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“Pathetic! Just Pathetic! How do you ever expect to win with such little control over your bladder!?”
-

Lisa, a young girl at the formable age of 16, sandy blonde hair styled in two pig-tails. She was currently completely nude, her hands bound above her to a horizontal beam, her hands weren’t alone though, her right foot was also lifted directly up and bound to her hands as well, forcing her to delicately balance on the toes of her left leg to prevent a hard tugging on her three bound limbs. This position revealed much of her delicate, developing body, her firm, perky breasts, a visually pleasing B-cup, which bounced almost hypnotically has she constantly shifted her position on her toes. Her flat, mildly toned belly, her smooth, blemish-free rear, her long legs, her left of which flexed constantly to maintain her position. Finally, her most precious area, completely revealed from her leg-spread position, the place between her legs, that spot that said without a doubt that she was female, crowned with a small tuff of blonde hair above the two delicate lips, not too big, not to small, her clitoral hood neatly hidden from view by the perfectly sized labia majora, a picture perfect set, flawless even, worthy of every ten points given. Lisa’s unseen anus was also of equal perfection, the brown ring around the hole of perfect size, shape and coloration, the wrinkles extending from the tight orifice also perfect in length and distance between the other also worthy of every ten points.

Overall, Lisa’s body scored a near perfect 9, one detail overlooked at her last scoring, a stray abnormally long blonde hair between her breasts, which was quickly plucked from her body and her once perfect score reduced to 9, though now, nothing was out of place now, she was sure she’d score a ten on her next scoring.

Scoring aside though, their was much more important matters at hand…
-

A large puddle was at Lisa’s toes as she tried not to slip.

“I-I’m sorry!” Apologizes Lisa.

“You’re sorry?” questions an older female.

-

Rebecca, a woman of 46, Blonde hair tied into a pony-tail that reached her neck. She stood in front of Lisa, dressed though, in a red track suit, the young girl’s trainer, consecutive six time 1st place winner of the WWBC.

-

“That’s all I’ve heard from you over the pass two weeks!” quickly responds Rebecca. “’I’m sorry, I’m sorry‘… well sorry doesn’t win competitions!”
“But this is a 2nd Class training exercise…” answers back Lisa. “I’m in the 3rd Class, this is too difficult for me.”
“How do you think I won six times in a row!?” states Rebecca. “I trained myself hard! If you constantly train your bladder at a higher level than you compete in, when you do compete at your level, you’ll dominate your opponents! You know this.”
“But mom, I just can’t-”
Rebecca quickly looked angered and reached behind her to the table and removed a black riding crop and swatted Lisa’s perfect labia hard, producing a loud slap joined with Lisa cry of pain before groaning and closing her eyes tightly as tears began to trickle out of her left eye.

“Only losers say they can’t do something!” 

“I-I’m sorry!” quickly states Lisa.

Rebecca repeated the hard swat to her tender labia, releasing another cry of pain from her.

“I’m tired of hearing that! Do you WANT a repeat of what happened at the last competition!?”
“N-No, of course not!” quickly replies Lisa.

“I will NOT tolerate another humiliation like that… The daughter of a six-time champion, losing before the competition even starts!”
“I’m sor-” began Lisa, before quickly stopping herself and lowering her head.

Rebecca though placed the end of the crop to Lisa’s chin and taps her chin a few times.

“Keep your head up…”
Lisa promptly lifted her head to look at her mother, the tears now fading from her face.

“The only time you should lower your head is to-”
“Look at the losers.” finishes Lisa.

“Good.” replies Rebecca smiling, lowering the crop and placing it back to the table behind her, then kneeling down a little to reach to the small clear tube that was connected to a pump, which was connected to a rather large container of water.

Rebecca then stepped up to Lisa and using her left hand to spread Lisa’s perfect labia to reveal the healthy pink that lay behind, then inserted the tube into Lisa’s urethra, who gasped.

“W-Wait! Again!? I thought we were done for today! My bladder is too tired for another session of this!” states Lisa as she feels her mom thread the tube through her urethra and then into her bladder.

“We’ve already went over this Lisa, the more you work your bladder when it’s tired, the stronger it’ll get…” replies Rebecca switching hands with the tube, holding it with her left inside Lisa’s bladder and lowering her right hand down to a switch on the pump, letting water flow up the tube and into Lisa’s already weakened bladder. “Since your last attempt lasted fifty-nine seconds, the goal for this one it fifty seconds. If you do it, we’ll end training for the day.”
“OK…” replies Lisa with a sigh as she felt the warm water entering her bladder.

It wasn’t long before the liquid filled Lisa’s tired bladder, though Rebecca continued the water’s flow, stretching her bladder with a groan from the younger girl.

“O-Ok mom, that’s enough…” states Lisa, closing her eyes as she groans from the pressure on her bladder.

“Just a little more…” comments Rebecca as she looked to Lisa’s abdomen and saw the bulge of her bladder beginning to press against her skin.

“M-Mom…” whines Lisa, the water beginning to leak out pass the tiny tube inserted into her urethra and bladder.

Seconds later, Rebecca flipped the switch on the pump again, stopping the flow of water into Lisa’s overburdened bladder.

“Ok, remimber, fifty seconds…” states Rebecca, moving her right hand from the switch, and reaching into her right pocket and taking out a stopwatch.

“O-Ok…” replies Lisa with a groan.

Rebecca then slowly began to removed the tube, raising the stopwatch towards Lisa’s perfect labia. With a hardly audible ‘pop’ from the tubs exit, Rebecca quickly states, “Now!” As she starts the stopwatch timer.

A brief spurt of water left Lisa before she groaned loudly, lowering her head with her face scrunched up from the effort of maintaining her hold, her face quickly going red as she clinches her pelvic muscles as hard as she could.

“Hey! Hey!” begins Rebecca with a stern look on her face. “What have I told you about clenching that hard, you’ll tire yourself out.”
“O-Ok…” pants Lisa, lifting her head, and taking a calming breath, cringing once as a one second spurt of water left between the perfectly shaped lips of her wet labia.

“Good, Good…” states Rebecca, smiling. “Spurts are ok, as long as you don’t lose control…” Rebecca then looked towards the watch, “fifteen seconds in… control your breathing.”
Lisa began a steady, constant breathing. Fighting back dozens and dozens of signals from her throbbing bladder to her brain to let go. Although with her already weakened bladder, the water inside felt like fire inside her that needed out. Her entire pelvic area throbbed painfully.

“Twenty-five seconds in…”
‘Only ten seconds passed?!’ thought Lisa, cringing once more as she felt what she swore was fire shoot out of her near limp urethra.

“M-Mom…” groans Lisa, beginning to shake.

“Control your shaking Lisa… thirty seconds…”
Fire, liquid fire, it needed out, the pain was becoming too much, but Lisa continued to endure the pain, ignoring all the signals to release her bladder.

“Thirty-five seconds…”
“Oh no!” gasps Lisa.”
“What wrong?” asks Rebecca.

“A spasm is coming!” quickly replies Lisa as she spurt left her.

“Forty seconds Lisa! Start clenching as hard as you can!”
Lisa gladly did so, feeling the painful spasm take hold of her bladder though she fought back groaning and clenching her pelvic muscles as hard as she could, lowering her head again as she scrunched up her face again. Though her bladder was already considerably weakened, the spasm was too strong to successfully fight back, Lisa simply slowed it’s attack, her groaning getting louder and louder.

“Forty-four seconds Lisa!”
“I-It’s took much!” whines Lisa, losing the battle to the spasm, water trailing out her and down her left leg.

“A few more seconds!” states Rebecca.

Lisa bravely held on seconds more before the spasm declared it’s victory, causing Lisa to cry out an “Aaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhh!” as her hold went limp and water quickly streamed out of her exhausted bladder powerfully, her entire body going limp, held up by her bound hands and legs. The bulge on Lisa’s abdomen quickly deflating as her bladder emptied.

After the flow ended, Lisa weakly leaned her head against her left arm, her eyes closed.

“I’m sorry mom… I don’t think I made it…” states Lisa sadly.

Rebecca stood up smiling, “I think you did great…” she states, placing the face of the stopwatch in from of Lisa’s…
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END.

