

Preview:

While she was thinking, Casey lunged forwards, pushing her lips against hers, a hard, forceful kiss. Paige moaned softly, relaxing into it, as she felt Casey groping between her legs, pressing the wet crotch of her pants against her slit, rubbing gently through the cloth. Paige had never seen Casey so passionate, and she grunted sensually, arching her back towards the attention from her girlfriend’s probing hand.

Casey pulled away, smiling.

“You’re such a naughty girl, aren't you? You like me touching you through your pee-soaked underwear?”

Paige could only look at the floor, feeling utterly ashamed, but also aware of the burning excitement growing in her loins. There was no denying that she was wet from arousal as well as pee, and she longed to have Casey touch her there again, now...

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

“Did you turn your phone off, sugar?” Casey asked as Paige returned from the concessions stand. As was usual for her at the movies, she’d bought a huge bag of popcorn and an extra large soda. Casey had no idea how Paige kept such a trim figure - she could eat and eat and never seemed to put on a pound.

Paige was average height, with small, pert breasts and slim hips, and a stomach that was enviably flat. She was a natural redhead, with inviting hazel eyes, and she wore dark-rimmed glasses that made her look like the archetypal ‘sexy nerd’ (which wasn’t far from the truth). She was several years younger than Casey, who often felt she had to ‘look after’ the younger girl.

“Uh, actually, babe, I think I left it at home,” Paige grinned guiltily at her girlfriend, who’s figure she secretly envied herself.

Casey was curvy in all the right places, with pillow-like breasts and a round, plush rump. She complained that she was fat, but she really wasn’t - she was a little plump, but only in a way that made her look feminine and beautiful. Her black hair was a striking combination with her grey-blue eyes, but the tight, revealing blouse she wore tonight attracted attention to her other… assets.

“You did what?” Casey frowned, even though she knew it was no big deal - she had her own phone with her, if there was an emergency. She just wished that Paige would take things a bit more seriously sometimes. Paige hated to be told what to do, or that she was wrong, even though she often let things slip.

“I left it. I didn’t remember until now, don’t freak out, okay?”

“I’m not ‘freaking out’, Paige. You’re just such a scatterbrain sometimes.”

“Well I have a beautiful woman who takes me to the movies every week, so I must be doing something right, huh?” Paige said with a smile as she squeezed Casey’s hand.

“Maybe I’m just forgetful myself, and I keep forgetting to break up with you?” Casey grinned back, kissing Paige’s cheek. She glanced over at the huge cup of diet soda, condensation beading on its side.

“You’re going to need to go to the bathroom in the middle of the movie if you drink all that,” she chided.

“No I’m not,” Paige frowned. “I’m a big girl, I can hold it.”

“Wrong on both counts,” Casey said with a smile, as the last of the commercials came to an end and the screen advertised the start of the movie. “You’ll be leaving for the toilet halfway through, I’m telling you.”

Paige huffed, but said nothing, reaching for her soda instinctively as they played an opening short.

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

Half a bag of popcorn and most of a diet soda later, Paige felt a familiar pressure building in her lower stomach. At first she tried to ignore it, but soon it intensified and she was jiggling about in her seat, finding it hard to focus on the movie. Luckily Casey seemed to be too distracted to notice as her girlfriend squirmed around, desperate to use the toilet.

Paige rocked in her seat gently, feeling her panties riding up, pressing against her pussy. The mild stimulation felt good enough to keep her hips rocking slowly on its own, but she also felt her over-full bladder demanding she keep moving. She chewed her lip anxiously and looked over at the nearest exit… If she could just get up and…

“Where are you going?” whispered Casey as Paige stood up.

“Um, I’m just…”

“Oh, you need to go to the bathroom, right?” Casey smirked, knowing she was right. Paige glared at her.

“N-no! Of course not. I just… have a wedgie, that’s all,” Paige said, half-honestly. She unpicked her cotton panties from her slender asscrack through her jeans, and then sat back down, waiting for Casey’s attention to drift back towards the movie. Paige held her breath awkwardly as one, two, three seconds passed… until finally Casey was engrossed in the film again.

‘Thank goodness,’ Paige thought to herself, as she resumed her squirming, wriggling dance. She pressed a hand between her legs, cupping herself through her jeans, trying to stopper herself like a bottle full of sloshing champagne.

The movie carried on. Paige could get up and leave, but then Casey would know she was right… And Paige hated when Casey was right. She grunted softly, pressing her palm against her mound with insistent rocking motions, squeezing her skinny thighs around her hand. Gritting her teeth, she tried to keep her muscles clenched, but she could feel it was a losing battle.

‘Crap, I have to go!’

Her legs clamped together, Paige cautiously started to stand up, legs wobbling like a newborn foal. She got a few inches out of the chair before a sudden wave of pressure hit. Paige gasped, clinging to the arms of the seat, whole body tense as she tried to push herself, tears in the corners of her eyes…

“Gnuh!” she gasped under her breath as she felt a gush of hot, wet urine escaping into her panties.

“You okay?” Casey whispered.

“Uh huh,” lied Paige as she forced herself to sit back down. The jerky motion of her rump hitting the seat sent another spasm through her, and she felt more pee flood out, soaking the crotch of her jeans.

“Nooo…” she whined, as quietly as she could. There was momentarily relief from the feeling of her bladder emptying itself, but within a few seconds the pressure reasserted itself. Now she had to pee desperately and she knew she couldn’t hold it back…

With a small whimper, Paige felt her bladder give up, sending warm wetness flooding into her jeans, completely soaking her underwear. She shuddered as she felt it running over the edge of the chair, gushing out too fast to be absorbed by her clothes.

It dripped quickly down off the edge of the chair, and Paige was thankful for the blaring noise of the movie covering the pitter-patter of drops of her own pee as they shamefully splattered against the floor. With a defeated sob, she sagged in her seat, allowing the last spurts of urine to escape into the sodden seat beneath her.

‘Oh my God,’ she thought, shame burning on her cheeks. She’d wet herself, in a public place. Sure, nobody could tell - yet - but just knowing she’d done it made her want to curl up into a ball and hide. Glumly, Paige hoped the wetness on her seat might dry before the movie ended - but she was pretty sure it wouldn’t.

The movie played on, while Paige sat in a rapidly cooling puddle of her own pee, shifting occasionally to try and get more comfortable. It was a losing battle though, with her wet jeans clinging to her bare skin, reminding her with every movement of how she’d lost complete control, soaking her pants with urine like a helpless toddler.

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

As the movie came to an end, Paige felt equal parts relief and fear. She wanted nothing more than to rush home and change into fresh clothes, but to do that she’d have to get up and walk past other people.

The lights were still down as the credits started rolling, though. Maybe she could make it to the back exit if she left now… Uncertainly, Paige stood up, wrinkling her nose at the feeling of her soaked clothes on her skin. If she could just sneak out…

“Hon, wait,” Casey grabbed Paige’s arm distractedly, still watching the credits. “There’s usually a bonus scene at the end. I wanna catch it.”

Paige could feel herself shaking slightly after Casey had grabbed her. If her hand had touched her sodden bottom, she’d have known instantly that Paige had wet herself. Nodding without even thinking, Paige lowered herself back into the cold wetness of her own pee, biting her lip gently.

It felt so dirty and humiliating, sitting in a seat soaked with cold urine as she waited for her girlfriend to finish watching the credits. The dim lights came up, leaving Paige and her wet jeans illuminated - if she kept herself uncovered with her hands, which she made sure not to do. Now Paige knew there was no chance of hiding what must have been a sizable wet patch on her rear and legs.

The seconds passed agonizingly slowly, and Paige kept finding herself glancing around the room, watching people file out. If she couldn’t hide her wetness in the dark, maybe she could slip out when nobody else was there? She’d have to get Casey to leave in front of her, which would be difficult because Paige was nearest the stairs.

Paige anxiously watched people file out, blushing as she caught a little girl watching her watching other people. How old was she? Six? Paige wondered if she ever had accidents in public sometimes, or if even she was too old for that.

“Ew, what’s that smell?” someone shuffling out in the row behind her asked.

“Smells like piss,” someone else replied, laughing, and Paige felt herself shrink down in her wet seat even further.

Paige hadn’t noticed the scent of urine emanating from her and her chair, but now she knew about it, it was all she could focus on. The feeling of wet clothing clinging to her, the pungent scent of her pee seemed to be all around. She couldn’t escape from her own shame, and she hoped the ending scene would come soon…

“That was great,” Casey said with a smile as she stood up. Paige stayed sitting.

“Uh, babe? Let’s go…”

Paige shook her head, blushing furiously. She could see Casey’s nose wrinkling and unwrinkling as she tried to work out just what that smell was…

“I-I can’t,” Paige managed to stutter, swallowing hard. She knew she’d have to get up, and Casey would see her sodden shame - there was no point in not admitting it right now.

“What’s wrong?” Casey asked, worriedly. “Are you feeling sick?”

Casey lifted a hand to Paige’s head, and found it warm and slightly sweaty, but not noteworthy. But as she leaned over, she could see part of the wet patch between Paige’s legs, and the yellow puddle that had spread out on the ground below her.

“What the hell… Paige, did you… have an accident?” Casey asked, her eyes wide with shock.

“Y-ye-yes! I did! I’m sorry! You were right, I couldn’t hold it! I wet myself right in the middle of the movie,” Paige sobbed in the nearly-empty movie theater, too scared to meet Casey’s eyes. “And now if I leave, everybody’s going to see!”

“Stand up, maybe it isn’t that bad? Casey suggested, trying to be soothing. Paige nodded without even thinking, and stood up.

Casey looked down at her girlfriend’s legs and groin. The deep blue jeans were a distinct and deeper blue all along her thighs and crotch, and Casey could see the cuffs of Paige’s pants were soaked all the way around. She frowned, and Paige whimpered in response seeing it, feeling like a shamed little girl.

“Turn around?”

Paige obediently shuffled around in her sodden jeans-, showing Casey the worst of the damage. Her cheeks shone with humiliation as she stood, waiting for her girlfriend’s judgment.

“Oh my God, Paige,” Casey gasped, putting a hand over her mouth. “You’re totally soaked.”

“I know…” Paige murmured, humiliated.

“You’re just… wow. I don’t think I’ve ever seen anybody lose control that badly!”

Paige replied with a weak sob, knowing she’d never be able to live this down.

She gasped suddenly at the feeling of Casey’s hand on her waterlogged backside, rubbing it in an almost sensual manner, wet fabric crushed against her skin.

“B-babe?” she asked, meekly, not sure what was going on, but too ashamed to protest more loudly.

“It’s… actually kind of sexy, I think,” Casey whispered in Paige’s ear. “I mean, you just lost control. Right there. You’re like a naughty little girl who can’t even hold it long enough to watch a movie.”

“Casey! D-don’t!” Paige turned around, pouting cutely, to find Casey smirking at her. She blushed harder - she had to admit, the way Casey was making bedroom eyes at her… it turned her on a little.

“You can’t be serious,” Paige said, tilting her head. “This is one of the most humiliating experiences of my life…”

“Well good thing I’ve got a humiliation kink, huh?” Casey replied with a grin. “Of course I never thought you’d play into it as well as this… Just imagine what everybody will think when they see you walk out of here with those soaked jeans, drenched in your own pee.”

Paige swallowed. Casey had mentioned she liked it when girls were embarrassed or shy, and she’d been happy to play along sometimes, but this was something else. Could she really embrace the idea of her girlfriend getting off to her wetting her pants in public?

While she was thinking, Casey lunged forwards, pushing her lips against hers, a hard, forceful kiss. Paige moaned softly, relaxing into it, as she felt Casey groping between her legs, pressing the wet crotch of her pants against her slit, rubbing gently through the cloth. Paige had never seen Casey so passionate, and she grunted sensually, arching her back towards the attention from her girlfriend’s probing hand.

Casey pulled away, smiling.

“You’re such a naughty girl, aren't you? You like me touching you through your pee-soaked underwear?”

Paige could only look at the floor, feeling utterly ashamed, but also aware of the burning excitement growing in her loins. There was no denying that she was wet from arousal as well as pee, and she longed to have Casey touch her there again, now.

“Let’s get out of here, babe,” she said, stepping out into the stairs so Casey could walk in front of her. “I’ll cover your rear.”

Paige’s heart pounded as she walked down the steps and out of the door to the theater lobby, Casey close behind her. She tried to keep her thighs pressed close together, hoping nobody noticed, although she was sure she heard a gasp or two as she walked, despite Casey blocking people’s view from behind. She squeezed her eyes shut with shame, lowering her hands to try and cover the wetness on the front of her pants, feeling like everybody was watching her as she walked.

Casey chuckled softly behind her, and Paige felt a surge of mixed emotions - disgrace, anger, and arousal, knowing Casey was probably loving this.

As they approached the concessions area, they walked close to the bathrooms.

“Turn right,” Casey whispered, nudging Paige with her hand.

“Wh-why? I just want to get home!”

“Go into the bathroom with me, or I’ll walk in front and let everybody see how much of a pants-pissing baby you are.”

Paige stammered, trying to protest, but her feet made the decision for her, turning and walking her right into the women’s bathroom.

Her heart felt like it was going to beat right out of her chest. What did Casey want to do with her in here? The uncertainty was exciting, terrifying, and arousing all at once. Paige opened her mouth to ask what Casey had wanted to do here, but suddenly she was being shoved into the handicapped stall, pushed against the wall by her horny girlfriend, who’s hands were suddenly everywhere.

“Whoa!” was all Paige could manage before she was silenced by a frantic kiss, her hips arching expectantly. Casey pinned her there for second after second, enjoying the softness of her lips, and then whipped her head back, pulling the door shut and locking it.

“You’re a bad girl, aren’t you, Paige?” Casey asked as she advanced on her smaller girlfriend. “Wetting yourself like that, leaving a big puddle for the ushers to clean up.”

“I-I’m sorry?” Paige squeaked, not sure what Casey wanted to hear, but her face flushed all the same as she was admonished for her accident.

“Naughty, naughty girl… Let me see those panties,” Casey lifted her own skirt, shamelessly burying her hand in her own underwear, aroused beyond belief by pushing Paige in here and making her strip.

Paige hesitated, unable to read the mood until she saw Casey openly masturbating, her girlfriend’s gasps and moans of pleasure unmistakable - and sealing her own fate. With trembling hands, Paige undid her soaking wet jeans and helped them slide down her legs, which were coated in a thin sheen of urine.

Casey groaned sensually as she rubbed her clit, watching excitedly as Paige stripped for her, her skinny wet legs trembling… But Casey wasn’t looking at her legs for long, her eyes moving up between her girlfriend’s thighs to the treasure nestled between them.

Paige’s powder blue panties were waterlogged, a clear dark divide between the small part of her underwear that wasn’t soaked with her pee and what was completely sodden.The thin fabric clung like a second skin to Paige’s mound, perfectly revealing the shape of it. Casey licked her lips hungrily, eyeing her girlfriend like a lion eyes a gazelle.

“Oooohhh, yes,” Casey purred.

Paige had never seen her girlfriend this way, so full of lust for her slender body, making her feel like a piece of meat to be devoured. But even while she trembled, she felt the anticipation rising between her damp thighs, the heady scent of urine in the air.

In a flash, Casey was on her, lips on her collar bone, kissing, biting sucking. Her hand dove between Paige’s thighs, cupping her sodden mound. She squeezed, caressed, her fingers sliding back and forth, rocking against Paige’s slit, teasing her already excited pussy with unprecedented eagerness.

Paige moaned softly, the damp fabric of her panties bunching up under Casey’s fingers. They probed between her familiar folds with an unfamiliar passion, as Casey’s lust for her girlfriend’s pussy rose beyond reason. She’d found Paige’s clit now, and she rubbed insistently through the soaking underwear, the friction teasing and pleasing Paige’s sensitive body.

“Oh god babe, such a filthy girl, so wet and desperate,” Casey murmured, stroking Paige firmly through her wet underwear.

Paige gasped, pushing her knees apart as far as she could, and Casey rewarded her by kneading her stiff nub more aggressively, one oher finger pushing between her folds, driving the sopping fabric further between them. The bliss she felt between her legs was building and building, further ignited by her girlfriend’s rough, dominating passion.

“How embarrassing, wetting yourself in public, imagine if somebody from work had seen you?” Casey said as she masturbated Paige forcefully, taking her soft squeaks and gasps of pleasure for what they were - sheer erotic overload.

Paige had never imagined she could get off to the idea of wetting herself, of everybody seeing her, of being humiliated in public while her girlfriend smirked cruelly nearby. But now her mind was flooded with images, of her dripping and wet, soaking through jeans and panties, people seeing, watching, laughing… Being exposed as a dirty little girl who couldn’t hold her own pee.

Her slit was damp with more than pee, dripping and excited, more turned on than she could remember being in forever.

“My slutty little girl, peeing your pants, you really are helpless,” Casey murmured, her own hips rocking, pushing her mound up against Paige’s upper thigh as she ramped up the stimulation, pushing Paige towards the edge, faster and faster…

“Y-yes! I’m helpless, I love being your s-soggy, helpless, desperate girl,” Paige cried out, her hips bucking urgently as the pleasure inside her rose and rose, the pressure from earlier mirrored in her excitement now, it all merged together in a whirlwind imagining of wet pants and invasive hands, groping, touching, rubbing between her thighs.

“Come for me, Paige, come for me while your own piss is pressed up against your pussy, soaking jeans around your ankles,” Casey insisted, and Paige managed to moan and nod.

Her clit ached with arousal, her hips jerking rhythmically as Casey drove her faster and faster towards an overwhelming peak, closer, closer, closer…

“Ahhh!” Paige moaned, as it slammed with a force she hadn’t been expecting, the pleasure buffeting her like she was a tiny boat adrift on a sea of urine and frantic, sensual rubbing. It felt so amazing, her whole body rolling with the bliss of her orgasm, her eager button throbbing in time with the waves of pleasure that hit her again and again.

“Goood girl, good girl,” Casey said with a grin as Paige rode out her orgasm, whimpering helplessly as she pushed her sopping slit against her fingers, her teasing getting slower and slower as her climax gradually came to an end.

Finally it stopped, and Paige sagged, sliding down the walls, soaked and dazed, her thighs trembling.

“W-wow,” she managed after a few moments. “I had no idea you were into that kind of thing.”

Casey blushed, her own breathing unsteady as she stood back up. Her own slit begged to be touched but she held back, squeezing her soft thighs together.

“It’s kind of a secret fetish… But when I saw you, how soaked you were, what you’d done, I just couldn’t help myself,” Casey said unsteadily, helping Paige up. “Was it… okay?”

Paige blushed, looking away as her soaked jeans were pulled back up, knowing the huge wet patch was still visible to anybody who cared to look.

“It was really hot,” Paige replied shyly. “I actually loved it…”

“Well my little pee-pants,” Casey said with a grin as she pushed the door open. “We should go home. And when we get in, you can get your head between my legs and show me what a good girl you can be.”

END
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