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One

My girlfriend had trained herself to have roaring
orgasms when she peed.

On a typical Saturday afternoon, she’d drink her pot
of tea and disappear into the bathroom, and soon I’d hear her
absolutely screaming in ecstasy as she emptied her reservoir.
Sometimes she’d even text me a selfie from the toilet, showing her
face contorted with the pleasure of release.

Eventually, I asked if she might like me to be there
in the bathroom with her. She nodded eagerly.

The following Saturday, she counted the minutes till
her regular tea time. Finally, the moment arrived. As I followed
her to the toilet, I admired the delicate steps she took across the
room, knowing they were to be followed by a fierce torrent that
would contrast with them splendidly.

She peeled her panties down
methodically, and let her pee-tense pussy greet the air and hold
itself ready over the toilet water. Before my eyes, she used her
fingertips to part her lips. The elegance with which she infused
these actions – elegant peeing! – only added to my
arousal.

At first she released herself slowly, evidently
savoring the sophisticated joy of peeing in brief shudders,
interspersing the release with the tension. I could vividly imagine
the waves of titillating pressure, punctuated by velvety moments of
letting go. My cock responded with its own jolts of excitement, and
I found myself sharing her desire to prolong this phase of
things.

“Oh, wow,” my lover sighed, looking delectable with
her panties at her knees and her crew socks pressing into the
floor. “I’m always so happy when I’m peeing.” Then she gasped; and
down came the full force of her cascade, and out came the
beautiful, rounded scream.
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