

Preview:

With halting steps, she headed for home again, every ounce of willpower focused on holding in her pee, her stomach swollen and bulging with the hot piss that sloshed around inside her.

Kennedy’s muscles were beginning to fail, and she groaned as she felt her bladder abruptly empty several hundred milliliters of liquid into her underwear. Her bunched-up skirt stopped the flood going further, but she could feel it soaking into the white fabric, staining it with yellow pee and soaking it with warmth.

Her muscles straining, she knew she couldn’t hold on much longer, trickles of pee running down her legs even when she was completely still.

“Nnn.. nnn… ahhh!”

---

Kennedy Kix SOAKS the sidewalk

Kennedy swallowed a mouthful of coffee, savoring the cinnamon, nutmeg taste, her second cup of the day so far. Her bladder wasn’t quite full to bursting yet, although she’d drunk an awful lot of water that morning already. She decided with a smirk that she’d probably be completely desperate in an hour or so – and that suited her just fine.

Today she’d chosen to wear a medium length skirt, that would hide her inevitably dampened panties from view.

It probably wouldn’t hide the pee running down her legs, or the sizable puddle she was sure she was going to make – but that was part of the fun. Grinning, Kennedy tucked her wallet into her bra and left the house, mentally running over the things she needed to buy at the convenience store.

Milk. Cookies. Iced tea.

It was a short list, and Kennedy could have waited until she did her big grocery shop… or taken her car. But she was looking forward to challenging herself, seeing if she could hold her pee the whole way there and on the way back. Squeezing her legs together in anticipation, her slit already excited for today’s adventure, she set off.

At first, Kennedy could honestly say she didn’t feel uncomfortable at all. It was a fairly warm day outside for the time of year – in fact, she worried she might sweat all the extra fluid out, instead of feeling it expanding her bladder relentlessly until she released it in a sudden rush of fluid.

But as she walked leisurely down the sidewalk, Kennedy realized with some level of satisfaction that there was a growing pressure on her bladder. It was minor at first, but she could definitely feel the urge to use the restroom increasing, first a niggling tickle, and slowly growing into a mild ache.

Grinning, Kennedy kept walking, enjoying the pleasurable sensation of her body’s reminders that she needed to ‘go’, low level alerts for now but still present and inescapable.

About halfway through her journey, when she first felt the real, intense urge to use the bathroom.

“Not today, body,” Kennedy muttered cheerily to herself.

She reached a hand down, placing on her stomach and gently rubbing it, imagining she could feel her bladder filling up with fluid slowly. She pushed firmly inwards, and groaned. The feeling, a fullness there that she knew was only going to increase with time.

Inevitably, the urge to go increased, and soon Kennedy found her walking had slowed. She had to take a break every few seconds, because I bladder spasms, demanding she emptier. She clenched her muscles tightly refusing, as the ache in her lower stomach skirted the line between pain and pleasure deliciously.

Her movements became jerky, distracted, and she knew the sweat forming on her forehead was from more than just the heat. She found herself wondering how much longer it was to the store, eager and excited, wondering if she could make it that long, if she could hold it for the next ten minutes.

It was seeming more and more likely she wouldn’t make it – she wiggled from side to side uncontrollably, biting her lip as she wondered what people were thinking as they drove past her in their cars. She knew she looked unusual as she shuffled forwards, wriggling her whole body in an attempt to get relief from the sensation of her bladder being utterly full, and desperate to be emptied.

She swore she could hear the urine inside her sloshing about as she walked, muscles fighting and squeezing to keep from letting out even the tiniest trickle of urine.

“Gah!” Kennedy cried out as she tripped over a rock a little.

She managed to avoid falling flat on her face, but her awkward stumbling forced out a short stream of pee, straight into her undies. She eeped as she felt it, quickly squeezing her thighs together, enjoying the sensation of the urine soaking into her underwear, a little dribbling down one of her thighs.

“Oh dear,” Kennedy said softly, although her expression suggested she didn’t care at all.

The dampness felt pleasant on her skin, but now she’d temporarily opened the floodgates her body cried out even more fiercely for her to let go, to empty her bladder violently all over the pavement. Kennedy groaned as another wave of spasms wracked her poor bladder, trying to force her to wet right then and there.

It was a sexy thought, wetting herself next to the road as cars sped past, and she imagined herself sighing in relief as she left a huge puddle under her, soaking into the concrete and staining it once she walked off.

But Kennedy wanted to try and hold it as long as possible, so she re-gathered her strength and grit her teeth, walking forwards and trying to ignore the aching between her legs.

Eventually, the convenience store came into view. Kennedy wiped her brow with relief, she was halfway done. And not a moment too soon - it genuinely felt like she couldn’t take another step without wetting herself again.

Testing the idea, Kennedy took a small shuffling step with her thighs pressed tightly together. With her muscles clenched, and her legs squeezed together, she managed to avoid letting anything out.

“Hm,” Kennedy said out loud. “Not really a proper test.”

Testing herself again, this time Kennedy put out one leg and stretched it this far away as possible. While she was lifting her leg, she found she could still clench her muscles closed, holding everything inside. But then as she put her other foot on the ground, and her weight shifted, she gasped as she felt a hot gush of urine squirt out once more.

Kennedy squeezed her legs together again, feeling her underwear was already soaked – unable to absorb any more urine, the overflow trickled down her legs, mostly stopping before it reached her ankles.

Kenny bit her lip, considering her options for a few moments. She could go to the store as is, but she was almost certain to empty her entire bladder before she went inside. Or she could let some out now, and hope it would be enough to get through the store interactions, before she took the long walk home.

She only took a few seconds to decide. Kennedy spread her legs, and closed her eyes, focusing. She didn’t want to empty her entire bladder right then and there, just let off some of the pressure so she could make it through the rest of her walk.

“I’ll pee for… six seconds,” Kennedy said to herself.

Taking a deep breath, she unclenched her muscles, letting everything go. The effect was immediate, like a dam breaking. A huge flood of urine poured out through her underwear directly onto the pavement below, splashing her shoes.

The stream carried on, less intense, but still strong and continuous, as if it might never end. Kennedy neither pushed nor fought with her body, just letting her hot wet piss run out of her, down her legs, to the ground below. She closed her eyes, savoring the sensation of wetting herself, the feeling always sending an electric jolt straight to her clit.

“Three, four… Five, six,” Kennedy muttered.

As she counted the number six, Kennedy reluctantly started squeezing her muscles again, opening her eyes. She could feel her body still trying to push more pee out, but she held fast, waiting for the urge to empty her bladder to subside, fighting the desperate sensation that was her body letting her know she’d stopped in the middle of doing so.

Walking on with more confidence, Kennedy walked through the sliding door of the convenience store. She still jiggled about, bouncing from foot to foot whenever she stood still, but now she felt almost certain she could make it through buying what she needed and then leaving.

“Hey there,” the lone clerk said as she walked in, clearly watching her strange behavior.

“Hello,” Kennedy replied, jiggling her leg as she stopped to wave. “Just grabbing a few things.”

“Mm,” the clerk said back, turning back to a magazine – but Kennedy could feel his eyes on her as she walked past.

Milk. Milk. Milk.

Kennedy bit her lip distractedly, unable to stop herself from bouncing up and down slightly as she looked through the fridge containing milk. She normally bought 2%, but her swollen bladder made it hard to focus or even think.

She slid the fridge open, picking up bottles at random and checking them, as she switched from foot to foot, trying to lessen the pressure on her strained bladder, which was crying out for mercy. Her heart thumped urgently as she ignored her body’s warnings, struggling to make sense of either of the milk cartons.

Eventually feeling the clerk staring at her, she picked one at random and hoped it was right, before she quickly moved to the second fridge containing iced tea. That was much easier to pick out, since there was only one kind on the top shelf – Kennedy reached for it, now holding a jug of sloshing liquid in each hand, imagining her bladder was also full in much the same way.

‘What next?’ Kennedy thought distractedly, her thighs rubbing together as she stopped moving to think.

“Ah, cookies,” she said out loud, walking awkwardly down to that aisle.

Here there was even more choice, and Kennedy found herself making little grunts of discomfort as she hopped from foot to foot, looking over all the packages, imagining eating each one in turn.

‘Oh god, I’m going to lose it soon,’ she thought to herself, panic mingling with excitement at that thought. What would happen if she just totally lost control in a store? She’d never really done that before…

Snapping back to reality, she finally found the brand of cookies she wanted. But… her hands were full.

Unable to suppress a whimper of pained-pleasure, she brought the iced tea over to her left hand, holding both the milk and the tea in it awkwardly. Trembling, she reached down to grab the blue packet of cookies. They were juuust out of reach… if she could just get a little lower…

Kennedy squealed as she felt it happen – her bladder spasmed violently just as she ducked down, and she felt the sudden, hot torrent of urine force its way out of her. Without even thinking, she crouched down lower, hoping to reduce the noise as her hot girl piss splattered against the linoleum floor.

“Noooo,” Kennedy groaned, almost meaning it, as she struggled to stop the flow. She blushed as she stood up, droplets of pee dripping off her crotch and onto the floor as she walked away, leaving a yellow puddle in her wake.

Her face was flushed with genuine shame for once – that poor clerk! …Still, she couldn’t very well tell him what she’d done… could she?

“Um, excuse me?” Kennedy said, poking her head around the aisle. The clerk looked up, although it seemed like he’d have to have heard Kennedy’s squeal of shock moments ago.

“I um, I had a little accident,” Kennedy said in a childish voice, her cheeks burning.

The idea of being publicly caught like this, wetting herself like a little girl and then innocently telling a ‘grown up’ what had happened… that pushed some buttons, and one of them was throbbing and stiff, tucked between her folds.

“You did? What happened, did you- oh.”

The clerk had gotten up and walked over, and noticed halfway through speaking exactly what kind of accident Kennedy meant. As the young woman looked at the floor, shamefaced, he noted the small, yellow puddle and concluded she must have wet herself by accident. Heck, he could still see some of it dripping down her leg.

“I’ll… go get the mop. Do you want to use the bathroom to clean up?”

“No thank you,” Kennedy said, her eyes glistening. “I think I’d rather just be rung up and go home.”

The clerk nodded, leaving Kennedy alone with her items, her heart thumping with excitement. She couldn’t help but grin a little as she shuffled over to the counter, placing them there for the clerk to ring up in a moment. Public accidents were fun, but the thrill of somebody else noticing, even talking to her about what had happened… sent a little tremor all through her.

She smiled shyly at the clerk as he walked past, pushing the mop and bucket. That little accident had released some pressure, but now she could feel it building again, like waves that ebbed and flowed – at first, gently lapping at the shore, but now building in intensity, until she knew they’d be crashing down on it, forcing liquid out of her with extreme ferocity.

Looking around, Kennedy’s eyes came to rest on the soda dispenser. Her mouth watered, and before she could even think, she was across the room, filling up the biggest cup they had. The sight of all that liquid squirting out and the ‘psssssh’ noise that accompanied it made her eyes cross as she tried to think of anything except wetting herself.

Squirming frantically, she clumsily put the lid on the cup, and poked a straw into it. Kennedy took a long, greedy sip before returning to the counter, smiling more widely at the cashier who was ringing up her meagre purchases.

“And this,” she said, pointing to the soda she was holding. She jiggled about as she did it, earning her a strange look from the cashier.

“Are you sure you don’t need to use the bathroom?” he asked, keying in her soda on the machine.

“Nope! Thank you, though,” Kennedy said brightly, beaming at the poor clerk who just moments ago was mopping up her pee. She watched him open his mouth, as if going to say more – and then close it, frowning and looking at his machine.

“Okay, that’ll be… $12.50.”

Kennedy slid a hand into her bra and pulled out her wallet, withdrawing two crumpled $10 notes from inside. The cashier watched her with a shocked expression, but offered no protest as the squirming, flushed girl slid the two notes across the counter to him.

“No need for change, you keep it,” she said, grinning as she picked up her bag of shopping.

In truth, she thought if she stayed there any longer she would lose it again – Kennedy needed to go, now, before she had an accident.

‘Another accident,’ she reminded herself with a happy blush.

She slurped her soda, re-filling the little liquid she’d lost. At first, she was able to walk more or less normally, but now she found that every step meant she had to strain her muscles to hold back the flood, groaning as she clamped them shut. The pleasurable pain sent shivers through her, and she could tell her arousal was dampening her undies almost as much as her pee.

Her clumsy, cautious steps continued, she slowly made her way home. With one hand. She carried her shopping, with the other she carried her soda, taking frequent sips along the way. In some ways that made the feeling of desperation much, much worse, feeling liquid building up again and again, without any form of release.

It didn’t take very long for her left arm to get tired. Sighing, Kennedy decided to switch arms, gently shaking her soda cup. She thought about how best to do it.

At this stage in the hold, it was dangerous to do anything except press her legs together and keep walking. So swapping things from one hand to another… that was risky. After a moment’s hesitation, Kennedy reached over, trying to pass back from one hand to the other will doing the same with the cup of soda.

Kennedy stumbled awkward as she did so, and she gasped as she felt another squirt of urine escaping, passing right through her already soaked underwear to trail down her wet legs.

She bit her lip, taking stock of the aching, unbearable pressure she felt. Of course, that unbearable pressure was also what made it feel so good, the firm, urgent feeling, like it was pushing directly on Kennedy’s clit, stimulating it without even touching herself.

Kennedy could feel now she was almost reaching the stage where she wouldn’t even be able to walk without leaking. She kept her thighs pressed tightly together, her muscles unable to hold back the flood any longer, her legs themselves holding it all in.

Of course, with nearly every footstep she felt a little squirt of pee escape, making her gasp with shock and arousal. She was progressively wetting herself more and more, leaving a trail of drips on the pavement behind her. She’d have reached down and held her crotch just to keep from wetting herself any more, but both her hands were full, meaning every step was a gamble.

Now Kennedy could barely walk, definitely not without wetting. She paused, grimacing, enduring the spasms that racked her lower body.

Clumsily, she used the hand holding her soda to stuff her skirt between her legs, bunching it up, hoping it would act as some kind of barrier to future streams of pee.

With halting steps, she headed for home again, every ounce of willpower focused on holding in her pee, her stomach swollen and bulging with the hot piss that sloshed around inside her.

Kennedy’s muscles were beginning to fail, and she groaned as she felt her bladder abruptly empty several hundred milliliters of liquid into her underwear. Her bunched-up skirt stopped the flood going further, but she could feel it soaking into the white fabric, staining it with yellow pee and soaking it with warmth.

Her muscles straining, she knew she couldn’t hold on much longer, trickles of pee running down her legs even when she was completely still.

“Nnn.. nnn… ahhh!”

With an almost orgasmic release, Kennedy felt her body give up entirely. She quaked all over, unable to do anything but stand there as her bladder spasmed violently, emptying its contents all over the pavement below.

With a sigh of relief, Kennedy allowed the hot, wet urine to flow down her legs – in a violent gush at first, but then slowing to a steady, heavy stream. Her cotton skirt was soaked in an instant, warm pee running down the front of it, down her thighs, soaking into her socks and hitting the sidewalk. She shuddered uncontrollably, pleasure racing through her body as cars raced by, some of them honking as they saw her.

Finally, the flood came to an end, slowing to a gradual trickle – and then stopping completely. Kennedy stood up straight, parting her legs and allowing her now sodden skirt to hang free. She smoothed it out with her hands, feeling the warm wetness that had soaked into it, with a wobbly smile. She looked down and behind her, noting the darker grey area where her urine was soaking right into the pavement, making her feel hot and excited between her thighs.

Her walking was unsteady for a while after that, the pleasure and shock of peeing right then and there getting to her, while her legs were now unused to not being braced against each other. The relief she felt now her bladder was empty was palpable, but, a glutton for punishment, Kennedy sucked her drink greedily through the straw, hoping she could fill her bladder before she walked home.

‘Maybe I’ll get to pee while I cum,’ she thought, excitedly, wishing she didn’t have her hands full once again. Her slit cried out for attention, and she longed to grope, tease, and fondle herself through her dripping skirt, just rubbing herself a little after that intense accident.

Kennedy was so wrapped up in her own thoughts, she barely noticed the jogger approaching, heading towards her.

Her hair was tied back in a loose blonde ponytail, and Kennedy watched, almost drooling as her perfect, round breasts bounced.

The jogger approached rapidly, not really looking at Kennedy at first – and then she seemed to notice what she was wearing, mouth dropping slightly as she took in her sodden, obviously pee-stained skirt, the wet rivulets running down her legs.

“Hiiii,” Kennedy said softly, although she was sure the runner couldn’t hear her with ear phones in.

The woman stared for a few moments as she approached, and then snapped her focus back to the path, blushing furiously, as if embarrassed for gawping for so long. She ran past Kennedy, and then looked back after a few feet, shaking her head at the strangeness of it all.

Kennedy was flushed with excitement at the obvious attention, knowing the woman had noticed she’d wet herself, seen her soaked clothes.

“You’re a bad girl, Kennedy,” she muttered to herself, with a smirk.

She felt like a bad girl, like a naughty little girl walking home from school with soaked undies, cheerfully skipping along, heedless of the stares and gasps she garnered.

Her bladder was filling once again, a cozy ache compared to the frantic, bursting feeling from earlier. Kennedy patted her stomach fondly, glancing up, seeing her neighborhood come into view. She licked her lips, imagining what she would do once indoors, her hungry pussy begging for her to touch… Swallowing, she surged forwards, soaked skirt flapping as she moved.

It didn’t take long for her to reach her house, and she quickly stashed the milk and tea in her fridge, now finding herself squirming slightly again. She grinned, giddy with the sensation, her mind replaying the past hour or so, remember the people who saw her, the puddle she left on the pavement.

“I’m going to come so hard,” Kennedy said cheerily, to nobody.

She searched around her desk for her large wand vibrator. She found it in a matter of seconds, and with shaky legs, she sat down on a chair, harder than she meant to. Gasping, she felt the force of her sitting push out a tiny spurt of urine, inspiring her to frantically position the vibrator.

Pressing the head of the vibrator to her soaked underwear, Kennedy let out a moan prematurely, fumbling with the switch and wriggling about the chair, which had seen more than its fair share of accidents… and “accidents”.

As the wand buzzed to life, Kennedy cried out, moaning and arching her back towards it. She held the end of the wand in place, allowing her soaked, cloth-covered cunny to rub against it, as her hips rocked back and forth in pleasure.

She had been so excited mentally for so long, it didn’t take long for her body to catch up. She could feel the pressure building in her bladder, her muscles weakened from earlier accidents, and she wasn’t at all surprised when she felt a tiny squirt of urine escape, landing on the head of the vibrator.

The vibration sent droplets of her pee flying into the air and she gasped and shuddered, pressing her cunny firmly against it, the buzzing vibrating her clit.

“Oh my God, this feels so good,” Kennedy moaned, through a bitten lip. “I’m such a bad girl, such a bad, wet, little girl.”

Her rocking grew more intense, the chair creaking and squeaking beneath her as it moved back and forth in time with her motions, the vibrations muffled by her sodden crotch and skirt, pressing down on it.

As the pleasure grew, she felt herself letting more and more go, tiny spurts of urine consistently escaping now, going straight to her soaked underwear onto the head of the vibrator, soaking it too. Kennedy squeezed her eyes shut, hips bucking frantically, wildly, pushing her pussy hard again and again and again against the vibrating wand

The stimulation was too much, too big, becoming overwhelming, quickly building…

“Ahhh!” Kennedy cried out, trembling with pleasure.

Shuddering as she orgasmed, Kennedy’s hips jerked rhythmically as she felt herself bubble over with pleasure, unable to control the gush of urination that was now dripping down the sides of her chair, soaking into the carpet below. She moaned like a lost soul as she climaxed hard grinding and huffing against the vibrator, the ultimate release, soaking her seat as she lost her mind with pleasure, bowled over by the strength of her orgasm.

Kennedy moaned long and low as it slowly came to an end, shivering all over from the intense sensations, pleasure radiating from her crotch outwards. Slowly, she relaxed, releasing a tight grip on the wand, and then turning it off.

Her body relaxed, and she gave a long, peaceful sigh.

Today had been an awesome day.

End.
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