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We were out walking in the countryside when I began to feel it.  I tried to ignore the dull pressure just south of my tummy, hoping it would fade, but it only grew.  As we approached the old railway bridge, I stopped.

‘Mike,’ I said eventually, embarrassed and uncomfortable.  ‘I think I need to pee.’

We’d been dating about six weeks by that point. It was going well: he was interesting, smart, handsome.  He was tall, bearded and stocky: at barely five foot three I could completely wrap myself up in his tattooed arms and hide from the world.  He was a couple of years older than me. I was in my final year of university.  He worked in the kitchen at a local restaurant and was a photographer on the side.  Sex was good, although I always felt he was perhaps holding back a little.  But still, we were still sizing one another up, getting to know ourselves.  It was all good. 

He turned to me, a good-humoured smirk on his face.

‘Uh-oh,’ he teased.  He made a deliberately exaggerated effort of scanning the fields and meadows around us.  ‘No public toilets round here that I can see.’

It had been his suggestion to get out of the city today: we’d driven out to what felt like the middle of nowhere.  We took snacks and a couple of bottled drinks.  He had his camera with him, and was enjoying shooting the landscape.  Old abandoned farms, gnarled trees, weather-worn fencing.  We were having fun.

‘You go on ahead,’ I smiled.  I could feel my cheeks glowing red.  I turned to some bushes by the side of the rough footpath we were on that would provide adequate  cover.  I shooed him away.  ‘Go on.  Skit.’

Mike loitered, still smiling.  He took a step backwards, still facing me, before pausing.

‘You know –’

‘Oh, Jesus,’ I laughed.  I had to turn away from him, I was blushing so badly.  I knew what he was about to say before he even said it.

Mike laughed too, but continued.  ‘You know… It’s something I’d kinda like to see… If that isn’t too messed up…’

‘Yes!  It is!’ I cried out, still laughing and grinning and hideously embarrassed.  ‘Jeez, you weirdo…’

He had his hands in his cut-off trouser pockets, smiling calmly at me.  He looked so cool, standing there, camera hanging from a strap around his neck, watching me.  He didn’t seem particularly perturbed.  ‘Nothing weird about it at all,’ he said simply.  ‘You’re a beautiful girl.’

He turned away and gave me my privacy, and wandered to the old bridge we’d reached, taking shots of the crumbling brickwork.  I watched him go, before stepping off the track and behind the undergrowth.

I was wearing my short summer dress, light cardigan, and boots.  I yanked my panties down and squatted, hoisting my dress up, balancing on my haunches.

Bloody typical.  I couldn’t go.

Well, I could.  I could have just let go.  I was holding back

I sort of half-stood, my pants still around my pale thighs.  I peered at Mike through the brambles, crouching to take shots of the crumbling bridge.  I felt strangely disappointed by myself.  I had been hideously embarrassed by his request: his playful manner clearly hiding a serious desire to watch me pee.   This was something totally out of my area of experience, yet Mike excited me.  I trusted him, and he made me feel good.  He made me feel desired.

I tugged my panties back up and let my dress fall back into place.  I stepped out onto the track.  I glanced around us, but we really did seem to be the only people for miles.

‘Hey,’ I called to him.

He turned.  Smiled, and took a shot of me standing there, my hands lazily resting on my hips.  He cocked his head quizzically, seeing that I wasn’t walking toward him.

‘You okay?’ he asked, lowering his camera.

I gave my best coy grin.  In truth, I did feel silly – but something about this man did make me feel like a more confident, sexual creature.

‘Did you mean what you said, just now?’ I asked him.

A more serious look came into his eyes as he watched me.  I felt as if he were reading me, weighing up how he should answer.  He walked towards me, his boots crunching the dried dirt of the footpath.

He nodded, his eyes on mine.  ‘Yeah.  I did.’

I could feel my heart racing.  He was a good-natured soul, yet his expression turned almost grimly stern when he was aroused.  A hungry, animalistic look came into his eyes.

He had that look right now.

I looked over his shoulder, at the countryside beyond.  Turned and peered back the way we had walked.  We were completely alone out here.

I offered Mike my hand.  He took it.  I led us off the path, back behind the undergrowth.

We were quiet.  I was trying my best at appearing calm, but felt like a crazy girl.  It was exciting.  Mike, I felt, was simply watching, waiting to see if I would go through with it.

I stopped walking.  We were hidden enough.  I turned to him.

He watched, silently.  He slipped a bottle of water from his satchel and sipped it, gazing at my body.

I looked down at myself, feelings of foolishness again threatening to creep over and make me back out.  I felt unsure how to proceed, whether to just do it, or –

No.  I knew.  I took a breath.

I bent a little, slipping my fingers beneath the hem of my dress, and slipping my panties down again.  I took this slowly, allowing him to see fully.  I peeled them down my bare legs, lifting one booted foot to step out, then lifting the other.

I’d clearly been growing excited.  My panties, blue, cutesy, were damp in the gusset. 

I twirled them round my fingers, before holding them out to Mike. 

He took them.  Holding them carefully, as one would something of delicate fragility, he brought them to his face.  Eyes never leaving mine, he held the, over his mouth and nostrils, inhaling my scent.

I grinned.  It wasn’t a smile, it was a grin: I bit my lip and my lip curled in arousal and confidence. 

I lifted the hem of my dress, and held it there.  Mike tore his eyes from mine and gazed at my pussy, neat, trimmed.

I looked down at myself, as I began to squat.  Again, I took it slowly, allowing my man full sight of my milky thighs, the roundness of my rear. 

I kept looking down.  Squatting, my legs were wide.  I didn’t want to splash urine on my boots when I let go.  The pressure was still on my bladder, by now quite strong, but it was becoming pleasurable, knowing I could go at any moment.

Mike lowered my panties from his mouth.  ‘You look incredible,’ he said.

I beamed, looking up at him.  One of his hands – the hand still holding my underwear – was pressing against the growing bulge in the crotch of his jeans.

I looked back down, my hands resting on my knees.  I needed to concentrate.  The sheer strangeness of having someone watching me meant I seemed to be clenching inside, my body still resisting out of modesty.

I calmed my breathing.  I closed my eyes.

I pushed.

Nothing.

A flicker of worry.

Then:

Glorious, beautiful relief, and the noisy sound of water splattering against the dried dirt of the ground beneath me.

‘Oh Jesus,’ Mike was saying.  ‘God, baby.’

I looked up at him.  His flies were unfastened, and his erection was out.  My panties were draped loosely over his shaft, and he was tugging himself as he looked at me.  I giggled, such was the feeling of relief and naughtiness and sexiness.  I could feel embarrassed even wearing this dress without leggings to cover my skin some days, and yet here I was, on an old dirt track in the middle of nowhere, urinating in front of a man I hadn’t known that long, whilst he masturbated.

How wild.

I clenched, making myself stop the flow prematurely.  Easier said than done: with the dam broken, I just wanted to pee and pee and pee.  But it halted, jerkily, spurts of piss still escaping.  I daren’t breath in case it gushed out again.

I looked back at Mike.  He continued jerking his cock.

‘Closer,’ I gasped.

He shuffled towards me.  He dropped to his knees in front of me.  His cut-offs ended at around his upper calves: he jerked them up slightly, so them were over his knees, his bare skin resting against the ground, now wet with my pee.  The soil was dry, and was absorbing the water greedily.

‘Oh Jesus,’ he muttered again.  He leaned forward and kissed me, passionately.  His wanking hand, a flurry of excited movement, was bumping against my damp pussy.

‘There’s more,’ I said in little more than a whisper, breaking the kiss.  Drool connected our lips.  ‘Is that… okay?’

Mike could barely bring himself to answer, such was his arousal.  He leaned his upper half back, so he could see.  He pressed his erection against my pussy lips.

I took that as answer enough.

I pushed.  It was far easier this time, my bladder desperate to empty itself.  It came in a rush, and Mike’s penis, pressed against me, was not only soaked immediately, but also caused the pee to spray.  I laughed and cried out an, ‘Oh no!,’ but Mike was gasping in delight.  The urine sprayed back against my inner thighs.  It felt comfortingly warm.

Mike, masturbating, was getting soaked.  It was spattering all over his hand and the front of his trousers.  He looked deliriously happy, and his excitement was overflowing.  The sex we’d had thus far had been nothing short of epics, so I knew the lad had staying power: here, though, it was clearly all too much, and he was ejaculating against my pussy lips before I’d even stopped urinating.  The tip of his penis, his fingers, my cunt: a sloppy mess of semen and urine.

Eventually I was spent, managing a few final spurts against his deflating cock.  We slumped back, both on our haunches.  He was gasping more than me.  He looked down at himself, at his wet front, and we both giggled.

‘Oh jeez,’ I said.  ‘I’m so sorry…’

‘Are you kidding?’ he said, getting shakily to his feet.  ‘I’ll be dry within ten minutes.’

‘You may want to do laundry when you get home…’

He held out his hand, and helped me to my feet.

‘Well, that was weird,’ I said, unable to hide my goofy smile.

‘Fun weird?’

I nodded, patting my tummy through my dress.  ‘And, you never know.  If you’re a good boy… There’s always going to be more where that came from.’

He looked at me.  ‘Do you, uh, fancy carrying on with this walk?  Or shall we head back… Maybe head back to mine?’

I grinned.  Took his hand, and we hurried home, to continue our afternoon of debauchery.
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