Saiyan Wafflebottom Omorashi
***Warning: This story contains omorashi (pee desperation). If this is not for you don’t read and don’t flame. Thank you! ***

Classroom From Hell

It was a typical day in Conton City.  The Time Patrollers were busy with their daily routines whether it be going on dangerous missions or training at the academy.  Before you can embark on said mission new recruits are required to take classes to enhance their skills in both mind and body.  It is important to understand how time travel works and the dangers it can cause when you don’t precede with care.  It’s the duty of a Time Patroller to keep the time line in order, even a simple miscalculation could be devastating. 
While many students find this knowledge to be interesting there are some that would rather train their bodies rather than their brains.  A great example of that would be Wafflebottom, or Waffle for short.  Waffle is a Saiyan who, before becoming a Time Patroller, was a rogue warrior doing odd jobs throughout the galaxy under secrecy.  Because he’s a Saiyan fighting is in his blood so he’s all about training and less about books.

Unfortunately, everyone in the academy has to take classes that involved something other than your fists.  What’s worse is each class is 2 hours long with 4 classes a day, and only one of them is physical training.  If it were up to Waffle all the classes would be revolved around training.  Lucky for him though he’s usually in a class with at least one of his friends, so that helps some.
So just like any other day Waffle was taking part in his first class which happens to be training.  Besides lunch this was the only time of day that seems to go the fastest for him.  Sure enough the 2 hours just fly by.


“Ok everyone that’s enough!” yelled the coach.  “Class dismissed, go hit the showers.”


“Damn, just when we were starting to break a sweat,” Waffle said to his Namekian friend Spyke. 

“Never fails,” he replied.  “So, what’s your next class?”


“Some stupid time physics bull shit something or other, I don’t know,” he groaned as they headed to the locker room.  “I hate that class and I hate the teacher too.  Mr. Thompson is such an asshole.”


“Yeah, I don’t care for him either,” Spyke proclaimed.


“At least Xever is in that class with me so that makes it somewhat better.”  Xever is Waffle’s best friend and roommate.  “Still sucks though.”


“Well, have fun with that.  I’ll see you around.”


“See ya later Spyke.”
Waffle opened his locker and grabbed his bag where he kept his clothes and books.  He was going to get changed when his sensitive nose picked up something.  After further examination he decided that maybe it would be best if he showered first.  Right before he got undressed to enter the shower he remembered he brought along a sports drink for after class.  Even though he had one before class as well he was still pretty thirsty after that work out and seeing that he didn’t have a lot of time to spare between classes he quickly chugged the 32 oz. red juice down, placed the empty bottle back into his bag, and made a mad dash to the showers.
After the refreshing shower Waffle quickly dried off and got dressed.  He looked at the time and noticed that he was still going to be a bit late for his next class.  Not that he cared that much, he just hated hearing shit from the teachers.  Waffle grabbed his bag and made his way to class.  On his way to class he felt a slight twinge in his abdomen, most likely from the first sports drink he had earlier.  It wasn’t enough to get his attention and even so he was already late for class, he didn’t have time to take a bathroom break.
Finally, Waffle made it to Mr. Thompson’s class who, or course, gave him hell for being late.


“Well, so glad you could make it Wafflebottom,” Mr. Thompson said with an attitude.  “Perhaps next time you could try to be on time hm?”

“Hey, I was just training and needed to take a shower!” Waffle snapped back.  “Would you rather I not shower after working out?”

Mr. Thompson frowned at Waffle, he had a point though.  The last thing he wanted was a smelly Saiyan stinking up his classroom. Still he didn’t appreciate tardiness, or much of anything for that matter.  Mr. Thompson was known for being quite the tough ass and he didn’t tolerate much things.  You weren’t even allowed to go to the bathroom while you’re in his class.  Unless you’re bleeding to death or puking your guts out you were stuck there for the whole 2 hours.  Even with the many near and even a few accidents he still held up that policy.  His reasoning is that they are all adults and can hold it until class is over.  Glaring at Waffle he said

“Just take your seat so we can get started.”


“Asshole,” Waffle exclaimed under his breath.

Waffle looked around to find wherever Xever was so he could sit beside him.  Xever was in the top row towards the end, leaving the last seat for his buddy.  The seats and desks were arranged in a staircase-like manner with it multiple chairs and one long desk per row.  Waffle made it up the stairs and proceeded to drop his bag and sit next to his friend.


“S’up dude?” Xever smiled greeting his friend.
Waffle said nothing but instead made a gesture pretty much saying ‘Hey’. 
And with that class begins and the boredom sets in.  It hasn’t even been 5 minutes and Waffle was already bored to death.  He began playing with his pencil and wondered if he could touch his brain if he shoved it up his nose.  Instead he did the next best thing and chucked it at Xever.  His bestie turned around and gave him a look with a raised eyebrow like ‘What you doing?’.  After catching his friend’s playful glare Waffle looked away like he didn’t do anything.  Xever took his hand and roughly rubbed it in Waffle’s wild black hair, as if he could make it any messier than it naturally was.  Waffle hated when he did that and he gave his friend a very displeasing look.  Xever laughed to himself and turned his attention back to the lesson.  Waffle was back to being bored again.
Only 10 minutes went by and Waffle was ready to punch something out of shear boredom.  He was definitely not cut out to sit still in a classroom and learn.  Sometimes just sitting still was a challenge even without the learning.  In the midst of his boredom Waffle began to notice that twinge he thought he felt earlier.  This time it was bit more prominent than before.  It took him a minute but his tiny brain finally registered what was going on and he began to panic a little.


“I have to pee,” he thought to himself.  “Fuck.”
Waffle looked up at the clock, he still had an hour and forty-five minutes before class was over.  He was in it for the long haul.  Like clock-work Waffle’s tail began to twitch and sway back and forth like it did every time he was forced to hold it in.  Stupid childhood trauma. 
Waffle was feeling a bit rattled with his current situation.  He knew Mr. Thompson wasn’t going to let him go to the bathroom and he wasn’t sure if he could hold it in that long.

“Maybe it’ll be ok,” he thought.  “I mean; I don’t have to go that bad.  Yet.  And I don’t exactly have a choice.  I’m just gonna have to hold it and hope for the best.”

Waffle tried his best to distract himself from his dilemma even to the point of actually trying to pay attention to the lesson that was going on in class.  How ironic.

Thirty minutes went by and Waffle was starting to feel a bit uncomfortable.  He did his best to distract himself but it was becoming more difficult by the minute.  Waffle clenched his thighs together and began to squirm in his seat a little.  His tail was twitching faster than before; his desperation was growing faster than he anticipated.  

Time felt like it was at a stand-still.  It hasn’t even been a full hour yet and Waffle was growing more and more desperate.  He was cursing himself for drinking those two sports drinks earlier, he was surely paying for it now.  And of all classes to be in at this time it had to be the one where the teacher was a huge dick and won’t let anyone leave his class for any reason.


“Damn it, this isn’t good,” he thought.  “I still have a whole hour left before this nightmare class is over.  Damn it, I have to pee so badly.  Why did I have to drink so much?  Why am I so fucking stupid sometimes?!” 

He looked over at Xever to see if he had noticed what was going on yet.  Waffle wasn’t sure if he wanted his friend to know what was going on or not, he hated feeling like a weakling around him even though Xever would never treat him as such.  However, Xever was completely oblivious to the whole thing as he was blankly staring at the front of the class.  Either that or he was asleep.  Waffle squirmed some more and he realized that the thigh clenching wasn’t going to be enough, he was going to have to resort to something he wasn’t a huge fan of.


“Ugh, I hate to do it but I’m gonna have to cross my legs.” 
Waffle, trying not to get Xever’s attention, carefully crossed on leg over the other trying to reinforce his groin muscles.  He hated crossing his legs mostly because it was a bit painful on his slightly larger than normal cock.  But also because he felt like a girl; girls cross their legs not guys in his mind.  He’ll have to make an exception this time only because he would rather sit like a girl than to piss himself like a child.
Waffle sat like that with his legs crossed, tail rapidly swishing, and his body fidgeting for the next 15 minutes.  He finally had to uncross his legs as the pain was starting to get to him.  He quickly clenched his legs again and tried to think of something else he could do to help his situation.  He ultimately took his left hand and grabbed at his already sore penis, he was pretty much running out of options.  Suddenly someone in class raised their hand.

“Mr. Thompson, may I use the bathroom, please?” the male student asked in a rather desperate tone.


“You know the rules Randal, nobody leaves my classroom for anything,” the teacher said sternly.


“But…I…”


“No buts mister.  Now have a seat, you can wait until class is over.”


“Heh, poor bastard,” Xever said only loud enough that Waffle could hear.

All Waffle could do was groan, he completely understood that guy’s pain.  He was starting to wonder how much longer he was going to last himself.

Another 10 minutes went by and Waffle felt like he was at his breaking point.  The pressure was rapidly increasing, probably due to the second drink he had.  It got so bad that he had to put his other hand between his legs.  


“Fuck!  I don’t know how much longer I can hold it.  This hurts.  But I can’t…I refuse to piss myself like a weakling.  Oh, but I gotta go so bad!”
Waffle looked over at Xever again, this time he actually wanted his friend to notice.  Not that Xever could do anything for him but he felt like he needed the sympathy or something.  Xever had his head resting on his right hand, propping his head up.  He still had no idea that his best friend was going through such agony.  

Suddenly Waffle felt a huge pain hit him which cause him to let out a squeak in panic.  Xever glanced over at Waffle, looked away and then looked back again in a double take sort of fashion.  Xever watched as Waffle winced in pain, what the hell was going on with Waffle and how did he not this notice sooner?  Waffle felt like he was being watched and looked over to see that Xever had finally noticed him.  With a worried expression on his face Xever asked

“Dude, are you ok?”

Waffle shook his head vigorously.


“I have to pee really, really bad,” he whispered back.

Xever’s eyes grew wide.  He then looked as to where Waffle’s tail was.  He knew that Waffle swished his tail around when he had to go and he couldn’t believe that he didn’t at least notice that.  Xever noticed that Waffle’s tail was on the right side of Waffle hence why he didn’t notice it.

Xever frantically looked around in his bag, maybe he had something that Waffle could pee in or something.  Sadly, he had nothing.  He looked over at his struggling buddy and shrugged.


“Students, take out your notebooks and work on pages 7 to 13,” said Mr. Thompson.  “If you have any questions feel free to ask.”

Xever took out his notebook and did one last search through his stuff just in case he missed something.  He still turned up empty.


“Oh, I’m not gonna make it Xever,” Waffle whined clenching as hard has he could.


“Sorry bro,” he whispered.  “I wish I had an empty bottle or something that you could use.”

Just then the 3-watt light bulb went off in Waffle’s head.  That’s it, an empty bottle!  Why didn’t he think of this sooner?  Waffle quickly rummaged through his bag, he was praying that he didn’t throw out that juice bottle from earlier.  Surely enough he still had it.  Thank Kami, relief at last.  Xever silently cheered.

Waffle carefully but swiftly scooted to the end of his seat, he didn’t want to draw attention to himself and because everyone was working on their notebooks the classroom got really quite.  Waffle unzipped his pants and ruffled through his shorts until he worked his member out of the hole.  He had to work fast but he still had to be mindful of what he was doing, the last thing he needed was someone to notice him.  Xever kept a watchful eye as well.

Waffle angled the bottle and placed his tip in a way that it wouldn’t make any noise.  He barely got himself aligned when his body began to let open the flood gates.  He sighed in relief as he was finally able to just let it all out.  But his relief was almost cut short when the person besides Xever raised their hand and said

“Mr. Thompson, can you help me with this one question?”


“SHIT!” Waffle and Xever thought as they watched their teacher make his way to where they were sitting.

They had to think fast, if Waffle got caught he would be in so much trouble.  But Waffle was unable to stop the flow from coming, he held it in for so long there was no way his body was going to quit now.  Out of sheer panic Xever looked over at the person besides him and said


“Oh, I think the answer you’re looking for is on this page dude.”

Like a miracle from the heavens it turned out to be exactly what they were looking for.


“Oh hey you’re right.  Thanks Xever.”


“N-no problem man,” he replied nervously.

Mr. Thompson stopped in his tracks and made his way back to the front of the class, he was more than half way up the stairs too.  Waffle and Xever both sighed in relief, that was way too close for comfort.  

Finally, Waffle finished relieving himself.  He put the cap back on the bottle and stuffed it back into his bag.  He sighed again as he put himself away.  He looked over at Xever who looked almost exhausted over the whole situation.


“Dude, that was way too close,” he said.


“You’re telling me,” Waffle replied.
Finally, after what felt like the longest class in history it was over.


 “All right everyone, class dismissed,” Mr. Thompson said.
Everyone stood up out of their seats and gathered their things.  Randal, the guy that had to pee from earlier, bolted out the door like a streak of lightening.  Waffle and Xever watched him zoom out, hopefully he makes it.  Xever turned to his friend and said


“Dude, that could have been you.”


“I don’t know, I don’t think I would have made it this long,” Waffle admitted.  


“Well, it’s a good thing you had that empty bottle then of you would’ve been fucked.”


“I’ll say,” Waffle said as he pulled the bottle out of his bag seeing how full it actually was.  It was about a third of the way full.


“Damn dude you really had to go,” exclaimed Xever half laughing.  


“I wasn’t joking when I said that I had to pee you know,” snapped Waffle.


“That would have been one hell of a mess,” laughed Xever.


“Shut up!”  Waffle blushed, Xever sure knew how to push his buttons.

“I wouldn’t’ve laughed at you,” he reassured.


“Thanks?” Waffle wasn’t sure if that was supposed to make him feel better or what.  Just then out of nowhere Waffle was glomped by his human friend.

“BRO HUG!” Xever yelled trying to squeeze the life out of Waffle.


“GAH!  GET THE FUCK OFF OF ME!” he yelled as he tried to get out of his friend’s grip.  Waffle hated being hugged.


“Hey, be nice now,” Xever said with a more serious tone.  “Or I’ll bro hug you like this the next time you have to pee like that.”
Waffle turned his head to face Xever’s with a sort of scared look on his face.


“You wouldn’t dare,” Waffle said trying to call his bluff.

Xever just sported an evil grin and said


“You wanna test that theory?”

