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Hi. My name is Molly. I’m twenty-three years old.  I live in a town outside of Dublin, Ireland and I work as a bartender at a local pub. 

And I am a pee addict. 

The first time it happened, it was an accident. 

I mostly worked nights at the pub, from four in the afternoon until midnight. 

So I would usually sleep late, have some breakfast/lunch, go to the gym, then take a shower, get dressed and go to work. 

Only I didn’t have a car, so I would walk over to my friend Katie’s, who worked with me as a waitress, and she would give me a ride. 

On this day, I had a really intense workout, so I drank a ton of water afterwards. So by the time I had gotten to Katie’s door, my bladder was fit to burst. 

I had to pee so bad. 

Katie usually left her door unlocked when she knew I was coming over, so I was prepared to throw open the door and run for the toilet as fast as I could....

But the door was locked.  

“Fuck!” I shouted. 

I frantically knocked on the door and called out. 

“Katie!  It’s me!  Open the door!  I really have to use the toilet!  Really bad!”

But there was no answer. I listened at the door, and I could hear the shower running and music playing. 

“Fuck!” I shouted again. 

I squeezed my thighs together and leaned forward as I squirmed. This was actually becoming painful now. I unconsciously slipped my hand between my legs and pressed it against my pussy over my jeans. What good that would do I had no idea, but I was desperate to hold it in, because the alternative was too terrible and humiliating to think about. 

“Katie!  Let me in!” I yelled again as I banged on the door repeatedly. But I could still hear the shower running and the music playing. She couldn’t hear me, and the persistent, sharp pressure of my bloated bladder pressing against my urethra’s sphincter was letting me know unequivocally that I had run out of time. 

Even if Katie had been opening the door right at that moment, I would never make it. 

My legs forced together, bent over with intense pelvic discomfort, my eyes searched the immediate surroundings for some safe, last-second alternative to pissing all over myself on my best mate’s doorstep. 

But there was no place I could go. What was I supposed to do?  Pull down my pants and squat between two parked cars?  It was the middle of the day for fuck’s sake! Then I spotted a large trash bin across the parking lot. It was next to a wall. Maybe I could make it over there and not be seen. 

But the moment that option entered my brain and I took my first step towards it, it was too late. And I felt the first squirt of pee involuntarily release from my pussy. I tried to stop it, and tighten my muscles again, and for a second or two it worked. But then I looked down between my legs, saw the noticeable wet spot in the crotch of my jeans, and before I could take another step, my bladder said no more. 

I slapped my hand over my pussy in a futile, last second attempt to stop the inevitable, just as a torrent of urine rapidly exploded from my vagina. My hand was immediately doused as the wet spot in the crotch of my jeans quickly spread across my waist and down my thighs until it was so saturated between my legs that a steady stream of piss stretched from my pee-soaked crotch to the concrete ground, forming a piss puddle between my feet and splashing my shoes. 

I couldn’t believe this was happening to me, but once it began there was no way I could stop it. I just quietly whimpered to myself, “Oh, fuck no.  You’ve got to be fucking kidding me.”  

And the pee kept coming. Running all the way down the inside of my pants leg until it reached my feet and began to soak my socks.  Inundating my panties and spreading from my pussy to my ass, drenching the seat of my jeans, and continuing to drip like a faucet between my legs, as the pee pool between my ankles grew ever larger. 

There was nothing I could do until my bladder was emptied and it stopped. And I slowly became aware that my belly was wet now as well, because I had tucked my shirt in, and the piss was slowly creeping upwards through the fabric. 

I leaned back against the wall outside Katie’s front door and slowly slid down until my bottom was resting in the piss puddle I had made.  It didn’t matter now. I was pee-soaked. And I buried my face in my hands in shame. 

I had never felt so humiliated in my life.  And it was then that the smell hit me. I always took a lot of vitamins after breakfast and before I worked out, so my pee often smelled strong, and was bright yellow, especially a few hours after I had taken my supplements.  And that was the scent that struck me. 

And in a moment of pure honesty with myself, I realized that...I had never found the smell unpleasant.  In fact, I always kind of liked it. Especially that first vitamin-infused piss of the day. And I liked how brightly colored it made the water in the toilet afterwards. 

And it was only then that I realized. Yes, I was embarrassed, ashamed and humiliated, that I had peed my pants. But there was something else...

My nipples were hard. And my pussy was wet, not just from piss. It was wet with excitement. 

I was turned on. 

I brought my hand in front of my eyes and rubbed my fingers together. They were slick with my cunt’s golden essence. And I felt a sudden and overwhelming urge to do something I had never done before...
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