excitement between her legs, and she had barely even gotten started. This was going to be an awesome day.

Kennedy’s first stop was to the food court. She wasn’t hungry, but she eyed the enormous fountain drinks eagerly, wanting to ‘fuel up’ for the rest of the day. She paid for one, and then began to walk around the mall, looking at the decorated storefronts, feeling her damp thighs rubbing together.

Kennedy 'ooh'ed and 'ahh'ed at the pretty fairy lights on one store, the colorful garlands in another. The main wall decorations too, were stunning, the centrepiece an enormously tall Christmas tree glistening with sparkling lights, tinsel, and decorations - and perched right on top, a huge gold star.

Kennedy looked up at it all, slowly sipping ahersoda. Christmas always made her really excited – both in the normal sense of seasonal joy, and in other, naughtier ways. In a wonderful mood, Kennedy continued walking down the mall, peering in every store.

Kennedy imagined herself inside each one, but she wasn’t thinking about what she might like to buy or not. Instead, she was imagining what it would be like to wet herself inside, who would see, what would happen, planning meticulously for the best experience.

Not being completely inconsiderate, Kennedy realised it would be better to do it in a store with linoleum flooring, so her puddle would be easier to clean up. But there was also an appeal in the idea of going into a changing room, and leaving a puddle on the carpeted floor – or soaking pair of jeans completely through, then returning them completely unabashed, claiming you didn’t like the fit.

Kennedy kept drinking, the pee that had run down her legs not even 40 minutes ago cooling on her warm thighs as it dried. By the time she reached the end of the first floor of the mall, she could already feel her bladder had refilled significantly. It wasn’t a big deal yet, but it was an exciting prelude to the desperation and intense pressure she knew would soon follow. The slightly uncomfortable pressure between her legs only kept growing as she rode the escalator up to the second floor.

Deciding to check out a few stores inside, Kennedy walked into a bath and cosmetics store, taking her time to browse the fancy perfumed soaps, bathbombs, and anything else that caught her eye. The urine from earlier was nearly dry now, but she knew she probably smelled a little of pee, so it would help to cover the scent with something stronger.

Her drink was almost completely gone now, and the diuretic soda seemed to have skipped her stomach entirely and gone right to filling up her bladder. It felt like someone sitting on her lower stomach, pressing down hard with their full weight, willing her to let go.

There wasn’t anything she particularly wanted in this store,  but Kennedy wanted to wait until her bladder was full up enough for a real, desperate accident to be a possibility by the time she went into her target store.

After a while, Kennedy felt her bladder growing more and more swollen and achey, as if it was stretched by the volume of urine filling it. She pushed her thighs together, not because she was so desperate to go that she needed to to hold her pee in, but because tensing her muscles also teased her clit, her thighs squeezing down and massaging it gently as she tensed and untensed.

Now every step Kennedy took caused her to grimace slightly. She easily hid it with her usual cheerful smile, picking out a handful of random products before heading to the front counter and paying.

Kennedy continued her awkward walk round the mall, peering into shop windows. The liquid in her bladder sloshed around, and although she wasn’t quite desperate yet, she could find herself taking shorter steps, pressing her legs together awkwardly, crossing her legs and tapping one foot whenever she stopped for too long.

It was obvious she needed to find store to have an active and soon, what you end up having in the middle of the more. She briefly consider the option – to be exciting in a different way, shoppers rushing past her, barely even noticing, acclaimed mobility the Christmas season renting the primary caring dislike.

It was obvious if she kept holding like this, she would eventually have an accident right in the middle of the mall. She briefly considered the option - it would be exciting in a certain way, shoppers rushing past her, pretending not to notice or care about what she was doing, dozens of people bearing brief witness to one of Kennedy’s many public accident.

But after a few minutes, Kelly decided she didn't want that. She wanted to have an accident somewhere public, somewhere she was involved with other people – and had they never know about it. Well, she thought, that was the plan, but with a smirk on her face she decided she didn't care if somebody did notice anyway. It wasn't really being naughty if there was a chance of getting caught, was it?

Kennedy was lost in thought, walking along shuffling fee once more she suddenly noticed the ‘Build a Pal’ store, on the other side of the mall. The staff interacted with you, it was cute and childish - just like Kennedy herself – and she would have a chance to get a Christmas present for the most important person in her life (herself).

Kennedy walked right in, immediately greeted by an enthusiastic employee.

"Hi there, are you looking for a new friend today?" the woman asked Kennedy, who responded with a seemingly-polite nod.

“Yes, thank you,” Kennedy said, happily. “I won't need any help so… Just leave me alone."

The woman seemed taken aback by that response, but she went back to smiling very soon.

“Okay, well, we’re right here to help if you need anything.”

The woman hadn’t even finished speaking before Kennedy was walking away to browse the multiple bins of empty plush animals. It wasn’t just a lack of interest that caused her to move on so quickly. Kennedy also felt her body’s desperate signals intensify as she stood still, causing her to squirm and start to pace every few seconds.

By now, Kennedy really, really had to go - and the signals were probably very clear to everybody else around her. She stood in front of a bin, picking up stuffed animal after studded animal, peering at them closely, unable to focus well.

She needed to go, which made it hard to think, which made her stand still longer to try and think more… which made her need to go more. Kennedy felt the urge to go come on in ebbs and waves, each new push stronger and stronger, standing in public, crossing her legs, her thighs rubbing slowly together as she squirmed in place. The reasons she couldn’t keep still was obvious - it was a classic ‘potty dance’.

A few people gave worried glances in her direction, but nobody came over to ask anything. Kennedy eventually settled on a cuddly yellow cat, with darker yellow points, as if the ends of all its limbs had been dipped in potty. The name on the tag said Marmalade, but Kennedy decided almost instantly that ‘Puddles’ suited him better.

"Excuse me," Kennedy said, calling out to the shop employee from earlier.

The employee looked over hesitantly at Kennedy. The strange girl was wriggling around, bouncing from foot to foot while she squeezed the plush tight against her chest, knuckles white and sweat beading on her forehead.

“Yes?” the clerk said finally, not sure what to do in this situation, and falling back on her customer service training and impeccable smile.

“I was just, aH, wondering if, unnn…. If you had those, voice recording boxes?”

“Oh, yes, we do,” the woman replied, clearly relieved to have a request she could actually fulfil, even if this customer was acting very strangely.

When Kennedy had spoken to her, she’d actually worried briefly she was going to ask to use the employee toilets. It was obvious from the way she squirmed and bounced that she needed to go, badly, despite the broad grin on her face. Did she really intend to hold it until after buying a toy, when she was so obviously desperate?

“Over here,” the woman said, smiling.

"Thank you so much!" Kennedy replied, equally happily.

Kennedy happily picked up a recording device and then, as she smiled widely at the staff member who had helped her, she pressed the button.

"I reallly really have to pee!" Kennedy said, her body language conveying that very clearly even before she spoke.

The clerk was obviously shocked, trying not to show it on her face - although she was pretty sure she’d be telling people this story for a long, long time.

“Hmm, I'm not sure that came out right!" Kennedy said, giggling as she wiggled. "Can I rerecord it?"

The employee nodded blankly, indicating the button Kennedy could press to record a new message.

Before pressing it, Kennedy squeezed her eyes shut, looking like she was deep in thought as she crossed her legs hard, bobbing slightly - but really, she was just holding back the flood, the pressure in her bladder more intense than ever now.

“I, um, I think I’ll go with…” Kennedy began, pressing the button. “I love to be a soggy little puddlepants!”

This time, the little box made a clicking noise halfway through the word 'puddlepants'. Kennedy pouted, shaking the box, although it was hard to say if that was deliberate or a result of her desperate bouncing from leg to leg.

“Whoops, I guess that was t-too long, huh?” Kennedy said, sweat beading on her brow.

She could feel how badly she needed to go now, and she could tell from the look the staff member was giving her that everybody in the store knew too. It felt like sparks of electricity were travelling directly to her crotch every time someone caught her eye, and she smiled naughtily at them when she wasn’t distracted by her holding.

“I’ll try… nn… I’ll try… ahh!”

Kennedy felt her bladder spasm too late to stop it, her thighs briefly parted as she changed which leg she was standing on. She bent over double, pushing her knees together frantically as she felt a hot spurt of piss escape into her tights. Trembling, she grabbed her knees and whimpered as she felt a few more drops trickle out, knowing the seal was broken now, and holding would be much harder from now on.

“Are you okay?” the employee asked.

Kennedy struggled to speak, just fighting to clench her muscles again and keep her overly-full bladder from emptying itself right then and there. The pressure made her groan in pained pleasure, as she forced herself to stand upright.

“Y-yes, I’m fine,” Kennedy eventually managed. “You know what? I don’t think I want a recording box this time, thanks.”

With no fanfare, she tossed the little device back into the container, walking away as quickly as she could with her legs clamped together.

Once she managed to duck behind a shelf, Kennedy sucked in air through her teeth, shuddering as she parted her thighs just a smidge. Hot urine instantly flooded out of her, a gush of pee that she hurriedly tried to soak up by squeezing her legs back together after a moment.

Shivering, she waited, panting with pleasure and effort as she fought with her body to keep it under control. The pressure that was momentarily relieved by her wetting soon came back with full force, as if she hadn’t emptied her bladder at all. Kennedy groaned, her face red as she tried to hobble to the next aisle, grinning despite the awkward situation.

It felt so good to be this naughty, and while it was deeply uncomfortable for her bladder to be so full, pushing and demanding she empty it every second... It also turned Kennedy on like nothing else, feeling like the pressure was directly on her clit instead of her lower stomach, throbbing and aching urgently.

Checking nobody was nearby, Kennedy slid a hand between her thighs and cupped her mound, squeaking as she let out another spurt of urine, trembling, feeling it fill and then overflow out of her cupped hand. She blushed as several drops landed on the tiled floor below her, wiping her dripping hand on her tights where she didn't think anybody would see.

Kennedy moved away from the spot quickly - her urge seemed to have subsided slightly for now, although she knew that wouldn't be true for long. Looking around the store, Kennedy tried to decide where to have her first big accident - and then she noticed a spot that was perfect.

Picking some clothes for her 'Pal' at random, Kennedy went to the front counter, asking them politely to dress her new toy - because she was shaking and wriggling too much to do it.

"Are you okay?" the man behind the counter asked, frowning with concern as he watched her.

"Mmmf... Yes, just, please hurry, I have a l-lot of shopping to do..."

Kennedy was barely even hiding how desperately she needed to use the restroom now, taking her plushie with one hand because the other was crushed between her thighs, massaging her mound in an attempt to keep more pee from escaping.

With her new purchase in hand, she moved over to the photo area, pulling out her phone.

"'Scuse me!" she called to the other employee, who was halfway across the store. "C-could you take my photo before I leave?"

The woman walked quickly across to Kennedy, several emotions crossing her face as she did so - first she seemed glad to help, then, as she got closer she looked confused at Kennedy and why she was squirming around so much - and finally, she looked very worried, scared she would have an accident right there in the store.

"Um, uh, sure," the woman said, taking the phone.

Wanting to get Kennedy out of the store quickly, she snapped a single photo of Kennedy and her stuffed kitten, trying to hand the phone back to her.

"N-no, I wasn't posing, let me pose!" Kennedy insisted, striking a dramatic pose with the toy held high above her, her legs spread.

She trembled visibly as she tensed every muscle in her body to keep herself from emptying her bladder immediately when she pushed her feet apart, looking at the woman with a rictus grin that spoke of her discomfort.

The employee fumbled with the camera on the phone screen, and, Kennedy, noticing she was about to press the button, let go.

Light flashed as the camera went off, as Kennedy felt the flood of pee she'd been holding back for a while now come rushing out. She shook with visible relief as her bladder emptied, moaning in pleasure and embarrassment at the knowledge everybody was staring, seeing her completely drench her clothes and the floor below.

She gasped, shivering, as more and more liquid joined the growing puddle on the floor. It came out so fast, it splashed off the tile and onto her legs, before rejoining the puddle once more. Kennedy whimpered, savoring the feeling of emptying herself completely, panting, shuddering, as she stood up, looking at the employee in front of her who stood, agape at what she'd just seen.

"Oops..." Kennedy said, trying to sound sincere and failing. "I'm so embarrassed! I'd better go to the bathroom and clean up!"

Kennedy grabbed her phone from the stunned clerk, and did indeed rush directly to the nearest restroom - but as she threw the door open to the first stall she found, 'cleaning up' was the last thing on her mind.

"Oh god I'm such a naughty girl," Kennedy moaned to herself, slamming the door with a foot as she sat on the toilet seat, hiking her dress up high and groping her soaking wet mound through her tights and undies.

"Sooo dirty... Wetting myself... nnn... right there, where everybody could see..." she whimpered, caressing herself more firmly, wriggling to peel the sodden tights off of her legs.

Her pussy felt slick and wet in more than one way, and as she slid her hand under the waistband of her panties, she found her clit erect and throbbing. Wasting no time, she began to rub in eager circles, whimpering and gasping from the intense pleasure, the scent of female piss heavy in the air.

It was an arousing, intoxicating scent, and Kennedy played with her dripping pussy while she breathed it in deeply, loving it. She felt so naughty, doing this right here in a public toilet, reeking of her own wetness, gasping and grunting as one finger wormed its way between her folds, the other staying right on her little button and kneading it rapidly.

"Oh god, yes, I'm a little pee pants, I love to wet myself, nghh, I love, love to have a-accidents, n, nnn!"

Kennedy was working herself up more and more, racing to a peak that she knew would be intensified a million times by her very public 'accident' and how she was pleasuring herself so shamelessly in a toilet stall, not caring who walked in and heard her, only focusing on how amazing it felt to touch between her legs, touch the same slit that moments ago had unleashed a torrent of hot wet urine on the floor of a toy store.

"AH! AH AH NNNGH OHHH GOD!"

Kennedy's orgasm was explosive, and she bucked and writhed, crying out loudly in indescribable pleasure, fingers working frantically to carry her over the peak and then some. Her needy pussy clenched and clamped over and over on nothing, her walls squeezing against each other as she climaxed, clit throbbing in time with her racing heartbeat.

She wanted it to last forever, her whole body trembling with sheer bliss, but eventually she felt it ebbing to a close. The subtle waves of pleasure lingered on for several moments, before Kennedy finally decided she would get up, still feeling the tingle of her tiny nub.

With a sigh, Kennedy wiped her hand on some toilet paper, and dabbed at her wet legs to soak some of the pee up. She flushed the chain, and walked out of the main door, trembling a little, with a satisfied grin on her face.

***

It had been an hour, give or take, since Kennedy's last accident. She sat on a bench, the few purchases she’d made stuffed in shopping bags nearby, spooning frozen slush out of a slushie cup. Her tights were still significantly wet, the pee-soaked fabric clinging to her legs, while her underwear was completely soaked, her body heat keeping it warm as she crossed and uncrossed her legs in a steady rhythm.

Squeezing and then relaxing her muscles over and over felt amazing, stimulating her clit while she sat in the middle of the crowded mall. Kennedy felt giddy with lust, pleasure, and the guilty, naughty thrill of knowing she was essentially masturbating herself right there, shoppers walking past completely obliviously as she whimpered and bit her lip, face flushing and pleasure making her pulse race.

Her self-stimulation wasn't random. Kennedy's bladder was full once again, and she'd been drinking non-stop since she left the Build-a-Pal. Jiggling on her seat, she finished the last mouthful of red slush - which was now a frosty pink, since Kennedy had drained all of the syrup out of it very quickly - and threw the cup in the trash, gathering her bags and heading for the family restroom.

Every step send a jolt right through her that made her bladder spasm slightly, reminding her of its fullness, urging her to use the bathroom right now. Kennedy wasn't planning on it any time soon, even though she was close to the restroom now - she planned to play another game with herself,  stretching out the maximum amount of pleasure from today's holding.

She'd decided she would let three people in front of her, before she finally let herself use the toilet. If she went to the main bathrooms, she knew it would take no time at all for three or more women to go in, but not many people chose the family restroom. So Kennedy was sure her mild urge would grow quickly into dancing, squirming desperation, and her clit tingled as she imagined biting her lip, panting, her bladder full to bursting as she pleaded with somebody else to go in first.

Kennedy leaned against the wall, shuffling her legs closer together to try and alleviate some of the painful pleasure of holding, that she knew would only grow with time. She scanned the shoppers, wondering which of them would be first to use the bathroom she was waiting at.

It didn't take long for someone to come over. A woman who Kennedy estimated was about a decade older than her walked towards the bathroom, holding her three or four year old son's chubby hand. Seeing Kennedy there, she frowned, moving to take a place in the 'line' she assumed was forming.

"Oh, you can go ahead of me," Kennedy said brightly. "I don't need to go that badly."

The aching pressure in her lower stomach reminded her that was a lie, but she grinned in her usual friendly way, not showing how badly she needed to go.

"Are you sure?" the woman asked, looking down, concerned, at her toddler son.

"Absolutely, yes!"

"Mommy, I need to go pee!" the boy announced loudly, and Kennedy couldn't help laughing as his mother did, too.

Now they were inside the bathroom, Kennedy blushed, teasing herself inside her head.

'You're such a bad girl! That little baby knows how to use a toilet better than you.'

Kennedy whimpered softly, squirming slightly in mild embarrassment and the sheer fullness of her bladder, imagining someone chastising her for being unable to keep her pants dry. No, worse - for choosing to wet herself, for being a naughty little brat who soaked her underwear on purpose because it felt so good, rubbing her clit frantically in a haze of lust until she came hard in her soaking wet clothes.

The bathroom door opened suddenly, and Kennedy blushed, straightening up and pulling her hands away from her crotch, noticing she'd been letting them drift slowly between her sodden legs as she fantasized.

"Well, thank you," the woman said, smiling at Kennedy. "Come on, Finley..."

Kennedy smiled back, and waved, not moving from her spot. The woman took her son, but looked back, a puzzled look on her face as Kennedy stayed rooted to the spot, even though from the way her leg was jiggling she needed to go more than ever.

As the woman disappeared from view, Kennedy sighed, allowing her leg to bounce more and more, fiddling with her dress idly as she thought about when she might be able to use the toilet. Now the urge was definitely much more intense, and Kennedy found herself pushing her thighs together hard, muscles clenching against the waves of pressure that demanded she empty her bladder immediately.

She was so distracted by her own need to go that she didn't even notice that another woman had started standing behind her, waiting for her to go into the toilet since she so obviously needed it. Kennedy span around, sweating from the exertion of holding her pee in, bouncing slightly just because to keep still for more than a couple of seconds was quickly becoming very uncomfortable.

“O-oh, you can, you can go in ahead,” Kennedy said, forcing a smile.

The young woman looked skeptical, noticing Kennedy’s flushed face, her thighs clamped together, crossing and uncrossing on occasion as if she just couldn’t stay still. It was clear that Kennedy needed the bathroom more than she did.

“Uh, are you… sure?”

“Yep! Definitely s-sure! I don’t mind, haha!”

“It just seems like you need to go… bad,” the woman blushed mentioning it, but she’d said it now, and Kennedy let out a little moan in return, maybe in embarrassment, maybe in arousal, definitely at least a little because of her growing need to use the toilet.

“NNnoo, I’m, I’m fine, haha, please, go on,” Kennedy urged her, biting her lip.

The woman frowned but didn’t wait around, obviously thinking Kennedy was acting very strangely. Now she’d left, Kennedy crossed her legs hard, grunting as she clenched and squeezed rhythmically using her thigh muscles, massaging her swollen clitoris without even touching it.

The urge to empty her bladder was so intense now, and so was the burning, tingling pleasure that came with it, making her gasp with the thrill of standing there, fidgeting desperately as she tried not to let go all over the floor… again. The wetness from her previous accident chafed slightly as she rubbed her thighs together, coaxing another low moan as her hips twitched, trying to push against nothing, seeking stimulation she craved, needed.

Kennedy’s body demanded a release, pushing for any kind it could have since she refused to empty her bladder. As the second woman left the bathroom, Kennedy seriously considered running in and finishing the hold early, bursting through the bathroom door and throwing herself onto the toilet seat, shaking and groaning with pleasure and release as she emptied her bladder. But she held firm, whimpering as she pressed her back against the wall once more.

The time before anybody else approached the toilet seemed to stretch on forever. Kennedy felt sweat running down the back of her neck as she jumped about, not able to keep still for even a second now. Her muscles constantly tensed and she could feel she was fighting a losing battle, her shopping long since dropped to the ground so she could move her arms, too, her whole body rocking and squirming in desperation.

After what seemed like hours, an elderly man approached the bathroom door, looking at her uncertainly.

“Y-y-you can go in,” Kennedy panted, her eyes scrunched almost completely shut.

“Thank you, dear,” the old man said shakily, seemingly oblivious to her desperation - or not caring enough to comment.

Kennedy waited until the door closed… and then pressed her hands between her legs, crushing them between her thighs and pressing them against her mound through her clothes. Her dress was bunched up, the layers of fabric and her hands doing all they could together to stop the hot piss from escaping.

Kennedy groaned, half in pleasure, half in the agony of fighting her body. The pangs of urgency were getting closer and closer together, and she knew it wouldn’t be long before she couldn’t hold back at all. With a surprised squeal, Kennedy’s whole body tensed as her bladder shuddered, forcing out a hot gush of urine she had no way to suppress.

It soaked quickly through her tights and into her wadded up dress, turning the red a far darker shade, her naughty wetting antics now clearly visible to anybody who cared to pay attention. Kennedy massaged her mound through her sodden clothes, hissing through her teeth as the pressure that had subsided briefly came back in full force.

The bathroom door slowly opened, and Kennedy tried to force a smile at the man who left, but it came out as an uncomfortable grimace. Even in the midst of her delicious distress, Kennedy felt an erotic jolt go through her from knowing just how badly she was about to lose control, that she couldn’t even pretend to not need to use the toilet, right now.

Remembering her shopping, Kennedy bobbed in place for a second as she mentally debated if she should try to grab it slowly or quickly. Quickly won out, and as Kennedy quickly bent over to reach her bags, she gasped loudly again, the movement of her body forcing out at least a cup of pee, spurting down her legs, soaking into the hem of her dress, some of it dripping onto the floor, yellow and glistening.

“E-excuse me!” Kennedy blurted, rushing past the man, her face flushed from excitement and humiliation.

She knew he had to have seen her having an accident, and the little puddle outside told a story to anybody who cared to look. Throwing her shopping on the floor once more, Kennedy bit her lip harder as she danced from foot to foot, locking the door with trembling fingers.

With that done, Kennedy threw herself onto the toilet seat, not even remembering to pull her dress out of the way before she began emptying the bladder straight through her clothes. She shuddered and gasped, reaching a hand between her thighs, rubbing hard at her excited clit through her soaking clothes and the waterfall of pee that flooded out of her.

Now came the second part of her challenge.

“O, one mississippi, t-two mississippi...ngh…” Kennedy pushed hard, eyes clenched shut and teeth gritted as she frantically stroked her nub through her soaking panties, little droplets of pee flying everywhere from her desperate masturbation.

She’d decided she would let herself get to six seconds before she squeezed her muscles shut, and then resume holding until she reached her car. As she reached her third mississippi, Kennedy grunted and huffed, trying to force out as much as possible to try and release at least some of the pressure on her bladder.

“F-four….four… oh god, four mississppi,” Kennedy thrashed on the seat, gasping with pleasure and release as her hips bucked frantically, trying to work her towards both the building orgasm between her legs and the complete draining of her swollen, sloshing bladder.

“Five….NGhh… FIVE mississippi… SIX!”

Kennedy gasped, trembling all over as she fought to stop the flow, her bladder throbbing and pushing hard, trying to force her to release more. The war raged on for several seconds, and finally, the erotic agony of holding back the flood subsided, her muscles clenching down hard, leaving her bladder slightly less full.

With shaking legs, Kennedy stood up, wincing with every stop. Now the seal was broken, and her muscles were exhausted, every few steps a little more pee trickled out into her panties. She re-gathered her shopping and headed to the parking lot, swallowing hard as she tried to steady herself. Her smile was shaky, but no less broad, as she walked towards the exit.

***

Kennedy panted, her legs clamped together, spasms running through her in the stairwell. She’d decided to take the stairs to prolong the delicious pressure she was feeling, but now that felt like it might have been a mistake.

She groaned with pain as her hands ran up and down her thighs, massaging her stomach, trying to relieve even a little of the constant pressure. Taking a deep breath, Kennedy ascended the stairs, every step jouncing her bladder and making the liquid within surge towards the only available exit, which was clamped tightly, trying to keep every drop inside.

She’d made it to the fourth floor now. Just one more set of stairs and…

“Ahh!”

Kennedy gasped, clutching her lower stomach and groin with separate hands. A wave of urgency had hit her as she climbed the first step, and she’d found herself releasing urine uncontrollably, hot yellow fluid spurting out and splattering on the steps. Kennedy moaned, squeezing her mound, trying to hold back the pee that was flowing out of her, spilling over her fingers.

She staggered drunkenly up the stairs, biting her lip, trembling from the tension in her body. Every step squeezed her bladder, sending another jet of piss squirting out from between her folds, dribbling down her legs, her tights already too soaked to absorb anymore.

Finally, half-dragging herself through the door, Kennedy reached the fifth floor of the parking lot. Her arousal had reached a fever pitch, and she found the hand that was clamped between her legs was doing more than just holding back the tidal wave of piss that was about to escape.

Rubbing and massaging her needy slit through her soaked tights, Kennedy tried to focus on something other than the excitement and discomfort of her full, strained bladder, or the trickles of urine that ran down her legs onto the concrete below. Her legs clamped tightly together, she looked around for her car, taking shuffling, awkward steps in the direction she thought it was.

Now she was so desperate again, the parking lot seemed enormous, and Kennedy felt her heart racing, knowing it would be hard to find where she’d left her car.

‘I’m not gonna make it!’ she thought to herself, a giddy grin on her face that was occasional broken by a wince or gasp as she walked awkwardly.

The pressure grew and grew with every step. It felt like no matter how much pee she released by accident, her bladder was always full to overflowing. Kennedy felt tears in the corners of her eye from the sheer tension and pain of her swelling stretching bladder, her stomach bulging just slightly from all the liquid inside her.

Just as she felt she would never find her car, Kennedy noticed it at the far end of the parking lot. Gritting her teeth, she tried to make her way towards it, half-hoping she would make it, half-hoping she didn’t. 

Hesitating and jogging in place slowly, wet thighs rubbing together, Kennedy considered how she could reach the car quickly. She gasped in pained pleasure as another spasm hit her, rhythmically massaging her slit as she tried to take a long step, as quickly as possible, hoping she could take the least amount of time possible to get to her car.

“Oohh… c-crap…” Kennedy moaned, as that first large step sent a harsh jolt up between her legs, pee flowing out of her in a surprisingly powerful burst.

Swaying, legs clamped together, Kennedy tried to take tiny unsteady steps towards her car, avoiding parting her legs as much as possible.

One step - a few trickles of pee escaped.

Another step - more urine flowed freely down her legs, her cupped hand doing nothing to stop it.

A third step… Kennedy cried out, doubling over as tremors racked her body, sending a huge spurt of piss out onto the ground. Shaking, she whimpered with desperation, realizing she was never going to reach the car in time.

In fact, now she could feel her body pushing hard, the pressure too intense and not letting up, the bursting feeling inside her growing and growing. She was going to wet herself, hard, and it was going to happen soon.

Kennedy looked around the parking lot, and then flung herself behind a concrete pillar, hiking her dress up slightly and stroking her slit frantically through her sodden tights as she shook.

“Oh god oh god oh god!” she mumbled, whimpering as she managed to stimulate her clit through her clothes, through her folds which were tightly closed as her legs were clamped shut. She shuddered, whimpered, groaned, and then, suddenly, with an unexpectedly powerful contraction of her bladder, she felt an unstoppable torrent of urine flood out.

Kennedy moaned, rocking her hips frantically against her palm, the soaked clothing doing nothing to stem the flow, a sheet of golden liquid flowing down onto the ground below her. Trembling from excitement and sheer exhaustion, Kennedy forced her thighs apart, panting as her bladder rewarded her with an extra hard squirt of piss onto the ground.

Spreading her legs allowed her better access to her needy pussy, and she rubbed eagerly, desperately, at her extremely aroused clit, feeling like her soaked tights and underwear were barely there - but of course, they were there, and that was part of what made it so exciting, rubbing herself through clothing soaked with her own urine, standing in her own puddle…

The stream continued, draining her bladder, the sweet relief, the naughty thrill, the erotic pleasure of pissing and touching herself right then and there, Kennedy’s hips ground furiously against her own palm as she panted and huffed, squeezing her eyes shut, feeling pleasure building and building, more intense by the second.

And then suddenly her world exploded in bliss, feminine moans filling the air as Kennedy came hard, trembling, quivering, her thighs locking around her hand and her fingers only slightly twitching as she rode through her orgasm, her hips doing all the work, humping hard against her hand. She whimpered, muttering ‘ohhh, yes!’, writhing in sheer ecstacy as it went on for second after second.

As the intensity of her orgasm faded, Kennedy felt her knees buckle, and she allowed herself to fall onto her bottom, sliding down the pillar, panting, her recently played-with pussy jolting as she sat. Kennedy’s head lolled with pure satisfaction as her lower body was bathed in both the wonderful afterglow, and her own warm pee.

She sat there, looking at nothing, a dreamy expression on her face as she got her breathing under control, not caring who saw her, not even bothering to remove her soaked hand from between her legs.

It would be several minutes before she rose, and attempted to walk to her car once more.

End.
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