Sarah’s Calculated Accident

Sarah Jones stared out of the window of the classroom watching the grey skies shed their cold heavy rain over the countryside. She was in her last year at Waterington School for Girls having achieved excellent results in the past few years. Shortly she would be starting as a fresher at the London College where she had almost certainly secured a place to study archaeology. Well it was a pretty sure bet, she had gained straight ‘A’s in her previous exams and she felt confident. Confident enough at least to feel that she need not pay too much attention to Mr. Pubes lesson on higher mathematical matrices. What a bore he was – she hated him. Most of the other teachers treated the older girls of 17 or 18 as adults, not Mr Pubes. You felt as if you were still in the first year when he spoke to you. He was spiteful almost to the point of being cruel. Still, only another couple of months and she would never have to see him again. She would never have to sit in his austere old-fashioned classroom with its hard wooden desks and chairs. Sarah gazed absentmindedly at the bland cream walls and cold grey vinyl floor. 

Sarah looked across to Mel and silently they agreed that the sooner the lesson was over the better. The girls both wore the somewhat old fashioned and starchy school uniform, which the sixth form girls were still obliged to wear despite most of them, like Mel and Sarah, being 18. Sarah looked down at herself imagining that jeans and tee shirt and comfortable trainers would soon replace the short blue skirt, white blouse and white school socks. She had worn this skirt since she was 14, which meant it was shorter than respectable, but as it was her last year it hardly seemed worth buying a new one. As it was summer they were permitted to come to school without tights, which was a relief. She gazed down at herself her mind wandering to thoughts of university, freedom, studying and boys – ah yes she couldn’t wait to get to meet like minded boys, intelligent, caring, romantic, with a huge…

“Are you paying attention Sarah?” barked Mr Pubes, as Sarah was abruptly jolted out of her daydream.

“Yes, Mr Pubes” Sarah replied meekly.

“Then perhaps you would care to tell us the answer to the question?” beamed Mr Pubes giving her the same sort of stare that a rattlesnake might give to its cornered prey.

“Erm, no, I – er didn’t understand that last bit” said Sarah quickly. Mr Pubes turned his penetrating gaze to Mel.

“ And what about you Melanie, do you know the answer?” Mel had been only slightly behind Sarah in the daydream stakes and so also found herself cornered by Mr Pubes’ withering look.

“I didn’t understand it either Mr Pubes” she replied shifting in her seat uncomfortably and Sarah sensed that she needed some relief. At this point she realised she needed to get some air and as her bladder was full it seemed like a good time to do so. Sarah put her hand up.

“Could I be excused please?” she asked. “Me too please” said Mel. Mr Pubes looked at them over his black horn rimmed glasses.

“I think both of you need to stay here until you understand what I am teaching you.” he said, far too kindly to sound sincere. Sarah looked across at Mel her pretty face framed by her long thick dark hair was showing signs of discomfort. Sarah brushed her long blonde hair off her face and looked back towards the teacher.

For the next 10 minutes much of what Mr. Pubes was explaining was a dull drone in both girls’ ears. Mel and Sarah were focussing entirely on trying to put the urge to pee to the back of their minds. It was still 15 minutes until break time and the sound of the rain splashing, trickling down the windows and running streams and rivulets did nothing to relieve them of the torture; it fact it made it worse, much worse.

Five minutes before the end of the lesson and Mel was shifting about almost constantly, receiving a short ‘Sit still girl!” from Mr Pubes. Sarah felt herself squeezing her legs together and soon realized that she needed to get to the toilet for more than one reason. 

“Are you Ok?” Sarah mouthed across to Mel as Mr Pubes’ attention was elsewhere. “I need to shit!” Mel mouthed back to her. Sarah smiled back in an effort to sympathise with her friend as she too felt the urge coming on stronger. At least the hard wooden seats helped. Sarah found that if she pressed herself down it afforded some relief. She knew that when they stood up they would both just be able to make it to the toilets just down the corridor.

The bell sounded, the end of the lesson and in a flurry of books, pens and bags the class got up to leave. Mel and Sarah were both on their feet quickly and just making their way towards the door with some urgency when a stern authoritative voice made them stop in their tracks.

“Where do you think you two are going? Said Mr Pubes slowly. The girls turned around as her beckoned then back to their seats. Mel looked scared but dare not confront Mr. Pubes as he had a hard reputation for discipline. Together the girls sat down but it was becoming more difficult and the short time out of their seats had allowed their bodies to gleefully prepare for relief, but it was not to be so – not just yet anyway.

Mr Pubes leaned over them and gazed at each girl in turn with his beady eyes.

“I suppose you two think that you don’t need the benefit of my knowledge?” He said slowly. The girls were quiet, hoping that wilful compliance would enable them to get away sooner rather than later. They shook their heads silently.

“Well,” said Mr Pubes, “I think you two can stay here and catch up with the rest of the class” he turned and strode away. Mel could keep silent no longer.

“But Mr Pubes That’s not fair…”

“Silent girl!” he barked, “Books out, and do exercises four and five before the end of break!” He sat down at his desk and proceeded to mark some books.

Mel and Sarah took out their books but Mel was almost in tears, more though anger than fear. She tried one last time.

“Could we just go to the…”

“No!!”

Sarah watched as Mel slumped back in her chair glaring in his direction, but he wasn’t looking at them. Mel looked at Sarah and mouthed the words

“I have to go, I can’t hold it any longer” Sarah watched as Mel slowly pulled up her skirt to reveal her pink knickers. She was going to pee and hoped she could at least keep her skirt dry. As her skirt came up she slid down in her chair and parted her thighs. Sarah looked at her in amazement as Mel smiled at her in an inevitable way. Mel’s face lit up and her mouth opened in surprise as the first spurts flowed out turning the crotch of her knickers a fiery red colour. Sarah watched as the dark patch bloomed across her panties, Mel was smiling with relief and biting her lip in an attempt to control the flow to a trickle. Sarah watched the warm pee flow off the end of the chair and cascade onto the floor. Mel’s thighs were wide apart and if Mr Pubes looked up he would see a pretty 18 year old, sat with her skirt around her thighs, legs parted and a soaking wet pair of panties gushing with her girl pee. Mel’s mouth was open and she glanced between Mr Pubes and the flow of pee from between hers legs onto the floor. Sarah looked at the teacher, surely he would notice of hear the sound. She was sure that once or twice he looked surreptitiously in their direction but said nothing.

As Mel’s flow began to abate a more frightened look came across her face and she gritted her teeth and lifted up her bottom off the chair. Sarah squeezed her thighs together as Mel’s’ relief had made her cause more urgent. Mel’s thighs parted ad she gripped the chair so hard her knuckles began to whiten she cocked her tortured body to one side until Sarah could see her bottom clearly through the wet transparent pink material of her knickers. Mel’s face screwed up slightly as a stiff crackle emanated from between her legs. With one thigh raised Sarah could see poor Melanie’s gusset, wet with her pee. As Sarah watched the pink material began to move and slowly bulge as the stiff lump began to form in her knickers. As she let the warm load slide out of her hole, the bulge grew pushing the material away from her body so that Sarah could glimpse the brown turd emerging. Mel’s face grimaced when she finally pushed the last piece firmly into the straining pink material. With an almost audible sigh of relief, she shifted about and regained what composure she could with a firm mass of poop crammed between her soft thighs. Sarah heard the poop crackle a little as Mel sat in it and squirmed to try and make it flatter. Mel looked at Sarah a gave her a cheeky smile which seemed to say “Your turn now!”

By now Sarah was aching and Mel started work on her exercises seemingly unaffected by the slippery mess beneath her. Mr Pubes rose and beckoned the girls towards him. Together the girls got up and stood in front of the teacher. Mel showed no emotion and she stood with her soaking panties and poop flattened into the cleft of her bottom. Sarah however felt that she was about to explode. The words Mr Pubes spoke were meaingless. She simply lost her concentration and focus and submitted herself to the inevitable. She was going to piss and shit herself in front of Mr Pubes.

Closing her eyes momentarily she relaxed as she could hold on no longer and felt the warm pee stream into her white knickers and spread underneath her soaking her pussy and her bottom before running out onto her thighs and down her legs. She winced and breathed quickly as the gush turned into a torrent and she felt the warm water running down her socks, into her shoes and finally out into a puddle on the floor at her feet. It seemed to go in forever. The was a desk between the girls and Mr Pubes so he could not easily see Sarah’s plight but her facial expressions were more difficult to hide.

“Are you alright girl?” asked Mr Pubes suddenly.

“Yes Mr Pubes” said Sarah as brightly as she could as the stream of pee began to slow and her hole stared to dilate as a large poo began to move inside her. Mel looked across and glanced down. Her hand came across and took hold of Sarah’s for comfort. Mr Pubes decided he had had enough.

“What is wrong with you two?” he raised his voice in anger. Sarah felt the large turd open her hole wide and moved slowly into the seat of her knickers pulling the thin gusset taught and then beginning to form a large bulge. She felt the relief as it slid out and the warmth as the firm lump slid between her thighs and between the cheeks of her bottom. Then it stopped either out of Sarah’s fear or lack of space. Poor Sarah had a large turd half in and half out of her tortured bottom.  Mr Pubes reached the end of his tether. 

“Oh just get out of my sight you pair” he bawled and turned and strode out of the classroom.

As soon As he left Mel turned and they hugged each other for support. Sarah gripped Mel and held onto her.

“I just need to finish off,” she whispered and Mel watched as Sarah pushed the rest of her shit into her full panties, feeling the relief and pleasure as the warm poo pressed against her soft skin as it slid gently out of her little hole. They laughed at their predicament, the embarrassment, but more the amazement that Mr Pubes did not even seem to notice that two of the girls in his class had wet themselves and shit themselves right in front of him. The girls packed up their stuff and walked a normally as they could to the girls toilets to clean themselves up.

