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​ Jodi’s
Jeans

 


The pop star had agreed
to this special interview with the sexy magazine
I wrote for, on one condition: that she get to tell our readers how
much she loved peeing in her jeans. My editor had given me the
assignment as a favor – though she confessed she would have liked
to handle it personally, had she not been stuck in the office. “I
sincerely hope you’ll enjoy yourself, Ted.”

“I go through a lot of water,” the star
explained as I sat alone with her in a backstage lounge. “Which
means, naturally, that a lot of water goes through
me,” she laughed. I
noticed that her legs, sheathed in tight indigo denims, moved
restlessly as she spoke. “And there’s nothing I like more than the
feeling of needing to pee when I’m in a pair of my favorite
jeans.

“Sometimes, when I wake up in the morning and
I’m dying for a pee, the first thing I do is wiggle some jeans on
and button them up tight. Ooh, yeah. Then I get the pleasure
of unbuttoning
them when I hit the bathroom thirty seconds later. It feels so
sweet to peel a pair of tight jeans off my hips so I can let the
water flow.”

“But we understand that sometimes you leave them
on.”

“Yes. That’s a special treat, and I
have to plan for it.” She told me that she had an old pair of
wine-stained jeans that she put on whenever she was going to piss
herself. The massive discoloration from the night she’d spilled her
Chardonnay made them suitable for little else; to wear them under
normal circumstances would have been to invite the assumption that
she’d… well, that she’d done just what she now intended to do
whenever she actually did wear them. “I love the way they fit me,
too. They make me feel sexy right off the bat – and then I get to
pee them!

“By the way, your readers might like to know that I
always wear shoes when I’m going to play ‘hold it’ and wet myself.
Just ordinary laced shoes, old ones. I love the way they clack on
the bathroom floor when I’m shuffling in place and pissing my
pants. Major turn-on.” She was squirming now – squirming and
smiling.

“Wow,” I said.

Jodi then gave me some background.
“In college, my housemates and I would sometimes have what we
called a ‘pee-in.’ We’d have a little cookout in our private
backyard, wearing nothing but our undies and drinking our fill of
beer… and deliberately holding back from visiting the bathroom.
We’d take turns making up sexy stories, getting each other worked
up till we were wetting our panties right and left.
Good times, my friend.
Of course later on, by myself, I discovered the hidden potential of
jeans. Oh. My. God.”

“Hey,” she said abruptly, before I could ask another
question, “I seriously have to pee. You want to come with me? I
waited, in case you might.” I couldn’t believe my good fortune.

Without waiting for a reply, she stood up; then,
noticing that someone had dropped a pen on the floor, she squatted
down, knees far apart, to retrieve it. I imagined her pussy warm
and open against the inside of her jeans – I imagined Jodi wetting
the denim in this position, pissing her jeans just because it felt
so damn hot.

“Oh, yes, please,” I answered without further
hesitation, as she stood up again. Incredibly, she was actually
dancing for me, pivoting her round little bottom with a hand at her
crotch. “Ooh!” she said. “There’s a little running down my leg.
Man, that feels nice. But I don’t want to really soak these pants,
so let’s go.”

I trailed behind her as she scurried to the
bathroom, already undoing the buttons of her jeans en route.

“Ahh, fuck yes, that feels good,” she said, almost
moaning as she faced me on her toilet seat, bare-assed, relieving
herself noisily.

“You can tell your readers, Ted: Jodi thinks pissing
feels reeeeeeally good.”


​ Massaging Belle

 


Charlene wanted to pleasure
Belle till she wet her pants.

“Mind if I go first?” Belle had asked, when they’d
headed for the restroom together in the bar. “I’m practically
peeing myself.”

Charlene was sure she could see a kinky sparkle in
her friend-with-benefits’ eyes as she made the admission. And as
Belle entered the bathroom and glanced back to say “Thanks,” it was
with an expressive jiggle and a sultriness in her voice. “I’ll be
quick,” she had added with a wink.

Take your time, Charlene thought to herself with a tremble as Belle closed
the door behind her. Enjoy it.

From that moment, Charlene’s
dearest, horniest, dampest
wish was to take her friend someplace private
and, assuming of course Belle liked the idea – as Charlene was all
but certain she would – tenderly and solicitously
make Belle pee
herself.

Yes, she wanted to take charge of Belle when the
need was brimming between her legs, and love and fondle and
encourage her till she was unabashedly pissing in her pants, right
before her eyes… flooding her folds, saturating her senses, and
soaking her clothing.

Yes, she was quite sure it was an idea Belle would
appreciate.

 


* * *

 


“I know how tense things are for you at work right
now,” she told Belle midweek. Why don’t you come over on Saturday?
There’s a special treatment I can give you.”

“Ooh, that sounds nice,” Belle chirped. “Some kind
of massage?”

“Something like that. Oh, and wear that body
stocking of yours.” Charlene had chosen this attire for Belle after
much tasty consideration of various options.

On Saturday, after they’d lingered in the kitchen
over two pots of tea, Charlene led Belle to the den, where she’d
prepared a special “massage” area with a gym mat and towels.

“Oh, maybe I should pee first,” Belle said. Again
Charlene noticed a glint in the other woman’s eyes. “I don’t know
if I’ll be able to lie still after all that tea,” Belle added with
a giggle.

“You’re not supposed to lie still for this. Don’t
worry, you can get up at any time – if you want to.”

She had Belle lie facedown on the mat, then lowered
herself onto her friend’s thighs. She began to lovingly massage her
buttocks.

“Mmm,” said Belle, “that feels good.”

Charlene continued massaging the irresistible
globes, adding the occasional gentle but lusty slap, which made
Belle squeal and wiggle.

“Still need to pee?” Charlene asked after a
few minutes. It thrilled her to hear her husky voice involving
itself in Belle’s private affairs.

“Yeah, actually, I really do have to go.”

“Hmm.” Charlene slipped a hand underneath Belle,
right into her crotch. “Tell me,” she said, her voice jumping half
an octave with sexual tension: “does it feel nice when I touch you
in here?”

“Oh, fuck yes. Only I – ” Belle squirmed
gorgeously.

“So do you want me to stop? So you can get up and
use the bathroom?”

“No! Damn, no, I don’t want you to stop. I’m just
afraid it’s going to make me – ”

“And what if it did?” She gave Belle’s midriff a
quick tickle.

Belle giggle-shrieked, and then she lifted her head
to look at Charlene, her eyes wide.

“Wouldn’t you like to wet for me?” Charlene
whispered.

Belle moaned in assent and let her head fall back
onto the mat.

Without further ado, Charlene flipped Belle over and
got her thighs open.

She kissed her friend’s pussy through the body
stocking. She tickled the space between her slit and her anus. She
methodically stimulated all of Belle’s most sensitive terrain,
encouraging her entire nervous system to center in on the area
between her legs, sensing that her attentions would give Belle’s
quickly burgeoning need to pee an exquisite edge of erotic urgency.
Belle writhed and whimpered with excitement.
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