Sienna’s Overconfidence
An Eevee makes the mistake of trying to hold in her morning pee all day because she doesn’t want to go outside in the rain. Will she stay dry, or will it all be for nothing? Either way the result will be adorable.
Sienna always hated getting wet.
Well, maybe not always. The Eevee sometimes enjoyed swimming or playing in a wading pool or fountain on a hot day, if she was in the right mood, but only if the water was clean and she knew she could be toweled off whenever she wanted. And she liked warm baths, as long as once she was dried off as best as towels and hair dryers could do with her thick fur, she could just curl up in a nest of blankets or towels on her trainer’s lap and not have to worry about doing anything.
But she hated getting even the slightest bit wet if it was out of her control. It was something about the cold, and the uncomfortable weight of wet fur, and just everything about it. She wasn’t a competitive battler, but she hated playing with water types because half the time they thought it was funny to soak her. She hated lawn sprinklers, she hated stepping in puddles, and she hated getting caught in the rain. It was almost to the level of a phobia.
And today, that had driven her to make a terrible mistake that she was now slowly beginning to regret.
It was raining. It was pouring. It had started in the middle of the night, and it hadn’t let up all day – nor did it seem likely to. Sometimes it slowed down a bit, but the sound of raindrops pattering on the roof and water running in the gutters never died away. And that morning, before Sienna’s trainer left for work, it had been a downpour, fat raindrops hammering the ground so hard that even a single step outside would get her all wet.
When her trainer tried to let her outside to go potty, Sienna had refused, even though she knew she wouldn’t have another chance all day. She’d resisted long enough that she was worried she’d made him late, because he’d definitely been looking at the clock a lot. But she was not going out in that weather! It was chilly even in the house, and the uneven patio was a maze of puddles, to say nothing of the grass.
But she couldn’t pee inside to avoid the rain either. Sienna was a well-housetrained little pokemon, but she was... high-maintenance. She hated the smell of urine, and using a litter box or a potty pad just felt so dirty. Even if her paws never touched the part where she’d peed, she’d be paranoid and nervous about it all day. Her trainer had tried to teach her to use the toilet, but one incident when she was a kit where one of his friends had left the seat up and in her desperation she hadn’t realized it and slipped and fallen in had scarred her for life. She’d been terrified of it ever since. Even outside wasn’t always easy. Sienna had a shy bladder. She didn’t really even like her trainer watching her, and out in public, if she couldn’t find a place to hide she held it in way longer than she should have.
Sienna was a good girl, though. She hadn’t had an accident in years. But it was almost a miracle she hadn’t, especially with the amount of water she drank. She’d avoided it due to a combination of luck, willpower, and a naturally large bladder that had been strengthened by a lifetime of frequently holding to the point of desperation. She was a normal-type pokemon, but she had a bladder of steel.
But now, as the clock ticked past noon, Sienna was starting to think she might have been just a little overconfident in her endurance. She’d gotten up in the middle of the night to go potty, so it wasn’t like she had an entire night’s worth of liquid inside her, but she’d also gotten a drink of water while she was up, and probably drank a bit too much before bed, too, because she usually made it through the whole night. By morning, her bladder was definitely full to the point of discomfort, but it was a discomfort that she was used to. She didn’t want to go out in the wet unless it was an emergency, and it hadn’t been one then. Yet. She was used to holding it all day while her trainer was at work, and it wasn’t usually even that difficult.
Surely, she’d convinced herself in her sleepy daze, she could wait. And maybe the weather would clear up by then. If not, then at least if she waited until her trainer came home he’d have time to dry her off. Right now, he looked ready to sprint out the door.
But her trainer had other opinions about her desire to avoid unnecessary bathroom breaks. “Sienna, come on," he groaned, glancing at the clock again. He’d been standing there with the door open for over a minute. “Come on, go potty.”
Sienna pouted and shook her head. She sat down, partly to disguise the slight quivering of her hind legs. Why wouldn’t he stop talking about it? She had to go... it wasn’t her fault that it was raining!
“Come on, girl. I’ll give you a treat if you go outside and go potty!”
Her tail twitched in irritation. He didn’t have to patronize her.
“Sienna, I have to go to work.”
So go, she thought. At this point even if the rain stopped, part of her wanted to keep refusing out of stubbornness. Not that she would have, not with her bladder that full. If she kept it up long enough, she knew he’d have to leave.
After a bit more cajoling, she headed back to the bedroom. “Goddamnit...” came a growl from behind her, and a hand grabbed her collar. “This is ridiculous, girl. I know you don’t want to go out in the rain, but I’m not leaving you in the house.” He picked her up and carried her under his arm like a football, back to the back door. She mewed in protest, and struggled weakly. He set her down by the door and nudged her with his foot. She spun around, growling.
“That does it.” He reached down and picked her up. “You’re going outside whether you like it or not, and if you haven’t gone in two minutes you’ll have to stay out there.”
Sienna tensed at the threat and let out a whine. There was an outdoor shelter where she could stay dry, but she’d be trapped in there all day! He tossed her bodily out the door. She landed in a puddle with an annoyed chuff, and sprinted back towards the door in a panic, afraid she was about to be left. But he stepped outside himself and closed it behind her.
She shivered as a fat raindrop struck her in the forehead. She was already getting soaked! He was in the shelter of the eaves, but he was getting wet too because the wind was blowing the rain at an angle.
The Eevee resorted to a tactic of deception. She found a dry-ish spot on the patio and quickly squatted, facing her trainer so he couldn’t see that she wasn’t actually peeing. After a few seconds she jumped up and darted back to the door. If she stayed out here long enough to actually empty her bladder she’d be soaked. Much to her relief, he bought the lie. She was sure he wanted to believe it, so he didn’t have to stand out there getting his work shirt wet.
She was so pleased with herself at first for tricking him. She’d even gotten a treat out of it. But as the morning drew on, and the pressure inside her got worse and worse, she started to have second thoughts. She sat in her bed by the window, watching the rain pour down and the puddles in the yard continue to grow, and growing more and more worried that there’d be a puddle in the house by the time her trainer got home.
Sienna mentally berated herself for her rash decision. The discomfort of being caught in the rain would have only been temporary. By now, she thought, if she’d just gone potty when she had a chance she’d have been dry, and only starting to feel the need to relieve herself again. Instead, she'd had to endure the worsening discomfort of holding her morning pee for more than four extra hours, and there were still several more to go.
If she could have changed her mind and gone out in the rain now, she would have, but the door was locked. She couldn’t open the round handles, and the little pokemon wouldn’t dare break a door or a window, especially not in this weather. She desperately wished there’d been a potty pad or a litterbox, but after so many months of them never being used, her owner had given up and stopped putting them down.
A roll of thunder made her tense – she'd never liked the sound – and her bladder gave a twinge of almost painful pressure. Sienna winced. With a sigh, she got up and padded over to the automatic water fountain. Keeping her hind legs pressed together, she lapped at the cool, mineral-tasting water for a long time, not stopping until her tummy felt full too.
Drinking large amounts of water technically wasn’t helpful for trying to avoid peeing for long periods. But letting herself get dehydrated had risks, and Sienna had found out the hard way. She’d gotten a urinary tract infection. For two weeks it had burned every time she peed and even sometimes when she didn’t, and her bladder had demanded to be released so often that she’d lost sleep from having to get up so often. That was the last time she’d had an accident in the house, and she was determined not to repeat that horrible experience. It was a little counterintuitive, but her vet had said if she was going to be this picky about relieving herself she had to drink lots of water so her urine was less concentrated and to force her to empty her bladder more often whether she wanted to or not.
Pokemon physiology could handle a lot of fluid intake for her size, of course. Even though she wasn’t a water-type, if she actually tried to drink as much as she possibly could she’d be desperate in barely an hour. She was doing her best to pace herself, but as scared as she was of having an accident she was scared of getting another infection too, and at this point she felt the urge to drink out of force of habit.
She sort of wished the water fountain wasn’t running right now. It didn’t taste as good without it, but the sound was making her have to pee even more. But the noise of the rain on the roof was a constant reminder too. It was impossible not to think about running water – about fountains and waterfalls and rivers and crashing waves, and of finally releasing her aching, throbbing bladder.
She had to just sleep. Just sleep and wait for her trainer to come home and rescue her from this unintentional self-imposed torture. She curled up on the sofa, and after a little bit she drifted off. But twice she was awoken by her body forcibly alerting her of her desperate need. The third time, she had a dream about peeing outside in the grass, only to look down and realize that she was soaking the carpet. She woke with a start, her bladder spasming. With a frightened yip she jumped off the sofa, afraid she’d wet herself in her sleep. No, the couch was still dry. But she knew she’d been lucky. She couldn’t take any more naps, or she probably would have an accident.
How long had it been? No... it was just barely 2 O’clock. The poor Eevee nearly cried. She had at least three hours to go, and that was if her trainer got off work early. More likely it would be four.
Maybe she had to distract herself. Sienna pounced on one of the toys scattered around the living room, rolling on her back and kicking at it with her claws. But the exertion only made things worse. Was it just her imagination things, or could she feel the weight of all that liquid sloshing around inside her?
She halfheartedly chewed and clawed at some plushes and rope toys and batted a ball around, only chasing it at a casual stroll. She tried to just rest without sleeping, but she couldn’t sit still for more than a few minutes. She paced back and forth, waiting, ears constantly tuned to the snail-paced ticking of the clock.
Owwwww... Sienna’s bladder spasmed. She bit her lip, whining pitifully in distress. She felt like she was going to explode! She couldn’t take any more, she couldn’t! She had to go, she had to go so badly!
What time was it? It was getting dark, surely it had to be almost time... no, it wasn’t even four... there was no way she could make it.
No! No, she couldn’t think like that! It was almost four! She’d almost made it! She’d made it through most of the day! She just had to hold on a little longer, just a couple more hours! She was a good girl. She couldn’t have an accident. She couldn’t have an accident!
But her bladder was throbbing, aching, almost painful as it begged for release louder and louder. She sat there fidgeting, her leg quivering, as she struggled to hold back the yellow ocean inside her. She watched the minute hand slowly move.
4:00 PM. It had been thirteen hours. Thirteen hours since she’d last gone potty. That was so, so long... Sienna felt a swell of pride for making it that long. She’d done so well! Her trainer would be so proud of her when he came home, if he realized that she’d held it in all day to avoid making a mess inside the house... if she made it. If.
But with that feeling of pride came a strange realization. There was a part of her that was enjoying this. It felt so uncomfortable, but she felt strong for enduring that discomfort. Sienna was content being a housepet, she’d never really been interested in battling or contests, but she was getting a thrill out of the physical challenge of pushing herself to her limits, of denying her body’s needs, of fighting her own instincts clamoring to just let it out so she’d feel better.
She was thirsty again. She hadn’t had a drink since around noon, and her mouth felt parched. She padded to the water bowl, but for a while she just stared at it, her tail twitching back and forth. The sight of the stream of clear liquid flowing from the spout and splashing into the bowl, and the soft bubbling sound, were unbearable now. Should she risk it? Should she risk drinking any more? She had to... she couldn’t stand denying both of her needs at once. She lapped at the cool water just enough to quench her thirst.
It wasn’t that much extra liquid, but in her mind, when the next shuddering spasm washed over her body, she couldn’t get rid of the mental image of a bowl filled to the brim, pushed to overflowing by just a little trickle. Except an overfilled bowl didn’t spill its entire contents onto the floor like she knew she would. She’d drank too much! She was sure she’d drank too much! She was going to have an accident and it would be all her fault for not wanting to go out in the rain, and her trainer would be so angry at her and -
If she just gave up and went on the floor, she wouldn’t have to pee anymore. She’d just have to live with the guilt. The terrible guilt. Because he wouldn’t know she’d held it in all night and all day, only that she’d pissed in the house. That she was a bad pokemon.
Wait! The bathtub! She had an idea! The Eevee rushed to the bathroom as fast as she dared in her desperate state. If she was going to pee in the house, at least there was a drain! She almost skidded into the closed door. No! No, please no! She knew she couldn’t open the round doorknob, but Sienna tried her best anyway, standing on her hind legs and stretching to reach it – oh god, it was so hard to keep control of her bladder like this! Her claws scrabbled uselessly at the handle, then just at the wood.
Sienna was so desperate by then that her higher mental functions were giving way to panic. She rushed to the front door, then to the back, desperately pawing at them and whining pitifully in the vain hope that they’d open. Every time she heard a car pass by or a door slam, her heart leaped, and she rushed to the door hoping her trainer had come home early to save her from this torture! But five o'clock passed by, and it was nearly six, with no rescue.
Six o’clock. Fourteen hours. She’d made it... she’d made it. He had to come home now. He had to! She’d been so good... so brave... but it hurt... it hurt... could her bladder actually explode if she refused to ever release it? She actually felt a little sick now. She lay on her side in her soft bed, trying not to hyperventilate. Her abdomen actually felt a little numb and tingly... it definitely felt tingly between her clenched thighs, but not in a bad way.
Sienna glared at nothing. Couldn’t this wait? Normally she’d have been happy to satisfy her mating urges while she was home alone, but right now the only thing she could fantasize about was finally emptying her aching bladder.
He’d be home soon. Surely he’d be home soon. The rain had almost stopped. Just a little longer, and she’d feel the bliss of letting it all out. She did enjoy that feeling. She could pee, and then... groom herself...
The Eevee’s forepaw strayed downward. The lightest touch on her lower abdomen made her muscles all tense up, her fur standing on her end and her toes curling. It was like poking an overfilled water balloon! Wait... it really was. Letting out a pained squeak, she curled forward, looking down at her own body. Her distended bladder was actually making her stomach bulge out, and it was so taut to the touch. Wow... there was so much... she’d held so much, it really was like a yellow lake!
She edged her paw lower, down between her legs. She let the muscles of her inner thighs relax a little, and pressed her paw against her crotch. It felt...
Wet.
Oh no! Oh no oh no oh no! Sienna let out a cry of dismay, and froze, tensing with all her strength. She’d leaked? She didn’t even realize... no, no it was okay. It was okay, she hadn’t felt it, and it didn’t feel like pee, or smell like it. It smelled like... ohhhhh. It was chilly in the house, but the Eevee’s ears were burning.
The pleasure was a welcome distraction. The pressure against her private parts seemed to help her hold it, and Sienna started to gently rub at them with her paw. It felt good... but suddenly, just for a moment, she was distracted, and she felt a sudden release of pressure, then the agonizing feeling of her body realizing its mistake and clenching with all her might. Something warm and wet spurted against her paw.
No... Sienna started to cry softly. She really had leaked this time. Her crotch really felt wet. And it had gotten on her own paw. Eww... she shuddered, and wiped it off on the bed as best she could.
It was okay. It was going to be okay. It was just a little leak. The bed would have to be washed, and she’d need a bath, but she could still make it. She could still hold it. He’d be home any minute now. Any minute...
Doubt crept into her mind as the minutes drew on. She sat bolt upright in her bed, all of her attention devoted to not wetting herself. Her hindquarters quivered, and she bounced up and down in a hopeless potty dance, but another spurt escaped her. The soft faux-fabric under her butt really did feel damp now. Just a little longer... just a little more... the little Eevee started to cry softly. She’d really had an accident now, but it would be a worse one if she gave in to the overwhelming urge to just void her bladder. She couldn’t do that. She was a good girl... she was a good girl!
But when the clock passed seven, her hope finally melted away. He was late. He wasn’t usually home this late, but when he was, it could be soon, or it could be hours and hours more.
And finally, poor Sienna’s abused, badly overfilled bladder reached its absolute limit. The urge became overpowering. She leaked a bit more, but this time, she couldn’t make it stop. Her heart sank as she realized this was truly it. She couldn’t make it, not any longer. She was going to have an accident. And with that knowledge that failure was inevitable, she surrendered to her body with a pathetic, whimpering sob.
A loud, wet hiss filled her ears, and to her sensitive nose the air was thick with the unpleasant ammonia odor of urine. A warm, wet feeling rapidly spread from her crotch all over her rump and hind legs. She was peeing. She was having an accident in the house. Her face burned with guilt and shame. She was so stupid. She was a bad girl!
She was so desperate that at first all she could think about was releasing. It wasn’t until several seconds later that Sienna realized she hadn’t even gotten up from her bed. With an indignant yelp she sprang to her feet, and immediately squatted on the floor. Oh god, her back legs were soaked. Her fur was dripping! Ew, ew, ew, ew, ew! She trembled with disgust, adjusting her paws farther apart. She was gushing now, a noisy torrent of urine spraying against the tile as she involuntarily voided her bladder on the floor. She could feel it splashing and rebounding against her fur, getting her crotch and her legs even wetter. She shuddered in disgust as the puddle reached her hind paws, and tried to spread her legs wider, but that still wasn’t enough. She looked down, watching her liquid shame spread across the floor. No! No! It was getting close to her front paws, but she was still so desperately full! She picked one up, but could only watch with horror as the other one was overtaken by the growing puddle. Realizing the one she’d lifted was the one she’d leaked on anyway, she put it down with a splash and a dismayed whimper.
There was so much. The floor was getting soaked. Sniffling and sobbing in despair, Sienna clambered painfully back into her already wet bed and squatted down again. It would at least absorb the liquid. But she felt so guilty, and so like a helpless little kit. It felt so wrong. Even a pokemon who wasn’t housebroken had the instinct to not foul their own bedding. But here she was. All she could do was pee, and pee, and pee.
When her bladder finally emptied, Sienna was marooned in a lake of piss. Her bed was saturated, and it still hadn’t absorbed all the liquid. It had leaked all over the floor.
She was trapped.
Her paws were all wet, she couldn’t leave for dry ground without tracking urine everywhere. She had to stay there. She had to just sit there in her own pee until her master got home. She settled down on her uncomfortable, urine-soaked bed, staring at the clock. Any relief she felt from her bladder finally being empty was overpowered by the shame and discomfort of soaking in her own mess, and she was just as desperate for him to get home. But now, part of her also dreaded it. The clock moved agonizingly slowly, and as the hour got later and later, she began to worry that he wasn’t coming back at all. She wanted to go back to the front window to watch for his car, but she couldn’t. She had to sit there, miserable and wet, for over an hour before the door finally opened.
“Sienna! I’m home!” he called. Sienna trembled and tears welled up in her eyes again. She was going to be in so much trouble!
“Sorry I’m late, girl. Some of the guys from the office wanted to hang out, and I lost track of time. Sienna? Where are you, honey?”
Sienna cowered and shrank deeper into the wet bed as his footsteps drew closer. The puddle on the floor had dried out a bit, but there was no chance of her accident not being seen. Her bed was still very damp, but it had cooled down. The only worse feeling than sitting in fresh, warm pee was sitting in stale, cold pee.
“There you are! What’s wrong, girl, you didn’t come to the – oh no. Goddamnit...”
Sienna looked up at her trainer, her lower jaw quivering and tears dripping down her muzzle. She watched his face change as he discovered his pokemon sitting in a puddle of her own piss.
“Fuck...” his palm flew to his face. “Sienna, I’m so sorry!”
Sorry? The little Eevee blinked in surprise. Why was he sorry? She was the one who’d wet herself, and the floor, and the bed.
He crouched down near the edge of the puddle and reached out. She shrank away from her touch at first, but the need for comfort was too strong. She stood up, padding halfway out of the bed so he could reach her, and let him stroke her head. Oh god, she was still dripping. “Did you have an accident, girl? It’s okay. It’s my fault for getting home so late and expecting you to hold it in that long. You’re usually so good – I knew I should’ve put a potty pad down!”
Sienna winced, and hung her head in shame. He didn’t know she hadn’t gone that morning. He didn’t know the real reason she’d wet herself.
“Oh fuck, it’s all over the bed! You poor thing!” Her trainer gasped. “Sienna? Sienna? Have you been sitting in this the whole time?”
She nodded sadly.
“Are you feeling okay, sweetie? Are you sick?”
She shook her head.
“Oh... did you stay her because you didn’t want to track it everywhere?”
She nodded again. Her trainer sighed. “Oh. Well... good girl, I guess. But – don’t do that, okay? Don’t just run around the house, but you don’t have to sit in your own pee. You can... at least get out of the puddle. Now we’re going to get you nice and clean, all right?”
Her trainer picked her up, holding her awkwardly around the chest to avoid touching the wet fur. It wasn’t the most comfortable position, but Sienna didn’t struggle as she was carried into the bathroom. He set her down in the bathtub and hurried out, muttering something about stain remover. She was left on her own to reflect on what had just happened.
She still felt terrible. She felt so humiliated and ashamed of having an accident like a little kit. But as much as she was ashamed to admit it to herself, part of her liked the sympathy and attention. That moment when she’d realized he wasn’t angry at her, and that he still loved her even though she’d wet her bed, had felt good. And when he’d told her she was a good girl for staying there in her puddle? That had sent such a thrill through her body.
Sienna wished he knew how long she’d really made it, even if she’d be in trouble for tricking her trainer into thinking she’d gone potty outside when she hadn’t. She wished he knew that she really [I]had[/i] made it until he’d normally get home. Even if she’d had an accident in the end, now that he was home and she knew she’d have a bath soon and be clean and dry again, she felt a bit of pride.
And maybe something else, too. It felt good in another way. The little Eevee slowly edged her forepaw down underneath her body towards her groin. She already felt the urge to urinate again. Her fur was so damp and clammy and gross... why was her heart pounding like this and her blood rushing in her ears? This was so wrong, so... so... naughty.
She heard footsteps approaching, and immediately sat bolt upright, jerking her paw back to a normal position.
“Okay, girl. Time for a bath!”
Sienna stood there forlornly as she was drenched by the showerhead. She’d almost have preferred it cold, because the sensation of warmth soaking through her fur only reminded her of her accident. At least she’d only gotten it on her legs and paws and tail, she thought. And between her legs, and on her belly a little. Right now she was being thoroughly washed, but she didn’t complain even when her trainer turned the shower on her head out of habit. Even her crotch, which she normally hated having washed.
“Here comes the hard part. I know you don’t like it, but...” Her trainer tugged her tail up. He was right. Sienna usually hated this part of a bath, but this time, she gladly relaxed and let him rinse between her legs, even lifting her rump and spreading her hindquarters apart a little. It wasn’t comfortable, but she knew what a soggy mess she’d made of herself, and she wanted to make sure she was completely clean.
“Eev!” she squeaked. That felt – that felt not comfortable, but pleasurable. Her ears flushed with embarrassment, and she quickly tucked her tail under again. She shouldn’t have enjoyed this. She reluctantly exposed herself again, and tried to relax and not think about how it felt. She succeeded maybe a little too well. She didn’t even notice her bladder releasing again as he took the sprayer away.
“Sienna!” he chided. She yelped, startled, but the gentle flow didn’t stop. “Oh, well. Did you still have to go?”
She guessed she did. But a little more liquid didn’t make a difference, she thought as he started to shampoo her body.
Sienna’s bladder was exhausted from her fifteen-hour ordeal, and she kept going in and out all night. She made sure to go potty before bed, even though it was raining again. It was relaxing falling asleep to the sounds of water on the roof, snuggled up with her trainer in a nice, dry bed.
But she’d drunk a little too much water, and her dreams turned wet. At first they were normal, swimming and splashing puddles. Then, her bladder twinged, and without much thought she squatted on the sidewalk, only to hear her trainer shout: “Sienna, what are you doing?” She blinked, and she was on the floor of the kitchen, still peeing. She jumped to her feet with a startled, horrified yelp, and found herself still curled up in bed with her heart pounding... and a warmth that was now horribly familiar soaking into her fur.
The Eevee realized what had happened, and started to cry softly as her tired bladder finished emptying itself. She’d wet the bed... she’d actually wet the bed.
It took a while before she could even work up the courage to wake her trainer to tell him what happened. This time she knew she was in trouble.
And she needed another bath.
