Bed Wetter

The following story is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to any actual person living or dead is purely coincidental.  The author does not condone any sexual acts by minors or involving non consensual sex acts. All sexual activity should be done be consenting adults only. 

I was a bed wetter. 

As a bed wetter you could not do the same things others would be allowed to do.  In first grade the teacher had the whole class (about 12 at that time) over for a sleep over.  I was able to attend the first part but could not stay over night. I hated being the outsider. 

I wondered what they did over night.  From a previous time I would imagine them all getting naked, playing doctor, as well as just playing monopoly naked. I wanted to be part of the fun but I could not. 

I was a bed wetter.

No one outside of the immediate family knew, until one day when I was in second grade, I had to let another person know my secret. A blizzard had arrived and we were not going be going home, instead they called around and located storm homes. The town was small and so the number of students in the whole school K-12th grade was more than our towns population. 

I was in the lunch room with Kelly, and Ms. Jackson. We had just completed eating supper and everyone was off to the Gym to play.  I needed to talk to Ms. Jackson, I had to tell her my secret. Kelly waited for me, but I needed to tell Ms. Jackson myself, I did not think Kelly would understand. Ms. Jackson could see I was nervous, and afraid to speak with anyone listening. She told Kelly it was ok to go.  She took off alone. I had a hard time looking Ms. Jackson in the eye. But I told her my secret. 

“I am a bed wetter” I told her and she immediately gave me a hug and told me it was to be OK. 

She release me from her tight hug, and I relaxed. I begin to piss in my pants. She saw the fear in my eyes, she grabbed me and carried me to the nearest bathroom. It was the girls bathroom near the class rooms, it was empty and she dragged me to the first stall, helped put my pants down, pulled down my underwear, and help me aim into the toilet. 

I swear she got some on her hand. But when I apologized for it, she showed me her hand did not have any piss on.  I wondered if she licked it off, but even that would leave the hand a bit wet. I enjoyed knowing she saw my 'wiener' as I had called it back then, and thinking about her licking off the my penis of piss. 

Well she made me stand there until I had my bladder empty, She made me try to go even when I did not think I had anything left in me. 

While each of the boys in each class stayed at a seperate house and all the girls at another, my brothers and I had to stay in a separate place. I hated not being able to be with my classmates, I did not feel like I belong. I wanted to quit wetting the bed.

I asked my mother why do I keep wetting the bed, she said my bladder is not yet strong enough to hold it all in, and I sleep so well I don't wake up in time to do something about it.

I accepted the answer and went to bed. By the next morning I had another question. So I asked Ms. Jackson.  “How do I make something that is weak and make it strong?”

She said I would need to exercise, sometimes you have to put it under extreme stress and it will become stronger.  Just be careful too much stress can cause the muscle to be strained.  I then ask her if the bladder is a muscle? She said “The bladder is a place where the body holds piss and it has muscles.”  I had heard people say piss, but never thought my teacher would say it.

I told her I wanted to make my bladder stronger. She suggested I try keep my piss inside as long as possible before I go. But she warned I could piss in my pants if I waited too long.  But I had an idea to help with not ruining my clothes. I told her I may use my cousin, Lynda to help. I told her we had done fun things together. She told me I should not always share that with other adults, as they may put a stop to our fun. 

It was Saturday I was over at my cousin's Lynda home. We were upstairs in her bedroom playing a 'game'. As I sat with her in the bedroom, both of us naked. I asked her for her help. I told her my plans, she understood what we would need to do. How to keep my clothes clean. The next Saturday we started.

We went up to her room where we both got naked.  She brought out the diaper. It was made out of different old towels, She first rubbed some corn starch on me. The touch of her hand brought life to my penis. She smiled as she spread the corn starch. Then she put on the diaper, secured it with safety pins, Then put a rubber pants She gave me a t-shirt, and some athletic pants over the diapers. We went downstairs, getting a glass of cool-aid. We head outside to play. 

I did not last an hour before I needed to piss. She told me to hold it in.

I tried. 

She grabbed at my penis through the all the layers trying to squeeze it off. I was able to hold it back a bit after she released. Then I could not hold it any longer.

I loved the warm feeling of the piss flowing out of me. We headed back up to her room. She removed the diapers, placing them in a clothes basket. She wiped me clean with a wash cloth. Rubbed more corn starch on me and put on another diaper. I put on the t-shirt and the atheistic pants. 

She knew I enjoyed her spreading the corn starch over my private area. So she gave me a challenge, if I could hold it in for the next two hours, she would rub the corn starch all over me.  

We started with an even larger glass of cool-aid. I had to drink the whole thing. She wanted to make sure I did not make it. We went out to play but I soon lost track of time. When someone had come over to my Aunts home, my cousin had me wait in the trees house.  She did not want them to notice what I was wearing. She told me just because her mom could not tell, it did not mean someone else would not know.  

Being left alone, and wanting to have my cousin rub corn starch over me, I worked on trying to pull down my diaper so I could piss.  I heard some sound, and quickly put back everything before I could have a chance to piss. I went back to the tree house I had been waiting in. She came back after the person had left. We headed up to her bedroom. She was going to check my diaper. I thought it must have been exactly two hours, but she said it was nearly three hours.  I had passed the point I need to reach when I tried to piss. I did not need to hold it. But I had held it in.

She noticed it was not as neat as she left it. She got mad at me for trying to cheat.  I could not have cheated I claimed. She pointed out I was alone while the guy had visited. I pointed out that had to have been after two hours. She was still angry I tried to cheat. 

“Prove that I cheated!” I challenged Lynda.

She rushed downstairs and came back with the pitcher her mom used to make pancakes with.  She told me to fill it as full as I can, and if I could not get at least a cup of piss, she would spank me.  I wanted to have something if I got over a cup, she demanded I had to get two cups before I could do anything to her. And she said I could do anything to her or I could have her do to me something I wanted.

I did not know what I would want. I got naked, and she held the pitcher in place to catch my piss. I saw it going past the one cup mark, and as it got closer to the two cup mark I decided what I wanted to do.

“I want to pour it on you.”  I told her.

I gotten to nearly three cups by the time I was done.  She seem disappointed that she could not spank me. She got naked and we sneeked downstairs to the bathroom.  I carried the pitcher with my piss, my aunt did not notice us. I was worried she would see something. We went in the tub in the bathroom she got on her knees and lean back exposing her chest.  I stood over her and poured it over her chest watching the piss as it flowed down her. She sounded disappointed that it ran out. I turned it upside down to let every drop out.  

 I realised she enjoyed it, and I wonder if she had done this before. I could feel my bladder was not yet empty.  So I aimed my penis and put out a bit more piss. “Mmmm...” was her response.  She did enjoy it. I knelt down next to her and gave her a hug. I love the feel of her piss soaked body rubbing against mine. 

“I need to piss” My cousin said, I have never seen a girl piss before. She stood up over me and let her piss go. It flowed over my body. I love the warmth of her piss. When she was done, I stood up and we hugged again. Rubbing our piss soaked bodies together.  It was then we kissed. Not just the peck on the cheek or even on the lips. We had an adult kiss. I never used my tongue in a kiss before, but I liked it. We hugged and kiss for a long time. Her mom called us to lunch. We quickly washed off our piss and headed back up to the room where we dressed and then went down to the kitchen for a lunch of poached eggs. 

It was years later before I learned my Aunt knew about my 'training'.  She did not know about us pissing on each other, kissing and hugging. But they knew I might feel embarrassed if she knew so they pretended she did not know.  She would turn her back so we could sneak around, not knowing we were doing a bit more. 

We kept up the training. But now when I would needed to the piss, we would get naked and I would piss on her, then she would piss on me, and we would hug and kiss. We would not just do this in the bath room but we would do it behind the barn and in the trees. We also did it in the basement in an old tub. 

One time we went to Ms. Jackson's home where she played a fun game. All three of us wore diapers. Ms. Jackson put on mine. I 'grew' with excitement as she spread the corn starch on me and stroked my penis. 

Ms. Jackson was my favorite teacher. 

 We stayed in touch for years afterwards. When I was a junior she spoke at the prom. But that is another story.  She taught me many things through the years.

Ms. Jackson put on Lynda's diaper, they both seem to enjoy it. Then my cousin put on Ms. Jackson's diaper. The rules were every half hour we would take a drink of apple juice.  We did not wear the protective rubber pants. We sat on the couch which was covered in pastic sheet. But the best part we only wore the diapers, and I got to see Ms. Jackson's boobs. Who ever pissed first lost, and they would have to sit in their soaked diaper while the others continued.  The winner was to be given a special reward.

I nearly pissed when I saw Ms. Jackson piss first. But I wanted to win.  I was able to keep it in an hour after Ms. Jackson, when my cousin let go. I was the winner. It did not hit me then that they each threw the contest. 

We went in to the bathroom, took off their diapers. Ms. Jackson moaned with pleasure as she smelled the diapers. I took off my diaper, and entered the tub where they we now kneeling before me, close together, I released my stream on to each of them. After the last drop I knelled down to them where we hugged each other and gave adult kisses to each other. 

My cousin and I continued training. We had a trial sleep over at Ms. Jackson.  It was with my cousin Lynda, Ms. Jackson, Kelly, my classmate, Cassandra who lived west of Lynda and me, and another adult friend of Ms. Jackson. We played many fun games. We did string games, and an origami paper game (the one where you would pick a number then a color and then open up to reveal a special message.) We used a Ouija board, and told scary stories. We had popcorn, Ms. Jackson friend took pictures as we played) We played spin the bottle, but we would only did small pecks. We never got naked, and hug, I wanted us to play some pissing games but they were only done for my training.  We never kissed like adults. But I still had a good time.  I was nervous bringing my teddy bear, but everyone had one. Ms. Jackson said it was going to be OK, but at the real one I should wait to make sure the other boys brought one too.

I was so excited about the sleep over. I think I was too excited. Durring the night I was so excited I did not piss in my pants but I crapped my pants. I took Lynda aside and told her about it. She brought me into a closet, and then brought in Cassandra. 

I did not know why Cassandra was brought in. And I was nervous when my cousin told me to strip.  My cousin gave me a big hug and whispered into my ear “It will be OK”. So I stripped, I became excited as Cassandra also took off her clothes. But I still wondered why. My cousin had me stand by the wall and lean against it. Cassandra knelled under my butt. She moved her face closer and closer to my butt. 

Words could not expressed the shock I felt as Cassandra started to lick my crapped fill butt clean.  I looked at my cousin and saw a large smile as she watched.

Cassandra cleaned my butt and then took my underwear and ate the shit off. My cousin had a an extra pair of underwear I put on, but Cassandra kept on licking the shit of my underwear even after knowing I did not need to wear it. 

When she was done my cousin told us to hug. She hug me so tight.

We got dress and went back to party, everyone cheered, talking about kissing cousins and kissing Cassandra. No one knew what we had done. 

Despite where her mouth had been, I had an adult kiss with Cassandra. We sneeked back into the closet with My cousin Lynda. And we had hug and kissed each other.  I did not mind the teasing I got the next month or so. 

I could no longer say 

“I was a bed wetter.”

