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		Part One

		

		"Billie, wake up, baby." Lauren's soft voice wakes me out of my confusing dream-nightmare of spinning trees and giants waving their arms.

		I struggle to open my eyes, and my right eye partially opens to see the bright sun shining directly into my eye. I'm immediately blinded, and scream from the pain, then it fades as the throbbing agony in my head registers on my dulled senses.

		"Oh, geez, what did I drink last night?" I ask myself, mumbling incoherently. "My head...."

		"Billie, you've got to wake up, darling. It's important," Lauren's voice again.

		"Oh, Lauren, please, I've got such an awful headache. Can't I just sleep a little longer? Can you snuggle me?" I plead.

		There's no answer from my love. I try to open my eyes again, and still only the right eye opens, and only partially at that. My head shifts slightly, judging by the bolts of pain shooting through my head anyway. At least that keeps the sunlight from blinding me. I feel cold, but the sun is warm on my face.

		"Darn strange," I wonder. "My bedroom is heavily shaded. I mean, our bedroom, I think."

		Lauren.

		Lauren means "our bedroom." But, in my mind, I see a solitary bedroom, in an apartment with no shade or view at all. Confusion. Fog in my head. Why am I so slow today? My eye begins to focus through the small slit available to it. I see a patch of blue, and red, with a black fuzzy circle on top of it, slumped over. It means, what? The buzzing in my head increases, and blackness overcomes me.

		... ...."Billie, baby, breakfast is ready. C'mon out, I made your favorites!"

		Lauren's voice sings to me, and I roll out of our bed, and pad over to the kitchen. Lauren's waiting for me, and gives me a gentle hug, and a warm kiss that rekindles memories of the pleasures we'd shared the night before.

		"God, I love you, Billie! You are the most wonderful thing to ever hit my life. Dig in, you're going to need as much energy as you can get!"

		I smile back at her, and feel a squeeze in my heart at the thought of how much I love my Lauren. And a dull pain in my head. "Odd," I think. The scene fades out to.... ....Lauren holding up the covers for me.

		"Billie, it's cold out! Get under the covers, hurry! I promise, I'll keep you warm!"

		Her plain beauty, expressed in her words to me, and her ever ready smile, warms me, and I crawl under the covers quickly, pressing myself against her smallish breasts and too wide hips, absorbing her feminine warmth, and love.

		We cuddle, and kiss, and I feel myself wetting under her touch, my pussy lubricating madly under her familiar touch. I feel so safe, so warm, so loved within her strong arms. We push against each other, no clothing impeding us, her firm thigh between my legs, I press my sensitive clit against her, and ride her, higher and higher, until the lights behind my eyes flash so, so brightly, the pleasure so ultimate that I feel I must die, must die, collapse to sleep, awake minutes later within her arms. To ready myself to please her, to finish her cum, her completion with me.

		She mounts me from above, her hips across mine, her wet, hair-covered cunt rubbing against my more sparsely covered little pussy, rubbing and rubbing, at first up and down, then later around, around, dizzyingly, until her mouth opens, and drool and words spill out on me.

		"Oh, baby, baby, my sweet Billie, that's so good, OH, push against me again, YES, you're my lover, you're so wet and so hard under me, I'm FUCKING you, I'm INSIDE you, your pussy, wet, I'm CUMMING, I'm in you again, your taste on me, CUM with me, cum my sweet lover, cum in my pussy, YES, YES, SHERI SWEET, CUM, CUM WITH ME, CUM, OH, OH, YES, YESSSSSS!"

		Her body covering me, warming me, loving me.

		"Billie that was so good, you're so wonderful, Billie, PLEASE, BABY, this is SO IMPORTANT, you've GOT to wake up, and you've got something to do...."

		I look around me with my one open eye, but Lauren is gone. I see instead a man in a light blue windbreaker, blood on his face, his dark hair tousled, slumped forward, and motionless. In a car seat. No, a, PLANE seat! In my 1975 Beechcraft Bonanza, the passenger seat. But why is he bloody, why is he slumped over, why am I in this place?

		"Lauren!" No answer. "Lauren!" again. No answer.

		Why does she tease me so? She had left me, vague memory among the vivid dream of our lovemaking. Must wake up, eat breakfast? NO! Make decisions, choices, my job. My job, make decisions and choices. What is my job? Waitress, yes. No, did that in college, I know I'm older now. In the military, yes, yes, that's it. I'm a pilot, Navy trainer. NO, no more. Vague, too vague, the fog.

		***

		... ...."Hi, mind if I sit here, looks like the other seats are taken." The voice coming from an attractive, but not really beautiful Lt.Cmdr.

		"Yes, Ma'am, please feel free to grace our table, and give us the latest scuttlebutt, if you don't mind," I replied, a lieutenant and pilot, just back from training some Academy cadets.

		"Word has it that the Defense Department is looking to cut back on Navy personnel."

		I looked at the Lt.Cmdr with a firm, steady gaze, and couldn't help but notice her attractive face and body, maybe not fold-out material, but with an intelligent, attractive face. She gazed back at me with a look that made me feel that she could see into my mind, and into my moistening panties, too.

		"Lieutenant, you're probably better off sticking to facts and things you know for certain, than asking strange Captains for gossip," she replied thoughtfully, but then smiled to signal there were no hard feelings at my inquisitiveness and breach of decorum.

		"Yes, ma'am," I replied, chastened.

		I was at a loss as to what to say at that point, but then she continued. "You're Lieutenant Allen, originally stationed at Pensacola NS in Florida, right?" She asked.

		"Uhh, yes," I confirmed. "Wilhelmina Allen, ma'am, you can call me Billie if you like."

		"Billie, I'm Lt.Cmdr Mason, but please, call me Lauren! I heard about that little adventure you had, pulling a trainee out of a burning T-34. It was a good day's work, lieutenant," she said, her eyes showing her recollection of the story. "I knew you were courageous, but I didn't realize that you were so young, and, umm, attractive."

		"Thank you, Lauren," I said again, though I didn't know if I was thanking her for the praise or the compliment on my looks.

		It's true, I did get more than my share of compliments, mainly because of my long blonde hair (as long as regulations would permit, anyway), clear complexion and "girl next door looks," plus a reasonably attractive ass and tits. I looked at the Lt.Cmdr again, and found myself wondering what she'd look like in mufti, and for that matter if I WOULD see her out of uniform.

		I hadn't seen her in the girl bars outside the base (WAAY outside the base - I didn't need `don't ask, don't tell' cutting my career short), but that didn't mean anything. Her next words did, though.

		"Billie, would you like to come over to my apartment for dinner tonight? I'd love to hear about that story, and other things...." Lauren said, and the implication hung between us in the air.

		I was being propositioned by an attractive Lt.Cmdr. Since the dykes I'd met so far around this base were too butch for me (I love a firm woman, but 5 o'clock shadow is too butch, if you know what I mean), this sounded like an intriguing proposition, and I jumped on it.

		"Lauren, I'd love to see your place, and eat." A slightly unconventional verb to use in response to a request to dinner, but I wanted to make sure there wasn't any misunderstanding.

		"Yes, to eat," Lauren repeated, and smiled.

		I knew then that we were on for a fuckfest, and my pussy lubricated wildly at the thought. We agreed on a time, and Lauren gave me directions. I found myself on her doorstep right on time, wearing a short slinky polyester dress that ended slightly above my knees, semi-high heels and my turquoise and silver pendant and earrings that an old girl friend had given me. I decided to forego bra and panties, just in case. Hey, life is short, right?

		I had a bottle of my favorite white, one that I loved to share with 'special' friends. Lauren welcomed me in, and as she complimented me on my dress, she brushed her fingers over my shoulders, causing me to shudder with the pleasure of another woman's touch. She noticed the shudder, and the way my eyes softened under her touch, and gestured for me to sit next to her on the brocade loveseat.

		She opened the wine, and poured for us both, handing me my drink. I took a sip, then checked out her outfit. Lauren had worn a camel-colored cotton blouse, and a matching skirt, longer than mine, just below her knee. Her calves and ankles looked adorable, and I wondered if they'd be wrapped around my ass later. I hoped so, anyway.

		We talked about many things, and staff and officers we might have known in common, then she announced that dinner was ready. We both trooped out to the kitchen, and I helped her to plate out our meal, then we sat down to eat. Honestly, if I weren't already a lesbian, I would have become one to get a chance at her cooking again! She had to be a world-class chef, and I surely don't know how she did it, she never seemed to fuss much.

		After dinner, we sat down to a zuppa inglese that just melted in the mouth. Yum! We talked a little more, then Lauren brought up an officer friend of hers who'd been released due to being reported as a lesbian. Seems that she's had an affair with an enlisted woman, and when the affair went bad, the enlistee reported her to senior staffers.

		Her mistake, of course, had been to have an affair out of ranks. That will get ANY officer discharged, male or female, homo or hetero.

		I said then, "Between you and me, Lauren, I'm afraid that persecution of gays is counter-productive. A lot of really good personnel live in fear due to that political mess. More than I can count."

		Lauren said, "Yeah, I know a lot of lesbians, too...."

		I decided to take a chance, then. I leaned forward, as though I were going to whisper something. Her body language told me that I was doing the right thing, and she leaned forward, too. I kissed her then, and she returned my kiss warmly. Our bodies then, moved closer, and soon we had our arms around each other, passionately kissing and groping each other.

		Her hand slipped down to my thighs. My legs were up on the loveseat, bent at the knees, so Lauren found it easy to stroke my calves and thighs. Her hand eased up my skirt higher up my leg, and when Lauren's hand reached the point where she expected to find panties, and there were none, she gasped. I giggled, and we broke off our kiss.

		"I was VERY attracted to you, Lt.Cmdr," I said with a smile. "I came into this operation with high hopes."

		"Mission successful, Lieutenant," Lauren said with a grin, then spread my legs apart, which caused me to lay back on the armrest.

		She pushed her face down close to my wet pussy, and lightly petted my pink labia, and the few hairs growing around my small hole. She sniffed at my cunt, then dabbed at it with her tongue, eventually running her rough tongue along my lips, then circling it around my already stiff clit at the top of my cleft. She settled down to licking over and around my hot little nubbins, causing my ass to jump, and she began to finger fuck me with her middle finger, in time with her clit licking.

		I was cumming in no time. "Oh, god, Lauren, your tongue is SO HOT and HARD! I love feeling you lick and fuck me! Fuck my hot hole with your sweet finger, and lick my hard clit! OH! YES! YES! FUCK! LICK ME! LICK! UHH, UHH!!"

		I could feel my juices running out of my pussy, all over her finger, and onto her loveseat. I hoped it wouldn't stain, but I was too weak to move. After we had rested a few minutes, Lauren began stripping me, removing my dress, then standing and stripping for me. I loved looking at her short, curly brown hair as it framed her face so nicely, and she first removed the cotton top, baring her small, conically shaped breasts, then shimmying the skirt off her hips, revealing tan silk panties, with a major wet spot right at her crotch.

		She got back onto the loveseat, and lay on top of me, with her hips at mine, our breasts and stiff nipples kissing, and our lips and mouths dancing together passionately. I loved the feel and the taste of her tongue, so recently in my pussy, now penetrating my eager and willing mouth. I felt Lauren's urgency, as she pressed her silk covered mound against my naked, bare cunt, again and again.

		I slid my hands down inside the back of her panties, and rubbed and squeezed her smooth, full, warm buttocks, turning me on again. I really loved Lauren's sweet ass, and later, many was the night I would spend licking her hot bottom, and the delightful hole in its center.

		That first night, after I pulled her panties down to mid-thigh, she pressed her now exposed fur patch against my hole, and brought us both to cum after cum. I think I came at least a dozen times that night, and I fell in love with Lauren, as she did with me. We decided to "share" a two bedroom apartment shortly after that, though one of the beds didn't get much use!

		

	
		Part Two

		

		It was Saturday morning later like eleven thirty I had slept in, in the apartment Lauren and I shared, we were in the living room watching Game of Thrones on DVR. She was sitting up and I was laying down my head in her lap we were home alone for the next nine hours so she had on a t-shirt and panties and I borrowed I real lose button down shirt from her brother we giggled at the TV but both remembered last we masturbated in front of each other to a porn video we found on the internet.

		She unbuttoned the bottom half of my shirt and began to rub my stomach. I just ignored it felt kinda nice like a massage. She looked down at me and ask if it felt good. I looked up at her from her lap and smiled with the response "Yeah."

		She undid the next one with only one left. She rubbed higher now she had the bottom of my cleavage at her mercy she used her other hand and stroked my hair. Finally she undid my last button the shirt fell to the sides completely exposing my breasts but oddly enough she returned and rubbed my belly again.

		The cool air on my exposed nipple made them erect pointing.

		"Oooooh" Lauren said "look at you" she took one of my nipples between her thumb and the side of her index finger and gave my breast a slight giggle we both laughed a little.

		She kept her hand there and played with my breast I felt a little tingle and I let her. I looked up at her, she took her non-massaging hand kissed one finger and put it to my lips, I kissed it back. As she did this she was also moved her hand off of my breasts and had slipped it into my panties her finger began to massage my pussy lips. I quickly sat and looked at her and said, "Let's go into the bedroom where it's more comfortable.

		Not listening to me, she reached in my shirt and touch my breast and asked "Doesn't that feel good, I mean I just want to try a few things on you, out here we did it out her the first time together."

		She told me that she had the next 9 hours planned for us. We would be alone and what ever happened between now and then will not have to ever do it again if we didn't enjoy it. Before I could reply one of her hands was between my legs rubbing my inner thigh. It felt kinda good. She scooted my open shirt off my shoulders and I laid down in the position we were before.

		I still hadn't told her she could or couldn't, she bent down and kissed me on the lips I gave her a few slight pushes with my hands and tried to stop the kisses but she took my hands with hers and laid on top of me she continued her kisses, working her way down my neck finally her mouth was on my nipple sucking on it hard giving it lashes with her tongue it felt quite good. I realized my situation and quickly sat up.

		"Lauren, why can't we do this in bed?"

		I knew something was wrong. She could see I was tense she wanted to loosen me up. She said she had an idea. Lauren told me, "The best thing to do is start with something sexual, not something that was actually sex."

		I agreed (I didn't want to offend her by being a party pooper, but I wasn't ready for her to finger me yet her on the couch) she laid down a towel and had me sit on it. I found it odd that I was completely naked yet she was covered. I laid on the towel and she began instantly to rub just above my vagina.

		I asked her, "Just what do you have in mind?"

		"I'm just gonna shave you" she said.

		I decided to let her do it after all it is not like anyone would know. There was a problem though as she finished with the cream when the razor touched me my instinct was to close my legs; but she insisted that they needed to be open or I might get hurt. But as a natural reaction I just stop myself from closing my legs.

		She said, "I have a solution." As she ran to her room.

		When she returned she had just two sets of two leather circles.

		She instructed me, "While on your back, bring your knees to your chest and hold on to your ankles."

		It was a comfortable position, one I could stay in for an hour or two just like sitting. She attached my left ankle to my left wrist and my right wrist to my right ankle. She backed away and I was stuck in this position. As she circled my confined body she explained to me that in this position that my arms were completely unmovable while my legs would be impossible to close.

		I attempted to do so but she was right I was stuck open for her. She returned to my waist and began with her razor swiping away every last strand of hair off of my pussy. Then she put the razor down and began to rub my ass cheeks.

		My legs were spread so wide I had no crack you could just see my pink little ass whole. She began to touch it with her finger. I urged her to stop.

		She said, "You're are quite a complainer." She paused then said, "I have just a solution."

		She pulled out a large rubber ballgag with leather bands coming out the sides. "She told me, "Open wide."

		I refused. I kept my mouth shut, so she put on and evil smile and took hold of my nipple, and she squeezed hard. I opened my mouth to scream and as soon as I did I was filled with that large rubber ball. Before I could react the straps were secured behind my head and it was locked in to place.

		"MMMF!" Is the only sound I could make!

		Then, for some reason I was being turned on. My pussy was wet and oozing my juices down my butt cheeks. She smirked at me and began to speak "Just one more thing Billie I need to blind fold you because I have invited a few guests from school over and it would be easier and less embarrassing if you were blindfolded."

		"MMMMF!" Again, is all I could say!

		I squirmed in my bindings helpless, as the scarf came across my eyes and was tied. Soon I heard, the doorbell ring and the door being answered. I heard many voices I couldn't quiet place.

		"Wow it really is Billie, how did ya get her" one said.

		Another quacked "Whoa... and she's oozing she must need it bad."

		. "Oh she is," Lauren started "I have her at her sexual peak she will respond to almost any sensual touch, watch"

		There was a moment of silence then I suddenly felt Lauren's tongue in my naval wriggling around. I moaned into my gag and squirmed. The other girls giggled.

		She began again, "I will go get all the supplies. You girls feel free to explore her body"

		All at once there were hands all over my naked and bound body. Both breasts were being caressed. Another was rubbing my pussy lips teasing my clit, I felt another tongue in my belly button all their touching caused me to shake and moan.

		I heard Lauren's return and the hands stopped. I could feel her hands on my face she ran her hand from hair down my back and too my ass. She gave it a gentle rub then a hard slap. I yelled into my gagged.

		She said "Alright ladies, is the video equipment in place?"

		I squirmed and tried to scream! Then I felt a lubed finger enter my poor little asshole then another and another the three pulsated in and out wriggling around in my anus as I moaned and shook. The fingers were removed

		She said, "You're ready for something a little larger."

		Something was put in my bound hand it was a huge dildo. I was told it was black, then she took it away from my hand and began to lube it. I quivered as it entered my asshole. She left it in and said, "I've an idea the three of us can flip her over."

		She had two others flipped me over so now I was on my knees, and the dildo was removed from my ass. I heard Lauren getting ready to put it back in. I moaned as it entered me but as it did I felt a second hand begin to finger me. I moan as my two orifices are being worked; anus stretched and clit rubbed.

		I moan into my ball. Their motions began faster I shook uncontrollably. Then I came. An excellent orgasm. I could her clapping. I was ashamed that I did that in front of a crowd. They removed all my bindings including the ball gag though my blind fold was left on. I was told this was only a rest period and any foul play like running away would result in punishment. They put normal handcuffs on me to ensure I didn't touch my blindfold. Soon they were ready again.

		They told me what they were going to do. They would fuck me standing up. One of them would wear a strap on, and Lauren would bottle feed me a dildo, then for all the other my body was their playground. I could feel as the dildo entered my pussy.

		I learned later, they had a special belt on with large loops on the sides which my legs were put into and locked into place so I couldn't fight back. Especially with the handcuffs I was helpless.

		She, at the moment I wasn't sure who, moved back and forth in a rhythm humping me good. I felt the dildo touch my lips and I opened up for it as the fake dong entered my lips I used my tongue all over it as I sucked, liquid came out as if it was a bottle dildo. Lauren noticed my reaction and explained to me that I was drinking my own cum.

		In the heated pleasure of sucking a cock and taking one inside me at the same time, I didn't care. The other girls had fun with me tweaking and pinching my nipples as one fingered my ass. I came once more and then was released from my sexual prison my blindfold was taken off only to reveal Lauren standing there with a smile. I half loved her and half wanted to kill her. She knew it, which is why she was reluctant to take my hand cuffs off. But she did once I was safely in my bedroom...

		She closed my door and left me to stew. We didn't talk for almost a week, she knew I was really pissed with her.

		

	
		Part Three

		

		About a year after we got together, the DOD (Department of Defense) had a RIF (Reduction in Force), and both Lauren and I found ourselves out of the service. We weren't too sad, because we knew that one of us would have been reassigned soon anyway, at which point we would have had to make a decision. A week after our RIF, Lauren asked me to marry her, and I quickly said YES!

		Of course, as lesbians, it's a little tough to get married per se, but we flew to Hawaii and were married by a liberal Catholic priest that Lauren had known from a previous posting, and we enjoyed an idyllic week long honeymoon on the island beaches of Kauai.

		During our first few years we did some really crazy things, her bondage thing for one, I had to reluctantly admit it was a turn on. But some of the other wild activities included an erotic activity that I grew to love. I first heard of it from Lauren. She had heard it from a client, Dana. At the time we were both in top physical condition having kept up with our conditioning regimen.

		Of course, we still had sex often, and enjoyed eating each other out or just masturbating together. However, this new fetish for us began one evening at a new club she had heard of. Lauren was in a light-blue, spaghetti-strapped tank top and a pair of jeans that hugged her tight ass, and I wore a red, low-cut, thigh-high dress. Lauren said a friend recommended it, "Dana says she loves the Friday-night entertainment."

		We got there and found out what that entertainment was. This was a lesbian bar where all sorts of dykes hung out. They also staged "best chest" battles every Friday night around 9:00. I was surprised, but excited to say the least. We took our seats at a small table and I looked over the jam-packed room.

		It wasn't a shack, but was more of a modest little establishment. The dining area was surrounding a large dance floor, but now this floor turned into an arena. The DJ of the night went out in the middle with a microphone and announced the bout.

		It involved a girl named Sara and one named Brittany. Sara looked about 22 or so, was a little taller than me, with a stocky build. She had long, black hair and a slightly tanned body. She was wearing a turquoise bikini, which her large, I'm guessing D-cup, breasts overflowed. Her figure was rather firm and hard for a broad-shouldered girl, as her abs appeared flat and her ass looked shapely.

		Her competition, Brittany, had a similar build, except she had blonde hair and a pale skin-tone. Her body was just as shapely as Sara's, but her boobs were a little bigger. They began at opposite sides, both looking a little nervous, then they simultaneously charged forward. There was a loud thump as their large busts met with such force that both girls were bounced back a step.

		They locked hands and then slammed their boobs together numerous times. I was really getting wet and feeling horny as they slammed, leaned back, then slammed again. They moaned each time, then finally they did one last slam. Then, with their tits pressed hard together, they swished their busts back and forth, rubbing their hardened nipples across each other's breasts.

		This can be painful if done like that, and I assumed that the goal was to make your opponent submit. This continued for a minute or two, both girls stumbling around, hugging each other, and neither getting an advantage. I looked over at Lauren to see her right hand down in her lap- she was masturbating to this!

		I smiled and continued watching, wishing I could be in there with Sara or Brittany. Finally, Brittany began shrieking and pulled back, then clenching her breast. Sara had one. With that, Lauren stood, breathing heavy as she had apparently climaxed with the screaming, and stepped up to me.

		She whispered "Looks like fun, huh! Let's go back to our place and try it, Billie!"

		She stepped back, waiting for a response. I took one look at her soft boobs, her tits jutting out, and agreed. We made it back to her place, chatting away in the car about what we had seen, "Wow, I wonder what they got paid for that?" Lauren let out excitedly.

		I was beginning to think she was interested in signing up. We went inside and walked to her bed-room giddily, like we were going to find some big surprise. We removed our clothes and stood in front of each other. Lauren has a gorgeous body; a slim figure, perky little nipples, and a soft patch of dark-blonde pubic hair.

		We were unsure of how to start, so we kinda' fumbled around with our hands and arms until we locked hands. Then we began slowly bumping our breasts together. I had always loved doing this anyway, as this felt so good even with tops on, but now it seemed different.

		I began really putting some force behind my bumps, my large pale torpedoes ramming hers.

		"Owww, hey, you wanna' get rough, huh?" she said with a grin.

		We then began circling around, hands still locked, and really slamming tits. With each thrust her soft skin touched mine and our tits, like metal thimbles, swelled further with each touch. Finally I got her against the side wall and pinned her, bombarding her large rack with my own.

		I finally covered her breasts with mine, our soft stomachs pressing together, and said "Well baby, looks like I win!", giving a triumphant smile.

		"Oh no ya' don't...I haven't given up!" she said, then ungrasping my palms and putting her arms under my arms up behind me, pulling me into her further.

		Our torsos were now a melding of ivory skin and she began really rubbing and grinding those hard tits into my breasts.

		"Ohh. Stop it...Hey...I mean it!"

		I moaned out as she dominated our contest, as I wasn't able to get much of a grip on her due to her back being against the wall. I felt her leg wrap around mine and her pussy press into mine, our crotches grinding together. I was getting off and began to weaken to her erotic assault.

		I finally collapsed onto her, my head resting on her shoulder. She began to laugh and gently pushed me down to the soft carpet floor. I was on my back, breathing heavily, and she squatted down on top of me. She straddled me, pinning my hands as I had done to her, and let me pleasure her to a wet and juicy orgasm. When she caught her breath she looked down at me laughing and saying "So...ya' think I could've taken Sara at the club?"

		I laughed and kissed her. We made out for a while, then got dressed and she declared what I'll never forget "Oh, Billie, I'm gonna' go see about it. Check the lock on the door and let's get to bed.

		***

		I'm washing my hands in a dim restroom... I look down and there's warm water running over my hands, and then I look back up...

		...The door opens, and in walks a dark-haired woman... I can still sense the warm water on my hands. The woman is wearing a military uniform with a skirt... She stands in my line of vision and lifts the skirt; she has on white underwear.

		As I watch her, she parts her legs slightly and a small stream of pee emanates from between her legs. I watch her for a moment, then look back down at my hands, only now SHE is there and I'm washing my hands in her piss, right below the crotch of her soaked panties. I'm aroused, very aroused....

		I scratched my head thoughtfully. I had just dreamed this dream, and wrote it down faithfully. My dream the night before was similar, so were many nights before that. I sighed and put away the dream journal. I hoped Lauren didn't read it. Still aroused, I took off my pajama bottoms and laid there naked, waiting for Lauren to finish with the shower.

		Last night's dream affected me differently. I was in a twilight meadow, near a pond. I sat down by the pond and put my feet in the water, which was as warm as bathwater. I could see the woman from across the pond. The woman entered the pond, swam up to the shallows in front of me and came toward me. I could now see the woman was nude, water streamed from her hair down her breasts. She came toward me and kissed me, parting my mouth with her tongue.

		She stood up and buried her cunt in my open mouth, and I felt a gush of warm piss enter my mouth. I swallowed hard, lapping up as much of the piss as possible. The rest she let pour down my face, on my body. Before I woke up, I came hard.

		I had almost rubbed my clit to a nice, wet orgasm when the shower stopped. I sighed, not wanting to give up reminiscing about these dreams.

		"I never thought about this kind of thing before" I had told my therapist after her first few dreams. "But now I can't stop thinking about it. It's.... Exciting. Worrisome. Disgusting."

		My therapist had told me not to get upset, and to keep the journal to see if something "came up." Bad choice of words, I thought this morning, something's always "coming up" but it ain't insights.

		My lover Lauren walked into the bedroom from the shower. I watched her towel down her solid, beautiful ass and great breasts, and pondered asking for a sick day just to explore those well-loved body parts.

		"Better get into the shower, hon, we're running a bit late."

		Lauren, all business in the mornings, probably couldn't be talked into playing that kind of hooky.

		I sighed. "Okay hon. I'll be quick."

		I set the shower massage on blast and let it work on my swollen clit as I thought about nibbling Lauren's left labia.

		

	
		Part Four

		

		I'm on a beach. The waves are quiet and gentle, and... there is a warm rain falling. I'm lying on the wet sand..., watching the clouds above.... The clouds start coming down slowly, but I'm not afraid. As they come closer I... realize they're hair, silky dark hair. I can see the... rain coming from them, but the drops are shining gold.... Now the hairy clouds look like a cunt, and I can see that ... the drops are a stream coming down from the cunt. As it... moves down it becomes much smaller, more lifelike. The... stream courses down my face and breasts, I start fucking... myself with my hand as the golden showers rain down on... me.

		It is the woman again, standing over me, covering my... face with piss. I lap up as much as possible. She... lowers herself on me; I lap with eagerness at her wet cunt. I can feel my own bladder straining, and I'm... coming again; coming and pissing on myself at the same ... time.

		I woke up still standing in the shower after this one. I grabbed my journal and headed toward the bathroom, not noticing until I got there that I'd wet myself. Fortunately, it didn't soak through the thick towel I had wrapped around me; I didn't want to have to explain that to Lauren. It wasn't like either of us were prudes; I you know by now, we happily played with light bondage and whipping once in a while and other 'fetish' stuff. Heaven knows it wasn't like I didn't trust my beloved; but the images were so forbidden. Sharing them with Lauren seemed too-- shameful? Perverted? I didn't know. I hoped they'd go away, but then I didn't. I didn't know. I couldn't go back to sleep that night.

		I got home from work before Lauren; but this evening Lauren's truck was parked outside the apartment. That's odd, I thought, but didn't make much of it until I got inside. Lauren stood there with an enigmatic grin on her face and nothing else.

		"I found your journal, girlfriend. We should talk. Actually, talk is *not* what I had in mind."

		I just stood there dumbfounded. Lauren came up to me, put her arms around me and whispered in my ear.

		"It's Okay. We can do it all, we can do nothing. But you're not alone."

		Lauren kissed my lips then backed off a bit.

		"Okay, lover. Get your clothes off and your ass into bed."

		I practically ripped off my clothes as I dashed into the bedroom. I noted that Lauren must've taken off early and maxed her Visa card at the local leather store. The sheets were latex and there were brand new restraints encircling the mattress. I noticed that there were several bottles of Evian in a cooler; most of them were empty. Breathing hard and shaking, I lowered myself onto the latex sheets. Somehow Lauren had warmed them. That moved me immensely.

		"No more words." Lauren commanded. "You're to stay quiet."

		Lauren proceeded to lock my wrists into fur-lined cuffs, attaching them to the restraints. My ankles got the same treatment. Lauren put a pillow under my head and put a liter of Evian next to my mouth.

		"Here, drink."

		I took the water gratefully; I had serious cotton mouth right now. Lauren tossed the bottle aside after I drained it and straddled my body. She rubbed her cunt against mine and leaned down to kiss me hard on the mouth.

		"OK, lover. You have a safe word; use it if you need to but from here on I'm in charge."

		I took a big gulp of air. I could feel the throbbing wetness in my cunt; this was no dream.

		Lauren pulled back up and started rubbing against my cunt again. She moaned and released a measured pulse of piss down my swollen cunt.

		"Ah..." I moaned.

		I could feel the stream dribble down my cunt lips, pooling and wetting my dry ass. Lauren let another slight stream go and I was so aroused I damn near ached. Almost unconsciously my arm moved in order to get my hand down to my clit but the restraints held it back.

		"I knew that was gonna happen" said Lauren, still grinding her cunt on my mons, "I knew I'd better restrain you before you shortened the fun."

		She let another burst of piss soak my cunt, this time strong enough to hit my swollen, distended clitoris. I could feel the piss surround my clit head, tickling the outside of my labia lips. The piss pool had soaked my ass, and wet my lower back. Lauren had moved up now, and was straddling my stomach.

		Lauren reached out and started stroking my nipples. The feel of her nipples hardening and her wet cunt electrified her spine. She could see her lover's bush, drops of wetness still clinging to some of the hair, her swollen labia, and her swollen clitoris. I wanted, needed to taste her.

		Lauren brushed her cunt hairs across my belly; she released more piss on her belly, soaking her skin and leaving a small pool of piss in her belly button. Lauren leaned over her and grabbed something off the headboard; she presented a gleaming pair of tit clamps to me.

		I bit my lower lip at the sight. I loved the way Lauren touched and bit my nipples-- but tit clamps? Lauren stroked my nipples to a proud erection, and gingerly placed the clamps on each one. She then tightened, alternating one at a time. Each tightening sent delicious shivers down my back, directly to my clitoris, which would've been screaming in ecstasy if it could scream.

		Lauren moved forward, pushing my tits together with her thighs until my nipples were almost touching. They were still sensitive from the pain of the tit clamps. Lauren took a deep breath and blasted a well-aimed rivulet of piss onto my nipples. I felt the hot blast against my hard, sore nipples; the sensation sent me into orbit. The piss ran down my tits and behind my back; I could feel it encroach my hair.

		My whole body was now lying in a pool of warm pee. My arms ached to touch myself.

		I could see where the stream of piss was leaving Lauren's body and I longed to lick off the drops clinging to the coarse hairs. Lauren smiled at me.

		"Getting greedy, eh? Your tongue can't reach it. Yet."

		She started working her way up my body, moving at a slow, studied pace. By the time she straddled my face, I could feel my own bladder straining from the liter of Evian. Lauren carefully lowered her cunt onto my mouth, spreading her cunt lips so that my hungry tongue could lap everything up. She then loosened my right hand, which immediately started toward my own swollen clit.

		"Easy, baby." Lauren admonished, holding back my arm. "Let's make this last a bit longer."

		Lauren grinded her hips to the rhythm of my tongue greedily licking off what was left of her piss. Lauren raised up again, releasing Lauren's arm and spreading her cunt lips. I waited. Lauren's cunt was swollen and purple; I could see Lauren's piss slit release a strong, golden current of warm piss.

		The current captured the glint of the light as it hit my face. I felt the warm piss glide down my face and my hair. I relished it; soaked every bit of skin I could get under the stream. I lapped the stream of piss with my tongue, let it sweep down my neck and between my breasts. I rubbed my clit, feeling the wet skin of my labia stroke the sensitive organ.

		I let loose of the piss in my own body; and as I did I had the most incredible orgasm ever. It started from my clit towards my relaxing urethra, it went into my vagina and up my spine, to my throbbing wet nipples, and it went from my swallowing mouth into my mind. My mind was gray, but a shaft of yellow light came through as I came; the woman from my dreams was there.

		"You don't need me anymore" the woman said and she left through the yellow light. Her head flooded with radiance and heat.

		I felt Lauren's clitoris in my mouth as i regained consciousness. i licked gently, realizing that Lauren was having her own orgasm.

		Lauren flopped down next to me, still breathing heavily and took me in her arms.

		"How did that feel?" said Lauren.

		"Wonderful. Awesome." I replied, still barely able to talk.

		Lauren kissed me deeply. I noticed the room radiated with warmth and glittered a slight yellow.

		***

		Thinking back, I'd like to say that our honeymoon was the happiest time of my life, but honestly, every day with Lauren was like heaven for me. She was always so sweet to me...

		We loved Hawaii so much, that we decided to form a small (one plane) inter-island courier service with a small inheritance of Lauren's. With me as the pilot, and Lauren as the business manager, we were moderately successful, and after five years of this, we'd both never been happier.

		That was when Lauren got a diagnosis of breast cancer, metastasized to other parts of her body. In many ways we became even closer during this period, the illness forcing me to learn to do the things that I had depended on her for, and I was happy to do so. Anything I could do to help shoulder her load I would do. We knew, though, that we'd need a miracle for Lauren to survive.

		... ....PLEASE, PLEASE, BILLIE! WAKE UP! YOU'VE GOT TO-" Lauren's familiar voice, tinged now with panic. My satellite phone? She's not here, can't be here. The pain, like lightning, shooting through my head again, and I'm back in the half fog, half dream-world nightmare. My focus is clearing, my memory, and I find I can move my head to look around.

		I'm in the cockpit, what's left of it, of our single engine Bonanza. It comes back to me, I had been on a courier flight from the Big Island to Maui, carrying some medical material, accompanied by a paramedic.

		I rub my hand on the left side of my head, and with my right eye, I see that it's covered with blood. I try to move my legs, and realize there's no feeling. Now I remember the sudden loss of power over Maui, miles from the airport in a remote area, the rapid, uncontrolled descent, the crash into dense growths of trees. No emergency message sent out, no time. My passenger, I reach over to him, feel for a pulse. Thready and faint, but he's still alive, just barely. So sleepy, I just want to dream.

		... ...."The doctor says there's at least a chance, Lauren," I said.

		"Billie, I love you SO much. You're my whole life, I'd do anything to make you happy. But you don't understand how bad the pain is"

		...."I love you, too, Lauren. I want to do anything you want. Just don't leave me"

		...."We don't always have choices, Billie, honey"

		.... Now, I only want to sleep, and dream. Dream of Lauren. Where has she been so long? Drifting, drifting, into a deep black ocean of sleep, my center growing cold, numb.... ....fighting now, fighting, must do, what? Lauren wants me, wants me to do, what? Only one thing I can do. I can't move, I think I'm dying. Oh God, dying. Now I lay me down to sleep....is that right? confused, fog descending again, dreamy mist of Lauren.

		Now it comes clear. I must try to make contact, let them know where we are. Radio....working? Dials working. Good. Power to radio. "MAYDAY, MAYDAY, MAYDAY, this is Island Trans Flight 1. We have crashed, repeat, we have crashed on Maui, approximately 7 miles inland from Kipahulu on the South Shore. We are a "Medical Flight for Life" flight, repeat, "Medical Flight for Life," carrying 2 human hearts for transplant at Maui Memorial Hospital. My paramedic passenger has unknown injuries, his pulse is thready and weak, my injuries are unknown at this time. Please hurry, Oh God, please hurry..."

		Faintly, as I fade out I hear, "Island Trans Flight 1, we copy. We are scrambling Air-Sea Rescue on your behalf, ETA 10 minutes. Hold on tight, ma'am. Hold on tight." I dream, and remember....

		...."Billie, we're so sorry for your loss. I know that Lauren was your life, but you've got to carry on in her absence. Others were depending on you, and you've got to take charge".

		...Two years now. Loneliness, missing my Lauren. Keeping it together somehow.

		... The sound of helicopters overhead. Rescue! "Lauren, Lauren, where are you," I yell, though it only comes out as a croak. "Lauren...."

		"I'm here, darling, I've been here all along."

		I'm dying, aren't I?" I ask.

		"Yes."

		"Can I go with you now, Lauren?" I ask.

		"Yes, darling, it's your time. You saved three people with that call, Billie. The two children who needed those hearts, and the paramedic. It was a good day's work, my love."

		I look beside me at Lauren's smiling, shining face, and beyond her, to a bright light beckoning us both home.

		END
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