

Preview:

As the feeling got worse and worse, Paige found herself reaching down between her legs, cupping her slit, pressing her fingers against herself through her clothes.

Paige could already feel the wetness there, whimpering as she pushed harder, knowing that if she moved, or even stood still too much, her bladder would empty itself all over the street.

Noticing a nearby bench, Paige squeezed her eyes shut, and made a mad dash for it. She squeaked as she felt the movement push out another squirt of urine, trailing straight down her legs, oversaturating her already soaked undies...

***

Puddles and Poinsettias - A ‘Soaking Wet Lesbians’ Xmas story

“So, you understand what you have to do?”

Casey focused on driving the car around the corner, looking out for the entrance to the shopping centre.

“Yes,” Paige replied, sipping her drink steadily. “You want me to walk around with, like, a super full bladder, and do a bunch of weird dares.”

“Basically,” Casey said, smirking. “I’ll be at the coffee shop we like - you’ll have to come find me once you’re done.”

Paige sighed, but secretly she found Casey’s plan deliciously exciting. They’d both discovered Casey’s love of seeing her girlfriend humiliated and with wet pants, that it sent an erotic charge right through both of them for her to be on display, barely holding it in - and then emptying her bladder completely in front of whoever was watching, shaking and blushing.

At first Paige had thought it was weird, but she couldn’t deny how much it had improved her sex life. She only had to come back from a walk and lift her coat to show she’d soaked herself wandering down the path, and Casey would push her to the wall, kissing, groping, fondling along where she’d wet, grinding her own hips eagerly, frantically, until Paige’s were coaxed to join her, both of them yanking off clothes and pressing fingers between each other’s needy slits.

“Go on, get out here,” Casey said, stopping the car on the side of the road. “Finish your drink first. Buy another one as soon as you get in, okay?”

Obediently, Paige lifted the straw to her mouth, quickly draining the rest of the cup until her sucking made rude slurping noises. Paige giggled immaturely, standing up to get out of the car.

“Bye, babe,” she said, grinning.

“Bye,” Casey replied, swatting Paige on the butt before she pulled the car door shut and drove off.

Paige shivered at a cold breeze. She’d wrapped herself up in her long black coat, with a grey and black striped scarf around her neck. Underneath she wore a long-sleeved purple tunic and thick grey leggings. Sometimes Casey preferred when she wore less layers so the pee ran right through, with nothing to stop it, but she’d argued it was cold - and that the grey pants would clearly show any accidents she had.

Thinking about that made her blush and shiver again, this time from arousal. She was such a bad, bad girl, going to wet herself in the middle of the shopping mall…

First stop - buying another drink. Paige dropped her empty cup into a bin, and then walked into the mall, easily finding a vending machine. Her coins clunked down through the slot, and she punched in the number for a bottle of cola.

It fizzed on her tongue, and she swallowed, feeling her phone buzz in her pocket. Her heart still leapt every time Casey texted her, but this time it did flips, knowing she was about to start initiating their little game. Already she could feel her bladder slowly filling…

Pulling the phone out, Paige read the text carefully:

“P, go to the party/card store and buy:

2 extra rolls of wrapping paper and tape

2 gift bags

Some Christmas tags

A birthday card for Mindy

White wrapping paper with poinsettias on.

Love,  C x”

That seemed easy enough… What the hell were poinsettias, though? Paige shrugged, putting her phone away again. Party Central was closest, so she made her way over there, glancing in the front windows to see if she could see anything she needed.

She kept sipping her soda, jiggling it with one hand as she browsed the aisles. It didn’t take long for her to start feeling the little twinge she knew would eventually grow into an uncontrollable urge to wet. But for now it was small enough she could mostly ignore it, humming to herself as she pulled out a roll of wrapping paper.

In what felt like no time at all, she’d picked out everything she needed - but her bladder now nagged her insistently, her need not quite desperate - but getting there. She could really use the toilet now, but instead she kept shopping, clamping her muscles tightly shut.

She began to empty most of her items onto the counter, trying not to show the mild discomfort she was feeling on her face.

“Hi! Did you find everything okay?” the cashier asked, as she rang up the card Paige had picked out - it had a picture of an owl with the words ‘Whoooo’s turning 3?’ on it, and Paige had giggled when she held it up and shook it, sending the googly eyes on the front spinning and wobbling.

“Well, mostly,” Paige said, frowning. “Do you have anything with… pointsetters on?”

“Poin- oh!” the cashier laughed, nodding. “Poinsettias. They’re a kind of flower, very popular at Christmas. I know we have a couple of gift bags and boxes with them on, over there…”

“What about wrapping paper?”

“Mmm, we might have some… I think that green paper has them on.”

“Thanks,” Paige said, frowning as she paid. Green was definitely not the same as white.

Her urge to use the toilet was still a problem she could handle, but she wasn’t sure how much longer that would be true. Her bottle was half-empty, and her bladder was more than half full, her body sending more and more frequent reminders that she had to go. But she couldn’t until she found that darn poinsettias… She glanced at the green paper before she left, noting the red flowers on it for later.

“Couldn’t find poinsettia paper. Can I move on?” she texted, knowing Casey’s inevitable reply.

It was still fun to test. To push. To have it reinforced that she was under her girlfriend’s control, and she wouldn’t be allowed to even use the toilet unless she said so. She wasn’t even allowed control over her own basic bodily functions… She shivered, hotly, as she saw Casey’s one word response.

“No.”

Alright, of course. She’d been expecting that.

“And buy a new drink when you finish that one ;)”

Paige blushed, knowing with a second drink, her bladder would be extremely full by the time she found the paper Casey was demanding. Still, enjoying the delicious, tense game between them, even over text, she took a long gulp of the sweet, bubbly soda.

Paige finished her drink halfway between the last store, and 'Christmas Crazy' - one of those weird seasonal stores that popped up around this time every year.

This time she went right inside a random store, checking the ends of the aisles to see if they had fridges with drinks in. Her many layers of warm clothes were beginning to feel a little too warm – mostly from her blushing face, and how she kept wiggling around, now feeling the urge to go growing stronger.

Biting her lip, she quickly picked out another bottle of drink. Iced tea this time – just because she was in the mood for it. Self check-out only took a second, but she was aware of a couple of stares as she jiggled about, trying to find the right change in her pockets before giving up and using her card.

People's eyes on her made her feel shy, ashamed, but also excited, wondering what they were all thinking. Maybe they could tell she needed to pee?

The walk to ‘Christmas Crazy’ seemed to go on forever. Page definitely needed to go now, and any other time she would have thought nothing of darting into the bathrooms. But the game was far more exciting when she followed the rules. Steeling herself and gritting her teeth, she walked into the new store.

It was a little hard to focus now on finding exactly what she was looking for, but Paige tried, and managed not to move about too much as she searched the aisles.

Eventually, she stumbled upon some paper with what were clearly poinsettias on the front.

"Blue," she mumbled under her breath. "And cream, weird pale cream. Maybe that's good enough?"

Drinking iced tea, Paige slowly pulled her phone out, taking a photo of the poinsettia wrapping paper. She texted it with a ‘?’ to Casey, waiting for her response as she drank.

She found that she had to keep moving around, or the urge got almost overwhelming – she walked around the store a few times while she waited for a response, feeling swet on her brow from the strain, although she knew from experience her bladder could hold much more.

Her phone vibrated, heralding the arrival of another text from Casey:

“Doesn’t look white to me.

U rly are a naughty girl. So disobedient. ;)

Do u want a spankin?

WHITE. - C”

Paige couldn’t help but whimper at Casey’s dismissal, knowing that by the time she got to the next store - a ‘Smudgelobby’ full of over-priced Christmas-themed goodies - she’d be absolutely bursting. She grit her teeth uncomfortably, feeling her bladder swelling, aching in her lower stomach. She could get through this…

By the time she made it to Smudgelobby, Paige needed the toilet badly. She could feel herself sweating under her many layers of clothing, her leggings rubbing together as she walk-waddled into the store, bouncing gently on her heels as she scanned the aisles. Poinsettias, poinsettias… where the fuck were they?!

“Can I help you find something?” a small voice asked from behind Paige, making her jump slightly.

“Ah-hh.. Ye, yes, thank you,” she said, straightening her glasses and forcing a smile. “Do you have any paper with, um, poinsettias on?”

“Sure thing,” the pale-skinned teen told her, pointing to the end of a nearby aisle. “Let me know if you need anything else.”

“Thanks,” Paige said, smiling back, her face flushed. She willed her body to stop moving long enough for the boy to go tend to another customer, then quickly hurried off down the aisle to check.

“White… white!” she said, beaming as she picked up the roll. She didn’t even bother sending a text to Casey to show her, knowing the snow white paper with red flowers on fit the bill perfectly. She carried the roll to the counter, trying not to wiggle about too much, still holding her other shopping bag in the other hand, putting the half-full bottle of iced tea inside.

“Ooo, stocking up on wrapping supplies, huh?” the overly-cheery girl at the counter asked, peering at her first bag.

“Uh-huh, haha…” Paige smiled a little too wide, feeling awkward, the bright lights of the store showing a sheen of sweat on her face.

She needed to get out of here, fast, to text Casey so she’d be allowed to go to the toilet. She hopped from leg to leg, not caring how odd she must have looked to the other shoppers now queuing behind her. Finally she was rung up, and raced out of the store without even responding to the cashiers enthusiastic goodbye of ‘Happy Holidays!’

“Got it,” she frantically texted Casey. “Please can I use the toilet.”

She squirmed about, biting her lip, as she waited agonizingly for Casey’s response. Finally, her phone vibrated. She went to read the text, then realised Casey was video calling her. Paige pressed the button, an image of her girlfriend in their favourite coffee shop filling the screen instantly.

“Hiiiii baby,” Casey drawled, a huge smirk on her face. “How is it going, hm?”

“Y-you know how it’s going,” mumbled Paige, trying to frown but unable to keep the sheepish smile off her face.

“Awwww, does some little girl need to go to the potty?” Casey asked, emphasizing the last few words so Paige had to cover her phone’s speaker, face flushed with embarrassment.

“Sh-shut up! Please, can I go already?”

“Hmm… show me the paper.”

Trembling, Paige awkwardly switched the hands she was carrying her bags and holding her phone with, managing to maneuver to take a photo of the white poinsettia paper Casey had demanded.

“Okay, that looks good,” Casey said, and Paige swore she was dragging out ever syllable as slowly as possible.

She managed a wobbly smile, glancing around to try and find the nearest bathroom, her bladder tensing and insisting she empty it ASAP.

“But, did you finish your drink?”

Reluctantly, Paige held the half-full bottle up to the phone, pouting like a child caught with their hand in the cookie jar.

“Uh-uh-uh… No toilet until you finish that,” Casey said, with a grin. “Come on now, let me see you drink it.”

“Babe, pleeeeease?” Paige pleaded, shivering and dancing about in the center of the mall, people whispering as they walked by.

“Now.”

Paige unscrewed the lid, clumsily, nearly dropping it a couple of times because of how hard it was to focus. Finally she got it off, quickly chugging the tea as fast as she could.

She swallowed hard with each gulp, forcing it down her throat so hard it ached. It felt so wrong to be drinking while her bladder was so full, and her body sent shockwaves of discomfort through her as if in response, her need to go a throbbing, aching need between her legs. Paige found she was nearly in tears as she swallowed the last mouthful, giving a worried glance to her phone.

“See honey, it wasn’t that bad, was it?” Casey teased, smirking. “You can go into the bathroom, but… Well, I’ll text you instructions.”

The call ended.

Paige didn’t wait for Casey’s text to arrive before she started walking towards the women’s bathrooms, staring at her phone screen as she moved. Soon, a new text arrived:

“Make sure nobody else is in the bathrooms.

Sit on the counter. Pull down your leggings and pee right into the sink.

5 seconds. NO CHEATING.”

A moment later, another text came through.

“Keep panties on - C x”

Paige groaned, walking further down the mall, heading to the bathroom she knew was less populated. By the time she reached it, her thighs were permanently squeezed together, her steps small, afraid if she walked too quickly, or spread her legs to widely, she’d be unable to hold the flood back with just her muscles.

Paige peered into the bathroom, her heart pumping hard, hoping against hope it was empty. Glancing at all the open doors, and the open space of the rest of the room, she quickly decided it was unoccupied - rushing inside and closing the main door behind her.

Her winter coat which kept her warm outside now became just an obstacle as she fumbled with the buttons, hastily opening the bottom third. She frantically yanked down her leggings, scrambling onto the counter, bottom half clad in just her white panties.

Swallowing and shaking, her face bright pink with humiliation, she wriggled over the top of a sink basin, her rump hanging right over it. Paige was directly opposite a toilet, the door to the stall wide open, the bowl inviting and the seat perfect for sitting on, and her bladder spasmed just seeing that temptation, so near, yet so far.

For a moment, she thought maybe she wouldn’t be able to let go, that perhaps her potty-training was too strong to overcome to this point… Then she bit her lip – and pushed, moaning with relief as hot urine spilled out of her, straight through her underwear. She heard a splashing on the basin below, too relieved to care as some the contents of her bladder splattered against her rear and bare thighs.

"O-one mississippi, two mississippi, th-three..." Page counted breathlessly, wanting this feeling of relief to go on and on forever.

As she reached Mississippi number five, she groaned, clenching her muscles tightly shut, like a wrench slowly closing an overflowing pipe. Still trembling, fighting against her muscles, trying to keep them closed desperately, she shuffled along the bench.

Looking to the sink beside her, she could see that most of her pee had already drained away – but not wanting to be rude, she turned the tap on. The running water made the urge to go again grow suddenly much more intense, and she squirmed about as she rinsed the sink.

She just decided it was good enough when the door opened, and she cast she was suddenly face-to-face with two teenage girls. They looked at her in surprise, and she waved back sheepishly.

She was pretty sure that her thick coat was long enough that it covered what she been doing… and the fact her pants were down. Her heart still thumped wildly, her body, and her brain, screaming out that she’d been caught, that someone had seen her, seen the dirty game she was playing.

But they moved on quickly, each of them going to a different open stall. Continuing the conversation they’d been having outside in loud voices, seemingly not caring Paige was there.

Thanking her lucky stars, Paige slid off the counter. Wincing as her body weight shifted, feeling  her bladder complaining once more. She pulled up her leggings, feeling her warm wet underwear clinging to her mound. She blushed, knowing the wetness was wicking into the pants even now, clearly visible - if she lifted her coat, that was.

“I did it,” she texted Casey, shaking. “It was agony to stop.”

The only reply was a smiley face - and then a demand she buy a soda from the food court and go outside to drink it.

At this point, Paige couldn’t imagine anything less appetising than more fluids. But instead of protesting, she went down to the food court, swallowing as she noticed the large lines on the other side of each counter.

She joined the shortest one and waited, tapping her feet, trying to hide it as she squirmed and wriggled about, heart jumping excitedly each time the queue move forward.

When Paige finally reached the front of the queue, she realised, with embarrassment that she hadn’t been thinking at all about what she would drink – she was far too focused on her over-full bladder, wondering when she’d get to empty it next.

"Uh, um," Page said hesitantly, aware that every other person behind her was watching her with irritation.

"Large diet Pin Prep!" She suddenly blurted, densely regretting her decision.

She was so used to getting a large drink, she didn’t even think twice. But now she knew that all that liquid was going directly into her bladder, which seems somehow to grow more and more heavy and swollen by the second.

Shaking, she handed over the money, forcing herself to take a long sip from the straw. It tasted good, but she barely noticed the taste, only feeling that it was filling her bladder up and up even further. She headed for the outside with an obsessive haste, hoping that perhaps when she was out there there might be less people around because of the cold day.

Luckily, she was right. At first she leaned against a lamppost, her legs crossed, whole body swaying from side to side quickly, biting her lip. As the feeling got worse and worse, she found herself reaching down between her legs, cupping her slit, pressing her fingers against herself through her clothes.

Paige could already feel the wetness there, whimpering as she pushed harder, knowing that if she moved, or even stood still too much, her bladder would empty itself all over the street.

Noticing a nearby bench, Paige squeezed her eyes shut, and made a mad dash for it. She squeaked as she felt the movement push out another squirt of urine, trailing straight down her legs, oversaturating her already soaked undies.

Now on the bench, she kept her legs crossed, jiggling her knee, biting her nails with one hand and holding a drink in the other, taking occasional sips, fighting herself to keep from spitting it out or stopping. She didn’t know how much more of this she could bear...

She was about halfway through the cup, and she could swear her bladder was about to explode when she realised she hadn't heard from Casey lately. She fired off a quick text, consisting of just a ‘?’

Case's response was instantaneous:

"Wait."

Page groaned, her breathing heavy, her skin flushed, her heart racing. She was sure now if she moved at all, she would have an accident – and Casey was making her wait even more?

Drinking some more soda, she was suddenly racked by spasms, gripping the bench tightly as she rocked about, trying to prevent her bladder from empty itself. She was mostly successful, but then more spasms pushed through her clenched muscles, making hot urine squirt out onto the pavement below, through the slats.

"Ooohh!" she moaned, as several heads turned her direction.

She couldn’t believe she’d just done that. Her face was bright red now, her public humiliation feeling complete and total.

Nobody came over, though, something Paige was incredibly thankful for. Although she could now tell people were watching her out of the corner of their eyes, even if they pretended not to.

She finally finished the huge drink, crumpling the paper cup with her hand, almost by accident. She was squeezing so tightly onto anything, her whole body feeling like one big muscle, clamping down, trying to prevent any pee escaping.

With amazing timing, Casey text her back at that very moment:

“Ok bb,

Come find me now,

C u soon - C xx”

Paige grit her teeth, try to prepare herself for standing up. But no amount of preparation could repair the leaking seal that had already been broken – she took a few moments before she stood up, but the instant she felt her knees buckle and lock, shaking and trembling, as a flood of urine spilled down her legs, right through her underwear, into her leggings, soaking them.

She watched, aghast, as the wetness spread out between her thighs. Clear dark patches showed now where she emptied her bladder, seemed to grow and grow. She fought against her body, trying to get it under control as she wet herself in full view of everybody.

Not caring who was watching, she bent over, pushing her hands between her legs, trying to physically stop the pee coming out. She whimpered again, feeling it spill unstoppably over her hands, trying to squeeze as hard as she could until, eventually, the flood stopped.

She don't even look up to see who was watching, although she heard several whispers as she picked up the shopping and began to walk, slowly and unsteadily, legs soaking wet, to the coffee shop where she knew she would find Casey.

As soon as she walked in, Paige’s eyes were instantly drawn to the coffee shop restroom.

The next thing her eyes were drawn to was her girlfriend, who was just finishing a warm cup of coffee. She blushed as she walked over. She could feel eyes on her, and again she heard whispers – children giggling to their parents, couples watching with utter shock.

She shut her eyes tightly, fighting back humiliated tears, which managed to squeeze out anyway, her whole body shaking and hot. She was so embarrassed, she couldn’t believe she’d had a public accident, right in the town centre, hot piss flooding out of her onto the pavement below.

Paige also couldn’t believe just how hot it was, to be so utterly helpless, in front of dozens of people, all of them knowing she’d shamefully soaked her pants. Her clinging wet underwear sent naughty thrills through her, her pussy excited and slick with eager juices as she offered her hand to Casey.

“Can we go now?” she mumbled, frowning.

“Well, I was going to make you drink some coffee…”

Paige wondered if it was possible for your heart to sink and leap at the same time?

“...But you look pretty desperate to leave. I guess we can get going.”

Casey hurried them both out of the shop, barely able to wait until they were outside before her hand was up the back of Paige’s coat. The thrill of possibly being caught like this, as her girlfriend caressed her sodden bottom, made Paige’s pulse race once more, quickening her pace to try and reach the car.

“L-let’s go home, and we can- What are you doing?”

The walk to the car had been arduous for two reasons: first, both Casey and Paige had stopped every few seconds to kiss and caress one another, their passion frantic and desperate, like two teenagers.

The second was that the pressure in Paige’s bladder had been increasing too, steadily growing by the minute until she had to push Casey away, for fear she’d have an accident on her. Casey had ignored the warning once, or hadn’t cared at all, and her hand had parted Paige’s sodden thighs insistently - only for a waterfall of yellow piss to flow straight down them, and cover her hand.

“We’re going to get in the back seat, I’m so horny, I need your mouth where it belongs,” Casey murmured huskily, kissing Paige’s cheek as she crawled in, her own loose jeans and shoes coming off quickly and easily as she squirmed into position.

“What, Casey, no, we’ll get caught,” Paige hissed, squirming around. “And, I realllly need the bathroom…”

“Hot,” Casey said, with a snicker. “Come on hon, there’s nobody else around - and we can drive home right after you finish making me cum…”

Paige glanced around, eyes scanning the parking lot. She couldn’t see anybody, it was true. The lot was packed with cars -  but not a single person.

Paige licked her lips. God, this was so wrong, but the way her heart thumped in her chest and her clit tingled told her part of her really wanted to do this. She groaned, cursing her girlfriend for being so sexy - before she climbed into the car too, trying to keep her legs pressed together, staying as stiff as possible to avoid putting pressure on her full bladder.

“That’s a good girl,” Casey murmured, as Paige kissed her bare slit.

Her thighs aflame with passion and squirming with a mix of arousal and her overly filled bladder, Paige lowered her mouth to her girlfriend’s excited pussy. Her own body groaned in protest at the movement, and she felt pee spurt out between her thighs, gasping as she extended her tongue.

Casey moaned, feeling her hot slickness parted by Paige’s tongue, lapping quickly up and down, from one end to the other, teasing her already-stiffened nub over and over. She could see her squirming gently, and bit her lip, finding the sight of her girlfriend so eager to use the bathroom really cute and kind of… hot.

“God, that’s it, good girl, Paige, that feels amazing,” she muttered, rocking her hips slowly.

The whole car moved with the motion as Paige licked and sucked more enthusiastically, working hard as she felt Casey’s wetness grinding against her tongue. She loved eating Casey out normally, but the thrill of being in public, knowing people might see her, the fact her bladder spasmed and throbbed every so often - she ate pussy like it was her last meal,

“Gnnhh! Oh god babe, yes, right there, oh god, look how… nggh, desperate you are,” Casey said frantically, pleasure building on top of pleasure, feeling Paige’s hands tense and grip her thighs, seeing her fighting waves of spasms.

“Did anybody notice? I bet they did. They knew you’re a dirty girl with soaking wet pants,” Casey muttered, Paige moaning a humiliated response from between her thighs.

“Can’t even -nnnmm!- hold it, can you, can’t even m-make it to the bathroom like an adult.”

Paige nodded as her tongue lashed at Casey’s throbbing, stiff nub, her eyes squeezed shut, trembling, feeling Casey’s body working and humping against her, heading fast towards her orgasm, while her body rushed towards a climax of it its own.

She groaned, every second she licked, she could feel the pressure growing, uncontrollable spasms growing more and more frequent, sweat running down her brow as she messily, passionately ate Casey out. Feeling her bladder squeeze, squeeze, squeeze…

“AH!” she cried out, eyes glistening with shame as it completely gave out, her bladder exploding all down her legs and onto the seats below her.

She tried to hide her sobs by throwing herself deeper into pussy-eating, tongue lapping frantically, desperately, hitting all of Casey’s sweet spots, feeling her tense and push and-

“HHH! Ngghh! Oh god YES!”

A flood of juices hit Paige’s tongue, and she drank them eagerly down as Casey orgasmed, hips bucking violently and her slit spasming and clenching rhythmically, a rollercoaster peak of pleasure over and over again, slamming into her so hard she thought she’d die.

After several, long, delicious seconds the pleasure began to ebb away, in time with Paige’s slowing licks, her tongue exhausted. Slowly, Paige pulled back, blushing and sodden wet between her legs and on her face, wiping her mouth on her sleeve.

“I, I couldn’t make it,” she said softly, to the breathless Casey.

“Aww,” Casey said, smiling. “Well, come on. Let’s get home, you soggy little girl.”

They kissed, and each climbed into the seats with trembling legs before heading for home - Paige’s coat wadded up underneath her, to soak up any pee.

End.
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