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Denial

––––––––

“I really gotta go,” I said, cupping my crotch. 

My panties were still on, but I’d pulled up my skirt just to get it out of the way. Fending off accidents worked best if didn’t touch bare skin. As soon as my hot hand met my shaved pussy, I knew I’d pee all over the place. 

And I didn’t want to do that. 

Not in Talia’s newish car.

I whacked her thigh.  “Come on! Pull over so I can pee!”

We’d taken the back roads even though the highway would have gotten us there faster.  This weekend was all about taking it slow. Really enjoying each other. Fancy romancy resort hotel. Sex and candy.

After seven years together, there was no need to rush.

“There!” I said, pointing to a restaurant on the horizon.  “There! Pull in there! They’ll have a washroom for sure.”

“I don’t think they’re open,” Talia said as she drove by the greasy spoon.

She was probably right. There weren’t any cars in the gravel lot, and it looked like the windows were boarded up.

“That’s a shame,” Talia said.  Her voice was like a chocolate fountain. 

Don’t make me think about fountains!

“Please,” I begged. “We have to stop somewhere. Look, it’s all farmland. I’ll just pee by those trees. Nobody will see.”

Talia didn’t reply. She drove along, happy as a clam, ignoring my pee pain. 

Then she said, “You know why farmers plant trees around their fields?”

“I don’t care!”  I clenched my fist around my mound like it was one of those squishy stress relief balls. “I have to pee. Holding it is really bad for you, Tal.”

Instead of responding to my pleas for mercy, she said, “If your field is surrounded by trees you don’t end up with a dustbowl like during the Depression. If all you’ve got is dry soil, the wind can pick it up, blow it all around.”

My mind did a funny thing, then—it imagined me squatting over the farmer’s field like a dustbowl was a toilet bowl.  The breeze blew sandy soil against my bare pussy, drying me out so I didn’t have to go anymore, evaporating my pee from the outside in. 

It was a truly fantastic sensation.

But when Talia went over a bump in the rocky road, the gotta-pee sensation came back full-force. Pressure built. Felt like my bladder was full of jagged rocks, and they were poking into my kidneys.

“Please,” I said. “Talia, honestly, I’m about to burst.”

“Really?” she said with a smirk. “Now that I’d like to see.”

We went over another bump and I had to clamp down harder on my pussy lips. I crossed my legs, but that didn’t help.  

“Please,” I begged. “I don’t want to ruin your car!”

“Well, if you put it like that...”

I watched her intently, expecting her to pull over. 

But she didn’t. 

She just kept driving.

“What are you doing?” I asked. My voice screeched high as heaven, but my body was down in the depths of hell.  “Talia, I’m not kidding! Pull over! I mean it!”

Despite my urgency, she replied calmly and casually. “I will,” she said.  “In a minute.”

“I can’t wait a minute!”

“Sure you can.” She glanced quickly in my direction as we ascended a hill so high it looked like it would never end.

When we went up like that, I felt my bladder fall back in my body, like it was butting up against my spine. That made things better, a bit. I still felt the pressure of having to pee, but it was a different sensation. It was the pressure without the pain.

“Take off your underoos,” Talia said, super-casual, like it wasn’t even a sexy thing to ask. “Don’t look at me like that, babes. Take ‘em off, then I’ll stop the car.”

“But...”

Oh, it would take too much time to explain why that was tricky. If I accidentally touched myself, I might pee in her car. But if I didn’t do what she told me to, she wouldn’t stop. So I guess I had no choice.

Just as I hooked my thumbs around the waistband of my tight, stretchy panties, we got to the top of the hill. 

Everything changed.  

The car tipped from up to down and my bladder tumbled from my back to my front.

“Cripes,” I said as the urgency in my pelvis sent shockwaves through my system. “Oh Talia, I’m gonna pee.”

“Don’t pee,” she said, her voice all low and commanding. “Don’t do it, Cassie.”

I let go of the waistband and wrapped both hands around the gusset, squeezing my pussy from both sides to keep the pee in. 

A drip escaped. 

When I felt it wetting my labia, I squeezed my pussy harder to keep that little drop from getting on my panties. I didn’t want Talia to see that I’d peed in her car.

The hill took my bladder by storm. We drove so fast my pelvis didn’t have a chance to catch up. It felt heavy and full, like it would all come gushing out in one waterfall of pee. If I’d let it, I’m sure it would have done just that.

But I kept squeezing my pussy with one hand while I held the seatbelt away from my body with the other. It pressed too forcefully against my belly.

“Talia,” I begged as we zipped down the hill.  “I can’t hold it.”

“Yes you can,” she said encouragingly. “You can do anything you put your mind to.”

“No I can’t. I can’t. I can’t.”

When we zoomed to the bottom of the hill, my bladder sat even heavier in my pelvis. I was about to wet myself. She didn’t understand.

“Take off those undies,” Talia instructed. “Quick, quick, quick! Quick like a bunny.”

My hands had never worked so fast. I raised my butt off the seat and shoved my panties down my thighs, past my knees. The second they hit my ankles, I kicked them to the floor and said, “There. They’re off. Pull over. Let me out.”

I’d never seen her swerve so fast, and I thanked my lucky stars she was finally giving me my own way.

Where she stopped looked a lot like what we’d been driving by for over an hour: farmland, cattle over yonder, a smattering of sheep, barns and houses far off in the distance. 

Nobody around, thank goodness. 

I swung open the passenger door as soon as Talia came to a halt. Leaving my panties on the car mat, I raced through the tickly long grasses in my sandals. My summer skirt fluttered against my thighs as I raced to the trees. 

Just like Talia said, there were strong, tall shade trees surrounding the farmland, blocking it from the highway. I had to whizz so badly I wouldn’t have cared if I was forced to pee in the middle of a field.

Pulling my skirt up and hugging it to my chest, I parted my feet and squatted. I got down so low the grasses brushed my pussy and my thighs. 

Then a weird thing happened: I couldn’t go. I’d been holding it so hard, telling myself not to, that when I finally gave myself permission, nothing came out.

“Better?” Talia asked.

“Oh God!”  I jumped when I looked up and saw her. She was standing not three meters away, keys in hand, watching me.  

Something about having her eyes on me, or the shock of her talking, made my body relax enough that I started to pee. It wasn’t the waterfall I’d anticipated. It wasn’t dribbles, either. My stream came out urgently, but in a clean, fountain-like fashion. Reminded me of spraying Gatorade straight from the bottle, if the cap thingy came with a really tiny spout.

Hugging my skirt, I watched my pee leave my body in this neat, orderly stream. There was something fascinating about it, because it seemed to go on forever. I just kept peeing and peeing and peeing. Meanwhile, droplets clung to tall grasses and sparkled in the summer sun.

“Are you still going?” Talia asked, more fascinated than judgy.

“Yeah,” I said, looking up at her. 

She had her arms crossed in front of her greyish-purplish T-shirt, which couldn’t hope to disguise her very large breasts. Her face looked good in the sun. I loved the way her forehead glistened with a bluish tinge. My freckled face was prone to burns, but not her darker skin. No way. 

While I watched her watching me pee, I remembered why we’d stayed together through thick and thin, through seven years of ups and downs. It wasn’t just mutual attraction, though we had that in spades. It was that special something, that secret ingredient required for a strong relationship. I didn’t know what to call it, but I knew it was there, hanging between us. 

“Still?” she asked.

“It’s taking forever.  Feels like peeing through a really tiny straw. It’s so weird.”

“A good kind of weird?” Talia asked, tilting her head to one side.

“Yeah, really weirdly good.”

I wished she would take off her sunglasses so I could see her eyes. When I looked at her, I just saw myself. Just me, squatting by a tree, peeing in the tall grasses.

When my stream wound down to a trickle, I asked if she could get me a tissue or to wipe with.

“Nope.”

I laughed at first, because I thought she was joking. But when she didn’t move, I asked, “You don’t want me to wipe?”

“Nope.”

“You want me to sit in your car with spritzes of pee on my thighs? You want me to get your car all pee-y?”

Talia shrugged. “It’ll only get on your skirt. Won’t get on my car.”

“But I’ll be wet.”

“That’s the idea.”  The smirk on her lips grew into a full-on grin as she jingled her keys. “Come on, honeybun. Let’s get going.”

“But...”

Raising her sunglasses, Talia gave me that commanding look that silently said, “Who’s the boss here, little girl? Is it me or is it you?” 

Made me weak. 

Every time.

My heart fluttered as I stood.  My skirt fell to cover my shaved pussy and my wet thighs. There wasn’t much pee on me, but it was enough that I felt self-conscious.

Talia had already turned back toward the car, but she swivelled around to say, “I don’t want you putting those panties back on, you hear me? You’re going commando until we check in.”

I could feel my eyes bulging when she told me that.  “I can just stay in the car, right? While you get our room key and everything?”

Talia’s head moved side to side, slow as molasses. “We’re checking in together, just like a straight couple would. I spent enough years in that closet.”

For me, checking in together or separately didn’t have anything to do with being in or out. But I sort of understood what she meant. 

Maybe life had been easier for me. 

I was so young when I came out, and nobody cared one way or the other. It was different for Talia. She always had to fight for respect. 

Sometimes I forgot that.

So I followed her back to the car and tucked my skirt under my butt and got in beside her. When she stuck the key in the ignition, she turned to me and beamed one her fabulous smiles. 

“Feel better?” she asked.

“Much,” I said, beaming back at her.

“Feel wet?”

A blush consumed me as I wriggled beside her. My thighs pressed together. My pussy lips did, too. “Wet. Yeah.”

“Good,” Talia said with a nod. 

Then she turned the key and pulled onto the road.  We were off.
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I Peed in the Bath

––––––––

“Why did you let me eat so much?” I asked as we waddled to our hotel room after dinner. “Why didn’t you stop me after the chocolate cake? I didn’t need ice cream, too.”

As she stuck the key in the door, she said, “You’re a grown-ass adult, honeybun. If you don’t know when to stop, how am I supposed to control your actions?”

“I don’t know,” I said as we entered our room. “You’re pretty good at telling me what to do.”

“In certain contexts,” she clarified, which was true enough. Her commanding nature was reserved for all things sexual. 

Outside the bedroom, Talia never tried to control me. In fact, sometimes I wished she would rein me in a little more. I even used to flirt with other women just to see if she’d act all possessive. She never did, so that tease lost its appeal pretty fast.

As Talia surveyed our very fine room, she put both hands on her hips and took a deep breath. Being somewhere fancy seemed to make her feel free and unencumbered. That was nice to see, because she got so stressed at her job. She deserved this getaway—much more than I did.

“Oh God,” I said, tracing my hands down my belly.  “Look how fat my dinner made me. I’m huge!”

“Almost as big as me,” she said, raising an eyebrow.

Then she grabbed at my stomach and I laughed because it tickled. The lighter she touched me, the more it gave me the giggles. “Stop. Oww. Oh, don’t make me laugh! It hurts so bad!”

“I’m sorry,” she said, but she didn’t stop.  “I’m sorry, honeybun. Oh, I just can’t help myself.”

Her shoulders shook. Her big breasts bounced. She laughed like she could feel my tickles inside her. 

There was nothing more joyous than Talia in the throes of laughter, but it hurt so bad when I joined in. My skin felt like it was stretching to accommodate all the food I’d packed away. I clutched my sides, wishing the pain would go.

“Don’t touch me,” I begged. “Oh my God, you can’t, Tal. I’m so full. I’m not even kidding.”

“Take a bath.”  She pointed to the washroom and said, “We’ve got a Jacuzzi tub in there. Put it to use.”

“Just me?” I asked, hoping she’d say yes.

“If I joined you, I’d be touching you. And you already said you don’t want that.”

Good thing Talia didn’t take it personally that I said not to touch me. I guess we’d been together long enough that she knew it had nothing to do with her. But to show her I wasn’t looking for alone-time, I left the door open as I filled the tub and slipped in.

It felt really nice to be surrounded by warmth. Only water could do that. 

Most of me fit under the brim. Only the tips of my nipples stuck out the top. I splashed them, but when the water dissipated my nipples felt even colder than before. They hardened to buds.

Talia took off her earrings as she wandered into the bathroom.  Steam clung to the edges of the mirror, but the centre remained clear, so I could see her pondering me. Staring and pondering.

Then she said, “Did you ever feel nervous taking your off clothes in front of me?”

“No,” I said. “Not even the first time.”

“Hmm.”

I wanted her to say more.  When she didn’t, I asked, “Don’t you remember that first time?  You were at my place.  I tore off my top and stuck my boobs in your face.”

“I remember,” she said. “But I wasn’t in your head when it happened.”

“Meaning?”

“Meaning I don’t know how you felt.”

“I wasn’t nervous,” I assured her, since she suddenly seemed worried about things like that. “What about you? Were you nervous?”

She took off her rings and placed them in the soap dish by the sink.  “Yeah, I was. Sure I was. Big fat momma stripping down for this tiny little girl? Of course I was nervous.”

“I love your belly,” I told her.

Talia did a little dance for me, tracing her hands across her belly and up her boobs. I laughed, because it was all tongue-in-cheek. Then she said, “You didn’t turn on the bubbles.”

She did it for me before I could say no. 

The Jacuzzi jets were too much for me. Two of them pointed directly at my overstuffed belly, and I shielded my stomach so it wouldn’t hurt. That almost worked.

Another pair of jets licked my toes. Oh, now that was a sweet feeling. Almost took away the pain of being full.

“Looks like you’ve found a little slice of heaven,” Talia said, leaning down to kiss my head. 

“It’s the ones at my feet. Oh my God.”

She released a deep, knowing chuckle as she stepped out of the room. 

When I was alone, albeit with the door wide open, I slid my feet so the jets would strike my instep. It tickled, but it felt amazing. Sometimes I liked having my toes sucked even better than getting my clit sucked. Talia was amazing with her mouth.

The thought of my girlfriend licking my pussy made me pulse in all the right places. But my arousal wasn’t only about wanting sex. It’s funny, but I didn’t have to pee before getting in the tub. A warm bath always did that to me. 

I had to go. 

The sensation was intense and immediate.  I couldn’t put it off.

I peed in the bathwater. 

If it hadn’t been for the jets, I’d have looked down to see the colour as it left my body. I knew it would miraculously disappear into the bath once it was a couple inches from my pussy, but with the Jacuzzi running all I saw were fountains spurting around me.

The water shooting across my body now contained small amounts of urine.  

I couldn’t help myself. I peed a little more.

Talia came into the room wearing the tight red top she’d worn to dinner and a sturdy pair of black undies. “Mind if I use the toilet?”

“For what?” 

She rolled her eyes. “To pee.”

“Oh, well in that case...”

I winked and she winked and she pushed her knickers down her thighs. Talia didn’t understand how much I loved her body. She always said she needed to lose weight, but I knew she’d never get around to it. I was glad. Her body was my playground. I loved crawling all over it, dragging my slick pussy up her thigh, pressing my smallish tits against her bigger ones. Her body was amazing.

“What would you like to do after your bath?” she asked, speaking loudly so her voice would carry over the Jacuzzi jets.

“I might need a walk,” I said. “To work off all this food in my belly.”

Talia smirked. “Sure. We can do that.”

I could barely hear the tinkle of her pee in the toilet, but the second it registered, my pelvis felt warm with wanting to go again. I didn’t even try to stop myself. I’d already peed twice in this bath. I just went. 

No idea where all this water kept coming from. My bladder seemed to have an endless supply.

Talia wiped and stood and flushed. Then she walked toward the tub and bent forward.

What was she doing? 

It took a moment for me to clue in. When I realized my girlfriend was about to wash her hands in my bathwater, I raised my voice. “Don’t! Don’t do it! I peed in here!”

Too little, too late. Her hands were already whisking around in the water. 

My reaction was delayed, her reaction was delayed, and when she finally pulled out she asked, “Why didn’t you tell me before I stuck my hands in there?”

“I tried,” I said. “I was trying to, and suddenly your hands were in my bath!”

She rolled her eyes, and I couldn’t tell if she was seriously put out or just teasing. “You didn’t have to tell me at all.”

I said, “Of course I did. I tell you everything. I can’t lie to you.”

“It isn’t lying if you keep your mouth shut. I would never have known.”

“But then you’d be walking around for the rest of the night with pee on your hands.”

“I would never have known,” she repeated.

“It’s a lie of omission. I can’t lie, Tal. I peed in this bath. Like, three times!”

Her shoulders went up. “I didn’t need to know that.”

I watched and waited, wondering how long it would take her to turn on the tap and rinse her hands. 

But she didn’t do it. She grabbed a bath towel and said, “Come on, put some clothes on and we’ll take that walk.”

My girlfriend stuck her hands in my pee water and she didn’t wash up afterwards?

I don’t know what you’d call that, but I call it love.
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Asparagus Pee

––––––––

It never took much to turn me on. 

All Talia really had to do was cross her arms below her breasts and raise one eyebrow and I turned into a pile of mush. Liquid arousal.

She loved going down on me as much as I loved going down on her, but, like I said, she was the bedroom boss. If she wanted to go first, I couldn’t argue. I let her tear my clothes from my body and toss them across the room because why would I fight that?

There was this thing she loved to do where she’d use an item of clothing to bind my wrists. That night, she chose the top I’d worn on our night walk. It was a simple cotton long-sleeved thing, a shade of maroon with light pink and grey swirls around the cuffs.

“Turn for me, honeybun.”

I pressed my forehead against the wooden wardrobe while she tied my arms behind my back. Then she pulled me away from the carved cabinet and opened the large doors. We hadn’t unpacked. The wardrobe was empty, aside from a few wooden hangers, which Talia moved to one side.

“Get in there,” she said.

“In where?  In the wardrobe?”

She nodded. “I’m putting my little girl back in the closet.”

I threw my head back and laughed. “I’ve never been in the closet, not in my entire life!”

“Well, you’d better get used to it.”  Talia placed her hot hand at the small of my back and pressed me forward.

I had no choice but to step into the large cabinet. 

Even with both doors open it was really dark in there. Smelled like deep, rich things: leather, cigars, all that. 

“Turn around and face me,” Talia said.

Easier said than done. I was small enough that I could pretty much stand, but I had to feel around with my feet to make sure I wouldn’t fall out the front. 

“Open your legs.”

“How?” 

Talia slapped my cunt. “How isn’t my problem. Just do it.”

The way her eyes glowed in the moonlight, she was like a tiger ready to pounce. 

Was I afraid? 

Nahhh. Not of Talia. 

Bring on the raw commands. Bring on the pussy smacks. I could take it lying down (or standing up, as the case may be) and come back begging for more.

I found a way to open my legs by leaning against the back of the wardrobe, then inching my feet apart.

“Very good,” Talia said, getting down on her knees. “But you’re too high up. Don’t make me extend myself.”

I squirmed down the wardrobe, but it wasn’t easy. I was sweating and my skin started sticking to the wood. My thighs trembled as I moved my centre of gravity closer to the floor. This position wouldn’t be easy to hold, but I’d try anything for Talia.

Once she was content with the level I’d reached, she propped up my butt with her hands. My thighs still trembled, but at least I felt supported. I knew I wouldn’t fall on my ass.

She spoke so close I could feel her breath on my skin.  “What a pretty pussy you have. I love when you shave. Feels so good when I touch my tongue to your bare lips.”

“Quit teasing!” I said.  “You’re driving me crazy. Just lick me, already!”

“Bad girl.” She spanked my snatch. “Don’t tell Momma what to do.”

My insides fluttered as I said, “Sorry. I’m sorry.”

The ache in my legs turned me on as much as it hurt. There was something about pain that made my sexy parts firm and erect. My nipples strained like pink jelly beans while my clit fattened between my pussy lips. I felt impossibly juicy and swollen.

“Please,” I begged. “Please lick me. My clit’s so hard it hurts.”

Talia raised that sexy brow. “Is it, now?”

“Yes.”

“And now?”  She slapped my poor aching pussy, sending sizzling tendrils through my veins. “Now does it hurt?”

“Yes!”

“What about now?”  She spanked my cunt again, convincing my pussy lips to unfold and reveal my sweetly hidden clit. “Would you look at that! What a tight little snatch. What a clean little clit.”

“It doesn’t feel so little,” I confessed. “The more my thighs strain, the fatter it feels.”

“Oh really?” She smacked me again, then said, “Tell me how it feels when I try this.”

Bowing between my open legs, Talia wrapped her lips around my sweet shaved pussy. She sucked it like her face was a vacuum. 

“Cripes,” I said, feeling my bones turn to spaghetti. 

I don’t know how I stayed standing while she sucked my pussy that way. 

Her hands found my ass after issuing those delicious pussy spankings. That helped. She propped me up with her palms and ate me so hard I could barely breathe, barely think.

The air inside the wardrobe seemed heavier than it had. With every breath, I tasted more leather, more cigar, and then another musky odour: the aroma of my own pulpy pussy. Talia sucked it obsessively, bringing me right to the brink and swiftly tossing me over the edge. 

“Oh God,” I yelped, feeling her teeth closing around my labia. 

She nibbled my pussy lips, nibbled my clit—not artfully in the least. Her actions were full of lust and want. All she cared about was getting me off. She’d do anything to make me come.

My calves shuddered. My thighs shook. My heels weren’t even touching the base of the wardrobe anymore. I was up on the balls of my feet. They pressed in to the wood as hard as my bound arms pressed back. My knees jutted forward and so did my snatch while Talia consumed it monstrously well. She munched my labia. She bit my lips. She didn’t care how she looked or sounded. 

It was all about my pleasure.

And it worked, because I came again. Not even sure I’d fallen from the last orgasm’s heady heights before this one began. Those second orgasms were always stronger than the first. Maybe because I was past caring whether I looked ridiculous when my face scrunched up and my mouth contorted.

My whole body shivered in Talia’s capable hands, but do you think she stopped? If anything, she went at me harder, licking my whole pussy, not just my clit—licking my shaved lips and labia, shoving her tongue in my hole, gnawing my swollen red bud. 

She knew exactly what to do. And she kept right on doing it, even as I screamed my lungs out, even when I begged her to quit, even when I tried to close my legs and she wouldn’t take her head out from between them.

Talia wouldn’t stop until she’d pushed me past where I wanted to go and taken me to that place beyond orgasm. It was a place I could never go on my own. I wasn’t capable of pressing my body beyond its limits. 

But Talia was. And, God, I loved her for it.

Lifting me out of the wardrobe, she led me to the bed. My legs gave. I fell to my knees. 

Talia didn’t seem to mind that I had no energy to walk. 

“Hold that pose,” she said as I rested my cheek against the mattress. 

My arms were still bound behind my back, so I couldn’t help myself up, but I really didn’t need to. From the position I’d fallen in, I could watch my girlfriend unbuttoning her capris and unzipping the fly. She pushed them down her wide hips, down her big thighs. Once they got to her knees, they dropped to the floor. Then it was time to kick them off and start unbuttoning her shirt.

Talia had changed clothes three times since we’d arrived: once to explore the grounds, again for dinner, and a third time for our night walk. The evening had been somewhat cool, though not cold enough to warrant a jacket. She’d put on a paisley shirt she knew I liked and worn a rose-coloured bra underneath. 

Rose looked so nice against her dark skin.

Looked good coming off, too. Every time Talia’s breasts swung free, I felt my pussy gulp and swell. I knew I couldn’t take any more, but my clit liked to think otherwise.

“Just a minute,” Talia said, and stepped away wearing nothing but her underwear. “I need to pee first.”

The light went on in the bathroom. It made me squint. Our approach to sex favoured darkness. 

I couldn’t help fidgeting as I listened to her peeing one room over. The sound of hot urine striking cold porcelain was strangely intimate, when that urine belonged to someone you loved. If it was a stranger one stall over, it didn’t really mean anything. But Talia’s pee? That was different.

She flushed the toilet and turned off the light. I couldn’t see a thing. I sensed her moving through the room, but it shocked me when she lifted my head from the mattress and put herself in its place.

Talia was totally naked, her thighs spread wide for me. In the moonlight, I could just make out the glistening pinkness of her slit between the sweet brown loaves of her pussy lips. 

She’d shaved for me, just like I’d done for her. We were equally bare down there: a gift we gave each other on occasions such as this.

I bowed between her legs, just like she’d done for me. It took a lot of muscle power to bend just far enough when I didn’t have use of my hands. 

When sex beckoned, I could handle just about anything.

“Beautiful,” Talia said. “You look just beautiful down there, honeybun.”

I smiled at her, only briefly. Her pussy was too tempting. I had to get in there with my face, make her come just like she’d done for me.

Touching my lips to hers, I parted her pussy with my tongue.  She groaned as I issued a slow, long lick up her slit.

An aroma struck me so strongly I felt dizzy with it. This was a taste I’d only ever encountered as a scent, and yet I recognized it immediately... as asparagus pee.

My mind raced back to our dinner plates. I’d ordered the filet mignon, which came with an island of vegetables: a circle of potato, of eggplant, zucchini, slices of red pepper, yellow pepper.

Talia had opted for the salmon, which was accompanied by, among other things, sprigs of asparagus.

I knew what it smelled like when my body processed asparagus: an aroma that couldn’t be precisely defined, but that I nevertheless savoured. 

Some people didn’t like the smell, apparently. Me? I loved it. That was one of the biggest perks of eating asparagus: you got to smell like asparagus pee afterwards. It was a little reminder of the meal you’d eaten. A fragrant souvenir.

But I knew I’d never tasted it before. I would have remembered something like that.

Now, as I licked my girlfriend’s pussy, the taste of the smell of asparagus pee clung to my palate. I felt it at the roof of my mouth, permeating down my throat, under my tongue.

Had I ever tasted pee before?

I had to wonder. I would have said no, but maybe I just didn’t know what pee tasted like. Maybe every time I licked Talia’s snatch, I was actually consuming small quantities of pee.

My heart raced. 

Maybe some people would be grossed out by such a thought, but I found it incredibly arousing. 

I remember reading something online where a woman claimed she loved drinking her husband’s pee. The thought had turned my stomach. I still wasn’t down with the idea of pee spraying directly into my mouth, and me gulping it down. It would even make me sick to be an astronaut—you know, how they drink water that’s been condensed and filtered out of their collective pees? Even that grosses me out.

Yet there was something about tasting just a touch of asparagus pee on my girlfriend’s skin that made me wild with desire.

Talia bounced against my face, temporarily losing her commanding tone to giggle. “Gee, Cassie, what’s got into you?”

I didn’t answer. 

How would she feel if I told her I could taste her pee? Embarrassed, I bet. She’d probably feel humiliated for not wiping well enough. But I don’t think that was even the issue. I think I might have been tasting the microscopic sample of urine that still resided within her body, hiding just inside her pee shoot.

And I loved it. I wanted more. I wanted as much as I could possibly get. 

“Oh Cassie,” Talia moaned. “You’re an animal tonight.”

An animal who could use only her face to give her girlfriend pleasure. 

Since Talia had use of her arms, she was able to lean back and prop herself up.  Her breasts bounced when she stuck out her chest and angled her hips to give my mouth better access.

Now I knew how she’d felt earlier: out of control, needing to consume every bit of flesh. 

I nibbled and gnawed Talia’s cunt. I bit her, making her shriek. 

She was right: I wasn’t usually like this. I wasn’t usually so forceful with my face.

It had to be the asparagus pee. That stuff was a drug. Once inside my veins, I had to have more. 

I sucked Talia’s clit, trying to draw out more of that luscious asparagus pee. Sometimes I could trick myself into thinking it was working, and then it occurred to me that pee came out below that. So I dug a little deeper and sucked there next.

“Cassie!” Talia cried. Her body tightened and tensed as she said, “What are you doing?”

Instead of answering, I just kept doing it. 

I licked and sucked her pee shoot, catching her clit between my lips and my nose. She started to shudder, which drove her pussy harder against my face. My chin was already slathered in pussy juice, and now my cheeks went the same way. I could feel her wetness all over my skin, which was somewhat fulfilling, but all I really wanted was asparagus pee.

Talia cried out in the throes of pleasure. “Oh God, Cassie!”

She obviously loved what my face was doing to her cunt

I knew, in my heart, that I’d consumed every trace of asparagus pee from her skin, but still I held out hope. I kept licking and sucking and biting Talia’s pussy until she said, “Enough!” and rolled away. Panting on the bed, she said, “Cassie, where did that come from? You’ve never... we’ve never... my GOD!”

Resting my face on the bedspread, I smiled at my girlfriend. 

Her breasts rose and fell heavily as she struggled to catch her breath. Between inhales and exhales, she moaned like her orgasm was still echoing through her body.

I wasn’t even trying that hard to make her come. I just wanted another taste of that elusive asparagus pee.
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Shower Power

––––––––

I’m not sure what woke me. 

I’m thinking it was the birds outside our window. That’s not something I experienced at home. Sometimes I could hear pigeons cooing on my neighbour’s balcony, but never twittering sparrows or robins, or whatever was out in those trees.

Talia took up more space in bed than I did.  She’d kicked the covers down to her feet. She was just a big naked body beside me, beckoning my hands.

My sleepy fingers moved across her thigh, and she moaned gently as I dipped between her legs. 

Ooh, was her pussy wet!

“What have you been dreaming about?” I whispered, pressing my breasts against her arm. 

“Hmm?”

She was naked, but I had on a little silk number. It was so thin it was like wearing nothing at all. I could feel the heat of Talia’s skin right through it.

But nothing could compare with the heat of her pussy. 

“You must have been dreaming something sexy,” I told her. “You’re all wet down here.”

She cooed as I rubbed her clit in fat, lazy circles. “Oh honeybun, I gotta pee.”

“Me too,” I told her.

But she didn’t get out of bed. She didn’t even open her eyes as I wrapped my hand around her mound and squeezed. 

She did smile, though. 

And she said, “Cassie, I’m about to pee all over your hand.”

“Go ahead,” I said, challenging her. “You wouldn’t dare.”

Her eyelids fluttered. “Oh, wouldn’t I?”

“Nope. Because you’d wet the bed, and you wouldn’t want the maid to come in and be like... what a disgusting couple of lesbians!”

Talia chuckled sleepily, then pushed me away. “Okay, enough of that. Come take a shower with me.”

I hopped out of bed giddily and took her hand when she reached for mine. She led me into the bathroom, but when I walked toward the toilet, she pulled me away from it.

“What do you think you’re doing, little girl?”

“Going pee?” I asked.

She shook her head sternly. “Not in there you’re not.”

“Not in the toilet?”

She gave me that look—the one that made my legs quake. Then she reached into the shower and turned on the water. “You pee when I tell you to pee.”

My belly felt like it was full of butterflies, in addition to a night’s worth of water. Whenever she commanded me like that, I turned into a big puddle of lust. My body’s functions were supposed to be, in some sense, automatic—or at least controlled by me. And here was my girlfriend, telling me I could only pee when she gave the word. 

Maybe that doesn’t sound like a turn-on, but it was.

Talia tore off my silk and pulled me into the shower, which was a bit of a shock. More the music of it than the sensation. The sound of water raining down and smacking the metal tub made me have to pee so much more than before.

“I have to go,” I told my girlfriend. “I have to go really badly.”

She pulled me closer, so the shower struck us both. It soaked my hair and refreshed my skin, which was sweaty from sleep. I raised my hands above my head and let the water wash my armpits. I splashed the clean, fresh cascade across my face while Talia unwrapped a bar of soap behind my back.

“How are you feeling now?” Talia asked.

“Good,” I said. “But I still have to pee.”

“Perfect.”  She traced the soap up my back and down my butt. Then she turned me around and said, “Ride my thigh, honeybun.”

Straddling her leg, I asked, “Like this?”  

“Push your pussy against my skin.”  She adjusted my body until my slick lips spread and my clit pushed down on her thigh.  “That’s it, little girl. Very good. Now move.”

“Move?”

“Ride my thigh.”

I hesitated. “But I have to pee. Really badly.”

“Not my problem,” she said, moving her thigh under my cunt. “Feel that?  Feels good, doesn’t it?”

“Yeah,” I admitted.  

She made her body soapy. “Touch me, Cassie. Make me come.”

“Okay,” I said, though that was a bit of an imposing expectation. “I’ll try.”

“Don’t try. Do it.”

Shoving her wet snatch at my hand, she grinded against my palm. She threw her head back and shook, splashing me, splashing the tile wall and the shower curtain.

Then she looked down and asked, “Why aren’t you moving?”

“Moving?”

“Move!”

Oh, on her thigh.  I’d forgotten the instruction. 

I tried going at her hard enough to build toward an orgasm, but every time I slid my clit up and down her leg I had to pee even worse. I needed to stop. If I kept going I’d lose control of my bladder.

“Why’d you stop?” Talia asked.

I told her, “I’m gonna pee.”

“Keep going.”

“But I’ll pee all over you!”

“Keep going!”

I couldn’t argue with that logic. 

To tell the truth, I didn’t even want to argue. I just wanted to scrub my poor sweet pussy against my girlfriend’s thigh until... oh God... I couldn’t keep it in... 

As I slid down Talia’s thigh, pee escaped me. 

I went all over her dark skin, splashing a new kind of wetness across the trail of juice I’d left there. 

Pee streaked toward her hip, but it didn’t get all the way there. It cascaded back again, tumbling down the side of her thigh and dripping to the base of the tub. There, it mixed with shower water and went from mellow yellow to crystal clear.

“It’s warm,” Talia said. “Warmer than the shower.”

“I want to know what it feels like,” I told her as I rubbed her pussy with my hand.

“Are you sure?” she asked. 

“Yes.”

“Be careful what you wish for.”

“I am being careful.”

She bowed to me as my stream dwindled to nothing. She touched her forehead to mine and said, “Good.”

That’s when I felt something warm and wet on my hand. On my fingers first, and then pooling in my palm. 

Talia was peeing on me. She was peeing in my hand.

At first, I wasn’t sure what to do. Just experience it? Do nothing and wait for it to be over, then decide after the fact whether it was something I’d want to do again?

No, I couldn’t do nothing.

As she peed on my palm, I shoved two fingers inside her very wet snatch. She jumped, just a touch, but enough that her stream waved in the air and landed hot on my wrist.

She peed down my arm as I fucked her with my fingers. I had the worst craving to mash my palm against her clit, but I could just imagine pee splashing all over the place. I liked where it was falling on my arm. 

I liked that a lot.

Talia grabbed my cunt and squeezed while I fingerfucked her. We went at each other hard, and I had a feeling she wished I was still peeing. 

When her stream dwindled to drips, I must admit, I mourned the loss.

This was a first, for us. We’d just peed on each other. We’d never done that before. We’d never even talked about it.

But now that we’d done it once, I had a sneaking suspicion we’d do it again. 

In the shower felt safe. Water cascaded down on us from above, washing away every trace of urine. Just to be sure, Talia and I washed each other thoroughly with soap. She made me come in no time, and when I worked on her hot body, she fell to her knees with an orgasm that seemed to worship the creator of all things sex.

Once we’d washed away the soap suds, Talia turned off the water.  I fetched her a towel, then got one for myself.

“Thank you,” she said, wiping her eyes first, then the rest of her face. “So, what did you think of that?”

I knew she was talking about the pee, and I said, “Unexpected. But very welcome.”



5

Public Toilets

––––––––

“Your table is right this way,” the server said, in an off-handed way that made me wonder what was really on his mind.

My eyes went straight to the cloth-covered tables laid out with breads and fruits and yogurt and silver chafing dishes. As soon as we sat, the view from the second-floor dining room totally co-opted my attention. We were looking out on a gorgeous waterfall and a pond that sparkled in the morning sun. Beyond that, the vibrant glow of leafy green trees.

“Can I start you both with coffee?” the grey-haired man asked. 

Talia answered for us both. “Please—with cream and sugar.”

He nodded. “And orange juice?”

“Thank you,” Talia said.

When he’d gone, she took a deep inhale, smiled the widest smile I’d seen on her face in years, and breathed out a supremely relaxed exhale. Her skin gleaned like the pond outside.

Taking her hand, I said, “Do you even know how beautiful you look right now?”

She winked, because she wouldn’t blush. Wasn’t her style.

“Well?  Should we get started at the buffet?” I asked.

“Wait until your coffee comes,” she said, tapping on the table.

I rolled my eyes. “Yes, ma’am.”

The loving look in her eyes made me feel absolutely giddy. Then she gazed over my shoulder and said, “Don’t look now, but I think we’ve got company.”

I turned, but I didn’t know what she was talking about.

“I said don’t look,” she chastised, without hiding the amusement in her voice. 

“Don’t look at what?”

“Those two women behind you. I think they’re a couple.”

I turned again, and this time I got what she meant. They were older than us, I’d have guessed, but they could possibly have been friends. “Why do you think they’re a couple?”

Talia shrugged. “Just the way they steal the odd glance. They look like people who’ve been in love forever.”

“Aww,” I said as the server brought our coffee and juice.

“Feel free to try the buffet,” he said, inviting us both.

Talia thanked him and we went up together.

With our plates piled high, we returned to our table. As we took our seats, Talia smiled graciously over my shoulder. I turned to that pair of women and found them regarding us the same way we’d looked at them earlier. 

“You’re right,” I said. “They must be lesbians.”

Talia raised that sexy brow as she poured a little cream in her coffee.

I’d barely started my breakfast when my coffee moved through me. Good thing I could rush to the restaurant bathroom instead of having to go in the one I shared with Talia. Even after seven years together, I couldn’t do a number two when she was around. I’d never even farted in front of her.

The bathroom was really fancy. Only two stalls, but the sinks were granite or something fancy like that. Brass taps.  Looked like something you’d find in a rich person’s house.

When I returned to the table, I felt much better and packed in a nice meal, one glass of orange juice, and three cups of coffee.

By the time I’d finished eating, I had to go again—only pee this time, so I thought I might hold it until we got back to the room. Then, when Talia asked the server for another cup of coffee, I changed my mind. “I’m just going to pee really quickly, okay?”

Tilting her head, she gave me an odd look and said, “Take your time, honeybun.”

“Okay... but I only have to pee, so it shouldn’t take too long.”

“Okay,” she said, in a weirdly high tone. “Just do me a favour, will you? Once you get to the bathroom, wait five minutes before going. Will you do that for me?”

“Why?”

Her expression hardened into the Talia I knew from the bedroom. “Just do it, Cassie.”

I felt my eyes bulge. “Sure. Whatever you say.”

“What time do you have?”

I looked at my watch. “Nine forty-five.”

“Don’t go until nine fifty.”

“Okay.”

It was a good thing I didn’t have to pee more urgently, because the closer I got to the bathroom, the more pressure built. It was like my bladder could sense a toilet in the vicinity. Once I was inside the restroom, it started screaming at me, begging for release.

What could I do?  I’d promised Talia. 

And it didn’t matter that she wouldn’t know the difference. Didn’t matter that she wasn’t watching over my shoulder. That wasn’t relevant. 

I would obey her because... just because.

Standing by the sink, I looked myself in the mirror, endlessly fascinated by the dark depths of my own gaze. Could there possibly be someone else in my brain, someone else staring back at me from inside those eyes? I always felt watched when I looked at myself in the mirror.

But I could only stare at my own reflection for so long. 

Too bad I’d left my purse in the room. If I’d had it with me, I could have entertained myself by sorting through gum wrappers and old receipts. That old bag needed a good clear-out.

I glanced at my watch. Time wasn’t going by fast enough.

Good thing nobody else had come in the bathroom. They’d think I was weird.

I walked to the open stalls and looked inside. Both clean, both smelling like cinnamon and pecan spice. That’s one of the great things about fancy bathrooms: they always smelled nice.

Three minutes down, two to go. 

I stepped into the stall I’d used last time. As I did, the main door to the washroom opened. My heart jumped, which put pressure on my bladder.  I reacted by closing the stall door so whoever it was wouldn’t wonder why I was standing there with it open.

“You’d better not be peeing,” Talia said.

A wave of relief washed over me and I opened the stall to her. “No, of course not. Two minutes to go.”

When I stepped out, I saw that she wasn’t alone. Following her were the lesbians from the table behind me. 

I felt instantly embarrassed for what I’d just said, and hoped they hadn’t understood.

“We’re here to watch,” Talia told me.

The other couple looked at her, not at me. They were well-dressed, but non-descript. You wouldn’t necessarily peg them for lesbians. I wouldn’t have, at least. I guess because they weren’t butch. 

Which is stupid, because I’m not butch. Not a bit.

But why was I thinking about what these women looked like when I should be freaking out about what Talia had just said?

“You’re here to...watch me?” I asked. “Watch me do what?”

“Pee,” Talia said. “It’s about time. Go ahead. We’ll be here, all eyes on you.”

Talia and the two strangers crowded around the stall. 

Clearly, I wouldn’t be closing the door.

“I don’t think I can do this. Pee in front of strangers?”

“Sure you can,” said the woman with the turquoise scarf.

“If you have to go badly enough, your body will let go,” said the one in the salmon-coloured pantsuit.

Talia grinned. She’d won, and she knew it. She could humiliate me in every way possible, and I’d come crawling back for more. 

Every time. 

Because I loved it.

As I pulled up my skirt, sheer embarrassment burned through my skin. When I pushed down my panties, it started to fade. 

Was this really happening? 

Was I starting to feel proud?

I watched the strangers’ gazes focus on my bare pussy as my underwear settled just above my knees.

“Oh my,” said the one with the turquoise scarf. “Look at that, Margaret: she’s shaved completely clean.”

“Just the way I like her,” Talia told them.

For some reason, that statement made me feel more embarrassed than having my panties down and my skirt pulled up. She made it sound like I shaved my pussy to please her. That was only half true. I didn’t do it because she made me. I didn’t want these strangers thinking our dynamic was cruel in a controlling way.

Cool air rose off the toilet water and met my pussy like a dream. There wasn’t time to argue. That cold sensation against my hot lips made me desperate to release what I was holding so tightly.

“Oh look, Margaret! She’s about to go!”

When I rested my bum on the cool plastic seat, the humiliation factor came storming to the fore. Suddenly, I couldn’t do. I didn’t want these women watching me pee. It was embarrassing beyond belief. 

“Talia,” I whispered, as if they couldn’t hear me. “Please let me close the door.”

I had my foot on it. She had her hand on it. She shook her head, no.

Clenching my pelvic muscles as hard as humanly possible, I looked at my girlfriend and blinked back tears. 

How could she do this to me? 

“What are you waiting for, Cassie? Aren’t you going to pee for these nice ladies?”

I bit my lip so hard it bled. I’d never been so mad at Talia. 

How dare she do this to me? How dare she?

“Cassie,” Margaret said to the other women. “What a pretty name.”

“It’s short for Cassandra,” I said through gritted teeth.

“Even prettier,” Margaret said to her partner, like I wasn’t even a person, like I was some kind of exhibit at a museum.

That did it, for me. To prove I was human, I spread my legs, relaxed my aching pelvic muscles, and let the pee fly.

My entire belly felt warm as urine left my body. I’d been holding it in so tightly I felt like I was peeing through a straw again, which was annoying since it would only drag this scene out longer.

Talia’s gaze danced from me on the toilet to the two strangers standing beside her. They looked on indulgently, though nonetheless excitedly. As they whispered inane comments back and forth, I wondered if either of them had been in a situation like this before. 

Were they old hands at watching girls pee? 

Had they peed in front of each other?

Had they peed ON each other?

I covered my face with my skirt and groaned.

“What’s the matter, little girl? You don’t like ladies watching you?”  

Without even looking at Talia, I could see the expression on her face: cruel, teasing.

“Why are you pushing me?” I cried, whipping my skirt down from my face. “You always do this. You always push me. And you think you’re always right, even when you’re dead wrong! Dead-dead-dead-wrong!”

The strangers’ eyes opened as wide as Talia’s and they whispered back and forth, “Trouble in paradise” and “Maybe we should go.”

Talia didn’t argue with them and neither did I.  When they left us alone in the bathroom, I tore reams of tissue from the roll.

“That was embarrassing,” Talia said.

“Yeah, for me!”

With her gaze downcast, she said, “I thought you’d like it.”

She looked genuinely hurt. 

I wasn’t used to that. Talia was always so powerful and commanding. She knew what she was doing and she stuck to her guns. 

Maybe not this time?

“I’m sorry if I was wrong,” she said, with great emotion in her eyes and in her voice. “I thought bringing them in would be something new and fun, something we’ve never done before.”

This threw me for a loop. I really expected her to argue with me and say she was right to do it and I was wrong to complain.

“I apologize, Cassie.”  Talia touched my cheek gently, then traced her thumb across my lip.

I caught it between my teeth and grinned as I bit her. 

It’s weird, but I would have been mad at her if she was mad at me. Since she was so apologetic, I felt apologetic too. 

“Maybe I’d have been more into it if I knew they were coming. You really sprang the voyeurs on me.”

“I didn’t even plan it,” Talia admitted. “I was going to come myself, just me, to watch you. Then as I was getting up from the table, they caught my eye and smiled and I thought... well, maybe I’ll just ask... maybe they’ll be into it.”

“And they were?” I asked with a laugh. 

“Guess so,” Talia told me. “I didn’t even have to explain myself or out dynamic or anything. They really seemed to get it.”

I was still holding a wad of tissue between my thighs, too engrossed in this strange conversation to wipe. “Maybe they’re big-time BDSM people, like bigger than us.”

“We just dabble,” Talia said. “They seem... yeah, they’re committed.”

“How do you know?”

Talia shrugged. “Just a vibe.”

I finally cleaned the spritzes of pee from my thighs and flushed the toilet. As I pulled up my panties, I said, “I know we’ve talked about it, but I don’t think I’m ready to have other people...”

“In the room while you’re peeing?” Talia asked with a laugh.

I rolled my eyes and headed to the sink. “Not so much that. More like...”

Talia knew what I meant. I could tell by the expression on her face when I caught her watching me in the mirror. “You like the idea of an open relationship, or some variation, but you’re not ready to put the plan into action.”

“Yeah.” 

I knew she knew.

She came up behind me and wrapped her arms around my shoulders. Her big boobs shoved me forward against the counter and I laughed because I wasn’t expecting it. She grabbed a paper towel when I turned off the taps and used it to dry my hands.

“I left a tip at the table,” Talia told me.  “Want to sneak out the back way so we don’t have to pass that other couple?”

I was relieved she said it so I didn’t have to. “Oh my God, Tal, so much. You don’t even know.”

“Trust me—I know,” she said, and kissed my temple.
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Pee Pants

––––––––

There’s never time to do anything meaningful between the breakfast buffet and checkout time. You stuff yourself silly, then go back to the room, pack up your stuff, and that’s it. Your work here is done, now be on your way.

I felt a little sad as we checked out. If only we could rewind and start the weekend over again. 

But we’d done so many new things that I wouldn’t have changed our stay. I wouldn’t even change the whole pee-voyeurism thing in the restaurant bathroom. Now that I’d had an hour to digest the experience, it actually seemed pretty exciting. And it definitely brought Talia and me closer.

Anyway, we still had the drive home. 

I loved road trips with my girlfriend.  I could at least be happy about that. 

“It’s hot in here,” I said as the sun streamed in the passenger window.

“Sorry, honeybun.” Talia handed me a bottle of water. “Drink up.”

I suspected, even then, that it was a set-up. I’d peed before we left the hotel, but she clearly wanted more out of me.

And, to be honest, I wanted to find out what kind of tricks Talia had up her sleeve. Unless she’d packed that other lesbian couple into the trunk, it probably wasn’t voyeurs this time. But I could tell by the sparkle in her eye that she had something special in mind.

So I glugged that water down as fast as humanly possible, until I felt like I was floating in a sea of my own consumption. I could just picture shiny little fish swimming around in my stomach while a red and white bob floated on top.

But being full of water didn’t make me have to pee right away. It was a strange feeling. I knew I was bursting, but there wasn’t that itch, wasn’t that urgency. I didn’t have to GO.

I wiggled in my seat.

Talia looked over. “What’s wrong, honeybun?”

“Nothing,” I said, adjusting my seatbelt so it would be tighter around my belly.

“Drink too much?”

I laughed.

“Need me to pull over?”

I felt like I’d failed her when I admitted, “Not yet.”

She smiled and cocked her head. Turning up the radio, she joined in with Annie Lennox. I did too, because I couldn’t resist a sing-along. That’s what road trips were all about: singing with my girl, spending time doing nothing, staring out the window and enjoying the view. 

Being on the move. 

Together.

After a while, I felt a twitch of an itch. I didn’t sense that I had to go until I actually stopped thinking about it. Even, then I wondered if the feeling was fake. Was I forcing myself to believe I had to pee when I really didn’t? How could I tell whether it was a phantom sensation or a real one? I didn’t want to disappoint Talia by not being able to pee when instructed.

“Need me to pull over?” she asked

We drove through a stretch of road where rocks loomed high on either side.

“Not here,” I said, looking up at the expanse. “But wow. Look how far that goes.”

“This road was blasted right through the rock face,” Talia told me.

Sighing, I said, “I love this country.”

Talia smirked.

We were getting out of farm territory and more into woodsy wilderness. Not total wilderness.  We still passed houses by the side of the road, but there were long stretches between them. No getting to know the neighbours.

Talia cranked the radio and we sang for a while, but I started worrying we’d get all the way back to the city and I still wouldn’t have peed. 

Would things change, back home? Would everything go back to normal? Or would we keep up this new fetish?

When we came to a small town, Talia stopped the car.

“Here?” I asked, watching other tourists mill about the boutiques that populated Main Street.

“It’s such a cute little place,” she said. “Let’s get a bit of shopping in while we’re here.”

“Oh.”  Relief warmed my skin, along with the summer sun blazing through my window.  I opened the door and said, “Good idea.”

There was something different about shopping in a small town. Stores seemed so quaint compared to anything in the city. And the people who worked there were kind and very polite, obviously accustomed to dealing with tourists.

Talia took my hand as we browsed clothes and handbags, then an entire store of garden gnomes. Then Ye Olde Christmas Shoppe.  Multiple home décor stores, each with its own specialty.  A gorgeous junk shop with great prices. I bought a rocking chair, which we immediately carried back to the car. 

On the way, we got sidetracked by ice cream, so I sat in my rocking chair in the summer sun while Talia went in and bought us cones. She brought mine out to me and we took turns rocking in front of curious onlookers.

Everything was perfect. By the time we drove away, I felt like I’d been living a dream.

“Thank you,” I said to Talia. “Thanks for stopping. That was wonderful.”

She held my hand.  “It really was.”

When she gave my palm a squeeze, I felt it in my pelvis. There was no mistaking that sensation: I definitely had to pee.

“Okay,” I said. “Whenever you see somewhere you want to stop...”

Talia raised that sexy brow. “You need to go?”

I nodded.  

We drove a while longer, until Talia found a spot that particularly impressed her. There seemed to be a quarry nearby, but it didn’t look like anybody was working on the weekend. I couldn’t see any movement. Anyway, it was off in the distance. 

The side of the road was like many sides of many roads: long grasses, young trees, nobody around except the odd passing car.

“What do you want me to do?” I asked before getting out.

Talia opened the driver’s side and slipped out. She came around and opened my door and I got out too. She pointed to the dip of a dry ditch and we both descended into it. We were so far into the ground drivers would only have seen our heads and shoulders, but the ditch was rife with green plants and grasses. A pleasant little valley by the side of the road.

“Lift your skirt,” she said.

I did as she asked, raising it above my hips.

“You need to pee?”

I nodded.

She traced her hand slowly up my mound. Even the slightest pressure made my insides twitch. When she squeezed my pussy, I almost let go.

“Well?” she asked.

“What?”

“Open your legs a little wider.”

She still hadn’t let go of my cunt, which made it hard to spread my feet without peeing all over her.

“Good,” she said, and released her hold. “Now go.”

I must have looked very confused. “You mean take off my panties first?”

She crossed her arms under her breasts and shook her head slowly.

I glanced at her newish car, then back at her, then down at my undies, which were mauve and a stretchy bikini fabric. “But...”

“You heard what I said, little girl.”

“You want me to pee my pants?”

Talia nodded. A brutish grin crossed her lips, and it turned me on so hard I didn’t know what else to do.

I squatted slightly, not too low, but low enough that I felt it in my thighs. When I first tried to let go, nothing happened. The sensation of peeing while still wearing an undergarment was anathema to me. It felt wrong.

But Talia wanted it, so I tried extra hard. 

I tried, and nothing happened.

“Problem?” she asked.

“I...”  I looked down at my panties. “Nothing’s coming out.”

“Close your eyes,” she said, and I followed her instruction. “Good, Cassie. Feel the grasses tickling your legs?”

“Yeah.”

“Feels good?”

“Yeah, really good.”

“Relax,” she said in a whisper. And then she went shhhhhh, like her mouth was water, and that made me laugh enough to forget it felt weird to pee in my underpants.

I let go and felt my urine splash against my panties.  The pee didn’t soak into the fabric right away. My stream rolled down the cotton gusset and filtered through the stretchy fabric by my ass. It must have looked like I was peeing out of my butt, because Talia started laughing.

But after the first few moments, my pee soaked into the cotton. Once that started, the wetness spread quickly through the fabric, wetting my whole crotch.

It took me back in time, to a forgotten memory of peeing my pants while playing in the backyard. I would have been young, but not that young. 

Midsummer and my father had turned on the sprinkler to water the backyard. He was kneeling near the tomato plants, weeding the garden.  He didn’t know I’d peed in my pants.  He hadn’t seen.  So I jumped through the sprinkler to cover up the fact that I’d wet myself. By the time my father noticed me doing it, my clothes were soaked through. I’d covered my crime. 

“Wow,” Talia said. “Look how wet those undies are.”

I looked down and saw that the crotch fabric was much darker than the rest. It shouldn’t have been such a turn-on, but... it was.

“What now?” I asked. “Do I take them off?”

“No, little girl. You keep them on.”

But the car! Talia’s newish car!

“You let me worry about that,” Talia said. She climbed out of the ditch, then extended her hand to pull me up. “Stay there for a second.”

She opened the passenger door and rummaged around, maybe looking for a newspaper or a plastic bag? Something I could sit on so I wouldn’t ruin the upholstery.

As I waited by the side of the road, a car passed by going in the other direction. I barely took notice until the force of its passing blew hot dust against my exposed thighs. 

That’s when I realized I still had my skirt pulled up over my waist. I’d just flashed my wet panties at whoever drove by. 

And I didn’t really care.

Actually, I was pretty darn proud.

The End
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Nanny State

By Giselle Renarde

When Summer moves in with her mother’s friend, she expects to be treated like an adult.  Fat chance!  Victoria exerts control over every aspect of her life, protectively setting parental controls on the television and demanding Summer come straight home after her university classes.

Everything changes the day Victoria catches Summer watching some very kinky lesbian porn.  The landlady soon becomes the ‘Nanny’, coaxing Summer into the big bed for play time.

The unlikely couple embarks upon a series of naughty adventures, from suckling to discipline to diapers.  But what happens when Summer wants to include a girl her own age?  Will Nanny punish the wayward girl or accept another charge into their uncommon household?

Warnings: This title contains graphic descriptions of lesbian sex and threesomes, age play, spankings, discipline, domination, and other fetish activities that may be considered objectionable to some readers.



Read the First Chapter from Nanny State:

––––––––

“Victoria?”

The lights were off when I got back to the house—very unusual, because my strict landlady Victoria was pretty much always around.  She’d converted the extra bedroom into an office years before I came out here for school, and that’s where she worked as some sort of typist.  I never asked for details about what she did for a living.  I didn’t really care.

I know that sounds mean, but Victoria was hard to sympathize with.  At times, she was unbearably controlling.  She demanded I come home promptly after class, and I always resented the way she’d stand in the living room with one eye on her watch, asking, “What time do you call this, Summer?”

Victoria was an old friend of my mom’s, but the longer I stayed with her the more she acted like she owned me, like I was a little kid in need of protection.  Who did she think she was, bossing me around in that passive-aggressive way of hers?

“Victoria?  Are you up here?”  I climbed the stairs, turning on every light as I went.

As much as I complained about Victoria breathing down my neck every hour of the day, I hated being alone in the house.  It gave me the creeps.  If I could afford it, I’d get a nice little apartment of my own, but that would mean finding a job.  After getting fired from my last two restaurant gigs I couldn’t get a reference to save my life.

Anyway, until I finished university it was better to focus my time on writing papers and studying for exams.  That’s a big part of the reason I transferred schools and came out here to live.  Back home I got way too distracted by hot friends and good times.

In fact, the thing I missed most about my freedom was all the meaningless sex.  Under Victoria’s roof, I couldn’t get away with shit.  School and home, bedroom door open at all times.  She even had the parental block set on the TV so I couldn’t watch anything with “mature themes.”

My poor pussy was craving attention, and the most I could give it was a little stroke in the shower.  Even then, Victoria timed me as if I was wasting water.  After five minutes, she’d be knocking on the door, hollering, “What are you doing in there?”

I stood at the top of the stairs, gazing into open, empty rooms.  “Victoria?”

No response.

That settled it—she wasn’t home!  No way I was going to miss this opportunity to do something naughty.  Racing into my bedroom, I shut the door and pulled my laptop out of my bag.

My heart thundered in my ears while a thick heat pulsed low in my belly, spreading all the way down my thighs.  I couldn’t wait.

“Gimme the good stuff,” I said as I clicked on my favourite porn site.  It had a feature where you could search out what you liked best.

I typed in lesbian orgasms.

There was nothing I loved better than watching real girls come, and I looked through the thumbnails for one where the women weren’t bleach blondes.  Girls with tattoos got me off almost immediately, so when I found a porn clip starring one inky vixen with hot pink streaks in her hair and one innocent looking redhead, I was all over it.

When the video began, the tattooed girl was already sucking the redhead’s tits, thank god.  I hated when lesbian clips started with ten minutes of kissing.  Sure kissing was hot, but when I watched porn I wanted it to be on fire.

This clip definitely fit the bill.  After fifteen seconds of ogling that leather-clad punk as she suckled the pallid redhead, my panties were soaked through.  I reached under the elastic waist of my Uni track pants and cupped my mound over my juicy, soaked underwear.

Victoria had disposed of all my sexy thongs the first time she did laundry, replacing them with white cotton undies.  Totally not sexy, but I never did like going commando so I just grew extra cautious about letting people get an impromptu look at my panties.

“Fuck yeah!”

The chick with the ink planted rough kisses and love bites down the redhead’s paper-white belly.  God, they were hot together.  I hadn’t eaten pussy in months, and I missed it so bad I could almost taste that heavy, musky aroma at the back of my throat.

“Yeah, lick her hard,” I told the girl onscreen.  “Suck her clit, you fucking slut.”

I didn’t mind calling instructions out to my computer.  Didn’t make me feel crazy or anything.  I figured, hell, if I had the house to myself for once I should take full advantage and make a little noise.  When Victoria was home, I always had to be quiet as a church mouse and it was driving me nuts.

When the tattooed girl lunged against the redhead’s bush, a growl rumbled deep inside of me.  I wasn’t sure who I should be more jealous of: the one doing the licking or the one getting licked.  Fuck, I loved the look of that bright red pussy hair.  So many girls in porn were shaved—hell, so was I—but it really turned me on to see a full cloud of pubic hair between a woman’s thighs.

The tattooed girl seemed to like it, too.  She ate that redhead’s pussy wildly and without remorse, like a wolf tearing into a bunny rabbit.  The redhead reacted in a big way, shrieking and whimpering, her voice mellifluous even when she grunted and groaned.

I pushed my bottoms to the floor and spread my legs for the girls onscreen.  Parting my smooth lips, I traced my middle finger round and round my sensitive clit, pretending they could see me.

“You like my pretty pussy, huh?”  I smacked it for them, jumping in my chair as the slap to my clit rang through my body.  “Look how much you turn me on, you little sluts.  I’m all fucking wet for you.”

Stroking my clit with one hand, I pulled up my t-shirt with the other.  It was tight enough to stay there, hiked above my breasts as I tugged my tits out of my bra.  When I pinched my nipples, a surge of electricity zapped down to my clit.  If only I could do what the redhead onscreen was doing, bringing her breasts up to her mouth and sucking them, but my boobs were nowhere near as big as hers.

“God, I love your tits,” I told her, pretending she’d heard me and that smile on her plump pink lips was acknowledgement.

The girl between her legs ate her hard, ravaging her clit.  She hugged her tits and shrieked.  Planting her feet against the mattress, she bucked up against the tattoo girl’s wet face.  Watching her lips contort with blissful agony set my belly ablaze, and I scoured my clit so hard and so fast I came when she did—and I came hard!

But once was never enough when I was getting myself off.  I cupped my mound, squeezing it in my hot hand, feeling my slick inner lips pound and pulse against the outer ones.

When the porn clip finished, I reached for the touch pad on my laptop.  My goal was to get the cursor to a thumbnail of a naked blonde and an Asian woman with giant boobs, but my fingers were wet and my aim was off.  I ended up clicking another video instead.

My belly flip-flopped when the clip started.  It was another lesbian scene, but I’d never come across anything like it before.  There was a woman in her forties, I guess, wearing a prim dress unbuttoned at the front so her big naked breasts were fully exposed.  In her arms, she cradled a girl who was probably about my age.  Like a baby.  So much like a baby that the girl was wearing a diaper!

“What the fuck is this?”

I’d seen some kinky-ass porn in my day, but nothing had ever made my heart clench and my stomach wrench like this did.  It seemed really wrong, and I urged my hand to click another thumbnail, but my fingers would not obey.

When the younger woman took the older one’s nipple in her mouth, my pussy gushed with juice.  There was something mesmerizing about the way she sucked that woman’s tit, like she derived more than just sexual pleasure from it.  And the woman in the dress—wow!  The look on her face was so serene, so loving, that my heart warmed as I watched them together.

“Fuck, I can’t be turned on by this.”  I spoke more to myself than the computer this time.  “This is some crazy shit.”

Even so, my fingers parted my smooth wet pussy lips, tracing up and down my slit and bursting inside while my thumb found my clit.  My whole body surged.  Sure I’d just come, but that wave of orgasm was still close at hand.  Stroking my clit in tight circles, I thrust my fingers languorously in and out of my pussy, savouring the wet squelching sound they made in there.  It wouldn’t be long until I was riding that wave of climax again.

I watched the scene on my computer more intensely than I’d ever watched any other porn clip.  Mainly, I think I wanted to understand why I found it so arousing.  And at the same time, of course, I didn’t want to know at all.  I just kept fucking myself and toying with my clit as the maternal older woman stroked the younger girl’s fine blonde hair, rubbed her back, and caressed her thigh.

It all looked so intimate and serenely sensual that I wanted the same thing, though I didn’t know why.  I loved the way the younger girl’s smallish breasts pressed against the older woman’s bare belly, just above where her dress was still buttoned up.

“Suck my tits, baby.”  I pinched them one by one, imagining those pretty pink lips against my nipple, that velvet-soft tongue licking it, bringing it into her warm, wet mouth.

A surge of energy pulsed through my clit, and my pussy muscles tightened around my fingers.  I was going to come watching this crazy fetish porn.  I was going to come watching that pretty young woman suck those big, beautiful tits.  This was unbelievable.

“Summer!”

Every muscle in my body clenched.  My heart seemed to stop beating, and still I struggled to extract my fingers from my pussy and turn off the porn.

Too late anyway.  I’d been caught red-handed.  I’d gotten so involved that I didn’t even hear the door open.

“What do you think you’re doing, young lady?”  Victoria hovered just inside my room, hands on hips.  She hadn’t even taken off her leather boots.

I quickly pulled my t-shirt down to cover my boobs, though my bra was still lodged beneath them.  My face felt burning hot.  It must have been red as a beet!  Still, I couldn’t let her know how embarrassed I felt.

“What does it look like I’m doing?”  I scrambled into my track pants.  “I’m trying to get off—and you’re no help, standing there like the wicked witch of the west.”

Was that the bad one?  I couldn’t remember.

“I have absolutely no intension of helping you in that twisted endeavour.”  Victoria’s gaze kept darting to the computer screen, where the younger woman continued to suckle to older one. 

“Besides,” I said.  “My door was closed.  Don’t I deserve a bit of privacy in my own damn bedroom?”

Finally, she let out an exaggerated hmph sound and pushed my wheeled study chair clear across the room.  By the time I’d turned myself around, she’d closed my laptop and was trudging out of my room with it.

Now my blood was really boiling.  That laptop was my private property!  “Where the fuck do you think you’re going with that?”

Victoria gasped, spinning on her heels.  Her face was like marble, hard and white and frightening.  “Mind your language, Summer.  This is still my house, after all.”

“Yeah, no shit!”  I couldn’t control my anger.  The power she wielded like a weapon just made me so damn mad.  “You remind me every day: ‘My roof, my rules.  Your mother sent you here for a reason.’  I’m so sick of you.”  Grabbing hold of my computer, I yanked it from her hands.  “I take all my class notes on this laptop, and I do all my reading on it too.  It’s not a toy, and even if it was, it’s mine, you ugly bitch.”

Everything seemed to happen in slow motion after that.  I held my laptop so close to my chest I could feel its warmth against my pointed nipples.  My breath was coming so fast after all that screaming I worried I might hyperventilate, but I worried even more that Victoria would hit me with something.

It wasn’t right of me to call her an ugly bitch.  I knew that.  And it wasn’t even true.  She was the kind of woman whose skin didn’t know her age, except for the laugh line to one side of her mouth and the crinkles she got around her eyes every time she smiled.  But she sure wasn’t smiling now, or laughing.  I’d never seen her looking so... hurt.

“Wait,” I said as she walked to her bedroom across the hall from mine.

She looked at me, seeming small, gaunt, powerless.  She didn’t say a word.

“I’m sorry, Victoria.”

But it was too late.  She’d already closed her door.

~
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